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  Introduction


  Marilyn Monroe is surely the most written about, talked about movie star of all time. Every moment of her short, tempestuous life has been the
  subject of countless books, magazine articles and television programmes. Not surprisingly, even the most non-fanatical fans of the actress feel that they can recite the key moments of that life
  without even trying. Born 1926, died 1962. Probable suicide. Starred in movies such as Bus Stop, The Misfits and Some Like It Hot. Married (and divorced from) Jim Dougherty, playwright
  Arthur Miller and baseball star Joe DiMaggio. John F. Kennedy and his brother, Bobby, were among those who supposedly shared her bed. And so it goes on . . .


  These, as well as many other supposed facts, are now etched deep in her folklore; details that are as much a part of her story as the famous dress-blowing sequence in her smash-hit film, The
  Seven Year Itch. Why then do we need yet another book on the actress? The simple truth is that, due to the ineptitude of many researchers, the lies told by people she never encountered, the
  errors of scandal-hungry gossip columnists and the inaccuracies of various money-hungry acquaintances, who were forced to embellish their mundane or fabricated stories in order to secure a
  lucrative five-figure publishing deal, much of what we now believe about Marilyn is sheer and utter nonsense.


  Her history is sadly awash with these deceptions; especially between 1960 and her death in 1962, a time when she was rubbing shoulders with the likes of Frank Sinatra, the Kennedys and the Rat
  Pack, and a period when she was mixing with nasty, mean, rotten little people and nasty, mean, rotten big people too. Mistakes regarding her naturally circulated while she was alive. When
  she was confronted about them in 1962, she replied simply, Consider the source.


  So, with this in mind, in the middle of 2005, with the aid of numerous original, highly reliable notes, interviews, photographs, cuttings, files, receipts, invoices and eyewitness accounts
   many of them long thought lost  and a mountain of genuine, diehard facts, I forensically set about my task of separating the fact from the fiction, the myths from the reality and the
  veracity from the bullshit about this phase of her life. My intention was simple: to deliver, in book form, the most honest and accurate account of this period ever published.


  Well, five years later, here it is. The result? A wealth of stories and facts that, I hope, even some of the most ardent fans of the actress will be unaware of. Among many other tales,
  youll learn the unequivocal truth about her finances, her incredible spending habits, her abandoned television play, Rain, her final movie, Somethings Got To Give, her
  jealousy of film legend Elizabeth Taylor, her romance with Sinatra, her infamous July 1962 trip to his Cal-Neva lodge, her father (I will personally name him and end forever the conjecture about
  it), how appallingly she was treated by her so-called best friends (in both life and death), Joe DiMaggios love for her and their apparent plan to remarry, the night she sang for the
  President (and how much exactly she paid for that renowned dress), her rumoured, tell-all August 1962 press conference, her legendary farewell message, Say goodbye to the President,
  the dithering by her associates on the night she passed away and the Hollywood-style cover-up that ensued.


  Of course, no book on the actress will be complete without a mention (or two) of both John and Bobby Kennedy and her untimely death. This publication is no different. With regard to the former,
  using private, previously unpublished itineraries, I will reveal in precise detail just how deeply involved she was with them and end for ever the speculation about it. Pertaining to the latter,
  hypothesis upon hypothesis has been piled up in the history surrounding the actresss demise. Did she commit suicide, we wondered. Was it an accident? Was she murdered by her housekeeper? Her
  doctor? The CIA? The FBI? Or the Kennedys, perchance?


  The debates rage to this day. However, in the way I have clarified it, as you will see, this is the only conceivable way she could have died. How did I reach this conclusion? Besides the
  assistance of some of the worlds greatest medics, in the wise words of Sherlock Holmes, When youve eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must
  be the truth.


  Strange as it may seem, weve now had almost 700 books on Marilyn Monroe, yet, with regard to her final months, not one has been truly definitive. I believe this one is. I sincerely hope
  you enjoy it.


  As an act of kindness, I also hope, for Marilyns sake, it goes a long way towards setting her most cherished memory straight.


  Keith Badman


  London, England


  


  Chapter One


  Prelude  Childhood/Adulthood


  Birth to June 1961


  At 9.30 on the morning of Tuesday 1 June 1926, in the fortress-like confines of the charity ward of the Los Angeles General Hospital, Dr Herman M.
  Beerman unwittingly delivered his most famous baby. Originally called Norma Jeane Mortenson, the illegitimate child would later become known as Marilyn Monroe, the worlds most celebrated
  movie star.


  Her mother was a 24-year-old motion-picture negative film cutter, Gladys Pearl Monroe Mortenson. Described by her work colleagues as a talkative, short, cute blonde and a
  lot of fun when she wanted to be, at the time of the birth, Gladys was so broke that, to help pay her hospital costs, colleagues at the Consolidated Film Industries, where she worked, were
  obliged to share her medical expenses. The problems did not end there. According to those who would treat her, Gladys soon developed schizophrenia.


  Her family had a history of mental instability. Both of her parents, Otis Elmer Monroe and Della Monroe Grainger, lived out their twilight years in mental institutions, and her brother, Marion,
  had suffered from a problem best described at the time as paranoid schizophrenia. Though Gladys herself was most likely a manic-depressive, it was not uncommon during the 1930s and 1940s for those
  suffering from manic depression to be diagnosed as paranoid schizophrenics. Whatever the exact nature of her mothers disorder, Marilyn Monroe naturally came to possess a morbid fear of
  genetic insanity.


  Marilyns paternity remains a subject of debate to this day. Although the name of Norwegian immigrant Edward Mortenson, Gladyss second husband (her first being a
  man named Jasper Baker) was listed as the father on the certificates pertaining to Norma Jeanes birth and Marilyns marriages to Joe DiMaggio and Arthur Miller, it was never the case.
  Other men have been suggested as candidates. As Donald Spoto pointed out in his 1993 book, Marilyn Monroe: The Biography, these included Harry Rooney, a co-worker who was besotted
  with her; the adoring Clayton MacNamara or, perhaps most likely of all, Raymond Guthrie, a film developer who ardently courted her [Gladys] for months . . .  Marilyn, however, perhaps
  wistfully, believed Mortenson to be her father, having been shown a picture of the man as a child and primed this is your father. In fact, however, he was Charles Stanley
  Gifford, born on Sunday 18 September 1898 in Newport County, Rhode Island.


  In her posthumously published 1974 memoir, My Story, Marilyn recalled of the man in the picture that There was a lively smile in his eyes and he had a thin moustache like Clark
  Gable, while her mother told her he had been killed in an auto accident in New York. As surviving images prove, however, the man in the picture was evidently not Edward
  Mortenson, but Gifford, who did bear a strong resemblance to Gable. And her mother was wrong that the man had been killed in a motor accident. Gifford was not killed in a motor accident,


  Mortenson, however, was. The fateful collision occurred on Tuesday 18 June 1929, at approximately 5pm, and in Ohio rather than New York; Mortenson was riding his motorcycle along the road from
  Youngstown to Akron and when he tried to overtake a car in front of him, he smashed into a sedan, breaking both of his legs. He fell to the ground unconscious and paralysed. Mortenson passed away
  just as the ambulance he was travelling in reached the nearby hospital. (To add to the confusion, a second man bearing the name, Martin Edward Mortenson, also entered the scene claiming to be
  Marilyns true biological father. When he died of a heart attack on Tuesday 10 February 1981, aged 83, in Riverside, California, a copy of Norma Jeanes birth certificate was found
  among his possessions.)


  The actresss mother had become besotted with the stout, dark-haired Gifford during his stint in charge of the day shift at Consolidated Film Industries in early 1925. Giffords
  employment with the motion picture plant Thomas H. Ince Studios in Culver City had recently been terminated and his wife, Lillian Priester, was suing him for divorce. Her claims against him (he
  associated himself with low-life women, was addicted to narcotic drugs and had beaten her on numerous occasions) made it abundantly clear what kind of man he was. In an attempt to rebuild his life
  and earn some useful dollars, Gifford took a post at Consolidated as a hypo-shooter and developer and, within months, had worked his way up to the position of superintendent of
  the night crew. By the spring, the pair were having an affair and on Wednesday 6 May, his divorce became final. Twenty days later, on Tuesday 26 May, Gladys walked out on her husband, Mortensen.
  Her intention was clear to everyone; she had set her sights on becoming the next Mrs Gifford. However, he saw Gladys as just another fling and, by Christmas Eve 1925, had tired of it and promptly
  fled. But there was a catch: Gladys was now three months pregnant. Norma Jeane would become that child.


  The idea of placing Norma Jeane with neighbours Albert and Ida Bolender on Sunday 13 June 1926, just 12 days after the babys birth, came from Gladyss mother, Della. She had asked
  the couple, who lived across the road at 215 Rhode Island Avenue in Inglewood, Los Angeles County, to watch over her granddaughter while she travelled to South America to reconcile with her
  husband.


  Contrary to the long-held belief that Gladys totally abandoned her daughter, she actually resided with Norma Jeane at the property and dutifully paid Albert and Ida $25 a month rent. Della knew
  Gladys and Norma Jeane would be in good hands and that a visit to them would always be just a short distance away. Mrs Baker [i.e. Gladys] was with me, Ida confirmed in 1956.
  She stayed in Hollywood when working nights as a negative cutter, and stayed with me while working days . . . She [Norma Jeane] was never neglected and always dressed nicely. Her mother
  supported her all the time and bought all her clothes.


  Incontestable proof that both Gladys and her daughter lived under the Bolenders roof can be found in an official census of Inglewood Township, Los Angeles County (enumeration district no.
  19). Details of that Rhode Island Avenue house, as registered on Tuesday 1 April 1930, revealed that, besides Gladys and Norma Jeane, the other occupiers of the building were Albert, aged 46, Ida,
  42 and their son Lester, 3. (Albert made a mistake when he filled out the form, noting Gladys as being 27 years of age and Norma Jeane as 63.)


  In spite of his carefree, unconcerned exterior, Gifford did not (despite what we have been told before) wash his hands of the child. When Norma Jeane was just one or two years old, after
  learning of the childs placement with the Bolenders, the concerned father actually came forward and tried to adopt her. However, Gladys now despised the man; still smarting at how he had
  absconded during her pregnancy, she was having none of it and his request was denied.


  With the Bolenders ably watching over her child, Gladys returned to work at the Consolidated Film Industries. Each Saturday she would take her child on an
  outing, usually a walking tour to the streets outside the movie stars homes in the Hollywood hills. Another of Gladyss favourite journeys was to the recently opened Graumans
  Chinese Theater on Hollywood Boulevard, famous for its red-carpet movie premieres. Norma Jeane and her mother would stare down adoringly at the world-famous foot and hand prints captured in cement
  outside the building. Norma Jeane would intently place her small hands and feet over the imprints.


  Despite her mothers warmest intentions to display love and affection to her daughter, however, Norma Jeane would forlornly recall Gladys only as the woman with red hair or
  the pretty woman who never smiled. She did not regard her as her real mother. In her primary years, she looked upon Ida and Albert as her true parents and would call them
  Mama and Daddy.


  It is intriguing to see how often Monroes childhood has been portrayed in despondent, dull, quite depressing tones, insisting that she was, for the better part of her young life, unloved,
  unpopular and poor. The truth is that, from birth until she was eight years old, Norma Jeane lived in only one place, the cosy yet austere, old-fashioned six-room home in the middle-class city of
  Inglewood belonging to the devoutly Catholic Albert and Ida Bolender. Even as far back as 1952, Hollywood spokespeople were dramatising Marilyns upbringing at the Bolenders by saying
  that she was pounded with religious precepts that dictated damnation for her slightest transgression, brainwashed into thinking that drinking, smoking and dancing was the works of the
  devil, made to promise shed never drink or swear, ordered to scrub and polish the houses floors and forced to attend church several times a week. True, the young girl
  did attend church with the Bolenders, but quite happily.


  However, some truly disturbing incidents did happen to her in that time. First, in July 1927, her grandmother Della attempted to smother her with a pillow. For no perceptible reason, she walked
  over to the Bolenders home in a state of complete undress, smashed her way in through the glass in the front door and made an unprovoked attack on the young child. The ramifications from the
  incident were immense. A few weeks later, on Thursday 4 August, she was committed to Norwalks Metropolitan State Hospital where, just 19 days afterwards, she died of a heart attack. She was
  found to be suffering from manic-depressive psychosis.


  The second incident came when Gladys attempted to murder her. Her mother tried to kill her three times, Marilyns third husband, playwright Arthur Miller, shockingly revealed
  in an April 1968 interview for the BBC. Her mother was quite mad. Throughout most of her life, Marilyn often remarked how she could still vividly recall these horrific encounters.


  Due to the highly dependable statements of both Miller and the Bolenders, I believe these events did happen; most of the other accusations about Norma Jeanes
  time with the family were, however, untrue. People like to make things sensational, Nancy, the youngest Bolender sibling and by then the only surviving family member, admitted in
  1996. Because she [Norma Jeane] was moved around later, they want to make it sound like it was all awful, but it wasnt. She was happy in our home. Over the ensuing
  years, Nancy naturally became resentful and angry about the way Monroes time in Inglewood was inaccurately portrayed. In a 1966 interview for the Daily Breeze newspaper, Ida Bolender
  added, When my mother was alive, she was very upset about it. We treated her [Marilyn] like our own child because we loved her.


  Quite possibly, the only accusation one could hurl at the Bolenders was that Norma Jeane was inadvertently made to feel like an outsider in their home. For instance, during the regular,
  once-a-week bath time, the children would all share the same water and, according to her, she would always bathe last. Another example came on Christmas Day morning 1926, when she happily made her
  way over to her first gift-laden festive tree. Aware that she was going to receive a present from Albert and Ida, she waited patiently for her turn while the other children unwrapped their
  expensive gifts of huge toys and bicycles. However, when her present was brought out, it was nothing more than a cheap trinket purchased from the five and ten cent (nickel and dime) store.
  Frantically, she tried to hide her dejection. She knew then that she was regarded as an outcast in the family. (Marilyn often remarked how extremely vivid her memories as a young child were.
  I can remember when I was just six months old, she once admitted. I know youre not supposed to, but I do.)


  Norma Jeane was, in general, lovingly doted on by Ida and her husband, Albert, a postman by trade. In time, she went on to enjoy a warm relationship with the dwellings five other
  siblings, Lester, Mumsey, Alvina, Noel and Nancy. She grew particularly close to Lester. Norma Jeane also relished normal schoolgirl activities, such as playing hopscotch, learning the piano and
  (from December 1933, at 7.30 each Friday evening) listening to her favourite radio show, The Lone Ranger, starring Earle W. Graser. (It has long since entered Marilyn folklore that she also
  used to enjoy tuning in to The Green Hornet during this time, but that is incorrect. The show did not reach American radio until January 1936, by which time she was living away from the
  Bolenders home.)


  Other pleasurable pursuits for the young child were her frequent visits to the cinema and her play-acting the role of a detective, prowling up and down the nearby streets, intently jotting down
  the numbers of the local motor car licence plates. Gambolling with her small black and white dog, Tippy, was another favourite pastime. However, their time together was cut short when the pet was
  tragically sliced in two by Raymond J. Ernest, her hoe-wielding next-door neighbour, who became enraged over the dogs incessant barking. I loved that dog,
  Marilyn sorrowfully announced, and he loved me. He was the only one who did love me in all those years. I told him everything.


