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“Beschloss has written a brisk story. The prose style is crisp. The research
is thorough and impressive. . . . Kennedy and Roosevelt is a very good
book that adds to the New Deal mosaic.”

—George Wolfskill, American Historical Review

“Fascinating . . . The Roosevelt-Kennedy story is the stuff of high drama.”
—Steve Neal, Chicago Tribune

“There is a certain detachment in the writing of this young man who was
born in 1955, a detachment that many who lived through the 1930s and

1940s still can’t share. . . . This book is an excellent piece of work—not
only for a relative youngster but for a historian of any age. Beschloss’s
insights run deep.” —John F. Bridge, Detroit News
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FOREWORD

HE CONFIDENTIAL RELATIONSHIPS among ambitious and com-

petitive leaders are always fascinating and usually revealing.

Their letters and messages enable us to penetrate beyond

the banalities of “teamwork” to the fierce jockeying for posi-
tion and the conflicts that rage among the entourage.

Franklin Roosevelt had the knack of making memorable friends and
enemies. The galaxy of remarkable people who worked with him—Ickes
and Wallace, Cohen and Corcoran, Tugwell and Hopkins, Eleanor
Roosevelt and Frances Perkins—is matched only by his assortment of
adversaries. In the early days, these ranged from Tammany sachems to
Warren G. Harding; later, they included a string of demolished Repub-
lican candidates from Hoover to Dewey; and in between, they num-
bered such personalities as Father Coughlin, Huey Long, Hearst, Lind-
bergh, and sadly, Al Smith. Only FDR could have pulled the Democrats
into a crazy-quilt coalition, but only FDR could have generated such an
exquisite array of ill-assorted enemies.

As Michael Beschloss demonstrates in this volume, the relationship
between Franklin Roosevelt and Joseph Kennedy combined elements of
love and hate more intensely than most of the other well-known connec-
tions. The two men present an arresting study in leadership. Not only
did they pursue careers in both the business and political arenas—with
mixed results—but their political relationship threaded through the cen-
tral controversies of a pivotal age. The issues of the nineteen-thirties and
nineteen-forties were not just another act in the great game of politics.
The nation and the world faced momentous challenges whose resolution
set the boundaries of human hope and action for generations to come.

Kennedy and Roosevelt resembled each other in many ways—they
were both ambitious, energetic, manipulative, activist, proud, and vul-
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nerable—but each was ultimately devoted to his own vision of the
public good. At a time when the political establishment recognized the
need for far-reaching domestic reforms and the inevitability of a show-
down with Hitler, Kennedy listened to a different drummer. Occasion-
ally sycophantic, ordinarily candid, he was willing to confront his boss in
a manner that other presidential associates dream about but would not
dare. Franklin Roosevelt, despite all his twists and turns, his deceptions
and evasions, his concessions and compromises, proved to be everlast-
ingly right in the direction he led the American people. Yet if Joseph
Kennedy was the lesser partner in this awkward embrace, he left a spe-
cial legacy in four sons who were trained in public service.

Placing Joseph Kennedy and Franklin Roosevelt in contrasting polit-
ical traditions, Michael Beschloss brilliantly illuminates their political
leadership and the historical forces that impelled it. In these days of
contentious but superficial politics, it is refreshing to turn back to a time
when politicians fought each other, heart and soul, because they were
committed to conflicting visions of public purpose.

JaMES MACGREGOR BURNS

.




PREFACE

OSEPH KENNEDY AND FRANKLIN ROOSEVELT were the sons of fa-

thers who combined business interests with political activism.

They studied at Harvard; helped to mobilize American ship-

building during the First World War; threw themselves into the
business civilization of the nineteen-twenties; enjoyed the idea of political
dynasty; coveted the presidency; and joined in an uneasy alliance in
national and international politics.

Still, the lives played out not in unison, but in counterpoint. Ken-
nedy compiled an almost unbroken series of business triumphs, yet his
political dreamms ended in frustration. Roosevelt won four terms as presi-
dent of the United States, yet, as businessman, he lost several small
fortunes. A political partnership waxed and waned from intimate collab-
oration to mutual suspicion and painfully concealed hostility. How ex-
plain such grand triumphs and grand frustrations? What brought these
two men together; what rent them apart?

This book examines Kennedy and Roosevelt in the context of leader-
ship. It views the two men and their relationship in terms of the human
dilemma confronting every leader: the uneasy alliance between the
quest for power and the quest for purpose.

Since the earliest days of the Republic, the American tradition has
sanctioned two vital definitions of public service. The visionary tradi-
tion, with roots in such varied thinkers as Rousseau and John Adams,
ordained that individual ambitions be subordinated to a more universal
conception of the public interest. The pragmatic tradition of Locke and
Adam Smith commanded citizens instead to follow the pull of their own
interests; from the large-scale engagement of contending ambitions, the
common good would prevail.

Neither ethic exists in purity, of course, but Franklin Roosevelt and
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Joseph Kennedy matured in environments that were almost seedbeds of
the two traditions—Roosevelt among Hyde Park standards of noblesse
oblige, Kennedy in the toughminded code of East Boston politics. What
made these men exceptional was that each perceived his birthright as an
imperfect legacy. Roosevelt grew to seek ideals through a welter of
short-run goals and compromises. Kennedy allied his fierce commitment
to family advancement, time and time again, with elements of broader
principle.

The proposition of this book is that Kennedy and Roosevelt were
governed nonetheless by opposing visions of public service and, hence, of
leadership. This contest of leadership styles influenced the two men’s
contrasting performances in commerce and government; it accounted
not only for the breakdown in the Kennedy-Roosevelt alliance, but also
for its accomplishments.

Francis Biddle once wrote that the main reward for toilers in the
New Deal lay “in some deep sense of giving and sharing, far below any
surface pleasure of work well done, but rooted in the relief of escaping
the loneliness and boredom of oneself, and the unreality of personal
ambition.” Yet there was also the other side of the Roosevelt govern-
ment, of disorder and competition, of exuberant energies channeled into
new ideas and ventures.

Great leadership emerges from great conflict as well as cooperation.
In their uneasy alliance, Joseph Kennedy and Franklin Roosevelt were
finally more effective men—both in league and in confrontation—than
they would have been on their own.

MicHAEL R. BESCHLOSS

Williamstown, Massachusetts
July 1979




Prologue

OCTOBER 1940

UNDAY AFTERNOON, October 27, 1940. Engines roaring, the great
blue and silver seaplane hurtled toward New York. An unruly
gathering of newspapermen watched at La Guardia Field. At the
White House, Franklin Roosevelt discussed politics over lunch

with the Speaker of the House, Sam Rayburn, and a young Texas con-
gressman, Lyndon Johnson, as he waited for the Atlantic Clipper to arrive
from Europe.

Aboard the aircraft was the American ambassador to the Court of St.
James’s, Joseph Patrick Kennedy. For months, the president had con-
trived to keep his unhappy envoy in London, away from the presidential
campaign, but now Joseph Kennedy was returning to America, promising
friends an election-eve “bombshell” that would tip the scales of victory to
Wendell Willkie. The balloting was only ten days ahead.

October had seen a lull in the European fighting that seemed to mock
the president’s warnings against the danger of German might. Fear of
Hitler gave way to a more passionate fear of war. “A subsurface anti-war
psychology seems to be taking hold generally and almost suddenly,” ob-
served a New York Times reporter. Wendell Willkie transformed his
campaign into a peace crusade against the warrior in the Oval Room. “If
his promise to keep our boys out of foreign wars is no better than his
promise to balance the budget,” he cried in his hoarse and urgent fashion,
“they’re already almost on the transports!” Other Republican orators cau-
tioned American mothers against the “secret Roosevelt pact” that would
consign their sons to Britain’s war after election day. As proof, they
pointed to the imminent muster of nearly a million young men. The
Republican “peace strategy” was working, said Dr. George Gallup. He
pronounced Wendell Willkie “within easy striking distance of victory.”

No one could confirm or deny secret collaboration between Washing-
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ton and London with more authority than the American ambassador to
Great Britain. Since his installation in March 1938, Joseph Kennedy had
steadfastly opposed American intervention in Europe, assuring a visitor
that he would “resist to the bitter end.” Franklin Roosevelt, inching
toward aid to Britain through 1939 and 1940, quietly shifted his major
diplomatic transactions from Kennedy to a succession of personal envoys
and to the British ambassador in Washington. Indignant at being by-
passed, skeptical of the president’s professed noninterventionism, Ken-
nedy excoriated his chief before London friends, predicting that he could
“put twenty-five million Catholic votes behind Wendell Willkie to throw
Roosevelt out.”

White House and Whitehall had indeed maintained secret contacts
since the outbreak of war, although never to the extent claimed by the
most alarmed isolationists. Joseph Kennedy was unaware of many of these
negotiations—he would never discover how fully he had actually been cir-
cumvented—yet he knew enough of the details to endanger the presi-
dent’s reelection. Now Kennedy stood at the epicenter of the con-
troversy. Would he aid Franklin Roosevelt by calming the widespread
fears of Anglo-American collaboration or would he resign in protest, re-
vealing what he knew, creating momentum that could possibly carry
Wendell Willkie into the presidency?

Henry Luce, publisher of Time and Life, who entertained the notion
of his own appointment as Willkie's secretary of state, concluded after a
telephone call from London that Kennedy was prepared to abandon the
president. At the London embassy the previous spring, Clare Boothe
Luce had been assured by the ambassador that “I'm going to come back
home, get off the plane, and endorse the Republican candidate for presi-
dent.” The publisher was planning to send a delegation to meet Xennedy
at La Guardia, one story had it. The delegation would take the ambas-
sador to the Luces” home in Manhattan. Later, Kennedy would deliver a
radio address that would be the crowning stroke of Wendell Willkie's
campaign.

To Roosevelt, keeping Kennedy out of harm’s way in London seemed
all the more imperative. But Kennedy would not be restrained; he in-
formed Cordell Hull, secretary of state, that if permission to return were
withheld, he would release a blistering indictment of Franklin Roosevelt
to appear in American newspapers five days before the election. The
president relented, but ensured that he—not Henry Luce or any other
Willkie confederate—would be the first to see Kennedy when he arrived.

In late October Joseph Kennedy left London. At every stop along the
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five-day air journey, he received a message from the president asking for
discretion. A letter waiting at Lisbon asked Kennedy “not to make any
statement to the press on your way over, nor when you arrive in New
York, until you and I have had a chance to agree upon what should be
said. Come straight to Washington as I want to talk to you as soon as you
get here.” When reporters pressed the envoy on rumors he would resign
to endorse Willkie, he said, “I have nothing to tell you, boys.”

Now the Atlantic Clipper approached New York. It was the final day
of the World's Fair, and fairgoers saw the whalelike craft pass over the
Trylon and Perisphere before it coasted onto the bay.

Kennedy stepped from the forward hatch. He was intercepted by a
presidential delegation, whose members presented him with a handwrit-
ten invitation from Roosevelt to the White House. As if to underscore the
invitation, a Jeep idled nearby to deliver Kennedy to an airplane poised
for flight to the Capital.

That evening, the ambassador had dinner and a long conversation
with the president. Two nights later, in a national radio broadcast, Joseph
Kennedy endorsed Franklin Roosevelt for a third term.

Speculation over the bargaining between Roosevelt and Kennedy that
evening would not end. Scores of people in Washington and London
believed they knew the genuine story. Some insisted that Joseph Ken-
nedy exacted a presidential pledge of nonintervention as the price of his
support. Others were certain that the meeting was an old-fashioned polit-
ical horsetrade in which Roosevelt offered some political advantage to win
Kennedy's endorsement—from a major post in national defense to the
president’s support as his successor in 1944.

The bargaining of October 1940 echoed the first encounter between
Franklin Roosevelt and Joseph Kennedy twenty-three years earlier. Roo-
sevelt, the thirty-five-year-old assistant secretary of the navy, was manag-
ing ship production for America’s part in the First World War. Kennedy,
twenty-nine in 1917, was assistant manager of Bethlehem Steel’s Fore
River shipyard at Quincy, Massachusetts. Roosevelt had negotiated a con-
tract with Kennedy's yard to produce two battleships for Argentina. The
vessels were finished, but Buenos Aires had yet to pay the bill. Kennedy
refused to release the ships without cash on the barrelhead.

In a conversation at the Navy Department, the assistant secretary pre-
sented a double appeal to Kennedy. First, withholding the ships would
damage American foreign relations and hemispheric unity during war-
time. Second, if Kennedy did not deliver the ships immediately, Roose-
velt would simply command navy tugboats to tow the vessels away. Ken-
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CONTEST OF TRADITIONS

HE ELEVEN YEARS between the Revolution and the Constitu-

tional Convention were a time for rumination. Publicans, la-

borers, farmers, scholars, the proprietors of city gazettes, and

other political thinkers pondered the form of government that
would best promote the public interest. They debated the nature of the
American character and how individual ambitions could be most wisely
enlisted for the common good. The dialogue was shaped by two emerging
views of human nature and public service.

One body of opinion saw an American blessed with a special capacity
for rational thought—a New Man, in the phrase of Crevecoeur. Private
ambitions could be expected to give way to the public spirit. Businessmen
would make transactions on the basis of community responsibility; in the
political realm, issues would be resolved by reason. Americans would
seek happiness not in the mere life of private advancement, but in the
good life of Aristotle’s commonwealth.

The other school of thought questioned this vision, citing instances of
greed and selfishness during the century before Independence. It was
misguided, they argued, to expect a merchant or politician to “quit the
line which interest marks out for him” in the service of an amorphous
public good. The survival of liberty could not depend on the willingness
of citizens and statesmen to overcome their own ambitions. Government
must be structured instead to derive strength from the pursuit of private
interests. This conception was fortified in 1776 by the publication of
Adam Smith’s The Wealth of Nations, with its famous argument that the
citizen following personal interest “frequently promotes that of the soci-
ety more effectively than when he really intends to promote it.” Citizens
would therefore serve the nation most faithfully by competing to the
fullest; the engagement of factions would not only prevent a single group
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from gaining inordinate power but lead to business prosperity and the
selection of the finest public servants and public laws.

The Founding period yielded little support for the visionary notion of
the virtuous American. State legislatures were filling with men who,
James Madison believed, were “without reading, experience, or princi-
ple.” Journalists lamented the corruption that seemed to sprawl] through-
out the provinces. So dispirited was George Washington that he con-
cluded in 1782, “It is not the public, but the private interest which
influences the generality of mankind, nor can the Americans any longer
boast an exception.”

The pragmatic vision prevailed at Philadelphia. The new Constitution
sought to promote the general welfare less through appeals for public-
spirited behavior than by counteracting ambition with ambition. Never-
theless, unwritten law kept alive the more demanding ethic of citizen-
ship. Preachers exhorted their flocks to heed the doctrine of community.
Schoolmasters pursued their earnest business of moral education in a sys-
tem of free schools. The language and literature of the early nineteenth
century rang with the music of the commonweal.

The decade after the Civil War was a forcing house of change. Henry
Adams, returning from abroad, was astonished by what he saw. Factory
towns were springing up across the landscape, the frontier vanishing, im-
migrants arriving in legions. Strange, unlearned men like jay Gould and
Cornelius Vanderbilt mocked old Yankee notions of austerity and disin-
terested service, amassing and spending unprecedented fortunes. Cities,
swelled with newcomers, elected unusual new figures to office—frank po-
litical operators who pledged not Good Government, but a good meal, a
municipal job, or a barrel of coal.

A dialogue that had been primarily an intellectual disagreement
among the elite took on the lines of a conflict between cultures. Embrac-
ing the visionary ethic were the old families and their allies, generally
comfortable, Protestant, wary. Against them, a newer group was riding
the pragmatic vision into power; largely immigrant, urban, Catholic, they
were eager for opportunity and unashamed of competing strenuously.
These groups were loose amalgamations, cross-cut by a score of other
issues, yet their opposing views of public service stimulated conflicts
that were vehement and long-lived.

Perhaps the most characteristic figure of the new epoch was the city
boss. His political credo was not oriented toward abstract principle, but
toward goals more immediate and palpable. “When a man works in poli-
tics,” declared George Washington Plunkitt, the artful Tammany man,

e
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“he should get something out of it.” What bosses like Patrick Kennedy of
East Boston got out of politics was the joy of authority and the physical
necessities for their constituents—clothing, food, housing, as well as a
sympathetic ear, and sometimes, relief from the law. In the stark reality
of the wards, national issues frequently meant little more than a distrac-
tion from the more serious matters of patronage and party regularity. By
1880, in Philadelphia, New York, Chicago, and Boston, the newcomers
outnumbered the old-stock Americans. The most formidable machines
were in place.

The heirs to the visionary tradition, like James Roosevelt of Hyde
Park, looked on all of this with dismay. But, believing politics had grown
too soiled for gentlemen, most patricians remained aloof from the political
arena, leaving the banner to be shouldered by a generation of reformers.
Newspapermen bared the links between money and votes; cartoonists
lampooned the city machines. E. L. Godkin, in the pages of The Nation,
reproached American intellectuals for failing to teach civic duty to their
brethren. Their ranks were diverse and their programs sometimes contra-
dictory, but the reformers were united by their passion to restore the
public-minded ideal to the national spirit.

The culprits themselves reacted with petulance. “What do 1 care
about the law?” asked Commodore Vanderbilt. “Hain’t I got the power?”
Boss Tweed was defiant too. Confronted in 1871 with a complaint against
him, he snapped, “What are you going to do about it?” So incongruent
was reform with their aspirations, the boss and his disciples found the re-
former almost an apparition. Political ideals like women’s suffrage, tem-
perance, Sunday laws, and Good Government found few points of refer-
ence in their thinking. They were perplexed by a politics not aimed for
victory, in which the attainment of some overriding principle was mere
crucial than winning elections. They ridiculed the reformers and their pa-
trons as “do-gooders,” self-appointed to change society against the will of
its denizens.

The Roosevelts of Hyde Park

James Roosevelt was born in 1828 to a family securely anchored in the
American past. The paterfamilias was Claes Martenszen van Rosenvelt,
who left Holland in the middle seventeenth century to establish a farm at
New Amsterdam. Two Roosevelt lines came to settle at Oyster Bay, Long
Island, and at Hyde Park on the Hudson, leading tranquil lives in com-
merce and farming,

James J. Roosevelt, of the Oyster Bay branch, startled his family by
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campaigning for the hero of the common man, Andrew Jackson, and then
scandalized them by joining forces with Tammany Hall. Appreciating the
young man’s social and financial connections, the braves engineered Roo-
sevelt’s ascent to the New York assembly and the U.S. House of Repre-
sentatives. Philip Hone, the diarist who lavishly admired others in the
family, called this Roosevelt “the leader of the blackguards.” The errant
man was also branded a traitor to his class.

Theodore Roosevelt, Sr., better illustrated the family’s political code.
Born in 1831, he was remembered by a friend as one who “literally went
about doing good,” backing causes from the Metropolitan Museum of Art
to an immigrant welfare society called Miss Slattery’s Night School for
Little Italians. Roosevelt’s nomination by President Hayes as customs
collector for the port of New York caused a sensation; the city had long
known the post as a wellspring of patronage and unsavory politics. The
prospect of the Long Island philanthropist controlling the appointments
appalled the men of the machine, and the bosses blocked the nomination.

Mindful perhaps of his father’s frustrations, the younger Theodore
Roosevelt entered politics not through his social position but through the
front door of the Jake Hess Republican Club. Under the puzzled gaze of
the men in derbies, he announced that he was ready to begin his political
career. An ambitious Hess lieutenant saw the newcomer in pince-nez and
three-piece suit as the lever with which to topple the boss. Teddy cam-
paigned among the rich while the lieutenant turned out the votes of the
poor. The palace coup succeeded and Roosevelt went to Albany. His po-
litical philosophy was germinal, limited mainly to replacing graft and
dishonesty with an unspecified kind of right-minded behavior, but even
this stance was so striking in the political culture of the eighties that T.R.
attracted the admiration of many reformers: “He has a refreshing habit of
calling men and things by their right names, and in these days of subservi-
ency to the robber barons of the Street, it takes some couragé in a public
man to characterize them and their acts in fitting terms.”

Although the Hyde Park Roosevelts were Democrats, more from tra-
dition than forethought, James Roosevelt admired the political attain-
ments of the Oyster Bay cousin. His father, Isaac Roosevelt, was a fearful
man who studied medicine at Columbia, but refused to practice because
he could not bear the sight of human pain. A demanding father, the doc-
tor continually warned his son against the temptations of the city and the
evils of idleness: “You know you were created for better things. We live
for God—for the good of our fellow men—for duty—for usefulness.”

After graduation from New York University, James embarked on a
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young man'’s tour of Britain, France, Germany, Greece, Italy, and a conti-
nent aflame with the revolutions of 1848. Roosevelt tradition held that
James even donned a red shirt to march with Garibaldi’s army, but this
would have been an unsober act for an eminently sober young gentleman.
He returned to attend Harvard Law School and accepted a place with a
distinguished New York firm. Roosevelt married his second cousin, Re-
becca Howland; they had a son, James Roosevelt Roosevelt, and took up
residence on the Hudson. James commuted to the city to practice law,
but he was more eager to raise superior horses and to make his farm pay.

He left the law within a year to try his hand at a variety of business
proposifions. Roosevelt founded a trust company, purchased Wisconsin
real estate, ran paddle wheelers on Lake Champlain and Lake George.
Three of his plunges might have made James Roosevelt one of the wealth-
iest men in America. He became a director of the Consolidation Coal
Company, the nation’s largest bituminous combination, which claimed a
near-monopoly over the rich lodes of the Cumberlands; managed the
Southern Railways Securities Company, which was drawing the railroads
of the Southeast into an exclusive network; joined a partnership to dig a
canal across Nicaragua. Each of these ambitious enterprises was ruined by
a national recession. Such failures would have exasperated a titan like
Vanderbilt, but James and his wife continued the annual cycle of calls on
friends along the Hudson, excursions to New York City, summer voyages
to Europe.

He showed the same diffidence to politics. If politics for James Roose-
velt’s contemporaries was “pollution,” summoning images of Tammany
Hall and the spoilsmen of Washington, he looked on the office-seekers
and ward leaders with more amusement than indignation. Yet James’s
conception of political life was hardly the ebullient enterprise of the Irish
bosses downriver at Poughkeepsie. It meant instead the standard of com-
munity stewardship set by the early Hudson patroons, of meeting local
obligations and setting an example. Roosevelt served as vestryman and
warden of the Hyde Park Episcopal church, village supervisor, trustee of
school and hospital, discharging his responsibilities with an imperious if
kindly air.

“Integrity of work and deed is the very cornerstone of all business
transactions,” James reminded villagers in a lecture to the St. James's
Guild of Hyde Park, the text of which has come to light after more than a
century. “No man successed in any undertaking who is dishonest—the
store-keeper who gives short weight, short measure or sands his sugar,
the mechanic who charges for material not given his employer, the la-
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borer who does not fairly and honestly give his time, all are dishonest and
sooner or later will be found out and will not succeed in their work.”

What was the prevailing sin of the day? Extravagance! Roosevelt asked
his audience to remember their childhoods, when people lived within
their means. “No man has any business to live in a style which his income
cannot support or to mortgage his earnings of next week or of next year in
order to live luxuriously today. The whole system of debt is wrong, when
we anticipate or forestall the future.” The townspeople should all set aside
ten cents a day. “Try it—begin tomorrow. . . . The curtailment of any
selfish enjoyment will do it, a cigar, a paper of tobacco, a glass of beer
daily. . . . Accumulation of money has become the great desire and pas-
sion of the age. Do not save and hoard for the mere sake of saving and
hoarding. But 1 do say aim at accumulating a sufficiency. . . .

“Work is full of pleasure and materials for self improvement, it is the
strongly marked feature of the American people. . . . There is not so
much to luck as some people profess to believe. Indeed most people fail,
because they do not deserve to succeed.” Still, the race was not always
won by the swift or the strong. James invited his listeners to “go with me
to the Tenement houses of New York or London or Paris, many of them
containing more people than this whole village.” He had once climbed
down a ladder “several feet below the sewage and gas pipes” to visit a
dwelling beneath a London street. “These homes possess no window and
the only way in which light and ventilation can be conveyed to the
wretched inhabitants below is through a hole in the pavement.” There he
saw “half a dozen people nearly nude and hideously dirty children—a
man writing by the flame of a tallow candle—a women lying ill abed. . . .”
Even worse was the day when “there is no work—nothing laid by—

nothing saved—and standing in the corner is that terrible skeleton—star-

vation.” Were there three more fearful words in the English language
than “T am starving™?

“Here is work for every man, woman, and child in this audience to-
night. The poorest man, the daily worker, the obscurest individual,
shares the gift and the blessing for doing good. It is not necessary that
men should be rich to be helpful to others, money may help, but money
does not do all. Tt requires honest purpose, honest self-devotion, and
hard work. Help the poor, the widow, the orphan, help the sick, the
fallen man or woman, for the sake of our common humanity, help all who
are suffering. Work . . . for your daily support, work for your wives and
children, work for fame and honor, work for your Lord and Master.”

Rebecca Howland Roosevelt died in 1876. Four years later the wid-
ower met the winsome daughter of a fellow clubman at a dinner given by
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Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Sr. “Did you notice how James Roosevelt kept
looking at Sallie Delano?” the hostess asked her daughter. James Roose-
velt and Sara Delano were married in October 188o.

That fall a delegation of Democrats, seeking a candidate who would
cover his own expenses, offered Roosevelt their congressional nomina-
tion. He declined. James knew that the cause of a Democrat was nearly
hopeless in Dutchess County, but it is doubtful that he would have ac-
cepted even if assured of victory. Two years thereafter, his new wife
proudly reported in her diary, “James went to Hudson to a Democratic
convention to prevent their nominating him.”

The Kennedys of East Boston

Little such reluctance held back Patrick Kennedy. The ward boss cus-
tomarily departed early from the colonial house on the finest street in
East Boston. His neighbors included a congressman, an alderman, the
consul of the imperial Russian czar; but on the sidewalk, men and women
waited under horse chestnuts to bring him their problems. They knew
they could depend on Pat to help. In the evenings the big house on
Webster Street brimmed with talk of parish, politics, and Ireland. The
Boston Democracy of the 1880s was an array of political fiefs, as frag-
mented and combative as feudal Ireland. Patrick Kennedy ruled his small
kingdom so surely that he earned the affectionate style of “mayor of East
Boston.”

His political creed owed little to British rationalism or the Protestant
tradition; it looked instead to the teachings of the Catholic church and the
Irish way of politics. Although born in Boston, Patrick Kennedy inherited
the zeal and bitterness that was the legacy of the Irish as their people en-
dured conquest and calamity. From the seventeenth century forward, the
decrees of the British had swept over the green island like tempests.
Irishmen were forbidden to attend school, enter the professions, vote,
trade, purchase land, attend Catholic worship, fail to attend Protestant
worship. Ireland was rendered a land of struggling tenant farmers, vul-
nerable to the size of the harvest and the mercies of the British landlord.
Magistrates and policemen arrived from England to enforce a system of
Anglo-Saxon justice. But the British courts never seemed to find against
the British landlords. Irishmen came to look upon the law as a rational-
ization for the harsh tactics of the oppressor. They saw the Anglo-Saxon
code as a weapon not of morality but of naked power, under which might
made right.

The Irish developed a countervailing code: to preserve what little they
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had left, Irishmen must seek power through almost any means available.
Bribery, favors, influence—anything to jar the hand of the British. As the
farmers and townspeople closed ranks, loyalty to family and friends as-
sumed supreme importance. When a cousin got into trouble with the law,
relatives would present a heart-rending plea to the landlord, a gift of eggs
to the judge. Sometimes, they took to the streets, and criminals became
local heroes by defying the British constables. The Irish political code had
little to do with the British allegiance to Commonwealth and Crown. It
was improvised, intensely personalistic, and linked inextricably to sur-
vival. Bitter experience taught the Irish to think of politics as the struggle
between those with power and those without.

The trickle of Irishmen who departed for America during the eigh-
teenth century grew into a stream. With the Great Famine the stream be-
came a flood. Between 1847 and 1851, while their kinsmen starved, one
out of eight million Irishmen boarded the “Cunarders™ for passage to the
new land, exhilarated by the prospect of the “ready-made republic”
across the seas. The rancor against the British, nevertheless, died hard.
Over a century later Robert Kennedy was said to have confronted the
British ambassador to the United States at an embassy dinner: “Why are
we, the Kennedys, here in America? Why are we here at all? It is because
you, the British, drove us out of Ireland!”

In October 1848 a young Irishman from Dunganstown took the bles-
sing of his priest, bade farewell to his sister and brothers, allowed himself
a final longing look at his thatch-roofed birthplace, and started down the
dirt road to the seaport at New Ross. Menaced by rising rents and crop-
land gone barren, the first Patrick Kennedy paid his steerage fare and
boarded one of the “coffin ships” for Boston. His dreams may have been
similar to those of the Roosevelt founder, but the civilization awaiting him
was a distant cry from the fresh land of two hundred years before. Back in
Ireland, few had trusted the heady letters from America boasting that all a
body had to do to earn a fortune was to stoop, yet the cramped figures in
the holds of the Cunarders anticipated an abundance of opportunity in the
New World.

Disillusionment lay beyond the Boston wharves. Patrick Kennedy en-
countered a city out of Hogarth—of three-deck walk-ups, primitive se-
wers, warehouses converted into pest-ridden tenements, shanty villages
along the harborfront. This Boston was not the storied eighteenth-century
Athens of Beacon Hill brownstones and Bulfinch state house. It was the
other Boston, in Oscar Handlin’s term, a society within a society. Too
depleted to continue their journeys, hundreds of thousands of Irish men
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and women crowded into a despairing ghetto. Typhoid and cholera devas-
tated the population. Jobs were often nothing but a mirage. Irish im-
migrants competed for the most menial labor against one another—and
against the increasing sentiment that no Irish need apply. Mayor Theo-
dore Lyman, a forebear of Sara Delano Roosevelt, warned Bostonians
against a “race that will never be infused into our own but, on the con-
trary, will always remain distinct and hostile.”

A proud immigrant from Dublin once wrote, “In worn-out, king-rid-
den Europe, men must stay where they are born. But in America, a man
is accounted a failure, and certainly ought to be, who has not risen above
his father’s station in life.” Upward mobility was central to the creed of
the American Irish. Although Patrick Kennedy was more resourceful than
most, landing a cooper’s job and marrying a colleen, his fondest hopes
were vested in his children. He died in his early thirties, leaving three
daughters and a son and namesake.

Patrick, born in 1858, grew up frail and taciturn. He attended public
and parochial schools for various periods, and then gave up his formal
education for a job near the harborside. The ambitious young man
wed Mary Hickey, of a more established family, and opened a saloon.
Throughout the Northeast and Middle West, these poor-man’s clubs chal-
lenged the parish church as the meetingplace of the Irish community.
Weary men assembled at the end of the day to argue, to joke, to listen to
an epistle from the Auld Sod and raise a glass to a free Ireland. Here Mr.
Dooley inaugurated Mr. Hennessy into the protocols of American poli-
tics. The canniest publicans, such as Hinky Dink Kenna of Chicago and
the Bowery’s Big Tim Sullivan, inducted their regulars into political ar-
mies. Turned away by so much of American society, the Irish made their
stand in the political arena.

