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  MARILY ’S DEATH ELICITED

  OUTRAGE FROM ALMOST EVERYBODY


  HERE’S HOW IT WAS REVIEWED BY SOME OF HER CONTEMPORARIES:

  



  “A simple, decent-hearted kid whom Hollywood brought down, legs parted.”


  —Director Elia Kazan

  



  “More and more, Marilyn was involving herself with some of the most dangerous men on the planet, power figures who played rough and would stop at nothing. What did a blonde sex goddess mean to them? Some of them regarded her as no more than a whore, an easy lay for them to pick up and discard.


  —Shelley Winters

  



  “Marilyn’s death is of historical interest. There is no statute of limitations on murder.”


  —L.A. District Attorney Ira Reiner in 1985

  



  “They murdered Marilyn. The amazing thing is why after all these years they didn’t find a reason to murder me, too.”


  —Frank Sinatra

  



  “The title of the movie we were going to make said it all: Something’s Got to Give.”


  —George Cukor

  



  “It is doubtful that either Kennedy saw past the beauty and the intel igence to the truly shattered nature of her personality— one which, as her psychiatrist later admitted, would have made her a candidate for an institution had her name not been Marilyn Monroe.”


  —Anthony Summers

  



  “Clues that pointed to foul play vanished. Once cleaned up, the death scene indicated suicide. All of Monroe’s bed linen and personal laundry had already been washed and put careful y back in cupboards. By sealing the crime scene, Fox was merely adhering to the tradition of studio policy, san-itizing real-life Hollywood murder scenes.”


  —Patte B. Barham, veteran Hollywood reporter

  



  “Marilyn was slapped around. On the tapes, you could actually hear her being slapped, even hear her body fall to the floor. One of the men said, ‘What do we do with her body now?’”


  —“Tom,” a “Deep Throat” wiretapper inside Bernard Spindel’s operation

  



  “Marilyn’s death was to apear to be an accidental suicide, exploiting her false reputation for reckless overdosing. Marilyn Monroe would commit suicide according to their schedule. Maf, her small poodle, was her only bodyguard that night, and he was barking ferociously.”


  —Detective Milos Speriglio

  



  “There are those who see Marilyn Monroe’s death as the seed of assassinations to follow— those of her boy friends Jack and Bobby Kennedy.”


  —Norman Mailer, to poet Norman Rosten

  



  “My feeling was that she (Eunice Murray) had been told what to say. It had all been rehearsed beforehand. And why was she washing Marilyn’s sheets at that ungodly hour of the morning?”


  —Sergeant Robert Byron of the LAPD

  



  “I’m often asked to comment on Marilyn Monroe, and the autopsy I performed on her. Words fail me, so I quote from the Latin poet, Petrarch: ‘It’s folly to shrink in fear, if this is dying. For death looked lovely in her lovely face.’”


  —Dr. Thomas T. oguchi, Marilyn’s coroner

  



  “You might cal it a convenient death. She died just before the shit was about to hit the fan.”


  —J. Edgar Hoover to Guy Hotell

  



  

  

  



  MARILYN

  AT RAINBOW’S END

  



  SEX, LIES, MURDER,

  AND THE GREAT COVER-UP

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  
    “There are guilty pleasures. Then there is the master of guilty pleasures, Darwin Porter. There is nothing like reading him for passing the hours. He is the ietzsche of aughtiness, the Goethe of Gossip, the Proust of Pop Culture. Porter knows all the nasty buzz anyone has ever heard whispered in dark bars, dim alleys, and confessional booths. And lovingly, precisely, and in as straightforward a manner as an oncoming train, his prose whacks you between the eyes with the greatest gossip since Kenneth Anger. Some would say better than Anger.”


    —Alan W. Petrucelli
The Entertainment Report

    Stage and Screen Examiner

    Examiner.com
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    “I got a call from Life magazine’s bureau chief, Richard Stolley, at six that Sunday morning. ‘Marilyn Monroe’s dead. Go to the morgue and shoot what you can.’


    “I rounded up three bottles of the most expensive whisky I could find. It was a bribe to the guy in the morgue. ‘Ever seen a dead body before?’he asked before he led me to a steel-lined refrigerated corridor.


    “He opened a door to wheel out a corpse. A white sheet covered her body. He tied a tag to her left big toe. Its inscription read CRYPT 33—MARILYN MONROE.”


    —Photographer Leigh Weiner

    


  


  
    



    The Mistress of Camelot


    O, Time,

    Be kind.

    Help this weary being

    To forget what is sad to remember.

    Lose my loneliness,

    Ease my mind

    While you eat my flesh.


    —Marilyn Monroe


    AUTHOR’S MEMO: Consistent with the trend in modern biography, this book deals with reconstructed quotes, which are presented as told to me by various sources at the time. Word-for-word conversations were reported “as remembered,” which means that the exact wording of dialogues may not be correct, but the points being made, as well as the action taking place, have been honored and replicated.


    Any memoir or biography of Marilyn Monroe always invites a host of attacks, many of them so violent in expression that the attacker in some cases has ended up paying damages to the author either in court or as part of out-of-court settlements. Many of these at acks are senseless and without reason. Others, of course, are valid, but too often intemperate.


    Let’s look at it this way: It is truly amazing that a luminous movie star of the 1950s can still shine her light into 2012 and beyond. The world has moved on, and Hollywood is no longer that place she set out to conquer at the end of World War II. Yet her memory lingers to enchant each new generation.


    It seems that everyone who ever met Marilyn left with a very different opinion of her, and many of those who met her are staunchly commit-ted to defending that opinion, even if misguided. This book brings together not one, but a wide sampling of points of view about Marilyn. If those being quoted did not “know” Marilyn as well as they thought they did, they should be forgiven, as Marilyn probably did not know herself.


    I’m grateful to those who shared their experiences of Marilyn with me, for, in spite of the differences in their respective points of view, a portrait of this fabled star nonetheless emerges.


    Imagine it is the year 2012: Marilyn is eighty-four years old, with remaining traces of her former beauty. Beside her sits her twenty-four-year-old boyfriend, her latest conquest. With champagne, still her favorite drink, they’re watching the latest Monroe-inspired movie, TV series, or documentary.


    After the telecast, the young man asks, “Marilyn, is that what really happened? I mean, did you really go to bed with President Kennedy?”


    She giggles as she reaches over to kiss him. “Something like that, sweetie, something like that. Memory fades as time goes by. But what a hell of a story from an orphan who nobody wanted.”
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  PART ONE

  

  THE MISFITS

  

  



  “Here we are, Pussy, at this God-forsaken place, a land of shadows, a burial ground for prehistoric monsters. And your soon-to-be ex-husband, Arthur Miller, calls this drama The Misfits. Is that what we are, Pussy? Hollywood will use us, rip the flesh from our bones, and then bury us with those extinct reptiles.”


  —Montgomery Clift to Marilyn Monroe

  

  



  In the burning cauldron that was the summer of 1960 in the Nevada desert, a long, sleek, black limousine, carrying a precious, delicate cargo, Marilyn Monroe, in its back seat, came to a stop on the location shoot of her final film, The Misfits. The movie had been written by her estranged husband, Arthur Miller, and starred Clark Gable, Montgomery Clift, and Eli Wallach, with John Huston directing. He’d helmed her once before, in 1950, when she was but a budding starlet in The Asphalt Jungle, with “Dirty Pillow Slip” blonde hair, her favorite shade. Before assigning her the role back then, he’d put her on the casting couch.


  Dizzy from a sleepless night, she glided from the limo when a handsome young man opened the door for her. She reached back for her purse to retrieve her sunglasses before accepting his firm, masculine hand.


  She stared into his eager face, so anxious to please, so willing to be seduced by whatever movie star, male or female, that came into his life. She’d met guys like him pumping gas in every station between Los Angeles and Las Vegas.


  She took in the vast landscape that threatened to engulf her. Miles of cactus- and shrub-studded sands stretched before her, against a backdrop of the dark camel bumps of the rattlesnake-infested Washoe Mountains. From where she stood, she spotted three Piute Indian trails shooting off in all different directions. “I bet these trails lead to no where,” she said.


  They were fifty miles from Reno, but she told him, “I think we’ve landed on the fucking moon. We passed three little ghost towns on the way here.”


  “They were once silver or gold mining boom towns,” he said.


  She studied his face. “Everywhere I look there is nothing but death, but in your face is life. Just who are you? A desert rapist? A serial killer, probably. Someone who looks too good to be true.”


  “I’ve been assigned to cater to your every wish,” he said. “My name’s Sandy Paroe. I want to be a movie star myself, but right now, I’m assigned to be your gofer. Whatever you want, I’ll get it for you, even out here in the desert.”


  “My every wish?” she said. “We’ll see about that. Sandy, a perfect name for someone in these sandy badlands. Just how old are you?”


  “Nineteen, ma’am.”


  She giggled and squeezed his muscled arm. “I’m told that when a boy is nineteen, he’s at his sexual peak. After that, it’s all downhill.”


  “I hope not, ma’am. I’m just getting broken in like a wild colt.”


  “A film crew is the perfect place for that. This Hollywood crew will drain you dry. I was a nineteen-year-old Hollywood starlet, so I know what I’m talking about. Has Monty arrived?”
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    Montgomery Clift with Marilyn Monroe in The Misfits

  


  “You mean Montgomery Clift, my favorite actor?” Sandy said. “He left a note for you, telling you he’ll meet you tonight in the bar of the Mapes Hotel in Reno. I can’t wait to meet him. You’re my favorite actress, and Monty is my favorite actor. Both of you are beautiful.”


  “Just you let Monty know that I saw you first,” she said.


  “Are you telling me that Mr. Clift is a fag?” he asked.


  “Oh, Sandy, you have so much to learn. Don’t you know, honey, that we’re all fags in Hollywood, including me? We just drift across the desert like tumbleweeds bent on corrupting the innocent.”


  “I know I’ve got to learn,” he said.


  “You’ll find no better teachers than Marilyn Monroe and Monty Clift. At least we can teach you what not to do.”


  “I hope so, ma’am.”


  “Please stop calling me ma’am just because I’m thirty-four, on the dawn of middle age.”


  “You’re not old—in fact, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, maybe the most beautiful woman in the world. All the boys at my college say that.”


  “I’ve got to visit them one day if we ever get this stinking movie made,” she said. “Now show me to my dressing room trailer.”


  Inside the cramped, scalding hot trailer, she gasped for breath. “Haven’t they heard of air conditioning in this hell hole?”


  While he fumbled with the air conditioner, she pulled off her tight white dress, revealing that she wore no underwear.


  “Let’s take a cold shower together and then mix some stiff drinks.”


  “You mean, I’m to take my clothes off and get in the shower with you?”


  “I mean exactly that,” she said. “Who else is here to scrub my back?”


  “Miss Monroe, I have to warn you, I’m liable to get an erection. That shower is mighty small.”


  “Well, I hope you aren’t, so get out of those clothes. When the day comes when Marilyn Monroe can’t raise a hard-on in a nineteen-year-old boy, I’m retiring.”


  He slowly began to unbutton his cowboy shirt. “I’m a little nervous. I read movie magazines. Joe DiMaggio, Frank Sinatra, Marlon Brando, and Rock Hudson are tough acts to follow.”


  “What’s this? A bedtime Who’s Who? Get out of those jeans so I can see what I’m getting.” She moved toward the shower in the back of the trailer. In minutes he was under the tepid shower stream with her, laughing and reaching for her breasts.


  In the shower, she lathered his body with soap. “My God, your penis is a dead ringer for Dean Martin’s whang.”


  ***


  Heading for Reno on an airplane, Monty was almost forty years old. On the plane, the flight steward had refused to serve him another drink. He almost pleaded for another round, even though he was clearly drunk. Five weeks before, he had been booked into Mount Sinai Hospital in Manhattan, suffering from alcohol-induced hepatitis.


  He’d agreed with both John Huston and Arthur Miller to accept the role in The Misfits of a thump-drunk bronco buster. To sustain himself on the set, he planned to keep tanked up on vodka and grapefruit juice from his thermos.


  Making his way to the rear of the airplane, he went into the toilet and checked his face in the mirror. His days of being known as “the male Elizabeth Taylor” were over. He’d earned that title when the press contrasted his male beauty to her female beauty in A Place in the Sun (1951). Looking at his ruined face, he remembered that he’d told Elizabeth “the beauty butchers never put my face back together again.”


  ***


  On the night of May 12, 1956, nearly four years earlier, Montgomery Clift had reluctantly agreed to attend a party at the home which she shared at the time with her now-estranged husband, Michael Wilding. Even back then, he was spending more nights with his lover, fellow British actor Stewart Granger, than he was with her.


  Rock Hudson also attended the party at the Benedict Canyon house. Throughout the evening, Monty had begged Rock to follow him down that treacherous canyon road “to fuck me, really fuck me,” but Rock had turned down the drunken offer.


  Eventually, tanked up on way too much alcohol, Monty had stumbled out of the house and gotten behind the wheel of his car, although Elizabeth feared he was in no condition to drive. He didn’t listen to his beloved “Bessie.”
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    Monroe with Clift

  


  Driving in the car in front of Monty, his longtime friend, actor Kevin McCarthy, agreed to go first, instructing Monty to follow him, slowly and carefully, down the dangerous road.


  On the way down, McCarthy became alarmed that Monty was riding too close to his bumper. He was driving erratically. Hearing the screech of brakes, McCarthy looked back in horror as Monty’s car went over an embankment, plunging into a ravine and crashing into a telephone pole.


  One of the world’s most celebrated faces, at that exact time being flashed across movie screens across the world, was smashed in seconds into bloody pulp.


  Alerted to the wreck by McCarthy, Elizabeth, Wilding, and Rock raced down the hill. Rock and Wilding forced open the driver’s door to let Elizabeth into the car. There, she found Monty a bloody mess, his entire head looked like chopped meat. He was choking. She’d taken her delicate hand and reached into his throat, dislodging his front teeth, which were trapped there, cutting off his breathing.


  Attracted to the scene by a police radio call, photographers rushed up the canyon road. Elizabeth jumped out of the car and started cursing them. “I’ll kick all of you bastards in the nuts if you take one picture of Monty.” At that point his head seemed to have swollen like a big blood-red pumpkin.


  ***


  Thoughts of that long-ago accident surely crossed Monty’s mind, as he was scheduled to face the cruel cameras of John Huston the following morning. A limousine at the Reno Airport waited to take him to the Mapes Hotel, where Sandy met him. Monty asked to go directly to the bar while a porter carried his luggage upstairs. Monty seemed enchanted by Sandy and sat very close to him at a darkened table.


  As Sandy sipped a Coca-Cola, Monty ordered a drink. Marilyn was nearly two hours late, so as the time passed, he had quite a few. When Marilyn finally arrived, all the men in the bar stopped talking and stared at her tight-fitting white dress studded with cherry-red polka dots.


  The actress tried to conceal her shock at seeing Monty’s wrecked condition and his face. It was even more ravished than when she’d seen him last. But she wasn’t clever enough tonight pull that off in front of him. Her first glance, lasting for just a second, was enough to tell him what he didn’t want to know.


  “Hi, Pussy,” he said, kissing her. “I know my face is a wreck. When I first met Sandy here, he asked me if I were ‘Mr. Clift’s older brother.’”


  “Sandy should have known better than that,” she said, casting a scolding look at the teenager. “After all, he’s a more experienced man than the boy I met this afternoon.”


  “I didn’t mean anything bad…really, I didn’t,” he protested.
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    Montgomery Clift, before his car accident

  


  Monty looked him over. “You can make it up to me later tonight.”


  Marilyn kissed Monty on the lips and ran her porcelain-like fingers through his hair.


  “Oh Pussy, Pussy, it’s so good to see you.” Monty told her, taking her hand. Their talk quickly gravitated to drugs. “What is it? Doriden? Luminal? Seconal? Phenobarbs? Nembutal? And plenty of liquor?”


  “Don’t forget trusty Benzedrine,” she said. “Downers for the night, uppers to get me through another day.”


  “Even with all that, you and I are famous for our sleepless nights,” Monty said.


  “That’s a hell of a lot of drugs,” Sandy said. “One night when I went with some guys to Las Vegas, I smoked a marijuana cigarette, so I’m no stranger to drugs.”


  Both Marilyn and Monty laughed.


  “I still can’t sleep at night,” she said. “The only time I can sleep without taking drugs is on that rare night—that very rare night—when Jack sleeps with me and holds me in his arms.”


  “I’ll see if that works for me tonight,” Monty said, “How about it, Sandy?”


  “Well,” he said with hesitation. “Whatever the job requires. But no funny stuff.”


  Monty turned to Marilyn. “And how is this thing with the senator.”


  “I’m working on him, but he can’t divorce Jackie during his run for the presidency.”


  “That makes sense.”


  “After our recent experiences, you and I both should stay away from married men,” Monty said. He turned to Sandy. “Are you married, kid?”


  “No, and I don’t plan to get married,” Sandy said. “I want to devote my life to my movie career.”


  “I hear you’ve lost your Frenchman,” Monty said to Marilyn. “I’ve also lost my Frenchman. The cute little fucker left me and has gone back to his wife.”


  “Yves Montand is out of my life,” she said. “Back to the faithful Simone Signoret. I read in the paper that he told reporters that ‘it’s within any fool’s power to seduce a woman. The art form is knowing how to break it off.’”


  “Paris-Match, that sarcastic rag, claimed that ‘the Montands have survived Hurricane Marilyn’” Monty said.


  “I met Yves at Idlewild when his plane to Paris was delayed for four hours because of a bomb threat,” she said. “He wouldn’t go with me to the hotel suite I’d rented nearby. We sat in the back seat of the Cadillac where he drank my champagne and ate my caviar. He even turned down my offer of a final blow-job for old time’s sake.”


  “I didn’t know there was any man on the planet who would turn down a blow-job from Marilyn Monroe,” Sandy said. “I’m learning things.”


  “I’ve got a lot more to teach you, kid,” Monty said, bending over and nibbling on the boy’s ear.


  “Please don’t do that,” he said, glancing around nervously. “The guys here in the bar will think we’re a couple of fags.”


  While Monty was debating the point with Sandy, Marilyn reached into her compact and checked her own face. Perhaps Monty’s lost beauty reminded her of how fragile her own looks were.


  She suddenly looked up as Arthur Miller entered the bar. He glanced just briefly at them and then walked out.


  “I thought Arthur was my friend,” Monty said. “He didn’t seem to recognize me.”


  “You made the mistake of hanging out with the enemy,” she said. “For appearance’s sake, we’re booked into the same suite, with Sandy next door to us and you across the hall. I decided Arthur and I will try to hold this ridiculous marriage together until the picture is finished—that is, if it ever is.”


  Monty had been a friend to both Miller and Marilyn. But as their union was unraveling, he vowed his allegiance to Marilyn. Before flying to Nevada, he had told a reporter, “Marilyn’s marriage to Arthur is all but over. It’s just waiting for a burial in the cold, cold ground. He’ got to face that fact, as painful as it might be to him. Surely he knows by now it’s dangerous to fall in love with screen goddesses…or screen gods for that matter.”


  No one really wanted to talk about Miller, so the conversation quickly shifted to the star of the picture, Clark Gable, once known as “the King of Hollywood.”


  “You and I may be in bad shape, but I hear Gable is on his last legs, too,” Monty said.
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    Doomed and in the desert: Monroe and Clift in The Misfits

  


  “He flies in tomorrow,” Sandy said. “I’m dying to meet him. I saw Gone With the Wind. He was terrific.”


  “Sweethearts, Marilyn Monroe has got to go,” she said. “I’ve got to face that craggy face of my bitter husband. He behaves like a three-year-old child.”


  “All of us have our burdens, Pussy,” Monty said before turning to Sandy. “I feel another sleepless night coming on, and I want you in my room all night.”


  “I guess that will be okay,” Sandy said. “But I warned you—no funny stuff.”


  “Have fun, kids,” she said, kissing Monty on the lips. She rose and gave Sandy a long, lingering wet kiss.


  “Thanks for this afternoon,” Sandy said. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”


  “I know, precious,” she said. “Next time hold back a bit. A woman needs more time.”


  “Don’t worry,” Monty said. “When the rooster crows, Sandy will know everything there is to know about sex.”


  “I said no funny stuff,” Sandy protested.


  “Listen, kid,” she said, “you told me you want to be a movie star. Well, okay. Listen to the gal who became one. To become a star, you’ve got to suck half the cocks in Tinseltown.”


  ***


  An hour later, John Huston arrived in the bar with Frank E. Taylor, the producer of The Misfits. The bartender told Huston that “Miss Monroe and Mr. Clift have left.”


  “I don’t need them tonight,” Huston said. Turning to Taylor, he guided him to the bar’s far corner. “Let’s finish off a bottle. Tomorrow, we’ll deal with those two psychic twins, Miss Monroe and Monty Clift. They’re on the same wave length, but broadcasting from a planet not of this earth.”
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    Arthur Miller

  


  ***


  When Miller flew into Reno, he didn’t need Monty to announce the demise of his marriage to Marilyn. He already knew about that. She’d told him that she’d fallen in love with Yves Montand Arthur Miller and planned to divorce him to marry the Frenchman. At that point in their fading relationship, Miller had not been made aware that Montand had dumped her.


  Originally, the script for The Misfits was conceived as a valentine to Marilyn, a sort of macabre valentine in memory of the child they had lost through a miscarriage.


  As he steadily kept working and revising the script, it was turning into a film noir Western.


  In creating the character of Roslyn, Miller had ripped off Marilyn’s persona, capturing her depressions, nervousness, paranoia, insecurity, and panic attacks.


  He had written Roslyn as a disillusioned divorcée living out her six-week residency in Reno as a means of ridding herself of her husband, as played by Kevin McCarthy. In the film, she was on the skids, sustaining herself through booze, pills, and sex.


  Instead of a valentine to Marilyn, the script evolved into a portrait of their deteriorating marriage. Much of the dialogue in the script had actually been spoken by her at one point or another during their marriage.


  After reading the first draft of The Misfits, she had told her husband that she didn’t like her dialogue, the plot, or any of the characters, especially her own which she described as that of a degenerate. “My God, you bastard, you’ve even written in a scene where I fuck a tree.”


  Newly divorced on the screen, Roslyn takes up with a ruggedly independent, aging cowboy, Gaylord Langland (Clark Gable). They move into the uncompleted house of Gay’s friend, Guido (Eli Wallach), a part-time mechanic who has turned into an aimless wanderer.


  This offbeat menagerie needs money, and Guido convinces Guy to round up some wild mustangs called “misfits” because they are too small to ride. Later in the plot, Roslyn learns that the horses are being rounded up to be slaughtered and turned into dog food.


  Guy and Guido need a partner and come across a battered and disillusioned rodeo performer, Perce (Monty Clift), a part he called “that of a unisex mama’s boy.”


  When Sandy retired with Monty to his bedroom across the hall, the actor told the boy, “The real fireworks won’t be with us tonight, but in that suite with Marilyn and Miller.” As it turned out, he was right.
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  In the middle of the night, Sandy, in Monty’s bedroom, heard the sounds of a crashing object and shouting between Miller and Marilyn. Jumping up from the bed, he put on his underwear and, not bothering to dress, raced across the hall way. Using his passkey, he entered the brightly lit suite, just as Miller in pajamas was retreating to his own bedroom.


  Tables had been overturned, vases broken, and a glass coffee table cracked into two pieces. From Marilyn’s bedroom came a loud crashing noise. He rushed to discover that she’d thrown a champagne bottle at a large mirror.


  She stood nude before him. “I won’t make this fucking picture. He’s made me into something not quite human.”


  Sandy rushed over and scooped her in his arms, afraid she’d severely cut herself on all the broken glass.


  He carried her across the hall and put her in bed with Monty. She was sobbing and desperately reached out to both of them, needing to be comforted.


  The next morning, they were huddled together like orphans in a storm when John Huston, with the aid of a passkey from the maid, barged into their room and spotted the three nude bodies in bed together. Marilyn was sandwiched between the two men.


  Huston had come to their room when neither Monty nor Marilyn had shown up on the set.


  “Rise and shine, my sweeties,” he said. “From the looks of things, this is going to be a hell of a picture.”


  ***


  On the set, Marilyn sat with Sandy having a cup of black coffee served by a Chinese waiter from Reno. “Is that black book you carry around a diary?” she asked. “I keep a diary too—only it’s red.”


  “No,” Sandy lied. “I’m sort of forgetful, so I write down any instructions I’m given.”


  Actually, she’d been right. Realizing he was watching film history in the making, Sandy was writing down everything that happened, including details about the conversation between Marilyn and Monty in the bar last night. At the end of the filming, he planned to sell his notes to a magazine for enough money to buy a used car.


  Arriving on the set was Eli Wallach, Marilyn’s friend from the Actors Studio in Manhattan. He rushed over to her, and she hugged him tightly and kissed him on the lips. Without asking him how he was, she poured out her grief. “Oh, Eli, Eli, my marriage to Arthur is on the skids. We’re just not compatible.”


  “I could have told you that from the beginning,” he said. “You just aren’t the little Jewish wife making matzo balls for her husband.”


  “I know that now, you silly thing,” she said. “Why didn’t you warn me about what he’s like? He’s a monster.”


  “Have you ever met a writer who isn’t?” he asked. “Ever spent a night with Tennessee Williams?”


  “Actually, I’m in love with Yves Montand,” she said.


  “Sounds like two divorces are coming up,” Wallach told her as Sandy listened intently.


  “The shit has gone back to Paris and his wife, but he’ll probably write about our affair in some French magazine, maybe even in his memoirs.”


  Marilyn was correct in her prediction. In his memoirs, Montand would write about how their affair began.


  
    “I bent down to put a good night kiss on her cheek. And her head turned, and my lips went wild. It was a wonderful, tender kiss. I was half stunned, stammering. I straightened up, already flooded with guilt, wondering what was happening to me. I didn’t wonder for long.”

  


  Wallach was also a friend of Monty’s, and the actor asked about his fellow actor.


  “If you can believe it, Monty is even more fucked up than I am,” Marilyn claimed.


  At that point, Huston signaled her to join him about thirty feet away.


  Miller appeared on the set and spotted Wallach, who was also his friend. He joined Wallach as the Chinese waiter also served him coffee. Miller ignored Sandy and devoted all his attention to Wallach, but Sandy was like a sponge, absorbing everything that was said.


  As expected, Miller complained to Wallach about Marilyn, but this time, it was relatively philosophical—not the usual nagging gripe.


