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			“ENDLESSLY ENTERTAINING.”
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			“FAST PACED, STEAMY … Devourers of society columns will have a field day reading between the lines.”

			—Newsday
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		The room was filled with the heady scent of roses past their prime. Pink petals fell from swollen blossoms in a Chinese bowl onto the polished surface of an ormolu escritoire. Although it was day, rose-shaded lamps were lit, and curtains of the same hue, drawn for the night in voluminous folds, remained closed. The bed had been rested upon, but not slept in, its rose-colored linens still pristine and uncreased. A vermeil clock, unwound too long, had ceased to tick; a radio, left on too long, had lost its tonal focus.

		Lying on the floor, face down on the rose border of an Aubusson rug, was a golden-haired woman in a satin-and-lace nightgown. She was dead. More than a day dead. Perhaps even two.

		Had she been alive, she would have told you, whether you asked her or not, that the Chinese bowl had once belonged to Magda Lupescu; that the escritoire had once belonged to Marie Antoinette; that the vermeil clock had been given to the Empress Elizabeth of Austria by the mad King Ludwig of Bavaria; that the Aubusson rug was a gift of the Belgian court to the Empress Carlotta of Mexico. That they were ill-fated women was of less consequence to the deceased than the sense of luster she acquired when repeating the history of her possessions.

		The dead woman’s name was Ann Grenville. Leaning against a wall of her bedroom was the infamous portrait by Salvador Dali that had so deeply offended her on its completion years before. Long gone from sight, surprisingly present now, it stared out from its canvas at the rose-hued tableau, its knife-slash repaired, its prophecy fulfilled. Carnage had it promised. Carnage had it delivered.

		Her obituary, when it appeared, was not impressive. If you had not been reading about the defeat of the German Chancellor on page one of Section A of the New York Times that continued over on the next-to-last page of Section D, after the business news and stock market quotations, you might have missed it, for that was where it appeared. There was her name, Ann Grenville, with the word “Dead” after it, and then a few paragraphs, all easily missable.

		On second thought, of course, the placement of Ann Grenville’s obituary was probably exactly where Old Alice Grenville wanted it to be, and if she had called whatever Sulzberger was in charge of the Times and requested exactly that remote a placement in the paper for her daughter-in-law’s obituary, no one who knew her would have been surprised. It would not have been her first call asking for considerations from the newspaper on behalf of her family. Exceedingly old, in her nineties, Alice Grenville, born one of the Pleydell triplets, was still running things in her family, and one thing she felt, and felt strongly about, was that her family had been far, far too much in the news.

		The obituary said Ann Grenville had been found dead in her apartment on Fifth Avenue. It said she was the widow of sportsman William Grenville, Junior, the mother of Diantha Grenville, the daughter-in-law of Alice Grenville, the philanthropist and social figure. It said she had a history of heart ailments. It said she was fifty-seven years old. It said she had been cleared in 1955 of slaying her husband.

		She wasn’t fifty-seven at all, and hadn’t been for three years, but her lie, if lie it could be called, was closer by far to the truth than the age she had given twenty years earlier, at the peak of her notoriety, when, at forty, she had claimed to be thirty-two.

		“Mrs. Grenville. Mrs. Ann Grenville,” called out a ship’s steward, hitting the gong that he was carrying as he walked along the decks and through the public rooms. “Telephone for Mrs. Ann Grenville.” Not a head turned at her paged name. Too many years had gone by. Not a soul on the ship remembered what Life magazine had called the shooting of the century.

		A few years before her death I encountered her, for the first time in many years, aboard a steamship heading to Alaska. Long vanished from the social scene, she was, even on shipboard, a reclusive voyager. Unlike the Ann Grenville of yore, she was no longer the life of the party; rather she had resigned herself to the sidelines, not just of the party, but of life. I was transfixed. Her once beautiful face was ravaged a bit, perhaps by drink, and had acquired the similarity of surgically treated faces of women after middle age. Her slender splendid figure had widened some. Her golden hair semed less lustrous.

		And yet there was magic still. Perhaps it was magic for the memory of her, for the weeks of my youth when she had held center stage. Her clothes were expensive and simple. Her perfume filled the air around her. Her jewelry was mostly gold, except for a sapphire-and-diamond ring of a size and cut that looked as if it had been handed down for several generations in the same family. She read. She did needlepoint. She looked for hours at the coastline of Oregon and Washington, smoking cigarettes, inhaling deeply, dropping the butts into the sea. She spoke to no one.

		“Not bad news, I hope,” I said later, passing her deck chair.

		“What’s that?” she asked, as if she were being intruded upon.

		Of course, I knew who she was, right from the beginning, even though I only said that she looked familiar, nothing more, when the man in the next deck chair, a Mr. Shortell from Tacoma, asked me if I knew anything about her. It is one of my traits that I least care for that I am very often a bundle of pertinent information about people I don’t know, especially important people I don’t know. But Ann Grenville I did know, although not as a friend. In the years when she was riding high as Mrs. William Grenville, Junior, and her name constantly appeared in Fydor Cassati’s column in the New York Journal American and her pictures, photographed by Louise Dahl-Wolf and Horst, appeared in all the glossy magazines, our paths sometimes crossed in the dining rooms of New York. She resisted me. In fact, she never trusted me. I felt she thought I could see right through the performance that her life was, in the same way that Salvador Dali had seen right through her when he painted her picture.

		“Your telephone call. I hope it wasn’t bad news,” I said.

		She had developed a way of looking at you without connecting with you, the way film stars sometimes do to protect themselves from the curious, as if deciding whether to get into a conversation or not. It took the tragedy to give Ann and Billy Grenville the prominence accorded them in the social history of New York. During that time, the autumn of 1955, all of New York, and much of the country, and world, rocked with horrified impatience at each day’s revelations in the Grenville case. What is so enticing as the rich and powerful in a criminal circumstance? Even the stately New York Times and the conservative Herald Tribune read like lurid scandal sheets. Except for it, Ann and Billy Grenville would have been nothing more than a rich and fashionable couple, both endowed with great good looks, who dazzled for a time in the society of New York.

		“It was, rather,” she said finally. “Bad news, that is.” Her voice was deep and rich and matched the look of her.

		“I’m sorry,” I said.

