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			More praise for Dominick Dunne

			
				“Dunne’s antennae are always tuned to the offbeat story.… He is magazine journalism’s ace social anthropologist whose area of study is the famous and infamous up close and personal.”

				—San Francisco Examiner

			

			
				“He knows every story there is to tell, precisely how it happened, and why.”

				—The New York Times Book Review

			

			
				“Dunne is a card-carrying citizen of the glittery world about which he writes—who somehow is able to keep his passport to it despite his keen eye for its foibles.”

				—The Philadelphia Inquirer

			

			
				“He is one of those writers who seem effortlessly to collide with copy. Movie stars confide to his answering machine. Wanted men hail the same taxi. Heiresses unload their life stories in elevators. Except, of course, Dunne’s luck is not luck. People love to talk to him because he has a gift for intimacy that is real and generous.”

				—TINA BROWN
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		1

		The jury is in its third day of deliberation. Early in the day, the jury foreman requested that Judge Edda Consalvi have the testimony of Bridey Gafferty, the Bradleys’ cook, read back to them, and in the afternoon the foreman asked to see the weapon—half of a baseball bat—and the autopsy pictures of Winifred Utley’s bludgeoned body, the pictures that had caused so much distress to Winifred’s mother, Luanne Utley, when they were presented as exhibits by the prosecutor during the trial. After both requests by the jury, there was much comment in the press corps as to the interpretation and, as always in this case, considerable diversity of opinion. The air is charged with tension. Judge Consalvi has proved herself a martinet. Yesterday she ordered the bailiff to oust from her courtroom the reporter from Newsweek after he grinned broadly and snickered when the court reporter reread Billy Wadsworth’s statement that the defendant, Constant Bradley, after cutting in on him at the country club dance, said to Winifred Utley, “Do you mind dancing with a man with an erection?”

		They, the Bradleys, have a special room where they all sit together during recesses and breaks, so as not to be on view to the media or the merely curious, but occasionally one of them emerges to use the telephone or the bathroom facilities. Today I saw Kitt in the corridor of the courthouse. We passed so closely that the skirt of her blue-and-white silk dress brushed my trouser leg, but she walked past me, eyes straight ahead, without speaking. It was not so much that she cut me. She simply did not, by choice, see me. I have become nonexistent to her. By now I am used to that, both from Kitt, who once meant so much to me, and from the whole Bradley family. I won’t even mention what happened yesterday in the men’s room, when I encountered Constant at the adjoining urinal. Oh, hell, perhaps I will mention it. What difference does it make? Constant was standing there next to me when, suddenly, without speaking a word, he turned and aimed the strong steady stream of his urine in my direction, soaking my blazer and trousers. Once before, in my youth, I had seen him do such a thing, to a boy no one liked called Fruity Suarez, when we were in school at Milford. His face then was filled with impish levity, a spoiled boy playing a mischievous prank. Yesterday, there was no trace of mischievousness in his look. Only hate. But it was Kitt’s disdain, not Constant’s piss, that was the more wounding.

		Of course I know that, in telling the story that I am about to tell, I run the risk of losing everything that I have achieved and acquired in my life, including my reputation. I know also that I will be earning the eternal enmity of the family, and I have witnessed over the years, sometimes at very close range, the meaning of their eternal enmity, when it was the lot of others to experience it. They, the family—who are referred to, among themselves and even sometimes in the press, as the Family—are not my own family, but the family that I was accepted into twenty years ago.

		I first came as a school chum of Constant’s, a month-long visitor at the Bradley estate. We were then at Milford, a school in Connecticut for privileged boys from rich Catholic families, which had been founded seventy-five years before by a Catholic millionaire, whose wealth came from copper mines, and whose son had been turned down for admission to Groton, because, the millionaire felt, he was an Irish Catholic. Constant’s four older brothers had preceded him at Milford, all having excelled there, and all were still affectionately remembered by the headmaster and faculty.

		We were not taught by priests but by lay teachers, who were called masters. Priests would have made it a religious school, which it was not, although there was chapel every day, with prayers, and Mass twice a week, on Sundays and Thursdays, at seven in the morning. We went unquestioningly through the motions of Mass, Communion, morning and evening prayers, First Fridays, and Lent without a thought about the existence of God.

		After Constant’s early disgrace and expulsion, which coincided with the somewhat sensational death of my parents, I, bookish by nature, was thought by his family to be a good influence on Constant. In time, I was pleasantly but remotely tolerated by his famous father, Gerald Bradley, who had little time for anyone not of his own flesh and blood or connected importantly to the worlds of politics, high finance, or, occasionally, I was to learn, the criminal element.

		On the day of Constant’s expulsion, he leaned out the dormitory window looking for the family chauffeur, Charlie, who was being sent to take him home.

		“Oh, my God,” he said, pulling himself back into the room when he saw the long black Cadillac drive slowly down the hill from the entrance to Hayes Hall, where our rooms were.

		“What?” I asked.

		“My father’s come, too,” he answered. For a moment his calm left him. From the dormitory window we watched Charlie open the door for Mr. Bradley to get out of the car. He was dressed in a chesterfield coat with a velvet collar and a gray homburg. Even from afar, it was easy to see that he was a man to be reckoned with. His face had the peculiar characteristic of being composed of features that were at odds with one another, mismatched pieces, out of scale, each more properly belonging to someone else. His nose was too large. His lips were too tight. His eyes were too dark, both in hue and intensity. Yet, in time I would learn that women, for whatever reason, found him attractive, although his fortune may have accounted for some of his attractiveness. His manner was aggressive; he lacked gentleness. Even in moments of affection with his daughters, whom he adored, there was a roughness about him. It was said that he inspired fear in those who worked for him. I never doubted that. I believe his sons feared him, too, although they also loved him and would have done, did do, anything he asked of them, right up to the time that his malady affected his requests.

		He made his way to the headmaster’s office. When he emerged forty minutes later, we were summoned to the car. Charlie, nodding a hello, loaded Constant’s bags and my small suitcase into the trunk. We were aware that boys were watching the awkward family scene from all the windows of Hayes Hall.

		I might as well not have been there, for all the attention Gerald Bradley paid me. The chauffeur drove. Gerald and Constant sat far apart on the backseat, each in a corner. I sat on a jump seat. We drove in silence most of the way. Finally, nearly two hours later, as we arrived at the long drive that led up to the Bradley house, Gerald spoke. “You’re not like your brothers,” he said. “You’ll always get caught.” Unmistakably, there was contempt in his voice. I turned slightly. Constant looked at his father, beseechingly. I assumed this look was to implore his father not to proceed with his contempt in front of me, but it wasn’t. He wanted only to please him.

		“What could I have done?” he asked.

		“You could have lied, you damn fool. You could—should—have lied, said those pictures weren’t yours.”

