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			This one’s for you, Dad—for always believing.

		

	
		
			
				Fairy tales tell imaginary stories. Me, I’m a living person. I exist. If the story of my life as a real woman were to be told one day, people would at last discover the real being that I am.

				—GRACE DE MONACO

				If Gracie can marry a Prince, every American girl can. . . . I am sure we will truthfully say some day—“and they were married and lived happily ever after.”

				—MARGARET MAJER KELLY

			

		

	
		
			Prologue

			
				
					MARCH 1955

				

			

			Remind me again why we’re here?” Peggy asked Grace, shielding her pale eyes with her hand flat like a table over her sunglasses. Though it was only spring, the sun in Jamaica was already intense, more like the iris-searing heat that beat down on the Hollywood hills in July.

			“Sister, darling, we’re in paradise. It seems pointless to ask why. Just enjoy,” Grace laughed, and picked up the creamy white telephone to call for a pitcher of pineapple juice. She’d been about to ask for daiquiris made with the local rum, but then remembered that Peggy had been talking lately about wanting to dry out a bit, and Grace herself had to keep in mind the arrival of Howell Conant and his cameras later in the day, and of the Oscars later in the month. It was impossible she’d actually win, of course, not when it was so clear to everyone that Judy Garland would take home the coveted statue for A Star Is Born.

			But the nomination was quite a compliment, and one that Dore Schary, head of MGM, couldn’t ignore for long—even if The Country Girl hadn’t come out of his studio or fulfilled part of her precious contract with him. If he wanted her in his stable, Schary would have to make a few sacrifices. Even he had to see she’d lose all her star power if he kept putting her in rubbish like Green Fire just because it was an MGM film. By the same token, if Oleg Cassini wanted to be with her, wanted to spend his life with her as he claimed, he’d have to curb that intolerable jealous streak of his. She’d worked far too hard to take any of that lying down. This was her life, and her career. She needed to make Schary and Oleg see she was to be taken seriously. After seven years of standing before the camera’s eye, she knew a thing or two about its power, and Howell Conant was the perfect instrument with which to wield it.

			Peggy padded into their cabana, leaving Grace alone on the stone patio that opened onto the expansive white beach—sand for miles that curved around the gently lapping blue water in an embrace. She could feel the grit of the sand beneath her bare feet, and she wiggled her unvarnished toes. Hands on her hips, she squinted out into the white noonday light and inhaled deeply, feeling her shoulders rise effortlessly as her lungs filled with hot, salty air. This was what freedom felt like.

			A memory of walking the Ocean City boardwalk floated to her mind—the sand between her toes, the rush of the Atlantic on the beach, seagulls squawking overhead. She’d felt free there, too, in that narrow New Jersey town where her family had spent every summer of her life. As long as she was outside, supposedly exerting herself on bicycles or in the surf, not inside the cool stucco walls of their Spanish-style house staging one of her plays with dolls or reading a novel, her parents left her alone. Unattended, she spent long hours playing mermaids and pirates with other like-minded children, and as she got older, she learned to stuff a book under the towel in her bag, then pedal far enough down Bay Avenue that her siblings wouldn’t spy on her so she could read in peace under an umbrella.

			This beach holiday, though, was entirely her own. No one to fool, and no one to please but herself. She had every intention of enjoying it with her older sister, who could use a break. Clapping her hands and shouting, “Peggy! Let’s have a swim in that divine water!” Grace headed into the cabana.

			It was a marvelous week. The waves were warm, the local people friendlier than anyone she’d met in Los Angeles or New York in an absolute age, and everywhere she looked there were sprays of tropical flowers in all shades of orange, red, and pink. Heaping piles of fruit abounded. At every market, she ate a mango or an orange on a stick, each peeled and cut to perfection.

			Even Peggy, who’d been increasingly depressed back at home, was having a ball. Grace was happy to see that her sister didn’t even bother ordering a beer or a glass of rum at their favorite restaurant, the one that served the astonishing jerk chicken dish they couldn’t get enough of. It was something of a dive, little more than a dirt floor with plastic tables and chairs under banana leaves woven into a tight fabric, but Howell convinced them to try it. “A journalist friend of mine said it’s the best on the island,” he’d promised. Grace was rather proud of herself for giving it a go the first time, and wrote a letter to Hitch the following morning laughing about how her prim character from Rear Window, Lisa Fremont, could certainly tend to globe-trotting photographer Jeff Jefferies as he took pictures around the world if Grace and Margaret Kelly of Philadelphia could eat spicy chicken with their fingers in Jamaica.

			Howell captured it all—swimming, lazing, eating, laughing, the water a constant rippling backdrop. “The real Grace Kelly,” he kept saying, shaking his head in appreciative disbelief. “At home in her own skin. No one’s ever seen a star this genuine before, this honest.” She couldn’t wait to see the shots when he developed them.

			Close to the end of the week, she was sitting with Howell and Peggy on the patio at sunset, having just enjoyed a meal of perfectly grilled hamburgers, which were still her favorite, no matter how delicious any other dish might be.

			“I want to thank you,” said Howell, raising his cup of rum to her glass of water. “I thought it was something of a risk, having me do this shoot with you on vacation. Never been done before. But when people see these shots, I have a feeling it’ll be the start of a trend.”

			“I thought I’d kill two birds with one stone,” Grace said. She felt full and content, languid in the damp night air that made her hair stick to the back of her neck.

			“What two birds are those?” Peggy asked, seeming to suddenly remember the question she’d asked at the start of the week, then promptly forgotten in the lull of island life. Remind me again why we’re here?

			“Well, relaxing and getting away from the Hollywood scene,” Grace replied, “and also giving Howell here the cover for Collier’s he’s been asking for. I just didn’t know when else I’d fit it in, and look how well it’s turned out having you here with us. We’d never have eaten that chicken without you—”

			“Or found that amazing beach on the other side of the island,” Peggy agreed.

			“And if we teach Schary a thing or two in the process, all the better,” said Howell, with a knowingly raised eyebrow.

			“Now, Howell, you think me so Machiavellian?” Grace asked, innocently tilting her head as she’d done so successfully before so many cameras. Ingénue. How she detested that word, which had come to be synonymous with her name. But at least she’d learned how to use that girl’s manner to her advantage.