  Deprivation was an occasional occurrence for Norma Jeane. Once, when she requested from her mother a white pair of shoes, she was given a black pair instead, because they were cheaper. Yet in
  her posthumously published, ghost-written, highly embellished 1974 book, My Story, on the subject of her childhood, Marilyn paradoxically wrote, When I look back on those days, I
  remember, in fact, that they were full of all sorts of fun and excitement. I played games in the sun and ran races.


  In 1962, she reminisced to American show business columnist Bob Thomas, When I was five, I think thats when I started wanting to be an actress. I loved to play. I didnt like
  the world around me because it was kind of grim. Two years later, at the age of seven, Norma Jeane became fascinated by screen actress Jean Harlow. I had white hair, she
  recalled. I was a real towhead and she was the first grown-up lady I had ever seen who had white hair like mine.


  In July 1934, Norma Jeane and her mother moved out of the Bolenders home. Using money saved from her job as a negative film cutter, and an advance from the California
  Mortgage Company at Long Beach, Gladys managed to put down a payment on a three-bedroom, six-room bungalow situated at 6812 Arbol Drive, a short distance away from the world-famous concert venue,
  the Hollywood Bowl. It was a pretty little house, Marilyn recalled in 1961, with quite a few rooms. But there was no furniture in it, except for two cots that we slept on, a
  small kitchen table and two kitchen chairs. The living room was entirely empty, but I didnt mind. It was a very pretty room.


  The houses most prized fixture was an early 20th century white baby grand piano, a belated eighth birthday present from Gladys to her daughter. Previously owned by eminent Tinseltown
  actor Fredric March, it had been secretly secured by Gladys at an auction of his household effects (although others say she actually purchased it on credit, along with the other furniture in the
  home). After several weeks, Marilyn continued, my mother came home from work in a truck. I watched two men carry in the first furniture she had bought for our house. It was a
  wonderful-looking white piano. It was put in the living room. There wasnt any piano bench. It just stood there by itself. Neither my mother nor I could play it. But it looked very beautiful
  to me . . . I always remembered the white piano. I saw it in my mind every night as I grew up.


  Procuring hospitalisation and life insurance and even paying regular deposits of money into her bank account for emergencies, Gladys seized every means possible to ensure her
  daughters new-found home life would be permanent. Marilyn excitedly recalled how, during this period, she and her mother would attend all the openings at the Coconut Grove in the Ambassador
  Hotel, positioning themselves outside to watch the glamorous stars arrive. Sometimes they would wait for several hours until the movie ended just to see a very special favourite of theirs walk by.
  Unfortunately, it was at this point that another truly harrowing incident in the young childs life occurred.


  In the second half of November 1934, to safeguard further the life she had envisioned for her daughter, Gladys decided to raise extra money by renting out three rooms of her house to a married
  English couple; people who were employed in the Hollywood film industry. The woman was working on the fringe, earning a wage as a movie extra. It has often been stated that her husband was Mr
  Kimmel, the stand-in for the Academy Award-winning 20th Century-Fox actor, George Arliss. In fact he was 45-year-old, London-born Murray Kinnell, who had been instrumental in acquiring actress
  Bette Daviss first big break in the movies. By the time he and his wife moved in, Kinnells main claim to fame was as a co-star to Arliss on five of his productions, namely Old
  English (1930), A Successful Calamity and The Man Who Played God (both 1932), Voltaire (1933) and The House of Rothschild (in 1934). A suggestion by Marilyn
  biographer Donald Spoto that actor George Atkinson was the boarder was inaccurate; he and Arliss worked together only once, in 1929 on the film Disraeli, some five years prior to the time
  Gladys and her daughter moved into the property.


  However, Norma Jeane would not see the Kinnells as stars of the silver screen. Instead, she would view them as nothing but unpleasant, foul-mouthed alcoholics. The problems began soon after the
  couple moved in. Her already frail self-confidence was shattered further when the uncouth thespians asked if she would perform a dance for them. Suggestions of the Spanish fandango, the hula-hula
  and the sailors hornpipe were offered. She agreed. But instead of applause, they laughed. Further attempts to appease Kinnell and his wife were greeted with similar callous rebuffs, and in
  turn, Norma Jeane would come to expect identical putdowns from each new set of adults she would confront. And one afternoon in January 1935, just six months after moving into the delightful new
  home, eight-year-old Norma Jeane horrifyingly, in her own, rather embellished words, found out about sex without asking any questions.


  She recounted the shocking, life-changing tale as follows: I was passing his room when his door opened and he came out. I literally collided with him . . . I tried to see beyond him, but
  there was nothing to look at but this monstrous man standing in the doorway . . . He said quietly, Please come in here, Norma. As Marilyn remembered,
  Kinnell closed and locked the door behind the cowering young girl, who stood motionless and stared back at the man.


  
    
      When he put his arms around me, I kicked and fought as hard as I could but I didnt make any sound. He was stronger than I was and wouldnt let me go. He kept
      whispering to me to be a good girl. Ill be just a moment washing my hands, he said, as if my being there was an everyday matter. He came towards me, his hands outstretched,
      palms upward, as if pleading with me that, whatever he might have in mind to do to me, his hands were clean . . . .He then picked me up bodily, carried me to the sofa beyond the chair,
      sat down on it and dropped me into his lap. Just take it easy and keep your mouth shut, kid and I wont have to get rough with you. I tried to console myself by remembering
      scenes in which little girls I knew were placed in this special place by fond fathers. I myself had missed such a demonstration of fatherly affection, so was it possibly coming to me now? A
      moment later one of those enormous hands was travelling the way of the Ashman, only it was a hand much firmer and more determined in its course . . . I cried out lustily with my pain, but it
      appeared to make that relentless hand more determined.

    

  


  Thankfully for the child, the torment soon ended. When he unlocked the door and let me out, I ran to tell my aunt [i.e. her mother] to tell what Mr. Kinnell had done, she recalled.
  But when she came face-to-face with Gladys, she was unable to fully explain what had happened. Her traumatic experience had precipitated a stammer. I want to tell you something, about Mr.
  Kinnell. He . . . he . . . 


  However, her mother was uninterested and moved swiftly to interrupt her troubled daughter. She smacked her across her mouth. Take this for lying about a friend of mine. Dont you
  dare say anything against Mr. Kinnell, Gladys screamed. Hes a fine man. Hes my star boarder. The actor walked out of his room, handed Norma Jeane a nickel and
  told her to go and buy herself an ice cream. She picked up the coin, threw it back at his face and ran out of the house. Marilyn later revealed that that night, when recalling the horrendous
  incident, she cried herself to sleep and wanted to die.


  A week later, the family, including Mr Kinnell, went to a religious revival meeting in a tent, Marilyn recalled to the London Observer in 1958. My aunt [i.e. mother]
  insisted I come along. The tent was jammed. Everybody was listening to the evangelist. Suddenly he called on all the sinners in the tent to come up and repent. I rushed up ahead
  of everyone else and started to tell him about my sin. I fell on my knees and began to tell about Mr Kinnell and how he had molested me in his room. But other sinners started wailing about their
  sins and drowned me out. I looked back and saw Mr Kinnell standing among the non-sinners praying loudly and devoutly for God to forgive the sins of others. She was innocent, yet had been
  abused and discarded like a piece of soiled linen.


  Its worth noting that  regardless of what we have been led to believe in the past, thanks mainly to the actresss somewhat inflated recollections  Marilyn was
  not raped during the incident. Her first husband, James Dougherty, was among those who would verify the fact, saying he knew it was a lie on their wedding night. She was a virgin, as
  I soon found out, he recalled in 1976. Eight years earlier, in a conversation with American reporter Darwin Porter, he had gone one step further by explicitly confirming that her
  delicate threshold had never been crossed before. In fact, Norma Jeane went into her marriage to 21-year-old Dougherty in 1942 so ignorant of sex that her aunt Ana had to purchase for her a
  guide book of useful tips for the bride-to-be.


  And there were doubts about the tales legitimacy. Over the years, she told me three different versions of the same story, forgetting what she had said previously,
  Marilyns close friend, room-mate and fellow actress Shelley Winters once admitted. In time, I think Marilyn could no longer distinguish between what was real and what wasnt . .
  . Dont get me wrong, I loved the girl dearly, but the biographers of Marilyns early life each bought into her fantasy.


  Whatever the precise details, the story goes that, immediately after this traumatic event, Norma Jeane began suffering from insomnia and night terrors. Along with her other childhood frights,
  the occurrence would return to haunt her in twisted shapes during her briefest snatches of slumber. Later in life, Marilyn compensated for her inability or disinclination to rest by reading or
  talking to friends or colleagues, usually by way of late-night phone calls. Also, before she attempted any kind of slumber she would place her pillows over her telephones. She did this for two
  reasons: first, pillows served as a frightening reminder of the suffocation attempt; and second, in order to avoid the risk of having her sleep disturbed she would sometimes (but not always) place
  her head rests in that position to deaden the noise of any possible telephone rings.


  Naturally, Gladys was also distressed by the assault. On Tuesday 15 January 1935, her brave new attempts at motherhood came to a shuddering halt when she suffered a nervous breakdown,
  precipitated no doubt by her continuing failure as a mother and the molestation of her child, and was forced to move out of their new home. But there was another reason
  why she had to do so. A fact that has been somewhat lost over the ensuing years is that, in the opening weeks of 1935, shortly after the incident with the young child, actor George Arliss left
  Hollywood to travel to Paris to shoot the movie Cardinal Richelieu with Maureen OSullivan. Naturally his co-star and close friend, Kinnell, travelled too. The loss of Kinnells
  rent money was so significant that Gladys had no option but to relinquish the premises and move into other, more squalid accommodation.


  In a 1956 interview, Marilyn revealed she could remember the precise moment when her mothers fragile mind finally snapped. I will never forget how my mother stabbed a friend in
  front of me as I sat crying, she recalled.


  The incident she was recalling occurred when, late one evening, Gladys sat talking with her good friend, divorcee Grace Atchison McKee. The pair were working together at Columbia Pictures: McKee
  as film librarian, Gladys as a film cutter. Their encounter became heated when Gladys accused Grace of trying to poison her. She lunged at her with a kitchen knife and stabbed her. The police were
  called and Gladys was immediately escorted to Californias Norwalk State Asylum, where she was diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia. Gladys spent much of the next 35 years in various
  institutions; despite making monthly provisions for her care in 1953 when, after months of allowing the press to believe that both of her parents were dead, the true details of Marilyns
  parentage became known, the actress rarely contacted or visited her mother. On Monday 26 October, however, Marilyn created a trust fund for Gladys, to which she transferred 100 shares of preferred
  stocks of Marilyn Monroe Productions, Inc.


  With Gladys now institutionalised, Norma Jeane had once again lost her mother. No one will ever quite understand the warmth and sweetness between my mother and me until
  the day the police broke into our house and plucked her out of my life, Marilyn would later recall. Unsurprisingly, Grace was installed as both guardian of the child and custodian of
  Gladyss estate. Her home and the furniture within were promptly sold off, except for the white baby grand piano, which was held for Norma Jeane by Graces aunt Ana.


  Naturally, the child moved in with McKee. However, their time together was short: just seven months. In 1962 Marilyn recalled, Grace was my legal guardian . . . But when she remarried all
  of a sudden the house became too small and someone had to go and you can guess who that someone was. On Monday 9 September 1935, she packed my clothes and took me to her car. We drove and drove
  without her ever saying a word.


  When we came to a red brick building she stopped the car and we walked up the stairs to the entrance of the building. At the entrance there was this big black sign
  with bright gold lettering . . . emptiness came over me. My feet absolutely couldnt move on the sidewalk. The sign read Orphan Asylum  The Los Angeles Childrens Home
  Society. I began to cry, Please, please dont make me go inside. Im not an orphan. My mothers not dead. Im not an orphan. My mothers just sick and
  cant take care of me.


  The building has often been depicted as a shabby, run-down wreck. In fact it was a fine, well-kept 18th-century style mansion. At the front of the privately endowed, 24-year-old building, in the
  middle of a large playing field, there was a flag pole on which the Stars and Stripes proudly flew. At the rear, there were five acres of land, on which the children could run and play. Visitors,
  keen to see where the young Marilyn lived and expecting to discover a dingy, dirty, depressing-looking place, were shocked to find the orphanage was sparklingly clean and extremely
  well-equipped.


  Norma Jeane became child number 3463. The young girl later learnt that Grace McKee cried all day afterwards. When a little girl feels lost and lonely and thinks nobody wants her,
  its something she doesnt forget as long as she lives, Marilyn remarked in 1958. I think I wanted more than anything in the world to be loved. Love to me then and now
  means being wanted and when my aunt Grace put me in that place, the whole world around me crumbled. It seemed nobody wanted me, not even my mothers best friend.


  Unsurprisingly, no doubt borne out of the horrifying suffocation attempt, the molestation and the deep-rooted realisation that no one wanted her, Norma Jeanes stammer continued to blight
  her. The day they brought me there [the orphanage], after they pulled me in, crying and screaming, suddenly there I was in the large dining room with a hundred kids sitting there eating, and
  they were all staring at me. So I stopped crying right away [and] I stuttered. Her speech impediment became so bad that she could not even finish her sentences. In a 1955 discussion with the
  American columnist Maurice Zolotow, Marilyn recalled, I guess you might say I gave up talking for a long while. I used to be so embarrassed in school. I thought Id die whenever a
  teacher called upon me. I always had the feeling of not wanting to open my mouth, that anything I said would be wrong or stupid. One day, the young girl managed to escape from the orphanage.
  However, her attempt to flee was thwarted by a policeman who immediately escorted her back.


  Each day at the institute began at 6am and before the 60 other children went off to school, they would have to do their chores. We each had a bed, a chair, and a
  locker, Marilyn remembered (although officials for the orphanage would dispute her account of daily life there). Everything had to be very clean and perfect because of inspection. And
  I worked in the kitchen, washing dishes. There were a hundred of us, so I washed a hundred plates and all those spoons and forks. I did these three times a day, seven days a week. But it
  wasnt so bad. It was worse to scrub out the toilets.


  Dressed in a blue dress and white shirt-waist, Norma Jeane earned five cents a month for cleaning those dishes, one penny of which went into a Sunday church collection plate. The remaining cent
  allowed the young girl a little childish luxury: a ribbon for her hair. Despite her solitary attempt at fleeing, Norma Jeanes conduct in the orphanage was best described as prim and
  proper. An early report on her time at the institution read, Norma Jeanes behaviour is normal and she is bright and sunshiny. Grace McKee visited the child every week
  and regularly handed over clothes and gifts. Thanks to her constant support, many close to Marilyn would see McKee as an unsung hero in the womans life. (Later, she would even pay for the
  girls singing and dancing lessons.)


  Norma Jeane slept at nights in a room crammed with 27 beds, and as a prize for good behaviour the children could work their way up to the honour bed. But her own time in the
  rooms most comfortable berth was short-lived. One morning, the actress recalled, I was late and was putting on my shoes when the matron said, Come
  downstairs! I tried to tell her I was tying my shoes, but she said, Back to the 27th bed.