  “The simple fact, terrible and lethal, is that no space exists between Marilyn herself and Marilyn the star. She has become Marilyn Monroe, and that is what is killing her. There is no real Marilyn Monroe. She never existed except as a fantasy creation of hers. She knows she will one day vanish, but not Marilyn on the screen. Since she was a teenager, she’s been creating this imaginary character for public consumption. But the character she’s created has become the living, walking Marilyn herself. She has slowly and deliberately murdered Norma Jeane, and now she’s ripping Norma Jeane’s rotting flesh from her body piece by piece. All that will be left is this cardboard caricature, Marilyn Monroe.”


  Sandy didn’t really understand Miller’s point, but Wallach seemed to know what he meant.


  The teenager looked up from this intense conversation and his coffee to see Clark Gable walking onto the set and heading to the chairs where Marilyn and Huston sat. To Sandy, he looked like his own grandfather, old before his time. He’d only seen Gable in Gone With the Wind, and this overweight actor didn’t resemble the dashing Rhett Butler he’d viewed years before on the screen.


  In the hot morning sun, Sandy decided to ingratiate himself with Gable.


  Eli Wallach or even Arthur Miller didn’t make hot copy for a magazine. But Monty did, and so did Marilyn, and most definitely Clark Gable did, too.


  ***


  Known for his “cobra grin,” John Huston stood up tall, lanky, and erect in his African safari suit, evoking Ernest Hemingway. This macho man under a ten-gallon hat extended his weathered hand to another macho man, Clark Gable.


  Sandy was already moving toward the trio, when Huston signaled him to get more black coffee for all of them. Sandy had to introduce himself to Gable. Unlike Miller, Gable extended a firm handshake and met Sandy eye to eye.


  “Sandy’s been hired to wipe your ass every time you take a crap,” Huston said.


  “An honorable profession,” Gable said, flashing a smile. Gable also extended a hand to Marilyn. “Miss Monroe,” he said. “We meet again. It’s been years. I don’t recall how many. My memory isn’t what it used to be. That’s why John here cast me as the old bronco rider facing his last roundup.”
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    Clark Gable

  


  “You have plenty of pictures left in you, Mr. Gable,” she assured him.


  “I think since we once knew each other intimately, we should be on a first-name basis.” Gable said.


  “I wanted our affair to last,” she said. “In fact, I was hoping you would propose to me.”


  “I can just see the headline—Clark Gable robs the cradle.”


  “You are a man of the ages,” she said. “Jean Harlow in the 1930s, Lana Turner in the 1940s, and Marilyn Monroe in the 1950s.”


  “Time does march on, doesn’t it? You left out Carole Lombard. She was my true love. Just the other night, I told Carole that I will be seeing her soon.”


  “Not that soon,” she assured him. “Rhett Butler is invincible, the kind of man who will live forever. That’s why you’re the King. If only you would make me your Queen.”


  “I don’t think that will happen,” he said. “It’s too late. Maybe in our next lives.”


  “Okay then, have it your way, Rhett,” she said. “If I can’t become Queen of Hollywood, I will become First Lady of America.”


  He looked puzzled at that remark, but didn’t ask her to explain it.


  Days later, when Sandy was keeping Huston’s ice fresh in his bourbon, the director sat quietly, waiting for Marilyn to show up. In the stifling head, Huston revealed that he knew all about that affair with Gable Marilyn had had back in 1950 when he’d cast her in The Asphalt Jungle.


  “I introduced her to the director, Clarence Brown, and he was quite taken with Marilyn,” Huston told Sandy. “He took her to the set of a picture he was directing called To Please a Lady. It starred Clark and Barbara Stanwyck. Both of these big stars were quite taken with Miss Marilyn. Clark bedded her and so did Stanwyck. In fact, she got Marilyn a role in her upcoming movie, Clash by Night. Yes, Marilyn would lay for both men and women in those days, just like you’re doing with Monty and Marilyn today. Nothing ever really changes in Hollywood.”


  ***


  As Norman Mailer would later write, “The filming of The Misfits proceeded with the pace of a wounded caterpillar.”


  In less than a week into the shoot, Huston had to face endless delays from Marilyn. One morning, Sandy was unable to get her out of bed for the entire day. Sometimes, he’d usher her makeup man directly into her bedroom, especially when she was running so late her face was worked on even as she sat on the toilet.


  “During the filming of The Misfits, I had a double-barreled shotgun aimed right between my eyes,” Huston recalled. “Not just Marilyn, but the Black Widow Spider herself.”
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    John Huston

  


  Onto the set during the second day of shooting arrived Paula Strasberg, the wife of Lee Strasberg of the Actors Studio in Manhattan. Officially, she was announced as Marilyn’s acting coach, but Huston was well aware that she was actually there in the scorching desert heat to direct Marilyn in all her scenes.


  She did not believe that one should wear white to reflect the rays of the sun. She dressed instead entirely in black—a black caftan, a wide-brimmed black straw hat, and a pair of large black sunglasses. She held a black palmetto fan in her hand, and always carried a large black umbrella. By the second week, she demanded that Huston shoot a simple scene with Marilyn a total of sixty-five times, even though he, as director, had approved the fifth take.


  As Marilyn’s coach, Paula was making three thousand dollars a week. She’d told columnist Leonard Lyons, “Marilyn has the fragility of a female but the constitution of an ox. She is a beautiful hummingbird made of iron. Her only trouble is that she’s a very pure person in an impure world.”


  Friends of Marilyn didn’t know exactly who Paula was describing, but it certainly wasn’t the Marilyn Monroe they knew.


  Huston ordered the crew to “ice Strasberg out.” He did it with condescension, bidding her an elaborate good morning and bowing at the waist. If she had anything to say, he listened “as if she were delivering words writ by God.” At the end of the shoot for the day, a slightly drunken Huston would be even more condescending in his ritualized good night before heading to the gambling casinos of Reno, where he was losing big bucks.


  His losses made him particularly grumpy on the set the following morning—that and the endless production delays caused by Marilyn not showing up.
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  “As his gambling losses mounted and as Marilyn caused more delays, Huston became almost sadistic to her,” Sandy later claimed.


  The morning she had to shoot her first scene with Gable, she was so nervous, she’d swallowed a fistful of Nembutals. “We had to take her to the local hospital and get her stomach pumped,” Sandy said.


  Throughout the shoot, her psychiatrist, Dr. Ralph Greenson, had prescribed 300 milligrams of Nembutal to put her to sleep at night, even though the maximum dose that was usually defined as safe was 100 milligrams.


  Marilyn carried her feud with her husband onto the set, often denouncing him in from of everybody. In one of her drugged states, she accused Miller of “letting Monty suck your cock.”


  She was wrong about that, but behind her back, love was brewing in the playwright's heart. It was not directed at Monty.


  It was with a certain irony that Miller, married “to the most desirable woman in the world,” met the love of his life on the set of The Misfits. Four years older than Marilyn, Austria-born Ingeborg Morath was a freelance photographer who stood tall and attractive. Very discreetly, he began spending time alone with her away from the set of The Misfits. It is not known when their actual affair began, but he did tell Monty that “Inge is helping me mend a broken heart.”


  After his eventual divorce from Marilyn in 1961, the playwright married Morath on February 7, 1962.


  ***


  Her body ravaged by drugs and liquor, Marilyn had told Sandy and Paula, “I go to bed each night with a foreboding there will never be a morning.”


  The first week of tolerating Marilyn’s endless delays made Gable call her “a self-indulgent twat.”


  One afternoon, Marilyn came to Gable in tears. She’d read in a Las Vegas paper that gamblers were placing bets as to which of its trio of big-name but unbalanced stars would crack up or even die before shooting on The Misfits came to an end.


  After that experience of showing him such raw emotion and pain, Gable became more sympathetic to her. From then on, he waited patiently for her to show up, sometimes for four or five hours at a time. He realized it was more than her marriage coming unglued—the problem involved Marilyn herself.


  He could afford to wait. It was written into his contract that he’d be paid $48,000 a week for overtime. That was in addition to his generous salary of $750,000, plus ten percent of the gross. “I know there will be plenty of overtime on this picture,” Gable told Huston. “I’ll end up a rich man even if the film bombs.”


  Throughout the entire filming, Marilyn constantly complained to Huston that she wanted to get paid as much as Gable. Previously, she and Miller had agreed to do the film for half a million dollars between them, plus a small percentage of the gross. She was sorry that she’d agreed to that. She told Huston, “Poor Monty looks awful and Clark looks like he could play Andy Hardy’s grandfather. As for me, I should have been photographed in Technicolor. The public will buy tickets to see me, not some broken down hayseed cowboys.”


  When she did show up on the set, she looked physically exhausted, wandering around in a drugged daze. When Huston barked at her, as he frequently did, she would run to the “honey wagon” to vomit. The night before, Miller tried to rehearse her in new lines he’d written, but she couldn’t remember them, sometimes confusing them with an earlier script. The script girl had to write out cue cards for her.


  Gable also objected to Miller and Huston constantly changing the script after he’d laboriously learned his lines. At one point, Gable found the working conditions intolerable and called his agent, threatening to walk off the set. Since he had script approval, he could have closed down the shoot.


  It was Marilyn who went to see him and, even though she herself wanted to bolt from the set of The Misfits, she prevailed upon him to stay.


  It was that very night she made a play for him, partly because she’d been told that his wife, the actress-socialite Kay Williams Spreckels, would be arriving in Reno the following afternoon. Gable had married her after his disastrous fourth marriage to Lady Sylvia Ashley, who had been previously wed to Douglas Fairbanks, Sr.


  Since the late 1930s, Gable had been Marilyn’s Hollywood fantasy man. She told people that he was her real father, and laughingly suggested that she wanted to make the relationship “incestuous.” A decade before, her dream had come true when he’d taken her to bed. She wanted him to stay and live with her, but he’d moved on. In her mentally deteriorating condition, she felt that by seducing him again, this time before his wife arrived in Nevada, she could once again prove that he was still attracted to her.
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  But an aging Gable, nearing the final days of his life, was in no mood for sex. That day, he’d drunk an amazing two quarts of whiskey over a period of several hours, and he’d smoked three packages of cigarettes. At one point, in the scorching sun, he’d developed uncontrollable shakes, and Sandy had to help him back to his dressing room.


  Unaware of all that, Marilyn came to his door at around eleven that evening. Apparently, he’d been sleeping, something she rarely managed to do. “I’ve come by to give you a present, the same present you gave Scarlett O’Hara when you carried her up those stairs and raped her.”


  “Not tonight,” he said. He kissed her lightly on the lips and patted her butt. “Now, fatso, go to bed and get some sleep so you’ll be ready to face the camera at ten in the morning.” He gently shut the door in her face.


  She ran crying back to her own suite. Sandy was waiting there. “That was one fast fuck,” he said.


  “He rejected me,” she said, sobbing. “He turned me down. No man turns down Marilyn Monroe.”


  “Fortunately, you’ve got a young man like me, not a grandfather, to pork you tonight.”


  “Yeah, right,” she said, looking at him. “Why don’t you get the fuck out of here?”


  The next day, Gable told Huston what had happened. “Ten years ago, I would have fucked the hell out of her all night. But in my present condition, I can’t even satisfy Kay.”


  The next morning, Gable tried to deflect Marilyn’s sexual interest. At lunch with Monty and her, he removed his false teeth and placed them beside his plate. Then he proceeded to do the most amazing impersonation of that old cowboy sidekick, Gabby Hayes.


  In spite of that, Marilyn looked at him with a kind of adoration. “Teeth or not, you’re still Clark Gable.”


  But the very next day, he filmed a scene in which she was nude in bed, covered only with a thin sheet. He bent down to kiss her, and at one point, he caressed her breast.


  She later told Monty, “I was thrilled. I got goose bumps. I’ve never tried to seduce a man harder in my entire life. I must be slipping. The young Marilyn certainly had no problem seducing Clark.”


  “I suspect Clark was a hell of a lot younger then,” Monty said.


  At the luncheon table, Sandy was shocked to see “The King of Hollywood with no teeth.” In the middle of Gable’s impersonation, he was tapped on the shoulder. “Call for Huston,” a grip told him. “Get him.”


  Sandy rounded up Huston. He’d learned that the caller from Los Angeles asking for Huston was Humphrey Bogart.


  “Bogie’s on the phone for you,” Sandy told the director.


  Sandy eavesdropped on the conversation. Apparently, Huston’s friend was calling to learn how things were going on the set. Sandy heard Huston say, “Miller is sulking away somewhere with this photographer—female, that is—and Gable is dying. Marilyn is drunk, acting like the self-destructive slut she is. Monty is wandering around on Jupiter, and I’m losing big time in the Reno casinos and robbing the production money. The picture is way over budget. Now how are you, Bogie, running off with your mistress and leaving your young wife at home?”


  ***


  Later that morning, Sandy escorted a wobbly Marilyn over to Huston, who sat in a director’s chair sipping a bourbon. She’d had a bad night. Sandy had been unable to get her into a cold shower to wake her up.


  She was in a foul mood, one of the worst he’d ever witnessed.


  Huston studied Marilyn carefully, perhaps evaluating that she looked too dissipated to face the camera. “Honey, I have some advice for you. You’re a sweetie, but you really must bathe more frequently, particularly out in this desert heat. In Los Angeles, I encountered Bette Davis at a party. She said that a year ago, she ran into you at a party. She felt your odor evoked the offal market at the Chicago slaughterhouse.”


  “Some men like the natural scent of a woman,” she protested.


  “Natural scent is not Camembert cheese,” he told her.


  She ran from the set. On the way to her trailer, she told Sandy, “I could kick Huston in the balls.” Back in her dressing room, she was very agitated. “With Miller’s help, he’s making an anti-Monroe film. Not only that, but I’m coming off as anti-male, not to mention as a narcissistic bitch.”


  Marilyn lay down on a sofa and instructed Sandy to tell Huston that she was unable to work that day. Back on the set, he found Gable and Huston in a deep conversation. He brought them fresh drinks and listened to what his director had to say. He was afraid that Huston was going to fire Marilyn.


  “I think this is Monroe’s last picture,” he told Gable. “She’s beginning to show her age. Her tits are starting to sag. Let’s Make Love, so I hear, is a disaster. I fear this dreary film noir will keep them away from the box office and at home watching TV. Her reputation in Hollywood is ruined. When these two pictures are released, she’ll be box office poison. She’s on her way out. Do you know how many movie stars fall from the sky?”


  Gable lit a cigarette and took a stiff drink. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re looking at one right now.” He seemed to take umbrage at Huston’s comments. “You give me this over-the-hill broad and a sleazy little homosexual runt, and you expect me to carry the picture for these two zombies.” He turned his back on Huston and walked away.


  After a night of great despair, Marilyn had stayed up until dawn, with Sandy offering her companionship, but not much else. He tried to arouse her at ten the following morning, but she seemed in a daze. He answered her phone, fearing an attack from Huston.


  It was not a local call. He heard the voices of two operators. As it turned out, a call was coming in from Switzerland from Charlie Chaplin, who was living there in exile.


  At first, Sandy didn’t believe that the real Chaplin was calling, thinking it was some kind of joke. Since he’d never seen a Chaplin talking picture, he did not recognize the sound of his voice.


  When he became convinced that he was on the phone with “The Little Tramp,” he tried more aggressively to awaken her.


  “A guy who says he’s Charlie Chaplin is on the phone from Switzerland,” he told her.


  The impact of that name seemed to shock her awake. “Charlie is calling? I’ll take it!” She signaled him to leave the room and give her some privacy. As he headed out the door, he heard her say, “Charlie, you sweet man. I can’t believe it’s you after all this time!”


  At the door, Sandy could hear her voice, but couldn’t make out what she was saying. He kept hearing the word “horses.” Why would Charlie be calling her about horses?


  When he didn’t hear her voice any more, he came back into the room. She was on the bed crying. “Oh, my God, I couldn’t believe it. I’d once dreamed of doing a comedy with Charlie directing me. So my big break comes, but what did I get? He’s pitching a script about shooting horses. What is it with Arthur Miller and Charlie Chaplin? They both want to make a movie about shooting horses. What would I become on the screen? The enemy of all animal rights activists?”


  She didn’t seem to make sense. “I could not believe that Chaplin would call her to make another movie about shooting horses,” Sandy recalled.


  It wasn’t untill1969 when Sandy, in Las Vegas, went to the movies did he figure it out. Chaplin, at least back in 1960, must have acquired the rights to a property called They Shoot Horses, Don’t They? Jane Fonda took the role originally offered to Marilyn, and it became of her finest films. It wasn’t about shooting horses at all, but about those grueling endurance contests, the dance marathons of the depression-plagued 1930s.


  Back in the Nevada desert in 1960, the call from Chaplin seemed to have awakened Marilyn. She staggered out of bed and called for Sandy to come to the bathroom. He found her sitting on the toilet. She ordered him to look at the top of her head. “Am I getting a bald spot?” she asked.
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  For the first time, he looked beyond the glamorous façade of Marilyn Monroe and discovered an ordinary woman, who, like millions of other women throughout America at that very moment, was also “sitting in a crapper dumping a load,” as he would later so graphically describe the incident in his diary.


  ***


  Back on the set, both Sandy and Marilyn were introduced to Rex Bell, the lieutenant governor of Nevada. He’d been a movie star cowboy like Gene Autry or Roy Rogers, appearing in such films as The Idaho Kid (1936) and such television series as Cowboys and Injuns (1950). He’d agreed to appear as an old cowpoke in a cameo appearance in The Misfits.


  What thrilled Marilyn was not Bell himself, but the knowledge that he was the husband of Clara Bow, the silent screen vamp once known as “The It Girl.”


  As a child, Marilyn had made Bow her role model until she switched her affection to that platinum blonde, Jean Harlow. After the release of the film, It, Bow had achieved international stardom as the sex symbol of the 1920s. In 1928 and 1929, she’d been the number one box office draw in America.


  Marilyn had been greatly flattered when she’d read in the paper that Bow, long ago retired in Nevada, had claimed that “Marilyn Monroe is my favorite actress, but I’ve never met her.”


  Like Marilyn, Bow’s life had been characterized by scandal, including one urban legend that asserted that she had taken on all the members of the 1927 University of Southern California football team.
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  In 1931, The Coast Reporter, a tabloid, published lurid allegations about her, wherein she was accused of “exhibitionism, incest, lesbianism, bestiality, drug addiction, alcoholism, and of having syphilis.”


  Even though Bow never met Marilyn, there was an affinity between them. In the words of Bow’s biographer, David Stenn, “Both Clara and Monroe had mentally ill mothers and maternal grandmothers, all of whom were committed to asylums; both suffered physical and emotional abuse in their childhood; both had been catapulted to oppressive fame, then underpaid for their services and underrated for their talent; and both had been endowed with, then entrapped by, the same sexual-vulnerable, womanly babyish, stupid-shrewd image.”


  Life magazine once hired Richard Avedon to shoot pictures of Marilyn as Bow in a red wig. Bow was flattered but nixed the idea of Marilyn portraying her in a film during her lifetime.


  Later that night, Marilyn knocked on Bell’s door. He slept in the nude, but hastily put a robe around his body and answered the door himself. In 1960, lieutenant governors of sparsely populated states did not have much security.


  From all reports, he was startled to see Marilyn there. He invited her in for a drink. But according to Sandy, he turned down her offer of a night of sex. He told her that if she had extended that invitation ten years before, “I would be willing to go at it all night. I’m not the man I used to be.”


  Perhaps he knew that the only reason Marilyn wanted to seduce him was because he was the husband of Clara Bow.


  After giving Marilyn that drink and a pat on her ass, he showed her to the door. He had only months to live before dying in office on the Fourth of July, 1962, at the age of fifty-eight.


  His years of rough living finally caught up with him. It was only after his death that Marilyn learned that he no longer lived with his wife, but refused to divorce her. He’d fallen in love with a blonde divorcée ten years younger than Clara. Marilyn was equally disappointed to learn that Bell had split his estate among his sons and his mistress, Katie Jenkins. Bow got nothing.


  Marilyn’s own death followed Bell’s a month later. Deeply saddened by the man she’d once loved, and by the fate of the star she’d never met, Bow told the press, “Marilyn was so lovely and far too young to die. Being a sex symbol is a heavy load to carry when one is tired, hurt, and bewildered.”
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  The Silent Screen vamp had only a short time to live herself. Clara Bow died in 1965 of a heart attack at the age of fifty.


  ***


  Gable’s sympathy and understanding of Marilyn did not extend to Monty, at least not at first. During most of the shoot, a very shaky Monty tried to hold himself together, aided in no small part by his hip flask filled with a concoction of vodka, orange juice, and barbiturates.


  One scalding hot afternoon in the desert, Monty could not seem to pull himself together in a scene he was shooting with Gable. Growing increasingly impatient, Gable finally lashed out at him. “You god damn little fag, why don’t you sober up? I’m tempted to smash the other side of your face. You can’t coast on your looks anymore.”
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  “You’re not exactly Rhett Butler anymore,” Monty shot back.


  “You little bitch,” Gable said. “I should beat you to a pulp.”


  Seeing the oncoming fight from twenty feet away, Marilyn broke from Huston and ran between Gable and Monty. She pulled him away. On the way back to his dressing room, Monty shouted back at Gable, “Take out your fucking dentures and kiss my ass.”


  During the next week, Gable refused to speak to Monty except in front of the camera. One afternoon, he watched as Monty and Marilyn shot one of their more memorable scenes in which she cradles Monty in her lap. Each of them seems to identify with the other as two lost souls. The scene and its dialogue could have been ripped from the pages of their own lives, which it probably was.“


  Don’t say anything,” she murmurs to him. “Just be still. I don’t know where I belong—maybe this is just the next thing that happens. Maybe we’re not supposed to remember anybody’s promises.”


  Gable was so impressed he turned to Huston and said, “I have to hand it to him. The little fag can really act.” Standing nearby, Sandy heard that remark to record in his diary.


  The next day, Gable made peace with Monty. “Why don’t you give me some of that stuff you keep pouring from your thermos?”


  Without telling him what it was, Monty offered him a drink. For the first time, the two actors really talked, but it was mostly about Marilyn.


  “She once told me that when she was a fatherless little girl, she used to carry around this picture of you,” Monty said. “She told all the kids in school that you were her father, she your bastard daughter. She was so proud to be your daughter.”


  Monty offered Gable another drink, which he accepted. But when Sandy asked for one, Monty turned him down.


  Sandy noted that the story seemed to touch Gable’s heart. After that day, Gable was much kinder to both Marilyn and Monty. As Huston told Sandy, “Gable’s becoming a father figure to both the fag and the broken-down whore.”


  Toward the end of the shoot, Sandy, Huston, Marilyn, and Gable began to notice that Monty was falling apart again. One day was particularly troubling when Huston insulted him on the set.


  That night, Monty revived his reputation as a hopeless pill addict and a drunk.


  He disappeared in the late afternoon and no one knew where he went. A call came in for Taylor, the producer, that night to come and rescue Monty. Calling Sandy to go with him, the two men drove to a lesbian bar near Truckee River, Nevada, to take Monty back to his hotel.


  When they got there, the bartender told them that Monty had pulled down his jeans and mooned the hard-drinking cowgirls at the bar, calling them bull dykes. Two of the burly lesbians had picked him up and carried him outside the building, tossing him into an alley with the stray cats.


  That is where Sandy and Taylor found Monty. The two men picked up the drugged actor and drove him back to Reno.


  Taylor later told Monty’s biographer, Patricia Bosworth, that “Around five in the morning, I was awakened by Monty’s naked form sleepwalking in the hall, heading toward the elevator. I vaulted after him and managed to sling him over my shoulders just as the elevator door opened and hordes of tourists poured out. I panicked. Here I was, holding Montgomery Clift bare-assed in my arms, but nobody blinked an eye.”


  ***


  Paula Strasberg was almost on the verge of a nervous breakdown, like Marilyn herself, claiming she’d been “the whipping boy of a cabal that consists of Miller, Huston, and Eli Wallach, the traitor.”


  In desperation, Paula summoned her husband, Lee Strasberg, and her actress daughter Susan to fly to Nevada to help her. “If I’m forced to quit,” Paula claimed, “Marilyn will walk off the picture.”


  Stopping off in Reno, where their plane had landed, Lee and Susan attired themselves in cowboy gear. “We were just two Jewish greenhorns trying to fit into the desert scene,” Susan later recalled.
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  After embracing Lee, her longtime friend and acting mentor, Marilyn allowed him to go off to comfort his wife. Susan joined Marilyn in her badly air-conditioned trailer. “Oh, please, tell them I’m exhausted. I’m supposed to work six days a week here. I’m thirty-four years old, and I’ve been singing and dancing for five months in that lousy picture, Let’s Make Love. I need time to rest and get my spirits up. I’m so tired and hey, I’m not so young. It takes me longer to get my motor running.”


  In the stifling trailer, Marilyn pulled off her dress and stood completely nude in front of Susan, searching for something cold to drink.


  Susan had become comfortable with Marilyn’s nudity. Before she’d met Marilyn, she was very shy about taking off her own clothes, even using a large bath towel to protect her privacy as she changed at the gym.


  One afternoon in Manhattan, Susan had gone shopping with Marilyn at Bloomingdale’s, looking for a sexy dress. “In the dressing room, Marilyn took off her dress,” Susan said. “She wore no underwear. I blushed and I thought the saleslady was going to faint. But Marilyn was as free as a child. She examined her breasts and even held them up for my inspection, wanting my opinion. She even examined her rear in a full-length mirror, complaining about what she called, ‘my nigger ass.’”


  In her memoirs, Marilyn and Me, Susan recalled her first meeting with Marilyn during a filming in Hollywood. But it was in Chicago where they became better acquainted during a game of strip poker. “Both of us ended up naked as a jaybird.”


  Even though Susan found Marilyn “sweet and lonely,” she claimed she didn’t befriend the star until later in New York. “I had too many friends like her, and I couldn’t handle it. Monty and Marilyn were birds of a feather.”


  The friendship ripened when Marilyn began to stay over at the Strasberg home. Marilyn also befriended Johnny Strasberg, Lee’s son. He later claimed. “I knew my father and Marilyn were having an affair. It was something I felt when I saw the energy between them.”


  Susan in her memoirs also confessed her own intimate moments with Marilyn. “We often talked about sexual things. She told me that she had to initiate relationships. ‘With men, it’s hands off. They don’t know what the hell to do with me. I almost have to say, ‘Do you want to fuck?’”