			Howell laughed and knocked back the rest of his rum. “Oh, Grace, woe betide the man you marry. He won’t stand a chance.”

			“Don’t you worry about her husband, Howell,” said Peggy sleepily. “The Kelly women have always been pliable where the men are concerned. Daddy made sure of that.” Grace winced inside. Jack Kelly was the last man she wanted to be reminded of at that moment. He wouldn’t be impressed by this photo shoot; he wasn’t impressed by anything.

			She didn’t sleep well that night, and when Howell photographed her swimming the next day, she felt off, her arms and legs gelatinous. So much of the strength she’d been feeling throughout the week seemed to have drained out of her.

			As she lifted her head out of the water, Howell knelt in the waves and tilted his whole body left, his face hidden behind his thirty-five-millimeter. He said, “You look gorgeous, Grace. And you’re smarter and more talented than anyone gives you credit for. Think of the look on Schary’s face when he sees you win that Oscar.” And just for the smallest of moments, the time it took for his camera to open and close its aperture, she curled her lip in the faintest of smiles and believed the impossible was hers.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			
				1969

			

			Forty. She’d never felt tempted to run and hide on a birthday until this one. It was still months away, and Rainier and the children and the staff of the palace wanted to know how Her Serene Highness would like to celebrate.

			“I wouldn’t,” she told Rainier in the chauffeured black Mercedes on the way to another official dinner. Small enclosed spaces, shuttling between events—these seemed to be the only circumstances under which they saw each other these days.

			“Come now, Grace, that’s not like you,” said Rainier, putting his hand on hers. She withdrew it and set it on her lap, which was cocooned in peach silk shantung. The dress would be featured in all the columns the next morning—columns that would focus on the fine stitching and embroidery of her ensemble and say little or nothing about the books she’d read to sick children at the hospital that morning, or the many hours she was spending on the upcoming Red Cross Gala, practicing the art of tedious diplomacy to ensure no donor’s toes were stepped on, and everyone important was appropriately flattered.

			“Forgive me, Rainier,” Grace said, employing her most dulcet tones. “I’m just . . . not myself, I suppose.” Vagueness was her best strategy with her husband. He wasn’t interested in depth of feeling or her thoughts. For so long, this had eaten at her, this sense that he misunderstood her and wasn’t even interested in understanding her. Recently, though, she’d come to realize how much easier his limitations made her life in Monaco. If he didn’t ask, she didn’t have to explain herself; that way, she could preserve her strength for the times when they did disagree.

			“Could you try to be back to yourself by November the twelfth?” he asked. “Because our subjects would very much like to pay tribute to their Princess on her special day. I fear they won’t understand if there is no celebration.” His tone was patient enough, but she knew it would not be in another week if she didn’t relent. For now he knitted together his dark brows and pursed his full lips in a pouty smile meant to suggest that of course he knew why she was feeling impatient with having to share a private moment with a principality, but they both knew what was best, what must be done.

			Still, Grace felt the irony of her own birthday so strongly: if Rainier made too big a fuss, she would be perceived as self-aggrandizing and even less recognized for her hard work in the principality. A veritable Marie Antoinette with an Hermès bag and diamond tiara. But if she were to do nothing for her birthday, and simply go out for burgers with her family dressed in her favorite jeans and sweater, which her old friend and favorite costume stylist, Edith Head, referred to as dumpy Debbies, she wouldn’t be doing credit to her chic principality—the subjects of which expected her to look like a fashion plate at all times.

			She found it amazing and depressing that after thirteen years of marriage and sovereignty she was still dealing with this catch-22. Just last week, she had gone to the hospital, which she’d renovated and modernized with the same care and attention most women applied to the building of their own homes, transforming Monaco’s medical establishment from ill equipped to enviably advanced. Knowing she’d be photographed as she visited patients on the cancer ward, she had dressed in a tidy summer skirt suit, along with her chambray Keds—her “ugly” sneakers as twelve-year-old but still fashion-conscious Caroline insisted on calling them. She asked the photographers not to capture her feet, explaining that she’d worn the sneakers instead of heels so that she could visit as many patients as possible without landing herself in the orthopedic ward!

			She’d thought the joke would lighten the mood, but she noticed several attending nurses frowning, and one shaking her head so that Grace could see her disapproval. That nurse had been very old, the lines from many summers spent on the beach carving deep grooves into her tanned face. Grace stifled a sigh at this common and often conflicted reaction to her presence—reverence for her motherhood but judgment of her educational choices; gratitude for her charity but resentment of her wardrobe; and most of all, pleasure in her beauty but animosity that it hailed from a country across the ocean, a nation they resented as imperial and in cahoots with France, which sought to keep Monaco under its thumb.

			The mixed reactions these days were, she supposed, better than the outright hostility that Rainier had sensed early in their marriage, and used as a reason to ban all her movies in the principality. But Grace despaired that the Monégasques would ever truly embrace her as one of them, no matter what she did as their Princess; they had proved much tougher to impress than the moviegoers she’d longed to captivate as an actress.

			But then one of the youngest nurses, who spoke French with a strong accent, chuckled and pointed to her own large white shoes, saying, “You’re not alone, Serene Highness.”

			Grace replied with as warm a smile as she could conjure, and said, “Thank you for understanding.” Perhaps this younger generation would be the one to make her feel at home.

			“Do what you think is best, Rainier,” said Grace with a light sigh, knowing it was pointless to delay her acquiescence. Something else she’d learned: give in when she could, and as soon as possible. Doing so made everything move more smoothly, made for fewer uncomfortable discussions. “I’m sure that between them, Marta and Meredith,” she said, referring to both their secretaries, “will throw a lovely party.”

			“Is there anything special you’d like?” he asked, approval making his voice warm and suggestive. She recoiled inside—it was a good thing he’d be too exhausted for anything more than sleep after this dinner.

			“Peace on earth? Goodwill toward men?” she quipped, dodging the amorousness as skillfully as she had with Hitch and everyone else all those years ago. Little had she known then what good training for wifeliness her years in Hollywood would be. At the time, she’d feared the opposite.

			Rainier smirked, his slim mustache curling up on the right. “I was thinking of something everyone can share. A small public garden for your beloved flowers? Or maybe a statue along the promenade?”