  The festive season was always a poignant time for the young child. In 1951, Marilyn remembered, When Christmas came there was a big tree and all the kids in the house got presents but me.
  One of the kids gave me an orange. I can remember that Christmas day, eating that orange all by myself . . . and I could look up and see the RKO [film studios] water tower. I cried because I knew
  my mother had worked there. I think that was when I decided that some day, I would be an actress and maybe I would get inside that studio.


  Norma Jeanes veneer of self-confidence naturally became increasingly vulnerable and seemingly began to crack apart at the slightest repulse. For instance, during her second Christmas at
  the orphanage, she was given a part in a school play, but lost it when her current teacher, fearing she would forget her lines and embarrass the class, asked the person in charge of the production
  to give the part to someone else. Another knock-back to her confidence came one Easter when she was on a stage for the first time, at the Hollywood Bowl as one of 50 black-robed youngsters forming
  a cross.


  We all had on white tunics under the black robes, Marilyn recalled in 1951, and at a given signal we were supposed to throw off the robes, changing the
  cross from black to white. But I got so interested in the people, the orchestra and the hills that I forgot to watch the conductor for the signal and there I was; the only black mark on a white
  cross. As she grew older, Norma Jeane became tall and gawky with short, straw-like hair. Her manner was still described as hesitant, shy and scared, and she still suffered from her
  stammer.


  On Saturday 26 June 1937, Norma Jeane left the orphanage and briefly moved back in with Grace McKee, who at this time was living with her husband, amateur inventor Erwin
  Doc Silliman Goddard, in a small town near Los Angeles. Despite being most welcoming, they had their faults. With little prospect of being properly fed, due to Graces new and
  quite unexpected penny-pinching ways, the young child would while away the hours in the local food stores, picking up whatever items she could and consuming them when no one, in particular the
  proprietor, was watching. She favoured stores selling fruit, particularly small peaches, cherries and plums. Acquisitions not eaten on the spot, such as the extremely large Wolf River apples, were
  discreetly hidden in her apron and transported home for consumption later. As Marilyn horrifyingly recalled, he [Erwin] was terribly strict. He brought me up harshly, and corrected me in a
  way I think they never should have; with a leather strap. (Its worth pointing out that, despite the account of a previous Monroe biographer, at no point during his time with the young
  child did Goddard ever sexually molest the young child.)


  Legend has it that, when news of what happened leaked out, Norma Jeane was palmed off to another foster home and thus found herself, during a three-month period, embarking on a
  nightmarish roller-coaster ride of 11 different foster homes and successive real-life horror stories such as being scalded for merely flushing the toilet at night. But that was completely untrue.
  After the orphans home, child carer Ida Bolender revealed in 1956, Norma Jeane stayed with Aunt Ana and Grace McKee Goddard until she got married . . . I dont
  know where those stories came from about her staying in 12 foster homes.


  So, just where did this tale start and, most importantly, why? To answer these questions we must go forward to Tuesday 1 January 1952, when a new year was dawning and a pristine mens
  calendar was being pinned to the walls of garages, warehouses and barbershops across America. Represented on each was the colour photograph of a beautiful young lady, lying nude across a red velvet
  drape. The female in question was Hollywoods hottest new movie star, Marilyn Monroe.


  When news of it reached 20th Century-Fox, the studio to which she was contracted, and RKO Pictures, the producers of her latest movie, the drama Clash By Night, a
  crisis of epic proportions was almost reached. Studio heads attempted at first to dismiss it, but that was not easy to do. America in the early 1950s was a country rife with strait-laced public
  morals. As panic began to intensify, RKO even contemplated delaying the release of their new film because of it. A strategy was urgently needed.


  Following a hastily called meeting between one of the movies producers, Jerry Wald, studio executives and the actress herself, an exercise in damage limitation was decided upon and
  39-year-old, Montana-born UPI Hollywood film columnist Aline Mosby was drafted in to help. Between them, in an attempt to gain public sympathy, a story about how Marilyn did the nude shoot simply
  because she was broke and needed the money badly following a sorrowful upbringing in a string of foster homes was hastily concocted. They figured that nobody on earth could be angry
  or disgusted by the sad tale of a young girl who had been forced to exploit her body just to survive.


  The story confirming that Marilyn was in fact the nude on the calendar was released to the American press on Tuesday 11 March 1952. It appeared one day later. As Mosby wrote:


  
    
      A photograph of a beautiful nude blonde on a 1952 calendar is hanging in garages and barbershops all over the nation today. Marilyn Monroe admitted today that the beauty is
      she. Oh, the calendars hanging in garages all over town, said Marilyn. Why deny it? You can get one any place. Besides, Im not ashamed of it. Ive done
      nothing wrong. . . . In 1949, she was just another scared young blonde, struggling to find fame in the magic city, and all alone. As a child she lived in a Hollywood orphanage. She was
      pushed around among twelve sets of foster parents before she turned an insecure sixteen.

    

  


  This first part of the narrative was quite true. The session, in a cramped Los Angeles studio belonging to photographer Tom Kelley, had taken place on Friday 27 May 1949. Twelve years later,
  Monroe recalled truthfully, I was hungry. I needed the $50 . . . Id do it again if I had to. Since she was too embarrassed to pose during the day, the pictures had to be taken
  at night.


  Modelling jobs were few and far between then, she remarked in another March 1952 interview. I had some modelling jobs but not enough to pay the bills. There was this
  photographer [Kelley] I had worked for and he kept telling me he would pay me $50 if I posed in the nude as a calendar girl. I kept telling him, No, thanks. Not
  that there was anything wrong in posing for a calendar, but it just wasnt something I would do. But when I had no work and no money, out of desperation, I called him up and said,
  Kelley, I need that $50 but promise you wont tell anyone. He promised no one would know except for his wife, who was also his assistant.


  Her reasons for doing the shoot had escalated by the time she met the Hollywood columnist Louella Parsons one month later. The truth is, I was not only one month behind in my rent but
  four months, Marilyn announced. I expected to be thrown out in the street. I didnt have enough money even to eat, and when Tom Kelley asked me to pose, I was glad to
  accept.


  The session took three hours, Kelley admitted to the American Weekly in 1955. I must have stood about ten feet above her. She was lying on the floor. When it
  came to signing the model release form, due to her nervousness, embarrassment and attempts at anonymity, she signed her name as Mona Monroe. I sold all my rights in it [the
  pictures] for a lousy $500, the photographer solemnly announced. A guy out in Chicago, John Baumgarth, he made a fortune on it. Sold close to 8,000,000 calendars! (In fact two
  different Marilyn Monroe nude calendars were released: one entitled Golden Dream, the other A New Wrinkle. The former was the bigger seller.)


  Four and a half years on, in December 1953, a new mens magazine appeared on the American news-stands. It was called Playboy. Its creator was Hugh Hefner. The first issue sold over
  54,000 copies, an amazing tally for a new journal with no advance publicity. The startling sales of that first copy can be attributed to Hefners good fortune of finding an exceptional
  double-page, centrepiece Sweetheart Of The Month photo to lure Americas hot-blooded males to the news-stand. Inside that maiden edition was Kelleys photo of the nude
  22-year-old Monroe lying outstretched across a red velvet sheet.


  However, the second half of Mosbys March 1952 report, the part about twelve sets of foster parents, was far from the truth. This had actually been unveiled to the American
  public in the Cedar Rapids Gazette newspaper, among others, nine weeks earlier on Sunday 7 January 1952, just six days after the calendar first appeared. In the article, Mosby wrote,
  Marilyn had eleven sets of foster parents before she was 16. She was shunted from one set to the next, unloved and unwanted. Hastily prepared comments by the actress accompanied the
  piece. Theyd keep me for six months, or a year, she declared, then theyd say, You make me nervous, and the county would find me another home. The
  families I lived with were all poor.


  The true catalyst of Marilyns foster-home stories was in fact her adopted sister, Beebe Goddard, a girl who truly did encounter an unhappy childhood and a string of
  different guardians. (Marilyns last encounter with Goddard took place in June 1953, when the actress celebrated her 27th birthday.) During their occasional encounters, Goddard held Monroe
  captive with her mournful tales. The actress would later use these as the nucleus for the grand deception perpetrated by herself, Fox and RKO.


  Indeed, aside from the revisionist work of Marilyns overzealous Hollywood publicists, a great part of this misinterpretation of the truth  as we know  regrettably came from
  Monroe herself, who enjoyed perpetuating the myth of what a poor, sad, orphaned girl from a deprived background could achieve. In June 1952, with the Hollywood news wires awash with the news that
  the actress was an orphan, Marilyn came clean  possibly out of guilt  and exclusively revealed to the Hollywood columnist Erskine Johnson that Gladys was still alive and that, after
  urging from Fox, she was actually helping to support her. Her confession just happened to coincide with Redbook magazines current article on the actress, entitled
  Orphans Life, in which they naturally focused on the sad loss of Marilyns parents. However, the actress was unrepentant about the misleading information she had
  contributed and drafted a note to the publications editor, Wade Nichols, telling him so. In part, it read, I frankly did not feel wrong in withholding from you the fact that my mother
  is still alive . . . Since we have never known each other intimately and have never enjoyed the normal relationship of mother.


  In 1955, Life magazines Hollywood correspondent Ezra Goodman was another writer to face a brick wall when attempting to decipher the conflicting stories about Marilyns
  formative years. Due to the conspiracy of silence still surrounding it, he encountered first-hand the many people who were determined to either hinder his research or complicate matters. As he
  wrote in his finished article, much of what she and her publicists have said about her past simply do not ring true. The truth is, as her future publicist, Arthur P.
  Jacobs, would recall, she loved to create gossip. She didnt need Confidential magazine; she touted her own dirty linen.


  She made up those stories to win the public sympathy, her first husband, James Dougherty, corroborated in 1968. When she was revealed as the model who had posed for that
  nude calendar hanging in every mens toilet, in every garage in America, she got the sympathy vote. The deceit worked. Public sympathy was achieved, a new legion of fans gained and,
  with all the extra publicity, crowds flocked to see Clash By Night when it was released in June 1952. To this day, fans, historians, documentary makers and movie columnists repeat how
  Marilyn grew up as an orphan in a succession of foster homes. On both counts, that was totally incorrect. In fact, in September 1937, at the age of 11, Norma Jeane was moved to
  West Los Angeles to live with Grace McKees childless 62-year-old aunt, Ana Lower. It was there that she finally found the warmth and maternal affection she had so badly been deprived of.


  This woman was the greatest influence on my whole life, Marilyn recalled in a 1962 interview with photographer George Barris. I called her aunt Ana. The love I have today
  for beautiful and simple things is because of her. She was the only person I ever really loved with such a deep love you can give only to someone so kind, so good and so full of love for me. One of
  the reasons why I loved her was because of her understanding of what really mattered in life . . . She was quite a person . . . She didnt believe in sickness or disease or death. She
  didnt believe in a person being a failure either. She believed the mind could achieve anything. She changed my whole life.


  Inside Lowers home was an item she had retained for Norma Jeane, the one symbol of life with her mother: her white baby grand piano. Lessons for the instrument began anew. Aunt Ana taught
  the young Monroe how to play the one-fingered piano waltz Chopsticks.


  Marilyns reunion with the instrument was brief and, as her career began to blossom, she once more found herself estranged from it. But not for long. In 1962 she recalled, I got my
  first good part, in The Asphalt Jungle (1950), and I had enough money to do what Id always dreamed of doing. I started looking for that white piano. I went to all the warehouses and
  old auction rooms in Los Angeles and after a month I found it. It was just as white and beautiful as ever, I knew it was the same piano because Fredric Marchs name was engraved on it. I
  bought it for $100 and took it home. It stood in my room for several years without a piano bench, just a white piano I couldnt play. The instrument would nevertheless stay by the
  actresss side, coast to coast, house to house, marriage to marriage, for the remainder of her short life. To her, it symbolised the permanency of a home and the family security she never
  had.


  In September 1938, the miracle of Normas young physique ripening into womanhood arrived, and with it came a change in her fortunes. A survival instinct instilled in her
  made her aware that her frame, while wearing a borrowed tight white sweater, was attracting an unusual amount of attention: envious glances from other girls and desire in boys. The change in the
  attitude of the latter was startling; their previous gibes of Norma Jeane, string bean had changed into appreciative wolf-whistles.


  The boys knew better than to get fresh with me, Marilyn recollected in 1953. The most they ever got was a good-night kiss. In her posthumously published 1974 book,
  My Story, she wrote, I wasnt aware of anything sexual in their new liking for me . . . I didnt think of my body as having anything to do with sex.
  It was more like a friend who had mysteriously appeared in my life, a sort of new friend. She was now attracting the attention she had so desperately wished for.


  In 1941, at the age of 15, because of aunt Anas advancing years and ill-health, Norma Jeane was forced to move again  back to the home of Grace McKee and Erwin
  Goddard, who by this time were living in a rambling bungalow on Odessa Street in Van Nuys, California. During her stay there she met Goddards 11-year-old daughter, Nona Jeannette, who later
  became famous as the Columbia Pictures movie star Jody Lawrance. I remember she was a shy, introverted little girl, Lawrance recalled to reporter Ezra Goodman in 1955. We made
  a tree house with boards in a pepper tree in our front yard. We used to crawl up there when we thought wed get in trouble. We knew my father and stepmother could not climb up there. That
  tree house was our escape. Local boys on bicycles would happily drop by and watch while Norma Jeane hung upside-down from the tree. I used to look like a monkey, she remembered
  in 1952. I guess I was a little shy about coming down but I did get down to the curb . . . I would ask the boys, Can I ride your bike now? And theyd say,
  Sure, and Id go zooming, laughing in the wind, riding down the block. Theyd all stand around and wait till I came back.


  In 1942, due to Erwins job transfer, the Goddards were forced to move to West Virginia and they were unable (or unwilling) to take Norma Jeane with them. So she was faced with a dilemma.
  Id had enough of the orphanage, she remarked, more than enough. What could I do? So I got married. Graces matrimonial eye soon chanced upon their
  21-year-old neighbour, James Dougherty, an employee at Lockheed Aircraft. Their marriage, at 8.30pm on Friday 19 June 1942, was held at the home of the Goddards close friends, Mr and Mrs
  Chester Howell, because of its winding staircase, similar to those which appear in the movies. Grace made the arrangements for the wedding just prior to her departure for West Virginia. Ana Lower
  gave the bride away. She was the only representative of Norma Jeanes family present. It was, in truth, a marriage of convenience.


  It was shortly after Marilyns divorce from Dougherty in 1946, and when she was taking her first tentative steps in Hollywood, that she was introduced to tranquillisers. During her early
  teens, along with the miracle of new-found happiness and burgeoning womanhood, had come the agony of menstruation. For several unaided years, Marilyn endured violent cramps and excruciating stomach
  tortures until one day, to help ease her discomfort and to aid with her sleep, she was handed some barbiturates. Initially she consumed Seconal. Other, more fashionable
  tranquillisers such as Miltown, Equanil and Librium followed. However, Nembutal soon became her drug of choice.