The establishment of Patrick Joseph Kennedy drew a brawny pa-
tronage from the docks, but he was an oddly ungarrulous saloonkeeper:
P.]. seldom drank or raised his voice. His customers made up for this re-
serve; emboldened by whisky or ale, the dialogue wandered from jobs
and families to a contest of harangues against the British oppression of the
Irish and the Yankee oppression of the Boston Irish. Beneath the rodo-
montade were the persistent fears of unemployment and disease.

Slowly, the charity and advice of a tavernkeeper became the ritual
of a ward boss. Pat Kennedy was drawn ineluctably into politics. As his
stature rose, he declined to affect the roguery of = Martin Lomasney,
the “Boston Mahatma” who received petitioners in a “throne room.” The
Irish were “great levelers,” as Kennedy would say, “If you're up, they’ll
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pull you down, and if you're down, they’ll pull you up.” Yet the social
vision of Patrick Kennedy and every city boss of his era embraced Lomas-
ney’s political motto. The masses, said the Mahatma, were interested in
only three things: food, clothing, and shelter.

By 1884 Kennedy was a ward Democratic committeeman. Then came
nomination to the Massachusetts House of Representatives, to which he
was elected by a landslide. After five one-year terms in the House, Pat
moved up to the state senate. Leaving the oratory to more silver-tongued
colleagues, he voted for virtually every bill that could be construed as a
boost to the Irishman, immigrant, or working man. Despite this orthodox
voting record, Pat was an extraordinary ward leader. Unlike the other
bosses who baited the Yankees and flaunted their electoral shenanigans,
he worked for a reputation as a ward boss without taint; he won appoint-
ments from Yankee and Irish mayors as Boston wire, fire and election
commissioner.

Yet Kennedy saw the rascality of the ward heelers as a necessary cog
in the system. A favored method in East Boston was the employment of
“repeaters” who voted early and often on election day to secure the vic-
tory of the “approved” candidate. As chairman of the Ward Two Demo-
cratic Committee, Pat dictated the party’s choice for offices ranging from
alderman to state senator. He joined other local heroes on Boston’s fabled
Board of Strategy, the “mayor-makers” who granted patronage, nomin-
ated candidates beholden to them, and marshaled the Irish voting bloc
over luncheons at the Quincy House. They included South Boston’s Smil-
ing Jim Donovan, Joseph Corbett of Charlestown, the North End’s John
F. Fitzgerald, whom everyone called “Honey Fitz” (and whom Pat called
“an insufferable clown”). Party loyalty was valued over statesmanship; a
rival, James Michael Curley, complained that the Board’s appointments
were no more distinguished than Caligula’s horse.

Although less disciplined than the rigid hierarchy of Tammany Hall,
the Board claimed close cooperation from some Boston businessmen, per-
mitting its members to pursue secondary careers in business. Patrick
Kennedy, while running his ward and serving in the state legislature,
added another saloon to his original establishment, invested in wholesale
liquor houses and a coal company, took fliers in real estate and mining
stocks, and purchased a share in the neighborhood bank. These financial
successes enabled him to move his family from a modest dwelling near
the docks to the white colonial house on Jeffries Point, overlooking Bos-
ton Harbor.

Prevented for so long from political participation, the Irish savored
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the chance to use their skills. So defeated in Ireland, they now yearned
desperately to win. The system of rural landlords, constables, and magis-
trates in the old country translated into a system of urban landlords, po-
licemen, and judges in the new. Taught by hardship to band together in
Ireland, they combined to build the American political machines. The
Irish offered their numbers to the Democratic party and, as the party
recruited them for jobs, they increased their share of patronage and
power.

The anguish of Ireland and the American ghetto sensitized them to
Catholic ideas about the dark side of human nature, original sin, and the
unexplainable influences on human behavior. The code of the American
Irish took its shape as a counterpart to the notion of man as rational and
perfectable being. Writers for Catholic journals in nineteenth-century
Boston considered Hume a “liar and infidel” and found only “philosoph-
ical ignorance” in the writings of Emerson.

At their best, the visionary tradition harnessed great careers to great
causes and the pragmatic tradition elicited praiseworthy results from spir-
ited competition. At their worst, the visionary tradition degenerated into
the powerless pursuit of purpose, the pragmatic tradition into the pur-
poseless pursuit of power. By the late nineteenth century the contest for
the American mind had polarized large segments of the electorate—and
particularly the Democratic party—with overblown rhetoric and ethnic
hostilities. Some of the Boston mugwumps questioned the idea of univer-
sal suffrage and wondered whether Catholics could subjugate their papal
to their American loyalties. Others lamented the Irish “conquest” of the
cities: “Philadelphia, Boston, and New York were once governed by the
Quaker, the Puritan, and the Knickerbocker. Are they better governed
now, since from the turbulence of municipal politics the Irish American
has plucked both wealth and power?”

For their part, the Irish suspected that the reformers were less inter-
ested in elevating public morality than in sweeping the Irish from office.
They saw reform as an inherently Protestant movement; some saw the re-
former as a proselytizer in a new disguise. Surely the boss was the genu-
ine friend of the needy, rather than some Miss Slattery’s Night School for
Little Italians. Temperance organizations seemed bent on denying the
Irish one of their few social pleasures, Good Government groups of the
political pleasures they had been denied for centuries. John F. Fitzgerald
scaled a platform to reveal that the Good Government people were com-
posed, “in the main, of a band of hypocrites.” Jim Curley bested the
enemy by forming a Better Government Association—and promptly
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OR A MOMENT, the visionaries and the pragmatists gathered under

a single banner. In July 1884 the Democrats streamed jubilantly

into Chicago. After twenty-four years of exile from the White

House, their nomination had at last become a prize; one month
earlier, James G. Blaine had been anointed by the Republicans. The pros-
pect of the Plumed Knight, burdened by an old reputation for chica-
nery, drove reform elements away from the G.O.P. in large numbers.
Now they awaited the selection of the Democrats.

James Roosevelt had joined a group of New York lawyers and finan-
ciers to raise funds for Grover Cleveland. He knew and liked the gover-
nor and admired his record of cautious reform. Predictably, the sachems
of Tammany lit into Cleveland’s indifference to their patronage demands
as a method of “governing without reference to the party which put him
in office.” Honest John Kelly denounced the governor as an enemy of the
Irish and warned that Cleveland’s nomination would be political suicide.

Patrick Kennedy followed his fellow ward leaders on such matters. All
jealously guarded their domains, but all accorded respect to the unofficial
leader of the city Democracy, Patrick A. Collins. “P.A.” had the makings
of legend. Born in County Cork, he spent his boyhood in the coalfields of
Ohio, learned the upholstering trade in Boston, worked his way through
Harvard Law School. His ability, mild demeanor, and reverence for Yan-
kee pieties won him a place in a State Street law firm and the esteem of
many in old Boston; he was the Booker T. Washington of the Irish. In
1882 Collins became the first Irishman to represent the city in the U.S.
House of Representatives.

Collins’s choice for president in 1884 was an equally legendary figure,
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General Benjamin Franklin Butler, whose perambulations through the
hustings were a career in quest of a theme. He left a law practice in
Lowell, Massachusetts, to win a seat as a Democrat in the state legisla-
ture. At the outbreak of the Civil War Butler rounded up volunteers for
the Union army and won appointment as military governor of New Or-
leans. He surfaced after Appomattox as a Radical Republican in Congress,
demanding Andrew Johnson’s impeachment. Then followed reelection to
Congress on the Greenback ticket and a triumphal return to Mas-
sachusetts to run for governor—as a Democrat. The Irish accepted allies
where they could find them; they joined up with Butler to aid his elec-
tion. By 1884 the general was ready for the greatest laurel of all. P. A.
Collins and the Irish Democrats of Boston supported him loyally, if with-
out enthusiasm.

Cleveland won the presidential nomination at Chicago. Endorsement
by Republican reformers quickly followed. Tammany Hall was silent, but
Collins hitched the fortunes of the Boston Irish to the Cleveland star: far
better to swallow pride than be left out of power. Contemplating a cabinet
post, P.A. exhorted the ward leaders to pull out the stops.

No sooner was Cleveland elected than the alliance began to break
apart. The reformers issued their usual complaints that the machines
were grasping for spoils. The bosses retorted that the reformers seemed
to be no less eager for office—"not any of your petty offices, be it under-
stood, but a foreign mission or consulate, which would enable them to air
their aristocratic manners and show their silk stockings to the wondering
gaze of European society.” Indeed, James Roosevelt was offered such a
position. “President Cleveland, Secretary Fairchild, Secretary Whitney
and others told James they would any and all do anything for him and
begged him to take a foreign appointment,” Sara Roosevelt wrote in her
diary. James declined for himself, but consented to send the son of his
first marriage, whom they called “Rosy,” to Vienna as first secretary of the
American embassy.

The Boston Irish were incensed to receive the same short shrift Cleve-
land had once reserved for Tammany. A delegation of Yankees arrived
from Boston to ask the president for a high post for Collins, but no offer
came from the White House. After a decent interval, P.A. threw down
the gauntlet: let the president’s choice for customs collector of Boston
reveal whether Irish support was to be properly recognized. Combative
reformers took the challenge; they advanced the name of Leverett Salton-
stall and declared that Cleveland’s decision would decide whether “after
all, the politicians are still to rule.” When the president seemed to be
leaning toward Saltonstall, P.A.’s lieutenants contemplated losing the
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plentiful patronage of the Customs House; they deserted their leader and
backed the reformers’ man. Collins, stung by the heretical ingratitude of
his own men, resigned his seat in Congress.

Cleveland, with a careful eye on the Irish vote, tried to placate Collins
with appointment as chairman of the Democratic Convention in 1888. Ac-
cording to local legend (although unnoted in the official record), Patrick
Kennedy seconded the renomination of the president at Baltimore.
Cleveland was defeated that fall, but the awkward coalition of the re-
formers and the machines persisted through the president’s return to the
White House four years later. It was during this decade that sons were
born to James Roosevelt and Patrick Kennedy.

Patrician in the Arena

One of the boy’s earliest memories was the band of Hyde Park
villagers marching up the Roosevelt carriageway by torchlight to cele-
brate the first election of Grover Cleveland. The brilliant, flickering pro-
cession symbolized a rare intrusion of great events into the Hudson Valley
setting where, on January 30, 1882, Franklin Delano Roosevelt was born.

It was a complacent world. The memories that followed the scene on
election night 1884 were not of uncertainty and struggle but of sunny fam-
ily gatherings, voyages to Europe, pony rides and walks through the fields
of Hyde Park, the attentions of an adoring mother and father. A sense of
permanence was embodied in the clapboard house that crowned the
property, the plowfields packed in snow, the evergreens and palisades
along the river. Looking back, Franklin Roosevelt remembered, above
all, “the peacefulness and regularity of things.”

Yet toward this world he would evince an abiding ambivalence. Sara
Roosevelt insisted that she and James never tried to influence the boy
against his own inclinations, but they did decree a relatively ordered exis-
tence. The daily routine of lessons, meals, and play was unrelenting, and
even Sara admitted that she was a rather harsh disciplinarian. James ac-
cused her of nagging the boy. One day when the three were on holiday at
Campobello, the five-year-old Franklin appeared so dispirited that his
mother could do nothing to cheer him. Why was he so unhappy? “Oh, for
freedom!” was the plaintive reply. Sara detected a “desperate note” in his
voice “that made me realize how seriously he meant it.” After a confer-
ence with James she told Franklin he could do whatever he pleased the
following day—"and, I must say, he proved his desire for freedom by ig-
noring us.”

The strict attention of his boyhood may have motivated Franklin Roo-
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sevelt to exercise his own authority later; the atmosphere also instilled an
undeniable self-confidence. His most ambitious enterprises set aside
now, James Roosevelt’s life was oriented toward home; he took his son
riding, fishing, and sailing, taught him the arts of raising trees and live-
stock. Sara devoted herself to Franklin with uncommon ardor. He was not
a Roosevelt at all, she boasted, but a Delano. Franklin's air of sureness
sometimes manifested itself in a peremptory attitude toward playmates.
“But Mummie,” he replied to his mother’s reproach, “if I didn’t give the
orders, nothing would happen!”

Asked later if she had ever dreamed Franklin might become presi-
dent, Sara Roosevelt said that public life was the last thing she would have
imagined for him. “What was my ambition for him? Very simple . . . to
grow to be like his father, straight and honorable, just and kind, an up-
standing American.” The house at Hyde Park was a near-shrine to his
forebears, with its family portraits, objects his Delano grandfather had
brought back from the China trade, and leatherbound genealogies dating
back centuries. He delighted later in teasing his mother with the news
that a Roosevelt ancestor had been a horse thief or that the Delanos had
smuggled everything out of China from opium to immigrants, but the
family attitude toward public service had meaning for him. In an essay on
the colonial Roosevelts, Franklin attributed the vitality of his ancestors to
their “very democratic spirit. They have never felt that because they were
born in a good position, they could put their hands in their pockets and
succeed. They have felt, rather, that being born in a good position, there
is no excuse for them if they do not do their duty by the community, and
it is because this idea was instilled into them from birth that they have in
nearly every case proved good citizens.”

From this environment Franklin Roosevelt was sent at age fourteen to
Groton School. Like the Oxbridge schools that prepared young Britons
for public careers, Groton was essentially a training ground in the vision-
ary ethic of public service. Its rector, Endicott Peabody, had little pa-
tience with parents whose aspirations for their sons were as passive as
Sara Roosevelt's. “How distressing the political outlook seems to be!” he
lamented in 18g4. “One looks almost in vain for men who are willing to
serve their country. If some boys do not enter political life and do some-
thing for our land, it won't be because they have been urged.”

The Groton that Franklin Roosevelt attended bore Peabody’s ineffable
stamp of unquestioning Christian faith and service to church and nation,
inculcated through sermons, a spartan regimen, and a parade of mis-
sionaries, reformers, and other visitors who came to speak to the boys.
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Roosevelt’s parents, reluctant to give him up, had postponed his depar-
ture so that he arrived at school two years after most classmates. He
sought his classmates” approval by earning himself a few black marks and
plodding through athletics—notably the high kick—but Franklin prized
more the approval of the man whose presence loomed over Groton. Roo-
sevelt said many years later that Peabody’s influence had meant more to
him than anyone’s but that of his mother and father. “More than forty
years ago you said, in a sermon in the Old Chapel, something about not
losing boyhood ideals in later life,” the president would write the rector.
“Those were Groton ideals—I try not to forget—and your words are still
with me.”

Yet in the rough-and-tumble politics of that era, Peabody’s exhorta-
tions were an imperfect legacy. The rector offered no advice to those who
found persistently highminded means inadequate to achieve highminded
goals. A more instructive example was Theodore Roosevelt, whose rising
fortunes Franklin watched raptly from Groton. Teddy had gone from Al-
bany to Washington as civil service commissioner, a splendid post for an
aspiring reformer. The spoils system turned out to be far better en-
trenched than the merit system, but Republican Roosevelt performed ad-
mirably enough to earn reappointment by the Democratic Grover Cleve-
land. It was Theodore Roosevelt who resisted the patronage claims of
men like P. A. Collins and Honest John Kelly. Teddy returned to New
York as police commissioner, served as assistant secretary of the navy,
departed to join the Rough Riders at San Juan Hill and received a visit
from the leader of the New York Republican machine, Boss Platt. Platt of-
fered his support for the governorship—on the condition that Roosevelt
clear all decisions with the machine and publicly request Platt’s endorse-
ment. Roosevelt’s admirers were grieved to see him journey to the Fifth
Avenue saloon where the boss held court. But T.R. promptly turned
against his sponsor and pushed a civil service law through the New York
legislature. The fuming Platt told cronies he was going to “get rid of the
bastard.” At the Republican Convention of 1900, the boss conspired with
other G.O.P. leaders to have his ungrateful protégé kicked upstairs into
the vice-presidency.

That fall Franklin Roosevelt went to Harvard. In a burst of enthusiasm
for his cousin and fellow Harvard man, he put on a red cap and gown to
march with other supporters of McKinley and Roosevelt in a rain-spat-
tered eight-mile procession through the streets of Boston. A year later,
after McKinley’s assassination, Franklin greeted the new president when
he visited Cambridge. With Peabodian energy, he urged students to be
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active in politics and government, and wondered why the Harvard Politi-
cal Club did not cross the Charles to examine conditions in the exotic po-
litical culture of Boston: “It would be easy to send in parties, under the
guidance of some experienced man, which in one day could learn more
than through the means of lectures.”

During his final year in Cambridge, Franklin Roosevelt became
engaged to the cousin who was the president’s favorite niece yet es-
chewed the cascade of tea dances and balls to work with the poor of the
Lower East Side. He once accompanied Eleanor to visit a sick child in a
home not unlike the flat James Roosevelt had seen in London. “He was
absolutely shaken when he saw the cold-water tenement where the child
lived,” she remembered, “and kept saying he simply could not believe
human beings lived that way.” The wedding was held on Saint Patrick’s
Day 1905 so that Uncle Ted could march with the Irish of New York
before giving the bride away.

In spite of the marriage, Franklin’s mother refused to relinquish her
son. James Roosevelt had died during Franklin’s first year at Harvard and
Sara had looked forward to the day her son would return to live at Hyde
Park. Now this was not to be. She presented the couple with a New York
brownstone, staffed and furnished it, built an adjoining house of her own,
and continued to preside over the home at Hyde Park. Franklin brushed
off his mother’s efforts to run their lives: he seemed unable or unwilling to
comprehend his new wife’s frustrations. Eleanor was fast discovering that
he would venture only so far from the secure boundaries of Hyde Park.

Roosevelt attended Columbia Law School but found the work so te-
dious that he failed two courses and took the bar examinations without
receiving his degree. In the fall of 1907 he joined the New York firm of
Carter, Ledyard and Milburn as an unsalaried clerk. Among its clients
were some of the greatest industrial combinations in the United States;
one of the firm’s duties was to resist the trust-busting assaults of the ad-
ministration of Theodore Roosevelt. Franklin complained to his mother
that he was nothing but “a full-fledged office boy” arguing minor cases
against “ninth-rate” lawyers. He confided to a fellow clerk that he
planned to seek public office at the earliest opportunity. Like T.R. he
would begin with the state assembly, become assistant secretary of the
navy, run for governor. “Once you're elected Governor of New York, if
you do well enough in that job, you have a good show to be Presi-
dent. . .."”

In 1910 a delegation of Democrats offered Franklin Roosevelt the
nomination for assemblyman from Dutchess County. Unlike his father
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thirty years earlier, he accepted with alacrity. The incumbent was moving
up to the state senate, leaving Roosevelt a clear shot at the office. But
then the assemblyman changed his mind and announced his candidacy for
reelection. Roosevelt gamely shifted his sights to the Senate. “As you
know, I accept this nomination with absolute independence,” he told
party leaders at Poughkeepsie. “I am pledged to no man. I am influenced
by no special interests, and so I shall remain.” Roving the countryside in a
gleaming red Maxwell, he stressed his independence from the state
ticket, reminded voters of his ties to Theodore Roosevelt, and endorsed
the reform platform of the Republican governor of New York, Charles
Evans Hughes.

Only a few weeks after entering the state senate in January 1911, the
newly elected legislator proposed to take on the Tammany tiger. At stake
was the U.S. Senate seat from New York, to be filled by the legislature.
Tammany’s candidate was William Sheehan, nicknamed “Blue-eyed
Billy,” a one-time Buffalo politician who had made his fortune in New
York City and presciently contributed to Democratic candidates across
the state. Opposing Sheehan for the job was a Brooklyn lawyer named
Edward Shepard, a faithful Good Government man. The two sides
squared off for a classic confrontation. The issue was “bossism,” declared
Roosevelt; he led an insurgent group to keep Sheehan from winning the
votes he required from the Democratic caucus. A war of nerves ensued.
Some of the regular Democrats tried to pressure the rebels by using fi-
nancial connections to foreclose mortgages and call in loans. Roosevelt an-
nounced that he would aid insurgents who were thus aggrieved. “How
poor and mean by comparison are the egotistical ‘donations’ of a Carnegie
or the Pharisaical ‘philanthropy’ of a Rockefeller!” exulted a newspaper
writer. “A man of wealth like Senator Roosevelt, who interposes his finan-
cial power to bulwark the interests of the state, to uphold civic righteous-
ness, and to protect public men from all the evils of corrupt coercion,
recalls an earlier day of patriotism, when rich men were the defense and
not the menace of the state.” The regulars struck back by charging preju-
dice against Irish Catholics; the bishop of Syracuse warned of reviving the
“old spirit of Know-Nothingism.”

After an exhausting deadlock of two months, Charles Murphy, the
reigning boss of Tammany, withdrew Sheehan’s name in favor of James
O’Gorman. As a former Grand Sachem O’Gorman was more of a Tam-
many man than Sheehan, but he lacked the financial involvements on
which many of the insurgents had grounded their opposition to Sheehan.
After winning a promise of no reprisals, Roosevelt endorsed O’Gorman.
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He later considered the battle a victory for reform—he received a note
from an old Groton master congratulating him on setting an example the
boys could follow—but the exchange of Sheehan for O’Gorman was a du-
bious triumph at best.

The two years in the New York Senate were a pivotal time in Franklin
Roosevelt’s political development. At the time he came to Albany, the
supercilious young legislator seemed to welcome the hatred of the Tam-
many men: “From the ruins of the political machines, we will reconstruct
something more nearly conforming to a democratic conception of govern-
ment.” One of his Tammany colleagues referred to Roosevelt as “a politi-
cal prig”; another reminded Democrats that “disloyalty and party treach-
ery is the political cult of a few souls in our party. Mr. Roosevelt admits
that he is the best informed man in the party in this state on obsolete and
remote questions of government. . . . My leadership here in Albany de-
pends absolutely upon human sympathy, human interests and human ties
among those with whom I was born and bred.”

But in the camaraderie of the cloakroom and the heat of debate, Roo-
sevelt began to see the machine men as something other than the carica-
tures of Thomas Nast. Tammany senators like Alfred E. Smith and Robert
Wagner, as well as the reformers, supported progressive legislation such
as factory laws and workmen’s compensation. Roosevelt was beginning to
recognize that the art of compromise could be as noble as digging in his
heels on a particular issue.

The gulf between him and the regulars remained, however: in 1912
Roosevelt joined the presidential campaign of the reform governor of
New Jersey. From the Baltimore convention, he cabled Eleanor, wiLsoN
NOMINATED THIS AFTERNOON ALL MY PLANS VAGUE SPLENDID TRIUMPH.
At the inauguration, Roosevelt ran into Josephus Daniels, the wry North
Carolina newspaper editor who was to head the Navy Department. How
would Roosevelt like to serve as assistant secretary? Daniels asked. “I'd
like it bully well,” was the T.R.-like reply, “It would please me better
than anything in the world.”

“There is a Roosevelt on the job today,” the new navy man told re-
porters on entering office. His name, his ambition, and his persistent
demands for a big navy caused friction with the milder Daniels but, in
time, Roosevelt’s impatience changed to affectionate respect. Roosevelt
moved his growing family to Washington and befriended admirals, con-
gressman, diplomats; but the thought of returning to New York to run for
office apparently never left his mind. In 1914 he entered the Democratic
primary for the U.S. Senate; his old adversary Boss Murphy outwitted
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him by supporting James Gerard, Wilson's ambassador to Germany. With
the president unable to endorse him, Roosevelt lost the election. He fi-
nally made his peace with the sachems in 1915 by supporting Al Smith for
sheriff. Although wrangling over patronage continued between Roosevelt
and the Wigwam, there was a signal of the lifting of the pox—an invitation
to deliver the Independence Day speech at Tammany two years later.
Old differences were papered over as Murphy, in top hat and regalia,
stepped forward to be photographed with the squire of Hyde Park.

At the Navy Department, one of Franklin Roosevelt’s principal duties
was to negotiate contracts and speed up ship production. Striving for
“economy to the last cent,” he continually appealed to industrialists to
lower their bids. On the eve of American entry into World War One,
Roosevelt asked the president of Bethlehem Steel to reduce an estimate
for work at the Fore River shipyard. “Navy appeals to you to do your
share,” he wired. “What reduction will you accept over your quotation to
Fore River if Navy buys the material and gives vou contract for all.”
Bethlehem pledged further reductions. The war dramatically accelerated
navy work at Fore River. Roosevelt negotiated contracts, wage rates, con-
struction deadlines, labor conditions. The pressure of armament needs
sometimes moved him to interpret his own mandate in the widest possi-
ble fashion. Battleships were often constructed on no authority but Roo-
sevelt’s fiat. He joked later that the sleight of hand he performed at the
Navy Department during wartime might have landed him in prison. The
transactions with Fore River brought Franklin Roosevelt increasingly into
contact with a fellow Harvard man, whose business apprenticeship had
been as meteoric as his counterpart’s rise in politics.

Rise of a Businessman

Like Roosevelt, one of the earliest glimmers in Joseph Kennedy's
memory was an election night—Grover Cleveland’s return to the
presidency in 18g2. Kennedy, age four, remembered the sight of his fa-
ther’s retainers coming to announce, “Pat, we voted a hundred and
twenty-eight times today.”

Joseph Patrick Kennedy was born on September 6, 1888, followed by
a brother who died in infancy, and two sisters, Margaret and Loretta. He
matured among the nightly congregations of petitioners, friends, and
hangers-on in the family parlor occupied with breathless reports of Ma-
sonic parades and the latest indignities inflicted upon the Irish. Quietly
dominating the proceedings was the ward boss, wearing rimless spec-
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tacles and a full mustache. Joseph Kennedy “worshipped his father,” a
friend remembered. “He venerated him.”

The father and mother carefully schooled the son in his obligations to
advance himself and his family. One who knew the family felt that Mary
Kennedy regarded herself as “a preliminary antecedent to a dynasty
which she co-established.” It was during the nineties that Patrick Ken-
nedy rose to the state senate and achieved the business gains that enabled
his family to move up to Jeffries Point—successes founded on the ethic of
family loyalty, a touch of rascality and personal allegiances that were con-
sidered inviolable. Joseph Kennedy never forgot his father’s credo: “Be
grateful and be loyal at whatever cost.”

In 1893 President Cleveland occasioned a celebration in the Kennedy
home by doing the unthinkable: he appointed a Boston Irishman to repre-
sent the United States in London. P. A. Collins was the nominee, finally
collecting his political reward by sailing to Britain as American consul
general. For the few Bostonians who could still remember their voyages
in the hulls of the Cunarders, Collins became a household god. Patrick
Kennedy held up the immigrant from County Cork as a shining example
of how a man could honor his family and his people. The lesson was not far
from Joseph Kennedy's mind when he departed for London forty-five
years later.

The East Boston boyhood was almost a parable of luck and pluck. A
ringleader for a group of neighborhood boys, Tom Sawyer-fashion, Joe
formed a Decoration Day marching company that paraded in uniform
alongside veterans of the Grand Army of the Republic. On the Fourth of
July he orchestrated a pageant in the Kennedy barn; Joe shouted instruc-
tions from the havloft. The production culminated when one of his sisters,
attired as the Statue of Liberty, unfurled an array of American flags and
the entire neighborhood cheered. The young Kennedy read Mark Twain
and Horatio Alger and so prized these volumes that he canvassed the dis-
trict selling soap to earn a suitable bookcase. Before long, his liegemen
learned to expect Joe's greeting: “How can we make some money?” He
sold newspapers, repaired clocks, aided a haberdasher, ran errands,
raised pigeons, sold candy and tickets on a rubberneck boat when Admi-
ral Dewey’s fleet entered Boston Harbor. When Joe noticed the crowds
that gathered to watch the baseball team he captained, he said, “If we're
giving them a show, they ought to pay for it,” and passed the hat after the
fourth inning.

Joe attended the parochial Assumption School until the eighth grade,
when Patrick Kennedy enrolled him in Boston Latin. Many of Boston’s
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most distinguished sons had attended this oldest of American schools
since its founding in 1635—Benjamin Franklin, John Hancock, Ralph
Waldo Emerson, Henry Adams. Boston Latin was as much of an academy
for public service as Groton. “The real thing which has lived through 275
years is an intellectual and moral conception,” said alumnus Charles W.
Eliot. “It is a steady purpose, well carried out by nine generations of
Boston citizens.” Unlike Groton, whose student body in Franklin
Roosevelt’s time was still exclusive, Boston Latin’s enrollment was sprin-
kled with Irish, German, Scandinavian, Jewish, and Italian names. This
might have made Kennedy more comfortable on the first day he arrived
on the penny ferry from East Boston, but the transition from parochial
school to Boston Latin was as novel a journey as Franklin Roosevelt's
move from the world of Hyde Park and Groton to the New York State
Senate.

He made the transition smoothly. By senior year, Kennedy was cap-
tain of the baseball team, manager of basketball, class president. His
baseball coach said the trouble with him was that his father held political
office: “Everyone’s been toadying to you for years and you think you're
better than the other boys.” Kennedy’s scholarship was less inspired,
however, and he remained at Boston Latin an extra year to remedy defi-
ciencies. This did nothing to diminish his fondness for the school. “To
strangers, I could not possibly convey the reasons for the powerful and
sweet hold which the school has on my affections,” he later told a reunion
dinner audience. “It would be like trying to explain to strangers why I
love my family.”

It was long the practice of Boston archbishops and ward bosses to talk
down Harvard and urge young Catholic men to enroll at fine schools like
Boston College and Notre Dame. But Patrick and Mary Kennedy were
intent on sending their son to “that place across the river.” Kennedy con-
centrated in history and economics in Cambridge, but the future financier
had such difficulty passing one economics course that the professor
sighed, “Kennedy, you'll never be able to make a dollar at the rate you're
going.” (Retelling the story later, Kennedy added, “Today I'm sure 1
could pay him more in one year than he’s made in a lifetime.”) On advice
of his baseball coach he ultimately majored in music—"because I wanted
to make sure I would graduate.”

The Harvard of 1go8 was a college divided. Endicott Peabody spoke
woefully to Grotonians of “the gap between Mount Auburn Street and the
Yard.” Franklin Roosevelt had tried to bridge the gap somewhat by join-
ing college activities, but the world of the better final clubs was as sepa-
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rate from Harvard Yard as the Back Bay from East Boston. When Joseph
Kennedy became prominent later, a Harvard classmate and member of
Porcellian said, “They tell me that fellow was in my class, but I never
knew anything about him.” Kennedy seemed to seek out wellborn Har-
vard men, one of whom told him that he was being watched for signs of
the behavior commonly thought of as Irish. Perhaps to escape the Irish
stereotype, Kennedy neither smoked, drank, nor gambled. One evening
he and his roommates were invited to dine with Charles Townsend Cope-
land, the beloved, acerbic Harvard professor who made a tradition of in-
viting students to his popular readings and to dinner at the Harvard
Union. After the meal they repaired to Copey’s living room. When Ken-
nedy refused the master’s offers of coffee and cigarettes, Copeland
pointed his finger and declared, “Young man, [ suspect you of some great
crime!”

