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For Suzanne, Katie, and Ben





ONE [image: ] “White House—Color It Pink or Blue?”

On April 11, 1963, President John F. Kennedy touched down at Palm Beach airport for the start of his Easter holiday. Local dignitaries turned out en masse to greet him: the town manager, mayor, sheriff, police chief, the county airport director, the county engineer.

But his wife, First Lady Jacqueline, was nowhere to be seen.

Smiling and looking fit and ready for fun, the president climbed into a Secret Service vehicle that carried him down the tarmac to a white Lincoln Continental convertible awaiting him near an airport exit. Jack hopped out of the car, and from the shadows stepped Jackie, who had been hiding beyond the range of the news cameras.

What happened next startled observers.

“The president wrapped the first lady in a fond embrace,” the Associated Press reported. “She threw her arms around him and they kissed.” The famously reserved couple rarely, if ever, acted that way in public. They then got into the convertible and with Jack at the wheel drove off in high spirits toward their borrowed weekend estate. “There was obviously a genuine warmth between them that we hadn’t seen that often before,” a newsman recalled. “A lot of us got the feeling something was up.”

Something was up.

For four months, Jack and Jackie had fiercely guarded their secret. But rumors were now circulating. And Jackie grudgingly accepted she had to acknowledge what her body could no longer hide. By the close of the long Easter weekend, the news would be the talk of the nation: the president and first lady were expecting their third child.

To the few already in the know, something else was obvious: that baby was drawing Jack and Jackie closer to each other than they ever had been.



In January, the First Couple had been elated to learn Jackie was pregnant again. But, as always, the joy came with a twinge of fear. Jackie had learned years ago that for her, pregnancy would never be a smooth undertaking. This was her sixth: she had suffered two miscarriages, in 1954 and 1955, delivered a stillborn girl in 1956, and nearly lost John Jr., who was born three weeks early in 1960. Only Caroline was carried to term, arriving without incident in 1957.

Jackie restricted her secret to a very tight circle: family and personal aides. In late January, she dropped a hint to her Secret Service agent Clint Hill while they were strolling the grounds at Glen Ora, the Kennedys’ rented residence in Middleburg, Virginia.

“Mr. Hill,” she said, “I suppose you have noticed that I haven’t been horseback riding like I normally do.”

“Yes, Mrs. Kennedy, I noticed that.”

He told her he also had noticed she stayed off the water skis on her December visit to Palm Beach.

“I can’t keep any secrets from you, Mr. Hill, can I?”

She swore him to secrecy, then confided that she was due in mid-September.

Unable to contain their excitement, Jack and Jackie gave in to spontaneous bouts of celebration. They had never broken Secret Service rules, had never stepped off White House grounds without alerting agents. But one evening in February, in an act of mischievousness, they sneaked out for a quiet stroll together. Frantic agents scrambled and caught up to the escapees as they came out of the Southwest Gate. Jack and Jackie led their protectors on a leisurely, twenty-minute amble north along the west side of the White House outside the fenced perimeter. At Pennsylvania Avenue the parade turned right and reentered the grounds through the Northwest Gate.

The following week they got up to their antics again during an unpublicized, private weekend visit to New York. One afternoon, on their way to lunch at the restaurant Voisin on the Upper East Side, they suddenly hopped out of their unmarked vehicle and walked four and a half blocks along Park Avenue without warning the Secret Service. On the ride back to their hotel they popped out of the car again for an after-lunch constitutional. “It was challenging for the agents,” Hill recalled, “but it was wonderful to see them thoroughly enjoying themselves—like they were just an ordinary couple—thrilled to be expecting a child, with so much to look forward to.”



As they kicked off their Easter weekend, Jack and Jackie were, as the newspapers put it, “in a happy holiday mood.” With Jackie at his side, the leader of the free world piloted the Lincoln Continental convertible out of the airport along roads closed to traffic and lined with well-wishers. Every now and then, he would snap off his sunglasses and wave at the crowd, sending the vehicle weaving erratically across the road.

For his stay in Palm Beach, the president had the use of the luxurious estate of a family friend, C. Michael Paul, an arts benefactor and oil and finance tycoon. The eight-bedroom mansion, decorated with Gothic tapestries and exotic tropical plants, had a private beach, swimming pool, and enormous inner courtyard where the Kennedys and their friends watched movies on a portable screen.

Press secretary Pierre Salinger promised journalists that barring any domestic or international crises, they could expect a five-day weekend of no news. The president was in sunny Palm Beach for relaxation: yachting, swimming, shopping, fun with his kids, and Easter observances. No official meetings were on his calendar and little, if any, White House business would be conducted.

And so it went. The president strolled the ritzy Palm Beach shopping district on Worth Avenue, played golf, went boating. Jackie, Caroline, and John Jr. decorated Easter eggs at a dining table cluttered with coffee mugs of colored dye: blue, green, red, and purple. Jackie and Caroline wore sleeveless Lilly Pulitzer dresses Jack had grabbed for them on his shopping spree: Jackie in a pink checkered shift, Caroline in a blue dress with white trim and a white barrette clipped into her hair.

Jack adapted his playing style to the age and character of each child. In the pool, he and Buttons, as he called five-and-a-half-year-old Caroline, drifted from one edge to the other, her dad pulling her gently through the water, bouncing her lightly up and down while they engaged in long face-to-face conversations.

John Jr., by contrast, preferred combat. He floated in his foam swimming ring and taunted the president of the United States, calling out “Silly Daddy” and splashing him. Then he paddled away frantically as his father chased after him. When the boy tried to escape by climbing up the pool’s stairs, Jack pulled down the imp’s trunks exposing his bottom and dragging him back into the water.

“Naughty Daddy,” John Jr. reprimanded his old man.

And the game began again.

Finally, the boy got himself onto the deck, where he turned back and shouted: “Daddy, you are a Foo-Foo Head.”

His dad returned the scolding: “John Kennedy, how dare you call the President of the United States a Foo-Foo Head? You rascal, you wait till I get ahold of you.”

In the evening, when the Kennedys were hosting seven guests for dinner, the children came in to say good night before bed. John Jr. kissed all the ladies at the table and bowed to all the men and shook their hands.

Before leaving, the two-and-a-half-year-old made sure he had his father’s attention, and everyone else’s, then delivered a parting shot at the president in a fine stage whisper: “Foo-Foo Head.”



