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			For my family. I love you so much.
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				“Two Households, Both Alike in Dignity”

			
			Shakespeare knew. So did Louisa May Alcott, John Steinbeck, and E. M. Forster. And frankly, so does Kris Jenner. There’s just something about family drama that keeps us coming back for more. And a story that lasts for generations, with a whole cast of vibrant characters: leaders and villains, fashion icons, womanizers and humanitarians? That’s particularly intriguing.

			Over the past one hundred years, few families have so thoroughly occupied the public discourse as the Windsors and the Kennedys—the British royal family and the closest thing America has to one. They offer a juxtaposition of modern dynasties: While one’s success stood on centuries of ceremony and ritual, a position they believed was God-given, the other’s was carved out of ambition. The Windsors had status; the Kennedys had to claw their way to attain it. Over time, to their admirers, both dynasties came to represent high aspirations and lofty ideals, the very best of their countries’ cultures. For the Windsors, that was duty, consistency, loyalty, heritage, and the quintessentially British “Keep Calm and Carry On” mentality. And for the Kennedys—particularly Jacqueline and John F. Kennedy—that was American exceptionalism, youth, progress, prosperity, and vitality.

			Theirs are parallel narratives of power, wealth, privilege, and service…but also stark tragedy. These families have been romanticized, and that parasocial connection (whether between subject and monarch or between the voting class and a political machine) has its benefits. It can inspire a nation and bring people together, particularly during times of war or national misfortune. That sense—real or imagined—that the country or even the world is in a sort of reciprocal relationship with these families is what allows a dynasty to endure.

			But there’s a downside as well. Once they’ve been elevated to such heights, these families’ images must be maintained, or else the glamour of the fairy tale will be dispelled. There is an expectation that the public and the press will be allowed to share in their private joys and struggles with equal access. And when that unspoken covenant is broken, there’s hell to pay. Both the Windsors and Kennedys are all too familiar with the gilded cage of fame, the unrelenting glare of media attention, and what it means to share your personal grief with a deeply invested world.

			While the Windsors have the Kennedys beat on longevity in the public eye, the experiences of these families are core to the DNA of the countries they have come to represent. For the royals, that’s hundreds of years at the center of politics and society. But for the Kennedys, it’s a tragic starring role in one of the most significant moments in twentieth-century American life, the fallout of which continues to influence policy and culture today. All this history weighs heavily on the modern Kennedys and the Windsors. For them, the past is present, as the younger generations serve as stewards of these enormous legacies. The ultimate nepo babies, they reap the benefits of connections and status—but that comes at a price. And in a world where dynasties are on the decline, increasingly viewed as a vestige of another age—and to their detractors, as relics with little purpose in the current cultural and political landscapes—what does it mean to be part of these storied clans?

			What has never been fully explored before is how closely the Kennedy and Windsor stories are intertwined. At key points throughout the twentieth and twenty-first centuries, these two families of mythic reputation served as witnesses to each other’s histories. The Kennedy origin story chronicles how the descendants of Irish Catholic immigrants with rich political connections but little entrée into WASPy New England society came to host dinner parties for British royalty. And how, as matriarch Rose Kennedy put it, their time in London in the years before World War II “probably put Jack on the first rung of the ladder to the presidency.”

			Jacqueline Bouvier was there at Queen Elizabeth’s coronation. Sure, she was among the people in the streets reporting on the revelry, while Elizabeth was being crowned inside Westminster Abbey, but they were both in London, two women on the brink of exceptional lives. And when President Kennedy died, it was Prince Philip who helped keep young John Jr. occupied while Jackie played hostess at the White House one last time.

			In the 1990s, Diana and JFK Jr. had tea in the penthouse of New York City’s Carlyle hotel, a meeting kept secret from the press to tamp down tabloid fantasies of a transatlantic romance between two of the most famous people in the world. More recently, Princes William and Harry have each forged their own bonds with different branches of the Kennedy family.

			The fascination with the royals and the Kennedys stems from nostalgia, but it continues to be fed by spectacle, spurred on by feuds that dominate the news cycle. Sibling rivalries are all too relatable, and whether they are dubbed “royal rifts” or “end of Camelot” squabbles (referencing the King Arthur–inspired nickname for the idealized Kennedy legacy myth), the public clashes make for excellent newspaper headlines.

			And so the question remains: Do these fights have the power not only to break apart families but also to tarnish institutions—be they the monarchy or the fabled Kennedy brand—beyond recognition in the long term? It’s too soon to tell, but regardless of what’s to come in the next chapter of these families’ stories, people simply cannot look away.

			One thing is certain: By tracing a calendar of moments when they spent time together—moments that coincide with some of the most meaningful events in recent world history—the truest, deepest, most nuanced story of the Kennedys and the Windsors over the last hundred years becomes clear. Even into the twenty-first century, these two first families continue to circle each other, a living reminder of the enduring, if changed, power they hold.
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				The Kennedys at Court

			
			Joseph P. Kennedy was an unusual choice for ambassador to the Court of St. James’s in 1937. An Irish Catholic Bostonian, he and his family had always been on the outskirts of WASPy New England society.

			Joe’s wife, Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy, once described Boston as being made up of two separate communities. One of them was Protestant and English, essentially constituting the descendants of the original colonists—“proper Bostonians,” or Boston Brahmin as they were sometimes called. “With the advantages of inherited wealth and status and close-knit interfamily ties, they controlled the banks, insurance companies, the big law firms, the big shipping and mercantile enterprises, and almost all the usual routes to success, and thus were a self-perpetuating aristocracy,” Rose explained in her memoir, Times to Remember. It was a “closed” society.

			The other predominant group in Boston was the Irish Catholics, many of whom were the descendants of those who had fled Ireland during the Great Hunger of the mid-1800s. “Between the two groups feelings were, at best, suspicious, and in general amounted to a state of chronic, mutual antagonism,” Rose wrote, explaining that this discord had “stemmed from the ancient unhappy relationship between England and Ireland,” and had been sustained across not only geography but also generations. Irish Catholic Bostonians often gained clout through politics. At least, that’s how it worked for Rose’s family. She was the daughter of John Francis “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald, a colorful “pixielike” man, who rose to prominence as Boston’s mayor and, later, used his influence in the local Democratic Party to give his grandson (his namesake, John Fitzgerald Kennedy) a leg up. The Kennedys were already at the center of Boston’s Irish community by the early twentieth century. But with Joe’s appointment as ambassador, they found themselves navigating the complexities of the English upper class. It was not always easy.