		“My dog died in New York. That probably doesn’t seem a bit serious to you, but I was incredibly devoted to her.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		She smiled faintly and went back to her book, indicating that the conversation was at an end. I returned to my deck chair.

		Please do not think that I stalked her through the years, gathering information on her. I did not. But I did, even then, before it happened, occasionally make entries about her, and Billy too, in my journal.

		From the festivities elsewhere aboard the ship, dance music was heard in our lonely corner of the deck. I noticed that her elegantly shod foot tapped to the beat. In that instant it was still possible to conceive of this middle-aged woman as young and beautiful, a show girl in headdress and feathers slithering across a nightclub stage, the mistress of rich men, the wife of a handsome American aristocrat, the hostess and social figure of an earlier decade, and, alas, the killer.

		“Good legs,” I said admiringly, omitting the word “still” that occurred to me.

		She laughed a low throaty chuckle and raised her leg in the air to look at it, turning her foot one way and then the other. “Not bad,” she agreed, admiring her limb, “for the golden years.”

		“The golden years,” I repeated, laughing.

		“Fuck the golden years,” she said, bursting into laughter, letting me know in her tone that the highly praised charm of the golden years had escaped her completely.

		It was how we started to talk. She didn’t register surprise that I was there. She didn’t mention the last time we had met, in St. Moritz, when I had affixed the nickname Bang-Bang to her, a nickname that stuck as a permanent appellation. She just accepted the situation. She hadn’t talked to anyone for the whole trip and was ready to talk, and I hadn’t talked to anyone for the whole trip, except Mr. Shortell from Tacoma, and I was ready to listen. We talked about books we were reading, plays we had seen, places we had been. We talked about people on the ship.

		“What do you suppose he does, in the yellow T-shirt, pretending he’s reading Proust?” she asked.

		“How do you know he’s pretending?”

		“It’s the sort of thing I used to do,” she replied and laughed. She had beautiful teeth and a lovely mouth. “When I first married my husband, during the war, my mother-in-law tried to groom me into being a Grenville and gave me a list of fifty books to read, but I could never read Proust then, so I pretended to.”

		“The man in the yellow T-shirt is a Mr. Shortell from Tacoma. Not bad. He finds you fascinating. Would you like to meet him?”

		“Oh, no. I tend to avoid new people.”

		“Why?”

		“Everything works out well at first, and then, somehow, they find out my story. ‘She’s the woman who killed her husband,’ someone tells them. And then they look at me differently and wonder about me. Alone is better.” Then she changed the subject. “What’s at the movies?”

		“An oldie.”

		“Which one?”

		“Le Rouge et le Noir.”

		“Gérard Philipe. I never saw that,” she said.

		“Neither did I,” I replied.

		“Let’s go.”

		It is a fact of my life that coincidences happen to me or things with thousand-to-one odds against happening happen. I didn’t know, never having seen it before, that there was a scene in Le Rouge et le Noir in which a husband enters his wife’s bedroom in the middle of the night, and the wife, mistaking him for someone else, shoots him. Imagine, with the devious plan I had up my sleeve, that I should be sitting with Ann Grenville in the ship’s theater watching this scene.

		Ann, with a hand on each arm of the theater seat, raised herself to almost standing height and, mesmerized, watched the scene. Then she lowered herself back into her seat when the scene was over. I did not know what to say, and said nothing, continuing to look straight ahead at the screen.

		On the way back to our staterooms after the film, neither of us said anything for a bit, but I could not let the moment that had been provided for me pass without speaking.

		“Would you ever talk about it, Ann?” I asked.

		“Never,” she replied.

		“It might help if—”

		“Never.”

		“But no one has ever heard your side.”

		“My husband’s death was an accident, but no one believed me except for the grand jury. I know that people refer to me as ‘the murderess.’ I know that my children suffered.”

		“Sit here,” I said, leading her to a bench on the deck.

		“I made a deal with my mother-in-law that I would never discuss it, ever, ever. And I lived by that deal. Several times a year I was trotted out by the family, my sisters-in-law and my mother-in-law, and shown off at their parties. It beatified them in the eyes of New York for being so blessed to the tart who had married their brother and son and then killed him. There are people, I know, who say I was a hooker. I wasn’t a hooker. Oh, yes, I took the occasional lizard bag from one of those dress manufacturers I used to go out with before I married Billy Grenville, with the implicit understanding, never stated, that there would be a hundred-dollar bill inside, way back in the forties when a hundred dollars was still a lot of money, but that was part of life in those days. What’s so goddam wrong about wanting to do better for yourself in life? Would you want to live on that farm where I was born?”

		“Do you want a drink?” I asked.

		“Listen, Basil,” she said, standing up and walking to the rail. “It’s a mistake to try to get friendly with me.”

		“Oh?”

		“I seem to have acquired the capacity to drive everyone away from me. Even my children.” She made the motions of retreat, looking about for her bag and scarf and book. Those things found, she gave me her hand. “Well,” she said, “so ends our night.”

		I didn’t want her to go, but I didn’t know how to keep her, other than not to release her hand. “You’re a different person, Ann, from the Ann Grenville who—”

		“—who necked with a Kraut in the bar of the Palace Hotel in St. Moritz a year after I killed my husband?” she asked, finishing my sentence for me in a way I had not intended to finish it. In the darkness I blushed and let go of her hand.

		“You can’t spend as much time alone as I have in the last few years and not arrive at some conclusions about yourself,” she said, turning to leave, terminating our intimacy.

		It is a fact that even today, years after it happened, there are people you meet at New York dinner parties who can tell you, in vivid detail, the whole story of that October night in 1955, or at least the whole story as far as they know it, because no one knew the whole story except the two principal players, and one of those was shot dead and the other went to her grave without ever, not once, talking about it. Except to me.

		Yes, I know that people say I killed Ann Grenville. Oh, not literally kill, as in “Bang Bang you’re dead,” but that I am responsible for the twenty-two Seconals and the pint and a half of vodka that she gulped them down with after reading a chapter from my novel that appeared in the magazine Monsieur. But I feel absolutely no responsibility whatsoever. I didn’t call her Ann Grenville in my story. I called her Ann Hapgood. If she chose to think I was writing about her, that was her problem.