  Marilyn first took the pills in October 1947, when she was at 20th Century-Fox shooting her brief walk-on part in the Jeanne Crane/Dan Dailey romantic musical You Were Meant For Me. (The
  role would end up on the cutting-room floor.) Although it was the actresss third for the studio, no one really expected her to linger in the industry. As Fox photographer Leon Shamroy, who
  shot her first screen test, once disparagingly remarked, When you analyse Marilyn, she is not good looking, had a bad nose, bad posture and her figure is too obvious. She has a bad profile.
  Hers is a phoney sex. Even her first acting agent, Harry Lipton, was heard to comment, She was thought of as a joke by many people and that hurt her badly.


  I was fired from Fox at 22, and fired from Columbia at 23, Monroe recalled in 1953. They told me I should go home. Along with her intermittent physical pains, the
  horrifying thought that her chosen profession might well be a fleeting one was enough to direct the actress towards pills. She needed help to alleviate her anxieties. Slowly and imperceptibly her
  life began to be centred on these drugs; nobody outside her immediate circle of friends was aware of just how many pills she was beginning to pop, not only during the day but also at night.
  Subsequently, they began to transform both her emotions and thinking processes.


  As with all barbiturate addicts, alterations in Marilyns personality began to take place, sometimes manifesting themselves in violent outbursts aimed towards either her family, friends or
  colleagues, while at other times she seemed crazy, eccentric and peculiar. By the 1950s, if you were a star of her calibre, you could get away with such behaviour. But she also had good days when
  she was sparkling and radiant and seemed absolutely fine to those around her. Such dramatic personality changes are typical of those living under the influence of Nembutal.


  The lure of alcohol had already beckoned for Marilyn. Her consumption of spirits had increased in 1942 during her marriage to Dougherty. Aged just 16, she grew to love vodka, wine, occasionally
  sherry and especially champagne. But as her success in the movie business increased, so too did her intake. Monroe found in alcohol, as well as chemistry, a solution to all kinds of discomfort, not
  only physical pain but the pains of daily life; a solvent for her internal tensions and demons.


  With a difficult childhood and a drug-fuelled adulthood, and with so much insanity running through her family, it would have been amazing had Marilyn turned out completely normal. Lack of
  emotional bonding in her very formative years, due to a sick and disturbed mother, generated an immense black hole of emotional insecurities that could never be filled. In
  truth, Marilyn was always ten years of age in some place in her heart, frequently being dragged to the Los Angeles Orphan Home.


  She had grown up as a sad-faced little girl, devoid of any firm structure and, aside from her time at the Bolenders, of any consistent experience of living within a good, honest, loving
  family she could call her own. Unsurprisingly, since her efforts to gain affection and acceptance were sometimes rejected, she became an isolated, frustrated individual who never grew up. The
  cumulative result of her drug dependencies, childhood terrors and uneasy confrontations with the prejudices and peculiarities of different families was a grave sense of insecurity, low self-esteem
  and loneliness.


  Conversely, despite her poor self-esteem, she became a survivor, motivated to succeed, and a seeker for love wherever she could find it. As Marilyn confided to her friend, leading Hollywood
  gossip columnist Louella Oettinger Parsons, the so-called First Lady of Hollywood, she had a fierce desire to be loved. Having known or experienced so little affection, she was
  anxious to have visible signs that someone cared for her. In effect, Monroes entire life was plagued by fear, anxiety and self-doubt, and this emotional dependency often alienated those who
  were attracted to her. Such was the case with the men in her life. She divorced Dougherty in 1946, and her subsequent marriages, to baseball legend Joe DiMaggio (in 1954) and the aforementioned
  Arthur Miller (in 1956), went the same way.


  Despite its shaky start, her movie career eventually became decidedly more upbeat. With films such as Niagara, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes and How to Marry a
  Millionaire (all in 1953), Marilyn was launched as both a movie superstar and an international sex symbol. Immensely successful movies such as The Seven Year Itch (1955), Bus Stop
  (1956) and Some Like It Hot (1959) soon followed.


  Even then, she had gained a growing reputation for unreliability on the film set. As Joshua Logan, the director of Marilyns 1956 movie Bus Stop, recalled. Shed run in
  apologising, take a look in the mirror and then go through an agonising process of getting herself in the mood. On a typical days shooting of her most recent film, The Misfits,
  co-star Clark Gable would be on the set between 7.30 and 8am with lines memorised and ready to go. Monroe would not usually arrive until noon. A similar scenario had been played out during the
  production of her preceding movie, Lets Make Love. Actor Tony Randall recalled how he reported for work for three days running but, due to the actresss continual absence, did
  not perform once. On another day, when Marilyn did succeed in coming to the set, he ended up shooting his first scene of the day at 3pm, just two hours before filming was due
  to wrap.


  And more recently, box-office success was not assured. The produced-in-England movie, The Prince and the Showgirl (1957), the comedy Lets Make Love (1960) alongside co-star
  Yves Montand and The Misfits (1961), written by Arthur Miller, were all far from fruitful at the box office.


  Amid fears that her fame was in decline, in the middle of 1961 she was back in Los Angeles, where matters concerning her final movie for 20th Century-Fox were hijacking her life. But on a
  happier note, she had just celebrated her latest birthday. This is where our astonishing tale of Marilyn Monroes final years  as it was, as it happened  begins . . .


  


  Chapter Two


  June 1961Monday 8 January 1962


  Her complexion pinkish-white in the radiance of late-afternoon sunlight, Marilyn smiled, wetted her lips and announced, Im very happy
  Ive reached thirty-five. A midway mark perhaps? I dont know. But I do know that Im growing up. It was wonderful being a girl, but its more wonderful being a
  woman.


  It was June 1961, and as the actress had remarked to an American reporter, she had just reached her 35th birthday. Thankfully, there were no signs of the inner conflicts which had troubled her
  just a few months earlier during a short, turbulent stay at New Yorks Payne-Whitney Psychiatric Clinic. At this mid-point in the year, Monroe was in fine fettle. In another interview that
  month, this time with Hollywood columnist Jonah Ruddy, she majestically revealed, I feel marvellous. Im on this high-protein diet and I weigh 123 pounds, which is about right for me.
  Yes, I feel absolutely wonderful.


  Considering she was receiving 10 per cent of Some Like It Hots gross box-office takings, she was just about surviving financially too. Two years after the smash-hit comedys
  release, the movie was still playing to packed houses across the country. However, by comparison, her next film project was beginning to look decidedly less auspicious.


  Unproductive discussions about it had been going on between Marilyns New York attorney, Aaron R. Frosch, of law firm Weissberger & Frosch, and executives at 20th Century-Fox since
  Friday 1 July 1960, when the studio approached her with the idea of starring with the Maverick television star, James Garner, in George Axelrods comedy
  Wheres Charlie?, later retitled Goodbye Charlie. However, the gender-swap fantasy, which saw the leading male character, heartless lothario Charlie Sorel (to be played by
  Monroe), get shot by a jealous husband, fall out of a ships porthole, become lost at sea and return as a shapely blonde woman, did not impress the actress at all.


  The studio people want me to do Goodbye Charlie, Marilyn raged at the time. But Im not going to do it. I dont like the idea of playing a man in a
  womans body, you know? It just doesnt seem feminine. Her tirade against the movie continued for months. I used to watch Clark Gable on the set of The Misfits, in
  case I had to play a man, she announced in October. But when I told him this, he laughed and said, You dont have that kind of equipment.


  Matters intensified in mid-January 1961, when, just two weeks before the release of her latest offering, the ultimately unsuccessful The Misfits, the studio, this time more forcefully,
  made it clear to the actress that they were desperate to get another Marilyn Monroe vehicle under way and into the theatres. Despite her recent failings, she was still the
  studios biggest commodity and most bankable star. Her 20 movies for the studio had grossed over $200 million at the box office and importantly, as part of a four-film deal dating from
  December 1955, she owed them one more.


  On Monday 30 January, Garner announced to the papers that he was still up for the part in it, but regrettably, Marilyn was not. However, the studio knew that, as long as they engaged one of the
  directors on her favoured wish-list, she would have no legal way out of shooting the movie. Among her inventory of 16, submitted to the studio late the previous year, were the Hollywood luminaries
  Joshua Logan (whom Marilyn had worked with on her 1956 movie Bus Stop), William Wyler (best remembered for The Big Country and Ben-Hur in 1958 and 1959 respectively), Carol
  Reed (fondly known for Orson Welles landmark 1949 film, The Third Man) and John Ford (of John Wayne westerns fame).


  The studio approached everyone on her file, but they all declined the opportunity to direct the actress. In spite of her reservations about the role, Marilyn especially wanted 61-year-old, New
  York-born director George Cukor to be engaged in the production. However, due to his brief tenure on the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer period drama Lady L, he was unattainable. Her attorney, Frosch,
  corroborated this in a note to the studio on Friday 14 April, which read, Although Miss Monroe had indicated that she would not do the film, Marilyn Monroes failure to perform in
  Goodbye Charlie stems entirely from George Cukors unavailability to perform as director . . .  Six days later, on Thursday 20 April, Foxs chief counsel, Frank Ferguson,
  responded in writing by saying that every conceivable attempt had been made to secure the services of Cukor and at least one of the individuals she had named, and, since no one
  was available, they wished to discuss with her a suitable substitute. The claim enraged the actress. She was well aware that her New York-based drama coach and mentor, Lee Strasberg, had not been
  contacted, and realised that, by not doing so, Fox had failed to honour their original agreement.


  On Thursday 4 May, in an attempt to appease their clearly agitated star, Ferguson announced, by way of another memo, that Strasberg was now being considered for the directors role on
  Goodbye Charlie. Time was now running out fast. Friday 12 May, the date on which Fox were legally bound to find work for Marilyn or else risk losing her services for good, was now just eight
  days away.


  After being fired by Fox in 1947, Strasberg, who by now was making a name for himself in New York City with his highly revered Actors Studio, was naturally reluctant to return. But after
  realising that, by taking the post, he would be helping Marilyn, he soon warmed to the idea. (Assertions by some previous Monroe biographers that he had no previous movie directorial experience are
  not entirely accurate. In 1945, he was at the helm of the First World War documentary Story with Two Endings.) Negotiations commenced immediately when the studio offered him a flat fee of
  $22,500 to direct the actress, but by now greed had set in. He wanted more, a sum consistent with other contemporary directors. Desperate to get the new Monroe movie into production, the studio
  caved in to his demand and immediately upped their offer, more than doubling it to a most generous $50,000. However, Strasberg still wasnt happy. Desiring an even higher fee, he promptly
  dismissed it. But, this time, Fox werent listening and plans to engage Strasberg were swiftly shelved.


  Possibly as a way of killing even more time, he then reappeared on the scene, insisting he would not allow the actress to shoot the movie anyway, asserting that the pressures of this on top of
  the ongoing problems with her NBC TV drama play, Rain, were coming too soon after her traumatic stay at the Payne-Whitney clinic. Fox retaliated by insisting that, as long as she was capable
  of working and they had engaged (or attempted to engage) one of her favoured directors on the movie, she could not lawfully decline the part. Marilyn meanwhile was adamant. With neither Cukor nor
  Strasberg at the helm, she would not make the picture. Even the announced intention of Fox studio president and true Monroe supporter Spyros P. Skouras to drag her through the courts over
  the matter failed to change her mind.


  So, in May 1961, after almost 11 months of futile deliberations, and two full months after shooting was due to commence, Goodbye Charlie was finally put on hold (albeit until Hollywood
  actress Debbie Reynolds rescued the role in 1964) and another suitable screenplay for Monroe was sought. After concurring with her attorney that she did still owe them
  one more movie, Skouras agreed not to sue the actress. He also gave his blessing to her appearing in Rain, but only on the proviso that it was completed by Monday 30 October  a date
  when, Fox hoped, she would finally be ready to commence work on her next (and final) film for them.


  In unison with the movies abandonment, following the realisation that Hollywood was the only place to be if she wished to prolong her profession, Marilyn packed her bags
  and, once more, returned to Los Angeles. She was reluctant to do so. As she had announced to the American press on Monday 27 February 1956, My real home now is New York. In her mind,
  her return showed that her attempts at success as an actress away from Tinseltown had been a failure, and it hurt.


  She had worked tirelessly to drag herself out of the industrys gutter, had married Americas most admired sports hero and the countrys most revered playwright and had toiled
  endlessly at the Actors Studio just to gain respect as an actress. When she came to New York [in December 1954], Lee Strasberg recalled, she began to perceive the possibilities
  of really accomplishing her dreams of becoming a great actress.


  Marilyn loved being there. The citys people, theatres, night-life and genuine sense of optimism agreed with her immensely. She mixed with intellectuals, socialised in creative circles and
  had even become friends with top-rated writers Truman Capote and Carson McCullers. She wholeheartedly identified with the place. Yet, just over six years later, she found herself back in Hollywood,
  back where she started, in a city she hated, filled with people she barely trusted and with whom she had precious little in common. Even though I was born there, she once remarked to
  her writer friend, Truman Capote, I still cant think of one good thing to say about it. If I close my eyes and picture LA, all I see is one big varicose vein.


  This was the last act for her. Shed come back defeated, her close, New York-based friend Norman Rosten recalled. She was going back to her roots, screenwriter
  Arthur Schulman observed, back to the way shed be treated when she was giving blow-jobs in the afternoon . . . She was a queen, but not to those people. They patronised her,
  saying, Youre not really one of us. Worryingly, Marilyn also knew that she was fast approaching 35, the age when many of Hollywoods most famous female players
  were known to have been cast aside.


  Thanks in part to her few friends, however, Monroe soon warmed a little to the idea of being back in Tinseltown. While the singer was in Hollywood performing a childrens charity concert,
  her initial weeks were spent as a guest of Frank Sinatra at his bachelor pad in Coldwater Canyon. In an attempt to cheer her up, a present from him, a small white poodle, was
  waiting for her upon her arrival. Of Scottish descent, it had been acquired from actress Natalie Woods mother Maria, a renowned breeder. On account of Franks well-publicised
  connections to the Mafia (though Sinatra wasnt keen on the moniker), Marilyn affectionately baptised the pet Maf.


  On Sunday 11 June, Marilyn had been among a host of Hollywood celebrities at St Cyrils Roman Catholic Church in suburban Encino for the christening of Clark Gables 10-week-old son,
  John Clark Gable, who was born just 124 days after his fathers death. Wishing to be discreet, the actress slipped quietly through the star-studded crowd in a veil and a subdued black dress.
  She looked like a widow. After the service, she joined the others at a champagne reception at the Gables nearby home. She and Gables widow, Kay, had evidently forgiven each other
  following Kays suggestion that Monroes persistent delays on the set of The Misfits had contributed to her husbands death. In fact, they had become friends. Two months
  earlier, on Tuesday 11 April, she had drafted a letter to the actress which read, in part, I miss Clark each day more. Ill never get over this great loss. But God has blessed me with
  three great children and precious memories. Kay even sent Marilyn a copy of the childs first-ever photograph.


  With the actress still residing at his home, questions about her alleged affair with Frank Sinatra dominated her early spell back in Hollywood. When columnist Louella Parsons confronted her
  about this, she made light of the tittle-tattle by replying, I couldnt be more surprised . . . He has always been very kind to me, adding, I want to go to his and Dean
  Martins birthday party at the Sands Hotel in Las Vegas. Which she did. At midnight on the night of Wednesday 14 June, at Martins surprise belated 44th birthday celebration, she
  was seen seated at the very edge of the Sands stage, champagne glass in hand, gently swaying along to the music, enthusiastically applauding each number and gazing up adoringly at Sinatra as
  he performed. Rumours of their affair were ignited further when the two were spotted having an intimate tte--tte in the lounge immediately after the show. But despite the
  gossip, Monroe toddled off to bed alone, while Frank remained behind, chatting with his show business pals way into the early hours. (For the record, by the middle of June 1961 Monroe had dated
  Frank just twice and not five or more times, as many previous Monroe scholars have led us to believe. Their relationship would, in fact, not intensify for another three months.)