			Then, as now, many of the cushiest ambassadorships were given to campaign supporters. Joe’s was one such appointment; the position was granted as a thank-you of sorts for his support of President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s 1936 reelection campaign, despite his complete lack of relevant diplomatic experience. After attending Harvard University, Joe had built his fortune first as a banker and then as a producer in Hollywood.

			While many have alleged that Joe made millions transporting and selling alcohol during the Prohibition era, a rumor that began during his lifetime, there’s no credible evidence of that sort of illicit behavior. But as historian Daniel Okrent put it in his book Last Call: The Rise and Fall of Prohibition, “One cannot prove a negative.” And the allegations are rooted in a kernel of truth. As the amendment to repeal Prohibition was gaining popularity in the fall of 1933, Joe traveled to England with James Roosevelt, the son of FDR. While in the UK, they met with the managing directors of the conglomerate Distillers Company, securing the rights to become the sole American importer of Dewar’s and Haig & Haig whiskey and Gordon’s gin. Joe had already procured a medicinal liquor permit, as well as warehouse space for the alcohol, and so they prudently imported the goods in November, preparing for the day when imbibing alcohol was once again legal in the US. They were ready for the raucous celebrations on December 6, 1933. However, as this story was repeated, the legality of Joe’s actions was left out, and so, as Okrent put it, “from such acorns, nourished by a lifetime’s accumulation of rumors, enemies, and vast sums of money, arose the widely accepted story of Joseph P. Kennedy, bootlegger.”

			With another term secured for FDR, Joe had his eye on another post entirely—that of secretary of the treasury—but that simply wasn’t an option. “Father was not going to remove Henry Morgenthau from office. Father did not tell Joe in so many words, but in time it became clear to him,” James Roosevelt wrote in his memoirs, noting that while the treasury secretary post was off the table, his father did want to give Joe something in return for his loyalty.

			“We’ve got to do something for old Joe, but I don’t know what,” FDR told his son. “He wants what he can’t have, but there must be something we can give him he’ll be happy with.”

			There was one other job Joe would be willing to consider. “I’d like to be ambassador to England,” he told James one evening. If status for his family was what he was seeking, he would have been hard-pressed to pick a better position. The list of ambassadors up to that point included many successful politicians, including five future presidents (John Adams, James Monroe, John Quincy Adams, Martin Van Buren, and James Buchanan) as well as numerous notable businessmen.

			“He wanted to build as high a platform as possible from which his children could be launched. He wanted them to start out with every possible advantage, advantages that he himself hadn’t had,” Jack Kennedy’s longtime close friend Kirk LeMoyne “Lem” Billings would later say. “I don’t think there’s any question about it, the post of the American Ambassador to the Court of St. James’s couldn’t do anything but help build prestige for the Kennedy family.”

			When James Roosevelt relayed Joe’s ambition to his father, FDR allegedly “laughed so hard he almost toppled from his wheelchair.” Yet, Joe Kennedy had a way of getting what he wanted. And in this case, Roosevelt was easily convinced. After all, sending Joe across the ocean made it far more difficult for him to interfere in politics at home. Plus, Roosevelt knew that Joe had deep pockets and would be willing to entertain on his own dime. Kennedy biographer Susan Ronald also suggests that the idea of Joe as ambassador “appealed to Roosevelt’s mischievous sense of humor, picturing an Irish Catholic in the bastion of Anglicanism.” And so, on February 18, 1938, Joe Kennedy was sworn in as the US ambassador to Great Britain by Supreme Court Justice Stanley Reed, as President Roosevelt looked on. A few days later, on February 23, he boarded the SS Manhattan and set forth across the Atlantic.
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			From the moment a Kennedy stepped foot in London, the British press was fascinated by the family. Reporters captured Joe’s arrival in Plymouth, and they were there as he first saw his new residence in London, a six-story Beaux-Arts–style property just off Hyde Park. He had several American creature comforts sent over to immediately make the fifty-two-room mansion feel more like home: candy from a specific store on Cape Cod, Maxwell House coffee, toiletries including Nivea and Jergens lotions, Cheracol cough syrup, and dozens of cans of New England clam chowder. The cellar was stocked with champagne for hosting, and he had arranged to borrow works of art from William Randolph Hearst’s castle in Wales to adorn the walls. He also took note of how close 14 Prince’s Gate was to “Rotten Row,” a specific area in the park where the upper class were often seen horse riding.

			After much conversation about whether or not Joe would wear the customary knee breeches at court (he eventually opted for long trousers, bucking British tradition in something of a faux pas), he became a “full fledged” ambassador by presenting his letter of credence to King George VI on March 8, 1938. “The coaches, with their scarlet-coated drivers and footmen, came for us at the Embassy a little after eleven,” Joe wrote in his diary. “The show at Buckingham Palace was set up to expectations, and I chatted informally with the King for five minutes. I found him charming in every way.”

			A few days later, Rose arrived with her second-eldest daughter, Kathleen “Kick” (born 1920), as well as the four younger Kennedy children: Patricia “Pat” (born 1924), Robert “Bobby” (born 1925), Jean (born 1928), and Edward “Teddy” (born 1932). At that point, the two eldest sons, Joseph “Joe” P. Kennedy Jr. (born 1915) and John “Jack” F. Kennedy (born 1917), were in college, and Eunice (born 1921) was finishing the school term at the Convent of the Sacred Heart in Noroton, Connecticut. Eunice and Rosemary (born 1918) traveled over separately. But the entire brood immediately made an impression on the British public.

			Deborah Cavendish, Duchess of Devonshire (aka Debo, one of the iconic Mitford sisters, who would go on to become Kick’s sister-in-law by marriage), would later write, “Nothing like the Kennedy family had been seen before in the rarefied atmosphere of London diplomatic circles. For the next seventeen months they enlivened the scene.” As Life magazine put it, Great Britain got “eleven Ambassadors for the price of one.” The press covered their every move as if they were celebrities.

			They had arrived in London at the start of the social season of parties, balls, and court functions, and the family found themselves with a full and lively calendar. It was not by accident. Word had been “passed around (before [Joe’s] arrival) to be nice,” Winston Churchill’s son Randolph explained to journalist C. L. Sulzberger. “Consequentially the Establishment went to work. [The Kennedys were] invited to house parties, dinners, golf and shooting by dukes and earls”—the full upper-crust British experience.