		In the years when I was as famed in the media for my intimate, if platonic, friendships with some of the great ladies of New York, like Jeanne Twombley and Petal Wilson, neither of whom speak to me now, as I was for my exquisite little books, they told me things about Ann and Billy and the Grenville family that I would have had no way of knowing. Jeanne Twombley was the only one of the whole North Shore crowd who made any attempt to see Ann after it happened. She feels now that I betrayed her, but what did those ladies think when they whispered into my ear all the secrets of their world? After all, they knew I was a writer. You see, I have this ability to get people to talk to me. I don’t even have to maneuver, very much, to make it happen. I listen beautifully. I laugh appreciatively. I never register shock or dismay at shocking or dismaying revelations, for that will invariably inhibit the teller of the tale.

		On that damn ship, where I wish now I’d never seen her again, my own life was in a precarious state. It could even be said that I feared for it. Not that my life was in danger. It wasn’t. At least not from criminal elements or terminal illness. What I feared was that the totality of it amounted to naught. Oh, the blazing moment here, the blazing moment there, of course, but too many wrong turns and different tacks along the way for it to be seriously considered by those concerned with such matters, and serious consideration was what I had always aspired to.

		It was whispered more and more about me that drink and drugs and debauchery were interfering with my work, that I was throwing away my talent in drawing rooms playing the court jester, and in discotheques. The people who said these things let it be known that I was unable to complete what I had immodestly referred to as my masterwork when I appeared on television talk shows. Sometimes I called it a mosaic. Other times a collage. Or even a pastiche. In fiction, of course, depicting the thousand facets of my life that, when placed together, would present the whole of myself—mind, body, heart, and soul.

		I was stung by their criticism. Trying to pick up the pieces of my wrecked life, I took to the sea to rethink my unfinished work. Ideas did not come. And then I saw her, Ann Grenville. A name from the past trying to pick up the pieces of her wrecked life. The idea began to form. So much had been written about her all those years ago. Was now not the time to tell her side of the story, to set the record straight? She, so much maligned, had never spoken in her own defense. We were there, on the same ship, and conversation would have to take place if a situation was manipulated. Yes, yes, yes, I admit that what I did was wrong, but I was helpless to resist the opportunity. I knew, I simply knew, that with time she would tell me, Basil Plant, what she had never told a living soul. I am the kind of person to whom people confess their secrets. It has always been so with me.

		I, who can remember the commas in people’s sentences, began to think back on Ann Grenville’s story as I had heard it and read about it.

		When you look at old photographs of Ann Grenville, at the yearling sales in Saratoga, for instance, sitting between the Ali Khan, with whom she was said to be having an affair, and Mrs. Whitney, of racing fame, or on safari in India, wearing huntress array from London, or at the de Cuevas ball in Biarritz, jeweled and haute-coutured, what you see is a woman at one with her world. Her world, however, was her husband’s world. When she married Billy Grenville, during the war, she forsook any prior existence of her own and stepped, with sure foot, into her husband’s exquisite existence.

		Look for yourself at Mr. Malcolm Forbes’s list of the richest people in America, and you will see how the wealth in our country has changed hands over the last thirty years. There isn’t a Vanderbilt on the list. Even Babette Van Degan is not, nor are any of the people who appear in this tale. While those still alive continue to linger in the Social Register, except for poor Esme Bland in the loony bin, and Neddie Pavenstedt, who left Petal, and the bank, to run off with a television actor whom he later adopted, they are no longer considered rich by the rich today. But at the time of which I write, the Grenvilles were considered to be among the richest families in the land.

		William Grenville, Junior, was used to many things, not the least of which was adoration. From his father. From his mother. And from the four sisters who preceded him into this world. It was never a spoken thing, but had he arrived earlier in the lineup of children, it is safe to say that there would have been fewer daughters. In a family like the Grenvilles, sons were the thing.

		When he was born, he received a note from President Wilson welcoming him to the world, and, framed, it hung over all the beds of his life. The Grenvilles lived in a Stanford White French Renaissance mansion just off Fifth Avenue, across the street from old Mrs. Vanderbilt, next door to the Stuyvesant family home. Weekends were spent on a five-hundred-acre estate in Brookville, Long Island, summers in a cottage in Newport, following the annual sojourn to Europe.

		It was a splendid life, and he emerged from it splendidly. His nanny, Templeton, and his tutor, Simon Fleet, and his dancing teacher, Mr. Dodsworth, were all enchanted with his sweetness, his shyness, and his exceedingly good manners. It was through Templeton, who had been nanny to his four sisters before him, that he acquired the precise manner of speaking that would distinguish his voice, for the rest of his life, from the voices of nearly everyone he encountered, except the few who were brought up in the exact manner that he was.

		In time his father began to feel that he was too much adored and that the constant companionship of four sisters who could not get enough of holding him and passing him about among themselves might lead to a softness of character. He was sent to the same early school that his father had attended before him, expensive and spartan, in preparation for the great life and responsibilities that were to be passed on to him in time.

		Indeed, there was a melancholy streak. He was fascinated reading about the two English princes who were beheaded in the Tower of London. It was a moment of history that he read over and over, and was always moved, often to tears. On an early trip to England, he was taken to the Tower on a guided tour, and a chill ran through him when he saw the room where they were held captive. He told his sister Cordelia, closest to him in age and spirit, that he felt he would die young.

		In later years his most vivid memory of the New York house, where the family spent most of its time, was of the vast chandelier in the main hall. He was always to pass beneath it with trepidation and repeat the story to newcomers about what had happened on the eve of Rosamond’s coming-out ball. Rosamond was his eldest sister, already fourteen when he was born, a distant and glamorous figure of his childhood who married an English lord at nineteen, a year after her ball, and moved away to London. The chandelier, quite inexplicably, crashed to the floor, killing the man who was cleaning it. Funeral expenses and generous recompense were provided rapidly and quietly, and it was agreed, among the household, that it be unmentioned so as not to cast a pall on the ball. It was his first experience of death; it was also his first experience of closing ranks. Much was to be expected of him. There was the bank, the Cambridge Bank of New York, founded by his grandfather, of which his father was president. There were the directorships of half a dozen big corporations. There were the Grenville racing stables, and the Grenville stud farm, twenty-five hundred acres in Kentucky, a vastly successful commercial enterprise, having produced three Kentucky Derby winners. It was for all these things, and more, that the young boy was being groomed.