		In time, I became a great favorite of Constant’s mother, Grace, which was a lesser honor in that household, as she was sometimes a figure of fun to her own children, particularly her sons, because of her religious fervor, which was excessive, and her obsession with fashion, which was equally excessive. She was consumed with what she always referred to as “the latest style,” although often she was overwhelmed by the splendid clothes she wore, so that the impression left was of the color or cut of her garment rather than of her. There was a chapel in the house where a private Mass was said for Grace Bradley every afternoon. Her greatest friend was Cardinal Sullivan, who often came to tea and talked of family and religious matters with her. “Cardinal is coming to tea,” she would say excitedly on the day of his visit. She never said “the cardinal,” when speaking of Cardinal Sullivan. She said only “Cardinal,” as if Cardinal were his first name. She enjoyed kissing the cardinal’s ring, which she accompanied with a deep curtsy, like that of a lady-in-waiting to a monarch. For an instant there would be a look of ecstasy on her face, as if the contact between her lips and the emerald of the cardinal’s ring—an emerald believed to have once belonged to Cardinal Richelieu, which Grace had bought at auction in Paris, and given to Cardinal Sullivan on his elevation—brought her closer to a communion with God.

		“We’ll put him in Agnes’s room,” said Grace, about me, figuring out the logistics of the bedrooms of her house on her fingers. “Tell Bridey to make up Agnes’s room for Constant’s friend.” I had never heard of Agnes, and no one explained who she was. I felt I shouldn’t ask, and didn’t.

		Later, I became a friend of some of Constant’s brothers and sisters, but not all. Gerald Junior, who was called Jerry, never liked me much, nor did Maureen; but Sandro did, and Desmond, when he appeared, and Mary Pat, and Kitt, the youngest of the girls, although, until it happened—the thing that happened with Winifred Utley—most of the older ones remained shadow figures to me.

		“He writes,” said Constant, by way of explaining me to his siblings at dinner on my first night in the house.

		“I hope to,” I corrected Constant.

		Gerald Junior snorted, a sneering sort of snort, as if the admission of such a future vocation suggested a maimed masculinity. He was maimed himself, a cripple, the result of an early car accident that had left him partially paralyzed from the waist down, the cause of which being one of the many things that went undiscussed in the family.

		Then, surprisingly, the old man, who had more or less ignored me, came to my rescue. “Books? Are you going to write books?” he asked me in a loud voice from the head of the table.

		I, scarlet with embarrassment at being the focus of attention, replied, somewhat incoherently, “I hope to. Yes, sir. In time.”

		“Hmmm. Interesting,” he said, as if filing away some information for future use. Then he turned to Gerald Junior. “People respect people who write books.”

		“I just love to read,” said Kitt, then only fourteen, looking over at me with approval.

		Actually, I had been to the Bradley house once before, six months prior to Constant’s expulsion, on an unannounced visit, accompanying Constant, while his parents were away, his mother in Paris ordering clothes, and his father in California on business. Or so he thought. We had slipped away from Milford School on a holiday afternoon, when we were presumed to be hiking, and hitchhiked the sixty-eight miles from the school to his family’s home. He said that it was something important, but it turned out to be the sort of thing that was important to Constant, though hardly worth the risk that was involved with the adventure, especially as it was, months later, the cause of his expulsion.

		The purpose of the trip was to retrieve some magazines he had ordered, of naked women, which were sent to the recipient in plain brown wrappers. He had not dared to have them sent to the school, where, under the prying eye of Miss Feeley, the headmaster’s secretary, who sorted the mail and had an instinct for the prurient, he risked detention and expulsion. Instead, he had had them sent to his home, alerting Bridey, the Bradleys’ housekeeper, who doted on him, to keep an eye out for the envelope and put it away for him. It never occurred to poor Bridey, a daily communicant, that she was secreting pictures of naked ladies, in sexual frolic with each other, beneath her darning basket in the sewing room on the second floor of the Bradley house. It was Bridey’s secret hope, never voiced, that Constant might one day become a priest.

		We were picked up by a nice woman in a blue Buick who spotted us for the prep school boys we were by our tweed jackets and gray flannel trousers. She was going in the direction of the city where the Bradleys lived and offered to drop us off at a junction where it would be easy to get another ride into the city. Constant, of course, charmed her during the drive, as he always charmed ladies of all ages, and she ended up taking us directly to the gates of the Bradley house, twenty miles and twenty-five minutes out of her way, where she gaped openly at the huge Tudor edifice beyond. She had a daughter, she told him, whom she hoped he could meet one day. Her daughter’s name was Winifred Utley, and she went to Miss Porter’s in Farmington, she said. If he had asked her to come in, she would have.

		Constant had an uncanny ability to readjust the features of his face for an instant and assume the expression of another person. This minor talent, combined with the further ability to assume another’s voice and gestures, sent people into gales of laughter, which was not always kind laughter. While waving farewell to her, he became our just-departed driver. We laughed all the way up the driveway to the house, as he enacted an imaginary scene in which he begged Mrs. Utley to let him marry her daughter.

		“This is some house,” I said, as the Tudor mansion loomed in front of us. “My God!”

		“They’re all away,” he replied. “Ma’s in Paris with Maureen. My father’s somewhere on business. I never know where. Kitt and Mary Pat are at Sacred Heart. Jerry’s usually with Pa. Sandro’s in graduate school at Yale. Desmond is a doctor, practicing at St. Monica’s Hospital downtown. That about sums it up.”

		“No slaves?”

		“Yeah. Lots of Irish girls, but I don’t think any are here. Probably only Bridey. She runs the place.”

		At the front door, he took out a key and inserted it. We walked into the hallway. Ahead was an impressive winding stairway with a wrought-iron railing. To the left was a large living room, extravagantly decorated in dark-red velvet damask and Chippendale-looking furniture. I stared.

		“Ma’s always having the place done up,” said Constant. “I never know what to expect. That room was green last time I was here.”

		It was not a room in which they sat much. It was, according to Constant, “for show,” used only for parties, or when Cardinal Sullivan came to dine, or on the magnificent occasion when the Pope was received. Was there anyone who did not know that the Pope had visited the Bradley house in Scarborough Hill on his last trip to the United States? Oh, of course there was, but there weren’t many Catholics who did not know, and all of us, every single one, at Milford knew. It set Constant apart from the rest of us. “The Pope visited his family,” the masters always said when they talked about him, and they said it with awe.

		Alone, as family, they used the room they called the family room until Sally Steers, their decorator, convinced Grace to begin calling it the library. In the place of honor over the fireplace was a large color photograph of His Holiness. Elsewhere, on every table, were family photographs, including the annual Bradford Bacharach Christmas-card portrait of Gerald and Grace and all the children, except Agnes, posed in great formality in front of the fireplace in the living room, which was sent to an ever-increasing list of more than a thousand people. There were pictures of Gerald with political figures: Lyndon Johnson, Hubert Humphrey, and Eugene McCarthy, all of whom had dined at Scarborough Hill. There were pictures of the girls in riding habits and velvet hats, and of the boys in various athletic uniforms, including Jerry, before the accident, erect and handsome, in ski clothes on the slopes of Aspen. There were cups and trophies on the mantelpiece and on the shelves of the bookcases, and red and blue ribbons from horse shows framed on the walls. Here also was the piano that Grace liked to play after dinner, when she gathered her children around her to sing Irish songs.

