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      For my mother, Rose Marie Taraborrelli


   

      A Word from the Author


      If you could talk to the person you were twenty years ago, what would you say? Would you advise your younger self to forge

         a new and different path? Or do you think that the person you’ve become, the place in which you find yourself today, is exactly

         as you had planned?

      


      When I began writing this book, I set out to tell the story of two people from disparate backgrounds brought together by a

         strange twist of fate to then share a life that was, I thought, as close to a true fairy tale as anyone could imagine: A famous

         actress, Grace Kelly of Philadelphia, gives up a successful career for the man of her dreams, Prince Rainier III of Monaco,

         to live royally at his side, as his Princess. Obviously, I was aware that the story would have a tragic ending because of

         Grace’s untimely death. However, as I dug deeper, I found the tale to be far more complex than what first meets the eye. I

         discovered that it is also about choices, consequences, regrets, and, ultimately, acceptance.

      


      Grace Kelly, at the top of her profession, was a woman ahead of her time, a person accustomed to blazing her own path, making

         important decisions about her life, refusing to become stuck in any circumstance—whether romantic or career-related. When

         this particular Cinderella was presented a glass slipper by her Prince Charming, she did what many women would do: She stepped

         into it, eagerly … and into his world. It was a perfect fit, or so they both thought. However, once the Princess got to the

         Palace, she was in for a big surprise. The illusion of perfection that surrounded her life in Monaco hid certain harsh realities:

         her imperfect marriage, her imperfect husband, and, eventually, her imperfect children.

      


      For reasons explained in this book, Grace found herself trapped, unable to make a hasty exit as she had always done in the

         past when dissatisfied with a choice. Rather, she was caught in a strange place thousands of miles away from friends and family,

         and far from her career. The world she once knew and loved was gone forever, a casualty of her failed attempt to meld fantasy

         and reality.

      


      Captive in a fairy tale of her own making, Grace felt she had ruined her life. It was only with the help of Rainier that she

         would then make some important and tough choices. She would learn that love is more than just a passion. It is an obligation.

         It is a commitment. While her world would still not be perfect—whose is?—she and her husband would bravely face future challenges,

         make the best of them, and have twenty-six years of marriage to show for their efforts, for better or worse.

      


      While Princess Grace’s circumstances are obviously extreme, her story is universal. Sometimes, the real challenge of living

         has to do with making a life that seems to no longer work … work. All of us have had hope that was, over time, transformed into regret. The secret is to not succumb to those regrets, but

         to rise above them, and then get on with things … just as Princess Grace did and, as you’ll learn here, Prince Rainier continues

         to do, to this day.

      


      It is my hope that, through the pages of this book, you will step into their world and get to know Grace and Rainier as real

         people, not only as royalty but as a man and woman courageous enough to face their demons, admit their shortcomings, and come

         to terms with their choices. She transformed a lost and lonely prince, product of a cold and loveless bloodline, into a kind

         and gentle leader. He helped the woman he loved find a way to say good-bye to the past and feel at home in the present. Together,

         they faced the future, raising three children who will, one day, continue their dynasty.

      


      The story of Grace and Rainier begins as many fairy tales do: two young people drawn to each other, unaware of what awaits

         them, filled only with hope for the future … once upon a time.

      


      J. Randy Taraborrelli
Los Angeles
March 2003

      


   

      When love beckons to you follow him … though his voice may shatter your dreams as the north wind lays waste the garden ….

            Even as he is for your growth so is he for your pruning.


      —KAHLIL GIBRAN


   

      PART ONE


      Courtship


   

      The Kellys


      Grace Patricia Kelly was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, on November 12, 1929, the third of four children to John—better

         known as Jack—Brendan Kelly and Margaret Majer Kelly. It is not difficult even today to come across Philadelphians who have

         fond memories and fascinating anecdotes about local legend Jack, recently described by a journalist there as “one of the greatest

         characters in the history of the City of Brotherly Love.” The son of an immigrant farm boy from County Mayo, Ireland, Jack

         promoted the myth that he had started out as a poor bricklayer, quit high school to help his parents and nine siblings, started

         his own company, and then worked his way up the ladder of “hard knocks” until finally becoming a millionaire. In truth, Jack

         did quit high school, but only in order to have more time to practice sculling on the Schuylkill River, not to support his family.

         He did, eventually, lay bricks, but not on his own, at least not at first. He actually worked for two older brothers, Patrick

         and Charles, who had already established their own successful construction company. When the ambitious Jack later started

         his own company, “Kelly for Brickwork,” he did so in competition with those brothers. Eventually Charles went to work for

         Jack, alienating Patrick and causing a huge family rift.

      


      Jack Kelly was a man to whom image was paramount. He realized that his rags-to-riches story had great appeal, especially in

         1935 when, at the age of forty-five, he was the Democratic candidate for mayor of Philadelphia. Although he lost that election—the

         Republicans had held the office for the previous sixty years—he garnered more votes than had any Democrat before him. He was

         a popular, formidable man in Philadelphia, and would remain so for decades.

      


      While most of the Kellys simply accepted Jack’s fibs as an element of his image-making mentality, George Kelly was always

         the one dissenting voice, the brother eager to set the record straight. An award-winning playwright, his successes included

         The Torch-Bearers (his first Broadway hit in 1922), The Show-Off, and Craig’s Wife (for which he won a Pulitzer Prize). Jack’s stories of an impoverished background were completely at odds with George’s version

         of his own childhood. In truth, George could be as pretentious as his brother, but in his own way. For instance, he fabricated

         the story that he had been privately tutored; he had actually attended public school like the rest of his family. Though fastidious,

         a man of impeccable manners with an obsession for the proper serving of high tea, George couldn’t escape his and Jack’s background:

         They were middle-class, at best.

      


      What needs no embellishing, however, is that Jack Kelly was dedicated and persistent enough in his practicing to finally win

         a gold medal in sculling in the 1920 Olympic Games, after having been previously excluded from competition at Henley. His

         medal, his ready wit, and his good looks would take him far. When he wanted to start his own business, he did not have to

         scramble for seed money. Instead, his brothers supplied the funds, George as well as Walter, a noted vaudevillian performer.

         (There had also been a sister, Grace, who had show business aspirations and for whom Grace Kelly would be named. Sadly, she

         died at the age of twenty-three of a heart attack while ice skating.)

      


      Though the Kelly family was wealthy, because theirs was “new money,” it denied them certain status. Jack and Margaret longed

         for acceptance into the ranks of Philadelphia’s elite, but they would never achieve it, no matter the balance of their checking

         accounts. The highest stratum of Philadelphia society at the time consisted of White Anglo-Saxon Protestants—WASPs—and that

         was it: No other ethnic group was allowed entrée. Working against the Kellys was the unavoidable fact that Jack was son of

         an Irish immigrant. At the time, Irish Catholics were thought of as the “working class,” looked down upon, regarded as inferior

         by the snobbish Philadelphia high society—and nothing galled Jack and Margaret more than the inequity of such a caste system.

         (It is ironic that in Grace’s last film, High Society—a remake of The Philadelphia Story—her character, Tracy Lord, is a member of the same social circle that considered her to be invisible when she was growing

         up.)

      


      Though not accepted in the “inner” circle of Philadelphia society, Jack Kelly was a true bon vivant and raconteur, a man brimming

         with clever anecdotes, everyone’s best friend, the life of any party. Tall, muscular, and strikingly handsome, with receding

         dark, wavy hair and penetrating, aquamarine eyes, Jack always wore custom-fitted suits made for him by the best tailors in

         the business; he wouldn’t even put his car keys in his pockets for fear of ruining the contours. Though about as nearsighted

         as a person could be, he refused to wear prescription glasses because he felt he looked better without them. Passionate about

         politics, Jack was an early supporter of Democrat Franklin D. Roosevelt—who had once described Kelly as “the handsomest man

         in America”—and campaigned for him in Philadelphia, where Republicans outnumbered Democrats ten to one. After he was elected

         President, Roosevelt remembered Kelly’s support by making certain that the Public Works Administration offered work to Jack’s

         Kelly for Brickwork company, which soon became one of the largest construction companies on the East Coast. Jack was also

         a close friend of George J. Earl, Pennsylvania’s first Democratic governor in fifty years, elected in large part because of

         Jack’s having stumped for him.

      


      Margaret Majer Kelly, Grace’s mother (called “Ma” in the family, short for Margaret and not a diminutive of “Mother”), was

         also an intriguing person, with noblemen in her German ancestry who could be traced back to Württemberg in the sixteenth century.

         The Majers had lived at Schloss Helmsdorf by Lake Constance before emigrating to Philadelphia. In 1914, when she was fourteen,

         Margaret met Jack Kelly at the Turngemeide swimming pool, a German club located at Broad Street and Columbus Avenue in Philadelphia,

         while the two enjoyed a recreational swim. Jack, a member of the swim team at Turngemeide, was ten years Margaret’s senior.

      


      Athletic, eye-catching, and full of life, the fair-haired Margaret held the distinction of becoming the first female athletic

         coach for coeds to be hired at the University of Pennsylvania. Also a local swimming champion, she went on to teach athletics

         to students at the Women’s Medical College. Margaret also enjoyed a modestly successful career as a model, though it was not

         a vocation to which she was devoted, preferring instead to set her sights on traditional family goals. She married Jack Kelly

         on January 30, 1924, nearly ten years after first meeting him, at which point she converted from Protestant to Catholic. Margaret

         and Jack went on to make a formidable team: passionate, ambitious, determined—and both image-conscious, sometimes to the point

         of distraction, at least according to their friends and relatives.

      


      In Margaret’s view, Jack was the most fascinating, best-looking man in the Philadelphia metropolitan area, and no one would

         dare hint otherwise to her. Never, say those closest to her, did she think anything less of him, even though he was known

         to enjoy the occasional extramarital dalliance. However, “naive” would not have been a word to describe this strong-minded

         woman. She was well aware that her husband was unfaithful to her. “He’s the kind of man women tell their secrets to,” she

         once confided, “and, then, the girl wants him, he wants her, and that’s that.” As long as her husband was home when she needed

         him to be there, she would ignore his outside romantic entanglements, continuing to love and admire him. Anyway, divorce created

         scandal, and Margaret would have none of that. In situations such as hers, financial security was the supreme reward for feigning

         ignorance. If she ever challenged Jack about any of his consorts, the argument stayed strictly between them; no one close

         to the family seems to have any memory of open marital discord between the Kellys. Perhaps it was because she could not control

         her husband that she then tried to exert so much power over her offspring. The couple had four children in nine years: Margaret

         (Peggy) in September 1925; Jack Jr. (Kell) in May 1927; Grace on November 12, 1929; and Elizabeth Anne (Lizanne) in June 1933.