		At some point doubt began to stir within him. There was a quality beneath his elegant shyness that eluded happiness, a consciousness of his own limitations. When he thought about such things, which was not often, the fear was deep that he would have been a failure in the world if he were not an inheritor of such magnitude.

		His father sensed his secret fears and dealt with them contemptuously so as to shame weakness out of him. At one point his father said about him, in front of him, and his sisters, and his mother, that he should have been a girl. It was not a thing his father meant. It was said, like a lot of things he said, in careless dismissal without thought of the psychic consequences. The wound to the young boy was devastating, made worse when his mother, whom he worshiped, failed to swoop him up, comfort him, and defend his gender. Nor did his sisters. None of them dared to contradict the head of the family.

		“I don’t like my father,” said Junior one day.

		“It’s not so. It’s not so,” cried Alice. “You don’t mean that.”

		“But I do,” persisted the boy.

		“No, you don’t,” insisted his mother.

		He was never sure what he felt, because he was taught by the person he loved most, his mother, that what he felt wasn’t so, that what she told him he felt or didn’t feel was so. Her interpretation of his feelings conformed to the proprieties of their way of life.

		Only Cordelia, the fourth daughter, the one closest in age to Junior, understood. And Bratsie; he understood.

		It is of no significance to this story but of great significance to his character that Jellico Bleeker, or Bratsie, as he was known to one and all, except his mother, the partygiver Edith Bleeker, who loathed the nickname, that he had only four fingers on his right hand. He lost his index finger during a Fourth of July accident, when he was ten years old, holding on too long to a lit cherry bomb that he had been expressly forbidden to play with. On another occasion, a year or so later, he took one of the family sailboats from the house on Long Island, without supervision, or any real knowledge of sailing, and set sail for he knew not where. He was not missed until after darkness, and it was twelve hours before the Coast Guard, having nearly given up hope, spotted the small craft bobbing about aimlessly in Long Island Sound with the nearly frozen Bratsie safe and totally unconcerned about the drama he had caused. His smiling photographs in all the newspapers made him somewhat of a hero to his contemporaries, among them Junior Grenville, whose best friend he was.

		The incident further confirmed Edith Bleeker’s strong feeling that her untamed colt needed to be tamed, and she was going to do it. Life thereafter became for him a game of getting even with her. He accompanied his mother to a relation’s society wedding and escorted her down the aisle wearing, unbeknownst to her, a yarmulke atop his head. He swung from a chandelier at Mr. Dodsworth’s dancing class and was asked to leave and not return. He listed his mother’s Pekinese, Rose, in the New York Social Register as Miss Rose Bleeker. He could imitate any limp or speech impediment with unerring accuracy, and did. He memorized the ritual of confession, although he was not a Catholic, and confessed elaborate sins to a shocked priest. He was the first of the boys in the group to smoke cigarettes, to sneak drinks, to masturbate, to get kicked out of school, to have sex with a prostitute, and to wreck the family car.

		Bratsie Bleeker’s accounts of his escapades kept the less adventuresome Junior Grenville rolling on the floor in uncontrolled laughter. Junior Grenville adored his friend. They were chauffeured back and forth between the Grenville house and the Bleeker house in the city and the Grenville estate in Brookville and the Bleeker estate in Glen Cove in the country.

		In contrast to the tall and handsome Junior Grenville, Bratsie Bleeker was small and compact, fair-haired and always tanned. Five generations of Long Island Bleekers gave him a natural look of haughtiness and superiority, which he interrupted repeatedly with the beguiling and mischievous smile that was his own contribution to his looks. He contradicted his upper-class accent with lower-class words, and he had a way of snapping Junior Grenville out of his melancholy moods as no one else could do.

		“You didn’t have to explain that the fart on the elevator wasn’t yours,” said Bratsie one day after school. “No one said it was.”

		“I felt guilty,” said Junior.

		“Sometimes I think you don’t know who you are,” replied Bratsie.

		“I don’t,” said Junior.

		Except for Bratsie, with whom he was at ease, the boys at Buckley found Junior Grenville aloof and uncommunicative and often joshed him for the elegant ways his family’s lifestyle was manifested through him. It embarrassed Junior that he was driven the thirteen blocks to and from school each day in the family’s Packard limousine, but it was a thing his father insisted upon. Junior would have preferred to be left on the corner of Seventy-third Street and Park Avenue and to walk to the entrance of the school, because he dreaded the razzing of the other boys, many of whom were allowed to walk, or even take the bus. He appealed to his mother in heartfelt tones to decrease the grandeur of his arrivals and departures, and the compromise that was reached was that his nanny, Templeton, not ride in the car with him, and that the chauffeur, Gibbs, not open the door for him so that he could scoot in and out of the limousine by himself.

		On a Friday afternoon, when he was being picked up to go to the country for the weekend, he bade farewell to Bratsie Bleeker and hopped into the Packard. A man wearing a wide-brimmed hat that partially concealed his face appeared out of nowhere in the crowd of boys mingling on the street and followed Junior into the backseat of the car. For a moment the boy thought the man was a friend of the chauffeur’s, and the chauffeur thought the man was a friend of the boy’s. It was a well-planned maneuver.

		The man pulled a gun and took hold of the terrified boy and directed the equally terrified Gibbs, whose name he knew, to proceed to First Avenue and turn uptown, where, at a given point, there would be a rendezvous with the car of an accomplice. So expertly was it carried off that no one standing outside the school realized what had happened, even Bratsie, who had been standing there with Junior, and who would be jealous for years that the kidnapping had not happened to him.

		At the corner of Seventy-fifth Street and First Avenue, Gibbs, old and nervous, ran a red light while reaching for the already-prepared ransom note that the kidnapper handed him, missing by inches a Gristede’s truck crossing First Avenue. Amid shrieking brakes and angry horns, a police car took off in hot pursuit, red lights flashing and siren screaming, and flagged the limousine to the side of the avenue.