  Marilyns time in Las Vegas was brief. Later that day, accompanied by her press agent, Pat Newcomb, she flew out of the city en route to Los Angeles International Airport. After an
  exceedingly brief stopover in Coldwater Canyon, Marilyn was escorted back to the airport where, amid great excitement, she caught her flight back to New Yorks Idlewild
  Airport, arriving there during the evening of Thursday 15 June. Amid tidal waves of wolf-whistles and flash bulbs, she remarked No comment to reporters who had enquired why she had
  suddenly returned. In fact, she was there for two reasons. First, business. Thanks to the amount of time she had spent there, most of her ongoing promotional and occupational matters were still
  being handled in the city. For instance, within an hour of her homecoming, she was holding court in her Manhattan home with Louella Parsons and The New York Herald Tribunes
  Television Today columnist, Marie Torre. Then, with matters concerning her television play Rain deepening, Marilyn held a late-night meeting with the shows scriptwriter,
  Rod Serling.


  Second, she was there to prepare for an operation to remove her gall bladder, a procedure which had to be brought forward when, during the evening of Wednesday 28 June, she began suffering from
  severe intestinal pains. An ambulance was summoned to her apartment and, with Joe DiMaggio by her side, she was taken to the local Polyclinic Hospital. X-rays confirmed that an impacted gallstone
  was causing the inflammation and discomfort, and emergency surgery was scheduled. The successful operation (classed as an emergency because it took place outside the normal morning operating hours)
  took place the following evening, Thursday 29 June.


  On Tuesday 11 July, after two weeks of recuperation in her private room, the actress was deemed fit enough to leave hospital. Before doing so, her obligatory New York hair stylist (and that of
  the First Lady, Jacqueline Kennedy), the eminent Kenneth Battelle, known professionally as plain Kenneth, was urgently summoned to fix the actresss tresses. I had flown
  in from Europe that day, he recalled in 1961. I flew to New York for three hours just to do Marilyns hair (he received a cool $1,000 for doing so). Since many of her
  stomach muscles had not yet stretched back to normal and were not fully functioning, she was unable to walk properly, so she was forced to exit the building in a wheelchair. A crowd of
  approximately 500, comprised of journalists, photographers, well-wishers and the curious, were waiting to witness her departure. I feel wonderful, she shouted before she gingerly
  stood on her feet and climbed aboard her waiting car, which was ready to escort her back to her Manhattan apartment. One of her other New York press agents, Howard Haines, was ready there to help
  her inside, where waiting to greet her was her half-sister, Berniece Miracle.


  There is no truth in the story that, shortly after Marilyns exit from the hospital, she and Miracle were driven to Connecticut by the actresss close friend and masseur, Ralph
  Roberts, for a vacation. At this point, the actress was still barely able to move. Medical reports dated Monday 24 July reveal that, two weeks after she left the clinic, the
  actress was still recuperating at her New York home and was now just about able to leave her bed, but only for several hours a day. Further evidence that she remained holed up in her
  apartment for many weeks after her operation came from the manager of Westhampton House on Westhampton Beach, who revealed that, one week after the actress was discharged from the hospital, the
  ever-thoughtful Joe DiMaggio booked, as a surprise for the actress, two rooms at the Long Island resort. When quizzed about the reservations, an astounded Monroe was quoted as saying, I have
  no plans to go anywhere at all. Nor did she. Closely abiding to a restrictive two-month diet which had been set by her doctors, she did not venture out of her apartment again until
  Tuesday 8 August.


  During her New York internment, however, she did record a voice-over for a new American television special. Entitled USO  Wherever They Go, the show was a tribute to the
  United Service Organization (USO) on its 20th anniversary and to the entertainers who had performed for the American armed forces at bases at home and abroad, in peace and war. Naturally, footage
  of Marilyns performance with the Anything Goes Band before the troops in Korea in February 1954 was to be one of the shows high spots. She had just been released from the
  hospital when we called, the programmes producer, Jesse Zousmer, recalled in 1961. So we went to her apartment with a projector, sound equipment and the necessary technicians
  to show her what we were doing. She got such a kick out of the film and she eagerly agreed to write her own narration. The finished programme became NBC TVs all-star DuPont
  Show Of The Week when it aired on Sunday 8 October.


  On Tuesday 8 August, following several weeks of convalescence, and after realising that, for professional reasons, she simply had to return there, Marilyn clandestinely
  flew back to Los Angeles. Travelling in a hat, headscarf and dark glasses, and in the guise of her East Coast secretary, Miss Reis, she had managed to keep everyone in the dark about
  her arrival, even her press agent, Arthur P. Jacobs. However, one person who was not was her former husband, Joe DiMaggio, who was there to meet her at the citys International Airport. A
  scrum of reporters who had caught sight of the couple, and noticed in particular the actresss new, svelte figure, immediately descended upon them and began asking if they were planning to
  remarry. Shortly after checking into her hotel, where she would reside for the next month, she was seen at the celebrity hang-out, Chasens in Beverly Hills. The sycophantic, but highly
  worshipped columnist Louella Parsons met her there and afterwards wrote gushingly: I thought I hadnt seen her look as well since the first time I knew her years
  ago. Shes taken off so much weight that all those bulging curves are gone.


  During the month, Marilyns warm-heartedness shone through again when she fulfilled the wishes of 14-year-old Barbara Heinz, who was dying of incurable bone cancer in Wisconsins
  Appleton Memorial Hospital. With just a month to live, the young girl, a keen collector of toy dogs, penned a letter to the actress requesting a picture of her with Maf. Marilyn duly obliged. The
  photograph, taken on Friday 11 August, arrived at the girls bedside on Wednesday 23 August, inscribed with the words, From Marilyn Monroe to Barbara Heinz. With love.


  A brief trip to San Francisco with DiMaggio, staying with his widowed sister, Marie, in the family home on Beach Street, and a middle-of-the-month excursion with him to Lake Tahoe, in the Sierra
  Nevada mountains, peppered the actresss ensuing weeks. Sadly, that period would otherwise prove to be a desperately dreary one. Finding herself back in Los Angeles, a city she despised,
  Marilyn was desperately lonely. Even the pollution, which seemed to cast a pink veil over the city, was beginning to infuriate her.


  The actresss isolation intensified in the first week of September when she moved out of her bungalow at the Beverly Hills Hotel and returned to the small, rented apartment of 925 square
  feet, situated at 882 North Doheny Drive, West Hollywood, where she had previously lived during the period 19534. Built in 1952, it boasted just one bedroom. Since Frank Sinatra, as well as
  his personal valet George Jacobs, secretary Gloria Lovell and occasional bed-mate Jeanne Carmen also had homes in the building, it would become affectionately known as The Sinatra
  Arms.


  With DiMaggio now back in New York, and with few friends to hand, Marilyn would spend most evenings alone, frittering away the hours by reading, watching television or listening to the wireless.
  Her favourite station was the radio broadcaster, KDAY. Hosted by Tom Clay, her show of choice was Words and Music. With its highly evocative, cohesive mix of news-bites and spoken words, the
  programme, broadcast daily from 4 to 8pm, soon became a highlight. Marilyn became hooked on the show, which developed into a form of company, and around Friday 8 September even began ringing the
  station.


  Touched by Clays unique way of telling stories and his superbly executed discussions about childhood and marriage, and knowing full well that he answered every call to his show
  personally, her contact with the station intensified. To begin with, she preferred to remain anonymous but, after several more discussions, Clay felt courageous enough to ask for her name.
  Im Marilyn Monroe, she replied hesitantly. Yes, sure, and Im Frank Sinatra, he curtly retorted. Incensed by his response, she terminated the call. However, she soon rang back. After sensing desperation in her voice, he agreed to meet her.


  One day later, at approximately 9.30 on the morning of Monday 11 September, he knocked on the door of the North Doheny Drive address she had offered. It opened, and he was shocked to discover
  that the shadowy caller to his show was indeed the world-famous actress. Clay recalled she was wearing a bathrobe, sipping champagne, and was looking depressed and confused. The disc jockey
  listened compassionately to the actresss problems. During the exchange, she revealed how lonesome she had become. How can anyone as famous as you be so lonely? he asked.
  Have you ever been in a room and felt loneliness? she enquired. Well, multiply that by 40 rooms, then youll have some idea about how lonely I am.


  However, when Frank Sinatra re-entered her life, she had no further use for Clay. Marilyn began dating the Rat Pack star again immediately. On Wednesday 13 September, they were spotted in the
  Crown Room at Romanoffs restaurant in Hollywood at a cocktail party given by film producer Harold Mirisch for the director of Some Like It Hot, Billy Wilder. With Sinatra by her side,
  Marilyn enjoyed the night immensely. On the dance floor, she and Sinatra were inseparable. As Dorothy Kilgallen, the so-called Voice of Broadway, wrote in one of her columns,
  Marilyn Monroe looked as if she could have danced all night with Frank Sinatra. Marilyn and Frank would be joined at the hip for the next two weeks.


  However, their relationship hit the buffers on Tuesday 26 September. Just hours after the couple had flown into New York from Hyannis Port, and while Marilyn sat alone in her apartment, planning
  their future, Sinatra went out on a date with his former wife, screen actress Ava Gardner. Following dinner at the Colony restaurant on Madison Avenue, they attended a show by his close friend,
  jazz pianist Stan Kenton, and his orchestra at the trendy Basin Street East club. Despite their bravest attempts to keep their visit a secret, by the time they reached their table, in one of the
  far corners of the room, word had got around who had just walked through the door and, unsurprisingly, the press were informed. Marilyn flew into a rage and terminated her brief, two-week
  relationship with Sinatra with immediate effect.


  Sinatra was unconcerned by the rejection. Just two weeks later, he began seeing the South African entertainer Juliet Prowse, who had caught his eye during rehearsals in Las Vegas for the musical
  Irma La Douce. Resentment between Monroe and Sinatra simmered for months. When Redbook magazines Alan Levy dared to ask him, a few months later, how well he knew the actress,
  he flippantly asked, Who? When told this, Marilyn retaliated by saying, Tell him to look in Whos Who. Sinatra counteracted by
  declaring, Miss Monroe reminds me of a saintly young girl I went to High School with who later became a nun.


  Unsurprisingly, with her sanctioned five-month respite from the studio about to expire, Fox were back in touch with Marilyn that month. Following an immense amount of cajoling by their
  despairing stockholders, the corporations executives set about drafting a series of letters to the actresss company, Marilyn Monroe Productions (MMP), each one politely reminding her
  of the fact that she legally owed them another movie and suggesting she star in a new picture they had in mind: a production bearing the title of Somethings Got To Give.


  Largely thanks to their insistence that the film would be made entirely under their terms and that any requests from the actress would be completely ignored, their first two letters to
  Marilyns company went unanswered. The third was far more intimidating. Its message was quite clear: make this picture or well drag you through the courts. Matters
  intensified when Spyros Skouras declared that he would, once more, seek an injunction preventing her from working at another studio if she didnt fulfil her four-film deal with Fox. As the
  final straw, the prearranged deadline for her decision, the end of October 1961, was reimposed.


  In truth, since she was still handcuffed to her $100,000-a-movie slave contract with Fox, Marilyn wasnt fervent about making another film for the studio. She knew far
  greater sums (and more appealing projects) awaited her elsewhere. For instance, she had enthusiastically discussed with French director Henri-Georges Clouzot shooting a movie with him in France and
  had talked about making The Naked Truth with Harold Mirisch in Hollywood. With regard to the latter, she defiantly remarked to Louella Parsons, If he gets a director, Ill make
  it. Mirisch is my favourite producer. He cares what happens.


  But Marilyn knew that, for the immediate future anyway, it was academic to make plans away from Fox. The actress had even started to avoid reading the new screenplays she would receive from
  rival film studios. Instead, she would hurl them on to the heap which had begun to form (and subsequently collapse) in both the bedroom and on the table in the living room of her new apartment. And
  so, on Tuesday 26 September, a month before the imposed deadline, MMP finally replied to Foxs proposal. Three weeks later, on Monday 16 October, following more discussions with the studio,
  Marilyn irrevocably agreed in principle to the project and a contract was signed. A starting date of Wednesday 15 November was soon approved.


  In another attempt to pacify their clearly despondent star, Fox even arranged a meeting for her that day with Owen McClean, the studios head of talent. The get-together, set to take place
  at 3.30pm in office 147 at the studios West Pico Boulevard locale, was to provide the actress with the opportunity to unburden herself of any worries she had concerning
  the film. However, industry insiders were already beginning to doubt she would fulfil that appointment. On Friday 6 October, the Ogden Standard Examiner sensationally claimed that Marilyn
  was now too thin and run down to report to the studio that day and even prophetically insisted she should abstain from movie-making until 1962.


  Marilyns spiritless endorsement of Somethings Got To Give was shadowed by her and her attorneys decision to fight Fox one last time. Their latest, quite unexpected
  attempt to gain advantage over the studio came in the shape of a considerable list of demands, which included the replacing of David Brown as the movies producer (he would be excised from
  the film in December 1961), the rewriting of the script to make it more sexy (even though she had no rights to make such a demand), a promise of a substantial bonus when she completed
  the film, the rights to approve all publicity stills before they were released to the press, approval of leading man, supporting cast (including the substituting of comic Don Knotts with
  Monroes newly acquired friend, Wally Cox of NBCs Mr. Peepers fame), the engagement of Franz (also known as Frank) Planer and Billy Daniels as cameramen, the employment of Jean
  Louis as clothes designer, the hiring of Sydney Guilaroff as hairdresser and chiefly, her obligatory election of director. Remarkably, the studio assented to each and every one of her requests.


  Forty-nine-year-old, New Jersey-born Frank Tashlin, a man best known for writing and supervising comedies featuring the likes of Jerry Lewis, Bob Hope and Jayne Mansfield, had been Foxs
  first choice of director. His fine-tuning of comedy-writer Edmund L. Hartmanns recently completed script was an integral part of his posting. However, no doubt due to his connections to her
  great platinum-blonde rival at 20th Century-Fox, Jayne Mansfield and to the fact that Tashlin had prepared the screenplay without Marilyn in mind (amazingly, Monroe had accepted the role in the
  first place completely oblivious to the fact that it had begun life two years earlier as a vehicle intended for Mansfield), she made it clear she didnt want him involved. So the plan was
  immediately vetoed and Fox had to turn their gazes once more to the obligatory Monroe-approved list of directors, which had been submitted to the studio on Tuesday 26 September.


  Among those featured on this inventory of 16 were Billy Wilder (with whom Monroe had worked on Some Like It Hot), David Lean (director of the 1957 movie The Bridge On the River
  Kwai) and John Huston (whom Marilyn had befriended during the shooting of The Misfits). The Psycho director and master of the macabre, Alfred Hitchcock, was the most astonishing
  name to be listed. The choice became even more astounding when Fox announced that Somethings Got To Give was, in fact, a reworking of RKOs light-hearted
  1940 screwball bedroom comedy, My Favorite Wife.