			“Please, Rainier, nothing for me, or of me,” she said, making her voice both alarmed and embarrassed, hoping this conversation would not spiral out of control. “If you must, donate something in my name. A garden might be nice. Or a new wing of the library, a series of plays at the theater that might be free and open to all . . .”

			“So that you can star in them?” he asked jokingly, but the familiar derisiveness was unmistakable.

			She laughed, keeping it amused and fizzy. “I should think not! Who wants to see an old broad like me on the stage?”

			Though the wisecrack she’d made at her own expense gave her a momentary flutter of regret, it calmed quickly when she saw that she had succeeded and the conversation was over. Rainier nodded, then turned to look out the window of the car into the neon-lit night. How she hated those lights—every one of them a blight on the dramatic coastal beauty of her adopted homeland. Thank goodness Rainier had finally seen sense and slowed the building of more such abominations.

			“Don’t forget your glasses,” he said when the car stopped at its destination. The swell of people and cameras readied themselves outside their car. She frequently forgot she was even wearing her glasses, as the pleasure of actually being able to see more than five feet in front of her seemed perfectly natural when she had them on. But Rainier never forgot that she should take them off in public.

			“Thank you, darling” came her automatic reply, as she plucked the tortoiseshell spectacles off her face and set them in the discreet leather box between them. Immediately the world went fuzzy, and when the door was opened for her, she was glad for the usual explosion of flashbulbs so that she had an excuse to squint as she smiled and waited for Rainier’s arm to lead her into the night.
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			Few things were as soothing to her as the sight of her tidy desk. With the stationery, pens, ink, tissues, clips, and all the other instruments of correspondence neatly stored in small containers within its drawers, the top surface was simply a glossy, inviting expanse of varnished wood. She breathed a sigh of relief at its simplicity.

			As she had no engagements that day, she could sit in her upholstered chair in the luxurious comfort of her softest jeans, bare feet, and cotton cable-knit sweater. She took out a stack of paper and her favorite fountain pen, given to her by her uncle George when she left Henry Avenue for the American Academy of Dramatic Arts in 1947. Like all well-made things, it still worked as well as the day it was given to her twenty-two years ago. “I want you to write and tell me all your adventures,” Uncle George had said. “Even the naughty ones,” he’d added in a low, conspiratorial voice to the dagger-eyed annoyance of her mother. Grace had giggled girlishly at his mischievous remark, hardly able to fathom what sort of naughtiness he might be talking about.

			Imagine. Now she was worried about Caroline getting into the same kind of trouble. And unlike her own mother, who really had little foundation for worry in Grace’s case, Grace had every reason in the world to be concerned about bright, willful Caroline. She didn’t even want to consider what Caroline might be like at seventeen, the age Grace had been when she left home. And the world had changed so much, too—forget the relatively innocent naughtiness of her own youth! Grace shuddered to think what debauchery lay in wait for her oldest child, with the vulture paparazzi always ready to capture it on film.

			Though Grace had many other more pressing matters to attend to, she decided to take a few minutes to write a quick note to Uncle George in California, narrating the latest anecdotes about the children and asking how he had celebrated his own fortieth birthday. He’d always been an inspiration to her—perhaps he could give her a few ideas for her unwanted fête.

			Hours passed in contented, productive silence, and when she started to feel hungry, she wandered into the kitchen she’d insisted on having in their wing of the palace, a kitchen where no servant was allowed unless explicitly invited. She made herself a peanut butter and jam sandwich that she ate standing up, leaning cross-legged against the counter and looking out the large window at the sparkling sapphire blue of the Mediterranean that met the paler blue of the sky at the horizon. At the peripheries of both sides of her vision were the craggy slopes of their piece of the Côte d’Azur, gradual green climbs up and up, with red tile roofs and ancient stonework nestled among the flora. The water was dotted by white yachts of varying sizes, though from her height and distance they all looked roughly the same, except for Aristotle Onassis’s behemoth, the Christina O. At this time of day, the sunshine was bright white and glinted off the water like thousands of tiny, glimmering gems.

			Washing her sweet, sticky lunch down with a glass of cold milk, Grace experienced one of those precious and rare moments of feeling that life was, well, fine. In the last seven years, since she’d said her official goodbye to acting in that wrenching time when she’d had to turn down Hitch’s offer to do Marnie in 1962, she’d built just this life for herself: a daily schedule of correspondence and meetings in the mornings, mostly about the children and her charity work—the hospital, the Red Cross, AMADE, and her flourishing foundation for the arts. She found patronizing dancers and artisans to be satisfying work, even if it did not touch that same part of her soul that acting had. She didn’t admit that last part to many people. To anyone? No, she wouldn’t dare. The last thing she’d want anyone to think was that she was ungrateful.

			And in the afternoons, she tried to be as available to her children as possible. In a few hours, she and four-year-old Stéphie would attend their weekly music class with some other Monégasque mothers and children, after which they would drift to a playground, and then home for dinner with Caroline. Grace enjoyed their simple little dinners together. Noodles and carrots, fish sticks and French fries, tickling and laughing—she liked to indulge in all manner of casual American impropriety when she was with the girls. Pity Caroline was almost too old to enjoy these sorts of silly moments, but Grace planned to cling to them as long as possible.

			She pushed the thought of Albie, in school and its related sports teams for all the daylight hours, out of her mind, as it was too painful to think about. He came home late, utterly exhausted, only to kiss his mother on the cheek and collapse into bed. How much her son would enjoy dinner with his mother and sisters—after all, he was only a boy, just eleven years old! How much she wished he were there.

			Would she also see Rainier in the evening? It was hard to say, and she tried not to dwell on the question and its inevitable and disappointing answer too long.

			Just as she returned to her desk, her private line rang.

			“Hello?” she said, her heart speeding up as it always did in that fragment of a second between her greeting and that of the person on the other end of the line. Who could it be? What escape might the call provide?

			“Gracie? It’s Prudy. How are you?” Her friend’s voice was buoyant, effusive in its long American vowels. She seemed pleased to have reached Grace on the first ring. They had been talking on the phone for nearly twenty years, since the end of their Barbizon days when they’d lived down the hall from each other, and Grace was so grateful for this piece of plastic that allowed them to stay in touch across continents and oceans.

			Grace blew out a gust of air and slouched back in her chair. She, too, was glad to be speaking to an old friend. A small but wonderful escape. “I’m all right, Prudy. Can’t complain, except about turning forty in a few months. Rainier’s after me for a gift and a party.”

