JOSEPHINE PATRICIA KENNEDY

BORN : HULL, MASSACHUSETTS
25th day of July, 1935
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FATHER: JOSEPH PATRICK KENNEDY, JR.
MOTHER:  ANNA-JANE O'NEILL a/k/a INGRID NORSTAD

FATHER'S BIRTHPLACE AND BIRTHDATE: XULL, MASSACHUSETTS
; 25 July, 1915

MOTHER'S BIRTHPLACE AND BIRTHDATE: STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN
s S . - 1917~ or - 1918

BOTH PARENTS ARE DECEASED .
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~JOSEPH PATRICK KENNEDY, JR.

My iather, JOSEPH PATBICK'KENNEDY, JR., was born in the state of
Massachusetts, in July of 1915. Du?ing the year of mj birth, he
was a student at Harvard Universify. He had first met my mother
in England, where she was studying ballet, and to the best of my
knowledge and belief, he was studyiﬁg in London at the London School

of Economics, or with a Profeseor thereof.

The first memory I have of my father is holding tightly_to his hand,
while my other hand held tightly to my Aunt Xathleen's . Upon

. information and belief, we were in Spain, in Madrid, and there had

been a tremendous explogion. People were sereaming ﬁnd running
gbout in all directions. It seemed to be a theatre in which we

were standing, and later, I was told a bomb had been responsible
for thls acoldent which took my mother'g life. .She had been appear-
ing as a dancer in that theatre on that evening. The exact yearxis
not of course clear in my memory, but I ?elieve 1t was 1939, Just
after the close of the Spanish Civil War. I seem to remember mj Aunt
Kathleen telling me this, .

My father returned te Boston to resume study at Harvard but this
time in the Law School., He wished openly fgr a politilcal career, and
undoubtedly would have had one had he lived. My father used to see

me once or twice every three days. He lived in an apartment with

other fellows, I remember a woman there named Alice, My governess

was named Alice too. The r%rst Alice was Alice Harrington, I think.
My governess was Alice Webb, The apartment where my father lived-

began with a "B" and had two names. I lived with my governess in a
big hotel near the State House. It was at this hotel that I saw my

father and his grandfather, Mr. John F. Fitzgerald, whom, as I recall,
had some kind of an office there.
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My father was arguman?ive at times with his gragdrather -
but always respectful. He was very close to Mr. Pitzgerald, )
My father talked incessantly about his father whom he idolized.
He seemed to care what his father would think about everything,
and he showed me photos of his parents, oall;ng his mother Rose,
"the most wonderful girl in the world". He told me I was a

’

8ross between'"Big Jack" (his brother), and his sister Rosemary, -

I never met either of those pegple while my father was alive.

I had only met Kathleen and Mr. Fitzgerald.

My father's friends are not too clear in my memory. There was
& priest who was an officer in the service . His name was "Sheehan"
or similar to that. In my fathen's‘last letter to me, dated

27 July 1944, ne enclqsed a note saying that in case we were L
separated by God's will forever, or, for a long perlod of time,
he wanted my foster-mother, my governess and I to know that he
had written to hie family " about the child's identity" and he
was sure "they will take her home“ He mentione . the names of
friends Tom Schriber, for whom there was no address, and "T:J.“
whose last name was Reardon, from Somgrville;.Hassaohusetts.
There was, in the early years, & "Mrs. Des” before my father
went into the service. She_seemed to be in some place where he
lived while going to school, He did not mention her in the last
letter. I have only Jjust remenbered hereln and considered her

important to tell you about, .Her name wasrnerinto,'l think.

My father had-g great sense of resgnns&bility, and a wonderful.
sense of humor. He could always see the funny side of a situation.

He had the moet beautiful Irish smile I have ever seen.