		On a bench in the curve of the stairway Constant noticed two coats, tossed there casually, as if the owners were in a hurry. One was a man’s coat and the other a fur coat, either mink or sable. I did not know the difference then. Constant picked up the fur coat and looked at the satin lining. There was a label from Revillon Frères, and the initials STS intertwined. A strange, distant look came into his face as he dropped it back on the bench.

		“Did your parents come back?” I asked.

		He signaled me first not to talk and then to follow him. We went through a doorway into a back hallway. He peered into the kitchen to check on Bridey, but she wasn’t there. I followed him up a back stairway. Opening a door to the second-floor hallway, he peered out and then walked down to the sewing room, where he found the envelope beneath Bridey’s darning basket. Then we retraced our steps to the first floor.

		“I don’t think we should leave by the front door,” he said. He spoke quietly, as if he were afraid of being overheard upstairs. “We’ll go out through the kitchen.”

		“I actually was never in a house this large before. I would be keen to see something more than the back halls and the maids’ stairway,” I said.

		“Some other time,” he replied. While the older siblings were still a bit in awe of the enormous house in which they lived, Constant and Kitt, the youngest two, accepted it completely. It was a casual thing for them, all they had ever known.

		Later, back at school, when I asked him what had happened at his house, he said, “That mink coat wasn’t my mother’s.”

		“Was the other coat your father’s?”

		“Yes,” he answered.

		“But—?” I wanted it to be spelled out to me, what I thought he meant.

		A slight scowl appeared on his face, clouding the clearness of his forehead. I had seen that look before. It appeared whenever there was what he perceived to be a criticism of anyone in his family. It meant, I knew, not to pursue the subject at hand. I didn’t.

		* * *

		The next morning on the tennis court, Constant and I waited for Kitt and Mary Pat to finish their match with the tennis teacher before we played. “Hi, kid,” said Kitt, when she walked off the court. Kitt called everyone kid. They all called everyone kid, but mostly Kitt. When she said it to you, you knew that you had been accepted, that you were not exactly one of them, but one of the people who orbited around their magnificence.

		Constant was everyone’s favorite in the family. He was flattered out of his senses from earliest childhood. Kitt was Constant’s favorite. She had the puzzling kind of good looks that are unconnected with beauty yet are more arresting, and a flippant outspoken manner that delighted her siblings but disturbed her mother.

		“Where is she?” asked Kitt, walking past a new maid with a frightened expression who opened the door of her mother’s house. Kitt often referred to her mother as she and her.

		“In the pantry.”

		“Mother in the pantry? Doing what? Firing the cook?”

		“Doing the flowers.”

		“Oh, yes, the flowers.”

		She was then, when I first met her, a student at the Sacred Heart Convent in another small Connecticut town. No Farmington, no Foxcroft, for the Bradley ladies. They went to the Madams, as the Sacred Heart sisters were called. The Madams were the aristocrats of nuns, from good families themselves, and rich ones. Agnes Bradley, the eldest sister in the family, I later discovered, was said to have longed for the veil, longed to have become a Madam herself, but madness intervened. Her madness. The thing the family never talked about. She might have been dead, as dead as the dead brother whose plane went down in Vietnam. She was away, in an institution in Maine, tended by hardworking nuns, not Madams, who might have been nurses or social workers had they not received a vocation. No one ever spoke about Agnes, except Kitt, who went to visit her before Christmas each year and on her birthday. Once she took me with her. Agnes thought that I was Constant, whom she had never seen other than as a baby, and Kitt nodded for me to pretend I was. It would have been too complicated, she said later, to explain who I was and what my relationship was to her. Agnes, except for her vacant look, had the appearance and voice of her father. But her mind was that of a ten-year-old. Kitt brought her silver rosary beads, blessed by the Holy Father in Rome, because Agnes claimed someone always stole her beads. Kitt was infinitely patient with her. Agnes, with her unpainted lips, talked incessantly of the Virgin Mary and the power of prayer. “I’ll call you on Sunday,” Kitt said to Agnes on leaving. “Oh, goody, goody, Trinity Sunday,” replied Agnes, clapping her hands.

		Dear sweet Kitt. I believe that she loved me, as I certainly loved her, but that all happened later and is no more than a subplot to the story that I have to tell. Only my own participation in that emotional turmoil brings me to mention it so early in this account. My knowledge of the events that follow is mostly firsthand, the rest comes from conversations with Constant and Kitt, and, occasionally, their far less well off cousins, Fatty and Sis Malloy. “I’m the one who talks too much,” Kitt once said. “They’re all down on me. Even Pa, and let’s face it, I’m the apple of Pa’s eye.”

		For reasons pertaining to their moment in time, Gerald and Grace Bradley were neither accepted nor received by the society of their city, for the Irish—even the rich Irish, and the Bradleys were very rich—were considered in those days to be not altogether correct. “They’re not the kind of people you invite to dinner,” said Leverett Somerset, in his snubbing way of speaking. He loathed the Irish, particularly the Bradleys. The Bradley money had not been fashionably come by. It was not from insurance, or banking, or stocks and bonds. Gerald’s father, Malachy, who amassed the nucleus that Gerald later turned into the Bradley fortune, had been a butcher who prospered in the grocery business and, before he died, became the president of a small bank in the Irish section of the city. In later years, Gerald always referred to his father as a banker, but those who remembered, especially people like the Somersets, always referred to him as a butcher. Gerald attended the Catholic schools of the city, Catholic University in Washington, and law school at Harvard. His early financial circumstances were further enhanced by his marriage to Grace Malloy, the daughter of a plumber who had prospered in the plumbing supply business. By the standards of the day, the combined incomes of the two newlyweds made them well-to-do. In a relatively short time, Gerald was thought to be the finest Catholic lawyer in the city and was personally responsible for the legal affairs of the bishop and the Church. Already a genius in money matters, particularly in the acquisition of real estate, Gerald doubled, trebled, quadrupled, et cetera, into the stratospheric level, the original butcher and plumber money, at the same time that Grace was giving birth to Bradley child after Bradley child.

		The Bradleys were inordinately admired by the Irish community from which they sprang but were shunned by the Protestant community who controlled the business, politics, and society of the city. In those days, the Irish, the Poles, the Italians, and the Jews resided on the east side of the city, while the Protestants lived more graciously on the west side. It was a surprise to all when Gerald Bradley bought the old Scarborough house, once lived in by Governor Scarborough, in the fashionable section known as Scarborough Hill. It was doubly surprising when Gerald Bradley then tore down the venerable house and built in its place an even larger mansion of gray and brown stone in the Tudor style. If it was not the handsomest house in the city, it was certainly the largest, and its construction caused much comment at the time, not all of it favorable, as well as a steady stream of cars filled with sightseers hanging out the windows to stare at the vast structure. By then the Bradley name was on every tongue.