			“Those first months passed in a whirl of introductions and social and official events,” Rose recalled. A few days after she arrived, Rose, as the wife of an ambassador, was received by Queen Elizabeth at Buckingham Palace. Queen Elizabeth, later known as the Queen Mother, was eager to welcome the new ambassador’s family to the country. Immediately, Rose felt “at ease” with the royal, describing her smile as “happy” and her manner as “friendly.” They sat together on a small sofa near a fireplace, as Elizabeth asked her questions about her children, their schools, and the family’s initial impressions of England. The conversation flowed easily, no doubt aided by the fact that then Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret were about the same age as Bobby and Jean. These were just two mothers talking about their babies.

			Soon after that initial conversation, the Kennedys were invited to Windsor Castle for a weekend visit alongside Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain and his wife, Anne—a strategic move by UK officials. For as much as Joe viewed this embassy position as an opportunity to improve his family’s standing, the royals and the government had their own agendas. The British establishment was keen to impress Joe (and by extension, the Roosevelt administration); on March 12, 1938, Germany had invaded Austria, marking the first act of the Nazi regime’s territorial expansion. With a potential war on the horizon, American support was essential to the British government, and the British royal family would be key to winning that favor.

			“It was a period during which I would guess any ambassador would have been popular in London, because they obviously needed our help during this period and knew they were going to need it more,” Lem later summarized in an oral history for the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum. “Mr. Kennedy, although being probably the first American of Irish descent who had been Ambassador to the Court of St. James’s, was exceedingly popular in the beginning and he became a very close and fast friend, for instance, of the King [George VI] and Queen [Elizabeth]. He was a great admirer of Queen Elizabeth (the present Queen Mother) and thought she was one of the most capable, charming women whom he’d ever met. I heard him say this time and time again.”

			Joe and Rose arrived at Windsor Castle by car on April 9 and were met by a man in a gray suit who swiftly escorted them to where they would be staying. “Rose, this is a helluva long way from East Boston,” Joe Kennedy said to his wife as they explored their bedrooms in one of the towers with a “lovely view of the park.” Rose’s room was outfitted with an enormous bed upholstered in red damask and set up so high a step stool was needed to get into it.

			During dinner that night, Joe sat next to the Queen. They spoke of the American press and relations between the two countries. “She impressed me as a most charming person with a fine head,” he wrote in his diary. His wife was equally captivated. “She has a very pleasing voice, a beautiful English complexion, great dignity and charm; is simple in manner, stands very erect and holds herself well and is every inch a Queen,” she wrote in her diary. “We talked, among other things, about the difficulty of sleeping in London, and the Queen was very much amused that I put wax in my ears,” Rose wrote of the evening spent chatting in the drawing room.

			That night, Rose lay awake in that bed thinking, “I must be dreaming that I, Rose Kennedy, a simple young matron from Boston, am really here at Windsor Castle, the guest of the Queen and two little princesses.”

			The next few days were filled with walks in the gardens and tours of the castle. Joe made a point to speak with one of the King’s secretaries, mentioning that they might take a tour of the United States—perhaps the seed of the royals’ historic 1939 trip to New York and Washington, DC, the first time a reigning British monarch had ever visited the United States. “I insisted they would help Great Britain immensely,” Joe said.

			After Palm Sunday Mass in town, Rose and Joe met up with the Windsors once again for lunch. This time, Princess Elizabeth sat between Ambassador Kennedy and Prime Minister Chamberlain. “I suppose this was a pattern of regular procedure—associating with older people even when she was very young,” Rose observed in her diary. Joe spoke with the young princess about her love of geography, swimming, horseback riding, and movies, particularly Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs. (Perhaps this remained top of mind as he gave her a color drawing from the film signed by Walt Disney for her thirteenth birthday.)

			Rose later ranked this as one of the top weekends of her life. Her daughter Kick had a similar response to a weekend in the countryside with the English aristocracy, describing a weekend at Cliveden, the home of Lord and Lady Astor, as “the best thing that ever happened to [her].”
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			In the months following the meeting in Windsor, the royals’ and the Kennedys’ paths continued to cross at various events. In May, Rose and her two eldest daughters, Rosemary and Kick, were presented at court in what Rose described as “one of the most utterly simple and intensely complicated events imaginable.” Rosemary, then age nineteen, had been born with intellectual disabilities, though the Kennedys were keen to include her in as many family activities as possible. It was within Joe’s right as ambassador to arrange presentations for high-profile Americans, but one of his first acts in his position had been to greatly reduce the number of women who were given the honor. “Mr. Kennedy, who had planned this step from the time he decided to come to London, did not actually make the decision until he had discussed the matter with court officials and even with the King and Queen,” reported The New York Times. Exceptions were made for his own family, of course; Joe was never one to miss an opportunity to push his offspring up a rung on the social ladder.

			Finding the right dresses for not only Kick and Rosemary but also Rose was of utmost importance. “The girls and I had decided in advance that we should be in white, or else a very light pastel shade of ivory, because this would look best with the white plumes, which every woman presented wore in her hair,” Rose remembered, referencing the trio of ostrich feathers adorning each debutant. As a married woman, Rose wore a tiara, one borrowed from a new friend, Lady Bessborough, noting in her memoir that she felt “a little like Cinderella.” The presentation, she wrote, was “a gigantic theatrical. The Palace illuminated; the Guards resplendent; the Beefeaters in costume with maces, lining the Grand Stairway; passing through anteroom after anteroom attended by footmen in full livery; at last the ballroom and a sight of the royal dais.”

			That night, the family made quite the impression, especially Kick, who even prior to that evening had already been named the “Debutante of 1938.” Hardly an English rose, Kick was different from her peers, more vibrant and curious, charmingly American, all part of her appeal. In her diary, she details how the long train that trailed behind her dress wasn’t fastened properly, and how fast the actual presentation felt. “Walked by very quickly,” she wrote. Her sister Rosemary unfortunately stumbled at a key moment in the ceremony but was able to recover. In her memoir, Rose put the evening in the context of England hurtling toward war: “While all the pomp and circumstance and romantic storybook traditions that I have described were continuing with hardly a ripple to blemish them, events were, in fact, building toward the general disaster (and for us, very personal disasters) of the Second World War.”