			“You know you sound like a princess, right?” Prudy teased.

			“Oh, I know, and the worst kind, too. Still. This business of getting older is nothing to sneeze at. What did you do for your fortieth?”

			“I took myself to a movie and ate a tub of popcorn in the dark, then went home and drank a bottle of very good red wine.”

			“You mean Arthur didn’t do anything for you?”

			“I told him not to. Careful what you ask for. If I were you, I’d ask for a trip to India. You used to love to travel to exotic places. Or Egypt. See one of the Seven Wonders.”

			The trumpeting whine of an elephant and the windy flap of its ears flashed to Grace’s mind. She’d gone all the way to Africa just to make a movie with Clark Gable and celebrated her twenty-third birthday in the French Congo. “You know, you’re right,” said Grace, feeling something inside her loosen at the suggestion that she could be that girl once again.

			Then it tightened as hard as a rock. Rainier preferred not to travel much farther than the States, and she suspected that going to India by herself would raise far too many eyebrows. But, “I’ll think about it,” she told Prudy, and wondered if her old friend knew she was lying.

			They talked more about what each of them had been up to—Grace was very interested to hear about Prudy’s foray into flower arranging. She was even to have the honor of arranging a large vase of winter branches and berries to be prominently displayed in town hall during the holidays. Grace had always loved flowers, and was learning more about them by working closely with the head gardener to rehabilitate the plantings around the palace.

			“And it’s just terrible about Josephine, isn’t it?” Prudy eventually said.

			For a moment, Grace was confused. “Josephine?”

			“Baker. Remember meeting her at the Copa years ago?”

			“How could I forget? She was treated abhorrently.” Grace felt the grip of injustice in her chest just as she had then, when one of the world’s greatest singers was barred entrance to the snobby club because of the color of her skin. “What’s happened to her recently?”

			“I read in the paper that she’s been evicted from her home in France. Some château or other.”

			“What?” Grace exclaimed indignantly, her hand tightening around the receiver of the phone.

			“She and all her children,” Prudy affirmed.

			Grace opened the lower desk drawer, where she kept her enormous, frayed-fabric address book, which was stuffed to bursting with envelopes and business cards. She was sure she had Josephine’s number in here somewhere. She licked her finger and thumb and began paging through.

			“Gracie? You still there?” came Prudy’s voice in her ear.

			“Yes, yes, I’m here,” she said distractedly. “I’m trying to find Josephine’s number. I have an old one under Baker, and I’m sure that’s not it, but . . .” Aha! “Yes! I found her last Christmas card.” And it had what looked like her most recent phone number. Hopefully the phone hadn’t been disconnected.

			She could hear Prudy laughing on the other end of the line. “That’s the Gracie I know and love,” she said, “not the one who feels bested by a birthday. Go get her, tiger.”

			It took a few days of phone calls to real estate people who spoke such regional French she could barely parse a word, to the gendarmes in the Dordogne, where Josephine’s château was located, and to former neighbors both sympathetic and utterly prejudiced who referred to her as le négro. Grace was infuriated with them, and with herself for allowing Josephine to become a Christmas-card friend. Knowing exactly why she’d let it happen made it more unforgivable, and made her more determined to find and help her old friend. Fearless and iconoclastic, with a decades-long list of stage and musical credits, and France’s highest honor for service during the Second World War, to say nothing of the broken hearts she’d left in her wake, Josephine Baker had long reminded Grace too much of what she was not. She also knew Rainier was skeptical of Josephine, not so much for her risqué performances as for her large family of adopted children from places as far away as Japan and Colombia.

			This had been a mistake, and one that needed to be remedied, Grace realized with a galvanizing determination she felt in her gut and her limbs.

			When at last she got Josephine on the phone, Grace found herself blathering and hoping for forgiveness, almost like she was in a confession box, “Oh, Josephine, I’m so sorry I’ve been out of touch. As soon as I heard what happened to you and your children, I started trying to reach you. How can I help?”

			“Grace! What a surprise! Don’t feel bad! Goodness, don’t you have a country to run?” She laughed, in that smooth, musical voice of hers that remained unaffected and American despite all the years of living abroad. “Tell me all about you and those gorgeous children of yours.”

			Grace raced through her usual highlights—Albie’s intensifying interest in track and field, Caroline’s budding interest in politics, and little Stéphie’s free-spiritedness—then said, “And I want to know more about your own children, so we should look at our calendars and schedule a time to meet. But first, I want to find out where you are living and if you need . . . anything.” It was such a sticky thing. She didn’t want to presume too much, nor to embarrass this legend, her friend. But she couldn’t stand by while the same legend might become homeless, either.

			“You’ve always been very kind, Grace.”

			“I wish I’d been more than kind. I wish I’d been a better friend,” said Grace.

			“Hush, you,” said Josephine. “Now, then. I can’t possibly ask you to put up my entire brood, even if you do live in a palace.”

			“What if I could find you another place? Someplace big enough, and close by, and . . .”

			“Affordable.”

			“We’ll sort that part out later. I’d like to help you in any way I can.” Grace paused, her heart beating loud in her ears and chest. “If you’ll accept it,” she added. “I’d understand if you couldn’t, or didn’t want to.”

			For a few beats, there was silence on the other end of the line, and Grace gripped the receiver, waiting for a reply.

			When it came, Josephine’s voice was quieter, wetter, rockier. “I can’t think of it as charity, Grace. I’ll need to pay you back.”

			“You can pay me back by singing again,” Grace replied, feeling that the full truth—It’s me that needs to make some repairs, Josephine—would only create more discomfort between them. “Have you been singing?”

			“Well . . . I’ve been meaning to get back to it.”

			“That’s wonderful to hear,” said Grace, her body filling with a humming kind of gratitude.
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			Once she’d gathered enough information, she prepared to approach Rainier. She made a point of serving him a favorite dinner after the children were in bed, and over the roasted chicken, he commented, “You seem happier this week. Have you given any more thought to your birthday?”

			Carefully, she smudged a shine of tarragon sauce from her lower lip, then set the pressed white napkin back in her lap. She had purposely not changed out of the bouclé suit she’d worn to the Red Cross earlier in the day, to remind her husband of the good she did every day in Monaco, in his name. “I hope I seem happier when I’m working for others.” She smiled, then took a deep breath.