Jackie stayed out of public view until Easter morning. With a Secret Service agent at the wheel, the First Family climbed into the backseat of the white Lincoln Continental for the short ride from their vacation home to the Palm Beach villa of Jack’s father, Joseph Kennedy Sr., who was incapacitated after suffering a stroke in late 1961. Caroline sat on her father’s lap in a white cotton dress with red trimming, clutching her new toy, a stuffed white bunny. Beside them, John Jr., in white shorts, was propped up on his mother’s lap.

When the sedan pulled up to the villa about a hundred spectators applauded from across the road beneath the palm trees. A Secret Service agent opened the back door and lifted John Jr. off of Jackie’s lap. The first lady climbed out looking resplendent in a pale-pink linen sheath dress, a white lace mantilla, and long white gloves. She took her son by the hand and guided him past a gauntlet of press photographers.

Inside the villa, the president and his family were joined by his father, his mother, Rose, his youngest brother, Senator Ted Kennedy, and Ted’s wife, Joan. The Reverend Peter F. O’Donnell of St. Ann Roman Catholic Church in West Palm Beach celebrated a private Mass in the spacious, Spanish-style living room. Lofty windows displayed a sensational view of the Atlantic Ocean, which on this day, according to one account, “was blue and rolling… in the brilliant Florida sunshine.”

About an hour later, the First Family emerged from the villa to the waiting crowd, now numbering about three hundred, some shouting “Happy Easter.” Jack and Jackie and their young children posed briefly for family photos. Jackie directed John Jr. to look toward White House photographer Army Captain Cecil W. Stoughton. But the boy seemed more intrigued by the captain’s name, looking up at his mother and repeating it several times: “Stoughton. Stoughton.” Jackie urged him gently, “Look at Captain Stoughton.”

Before departing, the president, “in a jovial mood,” chatted with reporters, then waded into the nearby crowd to shake a few hands.



The next day, press secretary Salinger strode into the briefing room at the Palm Beach Towers hotel at 5:30 p.m. He looked ill-at-ease. In his hand was a single sheet of paper. Newsmen sat at a bank of tables pushed together in front of the podium. Some had flipped open the cases of their portable typewriters and were already pecking at the keys. Others stood along the walls of the windowless room with a notepad in hand. Television cameras were directed at a half-dozen microphones.

It was the second briefing of the day. Salinger had met with reporters at his regular 11 a.m. press call when he cryptically announced he wanted to see everyone again in the late afternoon. The unusual second meeting at the tail end of the holiday weekend raised the journalists’ news radar.

A reporter had piped up: “Will you give us the subject?”

“No,” the press secretary curtly replied.

Over the next six hours, Salinger was silent as reporters scrambled but dug up nothing. One zealous newsman caught up with the president’s brother Senator Ted Kennedy on a Palm Beach tennis court. Was Salinger about to confirm that the president would be making a sentimental trip to Ireland in the summer? “No,” Ted replied, “it’s sexier than that.” A disgruntled wire service reporter speculated that whatever the press secretary planned to announce, it was “a matter so sensitive that all official lips were sealed.”

Standing at the podium, Salinger knew what he was about to take part in was a rare, possibly unprecedented, moment: Jacqueline Kennedy was going to allow a family secret to be divulged on purpose. She would have given anything to avoid such exposure, but she had no choice. The press already had been grumbling about her unexplained absence from public events in recent weeks, and her burgeoning belly threw out hints. Once she’d gone public, Jackie knew—given her pregnancy history—the press would do everything in its power to keep a hot spotlight on her.

Salinger was under intense pressure to ensure the announcement went precisely the way the first lady wanted—that is, he had to divulge only the agreed-upon minimum and not a word more. He had felt the first lady’s wrath on more than a few occasions. “One of the treasures of my life is a series of memoranda from Mrs. Kennedy,” he wrote later, “asking (usually in outrage—and with justification) why this story or that picture had appeared in the press.” His job, in Jackie’s eyes, was to keep the press wolf pack at bay, and he had grown to expect his dressing-downs. “After receiving a steady stream of memoranda pointing out deficiencies in my efforts,” Salinger remembered, “I received one with a heading: Don’t worry—a nice calm memo.”

With television cameras trained on him, Salinger, in a jacket, white shirt, and tie, studied the sheet of paper in his hand. “Let me say first,” he began, speaking into a cluster of microphones at the podium, “that I will read this at regular speed first. It is a short statement. And then I will go back and read it at dictation speed. After that, I would appreciate it if the cameras cut off and I will read it again.”

It suddenly occurred to him that his words might be streaming out to the nation as he spoke. “There are no cameras going out live on this, is that correct?” he said, and was relieved to hear from the room: “We are taping.”

Salinger took a moment to study the statement one last time, then began: “The White House announced today”—he glanced down at the page again, then peered out into the room—“that Mrs. Kennedy”—his eyes flicked downward to the text, then back up—“is expecting a baby….”

That was it—the bombshell in one sentence. Salinger paused, as if girding himself for a barrage of questions. But the only sound was the clacking of typewriters.

The press secretary pushed on, adding that the presidential baby was due “in the latter half of August.” It was unclear why Salinger gave an August due date. That timeline contradicted what Jackie had told Agent Hill in January, that she expected to give birth in mid-September. The August date implied she was further along in her pregnancy. Perhaps it was meant to underscore smooth progress so far and discourage the press from prying into Jackie’s private life.

Returning to his statement, Salinger nervously worked his way through two more sentences outlining Jackie’s plans in the coming months. He stopped seven times to check the exact wording on the sheet, as if the first lady was hovering over his shoulder to make sure no stray word slipped in. “Mrs. Kennedy has maintained,” he began, “her full schedule… for the past few months…. Because of this active schedule… her physicians have now advised her… to cancel all her official activities.”

In all, Salinger uttered three short sentences. The news was joyous—capable of lifting hearts throughout the world—but Salinger looked oppressed. His shoulders were hunched as he spoke, he tensely rocked on his feet, and his eyes shifted from side to side with each halting phrase.