			Joe continued to advocate that the United States and the United Kingdom should stay out of the war, a position that was becoming more and more untenable (and unpopular) as tensions in mainland Europe heightened throughout 1938. But that didn’t seem to affect his daughter Kick’s social calendar, which was filled with parties and dinners and events with Britain’s upper echelon of young aristocrats. “Vital, intelligent and outgoing, Kick was able to talk to anyone with ease and her shining niceness somehow ruled out any jealousy,” recalled the Duchess of Devonshire. “Suitors appeared instantly but I noticed from the start that none of the girls was annoyed by her success and I never heard a catty remark made behind her back.” Kick attended Wimbledon and Royal Ascot and watched the royal procession, on which her father commented, “Well, if that’s not just like Hollywood!” When Kick’s brother Jack arrived in London for the summer, she introduced him to her new social set, even throwing a party for him at Prince’s Gate. Among the group were connections that would become invaluable in his presidency, including David Ormsby-Gore, the future Lord Harlech, who would become the UK ambassador to the US during the Kennedy administration. Gore’s future wife Sylvia “Sissie” Thomas was Kick’s close friend.

			In July 1938, Kick, her parents, and her brothers Joe and Jack were invited to attend a garden party at Buckingham Palace. It was a beautiful day, but Kick was less than impressed with the festivities, describing the event as a “very hot and very dull procedure.” But she was on the lookout for one particular young man whom she had recently met: Billy Hartington. Or more formally, William Cavendish, Marquess of Hartington, the eldest son of the 10th Duke of Devonshire and a member of one of England’s oldest and most prestigious—and decidedly Protestant—families.

			Throughout that fall, Rose’s diary entries offer a juxtaposition of social events and preparations for war in England. On September 27, for example, she wrote of attending the launch of the RMS Queen Elizabeth. “Queen came without King as the times are so uncertain,” Rose wrote. “She was dressed in gray with a small smart hat and looked much thinner than in the spring. Little Princess Margaret Rose saw me in the group, smiled, told her sister, Princess Elizabeth, who immediately told the Queen, who looked over and bowed.” The following day Rose referenced needing to make plans for her children “because war is imminent.” On September 29, she wrote of the Munich Agreement, “Everyone expects Prime Minister’s visit to be crowned with success, though preparations for war are still being carried out. Trenches are being dug and gas masks fitted.”

			There were celebrations when Chamberlain returned, but the peace wouldn’t last. “In the end it was an illusion,” Rose wrote in her memoir. “But everyone clung to it until the Nazis broke their pledge six months later and took over the rest of Czechoslovakia.”

			While young Jack Kennedy didn’t live in London with his family, he did visit in the spring of 1939, as Europe stood on the brink of war. Yet, he wrote that he was “having a great time.” Notably, in March, he was thrilled to meet the King at a court levee. “It takes place in the morning and you wear tails. The King stands and you go up and bow,” he described in a letter to Lem. After meeting Queen Mary, he went to “tea with the Princess Elizabeth with whom I made a great deal of time,” he boasted. “Thursday night—am going to Court in my new silk breeches, which are cut to my crotch tightly, and in which I look mighty attractive.”

			“Everyone thinks war inevitable before the year is out. I personally don’t,” Jack wrote to Lem, “though dad does.”

			In May 1939, Joe and Rose hosted a banquet in honor of the King and Queen, a send-off ahead of the royals’ tour of Canada and the US. Rose meticulously planned the evening, calling in flowers and making sure the meal and decor were perfect but not pretentious. The guests watched multiple films, including Goodbye, Mr. Chips, a new drama about a beloved boarding-school teacher. “It was quite sad, and after it was finished, it was plain to see that the Queen had had a little weep, as had most people.”

			Like her sisters had a year prior, Eunice made her debut at Buckingham Palace, in another white dress, carrying a fan gifted to her by Queen Mary. “As I entered the Palace more excitement and joy seized me then [sic] ever before in my life,” she wrote in a rather dramatic recollection of the event. Eunice had the honor of being the first debutante at court that July. She was presented by her mother as well as Lady Halifax, the wife of the foreign secretary. “During the few moments of waiting, I was breathlessly excited; then a strong rich voice called MISS KENNEDY and I started to walk alone toward Their Majesties,” she wrote. Once in front of them, she made her curtsy first to the Queen and again to the King. “I realized that in this moment I was the center of interest of this King and Queen and all the pompous ceremony that England holds so sacred.” After her formal presentation, Eunice made her way back to her original place to watch the rest of the ceremony. “Endlessly, the people came; tirelessly the Monarchs stood, for this was the life of England,” she recalled.

			But the Kennedys’ time in the country wasn’t meant to last. Less than two months after Eunice’s debut, Joe Jr., Jack, Kick, and Rose were present in Parliament to hear Chamberlain’s speech at the outbreak of World War II. Chamberlain had committed to Poland’s independence from Germany. After Hitler invaded the country on September 1, 1939, Britain issued an ultimatum demanding that Germany withdraw its troops. When the demand was ignored and the deadline for a retreat had passed, it became clear that the policy of appeasement had failed. “This country is at war with Germany,” Chamberlain said. “Everything I have worked for, everything that I have hoped for, everything that I have believed in during my public life, has crashed into ruins.”

			On the way home, as air-raid sirens wailed, the Kennedys ran into the basement of Molyneux, the British designer Rose had trusted to craft her dress for court. “What an ironic way for a woman to begin her war experiences,” she later thought. “It was time to get our children back home.”

			While most of the Kennedys quickly returned stateside, Joe and Rosemary stayed behind. She was doing well at her school, so Joe and Rose decided it was best for her to remain where she was. (The school was in Hertfordshire, thirty miles from London and presumably safe from any pending bombings.) Joe shifted his home base away from 14 Prince’s Gate to a house in the country.

			History does not look kindly on Joe Kennedy’s time as ambassador. His vocal preference for appeasement—advocating for negotiation with Hitler to try to avoid conflict—waned in popularity over the course of his post. And as one might imagine, opposition to his policies grew more intense once the UK officially declared war on Germany.

			In early September, he had tea with King George, who was taken aback by Joe’s perspective. “He looked at the War very much from the financial & material viewpoint,” the King said of the ambassador in his private diary. “He wondered why we did not let Hitler have S.E. Europe, as it was no good to us from a monetary standpoint. He did not seem to realise that this country was a part of Europe, that it was essential for us to act as policeman, & to uphold the rights of small nations.”

			During the conversation, the King wrote, Joe prophesied that “ ‘Britain will be thrashed’ and there will be nothing left of civilization to save after the war.”