		Maintaining his calm, the kidnapper stepped out of the limousine as unobtrusively as he had entered it, hailed a passing cab, stepped into it, and was gone, never to be seen again, before the police officer arrived at the chauffeur’s door to deal with the privileged occupant who felt, the officer assumed, above the law in traffic matters. The only evidence of the six-minute drama, other than the weeping boy and frightened chauffeur, was the dropped ransom note.

		“I hated it most when he touched me,” said Junior.

		“Touched you? How did he touch you?” asked his father.

		“He held me by grabbing my blazer in the back.”

		“How did you feel?”

		“I wanted to kill him.”

		A call was made by Alice Grenville to Mrs. Sulzberger, whose family owned the New York Times, asking that the newsworthy story not be used, and it was not. Bars were put on the windows of all the bedrooms in the Grenville house. For the rest of the school year, Junior was driven to school in the Chevrolet that was otherwise used for family shopping and transporting the servants to the country on weekends. The following fall he was sent off to Groton.

		As a precautionary measure, so as not to waste time in a future emergency, packets of money, thousands and thousands of dollars in hundred-dollar bills, were placed in manila envelopes beneath the leather jewel cases in a wall safe behind a Constable painting of Salisbury Cathedral in Alice Grenville’s bedroom. The money would sit there, untouched, for twenty-three years.

		Junior graduated from Groton in 1938. All the family attended. His sisters thought he was the handsomest boy in his class, and he was. He would have graduated from Groton even if his father had not donated the new dormitory called Grenville House, but it did assure the certainty, as well as entrance to Harvard. Knowing that so much was expected of him, sometimes he froze in examinations, even when he knew the answers. His masters, which was what his teachers were called, and even Endicott Peabody, the headmaster, praised the young man’s beautiful manners. He won no prizes, either academic or athletic, but he sang in the chapel choir, which pleased his mother, and acquired a passion for guns, which pleased his father. He said that in time he would like to shoot big game, tigers in India, and the exoticism of the desire appealed to the entire family’s perception of son, brother, and heir to the name Grenville.

		Europe was on the verge of war. A cross-country trip in Bratsie Bleeker’s new car, a Cadillac convertible, planned with meticulous care by the two friends, was deemed inappropriate by William Grenville for his son. It was decided instead that Junior would spend the summer in New York with his father, training at the Cambridge Bank, and in Saratoga, attending the yearling sales. He complied, as he always complied. He confessed to Bratsie and to Cordelia that he was not seriously interested in banking, but he applied himself diligently to the work that was expected of him. Unlike his sister Grace, who could quote the pedigrees of a thousand horses off the top of her head and who knew the stallion register backward, he was not much interested in the business of racing either.

		“Every time I look at my father, all that I ever see in his eyes is his disappointment with me,” said Junior to Bratsie.

		“That’s the problem with being an only son,” answered Bratsie. “Your life was mapped out for you the minute you were born. Buckley. Groton. Harvard. The bank. The horses. Marriage to a friend of one of your sisters in St. James’ Church with ten ushers in morning coats. An apartment on the Upper East Side. A house on the North Shore. And then another little Grenville for you to send to the same schools you went to, and it starts all over again.”

		“You too,” said Junior.

		“Oh, no, not me,” said Bratsie. “They’ll never get me.”

		“Me either,” said Junior, but he didn’t mean it.

		“Balls, my friend,” retorted Bratsie. “In a very few years every mother in New York with a marriageable daughter will be out to trap you.”

		What William Grenville wanted to do was to avoid for his son the inevitable pitfalls of a young man pampered from birth who would one day inherit a great fortune. For his daughters he would say, “Learn golf and learn bridge, or you’ll have a very lonely old age,” and leave the rest of their upbringing to Alice, but for his son his counsel was more exacting.

		“Out there in this world,” he told Junior, as Gibbs drove them uptown from Wall Street, “no one is going to feel sorry for your problems. They will say about you, no matter what befalls you, ‘I wish I had his problems.’ They will think that because you are rich the kind of problems you have are of little consequence.”

		“Do you remember Brenda Frazier?”

		It was what Ann Grenville asked me, when finally we spoke, aboard the ship on the way to Alaska. Do I remember Brenda Frazier indeed! Who could forget Brenda Frazier? Poor sad Brenda. She had been, Ann told me, Billy Grenville’s first girl friend, but I already knew that. At Edith Bleeker’s party, on the night of the shooting, when Jeanne Twombley brought me along at the last minute when Alfred couldn’t go, I was seated next to Brenda Frazier at dinner, and Billy Grenville was on her other side, so I heard about it straight from the horse’s mouth.

		In 1938 there probably wasn’t a more famous woman in America than Brenda Frazier, and she was only seventeen years old and had accomplished absolutely nothing except being the most beautiful debutante of her time. Her picture appeared on the cover of Life magazine and people read more about her than any movie star in Hollywood. Her every step was chronicled in the society columns, and even the news pages, of every paper in the city.

		In those days Billy Grenville was still called Junior. It was Ann who changed his name to Billy when she said she didn’t want to be married to a man called Junior. Well, Junior met Brenda going through the receiving line at her coming-out party in the old Ritz-Carlton Hotel on Madison Avenue, which has long since been demolished. She was a beauty, and he was a knockout, and when he asked her to dance, people stepped back to watch, and all the photographers took their picture, and Maury Paul, the society columnist then called Cholly Knickerbocker, wrote that Brenda Frazier and Junior Grenville were the most beautiful young couple in New York.

		Needless to say, Alice Grenville was not pleased. She had those four daughters, but Junior was the apple of her eye, and she had big marital plans for him when that time came. She felt that Brenda Frazier got much too much publicity and not nearly enough parental supervision. Alice Grenville was of the old school who believed that a lady’s name appeared in the papers only three times—when she was born, when she married, and when she died—and Brenda Frazier, at least in New York, was a household word.

		One day Brenda went to tea at that big gray pile of stone the Grenvilles used to live in, in the Eighties just off Fifth Avenue. It was Junior who asked his mother to invite her. All the sisters came too, just to stare at her. The sisters all had had their coming-out parties at home, in the family ballroom, with no press invited, and no outsiders on the list. They were all prepared to dislike her, but they couldn’t. She was too nice, and they found her absolutely charming. Even Alice, who called her Miss Frazier throughout, liked her and could see the possibilities of her.