Harvard never received the allegiance Kennedy paid Boston Latin. “I
guess I have the old Boston prejudice against it,” he confessed later.
Some classmates believed his indifference was the result of failure to meet
absolute social success in Cambridge. Like Franklin Roosevelt, Kennedy
was elected to Hasty Pudding, but his final club was Delta Upsilon, and to
this he was evidently admitted late. Kennedy later said that his sense of
self-respect depended on his ability to make a great deal of money
quickly; he observed that the key to earning money was not intellectual
ability but enterprise, bravado, originality.

Invited to play semiprofessional baseball in New Hampshire one sum-
mer, Kennedy was asked by the Boston Globe if he was interested in
reporting social news in the area. He approached a Harvard classmate
who was planning to become a journalist, offering to join forces on the col-
umn: the friend would write the articles and Kennedy would receive the
fee. The column, published under Kennedy's byline, so impressed the
Globe that they invited “Kennedy” to join the permanent staff. Over
three summers Kennedy and a friend conducted sightseeing tours of Bos-
ton that earned almost ten thousand dollars. On graduation from Harvard
in June 1912, Kennedy set for himself the goal of making a million dollars
before reaching the age of thirty-six.

A variety of paths lay open to him. Kennedy might have entered poli-
tics in the Boston Democracy that was growing ever more favorable to the
Irish, but this would have frustrated the loftier ambitions of both Ken-
nedy and his father. Banking was another possibility, but Boston finance
was still marked by discrimination. John F. Fitzgerald often boasted of
questioning a Boston banker on why he did not hire more Irish em-
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ployees; told that a few of the tellers were Irish, Honey Fitz retorted,
“Yes, and I suppose the charwomen are too.” After applying for a position
with a Boston investment firm, Kennedy found the company was not hir-
ing Irish Catholics. (Cardinal O’'Connell of Boston reputedly withdrew
the archdiocese accounts after hearing this news.) Kennedy once told a
friend of being turned down for a loan by a Boston bank for reasons he at-
tributed to his background. “They tell me it’s better now,” he said long af-
terwards, “but at that time, the social and economic discrimination was
shocking.”

Kennedy landed a position—no doubt aided by his father’s political
influence—as a Massachusetts bank examiner. The hours were long and
the salary unimposing, but inspecting banks across the eastern half of the
state offered him an unexcelled education in the ways of finance. “I found
the work fascinating—too fascinating,” he recalled. “In the three vears
devoted to it, I passed up several chances of good jobs with sizable banks,
which would have given me an earlier start in my life work.” An opportu-
nity beckoned.

A Boston firm was bidding to take over the Columbia Trust Company
in East Boston, of which Patrick Kennedy was part owner. Invited by his
father to ward off the attack, the bank examiner gathered enough money
from relatives and friends to win control. At twenty-five, Joseph Kennedy
became the nation’s youngest bank president. The creed of the neigh-
borhood banker was much the same as the creed of the ward boss. Ken-
nedy was known for helping his customers, many of them immigrants,
with loans and other impulsive acts of kindness. “He made everyone’s
problems disappear,” recalled Kennedy’s secretary at Columbia Trust,
“Everyone felt that way about him.”

Joseph Kennedy also won a wife. The daughter of Pat Kennedy’s
sometimes ally, sometimes rival, Rose Fitzgerald was one of the belles of
Irish Boston. Honey Fitz was determined to raise his daughter above the
difficult social climate of Boston. He tried to discourage her interest in
Kennedy, but the couple met in secret—at the homes of friends, across
the street from a Boston hospital, in the rear pews of the Christian
Science church. Fitzgerald finally relented and the ceremony was per-
formed by Cardinal O'Connell in October 1914.

Kennedy’s new father-in-law offered him a peculiar dowry

appoint-
ment to the Collateral Loan Company, a quasi-public institution es-
tablished to protect poor Bostonians from loan sharks. The position had
the patina of public service and was of a kind that Patrick Kennedy might
have appreciated in an earlier day. But shortly after taking office, Ken-
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nedy discovered massive embezzlements, resulting in a crossfire of
charges and countercharges. Five months later he resigned. Memories of
the experience moved Kennedy to keep out of politics for years. He
sought to advance his career in less dangerous ways, forming a real estate
partnership and pursuing a place on the board of the Massachusetts Elec-
tric Company, the largest utility in New England, whose board included
some of the region’s most prominent financiers. After several rebuffs, the
young bank president from East Boston was elected the first Irishman to
serve as a company director. Asked by a friend why the post meant so
much to him, Kennedy replied by asking whether there was any better
way to meet people like the Saltonstalls.

In the spring of 1917 Kennedy was invited to be assistant manager of
the Fore River shipyard. He leaped at the opportunity. With American
intervention in Europe, Fore River was undergoing a large expansion
program under the legendary chairman of Bethlehem Steel, Charles
Schwab. Some of Kennedy’s Harvard classmates resented his failure to
enlist, but Franklin Roosevelt had wired shipbuilders from the Navy De-
partment that it was their “real patriotic duty” to remain at their posts.
Kennedy's duty was the housing, feeding, and transportation of thousands
of workers. He established a company town and a lunchroom, the Victory
Cafeteria, and negotiated with trolley companies to carry laborers over
the eight-mile route from Boston to Quincy. When Kennedy heard that
Schwab was arriving from Pittsburgh for an inspection tour, he paved the
way for a memorable introduction. He made hotel reservations, met
Schwab at the railroad station, whisked him to his suite and a luncheon of
Schwab’s favorite chicken liver, led the magnate through the shipyard,
escorted him to dinner and theater, and later had Schwab alone for two
hours of conversation. Fore River broke a sheaf of production records,
building thirty-six destroyers in a little over two years. Kennedy worked
himself into an ulcer and such an obvious state of exhaustion that Schwab
insisted he leave Fore River to convalesce for three months at a health
farm. Kennedy also settled an old family score: when James Michael Cur-
ley, Pat Kennedy's old political foe, asked the assistant manager to pro-
vide draft-exempt shipbuilding jobs to a band of Curley’s retainers, Ken-
nedy courteously refused.

The young businessman from East Boston had watched from afar the
young politician’s progress from Hyde Park to state senate to the Navy
Department. Joseph Kennedy was unimpressed. He’s just another rich
man’s son, he remembered thinking of Franklin Roosevelt, with nothing
else to do but dabble in politics.
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But many of Fore River’s government contracts were assigned by the
rich man’s son at the navy. Of his earliest encounters with Roosevelt,
Kennedy recalled, “We never got along then. He would laugh and smile
and give me the needle, but I could not help but admire the man. We had
great confidence in him . . . and we made millions of dollars worth of
supplies for the government with no more authority than a telephone call
from him.”

The battle of the Argentine battleships was foreshadowed by an im-
broglio between Fore River and navy in 1g15. A dispute over alteration
charges had induced Bethlehem to refuse delivery of an earlier vessel to
Buenos Aires. On that occasion, Franklin Roosevelt was able to overcome
Schwab’s objections by noting that “if the Argentine government can be
made to feel secure in this country, I have no doubt that there will be
many opportunities given us for increased business.” President Wilson
dined aboard ship before Argentine crewmen sailed it southward.

Now, in wartime, the prospects for increased business from Argentina
were diminished. The new ships remained at Quincy. Franklin Roosevelt
appealed to Schwab for an arbitration session, but the old titan deigned
only to send his stripling assistant manager to Roosevelt’s office in the
State-War-Navy Building across from the White House.

“Don’t worry about this matter . . .” the assistant secretary said
brusquely to Kennedy. “The State Department will collect the money
for you.”

“Sorry, Mr. Secretary, but Mr. Schwab refuses to let the ships go
until they are paid for.”

“Absurd,” Roosevelt laughed.

“Not at all absurd, sir,” Kennedy replied. “Positively no ship will be
delivered until it is paid for.”

Roosevelt was unintimidated. With an arm around Kennedy’s shoul-
der, he walked his visitor to the door. He had been happy to meet Ken-
nedy, he said, and hoped that Kennedy would look in on him whenever
he came to Washington. But the navy would not be defied: if the ships
were not delivered immediately, he would dispatch a fieet of tugboats to
Fore River to produce the vessels himself.

This evoked another protest from Kennedy. Roosevelt merely smiled:
“Hope to see you very soon again.” ‘

Kennedy left Washington to report to Schwab his estimation of the as-
sistant secretary of the navy: “a smiling four-flusher.” Schwab agreed: he
and Kennedy would call “this youngster's bluff.” The battleships re-
mained in their berths.

Then four navy tugboats arrived, manned to the gills with armed
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marines. As the Fore River workers watched, aghast, the battalions
climbed onto the dock, took over the designated vessels, cast off their
lines, and towed them into the harbor. Kennedy’s shipbuilders were little
match for Roosevelt’s marines and their bayonets. An Argentine crew
waiting nearby was instructed to take over the new addition to its fleet.

A chastened Kennedy was compelled to admit that he had underes-
timated the opposition. “Roosevelt was the hardest trader I'd ever run up
against,” he said years later. “When 1 left his office, I was so disappointed
and angry that I broke down and cried.”

The Businessman and the Politician

Until now, their careers had unfolded in a curious tandem. Roosevelt
was propelled from Hyde Park, Groton, and Harvard into the knockabout
worlds of Empire State politics and war production. Yet many politicians
made similar journeys without perceptible change. How did Roosevelt,
so convincing in the role of unyielding reformer in 1911, so comfortably
embrace certain of the dubious compromises of the pragmatic ethic? The
answer might lie in the ambivalence of his early years. If Roosevelt loved
his parents and the tranquility of Hyde Park, he also chafed at his
mother’s tendency to domineer and the predictability of their lives along
the Hudson. If he revered Endicott Peabody and boosted Harvard, he
also felt slightly alienated from his peers at both schocls. A relative
thought his failure to make Porcellian was “the bitterest moment of
Franklin Roosevelt’s life.” Was he less than fully committed to the society
of his birth and the maxims it embraced? His ambivalence, as well as the
requisite flexibility of a man eager to win power, might have made Roose-
velt more open to experimenting with Tammany and using “blarney,
boodle and bludgeon” to persuade war contractors to subjugate profit-
making to national needs.

Joseph Kennedy had traveled from the competitive world of Irish Bos-
ton to Boston Latin and Harvard. Kennedy too might have made this
flight without conspicuous acceptance of the visionary tradition. Still, he
was raised at a deliberate distance from the skulduggery of the Boston
ward heelers. Patrick Kennedy prided himself on his good name and the
esteem of the Yankee political establishment; it was an unorthodox boss
who insisted on sending his son to Boston Latin and Harvard. Joseph
Kennedy strove for the acceptance of the Yankees by trying for the board
of Massachusetts Electric and concealing his vigorous ambitions in copy-
book principles such as “the office seeks the man.” Another businessman
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MEN OF THE NEW ERA

T IS ONLY ONCE in a generation that a people can be lifted above ma-
terial things,” Woodrow Wilson observed early in his term to his as-
sistant secretary of the navy. America’s part in the World War had
required a leap of imagination to distant ideals on a distant conti-

nent. Now the pendulum was swinging back. “Every war brings after it a
period of materialism and caution,” Franklin Roosevelt wrote after his
defeat in 1920. “People tire quickly of ideals. . . .” Could he have been
thinking of himself? In public speeches Roosevelt began to substitute the
word “realism” for “idealism.” By the spring of 1921 the once-proud re-
former stopped using the term reform altogether, confessing that it had
come to conjure “visions of pink tea artists who dabbled in politics one
day a week for perhaps two months in the year.”

Cast aside by a war-weary nation, the disciples of Wilson and Theo-
dore Roosevelt were in disarray. Many Americans now sought leadership
from Wall Street and the American Chamber of Commerce. An advertis-
ing man extolled Jesus Christ as the forerunner of the American business-
man. John J. Raskob evangelized in a well-circulated piece that “Every-
body Ought to Be Rich.” Scores of other executives, brokers, hucksters,
and salesmen issued pronouncements at once so blindly optimistic and so
unabashedly self-centered that they became weapons of cruel irony after
1929.

Yet the ethic of rugged individualism had also more articulate
spokesmen, reviving within the business realm the old tension between
the optimistic and pessimistic visions of human nature. Human beings,
wrote Charles Fay of the National Association of Manufacturers, were not
cooperative but individualistic—"not altruists, but self-seekers, if we tell
the honest truth.” A Harding man told another business council that the
pleasure of achievement, advancement, and acquisition was the God-
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given reward of human effort. “This individualistic motive and power has
driven mankind onward and upward along the highway of social and in-
dustrial progress.” Nation’s Business agreed: “The one hundred percent
American believes in the doctrine of selfishness, although he is often
ashamed to admit it, a fact that leads him into bleary sentiment when he
undertakes to define service. The American idea is that every man is out
to promote his own interest, and he has discovered that the best way to do
this is to make himself useful to others.”

Counterpart to the rugged individualist, in the context of the New Era
of business, was the business statesman. “What underlies ruthless com-
petitive methods?” asked George Perkins of the Morgan Bank in 1911,
“The desire to supply the public with better goods at a lower price?”
Perkins believed not: competition was merely a brazen bid for power at
the expense of the public interest. “Cooperation must be the order of the
day.” Herbert Hoover, as secretary of commerce from 1921 to 1929, gave
the concept of business statesmanship its meaning for the nineteen-twen-
ties. In American Individualism, published in 1922, Hoover argued that
the selfish kind of individualism had given way to a new kind, based on
values such as service and equal opportunity. Now that large business or-
ganizations were owned by thousands of shareholders, businessmen
would no longer be moved by the arbitrary considerations of the nine-
teenth century. America was passing “from a period of extremely individ-
ualistic action into a period of associational activities.” American individ-
ualism, Hoover argued, would no longer represent “the acquisition and
preservation of private property—the selfish snatching and hoarding of
the common product.” The new business statesman would operate under
an ethic of cooperation and a vision of commerce as a public trust.

Franklin Roosevelt finished Hoover’s book and wrote, “I have taken
great pleasure in reading it. . . .”

Business Statesman

On the evening of January 7, 1g21 a goodly number of the New York
financial community welcomed Franklin Roosevelt to Wall Street. Among
the men gathered over a bounteous dinner at Delmonico’s to honor Roo-
sevelt were Edward Stettinius of United States Steel; Owen D. Young of
General Electric; Adolph Ochs, publisher of the New York Times; and
Daniel Willard of the Pennsylvania Railroad. After dessert, the guest of
honor remarked on his experiences in Albany and in Washington and
expressed his gratification at returning to the business world after a de-
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cade’s absence. In a flippant letter to an old friend, he identified himself
as “Franklin D. Roosevelt, Ex V.P., Canned (Erroneously reported
dead)” and put politics aside for an expedition into business.

Roosevelt appealed as strenuously for acceptance by Wall Street as he
had to American voters in the campaign just ended. In the early months
of 1921 he delivered himself of opinions as orthodox as the most orthodox
of businessmen. Despite the hardship created by the thousands of fore-
closures and firings, the postwar decline was a “natural readjustment.”
Savings and investment were “the path to real progress.” Roosevelt char-
acterized himself to an interviewer as “one of the younger capitalists.”
Foreseeing an exile from power for himself and his party that might last as
long as a decade, Roosevelt was concerned with keeping the embers of his
political career glowing and earning some money from the law and busi-
ness.

From his home on East Sixty-fifth Street, the young capitalist traveled
mornings to the Broadway offices of the Fidelity and Deposit Company of
Maryland. Van Lear Black, the company’s president, had been impressed
by young Roosevelt on their first meeting at the 1912 Democratic Con-
vention. After the defeat for vice-president, Black offered him a vice-
presidency at Fidelity and the chance to use his wide acquaintanceship in
politics, finance, and labor to bring in surety bond customers. Black was
certain that Roosevelt would achieve “world-beating” results—"if you can
hold expenses.”

As a goodwill ambassador for Fidelity, Roosevelt’s office hours ran
from ten-thirty in the morning until one-thirty in the afternoon—and this
included the lunch hour. Throughout the week he maintained an active
social schedule in quest of new clients and salesmen for Fidelity. One Bos-
ton man had “the right connections, Somerset Club, etc., etc., is gener-
ally liked and can make the work pay if he gets out and hustles,” Roose-
velt reported to Black. “I am convinced of the fact that Boston business
cannot be built up by the usual ‘Hurrah Boys™ method.”

At his side was Louis Howe. The musical-comedylike pairing of the
debonair young politician and the wizened newspaperman had begun
when Howe watched the state senator’s battle against Tammany, admired
what he saw, and followed Roosevelt to the Navy Department. As assis-
tant to the assistant secretary, Howe was constantly on the telephone with
shipbuilders like Joseph Kennedy, issuing blunt commands to hurry up
navy work. As assistant to the aspiring politician, Howe charged himself
with the long-term plans of Franklin Roosevelt. “Beloved and Revered
Future President,” he addressed a letter to his protégé—only half in jest.



MEN OF THE NEW ERA S1

“Can’t you get anything into that Dutch skull of yours?” the little man
would bark, or “I hope to God you drown!”

On the Fidelity payroll, Howe searched for bond customers by comb-
ing their long list of political contacts, crossing the dividing line between
business and politics with the agility of a Boss Murphy. If Franklin but-
tonholed the mayor of New York on a labor matter or intervened with
Governor Al Smith on “a cunning little pardon case,” Louis could return
to Fidelity with an armload of surety bond orders. Roosevelt mentioned
to an executive that “a casual reference in a letter from one of my old
friends in the Navy Department to the award of some eight-inch gun forg-
ings to your company brought to my mind the very pleasant relations we
had during my term as Assistant Secretary of the Navy, and I wondered if
you would feel like letting my company write some of the contract bonds
that you are obliged to give the government from time to time.” Through
the efforts of Roosevelt and Howe, Fidelity and Deposit’s New York busi-
ness increased by three million dollars within five years. Much of this
increase was owed to a sudden and mystifying increase in business done
with the state of New York.

In the afternoon the surety bond salesman became a lawyer. Before
leaving Washington Roosevelt had formed a law partnership with two old
friends as a place to settle after the navy. But before long he concluded
that forming Emmet, Marvin and Roosevelt had been a mistake. Emmet
and Marvin were “dear, delightful people,” he acknowledged, but estates
and wills were no more fascinating now than they had been when he was a
law clerk. Further, Roosevelt complained, he was not receiving “one red
cent out of my association with them, whereas, if I were with some real
live people working along other lines, I could be of material assistance on
reorganizations, receiverships, etc., pulling my weight in the boat and in-
cidentally making some money out of it.” In late 1924 Roosevelt departed
to enter practice with a young lawyer from Taunton, Massachusetts, via
Dartmouth and the Harvard Law School, Basil O’Connor. Roosevelt and
O’Connor were full of ideas for new business, but as Roosevelt wrote, “I
shall have to spend the greater part of the next four or five years in devot-
ing my primary attention to my legs.”

At the end of the summer of 1921 he had accepted Van Lear Black’s
invitation to sail his yacht to the family retreat at Campobello. The navy
man had taken the wheel himself to steer the craft through treacherous
seas and fog. Then came the icy plunge into the Bay of Fundy, the
numbness and fever, the slow realization that his legs had become use-
less. Sara Roosevelt insisted that Franklin return to Hyde Park, Eleanor
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and Louis Howe that he return as quickly as possible to his business and
political interests. Roosevelt was back at work in January 1922.

His primary responsibilities lay at Fidelity and Deposit and his law
practice, but Roosevelt also raised money for charity, served as trustee of
Vassar College and president of the Navy Club, helped to establish the
Woodrow Wilson Foundation, worked with the National Crime Commis-
sion. In the hours that remained, Franklin Roosevelt set out on a trail of
speculative ventures—some as risky, some as comical as any of the jungle
of “get-rich-quick” enterprises that flourished through the Dollar De-
cade.

A promoter named Pat Homer had approached Louis Howe while
Roosevelt was still at the navy. (For some reason, Howe succumbed to
Homer's wiles; he kidded him about his weakness for chorus girls: “If 1
were your Missus, 1 would keep you tied up around the house for a
week.”) Homer had a proposition to make: a refinery that would be con-
structed to provide the navy with an oil supply that would be immune
from the peaks and valleys of the market. Coyly, he suggested that the
plant be built at Fall River, Massachusetts, which just happened to be
Mrs. Howe's home town. The idea caught Roosevelt’s fancy and he
pushed the refinery through the opposition of Josephus Daniels and some
skeptical admirals. But after the refinery’s completion, market prices for
oil fell unexpectedly, and the navy was burdened with a millstone. Roo-
sevelt sold his small holdings in the company and later did not care to be
reminded of the episode.

A few years later, Pat Homer was back to invite Howe to take advan-
tage of rising lobster prices. They formed a company and gave Roosevelt
majority control. The three men purchased a lobster-packing plant in
Rockland, Maine, expecting to sell their catch to hotels and restaurants at
a tidy profit as soon as prices went up. But prices never did go up and the
three brothers who managed the plant resigned in a quarrel with the
owners. Roosevelt was left with pens full of lobsters and a debt totaling
over twenty-six thousand dollars. When a women’s group in Texas asked
Roosevelt for a donation to a white elephant sale, Howe suggested, “Why
not send them your stock in the lobster company?”

Another brainstorm consisted of purchasing surplus vessels from the
navy—not a difficult proposition for the former assistant secretary—and
hauling cargo to the West Coast through the Panama Canal. Roosevelt
tried to raise seed money by holding luncheons and teas at his Manhattan
home. “T should gladly do this underwriting myself if I did not have so
many unusual demands to meet just now,” he assured a skeptical inves-
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tor. Shipping was a perilous business, however, and Twin Coast Naviga-
tion was unable to divert cargo orders from larger and older competitors.
The only profit Roosevelt ever saw was the result of a peripheral venture,
netting him a check in the sum of $633.33.

Still another venture Roosevelt described as a business enterprise
serving a social purpose. The Compo Thrift Bond Corporation was created
to furnish bonds to individuals through savings banks and private busines-
ses. These institutions were encouraged to set up Compo Clubs, whose
members would make weekly deposits toward the purchase of bond cer-
tificates. “I feel very strongly that this company is on the right track and
that it will not only prove a stimulus to saving on the part of the public in
general, but that it is a mighty good proposition for the banks which
handle it,” testified Roosevelt, a Compo director. Al Smith was lassoed to
inaugurate the sale of Compo bonds at a New York bank, but Pat Homer
knew a losing venture when he saw one. “What is Compo doing besides
catching suckers?” he taunted Howe. Although Compo had no official
connection with the U.S. Government, the certificates carried the legend
“United States of America.” Someone suggested in court that this was a
deliberate deception and Roosevelt and Howe were immensely relieved
when a judge concluded that it was not. Yet Roosevelt resigned his direc-
torship at a loss of twenty-five hundred dollars, evidently worried about
damaging his reputation. Compo liquidated the following year.

Many American investors saw opportunities in the skyrocketing infla-
tion of Weimar Germany. Roosevelt became president of United Euro-
pean Investors, Ltd., infusing money into nineteen German companies,
including German Edison and the Nobel Dynamite Company. When a
Harvard classmate became interested in the enterprise, Roosevelt ex-
plained, “Practically all the company does on this side is to act as a clear-
ing house for German marks. . . . Our German committee is in charge of
the investments.” But the company’s American directors engaged in in-
ternecine warfare. Laboring to untangle the mess, Howe sent Roosevelt
one of his dope-filled “Dear Boss™ letters: “Gould and Roberts have had
an awful fight and Gould cannot say enough mean things about him.
There is no evidence of any crookedness on Gould’s part except the state-
ment of the crooks that Gould was constantly in their office. . . . My rec-
ommendations are as follows: That Gould and Roberts be directed to im-
mediately find new offices, preferably in a church or some other
respectable place. . . .” When the quarrels were settled, United Inves-
tors declared a profit of two hundred percent. Later, political rivals would
charge Roosevelt with exploiting Germany’s economic distress, but he
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would point out that one hundred thousand marks had been injected into
a shaky economy. His personal gain was five thousand dollars.

Roosevelt was intrigued by the airships that were beginning to appear
in American skies. He was certain that the Zeppelin would supplant the
airplane as the standard method of American transport. “Wait until my di-
rigibles are running,” he bade a friend, “and then you will be able to take
a form of transportation which is absolutely safe.” The General Air Ser-
vice was announced in 1923, with a board of directors divided between
New York and Chicago. Airship service would begin with flights between
the two cities before expanding into a nationwide network. But investors
were more captivated by the airplane, and General Air dispersed after a
few vears. (Still Roosevelt clung to his idea. As president he directed the
Navy Department to design a new dirigible, although three military air-
ships had already crashed. Money was allocated and planning begun, but
a year later the Hindenburg exploded at Lakehurst.)

Roosevelt invested in one enterprise of which he did not even know
the name. Henry Morgenthau, Jr., devised a scheme to market quarter-
in-the-slot portraiture machines. Like Roosevelt, Morgenthau was a
progressive Democrat and Dutchess County farmer and a lover of the
Hudson country and lore. Photomaton caught on and its stock rose
sharply in the bull market of 19g28. Roosevelt and Morgenthau expanded
the concept to postage stamps; their Sanitary Postage Service Corporation
installed vending machines in pharmacies and cigar stores. Aiding the
cause was a story someone planted in a New York newspaper, entitled “18
Billion Stamps Sold Each Year; One Enough for Myriads of Germs,” and
lauding the firm for its public-mindedness in providing germ-free stamps
to the populace. “T don’t need to tell you how delighted I am with the
whole proposition,” Morgenthau wrote his partner, “and what fun we will
have together working it out.”

Merging five companies they created the Consolidated Automatic
Merchandising Corporation. Camco robots would perform the work of a
retail clerk, “releasing human labor for more constructive purposes.” The
directors prophesied a two-thousand-percent increase in Camco’s stock
value. They established three prototype “clerkless” stores in New York
City. The robots not only sold Smith Brothers cough drops, Gillette
razor blades and Lucky Strikes, but said “thank you” and recited advertis-
ing jingles. “A NEW INDUSTRY HAS ARRIVED!” proclaimed the prospectus.
But customers found they could obtain merchandise by feeding slugs to
the machines; when the machines broke down, customers wrecked them.
Soon Camco had to hire back the clerks whose labor had been “released”
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to guard the machines against the wreckers. And when millions of Ameri-
cans later lost their jobs in the depression, the promise to free workers
“from the deadening monotony of a mechanical job” seemed ridiculous.
One wag noted that “nothing was said about what they would substitute
for the deadening monotony of drawing their paycheck every Saturday.”
The company lost over three million dollars and died in a blaze of angry
lawsuits. Labor foes would resurrect the affair as evidence of Roosevelt’s
hostility to the working man.

The ventures ranged as widely as Franklin Roosevelt's imagination.
He watched the land boom while cruising off Florida and contemplated
starting a resort at Boca Chica, but could not interest Morgenthau in the
idea before it vanished into the Florida hurricane of 1926. Roosevelt or-
dered seedlings for a projected experimental tree farm at Hyde Park, but
again was unable to find a partner. He considered plans to sell a coffee
substitute and advertising space in taxicabs, and took still another flier
with Pat Homer—this time an oil deal in Wyoming. It ended when wild-
catters could find nothing but sulfur. “Why not go into the sulfur bath in-
dustry?” Howe gibed, “Look at Hot Springs!” Roosevelt looked at sugar
land in Louisiana, other projects in cotton and radio, a plan to harness
electrical power from the tides of Passamaquoddy Bay. None of these
ideas came to fruition, though, and Roosevelt laughingly ended his forays
into the wilds of speculation. After reading one of the endless, empty
forecasts of success for a venture he knew had long ago failed, he
scrawled, “Hope springs eternal in the human heart!”

Another speculator who invested in a variety of propositions sensed a
fine distinction between speculation and gambling. “I think the primary
motive back of most gambling is the excitement of it. While gamblers nat-
urally want to win, the majority of them derive pleasure even if they lose.
The desire to win, rather than the excitement involved, seems to me to be
the compelling force behind speculation.” By this standard of Joseph
Kennedy, Franklin Roosevelt was a gambler in business. The jerry-built
edifice of dirigibles, lobsters, German marks, and talking robots not only
took time and exhausted political capital but it might have damaged Roo-
sevelt’s reputation. He received a letter of concern from the director of
the Society for Promoting Financial Knowledge about “the use of your
name to further the sale of stocks in new promotions that . . . are business
risks of the more hazardous type and I am wondering if your attention has
been called to the fact that these securities are being offered for public
subscription as safe investments.” The sender regretted that “a distin-
guished and honored name should be commercialized in this manner,
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when there are so many opportunities for employing the prestige that it
carries in activities designed to promote some public good.” Roosevelt
replied that his name had been used, in this instance, without his permis-
sion.

Roosevelt’s daring mirrored the need he felt to make money. Govern-
ment salaries over a decade were incapable of covering the expenses of
three homes, boats, travel, clubs, political and charitable contributions,
the education of five children. At the end of his term at the navy, Roose-
velt lamented that he was “honestly a fit candidate for a receiver.” But he
knew it would never come to that, because his mother usually came to his
aid when he was caught short by financial pressures. Sara Roosevelt never
offered her son financial independence, preferring to “help out” when
needed. One Roosevelt son thought his grandmother used money to
purchase her grandchildren’s loyalty, to circumvent Eleanor, to keep the
up-and-coming politician dependent on his mother. Still, if Roosevelt’s
speculative plunges represented an effort to assert himself against Sara,
this was carried out with more affection than rebelliousness.

After such mastery of politics and government, it was strange that this
man would operate with such seemingly little forethought in business.
How account for the almost perfect series of failures? The key to the con-
tradiction might lie in Roosevelt’s attitude toward ends and means. He
was willing to use means such as deception, but only when able to ration-
alize them—if only to himself—in terms of a greater goal. In politics
Roosevelt could deceive in good conscience because he was able to justify
the deception in the context of a worthy objective such as stimulating war
production. But Roosevelt could grasp no worthy public goal from the
world of speculation. In business, although tempted, he was unwilling to
use the Machiavellian methods or devote the total commitment that a Pat
Homer, or in an earlier age, a Vanderbilt might to serve a purpose as nar-
row as personal fortune-building. Roosevelt's need to think of himself as
doing good explains the efforts to characterize the enterprises he did un-
dertake as gifts to progress—from launching a new form of transportation
to relieving men and women from tedious jobs. It is doubtful that he fully
succeeded in convincing himself. In a toughminded business culture
Franklin Roosevelt was little match for the lone wolves.

To another element of his business career Roosevelt was far better
suited. In 1922 he became the charter president of the American Con-
struction Council. The Council was one of the “associational activities”
that Herbert Hoover advocated in his brief for American individualism.
Franklin and Eleanor Roosevelt had frequently dined with the Hoovers
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during the years both men served under Wilson; Roosevelt had even con-
sidered booming Hoover for the Democratic presidential nomination in
1920. The associations Hoover advocated from his platform at the Com-
merce Department were intended to promote industry cooperation and a
vision of public service; implicit was the notion that voluntary self-regula-
tion would preclude the need for regulation by government. The leaders
of these associations soon became known as business statesmen. Men like
Will Hays in motion pictures and Kenesaw Mountain Landis in baseball,
these “autocrats of the business table” were given the mandate to reign
over their industries, providing exhortation and information, but not to
rule.

