
N
E
W
 

Y
O
R
K
 

POST, 
TUESDAY, 

N
O
V
E
M
B
E
R
 

22, 
1946 

an St By 
C
L
A
Y
T
O
N
 
F
R
I
T
C
H
E
Y
 

W
a
s
h
i
n
g
t
o
n
,
 

Nov. 
2
2
—
-
B
y
 

n
o
w
 

we 
have 

had 
endless 

books, 
countless 

articles, 
n
u
m
b
e
r
l
e
s
s
 

m
e
m
o
i
r
s
 

and 
recordings 

about 
President 

John 
F. 

K
e
n
n
e
d
y
,
 

w
h
o
 

died 
in 

Dallas 
just 

three 
years 

ago 
today. 

T
h
e
y
 

have 
all 

added 
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g
 

to 
our 

knowl- 
edge 

of 
him, 

especially 
the 

magnificent 
histories 

by 
A
r
t
h
u
r
 

Schiesinger 
and 

Ted 
Sorensen, 

but 
it 

is 
just 

possible 
that 

his 
y
o
u
n
g
 

widow, 
in 

a 
relatively 

few, 
unstudied 

r
e
m
a
r
k
s
 

over 
a 

decade 
or 

So, 
m
a
y
 

have 
given 

us 
the 

deepest, 
most 

re- 
vealing 

insight 
of 

all. 
Jacqueline 

K
e
n
n
e
d
y
 

has 
never 

written 
for- 

mally 
about 

him, 
either 

before 
or 

after 
his 

d
e
a
t
h
.
 

T
h
e
i
r
 

close 
friends 

k
n
e
w
 

of 
a
n
d
 
r
e
s
p
e
c
t
e
d
 

nn 
F. 

K
e
n
n
e
d
y
—
A
s
 

Jackie 
Re 

to 
relatives, 

friends, 
and 

close 
associates: 

and 
s
o
m
e
 

of 
these 

small 
epiphanies 

have 
fortunately 

been 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
e
d
 

and 
recorded 

in 
a 

wide 
scat- 

tering 
of 

publications, 

No 
one 

book 
or 

article 
contains 

very 
m
a
n
y
,
 

so 
this 

c
o
l
u
m
n
 

today 
will 

try 
to 

bring 
together 

a 
collection 

of 
them 

from 
various 

sources 
so 

that 
readers 

can 
share 

in 
this 

special 
illumina- 

tion 
of 

the 
late 

President. 

First 
of 

all, 
she 

disclosed 
that 

he 
saw 

life 
as 

precious 
and 

perishable, 
and 

not 
to 

be 
frittered 

away. 
“He 

lived 
at 

such 
a 

pace,” 
she 

said 
later, 

“because 
he 

wished 
to 

k
n
o
w
 

it 
all.” 

A
n
d
 

she 
was 

also 
to 

say, 
“The 

p
o
i
g
n
a
n
c
y
 

of 
m
e
n
 

dying 
y
o
u
n
g
 

h
a
u
n
t
e
d
 

h
i
m
.
”
 

rd 
ah 

oy 

n
e
m
b
e
r
s
 

Hin 
in 

zero 
had 

left 
the 

W
h
i
t
e
 

H
o
u
s
e
 

alive. 
L
o
n
g
 

before 
that 

(Just 
after 

returning 
from 

his 
w
e
d
d
i
n
g
 

trip 
in 

1953) 
he 

had 
revealed 

to 
his 

n
e
w
 

bride 
that 

his 
favorite 

p
o
e
m
 

was 
Alan 

Seeger’s 
“I 

H
a
v
e
 

a 
R
e
n
d
e
z
v
o
u
s
 

With 
Death,” 

He 
m
a
y
 

have 
had 

premonitions, 
but 

he 
did 

not 
brood. 

He 
was 

too 
busy 

with 
life, 

and 
an 

ever 
larger 

sense 
of 

the 
world. 

D
u
r
i
n
g
 

those 
p
r
e
-
W
h
i
t
e
*
H
o
u
s
e
 

years, 
S
o
r
e
n
s
o
n
 

thinks, 
“per. 

haps 
his 

wife 
s
u
m
m
e
d
 

him 
up 

best, 
as 

an 
idealist 

without 
illusions.” 