  Marilyn was cast in the role of Ellen Wagstaff Arden, a photographer believed killed during a trans-Pacific yacht race, but who turns up very much alive, having spent the previous five years on
  a desert island, on the day that a judge pronounces her dead and her husband is about to remarry. Rewritten to replicate the style of the highly popular bedroom comedies of the late 1950s and early
  1960s starring Doris Day (which featured opulent people in desirable locations experiencing amorous difficulties), the first version of the script of Somethings Got To Give was packed
  with frothy, inoffensive humour and lightly contrived pathos.


  The part also marked a prominent change of direction for Monroe. After years of portraying either cabaret singers, hookers or short-sighted gold-diggers, she was set to play the role of a
  normal, San Francisco-based, upper-class suburban housewife and mother. Believing that the movie could possibly make her more popular than ever, the acting challenge slowly began to excite her and
  she waited anxiously for news of who would be directing her.


  For the first time ever in her profession, Marilyn began preparing for the movie devoid of any agency representation. At the start of September, following a suggestion from
  both her publicist, Arthur P. Jacobs, and her Los Angeles attorney, Milton Mickey Rudin, of the Sunset Boulevard law firm Gang, Tyre, Rudin & Brown, she had severed her ties with
  Music Corporation of America (MCA). The largest and most successful booking agency in the world and a company which handled the affairs of over 500 of Americas biggest and best film and
  television stars, MCAs domination of the industry was immense. By late 1961, it was estimated that, if any client obtained a post on a film or television show, almost everyone else involved
  in the production would be an MCA client too. However, the agency had recently fallen foul of Robert Francis Kennedy  better known as Bobby  the Attorney General of the United States,
  whose Department of Justice had recently decreed that its dual role of agent and producer violated anti-trust laws.


  Apprehensive about starting a new project without any kind of management, Monroe immediately sought new representation. A request was made to actress Polly Bergens husband, former MCA
  vice-chairman Freddie Fields, and his partner David Begelman, who were in the process of starting their new talent agency, Creative Management Associates (a clever anagram of MCA). To begin with,
  it operated with just four high-calibre stars: Bergen, entertainer Judy Garland, actor Kirk Douglas and the comedy actor Phil Silvers, best known for starring as the conniving,
  fast-talking Sergeant Ernie Bilko in the 1950s US Army sitcom, The Phil Silvers Show. Publicity-wise, Arthur Jacobs represented them all and Marilyn wanted to be artiste number five on their
  new roster. However, her request was declined. It seemed her reputation for unreliability had finally caught up with her.


  Her decision to fly solo could not have come at a worse time. Severely strapped for cash, on Thursday 14 September she had drafted a typewritten note to the United Artists Corporation,
  distributors of Some Like It Hot, requesting a $25,000 loan, agreeing to pay the money back at the rate of 4 per cent per annum on or before Friday 5 January 1962. Forthcoming royalties from
  the film were used as a guarantee. (Thankfully for the actress, her application was successful.)


  In the third week of October, following a suggestion by Foxs production head, Peter G. Levathes, and consent by Monroe, the studio announced that the directors chair on
  Somethings Got To Give was to be handed to George Cukor. With a reputation for being annoyingly belligerent, extremely fussy but intensely stimulating, his track record boasted
  distinguished Hollywood films such as Gone with the Wind (1939), The Philadelphia Story (1940) and the Judy Garland version of A Star Is Born (1954). Described by many as being
  cranky, Cukor never hid his disgust at an actor (or actress) who arrived late on the set. What the hell are you late for? he was frequently heard to say.


  Renowned for his superb handling of the highly tempestuous stars Constance Bennett, Greta Garbo and Katharine Hepburn, in 1960 he had directed Marilyn on the sub-par but quaint comedy
  Lets Make Love. His decision to direct her again took industry insiders by surprise, especially as their time together on the movie had been nothing short of a catastrophe. Her
  characteristic tardiness had helped make the movie run several weeks and uncounted thousands over budget. In addition, her successful attempts at shattering Cukors reputation as a great
  director of women continually disrupted the making of the film. He came to hate her for it and said so in high places around Hollywood.


  But surprisingly, in July 1960, at the time of the films impending release, in an interview for the Lowell Sunday Sun newspaper, he waxed lyrical about Monroe and charmingly
  explained her tardiness away by saying, Marilyns delays are neither irresponsible nor careless. She does not want to do a scene until she is ready for it and can give it her best. We
  have an agreement that she works only when she is satisfied she is ready to begin.


  Despite his warm and understanding words, Cukor was merely displaying polite professionalism to a colleague in an industry in which they both served. In truth, he despised her. Rather like
  Marilyn, Cukor had been forced into making Somethings Got To Give. One of the many unequivocally clandestine homosexuals during Hollywoods golden age, he
  had signed his two-picture deal with Fox at the time he directed Monroe in Lets Make Love and, like the actress, had spent the interim doing his best to shirk his obligation to the
  floundering studio. Since Goodbye Charlie had failed to materialise at the start of the year, Cukor  like Monroe  still owed the studio one more film. When Fox called reminding
  him of his contractual obligation and offering a rather tempting wage packet, he relented, and on Monday 16 October verbally agreed a 26-week pledge to Somethings Got To Give.


  David Hall was once again appointed as Cukors assistant. A good-humoured, well-developed man blessed with the curious nickname of Buck, he had been Cukors deputy on
  Lets Make Love and regrettably he too had failed to be captivated by Monroe. Next to her, Hall once cruelly remarked, Lucrezia Borgia was a pussycat.


  And so, as the studio saw it, with a leading lady, director, producer and script all now in place, work on Monroes latest movie had successfully begun. It had not. Realising he was
  already committed to Warner Brothers and their sex-survey drama The Chapman Report, starring Shelley Winters and Jane Fonda (a project once intended for Fox), Cukor, to begin with, refused
  to sign a contract. (His six-month agreement, for a $300,000 fee and a 10 per cent share of the movies net profits, would not in fact be signed until Sunday 26 November.)


  Despite the fact that there was still no leading man (or director) officially engaged to the production, Fox chose to excitedly rush-release details about the film. Everyone can relax now
  and return to his knitting, the well-informed Louella Parsons inscribed in her syndicated article on Thursday 19 October, Marilyn Monroe is all set for her next movie and it starts
  Nov 14 (sic) at 20th Century-Fox . . . George Cukor has been named by Peter Levathes to direct her . . . David Brown is the producer. Somethings Got To Give is described as
  exotic fun and real comedy. Its locale is from snow-capped Connecticut to sun-kissed Hawaii, so I reckon our girl will do a bit of travelling.


  To the outside world, it all appeared decidedly rosy. However, looks were deceiving. On Thursday 9 November, a goodwill meeting between Marilyn, her attorney Milton Rudin and Foxs Peter
  Levathes was held at the swanky Beverly Hills Hotel. Several hours later, believing the get-together had been constructive, Levathes returned to the studio exultant in the belief that the
  relationship between the actress and Fox was now a happy one. He was deluded. Unbeknown to him, without a satisfactory screenplay to hand, and with Cukor now curiously absent from all of their
  meetings, she still wasnt committing herself to the project. Her feeling had not changed by Monday 13 November, just 48 hours before shooting was due to commence. One
  day later, Rudin instructed the studio that his client would not be reporting for duty until she saw (and approved) the latest version of the script.


  In truth, Marilyn had been responsible for many of its delays. Far from happy with the latest adaptations, she had been conveying her thoughts to all concerned about how the screenplay should
  unfold. Her interference would only manage to produce numerous rewrites from a lengthy succession of disgruntled screenwriters. (In total, between May 1961  when Edmund L. Hartmann, noted
  gag writer for Bob Hope, Abbott and Costello, Martin and Lewis and the Three Stooges, dusted down and began work on this newest version of the script  and January 1962, Fox hired and
  subsequently fired five different writers on the movie, three of which were down to Marilyns insistence.)


  Hollywood screenwriter Arnold Schulman, who had penned A Hole in the Head for Sinatra in 1959, was the third from his profession employed on the movie. He quit the film in protest when he
  discovered the menacing treatment Marilyn had been receiving from certain members of the Fox hierarchy. He had encountered the actress for the first time in 1955 during her first spell in New York
  and regarded her as a true and trusted friend. However, friendship meant little in the Hollywood movie industry and Marilyn soon made it clear she was unhappy with several parts of Schulmans
  work. Her loathing of it was manifested in several handwritten notes, scrawled across the screenplays front page and across several pages inside. This is funny? she asked.
  Not funny, she maintained. Not a story for me, she insisted. On another page, she scrawled, At one point in the story two women like each other but hate the man
   all the fags are going to like it.


  Wednesday 15 November came and went. Marilyn failed to show and Fox unsurprisingly suspended her. Through her attorney, she counteracted by insisting her contract on the film was invalid anyway,
  since Cukor had failed to sign to the movie by the agreed date. (This was true. He would not officially commit himself to the production for another 11 days.) Immediately, she began pressing ahead
  with film plans of her own. Believing that she was now free from Foxs stifling control, she hoped that her new scheme would become operational immediately.


  Her plot involved her former, albeit transitory lover, the actor Marlon Brando. In a hastily handwritten letter to him on Tuesday 5 December, Marilyn suggested they should set up a film company
  of their own. In part, it read, I need your opinion about a plan for getting out here for more than a temporary basis. Please get back to me as soon as possible as time is of the
  essence. (It took him five weeks to reply.)


  Marilyn also drafted a note to her acting coach, Lee Strasberg, in which she proposed that he should temporarily leave New York and head back to Los Angeles to assist with
  her new enterprise. When he appeared unwilling to do so, the actress flew to the Big Apple in the second week of December to talk over the matter with him personally. However, this still failed to
  sway his mind. Sadly, despite her most valiant attempts, and Brandos initial willingness to discuss Marilyns plans, the idea never reached the functioning stage.


  Her December trip to New York did nevertheless have a high point: she finally got to meet the 83-year-old, American-born Pulitzer Prize-winning writer, editor and poet Carl Sandburg. Their
  meeting took place at the apartment belonging to his close friend, fashion and beauty photographer Len Steckler. As he recalled on the website, thevisitseries.com, Marilyn was three hours
  late, but [she] had an excuse. She had been at the hairdresser. The individual in question was her regular East Coast stylist, Kenneth Battelle. During her eleventh-hour visit to his salon,
  housed in Lilly Dach, Manhattans most elegant millinery and beauty emporium, located at 7080 East 56th Street between Park and Madison, she asked him to match her hair colour
  to Sandburgs: white. Hours later I went to open the door, Steckler recalled for the Reuters news agency, and there I was, face-to-face with Marilyn Monroe, and she
  looked more ravishing than on the screen.


  That afternoon, while Marilyn and Carl spoke and supped Jack Daniels whiskey, Steckler took out his Nikon camera and proceeded to capture a photographic record of the event, throughout which the
  actress sported her butterfly-shaped shades. She enjoyed Sandburgs company immensely and excitedly counted down the days until they would meet again.


  Back in Los Angeles, there were other troubles for Fox to contend with. George Cukor was now unavailable too. Work on his current project, The Chapman Report, had fallen
  way behind schedule and was not set to wrap until Boxing Day. This unforeseen delay meant that the filming of Somethings Got To Give had to be pushed back by seven weeks. With no
  other alternative, a new start date of Thursday 4 January was reluctantly pencilled in by both Cukor and the disgruntled Fox executives.


  Marilyn had been unconcerned by the suspension or postponement. On Saturday 18 November, consistent with her contract, she knew she was due to be placed back on the Fox payroll. she was set to
  start earning a weekly wage again, despite the fact that the cameras on the picture had yet to roll. (She had been due to receive payment this way while working on Lets Make Love two
  years earlier; a paltry $7,142.82  before tax  every seven days.) As it turned out, Marilyn would fail to draw any money whatsoever from her new movie.


  Although a request to receive her $100,000 fee for Somethings Got To Give movie in one lump sum had been flatly rejected by executives, the fact did not
  greatly trouble her. At this point, thanks to her recently received United Artists loan and her share of the Some Like It Hot profits, she was not short of money. A spokesman for the Mirisch
  Company, the producers of the comedy, spelt out the actresss financial status during an interview in 1963. Marilyn had received more than a quarter of a million dollars in the four
  years since the movie was released, he declared. Although in essence, for the previous two years, this and the loan had been her only sources of income, on Friday 17 November 1961, her City
  National Bank of Beverly Hills savings account book boasted a sum of $40,000.


  Nevertheless, by following the advice of her lawyers  primarily Rudin  and choosing, for tax reasons, to take a deferment against profits instead of the large salary she could have
  easily commanded for her movies, the actress was gambling as heavily on her career as any of the motion picture studios. As the Mirisch Company spokesman also explained: With The
  Misfits, the company [Seven Arts Productions] called for her to split 15 per cent of the gross with co-star, Clark Gable. He was due to receive $1 million for his role; Monroe just $500,000.
  But by late 1962, the picture had yet to see a profit. So concerned did she become about her finances, she resolutely never carried more than $20 with her when she left her home. All of her
  large purchases were made by cheque.


  In the middle of December, Fox executives contacted Marilyn again. They forcibly informed her that her argument (i.e. her claim that Cukors failure to commit to the movie invalidated her
  own contract) was not a legitimate one, and persuasively reminded her that, all things considered, she had a legal obligation to the studio. Fearing that the legal ramifications of the
  actresss decision might result in even further delays, the studio once again, albeit reluctantly, cast their gaze towards Jayne Mansfield to star in the movie. However, Cukor was having none
  of it. I admire Jayne, he told American show business columnist Mike Connolly, not as an actress but as a girl. Further heated discussions between Fox and
  Marilyns attorney soon took place; in the third week of December, shortly after her return from New York, the actress finally relented and agreed in lukewarm fashion to shoot
  Somethings Got To Give.


  Monroe spent Christmas in her decoratively unfinished Doheny Drive apartment, mulling over yet another mournfully inadequate film script while relaxing in the company of her former husband, Joe
  DiMaggio. During the day, they were seen out shopping, purchasing Christmas tree ornaments from a Mexican shop in downtown Los Angeles. Marilyn also went out alone, on a buying spree to Beverly
  Hills. Each of her expeditions was spent in disguise, a thick black wig, although it was now common knowledge in the media that she always travelled this way. On Friday 6
  October 1961, the Times Recorder newspaper had written, Marilyn Monroe is not easy to spot on the street. [She] wears horn-rimmed glasses, peasant skirt and blouse, also chooz
  gum. On Christmas Day, they paid a visit to the Santa Monica home of her doctor, Ralph Greenson. She spent New Years Eve in her apartment with DiMaggio roasting chestnuts in front of
  her log fire. He broke from his teetotal lifestyle to usher in 1962 with a single glass of Dom Perignon champagne.