      


      Margaret had her life just as she chose to live it … but at what cost? Though she acted the part well, she wasn’t always the

         happy woman she presented to the world. The knowledge that she wasn’t enough for Jack would eat away at her self-esteem, cause

         her to become brittle and, with the passing of time, unable to access honest, heartfelt emotions. Few knew the full extent

         of the emotional wounds beneath the surface of her sociable, polished persona. How would it look to outsiders if they were

         to discover the truth about her, about her marriage? Therefore she would never allow herself to lose control and would always

         keep others at a distance.

      


      Still, Margaret was a woman with impeccable taste—and there was a great deal to be said for such an attribute if one hoped

         to move smoothly in society circles. Her table was always beautifully appointed with fine china, the food always delicious,

         exotic, and elaborately served. The consummate hostess, she was hospitable, personable, chatty, and witty. Servants at her

         parties were instructed to casually meander about in order to create an easy atmosphere. “I don’t want my guests to think

         they [her employees] are afraid of me,” she explained to a relative at a holiday party one year. “Though, in truth, they had

         damn well better be,” she concluded with a wink.

      


      Jack and Margaret’s colonial manse at 3901 Henry Avenue, in the East Falls section of Philadelphia across the Schuylkill River

         from the Main Line, was built brick by brick by Jack’s company, Kelly for Brickwork. Boasting seventeen opulently appointed

         rooms, the house sat on parklike, beautifully manicured grounds, along with a tennis court, a game room, and garage space

         for expensive antique automobiles. It was a showplace, an estate to which the four Kelly children could proudly invite friends

         for extravagant parties, a place where all were encouraged to engage in athletics.

      


      Jack, always the competitive “man’s man,” was a strong believer in physical fitness.* He had hopes that his brood would be the most athletic on the block, and three of his offspring were qualified for that challenge.

         Grace, though, was a disappointment. Eventually, when she got older, she would become a fairly good swimmer and tennis player,

         but mostly in an unsuccessful bid to please her father. As a young girl Grace lacked the self-assuredness that was one of

         the defining characteristics of the rest of the Kelly family. She was the child who would trip on her own feet while running

         up the stairs, bloodying her chin in the process. She was the needy girl with the runny nose who never seemed quite healthy;

         she had a cold for what seemed like ten years. She was the scared kid who hid behind Mommy’s skirt as Daddy begged her to

         “at least try” to dive into the deep end of the swimming pool. More than once Jack demanded to know, “What’s Grace sniveling

         about now?” It was as if the family had a secret meeting, took a vote, and decided that Grace was the odd one out.

      


      This family dynamic led Grace to retreat within herself as a child and create a rich world of fantasy. The reality that she

         was an unwelcome guest in her own home would inspire her to dream of a different life, a life in which she was the center,

         where she was noticed, where she mattered. However, all the childhood reverie couldn’t change the circumstances of her early

         youth: Grace grew up lonely, timid, and feeling like an ugly duckling in a family of swans.

      


   

      A Complex Family


      Past accounts of Grace Kelly’s life have suggested that she was unloved by her parents. While there is no doubt that Grace

         had a difficult childhood, family interactions are far too complicated to be painted with broad strokes of the brush. Whether

         trying to understand the Kellys of suburban Philadelphia, the Grimaldis of Monaco, or any familial unit anywhere, a family’s

         internal dynamics are difficult for spectators to fully understand.

      


      Actually, Jack and Margaret loved all of their children. However, as often happens in families, they had their favorites,

         and Grace didn’t place on top of either preferred list, most especially her father’s. Because she was such an anomaly in the

         family, Jack barely knew what to do with her, how to handle her. He was even a bit fearful of her. In his view, she was so

         fragile that “if you look at her the wrong way, she’ll probably start bawling,” as he once put it. No doubt, there were times

         when young Grace felt unappreciated in her family, even disregarded and unloved—but they were her family members nonetheless,

         and she never ceased to adore them unconditionally.

      


      Grace would always have a complex relationship with her mother, to whom she gravitated as a result of her father’s disaffection.

         However, as much as Margaret cared for her daughter, it was difficult for her to be demonstrative emotionally, not only to

         Grace but to all her children. Margaret was reserved and detached, almost to the point of frostiness. She was fine as long

         as one didn’t expect her to give much of herself. If one did, she would close up like a clam under attack. Also, like her

         husband, Margaret was rigid, tough-minded, principled, and determined to instill a sense of propriety in her offspring, often

         at the expense of tenderness and understanding. However, she and young Grace would often be seen walking on the beach at the

         family’s Ocean City, New Jersey, summer home, immersed in long conversations. Family photos show them looking as if they adore

         one another. Of course, when someone on the other side of a camera says, “Smile,” people usually do just that. Still, while

         other accounts of Grace’s life have portrayed Margaret as being an unfeeling mother, a more accurate version would present

         a trait that Grace and her mother shared. Each of these women, in their own right, had an emotional intuition; an ability

         to see both the joys and injustices handed them. Sadly, the injustices far outweighed the joys: Margaret, an unhappy spouse

         married to a man who needed more than she was able to give, and Grace, a lackluster child, living in the shadow of overachieving

         siblings. While these women had the same knack for emotional understanding, they wouldn’t speak of their deep pains. Such

         discussion would have been considered self-pitying—and more was expected of them than that.

      


      It had always been the eldest daughter who filled Jack and Margaret’s world with sunshine. Grace’s sister Margaret, born in

         June 1925, was known as Peggy, although to her adoring father she was always “Baba.” Peggy was tough, she was smart, she never

         cried (or certainly not in front of Jack, anyway). Mention Grace to Jack, and he would inevitably find a way to turn the conversation

         around to Peggy, the pretty one, the funny one, the one who would go on to make him proud. She actually was quite a woman,

         well-known among friends for her splendid Irish sense of humor, her disarming charm. As a young woman, Peggy was a prize-winning

         amateur artist; her father marveled at her talent. Jack had great expectations for Peggy, and could hardly imagine Grace doing

         anything worthwhile with her life. Grace was “a good girl,” “a nice girl,” “a pretty girl” … and whatever she would do with

         her life would probably, at least in her father’s view, not be anything that would shake up the world. She’d probably marry

         someone who didn’t have much going for him, Jack reasoned. They’d have a few kids, and then, if they were lucky, maybe one

         of those children would amount to something, but not Grace.

      


      Peggy and Grace had their places in the pecking order of the family, as did Lizanne, born Elizabeth Anne, in June 1933 (and

         sometimes also known as Lizzie). Though not as funny or as athletic as Peggy, Lizanne was the more personable sister, or at

         least that was the opinion of most adults who visited the family’s home. She too dabbled in acting, appearing in a few theatrical

         productions in the Philadelphia area, though she never took it seriously. She was an observer, a girl with uncommon common

         sense. From an early age, she had a deep, intuitive understanding of the family’s dynamics. “I knew Peggy was the favorite

         and Grace was the one trying to win favor,” she now says. “I fell in the middle of the girls somewhere, mostly as a witness

         to all of the drama. I was the one who sat back and tried to figure it out, rather than be too affected by it.”

      


      Once, when Lizanne was five, she got so angry with Grace that she locked her in a cupboard. “I hoped she’d start kicking and

         screaming, just lose her composure. But hours went by with no sound. In exasperation I unlocked the door. Grace didn’t even

         look up. She just said, ‘Hi, Lizzie.’ She had been playing with her toys for all that time. She seemed to have been born with

         a serenity the rest of us didn’t have.”

      


      No matter what little sibling rivalries occurred among them, the four impeccably behaved Kelly children were always close,

         and would remain so throughout their lives. They rarely exhibited any jealousy of one another. Rather, they were protective

         of each other, sometimes even forming secret alliances of understanding against their parents, as children of complex families

         often do.

      


      Outside the family, Grace seemed fun-loving and giggly to a small number of friends, but her shyness made her appear cold

         and aloof to those who did not know her well, especially to her peers in junior and senior high school. By the time she was

         about twelve, she began wearing glasses for nearsightedness, an eye condition she shared with her father. Small, thin, shy,

         and bespectacled, she certainly wasn’t one of those girls found in the popular clique at school. “Grace was an ugly duckling

         when you consider how damned good-looking the rest of the family was,” said Jane Wooster Scott, who was a childhood friend

         of Lizanne’s and later became friendly with Grace in New York. “She was the plainest of them all. Her brother was drop-dead

         gorgeous! Actually, they all were.”

      


      Grace became interested in acting around her twelfth year. In 1942, she appeared in Don’t Feed the Animals, staged by the Old Academy Players, a small theater group near the family home in East Falls. Though Jack and Margaret were

         impressed by Grace’s natural ability, they were also certain that she was going through a phase, one that she would, hopefully,

         soon outgrow. Jack couldn’t find the time to pay much attention to Grace’s acting anyway. His focus, when not on Peggy, was

         on the tall, rugged, and handsome “Kell,” born John Brendan, Jr., in May 1927, the golden son destined to balance the scales

         of history for the Kelly family.

      


      As it happened, Jack had never gotten over his exclusion from the Diamond Sculls at Henley in 1920 by an interpretation of

         nineteenth-century rules (which have since been changed) whereby a man who performed manual labor—and Jack was considered

         a bricklayer—was thought of as having an unfair advantage in strength over “better-bred” English entrants, or “gentlemen.”*

      


      Later that year, he took his revenge at the subsequent Olympics by beating his English rival and then triumphantly sending

         his rowing cap to Buckingham Palace. However, that victory was not retribution enough for him. He insisted that Kell take

         up rowing, even though the boy didn’t much like the sport at first, preferring football. Father personally began training

         son when he was seven years old, intent on turning the youngster into a personal instrument of vengeance aimed at winning

         at Henley. Kell was constantly encouraged to excel in sculling, at the expense of any other hobbies, or friends—or anything

         else—in his young life.

      


      After coming in second in his first race, Kell would eventually win the Diamond Sculls Regatta at Henley in England, which

         would certainly make his father proud even if it would do little to enhance their relationship. (Kell would also go on to

         win a bronze medal in the 1956 Olympic Games.) “The old man pushed the hell out of me,” Kell once recalled.