Reporters covering Jackie knew the press secretary was shading the truth: the first lady had not maintained a full schedule in recent months, as Salinger asserted. “Actually,” United Press International reported, “the first lady had somewhat curtailed her public activities some time ago.” Another dispatch went further: “During the past few months, she has been seen in public only rarely. She has pursued her own private life.” The Washington Post ’s society reporter Maxine Cheshire was more sympathetic, noting Jackie’s “history of difficult pregnancies,” adding that “although she is reportedly in excellent health, her physicians have advised her to take things easy.”

Some Jackie-watching journalists were peeved she kept her baby news under wraps for so long. The announcement, one asserted, “was attended by secrecy and suspense usually reserved for the most momentous official pronouncements.” Another reporter rated her pregnancy as “one of the White House’s best kept secrets—better than some National Security Council meetings.”



Only one other first lady, Frances Folsom Cleveland, wife of President Grover Cleveland, had delivered a baby while serving in the White House. She gave birth to a daughter, Esther, in 1893, and another daughter, Marion, in 1895, during Cleveland’s second term. Jackie would own a place in the history books if her baby was a boy, as no male child had been born to a sitting president.

Newspapers blanketed the nation in glowing coverage. “First Family Awaits Visit from Stork,” cheered one. “News of Jackie’s Baby Takes Capital by Storm,” declared another. The Washington Star’s society columnist Betty Beale enthused: “A prospective little bundle of joy at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue [is] adding to the sparkle of the sun-sprinkled capital.”

The newspaper reports mirrored the joy that Jack and Jackie experienced in these early days. “I would say that they were very happy at that time, very anticipatory, really looking forward to this child,” agent Hill recalled in an interview for this book. “Everything was looking up. Really, they were in kind of a giddy state.”

Jackie, pictured “in a very chic Easter outfit” holding John Jr.’s hand, led the front page of The Billings (Montana) Gazette under the headline: “White House—Color It Pink or Blue?” The first lady was described alternately as “radiant” and “aglow.” Even Salinger, apparently having survived his crucible unscathed, smiled broadly in a front-page cameo with the caption: “a beaming Pierre.”

Newspaper readers were treated to photo montages of the president and first lady and their children. The Hackensack, New Jersey, Record published a scrapbook titled “Kennedys Play Waiting Game” featuring ten photos of Jack and Jackie with their adorable brood over the years: Jackie cuddling a giggling John Jr., Jack gazing into the eyes of toddler Caroline; in another shot, an older Caroline sucked on a lollipop; and in yet another, John Jr. showed off his new hairstyle described as a European-type cut favored by his mother.

The glimpses into the Kennedys’ family life gave Americans a chance to see Jack and Jackie as ordinary parents just like themselves. Though obviously living in their cocoon of glamour, wealth, and power, the president and first lady came across as a father and mother bursting with the delight of any expectant couple. Summing up the First Family’s long weekend, UPI White House correspondent Alvin Spivak observed that “vacations with the Kennedys can produce a bundle of surprises,” and on this occasion “the Easter holiday… [helped] prove that presidents and their families are really human.”



Bibs, booties, and bonnets poured into the White House. Some women knitted sweaters, others stitched quilts. More than three hundred letters of congratulation from around the world piled up daily in the mail room; a hundred notes from Europe arrived each week, many of them written in French.

Children took to their pens. One young correspondent enclosed a four-leaf clover so Mrs. Kennedy’s baby “will be a very healthy one.” An opinionated young girl begged Jackie to give birth to twin girls, “ ’cause I don’t like boys.”

A youngster from Far Rockaway, New York, asked the president for “the honor of being the godfather to the new baby. I am 10 years old, if you want to know. And I’ll be the happiest and proudest boy in the whole world.” The Kennedys graciously declined the boy’s offer, noting that “this role is usually filled by a relative or very close friend of the family.”

A girl from Marion, Ohio, asked Jackie, “Have you decided what you are going to name the baby? And if so, will you please tell me, if possible.”

No names were divulged before the birth. But Kennedy insiders scooped up hints. If the baby was a boy, the family’s nanny Maud Shaw had learned, he would be called Patrick. A long line of Kennedys bore the name Patrick: Jack’s great-grandfather, his grandfather, and his father, the current family patriarch, Joseph Patrick Kennedy. And if the child was a girl, “Caroline had her own ideas,” Shaw recalled. “She wanted the name Susan.”



Given her precarious history, Jackie’s obstetrician John Walsh prescribed rest and relaxation. In early July, the first lady escaped with Caroline and John Jr. to Cape Cod, where she planned to stay largely out of sight until the birth—now publicly acknowledged as expected in mid-September.

The president rented a rambling, fifteen-room house just a mile walk from the Kennedy Compound in Hyannis Port. Brambletyde, as the place was called, was tucked away down a one-lane gravel road on a spit of marshland known as Squaw Island. It was a grand 1912 estate with airy rooms and pastel-colored walls owned by Louis Thun, a textile tycoon in Pennsylvania. Upstairs were ten bedrooms, each with a fireplace and a panoramic view of the sea. In the back was a private beach where Caroline and John Jr. could play beyond the snooping eye of telephoto lenses.

The Secret Service set up a command center inside a trailer at the end of the driveway. Though Jackie was far from what she described as the “goldfish bowl” of the White House, she still had reminders of her very public life. Wherever she glanced there were bundles of presidential communications equipment and Secret Service surveillance gear threading through the residence.

Dr. Walsh, a former Army surgeon in World War II, took up residence not far from the house. Though he had busy obstetrics practices in Washington and Bethesda, Maryland, he handed his patients over to another physician and settled in for what he called “an indefinite ‘vacation,’ ” checking in on his famous patient almost daily.



In June, Dr. Walsh and White House physician Janet Travell had swept through the Cape on a stealth reconnaissance of local hospitals in search of a first-rate site should Jackie suffer a pregnancy mishap. The doctors weighed the relative advantages of Cape Cod Hospital in Hyannis, a local institution since the 1920s; the new Falmouth Hospital, which had opened in May 1963; and the hospital located on the Otis Air Force Base.

The Otis institution was selected because, in Travell’s words, the 551st Hospital, as it was officially known, “provided the best combination of medical service, security, and accessibility.” The place looked like what it was, a military hospital: a collection of low, one-story structures that resembled barracks. The grounds were a drab expanse of sandy soil with scrub pine and oak and patches of browned grass. Travell praised the hospital’s interior as “rather charming… really very pleasant” but deemed the exterior environment as “very shabby.”