Joseph Kennedy! Jr. was a great sallor and swimmer. He wanteq me

to be the same, I was afraid of the water and he was furious.
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The more he tried to impose eibh;r aport, the worse I got.
He had a very hot temper, and very little patlence with what
he felt was deliberate resistance. Aside from my poor swimming,
there was the matter of my desire to dance. Mrs, Webb, my
governess, bought me ballet slippers for my _birthday in 1941.
My father took them away from mé, saying, " That's what you
think!" He reproached Mrs.-Wehb. She threatened to quit
over his calling her "idiotic" and I cried without knowing why

. when he asked Mrs. Webb if she wanted me to "end up" like my

mother,

Kathleen and my father played bridge & lot. I do not remember

whether she smoked, but my father smoked ocigars.

Upon information andryelief, my father entered the Navy and was

& Seaman 2/c in 1941. I lived in Boston when he went into the
service, and Mrs. Webb took me tc see him where he was statloned,
in a place near Massachusgtta. During the time he was in the
service, I went to Jacksonville Florlda, to someplace in the
Southwest and finally, to Norfolk, Virginla in 1943, where I saw
my father for the last time. He had gotten his wings in 1942, °
and was a Lieutenant when he was killed in 1944, All that I
remember officlally was FAW 7, SPAU 1, (Fleet Air Wing Seven,
Special Air Unit One). The story of his heroic death has been
told many times. He was to have been home in time for my birth-
day but instead he voluntee?ed for a mission requiring the extreme
bravery which was so much a part of him. His plane exploded in
the Bk@es over England and he, and Lt. Willy, his co-pilot, ﬁere
killed. Mrs. Webb took me to Clinton, Oklahoma, in the winter of
1945, where my father was given pos?humously a medal which I

believe to have been the Navy Cross.

In all the accounts of my father's death there have been no words
explaining the heartbreak of the loss to his child. He was the
most dominating influence on my life, and so he st1ll remains.

- -
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ANNA-JANE O'NEILL

a/k/a
INGRID NORSTAD

My mother was born in Stockholm, Sweden, in 1917 or 1918.

She was, according to information and bellef, the daughter
of Gloia Baragll, of Florence, Italy, and Lars Norstad, of
Oslo, Norway. Shortly after the death of Mr. Norstad, when
my mother was three years old, her mother came to Win?hrop,

Massachusetts, and married an attorney named Thomas J., 0'Neill.

.. (ioia and Thomas 0'Neill changed my mother's name from "o s

Anna-Jen Ingrid Norstad, to Anna-Jane 0'Neill. I do not know
where she attended school or where she first studled dancing.
I know that my father sald he met my mother in London while
he was studylng there. My mother was studying ballet.

I know so little about my mother. It 1§ mostly all hearsay.

My father talked very little about ner. He onoce took me for a
stroll and told me my mother was beautiful and good, oould speak
many: languages, and had great talent for daneing. Then, suddenly,
hils face clouded, and the fist of one hand was thrust into the
other hand what had started out to be a nice stroll between us

ended in angry silence.

Aunt EKathleen and my father were talking about mother once, when
I was hiding in the closet during & thunder and lightning storm,
and when they pulled me out of the closet, my father had been
saying to Aunt Kathleen, "I owe all this to that stupid Big Jack"
This was after mother died.
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MRS. LEWIS ET AL

mrs. Lewls, my foster-mother is today lmown as
Mrs. Raye Rosensweig: She i3 my fosbter mother. I
game to live in her home 1n California in 1942 on a
temporary basis and after my fatr_ler"s_ death in 1944

she kept me with her permanently.

1n 1942, her name was Raye Ipene Lewls, rwaiden name
Frieden, and she was married to a ngry Bgckner Lewis,
a braveling salesman from Baltimore. Mrs. Lewls was the

co-manager of the Milady Shop, 2 dress firm belonglng to

her brother, Jesse Frieden. The merchandise was of the
very finest, and the olientele was of the elite of Nerfolk

‘and surrounding territories.