Concurrent with the publication of Hoover’s volume was a probe of
the New York construction industry, revealing rampant corruption and
sending a flock of labor and management leaders to prison. To clean up
the industry, the American Construction Council was formed. “The tre-
mendous possibilities of such an organization,” noted the Council’s pro-
spectus, “induced Mr. Herbert Hoover to consent to preside at the for-
mal organization meeting and Mr. Franklin D. Roosevelt to accept the
presidency of the organization.” Hoover told Council members at the
founding meeting that they were taking “one of the most important steps
ever taken in the history of the nation.” Roosevelt declared that govern-
ment regulation was unwieldy and expensive. “It means employment of
men to carry on this phase of the work; it means higher taxes. The public
doesn’t want it; the industry doesn’t want it.”

The job was unsalaried, but it offered the sense of public service he
missed in speculation. “Our aim is solely to further the public good,”
Roosevelt declared somewhat pretentiously in a letter. One of the worst
banes of the industry was the problem of seasonality, the yearly cycle in
which the number of construction projects fluctuated wildly, often result-
ing in layoffs. Roosevelt proposed that “if the men of one district are being
drained to carry on construction in a second district, number one should
hold off until the job is finished, then employ the men who are ready to
undertake a new job. This is a patriotic duty as well as an economic one.”
When a business journal balked at the idea, Roosevelt sent off a forceful
reply: “. . . You deliberately insist that no organization or individuals,
whether of capital or labor or both combined, should ever suggest a
course of action to its individual members. Yours is a creed of ‘Every man
for himself and the devil take the hindmost.” ”

The Council ran into reefs and shoals. Hoover declined to provide
Commerce Department services without charge. Louis Howe was an-
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noyed at the need to spend two mornings a week on Council matters.
Few of the Council’s members took it as seriously as did companies in
other industries, such as motion pictures. At a meeting in his Sixty-fifth
Street parlor, Roosevelt complained that Council members had not done
“one darned thing” but collect dues. The role of business statesman, urg-
ing competing interests to heed transcendent purposes, appealed to
Franklin Roosevelt, but the failure of the American Construction

Council—added to his experience in speculation—cast doubt in his mind
that businessmen would set aside their own concerns under anything but
compulsory government regulation. Roosevelt’s exposure to the domi-
nant ethic of the twenties was the source of much of the antipathy toward
“economic royalists” and “the forces of greed and selfishness” that would
spring to life in the president a decade later.

Throughout his sundry careers as bond salesman, speculator, lawyer,
and business statesman, Roosevelt never really left the political arena. He
kept his name before the public, corresponded with Democrats up the
length of the Hudson and across the United States. In 1924 Roosevelt
hobbled to the podium of the Democratic Convention at Madison Square
Garden to nominate Al Smith. He took on the role of spokesman for his
party during its years in the political wilderness: “Since the war ended,
with its compelling activity and its heights of emotions, American voters
everywhere have been passing through a period of preference for the
quiet of reaction and material things. . . . Whether the change back to the
well-tried principles of the Republic’s founders will come back slowly and
normally, or whether it will be caused by some sudden happening which
expresses the falsity of the existing economic system, no one can
tell. . . .”

A friend waxed enthusiastic over the polio clinic at Warm Springs,
Georgia. Roosevelt went to see for himself. He purchased a parcel of land
there in hopes of developing a nationally recognized polio treatment cen-
ter. Howe solicited “victims” for financial backing and mobilized the Fi-
delity and law firm staffs for fundraising duties. “As every patent medi-
cine faker knows,” he wrote the Boss, “nothing lures the ‘come on’ like a
before and after photograph . . . showing them doing a hundred yard
dash or shoveling coal or something . . . after treatment together
with the statement that when they arrived, it required two stretchers and
an ambulance to get them down to the pool.” Roosevelt bought land for
farm experiments, financed a scenic drive along Pine Mountain, and con-
sidered expanding the Georgia hamlet into a chain of resorts stretching
north to Lake Placid. The villagers called him “Doctor Roosevelt,” and he

——
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listened attentively to local stories, attended barbecues, wrote a newspa-
per column called “Roosevelt Says.”

After renominating Al Smith at Houston in 1928 Roosevelt con-
templated four more years of developing the Warm Springs idea, continu-
ing his law practice and Fidelity work, and learning to walk again. Assum-
ing that the Happy Warrior would lose in 1928, Louis Howe planned for
Roosevelt to run for governor of New York in 1932, win reelection by a
landslide in 1934, and command the field for president in 1936 to succeed
Herbert Hoover’s two terms in the White House. Then Smith threw a
wrench into the apparatus. In a frantic stream of telephone calls to Warm
Springs he warned Roosevelt that unless a strong candidate ran for gover-
nor that year, the Democrats would lose New York. “You're asking me to
run, Al, but I can’t even walk!” he replied. But Smith persisted.

If the postwar American was cautious and weary of idealism, as Frank-
lin Roosevelt wrote at the beginning of the decade, so had he been.
Despite the creative impulses in some of his investments and the work for
the Construction Council, the animation of higher purpose had been
largely absent for eight years. Roosevelt was therefore more receptive to
Al Smith’s pleas than his response betrayed. Howe told him not to listen.
But when the governor asked “Frank™ what he would do if the Empire
State Democracy drafted him, Roosevelt said he didn’t know. “I won't ask
any more questions!” cried Smith in triumph.

Resisting the national Republican avalanche, he won the governorship
by a hairbreadth. A national journal predicted that “many of those Demo-
crats who look for progressive policies from their party pin their hopes on
Governor-elect Roosevelt.” A few weeks later, neighbors from six coun-
ties crowded into a church near Warm Springs to welcome back “our own
great hero whom we worship as our adopted son” and hail Franklin Roo-
sevelt as the next president.

Rugged Individualist

In a hotel room redolent of cigar smoke and ticker tape, Joseph Ken-
nedy lay in bed, telephoning orders to buy and sell. Tt was April 1g24. A
Boston friend owned stock in the Yellow Cab Company that was being
driven down by bear raiders; he had requested Kennedy's help. “Ifever I
was scared it was then,” Kennedy said later. “After two days’ discussion
with my wife, I took the assignment.” In spite of a severe case of neuritis,
he caught a train to New York City and set up shop at the Waldorf-As-
toria, orchestrating a series of manipulations so inscrutable that it con-
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founded the raiders. “I woke up one morning, exhausted, and I realized
that T hadn’t been out of that hotel room in seven weeks. My baby Pat had
been born and was almost a month old, and I hadn’t even seen her.” Ken-
nedy finished the battle thirty pounds lighter but with a victory in hand.
“Several of us emerged wealthy men.”

He had become manager of the Boston office of Hayden, Stone and
Company in June 1g1g. The salary was less than half the amount he
earned at Fore River, but Kennedy gained the tutelage of one of the
cleverest speculators of the era, Galen Stone. At Stone’s side, Kennedy
learned the techniques that were making millionaires on Wall Street.
After three years he established his own firm in Boston. “It’s easy to make
money in this market,” he exclaimed to a Harvard classmate. “We'd bet-
ter get in before they pass a law against it.”

There was an enigmatic interlude. In the summer of 1924, Joseph
Kennedy cast a line into national politics. Democrat by heritage, he might
have been expected to aid John W. Davis, the Wall Street lawyer whose
nomination ended the 104-ballot deadlock between William McAdoo and
Al Smith. As an aspiring financier, Kennedy might as easily have sup-
ported Calvin Coolidge. Kennedy contributed to neither Davis nor Coo-
lidge, but to the campaign of the Progressive party.

Insurgents from both of the major parties had gathered in August to
nominate Senators Robert La Follette of Wisconsin and Burton Wheeler
of Montana. The Progressive platform opposed internationalism and as-
sailed the New York financial ascendancy. “When the Democratic party
goes to Wall Street for its candidate, I must refuse to go with it,” declared
Wheeler in taking his walk. A native of Massachusetts before going West
to practice law in the copper fields, the Montana senator took a place at
Wellfleet near his birthplace on Cape Cod to rest for the autumn cam-
paign. He was greeted by a stream of family friends and wellwishers. One
of the visitors was Edward Moore, confidential assistant of Joseph Ken-
nedy, who informed Wheeler that his boss would like to see him. “We
discussed the political situation,” Wheeler remembered of the visit with
Kennedy, “and I outlined the philosophy by which La Follette and I in-
tended to save the world.” Shortly thereafter, Kennedy joined Wheeler
and his family for dinner at the home of Galen Stone. To the candidate’s
surprise, the two speculators listened svmpathetically to his campaign
pitch. “We can’t take much more of Cal Coolidge,” Kennedy said.

Kennedy offered a contribution of one thousand dollars and his limou-
sine and driver to carry Wheeler through New England. “So here was the
Progressive candidate for Vice President, who was regarded by some as a
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radical and had been accused by one labor leader of being financed by
Russian Communists,” Wheeler marveled years later, “campaigning in a
Rolls furnished by a rising investment banker.” Kennedy complicated the
mystery when he ran into the senator in Washington shortly before the
election and confessed his apprehension that the Progressives would
carry Massachusetts. Before Wheeler could ask why, Kennedy outlined
the steps taken by the Democrats to foil the Progressive cause. “We
scared hell out of them. We told them that a Progressive party victory
would close the mills and factories. And in South Boston, we told the Irish
that the La Follette program would destroy their church.” Wheeler never
did find out whom Kennedy genuinely favored, but concluded later that
his intention was to undermine the Progressive campaign, enjoying “the
irony of the spectacle as . . . I denounced Wall Street often from the back
seat of a Wall Street speculator.” Kennedy’s only public explanation was
that he had known Senator Wheeler and always liked him.

In 1926, frustrated by the lingering sentiment in Boston against Irish
Catholics and yearning to be closer to Wall Street, Joseph Kennedy
boarded his family on a private railroad car to New York. Like Franklin
Roosevelt, he searched for investments that he could enter on the ground
floor. Kennedy considered Florida real estate but, on counsel that the
boom would not last, stayed away until the hurricanes ended the land
rush; he made small bargains amid the debris. He looked next to the West
Coast, where motion pictures had become the fourth largest industry in
the United States. As early as 1919 Kennedy had seen the trend, purchas-
ing a theater chain and the New England franchise for Universal Pictures.

Hollywood in the nineteen-twenties was a frenetic colony of starlets,
scriptwriters, production engineers, extras, and flamboyant studio
moguls. Louis B. Mayer, David O. Selznick, Marcus Loew, and others
were renowned for their lavish enterprises, but Kennedy believed the
studio system was wasteful and inefficient. “Look at that bunch of pants
pressers in Hollywood making themselves millionaires!” he said, “I could
take the business away from them.” Kennedy purchased a flagging film
company called Film Booking Offices. “A banker!” Marcus Loew ex-
claimed in a line Kennedy often repeated with delight, “I thought this
business was only for furriers!”

Kennedy's standard was not artistic distinction but economy. At FBO
he cut salaries and budgets, cranking the production schedule up to one
picture per week. One film starred Red Grange; another opened under
the credit, “Joseph P. Kennedy Presents a Walt Disney Comic.” But
most of the pictures were as forgettable as they were cheap to produce.
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A Poor Girl's Romance, Rose of the Tenements, The Dude Cowboy,
and The Flame of the Argentine graced Kennedy's catalogue. When an
ingratiating Hollywood reporter mentioned that Kennedy had produced
some good films that year, the banker brought him up short by inquiring,
“What were they?”

One of the first to recommend the film business to Kennedy was the
“autocrat” of the industry, Will Hays. A Hoosier lawyer, former Republi-
can national chairman and postmaster general, Hays was brought to Hol-
lywood to improve its reputation after the disastrous revelations of the
Fatty Arbuckle scandal. Nervous over threats by religious groups to boy-
cott the box offices, the moguls formed the trade organization that be-
came known as the Hays Office. Hays saw Joseph Kennedy as “a man
who, in his business ideals and concepts as in the fine character of his
home life, would bring to the industry much that it has lacked in the
past.” Kennedy pledged that Film Booking Offices would make nothing
but clean pictures. “One director, a high-priced man, put in what is
known as the sex punch. One of his pictures went before my first board of
review—Mrs. Kennedy and the seven Kennedys.” The board did not
approve. “The director objected to veto, but he was given the alternative
of changing his picture or his job.” Closely identified with the Catholic
church, Kennedy was reluctant to offend such groups as the Legion of
Decency, but he also enjoyed the role of the businessman who heeded
loftier considerations than mere profit. (This did not prevent him from
seeing the humor in his role. Greeting a young woman who called once at
the Kennedy apartment in New York to see one of his daughters, Kennedy
winked and asked her to leave her coat in the foyer. “Will Hays is coming
by in a little while, and I want him to think I've got a girl in the bed-
room.”)

In 1927 Kennedy proposed that the Harvard Business School study
the industry that had sprung up so rapidly in the past decade. It was a fine
opportunity for Kennedy to assume the role of public-spirited business-
man. He invited some of the leading directors and magnates in Holly-
wood, including Adolph Zukor, Cecil B. De Mille, Harry Warner, and
Will Hays. Not only were many of the guests unused to public speaking,
but several were suing one another at the time and had to be assured that
process servers would be kept out of the lecture hall. Acting as modera-
tor, Kennedy told the students that their questions after each lecture
would “lead in the long run to a mighty searching of consciences, in which
our industry and every other must justify itself as a ministry to human
needs. In the last analysis, every merchant and every manufacturer is a
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public servant, and all our works are, or should be, public utilities, even
though we operate under a private charter.” He edited the talks for publi-
cation under the title The Story of the Films.

Later that year Kennedy helped to launch a wave of consolidations
and mergers that changed the face of Hollywood. Over lunch in a Man-
hattan oyster bar, he sold a large portion of Film Booking Offices to David
Sarnoff, founder of the Radio Corporation of America. Al Jolson’s The Jazz
Singer was playing to packed houses and film executives were scrambling
to wire their studios for sound. The union of Kennedy’s production facility
with the new Photophone system devised by RCA was hailed as one of the
first examples of vertical integration in the industry.

Next Kennedy choreographed an intricate minuet of companies that
earned him millions of dollars. In February 1928 he sold another segment
of FBO stock to the vaudeville chain, Keith-Albee-Orpheum; several
months after, he gained control of Keith to become its board chairman. In
turn, RCA purchased a large share of Keith, paving the way for a major
reorganization. Radio-Keith-Orpheum was created to manage Keith and
Film Booking Offices on behalf of RCA, linking film, sound, and theater
outlets in one operation. Not only did Kennedy receive large profits from
the sale of his stock, but he also accepted a considerable consulting fee for
his services in the merger. To his manifold duties Kennedy soon added
the chairmanship of Pathé Pictures, but he left most administrative duties
to subordinates in order to concentrate on corporate pyramid-building.
He earned the sobriquet of “Financial Wizard of Hollywood.”

By May 1930 Kennedy gave up his corporate titles, installed func-
tionaries at the helms of Pathé and Radio-Keith-Orpheum, and prepared
the greatest merger of all. Rumors of a union between the two companies
caused Pathé’s stock value to surge. RKO purchased Pathé stock at the
inflated price but after winning control, bought the firm’s physical assets
for but a fraction of their appraised value. The result was that Kennedy’s
circle realized millions while independent shareholders in Pathé received
only a fraction of their stock’s assessed value; a number brought suit
against Kennedy and other executives charging a conspiracy to sell the
firm at an unreasonably low price. The suits were dismissed for lack of
conclusive evidence of fraud. OQutside owners of RKO were equally indig-
nant because the Pathé purchase so exhausted their corporate treasury
that the company had to be refinanced. On the floor of the House, Con-
gressman William Sirovich of New York castigated the inside circle who
“emptied the RKO treasury.” Another member attacked the motion pic-
ture interests who “defrauded and fleeced thousands upon thousands of
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investors, widows and orphans of nearly two thousands of millions of dol-
lars.” Kennedy himself later acknowledged that the American corpo-
ration of the twenties was operated not for the benefit of the corporate
body, but for its management.

This was a complex and elusive man, this banker who donated to the
Progressives, this independent operator who worked with Will Hays and
brought the magnates to Harvard, things that more unashamedly prag-
matic men might have failed to do. He operated under the competitive
ethic yet wished to be thought of as a public-minded businessman. In a
rare moment of introspection, Kennedy seemed to recognize this dichot-
omy in himself. He once quoted Bacon to the effect that every progenitor
of a great family possesses qualities of both good and evil. Henry Luce
believed it would take an exceptional dramatist or novelist to portray the
emotions of Joseph Kennedy—"the rhythm of earthy selfishness and
higher loyalties.”

Kennedy's loyalties were directed ultimately toward the advancement
of his family. “Our opponents became his opponents,” Robert Kennedy
remembered, “our problems became his problems. . . . His interest in
life has been his children—not his business, not his friends, but his chil-
dren.” Toward this interest the patriarch was a driven man, his single-
minded fervor sometimes bordering on the compulsive. Time and again,
Kennedy would lose an alarming amount of weight, smoke feverishly, live
voraciously, and then lapse into periods of inactivity at home in Hyannis
Port or Palm Beach. Patrick Kennedy, shortly before his death in 1929,
was concerned about his son. “His ulcers are giving him trouble,” said the
old ward leader, “I'm afraid he’s bitten off more than he can chew.” So
long as Joseph Kennedy was immersed in a task, little else seemed to mat-
ter. “I can’t expect to live out the ordinary span of life because I've been
living too hard,” he lamented, “I know I'll die young.” So certain of this
was Kennedy that he asked William Randolph Hearst for advice on es-
tablishing a trust fund for his children. The publisher warned him to
prevent his sons and daughters from achieving financial independence
because they would then be free to leave him. “Well, if that’s the only
way to hold them,” Kennedy replied, “I've been a lousy father.”

He seemed to divide his world between his family and a vanguard of
trusted friends and associates, on one side, and the group of men with
whom he fenced and allied in Boston, Wall Street, and Hollywood on the
other. Schooled in the trickery of ward politics, Kennedy was careful to
keep other businessmen from positions in which they could best him; his
wife felt there were few people he genuinely liked. His independence en-
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abled Kennedy to enter most of the major fortune-building enterprises of
the New Era, from the stock market to motion pictures, Florida land, and
radio. He could forge partnerships with men as different as Galen Stone
and Marcus Loew and still denounce Yankees, Jews, Italians, and other
competitors—real and imagined. Kennedy relished the effectiveness of
his toughminded image in scaring away rivals. “I used to eat guys like you
for breakfast,” he boasted to a friend.

Yet beneath this bravado was a profoundly pessimistic and insecure
man. Something lodged deep in Joseph Kennedy’'s psyche prevented him
from ever achieving absolute confidence that his world would not come
crashing down. It was this apprehension that moved him to pull almost
entirely out of the stock market by October 1929. He was puzzled that
speculators as capable as he actually believed that the market would rise
endlessly. Big businessmen were the most overrated men in the country,
Kennedy told his sons. “Here I am, a boy from East Boston, and I took
‘em.” With millions of dollars available after the crash, Kennedy further
increased his fortune, but he was deeply shaken by the collapse of the cul-
ture in which he had established himself. It was a time, Kennedy wrote
later, “when seemingly all values were disappearing and ruin threat-
ened.” Kennedy said he would have been willing “to part with half of
what I had if I could be sure of keeping, under law and order, the other
half. Then it seemed that I should be able to hold nothing for the protec-
tion of my family.”

In ten years Joseph Kennedy had amassed a fortune and a broad ac-
quaintanceship in business, politics, entertainment, journalism—men
like Hearst, Burton Wheeler, Bernard Baruch, Herbert Bayard Swope of
the New York World, Owen D. Young of General Electric. He seemed to
one magazine writer “at once the hero of a Frank Merriwell cap-
tain-of-the-nine adventure, a Horatio Alger success story, an
E. Phillips Oppenheim tale of intrigue, and a John Dos Passos disillusion-
ing report on the search for the big money.” The era that enshrined
Henry Ford put the story of Joseph Kennedy into a host of popular jour-
nals. But Black Tuesday turned the public reverence for the Wall Street
speculator into public antipathy.

Through a keen sense of timing, Kennedy had remained abreast of
such trends as war production, the advent of the bull market, the rise of
Hollywood. Now he sensed that as the money changers fled the temple,
the era of Wall Street would give way to a new epoch in which Washing-
ton would predominate. One day in 1930 Joseph Kennedy telephoned a
friend; in a jocular mood, he bade him to write down the name of the next
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president. “You're not hearing much about him now, but you will in 1932.
It's Franklin D. Roosevelt. And don’t forget who told you.”

Citizens in a Business Civilization

In light of the differences in background, temperament, and ambition,
Roosevelt and Kennedy followed remarkably similar courses through the
New Era. Both engaged in speculation, served on company boards, be-
came involved in the trade association movement. In their visions of busi-
ness, they were business statesman and rugged individualist, but neither
man could be wholly confined by these categories.

Franklin Roosevelt was agile enough and sufficiently sensitive to the
public mood to move smoothly into the business world after denouncing
“Wall Street gamblers” in the campaign of 1920. He gingerly crossed the
demarcation lines the old reformers had tried to maintain between the
arenas of commerce and politics. For Roosevelt, speculation was, finally,
a hobby; he was happy to make money, just as he enjoyed winning at
poker or finding a rare stamp for his collection, but was seldom dismayed
when he did not.

He harbored few illusions about finding disinterested motives among
speculators and promoters, but he was perceptibly disappointed by the
failure of the American Construction Council. Roosevelt was raised and
educated in the belief that businessmen would lay aside private consider-
ations for the benefit of the community. This confidence was fortified dur-
ing the war years, when the majority of ship and armament makers ac-
ceded to government requests for lowered bids and quickened
production. Against the issues of world war, problems like reviving con-
fidence in the construction industry and combating seasonality seemed
immediate and easily dramatized. The decade that found Roosevelt in
close agreement with Herbert Hoover's view of a business culture operat-
ing on principles of public-mindedness left him with a bleak vision of the
business community. This shattered faith would be revealed not enly in
the antibusiness flavor of the Second New Deal but in the president’s
delight in finding disinterested businessmen like Henry Kaiser and
Donald Nelson during his war administration. At the end of the
nineteen-twenties, Roousevelt concluded that “while a nation goes specu-
lation crazy and everybody is employed, the average citizen simply de-
clines to think of fundamental principles.”

For Joseph Kennedy, business was less an arena of public service—
although he disdained to say so—than a means of earning security and
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stature for his family in a contest based on contending interests and per-
sonal alliances. Kennedy wanted to get into the stock market before a law
was passed against it; this was the essence of unbridled competition
within the limits of the law. “He created new rules as he went along,” his
daughter Eunice wrote, “his own rules, based on an innate wisdom—
because in those days there were little or no regulations.” Speculation for
Kennedy was hardly the hobby it was for Roosevelt; he would never have
accepted losses so complacently or invested in a stock whose name he did
not know. One test of his mettle was Kennedy's willingness to place short
orders in the months after the crash, knowing that they might damage the
national economy by driving down values and further shaking public con-
fidence in the market system.

The two men demonstrated the tension between the two visions of
business leadership in the twenties. Roosevelt believed in business
statesmanship, although he did not always practice it; by the end of the
decade he came to feel that the idea was something of a contradiction in
terms. Kennedy practiced rugged individualism but was reluctant to rep-
resent that picture of the business world.

They had pursued challenging careers, moving from local business
and local politics through the crucible of war production and the frenzy of
the business epoch. But these years were only a prelude to power; rela-
tively little was at stake beyond individual careers. The years that fol-
lowed were the most illuminating test of vision, projecting Joseph Ken-
nedy and Franklin Roosevelt first onto a national and finally a world
stage.



Four

SPRINGTIME OF AN
ALLIANCE

N THE SPRING of 1930 Franklin Roosevelt's circle accepted the dual
task of winning for the governor a reelection landslide that fall and
election to the presidency two years hence. If events conformed to
Louis Howe's strategy, one goal would lead to the other. With one

eye on Albany and another on Washington, James A. Farley, Frank
Walker, Henry Morgenthau, and others in the Roosevelt orbit quietly
recruited supporters. Morgenthau invited Joseph Kennedy to lunch with
Franklin Roosevelt at the executive mansion.

“Joe had never been directly concerned with politics and was not par-
ticularly interested in the political processes except as, from time to time,
they directly affected his own interests,” Rose Kennedy remembered,
“But with the same analytical intelligence that had enabled him to see
through the pronouncements of ‘a new era of prosperity,” he now saw that
the country was heading toward a potential explosion.” To stem the
chaos, Kennedy sought “a leader who would lead.” He consulted figures
in business, politics, and journalism ranging from Bernard Baruch to John
F. Fitzgerald to William Randolph Hearst. Then came the call from
Morgenthau.

The long afternoon of conversation between the wartime counterparts
moved from politics to shipbuilding to the economic crisis. Roosevelt
favored Kennedy by listening carefully to his views. Underlying the hours
of mutual reappraisal was the prospect of political partnership. Kennedy
offered the governor a valuable conduit to Wall Street, financial support,
and counsel on practical economics and the folkways of the urban ma-
chines. Roosevelt offered Kennedy an entree into national politics and a
style of leadership that would quell his fears of social upheaval. “T was re-
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ally worried,” Kennedy later confessed, “I knew that big, drastic changes
had to be made in our economic system and I felt that Roosevelt was the
one who could make those changes. I wanted him in the White House for
my own security and the security of our kids—and I was ready to do any-
thing to help elect him.” By the end of the afternoon a political alliance
had been forged.

Joseph Kennedy told his wife that evening that Franklin Roosevelt
was the man who could save the country.

Nomination at Chicago

New Yorkers returned Franklin Roosevelt to Albany that November
in the first Roosevelt landslide. The Democratic party, Will Rogers de-
clared, had just nominated its candidate for president. Jim Farley con-
fided to reporters that he could not see how the governor could escape
being the nominee in 1932. Roosevelt later laughed, “Whatever you said,
Jim, is all right with me.”

Early in 1931 Louis Howe established a campaign headquarters on
Madison Avenue and began assembling card files on potential convention
delegates and rivals. “For himself first, last and all the time,” cautioned a
typical entry, “Ambitious—Promises everybody everything—Double-
crosser.” (The victim of this appraisal was Jesse Jones of Texas.) On rare
occasions, Louis emerged from the back room to stir up the faithful. Their
names and faces meant nothing, he admonished the workers. All they had
to worry about, night and day, day and night, was this man Roosevelt—
and get him to the White House, no matter what. Farley toured the coun-
try, rosters of Democratic luminaries in hand. Frank Walker, treasurer of
the campaign, canvassed wealthy Democrats with the aid of a vaudeville
performer, Eddie Dowling.

One day, Walker and Dowling called on Joseph Kennedy at his office
up the avenue from Roosevelt headquarters. After offering his tithe, Ken-
nedy asked how the campaign was coming along. Walker invited him to
come and see for himself. But after leaving Kennedy's office, he began to
have second thoughts. Louis Howe, ever vigilant over his precious rela-
tionship with the Boss, had alienated more important men than Kennedy.
And Louis nurtured an especial dislike for Wall Street speculators. “As a
special favor,” Walker asked Howe to please be nice to Mr. Kennedy
when he came in. “Oh, sure, sure, Walker. You needn’t worry about me.
Bring him right in,” Louis reassured him. On the appointed day, Walker
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once again asked Howe to please make sure to be polite. “Don’t worry,
don’t worry, I'll put on my best company manners for him.”

Walker ushered a beaming Kennedy in for his introduction to the top
man in the campaign. When the door opened, Howe was slumped over
his desktop, feigning sleep. Walker cleared his throat. There was no
response. As Walker hastened to keep the conversation alive, Louis
merely arched an eyebrow at Kennedy before joining the dialogue in a
desultory fashion. Kennedy left headquarters fuming, but he did not
allow Howe's impudence to extinguish his zeal for the campaign.

Borrowing an airplane and pilot from William Danforth, a fellow Bos-
ton speculator, Kennedy traversed New England in quest of funds for
Roosevelt. Many donors, among them Republicans with few illusions
about Herbert Hoover's reelection chances, demanded anonymity, ena-
bling Kennedy to increase his own beneficence by forwarding the money
with his own personal check. In April 1932 Kennedy supplied much of the
war chest for Roosevelt’s campaign in the Massachusetts primary. Most
of the Irish vowed they would die with Smith, but James Michael Curley,
old foe of Patrick Kennedy and now mayor of Boston, jumped ship for
Roosevelt. Neither Curley nor Kennedy could sway the Irish, however,
and the Happy Warrior swept the Bay State.

Another prospect for Kennedy’s persuasion was a crucial constituency
of one, William Randolph Hearst. Years earlier, the combustible pub-
lisher had come east in hopes of making a place for himself in New York
politics. The Hearst campaigns were royally financed and publicized, but
the press lord finally withdrew in defeat to manage his empire from the
castle at San Simeon. Tangles in Empire State politics had instilled in
Franklin Roosevelt a distaste for Hearst and his artless methods, but the
presidential candidate could not ignore the publisher’s influence. Hearst
dailies reached sixteen million Americans, Hearst magazines over thirty
million.

Passionately opposed to internationalism, Hearst dispatched lieu-
tenants to interview each of the 1932 presidential candidates on his atti-
tude toward the League of Nations. After examining the results, he an-
nounced his selection. Franklin Roosevelt, Al Smith, Owen D. Young,
Albert Ritchie of Maryland, and Newton D. Baker of Ohio were “all good
men in their way"—but they were all internationalists. Hearst anointed
the Speaker of the House, John Nance Garner. A glowing biography of
the Texan was cabled to Hearst outlets and the publisher donated heavily
to the Garner cause.

Yet Roosevelt knew that Hearst's support—or at least his neutral-
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ity—might be important at a critical juncture. He trimmed his position on
the League and sent Joseph Kennedy to California to press his case. Ken-
nedy had grown friendly with Hearst during the Hollywood years and
often attended the lavish evenings at San Simeon. In May 1932 he re-
turned from a pilgrimage to Hearst to share a picnic lunch with Roosevelt
under the wisteria and oaks in bloom at Warm Springs. Despite Hearst's
preference for Garner or Ritchie, Kennedy reported, the publisher was
not unfriendly toward Roosevelt. At a meeting with the governor at the
executive mansion the following month, Kennedy promised that he
would keep in touch with “W.R.” on a day-and-night basis.

Chicago in the final week of June was steamy and somnolent. Wheez-
ing, Louis Howe lay half-naked on a dampened mattress at the Congress
Hotel, firing off commands by telephone. Jim Farley, in another room on
the seventeenth floor, beckoned delegates to a long-distance hookup from
Albany, over which the candidate greeted them by name. Joseph Ken-
nedy shuttled between the downtown hotels, delivering confidential mes-
sages and short speeches on Roosevelt’s behalf.