      


      Meanwhile, Grace had attended the Ravenhill Convent School for nine years, beginning in 1934, until transferring to Stevens

         High School (“wonderful and terrible years”) in nearby German-town, Pennsylvania. She graduated in May 1947. In the fall of

         that year, she enrolled at the American Academy of Dramatic Arts in New York, almost by chance. Grace’s parents had been so

         immersed in Kell’s regatta efforts that—no surprise—they ignored the fact that she was due to enter college later that same

         year. At the time, universities were crowded with returning veterans attending on the GI Bill, and so, with her late application,

         Grace could not enroll at Bennington, a women’s college in Vermont, her first choice. Through the intercession of Marie Magee,

         Ma Kelly’s friend, who invoked the name of George Kelly, Grace was finally accepted at the Academy. Grace’s sister Lizanne

         has recalled that her parents expected Grace to last no more than a month in New York, agreeing that she should probably go

         “just to get it out of her system.”

      


      Usually in the narrative of celebrity biographies, the child with an interest in show business is at cross-purposes with parents

         who have more “realistic” goals in mind for their offspring. The child then has to convince Mom or Dad that being a doctor

         or being an attorney is not what he or she wants to do, and then plead for the chance to try show business. That is not Grace

         Kelly’s story. Her parents really had not yet thought of her as doing anything specific with her life, in terms of a career,

         so she wasn’t letting them down in her ambition to be an actress. Whatever she chose to do would have been more than what

         they expected of her.

      


      However, Jack recognized that show business was a tough game, and that if his daughter was to become a player, she should

         be prepared. “It’s a dangerous profession before and after you reach the top,” he told Grace, according to his later recollection.

         “If you go into this, you must dedicate yourself to it. You can’t be halfway about it. There will be sacrifices. Once you

         reach the top, you become public property. There will be no privacy. The public will make great demands on you.” It’s interesting

         that in trying to scare her with the worst, Jack was actually predicting for Grace what would have to be the best possible

         scenario for any actress: enormous success and worldwide acclaim. Finally, according to what he would remember, he asked his

         young daughter the big question: “Are you ready to pay the price?”

      


      The answer to that question was simple for a buoyant Grace Kelly in 1947: a quick, resounding “Yes!”


      “Okay, then,” said Jack. “See you later, alligator.”


      “In a while, crocodile,” Grace said, finishing their good-bye in the Kelly family tradition.


      After the chat with her dad, Grace felt ready to meet an uncertain future. She had boundless energy, even if she didn’t have

         enthusiastic parental approval. At least there was an understanding between father and daughter that she should try her hand

         at acting. Whereas her siblings pretty much did what their parents wanted them to do, Grace was as much the rebel in the family

         as she was the runt of the litter. Off to New York she went. Lizanne recalled Margaret telling Jack, “Look, it’s not as if

         she’s going off to California, right? She’ll be back.”

      


      Once there, Grace became fascinated by New York. In recent years, she had bonded with her Uncle George—also an outcast in

         the family because of his chosen profession and apparent (but discreet) homosexuality—and had felt inspired and emboldened

         by his achievements. George was a worldly, vivacious man whose stories were the stuff of show business legend. Lizanne recalls

         that she and Peggy were “bored to tears by George’s endless anecdotes, but Grace savored every one of them.” George encouraged

         her in her New York dreams, visited her regularly (he lived in Pennsylvania), and assisted her in making contact with certain

         influential showbiz folk who could, hopefully, one day help her.*


      In New York, Grace Kelly lived at the strict and conservative Barbizon Hotel for Women, located at Lexington Avenue and 63rd

         Street.† While there, she met people who would become lifelong friends, including roommates (at different times) Prudy Wise, Carolyn

         Scott, and Sally Parrish. However, there were also some who remembered her as chilly and remote, a “big snob,” as one woman

         called her.

      


      Much like her mother, Grace was not an easy woman to know, not emotionally accessible to others. Grace had her own reasons

         for being remote and unreachable. For years, she had felt emotionally beaten down, treated by her father as if she weren’t

         destined to amount to much, held by her mother at a careful arm’s length. Though she loved her siblings, and they returned

         her affection, she didn’t really relate to them when she was younger. It was as if she had no real place in their world. Who

         were these people with whom she had spent her childhood, anyway? Surely, as she once recalled having thought, she must have

         been adopted. Her real family was no doubt a dreamy bunch who detested sports and spent quality time huddled in front of a roaring fire. It’s no

         wonder Grace was reserved, protective, sometimes mistrustful. Like many adults who are regarded as aloof and distant, she

         was actually still the hurt, damaged, and easily intimidated girl of her youth—especially cowed by people who seemed confident

         and secure, those who glided easily through life, fitting comfortably into the scheme of things as square pegs do in square

         holes, round pegs in round ones.

      


      Grace enjoyed the quickened pace of life of Manhattan, as well as the challenges offered her by the Academy. Although she

         hoped to become a stage actress, she first became successful as a print model. Not only did she appear on the covers of Redbook, Cosmopolitan, True Romance, and True Story, but she also was in Old Gold cigarette ads and was a candidate for Miss Rheingold, a modeling competition sponsored by Rheingold

         beer, the winner awarded a year-long contract to appear in the brewer’s ad campaign. She found that her wholesome yet glamorous

         appearance was perfect for a variety of television advertising campaigns for toothpastes, soaps, and detergents. She also

         made many guest appearances on TV dramas.

      


      Such work wasn’t easy for her, as anyone who knew her well would later recall. It was because of the persistent encouragement

         of several people close to her, trusted friends whom she met at school as well as professors who believed in her, that Grace

         Kelly was able to muster the courage she needed in order to go on auditions. She didn’t feel like a beauty on the inside,

         even though she most certainly was one on the outside. Only a person raised as she had been, or who knew the specifics of

         her story, would be able to recognize the courage it took for Grace to persevere, especially on those days when she would

         be rejected for a role simply because she “wasn’t right” for it. She confided in some friends that on audition days she experienced

         a knot in her stomach from the moment she awakened until the moment she went back to bed. To have to act as if she were a

         self-confident performer, a woman who believed in who she was as well as in her ability to “be” someone else—to occupy any

         personality or identity—was often a more challenging job than the one for which she was auditioning.

      


      “Still, she was determined, a trait I guess she got from her father,” said her friend Sally Parrish. “If she didn’t get much

         else from him, she got that. Plus, of course, she had ‘it’—whatever ‘it’ is. It didn’t take years for her to build her confidence.

         That was Grace. ‘You just do it,’ was her motto. I guess she got that from Jack, too.”

      


      Concurs popular writer Dominick Dunne, “Oh, she was fabulous. I stage managed her on television shows in the early fifties.

         She was the only unknown actress I ever knew who wore a mink coat to rehearsal. Sometimes, if you looked at her closely when

         she wasn’t aware, you sensed that it was all an act, that she was on the edge of losing it. But she never did.”

      


      Ever the practical Kelly daughter, Grace used the money she made while modeling and making TV commercials to pay for her tuition

         at the Academy, and for her room at the Barbizon. Somehow, it seems poetic justice that she didn’t require, or desire, her

         parents’ financial assistance. Even though she would always look to her family, especially her father, for approval, paying

         her own bills was a major step toward independence from them. Would her eventual success as an actress change anything, though?

         Would it magically transform her father’s opinion about her, making him suddenly realize that he had been wrong about her,

         that she had always possessed the potential to do something wonderful with her life?

      


      Actually, Grace’s Hollywood triumph would come as a complete surprise to Jack Kelly—or at least he would always act as if

         it had. Even after she was an acclaimed actress, well loved by the world and respected by her peers, he withheld his support

         of her. He rarely treated her in a way that would have made her feel that he was proud of her accomplishments. Even as he

         got older, Jack would remain a real “character” to whom people gravitated—always the funny one, the back-slapping one with

         the best jokes. Surely he viewed it as much more interesting for him to act astonished by Grace’s success than to play the

         role of the encouraging, pleased father. As years went by, it became his shtick: Peggy was the favored daughter, not Grace.

         That’s the way it was, and the way it would always be for Jack—even when it didn’t really make much sense anymore.

      


      For instance, when Grace later won her Oscar for The Country Girl, Jack expressed bewilderment by her achievement. “I thought it would be Peggy,” he told the press. “Anything that Grace could

         do, Peggy could always do better. I simply can’t believe Grace won. Of the four children, she’s the last one I’d expect to

         support me in my old age. How do you figure these things?”

      


      Though comments like that hurt Grace deeply, she, like most children in such situations, understood her parent better than

         the outsiders to whom such insults were made. Often she would explain away her father’s insensitivity to concerned friends

         by saying, “Well, that’s just Daddy being Daddy.” If pushed about his thoughtlessness, Jack would bluster, “Oh, come on! You

         know I don’t mean it. That’s just the way I am.”

      


      Luckily for Jack Kelly, Grace decided to hide from the world the personal disappointment his jibing caused her. She made a

         valiant effort to appear the easygoing daughter of a good-humored Irishman. Yet the years of constant ribbing affected Grace,

         and led her on a hopeless quest to win the approbation of her father. It turned out that some of her choices, as a means to

         that end, would prove to be more than a bit startling.

      


   

      Actress


      In 1947, at the age of eighteen, Grace Kelly left Philadelphia for New York to attend the American Academy of Dramatic Arts.

         During her second (and final) term, just before she turned nineteen, she met Don Richardson (né Melvin Schwartz), thirty,

         a former student at the Academy, and now a teacher of acting. A professional director as well as a teacher, he had most recently

         worked with Richard Burton on Broadway. He was separated from his wife. Years later, Don said that his relationship with Grace

         became intimate the evening he first met her at the Academy, and then continued surreptitiously, lest he find himself in hot

         water as a faculty member.

      


      Since her departure for Manhattan, it had become traditional for Grace to return to Philadelphia once a month to visit her

         parents. It probably spoke to her growing affection for Don that—after he directed her in The Philadelphia Story at the Academy in the spring of 1949, she decided to introduce him to her family. She did not hide from her parents the fact

         that Don was Jewish and older, and decided that their “concern” about both matters was something that would alleviate itself

         in time. She felt, as she later explained it, that when they had the opportunity to meet Don, they would more readily accept

         him in her life. However, she did conceal his marital status, probably realizing that this detail was one Margaret and Jack

         would never be able to overlook. How would it appear, after all, if Grace was involved with a married man?

      


      Though Grace told Don that she was certain her parents would be accepting of him, his instincts told him otherwise. When Grace

         brought Don to Henry Avenue, her parents and brother didn’t waste much time before treating him disrespectfully. It didn’t

         matter that he was making a name for himself in theater. The big head-line was that he was Jewish, and that was the fact upon

         which the Kellys focused their disapproval. “They mocked me,” he recalled years later, “with what they thought were funny

         Jewish accents and Jewish jokes. It was unpleasant.”