		“Who do these people think they are?” asked Piggy French, one of their new neighbors.

		“I now live next door to the butcher’s son,” said Leverett Somerset, a remark that was repeated over and over again at the country club, a club so exclusive that it had no other name than The Country Club. “There’s a capital T on the The,” Leverett Somerset always said when he discussed the club.

		Understanding the restrictions of the day, the Bradleys made no attempt at social intercourse with their polished neighbors. Nor did they mingle much with their own kind, having become separated from them by their immense wealth. But they found great pleasure in one another’s company. Loud screams of laughter and playful rivalry emanating from the Bradley swimming pool and the Bradley tennis court could be heard ringing through the air of the sedate neighborhood. “My word, don’t they make a lot of noise, those Bradleys,” Louise Somerset, Leverett’s wife, said on more than one occasion. The two families were never to understand each other. Louise Somerset was not sure whether it was an impertinence or an act of kindness when she received a Mass card from Grace Bradley following the death of her mother.

		Gerald was a stern disciplinarian to his children, demanding of them that they always be a credit to their Catholic background even while he prepared them for their infiltration into the Protestant world of private schools, dancing classes, seaside summers, country clubs, and Ivy League colleges. Grace, doing her part in the infiltration, contributed importantly to the symphony orchestra and attended every winter concert with one or more of her daughters, wearing a mink coat that Mrs. Somerset, her neighbor, told everyone was much, much too long. “She’s perfectly nice, Mrs. Bradley,” said Mrs. Somerset, after a symphony board meeting, “but I wish she wouldn’t wear gloves when she pours tea.”

		There was amazement in all quarters when Gerald Bradley was proposed for membership in The Country Club, the only Irish Catholic until then ever to be proposed. The Prindevilles, longtime members, were Catholic, too, but Helen Prindeville would be the first to tell you that they were French Catholic, which was, in her eyes, quite a different matter altogether. Piggy French, Buzzy Thrall, and Neddie Pawson, speaking for the majority of the membership, were prepared to blackball the proposal of Gerald Bradley. None of them took notice of Corky, the bartender, who overheard the contretemps while serving them drinks in the men’s locker room, and later repeated it word by word to the other employees, most of whom had grown up in Bog Meadow. Piggy French went so far as to call Gerald Bradley unclubbable.

		“He lacks the social graces,” agreed Buzzy Thrall.

		“Where do you suppose all that money comes from?” asked Neddie Pawson. “Are we sure it’s aboveboard? I mean, how can you make that much money in that short a time and have it all be legal? I mean, there won’t be fraud stories at some time in the future, will there, Leverett?”

		“No, no, no,” said Leverett Somerset impatiently. “Like him or not, and I don’t, thank you very much, the man is a financial genius. He should be in government. He should be dealing with the deficit, not trying to get into society.”

		“The only society he’s ever going to be in is the Holy Name Society,” said Buzzy Thrall, and they all laughed.

		“He keeps a mistress, I hear. Sally Steers, their interior decorator,” said Piggy French.

		“How do you know that?” demanded Leverett Somerset.

		“She went to Farmington with Eve Soby,” replied Piggy French. “He gave her a mink coat.”

		“So do you,” said Leverett.

		“So do I what?”

		“Keep a mistress.”

		“But I don’t have priests to dinner and popes to tea. And, besides, I don’t keep her. I see her. It’s quite a different thing altogether.”

		The behind-closed-doors session became stormy. Bitter things were said. Finally, however, all acquiesced, reluctantly. It was, people said, a payoff, a silent deal arrived at by Gerald Bradley and his neighbor, Leverett Somerset, having to do with a business venture in which Somerset, in financial distress, allowed himself to be bailed out by the butcher’s son. Gerald Bradley also agreed to undertake the costs of damages, not covered by insurance, caused by a recent hurricane to the clubhouse porte cochere.

		One of the most outraged members of the club was old Bishop Fiddle, the Episcopal prelate lately returned from a long and fashionable ecclesiastical tenure in Paris to spend his retirement years in Scarborough Hill. His mother was a Scarborough by birth, the sister of the late governor, and he was the uncle of Louise Somerset. He found the Bradley membership in the club appalling and voiced his opinion to anyone who would listen, despite the objections of his wife.

		One Thursday night, as the Bradleys entered the dining room en masse, the bishop signaled Gerald to his table with a wave of his spoon. He was eating vanilla ice cream. His patient and long-suffering wife had tied a large napkin around his neck so that the ice cream would not spill on the purplish red rabat beneath his black suit. On a gold chain around his neck he wore a cross which he tucked into his left breast pocket. When he spoke, the stentorian tones of his clipped tight Yankee voice carried throughout the large dining room.

		“I find it fascinating that the club has liberalized its bylaws to allow such a notorious person as yourself to join,” said the bishop. Vanilla ice cream dripped down his chin.

		Gerald, who despised the tone of that sort of voice, leaned low toward the bishop. “Fuck you, Bishop,” he said in the prelate’s ear.

		The old man turned red with rage. “What did he say?” he asked his wife.

		“He said, ‘Fuck you, Bishop,’ ” replied his wife.

		That night there was much laughter and gaiety at the Bradley table. Only Grace, who longed to be accepted, did not join in the fun. After all, she complained, she was the one who would have to meet Mrs. Fiddle at the next meeting of the symphony board.

		“I always thought the Somersets were so damn rich,” I said to Constant when he told me the story of how his family came to be members of The Country Club.

		“Well, they are, or were, but they just let their money sit, in that WASP way of theirs, while the smart people, like my father, who understand that money has to move, has to be invested, pull out at the right time, reinvest in something else, whether it’s real estate or the market or whatever, get richer and richer. And, after seven or ten years, the once-rich Somersets look poor by comparison.”

		Every Thursday, which was known in the community as cook’s night out, most of the members and their families dined at the club, and the Bradleys took up the habit, arriving promptly at seven-thirty with their great brood of growing children. They occupied a long table with Gerald at one end and Grace at the other, and for the seventeen years of their membership, until they moved away from the city, after Winifred Utley’s death, they did not take it amiss that they were never more than nodded to by the Protestant membership, or ever addressed, even once, by their first names. They felt they were special, the most successful of their own kind.