  Decembers amicable socialising, optimism and progressive planning quickly diminished as the New Year dawned. On the first day, Marilyn was saddened by the death of her famed defence
  lawyer, Jerry Giesler, who had suffered a heart attack, aged 75, in his sleep at his Hollywood home. A close confidant of Monroe, he had handled her divorce from DiMaggio in 1954. Further emotional
  stresses were heaped upon Marilyn when she learnt through the grapevine that Arthur Miller was preparing to remarry. His next wife was to be the photographer Ingeberg Morath, whom Miller had
  ironically met on the set of The Misfits. The actress was also shocked to discover that Morath was pregnant with Millers child. Overcome with jealousy, knowing she was unlikely to
  become a mother herself, Monroe was greatly affected by this news and sealed herself away in her bedroom, refusing to see or speak to anyone.


  One further traumatic event was still to reach Marilyn. In the second week of January, Hollywood gossip columnists excitedly wrote about the engagement between Frank Sinatra and Juliet Prowse on
  Monday 8 January. While she proudly showed off her sparkling new 10-carat gold ring, he excitedly declared he was very, very much in love. Even though Marilyns romance with the
  Rat Pack star had been dormant for just over three months now, the thought that she was losing him in the marriage stakes severely hurt her. She soon became bitterly jealous of the dancer and began
  harbouring deep grudges towards her, especially since Prowse was a good decade younger than her and, in Marilyns own words, had better legs.


  Openly dismissive of the heart-wrenching revelations about the former men in her life, Monroe made it clear to the few friends around her that the most significant thing for her at the start of
  1962, even more important than her new film, was to move forward with her life, and that buying a home of her own was the key to this. After renting over 35 different homes, flats and hotel rooms
  (of fluctuating levels of luxury) over the previous 16 years, Marilyn announced she was tired of living in apartments. However, the decision to finally purchase was not entirely her
  own. It had actually derived from a suggestion made back in May 1961 by celebrated Californian psychiatrist Dr Ralph Greenson, the latest in a line of psychoanalysts who had
  managed to practise their dubious methods of counselling on the star.


  Born in 1911 in Brooklyn, New York as Romeo Samuel Greenschpoon, Ralph Greenson studied at Columbia University and at Berne University in Switzerland before obtaining a
  qualified medical degree in 1935, the same year that he married Hildegard Toesch. The couple settled in Los Angeles soon after. The name change occurred concurrently. In 1938, he studied Freudian
  psychology in Vienna and became close to its creator, Sigmund Freud. During the Second World War, Greenson served in the US military and, following his discharge, returned to Los Angeles where he
  began to practise the flourishing vocation of psychoanalysis. He would go on to become Clinical Professor of Psychiatry at the University of California, and was soon to be known as
  Hollywoods therapist to the stars (Vivien Leigh, star of Gone with the Wind, was one such).


  He and Marilyn had first met in January 1960, in bungalow 21 at the Beverly Hills Hotel, during the filming of Lets Make Love, when she was desperately in need of counselling
  following a heated argument with her acting coach, Paula Strasberg. Counselling sessions between the two of them did not however commence until the following May, shortly before Marilyn began
  shooting her penultimate movie, the drama-laden The Misfits, and it was during that film that he was forced into making his first major decision about the star.


  In soaring temperatures of 95 to 110 degrees in the shade, the actress had played out her most demanding role. However, it became too much for her and she had difficulty with her performance.
  Director John Huston lost his patience and snapped, describing her as both useless and hopeless. To ease her mental anguish she turned to her Nembutal tablets. As Huston
  recalled, She took so many sleeping pills to rest that, in the morning, she had to take stimulants to wake her up and this ravaged the girl.


  Time spent on the set with one of the movies co-stars, Montgomery Clift, no doubt triggered her actions. They shared a lot in common, for instance, a love of New York and a hatred of Los
  Angeles. He often alluded to it as Vomit, California. He was also a habitual user of narcotics. During a break in filming one day, he demonstrated to the actress how, by pricking the
  top of a Nembutal capsule and pouring its contents directly into a glass of water or champagne, the drug could be made to take effect much faster. Marilyn would remember this trick
  and use it to devastating effect.


  Production on the movie had been temporarily suspended when, on Monday 29 August 1960, Marilyn was flown out to Los Angeles and, under the name of Mrs Miller, was placed in
  Westside Hospital, a small private Hollywood-based hospice, where doctors discovered she was a barbiturate addict and had been habitually taking approximately 20 sleeping pills a day, enough to
  kill a non-user. Amid threats that she was to be sacked, Greenson persuaded the producers of the movie to give Marilyn another try.


  Eight months later, in May 1961, she reluctantly returned to Los Angeles and began seeing Greenson again, but this time on a more regular basis. However, he was not her first choice. He was, in
  truth, a last resort. As a friend of the actress once remarked, I felt Ralph had a big ego. Like a lot of doctors he wanted to be God, and of all the analysts in LA she found him.


  In fact, seven other psychiatrists were approached before she decided to contact Greenson again. Due to her previous suicide attempt and the insanity which was known to be prevalent in her
  family, they had shied away from taking on the actress, fearing she might succeed in a bid to kill herself while under their care. But Greenson had no such qualms and possessed the courage to
  accept her as one of his patients. There was a dark drawback, though. His form of counselling was experimental, unorthodox and, most worryingly, highly dangerous. With so much time being spent in
  the doctors company, Monroe soon became aware that he was an advocate of the copious use of drugs, routinely prescribed barbiturates and tranquillisers. This extreme form of counselling
  would eventually drive Monroe deep into her own personal hell.


  As time rolled on, depending on her emotional state, he would usually end up seeing her, both consistently and intensively, between five and seven times a week. He saw her every day, for
  a fairly prolonged period of time, Greensons colleague Dr Hyman Engelberg ominously recalled, and I just suspected that there was too much attachment for good, impartial
  judgement on his part.


  Marilyns initiation into psychoanalysis had begun in early 1951 when, in the aftermath of an unsuccessful attempt to contact her father, she began seeing Dr A. Gottesman
  at his clinic in Los Angeles, paying $200 for each session. In February 1955, two months after arriving in New York, and following a suggestion by her business partner, celebrity photographer
  Milton H. Greene, who sensed that Monroe might have certain mental difficulties, predominantly relating to her troubled childhood, Marilyn began visiting Freudian analyst Dr Margaret Hertz
  Hohenberg at her office up to five times a week. There she was stripped of her Hollywood glamour, subconsciously taken back to her childhood traumas and reminded of her ongoing depression and
  anxiety, her schizophrenic mother and her unhappy relationships with men. The therapy clearly did not agree with the actress. In truth, it completely turned her life
  upside-down. The facts speak for themselves. Before psychoanalysis she appeared in 27 movies in eight years. Afterwards, in the same period of time, she starred in just six.


  During the next 24 months, Marilyns personality was disassembled and reconstructed. Hohenberg also analysed her dreams and partook in free-association games with her, essential elements
  when searching for clues to the patients unconscious. To combat the intense emotional pain she was now encountering, and the powerful, all-consuming feelings of hopelessness engulfing her,
  Marilyn was prescribed larger and larger quantities of barbiturates. In turn, she began to question everything in her life. She told friends she felt as if she was going round in
  circles and would significantly ask not where I was going, but where I had been.


  Her intake of other prescription drugs (stimulants to keep her going during the day and relaxants to help with her insomnia at night) also snowballed. Her dependence on alcohol also grew, all of
  which was potentially disastrous for someone with so many anxieties and for an individual suspected of being manic-depressive. In 1957, and with no major breakthroughs seemingly accomplished with
  Hohenberg after two years of consistent consulting, Monroes then husband, Arthur Miller, recommended that she change to another psychoanalyst. Early that year, he suggested she should start
  seeing New York psychiatrist Dr Marianne Kris, another practitioner heavily slanted towards the theories of Freud. Monroe would visit Kris at her Central Park West offices five times a week and
  once again, she was administered barbiturates.


  Their four-year doctor/patient relationship came to an abrupt and tragic end on Tuesday 7 February 1961, when the actress entered Manhattans famed eight-storey Payne-Whitney Psychiatric
  Clinic of New York Hospital Cornell Medical Center, a hospice also known as the rich peoples crazy house. Marilyn had been harbouring guilt about the recent death of actor
  Clark Gable, and believed wrongly that his fatal heart attack had been precipitated by her perpetual tardiness on the set of The Misfits. Her fears apparently intensified when she caught
  sight of an article in which Gables widow Kay shockingly announced The Misfits helped kill him . . . It wasnt the physical exertion that did it. It was the
  waiting, waiting, waiting.


  Despite what folklore has led us to believe, it is in fact far from certain that Monroes unreliability contributed in any significant way to Gables death. For one thing, delays
  during filming never disturbed him. After working with the alcoholic actor Spencer Tracy, he was actually quite used to them. Tracys excessive drinking during the shooting of San Francisco in 1936 and Boom Town in 1940 had postponed filming for up to a week. In contrast, Marilyns actions would only defer things for a few hours. Clark was most
  supportive of her and never once displayed to her or their fellow cast members how impatient he was with her unpunctuality. In an interview carried out just days before his death, on Wednesday 16
  November 1960, Gable gave credence to this by remarking, She might have arrived late at the studio sometimes but when Marilyn was there, she was really there. Other actresses can
  arrive early and never ever be there. For another, despite being regarded as the fittest man on The Misfits set, Clark was in poor health during the making of the movie. His
  intake of three packs of cigarettes a day, while filming in the scorching, flat Nevada desert, obviously did not help his well-being.


  Furthermore, the blame game actually stalked several other paths. American gossip columnist Hedda Hopper, believing the claim that Clark had over-asserted himself in stunts involving wild horses
  during the filming, placed Gables death squarely on the shoulders of the films director, John Huston. (Marilyn herself soon took issue with this, and quickly informed Hopper that
  Gable only did the things in scenes in which his face was shown and that a stunt man did most of the other heavy work.) Other commentators would announce that they believed the actors death
  was actually correlated to overwhelming grief following the death of his good friend, Hollywood actor Ward Bond, just 11 days earlier on Saturday 5 November.


  Whatever the truth, Marilyns attempts to shrug off Kay Gables remarks failed, and suicide, by throwing herself out of her New York apartment window, was apparently contemplated. In
  her 1979 book, Marilyn Monroe Confidential, the actresss personal maid Lena Pepitone recalled, The window was wide open. Marilyn was standing before it with her white robe on .
  . . The only time she ever came near the window was to wave good night to me. This was more than strange. Both of her hands grasped the outside housing. It looked as if she might jump. I ran over
  and surprised Marilyn by grabbing her around the waist. She turned round and fell into my arms . . . 


  Evidently, details of this recklessness were passed on to Dr Kris and, after one particularly painful counselling session between her and the actress, the psychiatrist suggested Marilyn should
  book herself into a health centre. The person who gave his blessing to the plan was Joe DiMaggio. Leonard Lyons of The New York Post reported. Joe DiMaggio apparently has assumed the
  responsibility for making the decisions about his ex-wifes welfare. His report continued: DiMaggio stepped in quietly, unobtrusively and ably, the way he always moves. He heads
  the contingent of her advisors who will see to it that Miss Monroe receives the care and rest she needs after her recent, trying experiences both domestic and
  professional.


  Trusting his instincts and believing it was for a physical examination and rest, Monroe checked herself into the Payne-Whitney Psychiatric Clinic two days later under the alias Miss Faye
  Miller.


  Immediately she was led to a small, white-painted cell completely bereft of any comforts. As the rooms heavy door slammed shut behind her, she realised she was not there for a sabbatical.
  She was being institutionalised. Marilyn froze when she heard the ominous snap of a lock closing tightly behind her. Kris had tricked both her and DiMaggio. The actress had been placed in
  the ward for the most seriously disturbed and depressed. For her, this was the worst fear of her life come true. She had been imprisoned like her mother in a mental asylum.


  For four long, excruciatingly distressing days, while most of Broadway and Hollywood thought she was away, studying acting and readying herself for her role in the television drama Rain,
  Marilyn found herself locked away from the world, holed up in two different poky cement block cells completely devoid of lights and buzzers to summon a nurse. She was totally alone. When the
  sunlight filtered into her first room, the only objects on which Marilyn could gaze were the barred windows, the sealed entrance to her toilet, the scrawling on the walls left by its previous
  occupants and the doors glass panes, through which the nurses could glance.


  Later, when darkness set in, she distracted herself from the mind-numbing blackness and the incessant screams of her fellow inmates by pounding her fists against the cells rock-hard door
  until her fists were raw. When Monroes screams of protest and demands to be released went unheeded, she picked up the chair in her cell and smashed it against the pane of glass in her locked
  bathroom. It was hard to do, she admitted. I had never broken anything in my life. Marilyn grabbed a small fragment, placed it in the palm of her hand and walked over
  and sat on her bed waiting for the nurses to arrive, which they did within moments.


  The actress was threatened with restraint. If youre going to treat me like a nut, Ill act like a nut, Marilyn shouted and informed them that if they didnt
  release her, she would harm herself. As she tellingly revealed in a letter of March 1961 to Greenson, Im an actress and would never intentionally mark or mar myself. Im
  just that vain.


  After the incident, however, the actress was spied on continuously. It has even been erroneously claimed that she stripped off her hospital-style gown and sat naked on the cells floor so
  that observers peering through the glass on her small room had something to look at. A Puerto Rican orderly employed on the sixth floor at the hospital remembered, Marilyn was afraid of being left alone. On Wednesday night [8 February], she went and stood before a window and took off her clothes (sic). Someone thought she might do harm to herself
  so a nurse was called and Marilyn was taken to a security ward on the ninth (sic) floor, where patients have less freedom and are kept under constant guard. Marilyn recalled the
  transfer to another floor quite differently, later remarking, They asked me to go quietly and I refused to move . . . so they picked me up by all fours, two hefty men and two hefty women and
  carried me up to the seventh floor in the elevator. I must say, at least they had the decency to carry me face down . . . I just wept quietly all the way there.


  The actress was immediately placed in another small, decidedly poky cell. Almost at once, a rather large, menacing nurse insisted she take a bath. Ive just had one, she
  retorted. As soon as you change floors you have to take another bath, the nurse informed her. But she was unrepentant. No bath. The doctor in charge of the building soon arrived and
  shockingly informed Marilyn, Youre a very, very sick girl and have been a very, very sick girl for many years. How could you possibly work when you are depressed? Does it interfere
  with your work? The actress was aghast at his line of questioning and angrily fired back, Dont you think that perhaps Greta Garbo and Charlie Chaplin and perhaps Ingrid Bergman
  have been depressed when they worked sometimes? Its like saying a ball-player like [Joe] DiMaggio, could he hit the ball when he was depressed? How silly.


  Hours after Marilyns arrival on 7 February, naturally desperate to escape the hell-hole she found herself in, a concerned nurse at the centre had handed her a notepad and agreed to
  smuggle out a message to Lee and Paula Strasberg. The couple received this pitiful handwritten note the following day. It read:


  
    
      Dear Lee and Paula,


      Dr. Kris has put me in the hospital under the care of two idiot doctors. They both should not be my
      doctors. You havent heard from me because Im locked up with these poor nutty people. Im sure to end up a nut too if I
      stay in this nightmare. Please help me Lee. This is the last place I should be. Maybe if you called Dr. Kris and assured her of my sensitivity
      and that I must get back to class so Ill be better prepared for Rain.


      Please help me  if Dr. Kris assures you I am alright  you can assure her I am not. I do not belong here!


      I love you both.