  In her memoirs, Susan also relayed the details of her first intimacy with Marilyn when she came into her bedroom late at night. “She was out of it, her eyes glazed; she was groggy. She came over to where I was sleeping and we sat there together. She had on a bathrobe and nothing underneath, and I was thinking. Would I? Should I? Could I? I was a virgin still, and I sensed she would have done anything for comfort. There was a sense of sensuality because she was drugged, very loose.”


  Back on the set of The Misfits, Sandy brought drinks to Lee and Paula. She told him, “I’m glad Susan is here. She’s the only person who can cheer Marilyn up.”


  “She hasn’t smiled since filming began,” Sandy said before indulging in some teenage boasting. “Of course, I knew how to put a smile on her face.”


  That night, Sandy saw Marilyn in better spirits than he’d ever known. “We had a cookout that night. Marilyn drank a lot. It was a fun evening. She put on a wig and some music and did a devastating impression of Mitzi Gaynor, an actress whom Marilyn claimed had once snubbed her. She sang Gaynor’s trademark song, ‘I’m Gonna Wash That Man Right Out of My Hair.’ The crew went wild.”


  Later, Marilyn learned that Miller had moved back into his suite. He’d been spending his nights in someone else’s bedroom. She wasn’t sure whose bedroom that was. Marilyn invited Susan to sleep over with her.


  In the middle of the night, Miller heard drunken giggling and squealing coming from Marilyn’s bedroom. He barged in, only to discover Marilyn and Susan, both nude, engaged in a pillow fight.


  “Get out of here,” he shouted at Susan.


  “She’s staying!” Marilyn shouted back. “I have to get my jollies some way. Certainly not from the male penis, the most unreliable of all organs.”


  “Then I’m leaving,” Miller said.


  As he slammed the door, she called out, “Good riddance.”


  The next morning, Miller told Huston and Sandy that he’d caught Susan and Marilyn in “a lezzie romp.”


  On the set, Sandy took Susan over to talk to Gable, to whom he was bringing his morning coffee. After chatting about Marilyn for about five minutes, Gable made a strange statement. “I’m glad I’m not a woman having to look beautiful and not wilted in 110-degree desert heat. Of course, a lot of hetero-sexual men I’ve known told me they wished I had been born a woman, so they could make love to me,. On the other hand, maybe I did miss out on something by not being a woman. I guess I’ll have to ask Monty about that. He should know.”
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  Leaving Paula behind to face Miller and Huston, Lee and Susan headed for Reno after tearful goodbyes to Marilyn. Susan later claimed, “The St. Valentine’s Day Massacre was not confined to the opening scene of Some Like It Hot, where Tony Curtis and Jack Lemmon saw all those Chicago gangsters being gunned down. The real St. Valentine’s Massacre was taking place on the set of The Misfits.”


  When Johnny Strasberg saw Marilyn for the final time, he told his sister, Susan, “I think Marilyn is a sick woman, a classic schizophrenic. She is dedicated to love. A schizoid will do anything for love. They are totally infantile, pulsing with life. They see the walls move. The amazing thing about her is that she has survived for as long as she has. People love her, but they have to cut her off or abandon her, which is the thing she expects. With Marilyn, you’re dealing with an abandoned infant who’s not an infant any more.”


  ***


  In the midst of the chaos among the crew shooting The Misfits, a rumor spread that John Wayne would be driving up from Las Vegas for a visit to the film’s location. The word was that Gable had had a minor stroke, and that he’d been taken to a hospital in Reno, but that he had appeared two days later looking reasonably fit. His most difficult scenes, those requiring great physical stamina, were yet to be shot. He was insisting on doing his own stunts.


  Marilyn told Sandy and Monty that she was greatly concerned by the rumored possibility that all of her scenes with Gable would have to be reshot, perhaps with his replacement, John Wayne. “At the rate we’re going, The Misfits will reach the theaters in 1965 when John F. Kennedy will be in his second term as President of the United States.”


  The night before Wayne’s arrival a drunken Monty wanted to talk to Marilyn about the tortuous relationship he’d had with Wayne during the making of the Western, Red River, in 1946, a picture that hadn’t been released until 1948.


  During the evening, Sandy kept the drinks flowing and his ear tuned to what he could later record in his diary.


  The director, Howard Hawks, had successfully lobbied to have Monty cast in Red River. Monty claimed that he’d told Hawks at the time that he feared he’d be no match for Wayne on the screen. “I’m rail thin and stand only five feet ten,” he said. “The Duke will blow me right off the screen like a tumbleweed.”


  “You’re an actor, Clift,” Hawks had assured him. “Act big on the screen.”


  Heavily in debt, Monty had agreed to do the picture. “Once Wayne got beyond all that shit about me being a fag, we bonded. By the time of our big fight scene in Red River, the director, Howard Hawks, had turned me into a crackerjack cowpoke with an old five-star cowboy hat that Gary Cooper had used in some of his westerns. I had to learn a few rodeo tricks too. It took four days to shoot that fight scene with Wayne. I was black and blue and bruised all over. But thanks to what I learned, I can convincingly play a cowpoke in The Misfits.”
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  Despite his memories of working with Wayne years before, Monty nonetheless had deep insecurities about encountering Wayne after the passage of so many years.


  Marilyn was even more nervous, fearing that if Wayne were to commandeer Gable’s role in The Misfits, she’d have no onscreen chemistry with him. “He’s not the type of man I gravitate to.”


  The next day, shortly after Wayne’s arrival on the set of The Misfits, he immediately began looking for Gable. It was Sandy who unearthed why Wayne had come for a visit. He wasn’t planning to replace Gable in The Misfits. He’d come instead to pitch a script to Gable, whom he wanted to co-star with him in an upcoming movie slated for filming in Africa, Hatari!, whose name translates as “danger” from Swahili. Scheduled for filming in Tanganyika (now northern Tanzania), the plot of the film involved a group of western expatriates who catch wild animals and sell them to zoos. Howard Hawks had signed on as director, but he believed that Gable would be more receptive if Wayne, as his potential co-star, made the sales pitch.


  That night, Marilyn ordered Sandy to bring her a bottle of whiskey. After putting on her tightest dress, she headed for Wayne’s bedroom at the Mapes Hotel. She asked Sandy to wait up for her because she wanted him to give her a bubble bath when she came back.


  He expected to wait for hours, but she was back in the room within twenty minutes, looking very agitated.


  “Duke must be in bed like he is in the movies—quick on the draw,” Sandy said to her.


  “It was nothing like that,” she said, her face looking pale. She began to pull off her clothes. “I knocked on Wayne’s door, and he answered it in his underwear, probably thinking it was room service. I sorta made my intentions known. But then I heard Monty’s voice. I looked into the living room. Monty was lying on the sofa with a drink. He was completely nude. I left quickly, knowing that boys will be boys.”


  “I’m not exactly a duke, but maybe tonight is my lucky night,” Sandy said.


  She looked him up and down as she removed her clothing. “You’re on, kid. Arthur is impotent with me. Gable can’t get it up any more. Huston hasn’t fucked me in twenty years. Eli Wallach, the idiot, is in love with his wife. Monty likes to be the fuckee, not the fucker. And Mr. John Wayne has secret desires I can’t fulfill. Just for the record, I’m known as the world’s most desirable woman. What bullshit is that?”


  As she talked, Sandy was slowly doing a striptease for her, with his jockey shorts the last item to go. “Take a look at jumbo here. You’re getting a rise out of me even before I give you that bubble bath.”


  As she headed for the bathroom, she turned to him. “The last time I had a bubble bath was with Senator John F. Kennedy of Massachusetts. He’s the man who’s going to become the President of the United States this year.”


  ***


  As the filming of The Misfits neared its inexorable end during Nevada’s scorching late summer months of 1960, Sandy noticed Marilyn moving deeper and deeper into depression—not just a melancholy one, but the lament of a deeply wounded psyche.


  She told him one night about how, during July of 1957, she’d learned that she was pregnant. “It might have been Arthur’s child, although I doubt that. The father could have been any of many many men. I don’t really know. What I knew is that I desperately wanted that baby. I wanted to be a mother. Intuitively, I believed that it would be a girl. Could you imagine the life that girl would lead as my daughter? Every straight man in America would want to fuck her.”


  A month later, as she recalled, her doctor told her she’d been diagnosed as having an actopic pregnancy. “After hearing that, my life went on a roller coaster ride to hell. As a girl, I had dreamed of becoming the next Lana Turner, making love on and off the screen with Tyrone Power, Errol Flynn, and Clark Gable.”


  “After losing my little girl, I said ‘to hell with my career.’ My marriage was collapsing, my life falling apart. Instead of Arthur making a rare appearance in my bed, I preferred to sleep with a bottle of liquor and fifteen bottles of pills on my nightstand.”


  “I’ve tried other men—Yul Brynner, Oleg Cassini, Sammy Davis, Jr., Elia Kazan, Dean Martin, Robert Mitchum, Paul Newman, Franchot Tone, Darryl F. Zanuck, even pint-sized Mickey Rooney. These men are famous and could deal with my fame. But when I screw unknown men, I find they become impotent during their attempts to take on the world’s most seductive woman. Perhaps out of intimidation, even fear, their little weenies recede into their bodies. It’s awful. It’s like I’m the great castrator of the Western world.”


  “I didn’t hear any complaints from you,” Sandy said. “And I’m not all that well known…yet.”


  “Oh, honey, a boy of nineteen can get it up looking at a dirty postcard. Believe me, I know. After my miscarriage, the only man I could trust to rise to the occasion was Joe DiMaggio. When Arthur was away, I could rely on him to come over and fuck the stars out of my eyes. Trouble was, he’s only good for one round. Then he falls asleep and snores all night.”


  “Far more devastating was a letter I got from my mother, Gladys [Gladys Baker Eley].”


  
    “Dear Norma Jeane,


    You are a very dumb girl, unlike your mother. You must have gotten your brains from your father. You have no talent. You’ll never keep a man. As for Marilyn Monroe, as you call yourself, being a mother, don’t make me laugh. You can’t take care of yourself, much less an infant. You’d be the most unfit mother there ever was. Every night I pray to God to rescue you.


    Gladys”

  


  “No ‘with love’…just nothing,” Marilyn said. “But she added a P.S.”


  
    “You’re selling your tits to the world. Don’t forget where you inherited those money-makers. I’d like some of that loot you’re hauling in to pay me back for all the sacrifices I’ve made raising you.”

  


  One afternoon, when Sandy arrived with two bottles of chilled champagne, she was standing nude in front of a full-length mirror. “Come over here and see how much fat you can bunch up around my stomach.”


  Although reluctant to do so, he did as she instructed, meanwhile telling her, “These are love handles—very sexy.”


  “Love handles, like hell! I’m fat. Fat!” With a little yelp, she rushed to her night table, where she removed two capsules from a bottle, sprinkling them into a champagne glass as he popped a cork. “Pour the bubbly over this powder.”


  The following afternoon, he arrived once again with two chilled bottles of champagne. Once again, he found her standing nude in front of the full-length mirror. This time her dialogue was different. “I’m fat and I don’t give a rat’s fart if I am. In fact, I intend to become bloated, maybe weighing up to three-hundred pounds. A fat, obese Marilyn Monroe to spring on the world. I’ll call Hugh Hefner and sign on to do a double spread in Playboy. A roly-poly Marilyn Monroe, former sex goddess. For once and for all, I will destroy the image of Marilyn Monroe as a love goddess. I hate being a sex symbol All it means is having rotten sex from a lot of impotent men. Of course, there’s a downside. My nude spread of a fat Marilyn in Playboy will attract all the chubby chasers in the world.”


  “Marilyn, after we finish this movie, you can take me back to Hollywood as your boy,” Sandy said. “My past performances have shown you that I can be called ‘Ever Ready.’”


  She whirled around and confronted him, her soft features giving way to a harshness he’d never seen there before. He’d later write, “The kindly female Dr. Jekyll gave way to the hideous Miss Hyde. It’s like she’s a total split personality.”


  “Like hell I can count on you,” she shouted at him. “You’re a two-minute man. You’re incapable of giving a woman an orgasm.”


  “What do you mean?” he asked. “Women don’t have orgasms—only men have those.”


  “Fuck you, you stupid little brat. Why don’t you get the hell out of here and leave me alone? I can’t stand the sight of you. Go fuck Arthur Miller. That tight-assed son of a bitch needs someone to blast open that anally retentive rosebud.”


  She turned from the sight of him and reached for two more capsules.


  “Miss Monroe… please!”


  She looked up at him. “Are you still here? If you’re not gone in thirty seconds, I’m going to break this champagne bottle and castrate you with its jagged edge so you’ll never again leave another woman unsatisfied. Get out of here!”


  At the door, as he was rushing out, he heard a different voice, a soft, alluring Marilyn, her words almost a purr. “Don’t leave me, Sandy…please don’t go.”


  He slammed the door in her face wanting to turn to someone for help, but not knowing who to go to. Then he thought of Monty.


  In Monty’s bedroom, he found him lying nude and drugged on his unmade bed. He was staring blankly at the ceiling.


  Even in that condition, he seemed to comprehend what Sandy was telling him. Tears welled in Monty’s eyes. “Go to her. Rescue her. I can’t help her. I can’t even help myself right now.”


  He kissed Monty on his forehead and, bracing himself, went back into the bedroom of Marilyn’s suite. There was no sign of Miller.


  Like Monty, Marilyn was lying nude on the bed. On the floor, he noticed an empty bottle of pills. “Oh, my God,” he shouted.


  In an ambulance on the way to the hospital, he made a note to remember the date for his diary: August 27, 1960. He’d forgiven her for her harsh words, because he didn’t think she really meant them.


  With a young paramedic, he was at her side, holding her hand, trying to get her to stay awake, to talk. He’d told the ambulance crew that she’d swallowed a bottle of barbiturates.


  The driver of the ambulance had alerted the nearest hospital in Reno that they would be arriving with a patient, her name—Marilyn Monroe—not revealed as a means of avoiding reporters and photographers.


  “Marilyn, stay awake,” he said in a loud voice, shaking her.


  “No, no, let me go,” she said softly. “I’m going…to a peaceful place. All around me…pink clouds.”


  At twilight back on the set, Huston assembled cast and crew, including both Monty and Gable. “I’m shutting down the film until Marilyn recovers. She desperately needs rest. She won’t be with us for a while. The hospital in Reno pumped her stomach. Tonight, she’s being flown to the Westside Hospital in Los Angeles, if you want to send her a get-well card.”


  Later, during a particularly realistic talk with Gable, Huston told a different truth. “Actually, I’m shutting down production because I’ve gambled away the film’s financing at those fucking casinos in Reno. All the tables are rigged.”


  “With Marilyn in the hospital, I’ll have more time to come up with some more loot. I know it’s not very gentlemanly of me, but I’ll have to blame Marilyn for the shutdown, not the real reason, which is my gambling debts. When a picture usually shuts down in Hollywood, either the director or the star is blamed. In this case, let it be our flickering star.”


  “The way I feel, I may be joining Marilyn very soon,” Gable said.


  “That may be true,” Huston said. “Regret ably, I’ll not get out of life so soon or so easily. I’m a tough old hombre.” His gaze was cast upon the oncoming night of the desert. “I was born in Nevada…Nevada, Missouri, that is. We’re tough there. I’ve got steel in my guts, and I’ll survive. I might even make it to 1990, but Marilyn will not. Hollywood is destroying her, but she’s also giving Hollywood a lot of help.”


  Huston would die in his bed on August 28, 1987.


  The day before, he told his family, “I’ve been fighting my body for twenty years, demanding that it keep me alive. But it’s winning the war against me. I’m sick and I’m tired of fighting. At some point, all men come to the end of the trail. Hell, I outlasted Bogie by thirty years.”


  ***


  Marilyn would remain in L.A.’s Westside hospital until September 5, when she returned to Nevada to complete work on The Misfits. While resting and recuperating, she received a parade of distinguished visitors.


  Later, Marilyn shared details of these hospital visits with her best girlfriend, another blonde bombshell, Jeanne Carmen, a struggling actress and model who bore an amazing resemblance to Marilyn herself. In Carmen’s case, that was no accident, but a deliberate choice in dress and makeup. She was called “a Marilyn Monroe clone” by her enemies.


  In addition to being a B-movie actress, Carmen was a pin-up girl and trick-shot golfer. Until she was thirteen, she picked cotton in fields near her home town of Paragould, Arkansas, but ran away to New York.


  Fully developed by that age, she landed a job as a dancer in Burlesque with Bert Lahr. She later told Marilyn, “I didn’t go hungry…I found a lot of men in New York who liked to have sex with a thirteen-year-old girl with big tits.”


  In her twenties, she went to Hollywood to make a string of B movies such as Untamed Youth (1957), where she was cast as a teenage rock ’n roll delinquent. That same year, she appeared as an Indian girl, “Yellow Moon,” in War Drums, starring Lex Barker of Tarzan and Lana Turner fame. That devastatingly handsome, muscular star is still hailed on some web sites as “the greatest male beauty ever to appear in films.”


  Naturally, Carmen went after him. She later recalled, “It was the greatest seduction of my entire life, and my lovers have numbered in the hundreds. Lana should have held onto this hunk even if she did discover him seducing her lesbian teenage daughter.”


  Over the years, Carmen would seduce many of Marilyn’s lovers, including John Kennedy, Robert Kennedy, Frank Sinatra, and even Joe DiMaggio. Both of them shared tales of Elvis Presley’s seductions of them. Amazingly, both of them had also been seduced by Clark Gable. But the most dangerous lover they shared in common was the gangster, Johnny Roselli, who would have a far greater impact on Marilyn’s life than on Carmen’s.


  Carmen claimed that Marilyn’s first visitor to the hospital was Patricia Kennedy Lawford, who was married at the time to the bisexual English actor, Peter Lawford. Patricia was well aware of her brother’s attraction to Marilyn. John F. Kennedy was also aware of his sister’s own adulterous affairs. Each of them, brother and sister, often covered for the other while committing extra-marital indiscretions.


  Not wanting to be recognized, Patricia arrived at Westside Hospital wearing a ridiculous black wig and horn-rimmed glasses.


  She later told Lawford and her friends, “At first, I thought Marilyn was dead. She had kicked off the sheet and was lying nude on the bed with her eyes closed and her mouth open. She looked like a woman in a casket at a funeral home. I almost screamed for the nurse, but felt her pulse. It was still beating. When I touched her, she opened her eyes and looked up at me. ‘Who in the fuck are you?’”


  “I pulled off that ridiculous wig. Then Marilyn said, ‘Oh, Patricia, it’s you. Thank you for coming. I so desperately need a friend these days. By the way, get rid of that wig. It doesn’t become you.’”


  As Patricia later recalled to her friends at her Santa Monica house, Marilyn, according to her, seemed like “she was indulging in a post-mortem review of her own life.”


  She told Patricia, “All of my life as Norma Jeane Mortensen, I wanted to transform myself into this thing called Marilyn Monroe. Now, lying here in this damn hospital bed, I want to be simple Norma Jeane again, living in a bungalow with a loving blue-collar husband and three adorable children. I want nothing more than to kill off Marilyn Monroe. I don’t like her. I’m not that artificial woman. I’ve come to realize that if I don’t murder Marilyn Monroe, she will kill me.”


  Patricia later admitted to her friends that the alliance—“a close bond, really”—that she’d formed with Marilyn during the final years of her life “was a case of the odd couple. After all, I was also a friend of Jackie’s, but I found her a bit distant. I didn’t feel that I was betraying my friendship with Jackie by being friends with Marilyn. I had the same feeling about my relationship with Ethel when Bobby became involved with Marilyn.”


  Her closely knit family called Patricia “the Hollywood Kennedy,” although her father, Ambassador Joseph P. Kennedy, was the first of the Hollywood Kennedys and the first to seduce movie stars such as Gloria Swanson. All four of his sons, Joseph Jr., JFK, RFK, and Teddy would follow in their father’s footsteps, during their respective encounters with glamorous movie stars becoming notches on their belts.


  A handsome young naval lieutenant, John F. Kennedy, would be the first to seduce Norma Jeane. In 1950, when introduced to her by John Huston, Joseph P. Kennedy would do the honors with Marilyn during a weekend jaunt to Palm Springs, followed with latter-day seductions by Bobby and Teddy.
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    Patricia Kennedy Lawford

  


  In spite of his own involvements with movie stars, Joe Kennedy strenuously objected to his daughter, Patricia, marrying Peter Lawford, and not just because he was “a part-time homosexual.”


  “I detest actors,” he told his daughter. “Especially English actors.”


  Being an independent spirit, Patricia married Peter anyway, even though her father had warned her against it.


  She wanted to be in show business herself, but realized she didn’t have the looks for it, thanks to her sharp nose, longish face, and that toothy Kennedy grin.


  To those who didn’t comprehend her relationship with Marilyn, Patricia said, “I was Jane Russell to Marilyn in Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.”


  Marilyn always spoke fondly of Patricia. She once told her friend, Jack Benny, “Pat has bigger balls than either Jack or Bobby.”


  Patricia was well aware that her husband and Marilyn had had an affair years before. “If I excluded the women from my life who had affairs with Peter—Lana Turner, etc.—that would eliminate most of the femme fatales of Hollywood, not to mention the pretty boys. The trouble with having sex with Peter is I don’t know what black hole he stuck it in the night before. A girl can come down with something with a philandering husband like mine. After all, Jack came down with a venereal disease on the night he lost his virginity in a whore house in Harlem.”


  Christopher Lawford, Patricia’s son, said his mother treated Marilyn “like she was my little sister. I, too, loved her in my own way. She’s so out front with her emotions. I came from a family that repressed their feelings.”


  In a story that is little known, on rare occasions Marilyn functioned as the Lawford family’s babysitter during times when Peter and Patricia wanted to visit Frank Sinatra in Palm Springs. Patricia had a wicked sense of humor. “I trust you were merely playacting when you starred as that psychotic babysitter in Don’t Bother to Knock with Richard Widmark.”


  “Peter will never babysit for our kids,” Patricia told Marilyn. “He can’t stand to smell of babyshit. When Christopher was only two months old, Peter had him moved out.”


  “I don’t understand,” Marilyn said. “At that age?”


  “Peter found an apartment across the street from us and moved Christopher into it,” Patricia said. “Of course, we had to hire a nanny to look after him.”


  Patricia became such a confidant of Marilyn that the two women even discussed the sexual performance of men they’d seduced in common, and not just Lawford. Both of them had been seduced by Porforio Rubirosa, the famous playboy who had married two of the world’s wealthiest women—tobacco heiress Doris Duke and Woolworth heiress Barbara Hutton.


  “When Rubi dropped his shorts, I screamed,” Marilyn said. “Seeing was not believing. I didn’t know men came in that size.”


  “I’m well acquainted with Mr. Rubirosa,” Patricia said. “He’s a good friend of Jack’s but not such a good friend that he won’t fuck his sister behind Jack’s back.”


  Marilyn confided to Patricia that her own marriage to Arthur Miller was crumbling, and Patricia claimed that the same thing was happening with her marriage to Lawford. “He is truly weird. He’ll drink himself to death. He hires prostitutes in Las Vegas to bite his nipples until they bleed. He likes to be spanked at least three times a day. He claims that his mother, Lady Lawford, spanked him a lot when he was a young boy. She also dressed him in girl’s clothing and tried to make a girl out of him, although she detests homosexuals. You figure. He’s always trying to get me to participate in orgies with various men and women. He also vies with Sinatra as a pimp for Jack.”


  She later confided to Peter and others that on her return visit to see Marilyn, “I did something I later regretted. I brought her pills. She claimed she couldn’t live without them.”


  “I’ve taken pills for so long they don’t have an effect on me like they do most people,” she told Patricia. “I have to take heavier doses of them every year I live, although I don’t know how much longer that will be.”


  “You’ll live forever,” Patricia told Marilyn on her last visit to the hospital.


  “Yeah, right,” a cynical Marilyn said.


  Patricia later explained herself, claiming that she meant Marilyn would live forever as an image on the screen.


  ***


  A surprise visitor during her stay in L.A.’s Westside hospital was Marlon Brando. The attending nurse was startled when he walked over to Marilyn’s bed and planted a wet kiss on her lips. “And how is Mrs. Brando today?


  The nurse later told a reporter, after receiving a twenty-dollar tip, that the actor had referred to Marilyn as “Mrs. Brando.” Both the nurse and the reporter were puzzled.


  To understand the complexities of the relationship between these two stars—the “sexiest man on the planet” and his female counterpart, one would have to dip into their respective pasts. Only a few were privy to the length and depth of their complicated relationship. They included directors Elia Kazan and Fred Zinnemann, as well as Jeanne Carmen and Brando’s closest male friend, Carlo Fiore.


  Brando had told Fiore that he’d first met Marilyn at a bar on Eighth Avenue in New York City way back in 1946. According to Fiore, Brando had offered her fifteen dollars, the going rate at the time, to return with him to his rented room, where he claimed that he’d made love to her all night. In the morning, while he was still asleep, she’d left his room. He would not see her again until he filmed The Men (1950) in Hollywood.


  During the day, Marilyn, then known as Norma Jeane, worked in an aircraft factory during the week and moonlighted on weekends as a model while her young husband, James (Jim) Dougherty, served in the Merchant Marine. On Saturday, she was usually off somewhere with a photographer who expected to seduce her as part of whatever fee he’d agreed to pay her.


  At one point, according to Sally Broyne, a fellow worker at the factory, “Marilyn had saved up the fare to fly to New York. She announced she was going “to break into show business,” suggesting that she’d be hired to dance in the chorus line of a Broadway musical.


  Nothing worked out, including a promised modeling job from a New York-based photographer. Norma Jeane found herself wandering broke on the streets of New York, or so Marilyn told Broyne after her return to California.


  Lena Pepitone, who functioned as Marilyn’s maid from 1957 until her death in 1962, revealed that Marilyn admitted to “turning tricks” for fifteen dollars each during the 1940s in Los Angeles. Pepitone, author of Marilyn Monroe Confidential, stated that Marilyn had told her that she’d picked up men in bars “for pocket money, but mainly to eat a square meal. I like food. A girl needs it to keep her figure.”


  Brando’s second encounter with Norma Jeane—now Marilyn Monroe—occurred in front of an apartment house in Los Angeles. Details are sketchy, but what happened between Marilyn and Brando has been pieced together from remembrances of director Fred Zinnemann and Carlo Fiore. Although their respective versions differed slightly, Brando told each man essentially the same story about interchanges between Marilyn and himself. He said to Zinnemann, “I wouldn’t call her a rising starlet. Seems to me she spends more time on her back.”