		My family, too, were of that persuasion and heritage. We, too, were children and grandchildren of immigrants who had prospered in New England; but our prosperity, although heralded in our city, was mild compared to the prosperity of the Bradleys, who, even then, fifty or sixty years ago, according to my grandfather, who admired them excessively, were known as having accumulated wealth comparable to the Rockefellers’. My father, however, was less admiring, specifically of Gerald Bradley. He said the Bradley money was tainted. He said Gerald Bradley consorted with undesirable people for financial gain. He said Gerald Bradley had a reputation in the business community for shady dealings. More and more, the older I get, I think of things my father told me, although, when he was alive, I did everything I could to avoid his presence after becoming aware, at a very early age, that I was a disappointment to him, not at all the sort of person he would have picked for an only son, had such an option been open to him. Had he lived, I would have disappointed him more, probably. I was a frequent source of displeasure, unlike all the Bradley children, who, for the most part, delighted their parents. But then, we were very different from the Bradleys. Not so rich. Not nearly so rich. We were merely well-to-do. Although highly thought of, successful even, my father had never risen above the vice-presidential level in the Derby branch of a great insurance company in Hartford. We had Oldsmobiles, not Cadillacs. We had a maid who doubled as a cook. I was sent to good schools, but on partial scholarships. Even our sort of Catholicism was different. Our sort was underplayed. Never denied, but underplayed. Theirs was flamboyant, flaunted even. They attended Mass at St. Martin of Tours Cathedral, to which Gerald had given the rose window and the carillon, and they sat in two pews, one behind the other, always the same two front pews, as if they were reserved for the family, like opera seats on Monday nights. Grace, ostentatiously pious, regularly checked her brood and whispered instructions. “Look at the altar, Constant,” or, “Sing louder, Mary Pat.” Everyone carried rosary beads, always silver, always blessed by the Holy Father in Rome, and missals. Everyone received Communion, father, mother, and all eight children. They knew they were watched. They enjoyed being watched. “What a wonderful family,” the other parishioners said, as they stared at the ladies with their necks arched in devotion beneath their black lace mantillas, and listened to the resonant voices of the men loudly calling out the responses. Afterwards, on the church steps, they mingled a bit, speaking affably to the people they knew, or to the people they were introduced to, or to the priest who had just said the Mass. Grace, who even then shopped in Paris, always took great pains to dress in a manner that brought admiring glances from the women of the parish. Then they returned home for their Sunday breakfast, heaping platters of bacon and eggs, served by Irish maids in black uniforms and cooked by Bridey Gafferty, a large pudding of a woman who had been with the family for years and years and knew without being told how each person liked his eggs. There were cousins they rarely saw who lived in the part of the city known as Bog Meadow, where both Grace’s and Gerald’s families had themselves once lived. The cousins, who were called Fatty and Sis Malloy, were the children of Grace’s brother, Vinny, who had never done well. Fatty, with his red brick of an Irish face, might have become a cop or a fireman if his father’s sister had not married a man who prospered so magnificently and who didn’t want a nephew in a dark-blue uniform who might one day prove to be an embarrassment to his Bradley sons. The Malloys didn’t fit in, but sometimes they were asked to breakfast on Sunday after Mass. It was a great treat for Fatty and Sis, but a chore for the rest of them, even Grace, whose niece and nephew they were. Afterwards, Constant, who could imitate Fatty to perfection, even the way he held his fork and drooled his soft-boiled eggs on his double chin, would bring the family to tears of laughter as he reenacted something his cousin had done at the breakfast table. Only Grace did not laugh.

		Meals at the Bradleys’ were lively events. Conversation and arguments were encouraged on all topics: religion, politics, the arts. “Opinions. Have opinions,” I heard Gerald say over and over again. Wine was always served at dinner, and sometimes at lunch, even if there were no guests. Gerald believed in teaching his children how to drink at home. “I’ve always gone on the theory that a young man or woman is less likely to make a fool of himself later on in college if he learns to drink under his own roof in the presence of his father and mother. Am I right, Grace?”

		“Yes, dear,” replied Grace, who did not really approve of the practice but who never disagreed with her husband. “But not when Cardinal’s here,” she added, shaking her head.

		“Sip it. Don’t gulp it, Constant,” said Gerald.

		“Not you, Kitt. You’re too young,” said Grace.

		“Oh, Mother,” moaned Kitt.

		“One glass only, Miss Kitt,” said Gerald.

		With such a large family, there were frequent birthdays, and graduations, and anniversaries, and all were observed with toasts, each family member rising in turn to toast the honored person. It was conceded that Constant gave the best toasts in the family. “He’s so good on his feet,” Grace said every time.

		Constant Bradley, my friend, was a spectacular young man in every way. He seemed almost too good to be true. His name, his looks, his trim six-foot-two athletic frame, strained reality. He possessed a refinement of face that his parents did not have, and his vocal pattern was less strident than that of his parents and older siblings. His bearing, wit, and style caused much comment, especially among the young ladies at the various boarding schools in Connecticut and Massachusetts who had heard of the handsome young heir to the Bradley fortune. He had a facility for sports, especially the kind thought of as gentlemen’s sports: tennis, golf, squash, lacrosse, and sailing. In spite of the fact that his family’s wealth was of only two generations’ standing, he had acquired all the outward manifestations of privilege and bore them with the not-unattractive arrogance of a patrician. Perhaps, behind his splendid looks, there was a hint of menace, but I would not have seen it then or, if I did, I would have thought it an enhancement. All the daughters of the same Protestant families who abhorred the Bradleys were mad about Constant. His blond good looks left debutantes across the ballrooms of every country club where he danced gasping with desire, especially young Louise Somerset, Leverett Somerset’s daughter, who was called Weegie. Any one of them would have defied her family if Constant had been inclined toward them, but Constant, even then, was attracted to the forbidden fruit, and the forbidden fruit was Weegie Somerset, who was to be, in two years’ time, the prettiest debutante of her season and the social catch of the city.

		They fascinated each other from the time they met in Mrs. Winship’s dancing classes, when they were thirteen. He went to her school for her dances, and she went to his school for his. He was asked to her parties at her house, where his family had never been asked, and where the only things Irish or Catholic were the maids, in their black silk uniforms and white starched caps and aprons, who beamed at him in approval, knowing that he was the son of Gerald and Grace Bradley.

		My friendship with Constant was a surprise to me. I was one of the unspectacular members of our class at Milford, one of the quiet ones, even though I was the possessor of an unusual sort of celebrity. I remained aloof from the rest of the boys, although, in truth, my aloofness was merely an act of self-defense; I longed to be one of them. Constant played bridge very well, which made him a great favorite of Mr. Fanning, the French teacher, who wore beautiful tweed jackets and entertained the bridge-playing group in his rooms each night after dinner and before study hall. I was not part of that set. I disliked Mr. Fanning, who seemed to cater to all the rich boys.

		It was Mr. Fanning who came to me one night in study hall.

		“Harrison,” he said. “The headmaster wants to see you in his office. Immediately.”

		My heart quickened. I wondered what I had done wrong. Mr. Fanning, usually dismissive of me, was looking at me with concern.

		“Is something the matter?” I asked.

		“You must get to the headmaster’s office,” he said firmly.

		There, in Dr. Shugrue’s office, where I had only been once before, when my father entered me in Milford, I was told that my mother and father had been murdered. I did not cry, although I sank into a chair in front of his desk while he told me the facts of the horrible event.

		“Mrs. Shugrue is making up our guest room for you to stay the night. It will be better than going back to the dorm,” he said.

		By the time I returned to study hall to pick up my books and papers, word had gone round of my shocking news. Everyone stared at me. In the silence, Constant Bradley, solicitous, helped me gather up my things. The next morning Aunt Gert came to take me home. Leaving the school, aware that boys were watching out the window, I wished that she had brought my father’s Oldsmobile, black with whitewall tires, rather than her Chevrolet, four years old and badly in need of a wash.