		They saw each other for a while, but Junior was starting Harvard and not ready to think about anything serious. Along came a football player called Shipwreck Kelly and swept Brenda off her feet and into Catholic marriage in the Lady Chapel of St. Patrick’s cathedral. Alice breathed a sigh of relief.

		The thing about Brenda was, she and Billy stayed friends right up until the last day of his life. She was probably the last person he spoke to that night at Edith Bleeker’s before he got into the fight with Ann.

		“Do you remember Kay Kay Somerset?”

		Ann Grenville asked me that too on the ship. She was Billy’s second crush. Her life didn’t turn out well, but in those days, she was pretty hot stuff, before all those marriages and the drink and the drugs took their toll. I once read in the columns about Kay Kay Somerset that she played tennis in white gloves so as not to coarsen her lovely hands, and she never played until after five when the rays of the sun ceased to burn. That was also about the time she was getting up.

		Kay Kay was a very different cup of tea from Brenda and the Grenville sisters. She was very very rich; even rich people called her rich. The money came from spark plugs on her mother’s side and a hydraulic drill used in the production of oil on her father’s. Her kind of out-of-town money, no matter how much of it there was, never seemed the same to people like the Grenvilles as their kind of New York money. Remember, too, in those days, people were still concerned about family, as in bloodlines.

		Kay Kay went to the very best schools, and came out at a party even more lavish than the lavish party of Brenda Frazier, under a tent lined with ice-blue satin at an estate in Southampton, marred only by Bratsie Bleeker’s swinging from a chandelier while drinking champagne out of a bottle.

		Kay Kay was not asked to join the Junior Assembly, as all the Grenville sisters were, and the flaw of it heightened her glamour in the eyes of Junior Grenville, on whom she had cast her eyes. “It would be a wonderful first marriage for you,” said her mother, the spark-plug heiress, a remark unheard by Alice Grenville but nonetheless sensed by her.

		William Grenville was disinclined to interfere in Junior’s affairs of the heart, being secretly pleased that his early fears of other inclinations were unfounded. However, when Junior announced to his astonished family that he would leave the day after Christmas for a cruise in Caribbean waters on a hundred-and-eighty-foot yacht made available to Kay Kay by her indulgent father, it was felt that the time was at hand to break off the incipient romance.

		His father forbade him to go. Junior, accommodating always, did not accommodate. Suppressed wrath surfaced instead; a litany of remembered disappointments poured out. Shocked by the unexpected outburst, William Grenville remained implacable. Bratsie Bleeker, in a similar outburst with his mother, ran off and joined the Royal Canadian Air Force. Junior Grenville threatened to do the same. On the day following Christmas, he left for Palm Beach, where he joined Kay Kay Somerset and her party on the yacht called Kay Kay. He did not feel triumphant in his victory.

		Shortly thereafter, certainly unrelatedly, William Grenville suffered an aneurism of the aorta, a bursting of the main blood vessel to the heart. The Packard, with Gibbs at the wheel, awaited him at the front of the house to drive him downtown and to the business day. When he had not appeared at nine minutes after eight, Gibbs went to the front door and informed Cahill, the butler. He was found by Cahill in his bathroom, to which he had repaired, as was his habit, with the Times and the Wall Street Journal, after his breakfast.

		Alice Grenville, who would achieve personal fulfillment in widowhood, telephoned the home of the Somersets in Palm Beach and asked Arthur Somerset to contact the yacht, wherever it was, and have Junior call his home in New York. Within several hours a call came from Junior in Barbados. “He is dying,” said his mother. “You must come right away, to speak to him.” She understood the never-reconciled chasm between son and father.

		But it was not to happen. He stood in the hospital room of Bleeker Pavilion at New York Hospital, with his weeping mother and weeping sisters, and watched the expiration of a man who did not want to expire. When he felt nothing but relief that his days of disappointing were over, he simulated grief, for appearance’s sake, for grief was the order of the day.

		The casket was open and set up in the reception room off the main hall. Over the mantelpiece was a large portrait of three young ladies in long white dresses poised in elegant comfort among the cushions of an immense green sofa. They were the Pleydell triplets, painted by John Singer Sargent nearly forty years before. Alice Pleydell was on the right. The legend was that William Grenville had fallen in love with the face in the picture, pursued her, and won her.

		Alice, and Junior, and the four sisters stood in front of the mantelpiece and received the hundreds of mourners who passed through their house: the banking world, the racing world, the membership of his nine clubs, the part of New York society in which they moved, and the friends of Alice, and Rosamond, and Felicity, and Grace, and Cordelia, and Junior. The smell of flowers was oppressive. Outside it was raining.

		And then Bratsie Bleeker arrived, unexpectedly, in his Royal Canadian Air Force uniform, waiting his turn in line, behind Archie Suydem, the family doctor, ahead of Edith Bleeker, his own mother. “Let’s get out of here,” he said to Junior after making his amenities to the family. “Where?” asked Junior. “Wherever,” said Bratsie.

		Outside was Bratsie’s Cadillac convertible, its bright-yellow color glaringly inappropriate for the circumstance, between limousines with umbrella-carrying chauffeurs helping elderly people in and out of the huge Grenville house. They entered Central Park at Seventy-second Street and sped across in silence. Junior was lost in thought, believing, even in death, that the disapproving eyes of his father were upon him.

		At a red light on Central Park West, three toughs eyeing the young swells raised their thumbs in the hitchhiking position. “We’re only kids and we have a Cadillac,” screamed Bratsie at them, gunning the car and speeding off, breaking the gloom within. As always, Junior was Bratsie’s best audience and screamed with shocked laughter.

		“Let me ask you something, Junior,” said Bratsie.

		“What’s that?” asked Junior.

		“The truth,” stipulated Bratsie.

		“The truth,” agreed Junior.

		“Have you ever been laid?”

		“Bratsie!”

		“The truth.”

		“No.”

		“That’s what I thought.”

		“What’s this all about?”

		“I am about to introduce you to the establishment of Miss Winifred Plegg, also known as Bootsie, on West End Avenue and Ninety-first Street.”

		“Tonight?”

		“It’s the perfect time.”