My foster-mother had a client named "Margaret", whose last

name she does not recall. Thls girl's father was in the Navy,

and she had known my Aunt Kathleen foé a long time. My Aunt
Kathleen was then working for a Washington newspaper, and she
visited "Margaret” at Virginla Beauh,.Virginia. My foster-

mother was riyting My Aunt‘xatgleen's friend, and I was there

with Kathleen. When I saw Mrs. Lewis, she was 8o prgtty, I ran
straight into her arms, I eried when she left. HNrs. Lewls later
game to Washington, and my father and I were there; Mrs. Webh .

hed just been hired to take care of me, and I do not remember where
we - were 1iving, but not at Kathleen's. My father and téi priest
who was hls friend were there and my father and Mrs. Lewis liked
each other. He let me go and stay with her for a weekend shortly
thereafter, and then I returned to Boston with Hrs. Webb. :
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S-=---and Mrs, Lewls at Union Statlon. Mrs. Lewis had Jjust

come in on a train from Virginia. Mrs. Webb left with Father
3;::--and I went with Mrs. Léwis to her brother'!s house. The
brother and his wife thought I was Mrs. gawia's child, and

oalled me another name than my own. ‘Mrs, Webb had told me 7
to manswer any quostions;as Mrs., Lewis advised me to. n; father -

had told me to obey Mra, Lewls Just as I would obey hilm.

I lived with Mrs, Lewis, and then her husband came from Virginia,
and he 1ived there too. Part of the time, I lived with Mrs. Webb,
and she took me to see my father wherever he wanted her to. He
was in vardious uniforms each time I saw him, at his handsomest
when he was an Ensign. These trips were the things I looked
forward to as most children look for toys. I loved my father more

than anyone e;se In the world.

After my father was killed, Mrs. Lewls changed my name to the

neme they had been calling me :"Lydia Lewis, " The Lewis"s

had had a beautiful daughter who disappeared in 1940 or 1939.
They had hoped she would come back home ,but it was sald she ran
away end got married to someone against her parents' wishes. They
gave me her name in every inatanoe, and on no_ocoasion did I see
anyone who did.not think me to be their child. Relatives of theirs f
who had never seen their child had no reason to belleve I was not.
I was extremely tall and mature Just as my father had been, and his i
father before him. It was very easy to allow people to think I was h
older. . .

In 194%, while my father was overseas, Mr. Lewis and Mrs. Lewis

were divoreced. She took me to Virginia City, Nevada with her for
her deoree. Mr. Lewls was in the apartment when we left, and 1t

is a law in California that he could remain there because Mra, Lewir
left 1t and him in 1%, Even after they were divorced, he remained |
there in a room for himself. Mrs. Lewls worked 1n Los Angeles, 1n

a dress shop downtown.
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' She too, thought I should go to Boston, and to her family. Her

After my father's death in 1944, Mr. Fitzgerald wrote to my
roster;mother, and asked her if I vanted to come back to Boston.
He sald he thought he could stralighten things out with my
father's family, and that he would llke me to come back. My
Aunt Kathleen wrote too, both fr&m England, and somewhere_else.

husband died in 1944 also, and she was very sad in her letter to
me. Both letters were around Christmastime of '44.

My foster mother oried at the thought of my going, and I cried __,
‘at the thought of leaving her. I truly loved this woman who had
been the only mother to me I have ever known, and she could not

have been nicer to me. She never made any demands at all upon

the Kennedy family, or upon the Fitzge?alds. She raised me on

- 'her own income after my father's death, and would not have it any

other way, We refused to have me go to Boston from & sense of
devotiop to each other, Mr, Fitzgerald wrote asaig in 1945 and
in 1946. Kathleen always sent birthday cards to me, with a sweet

note attached. . §

In 1647 I was'studying drema at the Geller Workshop in Hollywooq..
I met a2 man there who was an actor from New Yqork, named.Fostini.