      


      When they treated the young couple to a meal at the country club to which they belonged, Jack and Margaret were as critical

         of Grace as they were of Don. Years later, in an interview, Don remembered details of the uncomfortable dinner conversation.

         He said that the Kelly parents mocked his enthusiasm for Grace’s ambition to be an actress, telling him he “must be joking”

         when he said that she could be a star, that such a thing could never happen. The next day, however, Grace continued to insist

         to Don that her parents were fair and level-headed, and that he would agree with her about that once he got to know them better.

         “She seemed to be in a state of denial where they were concerned,” he said.

      


      A turning point came when Don and Grace went to visit George Kelly in Germantown. Margaret took advantage of the opportunity

         to rifle through Don’s belongings. In his suitcase, she found a letter from his attorney pertaining to his pending divorce.

         As if that weren’t surprise enough, she also found condoms that Don had brought with him in case he and Grace had the opportunity

         to be intimate. Margaret now realized that her nineteen-year-old Catholic daughter was probably having sexual relations with

         a married man. In all fairness to Margaret Kelly, her concern was understandable. After all, this was 1949. It’s likely that many parents would be rattled about such a scenario today, more than fifty years later.

      


      When Don and Grace returned home, Margaret ordered her daughter up to her room, and Don out of the house. Once upstairs, Don

         realized that the contents of his suitcase had been disturbed; it wasn’t as if Margaret had attempted to camouflage what she

         had done, nor would she later apologize for it. In an hour, Don was on a train headed back to New York. He wasn’t permitted

         to say goodbye to Grace, who was sequestered in her bedroom and crying her eyes out. In a subsequent confrontation with her

         parents, Grace was told that she would have to leave school and return home, that she was “out of control” and would need

         to be looked after until she “learned to behave.” Luckily for Grace, it was the end of the term, so she was able to leave

         school without interrupting her studies. She had hoped to stay on at the Barbizon while she pursued her acting career in New

         York, but that was now out of the question.

      


      On April 13, 1949, Grace tearfully evacuated her Barbizon quarters, where she had experienced so much freedom and happiness,

         and so much—but certainly not enough, in her view—of what New York had to offer her. During the two-hour train ride back to

         Philadelphia, she took out pen and paper and wrote a lengthy, emotional letter to her roommate, Prudy Wise, to explain what

         had occurred. She wrote that Don’s visit had been “gruesome,” that the family had treated him terribly. She recalled that,

         after Don left the house, she was told by her parents that the time had come for some “straight talk” (which apparently in

         the Kelly household meant disciplinary action). She wrote that “the fact I could fall in love with a Jew was just beyond them,”

         and that the ensuing argument with her parents about Don had so drained her that she could barely recall its details. Moreover,

         Grace wrote, when she finally confessed to them that she knew that Don was married, her father “blew a fuse.” She continued

         by saying that she had cried so much over the weekend’s occurrences, “hell can’t be much worse.” She added that the worst

         part of what had happened, along with having to end it with Don, was that she would now have to interrupt her career pursuits

         and endanger the opportunities she probably would have found in Manhattan if allowed to stay. She had made so many contacts

         in such a short time, she wrote—“that kind of luck doesn’t come unless some kind of miracle happens.” Her mother had made

         the concession, Grace wrote, that, in time, she could resume her life in New York, for a couple of days a week—though she

         would have to commute from Henry Avenue. With typical humor, even in what seemed to her at the time to be some of the darkest

         days of her youth, Grace concluded her emotional missive by writing, “Don’t dare let your friends know that your celebrity

         roommate is anything but a celebrity.” Then she asked Prudy to destroy the letter, lest anyone ever read it.*

      


      In the weeks to come, even from Philadelphia as home base, Grace Kelly would continue to forge ahead with her career. Through

         a contact of Don’s she signed with MCA for acting representation. Then, in the spring of 1949, she asked her Uncle George

         to talk to Broadway producer Theron Bamburger, director of the Bucks County Playhouse, about the possibility of auditioning

         for that prestigious theater stock company in New Hope, Pennsylvania, and appearing in their summer productions. She auditioned,

         was easily accepted, and was soon onstage in George’s own The Torch-Bearers (1922), a satire on amateur dramatics.

      


      Allen Kramer, technical director and assistant stage manager of the Bucks County Playhouse, befriended Grace while she was

         in New Hope. He recalled, “She was modest and sweet, with no great confidence in herself. She was a good amateur actress who

         tried hard. You sensed that there was strong family neglect there. To my memory, no one in her family ever came to any of

         the shows we did at Bucks County.”

      


      In the fall of 1949, Grace Kelly was hired for a role in The Father on Broadway, obviously a big break for her. It was at that time that she convinced her parents to allow her to move back

         to New York, where she settled in an apartment on East 66th Street. She was only permitted to go, however, as long as she

         promised her parents that she would not see Don Richardson. However, on her first night in Manhattan, the temptation to see

         Don was too strong; she broke her promise and spent the night with him.

      


      When Jack learned that Grace was once again seeing Don, he showed up unannounced at the front door of Don’s Manhattan apartment.

         He offered Grace’s suitor a Jaguar automobile, in exchange for his promise to end it with Grace. Don refused the bribe. In

         weeks to come, he would receive a number of threatening telephone calls from Jack and Kell, guaranteeing him physical harm

         unless he stopped dating Grace. When told about them, Grace acted perplexed and said that she was certain Don was mistaken—or

         that the threats weren’t really coming from her family members but rather from crank callers.

      


      Meanwhile, on November 16, 1949, Grace Kelly made her Broadway debut in The Father, playing the daughter of Raymond Massey and Mady Christians in a revival of the August Strindberg tragedy. Present and sitting

         close to the stage on opening night were Margaret and Jack, much to Grace’s exaltation. Backstage after the performance, Jack

         ran into Raymond Massey, an old friend. “What are you doing here, Kelly?” Raymond asked. “Why, my daughter Grace is in your

         play,” Jack said. Raymond was surprised; Grace had never mentioned the identity of her father. When Massey then began to praise

         Grace’s debut Broadway performance, Jack fell back into his shtick. “So, listen,” he said, “did you know that Kell won at

         the Henley Regatta?”

      


      Though the New York Times drama critic Brooks Atkinson gave the play—which ran for sixty-nine performances at the Cort Theatre—a mixed review, his

         comments about Grace were anything but: “Grace Kelly gives a charming, pliable performance of the beautiful and broken-hearted

         daughter.”

      


      If Grace needed validation of her acting skills, with reviews like that one (and several others), she certainly had it. Though

         her professional career was on an upswing, her private life with Don Richardson was in rapid deterioration. Then, much to

         his surprise, Don discovered that there were other men in Grace’s life.

      


      It may have been the clandestine nature of his and Grace’s courtship that made it easier for her to juggle more than a few

         gentlemen during their relationship. It seemed she compartmentalized her life while she was involved with Richardson, which

         made the guilt she felt for betraying her father’s wishes more bearable. She knew their union could never lead to marriage,

         so Grace tried to view the time she spent with Don as stolen moments. While they may have been filled with romance and passion,

         those moments had to be clearly defined by her as unimportant. What better way to dilute Don’s significance than to date other

         men? As it turned out, there were many of them. A litany of unfamiliar names, men with whom Grace Kelly became romantically

         involved during these early years—before and during her time with Don Richardson—has been outlined numerous times in biographies

         about her. However, today such detail about fleeting romances and youthful indiscretions probably serves little purpose. Suffice

         it to say that Grace Kelly was a young woman who enjoyed dating and, arguably unusual for the times and especially so for

         a Catholic, felt liberated enough to conduct her private life as she saw fit, in her own way. She also apparently had sex—and

         she had it often.

      


      Years later, in 1971, Grace told writer Curtis Bill Pepper, “When I was younger I was always falling in love with someone

         who gave more to me than I gave back. I knew I was immature and incomplete as a person, that I was really taking and absorbing

         more than I was giving. But I think that’s true with all young people. In the selfishness of youth, we need to feed our psyches

         and our souls by taking from others.”

      


      When Don learned that Grace was dating the popular and controversial playboy Aly Khan, he was unhappy about it. Apparently,

         Khan had gifted Grace with an expensive emerald bracelet, which Grace displayed to Don one evening after a night out with

         him. Why would she have done such a thing? Only Grace would have known the answer, but it certainly seemed as if she were

         looking for a way out of her romance with Don. If she was trying to force his hand, it worked. Don snatched the bracelet from

         her, dropped it into the fish tank, and bolted from the apartment. “I was as finished with her as she was with me,” he recalled.

      


      After The Father, Grace’s career began to change dramatically, taking an upward trajectory into the motion picture business with a small part

         in a well-made little gem of a film from 20th Century-Fox, Fourteen Hours. Grace wrote to Prudy Wise that, as a result of the movie, someone in Oregon actually formed a Grace Kelly fan club, a clear

         indication of her growing popularity. She explained that she was thunderstruck by so many letters from new fans, and felt

         that she was truly beginning to make an impact on show business. Also, she was now able to afford the services of a maid—which

         no doubt made her feel as if she were living a life at least comparable to what she had had at her parents’ home.*

      


      After Fourteen Hours, Grace Kelly returned to the Bucks County Playhouse for another play (Accent on Youth), and then on to Colorado, where she was scheduled to appear in a series of weekly productions with the prestigious Elitch

         Gardens stock company in Denver. Then, in 1952, she had her first major cinematic success in Fred Zinnemann’s High Noon, starring Gary Cooper (in what would be an Oscar-winning performance for him).

      


      Produced by Stanley Kramer, High Noon tells the story of smalltown sheriff Will Kane (Cooper), who searches desperately, but ultimately in vain, for support among

         the locals when he gets word that a vengeful gang of outlaws is coming to town for a showdown. Arrival time: high noon. As

         Cooper’s wife, Grace is resolute and stalwart. Though this western is a symbolic, suspenseful black-and-white film that would

         go on to become a classic of its genre, Grace felt she did a dreadful job in it. Or, as she said years later, in 1975, “After

         I saw High Noon, I thought, God! This poor girl may not make it unless she does something very quickly. I was horrified. I was miserable.”