According to Farley’s count, Franklin Roosevelt controlled a majority
of the delegates but lacked the two-thirds required by convention rules.
At the first assembly of the Roosevelt forces, Huey Long sprang to his
feet, demanding that the candidate lead an assault on the two-thirds
requirement. Farley was worried the tactic might backfire; he tried to
calm the delegates. But by then the supporters were in mutinous spirit
and the session adjourned in turmoil. Joseph Kennedy rushed away to
telephone the governor, warning that challenging the two-thirds rule
might cost them the nomination. He took his case to a meeting of key
Roosevelt supporters; a feverish debate ended in deadlock; the principals
called the governor to present both sides of the issue. When the delegates
streamed into the Chicago Stadium on Monday, June 27, they received
an announcement from Roosevelt headquarters: although the governor
believed in majority rule, he would not press the issue at this convention.

Now the problem of making up the rest of the two-thirds remained.
Howe and Farley decided that the best chance lay in dislodging the
Garner forces from the opposition. Telephone calls descended on San
Simeon—from Farley, Curley, Kennedy, and many others, urging Wil-
liam Randolph Hearst to pressure Garner to release his delegates. But
Hearst insisted that he would remain with the Speaker for at least seven
ballots. The Roosevelt men groped for a deal, any deal, that would put the
governor over the top. After four days of convention ritual and a sweat-
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soaked night of oratory, they still lacked the necessary votes. Jim Farley
called Albany to ask Roosevelt whether they should not purchase time by
delaying the balloting. The candidate told him not to interfere.

It was Friday morning, the first of July. Dawn was breaking. The call
of the states began. From Roosevelt headquarters, more frantic telephone
calls went to Hearst, but the publisher had retired for the night. Some-
how, Joseph Kennedy's call succeeded in getting through, and Hearst was
summoned to talk to his friend. The fat was going to be in the fire, Ken-
nedy warned, unless Hearst pressed Garner to release his bloc immedi-
ately. If the publisher refused, the convention would probably break the
stalemate by choosing Newton Baker, the dark horse who was Wilson's
secretary of war, a convinced internationalist, and therefore anathema to
Hearst. Was there any chance for Albert Ritchie? the publisher inquired.
“No, I don't think so,” Kennedy replied. “I think if Roosevelt cracks on
the next ballot, it'll be Baker.”

Hearst waited through three ballots. The convention recessed without
decision at nine o'clock on Friday morning. The publisher dictated a mes-
sage for his Washington representative to carry to Garner: “Mr. Hearst is
fearful that when Roosevelt’s strength crumbles it will bring about either
the election of Smith or Baker.” Nothing could save the country now but
for Garner to throw his delegates behind Roosevelt. After reading the
message, the pink-faced Texan said, “Say to Mr. Hearst that I fully agree
with him.” Later in the day Garner delegates from Texas and California
caucused amid rumors that their man had been offered the vice-
presidency. The fourth ballot began that evening. When California an-
nounced its tally, a great cry went up, and the rockslide began. Franklin
Roosevelt arranged to fly to Chicago.

Years afterward Joseph Kennedy insisted that it was he who “brought
Hearst around for Roosevelt” and lamented that “you can’t find any men-
tion of it in the history books.” As proof he offered that when Hearst made
his contribution to the Roosevelt campaign, he presented the check to
Kennedy. “I'm the one who got the Hearst check and gave it directly to
Roosevelt—and in politics that meant that I was the one who had deliv-
ered Hearst at the convention.” Kennedy’s persistent courtship and his
early-hour telephone call were a persuasive influence on the publisher,
but there was a network of forces at work. Hearst men at Chicago were
telephoning their chief just as excitedly as the Roosevelt lieutenants, cau-
tioning against the possibility of Smith or Baker. And only when con-
vinced by events that continued allegiance to Garner would nominate one
of these pariahs did Hearst send his message to the Speaker. The nomina-
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tion of Roosevelt depended too on other incidents besides Hearst’s con-
sent. Garner and his backers had to be persuaded to switch to the gover-
nor, and the Roosevelt forces had to remain firm on the fourth ballot.
Joseph Kennedy was nevertheless an important flywheel in this ma-
chinery. As the man in the Roosevelt entourage closest to the mercurial
publisher, he earned a share of the credit.

On Saturday morning Kennedy awaited the candidate’s arrival over
breakfast with Herbert Swope. Raymond Moley came into the hotel
suite. The poker-faced Ohioan, Columbia professor and chief of the group
of academic advisers that was soon known as Roosevelt’s “brain trust,”
had lahored over a draft of the acceptance speech, but Louis Howe was
threatening to replace it with a version of his own. Anxious to gain sup-
port for his draft, Moley read the speech aloud to the two men. Kennedy
praised the address as “very bullish.”

Late in the afternoon Franklin Roosevelt's airplane landed at Chicago.
After a tumultuous ride into the city, as Joseph Kennedy took his seat at
the Chicago Stadium, the Democratic nominee stepped before the con-
vention to proclaim “a New Deal for the American people.”

The Man of Mystery

Several days after Chicago, Franklin Roosevelt and three of his sons
boarded a yawl for a week of fishing up the New England coast. Following
behind was a chartered yacht bearing campaign contributors and advisers
who would meet with the governor each night in port. Joseph Kennedy
planned to remain on shore during the daytime and join the convoy only
for the evening strategy sessions.

On a sparkling summer morning the crew prepared to lift anchor off
Long Island. A seaplane came into view and landed on the water. Ken-
nedy climbed out and disappeared into the cabin of the Roosevelt yawl for
a private word with the governor before departure. Grinning, the can-
didate took the helm, posing for photographers as the boat was towed
away from the dock. Kennedy boarded his plane, took off and hovered
overhead. There was a burst of wind. Jib, mainsail and jigger set full, the
yawl picked up speed and moved safely through the mouth of the harbor.
Kennedy’s plane dipped its wings, wheeled around and headed for New
York City.

He had an appointment on Park Avenue with the publisher of the
Scripps-Howard newspapers. As a prominent man in journalism and a
close friend of Newton Baker, Roy Howard assumed that Kennedy’s mis-
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sion was to do “a little selling work™ for Roosevelt. But he found Ken-
nedy’s discourse so curious that he reconstructed the conversation for
Baker in a letter. “I had, in my previous talks with him, voiced my lack of
confidence in Roosevelt,” Howard wrote. “He himself is quite frank in his
very low estimate of Roosevelt’s ability, as evidenced by his statement to
me yesterday that he intends to keep constant contact with Roosevelt dur-
ing the cruise on which the latter embarked yesterday. Kennedy expects
to fly to whatever port Roosevelt is in for the night, to be present at the
evening conferences because he knew that if he were not present, the
other men—notably Louis Howe and Jim Farley—would “unmake” Roo-
sevelt’'s mind on some of the points which Kennedy had made it up for
Roosevelt.”

Howard found Kennedy so “very frank in his expressions of under-
standing of Roosevelt’s immaturity, vacillation, and general weak-kneed
character” that he asked why Kennedy had been so desperately inter-
ested in nominating Roosevelt instead of a man like Newton Baker. “His
only excuse was that he did not know you or have any idea as to what, if
any, opposition you would have to the existing set-up in Wall Street, to
which he claims to have developed a deep-seated enmity.”

The publisher figured that the real explanation was that Kennedy had
succeeded in ingratiating himself with Roosevelt and therefore believed
he would “be able to go a long way toward molding Roosevelt’s thought
processes and policies along lines agreeable to him.” Howard asked Ken-
nedy if he were not worried that “keeping his protege in line” would wear
him out by the end of Roosevelt’s term. Kennedy shook his head and
shrugged. “1 think he fully understands the nature of the job he has taken
on for himself,” Howard concluded, “but having made a great deal of
money and being a very energetic Irishman of about forty years, he is, 1
believe, enjoying his Warwick role.”

Kennedy was wont to tailor his conversation to persuade listeners but
his vivid portrayal for Howard of a pliable Roosevelt bore the ring of con-
viction; it echoed Kennedy's perception of the “smiling four-flusher” at
the Navy Department fifteen years earlier. He was scarcely the first to be
beguiled by Roosevelt’s air of agreeable inconsequence. But it was strik-
ing that Kennedy, who so burnished his image as tough guy, could be so
easily lured into expecting that he would be the power behind Franklin
Roosevelt’s throne. There was something about Roosevelt, the quality
that moved men to lower their guard and overestimate their importance
to him, that would confound Joseph Kennedy again and again.

True to his word, Kennedy joined the Roosevelt party every evening
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as the boats reached port. John Roosevelt, the governor’s youngest son,
remembered the small swath Kennedy cut with his twilight seaplane
landings. When the boats reached Cuttyhunk, Kennedy departed to join
his family at Hyannis Port—but not without installing Eddie Moore in his
place, no doubt to pick up small bits of conversation and keep his boss
apprised. Moore, once secretary to Honey Fitz and two other mutually
hostile Boston mayors, employed his considerable Gaelic charm to make
friends for Kennedy in his absence. “It was like a litany,” Eddie Dowling
remembered. “He never stopped telling me, and anybody that would lis-
ten, about the greatness of Joseph P. Kennedy.” Several times on the
cruise, Moore declared, to the laughter of the others, “If we live long
enough and he is spared, the first Irish Catholic in the White House will
be one of this man’s sons.”

In August Roosevelt invited Kennedy to join the executive committee
of the campaign, but Kennedy shrewdly demurred: there should be no
dissenting voices in Louis Howe’s office. By the end of the campaign, ac-
cording to his own accounting, Kennedy contributed twenty-five thou-
sand dollars of his own money, lent fifty thousand more to the Democratic
National Committee and funneled more than a hundred thousand dollars
of anonymous donations into the Roosevelt coffers. During a visit to
Hyannis Port, Herbert Swope warned Kennedy that the Roosevelt cam-
paign would fail in New England without the aid of Al Smith, who had
departed bitterly from the convention at Chicago. A long-time supporter
of the Happy Warrior, Swope wanted to work on persuading Smith to en-
dorse Roosevelt. With the wiliness of a professional, Kennedy cautioned
him to wait for Roosevelt to ask; a favor requested and granted would
strengthen Swope’s standing with the new administration.

The candidate was scheduled to speak on securities reform on August
20 at Columbus, Ohio; he asked Kennedy for his ideas. Later Kennedy
claimed he was one of the first men in the United States to discuss the
need for securities regulation with Franklin Roosevelt. The speech
(drafted mainly by Adolf Berle) blended whimsy and sternness. The pre-
vious decade, Roosevelt declared, had been a “heyday of promoters,
sloganeers, mushroom millionaries, opportunists, adventurers of all
kinds.” The American people had been cast as Alices in Wonderland.
“The poorhouse was to vanish like the Cheshire cat. A mad hatter invited
everyone to have some more profits. . . . A cynical Father William in the
lower district of Manhattan balanced the sinuous evil of a poolridden stock
market on the end of his nose.” Proposing legislation for truth in securi-
ties and regulation of exchanges and holding companies, Roosevelt out-
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lined the task that, two years later, would give Joseph Kennedy his first
opportunity for national service.

In September 1932 the Roosevelt campaign embarked on a whistle-
stop journey to the Pacific Coast. Invited to accompany the caravan, Ken-
nedy joined Raymond Moley in the Pullman car preceding Roosevelt’s.
“In the friendly intimacy of the campaign train, the man from Boston be-
came one of the inner circle,” Moley recalled. “I permitted him to read
the speeches before their delivery and welcomed his shrewd suggestions.
His political inheritance from his father and his understanding of very
practical economic affairs was valuable.” Some of the newspapermen im-
pishly tagged Kennedy “the Little Bernard Baruch.”

As the train forged westward, Franklin Roosevelt was increasingly
confined by what Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., described as a triangle of ad-
vice. One side, whose proponents included Albert Ritchie and Carter
Glass of Virginia, advocated retrenchment, laissez-faire economics, and
sound money. Another side, embracing men as disparate as Felix Frank-
furter and Bernard Baruch, advanced the old Progressive creed of low tar-
iffs, trust-busting, and inflation. The third side of the triangle, including
Rexford G. Tugwell and Adolf Berle, envisioned large-scale economic
planning and big government to countervail the power of big business.

Like the candidate himself, Kennedy had no ideological axe tc grind.
He was disturbed by the chaos of laissez-faire competition but was equally
hesitant to support deficit spending. He approved moderate inflation,
but not the extreme kind favored by some of the western Progressives and
the radio priest and Roosevelt supporter, Father Charles Coughlin of
Michigan. He thought economic planning might be the answer to the na-
tional dilemma, but doubted that it would ever go over in the utopian
style of Berle and Tugwell. Roosevelt and Kennedy shared an aversion to
dogma and a taste for the novel, but Kennedy’s principal influence on the
candidate’s platform was indirect, exerted mainly through the collabo-
ration with Moley on speeches. He had a hand in the Pittsburgh address
in which Roosevelt committed himself to a balanced budget; he inserted
some New York slang into a farm speech for Topeka. (Moley removed
this, explaining that it would be incomprehensible to Kansans.) When
the Roosevelt Special arrived in the Northwest, Key Pittman of Nevada,
Thomas Walsh of Montana, and other senators beseeched the governor to
approve silver as the legal basis for American currency. Kennedy was for
sidestepping the issue, arguing that voters won over by a bimetalist posi-
tion in the western silver states would be more than offset by losses in the
Northeast. After an all-night argument at Butte, Roosevelt blandly an-
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nounced that, if elected, he would convene a presidential conference on
silver.

The governor appreciated Kennedy’s mordant sense of humor and his
frank counsel. After the train pulled into a station, Kennedy would leave
the campaign party to buttonhole local officials and flatter them with
requests for their thinking on national affairs. He also carried out con-
fidential missions for Roosevelt. When the train arrived in Chicago dur-
ing the World Series, “Joe somehow managed to corral tickets for every-
body on the train, that is, everybody except Roosevelt,” recalled Harold
Brayman, who covered the campaign. “I have often wondered what Roo-
sevelt did during that two-and-a-half hour period that he didn’t want the
newspapermen to know about.”

In San Francisco Kennedy arranged a secret meeting between the
candidate and A. P. Giannini, president of the Bank of America. Af-
terwards, Giannini wired his New York representative to “phone Joe
Kennedy my congratulations on splendid way he and Farley are running
campaign.” In Los Angeles Kennedy’s Hollywood cronies staged a vast
electrical pageant; a hundred thousand Californians awaited the arrival of
Roosevelt. Kennedy spied an old Hollywood friend, Jack Warner, and
asked if he was counting the house. “No,” replied the film magnate, “I
was just wondering who's in the theaters tonight.”

Kennedy befriended the candidate’s flaxen-haired daughter, Anna
Roosevelt Dall, and his eldest son James, on whose arm Roosevelt made
his way to the train’s rear platform at campaign stops. James remembered
the speculator from Boston as “a rather fabulous figure to a very young
fellow on his father’s first campaign train.” Kennedy also found chums
among the newspapermen who followed Roosevelt. “He liked being with
the press more than he liked being with the politicians,” thought Ernest
Lindley, the Albany correspondent who two years earlier had written
Roosevelt’s first biography. “He liked the repartee.”

Competing with the candidate for publicity, however, would do little
to aid his cause. Kennedy was a model of self-effacement. To a Boston re-
porter sent to interview the home-town boy, Kennedy declared, “There
is nothing I want. There is no public office that would interest me. Gover-
nor Roosevelt asked me to go with him on this trip and I agreed to accom-
pany him.” He went on, “I have heard it said that Roosevelt is indecisive.
I certainly have never seen anything indecisive about him. Roosevelt is a
glutton for work, but he is one of the easiest men in the world to advise
with. He keeps his mind open so well that it is a pleasure to work with
him. I do not think he is the greatest man in the world, but I do know he



78 KENNEDY AND ROOSEVELT

would accomplish things.” Kennedy maintained his low profile when Al
Smith finally appeared with Roosevelt in Boston at the end of the cam-
paign; a Boston journalist observed that Kennedy “lived up to his reputa-
tion as a man of mystery.”

On election night, Kennedy permitted himself a moment in the spot-
light; he took over two floors of the Waldorf-Astoria to await the returns
with friends and family in New York. When news of Franklin Roosevelt’s
election arrived, the guests clustered around Joseph Kennedy and an
orchestra issued the strains of “Happy Days are Here Again.”

The Ways of Providence

Kennedy had aided Roosevelt with large sums of money (Rex Tugwell
thought Kennedy “bought” his way into the entourage), access to promi-
nent friends like Hearst and Giannini, yeoman work at the convention
and on the campaign express. Most important for this man who viewed
politics through the prism of personal relationships, Kennedy believed he
had won Roosevelt’s friendship. When Raymond Moley received his
Washington assignment in mid-November, Kennedy wired his campaign
roommate that the president-elect was fortunate to have him—"“not only
for your standards but your clear thinking and ability to get things done.
Good luck to you, boy, and may this be just the beginning of a further
great career.” Settling at Palm Beach for the Christmas holidays, Ken-
nedy confided to intimates that he expected to be tapped for secretary of
the treasury.

But Roosevelt’s telephone call never came. The president-elect was
crafting his government in a fashion that, for Roosevelt, was uncharacteris-
tically systematic, writing out lists of candidates for cabinet and agency
jobs to be circulated to Howe, Moley, and the other chief counselors.
Joseph Kennedy’s name indeed appeared on the treasury list—but not for
secretary. Instead Roosevelt had Kennedy in mind, along with two oth-
ers, for the ceremonial position of treasurer of the United States. Ap-
pointing Kennedy to this office would accord him his reward without
providing him the authority to shape policy. Roosevelt was a master at
depriving ambitious allies of the honors they expected while also depriv-
ing them of the cause to complain of ingratitude by offering positions he
knew they would decline. The new chief executive infuriated James Mi-
chael Curley with an offer of the American embassy in Warsaw when he
knew that Rome was his heart’s desire.

As it turned out, Kennedy was not even offered the chance for his sig-
nature to appear on American currency. Louis Howe’s suspicions, inten-



SPRINGTIME OF AN ALLIANCE 79

sified by reports of Kennedy’s amity with Roosevelt aboard the autumn
train, had hardened into implacable opposition. Kennedy might have
taken some comfort from the fact that even Jim Farley suffered from the
jealousies of Howe, who tried to engineer Farley's exile to a job at the
port of New York before Farley uncovered the plot and foiled it. Sharing
his frustrations with Curley and Farley, however, did not mitigate Ken-
nedy’s disappointment. In February Moley left the Roosevelt party at
Jacksonville to spend a few days with Kennedy at Palm Beach. “There I
heard plenty of Kennedy’s excoriation of Roosevelt, of his criticisms of the
President-elect who, according to Kennedy, had no program—and what
ideas he had were unworthy of note,” Moley recalled. “There must have
been hundreds of dollars in telephone calls to provide an exchange of
abuse of Roosevelt between Kennedy and W. R. Hearst. The latter by
this time was wondering why he had ever supported Roosevelt in the final
hours before the nomination.”

By inauguration day Joseph Kennedy received exactly one reward. An
elderly uncle of his wife, James Fitzgerald, was appointed to the federal
alcohol tax office in Boston, a small favor requiring the old man to deceive
the civil service about his age.

Puzzled, hurt, angry, Kennedy told Burton Wheeler he was consider-
ing a suit against the Democratic National Committee for repayment of
his campaign loan. Yet he continued to seek a path into Washington
through others close to the president such as Bernard Baruch, Herbert
Swope, the investment banker Forbes Morgan, and Raymond Moley.
During the Hundred Days, Kennedy invited the man who was singled
out as one of the president’s chief advisers to lunch in Manhattan. He
reminded Moley that his new status in Washington required a standard of
living that a government salary could not support; would he allow Ken-
nedy to solicit friends to provide a fund enabling Moley to live as he
should? Moley gently demurred by saying he had no elaborate tastes but
if he ever needed a loan he would come to Kennedy. But Kennedy per-
sisted, observing that there was no moral stigma attached to supplement-
ing the income of a public man. John W. Davis had employed such a fund
while serving as ambassador to Great Britain. Moley refused again; he
later wished he had been astute enough to realize that if he finally suc-
ceeded in getting Kennedy into the administration, the revelation of such
an arrangement would elicit damaging comment in the press, but this did
not cross his mind over lunch. He pondered keeping his distance from
Kennedy, but finally decided that friends were too valuable to abandon
merely because he disagreed with their standard of morality.

Kennedy also pursued a formal correspondence with Franklin Roose-
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velt through the spring of 1933. While fulminating in private against the
president, he sent a florid telegram of congratulations after the inaugural.
He had been to a convent, Kennedy wired, and found that “the nuns
were praying for you.” The Mother Superior had declared that “since
your Inaugural, peace seemed to come on the earth; in fact, it seemed like
another resurrection. Mortal man can pay you no higher compliment.”

Roosevelt replied with thanks for Kennedy's “awfully nice telegram.”
He reported airily that “we are all keeping our fingers crossed and hoping
to get in some real work while the temper of the country and the
Congress is so pleasant. Do be sure to let us know when you are going
through Washington and stop off and see us.”

To another flattering letter, Kennedy received another standoffish
response. T have been meaning for some time to write you and tell you of
my real appreciation of all that you did during the campaign,” the presi-
dent wrote, adding that he “need not tell you how helpful you were”—
especially “the joy you added when things were most difficult.” He in-
vited Kennedy for a cruise one weekend on the presidential yacht.

This time, Kennedy replied with a hint of sarcasm. “It is pleasant to
any of us to know that we are remembered in high places.” He would
always remember the campaign period as “one of the most satisfactory in
my life.” Kennedy appreciated the sailing invitation but reminded Roose-
velt that he was rarely in Washington. “If I am, however, I shall certainly
join you. Thanks anyway.”

Swope informed Kennedy of a meeting in which Moley, Forbes
Morgan, and Frank Walker “all began talking of you and what a damn
shame it was that nothing had been done.” Swope was particularly sympa-
thetic to Kennedy since his own hopes of appointment as ambassador to
Berlin had been dashed. “My view was that the lot of them had been run-
ning after you while they needed you, but I had not discerned much run-
ning after the need had passed. All agreed and thought it was a damned
outrage. They are going to send for you and have the Great White Father
hold your hand.” The newspaperman relayed reports that there was some
mention of Kennedy’s installation as undersecretary of war. “I am told
that Howe is actually quite friendly, except he wants to keep you away
from finance. That’s his method, I suppose, of separating the Administra-
tion from Wall Street.” Swope concluded, “Well anyway you have them
in a stew. They really are concerned, even though nothing happens.
Probably the thing to do is to wait and then plump hard for a specific
request in your own behalf. . . .7

In May the Great White Father summoned Kennedy for his session of
hand-holding. “Hello, Joe, where have you been all these months?” Roo-
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sevelt asked with arm outstretched, “I thought you'd gotten lost.” Over-
whelmed by his first visit to the Oval Room, Kennedy was uncommonly
subdued. There was an instinctive and almost childlike respect for institu-
tions underneath the layers of plain-spoken man and Wall Street opera-
tor; Kennedy once admitted that he tried to reduce men who intimidated
him by imagining them in suits of red underclothing. As he exchanged
amenities with the president this spring day, his mind kept returning to
the freewheeling atmosphere of the campaign, when he had filled his talk
with epithets. On one occasion he had told the candidate that his speech
was “the stupidest thing I ever heard.” Now Kennedy was closemouthed:
“It had been permissable then. But in the presence of the power and maj-
esty of the Presidency, it seemed unforgivable.” He finally discussed with
Roosevelt what was on his mind, but the president suggested no suitable
place in the administration. “I told him that I did not desire a position
with the Government unless it really meant some prestige to my family,”
Kennedy wrote his eldest son.

There were rumors that Kennedy would be the New York director of
the National Recovery Administration or minister to Ireland. That sum-
mer Roosevelt casually suggested his appointment to a commission draft-
ing reciprocal trade agreements with South American nations. Raymond
Moley tried to arrange Kennedy’s nomination to the American delegation
to the London Economic Conference, but its chairman, James P. War-
burg, complained of being saddled with “political hacks” for whom he
would have to apologize to the Europeans. Moley reassured Warburg that
Kennedy was “a decent fellow” whom the president owed a political debt,
and proposed his appointment instead to an auxiliary group that would go
to London to advise the delegation. Warburg would have none of it; from
another source he had discovered that Kennedy was “a completely irre-
sponsible speculator who has been spreading malicious stories about the
President.” The delegation should be renamed “Patronesses of the Dem-
ocratic Campaign,” Warburg told Moley, adding a threat to resign. Ken-
nedy was not appointed.

The June night before Moley departed for the London conference,
Kennedy came to his New York hotel room. “He said, in the spirit of a
bird of ill omen, that he had come to warn me,” Moley remembered, “He
said that he had reason to believe that Roosevelt was growing ‘jealous’
because of the prominence I had ‘enjoyed’ as an adviser and assistant of
the President. Also that I had better ‘watch out for him.” ” Moley never
quite understood either Kennedy’s meaning or his intentions and at-
tributed the visit to some kind of political infighting,

Hopes for a government post receding, Joseph Kennedy returned to
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Wall Street. He joined other speculators, including Elisha Walker and
Henry Mason Day, in a pool trading shares of Libbey-Owens-Ford. Re-
peal was imminent and baseless rumors arose that the glass manufacturer
was preparing to produce liquor bottles. In the method of the New Era,
the pool operators traded shares back and forth; outsiders bought in and
the speculators sold short at a handsome profit. Kennedy’s part in the
operation was discreet, but the Libbey-Owens-Ford pool was precisely
the kind of manipulation that the Democratic nominee had proposed to
outlaw a year earlier. Within a year, Joseph Kennedy would declare that
“a revival of the national conscience” had made practices that were con-
doned before 1g2g unthinkable.

Late in the summer of 1933 Kennedy invited the president’s eldest
son and his wife to spend a few days at Hyannis Port. James Roosevelt,
after graduation from Harvard, had settled in Boston to establish an insur-
ance and investment firm. He also hoped one day to run for governor of
Massachusetts; the young Roosevelt had managed his father's Bay State
headquarters the previous year. With his intimate knowledge of Boston
finance and politics, Kennedy took an interest in James and Betsey Roose-
velt. The senior man interrupted one of the sun-washed days in Hyannis
Port to telephone a fellow campaigner, Eddie Dowling, requesting a favor
for the president’s son.

Twenty-six of thirty-two Ford Motor Company assembly plants had
been stilled by depression. Henry Ford had launched a broadside against
the Democratic candidate during the final days of the 1932 campaign; now
he lay ill. As Dowling remembered the episode, Kennedy had learned
from Ford’s assistant, Harry Bennett, that the founder was eager to bury
the hatchet. If the president could be importuned to inquire after Mr.
Ford’s health, the old man might be better inclined to reopen the fac-
tories and provide an important signal of national economic recovery.
There might also be an added benefit: James Roosevelt’s agency would
gain a good crack at a contract for the company’s workmen’s compensation
programn. Dowling agreed to the mission. He arranged to call on the pres-
ident, on holiday at Warm Springs.

Dowling greeted the president and his secretary, Missy Le Hand, at
poolside; he mentioned his talk with Kennedy. “Oh, old Joe,” the presi-
dent nodded amiably. “What's Joe up to now?” Dowling delivered the
message. “‘Now let’s take Jimmy and that fellow he’s teamed up with out
of this,” said Roosevelt, in Dowling’s recollection. “Let’s not make this a
conditional thing. It strikes me—and 1 think it does you too, Missy—that
the big thing here is a hundred thousand men going back to work, if this
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man means what he says. It isn’t going to take much effort on our part to
do this thing, is it?” The president reminded them that Edsel Ford had
donated the money to build the pool at Warm Springs; he was “kind of
obligated” to do a kindness for the father. He dictated a warm telegram to
Henry Ford. Whether influenced by the wire or not, Ford started the as-
sembly lines rolling again. James Roosevelt held long afterwards that his
firm received no business from the company.

A month after the visit at Hyannis Port, the Kennedys and the
younger Roosevelts sailed for Great Britain. Joseph Kennedy anticipated
the end of Prohibition as eagerly as he had the rise of motion pictures and
the stock market. He hoped to parlay some of the most coveted franchises
for British liquor into a profitable importing business after Repeal. Ac-
companied by James, Kennedy called on the leading distillery men in
London. No doubt impressed by the presence of the president’s son, they
offered Kennedy his franchises. Later there was talk—denied by James—
that the young Roosevelt had expected a share in the enterprise and had
been refused by Kennedy.

He and his wife stayed with the Kennedys at Palm Beach that Christ-
mas. “When I am going to hear from the White House?” Kennedy asked.
“Don’t worry,” Roosevelt replied. “You haven’t been forgotten.” On his
return to Washington James asked members of the president’s circle what
was being planned for Kennedy. “He’s getting restless.” Kennedy re-
newed the private criticism of the president’s performance that he had
earlier rendered to Moley. “If [ were to send you a short summary of the
whole situation in the country,” he wrote Felix Frankfurter at Oxford, “1
would just say ‘confusion’.”

When William Woodin resigned as secretary of the treasury in Jan-
uary 1934, Kennedy’s hopes revived, but Henry Morgenthau was ap-
pointed. Mrs. Kennedy observed that her husband was more disap-
pointed by this than by the president’s initial rebuff. Still he was encour-
aged by a letter from Raymond Moley: “I had a talk with Jimmy at the
White House a week ago and he intimated to me some of the things that
have been happening recently and I want to assure you that I very
genuinely regret the drift of things. The ways of providence and some

3

other things are inscrutable, however. . . .

“Set a Thief to Catch a Thief”

In the Senate Caucus Room, a battle was in the offing. Washington
was investigating Wall Street. One by one the toppled idols of the New
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Era came before the Committee on Banking and Currency and its pug-
nacious counsel, Ferdinand Pecora. Richard Whitney, president of the
New York Stock Exchange, the younger J. P. Morgan, Charles Mitchell of
the National City Bank, and other financiers answered and parried
queries about misleading stock offerings, oversize bonuses, market pools,
and the battery of other practices that were the underside of prosperity.

“For month after month, the country was treated to a series of amaz-
ing revelations which involved practically all the important names in the
financial community in practices which, to say the least, were highly
unethical,” Joseph Kennedy wrote later. “The belief that those in control
of the corporate life in America were motivated by honesty and ideals of
honorable conduct was completely shattered.”

The Pecora investigation was both product and cause of a groundswell
for financial reform. The most observant financiers noted that the loudest
applause during Franklin Roosevelt’s inaugural address was reserved for
the call to “an end to a conduct in banking and in business which too often
has given to a sacred trust the likeness of callous and selfish wrongdoing.”
The new president fulfilled the promise at Columbus by proposing fed-
eral supervision of securities traded over state boundaries. Added to the
ancient law of caveat emptor, Roosevelt proclaimed, would now be the
doctrine of “let the seller also beware.” The whirlwind of the Hundred
Days carried the bill through Congress by the end of May. At the White
House signing ceremony the president observed that the Securities Act of
1933 “at last translates some elementary standards of right and wrong into
law”—the first step in “a program to restore some old-fashioned standards
of rectitude.”