			“You remember Josephine Baker?” she asked.

			“Of course,” he said. “I have always enjoyed her songs, and she was very important in the war. You two used to be friends, did you not?” He smiled at her, and in his smile, she glimpsed what was best in him—the charity in his heart, his desire to be part of positive changes in Monaco, the father who wanted all that was best for his children.

			“Yes, we were, and I feel bad that I let the friendship slip until recently,” said Grace. He seemed to be in an open mood. Now was as good a time as any to make her request. “I discovered the other day that she needs some help. You see, it seems she and her children have lost their home in the Dordogne.”

			Rainier frowned. “Her Rainbow Tribe?”

			“You don’t have to say it like that.” Here it comes. Stay calm.

			“She has twelve children of different nationalities. She had to sell tickets to her château and show off her tribe like zoo animals just to make ends meet.”

			“She hardly treats her children like animals, Rainier. And anyway, how can you say that as if your own zoo animals aren’t the most important things in the world to you?” Careful, Grace, she warned herself. He knows you don’t love the palace zoo as he does, and you don’t want to put him on the defensive. “Anyway,” she went on, shaking her head and pushing out all thoughts of zoos, “Josephine wanted to make a point, a profound point if you ask me, that people of any color and background can live together happily. And she sold tickets to see the gardens.”

			“You can believe that if you like, darling, but it will be a belief, not a truth.”

			Oh, he can be so arrogant and patronizing! She told herself not to lose her temper. “You’re always saying,” she went on carefully, “that you want all the people of Monaco to live peacefully and prosperously, not just those who make a great deal of money. It’s a mission I share.”

			“And you want to help Josephine Baker.” His face was so hard to read. It was a mix of disdain for Josephine’s maternal choices, but also pause and consideration of Grace’s points.

			“Yes,” she said, at last playing her trump card. “It would be the most wonderful birthday present you could give me. A home for my friend near Monaco, ensuring that a French and American national treasure is preserved.”

			She’d hit the right note—she could see it in the way he sat back in his chair, his right index finger pressing on his lips, his gaze fuzzy as he thought.

			“I’ve looked into some properties,” she ventured. He liked it when she did her homework. She told him about the lovely villa in Roquebrun, just up the hill from the Larvotto. Then she breathed slowly and silently, waiting.

			“All right,” he finally agreed, “if it will make you happy. But we must also come up with a more public gift, something I can give you before our subjects.”

			Grace leapt up from her seat and went around the table to kiss Rainier on the cheek, then kneel beside his chair with her hand on his. She felt truly happy, her chest full of fizzy bubbles rising like those in a champagne flute.

			“You can give me anything you like.”

			He smiled and ran a finger down her jaw. For the first time in a long time, it sent a shiver of something approaching desire down her spine. She kissed him on the lips, and tightened her fingers around his palm. “Thank you,” she whispered.

			He turned in his seat, then slid off of it so that he, too, was kneeling, and they were facing each other. He put his arms around her and pressed his body against hers as they kissed. Grace closed her eyes and reached deep into her memories to find a moment, a sensation akin to this one, and when she found it, she kissed Rainier harder and let him pull her to the floor.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			
				1949

			

			Her voice was not doing what she wanted it to do. Damn it. She still sounded so nasal. Grace flicked her electric kettle on again, and spooned salt into the blue-and-white porcelain teapot she’d purchased in Chinatown her first week in New York. It hardly went with the cups she’d brought from her mother’s original china set, a fine porcelain with pink and gold flowers vining the delicate pieces, but both had served her well since she’d moved into this shoebox on Sixty-Third Street. Even though her modeling money could afford her a whole new tea set from Tiffany’s, these mismatched pieces worked just fine and seemed like the perfect combination of her Henry Avenue life and her more adventurous city life.

			When the water came to a boil, she poured it into the pot and stirred with a chopstick she’d purchased from the same emporium in Chinatown, the farthest south she’d ventured on the island of Manhattan. The place was over a fishmonger’s shop and smelled terribly of seaweed and cod, but it was well-known as the best place to go for the sorts of inexpensive housewares a girl needed to outfit her room in the Barbizon. “No sense in picking out a pattern before we meet the right man,” Prudy had said judiciously to Grace and a few other girls over breakfast last fall.

			She poured herself a cup full of hot salty water, took some into her mouth, then tipped her head back and pooled the liquid in her throat, gargled, then spit it into the awaiting soup bowl. She repeated this two more times, then tried again, starting with an old favorite, Cordelia from King Lear, to put the English accent into her ear and throat: “Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave / My heart into my mouth. I love your Majesty / According to my bond; no more nor less. / Good my lord, You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me; I / Return those duties back as are right fit, / Obey you, love you, and most honour you.”

			Then she switched to The Torch-Bearers by Uncle George, trying to bring just a touch of those broad vowels and clipped final syllables to the American character Florence McCrickett. As always, she tried to speak from her abdomen, from far below any pipe the salt water had cleansed; the wash was just to allow as much of her voice as possible through. The main thing was to “stop speaking out of your sinuses,” as Don had put it. He’d offered her a pack of cigarettes to help bring her tones down, but she’d flatly refused. Her voice she could train, but her white teeth and mercifully clear complexion weren’t to be toyed with. She’d seen far too many beautiful young woman made positively yellow with those sticks—why, if she had a penny for every stunning bride she’d seen in a photograph who was unrecognizable as a friend’s mother twenty years later, she wouldn’t have to model to pay her rent.

			She’d been making progress without the smoke. The vibration of her voice in her chest and ears was an octave lower than it had been a year ago, surely. And today, something in her accent and intonation suddenly sounded new, something maybe a little like Katharine Hepburn, but not Katharine Hepburn. Something that sounded like Grace Kelly, but better. Better, older, sexier, more worldly, more poised, more sophisticated. More.

			She’d better stop there. Mustn’t jinx herself. And she really had to wash and set her hair before her date with Don. If only she had a mane like Hepburn’s, instead of this stringy mop. Well, thank heaven for curlers. She’d take her help where she could find it.

			When she stepped out of the shower and into the steamy salmon-pink-tiled bathroom, Grace was delighted to see Prudy and Carolyn leaning over the white sinks adjusting their makeup. Towel clad, Grace approached them. “Well, hello, ladies,” she said, draping one damp arm around Carolyn, which her friend shook off with good-natured irritation.