      


   

      Star


      The early word from Hollywood after Grace Kelly’s first two features was loud and clear: Not only had a star been born, but

         a seemingly flawless one at that. Grace had the kind of face the camera loved: porcelain complexion; high cheekbones above

         rounded cheeks; a full, wide mouth; Wedgwood-blue eyes; flowing blonde hair; skin that glowed with vitality. Enviably thin—115

         pounds at about five foot seven—she stood on long, shapely legs. The classic 1950s beauty if ever there was one, she was exquisite;

         no other word described her. At the time, her logical show business peers were Elizabeth Taylor, Ava Gardner, Sophia Loren,

         and Marilyn Monroe. She was definitely playing in the big leagues.

      


      At least where her professional life was concerned, Grace had made the right choices. The architect of her own career and

         image, she had the resolve, stamina, and dedication to become a successful actress—even without the full support of her parents.

         Though she found the business behind the show distasteful, she still loved the show itself. Acting was her passion.

      


      Her next movie, released in 1953, was Mogambo, with Clark Gable and Ava Gardner. The film was a remake of the successful 1932 melodrama Red Dust, which had also starred Gable (with Jean Harlow). In the new movie, Grace portrayed Linda Nordley, a proper Englishwoman

         and wife of an engineer who finds herself entangled in a romantic complication with a white hunter (Gable) and a sexy showgirl

         (Gardner). Grace had recently signed a seven-year contract with MGM; this was her first motion picture under that agreement.

      


      For this new version, MGM moved the setting of the film from an Indo-Chinese rubber plantation to an African game preserve.

         The film received a first-class production, typical of the studio that boasted having “more stars than there are in the heavens.”

         Though some of that production budget might have been better spent on a decent screenplay, the film proved to be a success

         thanks to the star power of Gable, Gardner, and Kelly. Despite the studio’s push for the musical Lili at Oscar time, both Ava and Grace received Academy Award nominations, for Best Actress and Best Supporting Actress, respectively.

      


      After Mogambo, Grace would appear in Alfred Hitchcock’s Dial M for Murder.


      Hitchcock’s utter fascination—almost an obsession, really—with stylish, intelligent leading ladies reached its apogee with

         Grace Kelly (loaned out by MGM to Warner Bros. for this movie). Her predecessors in this mold included Madeleine Carroll,

         Joan Fontaine, Carole Lombard, Ingrid Bergman, Jean Arthur, Jane Wyman, Marlene Dietrich, and Anne Baxter. Though there would

         be others after Grace—Doris Day, Vera Miles, Kim Novak, Eva Marie Saint, Janet Leigh, and Tippi Hedren—none of these ladies

         quite fulfilled the Hitchcock ideal (although Hedren came closest).

      


      This Hitchcock ideal woman was almost always some shade of blonde, beautiful, sexy, and indomitable—a woman who is resolute,

         gutsy, cool, and calm under fire. Think Janet Leigh (Psycho) as she matter-of-factly rips off her boss’s receipts and, guiltless, falls into bed with John Gavin for an afternoon of

         steamy sex. Think Doris Day, her young son in grave danger, after having been kidnapped and sequestered by terrorists, singing

         “Que Sera, Sera” in The Man Who Knew Too Much. Or Ingrid Bergman (Notorious), nerves as cold and as hard as steel, becoming Cary Grant’s informant, even marrying Claude Rains, to get the goods on the

         Nazis. All are examples of Hitchcock’s ideal woman.

      


      The Hitchcock-Kelly three-picture collaboration would be the most rewarding for the portly director, both personally and professionally.

         Dial M for Murder, an adaptation of the stage play by British playwright Frederick Knott, was the first of two back-to-back films Grace would

         make with him in 1954 (the other being Rear Window); later she would make To Catch a Thief.

      


      In Dial M for Murder, Tony Wendice (Milland) discovers that his wife, Margo (Kelly), is having an affair with mystery writer Mark Halliday (Robert

         Cummings). During one of Mark’s visits to London, Tony hatches a plan to have Margo murdered. The plan goes awry when Margo

         kills her would-be murderer. What follows is a game of cat and mouse.

      


      Dial M for Murder was shot in 3-D (“Too much goddamn trouble,” Grace wrote of the technique to Prudy Wise), but by its release date the novelty

         had lost its momentum, and the movie was never shown in that format. Grace would go on to receive the New York Film Critics

         Award in the Best Actress category for her role in this movie.

      


      In Grace’s follow-up Hitchcock film, Rear Window, she costarred with Jimmy Stewart. The film is pure entertainment—a thriller, a mystery, a romance, and, at times, a comedy

         of manners. Grace is stunning to look at and her acting shows a range not seen in her earlier films. Rear Window was the third highest grossing film of the year and received three Oscar nominations, including one for Hitchcock, his fourth.

         Like with all the others, he would go unrewarded this time too.

      


      After Rear Window Grace filmed an adaptation of James Michener’s bestselling Korean War story The Bridges at Toko-Ri, costarring William Holden. Actually, Grace has little to do in this movie except keep a stiff upper lip and the home fires

         burning when her husband (Holden) goes off to war. There’s not much more to say about The Bridges at Toki-Ri, other than that, in Grace’s filmography, it precedes The Country Girl, which also starred Bing Crosby, and in which she would be reunited with William Holden.

      


      Adapted from a play by Group Theatre cofounder Clifford Odets, The Country Girl tells the dark, downbeat story of a washed-up actor/singer (Crosby), a neurotic alcoholic who wallows in self-pity. He is

         given a chance for a comeback when a director (Holden) offers to cast him in his new musical. Crosby welcomes this opportunity

         as a new lease on life, only to struggle under the pressure and return to the bottle. A completely deglamorized Grace Kelly,

         as Crosby’s wife, navigates the waters between anger and pity as she tries to get her husband to confront his demons.

      


      Although The Country Girl does not hold up as well as some of the other films released in 1954 (such as Judy Garland’s A Star Is Born or Marlon Brando’s On the Waterfront), in the year of its release it was one of Paramount’s biggest hits. MGM loaned Grace to Paramount for this film. It received

         seven Academy Award nominations, including Best Picture, which it lost to Waterfront.


      However, it was for this movie that Grace would take home the Oscar as Best Actress, beating out such heavy favorites as Garland

         and Audrey Hepburn. For the young girl from Philadelphia who knew that her parents never thought she would amount to much,

         certainly not a great actress, winning the film industry’s highest honor was a huge accomplishment. “If she was the kind of

         woman who would have been surprised by winning, I’m not sure she would have been the kind of woman who would have ever gone

         ahead and become an actress,” says Virginia Darcy, Grace’s MGM hairdresser. “She always believed that she would be good at

         what she wanted to do. It took courage for her to do it but, ultimately, she did believe in herself. Films, they were easy.

         It was in her personal life, all of those bad relationships, where she faced her biggest challenge.”

      


      For her fourth film of the year, Grace Kelly returned to her home studio, MGM, to do Green Fire, which had previously been turned down by Lana Turner. Judging by the script, Grace should have followed Lana out the door.

         In this one, Grace plays a coffee plantation owner in Colombia pitted against a mining engineer (Stewart Granger) who is looking

         for emeralds—the “green fire” of the title. Grace wrote to Prudy Wise that Green Fire had provided a wretched experience for her: “Everyone knew it was an awful picture, and it dragged on in all the heat and

         dust because nobody had any idea how to save it.” After Green Fire, Grace began turning down scripts from MGM that she judged to be inferior, resulting in a suspension from the studio that

         would take about a year to reconcile before her next film could be made.

      


   

      A Fateful Telephone Call


      Only Grace Kelly could have created Grace Kelly,” producer John Foreman, who knew Grace for most of her life, once told Gwen

         Robyns, her good friend and loyal biographer. “It must have been a concept in her head,” he said. “No one else did. No manager,

         no agent, no producer, not even her family.”

      


      Perhaps one of the most enduring fantasies ever spun by the Hollywood image-making studio system of the 1950s was MGM’s take

         on Grace Kelly, whom it portrayed as a prim-and-proper, pristinely mannered, white-gloved ingénue, above reproach. Actually,

         it wasn’t all smoke and mirrors. Grace was raised, first and foremost, to be a lady. Her sophistication was intrinsic, not artificial. For instance, she wore gloves—at

         Margaret Kelly’s insistence, all three of her daughters wore them—long before they became integral to her image. She could

         be chilly and remote, and often was to people she didn’t know well.

      


      Ironically, her upbringing left her somewhat isolated in early adulthood. Grace impressed people as a self-sufficient, confident

         powerhouse of a woman. This image was both a blessing and a curse. While she had respect and admiration heaped upon her, she

         was less likely to receive simpler expressions of social contact. She appeared to much of the world as a finished product,

         a woman rarely in need of a heartfelt compliment, a word of advice, even an occasional hug. She might have wrinkled her nose

         at the suggestion that she sacrificed common courtesies in order to create the star she became, but it was true. Many people

         just didn’t realize that there was more to Grace than her image of aristocratic, patrician beauty. The Hollywood image she

         created was at odds with her true sense of humor and warmth, her sensitivity, her need to be cared for, her craving for approval.

      


      For her, the work of fine-tuning the public persona she shared with Hollywood came easily. And, yes, there was work to be

         done. For instance, she had possessed a reedy and nasal voice, partly the result of her suburban Philadelphia environment,

         partly a consequence of sinus problems that had plagued her in her youth. She also had difficulties with vocal delivery and

         stage projection, and was told by her instructors that she would face serious challenges if she were ever to perform in a

         large theater, such as those found on Broadway. With typical determination, Grace enrolled in a number of speech courses,

         during which she worked to acquire the seemingly British mode of speaking that became so much a part of her fame and mystique.

         Her parents called it “Gracie’s new voice”—and teased her about it. However, she knew what she was doing when she developed

         that sound of well-bred vulnerability. All of those hours with a clothespin on the end of her nose (to lower the register

         of her voice) while doing voice exercises would surely pay off.

      


      By the beginning of 1955, twenty-six year-old Grace Kelly might have felt as if she had it all. She was a world-famous, Academy

         Award–winning actress. Not only was she adored by her fans, but she enjoyed the love of friends and even the respect of former

         paramours. Unbeknownst to her, what lay ahead in the next year would change everything … her entire world as she knew it.

      


      It was in March 1955 when Look magazine’s West Coast editor, Rupert M. Allan, Jr., telephoned her in Manhattan to ask if she would like to attend the Cannes

         Film Festival that spring.

      


      “Oh, darling, I don’t want to go,” Grace told him. In the background, as she spoke, a legion of workers slogged away on her

         new, luxury apartment. Painters, carpenters, and wallpaper-hangers took orders from an impatient male decorator who spoke

         in a loud, barking voice.

      


      “Oh, but you must, Grace,” Rupert insisted, according to his memory. “You’ll be so glad you did.”