			The next day, the King wrote to the ambassador: “On thinking over what you said, I would like to make clear to you one or two matters which are in my mind. When referring to the fact that England would be broke at the end of this war, & that in this statement you also inferred that your country, the United States of America, would be likewise broke, is it not possible for you to put this fact before the American Press.” As biographer Susan Ronald explained, “The King’s words ‘not possible’ meant ‘don’t.’ ” The King continued, “You were speaking about the loss of prestige of the British Empire under the changed conditions in which we live since the last war. England, my country, owing to its geographical position in the World, is part of Europe. She has been expected to act, & has had to act, as the policeman, and has always been the upholder of the rights of smaller nations.”

			But despite the King’s warning, the ambassador couldn’t keep his opinions out of the press forever. In November 1940, Joe told a reporter for The Boston Globe, “Democracy is finished in England.” He continued, “If we get into war it will be [finished] in this country too…Everything we hold dear would be gone.” You can only imagine how his lack of faith in the British war effort went over with those citizens who were holding strong even as the Germans bombed their cities in the Blitz—or in America after the US entered the war in December 1941 after Pearl Harbor. He later claimed the quote had been off the record, but the damage was done; his political career was over, and he was branded a defeatist. It was a reputation that not only Joe would have to contend with, but also Jack, who was cognizant of the need to distance himself from his father’s views in order to have any chance politically.

			Though his time in the UK was brief, it had a lasting impact on Jack, in ways that could be seen throughout his administration all those years later. Rose, too, left an impression on a young Princess Elizabeth, one that would last decades. The Kennedy matriarch had paid attention to the young royal at a time when no one else had. The specifics of their encounter have been lost to history, but when a relative of Princess Elizabeth’s died, she and Princess Margaret were tucked away while their parents received dignitaries. “Only Rose Kennedy came into the room and chatted with them,” former Canadian Prime Minister Brian Mulroney wrote in his memoir. “They were ignored by the other guests—and she remembered it some forty years later!”

			Rose also kept in touch with the Queen Mother over the years, particularly during difficult times. “So deeply shocked & grieved to learn of this great tragedy,” Elizabeth wrote to Rose via telegram following her son Bobby’s death in 1968. “I send you my truly heartfelt sympathy, & the assurance of my thoughts & prayers in this moment of sorrow.”

			But perhaps the Kennedys’ strongest ties to England and to its aristocracy remained Kick. Kick returned home to the US with the rest of her family, but she couldn’t stay away from the dashing Billy Hartington for long. After working at the Washington Times-Herald, Kick returned to England in 1943 with the Red Cross and began a serious relationship with Billy, much to her mother’s disappointment. In April 1944, Billy wrote to Rose, confirming that despite the two families’ religious differences, he loved her daughter and wanted to be with her. “I could not believe, either, that God could really intend two loving people, both of whom wanted to do the right thing, and both of whom were Christians, to miss the opportunity of being happy, and perhaps even useful, together because of the religious squabbles of His human servants several hundred years ago,” he wrote.

			Shortly before the wedding, Billy’s father received a letter from King George: “I am very glad that you have gone into the matter of her religion so carefully, and that she has promised that the children shall be brought up as Protestants and that she herself may come over to the church later…I am sure the girl takes after her mother and not her father, as his behaviour here as ambassador in the early days of the war was anything but helpful.”

			Billy and Kick married in a civil ceremony in May 1944, and her older brother Joe was the only family member in attendance. The bride wore a pale pink dress, which she paired with a blue and pink hat with ostrich feathers. “There were very great difficulties in the way of marriage between Kick and Billy, and I think I must make them clear,” Rose wrote in her memoir. Namely, religion and Kick’s Irish heritage. Kick had been brought up in the Catholic Church, and even if she wasn’t particularly religious, her mother was. On the other hand, Billy’s ancestors had long been involved in the English rule over Ireland. To put it simply, neither side of the family was happy with this match. But despite that, Rose wrote that the Kennedys “were very fond of Billy” and his family was “equally fond of Kick. This would have been ‘a marriage made in Heaven’ except for the special and ironic circumstances of religious loyalties.”

			Three months after Kick’s wedding day, her brother Joe, who was serving in the US Navy, was killed during a secret military mission in England. One month later, her husband Billy was killed by a sniper while serving in the British Army’s Coldstream Guards regiment in Belgium. They had been married for only four months. After the war, Kick became romantically involved with the 8th Earl Fitzwilliam, a married man in the process of divorcing his wife. Once again, Kick’s mother did not approve. In May 1948, Kick and Lord Fitzwilliam were killed in a plane crash near Privas, France. Her remains were taken to Paris, where, per The New York Times, “her father received condolences” from Princess Elizabeth. Kick was then buried in St. Peter’s churchyard, Edensor. Her headstone reads “Joy she gave. Joy she has found.”

			Tragedy, in life and love, was only beginning for both the Kennedys and the Windsors.
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				Two Unlikely Leaders

			
			It wasn’t supposed to be Jack Kennedy.

			His older brother, Joe, had been groomed for the American presidency since birth. When Joe was born, his grandfather, the storied Boston mayor John “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald, reportedly told the media, “This child is the future president of the nation.”

			So Joe’s young adult life had followed a prescribed path for political success. He attended the prestigious Choate boarding school in Connecticut and the London School of Economics, before matriculating into Harvard. He graduated with honors in 1938. In 1940, he took his initial steps into politics, serving as a Massachusetts delegate to the Democratic National Convention. One fellow attendee wrote to Joe Sr. about the “excellent impression” his son had made. “I am sure he can have a political future if he wants one,” read the letter.

			Joe began studies at Harvard Law School, but keenly aware of the positive effect military service can have on a political career, he signed up for the Navy before he could graduate. His decision was also impacted by lingering concerns over his father’s well-known stance on the war. He explained his decision in a letter to Joe Sr.: “With your stand on the war…people will wonder what the devil I am doing back at school with everyone else working for the national defense.” In May 1942, he earned his pilot wings. Joe began by flying patrols in the Caribbean before he was sent to England in 1943.

			By the summer of 1944, Joe had completed more than enough combat missions to fulfill his tour of duty and return home, but instead he volunteered for one last secret operation: Aphrodite. Some historians believe that he volunteered in pursuit of the same kind of military glory his younger brother, Jack, had already received. While Joe was flying planes in England, Jack was deployed to the Pacific, where he commanded a patrol torpedo boat (PT-109). When his boat was struck by a Japanese destroyer off the coast of the Solomon Islands, Jack was essential in rescuing the surviving members of his crew. For his heroism, Jack received the Navy and Marine Corps Medal. His injuries also qualified him for a Purple Heart.