The Otis hospital presented a stark contrast to Walter Reed Army Medical Center in Washington, the planned site of Jackie’s delivery. Walter Reed boasted stately Georgian Colonial Revival architecture on manicured landscaping. The elegant Truman-Eisenhower Suite awaited the first lady. An arts committee had collected antiques to decorate the quarters’ sitting room, dining room, music room, and bedroom. No first lady had ever given birth at Walter Reed (or any U.S. military hospital), and doctors, nurses, and administrators were just as eager as Jackie to hear the first cries of a presidential baby within its walls. Army Surgeon General Leonard D. Heaton had declared that having Mrs. Kennedy as a patient was to be a great moment in the history of the hospital.

Otis also had a VIP suite, Building 3703, a former nurses’ barracks that had been converted into a hospital ward in 1961 for use by President Kennedy, if needed, during his vacations to the Cape. After the air base was quietly designated as Mrs. Kennedy’s backup site, the staff went to work redecorating and upgrading the suite for a possible emergency birth. The Air Force bought new furniture for Mrs. Kennedy’s bedroom and the First Couple’s sitting rooms and new appliances for the kitchen. The operating room got new lights and was made safe for the use of cyclopropane, a highly explosive anesthesia preferred by Dr. Walsh.

The Air Force brass, working with the medical staff, drew up an emergency response plan for good and bad weather. Administrators, doctors, nurses, helicopter pilots, ambulance drivers, airmen blood donors all went through repeated drills to perfect the crisis procedures. In military fashion, the Air Force leadership gave their operation a high-priority name: Top Drawer.



At Brambletyde, Jackie spent tranquil hours upstairs reading, painting, and organizing White House events for the fall. She and her personal secretary, Mary Gallagher, worked in a closed-in porch adjoining Jackie’s bedroom. “From here,” Gallagher wrote in her 1969 memoir, “we could feel the strong breezes and hear the lashing of the waves against the rocks.”

At the start of July, as soon as Jackie was settled in, the president began arriving almost every weekend. So far, Jackie’s pregnancy, just shy of its seventh month, was flawless. She was healthy, active, and in good spirits. The president and first lady had no reason to doubt that she would leave the Cape near the end of summer for a September birth in Washington.

“July was the month of bright promise,” Gallagher remembered. “Everything seemed so secure, so full of good omens for the future.”





TWO [image: ] Heartbreak Worth the Pain

Jack and Jackie had come a long way together.

From the moment Jackie first met the Massachusetts congressman in May 1951 at a dinner party arranged by their mutual friends, Charley and Martha Bartlett, she sensed his fear of the wedding altar. At thirty-four, Jack still clung to his bachelor lifestyle. He knew if he wanted to advance in politics he’d have to find a wife, but the prospect did nothing to erase his jaundiced view of marriage. Everything he had seen of it at home made him leery. The union of his millionaire father, Joseph P. Kennedy, and his mother, Rose, was nothing if not a glaring example of the corrosive experience that awaited the betrothed.

Joe Kennedy, with his freckles, red hair, and piercing blue eyes, was a man of all-consuming lusts: money, power, and women. He had dedicated his life and his fortune to lifting his children: the boys, to positions of power in politics; the girls, into the arms of wealthy husbands. He was ruthless in the pursuit of riches, flagrant in his philandering. He was proud of his prowess and saw no need to hide his infidelities. Betty Spalding, a friend of Jack’s sisters Eunice and Kathleen (Kick), remembered dinners at the Kennedys’ when Joe’s young paramours were seated around the table. “The old man,” she exclaimed, “having his mistresses there at the house for lunch and supper! I couldn’t understand it! It was unheard of.”

Mary Pitcairn, a friend of Eunice’s, had a casual dating relationship with Jack in his early days as a congressman. She remembered Jack as adorable, thoughtful, and sensitive. “But I was always on my guard,” she said. She was interested in a serious relationship but Jack’s roving eye stood in the way: “I don’t think Jack was ready for deep affection.” She worried about his father’s damaging influence. In a competition worthy of jungle animals, Joe Kennedy would pursue women Jack was seeing; he’d call them up and take them to dinner. He took Pitcairn for a meal at the Carlton Hotel in Washington and asked personal questions—“extraordinarily personal questions,” she recalled. Once when Pitcairn was visiting Eunice on Cape Cod, he came into her bedroom when she was in her nightgown and kissed her good night in front of his daughter, who witnessed the scene through the open door of their adjoining bathroom. And it was no fatherly peck on the cheek. Not only that, it was common behavior familiar to the Kennedy siblings. “I think all this confused Jack,” Pitcairn said. “What kind of object is a woman? To be treated as his father treated them?”

Jack’s mother, Rose, was by her own description “a convent-bred girl.” Her life was built on a foundation of piety. “She had found in God someone she could always love and trust,” explained historian Doris Kearns Goodwin. Her faith gave her strength to endure the deaths of three sons and a daughter and look past the worst of her husband’s behavior. To cope with Joe’s reckless philandering, she retreated into a cocoon of denial. “Mrs. Kennedy had this amazing knack for shutting out anything she did not want to know or face or deal with, and conversely of actually believing whatever she wanted to believe,” observed a Kennedy employee. When Joe flaunted his highly public affair with actress Gloria Swanson, Rose never acknowledged its reality, insisting his relationship was nothing more than one of his many movie industry business affiliations. “One of the characteristics of my life with Joe was that we trusted one another implicitly,” she maintained. “There was never any deceit on his part and there was never any doubt in my mind about his motives or behavior.”

She and her husband arrived at a twisted compact: he would carry on with his lovers and she would ignore the dalliances for the sake of appearances. But her private—and not-so-subtle—denial warped the marriage. She upheld an outdated Catholic code decreeing that sex was only for procreation, not pleasure. Following the birth of her ninth and last child, Ted in 1932, she declared: “No more sex,” and ever after she and Joe occupied separate bedrooms.

Rose not only kept herself out of Joe’s bed but also left him and the children for long periods to shield her eyes from her husband’s stream of female conquests. Her repeated disappearances left a sour taste among some of her young kids. When she was setting off for a two-month stay with her sister in California in April 1923, leaving the young ones behind in the hands of maids and nursemaids, governesses and cooks, laundresses and their father, six-year-old Jack spoke up: “Gee, you’re a great mother to go away and leave your children all alone.”