		After Detective Stein, who was investigating the case, visited me at school one day, to report only that there were no leads in the double murder, Constant sought me out. The celebrity of the case never really exceeded the limits of the city in which it occurred, but everyone at Milford knew, and Dr. Shugrue, the headmaster, had exhorted the boys not to question me on my return, an exhortation ignored by Constant. At first, his interest in me was no more than blunt curiosity. He asked me the kind of questions no one else, for propriety’s sake, dared to ask. If they had come from anyone other than Constant, I would have ignored the questions, or walked away, but I was entranced with his attention, and replied, discovering that I was eager to have a friend in whom to confide. When he asked me to sneak into the village one afternoon, which was forbidden, to see a film he particularly wanted to see, I was thrilled to be his accomplice, although I was the type who never broke the rules. Soon we became inseparable. He had the most elaborate and expensive stereo equipment of any boy in the school, and each week all the latest cassettes arrived from a record store in New York. He knew the lyrics to every James Taylor song. We smoked pot and drank beer, risking expulsion. For me, it was thrilling. I didn’t mind telling him the answers to test questions; I even took it as an honor. Sometimes, between confession on Saturday afternoon and Communion on Sunday morning, he succumbed to powerful sexual urges and masturbated. “I beat my meat,” he said to me. In those days he beat his meat a great deal, especially after the new issue of Playboy came out each month. Occasionally, not always, I accompanied him in the masturbation experience, such acts were certainly not uncommon to boys in boarding school, but my eyes were on him, not on Playboy. The next morning, fearing the headmaster’s wrath if he did not go to Communion, he more than once paraded up the center aisle to the Communion rail, where, fearing also God’s wrath, with its attendant promises of eternal damnation and the pains of hell if he received the Blessed Sacrament while in a state of mortal sin, he became lost in the crowd of communicants, and then returned to his pew, head bowed in pious post-Communion prayer, without having received the Sacrament, although no one but I was aware of his ruse.

		There was someone called Diego Suarez in our class. A rich South American boy, the son of a fashionable diplomat in Washington, whom everyone, for obvious reasons, called Fruity. He pretended not to mind the name. A louse, a gossip, an unpopular fellow, he was the single exotic in our youthful Catholic midst. When autumn began to turn cold, he wore his top coat over his shoulders, in a flamboyant manner, the sleeves dangling by his side or swirling around him when he turned abruptly to address somebody. It was a style made famous by the Duke of Windsor, he told us, who had been a great great friend of his grandfather’s in Palm Beach, although few of us knew then who the Duke of Windsor was. Fruity had spent a summer in Beverly Hills and told lesbian stories about movie stars with great authority, which shocked, disappointed, or titillated his teenage audience. “Oh, yes, it’s absolutely true,” he told us. “Everyone in Hollywood knows about the two of them. It’s a notorious affair.”

		It was Fruity who started the rumor that I was transfixed by Constant Bradley. “I can see the famous Bradley charisma has transfixed you, Harrison,” he said one day on our way to study hall in his loud, affected voice, for all to hear. “You cannot keep your eyes off him.” I blushed. For a while, everyone in the school talked about it. Constant, untroubled, roared with laughter at the story, while I suffered in silence. Denials were issued. The story died down. Eventually, in time, Fruity Suarez was kicked out of school for making an unwanted advance toward Jerome O’Hagen, the captain of the football team, who reported him to the headmaster. Secretly, I was delighted to see Fruity go, although I remained silent, my glee unexpressed. Years later, on the Concorde, on my way to Paris to cover Marlene Dietrich’s funeral, I ran into a classmate from that period, and we reminisced about those days at Milford. “Whatever happened to Fruity Suarez, do you suppose?” he asked. “Just sort of vanished, didn’t he?” I thought for a moment, wondering to myself whether to tell him what I knew. “Yes, vanished,” I answered finally. “Perhaps dead, for all I know.”

		Transfixed. What an odd word. Was I transfixed by Constant Bradley? Yes, I was. I was completely transfixed by Constant Bradley.
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		In contrast to the Bradleys, I often described my family as being merely well-to-do, but when my parents’ estate was settled, and our house sold, it developed that we were not that well-to-do at all. My father, it seemed, had made some bad investments. There was insurance, but I had very few assets and no relations to speak of, except Aunt Gert, a maiden lady, the older sister of my father, who would have taken me in, adopted me even, but it was not a prospect that I found enticing. Her life was drab. She raised money for the Maryknoll Fathers, who were missionaries in far-off places. And, by then, I had had a taste of the Bradley kind of life.

		“Are there things you want saved?” asked Aunt Gert. She was wrapping glasses and china in newspapers.

		“Why?”

		“For when you marry?”

		“Like what?”

		“The dining room table was your grandmother’s. And the sideboard.”

		“All right, I guess.”

		Later, going out, she said, “Where did you get that tie? It looks very expensive.” 

		“It is very expensive. Turnbull and Asser. London. It belongs to Constant. He lets me wear his ties.”

		“Aren’t you seeing too much of those people?”

		“I don’t think so. I like them. I like their kind of life. They’re exciting.”

		“Your father wouldn’t have approved.”

		“But my father is dead.”

		She turned away. “Do you keep in touch with Detective Stein?” she asked.

		“No.”

		“Why?”

		“If he had something to tell me, I’m sure he would have gotten in touch,” I replied. I did not like to talk about my parents’ murder.

		“Tomorrow is the anniversary of your father’s death.”

		“My father and mother’s deaths.”

		“Yes, of course. I am having a Mass said. You’ll be there, won’t you?”

		“All right.”

		“Is that beer you’re drinking? I think you’re too young to drink, Harrison.”

		“Mr. Bradley thinks young people should learn to drink at home. They serve wine at meals. Even Kitt, the youngest, is allowed a glass. That way, he says, young people will know how to drink when they go out in the world.”

		“Mr. Bradley, Mr. Bradley! That’s all I hear anymore. You are bewitched by those people, Harrison.”

		“I like them. I like their life.”

		I returned to Milford to finish the fifth-form year and then in June went to visit with Constant again, after receiving a letter from his mother inviting me. Kitt and Mary Pat were home from their convent school. The Bradley life seemed to be an endless summer of tennis and swimming and golf at the club. There were always tennis pros and golf pros to give the children lessons, and often they stayed to lunch. There were spring dances at The Country Club. The family liked having me around because I could be counted on to dance with Constant’s sisters, whom no one else danced with, while Constant was off dancing with Weegie Somerset. Constant was invited to parties that his sisters weren’t invited to.

		“Why do they all have such wonderful names, like Polly and Jiggsie and Gussie and Weegie, when we’re all Mary Pat and Maureen and Agnes?” asked Kitt, looking out at the popular girls on the dance floor.

		“Well, the Minskoff girls don’t get invited either, and they’re driven to school by a chauffeur,” said Grace.