			“In their long brotherly, friendly rivalry, I expect this was the first time Jack had won such an ‘advantage’ by such a clear margin,” Rose Kennedy wrote in her memoir. “And I daresay it…must have rankled Joe Jr.”

			“It may be felt, perhaps, that Joe should not have pushed his luck so far and should have accepted his leave and come home,” Jack later wrote of his brother. “But two facts must be borne in mind. First, at the time of his death, he had completed probably more combat missions in heavy bombers than any other pilot of his rank in the Navy and therefore was preeminently qualified, and secondly, as he told a friend early in August, he considered the odds at least fifty-fifty, and Joe never asked for any better odds than that.”

			The plan was for Joe and a copilot, Lieutenant Wilford J. Willy, to take a plane filled with explosives into the air and, as described by a fellow officer, “to stay with it until two ‘mother’ planes had achieved complete radio control over the drone. They were then to bail out over England; the ‘drone,’ under the control of the mother planes, was to proceed on the mission which was to culminate in a crash-dive on the target, a V-2 rocket launching site in Normandy.”

			“I am going to do something different for the next three weeks,” Joe wrote to his parents of the plan. “It is secret and I am not allowed to say what it is, but it isn’t dangerous so don’t worry.”

			But on August 12 at 6:20 p.m., shortly after taking off, the plane exploded. Neither pilot survived, and their remains were never recovered. Four days after Joe’s death, The Washington Post ran a story that read in part, “One of the greatest evils of war is the loss of those young men who might normally [have] been expected to become the leaders of their generation.”

			There was no question that Joe Jr.’s dream would now become his brother Jack’s. Joe was dead, but the Kennedy ambition persisted in the family’s oldest living son. “Now the burden falls to me,” Jack told a friend. “Just as I went into politics because Joe died, if anything happened to me tomorrow, my brother Bobby would run for my seat in the Senate. And if Bobby died Teddy would take over for him,” he once said, almost prophesying what would happen in their family. Indeed, after Jack’s assassination in 1963, Bobby Kennedy would go on to run for the presidency in 1968, only to be shot and killed during his campaign. Teddy then took up the mantle. He never made it to the White House, but became the “Lion of the Senate,” an elder statesman, and the keeper of the family name in politics. For this generation of Kennedys, political ambition persisted.

			JFK’s father took credit for pushing his second son into the spotlight after the death of his first.

			“I got Jack into politics. I was the one. I told him Joe was dead and that it was therefore his responsibility to run for Congress,” Joe Kennedy said in 1957. “He didn’t want to do it. He felt he didn’t have the ability and he still feels that way. But I told him he had to do it.”

			That isn’t quite how Jack saw it. “We all liked politics,” Jack said, “but Joe seemed a natural to run for office. Obviously, you can’t have a whole mess of Kennedys asking for votes. So when Joe was denied his chance, I wanted to run and was glad I could.” In his mind, there was only room for one Kennedy in politics. And even if Jack had never meant to be that Kennedy, he was now.
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			Just as Jack Kennedy wasn’t initially destined to become president, young Princess Elizabeth was not born to be queen. Of course, it wasn’t impossible. After all, at birth she was third in line to the throne. But as the daughter of the second son of King George V, it was highly unlikely that young Elizabeth would ever reign, because her father was never expected to be king.

			All that changed over the course of several chaotic months in 1936.

			On January 20 of that year, Elizabeth’s grandfather King George V died and his firstborn son, Edward VIII (David as he was known to close friends and family), ascended to the throne. But Edward VIII never had a coronation; instead, he chose to abdicate in December of that year in order to marry Wallis Simpson, an American divorcée who, at the time, would not have been an acceptable queen. This made Edward VIII the first British monarch to voluntarily give up the throne, prompting a constitutional crisis.

			“I have found it impossible to carry on the heavy burden of responsibility and to discharge the duties of King, as I would wish to do, without the help and support of the woman I love,” Edward VIII said in a final radio broadcast, relinquishing his position. “And now we all have a new King. I wish him and you his people happiness and prosperity with all my heart. God bless you all. God save the King!” He was given the title of Duke of Windsor, and in June 1937 he and Wallis married in France, where they lived in relative exile for the rest of their lives.

			His decision rerouted royal history, putting his brother, the newly named King George VI, on the throne and a young Princess Elizabeth on the path to becoming queen. George VI was reluctant and unprepared, but he threw himself into his duty, rebuilding the reputation of the monarchy after a monumental scandal and reestablishing his position as one of steadfast consistency as his country barreled toward the eve of war. But the stress took a toll on the King and his health suffered. He died at age fifty-six of a coronary thrombosis in 1952, and immediately, twenty-five-year-old Elizabeth became queen.

			The abdication cast a long shadow on the royal family. It is why even in her old age, Elizabeth never chose to give up her duties in favor of her son. At twenty-one, she had pledged to the United Kingdom and the Commonwealth nations, “My whole life whether it be long or short will be devoted to your service.” And she kept that promise, becoming the longest-reigning monarch in British history.

			Neither Queen Elizabeth nor President Kennedy were supposed to lead, and yet they became two of the most significant cultural figures of the last hundred years in the Western world. Both Jack and Elizabeth were bound by familial obligation, but of two very different varieties.

			For Elizabeth, it was her duty to assume the position of heir apparent to the throne and then eventually queen. Her father had helped stabilize not only the monarchy but also the country following the abdication and then through World War II. Elizabeth took very seriously the role of providing consistency to her people. But for Jack, his political rise was the culmination of his father’s unyielding ambition.
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				A Royal Debut

			
			According to legend, “rain never falls” on graduation day at Farmington—that’s what most alums call Miss Porter’s, the tony all-girls’ boarding school in Farmington, Connecticut. It’s a ceremony rich in symbolism: The senior girls, wearing all white, carry a garland of daisies, the school’s signature flower, and sing songs recognizing the transition of power.

			In 1947, Jacqueline Bouvier was one of those girls in white dresses. After the requisite singing and services at the First Church, she dined on chicken salad and strawberry tarts, visited with family, and paged through a book of poems by Edna St. Vincent Millay, which she had won as a prize for excellence in literature, on the campus lawn.

			“It happened gradually over the three years I spent at boarding school trying to imitate girls who had callers every Saturday,” Jackie would later write in a 1951 self-portrait essay for Vogue magazine’s Prix de Paris contest, reflecting on her Farmington years.

