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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
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      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.”
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