      Grace and Rupert had known each other for two years, since becoming friendly at a party in Ava Gardner’s apartment in England.

         A Rhodes Scholar, Allan was soft-spoken and polite, unlike many of the journalists Grace had to endure. Bright and witty,

         he was the kind of man whose company she enjoyed. He was also the Cannes Film Festival’s unofficial liaison with Hollywood.

         (Plus, he had written three cover stories on her in just two years, which guaranteed him at least some loyalty.)

      


      Desperate for American movie stars to attend the upcoming festival in May, the organizers had asked Rupert to invite any he

         could persuade. Most specifically, they wanted Grace Kelly to be present because of her increasing popularity in France. It

         had been decided that The Country Girl—for which she had won an Oscar—would be screened at the prestigious festival.

      


      Frustrated by the hammering noises in the room, Grace told Rupert that she couldn’t “hear myself think,” and asked if she

         could call him back at another time. After she hung up, as she would later recall it, she never gave his offer a second thought.

      


      Ever the persistent reporter, Rupert rang Grace up again the next day to ask if she had made a decision. The actress then

         began ticking off her reasons for turning him down. She was emotionally and physically exhausted “after making six major films

         in just a year and a half,” she said, “and you know that’s a lot on a girl, Rupert!” She was also in the middle of supervising

         the remodeling of her new apartment. The incessant clatter in the background again on this day testified to the work being

         done there. “And, I tell you, it is driving me mad,” she concluded. “But I love it and I’m not leaving.”

      


      Rupert would not take no for an answer. He continued to try to persuade her, telling her that she would be provided with a

         round-trip, first-class ticket, one that would be open-ended and allow her to spend as much time in Europe as she liked. “Why

         sit around and fret about your apartment, Grace?” he asked. “It’s spring. Get out. Live!”

      


      “Oh, for goodness’ sake! I’ll call you tomorrow,” she said before clicking off.


      The next day, Grace did call Rupert as promised and said that she had decided to accept his offer. She added that he would

         have to accompany her to the festival, however, and deal with matters concerning press and publicity, “because you know how

         much I hate doing those things.”

      


      Rupert happily agreed.


      “Well then, fine,” Grace concluded. “Maybe I am meant to go to France. Why fight it?”


      After arriving in France on April 4, 1955, Grace Kelly and her traveling partner, Baroness Gladys de Segonzac (wardrobe mistress

         on To Catch a Thief), journeyed on the overnight Train Bleu from Paris to Cannes. It was on this part of the trip that luck, happenstance, fortuity—or whatever unexplainable force that

         serves to put things in their natural order—would begin to shape the circumstances of Grace Kelly’s life. During her railroad

         journey, Grace happened upon actress Olivia de Havilland and her husband, journalist Pierre Galante, also on their way to

         the festival. The next morning, they all had breakfast together. “So what is the festival like?” Grace asked. “What will be

         expected of me?”

      


      Pierre explained that the festival’s schedule of press conferences and screenings would probably make for an exhausting itinerary,

         no surprise to Grace. It might be a good idea, he suggested, if she took some time away from the events to visit Monaco.

      


      After the Vatican City, Monaco is the smallest independent state in the world, located approximately eleven miles east of

         Nice on the French Riviera, close to the Italian border. It’s astonishingly small, considering how much attention it has gotten

         over the last fifty years: 485 acres along 2.5 miles of Riviera coastline. Its weather mild and its scenery breathtaking,

         it is a constitutional monarchy headed by His Serene Highness, Rainier Louis Henri Maxence Bertrand de Grimaldi, a.k.a. Prince

         Rainier III.

      


      Pierre suggested that Grace plan to visit the Prince’s Palace there (called Palais Princier on local maps of Monaco), and

         if so, perhaps the editors of Paris Match would be interested in featuring her on the cover of their annual issue devoted to the festival. It might even be interesting,

         Pierre further proffered, if they put their heads together and came up with an imaginative angle, perhaps along the lines

         of a photo session featuring her with Monaco’s Prince Rainier Grimaldi—a movie Princess meets a true Prince. Grimaldi was

         sure to cooperate, Pierre theorized, if only to promote the tourist trade in the principality.

      


      To some observers, Pierre Galante’s ingenuity may have seemed too convenient. In truth, the photo idea of pairing Grace with

         Rainier hadn’t popped into Pierre’s head while he, his wife, and his new friends chugged along the Mediterranean seaboard.

         Actually, the Paris Match editors had, earlier in the week, conjured up the notion of Grace meeting Prince Rainier for a layout, and had wondered how

         they might go about arranging such a photo session.

      


      Imagine Pierre Galante’s astonishment, then, when he happened upon Grace Kelly on the train and found himself in a position

         to suggest to her that she go to Monaco and be photographed with Rainier Grimaldi! However, those who knew the enterprising

         writer theorized that it wouldn’t have been so far-fetched to wonder if he hadn’t somehow orchestrated the entire scenario,

         maybe even having gone so far as to learn which train Grace would be taking to Cannes and then booking the same one for him

         and his wife. Whatever the case, unbeknownst to Grace, the stage had been set for her to meet her moment in history. Like

         Rupert Allan before him, Pierre wouldn’t accept no for an answer. He would push forward with his idea for Grace, a Palace

         performance that would change the life of both its major players. It would take some doing for the curtain to go up on this

         show, because Grace wasn’t even sure she wanted to meet the Prince. However, considering his hidden agenda, Pierre must have

         been heartened by Grace’s ambivalence—at least she hadn’t declined. During a platform stop, he got on the telephone and started

         making quick arrangements with his magazine editors and with the Palace.

      


      A couple of hours later that morning, Pierre gave Grace the “good news.” The Prince had agreed to meet her and have his photo

         taken with her … on the next day, Friday, April 6, at 4 P.M. Grace became flustered. “But my goodness,” she fretted, “I didn’t say yes.”

      


      “But you also did not say no.”


      “Oh, I don’t know,” Grace said. “In fact,” she concluded, probably scrambling for a way out, “I just now remembered that I

         can’t make it.” She had to attend a reception for the American delegation in Cannes at 5:30, she explained. She was the hostess,

         so she couldn’t back out of that obligation. How could she meet the Prince at four o’clock in Monaco and be back in Cannes

         by five-thirty? It seemed impossible. Pierre said he would try to work out the details for her. Instead, Grace suggested that

         he “please cancel the whole thing.”

      


      About an hour later, Grace received more “good news” from Pierre. The Prince’s secretary had informed him that Rainier had

         agreed to move the meeting with Grace up to 3 P.M. Though he would be entertaining friends at his villa in Beaulieu prior to that time, he would do his best to be back at the

         Palace by three. Now Grace would have time to meet him, and also to attend the reception for the delegation.

      


      That evening over dinner at the Carlton Hotel, where Grace was staying, she spoke to Rupert Allan about the matter of the

         Prince, wondering aloud how she had ever gotten herself into what she called “such a pickle.” She said that she now felt it

         would seem impolite to suddenly cancel the meeting, since the Prince had gone through the trouble of altering his princely

         schedule in order to accommodate hers. No, Grace decided, she would simply have to go.

      


   

      A Comedy of Errors


      Not that Grace ever would have thought to prepare for such a thing—who would have?—but during the evening of April 5, 1955,

         after she went to bed, French labor unions called a national strike. The next morning, after Grace arose, showered, and shampooed

         her hair, she plugged in her hair dryer only to find that it did not work. She plugged it into another outlet. No power. She

         went to turn on the lights in her room. Nothing. It was only upon telephoning the front desk in exasperation that she learned

         that the electricity had been turned off all over France, a consequence of the strike. Not only that, but she was told that

         the photographers from Paris Match were in the lobby, probably waiting for her to make an appearance befitting an Academy Award–winning actress. It would be

         hours before the power would be restored.

      


      As Grace wrapped her head in a towel, the chambermaid arrived to iron the rose-and-beige tea dress intended for the day’s

         events. Of course, without electricity, the servant’s duty was impossible. Frantic, Grace summoned Gladys. “Look, I’m in trouble

         up here,” she told her friend. Gladys arrived within moments.

      


      Fifteen minutes later, Rupert Allan showed up in Grace’s room to find her pacing the floor wearing her tortoiseshell glasses,

         a large terry-cloth bathrobe … and elegant black satin pumps. In her arms she held a black dress that Gladys had extracted

         from a suitcase because it seemed to need no pressing. As he examined the dress, Rupert told Grace that she would look fine

         in it. (Later he would admit that “it was an awful dress, but we had to get this show on the road, didn’t we?”)

      


      “Oh my God, this is the worst day,” Grace said as she rushed into the bathroom. “Why, it’s a comedy of errors!”


      Fifteen minutes later, Grace emerged wearing the boat-necked, longsleeved dress, with a tight-fitting, long-waisted bodice

         and a voluminous skirt. It boasted a loud floral-printed design of red-and-green cabbage roses. With every step she took,

         the taffeta fabric rustled noisily. She didn’t look happy, let alone glamorous, while lamenting that she couldn’t possibly

         “meet a Prince in this awful thing.”

      


      Her still-wet hair parted in the middle, Grace brushed it in swift, even strokes and then began patting it dry with a towel.

         Frustrated, she pulled it into a chignon and hoped that it would dry in the car. “Other than that, I simply don’t know what

         to do with it,” she observed. She stopped and studied herself in the mirror. “Darling, look at me,” she said, turning to Rupert.

         “I look a fright.”

      


      Rupert stood behind her and, examining her reflection, told her that she was “an absolute vision.” It was probably true; even

         in the worst of circumstances, Grace Kelly was alarmingly beautiful.

      


      Unconvinced, Grace leaned closer to the mirror, grimaced, and then wondered aloud why she hadn’t just rejected the idea when

         Pierre Galante first mentioned a Palace visit to her. “When will I ever learn?” she asked.

      


      When Grace and Rupert got down to the lobby, they were greeted by a large contingent of fans and photographers who had heard

         she was staying at the Carlton. Waiting for her at the Peugeot automobile were Pierre Galante, two photographers from Paris Match, Gladys de Segonzac, and two MGM publicists.

      


      “Grace, you look wonderful,” Pierre said happily. However, he hastened to add that she would need a hat, explaining that she

         could not meet the Prince without wearing one. Worried glances were exchanged all around. A hat? One more request of her,

         and surely Grace would call the whole thing off. She didn’t have a hat, she said anxiously, and hadn’t even thought to bring

         one. Perhaps they would have to purchase one on the way? However, true to the day’s calamitous nature, it was one-thirty in

         the afternoon and the middle of southern France’s daily two-hour lunch break. All of the shops were closed. “Then, fine, we

         won’t go,” Grace decided finally. Her tone was sharp; she had reached her breaking point.