			“I passed the finish line when I learned to smoke, from the balcony of the Normandie theater in New York from a girl who pressed a Longfellow upon me then led me from the theater when the usher told her that other people could not hear the film with so much coughing going on. Growing up was not so hard.”

			In her school days, Jackie was a bit of an outsider. She was well liked but not well known by her classmates. “By nature, she was a loner,” Jackie’s close friend Nancy “Tucky” Tuckerman, who went on to serve as the White House social secretary during the Kennedy administration, recalled many years later. “After evening study hall, for instance, Jackie seldom joined in, happily staying in her room, reading, writing poetry or drawing.” Reading, like riding, had always been a way for her to escape into another world, especially when her life at home was difficult.

			That complicated home life further set Jackie apart from her peers. Not only was she Catholic in a predominately Protestant community, but her parents were also divorced. In the 1940s, the concept of divorce itself was controversial, especially among Catholics like the Bouviers, but Jackie’s parents’ breakup was so nasty that it became tabloid fodder. On January 26, 1940, the New York Daily Mirror published an exposé on Janet and Jack Bouvier’s dysfunctional relationship with the headline “Society Broker Sued for Divorce.” The story, which was reprinted in publications across the country, included details of Jackie’s father’s affairs—reportedly supplied by Janet’s lawyers—alongside photos of the women. Her mother would go on to marry Hugh D. Auchincloss, an old-money stockbroker (who, too, had been previously divorced) who promised the stability her wild and charismatic first husband lacked.

			Naturally curious, Jackie flourished in school and was able to establish her identity apart from that of her family. She excelled in the classroom—but didn’t want to be seen as a know-it-all—and she was playful, drawing less-than-flattering comics of her teachers, instigating pranks, stealing cookies, and sneaking cigarettes. In her senior yearbook, after proclaiming that her favorite song was “Lime House Blues” and that she could always be found “laughing with Tucky,” she revealed that her greatest ambition was “not to be a housewife.”

			In the years following World War II, the role of women in the US was shifting, and for young ladies in the upper echelons of American society, that meant expectations and opportunities were changing, too, in regard to higher education and also working outside the home. Jackie’s cousin Edith Beale—who would later come to know fame as “Little Edie” in the 1975 documentary film Grey Gardens—graduated from Farmington twelve years ahead of the future First Lady, and her outlook on postsecondary education was quite different from Jackie’s.

			“If you were a ‘Farmington’ girl, you were trained not only in the classics and all kinds of literature, language, and so forth, but it was also a training for life,” Beale once reflected. “You were bred with deportment and elocution—how to move, how to speak, how to behave. The girls were good, they behaved, but were not particularly encouraged to pursue a college education. But what woman was back then?”

			In the early decades of the twentieth century, Miss Porter’s had a well-established reputation as a finishing school, with instruction in manners, diction, and curtsying in addition to academic courses. Students were primarily girls from prominent families, who were preparing for marriage and would never have the need to work outside the home if they didn’t want to. But by the 1940s, its trustees hired new heads of school who emphasized academics at Farmington, specifically college preparation. Jackie was a product of this era of the school and had earned a place in the freshman class of Vassar in the fall 1947 semester.

			But while being a dutiful wife was no longer the sole aspiration for girls in the monied classes, that doesn’t mean they did away with the time-honored dating ritual of the debutante season.

			When Jacqueline Bouvier made her official entrance into society in the summer after her high school graduation, it was hardly the formal court presentation the Kennedy women had taken part in before the war in London. But despite the lack of royal pomp and circumstance, Jackie’s “coming out” tea dance still made the local papers.

			The party was hosted at Hammersmith Farm, the Victorian mansion in Newport, Rhode Island, owned by Jackie’s stepfather, Hugh. The event celebrated both eighteen-year-old Jackie and her five-month-old half brother James “Jamie” Lee Auchincloss, who had been christened earlier in the day. As The Newport Mercury and Weekly News put it, “Miss Bouvier’s coming out party took the form [of] a reception and dance from 5 to 7 P.M.,” with local favorite piano player Clifford Hall providing the music for roughly three hundred attendees.

			While Jackie was certainly the center of attention that evening, her mother, Janet, couldn’t help showing off her baby; she literally placed him on display alongside the food on the buffet table. As guests filled their plates, they walked right past Jamie, who was dozing in a silver punch bowl—one that had previously been used to hold eggnog. “No, I cannot explain it,” Jamie would tell Kennedy biographer J. Randy Taraborrelli. “I, of course, was a cute baby, but Jackie was the focus of attention in her coming-out gown.”

			Jackie herself would later remember the event as simply “nice.” She was showered with flowers throughout the day, and as her authorized biographer Mary Van Rensselaer Thayer described, felt the fete was “the way all coming-out parties should be—teas instead of expensive dances.”

			A few weeks later, though, Jackie shared the spotlight again at a coming-out dance at the Clambake Club of Newport, an old-school members-only institution known for—as one might guess—its impressive clambakes. Both she and fellow debutante Rose Grosvenor were the honorees at the evening of dinner and dancing.

			Jackie was nervous before the party, posing for portraits in an elegant tulle off-the-shoulder gown with a bouffant skirt, which showed off not only her fresh summer tan and her nipped-in waist but also her excellent posture, hard-earned from years of riding horses.

			Jackie’s dark curls were loose, hitting right at her collarbone, and in her gloved hands she carried a small bouquet of bouvardia and sweetheart roses. (In contrast, Jackie’s sister Lee, then just fourteen, made quite the impression by arriving at the dance in a flashy pink satin gown with rhinestones, which she herself would later describe as “a cheap strapless number.” Despite it being Jackie’s party, Lee eagerly sought the spotlight, making an impression on the eligible men in attendance, in perhaps an early example of the sisters’ rivalry. That said, Jackie reportedly didn’t seem to mind all that much.)

			Both Jackie and Rose stood alongside their mothers as they greeted attendees in a receiving line. Upwards of three hundred people attended the party, with the younger set dancing to the music of Meyer Davis’s orchestra until the early hours of the morning in a ballroom covered in flowers from the Auchincloss and Grosvenor gardens. As guests wandered out on the terrace, lit by blue lights on the warm mid-August night, they were treated to a stunning ocean view.

			While the invite list was hardly lacking, the number of Jackie’s close friends in attendance was small. Her fellow debutantes were quick to describe the future First Lady as fashionable, if a bit shy and standoffish. But few of her contemporaries knew the real Jackie. Over her years at Miss Porter’s, she had learned to craft a careful facade—and to keep her circle of confidants close.