I liked him very much, and he did not dream my reallage. He
became 1nteresteg in me and eppeaially in my ainging volce which
was rather good . ,He asked me to-ﬁarry him, belleving me to be i
the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Lewls, and believiﬁs me to be lots
older than I was. He sald he wanted to go to Europe to study Qn
the G I bill, and that he would have me tralned in music and voice

. and that I could possibly sing in Italy eventually. I married &

John Fostini in May of 1947 putting the birthplace and birthdate

of Lydia Lewis on the Reglsters. In 1943, Mr. Fostini decided

that we would go to Italy, and I had to obtain a pa§sport. I

wrote to the Lewls] askedthem what to do about this. The anawer

came with the documents of their.daughter, and I used this blrth

certiffcate to obtain a passport. Mr. Fitzgerald had begged Mrs
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Mrs. Lewis to keep my father's secret. When my mother told i
hi@ she would give me the birth cert%ficate of her daughter, ’

Mr. Fitzperald became moved to tears.

So it was, that a 13 year old girl named Josephine Kennedy,
‘with a. good singing volce, went to Italy as Lydla Fostini,
born Norfolk, Virginia, October 31, 1924, married to John

Fostint, actor - impresario. I had platinum blonde halr, and

found the whole thing to be great fun, especially the making
of Itallan motlon‘pictnres. I stud;gd §insing, and opera

and qubbed and acted in films, under Mr. Fostini's guiding
hand. The only thing wrong really, was that Mr, Fostinl did
not want to be marrled . He told he married me because he
belleved me to "be a terrific property” when trained properly,
and he did not really "want & woman at all ", He took me to !
Paris and London, and Vienna, I gtudled muaic,'and then wrote i
an essay on Louls Pasteury which won me a short scholarship %o
the Paris Sorbonne in the study of law. For a year I attended
elasses in medical leglslature, hospltal admigistratiog, and
nursihs. I then returned to Aperisa, sans Mr, Fostinl., Our
marrisge had been annulled on the grounds 1t had never been

consummated. That was in 1951,

I caeme back to America, determined to find my rathe?'s family.
unawar? of his relationship to me, I began a frilendshlp wisn_
John F. Kennedy, Congressman from the state_or Massachusetts.

I had gone to him to try to trace my family. He asked me for.a
date, and we did gut discuss my family, because we were always
with other people. ‘kfter a few dates with him, I came home to
my New York epartment one evening to find my friend from Ireland
Joan @alker. Jo&n esked me who the fellow was on my dressing room
table. I saild "my fathe?". She then asked me who was the fellow
who Just brought me home. I saids "Congres man Kenncdﬁ". Joan
then took a magazine off the table and showed me a picture of the

Congressman and my father, with their father. I was shocked to saY?;
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say-the least, and went straight to.sgf John Kemnedy., He did gee
me and acted strangely by not reacting at all. He listened to
what I had to say, and then said,’ "Would you like a milk shake or
somebhing?" Because of his attitude which did not change, and my
deep feeling for him, I decided not to see him again., I called
my mother in Palm Springs, who was then , Mrs. Jack CGholstin,
and she was very upset. She did not want me to trace my father's
people. I went to Palm Springs to see my foster mother. She
begged me not tlo do anything further. She gave me certain papers
which my father had gilven to_her, his lagt letters, and some '
letters from Kathleen and Mr, Fitzgerald. I put these things
behind the photog?aph of my father which had & elasp on the f§r
side of the frame., I always kept this picture of him near me. .
Tne documents and the picture thus would be togehter and near me,

I lived upon my return to New York, at the Benjamln Franklin Hotel
at 222 West TT7th Street in New York City. COne evening returning
from a dinner engagement, two men gorced thelr way past me into
the epartment as I opened the door. They went atra@ght for the
dresser drawers, and then spled my father's plcture. They

seld that the piecture was what they were looking for, took the
photogrgph and the papers clasped therein and went_through the
drawers. I was too stunned and frightened to move. One of them
same up to me and sald, "That's what you get for saying your name
is Kennedy", He slapped me in the face. "Dont you ever say you

are a Kennedy again”. The walked out of the apartment and left

me dazeq and crying, because they would not Bive me back my father'c

pleture. The only eclue I have to their ldentisy was a checkbook

which fell to the floor with the address: 67 Milk St., Boston, Mass..