			“Hey, watch the cashmere, Kelly,” she said of the soft baby blue sweater that hugged her curves in just the way that got her so many modeling jobs in town. It was a marvelous contrast to her dark hair.

			“It is a lovely shade. New?” Grace asked.

			“Nice, isn’t it? Gift from Bloomingdale’s after the shoot today,” said Carolyn, turning around to face Grace and lean against the sink. “And I deserved the bonus. It was grueling, what with Mr. Shoemaker’s hand on my bum between every take.”

			Grace shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Oh, Randy, Randy, Randy,” she tutted, “when will you ever learn?”

			Prudy giggled. “Is his name actually Randy?”

			“Yes,” Grace laughed. “Never was a man more appropriately named.”

			“Little does hopeless old Randy know that some of his regular girls have taken up running for exercise,” said Carolyn.

			“You might be able to outrun one, but won’t you just run into another?” asked Prudy.

			“I’d love to run into someone good. Captain Joseph A. Truss from the Copacabana last weekend, remember him? He said he runs in Central Park every day. Mmmmm,” said Carolyn, sounding like she had just taken a bite of her favorite chocolate.

			“Maybe I should join you,” mused Grace, pulling the towel off her head and running a comb through her hair.

			“Always room for one more,” said Carolyn.

			“But you’re practically engaged to Don,” Prudy pointed out. Her friend was sometimes a little too practical for her own good—always home by curfew, never late for one of the secretarial jobs that supplemented her acting. Grace appreciated and even shared many of Prudy’s pragmatic habits, but occasionally she could do without the moralizing.

			“But I’m not engaged yet, am I?” Grace said, more to rib Prudy than anything else.

			Her friend shook her head and said, “I should start calling you Sphinxy.”

			“Why would she want to marry Don?” Carolyn demanded. “Grace could have anyone. Every time we go out, no fewer than three different men, all much more successful and better dressed than Mr. Richardson, will send Grace drinks.”

			“Drinks aren’t love,” said Grace, opening her bag of curlers, selecting one of the small ones, rolling a section of hair around it, then securing it with a bobby pin.

			“Exactly,” said Prudy. “Why trade love for fun at the Copacabana?”

			“Because it’s fun,” said Carolyn. “And who said Grace is actually in love with Don? I don’t think you are, Gracie. I think you’re just enamored of the idea that one of your first acting teachers liked you enough to want to take you out.”

			“Nothing wrong with flattery,” Grace defended herself, rolling another section of hair around a curler.

			“Do you love him or not?” Carolyn asked, as if something in her own life were at stake.

			“Maaaadly,” Grace drawled, then giggled.

			“You’re impossible,” said Prudy, and Carolyn agreed.

			Grace smiled at her friends, then realized she’d forgotten to use her new voice with them. All this time, she could have been practicing! She mustn’t be so careless in the future.

			The truth was, she did love Don. She wasn’t sure if it was his dark good looks, or his relative age—he was eleven years older, after all—or the way he carried his long, slim body like a loosely draped scarf, but Don Richardson had captivated her from the moment his gaze fell on her in his scene-study class at the Academy. He’d waited patiently till she completed his class before suggesting they go to Katz’s downtown to “discuss her upcoming classes,” but she’d known the whole semester that he wanted her. And that she wanted him.

			It had been thrilling to sit across from this man with a tangle of black curls falling into his large black eyes who knew so much about theater and New York, like the deli where they ate hot, mustardy sandwiches with ribbons of a pungent and delicious meat between slices of dark bread. Well, what was a girl to do? Of course she’d kissed him. Feeling heat and possibility buzz between them, eighteen-year-old Grace had known real desire for the first time in her life.

			When Don had finally laid her in his bed one dark, snowy March afternoon, she’d never been more grateful to that sweet, nervous boy in Ocean City the previous summer for doing her the great service of dispensing with her virginity, though of course she hadn’t felt so callous about her virginity then, and it had broken her heart to realize when he went away to Yale that they really weren’t right for each other. How could she possibly marry someone so interested in stocks and bonds who hadn’t even enjoyed the one and only Broadway show he’d ever seen? She’d gone to confession as soon as she realized this, and admitted the sin of lust to the priest on the other side of the iron grate, though of course she hadn’t been so foolish as to admit she’d acted on that lust. She had her mother, Margaret Majer Kelly, to thank for that pragmatism; though she’d converted to Catholicism to marry John B. Kelly, her mother had been raised Lutheran as the daughter of German immigrants. She’d actually told Grace the night before she first received the sacrament of penance, “You don’t have to tell the priest everything. Some things are best left between you and God.”

			Though she’d never admit it to any of her Catholic friends, Grace was far less interested in how her adolescent lust affected her relationship with God than the fact that it had made her forget the solemn promise she’d made to herself throughout her childhood that she would make a name for Grace Kelly onstage, like Uncle George. Though she had another uncle who was a vaudeville actor, Grace had never been drawn to him as she’d been to refined, learned George. Her father’s older brother was the one person in her whole family who’d used his creative talents, instead of his hands, to succeed in life. He’d won a Pulitzer for writing The Torch-Bearers! Even her Olympian rower father had to admit that was pretty impressive.

			So no—however lusty they were, she felt no regrets about her feelings for Don because they were extensions of her love for theater. Still, she wasn’t in a rush to marry him. A part of her was curious—yes, just a bit—about what it might be like to go out with men as well-heeled as those who sent her drinks the nights she went out with girlfriends.

			But all that felt too complicated, and too private, to explain to even Carolyn and Prudy. So she changed the subject: “Enough about me, girls. What are you two up to this evening?”
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			Darling,” she greeted Don in the foyer of the Barbizon, where small potted palm trees lent an exotic charm to the otherwise heavy, oaken space, the only area in the entire twenty-three-story building where men were allowed. Her black patent pumps clicked on the spick-and-span floor, and the light petticoats beneath her chiffon skirt tickled her shins. Her smooth box calf handbag dangled from the crook of her arm as she put one gloved hand on his elbow and placed a gentle red-lipped kiss on his cheek.