The second step was in the spring of 1934. Thomas Corcoran, Ben-
jamin Cohen, and James Landis were assigned by Moley to draft a bill
regulating the stock exchanges themselves. The three lawyers drew up a
forceful measure; it proposed federal supervision of trading practices, reg-
istration of securities, and strict control over the amount of money specu-
lators could borrow.

Richard Whitney moved to steal the bill’s thunder by promising that
the New York Exchange would act against stock pools and trading based
on inside information. But the lurid incidents revealed in the Pecora
probe suggested that the time for self-regulation had passed. Whitney's
forces took a house in Georgetown to orchestrate the attack of the Old
Guard; it quickly gained the appellation of the “Wall Street Embassy.”
They warned that federal regulation would render Wall Street “a de-
serted village.” Some cultivated a Red Scare, charging that the bill was
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the beachhead of a conspiracy to push America toward communism. The
New Deal cabal, they warned, was plotting to retard recovery to prepare
the way for new social order; in this scenario the president was cast as a
Kerensky, playing to a less misguided and more diabolical Lenin. Sam
Rayburn read aloud letters from brokerage employees who backed the
aims of the bill but were constrained to sign petitions and give money to
the opposition. With only some hyperbole, the Texan complained of “the
most powerful lobby ever organized against any bill.” But not even this
pressure could stem public opinion. On June 6 Franklin Roosevelt en-
acted the Securities Exchange Act of 1934.

Centerpiece of the legislation was the establishment of a Securities
and Exchange Commission to enforce the regulations. The president
asked Moley for a list of names to fill the five places on the new commis-
sion. At the top of Moley’s list was the Wall Street financier whom Moley
had been trying to bring into the New Deal for over a year. Joseph Ken-
nedy was “the best bet for chairman because of executive ability, knowl-
edge of habits and customs of business to be regulated, and ability to
moderate different points of view on Commission.” Moley pointed out
that Kennedy’s wealth would prevent him from taking advantage of the
confidential information to which he would be privy-——plus “the ethics of
politics” required Roosevelt to reward Kennedy’s campaign aid with sub-
stantial recognition. Bernard Baruch and Herbert Swope also sounded
the klaxons for Kennedy at the White House. In mid-June the president
assured Moley that he had virtually decided on Kennedy as chairman.

As word of the appointment drifted out, however, Roosevelt began to
waver. Louis Howe complained that assigning Kennedy to police Wall
Street was like setting a cat to guard the pigeons. Jim Farley, always a bit
competitive toward this fellow Irishman, worried that the nomination of a
man with Kennedy’'s Wall Street background would hurt the administra-
tion politically.

Kennedy arrived in Washington after hearing of his prospective no-
mination. The president asked Frank Walker to talk Kennedy out of the
chairmanship. Night after night, during walks through the deserted
streets of the capital, the president’s man reasoned with Kennedy, but to
no avail. “You go back and tell him I don’t want to be a member of the
commission,” Kennedy ordered, “I'm going to be chairman—or else.”
Further clouding the scene, booms were launched from Capitol Hill and
newspaper offices for the nominations of Ferdinand Pecora and James
Landis.

A few days before the end of June Raymond Moley flew from New
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York to Washington. Also aboard the flight was Roy Howard. The pub-
lisher was vehemently opposed to the notion of Kennedy as chairman of
the SEC. The two men argued for the greater portion of the flight until
Moley finally suggested that if Howard felt so strongly, he should present
his case to the president. Howard did, but he departed from the White
House still unsatisfied. He telephoned Kennedy at his Washington hotel,
cautioning him to decline the nomination or endure an attack by the
Scripps-Howard newspapers. Kennedy refused, and Howard’s Washing-
ton News issued an impassioned editorial: the president “cannot with im-
punity administer such a slap in the face to his most loyal and effective
supporters as that reported to be contemplated in the appointment of
Joseph P. Kennedy.”

On the evening of June 28 Roosevelt brought the dispute to a head.
He directed Moley to send for Kennedy. Bernard Baruch, an overnight
guest at the White House, was summoned as well. The capital was in the
throes of a heat wave. At the Shoreham Hotel Kennedy answered Moley’s
telephoned invitation with “Nuts!” But he agreed to see the president.
The conversation of the four men fastened on the membership of the
Securities Commission. “What's the matter with that redhead over
there?” asked Baruch, pointing to Kennedy.

Roosevelt pulled Moley’s memorandum from the stack of papers in his
desk basket. “Kennedy is first on the list here. I propose to give him the
five-year appointment and the chairmanship.”

Kennedy was unwilling to plead for the job; he rose to his feet. “Mr.
President, I don't think you ought to do this. I think it will bring down in-
jurious criticism.”

“Joe, I know darned well you want this job,” Moley interjected. “But
if anything in your career in business could injure the President, this is
the time to spill it. Let’s forget the general criticism that you've made
money on Wall Street.”

Kennedy reacted precisely as Moley anticipated. Sprinkling his reply
liberally with epithets, he defied anyone to question his dedication to the
public interest or to point to a single shady act in his life. The president
didn’t need to worry about that. What was more, Kennedy would offer his
critics an administration of the SEC that would be a credit to his country,
the president, himself, and his family—down to two-year-old Teddy.

The next day, after a late night, Roosevelt told newspapermen, “All 1
need is some sleep. 1 sat up and drank beer with Barney Baruch and Joe
Kennedy. I did not do any work at all. It was awful—two o’clock and 1
have no excuse for it.” The following afternoon, on June 30, before leav-




SPRINGTIME OF AN ALLIANCE 87

ing for a Caribbean cruise, the president announced Kennedy’s nomina-
tion.

The prospective chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commis-
sion was not content simply to bask in the glory of his selection. Kennedy
went to great lengths to create the public appearance that the president
had “drafted” him for the post. An article written by a Boston Post re-
porter after an exclusive interview with Kennedy was headlined, “Big
Sacrifice for Children’s Sake / Joseph P. Kennedy Accepts Securities Ex-
change Control Job Against Will, But Seeks Public Service Legacy.” Ac-
cording to the article, Kennedy believed that when his children grew up,
“they w1ll be pleased to know that their father held one of the most impor-
tant positions in the country at a time when the future of the land was in
doubt. Having almost everything else, he wants to leave a name known
for public service as well as business success. This is what made him ac-
cept a position he did not want. Of course, he was at the mercy of the
world’s super-salesman, Franklin D. Roosevelt, but even at that, he re-
sisted one call but succumbed to the next when the President pointed out
the need for his services. That desire to leave an honorable, unselfish
name, which has been the moving force behind so many men of unusual
abilities, was what made him give in and agree to go to Washington to
take over the job which, at its best, looks like a thankless task.”

Kennedy's version of his appointment illuminated the divided man.
The operational Kennedy befriended Roosevelt and his family, employed
a combination of pleas and threats to secure a Washington job, insisted on
his nomination as chairman rather than member of the SEC. But the Ken-
nedy who strove for a public-minded image cautioned the president
against making the appointment because of “injurious criticism” and let it
be known that Roosevelt had overcome Kennedy’s objections to demand
that he accept the “thankless task.” The duality separated Kennedy from
the more purely power-minded politicians; one of the reasons why Jim
Curley so resented being denied the embassy in Rome was that his
hangers-on might wonder about the degree of his clout at the White
House.

After the cabinet meeting at which Franklin Roosevelt announced
Kennedy’s choice, Harold Ickes, the old progressive Republican and bel-
licose secretary of the interior, grumbled into his diary. The president
seemed to have great confidence in Kennedy, Ickes wrote, “because he
has made his pile, has invested all his money in government securities,
and knows all the tricks of the trade. Apparently he is going on the as-
sumption that Kennedy would now like to make a name for himself for the
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sake of his family, but I have never known many of these cases to work out
as expected.” Roosevelt defended Kennedy's selection in a note to Her-
bert Swope: “Joe is able, loyal and will make good. What more can one
ask?” When advisers, family, and friends complained about the incursion
of a Wall Street operator into the New Deal, Roosevelt invoked the smil-
ing smokescreen of nonchalance: “Set a thief to catch a thief.”

Business journals welcomed the news. The Kiplinger Newsletter
noted that Kennedy’s background made him an “object of suspicion, but
his personal zeal, energy and integrity may overcome the handicap.” The
liberal press was scandalized. John T. Flynn, financial editor of the New
Republic, let out a volley against the nomination. Never in his wildest
dreams had Flynn imagined that Roosevelt would permit a Wall Street
speculator to chair the Securities Commission. As recently as the pre-
vious summer, Kennedy had participated in “one of the pools that pro-
duced the squalid little boom of 1933, and when these poolsters withdrew
and the boom collapsed, the Administration denounced the men who had
operated them.” Kennedy, “we are told, succeeds in everything he un-
dertakes. But he has succeeded in one thing and that performance must
make the admirers of great acrobatic feats gasp with wonder and admira-
tion. He has gone from a desk in a broker’s office to the headship of the
commission that will manage Wall Street for the New Deal. . . . T say it
isn’t true. It is impossible. 1t could not happen.”

Alarmed senators flocked to Burton Wheeler for word of Kennedy's
good intentions. The Montanan assured them that Kennedy would never
dishonor his family, but Duncan Fletcher of Florida, chairman of the
Banking and Currency Committee, postponed the nominee’s confirma-
tion until Congress reconvened in January 1g35. Then senators could
appraise Kennedy’s performance in office.

Many around the president were reluctant to accept the Wall Street
man into their coterie. Thomas Corcoran first exploded when Ray Moley
told him the news; after calming down, he observed, “Oh well, we've got
four out of five anyhow.” Weren't all five commissioners satisfactory ap-
pointments? Moley inquired. “What I mean is that four are for us and one
is for business.” Moley snapped that neither he nor the president consid-
ered themselves as warriors in a battle against business. “Kennedy—as
well as other members of the commission—was appointed to work for the
people of the United States,” he lectured, “not to direct class struggles.”

Nonetheless, Kennedy's installation as chairman of the SEC was not
foreordained. Despite the obvious preference of the president, the five
commissioners were authorized by law to select a chairman from among
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their number. Confident they would abide by his wishes, Roosevelt asked
them to “take a good look at Kennedy.” Raymond Moley cautiously asked
the president to write out his choice in longhand—just in case. The note
was given to James Roosevelt, who handed it to Kennedy before the com-
misison’s first meeting on Monday, July 2.

Moley’s fears were justified. Commissioner Ferdinand Pecora arrived
at commission headquarters in the wake of rumors he would resign with a
blazing attack on the president if Kennedy were elected chairman. With
Kennedy in one office and Pecora in another, James Landis shuttled back
and forth, trying to reconcile their differences. Finally the two men
joined their colleagues and the meeting began two hours late. Kennedy
was confirmed as chairman. As photographers snapped pictures of the
commission members after the session, Kennedy immediately began
working to win over Pecora and the other skeptics. “I'm no sucker,” he
confessed, “They know more about this law than I ever hope to know.”
Sitting at a sidewalk cafe with Thomas Corcoran and Benjamin Cohen the
next morning, he asked, “Why do you fellows hate me?”

No journalist could claim a more influential readership in the capital
than the chief correspondent of the New York Times Washington bureau,
Arthur Krock. Born in Glasgow, Kentucky, he matriculated at Princeton
but low finances compelled him to withdraw after a year; rather than wait
on tables in the Princeton Commons he finished his education at a small
college in Chicago. Krock arrived in Washington in 1gog as reporter for
the Louisville Times. He went abroad to cover the Versailles Conference,
worked briefly for the Hays Office, wrote for Herbert Swope at the New
York World before returning to Washington for the Times. Colleagues of
decades were admonished from addressing Krock by his first name: “I'm
sorry, but that’s the way I am.” Annoyed by Krock’s formality and his dif-
ferences with the New Deal, Franklin Roosevelt rarely tired of telling
friends of the columnist’s fascination with the wealthy and powerful; he
regaled them with the tale of how, shortly after the inauguration, a letter
had arrived at the White House from Krock, listing the special privileges
he expected to be granted. Yet, as in the case of a different style of jour-
nalist, William Randolph Hearst, this did not prevent the president from
appreciating the audience of Krock’s “In the Nation” column from Wash-
ington. Roosevelt, echoed by calls from Krock’s friends Swope and
Baruch, asked the Times correspondent to write a piece that would give
Joseph Kennedy a good stait in his new job.

Immensely impressed after a candid exchange with the new chairman
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The president’s note to Moley, June 30, 1934: “Memo. for R.M. I have no
objection to your telling Landis & Matthews [sic] that it is my best considered
Jjudgment that even if no decision is now arrived at as to the permanency of the
Chairmanship, the situation today calls for selection of Kennedy as
Chairman—F.D.R.”
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of the Securities Commission, Krock delivered a glowing report. “J. P.
Kennedy Has Excelled in Varied Endeavors™ was the title of his Indepen-
dence Day offering. The column examined Kennedy's career with such
enthusiasm that it fell wide of the mark. According to Krock, Kennedy
had been a “famous ballplayer” at Harvard, “resolved” the warring inter-
ests of Hollywood, and then “became Mr. Roosevelt’s campaign, business
and financial manager, with amazing success.” The incoming New Dealer
had “never been in a bear pool in his life or participated in any outside
move to trim the limbs. He has been a member of but two pools of any
kind. His Wall Street operations have been with his own money, in the
interest of his own holdings.” Krock attested that Kennedy could be
“counted on to make it easy for honest issues and very, very difficult for
the other kind.” Kennedy was deeply grateful. Krock's article was the
beginning of the closest friendship Joseph Kennedy would have in Wash-
ington.

The piece drew a jeering letter from a Wall Street broker. “The unre-
strained amusement of brokers and investment bankers over the attempt
you and Joseph Kennedy are making to build Mr. Kennedy up to the stat-
ure of a big man shows that Wall Street, in spite of all its tribulations, has
not yet lost its sense of humor.” She asked Krock to “look at all Mr. Ken-
nedy’s mergers and manipulations today. What happened to the poor
suckers who invested their savings in his movie bonanzas?” The general
impression in the financial district was that Kennedy would “play ball”
with the money changers, the broker reported. “His record in Wall Street
being common knowledge, it seems incredible that Mr. Kennedy would
attempt a Judas on the men who made him, despite Mr. Roosevelt’s atti-
tude toward the stock market.”

Kennedy was given the letter by Krock for his response. “I resent very
much the fact that anybody made me in Wall Street,” he replied, “I have
never been a director of any corporation or bank in the country except the
ones I personally managed. 1 have yet to be indebted to anybody or Wall
Street for any hand-out. . .. As to whether I will play ball with the
moneychangers, time alone will prove whether I will to the detriment of
the public interest.”

Krock mailed a copy of Kennedy's reply to his Wall Street reader,
with the challenge, “How does it impress you?”

New Dealer in Finance

On the afternoon of July 25 trading at the New York Stock Exchange
grew slack. Brokers gathered around loudspeakers to hear the broadcast
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of Joseph Kennedy's maiden speech from Washington. Wall Street was to
receive its first clue on how the new SEC chairman intended to wield his
powers. Some anticipated a slashing attack on the financial community to
affirm Kennedy's New Deal credentials; others reassured one another
that this speculator would not turn against the world in which he had
made his millions. Neither group knew its man.

At three o'clock Kennedy's words drifted into the trading room. “We
of the SEC do not regard ourselves as coroners sitting on the corpse of
free enterprise. On the contrary, we think of ourselves as the means of
bringing new life into the body of the securities business.” The commis-
sioners had “no grudges to satisfy, no venom which needs victims,” no
passion to “push business around.” Their mission, Kennedy declared, was
to hasten recovery by restoring faith in the honesty of American business.

“Everybody says that what business needs is confidence. I agree.
Confidence that if business does the right thing, it will be protected and
given a chance to live, make profits and grow, helping itself and helping
the country.” If the business community would cooperate with govern-
ment, “the New Deal in finance will be found to be a better deal for all.”

American capital investment was stagnant in the summer of 1934.
Kennedy's mandate was to help break the logjam through deft administra-
tion of the new securities acts. The legislation was itself potent but vague,
offering broad guidelines rather than specific regulations. By their draft-
ing of the regulations, Kennedy and his colleagues exercised extraordi-
nary influence over the future of Wall Street. The battle that was pre-
viously waged in Congress now moved to the offices of the Securities and
Exchange Commission. The job placed Kennedy on a precarious tight-
rope between the most adamant of his old colleagues and the most ada-
mant of his new ones.

Few of the Old Guard of Wall Street still argued for complete restora-
tion of unlimited competition in the stock market. Most financiers, partic-
ularly the most visible like Richard Whitney, acknowledged that busin-
essmen had sometimes to subjugate their ambitions to the good of the
system. Still they believed these sacrifices could be evoked by voluntary
regulation and social custom. Whitney himself pointed to the days before
the crash when, on behalf of the Morgan group, he invested hundreds of
millions of dollars in key stocks in a vain effort to end the wave of panic-
selling.

Franklin Roosevelt considered the problem preeminently a matter of
moral education. “The fundamental trouble with this whole stock ex-
change crowd,” he wrote Adolf Berle, was “a complete lack of elementary
education . . . just an inability to understand the country or the public or




SPRINGTIME OF AN ALLIANCE 93

their obligation to their fellow men.” But the president knew that cen-
soriousness would be only an obstacle to gaining acceptance for federal
regulation of finance. Influenced by Moley and others of similar mind,
Roosevelt intended the first chairman of the Securities Commission to be
more an ambassador to Wall Street than its scourge.

Kennedy walked the tightrope by presenting government supervision
as the path of enlightened self-interest. Restoring legitimacy to business
through regulation would restore public confidence and encourage new
investment. Adolf Berle, one of the authors of the legislation, wrote Ken-
nedy to praise his maiden address. “I hope we struck a compromise with
those who would prefer violent methods in cleaning up the exchanges,”
Kennedy replied. “At any rate, they will have to be patient and give us a
chance at peaceful methods.” Walter Lippmann also admired the address
and told Kennedy “if you can persuade the President himself to speak
along those lines, you will do him the greatest possible service. There
isn’t any conceivable reason why these things shouldn’t be said, for if he
believes what he is doing, he must believe them.”

Bringing the New Deal to Wall Street was, for Kennedy, less a moral
crusade than an acceptance of changed realities. “The days of stock ma-
nipulation are over,” he acknowledged. “Things that seemed all right a
few years ago find no place in our present-day philosophy.” James Landis
admired Kennedy’s ability to speak to financiers in their own language
and observed that they accepted things from him that they would never
have accepted from the reformers. One journalist sized up Kennedy's
method: “The victim who gets in the way of a fast one will be greeted with
a slap on the back and a loud blast of laughter as over a good joke.” Other
Washington reporters traded rumors that the securities regulator used in-
formation gained from wiretapping to ride herd over his domain.

Characteristically, Roosevelt balanced Kennedy with more reform-
spirited commissioners such as Landis and Pecora to ensure that the prac-
tical problems of enforcement did not eclipse the central issue of remak-
ing the ethic of Wall Street. Emblematic of Kennedy's disagreements
with colleagues for whom reform was paramount was his difference with
Ferdinand Pecora. The former Senate counsel, after years spent drawing
the accounts of misdeeds out of financiers, insisted that the commission
compel companies to reveal their full financial histories. Implicit in this
proposal was the expectation that the further discrediting of business
would provide a springboard for more reforms. In the suggestion Ken-
nedy saw only a hindrance to investment; he proposed that firms disclose
only that information that enabled investors to choose their holdings
wisely. Kennedy’s will prevailed. Although the two men bore their dif-
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ferences without malice, Pecora departed after six months to accept a
place on the New York Supreme Court.

New Dealers who expected Kennedy to show deference to Wall
Street, however, were startled by his militant rhetoric taking business el-
ements to task for failure to support the aims of the administration. Finan-
ciers were acting in “cowardly” fashion, he complained, when they should
be “getting out and fighting for prosperity.” The increasing accusations of
radicalism in Washington and excessive government interference were
the product of “unthinking reactionaries.” Kennedy’s boldness won him
allies among suspicious cohorts in Washington.

His primary duty was to build the administrative machinery that
would permit the SEC to regulate securities trading and supervise the
exchanges. Kennedy hired a staff that quickly gained respect in Washing-
ton, including John Burns, who had resigned from the Massachusetts Su-
perior Court to become commission counsel, and William O. Douglas,
recently a Yale Law School professor. Branch headquarters were created
across the country: Adlai Stevenson declined Kennedy's invitation to man-
age the Securities Commission office in Chicago. At a press conference
in August 1934 Kennedy unveiled the rules that would govern the regis-
tration of individual exchanges, emphasizing the intention to protect
rather than harass honest businessmen. The following January he went to
the White House to inform the president that securities registration rules
had been drawn up. “This is where we hope to get private capital back
into industry,” he told reporters. The new registration forms eliminated
requests for information not specifically required by law or essential to
protect investors. “The charge has been made that the act has been hold-
ing back the flotations. Well, this is our answer.”

In March 1935 the logjam was broken. Swift and Company submitted
registration forms for a major refinancing issue. Delighted, Kennedy said
it was “a marvelous step in the right direction.” Swift’s initiative loosed a
flood of new investment reaching almost two billion dollars by the end of
the year. In April Kennedy completed the final stage by announcing SEC
rules against stock manipulation; exchanges would be asked to revise their
bylaws to conform with Washington’s guidelines. Only if they delayed
would the rules be enforced by federal statute. Preventing abuses such as
bear raiding, manipulating stock to create the illusion of activity, trading
by exchange members to a degree exceeding their personal resources, the
rules were immediately endorsed by the New York Stock Exchange. A
Wall Street Journal survey indicated wide acceptance by financiers.

By establishing a place for the Securities and Exchange Commission
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in Wall Street and Washington, Joseph Kennedy overcame the doubts of
people in both business and government. Reforms reaching beyond the
provisions of the original legislation were left for subsequent chairmen
and commissioners, but Kennedy could claim much of the responsibility
for turning intentions into reality. He won almost universal praise for the
salesmanship, political acumen, and ability to moderate conflicting sides
that encouraged capital investment and economic recovery. The Senate,
after Kennedy’s six-month trial period, confirmed his nomination in less
than a minute, without debate. The Washington Post observed in a news
article that “Kennedy has done one of the best jobs of anyone connected
with the New Deal and has done it without bluster or publicity seeking
and without leaving anyone angry at him.” The New Republic’s John T.
Flynn ate crow and confessed that the chairman was the most useful
member of the Securities Commission. Walter Lippmann, who rarely
dealt with personalities in his New York Herald-Tribune column, noted
that Kennedy had been “as suspect by the warriors as a pacifist by trium-
phant generals,” but “in a short time, by sheer political and administra-
tive wisdom, he made the new financial system a practicable reality and
then insured its survival.”

Few were more impressed by Kennedy’s accomplishment than the
man who hired him. It was the time of the First New Deal and, pursuing
conciliation toward business, the president appreciated the value of the
Wall Street financier being seen at his side. Joseph Kennedy increasingly
became a familiar figure at the White House. Roosevelt began to enlist
him as a troubleshooter on other projects, such as public works, and as-
signed him to help keep potential adversaries of the New Deal, such as
William Randolph Hearst and Father Coughlin, at bay. His delight in the
candid repartee Kennedy had provided aboard the campaign train was
kindled again. The president ventured out of the White House from time
to time to call on Kennedy at the rented estate thirteen miles up the Po-
tomac where Kennedy installed an elevator to make it easier for Roose-
velt’s visits.

Kennedy's increasing stature was indicated by the surest barometer of
presidential favor—the rising suspicions of other New Dealers. The
mildly mysterious man of Franklin Roosevelt's campaign was becoming a
Washington insider. The New York Times reported that Joseph Kennedy
was being summoned to the presidential audience as frequently as three
and four evenings a week.
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WO PRESIDENTIAL limousines threaded through an arched gate-

house and down a tree-lined roadway, past herds of Guernsey

cattle grazing on the river bank. At the end of a mile, behind a

fringe of trees, stood a French Renaissance chateau. Built in the
early part of the century by a merchant and his chorus-girl wife, the house
was named Marwood.

There were twelve bedrcoms inside, a cavernous cinema, an exact
replica of the dining room of King James the First. Joseph Kennedy had
leased the estate on his arrival in Washington but departed most week-
ends to join his family in Palm Beach, Bronxville, or Hyannis Port. The
opulence provoked the ribbing of Washington friends: the lord of Mar-
wood was presented to a dinner of correspondents as “a man who lives in
true Rooseveltian frugality.” Kennedy referred whimsically to the house
as “the Hindenburg palace.”

On this final weekend in June of 1935 he had invited Arthur Krock as
his guest. That week, the journalist had taken Franklin Roosevelt to task
for his manner of dealing with Congress. Once when Kennedy defended
his friend with the reminder that Krock supported ninety-five percent of
his program, the president rejoined, “Oh, but that other five percent!”

The lazy hours of sun and rest in Maryiand were interrupted at Sun-
day noon by a telephone call. It was the president, inquiring if he could
drive out that evening for cocktails and dinner. Kennedy consented im-
mediately. He replaced the receiver before realizing the embarrassing
scene to occur when Roosevelt discovered that Krock was part of the
company. Krock courteously alleviated the problem. “The day being in-
tensely hot,” he recorded, “I decided, instead of returning to town, to
stay in my quarters upstairs, a voluntary prisoner.”

The White House cars drew up at seven o'clock, and Krock fled up the
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staircase. Kennedy greeted the president and his party, which included
Missy Le Hand; her assistant, Grace Tully; John Burns of the Securities
Commission; and Thomas Corcoran, the adroit and beguiling presidential
assistant, who arrived with his famous accordion in hand. Curiously, the
men and women Roosevelt had invited to accompany him to Kennedy’s
home that evening were all Catholics.

Followed by a cordon of Secret Service agents, they gathered by the
side of the house. The sun was vanishing into the Potomac, the afternoon
heat being dissipated by the river breezes. Would they like mint juleps?
Kennedy asked. “Swell,” replied the president. After several rounds
of cocktails, they sat down to dinner, snippets of laughter and conversa-
tion floating up to Arthur Krock’s window. “If I could, the way I'd han-
dle Huey Long would be physically,” sounded the unmistakable voice of
Franklin Roosevelt. “He’s a physical coward. I've told my fellows up
there that the way to deal with him is to frighten him. But they're more
afraid of him than he is of them.”

After dessert, Kennedy had a projector and screen set up on the lawn.
The film was Ginger; Kennedy had arranged the picture to be flown in
from Hollywood. It was a sentimental story featuring the child actress
Jane Withers. When the last reel ended, the president pronounced her
performance “excellent,” and graciously added that the motion picture
was “one of the best in years.”

Tom Corcoran took out his accordion and the real merriment began.
Roosevelt had a rather nice tenor-baritone, Krock observed, and the pres-
ident himself took over the accordion to accompany one of the numbers.
“The night after the Chicago convention, we decided we needed some
campaign songs,” he reminisced. “After working all evening, the only
thing we turned out went, “The old G.O.P., it ain’t what it uster be.
..." " The accordion started up and they sounded the refrain.

Corcoran next chimed in with “Old George Huddleston, he ain’t what
he uster be . . .” lampooning one of the week’s foes in Congress.

Not to be outdone, Roosevelt came back with “Old Carter Glass, he
ain’t what he uster be . . .” and the others convulsed in laughter.

Someone asked if they had heard that a congressman they knew had
once posted his wife for debt. The ladies cried out in mock horror. The
president entertained his courtiers with stories of Down East sailors and
fisherfolk, told in authentic dialect, and sailing tales of Harvard classmates
who were less than brilliant. Kennedy took the opening for a gibe against
Roosevelt’s annual fishing party aboard Vincent Astor’s yacht, men the
president had known for years whom reporters labeled “the Nourmahal
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gang.” With just a twinge of jealousy, Kennedy said, “Your taste in dumb
cruisemates doesn’t seem to have changed very much.” Roosevelt re-
sponded with a laugh.

He asked Corcoran to play “Tim Toolan,” the ballad of the Irish lad
who had made good in politics. It was one of the president’s favorites.
When they came to the refrain, Roosevelt's voice rang out:

The majority was more
Than it h'd ever been b'fore
And our hero h'd carried the day!

“The singing and talk went on well after midnight,” wrote the eaves-
dropper in the upper-floor bedroom. “About that time, I fell asleep, pon-
dering the paradoxes of the men who occupy the highest office in the
land.”

Kennedy and the New Deal

By 1935 the United States was inching toward recovery. The reforms
of the First New Deal were law; national income and employment were
rising. As his wry piece of evidence of the success of the Roosevelt pro-
gram, Joseph Kennedy mailed the president a copy of the ledger of the
Colony Restaurant in New York, citing a notable increase in profits.

Still, a problem of followership faced Franklin Roosevelt. Income
lagged well behind that of 1929 and a fifth of the American labor force
remained out of work. The president who had so boldly raised expecta-
tions in 1933 was confronted by a promise yet unfulfilled.

The midterm elections had filled the House and Senate with self-
styled New Dealers but Congress was in a rebellious spirit. Although in-
vestment was resuming and the president still laboring for cooperation,
many businessmen and financiers aligned themselves with forces of reac-
tion like the Liberty League. Awakened to the potential in innovative
leadership, great numbers of other Americans now looked beyond Frank-
lin Roosevelt to more daring and strident voices like Huey Long and Fa-
ther Coughlin.

On a visit to the United States H. G. Wells sensed a “widespread dis-
content and discomfort,” an “impatient preparedness for sweeping
changes in the great masses of the American population. . . . The actual
New Deal has not gone far enough and fast enough for them, and that is
what the shouting is about.”

In February 1935 the entire monetary policy of the Roosevelt ad-
ministration was endangered. The Supreme Court was to rule on the con-
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stitutionality of the repeal of the “gold clause” statute enacted during the
Hundred Days. Repeal had released the treasury from redeeming obliga-
tions in gold. If the justices decided against the administration, the
public debt would swell instantly by ten billion dollars, the entire national
debt by seventy billion. Congress would lose the power to regulate Amer-
ican currency.

Bracing himself for a defeat, Roosevelt drew up his battle plan. If
there was bad news, he would nullify the unfavorable ruling by an execu-
tive order directing the chairman of the Securities Commission to close
the stock exchanges. The president gave Kennedy an advance look at the
speech he planned to deliver: “To stand idly by and to permit the decision
of the Supreme Court to be carried through to its logical, inescapable
conclusion would so imperil the economic and political security of this na-
tion that the legislative and executive officers of the Government look
beyond the narrow letter of contractual obligations so they may maintain
the substance.”

Kennedy thought the statement so strong that he predicted the Amer-
ican people would burn the Court in effigy.

On February 18, at noonday, they awaited the momentous decision,
Kennedy at his commission office, Roosevelt at the White House. Chat-
ting with Kennedy by telephone a few minutes before the announcement,
Missy Le Hand tried to break the tension with a facetious report that the
president had just departed for a carefree automobile ride. Shortly after
noon, Kennedy phoned in a surprise to Roosevelt, Henry Morgenthau,
and the others waiting anxiously in the Cabinet Room: the justices had
found in favor of the New Deal. Gaily the president replied that his only
regret was his inability to deliver the belligerent speech. He should in-
clude it in his memoirs instead, Kennedy shot back. His adrenaline
flowing from the excitement of the day, Kennedy recorded the events in a
memorandum, “because I feel the occasion is a historical one and I feel
the opportunity of being the person to relay this information to the Presi-
dent would be of value historically to my family.”