  It is believed that one night, he was waiting for blonde-haired Barbara Payton, who would become a scandalous movie star during the Fifties, but at that particular moment, he stood her up for Marilyn.


  Rushing out of Payton’s apartment building was a beautiful woman with a stunning figure, as Brando later recalled to Zinnemann. Seeking a man in a car parked on the far side of the street, she apparently mistook him for her date for the evening. She was breathless when she peered inside the car. “You’re not Sammy,” she said, stepping back. “But you look familiar. You’re Marlon Brando!”


  “And who might you be?” he asked. “Do I know you?”


  “You don’t recognize me with my new hair color,” she said. “I’m Norma Jeane, but now I’m known as Marilyn Monroe. You don’t remember the time we got together in New York, and you invited me back to your place?”


  “That could fit a thousand encounters,” he said. “Get in the car. Perhaps you can do something to me to joggle my memory.”
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  She giggled and ran around the rear of his car, wiggling her shapely butt onto the passenger’s seat. “I didn’t want to be with Sammy tonight anyway. He’s fat and bald.” As he started the car, she ran her hand across the back of his neck. “You’re very good looking but not as pretty as before. Did you do something to your nose?”


  “It was broken and not set right,” he said.


  “Adds character in my view,” she said. “I don’t like men who are too handsome.”


  “Thanks a lot!”


  “What I mean is you’re a handsome man now. When we met a few years back, you were just a pretty boy. I never go to bed with pretty boys. Of course, in my present situation I have to go to bed with almost anyone to get ahead. Get it? Give head to get ahead. But when I become a big-time movie star, I’ll never suck another cock again—unless I want to, of course.” Sexily, she looked over at him. “Unless I’m in the mood.” She cuddled closer to him.


  Zinnemann, according to reports, repeated this story at a number of dinner parties. Thanks to his repeatedly telling that story, the tale of young Brando meeting young Marilyn as early as 1946 was, for a while at least, an oft-repeated topic of gossip in Hollywood.


  “Forgive me, but I still don’t remember you,” Brando is alleged to have said to Marilyn. “Perhaps if you’ll go back to my place, you and I can repeat what you said we did in New York. I’m sure that will bring it all back to me.”
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  “That would be fine with me,” she said. “I hope you’re not pretending that you don’t remember because I’ve become too old for you. I mean I was young when we met. A teenager, really. Some men out here like only teenagers, not an old broad like me.”


  “You’re not an old broad,” he said. “In fact, with your sex appeal, your allure will be timeless.”


  “That’s very flattering but you know yourself it’s not true.”


  “Do I desire you?” he asked. “Put me to the test. Back at my place, we’ll get naked together. If my noble tool rises to do its duty, then I still desire you. Fair enough?”


  “The suspense is killing me,” she said. “I can’t wait.” Leaning over him, she began to unfasten his trousers. As he later told Zinnemann, “I practically had three accidents before we got there. Since that night in New York, someone had been teaching Marilyn new tricks. Maybe a lot of someones.”


  The next morning, Marilyn lingered over breakfast and stayed with him “for a matinee performance,” as she called it. Later, he said, “I didn’t think she had any place to go.”


  She shared her dreams about becoming a movie star with him. “I know a lot of gals arrive in Hollywood dreaming of becoming a movie star. But I have one up on them.”


  “What’s that?” he asked.


  “I can dream harder than they can.”


  His ongoing affair with Marilyn would stop and go, heating up in the mid-Fifties, but never completely disappearing, until her mysterious death in 1962.


  Despite what he revealed to a handful of close friends, he had very little to say “officially and on record” about Marilyn. He never demeaned her and spoke about her only in the highest regard. “Marilyn was a sensitive, misunderstood person,” he said, “and much more perceptive than was generally assumed. She had been beaten down, but had a strong emotional intelligence—a keen intuition for the feelings of others, the most refined type of intelligence.”


  “Marlon lived through the whole Marilyn legend,” Fiore later said. “The nude calendar scandal, her lesbian relationships with such movie queens as Joan Crawford and Barbara Stanwyck, her tortured affair with the Kennedys—you name it. He was privy to her secrets and often gave her very good advice. She never seemed to heed Marlon’s words, but still continued to call him for guidance she rarely followed.”


  Marilyn herself made few comments about Marlon, telling anyone who asked that, “He’s very sweet and tender, not at all the Stanley Kowalski rapist people think he is.”


  Reporters clamored around her at an actors’ benefit in December of 1955. She was escorted by Brando. One reporter asked, “Miss Monroe, are you very seriously interested in Mr. Brando?”


  “I’m not serious,” she claimed, “but always interested.”


  Brando kept Zinnemann up to date about his affair with Marilyn. He once told his director, “Marilyn’s studio is claiming her bust measurement is 37. However, Marilyn herself disputes that. She says her bust measurement is 38. As for me, I have a built-in tape measure in my brain. I’m never wrong about these things. I’d put her bust at 35, and I should know.”


  But why, at the hospital, would he refer to her as “Mrs. Brando?”


  After much infighting at 20th Century Fox, Marlon had agreed to star in Viva Zapata!, despite the objections of Darryl. F. Zanuck, the studio head who held out for Tyrone Power. In this 1952 film, Elia Kazan directed not only Brando but Jean Peters (otherwise known as Mrs. Howard Hughes), and Brando-hating Anthony Quinn. With a script by John Steinbeck, it was a vibrant film about a Mexican peasant’s ascendency to power and the presidency of his country.


  Marilyn showed up on the film’s location. At first, Marlon thought she’s shown up to continue their affair, but he discovered that she actually had arrived to sleep with Kazan, hoping he would cast her as the female lead in his new movie, whatever that was. She didn’t know.


  For the first three nights, she avoided intimacy with Brando. But that situation changed one morning at three o’clock, when there was an urgent rapping on his door. Stumbling nude to answer it, he discovered it was Marilyn wrapped in a white terrycloth robe that probably belonged to Kazan. She rushed into his room, and, as he’d later relate to his director, she said, “Something dreadful has happened. Molly Kazan and Gadge’s kids have arrived unexpectedly. They weren’t due until next week but decided to come a week earlier. Gadge sent me to be your girlfriend while his family is here.”


  Pulling her into his arms, he told her, “We’ll have a wonderful time pretending you’re my girlfriend.”


  During the week she spent on the set of Viva Zapata!, Marlon got to know her as never before. She revealed to him that Kazan had introduced her to his longtime friend, the playwright, Arthur Miller, and that, “We’re a threesome. I don’t mean all three of us go to bed together. Sometimes I’m with Arthur, and on other nights when he’s not with Molly I’m with Gadge. Gadge told me he doesn’t think I’m star material, but Arthur has great faith in my talent and my future as an actress. He told me in time I might even become a modern day Sarah Bernhardt. To do that, however, I’ve got to stop playing all these dumb blonde parts.”
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  During the time Kazan was preoccupied with his wife, Brando kept him posted on what he and Marilyn talked about. They spent hours discussing acting, Lee Strasberg, and the Actors Studio. “Lee told me that one day I could star in plays by Eugene O’Neill. Anna Christie, for example. He even told me that he’d like to direct me as Lady Macbeth one day.”


  “You’re going to become a big star, Marilyn,” Brando told her. “But beware of Strasberg. You’re his ticket to the big time. He’ll just use you and exploit you, and take you for all you’re worth.”


  Brando could not have known how prophetic his comment was. Even post-millennium, Marilyn’s estate, left to Strasberg, still brings in millions of dollars a year in royalties and residuals associated with the use of her celebrated image.


  Every male member of the crew was captivated by Marilyn—all except one, Anthony Quinn, who called her “an empty-headed blonde with a fat rear. Oh, Monroe was pretty enough to look at, but there were hundreds of better looking actresses poking around Hollywood. Even after she hit the big time, with Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, I never could see what all the fuss was about. All knew was that she walked around our dusty Texas set in a slinky dress that showed the crack of her ass. There seemed to be precious little going on beneath her glorious blonde mane.”


  One hot afternoon, according to Kazan, Brando approached him with a deadly serious look on his face and asked him what his intentions were regarding Marilyn. He wanted to know if Gadge (as he called Kazan) was going to divorce his wife, Milly, and marry Marilyn.


  “Hell, no!” Kazan told him. “Marilyn will never be anybody’s wife again. She’s not wife material. Girlfriend, yes. Mistress, definitely. Wife, never. Watch out for her, Marlon. She’s in a marrying mood. She might be laying a trap for you.”


  Kazan also told him that, “even as we speak, Marilyn is also trying to get Arthur Miller to divorce his wife and marry her. The woman is absolutely capricious. If some fool man marries her, he’ll sit home at night wondering what man—or in her case, what woman as well—she’s out fucking that night. Joe Schenck. Joan Crawford. Darryl F. Zanuck. Maybe even Rock Hudson, and he’s gay. Marilyn told me she likes to fuck gay men for variety.”


  Not satisfied with any of these answers, Brando again pressed Kazan to explain fully how he saw his own future with Marilyn. “You’re going to keep fucking her? Is that right? Exactly what will she be to you?”


  “Okay, if you must know, I can tell you,” Kazan said. “A mascot—nothing more!”


  On the fifth night in Roma, Texas, Marilyn confessed to Brando that she was pregnant. She said that condition was “not unusual for me. I prefer natural sex, and I’ve had several abortions before. I don’t remember how many.”
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  He wanted to know if she knew who the father was. “I honestly don’t know,” she said. “I suspect one of four men in this order: Elia Kazan, Arthur Miller, Fred Karger, and Marlon Brando.”


  “Why do I come in last?” he asked. “My noble tool is as fertile as any of those jokers.”


  “I was a little more careful with you—that’s all,” she said.


  A year or so later, Kazan confided in Tennessee Williams and his companion, Frank Merlo, “the most outrageous event that took place during the filming of Viva Zapata! You’re not going to believe this.” The director’s claim was that some time during the shoot of Zapata!, Brando and Marilyn slipped away from the set. Using assumed names, according to Kazan, they somehow obtained a license and were married one weekend in some Texas border town.


  “Later on, when she was sleeping with me,” Kazan said, “she called herself Mrs. Brando and told me that since I was married and since she was married we were committing adultery. I told her I had no problem with that.”


  No record has been found to show that Brando actually married Marilyn, but it’s entirely possible. Kazan later said, “It was amazing what a hundred-dollar bill could accomplish in those days in those little Texas towns. Both Marlon and Marilyn were two crazy mixed-up kids. They may have gone through a wedding ceremony on a lark, finding it an amusing thing to do. Marlon was a practical joker, and I could see him going along with that. Marilyn was so reckless she’d definitely do something like that. If they were telling me the truth, and I suspect they were, then Marlon’s subsequent marriages to those three women, and Marilyn’s marriages to Miller and DiMaggio would make both of them bigamists.”


  After she returned to Los Angeles, Marilyn the following week placed an urgent call to “my husband,” telling him, “There will be no little Marlon Jr. No, you’re Marlon Jr. There will be no Marlon III. I’ve had a miscarriage. What a great little guy he would have been with Marlon Brando as his daddy and me as his mommie.”


  “How do you know it would have been a boy?” he asked.


  “Don’t be a silly goose,” she told him. “Women have an instinct for knowing things like that.”


  “If you want a kid at some future date—I mean, one with me—just think of me as your sperm bank.”


  ***


  Resting in her hospital bed in Los Angeles, some eight years after their “marriage” during the filming of Viva Zapata!, Brando behaved like a husband.


  As she’d later tell Carmen, who also had an affair with him, “Marlon was more of a husband to me than Arthur Miller, the son of a bitch. He was very solicitous, really concerned if I lived or died.”


  He told Marilyn that both of them should run away to an island in the South Pacific and live there for several months, making love every day and eating coconuts. “We both need to forget about Hollywood,” he told her. “It’s no fucking dream factory. It lives on nightmares. It’ll kill you, like it’s killing me. Except in my case, I don’t destruct easily.”


  As he kissed her good-bye and was leaving her hospital room, she called him back and, with a certain desperation, she clutched his hand. “There will be a divorce here or there, but maybe we should get married. Make that drunken pretend wedding of so long ago the real thing.”


  “That’s damn good thinking, Marilyn,” he said. “Both of us will have to ask each other the ultimate question. Will destroy you? Or will you destroy me first?”


  And then he was gone.


  ***


  Two days after Brando’s visit, another on-again, off-again lover, Frank Sinatra, showed up unexpectedly, with white roses and a diamond bracelet.


  Marilyn had first met him in Los Angeles in 1954 while she was still married to Joe DiMaggio. Her marriage was heading for a disastrous ending, as was Sinatra’s marriage to Ava Gardner.


  Sinatra, who already knew DiMaggio, had invited him to dinner at Roman off’s, and he requested that Marilyn come along, as he was anxious to get to know her.


  During dinner, when DiMaggio got up to go to the men’s room, Marilyn slipped him her phone number. Imitating Mae West, she said, “Why don’t you come up and see me sometime? Joe’s visiting relatives in San Francisco next week.”


  “No red-blooded male turns down an invitation from Marilyn Monroe,” he said. “Kid, you’re the hottest ticket in America.”


  According to Marilyn’s friend and photographer, Milton Greene, the first sexual tryst between Marilyn and Sinatra occurred on the night of the second day after DiMaggio left Los Angeles for San Francisco.


  Over pillow talk, Sinatra and Marilyn shared a mutual dream of starring together in a movie musical. She told him that she’d been offered the chance to star in a movie called Pink Tights, a remake of a film her screen idol, Betty Grable, had made during World War II called Coney Island. This was the turn-of-the-20th-century story of a saloon entertainer who becomes a famous musical star. Grable herself remade the film seven years later, calling it Wabash Avenue.


  At first, he was reluctant to take on the role originally played by George Montgomery. He told Marilyn that he’d be playing second fiddle to her. But she could be very persuasive, and she finally got his agreement to co-star with her in Pink Tights.


  What he didn’t know was that DiMaggio was dead set against Marilyn starring in the role. His main objection involved the low salary she would be paid. “You’re the star of the picture; you’re the one who will have them lined up at the box office to see you in those skimpy costumes. But Sinatra will be walking off with the big bucks. What you’ll get is a bag of peanuts.”


  Not knowing any of this, Sinatra showed up on the lot of 20th Century Fox ready for work on the first day of the shoot. When Marilyn hadn’t reported to work by noon, he began to curse and steam. He’d already smoked a pack of cigarettes before the lunch break was called. Phone calls to Marilyn’s home were not answered. Fox even sent studio emissaries to the DiMaggio residence, but no one seemed to be home.


  Back at the studio, Sinatra, comforted with a bottle of Jack Daniels, waited until closing time. At five o’clock, he stormed out of the studio, telling Fox, “I’m off the picture. Leave a message for that two-bit blonde whore. Tell the cunt never to call me again.”


  It wasn’t until four days later that he learned that Marilyn had flown out of Los Angeles with DiMaggio. They’d landed in San Francisco for a reunion with his Italian family. News of this reached Fox executives, who suspended their hottest star on January 5, 1954.
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  Back in Los Angeles, Marilyn made several attempts to reach him at his villa in Palm Springs, but he was not taking her calls. He sent her a telegram: “TOO LITTLE, TOO LATE, KID. WE’RE THROUGH!”


  She was not a star who took rejection lightly. One Saturday afternoon, she put on her most alluring dress, with a plunging décolletage, and showed up on his doorstep in Palm Springs. Although reluctant to do so, Sinatra invited her in, especially when he saw how she was attired. As he later told Sammy Davis, Jr., “I could say no to working with Marilyn again, but I could hardly Betty Grable: Marilyn’s role model say no to a chance to bang the hell out of her. I invited her in, and she delivered…and delivered. By the time she drove back to Hollywood, I was one exhausted dago stud.”


  In Palm Springs on her first day there, Marilyn and Sinatra had enjoyed a nude swim in his pool. Later, as they rested on chaises longues she gave him her version of why she didn’t show up that morning at Fox on the set of Pink Tights. “I liked the script,” she told him, “but Joe found it too risqué. It was also the money thing, meaning I wasn’t getting enough. Joe feels Fox is just exploiting me. There’s more. Joe told me that he absolutely wouldn’t allow me to make a movie with you. ‘I know him too well,’ he said. ‘Sinatra will spend more time in your dressing room than in front of the camera.’”


  “Old Joe was right about that,” Sinatra said. “Now get your sweet ass over here and give daddy a sloppy wet one.”


  Before she left Palm Springs, she told him that she was splitting from DiMaggio. “I’m my own girl again. I control my own life.”


  Marilyn’s trip to Palm Springs came at a time when Sinatra was at his most despondent from the loss of Ava Gardner. He was virtually in mourning for her. And although Marilyn wasn’t Ava, in 1954, she was the most sought after woman in the world.


  Before leaving Palm Springs, Marilyn made a tempting offer: She wanted to move in with him as his mistress.


  As Dean Martin later advised him, “That’s an offer no man can refuse. Let’s face facts: Ava Gardner is the most beautiful woman in the world, but Marilyn is the sexiest. If you can’t have Ava, God has sent the next best thing. No man on the planet can sympathize with you over your loss of Ava if you’ve replaced her with Marilyn. Hell, man, you’ll be the envy of every dude with a hard-on.”


  In spite of friends such as Martin urging him to accept Marilyn’s offer, he was still hesitant. She began to call him repeatedly, often late at night. She sounded more and more desperate.


  James Whiting, a close friend of Sinatra’s, claimed that Marilyn was becoming dependent on him. “She always had to have a man in her life. With DiMaggio gone, she had to have an immediate replacement of a male authority figure. Frank was that lucky man if he could just get over that hangdog, lovesick illness he had about Ava.”


  Finally, he relented and called Marilyn, telling her she could move in.


  She was elated, telling Whiting, “If you have any problem in the world, Frankie is the man to turn to. He can solve anything, even rescuing a damsel in distress like myself.”
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  She sought out her friend, Robert F. Slatzer. He was her long-time confidant who later claimed that he and Marilyn had been married in Mexico, although only briefly.


  After Marilyn’s death, he wrote two books about his relationship with her, revealing “the naked truth.” One was called The Marilyn Files, the other The Curious Death of Marilyn Monroe. Both exposés claimed that the star had been murdered.


  As Marilyn herself later admitted, “Bob was always in love with me, but I could tell him everything about my other love affairs. He was the best listener in the business.”


  After a week, she told Slatzer, “Frank Sinatra is the most fascinating man I ever dated. He has always been kind and understanding. When we’re together, I feel I don’t need pills. He makes me laugh. He makes me feel secure. He makes me happy. He’s the man who taught me to love life—not be afraid of it. A real gentleman. Of course, he’s still so upset over Ava that he’s sometimes impotent, but I’m curing that.”


  In J. Randy Taraborrelli’s Sinatra: A Complete Life, he wrote: “Marilyn cured Sinatra of his impotency, at least for a while. She said she didn’t care how long it took. She was determined that he was going to perform in bed with her. They were innovative sexually. For instance, they began sharing intimacies outdoors. Sinatra had never done that before Monroe, and it excited him. According to Sinatra’s friends, he and Monroe engaged in sexual activity at night on the roof of the Sands Hotel above the Las Vegas strip.”


  He told Whiting that after Ava left to “to fuck every bullfighter in Spain,” he became impotent. “But Marilyn is the best cure for that. At home she never puts on clothes, but runs around naked.”


  With the passage of each day he spent with Marilyn, he thought less and less about Ava, although he was still in love with her, a bond that would last a lifetime.


  Those close to him claimed that he actually fell in love with Marilyn after his divorce from Ava in 1954. “He was still in love with Ava,” Dean Martin said. “But he also loved Marilyn in a different way. Frank was capable of loving two women at the same time.”


  During the first two weeks, he and Marilyn lived in harmony. But he gradually began to be irritated by her flaws, and she also witnessed firsthand that he wasn’t always the gentleman that she’d originally thought he was.


  Sinatra’s right-man man for many a year, George Jacobs, said that his boss came to regard Marilyn as “a total mess. She was a drunk, and he could put up with that. But he was a very neat man, and he couldn’t tolerate Marilyn being a dirty pig. She often didn’t bathe. She ate in bed and left foodstuff like pizza under her mattress, sleeping in the filth. Her hair became matted because she didn’t wash it. Often she was more than twenty-five pounds overweight, although going on a crash diet right before filming a new movie.”


  He found it “particularly disgusting” that MM didn’t use tampons or sanitary napkins and left her sheets with blood on them.


  Although he was protective of Marilyn when he thought she was being abused by others, he could turn suddenly on her when he was in a foul mood.


  Marilyn always liked to walk around naked. “Clothes inhibit me,” she told her maid, Lena Pepitone.


  One night he called a “Summit” of his fellow Rat Packers—Joey Bishop, Peter Lawford, Sammy Davis, Jr., and Dean Martin.


  “We were drinking and shooting the shit,” Davis recalled. “In walks Marilyn. Jaybird naked. I think all of us got an erection right away, except Joey. I never saw anything popping up in his pants, but he was true blue to his wife. After that night, and behind Frank’s back, all of us ‘rats’ were determined to fuck Marilyn. One by one we knocked off that piece.”


  On another night in front of the Rat Packers, a teary-eyed Marilyn was detailing stories of childhood rape, whether true or not. Finally, Sinatra could tolerate it no more. “Listen, Norma Jeane, toughen up or get the hell out. We’ve all gone through shit. Get over it!” She ran in tears from the room.


  One night at Peter Lawford’s Santa Monica home, a drunken Marilyn was talking to Davis, Dean, and Lawford about her ambitions of becoming a serious stage actress. She claimed that she was considering touring America with Marlon Brando in a repeat of his Broadway and film success of Tennessee Williams’ A Streetcar Named Desire. “Marlon would get a chance to be Stanley Kowalski again, and I, of course, would play the doomed heroine, Blanche DuBois. I’m sure that darling Tennessee would love the idea.”


  “Shut up,” Sinatra shouted at her. “You don’t know what in the fuck you’re talking about. As Blanche DuBois, you’d be laughed off the stage. Stick to those dumb blonde roles.”


  She ran in tears from the living room and locked herself into one of the guest bedrooms. Sinatra stormed out of the house. But in a few weeks he apologized to her, and he and Marilyn started seeing each other again.


  Still plagued by impotency, Sinatra, according to Davis, flew to Las Vegas for a gig. Once installed in a suite at the Sands, he ordered the most expensive prostitutes, who tried to give him an orgasm. Reportedly, he went through a rainbow of women hailing from Senegal to Thailand, from Canada to Brazil. But no hooker succeeded.


  When he returned to Los Angeles, he found that Marilyn hadn’t quite given up on trying to “get him off.” As has been revealed, she took bubble baths with him and went down on him in a giant bathtub. He later told Davis, “Sometimes I get so excited I hold her head down too long. If she’s ever found drowned, you’ll know who the culprit is.”


  One morning, unusual for him, he awoke early and found Marilyn gone from his bed. In his jockey shorts, he walked into his kitchen. There he discovered a nude Marilyn standing in front of his refrigerator, trying to determine if she wanted orange juice or grapefruit juice.


  “I took her right there on the kitchen floor,” he later told his friend Whiting. “She cured my impotency. I shot off. Marilyn got her orgasm, rare for her, or so she said. From that morning on, my plumbing was in working order—and to hell with moaning over Ava.”


  After Marilyn moved out of his house in 1954, he saw her only occasionally and rarely for sex. Sometimes when he was performing in Los Angeles, Marilyn visited him “for that occasional blow-job in his dressing room,” according to Lawford.


  During the course of their relationship, and in spite of their blow-up over Pink Tights, Sinatra and Marilyn continued to discuss starring in a film together. The most improbable suggestion came when Billy Wilder offered Sinatra the role of Joe/Josephine in Some Like It Hot, Marilyn’s classic comedy. But when Sinatra heard that he’d have to play the role in drag, he immediately turned it down. Tony Curtis took it and gave his most memorable performance.


  A more workable idea involved a remake of Born Yesterday which brought Judy Holliday her Oscar opposite William Holden and Broderick Crawford. Sinatra was suggested for the gangster role, but he eventually decided it would be bad for his image.
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  Marilyn’s psychiatrist, Dr. Ralph Greenson, discouraged her affair with Sinatra. On call for her day and night, Dr. Greenson said, “I try to keep her from being destructively lonely. During such times, she often retreats to drug use. I told her to avoid destructive people like Sinatra. I viewed their relationship as sado-masochistic, with him acting the role of the sadist. Even though she was seeing me two or three times a week, she would cancel at a moment’s notice if Sinatra invited her to his villa in Palm Springs.”


  Dr. Greenson also claimed that Marilyn confided to him that when she made Sinatra angry, he was given to violent out-bursts. “He could hold his liquor, but he never forgave a woman who couldn’t,” she said. “I couldn’t.. at least, not always.”


  One night, when she was staggering around drunk, he tossed her into his pool. She nearly drowned, as she was too drunk to swim and no one, especially Sinatra, seemed sober enough to dive in and rescue her.


  On another occasion, Carmen confessed to Marilyn that he had made her pregnant, and that he had subsequently arranged and paid for an abortion. “If I ever become pregnant with Frank’s child,” Marilyn said, “I’d go ahead and have it and wouldn’t even tell him. Could you imagine the talent a little boy or girl would have with Marilyn Monroe and Frank Sinatra as his mama and papa?”


  ***


  All those memories came flooding back to Marilyn when Sinatra visited her at the Westside Hospital in Los Angeles. Before he left that day, she felt their relationship was on a steady course again, as was their love-making. After slipping a nurse a twenty-dollar bill to stand guard at the door, he gave Marilyn a long, passionate kiss—“and a hell of a lot more”—as she later told Carmen.


  Previously, he had vaguely discussed marrying Marilyn, and in her hospital room, feeling despondent, she brought up the subject again. He told her he’d consider it.


  She had only recently considered marrying Brando. As Carmen later said, “Marilyn wanted a guarantee of a strong man in her life after Arthur Miller—Sinatra or Brando, it didn’t really mat er. I’d gone to bed with both men, and considered none of those two whoremongers husband material.”


  “But once Marilyn was determined,” Carmen continued, “she wouldn’t listen to anyone else, only to her inner voice, which I guess you’d call her feelings. My God, she even discussed marriage to her former husband, Joe DiMaggio. Around the time of her divorce from Miller, she definitely wanted another husband, preferably one who was famous like Miller. She could have had all the well-hung gas jockeys in Los Angeles. I should know.”