			“You’ll need your hankie for that, I’m afraid,” she said, nodding and raising her eyebrow toward the lipstick on his cheek. The makeup experts at the magazine shoots all told her she’d have to powder her lips to high heaven to avoid leaving such marks, and she simply wasn’t willing to spend that much time fussing over her face. Besides, Don was well trained in carrying the monogrammed handkerchief she’d given him for just this purpose.

			As he rubbed away the stain, he said, “You sound different.”

			“Do I?” she said coyly. So, she’d been right about what she heard earlier. The thought made her a little giddy.

			“It’s good,” he said, with that intense look he sometimes got. I swear, Grace thought to herself, as a hot rush of longing coursed through her.

			Don smiled, returned her kiss on the cheek, then cautioned, “But you’ll need to modulate it. Right now it’s a bit much. Too Laurence Olivier.”

			“Killjoy,” she said, smiling right back at him, though she felt her heart drop like a stone into her stomach. While their attraction was close to perfect, their statures were not. She needed to land her first big part: that would show him they were no longer teacher and student, no matter what it said in the faculty handbook of the American Academy of Dramatic Arts.

			They met two couples, theater friends of Don’s who were all between gigs and working other jobs, substitute teaching and tending bar, at a checkered-tablecloth place in the West Fifties where they made their way through several bottles of Chianti and enormous platters of chicken parmigiana and garlic bread served family style. Grace enjoyed getting good and tipsy though she eschewed the second helpings she knew would have helped her head the next morning, hoping that a few glasses of water might instead do the trick.

			Afterward, they found their way to Birdland. It was jumping, but luckily Don knew the man at the ropes, and he let their little group in. “You might have to stand awhile,” the tall Irishman in the double-breasted suit told them. Inside, the small nightclub was so smoky, Grace could hardly see the man playing the trumpet on the stage at the front, though the melancholy whine of his instrument pierced the air and landed in her ear like honey.

			She’d been reading about this new club for weeks, and this was her first time. The music did not disappoint even though Charlie Parker, for whom the club was named, was not playing that night. Rumor had it he appeared irregularly because of his heroin addiction.

			Between sets, a table for two freed up, and the six of them cobbled together enough chairs to sit around it and order a bottle of whiskey. Grace allowed herself a small glass of the amber liquid; she didn’t much like it without ice and soda anyway, so it wasn’t a hardship not to indulge. Leaning back on Don’s arm, which rested on the slim wood of her chair, she closed her eyes and let the music permeate. The tune was sultry and slow, the piano and trumpet, saxophone and drums coming together in rhythms and harmonies she’d never heard before, and yet heard all the time, all over New York—in clubs from the Village to Harlem, on record players in tiny apartments and penthouses, on street corners where players left out their hats, hoping for change.

			Fordie, her family’s chauffeur and the only person at home other than Uncle George who was unfailingly kind to her, had taught Grace to always throw as much change as she could spare in these musicians’ caps. One day when she was around ten, he’d picked her up from the Philadelphia Museum of Art, and from the driver’s seat, he’d handed Grace two crisp dollars out the window. “Throw these in the case,” he’d instructed her, pointing at the bass player on the wide stone steps who was plucking the strings of his instrument and making a kind of sad but buoyant music. She’d dropped the bills into the open case, and watched as the green-and-white papers fluttered down and joined the shiny nickels and pennies on the scarlet velvet below. Fordie had been the musician’s best patron that day. Men like her father, in their fine coats and felt hats, who could have afforded to drop much more into the open case, passed the musician by without even a glance.

			Back in the car, Fordie explained in his velvety tenor voice, “Never know where a man like that’s been, Gracie. Might be from New Orleans, or Chicago, come all the way here to make his way. Or maybe he lives on these very streets, and he’s saving, saving, saving to get up to Harlem. Your uncle George had support on his way to the stage. It’s up to us to support strangers like that player.”

			Oh, how she missed Fordie.

			When she opened her eyes, she saw a commotion on the other side of the club. Someone famous had arrived, and people were getting up to offer the couple a seat. Grace didn’t recognize the platinum blond woman, but the wiry young man looked familiar. She couldn’t quite place him, so she said into Don’s ear, “Who’s that?”

			“Jack Kennedy,” said Don, “and one of his showgirls, presumably. He likes the blondes.”

			Ah. One of the Massachusetts Kennedys her father was always going on about. “And how would you know he likes blondes?” Grace asked.

			“Everyone in the theater knows Jack,” said Don. “Or knows of him. Just like everyone the generation before me knew his old man, Joe. He’s in Congress now, but from what I understand, he’s being groomed for much more.”

			Grace’s father had always admired Joe Kennedy and his ambitious family. “Shows what an Irishman can do when he decides to crush the WASPs under his heel,” he’d said on more than one occasion, like when her older brother, Kell, won the Diamond Challenge Sculls at Henley in England, the prestigious solo rowing race his father had been denied entry in 1920 because he was Irish and Catholic. Jack Kennedy was just the sort of man her father would love if she brought him home. How would she ever introduce Daddy to Don?

			It might have been easy to put off her friends on the subject of their relationship, but it was harder to put off Don himself, especially after nearly a year together. His divorce would be final soon, and he’d referred obliquely to another marriage once or twice: “I doubt your parents would accept a Jewish husband for their daughter. Or would they? The Irish have been almost as discriminated against as we have, in America at least. Should provide some common ground.” And in bed once while the long fingers of each of their hands danced suggestively with one another: “Oh, Grace, there might be nothing for it but to marry you.” In both cases, though she’d felt a wild flutter of excitement at his words, she’d thought it wise to keep her mouth shut.

			If there was one thing she’d learned growing up striking and blond in East Falls, Pennsylvania, it was that silence was currency. It wasn’t enough for a girl to be pretty. If she wanted male attention—and not just any male attention, not the kind that could be gotten at any ice-cream counter, but real attention, the kind it behooved her to command—it paid to stay quiet. Grace wasn’t sure why it bothered men so much when women were honest. She only knew that it did, and she’d gotten very good at knowing when to open her mouth to get a laugh or when to play her cards close to her chest. It didn’t matter if the man was loud and brash himself, like her father, or more artistic and introspective, like Don. Silence worked on them all.

			She spent the rest of the evening listening to the jazz quartet and watching the room watch Jack Kennedy. It was amusing, really. So many people wondering what he had and they didn’t. Except Grace didn’t wonder that. She wondered if her own talent was a match for the trumpet player’s on the stage, and if it was, where would it lead her?