Later, 
in 

retrospect, 
she 

was 
to 

add, 
“For 

Jack, 
history 

was 
full 

of 
heroes. 

A
n
d
 

if 
it 

m
a
d
e
 

him 
this 

w
a
y
—
i
f
 

it 
m
a
d
e
 

him 
see 

h
e
r
o
e
s
—
m
a
y
b
e
 

other 
little 

boys 
will 

see, 
Jack 

had 
this 

hero 
idea 

of 
history, 

the 
idealistic 

view.” 
their 

strong 
sense 

of 
privacy, 

and 
their 

distaste 
for 

publicly 
brandishing 

their 
feelings. 

Yet 
over 

the 
years, 

of 
course, 

she, 
like 

any 
wife, 

m
u
s
e
d
 

aloud 
about 

him 
from 

time 
to 

time 

C
o
n
t
i
n
u
e
d
 

from 
P
a
g
e
 

8 

He 
did 

have 
several 

close 
brushes 

with 
death 

as 
a 

y
o
u
n
g
 

man, 
but 

he 
was 

not 
bothered 

w
h
e
n
 

s
o
m
e
o
n
e
 

sent 
him 

a 
clipping 

pointing 
out 

that 
since 

1840 
no 

President 
elected 

in 
a 

year 
ending 

m
e
t
e
 

PONE 
EAE 

DE 
A E
E
E
 

quality 
for 

a 
l
e
a
d
e
r
—
-
a
n
 

i
m
p
e
r
t
u
r
a
b
l
e
 

selt- 
confidence 

and 
sureness 

of 
his 

powers.” 

A
n
d
 

in 
S
h
a
k
e
s
p
e
a
r
e
,
 

he 
preferred 

the 
his- 

tories, 
too, 

“A 
favorite 

passage,” 
she 

tells 
us, Ed 

“which 
he 

k
n
e
w
 

by 
heart, 

was 
the 

St. 
Crispin’s 

C
o
n
t
i
n
u
e
d
 

on 
P
a
g
e
 

6 

D
a
y
 

speech 
from 

King 
H
e
n
r
y
 

V. 
He 

told 
me 

the 
words, 

‘We 
few, 

we 
h
a
p
p
y
 

few,’ 
were 

what 
Britons 

said 
during 

W
o
r
l
d
 

W
a
r
 

II 
about 

the 
R
A
F
,
 

S
o
m
e
t
i
m
e
s
 

I 
t
h
o
u
g
h
t
 

that 
line, 

and 
an- 

o
t
h
e
r
—
‘
S
h
a
l
l
 

think 
t
h
e
m
s
e
l
v
e
s
 

accursed 
they 

Were 
not 

h
e
r
e
’
-
—
r
e
m
i
n
d
e
d
 

me 
of 

all 
the 

people 
w
h
o
 

believed 
in 

him, 
and 

w
h
o
 

came 
to 

W
a
s
h
i
n
g
-
 

ton 
with 

him,” 
But, 

as 
she 

alsa 
said, 

“
H
e
 

loved 
W
e
s
t
e
r
n
s
 

and 
Civil 

W
a
r
 

pictures. 
He 

was 
not 

the 
candy-and- 

f
l
o
w
e
r
s
 

type, 
so 

e
v
e
r
y
 

n
o
w
 

and 
then 

he’d 
give 

me 
a 

book. 
He 

gave 
me 

‘The 
Raven’ 

[Hef 
of 

S
a
m
 

H
o
u
s
t
o
n
]
 

and 
also 

‘
P
i
l
g
r
i
m
s
 

W
a
y
’
 

by 
J
o
h
n
 

Buchan.” 
_ 

She 
took 

pride 
in 

his 
i
n
d
e
p
e
n
d
e
n
t
 

develop- 
m
e
n
t
;
 

“
N
o
 

m
a
t
t
e
r
,
”
 

she 
said 

in 
1959, 

“
h
o
w
 
m
a
n
y
 

older 
brothers 

and 
fathers 

my 
h 

nd 
had 

had, 
he 

w
o
u
l
d
 

have 
been 

w
h
a
t
 

he 
is 

today--or 
the 

equivalent 
in 

another 
field.” 