      Marilyn


      
        P.S. forgive the spelling  and theres nothing to write on here. Im on the dangerous floor. Its like a cell. Can you
        imagine  cement blocks. They put me in here because they lied to me about calling my doctor and Joe [DiMaggio] and they had my bathroom
        door locked and I couldnt get their key to get into it, so I broke the glass. But outside of that I havent done anything that is uncooperative.

      

    

  


  Unfortunately, the Strasbergs, merely being friends of Marilyn, were powerless (or had no desire) to help. One day later, on Thursday 9 February, news of the actresss stay in hospital
  reached the majority of the national newspapers. The piece in the Daily News even went as far as to reveal the alias which the actress had used when she booked herself in. Unsurprisingly,
  the announcement managed to attract an avalanche of newspaper reporters and photographers to the hospital.


  An unidentified close friend of Monroes seen entering the hospital played down the situation by remarking to a New York Post reporter, Marilyns entrance into the
  hospital means she has retired for a short rest. As for any special significance, this is none. Marilyn is prone into going into hospitals as a way of getting out of environment and escaping any
  conflict. She would go to a hospital the way another person might visit a doctor. Another individual making light of the matter was Ann Marlowe, the executive producer of Monroes
  planned television drama, Rain. Having cut short her Caribbean vacation to see the actress, she was quoted as saying as she entered the hospital, The play will be video-taped as
  scheduled next month . . . Marilyns simply fatigued, just like she was in California when she was filming her picture, The Misfits. She went into the hospital for a rest this time. A
  hospital is the only place to get a real rest. On the steps outside, Marlowe added, I have been in touch with the star and she will sign the contract for Rain as scheduled. All
  I can say is that shes going to do it. Shes very eager to. This may postpone rehearsals a week, but thats all.


  When quizzed about Marilyns condition, the actresss press agent, John Springer, proceeded to bumble and fluster his way through a sequence of inconclusive, ill-informed answers. At
  first he confessed his ignorance of his clients admittance to the hospital; then, after checking that she had in fact been admitted, decided to deny that the hospital specialised in
  dealing with psychiatric cases. His third statement was even more absurd, announcing that the actress had been admitted to ease her persistent cough. His fourth was both humorous and honest.
  I have no idea whats wrong with her, he confessed.


  Preposterous stories about Marilyn and the hospital didnt just originate from her unwitting press agent. Other stories broke which said that the actress had been a
  patient at the hospital since Tuesday 5 December and, far from being confined to her small room, she had been bestowed with the privilege of being allowed to periodically leave the building
  on a pass and had been seen out about on dates with Joe DiMaggio and The Misfits actor Montgomery Clift.


  Journalists gathered in the Payne-Whitneys lobby were now frantic for the truth. However, their endeavours for veracity were continually thwarted by the hospitals tight-lipped
  officials. Is she under restraint? asked one reporter. Is she coherent? enquired another. But no answer was forthcoming. Nonetheless one shrewd reporter, Chiari Pisani,
  the American correspondent for the Italian magazine Gente, managed to accomplish what no other reporter was able to do. By contacting a staff doctor friend at the hospital and asking him to
  call one of the psychiatrists at the clinic familiar with Monroes case, she was able to pierce the hospitals extremely tight barriers around the actress.


  While Pisani eavesdropped intently, the friend asked the Payne-Whitney medic, Has Marilyn inherited her mothers mental condition, schizophrenia? Without any hesitation, the
  doctor clarified there were no symptoms. In her subsequent Gente column, Pisani reiterated this  Schizophrenia is not a sickness you can inherit like epilepsy 
  and neatly summed up Monroes stay in the hospital by adding, Marilyn does not have any mental problems. She is only psychiatrically disconnected in an acute way because she works too
  hard, two movies in one year and the recent third divorce.


  These revealing disclosures of course meant little to Marilyn, whose heart-rending pleas for assistance to escape her psychological tormentors were finally answered on Friday 10 February, when
  Joe DiMaggio appeared at the hospital. The actress had used her one permitted phone call to contact her former husband, who was in Fort Lauderdale at his Yankee Clipper Motel. After listening to
  tales of her torment, and realising that he was the one who had given his blessing to her admission, he assured Marilyn he would fly to New York immediately and do everything he could to release
  her.


  When he reached Payne-Whitneys reception desk early on Friday morning, he was in no mood for small talk. I want my wife, he demanded aggressively. No one had the courage to
  point out to him that he and Marilyn were no longer legally married and that they had been separated for almost seven years. Instead, they tried telling him that they had no authority to release
  Miss Monroe to him or to anyone else. But DiMaggio was insistent. If you do not release her to me, he warned, I will take this place apart, brick by brick, piece of wood by
  piece of wood.


  Suddenly, following a hasty telephone discussion with Dr Kris, the Payne-Whitney staff were informed by the hospitals hierarchy that Monroe was indeed free to leave.
  It seemed that DiMaggios influential contacts had yanked the correct strings. (Assertions by Monroe biographer Donald Spoto that, at this point in time, she and the baseball legend
  had not met for almost six years, are completely inaccurate.) Just before she left the building, the actress looked across at the doctors and told them they should get their
  own heads examined.


  And so, at five oclock on Friday evening, when the majority of the waiting press hounds had seemingly gone home for the night, Joe began the daunting process of transferring his former
  wife from one hospital to another. However, their attempts to flee the building were hampered by two ever-vigilant members of the American paparazzi. Journal-American photographer John Dolan
  hid himself in the hospitals back entrance, while reporter James Clarity held position in the hospitals lobby. His persistent patrolling of the foyer was enough to hinder DiMaggio in
  his attempt to abscond. When the baseball legend caught sight of the reporter patiently patrolling his patch, he immediately turned on his tracks, returned inside and was forced to flee in a
  freshly hailed taxi.


  Following Joes tip-off, an emotionally distraught Marilyn was forced to escape from the hospital through a maze of underground tunnels to another exit. This in turn led to a parking lot
  to where a limousine was waiting, motor running, to whisk her to her next destination, the New York Central Park West home of Lee and Paula Strasberg. Their daughter Susan recalled Monroes
  visit that day. I saw her face just after she had been released from that New York mental clinic. There was an expression of amazement on her face as she talked. She said, I was
  always afraid I was crazy like my mother but when I got in that psycho ward I realised they were really insane and I just had a lot of problems.


  Following her brief meeting with the Strasbergs, Marilyn travelled on to the far less intimidating Neurological Institute of New York, at Fort Washington Avenue and West 168th Street. There, for
  the next 22 days, she rested in a private room to which her maid Lena Pepitone would regularly drop in soup, pasta, chocolate pudding and a fresh nightgown, and which DiMaggio would visit daily and
  decorate with fresh red roses.


  Following her hasty departure from Payne-Whitney, the waiting paparazzi were left completely in the dark as to Monroes next destination. Innumerable phone calls to all the nearby
  hospitals and clinics were made by the news-hungry media. However, their attempts to find news of the actresss current whereabouts were thoroughly fruitless. For the first time in many
  years, Marilyn had, albeit temporarily, successfully managed to evade the nations reporters. For 19 long hours, the whereabouts of the worlds most famous film star were completely
  shrouded in secrecy.


  The ambiguity finally concluded at midday on Saturday 11 February, when a Columbia Medical Center spokesman announced that Marilyn had indeed been admitted there. In an
  exercise of damage limitation, a now fully clued-up John Springer moved swiftly to announce that Miss Monroe was in the hospital for a complete psychical checkup. She is feeling well and is
  expected that her stay will not be prolonged. DiMaggio, along with Lee and Paula Strasberg, visited the actress on Sunday 12 February. With a large bunch of flowers resting firmly in his
  arms, DiMaggio forcibly informed reporters camped outside the building that the exaggerated reports of her illness had distressed her, adding, She is suffering
  from nothing more than exhaustion following completion of two movies.


  Marilyns time at the hospital was indeed restful but it was also costly. Surviving hospital bills show that, on Thursday 23 February, the costs of a hired television, round-the-clock
  nurse and telephone calls to California came to a total of $1,113.38. Thanks to DiMaggios dinner and even more calls to Los Angeles, her bill the following day increased to $1,466.00.


  Friends naturally rallied round. On Monday 27 February, the actress received a most uplifting telegram from Marlon Brando. In full it read, Dear Marilyn, The best reappraisals are borne
  in the worst crisis. It has happened to all of us in relative degrees. Be glad for it and dont be afraid of being afraid. It can only help. Relax and enjoy it. I send you my thoughts and my
  warmest affections. Marlon.


  On Wednesday 1 March, Marilyn handwrote a despondent letter to her doctor, Ralph Greenson. It began, Just now when I looked out of the hospital window, where the snow had covered
  everything, suddenly everything is kind of a muted green. The grass, evergreen bushes  though the trees give me a little hope  the desolate bare branches promising maybe there will be
  spring and maybe they promise hope. The letter also displayed her anxieties, announcing that the previous night she was awake all night again, adding she sometimes wondered
  what the night time is for. It almost doesnt exist for me  it all seems like one long, long horrible day for me.


  Those observing Joe DiMaggios rescue of Marilyn from the Payne-Whitney hospital could not help but notice the depth of the love between them. Marilyn could always call, lean and depend on
  him. As she told a journalist in 1962, To know that Joe is there is like having a life guard.


  But all was not well with the actress. Norman Rosten, a close friend of Marilyns, was another caller to the hospital. He noticed something quite significant. During one of our
  visits, he recalled, my wife and I found her lying pale and distracted on the upraised bed . . . she was ill, not only of the body and mind, but of the soul, the innermost engine of
  desire. That light was missing from her eyes.


  In truth, the unfortunate events at Payne-Whitney would haunt Monroe for the remainder of her short life. She believed that if Joe had not rescued her from the clinic when
  he did, she would have perished. Furthermore, Dr Marianne Kris soon realised that the incident was a serious error on her part as a psychoanalyst. Having once thought of her as a close friend,
  Marilyn now saw Kris as a betrayer and, following a heated confrontation between the pair, fired her soon after her release.


  On Sunday 5 March, after 23 relaxing days in Room 719, Marilyn was discharged from the Columbia Presbyterian Center. The ever dependable but discreet DiMaggio was present to
  help her prepare for her release  although, with anger still running through her blood about what had happened, he was not her original choice. He was only summoned because Arthur Miller had
  flatly rejected her request to come.


  As it transpired, Monroe and DiMaggios reunion did not end there. He would continue to fill the void left in her existence by Arthur Millers departure for the remainder of the
  actresss life.


  So was Marilyns month-long stay in two New York hospitals really precipitated by her inconsolable guilt following Clark Gables death? Like everyone in the movie
  industry, she was, of course, upset, but in truth they were hardly close. Furthermore, Marilyn, an emotionally battered woman, weaned on rejection and cruelty in her adolescent years, knew how to
  ride lifes punches. If not Gables death, what then had troubled Monroes mind enough to force her doctors hand into booking her into a psychiatric hospital? Was it her
  recent divorce from Arthur Miller? That is doubtful. Their marriage was dead many months before their separation became absolute and Marilyn, conjugally hardened by this point, recovered speedily
  from her latest marital blow.


  What then so disturbed the inner peace of Tinseltowns greatest star? My belief is that beauty-obsessed Marilyn had started to wake up to the fact that she was maturing, and the thought
  that she was no longer a desirable young starlet greatly distressed her. Of course, even by Hollywood standards, at the age of 34 Marilyn was not assumed to be past her prime. She was still young
  in comparison with many of Tinseltowns finest contemporary stars. But Marilyn Monroe was no ordinary star. Described by millions as the girl with the most desirable, childlike beauty
  in the world and the sex symbol of the age, she knew that, at some point, her time as the globes leading sex-bomb would pass and her shelf life would expire.
  However, unlike contemporary blonde sex-sirens such as Jayne Mansfield, Mamie Van Doren and the British star Diana Dors, she was not about to lose her crown and stature without a fight.


  In fact, as long ago as Friday 3 October 1952, Marilyn had given an exclusive interview to Lydia Lane for her weekly Hollywood Beauty newspaper column. In a
  piece entitled Marilyn Monroes Big Secret: She Enjoys Being A Woman, aside from speaking about the movie Dont Bother To Knock, her make-up tips and how a woman
  can make herself more attractive to men, she spoke excitedly about her first publication. At a cost of just 5 cents (and a stamped, self-addressed envelope), it focused on her strenuous yoga and
  exercise regimes and showed ways in which a woman could streamline her legs and ankles, correct the flabby undersides of her upper arms and firm and uplift her breasts. Available only from the
  Oakland Tribune newspaper, it became the very first star-endorsed keep-fit workout-cum-beauty book. Thirty years before Jane Fonda published her own best-selling celebrity workout, Marilyn
  was already endorsing keep-fit publications, dabbling in yoga, training at the gym and sprinting through the streets and alleyways of Hollywood before breakfast.


  Now, nine years on, the fear that she might be losing her greatest assets, her heavenly body and breathtaking good looks, naturally horrified her. As she once remarked, her beauty was
  something God gave me. Marilyns diminishing glamour had first been spotted in January 1960, at the start of the shooting of Lets Make Love. Studio technicians
  noticed that she had piled on a little excess weight, although she remained keen to display for the cameras her generous, God-given curves.


  Immensely proud of her public appearance, she was accompanied everywhere she went by a wide range of lotions, potions, skin applicants, paints, powders and hormone creams. Enhancing her beauty
  was the best way to give meaning to her life. She knew she was a sexpot and rejoiced in the fact, but she knew, deep down, as time moved on, that every glance in the mirror would bring with it an
  opportunity to spot yet another recently arrived wrinkle and the ghost of another bulge. In Marilyns paranoiac eyes at the end of 1960, she had started to see her body sag, her beauty and
  the lines of her young womans body disappear; in turn, she began to sense that her career was hurriedly heading towards a brick wall. She also began to feel insignificant. Fear and confusion
  set in and, when the malevolent accusations about Clark Gables death appeared in the papers, her psychological problems intensified. She believed the only way to escape her emotional turmoil
  was suicide.


  Monroe wasnt the first to consider such madness. While she was saved, others were not. Stars such as Lupe Velez (1944), Carole Landis (1948) and George Reeves (1959) had all managed to do
  away with themselves simply because they felt their careers had either ended or were in decline. I know how Lupe Velez felt. You fight just so long and then you begin to worry about being
  washed up. You fear theres one way to go and thats down . . . I have no intention of ending my career in a rooming house, with full scrapbooks and an empty
  stomach, said Landis just four years before her own suicide. Swedish-born Inger Stevens was another casualty. She overdosed on barbiturates in 1970. Curiously, her doctor was one
  Ralph Greenson.


  With regard to the incident at Payne-Whitney, a most invaluable insider to the unfolding events in Monroes life was Donald Zec, the long-running show business columnist of the Daily
  Mirror and a long-time friend of the actress. In his 1961 piece about Marilyns admission to the clinic, he wrote:


  
    
      In a New York hospital, the best-known and one of the most mixed-up beauties was facing up to a harrowing problem  the problem of being Marilyn Monroe. She is
      restless, nervous, anxious and ill at ease. So what is driving this highly vulnerable blonde, once called a humming-bird made of iron to a psychiatric couch? My guess, after some
      years of studying and talking with this tragic beauty, is that she is waking up to the fact that she is thirty-four years old . . .
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