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As television talk-show host Larry King said on April 30, 2001, just be-
fore cutting to a commercial, “Our guest is Denise Rich. If we have to tell
youwho sheis, you've got problems. We'll be right back. Don't go away.”

At the time, of course, virtually everyone in the Free World was inti-
mately acquainted with Denise Rich, who turned up on Larry King Live
that night, just as she had turned up on 20720 three nights earlier for a
heart-to-heart with Barbara Walters. She wasn’t there to discuss her
booming career as a songwriter with three Grammy nominations to
her credit or her impressive-by-any-standard philanthropic work but
to answer a barrage of pesky questions about, among other related
things, a letter she had written to her friend Bill Clinton, urging the
then President to pardon her ex-husband, besieged billionaire Marc
Rich, who, rather than face a series of criminal indictments, fled to
Switzerland in 1983. Which Clinton did, amid a swirl of controversy,
just days before he left the White House.
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} SOME R&R, SONGWRITER DENISE RICH HAS A PERFECT ESCAPE

If all the ruckus surrounding her part in what pundits called Pardongate
took a toll on Denise Rich that spring, consolation was near: Shortly
before Memorial Day she moved into a grand Southampton estate that
dates to the early part of the last century and carries the same name—
though not the same spelling—as the first volume of Marcel Proust's
Remembrance of Things Past: Swan's Way.

“I've had a love affair with Southampton since the late 1970s,” says
Rich, who in person has the wide-eyed enthusiasm of a delighted child.
“It's got the ocean, the beach, the fields . . . everything. It’s serene and
exciting and so beautiful.” She bought Swan's Way in 1999. “| had
been looking and looking, and | finally found my dream house,” she
adds, pointing out the merits of the idyllic retreat, which has a clear
view of the Atlantic and five acres of land—nestled between a pair of
ponds populated, not surprisingly, by swans—neatly shielded from
public view by a wall of meticulously manicured privet.