			Her coming-out was early in the season; a full slate of parties continued into the fall after she started her freshman year at Vassar. And in January 1948, Jackie was named Debutante of the Year of the 1947 season by Igor Cassini, the brother of fashion designer Oleg Cassini, who was writing as a gossip columnist under the name Cholly Knickerbocker. “Queen Deb of the Year is Jacqueline Bouvier, a regal debutante who has classic features and the daintiness of Dresden porcelain,” Igor wrote, noting that she had “poise” and was “soft-spoken and intelligent, everything the leading debutante should be.”

			Later he shared: “I felt something very special in her, an understated elegance. Although shy and extremely private, she stood out in a crowd. She had that certain something, I don’t know precisely what word to use to describe this quality: beauty, charm, charisma, style, any or all of the above. Whatever it happened to be, she had it.”
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			The summer after Jackie was named society royalty, she met King George VI and Queen Elizabeth, the future Queen Mother. During her break from Vassar, Jackie took her first trip to Europe and “fell irrevocably in love” with the continent as she toured England, France, Switzerland, and Italy. For six jam-packed weeks, she traveled alongside her friends Julia Bissell and Helen “Bow” Bowdoin, Bow’s sister Judy, and their “heavenly”—and permissive—chaperone, Miss Helen Shearman, who had been a Latin teacher at Holton-Arms, Jackie’s grammar school in DC.

			Before they set sail on the Queen Mary, Jackie wanted to be prepared for the trip in every way possible, reading guidebooks and histories and practicing her language skills. But once they were on the boat, she wasn’t opposed to having a little fun. As the quintet crossed the Atlantic, Jackie was known to indulge in a martini or two.

			They arrived in Southampton on July 14. From there, they took a train to London, and a few days later they were strolling into a garden party on the grounds of Buckingham Palace. Each of the girls clutched a small card, which read: “THEIR MAJESTIES’ AFTERNOON PARTY BUCKINGHAM PALACE, Thursday, 22nd July, 1948. This Card, which cannot be replaced, must be given up at the entrance.”

			Tickets to the party came courtesy of Bow’s stepfather, Edward H. Foley, who was serving as an undersecretary of the treasury in the Truman administration. He had made a few calls to ensure that the girls were among the one hundred or so Americans invited to what was described by The New York Times as the “most festive garden party since the war’s end.” Fortunately, their mothers had insisted they pack “the requisite dressy afternoon gowns” as well as wide-brimmed straw hats and two pairs of elbow-length white gloves each, should one go missing, so they were well prepared for such an occasion.

			While events have been thrown on the Buckingham Palace grounds by many monarchs throughout history, garden parties were codified as a regular royal event in the 1860s. They were initially established as an organized way for the increasingly reclusive Queen Victoria to socialize after the tragic death of her beloved husband, Prince Albert, at age forty-two. In the summer of 1868, Victoria hosted the first-ever garden party at Buckingham Palace. “The afternoon splendid, & not too hot,” she wrote in her journal, calling the event “very puzzling & bewildering.”

			But under the reign of King George VI, the festivities evolved. Post–World War II, the guest lists still often included aristocrats but also became more inclusive, as servicemen and commoners were invited to spend time sipping tea with members of the royal family. George VI’s daughter, Queen Elizabeth II, and her son Charles have continued to make these events more democratic, with modern-day garden party guests that include people “from all walks of life, all of whom have made a positive impact in their community.” (On certain occasions there has been a more notable thread to tie attendees together. For example, in 1997, the Queen hosted a party to mark fifty years since her wedding to Prince Philip; all guests at that garden party were couples also celebrating their fiftieth wedding anniversary. It’s a keen public relations strategy for the royals to foster goodwill with the people. But in 1948, three years after the end of the war in Europe, the parties were also a moment of joy in a country still recovering from the devastation.)

			As Jackie and her traveling companions wandered the palace grounds, they were among the more than six thousand guests gathered at the royal residence to mingle not only with King George, looking quite dapper in his naval uniform, and his wife, Queen Elizabeth, in a delphinium blue gown, but also the Shah of Iran, Winston Churchill, the royals’ close relative Lord Louis Mountbatten, American publisher and businessman Colonel Robert R. McCormick, and US Ambassador Lewis W. Douglas.

			While some accounts of fete praise the weather—The New York Times noted that guests “shared hospitality and sunshine in a setting showing scant signs of anti-aircraft shrapnel that fell there only a few years ago”—others paint a rather different picture.

			Jackie’s authorized biographer described the event as a “mob scene,” as guests crowded under the refreshment tent during a storm. Despite the rain, the event was more than worth it for Jackie, who proclaimed that meeting the King and Queen was “the most exciting moment of [her] life.” “Although not a monarchist, Jackie respected the grandeur if not the pomp of royalty,” her stepbrother Hugh D. “Yusha” Auchincloss III recalled. And while a garden party receiving line wasn’t a formal presentation in a ball gown with a bouquet, like the young Kennedy women experienced, King George and Queen Elizabeth, the future Queen Mother, smiled at Jackie and her friends as she greeted them.

			Jackie and her friends actually went through the line twice. “They had spotted Winston Churchill and moved right in on him,” wrote Thayer. “Mr. Churchill was gracious and shook their hands.”

			After starting the trip on such a high, the young women filled the rest of their time in England with sightseeing and visiting with family friends. But the country was still in transition, rebuilding from the terrors of the war. They couldn’t escape reminders of the Blitz. “We could all see that they hadn’t built the city back again, but were trying,” Jackie’s companion Bow would later reflect. “It was very emotional, to see great buildings like St. Paul’s Cathedral half-destroyed and just standing there. I think it was England that left the greatest impression on us because clearly they had not recovered.” Soon they were on their way to France.

			Jackie was always a Francophile at heart, perhaps given her father’s ancestry. During the war, too, she was especially impressed by the resolve of French President Charles de Gaulle, even naming her pet poodle after him. “I wonder if she ever told the General, when she met him as President, that she had done so, and the reason why—because he was straight and proud with a prominent nose, and a fighter,” Jackie’s stepbrother Yusha mused. “I am positive he would have been complimented. Had she had a pet pug with a loud bark, I am sure she would have named him Winston.”

			But while Jackie would study at the Sorbonne during college, and return to the city many times, her postgraduate career as a writer and photographer at the Washington Times-Herald in DC would bring her back to London.
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