		The Grenvilles were not the kind of people who cried at funerals. To remain stoic in adversity was, like honesty, a trait learned early. At William Grenville’s funeral at St. James’ Church and the burial in the family plot at Woodlawn Cemetery, with Dr. Kinsolving in attendance, William Grenville, Junior, stood, stalwart, by his mother’s side, his long elegant hands holding her arm, guiding her through the rituals of the long day with nothing in his demeanor to divulge the debauchery of the night before at the establishment of Miss Winifred Plegg on West End Avenue.

		Junior Grenville was much admired, and it was whispered from pew to pew that he would be, after Harvard and the war, a worthy successor to the positions and responsibilities of his father. When, at the graveside, his eyes fell on the Caribbean-tanned Kay Kay Somerset, he felt a deep disinclination toward her, as if his single act of disobedience, over her, might have caused the burst blood vessel that ended his father’s life.

		William Grenville left his large estate in perfect order, so there would be no lessening of grandeur in scale of living for any of his descendants during their lifetimes. His daughters, already married rich, became independently rich. His widow, Alice, received all the houses outright to do with as she wanted, with the fervent hope expressed that the vast structure off Fifth Avenue, which he had built, would continue to be lived in by her for her lifetime and then, dynastically, be passed on to Junior so that he could raise his own family, when that time came, in the house in which he had been raised. Alice, who understood money, got the main bulk of the fortune, with it, in turn, to be passed on to Junior when she died. Junior himself received ten million dollars, a vast sum in that preinflationary decade, making him one of the wealthiest young men in the country.

		Life resumed, after the mourning period, in the Grenville houses in New York and Long Island and Newport. Alice’s children would have been surprised to know that their mother felt released by her widowhood. Slowly the strictures imposed on all their lives by William Grenville abated, and, despite the impending war, laughter was heard again in the huge houses where they lived. Alice, freed from the constant entertaining of bankers and horse breeders that had made up her husband’s life, enjoyed more and more the companionship of her children and her friends, and parties and concerts filled the houses.

		It was inevitable that when the war actually came Bratsie Bleeker would be the first to enlist, transferring from the Royal Canadian Air Force, and the first to distinguish himself in combat, where his natural bent for recklessness was often mistaken for bravery.

		Junior Grenville could not wait to follow suit, but he promised his mother that he would finish Harvard first. He did, spending most weekends in New York enjoying the renewed adoration of his four sisters. Immediately upon graduation he enlisted in the Navy and entered Officers Training School, from which he graduated as an ensign.

		On February 19, 1943, Ann Grenville, who was then called Ann Arden, and before that had been called Urse Mertens, walked into the life of Ensign William Grenville, Junior.

		“Glamorous” was more the word than “beautiful” that applied to her. She had a bright glow about her, and there was an interplay between her lovely blue eyes and glossy red mouth that captured you with its seductiveness. From the age of twelve she knew, even before she really knew, that she could wrap men around her little finger, an expression her mother was fond of using.

		She was at this time a show girl by night and a radio actress by day. Although she was voted the most beautiful girl in radio, it was as a show girl that she was magnificent. Elaborately costumed in sequins and feathers and giant headdress, she held her arms aloft and beautifully presented her beautiful body as she glided across the stage of a Broadway musical behind the star, Miss Ethel Merman. Her most ardent admirer would not have called her talented, as either a singer or a dancer, but she possessed something that called attention to herself—there was amusement in her eyes and a private smile on her lips—and men followed her every movement across the stage, ignoring the other girls in the line. And of all the girls in the line, she was the most sought-after, and her nights, after the show, were spent with the kind of men who took chorus girls to nightclubs, and whose names occasionally appeared in Broadway columns. There was always the hope of being discovered by a talent scout from Hollywood, and the possibility of movie stardom was a dream that she cherished.

		Sometimes it terrified her that her life was advancing, had advanced, in fact, and she had not achieved her potential. Young still, she had already begun to lie about her age to make herself younger. It was when she was looking into a mirror, applying powder and colors to her face, that she confronted herself. She was not a star; she was not going to be a star. Adele Jurgins, with whom she had danced in the line at Fefe’s Monte Carlo, had gone on to Hollywood and was starring in films at Republic, and Babette Lesniak, with whom she had danced in the line at the Copacabana, well, everyone knew what had happened to Babette, or, at least, everyone who read the tabloids knew what wonders had come to Babette. Perhaps, she thought, this is not what I am supposed to be doing. Perhaps this is not it, after all.

		Overdrawn at the bank again, rent looming, fighting off feelings of despair, she dressed and went to El Morocco. You never know what’s going to happen, she thought to herself. Tonight I might meet the man who is going to change my life.

		She was with the Argentinian playboy Arturo de Castro. She thought he was the best dancer in New York, and she told her best friend, Babette Van Degan, that the Latin beat was in his blood. She loved to dance and knew that people looked at her when she and Arturo took to the floor, but she realized, before he told her, that he was about to kiss her off. She had read in Cholly Knickerbocker’s column that he was seeing a Standard Oil heiress, and she knew that the affair would be winding down and that her days were numbered. She fought down the rage of rejection that was within her, determined that she would not make a scene at El Morocco. She concentrated instead on a white fox jacket he had seen her admire in the window of Saks and hoped he would at least give her that when the end came.

		She loved El Morocco, with its white palm trees and blue-and-white zebra-striped banquettes, and could never stop looking around her at the other tables and the other people on the dance floor.

		She had a habit of singing into the ear of the man she was dancing with in her deep throaty voice:

		
			“Dear, when you smiled at me,
I heard a melody
that haunted me from the start.
Something inside of me
started a symphony.
Zing went the strings of my heart!”

		

		At that instant zing went the strings of her heart.

		“Who’s that?” asked Ann.

		“Who’s who?” asked Arturo back.

		She had spotted him over Arturo’s shoulder when he entered. She didn’t know who he was, but she knew right away that he was more than just a handsome naval officer on leave. Johnny Perona himself was on the door that night, and Johnny Perona greeted Junior Grenville with the deference he usually reserved for Alfred Vanderbilt and Gary Cooper and the Rockefeller brothers.

		“That ensign saying hello to Brenda Frazier,” answered Ann, refraining from saying the one with the beautiful teeth and the beautiful smile.

		“Where’s Brenda? I don’t see Brenda,” answered Arturo.