      


      Just then, Gladys remembered a headband of artificial flowers that Grace had packed in her suitcase. She and Grace dashed

         to the elevator. Five minutes later, when the pair emerged in the lobby, Grace wore what appeared to be a tiara of flowers—the

         headband stretched into something that appeared to be a hat, yet wasn’t one. “It is rather pretty, isn’t it?” Grace said of

         the floral arrangement on her head. She seemed to feel a bit better about things. “So who has a ciggie?” she asked. After

         Rupert gave her a cigarette, she lit it and said, cheerily, “Let’s go then, shall we?” (Grace seldom smoked, only if she was

         particularly nervous, and even then it was unusual for her.)

      


      After it was decided that Rupert Allan would stay behind at the hotel, Grace, Pierre, and Gladys piled into the backseat of

         the car. One of the MGM publicists drove, and the other also sat in the front seat. The contingent then sped off in their

         Peugeot to begin the nearly two-hour journey to Monaco, followed by the Paris Match staff in its automobile. The publicist, so determined to be on time for the Monte Carlo appointment, drove at an alarmingly

         high rate of speed. On a road outside the city, she stopped short in order to avoid a taxicab and ended up slamming instead

         into the back of a Studebaker. The damage was minimal, but everyone was rattled just the same.

      


      Grace had always been afraid of automobiles, whether she was driving or being driven. When in New York, she was fortunate

         enough to be able to take taxicabs. During her times in Los Angeles making movies, she would rent a car and drive as slowly

         as possible, or the studio would arrange for a driver. Even a “fender bender,” such as the one she’d just been in, was upsetting

         to her. The day had not started out well and seemed to worsen with each passing moment, as if some force of nature was doing

         everything in its power to prevent Grace from meeting the Prince.

      


   

      The Palace


      Who would dare drive these roads?”

      


      That was the question Grace Kelly asked after nearly two hours of enduring the most frightening of narrow, snaking roadways

         to Monaco, along perilous cliffs far below which could be seen ocean waves smashing into jagged rocks. The driver slowly negotiated

         each turn. Still, it was unnerving to the passengers as they looked out the windows and realized how narrow the two-lane highway

         upon which they were driving seemed. “I’m scared to death back here,” Grace said, clutching Gladys de Segonzac’s arm.

      


      “It’s pretty bad,” Pierre Galante agreed.


      “My God,” Grace said. “I would never drive this route. Forget it. I would go right over the side, I’m sure of it.”


      Pierre later recalled that “everybody just sat tight” as they waited for the journey to end. Finally, the Prince’s large pink

         Palace was visible, gleaming in the distance atop what appeared to be a small mountain. Then more snaking roads, more terrifying

         curves … until finally, at about 3 P.M., the Kelly contingent arrived at the Palace of Monaco. “Thank God,” Grace said, according to Pierre Galante’s memory. “I

         am absolutely carsick,” she added, alluding to the twisting drive.

      


      The automobile stopped at a gate and was approached by two stern-looking uniformed Palace guards. After some brief conversation

         with the driver, one of the guards waved Kelly and company onward, through the Great Portal and into the Court of Honor, from

         which Grace got her first good look at the Palace.

      


      What a place. It actually looked like a storybook castle right out of a fairy tale, with its many majestic peaks and grand

         turrets. One couldn’t help but be impressed by such grandiosity. As Grace looked up at it, the construction might have seemed

         to her like an ornate Hollywood set for a grand-scale, epic film. She’d certainly never seen a palace up close. How many people

         have? However, this was no Hollywood façade; it was the real thing. Everyone gazed up in wonderment.

      


      The first stones of the Palace of Monaco were laid in 1215. It was originally built as a fortress to guard the harbor below.

         Back then, as people made their way up the winding road, they could be spotted by guards in the watchtower. Any marauders

         who continued onto the wide ramp could easily be turned back at the arch that led to the Place du Palais (where Grace and

         her party had first been stopped), the outer courtyard with its old cannons, a reminder of its earlier duty as a fort.

      


      Now out of the car, Grace stood silently and looked around her at all of the royal surroundings. Meanwhile, people scurried

         about with worried looks on their faces. Grace Kelly knew all too well what such anxious scattering by handlers meant: Something

         had not occurred as it was supposed to occur, and she was about to be given news that would inconvenience her. Finally, Pierre

         Galante approached her.

      


      “Gracie, the Prince isn’t exactly … here,” he said, according to his memory.


      “Surely you’re joking,” Grace said.


      He wasn’t


      As it happened, Rainier had been delayed at his prior commitment in Beaulieu. He would arrive soon—hopefully.


      An aide-de-camp quickly stepped forward and offered to take Grace and her party on a tour of the Palace, perhaps in an effort

         to calm the star down, maybe kill some time. It wouldn’t have served anyone if she were unhappy when she finally met the Prince.

         So, the tour was on; Grace and her party climbed the horseshoe-shaped staircase, thirty white steps made of Carrara marble.

      


      At the top of the gracious stairway was the Gallery of Hercules, a long and brilliantly lit veranda with its renowned fresco

         ceilings. Despite certain modifications carried out over the years, this is considered the oldest, most central part of the

         original fortress built at the beginning of the thirteenth century. A half dozen maids in black dresses and crisp white aprons

         scattered when Grace’s party approached. “Must be cleaning day,” she said, laughing. Grace admired the golden wall sconces

         and wondered, “Where else but in a palace would a person find such beautiful things?”

      


      Then it was on to the Hall of Mirrors, where the mirrors on facing walls seem to reflect into infinity. Then there was the

         Throne Room, with its deep-red walls, blue and violet velvet hangings, and crystal chandeliers. Here, important matters of

         state took place. The Prince’s gilded throne, with its red velvet cushions, sat beneath a gold-embroidered canopy of the same

         fabric. (The Throne Room, now open to the public during tours of the Palace, is still remarkable.)

      


      Each room was more spectacular looking than the one before it. As Grace’s group took its private tour, the aide explained,

         in perfect English, the historical relevance of each opulently appointed location. Most of the interior of the Palace was

         painted in shades of white and gold. Chandeliers hung all about, each dripping with crystal pendants. Plaster moldings on

         the ceilings were tastefully and delicately overlaid with gold-leaf patterns. Rich velvet drapes—some blue, some red, some

         white—hung heavily in front of large, ornate windows. Tall French doors opened out onto semicircular balconies. Elegant white-and-gold

         French antique furniture was positioned in such a way that no matter where a person stood, he or she would be framed by history,

         the subject of a memorable picture. Because the Grimaldis had occupied this Palace since the early thirteenth century, walking

         through it was like passing through the threshold of a time machine. There was family history on display everywhere, including

         marble busts and family portraits. Strikingly beautiful paintings were also featured throughout, some by great masters.

      


      After the Palace had been looted during the French Revolution, as Grace’s guide explained, it was restored in an even more

         opulent style than before. Indeed, it was spectacular, but such a blur in its enormity … so much to see. However, if one stopped

         for a moment and actually studied some of its details, the Palace was actually like a once-rich dowager—magnificent in her

         prime, but showing some of the ravages of age.

      


      After the end of the Second World War in 1945, few people could afford the excesses of Monaco. By the late forties, the casino

         was operating at a loss and the Palace was in desperate need of repairs. Rainier’s father, Prince Pierre, had neglected it

         terribly, spending most of his time in Paris. By the mid-fifties, there was still a shortage of income, not only for the citizens

         but also for their Prince. Though obviously a beautiful place, this was a Palace—and a principality—in need of both a moral

         and a financial boost.

      


      Nearly an hour after her arrival, Grace had viewed more sweeping staircases, graceful wings, and impressive galleries than

         most people would see in a lifetime, yet Prince Rainier had still not arrived. By now Grace’s patience was exhausted. After

         all, as stunning as the Palace was to see, the day had still been a dreadful one for her. “Really,” she whispered to Pierre

         Galante, “this is outrageous.” She said that she found it “rude” of the Prince to keep her waiting. “Let’s get out of here,”

         she decided finally.

      


   

      The Grimaldis


      The first of the Grimaldis arrived in Monaco on January 8, 1297, when a small group of men led by Francesco Grimaldi, disguised

         as a monk, scaled the escarpment cliffs to reach the top of the Rock, the high plateau that overlooks the Mediterranean. Once

         there, he knocked on the gate of the yet-unfinished Genoese castle being erected on that spot. When the door opened, Francesco

         and his followers forced their way inside, killed the soldiers who had been guarding the fortress, and took over as the new

         rulers. Their reign was interrupted in 1793 when French revolutionaries took possession of the territory and the Grimaldi

         rulers were imprisoned. When Napoleon came to power, the Monegasques (as the people of Monaco are known) hoped things would

         improve, but they did not. However, once Napoleon was defeated in 1814 and Louis XVIII came to the throne, the Principality

         of Monaco was restored and a Grimaldi was once again upon the throne.

      


      Wars, the ever-changing politics of Europe, and a series of inept and uncaring Grimaldi rulers damaged Monaco and its people.

         Things improved in the 1860s when a road from Nice and a casino arrived. As soon as the railroad line from southern France

         to Italy established a stop in Monaco, the building boom began. Soon the casino at Monte Carlo and its luxurious hotels would

         attract high-living, party-loving, glamorous people from around the world.

      


      At the end of World War I, however, the French consummated an unusual treaty with Prince Albert, Rainier’s great-grandfather.

         Since an aggressive German family, the d’Urachs, had placed a mysterious claim on Monaco, the French granted Albert a treaty

         recognizing the principality as an independent sovereignty, one that could not be relinquished to any foreign power except

         France. However, according to the treaty, if the throne were vacant for even a day, Monaco would be returned to France.

      


      At the age of eighteen, Prince Albert joined the Spanish navy and became known as Albert the Navigator. He was a lieutenant

         when, in 1869, at age twenty-one, he resigned to take an English bride, Lady Mary Douglas-Hamilton, daughter of the eleventh

         Duke of Hamilton and Brandon. After she bore him a son, Prince Louis II, Mary became so distressed by her marriage that she

         suddenly fled. She left the country and took their son with her.

      


      When his first marriage was declared void, Albert married the widowed Duchess of Richelieu, the exotic and popular Alice Heine,

         a native of New Orleans. Alice, who had left New Orleans when she was a small child and only returned twice in her lifetime,

         was actually the first American Princess of Monaco.