  ***


  Every day that Marilyn spent in the Westside Hospital, Carmen visited her and gossiped with her until she was tired and wanted sleep. On one afternoon, as Carmen was talking, a nurse came in with a special delivery letter for Marilyn, who asked Carmen to open it.


  Carmen tore open the envelope, finding a segment of toilet paper with the word WHORE written on it in fecal matter. She tossed it in a nearby wastepaper basket.


  Marilyn told Carmen that she’d talked to John Huston and told him that she planned to return to the Nevada set of The Misfits within four days.


  While still in the hospital, Marilyn’s next famous visitor—and her most anticipated—was escorted into her room by Carmen herself. DiMaggio slipped into the hospital on a rear elevator as a means of avoiding the press, who had staked out the front of the building. If Marilyn were aware that her former husband was having an affair with Carmen, she gave no indication, but greeted him warmly and kissed him passionately.


  Since their divorce, DiMaggio had been having sex with Marilyn Monroe clones, including Jayne Mansfield and starlet Liz Renay, who had won a nationwide Marilyn Monroe lookalike contest.


  Carmen knew that DiMaggio wasn’t in love with her, and that he’d seduced her only because she reminded him of Marilyn.


  The country was filled with Monroe impersonators, both male and female. Since divorcing Marilyn, he’d dated dozens of them. “If DiMaggio was drunk enough, I don’t know if he could even determine their gender,” Carmen said. “Some of those girlie boys with their big breasts and G-strings hiding their little weenies looked more like Marilyn than Marilyn herself. Except for me, or maybe one or two others, DiMaggio went in only for one-night stands. Marilyn herself specialized in those. I estimated that both of them made at least 2,000 seductions each—maybe more. They often preferred a love ‘em and leave ‘em pattern of conquest.”


  In the hospital room, DiMaggio stood looking down at Marilyn in bed. “I should never have let you leave me,” DiMaggio whispered to Marilyn, loud enough for Carmen to hear.


  “I should never have left,” she said, holding him.


  Carmen realized that was more of a romantic illusion that anything based in reality. Perhaps it would be forgotten in the cold dawn of another day. She had delivered DiMaggio to Marilyn’s hospital room for a reason.


  The previous afternoon, Marilyn had been blunt: “Round up Joe. I need a good fuck. Bring him here. So he’ll have his full energy, tell him to lay off the blonde bimbos the night before. Let him know that if he comes over, he can experience the real thing—not a Mamie Van Doren type.”


  Since time was limited, a deal was struck. Carmen was to be stationed outside the door as a guard to prevent anyone from entering Marilyn’s room while she and DiMaggio had intercourse. Actually, Carmen would have preferred to stay to watch, or to join in. DiMaggio and Marilyn having sex would offer no surprise for her. She’d seen them in action before, but although Marilyn had orchestrated it, DiMaggio had not been aware of it. Ever since she’d been dating DiMaggio, Marilyn had bragged to Carmen about the athlete’s bedroom prowess.
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  Once, when Carmen was visiting Marilyn for girl talk—“mostly about men, what else?”—they heard DiMaggio’s key rattling in the lock. In fear, Marilyn bustled her into the bedroom’s closet, because, as she explained, “He’ll think we’ve been having sex.”


  
    DiMaggio had heard rumors that Marilyn had been involved in a lesbian relationship with her drama coach, Natasha Lytess, and that she’d also endured “casting couch” auditions with screen divas Barbara Stanwyck and Joan Crawford, among others.
  


  The details of this strange encounter were revealed in Carmen’s memoirs, Jeanne Carmen, My Wild, Wild Life.


  While Marilyn and DiMaggio were engaged in their mutual seductions, Carmen believed she was suffocating in the cramped closet behind all of Marilyn’s clothing. She heard noises from the living room and kept wondering when she could escape. Marilyn was trying to get him to take her down to the Villa Nova because she said, “I’m starving.”


  But DiMaggio told her he was hungry for something else—“and it’s not food.”


  Marilyn ran into the bedroom and whispered to Carmen, “Hang in there a little more. He’s got to have it and have it now.”


  Within minutes, he had entered the bedroom with Marilyn, who was giggling and stripping down for action. Through a crack in the closet, she saw DiMaggio disrobing.


  She later recalled that when he pulled his pants off, she saw for herself what Marilyn had been bragging about for so long. “That was one well-hung baseball player.”


  Carmen claimed that Marilyn seemed to enjoy tormenting her as she and DiMaggio engaged in “gymnastic sex for almost an hour. At one point, I got so hot I almost came out of the closet and cut myself in on some of the action.”


  “Those lovers who claimed Marilyn was not capable of having an orgasm didn’t see her being ridden with DiMaggio in the saddle.”


  True to what Carmen had been told, DiMaggio fell into a deep sleep after intercourse, which allowed Marilyn to slip her out of the house.


  At the door, Marilyn kissed her goodbye on the lips and then shooed her off. “Just think, you saw the Greatest Show on Earth, and I didn’t even charge ad-mission.”


  Thinking of that long-ago evening as she stood guard by the hospital door, Carmen re-created in her mind the “second act” that Marilyn and DiMaggio were performing in that hospital bed without her voyeuristic eyes overseeing them this time.


  She feared that even though she had a date with DiMaggio that night, he would be of no use to her after his workout with Marilyn. She knew that she’d have to wait until he woke up the next morning before he’d swing his bat her way.


  ***


  In addition to watching DiMaggio in the saddle, Carmen had ridden with Marilyn through her romance, marriage, and eventual divorce from DiMaggio.


  “It was a rocky road,” Carmen recalled.


  In the spring of 1952, DiMaggio had met Marilyn on a blind date at the suggestion of press agent Roy Craft, who was hoping to generate some newspaper coverage for the emerging star.


  She’d been reluctant to go after him, fearing she’d encounter some sports-talking jock in a loud jacket and a pink tie. But the graying man she met was twelve years her senior and different from what she’d expected.


  Mickey Mantle once claimed that, “Off the field, Joe dresses, looks, and acts like a dignified senator.” That’s what Marilyn encountered when he picked her up at her apartment. He wore a tasteful, charcoal gray, pin-striped suit, a conservative tie, and he looked elegant and well-groomed, with not a hair out of place.


  Stories still persist that Marilyn didn’t know who DiMaggio was on their first date. “Of course, I’d heard his name,” she told Hedda Hopper. “Who hasn’t? I’ve never been to a baseball game, but I played soft ball at the orphanage.”


  Joseph Paul (“Joe”) DiMaggio, nicknamed “Joltin’ Joe” or “The Yankee Clipper,” spent his entire thirteen-year baseball career playing for the New York Yankees and was elected into the Baseball Hall of Fame in 1955. He was a disappointment to his father, Giuseppe, who wanted all his five sons to grow up to become fishermen.


  “But the smell of dead fish makes me puke,” DiMaggio told his father who denounced him as a “good for nothing.”


  In the Depression-stricken 1930s, DiMaggio became America’s icon as the immigrant boy who made it big. He became a national hero partly because of an astonishing string of home runs, (a 56 game “hitting streak”) he executed between May 15 and July 16, 1941. Despite his acclaim at the time, he styled himself as “the loneliest hero who ever lived.”


  It was Darryl F. Zanuck who explained DiMaggio’s claim to fame to Marilyn, telling her that in 1941 he’d hit 56 runs in 56 consecutive games, even using a borrowed bat since his own had been stolen. Thanks to that sports triumph, The New York Yankees won the pennant and the World Series that year. The legend of Joltin’ Joe was born.
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  “Is that it?” Marilyn asked. “I’d rather have a hit movie.”


  She was unaware that DiMaggio had been married before. In 1939, he’d wed a New York night club singer, Dorothy Arnold. They had a son together, Joe DiMaggio, Jr., who would figure into Marilyn’s later life. After four years of marriage, DiMaggio’s wife had divorced him on grounds of mental cruelty. DiMaggio never wanted to talk about his ex-wife, and he certainly didn’t want to talk about previous conquests.


  Nevertheless, Marilyn was blunt with him to the point off embarrassment. “I hear you’ve gone to bed with really big stars, like Marlene Dietrich.”


  His face turned red. “Forget Dietrich. Bad breath.”


  The press got wind of Marilyn’s first date with DiMaggio, and one Hollywood newspaper ran the headline JOLTIN’JOE STRIKES OUT. To contradict that, Marilyn confided to author Ben Hecht that, “On our first date, Joe gave me multiple orgasms, unlike Ronald Reagan who in 1950 was forty minutes in the saddle, with few results.”


  On the set of All About Eve (1950), Marilyn had told Bette Davis, “I like distinguished, successful older men.” Years later, Davis said. “From what I heard, DiMaggio likes young, sexy blondes. So it should be an ideal coupling.” Between puffs on her cigarette, she didn’t bother to disguise the sarcasm in her voice.


  Marilyn bragged to her women friends, or even her gay buddies, that “Joe always scores a home run. When he first drops his shorts, you don’t think you’re getting all that much.”
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  “You mean he’s a grower—not a shower,” Capote asked.


  “Exactly,” she said.


  As she began to date DiMaggio, their romance supplied tabloid fodder across the nation. As one reporter asked, “If Mr. America marries Miss America and they split, who gets custody of the Wheaties?”


  Author Roger Kahn wrote, “Ten million shopgirls and schoolboys had dreams, both dry and wet, that Joe and Marilyn would wed.”


  Marilyn’s first photograph with DiMaggio was posed with Cary Grant on the set of Monkey Business (1952). Privately, Hedda Hopper joked, “The contest will be between Cary and Marilyn as to who is going to get Joe.” The columnist, of course, was referring to Grant’s homosexuality, the worst-kept secret in Hollywood. In most of the newspapers that ran the picture, Grant’s face was cropped.


  After a final night with Marilyn, DiMaggio had to return to New York on business, promising to call her every day.


  Shortly after that picture with Grant was taken, Marilyn began to experience stomach pains that caused her to cry out in agony. The studio called for an ambulance which, with red dome flashing, rushed her to the Cedars of Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles. She was suffering from acute appendicitis.


  Before she was given an anesthesia, she’d written a note to the doctor and taped it to her belly.


  
    Most important to Read Before operation:


    Dear Doctor


    Cut as little as possible. I know it seems vain but that doesn’t really enter into it—the fact that I’m a woman is important and means much to me. Save please (can’t ask you enough) what you can—I’m in your hands. You have children and you must know what it means—please, Doctor—I know somehow you will! Thank you—thank you—for God’s sakes Dear Doctor. No ovaries removed—please again do whatever you can to prevent large scars. Thanking you with all my heart.


    Marilyn Monroe

  


  After the operation, she recovered very quickly and with her new beau, Joltin’ Joe, on the East Coast, she began her usual pattern of seeing other men. In New York, the manager of DiMaggio’s hotel reported that a steady stream of beautiful young women came and went from his suite.


  Marilyn also had men coming and going from her home or dressing room, an occasional new conquest, but often a favorite of yesterday. Dean Martin, Robert Mitchum, and the film director, Nicholas Ray, were in that category.
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  Around the time she met DiMaggio, she also launched an affair with a young actor, Nico Minardos, a dark and handsome Athens-born stud working on the set of Monkey Business while going to UCLA.


  He later claimed, “I was involved with Marilyn before she met Joe, during her marriage to Joe, and for a few weeks after her divorce. She was a lousy lay, but beautiful, and I was a young buck. What can I say? Trouble was, I could never bring her to climax, but I sure as hell tried.”


  Hoping for better roles, she was also shacked up with that mogul at Fox, Spyros Skouras. “One night, he caught us in her apartment with my pants off,” Minardos said. “He was sure pissed off at me.”


  It was also revealed that at the same time, Marilyn was battling Jane Wyman, the ex-Mrs. Ronald Reagan, as to who would get Fred Karger, the bandleader and musician. Eventually, Karger became Wyman’s fourth husband. She later divorced him, but, like Elizabeth Taylor with Richard Burton, Wyman would remarry Karger only to divorce him again.


  ***


  Marilyn married DiMaggio on January 14, 1954 at the San Francisco City Hall, although he’d suggested Reno instead.


  A divorced man, DiMaggio was excommunicated from the Catholic church on the day of his wedding. The secretary to the archbishop at San Francisco’s St. Peter’s and St. Paul’s church said, “If Mr. DiMaggio is concerned about the sulfurous fires of eternal hell, he doesn’t seem unduly worried.”


  Their honeymoon was at the cheap truck stop, the Clifton Motellin Paso Robles, California, some 175 miles south of San Francisco. The cost was ten dollars a night, but DiMaggio managed to negotiate the price down to six dollars and fifty cents. All he asked was that the small room contain a TV set and a double bed.


  The manager reported that they checked in at eight one evening and didn’t depart until one o’clock the following afternoon, although they were supposed to check out at ten that morning.


  The Clifton didn’t make all that much profit on the room itself, but the manager sold the soiled sheets for five-hundred dollars, stains, and all, to a MM devotee.


  A two-week honeymoon in Palm Springs was followed with a trip to Tokyo, where Marilyn’s Japanese fans numbered in the thousands. To his dismay, DiMaggio discovered that he had married a woman far more internationally famous than he was. The Tokyo press wrote about “the honorable buttocks-swinging madame.”


  While in Japan, Marilyn received an invitation from the U.S. Army to entertain its troops in Korea. She was thrilled, although DiMaggio demanded that she turn the invitation down. Defying him, she flew to Korea anyway, where thousands of randy soldiers cheered her arrival. Many soldiers later claimed that when she came out in a low-cut dress, help up by spaghetti straps, they produced erections. She opened with her hit number, “Diamonds Are a Girl’s Best Friend,” from Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.


  What really sent the soldiers into a fever pitch was when she sang—


  
    Ooooh, do it again

    I must say, no, no, no, no—

    But do it again.

  


  During the number, a light snow was falling on her bare shoulders, and some of the young men masturbated, concealing their erections under their caps.


  Back in Tokyo, Marilyn told DiMaggio, “Joe, you’ve never heard such cheering.”


  He looked harshly at her. “Yes, I have.”


  After her honeymoon, and back in Los Angeles, she had lunch with her favorite columnist, Sidney Skolsky, speaking strictly off the record.


  “I’m going to marry Arthur Miller,” she announced to him.


  He was astonished, at first thinking she was joking. “You just got back from your honeymoon. You must be crazy. Was Joltin’ Joe a dud in bed? I thought you would have found that out before you married him.”


  “No, Joe’s a real slugger in bed,” she said. “Really great. Even so, I’m going to marry Arthur Miller.”


  Later, Skolsky recalled, “She wasn’t bull shitting that day. She really did marry Arthur Miller, of course.”


  She forced DiMaggio to return to Hollywood with her, which he called “the land of the phonies.” She was unable to iron his shirts, as he had expected, since she had to report to work on There’s No Business Like Show Business (1954) which co-starred Ethel Merman, who made a pass at her, and Donald O’Connor, who also made a pass at her. Mitzi Gaynor snubbed her, but Johnnie Ray, also in the cast, hung out with her. He didn’t make a pass at her, but he was gay. Dan Dailey, one of the stars, used to come to her dressing room for a drink with her. He, too, didn’t make a pass at her because “Johnnie Ray drains me dry,” he confided to Marilyn.
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  There’s No Business Like Show Business, whose theme was devoted to the music of Irving Berlin, was an unfortunate choice for Marilyn. Her rainbow skirts and fruit salad head gear evoked Carmen Miranda at her campiest. Writing in The New York Times, Bosley Crowther called “Miss Monroe’s wriggling and squirming embarrassing to behold.”


  When DiMaggio showed up on the movie’s set and saw the skimpy costume she was wearing, he sulked for five days, refusing to speak to her at their big empty house on North Palm Drive that cost them $750 a month. Her marriage was collapsing, but somehow there was always time for a nightly bout of sex.


  Once, at a party, Marilyn encountered Jean Peters, with whom she’d appeared in Niagara (1953). They did not discuss their mutual interest in Howard Hughes, but Marilyn did speak candidly about DiMaggio.
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  “He prefers to live in San Francisco. I’m a Los Angeles gal. He likes golf, but I told him all the other men I’ve met are interested in plugging another hole. Nights are devoted to jock chatter with his cronies and five hours in front of the TV set. I like to flirt with anything in pants. He’s possessive and jealous. I like to spend an hour sucking cock, and he prefers to go to the missionary position. He likes me to dress conservatively like Irene Dunne or Myrna Loy. I prefer to go out the door in a ‘ Hello, of icer! ’ dress.”


  Marlon Brando said, “Marilyn talked about settling down, becoming a housewife, and having six kids. Maybe DiMaggio fell for that line. But once married, he learned that she wanted not six kids, but six Oscars.”


  One day, she received a call from the prominent agent, Charles K. Feldman, with whom she occasionally had a sexual rendezvous. He wanted to visit her to show her a newly written script and perhaps to arrange for what he called “love in the afternoon.”


  In her dressing room, the love-making preceded his pitch of the script, The Seven Year Itch, in which she would play “The Upstairs Girl” who kept her panties in the refrigerator during a hot summer in Manhattan. There was a role for “the summer bachelor” who lived downstairs. The gay actor, Tom Ewell, was being considered for the male lead, though she found him unattractive. “Wouldn’t Rock Hudson be a better choice?” she asked Feldman.


  Marilyn complained that DiMaggio refused to see any of her friends, although he would sometimes invite one of his own pals over for dinner and to watch sports on TV. Joe Nachio, his longtime companion and confidant, often came over, “sometimes while Joe and I were watching a game, Marilyn would come in and remove Joe’s socks and start sucking his toes. Imagine having a woman with red, succulent lips like that sucking your toes?”


  As DiMaggio’s biographer, Richard Ben Cramer wrote: “DiMaggio seemed to resent anybody she was with. Even with girlfriends, Marilyn conspired to meet them away from home, or get them in and out of the house while Joe was away, so he wouldn’t get mad. Sometimes, days would pass and she wouldn’t see anyone.”


  Desperate for companionship, Marilyn called actor Brad Dexter.


  Ever since Marilyn and Dexter had been cast in The Asphalt Jungle in 1950, they’d had an ongoing affair, although they didn’t see each other that much. He went on to marry singer Peggy Lee, and she hooked up with DiMaggio.


  Both Marilyn and Dexter referred to their marriages as “weddings in hell.” And each of them would be married to their spouses for only nine months.


  Marilyn was also intrigued that Dexter had acted as a stud to Mae West when he was cast alongside the aging diva in Diamond Lil.


  Square-jawed, like Charlton Heston, broad-shouldered, and handsome, Dexter appealed to Marilyn. He loved men as much as women, and had an ongoing affair with the closeted Paul Newman. Film critics called him “the sweetest meanie to ever slug a hero or tussle with a lady.”


  At three in the afternoon, Dexter pulled up in front of the DiMaggio/Monroe household, knowing that her retired baseball player wasn’t expected until seven that evening.


  Marilyn and Dexter wasted no time in heading for the bedroom she shared with DiMaggio. They wanted to have sex and be done with it in case her slugger returned home early.


  She suggested he stay for dinner, thinking that DiMaggio might relate to him. He agreed. In the words of DiMaggio’s biographer, Richard Ben Cramer, “Dexter was a man’s man—a poker player, racetrack fan, a friend of Sinatra’s—she thought Joe and Brad might get along. But as Dexter remembered, he was in the house with Marilyn when Joe walked in, and it was obvious DiMaggio only wanted to know what the hell he was doing with his wife. As Dexter said, ‘the whole house went creepy with DiMaggio’s suspicion. So I pretended to have another appointment, and I didn’t stay for dinner.’”


  ***
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  Sam Gilman was a minor actor whose bond with Marlon Brando became so close that the bigger star almost adopted him. Brando moved Gilman into his home and used him somewhat like a servant to cook his meals, shine his shoes, or remove some unwanted girlfriend from the premises.


  Gilman had evolved more or less into his assistant when Brando was oddly cast as Napoléon during the filming of Desirée (1954). Gilman was on the set when Marilyn showed up when she was working nearby on There’s No Business Like Show Business.


  She giggled when she saw him dressed as Napoléon. Dressed in a formal gown, she posed for pictures with him. On the surface, everything seemed all right. One major star calling on another major star.


  But in his dressing room she showed him where makeup concealed black and blue marks on her right arm. “Marilyn abhorred violence of any kind,” Gilman said. “Marlon was furious to learn what a mean shithead DiMaggio was in private, in contrast to his public image. He’d come home drunk and accuse Marilyn of continuing her affairs with both Marlon and Frank Sinatra, and countless others, even though married to him. That may have been true. Even so, violence was not the answer. Marilyn told Marlon that DiMaggio had started beating her and that she’d run into their bedroom and locked the door. He broke down the door and continued beating her, avoiding her face so that she could still appear before the camera. At least he knew enough to do that. He didn’t want the press to learn what a shit America’s hero really was. Marlon became incensed when he learned of this. He wanted Marilyn to move out, and he told her she could come and live with him until she found a place of her own. He also advised her to file for divorce. Two nights later, he told me that Marilyn’s marriage to DiMaggio wasn’t legal anyway, because technically she was still married to him and had not gotten a divorce. I still don’t know to this day if Marlon was actually married to Marilyn—or whether he was just putting me on.”


  Publicly, she was informing the press, especially her favorite columnist Sidney Skolsky, that, “Marriage is something you learn more about while you live it.” Privately, she told Brando that the marriage to DiMaggio was all but over except the formalities.


  “I think Marlon and Marilyn seriously discussed marriage—the real thing for all the world to see, not that fake ceremony, or whatever in the hell it was, that they had on location with Viva Zapata!” Gilman said. “Marlon told me that Marilyn agreed to the marriage, providing that she would not be expected to have children.”


  Three nights later, when Marilyn came over for a dinner cooked by Gilman, Brando said, “DiMaggio’s going to be a tough act to follow if I take up with Marilyn.”


  “What do you mean?” Gilman asked.


  “Marilyn told me, ‘Joe’s biggest bat is not the one he uses on the baseball field.’ She also told me that, ‘If sex is what it took, I’d stay married to Joe.’”


  “I’ve never heard any woman complain about your noble tool,” Gilman said to reassure his friend.


  One week later, as Gilman recalled, a new and different Marilyn fled to the set of Desirée to see Brando. “Instead of a formal dress, she wore a tat ered bathrobe that was last washed in 1913,” Gilman said. “She wore no makeup and looked awful. At first I didn’t recognize her. Marlon later explained to me that Marilyn Monroe was just a show business concoction. The real girl wasn’t anything like Monroe.”
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  During her second visit to the set of Desirée, Brando saw at once that Marilyn was in serious trouble. “He just walked off camera,” Gilman said, “and headed for Marilyn. Wrapping a strong arm around her, he led her once again to his dressing room where he put out the DO NOT DISTURB sign. All shooting had to be suspended for the day. The director was furious. I hung around in case Marlon needed me later. I never knew exactly what drove Marilyn in such a condition to the Desirée set. Later Marlon quoted her to me. ‘My brains are leaving me just like they did with my mother,’ Marilyn told Marlon. ‘They’re going to come for me. Lock me away in some hospital.’ Perhaps without knowing it at the time, Marilyn was having a prophetic vision of her future.”


  Brando said that Marilyn begged him to run away with her. “Any place in the world,” she told him. “Just a place where we can hide out forever.”


  “I fucked her,” Brando told Gilman. “That was the only way my noble tool knew how to calm her down.”


  “Marilyn did hide out for several days with Marlon before everything blew up between Jumpin’ Joe and her,” Gilman claimed.


  Suddenly, without even leaving a note, Marilyn disappeared.


  “I told Marilyn good-bye,” Gilman said. “I even saw the man who had come to take her away. It was Frank Sinatra. I told Marlon that Marilyn had left in a taxi. If I’d ratted that it was Sinatra, he would have exploded on me. God, did he hate Sinatra. And believe me, the feeling was mutual.”


  He said that later, during Marilyn’s filming of The Seven Year Itch, Brando forgave her for running out on him without a good-bye.


  “They would be close until the day of her death,” Gilman said. “But never again did I hear talk of marriage.”


  ***


  In Nevada once again, Marilyn reported back for work on the set of The Misfits after she was released from the hospital in Los Angeles. Momentarily at least, she forgot about Brando, Sinatra, and even DiMaggio. She thought mostly of how she, Clark Gable, and Monty Clift were going to hold themselves together to finish what she had taken to calling “Miller’s awful god damn picture. If anybody’s a misfit, it’s Miller himself, thinking he knows how to write a western. Naturally, he’s cast me as a degenerate whore.”


  The Misfits became the last movie that Gable and Marilyn would ever finish. Both were soon to die, although Monty lived on a while longer, dying four years after Marilyn on July 22, 1966, at the age of forty-five. After a lifetime of drugs, liquor, and dissipation, his heart just gave out.


  The movie the star-crossed actors left behind as their legacy went way over budget, costing more than $4 million. It was a flop, its first run on opening week at the box office netting only $55,000.


  Marilyn treasured her last scene with Gable, cast as Gaylord, and herself cast as Roslyn. They’re seated together in the front seat of a truck, driving into an uncertain future in the desert.


  “How do you find your way back in the dark?” she asks him.


  “Just head for that big star straight on,” he told her. “The highway’s under it. It’ll take us home.”


  It wasn’t in the script, but she hastily add, “Oh, to go home but where. I never was there.”


  Huston cut her line from the final print.


  On the night of November 16, 1960, Gable was lying in a hospital bed, where he’d been taken after having a stroke at his home while changing a tire. That very day, he’d received a telegram from President Dwight D. Eisenhower.


  
    Mr. Gable,


    I, of all people, know that the heart is a tricky thing. But that organ has seen both you and me through some good times and bad times, in peace and in war. Hopefully both of our tickers will continue beating for many more years to come.


    Dwight D. Eisenhower

  


  In his hospital room, Gable kissed his final and fifth wife, Kay, good night. At the age of forty-four she was pregnant and also suffered from a heart condition.


  “I think I’ll read a bit before shutting my eyes,” he told her. These were the last words ever spoken by the King of Hollywood.


  He was reading a book about the making of Gone With the Wind. He was discovered at around 10:30pm when the nurse came in to check on his. She spotted the book on the floor and Gable dead in his bed, his open eyes staring up at the ceiling, seeing nothing.


  Within hours, the Associated Press was moving a bulletin to newspapers around the world: THE KING IS DEAD!