As Jack pondered a future filled with marriage, kids, and family, his parents’ dysfunction darkened his perspective. One night, in the mid-1940s, he was dancing under the Starlight Roof of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel with a woman named Elizabeth Drake, who was engaged to one of his war buddies. As they moved across the dance floor, Drake listened to Jack’s despondent soliloquy on the institution of marriage: he couldn’t fathom why anyone put their faith in it. “He was always asking me if I thought I really wanted to get married because there were so many unhappy marriages,” she told biographers Joan Blair and Clay Blair Jr. Jack never explained to her why he was so averse to settling down. But Drake had an inkling: “I… think Jack was looking back in his own head to his own mother and father.”

At that dinner with Jack in 1951, Jackie had a telling first impression of her future husband. “In a flash of inner perception,” wrote her friend Mary Van Rensselaer Thayer in a 1961 authorized biography, “she realized here was a man who did not want to marry…. Jacqueline looked into Jack’s laughingly aroused, intelligently inquisitive face and knew instantly that he would have a profound, perhaps disturbing influence on her life.” She saw at that moment the possibility of heartbreak “but just as swiftly determined such heartbreak would be worth the pain.”

When Jack and Jackie began spending time together, he realized she was unique among the many women he had known. She challenged him with her intelligence, style, and frank humor. “He really brightened when she appeared,” recalled Jack’s friend and Choate prep school roommate Lem Billings. “You could see it in his eyes; he’d follow her around the room watching to see what she’d do next. Jackie interested him, which was not true of many women.”

A halting courtship began. He would disappear from her life for weeks, campaigning for a Senate seat in the 1952 election, calling from the road on occasion, as Jackie remembered it, “with a great clinking of coins” into the pay phone. Valentine’s Day and Christmas rang in with no gifts, no tokens of his affection. His negligence may not have been a sign of indifference but a lack of experience with anything but fleeting relationships. He didn’t know how to court a woman seriously the way other men did. If his attentions didn’t involve a quick sexual conquest, he was inept and uncertain; he still had a lot to learn. From the road, Jack sent no love letters. The closest Jackie got was one postcard bearing five words as impassioned as he could muster: Wish you were here. Jack.

A voracious reader, Jack gave her books he treasured—perhaps as a way for her to better understand him. One title, Pilgrim’s Way, a memoir by John Buchan, a former governor general of Canada, gave a potential peek into Jack’s veiled emotional life. As journalist and Kennedy friend Laura Bergquist detected, Jack relied on his “cool cat exterior” to hide “a reservoir of emotion” lurking within him. In Pilgrim’s Way, Buchan described one of his own friends in a way that a careful reader like Jackie might interpret as a coded portrait of Jack Kennedy: “He disliked emotion, not because he felt lightly but because he felt deeply.”

Like him, Jackie immersed herself in books, and she presented Jack with volumes on French history and collections of poetry as passageways to understanding her. She discovered they shared a love of Shakespeare, and she admired his knowledge of the plays and his ability to quote long passages. Gradually they crept closer, recognizing they were of similar disposition—both keenly observant and somewhat shy with a quick wit and a taste for gossip. Later, perceiving their intellectual compatibility, Jackie explained, “We both have curious, inquiring minds—that’s a reason we chose each other.”

If books and intellectual pursuits drew them toward each other, their life journeys, especially their difficult paths through childhood, established a deep affinity. Jack began a lifelong battle with illness at age three when he contracted scarlet fever. Through his teens into adulthood, he spent long periods in school infirmaries and hospitals. His catalogue of ailments was encyclopedic: hives, fevers, pink eye, fatigue, blurry vision, declining weight, and severe abdominal pains. He came down with baffling, sometimes terrifying, conditions: an infection from a skinned knee at prep school landed him in the hospital near death with what was at first diagnosed as leukemia but later dismissed. During a semester at an all-boys Catholic boarding school in Connecticut, thirteen-year-old Jack endured a long bout of ill health that kept him cooped up in the infirmary. In his eight months at the school, all the while grappling with a range of ailments, his father and mother visited him once. His mother, in particular, was stingy with physical affection, a dispassion that seemed particularly cold for a boy as ill as Jack. “My mother never really held me and hugged me. Never. Never,” Jack told artist Bill Walton, a close friend of his and Jackie’s.

His parents’ attention was heaped on Jack’s older brother, the most beloved, eldest son, Joe Jr. Jack’s father placed all his hopes for family greatness in Young Joe, whose dominance over his siblings in family lore ran the gamut from the physical to the social to the intellectual. “Emotions resonated between young Joe and his parents that none of the others would ever know, that none of the others would ever forget,” historian Kearns Goodwin observed.

Jack chafed at his secondary status and competed to triumph over Joe Jr. He escaped into himself, plowed through books, and proved his intelligence superior to that of his brother. Jack tested higher in his IQ exams than Joe Jr. did but Rose never believed it. She lectured the children on the primacy of education but criticized Jack’s most beloved reading material, which she deemed as “romantic and idealistic.” When she saw him repeatedly reading King Arthur and the Round Table, she was displeased he found joy in the legends; she warned his reading tastes demonstrated a lack of seriousness: “he was inclined to be somewhat of a dreamer.” Jack was falling short of her expectations. “I often had the feeling,” she wrote in her memoir, “his mind was only half occupied with the subject at hand, such as doing his arithmetic homework or picking his clothes up off the floor, and the rest of his thoughts were far away weaving daydreams.” She prized order and punctuality and decorum, and Jack was persistently untidy and late for meals and irreverent. Rose was “a tough, constant, minute disciplinarian,” Lem Billings observed. “This went against Jack’s natural temperament… so there was friction, and, on his part, resentment.” As a result, Jack and Rose were never close. “Toward his mother,” Goodwin concluded, “he developed a lifelong detachment.”



Jackie didn’t fare much better in her youth. Her mother, Janet, hot-tempered, hyper-critical, and status-conscious, created an explosive environment for her two children, Jackie and her sister, Lee. Janet, a chain-smoker who bit her fingernails, was described alternately as “a monster” and “utterly charming,” “highly strung” and “very kind.” “She expected so much from each of us,” Lee recalled. There was a constant, general harping on “excelling and perfection…. But that may have been her unhappiness with herself.”