Roosevelt replied, “How fortunate it is that his exchanges will never
know how close they came to being closed by the stroke of the pen of one
J.P.K." Likewise, the Nation will never know what a great treat it missed
in not hearing the marvelous radio address the ‘Pres’ had prepared for
delivery to the Nation Monday night if the cases had gone the other
way. . . .

“In view of the sleepless nights and hectic days of the chairman of the
Securities and Exchange Commission, in view of his shrunken frame,
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falling hair and fallen arches, he is hereby directed to proceed to Paln
Beach and return to Washington six hours after he gets there”—here
Kennedy was to turn the page—"AND AFTER TEN INTERVENING DAYS
HAVE PASSED BY (FOOLED AGAIN!)”

Roosevelt encouraged Kennedy to rove beyond the Securities Com-
mission into other provinces of the New Deal. He asked for independent
estimates of the financing of various New Deal programs, knowing that
Kennedy would be a more discerning critic than officials who had per-
sonal stakes in these enterprises. He appointed his man-of-all-work to the
rump National Emergency Council and consulted with Kennedy on mon-
etary policy and the national budget.

Faced with the mocking ten million unemployed, the president was
struggling for a new approach to public relief. In October 1934 he called
Harold Ickes, Henry Morgenthau, Harry Hopkins, and Kennedy to the
White House to discuss a fresh departure. His proposal was a five billion
dollar public works program that would shift the emphasis from relief
payments to actual jobs. Kennedy argued that there was no need for the
program; the nation was already on the threshold of recovery. The others
remembered that prosperity had been spotted just around the corner
every year since 1929. By the next session a week later, Kennedy swung
around to the president’s point of view. Roosevelt signed the congres-
sional allocation for his program in April 193s.

Hopkins and Ickes, whose rivalry was already Washington legend,
were both intent on being appointed to manage the new arrangement.
Morgenthau brought a Solomonic solution to the president. “Please re-
member, Franklin, that I cannot get anything more out of politics in this
life, so what I am going to say to you is motivated by the desire to serve
my country and you and nothing else.” If either Ickes or Hopkins were
chosen, the other would be disgruntled. Without enlisting the talents of
both men, the program would surely fail; if it did, the president would not
be reelected. Morgenthau’s solution: put Kennedy in charge over both of
them. His record was outstanding, he could handle people, and he was
popular with Congress and the press.

But Roosevelt was doubtful: “The trouble with Kennedy is you always
have to hold his hand.” After pondering the notion, he came up with a
brainstorm. Why not an assistant to the president in charge of public
works, who would “really run the show?” For that, Kennedy would be all
right. Within the week, the president’s idea had grown into a proposed
small committee that would supervise public works spending on his be-
half; Kennedy would act as the board’s secretary. “I can't vet tell either
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Hopkins or Ickes that Kennedy is going to be over them,” Roosevelt con-
fided to his treasury secretary. “They will have to learn that gradually.”
Sensing a hornet’s nest, however, Kennedy declined the president’s offer
on grounds that he could not work with Harold Ickes, but he agreed to
review financing of public works projects.

Kennedy was turning out to be a more committed New Dealer than
almost anyone had expected. An acid test of his allegiance to the presi-
dent and his policies was the shift from the First to the Second New Deal
in 1935, spawn of the continuing problem of recovery and the continuing
momentum of reform. Conservative Democrats like Bernard Baruch
vainly reminded the president of his pledge to balance the budget; some,
including Al Smith and Newton Baker, joined the Liberty League. Ray-
mond Moley prepared to depart from the administration and join the
Republican party.

With the exception of disagreements over tax policy, however, Ken-
nedy continued to support Roosevelt down the line. Although he be-
lieved in the balanced budget, he would brook continued deficits to speed
economic revival. For the time being, balancing the federal accounts was
impractical, Kennedy wrote Walter Lippmann, because of “the hesitancy
on the part of business to plunge forward with any degree of courage.”
Continued appropriations by Congress were essential, if disagreeable, to
take care of this relief situation in some form. “After all, you and I know
that we must take care of people. . . .”

On accepting the chairmanship of the Securities Commission, Ken-
nedy had arranged with the president to resign as soon as the foundations
of financial reform and renewed investment were laid. That task com-
plete, he wrote out his letter of resignation in May 1935 and started for
the White House. But, as Kennedy later recalled, he glimpsed a newspa-
per headline on the sidewalk: the Supreme Court had declared the Na-
tional Recovery Administration unconstitutional, throwing the economic
program of the New Deal into confusion. Kennedy returned to his office
and agreed to remain in government until the smoke cleared.

His extended Washington tour pulled him into the warfare raging on
Capitol Hill over the issue of public utilities. Something in this issue,
Raymond Clapper observed, touched a raw nerve in Franklin Roosevelt.
The president had long held a Progressive’s distrust of concentrated pri-
vate economic power; as governor of New York, he had carried the fight
against the large utilities over the heads of legislators to the people of the
Empire State. The bill now proposed by the White House would tame
the combinations through an array of devices, especially taxation. At the
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heart of the measure was a clause, dubbed the “death sentence,” that
would authorize the SEC within five years to dissolve any holding com-
pany that could not provide an economic justification for its existence.
Like securities reform, the bill was advanced as a recovery measure,
reviving public goodwill toward the utilities industry.

The men of the utilities gathered in the capital en masse. “You talk
about a labor lobby. Well, it is a child compared to this utility lobby,”
Roosevelt said. Testifying against the bill were utilities executives like the
president of the Commonwealth and Southern, Wendell Willkie. This
was not surprising, but the people at the White House were startled
when Joseph Kennedy made known his opposition. In a letter to Senator
Burton Wheeler, sponsor of the bill, Kennedy protested the authority
granted the Securities and Exchange Commission to decide which hold-
ing companies should live. His reasons: “the limits on the human capacity
to achieve results” and “my conception of what is wisdom in govern-
ment.” Kennedy complained that the measure offered no definition of the
public interest for guidance; it was “not a wise policy to vest in dny one
group of men the tremendous responsibility involved in this grant of
power.”

Friends were puzzled because not only had Kennedy never before
raised major public objections to big government, but he frequently and
energetically boosted the idea of centralized authority. Criticism of the
death sentence by the man who would legally administer it dealt a blow to
passage of the bill. The death sentence was rejected by Congress and the
final Utility Companies Holding Act was but a shadow of the president’s
proposal. Franklin Roosevelt’s defeat on this was perhaps his most frus-
trating congressional setback since assuming the presidency. He was per-
turbed by Kennedy’s confederation with the utilities lobby.

One note of comic relief sounded in the thick of the fight. Rose Ken-
nedy’s uncle, the man for whom Kennedy had wangled a plum federal job
through a mild deception about his age, had been found out and fired.
James Fitzgerald had won appointment as supervisor of the Treasury
Department’s Boston detail in charge of taxing alcoholic beverages. To
qualify under civil service requirements, he had falsely sworn his age as
sixty-four rather than seventy-two. On receiving news of Fitzgerald's dis-
missal, Joseph Kennedy went straight to the president to complain. John
McCormack, Democratic congressman from Massachusetts and a family
friend, also telephoned his objection. Roosevelt bucked the matter to the
official under whose jurisdiction Fitzgerald fell, Henry Morgenthau.
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Knowing the squeamishness of his fellow old Dutchess Country reformer
about patronage matters, the president derived enormous pleasure from
throwing such matters into Morgenthau’s lap. After ordering an investiga-
tion, the secretary called Kennedy and McCormack to his office to discuss
the case.

Armed with a treasury report, Morgenthau laid out the evidence for
Fitzgerald's dismissal. The department had discovered that its alcohol tax
supervisor had been a beotlegger during Prohibition. “He openly talks of
having formerly been in the liquor business and has been referred to
publicly as an ex-saloonkeeper and rum dispenser.” Fitzgerald had evi-
dently made a practice of trading distillery permits for promises that the
distillery owners would employ his friends and relatives, including his own
son. He refused to cooperate with treasury officials, was “curt, impolite,
arrogant and hostile.” Employees in Fitzgerald’s office—"who are be-
lieved to be honest”—were afraid to speak openly to investigators from
Washington. The supervisor had also neglected to scrutinize an operation
counterfeiting liquor tax stamps—"“probably enough to supply the whole
of New England.” Finally, Fitzgerald customarily leaked confidential mes-
sages from the Treasury Department to highly-placed friends in Wash-
ington. As a matter of fact, a recent letter commanding a personnel cut
in Fitzgerald's office had found its way into the hands of Congressman
McCormack himself within twenty-four hours.

McCormack rebutted this recitation by reminding Morgenthau that
Fitzgerald had been a faithful Democrat for fifty years; he confessed that
this was all he could say in favor of Mrs. Kennedy’s uncle. The secretary
explained that his hands were tied because the Civil Service Commission,
not the treasury, had ordered Fitzgerald’s dismissal. Kennedy leapt into
the breach: if the civil service could be persuaded to withdraw its com-
plaint, would Morgenthau rehire his wife’s uncle? Morgenthau said he
would have to dig further into Fitzgerald's record. At the end of the meet-
ing Kennedy stormed out of the room. McCormack lingered to say that he
owed it to Kennedy to put up a fight for Fitzgerald, but really didn’t care
whether the old man was put back or not.

Morgenthau related the entire story to the president. “You can't take
that man back,” Roosevelt said, “if for no other reason than that he had
sworn falsely as to his age at the time of his application.” The two men
agreed, as a gesture to Kennedy, that Fitzgerald would be offered a
ninety-day appointment in the Boston Customs House. This was enough
to assuage Kennedy. “I can’t help it if I married into an S.0.B. of a fam-
ily,” he apologized to Morgenthau. “Perhaps the old man won'’t live
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longer than ninety days and we won’t have to worry about him anymore.”
The treasury secretary informed the president of Kennedy's response and
was “astonished” by Roosevelt’'s comment: “No one can tell what an Irish-
man will do.”

Against the backdrop of issues like securities reform, public works,
and the utilities, the tale of Jim Fitzgerald again illustrated the Kennedy
drawn between the ethic of Boston politics and his ideal of disinterested
public service, between loyalty to the president who granted him office
and Kennedy’s own robust views on national affairs. He could support the
First New Deal with little ambivalence because the first two years of the
Roosevelt administration synthesized reform, relief, and recovery in a
trinity of national goals. A Burton Wheeler who had long battled for
securities and utilities reform; a Jim Farley, enchanted by the fountain of
patronage in the relief program; a Bernard Baruch who wished to balance
the budget and see economic confidence revived: all responded to the el-
ement in the trinity that satisfied their principal concerns.

Kennedy's primary public goal was national recovery; this priority
sprang from his underlying dread of social upheaval and the unlimited
confidence in confidence that was the hallmark of the nineteen-twenties
businessman. Yet he was distinguished from most of his New Era associ-
ates in the belief that government also “must take care of people,” as he
phrased it to Lippmann; this priority harked back to Patrick Kennedy’s
politics of social welfare. Joseph Kennedy regarded their common views
on benevolent government as an especial bond with Franklin Roosevelt.
“From my acquaintance with the President, I say that his whole charac-
ter, private and official, is based on a consuming desire to improve the lot
of what he has called the underprivileged,” he once told a British journal-
ist. “Throughout his public life, he has campaigned for measures which,
in his judgment, would make for the benefit of the majority. I believe that
his every action can be understood if it is measured against this yard-
stick.”

Kennedy linked relief with recovery by observing that the “security of
liuman beings is the basis of business prosperity.” On another occasion he
made the point less elegantly by explaining that he became a New Dealer
“after seeing how ugly and menacing hungry men become.” Economic re-
vival and, to alesser extent, relief were ends for Kennedy to which reform
was a limited means.

But the coming of the Second New Deal in 1935 revealed Franklin
Roosevelt’s abiding commitment to reform as end more than means,
alienating many in the city machines and in the business community. The
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president recognized that the bosses would remain with him so long as he
could bring them votes and jobs, but the large-scale desertion by business
profoundly affected administration strategy. Roosevelt moved away from
the conciliation urged by the Kennedys, Moleys, and Baruchs, to the out-
right confrontation prescribed by the Corcorans and Ickeses. Within a
year, the president would denounce the economic royalists and say of
Kennedy’s old chief, “Go tell Charlie Schwab he’ll never make another
million!”

This continuing momentum would further challenge the division in
Joseph Xennedy, pitting his political aspirations and allegiance to Frank-
lin Roosevelt against his discomfort with many of the people and ideas ris-
ing to the surface of the New Deal.

Summer Solstice

“You know, when I took this job I told the Boss I didn’t want to tie
myself down or take on work that would be more than temporary,” Joseph
Kennedy said in mid-1g35, “But you do get a kick out of it. You can’t do
the job in a minute or a week, and I don’t know how long I shall be here.
Anyway, there’s something interesting in it every day.”

It was the summer solstice in his political alliance with Franklin
Roosevelt.

The White House call came in late afternoon, inviting Kennedy to join
the president after dinner. It was the most prized summons in the capital.
Kennedy was waved into the president’s upstairs Oval Study, with its
family portraits, political artifacts, and naval scenes. Then the hearty wel-
come from the president, Tom Corcoran, Henry Morgenthau, or other
viziers invited that evening. A tray of refreshments was delivered, fol-
lowed perhaps by a few hands of poker and political talk. Frequently
Roosevelt would beckon Kennedy aside to chat about an upcoming bill, a
patronage problem with Tammany Hall, a possible candidate for a top
New Deal position.

“Don’t trust him—he'd steal a red-hot stove!” was a characteristic
Kennedy warning, or “He'd double-cross his own mother!” The reticence
of his first visit to the White House was long faded. Kennedy prided him-
self on the bravado that permitted him to speak so straightforwardly to the
president. “The bluntness and abrasiveness with which he often ex-
pressed his views could be startling,” Bernard Baruch remembered. “The
two argue constantly over acts and policies, and the President hears more
objections than assents from his chairman of the SEC,” Arthur Krock in-
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formed his readers. “But he consults Mr. Kennedy on everything, and
when the argument is over, President and advisor relax like two school-
boys.”

There were joyous and hair-raising rides through the Hyde Park coun-
tryside, with Roosevelt at the wheel of his special hand-controlled blue
Ford; there were morning visits to the presidential bedroom and, on oc-
casion, to the presidential bathroom. At Marwood the president splashed
about in Kennedy’s pool, enjoyed his fresh Boston lobster and the con-
tents of his celebrated wine cellar, his first-run films and his entertaining
company—these affairs Kennedy referred to as “late-night drinking and
gab fests.” Roosevelt sometimes stayed overnight; in the relaxed atmo-
sphere, the host twice violated protocol by retiring for the evening before
the president. “Father loved to match wits with Joe Kennedy,” Franklin
Roosevelt, Jr., recalled. “He used to say he enjoyed ‘educating him.””
Kennedy reported what “the boys on Wall Street” were worrying about,
and the president gave him messages to take back to his friends in fi-
nance.

Sometimes this dialogue was more direct. With the aid of Baruch, and
perhaps of Moley, Kennedy arranged for prominent businessmen to come
to Marwood and confer there in secret with the president. Away from the
glare of publicity and the disapproval of New Dealers and Wall Street
men, Roosevelt strove to effect some kind of concordance that would fore-
stall an irreparable parting of the ways. This was not to happen, but Ken-
nedy performed his function so smoothly that the meetings remained out
of the public record.

Kennedy concentrated his considerable charm on the men and
women in the Roosevelt circle. Missy Le Hand and Grace Tully were
both fond of the jocular visitor to the White House; Kennedy and Missy
penned notes back and forth signed “Love and Kisses.” He invited every-
one to Palm Beach; offered James Roosevelt advice on business in New
York and Boston; aided Anna’s new husband, John Boettiger, formerly of
the Chicago Tribune, in finding jobs first with Will Hays in Hollywood
and then as publisher of the Hearst paper in Seattle. Eleanor Roosevelt
received orchids from Kennedy at Easter, the president a trunk packed
with Scotch whiskey at Christmastime. The Roosevelts several times in-
vited the Kennedys to stay the night at the White House. All of the Ken-
nedy children met the president; ten-year-old Robert received some
stamps {rom his fellow philatelist and an invitation to talk about their mu-
tual hobby. Joseph Kennedy, Jr., and John Roosevelt, the president’s
voungest son, were close and rambunctious friends in the Class of 1938 at
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Harvard. The senior Kennedy continually asked the president for small
souvenirs of their relationship (“about three lines in longhand for my
children”) and bid for Roosevelt’s attention—provoking occasional annoy-
ance. The president complained to Henry Morgenthau of Kennedy's tele-
phoned protestations that “he is hurt because I have not seen him.”

Yet Franklin Roosevelt genuinely enjoyed Kennedy's companionship
and, usually, his irreverent sense of humor. He drank in Burton Whee-
ler’s story of the prank he played on Kennedy. The Montana senator had
been acked by Kennedy to invite eight or nine Senate colleagues to come
to Marwood for one of Kennedy's increasingly famous dinners for con-
gressmen. At the last moment, Lynn Frazier of North Dakota was called
away. Wheeler mischievously borrowed a lawyer from his subcommittee
on American Indian affairs to attend Kennedy’s soiree in the person of
Senator Frazier. Kennedy was eager to win over his new acquaintance.
“It was Senator Frazier this and Senator Frazier that,” Wheeler re-
counted. At the end of the evening, Kennedy invited Wheeler and
“Frazier” to remain at Marwood for the night. He served them breakfast
the next morning and sent his guests on their way, confident he had made
a new ally. Shortly thereafter, Wheeler revealed his charade. “To think a
smart Irishman could be taken in by a hardheaded Swede,” Kennedy
said, grateful that few would know he had been outfoxed. But the next
time Kennedy visited the White House the president plunged in the
rapier:

“Say, Joe, I hear you met Senator Frazier.”

Roosevelt could not resist a hoax of his own. Scheduled to ride in the
Shriners parade in Washington, he called up one of the most conspicuous
Catholics in the New Deal. “My God! I go to the Shriners parade?” Ken-
nedy exclaimed. Roosevelt added that Jim Farley would be there. “Jim is
coming? Is that a command?” It was. Mindful of the possible political in-
jury to a Catholic seen in the clutches of the Shrine, Kennedy crouched
behind the police guard to avoid being photographed while riding in the
presidential automobile through a heavy night rain. He and Roosevelt
spoke with Shrine officials while the president received his honorary fez
at the end of the procession. Afterwards, Kennedy flew home to Hyannis
Port.

A few weeks later a telegram arrived from a mysterious “M. T. Cur-
rier”: “In pursuance of our delightful conversation on the night of the
Shrine parade, may I express the hope that you will be here in Washing-
ton the week following Labor Day in order that we may induct you in due
course and as painlessly as possible.” The president had dispatched the
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wire from the Willard Hotel so that Kennedy could not trace it back to the
White House. Later, Roosevelt related Kennedy's reaction, off-the-
record, to newspapermen: “He told the wife and children and the whole
Kennedy family went up through the roof and they remained up through
the roof all of August. . . . About the twenty-fifth of August, I was talking
to Joe on the telephone from the White House—he was still up on the
Cape—and at the end of the conversation, 1 said, ‘By the way, Joe, are
vou going to be down here the first week in September?’

“Joe said, ‘You blankety blank blank blank!" Just like that—and to the
President of the United States!”

It was said that Eleanor Roosevelt once told Kennedy she wanted him
to “go right on telling Franklin what you think.” But she and others in the
New Deal began to worry about the conservative Wall Street operator
who was seeing the president with such frequency. Roosevelt, confident
of his expertise in perceiving the motivations of those around him and en-
listing them for his own purposes, had no such apprehensions. He appre-
ciated Kennedy’s forthright ambition to bring distinction to his family as
well as the sense of loyalty that the president felt he could depend on in a
pinch. Yet, as serene as he appeared, Roosevelt was ever vigilant of
Machiavelli’s admonition about the minister who has any aspiration but
the good of his prince. Prima donnas, as Kennedy had himself warned
Raymond Moley two years earlier, did not remain for long in Franklin
Roosevelt’s inner council. The president, therefore, kept a wary eye on
Joseph Kennedy’s flight to prominence in Washington.

Perhaps no one in government received a better press during Frank-
lin Roosevelt's first term than Joseph Kennedy. Impressed by Kennedy's
administration of the Securities Commission, many members of the “one-
party press’ also celebrated his conservative influence at the White
House. The journalistic hosannas multiplied because no one also courted
the Washington press corps more prodigiously than Kennedy. He was
“quick to recognize the value of newspapermen,” Walter Trohan of the
Chicago Tribune believed, “and to cultivate.them across a wide spectrum
of ideologies as sources of influence.”

“Joe could peddle baloney like everyone else,” remembered Frank
Waldrop of the Washington Times-Herald, “but he was an immensely at-
tractive fellow. He was one of the people you had to see in Washington.”
Other journalists concurred. Marquis Childs of the St. Louis Post-
Dispatch saw in Kennedy an astute and purposeful man. Lawrence Spi-
vak, editor of the American Mercury and later radio and television moder-
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ator of “Meet the Press,” remembered Kennedy as one of the first in
Washington to comprehend the political possibilities in broadcasting.
Bascom Timmons, correspondent for a syndicate of Southern newspa-
pers, recalled that Kennedy was known among the capital press as a “fi-
nancial genius” and was popular for his wit and generosity.

Kennedy rarely attended Washington social functions but, as Time re-
ported, he presided as “the urbane host at small dinners famed through-
out the Capital for the excellence of cave and cuisine.” He frequently in-
vited journalists out to Marwood for evenings sometimes ornamented by
Hollywood starlets; on leaving town for weekends, Kennedy turned the
house over to reporters with an invitation to enjoy themselves and leave
the bills to their host. Kennedy became fast friends with Frank Kent of
the Baltimore Sun and investigative reporter Drew Pearson. He devoted
attention to Walter Winchell and asked the staccato-speaking radio com-
mentator for advice on public relations. Colonel Robert McCormick, the
resolutely Republican and isolationist publisher of the Chicago Tribune
and Groton schoolmate of the president, was a Kennedy neighbor in
Florida. Walter Lippmann, two classes ahead of Kennedy at Harvard,
thought so highly of his abilities that he recommended him for the univer-
sity’s Visiting Committee for Economics. Henry Luce found that Ken-
nedy shared his toughminded commitment to free enterprise and the
American destiny—as well as a canny instinct for the uses of power.
Joseph Kennedy was accorded two cover stories in Time, the generous at-
tention of Life, and a majestic feature article in Fortune.

His painful sensitivity to his press clippings was part of the folklore
among capital newspapermen. After reading an early draft of the Fortune
piece, an incensed Kennedy had Tom Corcoran, who served as his per-
sonal attorney in Washington, telephone the magazine to complain. “T am
indeed very sorry that the whole subject of this article has come up,”
Kennedy wrote a Fortune editor, “1 am convinced, after talking with your
Mr. Wood, that it is the brainchild of a psychopathic case and as such, I
am trying to forget.” Kennedy strove almost as excessively to reward
praise. “I want to let you know how deeply grateful I am for the editorial
in Saturday’s paper,” he wrote Arthur Sulzberger of the New York Times,
“I can hardly agree that I deserve such praise but it is heartwarming
nonetheless.” He assured Walter Lippmann that “your writings on the
matters before Congress embrace by all means the fairest and most in-
telligent observations.”

Eugene Meyer, publisher of the Washington Post, received a winning
note from Kennedy after writing him that he had seen a photograph of the
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Kennedy family in Life. Young Joe seemed to favor his father, Meyer had
observed, Jack his mother; as for Mrs. Kennedy, she looked more like
Kennedy’s daughter than his wife.

“For a fellow that has been laying off chocolate ice cream and potatoes
and wanted to keep his youthful figure, to be told again and again that his
wife looks like his daughter, it is a hell of a disappointment!” Kennedy
replied. He had read Meyer’s letter aloud at the family luncheon table.
“Joe, Jr., will probably never read the Washington Post again. Jack, on
the other hand, thinks that any paper who has a publisher so discerning
and with such fine judgment should be supported by the entire country.”
As for Rose, “she reminded me that you had been one of the most success-
ful men in the country, both publicly and privately, and after all, if we
weren't to follow a man of your judgment, who were we to follow?”

There was more to Kennedy's friendships with figures in journalism
than simple calculation. Most newspapermen and publishers had seen
public officials come and go and had long steeled themselves against idle
flattery and favors. Joseph Kennedy generated a sense of comradeship
with journalists that appeared somehow lacking in his relations with gov-
ernment officials. (In later years people observed this of John Kennedy as
well.) Perhaps he felt less competitive toward reporters than toward other
members of the New Deal. Many of his friendships in the press were
among the most abiding he would ever have. When John O’Donnell of
the New York Daily News fell mortally ill, Kennedy wrote O’Donnell’s
colleagues at the paper, offering to absorb his friend’s medical expenses.

Kennedy's closest friend of all was Arthur Krock. They seemed oddly
suited, at first glimpse—Kennedy who delighted in shattering conven-
tion, Krock the distant Grand Duke of the New York Times. Yet beneath
these veneers they were both outsiders who had made their way in the
capital. Although both used the rhetoric of principle and public service,
neither fully accepted these ideals as overriding creeds. “I never had any
idealism from the time I was a young reporter about anybody who touched
the edges of politics or big business,” Krock declared in his last years, “I
expected, and still do, that politicians and big businessmen don’t have any
morals—that is, public morals.” Ernest Lindley observed, “Both Ken-
nedy and Krock had expensive tastes, conservative economic views and a
love for banter, and they were therefore a perfect fit.” After the friend-
ship cooled, Krock recalled Kennedy’s instruction to “look out the win-
dow Christmas morning and you’ll see an automobile.” In retrospect, the
journalist considered this “a pretty coarse kind of bribe” and remembered
replying, “T'll see nothing of the kind. I'll have it towed away if it’s there.”
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But in the halcyon days, Krock was a frequent guest at the Kennedy
homes and a Dutch uncle to the Kennedy sons. A constant source of polit-
ical advice for Joseph Kennedy, he often favored his friend by floating
trial balloons in his Times column.

Kennedy’s friendships on Capitol Hill too were based more on per-
sonal chemistry than ideological affinity. They ranged from Burton
Wheeler to Senators James F. Byrnes, a conservative New Dealer from
South Carolina; Pat Harrison of Mississippi; Claude Pepper of Florida;
George Norris, progressive Republican of Nebraska.

Many of Kennedy's allies in Congress and in the press included those
most unreconciled to the New Deal. Rather than discourage this, the
president employed Kennedy as a go-between. One example was William
Randolph Hearst. Kennedy and the publisher remained in close touch,
despite Hearst’s impatience with Franklin Roosevelt. “Pop thought Joe
was very smart,” William Randolph Hearst, Jr., recalled. “They had
movie interests and many friends in common. They had sort of a mutual
admiration society.” Relations between the publisher and the new presi-
dent had begun cordially. Hearst wrote Kennedy that he was willing to go
to “great lengths” to support Roosevelt because of the seriousness of the
national crisis. He lunched with the president and wrote Roosevelt after
his return to San Simeon that he had been “doing a little work since I got
back telling the business people how fine you are. I guess at your next
election we will have to make it unanimous.”

He soon changed his mind. Hearst concluded that the New Deal was
infiltrated by Communists and sent a man to Louisiana to discover
whether Huey Long was serious about running for president in 1936.
Kennedy kept working to keep Roosevelt and Hearst from loggerheads.
He brought the publisher to the White House in October 1934. The
meeting went poorly, however, and Hearst refused to return for fear of
being “taken in” by the president.

Kennedy journeyed to California to listen to and agree with many of
the publisher’s complaints about Roosevelt’s tax policies. After a perplex-
ing session in May 1935 he received a soothing telegram from Missy Le
Hand: PRESIDENT SUGGESTS YOU RETURN ON BATTLESHIP THROUGH
PANAMA CANAL. HAPPY LANDING!

When the president came into possession of a confidential message
from Hearst to his editors commanding that “Raw Deal” be substituted
for all references to the New Deal, he restrained his impulse to issue an
exposé and continued to encourage Kennedy’s peace-making efforts. But
the Hearst press continued to thunder against the New Deal.
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The president who brought diverse men and women into the quadrille
of government was entertained by the man who was at once the son of a
ward leader, a Wall Street speculator, and a loyal New Dealer. “He liked
Joe and especially liked the family image projected by his wife and nine
children, yet he was a little bit afraid of him,” James Roosevelt observed.
The president offered Kennedy power, but he also caricatured him before
Henry Morgenthau and Harold Ickes (although here he was indulging his
listeners), played practical jokes that sometimes suggested censure as
much as humor, reminded Kennedy in a hundred subtle yet unmistak-
able ways that he served at the pleasure of the president. With the visits
to Marwood, the evening calls to the executive mansion, the graciousness
to Kennedy's family and other good deeds, Roosevelt encouraged
Kennedy—as he encouraged everyone—to overvalue his indispensability
to the president. But Kennedy revised his view of Franklin Roosevelt
from the manipulable figure he perceived in 1932 and 1917. He would say
that it was while serving under Roosevelt at the Securities Commission
that he learned “the uselessness of trying to change him.”

Kennedy sometimes responded to his conflicting instincts of political
ambition, strenuous beliefs on public issues, and allegiance to the presi-
dent in self-damaging ways. Conservative friends like Frank Kent valued
Kennedy's restraining effect on Roosevelt but in the instances where, in
deference to the president, Kennedy pulled in his horns rather than criti-
cize administration policy, these friends would rib him for subjugating
matters of conscience to his eagerness to score points with Roosevelt.
Few accusations more greatly wounded this man who so cherished his au-
thenticity. As if to make up for his public obeisance to the president, Ken-
nedy indulged in scathing attacks on Roosevelt in private. These jere-
miads Kennedy knew would drift back to the White House.

Another explanation for his demonstrations of independence was the
slight social tension that seemed to separate Kennedy from Roosevelt.
Eleanor Roosevelt once observed the reverse snobbishness of the man
who looked down on another man, like her husband, who had not pulled
himself up by his own bootstraps. She was thinking of Al Smith, but the
same malady may also have afflicted Joseph Kennedy. Like many others,
Kennedy was hurt by the president’s tendency to compartmentalize his
companions into social and political friends. One of the few subjects that
interrupted Jim Farley’s good humor was his certainty of Franklin Roose-
velt's condescension. Ed Flynn, who enjoved the president’'s company as
frequently as Kennedy did, inveighed acidly against Roosevelt’s “Hasty
Pudding Cabinet” aboard Vincent Astor’s boat.
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Occasionally, Kennedy's needling of the president lapsed into effron-
tery. Once when Roosevelt asked Kennedy for discretion regarding a lady
friend too much in evidence, Kennedy reputedly replied, “Not until you
get rid of Missy Le Hand!” Such hubris may have been Kennedy’s con-
scious or unconscious device to preclude a vision of himself as an Irish
Catholic courtier to a partrician Chief Executive.