		“Is that supposed to be a comfort, Mother?” asked Kitt.

		Although Constant was still in disgrace because of his expulsion from school, the opulence of his life was in no way diminished. For his seventeenth birthday, his father gave him a new car, a Porsche convertible, and we went for long drives. One day we drove to New Haven to have sport coats made at J. Press. I had no money for such extravagances, but Constant, with his patrician disregard of money, insisted on paying.

		His brothers and sisters treated the expulsion as a joke. Gerald minded only that he had been caught with the dirty pictures, not that he possessed them. He would have minded only if they had been pictures of men, not women, he said, and the family, except Grace, roared with laughter. His anger was directed at the headmaster who had expelled his son. “After all, I have done quite a few things for that school,” he said over and over. Grace was more troubled. She insisted that Constant confess to Cardinal during one of his visits, and he did.

		“What kind of pictures were they?” Gerald asked Constant.

		Constant, embarrassed, reddened and did not answer.

		“Beaver shots, showing pink,” interjected Jerry.

		Gerald chuckled.

		Much of the dinner-table conversation in the Bradley family that summer had to do with the reinstatement of Constant into Milford. If Constant had had more than one year to go before graduation, Gerald would have applied to any number of other schools for his son, but he felt that Constant would not be able to distinguish himself in a single year with boys who had already been together for three years. At Milford Constant had managed to become a popular figure, captain of the tennis team, and a reasonably good student, and Gerald was loath to toss all that aside, because it would figure in getting him into Yale the following year. The problem was that the headmaster of Milford, Dr. Shugrue, showed no inclination to have Constant return. He had been particularly offended by the nature of the dirty pictures that had been discovered on the top shelf of Constant’s closet, and he looked upon him as a poor moral guide to the younger students, all of whom knew the reason for his expulsion.

		One night at dinner Grace suggested giving a building to the school.

		“What do you mean, give a building? I already gave the goddamn chapel, and the carillon in the steeple,” replied Gerald from his end of the table. “And they still kicked my kid out.”

		“Don’t take the name of the Lord thy God in vain, Gerald,” replied Grace. “They must need something. Maybe a science building, Gerald. Or a new library. They always need libraries, don’t they?”

		“What about your friend, the cardinal?” asked Gerald. “Couldn’t he go over and talk to Shugrue, Grace? Couldn’t you talk him into that?”

		“He would do that, yes. Although I think Dr. Shugrue should go to see Cardinal. Not the other way around. After all, a cardinal is the next thing to the Pope. And a headmaster is only a headmaster.”

		“However you work that out. Let’s call him tonight,” said Gerald.

		“He’s coming to tea tomorrow. I’ll take it up with him then,” replied Grace.

		“Fine. Fine,” said Gerald.

		“And he can offer the school a science building from you?” asked Grace. “Or a new library?”

		I wondered if I would be so fascinated by the relationship between Gerald and Grace if I did not remember so vividly the mink coat tossed casually on a hallway bench that was not Grace Bradley’s mink coat. At Milford, when boys talked about Constant after his expulsion, they said that his father had mistresses. There was talk of a Mrs. Steers, who was the former stepmother of a boy in our class, and a New York decorator in the fashionable firm of Cora Mandell, the most esteemed of all the decorators. I realized then that when we were in the house, Gerald was upstairs with a woman who was not his wife. I was still young enough to be shocked. Not only that Gerald Bradley had a mistress. But that he brought a mistress into his wife’s home.

		“What is Mrs. Steers’s first name?” I asked her former stepson.

		“Sally. Why?”

		“No reason.” I remembered the initials on the lining of the fur coat.

		Still, Gerald and Grace were very much a married couple and would stay that way. They agreed on things. Their religion was important to them. They had a mutual interest in their children and in the achievements that they foresaw for their family. But there was very little overt affection between them. They talked at dinner in the presence of their children, but afterwards Grace and her daughters sat together in one room and chatted, while Gerald and his sons usually sat in another room and watched television or talked about sports.

		Wandering from one room to the other one evening, after I had been staying there for several weeks, I heard Grace say, “Yes, he’s very sweet. I just wish he was taller. I want tall men for my girls.” I supposed she was talking about me. Kitt and Mary Pat were seated with her.

		“No, you want tall Catholic men for your girls,” said Kitt, and they all laughed.

		When Grace saw me, she motioned for me to sit beside her.

		“Where are you from, Harry?” Grace asked.

		Kitt whistled softly as she read a fashion magazine.

		“Ansonia,” I replied quietly. It was not a town where they were likely to have been.

		“You probably know the Rooneys, the Martin Rooneys?” she asked.

		“No.”

		“They live on—what is it called? Woodside Circle?”

		“I don’t know Woodside Circle, and I don’t know the Rooneys.”

		“Ruth was one of the Cudahy triplets?”

		“No.”

		“One of them married Teddy Aherne?”

		“No.”

		“They all made wonderful marriages, those girls.”

		“Mother, he doesn’t know the Rooneys, and the Rooneys live in Greenwich,” said Kitt, looking up from her magazine. “What’s that town of yours, Harry?”

		“Ansonia,” I said again.

		“Never heard of it,” said Kitt.

		“It’s near Derby.”

		“Believe me, Ma doesn’t know anyone there. No offense, Harry,” said Kitt.

		“No, no, of course not,” I said.

		Kitt resumed whistling.

		“So rare when all the girls in a large Catholic family make good marriages,” said Grace.

		“Whatever are you going to do about all of us, Mother?” asked Kitt. “You’ll never approve of anyone we bring home.”

		“The Blessed Virgin cries when you whistle, Kitt,” said Grace.

		“Oh, Mother,” replied Kitt.

		“Yes, Kitt, it’s true. I know. Ask Cardinal. Don’t whistle.”

		“Yes, Mother.”

		Grace turned back to me. “Harry. That doesn’t seem like a saint’s name,” she said.

		“It’s short for Harrison.”

		“Certainly there is no Saint Harrison.”

		“No. It was my mother’s maiden name.”

		“My, that’s very Protestant. Our neighbor Leverett Somerset’s mother was a Leverett.”

		“But we aren’t Protestant,” I said.

		“Constant said that your parents are dead?” asked Grace.

		“Yes.”

		“Was it an automobile accident?”

		“No.”

		“A plane crash then?”

		“No. They were shot by an intruder.”

		“Good heavens! You mean murdered?”

		“Yes.”

		“How ghastly! Do you mind talking about it?”

		“Yes.”

		“Then I won’t ask you anything about it. But just tell me this: did they catch the person who did it?”

		“No.”

		“You mean the murderer is wandering around loose?”

		“Yes.”

		“One of these days, they will catch him, you know. He’ll be arrested for speeding, or something, and it will all come out, and then you’ll have to deal with the whole thing.”

		“Mother!” said Kitt.

		“Well, it’s true,” insisted Grace.

		“Even so,” Kitt replied. “It’s Harry’s private business. Mother doesn’t mean to pry, Harry. She just can’t help it.”