The girls’ home life in their preteen years was disrupted by their mother’s bitterness toward their father, Jack Bouvier, a vain, swarthy seducer who wore a thin Clark Gable mustache and had a silk handkerchief poking from his jacket pocket. Known as “Black Jack,” he also was called “The Sheik,” in reference to a 1921 silent movie starring Rudolph Valentino. Like the Kennedy patriarch, Black Jack was an irrepressible adulterer; but unlike the millionaire Joe Kennedy, Bouvier drank too much and frittered away his wealth, incensing his social-climbing wife. Black Jack and Janet’s tempestuous relationship was doomed. He was a hollow, flashy figure who thrust his wife into a state of constant humiliation. An accomplished horsewoman, Janet was once captured in a photograph sitting on a fence in her riding clothes while Black Jack stood beside her blatantly holding the hand of an attractive woman. Whatever his sins, Black Jack charmed his daughters, who preferred his company to their mother’s. The girls’ friends told biographer Sarah Bradford that Jackie and Lee hated their mother and resented her violence: Janet at times erupted in such rage over her own circumstances, she struck the girls.

The marriage collapsed in 1940 when Jackie was eleven. It was a nasty public divorce played large in the newspapers: Black Jack’s parade of women was displayed in photographs. In those days, divorce left a painful stigma. For a sensitive, shy girl of Jackie’s age, the sadness and spectacle were character-forming. As historian Bradford put it, “In public Jackie developed a protective shell of reserve, so none of her school friends or teachers seem to have realized the hurt that lay behind it…. It was now that Jackie developed the capacity to shut out things she didn’t want to hear, to block out pain, which stood her in good stead later in life.”

Two years later, when Jackie was thirteen, Janet married Hugh D. “Hughdie” Auchincloss, an old-money investment banking attorney and Standard Oil heir. Hughdie came with not only a solid fortune but also two splendid estates. Merrywood, in McLean, Virginia, surrounded by fifty acres of woods with dazzling vistas of the rushing Potomac, gave Jackie the seclusion she craved and a broad expanse of countryside for horseback riding. Hammersmith Farm in Newport, Rhode Island, was built in 1887 and featured a twenty-eight-room mansion overlooking the waters of Narragansett Bay. The residents and staff padded along crimson-carpeted hallways. Fourteen fireplaces promised warmth on chilly days. The vast grounds supported a working farm and stables for sixteen horses. Jackie took comfort in painting and composing poetry in the quiet gardens designed by Frederick Law Olmsted, the architect of New York’s Central Park.

Janet and her daughters also acquired in Hughdie his backstory of complicated family relationships. Before taking up with Janet, his third wife, Hughdie had had a series of marital catastrophes. His first wife was a woman of Russian descent, Maria Chrapovitsky, who had “noble blood lines” reaching back to Peter the Great. It was said she had an ancestor who, as Catherine the Great’s private secretary, composed the empress’s letters to Voltaire. Hughdie, who was known as kindly but stuffy and boring, couldn’t hold on to Maria, who deserted him to take up with a lover.

His second wife was Nina Gore Vidal, the daughter of Oklahoma senator T. P. Gore, and mother of writer Gore Vidal by a previous marriage. The acid-tongued writer had a contentious relationship with his stepfather and was wickedly ungracious in his literary depictions of him. Among Vidal’s more generous images was his characterization of Hughdie as “large, cumbersome, [and] stammering.” In his memoir, Palimpsest, Vidal lampoons Hughdie as an impotent sexual bungler with a stash of pornography that Nina demanded he pitch into the Potomac. Vidal concocts a satirical tale that Nina was able to conceive the two children she had with Hughdie only by spooning sperm into herself. Like his first wife, Nina left Hughdie to be with her lover.

Despite Jackie’s new, posh surroundings, the pain of her parents’ divorce lingered. Scarred by the turmoil and the loss of the regular presence of her father, Jackie turned inward, escaping into her books, poetry, and horses. An excellent equestrian—she’d won a prize in family competition with her mother at age five—she threw herself into the physical intensity of riding. On horseback, Jackie found her courage and competence. Sally Roche Higgins, who attended Miss Porter’s prep school with Jackie, noticed her classmate’s aloofness. Describing the teenage Jackie, Higgins told biographer Laurence Leamer, “She was so shy, so insecure, so removed from everyone and everything, interested primarily in her horse.”

As she moved into her teens, Jackie retained her adoration of her father despite his failings, and he doted on her, favoring her over her sister. Black Jack’s dangerous charm and mischief were thrilling to Jackie. When he was around, she was never bored. Jackie even had an overdeveloped acceptance of her father’s sexual meanderings. As a student at Miss Porter’s, she regaled her classmates with tales of his exploits, even recounting the time he cheated on her mother during their honeymoon. Jackie created such a rakish portrait of this alluring charmer that when he came to take her away on weekends, the schoolgirls lined up outside waiting to sneak a peek at him.

So blinded by her love of Black Jack, Jackie failed to appreciate the figure he cut in public. The girls at Miss Porter’s were curious, certainly, but also merciless in their ridicule of him. A school friend of Jackie’s, Ellen “Puffin” Gates, described her father as a “cartoon example of a dirty old man.” When Black Jack came to the school, Gates recounted, “what we liked to do was run around and shake our behinds at him because he was an absolute lecher.” Gates knew Jackie was amused by the impact her father had on the girls. “But I don’t think she was aware… of the extent to which we were teasing her father and making fun of him,” she explained. “This man was decidedly repulsive.”



Jack Kennedy’s courtship of Jackie dragged on for two years, eliciting her wisecrack to a friend: “I don’t know if I’ll live long enough to marry him.” Yet he did propose in June 1953. He was ill-prepared for marriage and, in no small measure, was surrendering to it for political reasons. He had won a Massachusetts U.S. Senate seat in 1952 and already had an eye on the White House. It was imperative in any future campaign to have a wife at his side. Jackie was clear-eyed enough to know how she fit into the picture. She wrote about Jack to a confidant, Father Joseph Leonard, saying if he did marry her “it will be for rather practical reasons—because his career is this driving thing with him.”