  In New York, at 3am, Marilyn, still awake after a sleepless night, received a call from John Huston. “Clark is gone,” he told her. I just heard the news.”


  She dropped the receiver and ran screaming into the living room. Seeing no one, she raced toward the bathroom. “I killed Clark Gable! I’m going to kill myself!”


  Sleeping in another room, her maid, Lena Pepitone, heard her, got up, and hurried to the bathroom.


  There, she discovered Marilyn swallowing capsules from a bottle. “Don’t try to save me this time,” she commanded. Of course, Pepitone didn’t listen to her, but helped her induce vomiting through means never clarified.


  The maid later said, “Somehow, Marilyn got it into her head that she was responsible for Gable’s heart attack after all that stress she put him through on making their last picture. Her awful nightmares started after finishing that picture. Every night, she found it impossible to sleep. She lost her appetite. For days after coming home, she would lie on her back in her bed, her eyes bulging out, wringing her hands in frustration.”


  Her recovery came slowly. Pepitone found her standing nude by the window, looking out at a dreary, rain-soaked New York cityscape. “Clark is gone now. I think Monty and I are next. I don’t know which will go first, Monty or me.”


  “Neither one,” Pepitone said. “When you’re eighty-five, you’ll be mounting some stage in Las Vegas, dressed in a low-cut gown in shocking pink, singing ‘Diamonds Are a Girl’s Best Friend.’”


  “What man will be chasing after me then?” she asked.


  “No doubt John. F. Kennedy, Jr.”


  ***


  Days after Gable’s funeral, his pregnant widow, Kay, told the press, “It wasn’t the physical exertion of The Misfits that did it. It was the horrible tension, that eternal waiting, waiting, waiting. He waited for everybody. He’d get so angry waiting that he’d just go ahead and do anything to keep occupied. That’s why he did those dangerous stunts.”
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  Marilyn burst into tears when she read that. Even though Kay didn’t mention her by name, she knew that the widow was singling her out.


  Once again, she became consumed by guilt over Gable’s death. In her New York apartment, she stood in front of a window at three in the morning, contemplating jumping to her death. When Pepitone told her good night, she’d burst into sobs, claiming, “I did kill Clark. Yes, I did, and Kay Gable and half Forces in Europe, of the world know that.”


  “It’s Christmas, Marilyn,” Pepitone told her. “The city is filled with lights. You can disguise yourself, and we’ll walk to Rockefeller Center tomorrow.”


  “I have nothing to live for,” Marilyn said.


  “Of all the women in the world, Marilyn Monroe has the most to live for. If you’d pull yourself together, you can have a great life.”


  The next morning, Marilyn told Pepitone that “I came that close to jumping out of the window this morning, but Joe called. He’s coming to New York to do his duty as my husband.”


  “He’s not your husband,” Pepitone said. “You divorced him.”


  “Joe will always be my husband.”


  It was Kay Gable who helped Marilyn recover from Gable’s death. She invited her to attend the christening of her son, John Clark Gable, who was born in March of 1961 after a difficult pregnancy.


  At the christening, Kay approached Marilyn and hugged her. “I’m sorry I was misquoted in the press,” Kay said to her. “Clark never had anything unkind to say about you during that troubled shoot.”


  “Oh, thank you for telling me that,” Marilyn said. “Oh, please, may I hold him?”


  With great affection, Marilyn held the infant son of the dead Gable as if he were the most precious treasure she’d ever seen. She looked into his face. “You wonderful boy. You don’t know it now, but you’re going to grow up to rule over Hollywood like your papa did. You are going to be the reincarnation of Rhett Butler.”


  ***


  Back in the Nevada desert, Sandy would always remember sitting with Marilyn after the shooting of The Misfits was finished. She got in the back seat of a large limousine which would take them to the airport at Reno.


  Miller approached the car and tried to get in after her, but she slammed the door on him, nearly trapping his hand. She ordered the driver to go on.


  “I’m going to divorce the son of a bitch.” Both of them looked back, watching Miller standing in the desolate wasteland with no other car in sight. Every other vehicle had already gone. Lowering her window, Marilyn yelled back at her husband, “Eat my dust!”


  “She truly had washed that man right out of her hair.” Sandy said. “Ignoring the driver up front, she unzipped my jeans and gave me a goodbye present, a great blow-job. Her final words to me were, ‘Honey, your cock is made more for sucking than for fucking.’”


  “Two months later, I tried to sell my story of working with Monty, Clark, and Marilyn on The Misfits,” Sandy recalled. “All the editors read it with fascination, but no one would publish it—even for free. Remember, this was 1960. Journalism was different then.”


  Gable never lived to read the reviews of The Misfits, but Marilyn did. Time magazine reviewed Miller’s screenplay, comparing the on-screen Roslyn with the real-life Marilyn. “Like Marilyn, Roslyn is a fractured, manhandled woman always searching for relationships. Helpless, yet flush with appetite.”


  Bosley Crowther in The New York Times wrote, “The characters are shallow and inconsequential, and that is the dang-busted trouble with this film. film Miss Monroe is completely blank and unfathomable.”


  Miller’s biographer, Martin Got fried, wrote: “Monroe’s acting is all but non-existent in The Misfits. Her expression is almost always distracted, even va-cant, while her interpretive efforts are transparent and sad, for she is plainly in a scary condition, unable to make contact with her fellow players. The Marilyn Monroe who could be so disarming in comedies and so magnetic simply as a presence on the movie screen is not to be found in this picture.”


  ***


  On January 20, 1961, Marilyn obtained a Mexican divorce from Miller, then rushed back to her hotel to watch “the love of my life,” John F. Kennedy, be inaugurated as President of the United States.


  The next day, the Soviet magazine Nedelya reported on the divorce, the article claiming that Marilyn Monroe represented “another broken life on her climb to the stars.”


  Ironically, many newspapers gave Marilyn’s divorce priority over President Kennedy’s taking the oath of office at his inauguration.
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  It is commonly assumed that journalists did not report on the Kennedy/Monroe liaison during his presidency. Actually, prior to the president’s inauguration, Art Buchwald in The Los Angeles Times wrote an item about Kennedy and the “Monroe Doctrine,” asking if his first order of business in January would involve “Marilyn Monroe, now that she was divorcing Arthur Miller.” Because Buchwald was also a humorist, most of the press at the time dismissed his question as a joke.


  ***


  Sandy Paroe himself never made it as a star, although he became a popular bartender in Hollywood, working at three different hotels before he died of AIDS in 1991. He was always open and willing to talk about his life, although it was obvious that the greatest event of his career had involved being a “gofer” on the set of The Misfits, back in 1960 and 1961, with Marilyn and Monty.


  “The other day I read in the paper that Arthur Miller told a reporter that Marilyn was a Sixties person a whole decade before the Sixties really began, that she launched the Sixties back in 1950. It took the rest of the world ten whole years to catch up with her.”
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    In 1984, it was imploded and demolished, (photo, right), carrying with it the memories of when Marilyn Monroe and the cast of The Misfits were lodged here during the filming of a movie that was pivotal to the lives and careers of everyone involved.

  


  [image: Generating sexual hysteria, onscreen, in The Misfits]


  
    Generating sexual hysteria, onscreen, in The Misfits

  


  

  



  PART TWO

  

  NIGHTMARE IN

  THE DREAM FACTORY

  



  In Beverly Hills at an exclusive A-list party during the summer of 1954, attention focused on a handsome, charming, well-dressed, slender young man from the East Coast. His family name was already a Hollywood legend. He’d recently married “the Queen of Debutantes” in New England at a wedding attended by his right-wing father, who had made millions producing movies and peddling bootleg liquor during Prohibition.


  In the late 1920s, the philandering Joseph P. Kennedy had arrived in Hollywood and had begun systematically, like a serial killer, to bed its most famous stars, ranging from Greta Garbo to Constance Bennett. His most notorious affair was with the imperial vamp of the silent screen, Gloria Swanson, with whom he’d launched the ill-fated silent, Queen Kelly, which was never completed, thanks to the arrival of new technologies—the Talkies—in Tinseltown.


  At a Beverly Hills party hosted by super agent Charles Feldman, John F. Kennedy, the charismatic senator from Massachusetts, was getting the attention usually reserved for the world’s top box office attractions. A rising political star, he was one of ten young men, including rival Richard M. Nixon, who had each been named as possible candidates who might seek the presidency in 1960.


  Feldman had been known as the town’s most suave marketer of talent (sometimes called a “flesh merchant”) before graduating to a career as a movie producer. For a while, he had represented Marilyn, at which time they had launched an affair that was still ongoing.


  When Feldman heard that JFK had hit town, he telephoned his suite at the Bel Air Hotel and told him he wanted to invite him to a party peopled with Hollywood stars. “I want you and Marilyn Monroe to be the guests of honor.”


  JFK couldn’t turn down an invitation like that. Since he’d left Jackie on Cape Cod, he attended Feldman’s party with his new brother-in-law, Peter Lawford, who had married his favorite sister, Patricia, earlier that year.


  By the Eisenhower era of the 1950s, JFK was no stranger to Hollywood. Before flying to Los Angeles, he said to his younger brother, Bobby, “You know how I like to get one up on Dad. I want to dwarf his fabled conquest of Swanson by seducing the most desirable star in Hollywood—female, that is.”


  “You’ve had Lana Turner,” Bobby said. “Jayne Mansfield, Gene Tierney, Grace Kelly, Judy Garland, Betty Grable, Marlene Dietrich, Hedy Lamarr, June Allyson, Sonja Henie, Joan Crawford, Ava Gardner. Who does that leave?”


  “There’s only one… Marilyn Monroe.”


  What he didn’t remember was that without any particular fanfare, he had seduced Marilyn eight years previously, in 1946, right after the end of WWII. She was known at the time as Norma Jeane Baker. The seduction had occurred when JFK’s longtime friend, the glamorous actor, Robert Stack, had invited JFK to stay with him in Hollywood. He held out the promise that he’d introduce him to the most beautiful stars and starlets in Hollywood, and perhaps even to an Oscar winner or two.


  Back in the 1940s, Robert Stack and JFK were the two most desirable males in Hollywood, at least in the opinion of Judy Garland, who’d had affairs with both of them. “Even Howard Hughes pursued Robert and Jack, getting Stack but losing out on Jack,” Garland claimed.


  As Stack later recalled, “Jack at the time was the only man in Tinseltown who was better looking than me, and all the hot tamales in Los Angeles took notice. He really knew how to attract women. I’ve known him to have sex in the afternoon, sex at cocktail time, sex after dinner, with a midnight sleepover as part of the agenda. Oh, and did I say, each of these trysts was with a different woman?”
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  “Like father, like son, but they handled women differently,” Stack said. “Joe sorta denigrated Rose and rubbed her nose in his affairs. I think Jack did that somewhat to Jackie, especially after he got to the White House. After weeks of philandering, Joe always came back to Rose carrying expensive presents. Jack didn’t even bring flowers to Jackie when he returned from whoring in Hollywood.”


  To his jealous best friend, the very gay Lem Billings, JFK had referred to Stack as “my libidinous buddy.”


  According to Lem, “Stack threw down the red carpet. Crossing it were beautiful stars, lovely starlets, and, what he didn’t promise, a lot of so-so wannabees who lacked star power, but made up for it in other departments. Those kind of gals wanted to get ahead and would do more than give head. They’d do anything.”


  JFK’s Boston accent was a bit off-putting to those who lived in Texas, the Deep South, or the Rocky Mountains, but his words were as “soothing as licking honey off a woman’s breasts,” or so claimed an article submitted to Playboy but rejected by Hugh Hefner.


  A New Yorker, Feldman had known Joseph Kennedy for years. Through the former ambassador, Chuck Spalding, one of John Kennedy’s closest friends, had gone to work for Feldman at United Artists in 1946. When young JFK went on one of his self-proclaimed “poontang hunts” in Hollywood, he was often the guest of Feldman, who was known for giving some of the best parties in Tinseltown. JFK had also dated such Feldman clients as Peggy Cummins and Gene Tierney, who had wanted to marry him.


  A confidant of both Peter and Patricia, JFK was privy to all their extramarital affairs—Patricia with handsome, well-endowed young men, and her husband, Peter, with handsome, well-endowed young men plus hookers, studio messenger boys, and a few top female stars.


  At the party, JFK sat between Lawford and Feldman on the sofa in the center of a large living room. JFK was nursing his second drink when he noticed a hush fall over the room. Feldman jumped up to greet his late-arriving guest.


  JFK turned to look at the arrival of Marilyn Monroe clad in red alligator “Joan Crawford fuck-me high heels,” a black, low-cut dress tailored two sizes too small, and a white fox fur draped over her creamy nude shoulders.


  “What tits! What an ass!” JFK whispered to Lawford, who was already a bit drunk, perhaps drugged. “I bet you’ve had her.”


  “Who hasn’t?” responded a cynical Lawford. “On my first date with her, I had to step over dogshit in her bedroom to get to her nude body sprawled drunkenly on her bed. I was drunk, too, so we were evenly matched. I don’t think either of us had a climax that night, but we continued to date on and off.”
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  In spite of a sharp pain in his lower back, JFK rose to greet Marilyn as she wiggled across the room, waving at her fellow stars such as Alexis Smith, Virginia Mayo, Dana Andrews, and Melvyn Douglas.


  She had just emerged from her hair dresser as a glorious honey blonde. The hairdresser had also bleached what she called “the hair down below—I like to be blonde all over, although sometimes I get burns on my sensitive vagina.”


  Feldman made the introductions.:“Miss Monroe, our fellow guest of honor, Jack Kennedy, the senator from Massachusetts, and, of course, you known Joe DiMaggio. Like Marilyn herself, he needs no introduction, I’m sure.”


  “Miss Monroe,” JFK said, taking her hand and gazing deeply into her eyes. “My pleasure. Jackie and I agreed that Gentlemen Prefer Blondes was the best musical of all time, or at least I did. I thought you were the greatest thing in the picture, Jackie sorta going for Charles Coburn.”


  Marilyn laughed. “Thank you for the compliment and tell Jackie she’s welcome to Coburn.”


  She would later claim that “Joe and Jack didn’t have much to say to each other. They were like two roosters circling the only hen in the barnyard. Jack didn’t bother to conceal his attraction for me, and that really pissed off Joe.”


  Before she was served a drink, DiMaggio excused himself to go to the Feldman’s ground floor bathroom.


  During the time he was gone, she cuddled closer to JFK. “You said it was a pleasure to meet me. Actually, you’ve had the pleasure before. It was back in 1946 at Robert Stack’s place.”


  “You were one of those girls we auditioned!” he said in astonishment. “Surely I would have remembered Marilyn Monroe.”


  “I was Norma Jeane Baker back then, with brown hair, very young, a bit shy. That was before I created this Marilyn Monroe thing.”


  “I still can’t believe we did it,” he said.


  “If you want evidence, I can describe exact details of your anatomy.”


  “Let’s not go that far,” he said.


  She reached into a red sequined purse and handed him a card with her private phone number on it. An imprint of her red lipstick was already on the card.


  “Do you give a lot of these cards to men at parties?” he asked.


  “Just a select few—bigtime movie stars, bigtime directors, bigtime producers, and any man that Peter Lawford and Charles Feldman tell me is going to become the Vice President of the United States in 1956.”


  “How did you know I was going for that?”


  “I’m not as dumb as I look.”


  At that point, DiMaggio returned to protect his possession.


  Seeing him coming, JFK changed the subject. “Are you in person like that fortune hunter, Lorelei Lee, in the movie?”


  “Not at all,” she said. “I think a girl should make her own fortune and not depend on a man to do it for her.”


  “Good thinking,” DiMaggio said, “since I’m retired and living off past glory.”


  At that point, Feldman’s butler, attired in a red dinner jacket and a pink bow tie, announced that dinner was being served. In the dining room, DiMaggio seemed peeved that he wasn’t placed next to Marilyn. He was seated next to Patricia Lawford instead, and she knew a lot about baseball.


  As prearranged with Feldman, JFK was seated between Lawford and Marilyn. On Lawford’s left was another glamorous blonde, Marilyn Maxwell, who was the on-again, off-again lover of both Lawford and Frank Sinatra.


  Monroe whispered to JFK, “It’s bad enough that Maxwell and I have to share Frank and Peter, but I think this town isn’t big enough for two blondes named Marilyn.”


  She once expressed that complaint to Feldman, who told her, “Maxwell was in pictures during World War II, meaning she got here before you.”


  “From the looks of things, she must have been in pre-War films, perhaps even the Silents.”


  “Meow!” he said.


  ***


  As the dinner progressed beyond the soup, Lawford became aware of the guerilla tactics going on under the table to his right. While talking to Maxwell, he also managed to eavesdrop on Marilyn and JFK.


  “I thought all senators were grandfatherly types,” she said, “until I met you.”


  “If I met you in ’46, you must have been in the cradle. You look like you’re fresh out of high school.”


  “Talk like that will get you anything you want,” she said.


  “Lawford would later recall, “My God, she was practically inviting him to crawl under the table and go down on her. No, Tenth Avenue hooker working the night shift in Manhattan could have been more obvious that night.”
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  After Marilyn left the party two hours later, Lawford approached JFK. “Gonna go for that hot box?”


  “Yeah, the way you, you fucking child molester, seduced that poor, virginal, teenager, Elizabeth Taylor.”


  “Believe me, Marilyn is no innocent, much less a virgin.”


  “That’s OK with me—neither am I. I’ll benefit from her vast experience. Do you think Feldman will be jealous? We know DiMaggio will, but we’ll see that he doesn’t find out.”


  “Feldman will be okay with it,” Lawford said. “With his hairpiece, sagging jaw, belly over the belt, not to mention an unreliable dick, he knows Marilyn is only rewarding him for favors he’s done for her career. It’s not a romance.”


  Marilyn and DiMaggio had been the last guests to arrive at the party, but the first to leave after dinner.


  Over a nightcap with Lawford, JFK went into more detail about what was going on under the table. “My right hand slowly began to creep up her left leg, arriving at her creamy thigh. I was forced to eat with my left paw. When I got to the thigh, she warned me, ‘I don’t want you to be shocked. I’m not wearing panties tonight.’ I continued on my voyage of discovery. By the time the cherries jubilee was served, I had three fingers inserted into that overworked pussy of hers. After all the guys she screwed, she’s still tight, a perfect fit for a guy like me.”


  “I’m sure it’ll become the romance of the century,” Lawford said. “But watch out for that dog shit.”


  The following morning, in his suite at the Bel Air Hotel, JFK dialed the number Marilyn had given him.


  To his regret, DiMaggio answered the phone. Hearing a man’s voice, he asked, “Just who is this?”


  “A friend,” JFK said.


  DiMaggio slammed down the phone.


  ***


  When DiMaggio announced that he was going to spend the day playing golf with Bing Crosby, Marilyn seized the opportunity. As soon as DiMaggio was gone, she fled from what she called “my prison and my jailer,” taking a taxi to the Bel Air Hotel. During a call she’d placed, JFK had invited her for a late breakfast.


  What happened next is the subject of some conjecture, and details can only be pieced together by snippets of information Marilyn revealed to Jeanne Carmen, Peter Lawford, and Shelley Winters, among others.


  Apparently, she found JFK in his suite with a terrycloth bathrobe dangling open to reveal that he wore only a pair of white jockey shorts. He was having his coffee while reading The Los Angeles Times.


  Marilyn’s friend, Shelley Winters, recalled that “She was as excited as a teenager to be having an affair with the handsome senator. She told me, ‘Jack is married to the most beautiful woman in Washington, but he desires me. He told me that I will do things to him that only a hooker will do.’ Marilyn apparently took that as a compliment.”


  “I often wondered what she meant by that,” Shelley said. “Kennedy was known for having said that he wasn’t finished with a woman until he’d had her three ways. That could only mean that Miss Jackie didn’t go for any of that rear door stuff.”


  Shelley continued: “Marilyn told me that Kennedy had told her that he was going to become President of the United States, and then she said, ‘He’s going to appoint me First Mistress.’ But she quickly added, ‘there can be no official announcement, of course.’”


  “Later, Marilyn would upgrade her role, claiming that she had set her eyes on becoming First Lady. All this must have been heady stuff for a little abused girl who grew up in an orphanage and foster homes. Jack Kennedy was the biggest thing who had ever come her way, after years in Hollywood, time spent lying on casting couches, and ‘sucking a lot of Jewish cock,’ as Marilyn put it. Time spent in the late 40s saying only one word on the screen and sometimes, as in the case of Scudda-Hoo! Scudda-Hay!, even getting that cut.”


  After a day spent in JFK’s suite, interrupted with a lot of phone calls from back East, Marilyn was eager to share her good fortune. DiMaggio would call it Monday morning quarterbacking—“He also watches football games,” Marilyn said.


  In a call to Lawford, she told him, “I’ve known far better men in bed than Jack, including yourself, at least in the oral department. He uses the excuse of back pain, which is a signal for me to do all the hard work in getting him off. Frankly, he’s a bit quick on the draw for me to get any real satisfaction.”


  “Are you going to continue this after he flies back to Washington?” he asked.


  “By all means,” she said. “We’ve reached an understanding. Back East he’ll be faithful to Jackie. But out here, I’ll be his only woman. In other words, Jackie and I will share him with no other interlopers.”
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  “I know Jack very well, and when he promises something, he’s a man of his word.” It is not known if she realized that Lawford was being cynical.


  “I’m not in it for the good sex, because the sex is not good,” she confessed. “You and I both know we can pick up studs all over Hollywood just by walking out the door. A lot of guys out here would like to fuck a movie star, particularly the very handsome Peter Lawford and the very beautiful Marilyn Monroe. I understand even straight guys will put out for you.”


  “Something like that,” he said.


  “When I’m with Jack, I feel that I’m with a powerful man making big decisions that could affect the entire world one day,” she told him. “Women will understand that. For centuries, they’ve been attracted to men with power. I’m sure Eva Braun didn’t stay with Adolf Hilter just for the sex.”


  ***


  Arthur James, a rich real estate agent living in Malibu, had known Marilyn in the late 1940s when she’d become involved with the sons of Charlie Chaplin, both Sidney and Charlie, Jr. James was a close friend of The Little Tramp, who eventually got around to seducing Marilyn himself, since he liked very young girls. Apparently, according to Marilyn, the original Chaplin wanted to convince her that he was better in the boudoir than either of his sons. He referred to his penis as “the eighth wonder of the world.”


  Over the years, James had witnessed many of her affairs, and he also had a front row seat to watch the drama associated with the debut of her love affair with John F. Kennedy. James revealed some of what he knew to biographer Anthony Summers, author of Goddess, the Secret Life of Marilyn Monroe.


  According to James, a favorite watering hole of JFK and Marilyn was the raunchy Malibu Cottage, a battered bar and grill along the coast. It had fewer than a dozen stools and some scattered tables along the sawdust-littered floor. If clients needed them, there were a few “hot beds” to rent nearby.


  JFK wasn’t that well known on the West Coast at that time, and he felt he didn’t need to be so guarded about his burgeoning relationship with Marilyn, as he’d have to be in the years ahead.


  Over various visits, they also checked into the Holiday House in Malibu, using assumed names, including Fritz Gerald and Jeane Mortensen, and they were seen, on occasion, coming and going from the Château Marmont on Sunset Boulevard, where everyone, from Greta Garbo in the old days to Paul Newman in the 1950s, went for off-the-record sexual trysts.


  JFK was said to have liked Malibu Cottage because it evoked some of the low-rent Boston taverns he’d frequented as a horny young college student.


  With all the elegant bars from which to choose, A-list movie stars often patronized Malibu Cottage as one of their favorite hangouts. Jayne Mansfield claimed, “You could take your pickups there—you know, blue collar types with dirt under their fingernails and big sausage in their jockeys—and no one asked questions, no one judged.”


  A frequent patron of Malibu Cottage, Marilyn had invited JFK to go there with her “because it’s a lot of fun. Everything that goes on there is off the record.” JFK referred to it as “going slumming.”


  However, there was always the possibility of embarrassment with that chance encounter. Such an event happened when Marilyn showed up with JFK to spot Lana Turner and Lex Barker (of Tarzan fame) drinking together in the far corner. Lana’s affair with Lex—Marilyn called him “Sexy Lexy”—would grow so intense that eventually, in 1953, he put a wedding band on Lana’s finger.


  As the bartender, Bryan Pickins, recalled, “Lana and Lex invited Marilyn and JFK to their small table. The movie Tarzan had never met Kennedy before. But, perhaps unknown to Lana, Marilyn and Lex had had an on-again, off-again affair for some three years. Not only that, but all of Hollywood knew that Lana had been involved in an affair with Kennedy when he was still a congressman, right after the war.”


  She’d been introduced to JFK in 1946 by another of her lovers, Robert Stack. After seeing Lana’s The Postman Always Rings Twice, JFK told friends that Lana was the “sexiest thing in pictures.” Before the war, Lana had also seduced another future U.S. president, Ronald Reagan, and she’d also had a long-running affair with Peter Lawford, JFK’s brother-in-law.
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  Marilyn nursed her own fantasies about Lana, though presumably, they were not of a sexual nature. Ever since she’d seen Lana walking down that street, “bouncing her tits” in They Won’t Forget in 1937, Marilyn had dreamed of becoming the next “Sweater Girl” of the 1950s, usurping the title originally bestowed on Lana.


  To Marilyn, Lana had been the ultimate symbol of a movie star—blonde, beautiful, wealthy, with numerous lovers and an occasional husband.


  Marilyn dreamed of seducing some of the same men that Lana had bedded—Desi Arnaz, Kirk Douglas, John Garfield, John Hodiak, George Montgomery, Tyrone Power, Robert Taylor, and especially Victor Mature. Both of them had already shared Ronald Reagan, Dean Martin, Clark Gable, and Howard Hughes, not to mention John F. Kennedy and Lana’s husband, Lex Barker.


  As a young, struggling model, Marilyn had purchased every movie magazine with Lana on the cover. She was drawn to her superficial glitz and glamour. Marilyn also knew that Lana didn’t depend on any great acting ability but was living proof that a beautiful young woman could get by in pictures with just her looks.


  By 1954, movie columnists were hailing Marilyn as “The New Sweater Girl,” replacing Lana as the screen goddess of the 1940s. If Lana harbored any resentment toward Marilyn, she didn’t show it. But if she had known that Lex was Marilyn’s lover, that surface hospitality would surely have vanished.