		“I shan’t repeat what he said, but his words were very strong,” said Dr. Shugrue to Cardinal Sullivan, about his conversation with Gerald Bradley on the day of Constant’s dismissal.

		“Yes, yes, Gerald is quite terrifying when he is angry,” agreed Cardinal Sullivan. The cardinal went to see Dr. Shugrue at Milford, and then Dr. Shugrue went to see Cardinal Sullivan at the cardinal’s mansion. There were several meetings.

		“Gerald kept coming up with the name of someone in the class called Fruity Suarez. He said what Constant did is nothing compared to what the boy Fruity Suarez does. Who is Fruity Suarez, Dr. Shugrue?” asked Cardinal Sullivan.

		“Oh, Cardinal, don’t ask. The headmaster’s nightmare.”

		“Oh, you mean—?”

		“Yes.”

		“Oh, dear,” said the cardinal. “We have that problem in the clergy, too, from time to time.”

		Cardinal Sullivan came away with the distinct impression that Dr. Shugrue did not care for Constant Bradley. There was more to his dislike than the discovery of dirty pictures, but what that was the cardinal did not know, or did not choose to disclose to the Bradley family. The offer of a science building or a library had been made and accepted, but there was a stipulation. A paper had to be written by Constant, five thousand words on morality, before he could be reinstated. While the family went to a seaside cottage in Rhode Island, Constant was to stay behind in the house and write his paper. I returned to Ansonia. A friend of my father’s got me a summer job on the Hartford Courant. In the event that there might not be enough money for me to go back to Milford for my sixth-form year, I registered at a public high school. In late July I received a telephone call at my aunt’s apartment from Gerald Bradley.

		“Hello, Harrison.”

		“Hello, Mr. Bradley.” I had never talked to him on the telephone before. As always, he made me nervous.

		“My son needs to write a paper before the headmaster will reinstate him into Milford. Are you aware of that?”

		“Yes, sir. I thought he wrote it.”

		“Have you read it?”

		“Yes, sir. He sent it to me.”

		“Not good, is it?”

		“I don’t know.”

		“Not good enough, that’s for sure. Constant doesn’t have a way with words the way you do. I have a plan.”

		“Yes?”

		“I’d like you to write the paper for Constant.”

		“Me?”

		“You want to be a writer, right?”

		“Yes.”

		“Here’s a chance to see how good you are.”

		“But, uh, if Dr. Shugrue should find out?”

		“He won’t. It’ll be our little secret.”

		There was a moment of silence.

		“You might wonder what you get out of this?”

		“Oh, no, sir. I’ll be happy to do it.”

		“You must never say that, Harry. You must always put a price on everything. That’s what business is all about.”

		“I couldn’t take money, sir.”

		“A supporter must be rewarded for his support. You must learn that lesson early on, Harrison,” said Gerald. “Are you aware that your father’s estate is considerably less than what people imagined it was going to be?”

		“Yes, sir.” I wondered how he knew such a thing. It was information I had not even told Constant.

		“Are you aware that there might not be enough money to send you back to Milford for your senior year?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“And you would like to go back, would you not?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Consider it done. Your tuition paid for, that is. Providing, of course, that your report meets with Dr. Shugrue’s approval and Constant is reinstated.”

		“Yes.”

		“This is what’s known as a business deal.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“No one must know, of course. None of the others in the family.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Just you and me. And Constant, of course. The tuition money will be paid to your aunt. And she will in turn pay the school. That way, there will be no connection in the headmaster’s mind.”

		“I understand. But my aunt. What will my aunt think? My aunt has different ideas.”

		“Your aunt is apparently very fond of the Maryknoll Fathers. Missionaries. Good works. In foreign places. I am prepared to make a large donation through her to the worthy fathers. Believe me, Harry, I have been around longer than you. It will be an irresistible offer.”

		“Why?” I asked.

		“Because I have great hopes for my son, Harry. I believe he has the makings of greatness in him. When he has outgrown his boyish pranks, that is.”

		I had heard from Constant that Gerald had had great hopes and political plans for Constant’s older brother Desmond, but Desmond had disappointed his father by becoming a doctor and disappointed him again by marrying inappropriately. Gerald thought it was a waste that his son’s aspirations were conventional. “There’s no real money in becoming a doctor,” he had pleaded with his son, but Desmond was not to be dissuaded from his calling. Gerald found some consolation, but not much, in the fact that Desmond went to Harvard Medical School. He enjoyed saying that his son was at Harvard.

		But then Desmond eloped with a maid in the house.

		“You married who?” cried Grace, when Desmond came to tell her his news.

		“Rosleen.”

		“Rosleen? The maid? Who opens the doors? Who passes the peas? You can’t be serious.”

		“I am serious, Mother.”

		“Well, we’ll see to that. Have you given a thought to what your father’s reaction is going to be? Bridey, get me Cardinal on the telephone. We’re going to have this marriage annulled.”

		From that moment on, Rosleen was referred to by Grace as Miss Whatever-her-name-is. Bridey, whose distant relation Rosleen was, collapsed in tears. “She’s not a bad girl, Mrs. Bradley. She comes of decent parents. She’s never gone astray.” But her tears were not for Rosleen. They were tears of embarrassment at the impertinence of Rosleen for reaching so high above herself. She sorrowed, but she did not want to be part of Rosleen’s disgrace.

		“I can’t call Cardinal, Mrs. Bradley. I just can’t. She is my own flesh and blood,” pleaded Bridey.

		“How long have you been with me, Bridey?” asked Grace.

		“Seventeen years, madam,” replied Bridey.

		“Don’t I send you back to Ireland every year for two weeks and pay all expenses so that you can visit your family?”

		“Yes, madam.”

		“And were you not allowed to meet His Holiness the Pope and kiss his ring? And receive his blessing? Right here in this very house?”

		“Yes, madam.”

		“How many people do you know who can say that?”

		“No one, madam.”

		“And didn’t I hire all your little cousins and nieces from Ireland to work as maids in our house here, and at the seashore, even that slow one with the learning disability who ruined all my Porthault towels because she couldn’t figure out the new washing machine?”

		“Yes, madam.”

		“And arrange for a scholarship for your nephew at Holy Cross Dental School?”

		“Loyola.”

		“What?”

		“Loyola Dental School. Not Holy Cross.”

		“Whatever. Didn’t I arrange for the scholarship?”

		“Yes, madam.”

		“Shall I go on listing things, or have I made my point?”

		“You’ve made your point, madam.”

		“Thank you, Bridey. Get me Cardinal on the telephone.”

		Gerald, in crisis, took over. He was a bad husband in that he kept mistresses, but he was his wife’s most devoted ally in the raising of their children and in their ever-more-important status in public life. He cheated on her, but he denied her nothing, always encouraging her to entertain and never complaining about her extravagant gifts to the Church or questioning her enormous bills from the Paris couture. Her handling of Desmond’s transgression, calling Cardinal Sullivan the first thing, met with his utmost approval. He had been off with Sally Steers at the time. “Marvelously handled, Grace,” he
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