Some observers have made much of certain similarities between Jackie’s father and Jack Kennedy. Though the two men differed in substantial ways—Black Jack loved prizefights, and gambling, and betting on horse races and the stock market, Jack preferred world affairs and deep reading—they converged in one glaring respect: both were handsome, insatiable womanizers. Kennedy friend Charles Spalding sought a psychological explanation for Jackie’s passion for both men. “She wasn’t sexually attracted to men unless they were dangerous like old Black Jack,” Spalding said. “It was one of those terribly obvious Freudian situations. We all talked about it—even Jack, who didn’t particularly go for Freud but said that Jackie had a ‘father crush.’ What was surprising was that Jackie, who was so intelligent in other things, didn’t seem to have a clue about this one.”

But it was one thing to have a father who was a womanizer and quite another to have a husband who kept roaming outside the marriage. Writing to Father Leonard before Jack proposed, Jackie took pause over the potential similarity between Jack and her father. “He’s like my father in a way—loves the chase and is bored with the conquest—and once married needs proof he’s still attractive, so flirts with other women and resents you,” she told the Irish priest whom she had befriended on a trip to Dublin in 1950. “I saw how that nearly killed Mummy.”

There was something else that attracted Jackie to both her father and to Jack: she was sympathetic to their private struggles. In the case of her father, it was his obsessive vanity, his drinking, and his frittering away of his wealth. In Jack’s case, Jackie was sensitive to the way pain and illness had dominated his life since he was a child. Jack was easygoing and uncomplaining, but she saw what lay beneath the strong façade. In her own words, she was deeply moved by “this little boy, sick so much of the time, reading in bed, reading history, reading the Knights of the Round Table.” As historian Kearns Goodwin put it, “His vulnerability aroused her deepest interest.”

If there was a special understanding between Jack and Jackie, it was, in the eyes of Lem Billings, an appreciation for what they each had overcome to glide smoothly through life with charm and aplomb. They gleaned from each other how to re-create themselves for success. “They had both taken circumstances that weren’t the best in this world when they were younger,” Billings observed, “and learned to make themselves up as they went along…. They were both actors and they appreciated each other’s performance.”



Their wedding on September 12, 1953, just three months after Queen Elizabeth II’s coronation, gave rise to whisperings that Jack and Jackie were America’s royal couple. A Life magazine article on their June engagement had created a portrait of a glamorous lovestruck couple frolicking with the Kennedy clan at the family’s summer home in Hyannis Port. The cover photo showed the smiling couple out for a sail, Jackie clutching a mast for support, her hair wind-ruffled. Jack was pictured on shore skipping stones along the water, demonstrating, as the caption read, a “manly skill” on the family’s private beach. America got a look at Jackie the sportswoman engaging in robust Kennedy athletics: attempting an “end run” in a game of touch football and displaying an “unorthodox but vigorous batter’s style” in a softball game on the estate’s broad lawn. In a Life solo shot, Jackie leaned back on a veranda in a sun hat posing like a model and showing lots of leg. A few lines of text characterized the Cape Cod scenes as an Everyman’s love story: “The handsomest young member of the U.S. Senate was acting last week like any young man in love.”

In Life’s depiction, Jack Kennedy was an Everyman who also just happened to be American royalty. The magazine reminded readers that Jack’s father, Joseph P. Kennedy, had served as ambassador to the United Kingdom; its photo spread included a shot of Jackie examining portraits of the Kennedys and British royalty posing together. The wedding a few months later, also featured in Life, was attended by six hundred diplomats, senators, and society figures. The reception on the sprawling three-hundred-acre grounds of Hammersmith Farm was a lavish fete for twelve hundred guests. One partygoer gushed the event was “just like the coronation.”



But there the fairy tale ended. In its first three years, the marriage steadily deteriorated. Jack spent long hours away from home working into the night. On weekends, he traveled, often to see constituents in Massachusetts or to speaking engagements around the country. “I was alone almost every weekend,” Jackie recalled. “It was all wrong. Politics was sort of my enemy and we had no home life whatsoever.”

During this period, Jackie had the two miscarriages, which not only saddened her but also alarmed her. As Jack’s close aide Ken O’Donnell explained: “Jackie… learned that carrying and delivering a child would always be difficult for her.” And of course there were the other women, lots of them. Jackie wasn’t naïve about her husband’s sexual proclivities: she had married him fully aware of his reputation. A life with him, she realized, would require strategies for coping, as she acknowledged to a friend: “How can you live with a husband who is bound to be unfaithful but whom one loves?”

It all took its toll. “After the first year they were together,” reported a friend of Jack’s, “Jackie was wandering around looking like the survivor of an airplane crash.” Jack gave a cryptic assessment of that first year, saying: “We didn’t fully understand each other.”

Jack confronted a severe health crisis the following year, putting further strain on the marriage. The crisis struck when two conditions aggravated in adulthood conspired to nearly kill him. One condition arose in London in 1947, when Jack at age thirty was laid low by a spike in temperature, a drop in blood pressure, extreme fatigue, and skin discoloration. He slid so close to death that a priest hovered nearby to give him last rites, if necessary. The diagnosis was Addison’s disease, an adrenal insufficiency that inhibits production of certain hormones. Addison’s, which Jack never publicly acknowledged throughout his political career, raised the prospect of a significantly shortened life. Anticipating an early death, Jack flung himself into a race against time. He had witnessed the cruel fate of shortened lives: he lost his older brother, Joe Jr., in 1944 in World War II at age twenty-nine, and beloved sister Kathleen (Kick) in a plane crash in 1948 at age twenty-eight.“The point is,” he told his friend George Smathers, “you’ve got to live every day like it’s your last day on earth. That’s what I’m doing.”

Despite treatment, his Addison’s disease flared repeatedly in following years. In 1951, on a visit to Tokyo, he was raced in a military aircraft to a U.S. naval hospital on Okinawa with Addison’s symptoms and a temperature of 106 degrees. Again he came close to death and survived.

The second condition, which plagued him from birth, was his compromised spine. His debility was aggravated in World War II when the PT boat he commanded was rammed by a Japanese destroyer. Since then, back pain was his companion. He was a year into his marriage when he experienced searing pain from the collapse of his fifth lumbar vertebra. In response, he submitted to risky spinal fusion surgery, confronting a sharply raised chance of a fatal infection because of his Addison’s. Three days after the procedure, his temperature shot up and infection swept through his body. He fell into a coma, was given last rites, then crept back from the edge. He embarked on eight months of recuperation; during that time, he succumbed to another infection and wound up back in the hospital for a second operation to remove a metal plate that had been implanted in his back during the initial procedure.