			As the audience clapped at the end of his solo, Grace’s mind went—as it did so often when she was at any kind of performance—to her own well-worn daydream of standing on a stage and taking a bow as clapping and whistling filled the air. The stage in her imagination was bigger than the one in her high school, where she and her older sister, Peggy, had played so many roles. But now Peggy, her father’s precious Ba, was married with a child, and the stage belonged to Grace; it was a Broadway stage, the grandest of them all. She could feel the way the hard black floor vibrated beneath her feet as she stood there, beaming with gratitude at the rumble of applause. Everyone she loved would be there, proud of her, her mother and father in the front row. She would be so happy, knowing that her hard work had finally paid off. Cradling an elegant bouquet of roses in her arms as she curtsied one more time, she felt in her soul the proof that she’d done well at last.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			She told herself not to be disappointed that her parents couldn’t make it up for every performance she gave in her second year at the Academy—there were so many, large and small, meant to show off the talents of the graduating students. In some ways, they were in-house “debutante” affairs, with agents, directors, alums, and well-known actors invited so that they could vet the new crop of talent coming out of the Academy. These shows were how actors like Gregory Peck had gotten noticed, and Grace had high hopes for herself.

			She wished her mother and father could see her lead as Tracy Lord in The Philadelphia Story, but since her mother had an event at the club she’d been planning for months, she knew that meant neither of them would be coming. But this performance was not all about applause and congratulations from her parents. She loved acting, the work and craft of it, how it enabled her to leave her own self behind in the dressing room and emerge as someone else entirely: a pampered Main Liner; a shrill hausfrau; even Caliban, the sea monster from The Tempest. Anything was possible in a theater. She could be anyone. And the performance was where it all came together, with no stops and starts and new directions to distract her from the serious business of being someone else.

			Little had she known as she whiled away the hours of her asthmatic childhood, soothing her embarrassment that she couldn’t compete with athletic, golden Peggy and Kell by role-playing with her dolls—then later, staging mini productions anytime her uncle George visited and she knew she’d have an attentive audience—that she’d been teaching herself how to act and direct. She was never happier than when she was immersed in those make-believe worlds. Then she discovered she could do it professionally! Well, she simply couldn’t imagine doing anything else.

			“It’s a hard life,” her uncle George had warned her one day when she was in high school. “Lots of rejection. Long, grueling hours of rehearsal with actors that are better than you and directors who never think you’re good enough. If you think you might want to do anything else with your life, you should do that instead.”

			“I just love the theater, Uncle George,” she replied, her voice catching with emotion. “There’s nothing else I’ve ever loved so much.” In all her twenty years, it was still true. Even the modeling she did to pay her rent at the Barbizon and fund her life in New York couldn’t compare. Sure, modeling was fun and relatively easy, and she was compensated well for it in both cash and compliments. But it was just a way to make ends meet so that she wouldn’t have to depend on her parents. It wasn’t art.

			There was only one other dream that had ever tugged at her heart: the one of her in a beautiful sundress, standing beside a tall and handsome husband and cradling a swaddled baby in her arms. But she’d never been able to picture this dream as clearly as the one of herself onstage. She’d always assumed this was because she didn’t know who the man was; in her mind’s eye, he had dark hair and eyes, but his features were blurry. Lately, she’d tried putting Don into this picture of domestic bliss, and the image made her feel nervy, both excited and worried at the same time. She wasn’t sure if this was because he was the man for her, or because he wasn’t. So she put all her attention on her work to avoid thinking more about it. Fortunately, there was no shortage of acting to execute lately.

			It was a freezing March morning, and Grace was bundled into two wool sweaters, lined gloves, and her heaviest coat, plus a scarf and a hat as she rushed between the subway and Carnegie Hall, her daily destination for a year and a half, as that was where the Academy held classes. She felt lucky to be there, brimming with both anticipation and accomplishment every time she pulled open the heavy door beneath the central of five arches forming the entrance of the gracious building, which had some of the finest brickwork Grace had ever seen.

			Her play would be in the Lyceum, which seated more than five hundred, upon the largest stage on which she’d ever performed. At least Uncle George would be there. It meant so much to her that he believed in her—and she really did have him to thank for getting her into the Academy, as he’d pulled a few strings after she’d missed the application deadline. She’d been positive she’d be going to Bennington for their excellent theatrical studies program, but then heartbreakingly didn’t get in because of her grades in math, of all subjects! “I can only get you the audition,” Uncle George said of the Academy. “The rest is up to you.” He’d sent a dozen long-stemmed roses the day her acceptance letter arrived in the mail. She couldn’t help but stick out her tongue and make a face out her bedroom window in the direction of Bennington. I’ll show you, she’d thought.

			Landing the main role in The Philadelphia Story was a further step in the right direction. Grace enjoyed the irony that she was an Irish Catholic from East Falls whose father had made his considerable fortune in construction, a girl who’d never be accepted by the Lord family no matter how many gold medals her father or brother won. And she was aware of an additional, very private irony in her playing this role that Katharine Hepburn had made famous: the father, Seth Lord, was extremely hard on his daughter. Oh, his reasons for lecturing Tracy were different from those of Grace’s father, but nevertheless, Grace felt a strong connection to this character, in the way she wanted so much to impress her beloved dad. So unusually, instead of escaping herself when she played the character, Grace gave Tracy a little bit of her own heart. Just enough to make Tracy real, never enough to betray Grace’s own dearest wishes. It had been a tightrope to walk as she rehearsed her lines and reacted to her fellow players as authentically as possible, but she was pleased with the result.

			That afternoon at the Lyceum, in the dressing room she shared with the other girls who were in the play with her—Janet, who was only a year older than her but who’d donned enough makeup to play Grace’s mother, and Bridget, who’d be playing the no-nonsense photographer Elizabeth Imbrie—Grace began to feel nervous and even relieved that her parents were not there in case she fell apart onstage. It would be okay if Uncle George saw; he’d understand. And if she did bungle it, she could stick out the remainder of her time at the Academy, then go home and marry a nice Catholic boy with dark eyes and a bright future. No one who patronized the arts on the wide, grand boulevard of Philadelphia’s Benjamin Franklin Parkway would be the wiser.

			Get ahold of yourself, Grace. This is what you’ve trained for your whole life. You’re ready.
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