		She had an instinct for quality. It went beyond looks and clothes; she could spot it even in nakedness. When she squeezed past the ensign on her way to the ladies’ room and said, “Excuse me,” in a teasing but somehow intimate tone, he noticed her for the first time. She was wearing a black satin dress cut low. Her looks brought pleasure to his eyes, and he feasted on them for the moment of passage. The thing that he noticed about her, that he would always notice about her, even when he was long used to her, was her breasts. He was alone, having come from one of his mother’s parties, having slipped out during Madam Novotna’s musicale. He was standing in the same place when she came back from the ladies’ room.

		“We have to stop meeting like this,” she said to him as she squeezed past him the second time. She laughed at her own joke, and he joined in the laughter, and the contact was made.

		“I’m Junior Grenville,” he said.

		“I’m Ann Arden,” she replied.

		“Hello, Ann.”

		“Hi, Junior.”

		There was a moment of stillness amid the racket of the packed nightclub as they looked at each other.

		“Junior, are you going to join us?” called out Brenda Frazier.

		“In a minute, Brenda,” he called back.

		Ann’s heart was beating very fast. It astonished her that anyone would not leap at the chance to sit at the table of the beautiful Brenda Frazier.

		“I should be getting back,” said Ann.

		Later, when she was dancing with Arturo again, not singing into his ear this time, Ensign Grenville cut in on the dance floor, tapping Arturo heavily on the shoulder. Arturo turned around to the tapper.

		“May I?” asked Junior, holding out his hands.

		“See here, Lieutenant,” said Arturo, annoyed.

		“Ensign,” corrected Junior.

		“This sort of thing is just not done here at El Morocco. Save it for the proms back at the base.” He turned back to Ann to resume his fox-trot.

		“Oh,” said Ann, gleeful at the possibility of a scene. “Get into a fight over me, why don’t you? Let’s have pictures in all the papers! Finally I’ll get a screen test.”

		Arturo, furious, walked off the dance floor. “I’ll be at the table,” he said, not pleasantly, over his shoulder.

		Ann and Junior stood on the dance floor looking at each other for a moment, and smiled.

		“It was just one of those things,” she started to sing. She held her arms out and he stepped in to dance with her.

		
			“Just one of those fabulous things,
A trip to the moon on gossamer wings,
Just one of those things.”

		

		He told her he liked her voice more than Libby Holman’s, and Libby Holman had been his favorite singer. She moved in closer to him.

		“I suppose it would be impossible for you to extricate yourself from whoever that is you’re with?” he stated as a question.

		“And do what?” she asked.

		“Leave here with me,” he answered.

		She liked his precise manner of speaking. It was a voice peculiar to a tiny portion of the Upper East Side of New York City and the North Shore of Long Island.

		“No,” she replied. “That wouldn’t be impossible at all. Meet me at the front door.”

		Her bedroom was in morning disarray. Her fastidiousness did not begin until later in the day. Stockings and underwear were strewn where they fell, and chairs were smothered with clothes and towels. From the bathroom came the sound of the shower stopping; it awakened her, although she was not used to awakening until noon.

		Through mostly closed eyes she watched him dress. She liked the look of him in undershorts and shirtsleeves—shaved, bathed, combed—tying his tie in front of her mirror, completely concentrated. She wished she hadn’t sat on his face on the first date, but she always got carried away with the rich boys, the old-money boys, not the new-rich ones you met around the stage door, but the ones who had that look that comes from generations of breeding, and that speaking voice that identified them all to each other. On top of that, Ensign Grenville was without doubt the handsomest boy she had ever seen. She longed to know who he was.

		All of a sudden Arturo de Castro, who she had thought was so divine for so long, looked like a greaseball to her, even if he was, as Babette Van Degan had told her, from one of the oldest families in Argentina. She felt, suddenly, patriotic that the good old U.S.A. had produced a specimen of aristocracy that was right up there with the best that England had to offer with all their dukes and earls, and, of course, their king, or, rather, their ex-king. Her mother, lately departed, always called him the catch of catches, and the lady who landed him, Mrs. Simpson, now the Duchess of Windsor, was the women she, and her mother, admired more than any woman alive.

		She supposed she shouldn’t pray for such things, but she prayed that Ensign Grenville wouldn’t think that she sat on the face of every man she went out with, especially the first time. It was just that he was so beautiful, and young, and well-built, but also so totally inexperienced that she had inadvertently assumed the role of teacher, and her passions, which were abundant, had simply run away with her. Even at the moment of climax, he had retained his wonderful accent, and that, more than anything else, brought her to new heights of desire.

		She stared at his profile as he finished his tie and went looking for his shoes. She surprised herself as she heard herself say, in her first words of the day, “I like to see a man’s shoes in my closet.”

		She saw his shirttail stand out in excitement at what she had said. He blushed; she liked his shyness. Watching him, she lit a Camel. She lipsticked the tip, inhaled deeply, and held it, and when she exhaled allowed some of the smoke to escape up her nose.

		“Come over here,” she said, “and let me get a good look at that in the daylight.” She remembered from last night that her rough talk thrilled him. He walked over to her, and she reached into the opening of his shorts. “It’s really lovely,” she said. “I could be awfully happy with this for a while. How long’s your leave?”

		She didn’t wait for an answer. Her mind was on other things. As he lunged for her hungrily, she said, “No. No, stand back. This one’s on me.” She pulled his shorts down his legs and knelt on the floor in front of him. She didn’t know if she should let him see how good at it she really was.

		Looking down, he was mesmerized watching her, still holding her Camel. He thought he had never seen such a beautiful woman. He knew he had never seen such beautiful breasts.

		“You’re much too quick, you know,” she said afterward. “Speed is not of the essence. I’m going to enjoy teaching you. How long did you say your leave was?”

		Ensign Grenville could not get enough of Ann

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	OEBPS/images/9780307815132_title_page.jpg
TH:
WO
MRS

CRENVILLES

DOMH\HCK DUNNE

BANTAM BOOKS
TORONTO + NEW YORK + LONPON + SYIREY + AUCKLAND





OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307815132_epub_001_r1.jpg
PART
ONE









OEBPS/images/9780307815132_cover.jpg
THE TWO MRS,
GRENVILLES

DOMINICK DUNNE








OEBPS/unsorted/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