“Neither had any illusions about the other,” a newspaperman who was
close to Joseph Kennedy in Washington observed. “Kennedy and Roose-
velt found each other highly attractive men. Although each was, by na-
ture, too suspicious to allow himself to genuinely like the other, they ad-
mired each other’s performances. They were both masters at handling
men.” Franklin Roosevelt once confided to Kennedy, with a flourish, that
“I can have Barney Baruch any time I let him put his feet under my din-
ing room table.” Kennedy had laughed, but did he wonder whether the
president believed he could employ the same guile on him?

There were few hours for introspection in the tumultuous atmosphere
of New Deal Washington. As Kennedy prepared to resign from the Se-
curities and Exchange Commission, an election year loomed. At Franklin
Roosevelt’s insistence he kept up the pilgrimages to San Simeon and to
the Shrine of the Little Flower in Royal Oak, Michigan.

The Priest of the Little Flower

Sunday afternoons at two o’clock. Strains of organ music issued from
forty million radios, followed by an announcer’s voice, deathly and so-
norous. It was the weekly “discourse” of the Reverend Charles Coughlin.
Audiences listened for the familiar, schoolmasterly opening, the brogue
thickening portentiously, the indignant crescendo against the money
changers, the Bolsheviks, the international bankers and, increasingly,
Franklin Delano Roosevelt.

The priest of the Shrine of the Little Flower posed, with Huey Long,
the most serious single threat to the president’s reelection, or so many at
the White House believed. Jim Farley commissioned a survey estimating
how many votes a presidential ticket backed by Long and Coughlin could
amass. The answer: six million, enough to throw the election to the Re-
publicans. In March 1935 Hugh Johnson, the loudspoken former National
Recovery Administrator, warned a New York audience, “You can laugh at
Father Coughlin, you can snort at Huey Long, but this country was never
under a greater threat.”

The president took it philosophically. The American people, he wrote
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to a friend that same month, were “going through a bad case of Huey
Long and Father Coughlin influenza—the whole country aching in every
bone.” Still Roosevelt was not daring enough to allow the disease to run
its course. He charged Joseph Kennedy with the responsibility of keeping
the good priest on the reservation.

Who was this man behind the microphone? Coughlin was born in
1891 to a Canadian seamstress and an American seaman who had suffered
typhoid and found a sexton’s job in Hamilton, Ontario. At a Basilian
college of the University of Toronto the young man steeped himself in
Social Catholicism. He accepted as his credo the encyclical of Pope Leo
XIII, Rerum Novarum, on the changes wrought by the industrial revolu-
tion. The sanctity of private property, the immorality of usury, public reg-
ulation of working conditions, the natural harmony of labor and capital,
the obligation of the state to provide social justice—many of these pre-
cepts were shared by American reform programs at the turn of the cen-
tury. Some hoped that the document would bridge the chasm between
urban Catholics and the reform movement.

The new priest found a sympathetic soul in Michael Gallagher, bishop
of Detroit, who had been schooled in Social Catholicism in Vienna. He
asked Coughlin to found a church in the Detroit suburb of Royal Oak, a
stronghold of the Ku Klux Klan. Coughlin’s welcome was a flaming cross.
There were money problems too, for the few Catholic families in Royal
Oak were hard pressed to sustain a parish church. “There I was, sleeping
in the vestry, threatened with pneumonia, shivering with the cold, and
unwilling to admit defeat,” the priest recalled. “Something had to be
done.”

In 1926 Coughlin called on the manager of a Detroit radio station. The
manager had heard of Coughlin’s gift for lively sermons: what else could he
do? The priest said he could play the organ and sing a little. “The Golden
Hour of the Little Flower™” began as a weekly showcase for Coughlin’s tal-
ents as reader of children’s stories, organist, sermonizer, and recitalist of
Keats and Shelley. The program was adopted by CBS and beamed from
coast to coast. When the depression came, Coughlin wet his feet in poli-
tics. “I knew damn well that the little people, the average man, was suf-
fering. T also knew that no one had the courage to tell the truth about why
this nation was in such mortal danger. I knew that if anyone was going to
inforin the American citizenry, it would have to be me.”

He proposed the principles of Social Catholicism as the cure for the
economic malaise, taking papal encyclicals as his touchstones. But the
radio broadcasts were more dramatic than consistent; from week to week
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Coughlin attacked financiers, supported economic nostrums, denounced
Herbert Hoover as the arch-villain of mass misery. The size of his audi-
ence jumped as the allegations and solutions grew more imaginative.
Letters containing hundreds of thousands of dollars descended upon
Royal Oak; with the proceeds, Coughlin erected the Shrine of the Little
Flower. Fearful of controversy, CBS canceled his contract, but the priest
found no difficulty in forming his own national network.

In May 1931 the governor of New York received a letter from his
wife’s brother, G. Hall Roosevelt, controller of Detroit: “Father Coughlin
is probably known to you by this time and is famous for being the director
of fifty-two secretaries, which he has found necessary to handle his mail,
which gets as high as 250,000 letters a day. He would like to tender his
services. He would be difficult to handle and might be full of dynamite,
but I think you had better be prepared to say yes or no.”

Roosevelt said yes. In the spring of 1932 he and Coughlin joined in a
cautious political embrace during a meeting in Albany. “We were sup-
posed to be partners,” the priest said later. “He said he would rely on me,
that I would be an important advisor.” Coughlin said he could not come
out openly for a presidential candidate but that he would speak in favor of
Roosevelt’s “philosophy of government.”

Joseph Kennedy befriended the priest and kept an eye on him for the
Roosevelt campaign. The two men swiftly became fond of each other. If
one was a speculator, the other a self-appointed gadfly of Wall Street,
they paid little mind to this barrier. (Neither did the priest permit his out-
rage against international banking to keep him from secret speculation in
silver and country weekends at the homes of Wall Street financiers.) But
for the clerical collar and rhetoric, Coughlin was in fact the very picture of
the man of the New Era. Athletic, an avid watcher of sports, he had the
Main Street knack for making money and good fellowship. Both Kennedy
and Coughlin liked publicity and jokes that were mildly naughty, dis-
dained the Wall Street Old Guard, said things in anger that they later
regretted, looked on life with some sense of the absurd. Both had been
shaken by the depression and yearned for strong leadership and national
planning. And, whether or not they ever spoke of it, both Joseph Ken-
nedy and Father Coughlin believed they could each wield powerful influ-
ence, if not control, over Franklin Roosevelt.

After the 1932 election Coughlin arrived in New York for his audience
with the president-elect. Earlier the priest had suggested, to Roosevelt's
agreement, that the new president must appoint a greater number of
Catholics as ambassadors in Latin America. He brought a list of qualified
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candidates to the home on Sixty-fifth Street. But, “Padre, terrible disap-
pointment. I can’t go through with that,” Roosevelt replied; he had al-
ready permitted the new secretary of state, Cordell Hull, to make the
Latin American appointments. “I'll tell you what I can do. You can have
the Philippines if you want it.” Coughlin immediately proposed Frank
Murphy, mayor of Detroit and an early Roosevelt man who had been one
of the priest’s first altar boys. The next day the president-elect congratu-
lated the new governor-general. “Frank, you are going to the Philip-
pines.”

Coughlin approved of most of the early New Deal—"It is either
Roosevelt or ruin”—and his followers deluged the White House demand-
ing his appointment as secretary of the treasury. Sixty-six congressmen
signed a petition asking Roosevelt to make Coughlin an economic adviser.
The priest directed his own stream of requests to Washington, so much so
that by the end of 1933 the president told Jim Farley, “He should run for
the Presidency himself. Who the hell does he think he is?” Coughlin
began to have his own private doubts about Roosevelt. “Sometimes I am
of the opinion that while I certainly rebuilt the confidence of the people in
him, a confidence which had been greatly impaired, I sometimes wonder
whether or not he favors my being with him,” he wrote Frank Murphy in
Manila in January 1g34. Yet the voice on the radio declared, “I will never
change my philosophy that the New Deal is Christ’s Deal.”

In April 1934 Roosevelt waved a red flag at Coughlin. Secretary
Morgenthau revealed a list of prominent silver speculators to Congress.
Near the top of the roster was the secretary-treasurer of the Radio League
of the Little Flower, who had evidently invested some of Coughlin’s eam-
ings on the priest’s behalf. Roosevelt could have saved Coughlin from em-
barrassment by removing his name from the list, but he did not.

Now the priest faced a dilemma. He was furious at the president yet
afraid to gamble his popularity against Roosevelt’s. Throughout 1934
Coughlin oscillated between supporting the president and opposing him.
He offered a crazy quilt of proposals ranging from large-scale inflation to
creation of a national bank to abolition of the Federal Reserve. Privately,
the priest oftered an oracular forecast to Frank Murphy: “The Presi-
dent within two years will have constructed a social order of a new type
which will prevail. When I speak of this, I foresee that many of our so-
called democratic functions must be discarded.” A month later he wrote,
“The entire fabric of democracy is moth-eaten. I am not intimating any in-
clination toward Naziism, but the possibility of viewing democracy too far
to the right. It is an old story: if you go too far west, you go east.”
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By the end of 1934 Coughlin was poised to challenge Franklin Roose-
velt. He formed his own political organization, the National Union for
Social Justice, to lobby the Democratic and Republican parties for the
Coughlin program. But in January 1935 he said he believed in Roosevelt
“as much as ever.” Two weeks later, abetted by William Randolph Hearst
and other isolationists, Coughlin led the fight against the president’s bill
to bring the United States into the World Court. In March he informed
his audience that Franklin Roosevelt had “out-Hoovered Hoover,” pro-
tected plutocrats, and comforted Communists. Striking responsive nerves
in Social Catholicism and Populism, drawing in elements of anti-Semi-
tism, Coughlin seemed capable of fulfilling the old dream of alliance be-
tween Catholics and Populists. Those who knew Coughlin and Huey
Long doubted the widespread rumors of a political partnership—each was
too strong-willed to defer to the other—but others regarded the Kingfish
and the radio priest as the forerunners of an American fascism.

The president slapped Coughlin with one hand while slapping him on
the back with the other. Roosevelt believed he had a powerful restraint
on the priest in the form of the Vatican’s longstanding request for official
recognition by the American government. If Coughlin kept up his criti-
cism, the president told Henry Morgenthau, he would “send for the three
cardinals and Apostolic delegate and show them the attacks that Father
Coughlin has made on the sovereign of the United States—namely the
President—and ask them how that jibes with their theory that the Church
should have an ambassador in each country.” At Roosevelt's request,
Joseph Kennedy consulted Frank Murphy on strategies to keep peace
with Royal Oak. (“By the way, I've yet to meet a girl in New York or
Washington who doesn’t know Frank Murphy,” Kennedy appended a
friendly letter. “Where in hell do you find the time to meet all these
good-looking women?”)

Since the inauguration, Coughlin had tried to work his will on the
president through the Catholics at the White House. The priest’s mother
and Ray Moley’s mother happened to be old friends. Coughlin traded
jokes with Jim Farley and urged Missy Le Hand to talk politics; she
prudently refused to stray from less perilous topics like novenae and the
striking architecture of Coughlin’s Shrine. Coughlin considered Frank
Murphy his political protégé until he concluded that Murphy’s ambitions
were leading him to offer himself as a cat’s paw for Franklin Roosevelt.

The priest’s rapport with Kennedy increased. “Joe was fascinated by
Coughlin’s talent on the radio,” James Roosevelt remembered. “He rec-
ognized it as demagoguery, but revelled in what the priest could ac-
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complish. He was intrigued by Coughlin’s use of power.” Kennedy made
periodic visits to Royal Oak and, on one occasion, brought his son Jack
along to meet the celebrated radio priest. Kennedy and Coughlin often
disagreed on politics—he would laughingly call the priest a “jackass™—
but Coughlin perceived a genuineness in Kennedy that preserved their
friendship long after the priest’s links to others in Washington were sev-
ered. “We were just friends,” Coughlin remembered later, “1 had many
friends who didn’t support me. I never sought their support either, but
they enjoyed conversation with me.”

Taking a leaf perhaps from the president, Kennedy offered Coughlin
enough of an impression of political agreement to lure the priest into
speaking frankly. Coughlin informed Frank Murphy in 1g35 that “the
general criticism against Mr. Roosevelt is due to the fact that he has
broken nearly every promise that he has made while he prefers to seek
means and methods closely allied with socialism and communism to rec-
tify our economic ills. Joseph Kennedy agrees with me in this analysis.”

At the beginning of September 1935 Kennedy visited the president at
Hyde Park. By then, Father Coughlin had boycotted the White House for
several months. Roosevelt planned a final attempt to work his magic over
the radio priest. The White House switchboard reached Coughlin at din-
ner with his parents in Michigan. Kennedy took the receiver and asked
his friend where he had been keeping himself. “Home, I'm busy,” was
the curt reply. But the Boss wanted to speak with him, said Kennedy.
“Where are you calling from, Joe?” Kennedy chuckled: “Up the river!”

Then the familiar voice came over the line: “Hiya Padre! Where have
you been all the time? I'm lonesome. I've got a couple of days off down
here. Come on down and see me.” Coughlin declined with the explana-
tion that he had “an important funeral” to attend the following morning.
“You get ready and come down the next night then,” Roosevelt replied.

Coughlin, relating the conversation many years after, explained his
reluctance to see the president. His mentor Bishop Gallagher had re-
ceived from the archbishop of Guadalajara a check allegedly made out by
a Cominunist sympathizer in the Treasury Department to Mexican revo-
lutionaries. The bishop had told Coughlin he must stay away from Roose-
velt. After the president’s telephone call, the priest asked Gallagher’s
permission for a visit to Hyde Park. Gallagher approved the trip on the
condition that Coughlin confront Roosevelt with the mysterious check.
The priest called Joseph Kennedy to say he would arrive on the early
morning train in Albany.

The train pulled into Albany before dawn on September 10. Stepping
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onto the platform, Coughlin glimpsed a tall newspaper headline: HUEY
LONG DEAD. A reporter rushed up from the darkness to record his reac-
tion: “The most regrettable thing in modern history.” Kennedy escorted
the priest to his waiting Rolls-Royce and they motored down the Hudson,
arriving at sunrise. The president was still asleep. Kennedy and Coughlin
made breakfast for themselves and repaired to the study to wait for the
president to awaken.

There was a rumbling at the top of the stairs. In the custom of the
house, Coughlin ran up the staircase to assist Roosevelt, a newspaper
under his arm. What did Coughlin have there? the president asked.
Coughlin brandished the paper: “Your boyfriend is dead.” After Roose-
velt had his breakfast, he got down to business: “Cards on the table,
Padre, cards on the table. Why are you cooling off to me?” Coughlin
hemmed and hawed, uncomfortable with Kennedy present. Roosevelt in-
vited Kennedy to “go out and look at the pigs.”

“We've got some bad news from Mexico,” Coughlin remembered
telling the president. He produced the check. “Michael Gallagher’s afraid
that we're going soft on the Communists down there ” Roosevelt, puz-
zled, examined the check and promised to look into the matter. Coughlin
went on to say that the president’s recognition of the Soviet Union was all
right because no nation could go bankrupt without injuring the remainder
of the world, but Roosevelt should pursue more inflationary fiscal policies
and get rid of the Federal Reserve. The president replied to these en-
treaties as he typically did: “Don’t be so innocent as to think that the
President of the United States can also be the Congress of the United
States. I'm only the President.”

Roosevelt reminded Coughlin of the dire problems the nation faced
and the catastrophe that would confront America should a Republican
president be elected in 1936. If Coughlin went ahead to form a third
party, it might result in a Republican victory. Was that what Coughlin
wanted? The priest was noncommittal. After many hours of talk, the pres-
ident invited Kennedy and Coughlin to stay for dinner, but they had al-
ready made plans to dine with a friend in the Berkshires. The priest
related the long conversation with Roosevelt as he and Kennedy drove
away. After listening sympathetically, Kennedy told Coughlin he was
planning to resign from the Securities Commission in a few weeks; he still
liked and respected the president but found few challenges left in the job.

“I'went down to see Mr. Roosevelt and spent eight hours talking with
him, during which time I did most of the talking,” Coughlin reported to
Frank Murphy. He was now convinced that reconciliation with the presi-
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dent was impossible. “I sincerely feel that Mr. Roosevelt is a socialist of
the radical type . . . not for what he has done so much as what he has left
undone and which he has no intention of doing as he told me.” Coughlin
predicted that Roosevelt would be reelected but that his second adminis-
tration would have “a most stormy existence.” He prophesied that the
legislative and executive branches would revolt against the president,
that the Republicans would be “even willing to help re-elect Roosevelt for
the purpose of ruining him entirely together with the hopes of the Tug-
wells, the Frankfurters and the rest of the Jews who surround him. The
plot is deeply laid. . . .”

At Hyde Park the president took pains to keep Father Coughlin’s visit
a secret. That evening, a reporter found presidential secretary Marvin
MclIntyre on his way into a Poughkeepsie restaurant. Was it true that the
radio priest had seen the president? McIntyre denied the report. But the
next day, after consulting with Roosevelt, he withdrew the denial. At the
afternoon press conference, a newspaperman asked about the purpose of
Coughlin’s call. The president was cautious:

“He came yesterday to lunch. Joe Kennedy called up and said he was
going to bring him through from Albany on his way to Massachusetts. He
came down and we had a nice visit. He stayed for lunch and went on.”
Coughlin had told reporters that it was he who informed the president of
the death of Huey Long—was that true? “No, what happened was that he
was present when Missy came in and said so.” Was the priest back on the
reservation? “I don’t know. It was a social visit.” Hadn’t they talked poli-
tics? “Just a social visit.” Was Coughlin coming back for another talk?
“Not that I know of.” What was Joe Kennedy’s mission? “I have no idea,
except to act as chauffeur, I guess.”

“I'm for Roosevelt” and “I'm for Kennedy”

A week later, at another press conference, Marvin McIntyre brought
up the rumor of Kennedy's departure from government. “One or two of
the boys have an inquiry and if you want to answer it, it ought to be not
for morning paper release, but for immediate release. The news is that
Joe Kennedy—"

“Yes, I think that can be announced,” Roosevelt broke in. “The only
thing is this—I have his letter and I have not written my letter. I do not
want to kill the story for Joe. . . . I told you six weeks ago he was getting
out this fall.”

“Does he give any reason?”’
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“That is the trouble about making it. There are going to be two very
nice letters.” But when told that the story of Kennedy’s resignation was
already breaking in Washington, the president relented. “All right. Let-
ters for the morning.”

“Can you tell us why he is getting out now?”

“Because he has been hoping to get out for some time and he stayed a
good deal longer than he expected to stay. He has to get back to his
private work.”

The “very nice letters” were issued on September 21, 1935. “To dis-
continue my official relations with you is not an easy task,” Kennedy
wrote to the president, “Rather it is one involving genuine regret assuaged
only by the privilege of your friendship. As a chief, you have been un-
failingly considerate and stimulating. . . . You know how deeply devoted
I am to you personally and to the success of your Administration. Because
of this devotion, after retiring from the post of Chairman of the Securities
and Exchange Commission, I shall still deem myself a part of your Ad-
ministration.”

“Of course, I am very sorry to see you go,” Roosevelt responded, “but
you rightly reminded me that you accepted the Chairmanship of the
Securities Commission with the distinct understanding that your private
affairs would not permit you to stay beyond a year.” He congratulated
Kennedy for his successful implementation of the New Deal in finance.
“Such a result never just happens. It comes to pass only through skill, re-
sourcefulness, good sense, and devotion to the public interest.” Kennedy
was fully justified to continue regarding himself as a member of the New
Deal. “In the future, as in the past, I shall freely turn to you for your sup-
port and counsel.”

“I'm going to feel that I'm out of politics—if this is politics—for the
rest of my natural life,” Kennedy told newspapermen. One of his last acts
as chairman of the Securities Commission was to write a batch of letters to
publishers and journalists thanking them for their support: “I am now
through with public life forever. . . .” Few believed it. Willard Kiplinger
reported that Kennedy was in line for a cabinet position.

The president asked Kennedy to visit Europe as an unofficial emissary
to report on economics and politics: “When 1 lie awake at nights, as 1
often do, I worry about the condition of Europe . . . more than anything
else. I wish you would do a trouble-shooting job and find out for me just
what the threat to peace amounts to.” Kennedy sailed with presidential
letters of introduction to the leaders of government and opposition in
Great Britain, France, Italy, Switzerland, and the Netherlands. Before
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Kennedy reached London, Bernard Baruch cabled his friend Winston
Churchill: “Suggest your making appointment to see him as he is impor-
tant and good relationship between you two might have far reaching
results.”

Churchill asked the Kennedys to luncheon at his home at Chartwell,
Kent. During the meal, Mrs. Churchill asked Rose Kennedy whether she
thought Eleanor Roosevelt was an exhibitionist, using her husband’s high
office to gain publicity. No, the president’s wife was sincere, Mrs. Ken-
nedy replied; gradually people would grow accustomed to her unconven-
tional approach. Churchill carried the burden of the conversation; he sug-
gested to his American guests that their two countries build a navy strong
enough to protect the world from Nazism. This would be a difficult idea to
sell in America, he warned Joseph Kennedy—prophetically. There were
too many isolationists, “too many Irish haters of England, too many peo-
ple that would prefer to remain outside England’s sphere.”

Churchill in 1935 looked askance at most of the domestic innovations
of the New Deal, but Kennedy was surprised to find support for Franklin
Roosevelt’s policies among the chief men of British finance. “One thing
we can be sure of,” he wrote Jim Farley on Claridge’s stationery, “and
that is that if all the newspaper and business men of America had one
tenth of the confidence in the President that they have here in England,
he would be President for the rest of his life.” The newspapermen of
Fleet Street asked the American if he believed Roosevelt could be de-
feated in 1936. “There is no one to beat him, because no one has anything
to offer. What could be the program of any opponent of Roosevelt?”

In mid-November Kennedy returned with a report on “the tensions
and hypocrisies I had witnessed.” He had found Europe “unsettled and
confused” with an “Alice-in-Wonderland quality.” Changing subjects
during an evening meeting at the White House, Kennedy urged the pres-
ident to keep trying to mend fences with William Randolph Hearst and
Father Coughlin. Roosevelt was unreceptive. Referring to Hearst as “that
bastard,” he declared there was no man in the entire United States who
was as vicious an influence. Kennedy dryly noted that there seemed little
chance of concord. That same month, Father Coughlin announced to his
radio audience that he and the president were now unalterably opposed.
Was a bargain with the Vatican in Roosevelt’'s mind? He told Kennedy
that he had “practically decided” to officially recognize the Catholic
church.

At Farlev's behest, the president tried once more for peace with the
priest of the Little Flower. On January 8, 1936 Coughlin came to the
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White House for the last time. Roosevelt tried to pin him down on his po-
litical plans, Coughlin to pin down Roosevelt on his plans if reelected.
Neither succeeded. By the end of the meeting, the president was re-
duced to asking the priest how his Great Dane was feeling. “Fine,”
Coughlin replied. “How is Fala?”

A few weeks later, with the cunning of a ward boss, Father Coughlin
tested his remaining political clout at the White House. He wired Ken-
nedy that “the federal judgeship in Detroit is wide open and Washington
is considering the appointment of a young man who doesn’t know the date
of Chrisimas. I have a man who is one of the eminent attorneys of
Michigan and a Republican who is a real convert. Moreover, he is will-
ing and desirous of wringing the necks of the Administration’s enemies
around Michigan.” Coughlin offered to “give you his name and see if you
can go to work.” Kennedy sent the telegram on to James Roosevelt with
the notation that “the President can decide whether it is worthwhile to
make a gesture to Father Coughlin.” There was no gesture.

Murphy received another missive from Royal Oak: “Frank, don’t de-
ceive yourself. Roosevelt is a liar and the truth is not in him.”

Spending the winter in Palm Beach, Kennedy reported to the White
House that local churches were filling up with Liberty Leaguers. The
Roosevelt anthem for 1936, he joked, would not be “Happy Days Are
Here Again,” but “T'll Be Glad When You're Dead, You Rascal, You.”
The president sent Kennedy a list of businessmen, prepared by the Com-
merce Department, who were known to be favorable to the New Deal
and whom Kennedy might approach for financial support in the coming
campaign. Indicative of the chill between Franklin Roosevelt and busi-
ness was the brevity of the list; it included only fifty names. Kennedy un-
dertook short-term consulting work with RCA and Paramount Pictures
but—in spite of the disclaimers—he was eager to return to public life. In
the spring of 1936, James Roosevelt found Kennedy “unhappy and angry
that no new job offer was forthcoming from Washington.”

Kennedy asked Missy Le Hand to transmit a message to the presi-
dent: “I'm fairly free now of any business activities, and so if he thinks I
can be of any use to him, please let me know.” On the editorial page of
the New York Times Arthur Krock unsuccessfully proposed Kennedy as
chairman of a new board overseeing public works.

Seeing no official position in his immediate future, Joseph Kennedy
threw himself into the presidential campaign. He was the preeminent
specimen of a rare breed—a big businessman in support of the New Deal.
Kennedy drafted a book that would demonstrate to American business-
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men that “they never had it so good.” He sent a rough version to the pres-
ident in June but received no response. Anxiously, he wrote Missy Le
Hand, “Unless he feels some value in releasing it, it won’t hurt my feel-
ings at all if he just says, ‘Let’s use it in some other way.” ” Roosevelt
dispatched a reply: “I thought you got my message sent more than ten
days ago—that 1 thought the manuscript splendid and that it will be of
real service, not only from a campaign point of view, but also as a distinct
step in sane education of the country.”

Kennedy offered Arthur Krock five thousand dollars to rework his
manuscript, reporting that the president was “anxious to have it done,
and if it is done, I should like to have it done in bang-up shape.” Krock
consented but refused the fee.

I'm for Roosevelt was published by Reynal and Hitchcock in Sep-
tember 1936. Except for its mild objections to Franklin Roosevelt’s 1936
tax proposals and certain of his fiscal policies, the book was a clarion
defense of the New Deal. Kennedy reminded businessmen that even
though some found the president’s reforms distasteful, Roosevelt’s pro-
grams had nevertheless saved the capitalist system. He advocated some
type of permanent system of national planning to maintain the social and
economic order. “Planned action is imperative or else capitalism and the
American scheme of life will be in serious jeopardy.” The question facing
Americans was “whether we should intelligently regulate our social life as
to assure the maintenance of a democracy or should smash our regulatory
machine and thus pave the way for dictatorship. . . .

“My faith in Roosevelt and my belief in the ultimate triumph and
broad benefit of his principles is much affected by my position as the fa-
ther of a large family. Out of a chaotic condition which stunned every-
body, out of a collapse which threatened the welfare of all of us, our na-
tion has come to a relatively prosperous and harmonious era.” Who would
choose to return, he demanded, “to the terror of 1933 or step backward
from the sound threshold of the future into the economic quicksand of the
years before the New Deal?”

Some critics derided the protestation of “no political ambitions for
myself or my children” with which Kennedy opened the volume, but
most praised his arguments. A few reviewers worried about his seeming
passion for federal supervision of American life. A critic for the Saturday
Review asked, “Does he scofl at fears of excessive regimentation and bu-
reaucracy because he is confident that the President can be trusted to
avoid them or because he wants less individualisin and more regimenta-
tion?” Did Kennedy know himsel{?
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That autumn he contributed handsomely to the reelection campaigns
of congressional friends. George Norris was given one thousand dollars.
James Byrnes received a note from Kennedy—"I am convinced that
South Carolina just couldn’t get along without you”—and shortly thereaf-
ter, Edward Moore arrived at the senator’s home in Spartanburg with a
check for twenty-five hundred dollars. Byrnes declined on the grounds
that his relations with Kennedy were not such that he should feel justified
in accepting such a sum. But Kennedy never accepted excuses for failure,
Moore said; the senator’s refusal would hurt his position with Kennedy.
As a compromise, Byrnes agreed to accept the check and reimburse Ken-
nedy immediately.

The showcase businessman for Roosevelt promulgated his views in in-
terviews, articles, and speeches. “If you shove your neck out, you're
bound to get it slapped,” he told a reporter. Some of his business friends
had told him he had seen his last job with anyone in the financial world,
but Kennedy was “tired of hearing rich and powerful men express their
hatred for the President.” He was “afraid some people are laying up bad
trouble for themselves the way they are acting. . . . You can't tell the
public to go to hell anymore. Fifty men have run America—and that’s a
high figure. The rest of America is demanding a share in the game and
they’ll get it.”

“A Businessman’s View of the New Deal,” an article under Kennedy's
byline in the Review of Reviews, was distributed by the Democratic Na-
tional Committee. Another piece entitled “The Administration and Busi-
ness  was published in the New York Times Magazine. “It is the par-
tisanship of some and the essential selfishness of the economically powerful
that explain the frequent use of the scare technique in the campaign
against the President,” Kennedy explained. “To be sure, the term eco-
nomic royalist stings, but we all know that it is not directed to a whole
class but to a few, the irresponsible wealthy who have no heed for the
social obligations of money and power.”

Kennedy's strategy was to separate the lions of Wall Street from small
businessmen and executives in newer industries like motion pictures,
radio, and computers, inclined to be more friendly to Roosevelt. His
willingness to join the attacks on economic royalists and criticize the
American power elite with the vigor of a Harold Ickes or Ferdinand
Lundberg issued perhaps from Kennedy’s failure to achieve complete ac-
ceptance by Wall Street. A call on J. P. Morgan one day in 1929 was
rebuffed with the excuse that the great man was too busy to see him.
James Roosevelt believed that this explained Kennedy’s yearning for the
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treasury: “Joe realized that he would never be fully accepted by the
members of the financial establishment and felt that this way he could cir-
cumvent them.” Despite his attainments, Kennedy never ceased to iden-
tify more with the commoners than with the sultans of finance. “Six or
seven times in my life, the pendulum swung my way,” he once reminded
afriend, “and for that, if it hadn’t faller favorably, life could be quite a bit
different.”

The president asked him to organize a series of dinners honoring
Businessmen for Roosevelt. Only the candidate’s insistence overcame
Kennedy’s reluctance to accept this thankless task. The invitations were
not coveted. One man excused himself by explaining that his wife was
afraid to be left alone in her Manhattan apartment; another declined with
the observation that “Landon is in, anyhow”; a third wrote, “I'll vote for
him. Ain’t that enough?” The banquets were held on an October evening
in major American cities. The president delivered an after-dinner address
by telephone from Washington.

Kennedy proposed to take to the radio for Roosevelt. “The Boss thinks
the idea for a broadcast is swell,” replied the presidential press secretary,
Stephen Early. He asked Kennedy to submit his speech for White House
clearance and to follow a few suggestions laid down by the president: “If
big business and big finance is different from the overwhelming majority
of little businessmen and small bankers and think that they can stop gov-
ernment eflorts to end long-standing abuses, they are playing a very dan-
gerous game. The country is not going to revert to complete freedom for
business where such freedom results in over-speculation, overproduc-
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