  Marilyn wasn’t the only woman—or male, for that matter—pursuing Lana’s husband. Today, thousands of his still loyal fans still mourn his passing in 1973. Born in New York, Lex had been a soldier during World War II. Unlike the Tarzan he depicted on the screen, the Ape Man was actually debonair, sophisticated, and well-educated. In addition to being blond and athletic, he stood a towering 6’4”.


  During the course of a date with Lawford, Marilyn had met Lex at the Cocoanut Grove nightclub in the Ambassador Hotel when he was still married to the also beautiful, flame-haired Arlene Dahl.


  Lex had telephoned Marilyn the following day, in spite of his marriage to Dahl. Their affair began that afternoon, although each of them would continue to date other people during the course of their romance. At one time, Marilyn had wanted Lex to marry her, not Lana.


  During her meeting with Lana and Lex, Marilyn somehow worked into the conversation the fact that DiMaggio would be out of town for several days. She was sending a signal to Lex, and he picked up on it.


  She called Carmen that night: “Not bad for a working gal, don’t you agree? In the next few days, I’ll be screwing the handsomest politician in Washington and the handsomest actor in Hollywood. Of course, their cocks are different— one an acorn on the tree, the other the trunk of that tree.”


  In the future, Marilyn would resent it when Jeanne Carmen, cast as the Indian girl, “Yellow Moon,” starred in Lex’s 1957 picture War Drums. Carmen went into lavish praise of Lex in the boudoir. “When he takes off his undies, you know you’re going to get something really special. But you’ve made it clear that you’ve been there before. There’s no need to be jealous. Lex screws a lot of beautiful women. There’s enough meat there for the poor. Besides, we’ve doubled up on men before.”


  “I’m not jealous of you,” Marilyn said. “It’s Lana Turner. I wanted Lex to marry me, not her.”


  “Don’t worry, kiddo,” Carmen said. “Turner is yesterday. You’re Hollywood’s new Lana.”


  Inevitably, JFK had to fly back to Washington, but Marilyn had promised to drive over to Bel Air for “an adieu fuck,” as she put it. As was her custom, she was late.


  As she came into his suite, she saw that he was fully dressed in a blue suit, and the bellboys were already carrying down his luggage.


  “I wanted a private farewell, so you wouldn’t forget me like you did in 1946.” Marilyn told JFK. Shelley Winters, her former roommate, would learn all the details later that evening.


  “After hustling the bellhops out with his luggage, Jack locked the door and signaled me to get into position—that is, on my knees. He didn’t unzip, since he liked me to do that for him. I gave him a terrific blow-job—really inspired. I thought he’d call me when he first got to Washington, but he didn’t. I guess he couldn’t shake Jackie to sneak away.”
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  “Even so, I’m in luck,” Marilyn told her longtime confidant. “Lana has to fly to New York for a few days, but Lex is here pursuing some sort of film role. That means I’ll have Tarzan swinging that vine my way for at least three days, maybe more. I’m going to try a new technique that Jayne Mansfield uses on her tricks. I’m covering Lex’s vital parts with the richest whipped cream I can find.”


  “Marilyn!” Shelley said as if chastising her. “Don’t you know how fattening whipped cream is?”


  ***


  In the autumn, and at long last, Senator Kennedy called her, inviting her to come and see him in New York. He told her that he’d be staying in a suite at the Hotel Carlyle, but “for the sake of appearances,” he’d had one of his aides book her a suite at the St. Regis.


  Before flying to Idlewild Airport in New York, she spent money on wardrobe she could ill afford, because the clothes she wore around Los Angeles somehow didn’t seem appropriate for the drab streets of New York. She also needed some disguises, because she’d be mobbed if spotted on the street. “After all,” as she later told Jeanne Carmen, “I’m far more famous in New York, or anywhere else, than Mr. Kennedy.”


  Marilyn had also received a call from Lex Barker, telling her that he, too, would be in New York for four days at the time she was flying there. In her final goodbye call to Carmen, Marilyn told her, “I’m sure that any sexual desires I have that Senator Kennedy can’t satisfy can be magnificently fulfilled by Lex, Mr. Third Leg himself.”


  “What about Joltin’ Joe?” Carmen asked.


  “I’ll give him to you. He can teach you how to play baseball and you can teach him golf.”


  On her first night at the St. Regis Hotel in Manhattan, Marilyn was told to wait in the King Cole Bar where a driver would come for her. As instructed, Marilyn was later slipped discreetly into the Hotel Carlyle, her blonde hair concealed by an Hermès scarf and her face partially hidden by large sunglasses. She was delivered to the bachelor pad that JFK maintained in the midst of the rare shrubs and small trees of the hotel’s roof garden. In a scarlet satin bathrobe, he came to the door to receive her himself.


  The suite would become familiar to her in the coming months. So would a special bedroom set aside for them at the mansion of Peter and Patricia Lawford in a sprawling Santa Monica residence that had once belonged to MGM mogul Louis B. Mayer. Another venue would be a suite at the Beverly Hilton Hotel in Beverly Hills, or a suite at the Mayflower Hotel in Washington, D.C. On rare occasions, and in a heavy disguise, she would be slipped aboard Air Force One after her lover assumed the presidency in 1961.


  She could be very candid about admitting her sexual affairs. Some film historians claim she was the first A-list star who ever admitted that she promoted her career in films by lying on the casting couch.


  “It comes with the territory,” she was fond of saying. “Producers weren’t shooting all those sexy movies just to sell popcorn. They wanted to sample the merchandise first hand. I was available. Had I not gone along with it, there were two dozen other bottle blondes waiting in line. I did make one amazing discovery. There are a lot of fat producers in Hollywood with three-inch dicks, Darryl F. Zanuck excluded, of course.”


  After her first night in the suite with JFK at the Carlyle, Marilyn became a kiss-and-tell kind of woman. She insisted on re-living her sexual encounters with such trusted confidants as Peter Lawford, Shelley Winters, and especially Jeanne Carmen. She also bragged about her experiences even with her maids such as Lena Pepitone and her long-time friend, Robert Slatzer.


  As Marilyn relayed the story, “Jack had three bottles of champagne cooling, the very expensive kind. I had on an extra-thick coating of ‘fuck-me-now’ lipstick. When I sipped my first taste of bubbly, I left a lipstick smear on the rim of the glass. He reached over and took it from me, offering me his glass. Then he put my glass with the red smear to his own lips and tongued off my lipstick. Isn’t that the most romantic thing you’ve ever heard in your life?”


  She claimed that he’d told her “there are at least ten million men in the world who would give their left nut to be sitting where I am right now with the world’s most desired woman.”


  “When I leaned over to give him an appreciative kiss, he got excited, wanting so much more. It was time for tongue down the throat. Once or twice he backed off to suck in more air, then went gangbusters on me. We must have gone at that for at least ten minutes. When he did back off, he confided in me that Jackie didn’t like a tongue in her mouth. ‘Her kisses are very chaste,’ he told me, ‘and I need so much more.’”


  She told him that she’d read in the papers in September of 1953 that “you married that debutante. The press claimed she was getting America’s most eligible bachelor—in fact, yours was called the celebrity marriage of the year.”


  “It wasn’t much of a honeymoon; There was constant pain in my back.”


  “I want to know about that,” she said.


  “Later. Right now I have something more pressing I want you to take care of.”


  “Carmen was eager for a blow-by-blow description. “After all that commando activity on the sofa, his robe had fallen open,” Marilyn claimed. “At the Bel Air, he’d worn a pair of jockey shorts. But at the Carlyle, he was nude under the robe.”


  In bed, Marilyn learned once again that JFK was no athlete like her retired baseball hero husband. “He spread-eagled himself on the bed and expected me to do all the work,” she said. “I was top gun that night. Actually, I was using him like men use a Saturday night whore. I was in the command decision post, manipulating him. When he was about to explode, and I wasn’t quite satisfied, I slowed down the action, much to his frustration. Then I worked him to fever pitch again.”


  “God damn it, Marilyn,” he’d shouted at her, or so she claimed, “I’ve got to get off. Stop teasing me.’”


  “Finally, I headed home,” she said. “During all this time, the fucker had been working my breasts. He got so carried away, he practically bit off my left nipple. It was bleeding, but I guess he couldn’t help himself.”


  “When it was over, I fell on him, nibbling his neck, sticking my tongue in his ears, and even his nostrils. He loved that. He said that none of his previous women had ever attacked his head with so much passion.”


  The evening, as she confided, took a sad turn for the first time when he confided to her the extent of his illness. He said that in October of 1953, he’d undergone a life-or-death operation on his back for a double fusion of his spine to correct a ruptured disk. Crushed bone fragments had to be removed and steel pins inserted. X-rays revealed that his fifth lumbar vertebra had collapsed.


  He also told her he had an adrenal deficiency. “People call it Addison’s disease. That means that my surgical wounds might not heal.” As he explained it, the disease was caused by a deficiency of hormones needed to regulate potassium, blood sugar, and sodium.
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  “The doctors gave me a fifty-fifty chance,” he had said to her. “I told my dad that I’d rather die than spend my life in a wheelchair. But he pointed out that Franklin Roosevelt was elected president four times while confined to a wheel-chair.”


  “Mr. Roosevelt in a wheelchair?” she’d asked in astonishment. “I’ve seen pictures of him. No wheelchair.”


  “The press was kind,” he’d told her. “I fear I can’t expect such generosity if I become a cripple for life.”


  She also claimed that before she left that night, JFK had reached for a bottle of capsules by his bed. “He took a little knife with a silver handle and just barely pierced the surface of his inner thigh. He told me he didn’t want to bleed very much. He inserted the capsule under his skin and bandaged it. “The tablet will dissolve in my bloodstream.”


  “That time at the Carlyle was one of the very few occasions during their affair that she could spend the entire night in his arms, at least until seven o’clock the following morning, when he had to return to Washington.


  Before the dawn’s light, he confided another secret to her. “My doctors told me I might have leukemia.”


  “That I’ve heard of,” she said.


  Before she checked out of his suite two hours after his departure, she had learned something that only a few people knew. She still wasn’t exactly sure what Addison’s disease was, but it sounded frightening. As she was later to find out, the leukemia turned out to be a false alarm, but Addison’s disease was real and threatening. It made her doubt for the first time that he might ever become President of the United States.


  Before exiting from the hotel, she’d dressed herself up as her character of Marilyn Monroe. As the doorman hailed her a taxi, she was spotted by at least three people who screamed out her name. A crowd of onlookers quickly formed. Fortunately, the taxi whisked her away as she blew kisses to her fans.


  On the plane back to Los Angeles, she knew she possessed one of the many “deadly secrets” about JFK she’d learned before the summer of 1962. She’d only confide them to people she really trusted, confidants who would not betray her—or so she thought at the time.


  ***


  Getting off the plane after visiting JFK in New York, Marilyn was approached by a tall, sinister-looking man, his face hidden with very dark sunglasses and his body draped in a Humphrey Bogart-style trenchcoat. He didn’t introduce himself, but said, “Johnny’s waiting for you in his limo.”


  She knew at once who “Johnny” was. There had been a number of Johnnies in her life before, including actor John Carroll, who was once billed as the replacement for Clark Gable (it never happened), and her agent, Johnny Hyde, an ugly little Russian whose parents had been circus performers in Moscow. He stood five feet three and was known in Hollywood as “The Ugly Dwarf,” yet he had represented such stars as Lana Turner and Rita Hayworth, the love goddesses Marilyn most wanted to be, except for Betty Grable, whom she also hoped to replace on the screen.


  With her baggage retrieved by the bodyguard, she was directed to the back seat of a long stretch limousine, its rear windows shaded.


  The bodyguard opened the door to reveal a man in a dark coat sitting in the far corner, his black hat covering most of his face. “Hi, beautiful, get in. Haul that delectable ass over here and give your Johnny a wet one.”


  It was the gangster, Johnny Roselli, who had issued the summons to her. She had long ago learned not to disobey any order issued from Roselli, or his boss, Sam Giancana.


  After getting into the limousine and giving him the mandatory deep throat kiss, he announced to her that she was being driven to Las Vegas that night. She didn’t want to go, but dared not turn down the mob.


  The smoothest of the Mafiosi, Roselli moved with grace between Hollywood, Las Vegas, and Washington. He’d been one of the mob who’d forced Harry Cohn to give Marilyn a contract at Columbia, where she’d made Ladies of the Chorus in 1948, where another blonde, Adele Jergens, cast as a burlesque star, played her mother.


  Fellow mobsters referred to Roselli as “handsome Johnny.” Always immaculately dressed in $1,000 suits, he had jet-black hair sleeked back and olive skin, with a mouth full of “pearly whites” as he called them. He also had a pencil-thin mustache, and was smoking a Camel cigarette. “Lucky Strikes are for fags,” he always claimed.


  Marilyn had first met Roselli at the home of the aging producer at Fox, Joseph M. Schenk, with whom she was having an affair whenever he could produce an erection.


  The year was 1947, when Roselli had been paroled from a Chicago prison, where he’d been sentenced in 1943 to ten years on racketeering charges. Harry S Truman’s crooked attorney general, Tom C. Clark, had made a deal with the mob for Roselli’s early release.
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  Schenck had warned her not to get involved with Roselli, and she promised she wouldn’t. Two nights later, she was seen leaving the gangster’s suite after an overnight sleepover.


  Otherwise, Schenck was her mentor. Born in Russia to a Jewish household, he’d arrived in New York City in 1893 and eventually entered the entertainment business, which led to his relocation to Hollywood. He became a key player in the fledging motion picture world of the Silents. He was a partner with Marcus Loew in operating a chain of movie theaters. In 1916, he’d married Norma Talmadge, one of the top silent screen vamps.


  In Hollywood, he was the first president of United Artists, and in 1933, he became a partner with Darryl F. Zanuck in creating 20th Century Pictures, which two years later merged with Fox. Schenck became chairman of the new 20th Century Fox.


  But in time, he was convicted of income tax evasion and was sentenced to prison until freed by a presidential pardon.


  When he returned to Fox, he’d spotted a young actress, Marilyn herself, “walking with a wiggle,” and had asked her to get into his limousine.


  Schenck was fat, bald, and squinty-eyed, and was described as “looking like Kubla Khan after too many years at Xanadu.” But to a near-starving $75-a-week contract player like Marilyn, he looked promising.


  Soon, she was living in his guest cottage. Their affair lasted until 1957, when he suffered a stroke from which he would never recover.


  Unlike most gangsters, Roselli like to talk about his early days in the film industry. He’d arrived in Los Angeles in 1924, where he made a living as a bootlegger. In time, he’d become the West Coast representative of gangster Sam Giancana.


  Roselli’s dream involved becoming an updated version of Brian Foy, a movie producer who was instrumental in the production of 214 films between 1924 and the time of Marilyn’s death. He was the eldest son of the vaudeville star Eddie Foy, and had been one of the original “The Seven Little Foys.” When film producing didn’t work out, Roselli found other ways to make money.


  Over pillow talk, Roselli once confessed to Marilyn that as a mob figure “I extorted millions from the studios. The real key to Fort Knox came in 1936, when we forced all the major unions to contribute heavily to us. If a union didn’t march to our drum, I soon saw that they got in step.”


  She was also astonished to learn that many of Hollywood’s top stars during the 1930s were “gang sponsored,” including George Raft, Clark Gable, the Marx Brothers, Jimmy Durante, Gary Cooper, Cary Grant, and Jean Harlow. “I used to fuck Jean Harlow in the 1930s, and now I’m fucking her 1950s replacement. We got fabulous contracts for all our stars, but, of course, they had to fork over a lot of their loot to me.”
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  On the way to Las Vegas, Marilyn looked with a certain despair out the window as night was falling across the Nevada desert. Roselli was telling her that he was more or less abandoning Hollywood for the rapidly growing and very profitable gambling mecca of Las Vegas. He was always blunt with her, knowing that he could trust her with his secrets because he had blackmail evidence on her.


  He claimed that he was the Las Vegas emissary of “the boys in Chicago who want their fair share of casino revenues earned through skimming. Officially, though, I’m on the books as a producer for Monogram in Hollywood.”


  In Las Vegas, Roselli dominated the booking of A-list celebrities in the hotels. Before arriving along the Strip, he’d told Marilyn that he was bringing her to town to entertain “some of the boys: Frank Costello will be there, Meyer Lansky, Mickey Cohen, and of course, Sam.” Then he informed her that Sam Giancana wanted to have dinner with her after her performance.


  Because of the blackmail evidence Giancana and Roselli had on Marilyn, she had to perform on command.


  When first informed of the blackmail, Roselli had warned her, “Your career survived that nude calendar, but it won’t survive our release of the blue movie we have on you.”


  He was referring to a secret loop, filmed with a concealed camera, showing her performing fellatio on gangster Johnny Stompanato, and later having intercourse with him. “You look great,” Roselli told her, “when you’re sucking Johnny’s big cock. You have one deep throat.”


  Stompanato’s greatest notoriety lay in his future, when he was stabbed by Lana Turner, his lover, or else by her daughter, Cheryl Crane, depending on which story you want to believe.
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  The handsome, well-endowed Stompanato was the trusted henchman and pimp for Mickey Cohen. Marilyn had met Stompanato at a Hollywood party in 1953 and had been impressed with his physique, flashing brown eyes, black wavy hair, and courtly manners. George Raft called him “the most cunning and cocksure man in Hollywood.”


  Marilyn had succumbed to his charm, little knowing that he was a high-priced gigolo, having serviced such stars as Janet Leigh and Ava Gardner.


  In his memoirs, In My Own Words, Cohen wrote, “Johnny Stompanato was the most handsome man I’ve ever known that was all man. He was an athlete and a real man, without any queerness about him.”


  Unknown to Marilyn, Stompanato, through an arrangement made with Cohen and assisted by some of his goons, secretly filmed movie stars having sex with Stompanato and later using the “blue movie” to blackmail them.


  At that point, Marilyn had very little money. Even though she was a film star, she had signed a low-paying contract at Fox. Since the mob could not extort the big bucks from her, she was forced to pay them back in other ways, one of which included making herself available to men such as Roselli and Giancana.


  At the Desert Inn in Las Vegas, two bellhops directed Marilyn to Roselli’s suite while he excused himself for an urgent meeting with Giancana. She’d protested that she didn’t have a wardrobe.


  “You’ll find everything waiting for you,” he promised her. “Listen, doll, this is Las Vegas, the entertainment capital of the world. There are more show biz costumes here than in Hollywood. The wardrobe mistress from Columbia is waiting for you with some two dozen gowns. If you don’t like them, I’ll have two dozen more sent up.”


  “Thanks, Johnny,” she said, rushing into the elevator.


  Waiting for her in the suite was the wardrobe mistress and two handsome young waiters who had placed champagne and caviar on ice.


  After emerging from the bathroom, she reached for a glass of the bubbly. In front of the trio, she pulled off all her clothes for a fitting. The wardrobe mistress had seen nude stars for years and was blasé about the matter, but the waiters looked enthralled, although Marilyn had suspected that they were homosexuals.


  The fifth gown, a satin outfit in shocking pink, fitted her perfectly. It was cut so low that she claimed that “only Jayne Mansfield would wear it.” But she liked it. “I guess the boys really want to see my tits tonight,” she told the wardrobe mistress.


  As she was posing in front of a full-length mirror, three of the hotel musicians arrived with her music, which had been pre-selected for her. Although they had only an hour to rehearse, the songs were already familiar to her.
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  She was to open with “Diamonds Are a Girl’s Best Friend” from the film Gentlemen Prefer Blondes and follow with “I’m Gonna File My Claim” and “River of No Return” from her recent movie with Robert Mitchum. Her brief performance would conclude with “Bye Bye Baby,” also from Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.


  An hour later, Roselli, looking distressed, arrived in the suite just in time to approve her selection of wardrobe and to change into a tuxedo. Giving her a kiss, he escorted her downstairs to a private party. Two armed security guards watched over the entrance. Seeing who it was, the guards quickly granted Marilyn and Roselli access to the dining room.


  The party was already well under way when they came in. Waiters rushed about serving food and wine to some fifty members of the mob. At their tables sat some of the most glamorous showgirls in Las Vegas. Roselli whispered to her that six of the performers were stunningly beautiful transvestites who, later in the night, would allow mob members to beat and rape them for five-hundred dollars. “A lot of regular gals won’t allow that.”


  By the time Marilyn stepped into the spotlight onstage, she was a little drunk on bubbly. She was greeted with such hysterical applause that at the appropriate time, she planned a slight “wardrobe malfunction” when one of her breasts would be momentarily exposed. She knew that would bring a standing ovation from the mob, but not from the jealous hookers, except those “more lezzie inclined.”


  She viewed the show as a success. As anticipated, the exposed breast brought down the house. The applause was thunderous. “You were great,” Roselli told her backstage, giving her a wet kiss on the mouth.


  Within minutes, Giancana embraced her like his long lost lover and gave her a kiss that was more tongue than lip.


  “The boys loved you,” Giancana told her. “I’ll have to fly you to Chicago for another party sometime soon. We’ll have dinner in an hour.”


  He reached into his breast pocket and pulled out an envelope. “You went over big tonight but you shouldn’t have to work for free. There are ten one-thousand dollar bills in this envelope. Roselli is such a cheap fucking bastard, I know he won’t give you anything.”


  “Oh, thank you,” she said.


  “I gotta go now,” he said. “But we’ll hook up later, doll.”


  Roselli watched him go before turning to Marilyn. “Just look at him. He’s the big man. The boss. The Don. The Capo. But one day if he should meet a bullet, I might be the head honcho. We’ll see. Come along, cutie.”


  ***


  The “boss of bosses,” Mafia chieftain Sam Giancana, sat on the shaky throne once occupied by the notorious mobster Al Capone. Giancana had launched his career in crime by being a hit man for Capone in Chicago.


  In his bathrobe, he received his honored guests of the evening, Marilyn and Roselli, in his suite, where the champagne waited. The dinner was secretive and could not be held downstairs. The Desert Inn’s maître d’ himself served as their special and very discreet waiter.


  Marilyn would later relate to her confidants that after the third glass of champagne, her favorite drink, Giancana turned to her and toasted her as “the Queen of Hollywood.”


  “You think you’re the Queen now, but wait until you see what I’m gonna do for you,” he said. “Instead of just being the Queen of a lot of blonde bimbos, I’ve decided you’ve got what it takes to become a world player.”


  “I don’t know what that means,” she asked. “What kind of world player? Checkers? Chess? Pool?”


  He laughed. “None of the above. “There are two roles open for you, and I can’t decide what part you’re to play.”


  “But I’d be the star, right?”


  “No, you’d get second billing to one of two very famous men. The two I have in mind are not quite there yet, but they’re on their way.”


  “Could one of these men be Jack Kennedy?” she asked.


  “You do get the point. I have it on reliable authority that he’s been poppin’ you. He’s bragged about it to his shithead brother. I’m friends with his old man, Joe. The other night, Joe told me that Bobby wants to pork you, too. The Kennedy brothers share, you know. Sometimes old Joe himself likes to get to the honeypot, too, if his boys praise a cunt enough.”


  “But what does my giving Jack an innocent kiss once or twice have to do with you?”


  “He’s going places—maybe to the very top. Leader of the Free World and all that crap. There’s talk that the Democrats in ’56 are going to run him as their vice presidential candidate with Adlai Stevenson heading the ticket.”
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  “What a joke!” Those were about the only words Roselli had uttered all evening. When he was with Giancana, he let his boss do all the talking. “Stevenson and Kennedy. A faggot and a whoremonger.”


  “Mr. Stevenson is a homosexual?” she asked. “But he’s dated my former roommate, Shelley Winters.”


  “Faggots sometimes use a woman as a beard,” Roselli said.


  “A woman with a beard,” she asked. “What a dreadful combination.”


  “I like to look to the future.” Giancana said. “Even though he’s a Catholic, I think I smell President on this kid, at least by 1960, not before. I plan to help put him in the Oval Office.”


  “I don’t see how I can help you do that just by fucking him,” she said.


  “Fucking is just the honeytrap,” Giancana said. “What I want you to do is to write down everything he tells you, and report back to Roselli, who’ll keep me posted. Blackmail is our game, and you of all people should know that. The other night, before I flew to Vegas, I watched that film of you and Johnny. Have you ever been deep-dicked by a cock like Stompanato’s?”


  “On a few occasions,” she said, somewhat defiantly. “Take Milton Berle, for example.”


  Brad Lewis, the author of Hollywood’s Celebrity Gangster: The Incredible Life and Times of Mickey Cohen, wrote:


  
    “Misogynist Mickey regularly set up famous actresses, including Marilyn Monroe and Lana Turner, with many of the young men who worked for him. He filmed them having sex, so that he could sell the movies on the black market. If he wanted to influence an actress’s activities, he would threaten to make the film public.”

  


  At Giancana’s private dinner, Marilyn signaled that she wanted more champagne. She seemed confused in trying to figure out just what Giancana wanted from her, as she’d later claim. “I think I get where you’re going. You want me to play a role like Greta Garbo in Mata Hari.”


  “You catch on fast,” Giancana said.


  “Well, maybe I will and maybe I won’t,” she said, although it may have been the champagne talking.


  “I’m sure you will,” he said. “We’ve had to deal with the likes of Harlow, Lana Turner, and Rita Hayworth. It’s not just the blackmail we accumulate. It’s something else.”


  “And just what is this something else you use to threaten a woman when she doesn’t play the game?”


  “Even the greatest beauty in Hollywood such as yourself don’t look so good when one of our boys tosses sulfuric acid in her pretty face.”


  She recoiled in horror, one hand gently touching her cheek as if it was contaminated. “You boys play rough. Screwing around with Jack Kennedy could get a girl in a lot of trouble. Who is this second man you mentioned? Maybe a relationship with him would be less dangerous.”


  “Sorry, I can’t tell you that tonight,” he said. “I’ll ask Johnny here to set up our next meeting. He’ll bring you to me.” He looked at her suggestively. “Maybe then we’ll have a more pleasant evening.” He cast a glance over at Roselli. “Why should Johnny have all the fun?”


  Back in Hollywood, when Marilyn relayed the details of her encounters with Giancana and Roselli, she left out a conclusion to her story. She didn’t say if she’d acquiesced to Giancana’s demands or not.


  Years later, Carmen revealed that Marilyn did give in. “She could never imagine her face without its beauty. The idea of seeing her face as an acid-scarred monster, The Bride of Frankenstein, would not be her idea of a good time.”


