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This column, triggered by the death of John Jr, isn’t about him.  It’s about the hope he kept alive just by being there.  He might have become a great man in his own right if he had lived, but until he died, his celebrity was rooted in the family from which he came.  Some of us can remember a time when politics didn’t seem cynical and self serving.  A time when it looked like the country was willing to work together for the benefit of all. 





The death of JFK Jr seems like the closing of a door. An end to a hope and an image that has persisted for almost 40 years.  Although Caroline Kennedy is still alive and members of the Kennedy clan will be with us and be active for many years, John Jr was the last direct active connection to the magic of his father, the charismatic President Kennedy.  His existence imbodied the hope that a direct lineal descendent of the President might again lead and inspire the country.





In this age of celebrity worship, where people are elevated to the heights only to be set up to be torn down, I have faint hope that anyone again will begin with enough public goodwill and enough reserved public judgment to be able to survive the destruction our media brings to anyone who seems “too good to be true”.  The age of television, and especially the age of  “all news” channels, has made us into cynics regarding any inherent good in a famous person.





Only Lady Diana in recent years had anything like the personal following that President Kennedy did.  She also embodied the image of a fairy tale personage and place, Camelot, that shining city on a hill, that President and Jacqueline Kennedy gave to us in the 60’s.  And if she had lived long enough she might have been destroyed by the insatiable public hunger to become a part of her life.





The late 50’s and early 60’s weren’t comfortable times. The Korean War had ended in a truce and the Cold War was in full swing. But President Kennedy somehow brought hope and calm to us and much of the world.  His vigor and enthusiasm blew away the gloom.  Those of us who were of the right age had a vision planted in our minds and psyche of what government and country could be.  A vision none of us want to let go of.  When the vision of what “might be” turns into a vision of 