      


      Albert re-joined the Spanish navy and is credited with setting up the Oceanographic Institute and Museum in Monaco at the

         turn of the century. (A few years later, he founded the Institute of Oceanography, headquartered in Paris.) The cultured Princess

         Alice brought concerts, ballet, and opera to the principality. However, her marriage only lasted twelve years before it ended

         after Albert learned she had been unfaithful to him. (He slapped her face in public at the opening of opera when he realized

         that her lover was also present!) Alice was then banished from Monaco—forever, as it turned out.

      


      Meanwhile, Lady Mary raised her son, Prince Louis II, into a fine young man who, after joining the French army, fell for a

         lovely laundress, Juliette Louvet. Some Monegasques like to believe that Louis and Juliette married, but historical purists

         insist that they did not actually wed. Rather, they had an affair, and from it was produced a baby girl in 1898, Charlotte

         Louise Juliette—Prince Rainier’s mother.

      


      Charlotte was raised in France until she was a teenager, when she was called back to Monaco by her grandfather. The time had

         come for her to learn the protocol required in order that she take on her role as heiress to the throne. Charlotte went on

         to marry the handsome French aristocrat Comte Pierre de Polignac, retitled Prince Pierre after the union. They had two children,

         Princess Antoinette on December 28, 1920, and Prince Rainier on May 31, 1923.

      


      In 1929, when Rainier was six, the arranged and unhappy marriage between Charlotte and Pierre ended in divorce. Pierre was

         banished from Monaco at that time and would not return to Monte Carlo until after World War II, when Rainier ascended the

         throne. Meanwhile, when her marriage ended, Charlotte renounced the throne and went off to live in the French countryside.

      


      Rainier and his sister, Princess Antoinette, had an unpredictable and, from all accounts, mostly unloved and unhappy childhood.

         With their father banished and their mother in self-imposed exile, their grandfather, Louis, took over much of their upbringing,

         often with dire results. Overweight and spoiled, Rainier was sent to two different boarding schools in England: Summerfields

         in St. Leonard’s-on-Sea near Hastings, and Stowe in Buckinghamshire, where he was taunted terribly because he was the only

         foreigner enrolled there, and was Catholic in an Anglican country. Some of the other students called him “Fat Little Monaco,”

         and forced him to do menial tasks for them (called “fagging”). Self-conscious and miserable, he ran away from school, making

         headlines in newspapers in England and France. “It turned out be much easier than I thought it would be,” he later recalled.

         “I left the grounds and headed for the railway station. My plan was to buy myself a ticket to London and then make my way

         home from there.” Rainier’s plan was thwarted, however, when the police were notified by school authorities, and he was then

         spotted by an officer waiting for a train. He was returned to Stowe.

      


      Things became much better for Rainier later, when he attended the Château de Rosey in Switzerland, also known as Le Rosey,

         at the age of fourteen. The curriculum at Le Rosey (sometimes called “The School of Kings” since so many future monarchs were

         educated there) was not as strict as it had been at Stowe; students were permitted to choose their subjects as long as certain

         educational requirements were met. “The students were much friendlier because they were from such diverse, international backgrounds,”

         he recalled. “I felt, for once in my childhood, that I could take a breath.”

      


      When Rainier graduated from Le Rosey three years later (in the summer of 1939), he continued his studies at Montpellier University,

         where he obtained a bachelor of arts degree, followed by studies in Paris at the Ecole Libre des Sciences Politiques (School

         of Political Sciences). He then enlisted in the Free French army in September 1944, where he saw action fighting the Nazis

         and was eventually promoted to lieutenant. Two years later, he became a captain, and then later, colonel.

      


      Louis made Rainier official heir to the throne on June 2, 1944, shortly after his twenty-first birthday. The title carried

         no official duties, just social ones such as ribbon cutting and attending certain galas. It wasn’t until Louis became ill

         in April 1949 that he allowed Rainier to take over the responsibilities of governing.

      


      Louis died on May 9, 1949, three weeks before Rainier turned twenty-six. At his official coronation, April 11, 1950, Rainier

         Louis Henri Maxence Bertrand de Grimaldi was crowned Son Altese Serenissime (His Serene Highness) in a royal and official day of ceremony that culminated with the new Prince watching as his own standard

         was raised on the Palace’s flagpole amid the jubilant flourish of trumpets.

      


      Two questions often posed about Rainier and Monaco are, “Why is Rainier not a King?” and “Why isn’t Monaco a kingdom?” At

         the risk of seeming simplistic, they can both be answered succinctly: “Because Rainier is a Prince,” and “Because Monaco is

         a principality.” Like Liechtenstein, which is also a principality (and not a kingdom) and ruled by a Prince (and not a King),

         Monaco never had status as an independent country—monarchy or otherwise—and looked to France (which was once a monarchy and

         ruled by a king) for its survival. Modern Monaco, since 1911, has been a constitutional monarchy (which is descriptive of

         its form of government, not its status within the world community of nations). Luxembourg, like Liechtenstein and Monaco,

         is another of those “not-quite” countries, in its case a grand duchy, with an archduke (Jean de Luxembourg) as its titular

         ruler. It is very difficult to be simplistic about the whys and why-nots of the royal countries and principalities. We have

         to take it as an act of faith that Monaco and Liechtenstein are principalities and Luxembourg is a grand duchy, and leave

         it at that.

      


      Also, in a kingdom (such as Holland, Denmark, or Great Britain), the King or Queen is known as “Your Majesty.” However, in

         a principality (such as Monaco) ruled by a Prince and not a King, that ruler is known as “Your Serene Highness,” even though

         he is an absolute monarch—thus Prince Rainier’s title as ruler of the Principality of Monaco.

      


   

      Rainier


      In the 1950s, Prince Rainier III of Monaco was considered one of the world’s most eligible bachelors. In April 1955—when Grace

         Kelly came into his life—he was about to turn thirty-two. The so-called absolute monarch of a principality and scion of the

         oldest ruling family in Europe, he was the subject of great scrutiny by the international press, which was always fascinated

         by projections of his personal life—such as who he was dating, and whether or not he would soon wed and produce an heir. A

         charming, charismatic, and fairly good-looking young man, he enjoyed practical jokes, sports, boating, and deep-sea diving.

         He also had a bit of the daredevil in him and took pleasure in fast boats, fast cars (that is, until a 1953 accident scared

         him away from that hobby), and—from time to time, in a discreet fashion—fast women as well, though he knew that the woman

         he ended up with would never be one who wasn’t virtuous. He needed a Princess, and he needed one soon … someone to bear him

         a child to whom he could hand over the sovereignty.

      


      Since his mother, Princess Charlotte, had relinquished to him her right to the throne in 1944, and in 1951 his sister, Princess

         Antoinette, had also renounced all claims on behalf of herself and her children, only a child of Rainier’s could succeed.

         The terms of the 1918 treaty between Monaco and France were clear: The country would revert to French control should Rainier

         die without an heir.

      


      By the early fifties, the slightly faded Monte Carlo casino still pumped out sufficient revenue that none of Rainier’s 20,000

         subjects had to pay any personal income taxes. However, under the terms of the 1918 treaty, if the Monegasques became citizens

         of France, they—or their sons and daughters—would most certainly find themselves paying French taxes. This, as well as the

         forfeiture of other privileges to which they had always been entitled, was unthinkable. Therefore, the subject of Rainier’s

         future, his potential Princess, and their heir was a constant matter of discussion between him and his family, as well as

         his advisers. There seemed to be no end to the parade of women who came through the Palace, dispatched by well-meaning friends

         and relatives who hoped that one would interest the Prince enough to merit a position by his side at the throne.

      


      In recent years, Rainier Grimaldi had been primarily involved with actress Gisele Pascal in a relationship that seemed to

         be going nowhere for either of them. None of his family or friends took her seriously as a potential Princess—she’d been around

         for years, and she still hadn’t excited the Prince enough for him to ask for her hand in marriage. It seemed to most people

         as if it would never happen and, at least as far as his family was concerned, Rainier should just cut his losses and continue

         his search.

      


      The gamine-faced Gisele Pascal was born Gisele Tallone in Cannes to a French mother and an Italian father. Rainier met her

         in Monaco in 1942, when the nineteen-year-old was home during a month off from his schooling in Montpellier. Gisele, who was

         a couple of years older than Rainier (though she insisted she was younger), was appearing at the time in the comedy Vive le théâtre, which Rainier attended.

      


      Focused on her career ambitions at the time, after just having appeared in her first starring film role in L’Arlesienne, Gisele was newly divorced and not interested in a new relationship. Still, Rainier was enchanted by her. When he returned

         to Montpellier, he began a lengthy letter correspondence with Pascal in Paris. In the summer of 1943, after earning his B.A.,

         Rainier enrolled at the Ecole Libre des Sciences Politiques in Paris and, while there, finally began dating Gisele. With her

         career on hold as a result of the war, she began to return his interest.

      


      Later, in 1948, Gisele appeared in two romantic comedies, Après l’amour and Mademoiselle s’amuse, both of which were considered to be somewhat risqué for the times. As a result of her work in those films, certain members

         of Rainier’s family—including and especially his sister, Antoinette—developed an animus toward Gisele, which would only become

         stronger with the passing of time. At this same period, there was also a significant amount of infighting in the Grimaldi

         family, as the aggressive and ambitious Antoinette began plotting with her husband to seize control of Monaco by putting her

         son on the throne. Since his own sister seemed so intent on stabbing him in the back, Rainier understandably had little interest

         in anything she had to say about Gisele Pascal.

      


      It wasn’t his family’s disapproval of Gisele that concerned Rainier. Rather, it was her career: He didn’t want her to have

         one. However, Gisele was headstrong and independent—which was one of the reasons the Prince was drawn to her. Though he didn’t

         admire weak women, he wanted it both ways: He wanted her to be a strong person, but also subservient when it came to her relationship

         with him.

      


      Over the next two years, Gisele continued making movies, appearing in La Femme nue, La Chocolatière, Veronique, and Bel amour. Not only did Rainier find this work unbecoming, he disliked her show business friends. He did what he could to convince her

         to abandon her career. Finally, she granted him his wish and made no movies for about three years. However, she was miserable

         during that time. “I must act,” she said when she returned to her profession. “It’s what I do. Why, it’s all I do!” If Gisele wanted so badly to act, then she would have to do so without Rainier’s approval—and with the knowledge that

         she would probably never be his Princess. The principality was too important to Rainier to have a wife at his side who might

         court controversy with her career.
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