One of the men was heavy, and tall. The other man was bald, and
stoecky,
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I married again in 195%. My husband's career &3 ac operatlc

tenor took us to Italy. I still used the documents of my footer-
mother's daushter,.because I still had not been able to get to

my father's famlily. My Qusband kmew that ny name was Kennedy,

and kept that to himself, He did not know what family. We went
to live in Italy, and remained there in Italy and Europe until
1958,.when we returned for my husband's Phlladelphia debut in
opera. We returned arter the Phlladelphia performance to Italy
and remained there untll 1960, when we returned to Palm Springs,
galifornia. I met Senator Kennedy, the former Congressman Kennedy
again in Los Angeles, and went to ﬁ?rk for him in Palm Sprhgs

as Chairman of Citizens for Kennedy. Mr. Herry Lewls dled in

Los An—eles in 1961,_and gave my story away during his long
incoherent 1llness . There were people wnoﬂ%%me to see me.at

my home in Palm Springs, attempting blaclmail, least of note

not being Mrs. Alice Webb, my former governcss, changed comp}etely
from what she was before, not only in name bubt in other ways.

She wanted to go to the press, and I pald her to keep it out.

My husband and mg mother 2351ined me in fighting the battle for
John Kennedy,and although I let sverybody kmow I used to date .
him, I stayed awey from the truth of my real re}abionship to the
family, for fear I may be polltically injurious. I realized my
father would be so happy to kmow I was helping his brother, and
our Joy at hls electlon and subseguent inauguration was unbounded.ég
After the elceqion, I was asked to come to Washiqéton and work for_i
the State Dept. in the Foreign Language Diﬁisiun. My whole
family Joined me in the trip o Washington, and much to our
chasrig.l found no Jjob welting for me., The whole thing seemed an
enigmat. Nobody had sent for me at all, and my husband and I

had bought a new Bulck station wagon, rented an expensive house

in Georgetown, bogght clothes, ete; all on veriflication from the
State Department , We left Weshington three months later with
debts and heartbreak., Nobody, including the President, tried

to explain the esituatlon, even though the State Department ad-

mitted recelving recommendation for me,
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The Atborncy-Gencral had recommended me to¢ Dean Rusk, and

all was verifled for credit but no Job.

Iater in 1961, I tried to see my grandfather in Hyannisport
but he left for France befcre my arrival on the same day.
He was felle: by a stroke in December of thatyear{ and of

course, there was no way for me to see himll then.

I might have dropped all thought of knowing the family, but
for phone calls from a newsman, and then, a woman, saying
that Walter Winchell knew my story and was going to print
it. I tried to reach the family onece agaln, when the calls
became more frequent. Flnally, a man reached out to help me,
tuart Schoen, finanelal analyst of McCall's magazine called
the Secret ServiPe.. He wrote to_President Eenmnedy and to the
President's friend,:David Powers. MNeither answered. but the_'
Secret Zervice was advlsed to come o me by the Whife House,
Thée night thg Serret Seﬁvice.interviewed me was November 19
1963 at Flower and Fifth Ave. Hgspital in N:Y.C: where my

husband was recuperating from heart surgery My husbaﬂd had

SIESSCCEN———_
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recelved phone calls threabening his 11lfe mhile he was in the .

hospital, and the voiloe and mannsr was the same &s calls which

had racently been received by me, threatenlns my 1*re, and

telling me that all the Kennedys would soon be dead, and that--
"The President was goling to get his in 24 hours”.. That 1atter

e

remark was made the nisht of the 19th when I returned home after

the 8adnnt Service interview. The President was killed on the

2 —

22nd That voice on the phone had warﬂed it for some time. I had

called the ﬂhite House to adviee_pf this, and Mr. Schoen had

adviaed the Seoret _Service. EEE_EFGPEt Service had advilsed Mr,
Schoen against my going to an attorney, and saiu the President
'would liks to oheck my story out himself. I have recelved the
same threatening callsp even after the President's death: The i
Seeret Service intervieweq ﬁe.in Palm Springs in February, again.
I do not care about money. I want to know my grandfather aﬁd my
famlly. I went to share their Joyc and sopoowa not from afar but R
wilth {ihem, I want thelr recognition, not their noney. )
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