During recovery, Jack had an eight-inch-long, pus-oozing incision in his back that Jackie learned to dress after a few lessons from a nurse. Writer Gore Vidal noted her devotion to her ailing husband. “There is no doubt that Jackie came through for Jack,” he said. “She did everything she had to do when it came to nursing him. She lived up to her end of the marriage contract.”

Jackie’s devotion, however, went largely unappreciated: Jack’s mind was on a woman other than his wife. During his long convalescence, he pined for a young Swedish woman he had met in the summer before his wedding when he had fled to the Riviera for a last blast of bachelorhood. There he was introduced to a twenty-one-year-old blonde, Gunilla von Post; they dined together on matching orders of sole meunière at a fashionable restaurant called Le Château, overlooking the hills and valleys of Haute-de-Cagnes. Their conversation was teasing and intimate. “For the moment,” she told biographer Donald Spoto in 1999, “there was no mention of a fiancée.” As the night wore on, they wound up at a popular nightclub called Jimmy’s Bar. Jack cringed from back pain while dancing with her but insisted on keeping at it until two in the morning, as von Post recounted in her memoir. Then they joined another couple for a drive to Cap d’Antibes and sat alone above the sea listening to the water crash against the rocks. In von Post’s telling, they kissed beneath the stars and Jack whispered that he’d fallen in love with her. Then came his confession. “I have to tell you something,” he said. “I’m going back to the United States… to get married.” He told her that if he had met her earlier, he would have canceled the wedding. When he took her back to her lodging, Jack suggested a nightcap inside her room but she declined. The night ended, in her words, with a “long, deeply passionate kiss.”

While convalescing the following year, Jack—now married—wrote to her and phoned her repeatedly. When he was strong enough, in August 1955, he jetted off to meet her again, this time in the Swedish resort town of Båstad. Author Garry Wills, an incisive critic of the Kennedys, has contended that Jack’s poor health—compounded by his carpe diem philosophy—supercharged his pursuit of sex. “With a truly staggering willpower Kennedy refused to acquiesce in his own debilities,” Wills argued in his book The Kennedy Imprisonment: A Meditation on Power. “There was a testing of himself, his potency.” Drawing on the musings of the sixteenth-century Renaissance philosopher Michel de Montaigne, Wills wrote that the ill or the aging often relied on “the tickle of lust” to rejuvenate themselves. So it was with Jack, Wills surmised. “It is only fair to assume,” Wills concluded, “that Kennedy’s constant self-testing, the lashing of his body back to a sense of its powers, contributed to his continual, almost heroic sexual performance—a way of cackling at the gods of bodily debility who plagued him, ‘I’m not dead yet.’ ”

On his arrival in Båstad, he and von Post immediately fell into bed in his hotel room. “His back trouble was always a critical factor,” she recalled. Later, when Jack and his lover joined others for dinner at a restaurant overlooking the harbor, he displayed the consequences of his vigorous escapade: as von Post recounted, “Jack came in on crutches.” By the end of their week together, he had promised to divorce Jackie and marry von Post. But nothing came of it—that was the end of their romance.

After his dalliance in Båstad, Jack went to meet Jackie, who was vacationing separately that summer in Antibes. She was suffering through the miserable start of their marriage and wasn’t naïve about his gallivanting in Sweden. Among her crowd in Antibes, which included Jackie’s sister, Lee, and her first husband, Michael Canfield, among others, there



e9781668033180/fonts/JosefinSans-Bold.ttf


e9781668033180/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter One: “White House—Color It Pink or Blue?”


		Chapter Two: Heartbreak Worth the Pain


		Chapter Three: Marriage in a Shambles


		Chapter Four: “At Last a Baby We Both Love”


		Chapter Five: “I’m Never There When She Needs Me”


		Chapter Six: A Bewildering Portrait of a President


		Chapter Seven: Signs of a Healthy, Full-Term Delivery


		Chapter Eight: “This Baby Mustn’t Be Born Dead”


		Chapter Nine: “Please Let the Baby Be All Right”


		Chapter Ten: “He’s a Kennedy—He’ll Make It”


		Chapter Eleven: Prayers for Patrick


		Chapter Twelve: “Chances of His Survival Are Very, Very Slim”


		Chapter Thirteen: “No Privacy in Their Grief”


		Chapter Fourteen: Lifting Jackie’s Spirits


		Chapter Fifteen: “Like a Couple of School Kids”


		Chapter Sixteen: A President’s Pledge to Save Newborns


		Chapter Seventeen: They Had Weathered It All


		Chapter Eighteen: Jackie’s Aegean Adventure


		Chapter Nineteen: “He Seems So Alone Here”


		Chapter Twenty: “I’ll Campaign with You Anywhere You Want”


		Chapter Twenty-One: Bagpipes on the South Lawn


		Chapter Twenty-Two: Texas: Animosity and Adulation


		Chapter Twenty-Three: Red Roses for Jackie


		Chapter Twenty-Four: The Salute


		Chapter Twenty-Five: “We Were About to Have a Real Life Together”


		Epilogue: Patrick’s Legacy


		Photographs


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Bibliography


		Index


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epilogue: Patrick’s Legacy


		Photographs


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Bibliography


		Index


		Copyright








		IV


		V


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		I


		II


		III


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		VI








e9781668033180/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781668033180/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Regular.ttf


e9781668033180/images/common01.jpg





e9781668033180/images/9781668033180.jpg
THE SHORT LIFE AND LONG LEGACY
OF PATRICK BOUVIER KENNEDY






e9781668033180/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781668033180/images/title.jpg
TWILIGHT
of
CAMELOT

THE SHORT LIFE AND LONG LEGACY
OF PATRICK BOUVIER KENNEDY

STEVEN LEVINGSTON

G

GALLERY BOOKS
New York  Amsterdam/Antwerp London
Toronto  Sydney/Melbourne  New Delhi





e9781668033180/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Bold.ttf


e9781668033180/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Italic.ttf


e9781668033180/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