By 
this 

time 
she 

had 
been 

exposed 
to 

his 
restless 

i
n
t
e
l
l
i
g
e
n
c
e
 

for 
s
o
m
e
 

years, 
and 

had 
b
e
e
n
 

k
e
p
t
 

b
u
s
y
 

t
r
a
n
s
l
a
t
i
n
g
 

a
n
d
 

r
e
s
e
a
r
c
h
i
n
g
 

b
o
o
k
s
 

for 
him, 

“
H
e
’
s
 

m
u
c
h
 

m
o
r
e
 

serious,” 
she 

r
e
m
a
r
k
e
d
,
 

“than 
I 
thought 

he 
was 

before 
I 
mar- 

ried 
him,” 

t 
n
a
a
 

m
a
a
 

a 
% 

Fo 

W
h
e
n
 

he 
began 

his 
c
a
m
p
a
i
g
n
i
n
g
 

for 
the 

P
r
e
s
i
d
e
n
c
y
 

in 
1959, 

she 
w
r
o
t
e
 

in 
a 

note, 
“I 

see, 
every 

succeeding 
day 

I 
a
m
 

married 
to 

him, 
that 

he 
has 

what 
m
a
y
 

be 
the 

single 
most 

i
m
p
o
r
t
a
n
t
 

stil, 
she 

was 
not 

in 
foolish 

awe 
of 

him, 
especially 

on 
subjects 

she 
k
n
e
w
 

better, 
like 

chil 
dren 

and 
musie. 

W
h
e
n
 

she 
was 

critical 
of 

an 
article 

on 
C
a
r
o
l
i
n
e
,
 

it 
w
a
s
 

p
o
i
n
t
e
d
 

out 
to 

her 
that 

J
F
K
 

and 
Pierre 

Salinger 
thought 

it 
was 

excelent. 
“Well,” 

she 
said 

“they 
are 

not 
very 

good 
judges, 

if 
you 

ask 
me.” 

On 
music 

appre- 
ciation, 

she 
o
n
c
e
 

l
a
u
g
h
i
n
g
l
y
 

said 
the 

only 
score 

ne 
realy 

u
n
d
e
r
s
t
o
o
d
 

was 
“Hail 

to 
the 

Chief,” 
L
o
o
k
i
n
g
 

back, 
at 

an 
exhibit 

of 
his 

m
e
m
e
n
t
o
s
 

to 
raise 

f
u
n
d
s
 

for 
the 

K
e
n
n
e
d
y
 

L
i
b
r
a
r
y
,
 

she 
said: 

“
S
o
m
e
 

people 
did 

not 
k
n
a
w
 

h
o
w
 

m
u
c
h
 

he 
loved 

old 
a
n
d
 

b
e
a
u
t
i
f
u
l
 

things, 
but 

it 
w
a
s
 

just 
that 

beauty 
and 

grace 
that 

often 
m
o
v
e
d
 

him 
the 

most, 
He 

was 
interested 

in 
the 

classics 
and 

even 
after 

he 
b
e
c
a
m
e
 

P
r
e
s
i
d
e
n
t
 

he 
g
a
v
e
 

m
e
 

so 
m
a
n
y
 

peautiful 
pieces 

of 
sculpture, 

which 
he 

went 
and 

picked 
out 

h
i
m
s
e
l
f
.
.
.
 

“There 
is 

a 
R
o
m
a
n
 

Imperial 
head 

of 
a 
y
o
u
n
g
 

satyr, 
w
h
i
c
h
 

he 
brought 

me 
from 

R
o
m
e
,
 

I 
thought 

if 
this 

were 
s
h
o
w
n
 

in 
a 

case 
next 

to 
s
o
m
e
 

carved 
shore 

birds 
from 

Cape 
Cod, 

w
h
i
c
h
 

I 
gave 

to 
him 

and 
which 

he 
loved 

and 
kept 

in 
his 

office, 
it 

w
o
u
l
d
 

s
h
o
w
 

people 
a 

side 
of 

h
i
m
 

that 
was 

rarely 
seen 

and 
about 

which 
only 

a 
few 

people 
k
n
e
w
.
”
 

“... 
He 

c
h
a
n
g
e
d
 

our 
world 

and 
I 

hope 
that 

people 
will 

r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 

him, 
and 

miss 
him 

all 
their 

lives,”