  She did confide to Carmen the conclusion of her weekend in Las Vegas with Roselli, knowing that her friend was an occasional off-again, on-again lover of Roselli.


  “Did you sleep with Johnny, with Giancana, or with both?” Carmen asked her.


  “With Johnny,” she said, “so you know the abuse I was in for. He doesn’t take a woman to bed to make love to her, but to humiliate her.”


  “Tell me something I don’t know,” Carmen said.


  “As you know, he likes to parade around naked as much as I do,” Marilyn said. “When we finally went to bed at around three in the morning, he plopped down and commanded, ‘Suck!’ I wet my lips and began to perform my specialty. But he slapped my face. ‘Listen, bitch,’ he told me. ‘When I say suck I mean only one thing.’ He turned over, presenting his buttocks to me.”


  “Been there, done that,” Carmen said.


  ***


  With no time off, Marilyn finished There’s No Business Like Show Business and flew to New York in September of 1954 to film the sequences in Manhattan for The Seven Year Itch. Fox wanted to keep the cash registers ringing.


  It seemed that every studio in Hollywood wanted to produce The Seven Year Itch by Billy Wilder and George Axelrod, based on Axelrod’s play, with Wilder set to direct. But, to Marilyn, her role as “The Girl,” a TV model, was “just another one of those dumb blonde parts, and I want something more serious.”


  Charles Feldman, her sometimes lover, had won the part for her, although she’d objected to having Tom Ewell cast as her leading man. She’d seen him in Adam’s Rib, in which he’d co-starred with Spencer Tracy, Katharine Hepburn, and Judy Holliday.


  “Ewell is really ugly, and I also hear he’s a homosexual,” she said. “I find his mouth looks like a carp. I hope we don’t have a kissing scene. God knows where that cocksucking mouth of his was the night before. He has the deadpan face of a hound dog.”


  Feldman later observed that “Ewell might have directed that ‘cocksucking mouth” charge right back at Marilyn.”


  “The part calls for an average-looking homely man,” Feldman had protested. “It’s not a pretty boy part; otherwise we would have cast Robert Wagner. The part calls for Ewell to have a lusty mischief in his eyes, and he does that better than any of the pretty boys.”


  “I think all directors might as well call my character Marilyn Monroe, for that’s exactly what I play on the screen over and over again,” she said.


  “But my dear,” said Feldman, “You’ve been around Hollywood long enough to know that all truly great stars play only themselves on the screen—Mary Pickford, Charlie Chaplin, Mae West, Greta Garbo, Jean Harlow, Humphrey Bogart.”


  Marilyn was cast as “the Girl,” who lived upstairs from Ewell and liked to keep her panties in the refrigerator during a long hot summer in New York City.


  Arriving alone at Idlewild, Marilyn was besieged by reporters demanding to know if her marriage to DiMaggio was over. “Everything is fine between us,” she lied. “A happy marriage comes before anything.”
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  “What she should have replied,” said Feldman, “was that a happy marriage comes before anything except her career, a family, and dozens of other men.”


  During the filming, Marilyn bonded with her co-star, Evelyn Keyes, “Scarlett O’Hara’s Younger Sister,” and they shared memories of director John Huston. Marilyn had had an affair with Huston the same year that Keyes divorced him (1950).


  In spite of her original objections to Ewell, she ended up finding him very loving, supportive, and sympathetic to her angst. “Tom and I have one thing in common,” she told Wilder. “We both adore well-built men. It’s a competition between us as to whose will get Sonny Tufts first.” Actually, she had already seduced Tufts years before, in Las Vegas.


  She was referring to the handsome actor who had fourth billing in the film. Tufts, when faced with the choice of Ewell vs. Marilyn, didn’t vacillate. Marilyn won.


  Big (all over), blonde, and broad-shouldered, Tufts was on a downward spiral when he signed for his role in The Seven Year Itch. During the 1940s, he’d appeared on screen with another blonde, Betty Hutton, and with Paulette Goddard, Charlie Chaplin’s wife.


  He was hoping that the Monroe picture would revitalize his career. At the time Tufts met Marilyn, the mere mention of his name had become a punch line for comedians.


  Marilyn had told Keyes, “I fear that someday I’ll be like Sonny. The mere mention of my name will evoke laughter in Hollywood. Jayne Mansfield will look like a serious actress when compared to me. My one hope is to enroll in the Actors Studio.”


  Tufts, on the set of his final cinematic disaster, Cottonpickin’ Chicken-pickers (1967), claimed that Marilyn was very despondent over DiMaggio. “She couldn’t sleep, and in the wee hours of the morning liked to wander the deserted streets of Lower Manhattan, with a scarf covering her hair and wearing sunglasses. The Wall Street crowd was still asleep. I went with her, wandering through those ghostly caverns and willing to protect her. She could have been raped. She would walk for three or four miles without saying anything. Back in her hotel room, I got my reward for all those god damn strolls. That’s some gal, and I’ve had some of the best pussy in Hollywood, believe me.”


  One night in New York, Tufts took Marilyn to an Italian restaurant in Greenwich Village where the waiters sang opera. Management allowed Tufts to sing three numbers. “No one in the world would think Sonny Tufts is an opera singer,” she told him. “You’re good.”
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  “Everyone thinks I’m some dumb cowboy on the screen, but actually, I went to Yale,” he confessed. “But you know, in Hollywood, image is everything. In real life, you’re not Marilyn Monroe.”


  On another night he took her to see Arthur Miller’s A View from the Bridge. Later, during an après- theater dinner, she confided to him that “Miller is going to be my next husband, but he doesn’t know it yet.”


  “That’s too god damn bad,” Tufts told her. “Tonight was the night I was going to propose.”


  “It could never be,” she said. “The marriage of Sonny Tufts and Marilyn Monroe would make us even more of a laughing stock around America, even more than we are now.”


  One night in Manhattan after midnight, Marilyn would film a sequence from The Seven Year Itch that became her most iconic image. In a scene set on a hot summer night, Ewell escorts Marilyn to a movie. On the way home to cool off, she stands, wearing a white dress, over a subway grate.


  The novelist, Joyce Carol Oates, described it best:


  
    “A lush-bodied girl in the prime of her physical beauty. In an ivory georgette crepe sundress with a halter top that gathers her breasts up in soft undulating folds of the fabric. She’s standing with bare legs apart on a New York subway grating. Her blonde head is thrown rapturously back as an up-draft lifts her full, flaring skirt, exposing white cotton panties. White cotton! The ivory-crepe sundress is floating and filmy as magic. The dress is magic. Without the dress the girl would be female meat, raw and exposed.”
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  “Do I wear panties or not?” she facetiously asked the director, Billy Wilder.


  The first shot, with all the bright lights turned on, made her panties translucent.


  Billy Wilder said, “You could see all the way to Honolulu.” The original footage of the scene was stolen from the Fox archives, and is believed to rest today in the files of a private collector.


  DiMaggio arrived on the set with Walter Winchell, the columnist, who Marilyn had previously rewarded with her “favors,” although DiMaggio apparently had no knowledge of that.


  Along with one-thousand early-morning rubberneckers, DiMaggio looked on in horror as Marilyn did seemingly endless takes of the wind whipping her dress up. Finally, he could stand it no more. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” he told Winchell.


  Later, Winchell claimed that “the death march of the Monroe/DiMaggio marriage really came to an end that night in the center of Manhattan. It was just one week short of becoming nine months of wedded hell.”


  The billowing dress scene was the most famous shots of one of the most photographed actresses of all time. It would be blown up nearly fifty feet and placed in front of Loew’s State Theater in New York City for a long run.


  Her poster became the best-selling in America. Marilyn herself later admitted that “red-blooded teenage boys probably masturbate to it.”


  Noting her pouting delivery and puckered lips, the New York Daily Mirror claimed that she was “the personification of this decade’s glamour.”


  The press called the skirt scene “the most dramatic since Lady Godiva took that horse ride in Coventry.”


  ***


  Shortly before dawn at their suite at the St. Regis Hotel, DiMaggio and Marilyn indulged in their most violent confrontation. Her friend and makeup man, Whitey Snyder, claimed that “Joe often slapped her around. It was in his nature. It probably reminded her of her foster home with Albert and Ida Bolender, who often beat the hell out of her when she was a girl.”


  A couple registered across the hall from Marilyn and DiMaggio later told the press what they heard coming from their suite. “You fucking slut!” came a man’s voice. “Showing your crotch for all the world to gape at.”


  In the suite, he balled his slugger hands into fists, big hands, the hands of an athlete, and struck her body with them. After beating her severely, he stormed out the door of their suite. He didn’t plan to ever come back.


  She confided to her hair-dresser, Sidney Guilaroff, “Joe slapped me around the hotel room while I screamed. I’m sure I was heard in the rooms nearby, but no one came to rescue me. You know, Sidney, the first time a man beats you up, it makes you angry. When it happens a second time, you have to be crazy to stay. I left him.”
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  The next day, her makeup man discovered black and blue marks on her back, her left arm, and on her forehead. “No nude scenes today,” he told her, “but I can cover up that mark on your brow.”


  “It’s over between us,” she said, “between Joe and me. I should never have married him. Even Tom Ewell would have been a better choice. Let’s just say Joe DiMaggio has struck out with Marilyn Monroe. Game over.”


  ***


  Marilyn spoke frequently on the phone to her stepson, Joe DiMaggio, Jr. In one of those rare moments when “Big Joe” contacted “Little Joe,” he’d called his son after leaving the St. Regis “It’s all over between Marilyn and me,” he told the boy. “There is love there, but she is from Venus and I am from Mars.”


  Joe Jr. immediately put through a call to Marilyn, telling her he was arriving in New York that night and wanted to stay with her in her suite at the St. Regis, so recently vacated by his errant father, who had also vacated most of his son’s life as well.


  She invited him and eagerly looked forward to his visit. In spite of her troubles with his father, “Little Joe” had always held a special place in her heart. The family preferred to call him “Little Joe,” but she named him the more intimate “Joey.”


  In her despair over Big Joe beating her and storming out, she called Jeanne Carmen. At some point, she related to her best girlfriend the news of Little Joe’s imminent arrival.
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  Marilyn revealed the details of her talk to Little Joe. She giggled before confiding in her friend, as if slightly embarrassed. “He told me that he had hoped ‘that you two guys would make it. But I’m not sure you will. Whatever happens, I want you to know that I’ll be the new man in your life to replace Joe. You can count on me. I’m old enough now to hit a home run.’ He actually said that to me,” Marilyn said, sounding drunk on champagne.


  “Marilyn,” Carmen said, her name sounding like a chastisement. “How old is this kid? Isn’t he still in diapers?”


  “We’ve gone swimming in the nude,” Marilyn said. “He may be called Little Joe, but he should be called Big Joe No. Two.” She giggled. “I knew he was coming on to me. Maybe it was the champagne. But I told him, ‘Are you making a girl an offer she can’t refuse?’”


  “You’re taking a ride down a steep hill in a car with no brakes,” Carmen cautioned her. “Don’t even think about it.”


  “It’s not so strange,” Marilyn said. “I mean, Zsa Zsa Gabor seduced her stepson, Nicky, when she was married to Conrad Hilton, and he was married to that cow, Elizabeth Taylor. When she was married to Nicholas Ray, Gloria Grahame had an affair with her thirteen-year-old stepson and later married him. I’ve gone to bed with Charlie Chaplin, but also with Sidney Chaplin and Charlie Chaplin, Jr. In fact, I used to share a bedroom with his two sons.”


  “I know you’re taking your breakup with Joe really bad, but this is crazy talk,” Carmen said.


  “Joe beat the hell out of me, and I want to get back at him,” Marilyn protested. “I’m black and blue.”


  “But don’t do it with the kid,” Carmen said. “It will just fuck up his mind.”


  “Fourteen used to be a fine old age,” Marilyn said. “At least back in the days of Daniel Boone, or so I read. Most men died by the age of thirty-five. Nature intended for young men to begin their sex lives at the age of puberty. Besides, I got his dad when he was graying at the temples. Maybe if I take up with his son, I can get to experience what it was like to have Joe at his peak, just as he was in 1941.”


  “Dear, dear Marilyn,” Carmen said. “Please be careful. You’re swimming in shark-infested waters. If Joe ever finds this out, he’ll do more than beat you up.”


  “But don’t you see?” Marilyn asked. “It’s good practice for me. When I’m fifty-five, I don’t plan to date any man who’s over twenty-five. That way, I’ll be known as the ageless beauty. The last time I hugged and kissed Joey goodbye, I could feel his erection pressing against me. One night in San Francisco, he admitted to me that he jerks off every night looking at my nude calendar.”


  As author Fred Lawrence Guiles accurately wrote in Legend, The Life and Death of Marilyn Monroe, “Marilyn won over the boy very early in their relationship. Visits with Marilyn became one of his chief joys whenever he was on vacation. His friendship with his stepmother would survive the marriage to DiMaggio and last until her death.”


  Even when Joe Jr. was only twelve years old, Marilyn paraded around their house naked in front of him, especially when Joe Sr. was away. “Marilyn always liked kids,” claimed her former lover, the musician Fred Karger. “But she didn’t know how to relate to them. If it was a boy, she approached him with a come-on, very seductive. She liked young boys to be attracted to her. I’m sure her behavior was just as inappropriate in front of DiMaggio’s boy as it was with my own kids. That’s why I refused to marry her, because I didn’t see her as a proper mother.”


  Sometimes DiMaggio complained to Marilyn that “you’re ruining my son.” Once, when they were staying in New York at the Hotel St. Moritz, they’d gone for a walk in Central Park. Passing Rumplemayer’s, a famous ice cream parlor, Joe Jr. wanted an ice cream soda, but DiMaggio refused, claiming, “Don’t you know how much those god damn things cost?”


  Later, back at the hotel, Marilyn slipped Joe Jr. a twenty-dollar bill. Later, when DiMaggio found out what she’d done, he slapped her in front of his son.


  In San Francisco, Marilyn and Joe Jr. often went off on their own, exploring the city and lunching and shopping together. She wore little makeup, dark glasses, and a wig. On only a few occasions was she recognized. Apparently, she was aware of his growing sexual interest in her as he matured and reached puberty, and she did Little to discourage that. “If anything, she prick-teased him,” in the words of her friend, Robert Slatzer. He once drove them to the beach at Venice. “My God, I couldn’t believe it. She was openly flirting with him.”


  At one point, Jeanne Carmen joined Joe Jr. and Marilyn when she went shopping for new dresses. “She took us right into the fitting room and stripped down naked in front of the boy. It was obvious he was mesmerized. I didn’t want to piss her off, so I didn’t say anything.”


  She used to tell Joe Jr. that, “I desperately want to have children. I picture myself having as many as six kids.”


  As Joe Jr. reportedly told one of his friends, “If Marilyn really wanted to have children, she could have had that brood of six by now. At least one of them, if it were a boy, would have been Charlie Chaplin III.”


  DiMaggio seemed to resent the burgeoning relationship between Marilyn and his son. He complained, “I love him or at least I used to, but I just can’t bond with him. He rejects me. I think he’ll soon be a pothead. As I found out, he smoked his first marijuana cigarette when he was twelve years old. I beat the shit out of him.”


  Joe Jr. confided in Marilyn that when he was growing up, “Dad was always gone somewhere. Of course, his career as a baseball star was at its peak back then. Even when he could stay home, he preferred to go to Toots Shor’s restaurant with his buddies and not stay home with me and mother. He never even taught me how to play baseball.”


  He also complained that his father never attended even one of his football games when he went to Lawrenceville School in New Jersey. “Hot damn!” he said to Marilyn. “Would I have been a big man on campus if my famous dad had shown up for just one game.”


  When he lived with his mother, Dorothy, at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel in Manhattan, he said, “my only entertainment as a kid was riding up and down in the elevator. For me, it was summer camp, military school, boarding school. He just threw his son away for more important things in his life.”


  When DiMaggio had first met Marilyn, he was considering reuniting with his former wife, Dorothy Arnold, a minor actress whom he’d married in 1939. Joe Jr. was born on October 23, 1941.


  After divorcing DiMaggio, she had married a stockbroker and that union was even less successful than her first. She divorced him and began dating DiMaggio again, spending a romantic snowbound weekend with him in Nevada. She even told a reporter that, “Joe and I are seriously considering getting married again.”


  That plan quickly ended when DiMaggio began dating Marilyn. Dorothy was furious when the newspapers published a photograph of Joe Jr. posing with Marilyn in a skimpy bathing suit beside the pool at the Bel Air Hotel. Infuriated, Dorothy filed charges against DiMaggio, hoping to restrict his visitation rights. Privately, she told friends, “I don’t want that sluttish blonde around my boy. I don’t want him exposed to drinking and jive talk.” She filed charges with Judge Elmer Doyle. “Little Butchie should not be taken to adult places,” she insisted.


  Newspaper reporters called it a catfight “between the ex-bride of the Yankee Clipper and the future Mrs. DiMaggio.” Privately, Dorothy told friends, “From what I hear, Joe and Marilyn would leave Butchie in the pool and go upstairs to one of the hotel rooms to shack up.”


  Leaving court, Dorothy told reporters that Joe Jr. was “a little young for the smart set.” In a court document, she claimed that she had hoped that the birth of her son would have made her husband “realize his responsibilities as a married man, but even the baby’s arrival did not change him.”


  One night at a party, Marilyn encountered Joseph Cotten, who two years before had been her co-star with Jean Peters in Niagara (1953). She told him that she was devastated at all the unkind charges Dorothy was making against her. “I’m being called an unfit mother. I’d kill myself if I am the reason Joey can’t be with his father.” Even so, she continued to flirt with Joe Jr.


  DiMaggio, Sr. refused to attend a ceremony at Blackfoy Military Academy when his son was ranked at the top of his class. Marilyn attended, arriving late, interrupting the ceremony when all eyes turned on her.
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  It was natural for young boys on the dawn of puberty to exaggerate or brag about their sexual conquests, and Joe Jr. was no exception. He’d told his classmates that he’d taken nude swims with Marilyn and that she’d let him feel her breasts.


  At the end of the ceremony, Joe Jr. rushed to embrace Marilyn and give her a passionate kiss. He later told her, “My instructors tell me that I’m very good in weaponry.”


  “What kind of weaponry?” she asked, teasing him.


  Dorothy tied up DiMaggio in court for two years, but Judge Doyle, a baseball fan, eventually ruled against her. He said, “It’s too bad we don’t have more men like Joe DiMaggio coming to this court, trying to make good American citizens out of their boys.”


  When Joe Jr. came home in uniform from the military academy, Marilyn tried to explain her relationship with him. “I can never take the place of your mother, but I want to be your special friend.”


  “Make that special girlfriend, and you’ve got a deal,” he told her.


  “Aren’t you a bit young to be talking like that?” she asked him.


  “Growing bigger every day,” he bragged. “I’m advanced for my age. All the cadets are jealous of me when we take a shower together. I’m lifting weights, building myself up. Getting quite a build on me, wouldn’t you say?”


  “You’re going to make some girl very happy,” she assured him.


  “I want to marry a gal like the gal who married dear old Dad, if you get my drift.”


  ***


  Before leaving New York for a return to Hollywood, Marilyn spent an off-the-record weekend in Washington, D.C. She flew there for a secret rendezvous with Senator Kennedy in a suite at the Hay-Adams Hotel.


  She was a kiss-and-tell mistress. Shelley Winters said, “Marilyn liked to brag about her relationship with Jack, and she told several of us plenty. She wore her affair like a badge of honor and seemed to shout, ‘Look at me. I’m sleeping with the man who’ll be, some time in the future, the leader of the Free World.’ Of course, she’d slept with big time movie stars and producers, but nothing like a future candidate for such high office.”


  At the Hay-Adams that night, she spent a complete evening with the senator. Usually their time together was very limited, as he always seemed on the verge of having to leave for another engagement.


  But on this occasion, so she claimed, she spent all night in the same bed with him, but didn’t actually get that much shut-eye. She’d decided not to take sleeping pills, and she lay awake throughout most of the night. She was afraid to move, not wanting to disturb him. After they’d had sex, he’d fallen asleep. “He was a gentle snorer,” she later said. She was disappointed that, like Joe DiMaggio, “the senator was not a cuddler. He just did the dirty deed, turned over in bed, and went to sleep.”


  The sex with him was as before. “He lay on his back, which always caused him pain, and let me do all the work.”


  That morning, both of them rose at ten. She discovered that he, like herself, was not ashamed to walk around nude. Even Jackie confessed that at Hyannis Port, Jack often came out naked under a towel. “Sometimes that towel dropped, and he didn’t exactly rush to cover himself again. He was very casual about nudity, even when ladies were present.”


  When Marilyn learned that Jackie was in Hyannis Port, she made a special request. Please drive me down into Virginia so I can see where you live.” At first, he seemed reluctant, but finally gave in to her request since it was a Sunday and the servants were off.


  For a girl who had grown up in California, the ride through the horse country of Virginia, with its gentleman farmer estates, was like entering another world. As they drove along, he pointed out estates owned by influential movers-and-shakers from among the East Coast establishment, but the names were not familiar to her.


  As they neared JFK’s home at Hickory Hill, he told her that the house had once been the command headquarters of the Union’s General George McClellan during the Civil War. He even told her what he’d paid for it: $125,000. “Jackie spent more remodeling it and furnishing it with antiques than the purchase price,” he said.


  When the house came into view, she found it a dream estate, a sprawling white Georgian house set on six acres of woodland above the Potomac River.


  The location was in McLean, two miles from Merrywood, the home where Jacqueline Kennedy had spent part of her childhood. JFK told her there was a swimming pool at the bottom of the hill. The old stables had been restored and housed Jackie’s horses. Inside the house, she was stunned at the antiques and paintings. “My god, it looks like a museum.”


  He looked at her and smiled. “That’s what it is. That’s Jackie for you. If I ever get to the White House, she’ll probably throw out all the furniture and redecorate it.”
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  He led her to the kitchen, where he made coffee. Sitting at the table, she asked him, “Do you two spend much time here?”


  “No,” he said, “we’re too busy. We often have different schedules. The place is too big for us. I don’t like it. We’re thinking of selling it to my brother, Bobby. He and Ethel plan to have at least twelve kids.”


  “I hope all of them are boys,” she said. “It would be nice to know that an array of beautiful girls in the future will have a dozen Kennedy boys to enjoy.”


  “I’ll take that as a compliment,” he said.


  His telephone rang, but he didn’t bother to answer it.


  “Sometimes Jackie and I go off together. One time we were invited aboard a yacht, the Christina. It’s owned by Aristotle Onassis. I had wanted to meet Winston Churchill who was on board. He was at least eighty, I think, and had retired as prime minister. He didn’t have much to say to me. I was wearing a white dinner jacket. Jackie later told me she suspected that Churchill thought I was a waiter. She impressed both Churchill and Ari. Ari told me that he thought my wife had a carnal soul.”


  “What would he have said about me?” she asked.


  “Nothing,” he said. “He would merely have ripped that polka dot dress off you and raped you right on deck.”


  “Men, you can’t get enough,” she giggled.


  “I have a medical reason for that,” he said. “I have to take large doses of cortisone for my Addison’s disease,” he said.


  “Does that do something to your libido?” she asked.


  “It does, but not in the way you may be thinking. The doctor warned me that it makes me priapic.”


  “What in hell is that?” she asked.


  “It’s named for the Greek God Priapus, the god of male generative powers. It makes you virile. Horny, if you like.”


  “Oh, Jack,” she said. “Not again. We already did it this morning.”


  “Time for a matinée.” He led her upstairs to the bedroom where he slept with Jackie. Fully dressed, he lay down on his back, patting the mattress. “Come over here, doll, and unzip me and do your thing.”


  When it was over, she asked him, “Does Jackie know you have women on the side?”


  “Sure she does,” he said. “She learned to accept that all men have their mistresses. She was taught that lesson as a girl. Her father, “Black Jack” Bouvier, had numerous affairs with lots of other women, even men like Cole Porter and Cary Grant. Jackie and I have our rules. I’m never to rub her face in it.”


  Once again, he fell asleep after some pillow talk. But, as she later claimed, she couldn’t sleep. She decided to explore the house a bit, beginning with Jackie’s closet. She was fascinated by her wardrobe, and found a white gown particularly appealing. She was nude, so she tried it on.


  As she was looking at herself in a full-length mirror, she saw and even felt how wrong it was for her.


  Suddenly, Jack woke up and discovered her. “What in hell are you doing?”


  “I was just trying on one of Jackie’s Dior gowns. But it doesn’t fit in the breasts. Doesn’t Jackie have breasts?”


  He rose up in bed in anger. “Get the hell out of that dress and hang it back up where you found it. Don’t ever do that again.”


  During the ride back to Washington, he was mostly silent. She feared he regretted taking her to Hickory Hill. She shouldn’t have tried on that Dior.


  He let her off about a block from the entrance to the Hay-Adams Hotel. “I don’t want to be seen,” he said.


  Before getting out of the car, she asked him, “When will I see you again?”


  He didn’t answer at first. “I don’t know. I’ll call you. I’m thinking of seeking the vice presidential nomination on the ticket with Adlai Stevenson. I’m going to be busy.”


  “But I’m sure you’ll miss your Marilyn,” she said. “I’ll come running whenever you call, even if you interrupt an acceptance speech I’m giving the Academy for winning an Oscar.”


  ***


  Fearing disapproval and perhaps afraid that DiMaggio would find out, Marilyn never spoke of the brief time in New York she spent with Joe DiMaggio, Jr. He did stay with her in her suite, but they didn’t appear together in public.


  Jeanne Carmen referred to it as an “off-the-record weekend.” Whatever happened, a bond between Joe Jr. and Marilyn was sealed that would endure throughout the remainder of her short life. It included a phone call from him on the night before her murder. Joe Jr. did tell one of his girlfriends, “I loved Marilyn Monroe, but she seemed out of my reach. You can’t blame a guy for trying.”


  Lena Pepitone, Marilyn’s one-time maid, privately told friends that one morning she caught Joe Jr. and Marilyn in her bed, both of them nude.


  Back in Hollywood, and under the guidance of her drama coach, Natasha Lytess, Marilyn completed work on The Seven Year Itch in November of 1954. It had run $150,000 over its budget.


  At the end of the shoot, Charles Feldman threw a lavish private party for Marilyn at Romanoff’s, inviting only guests on the A-list. Darryl F. Zanuck, Samuel Goldwyn, and Jack Warner were there. Famous couples showed up, including Betty Grable and Harry James and Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall. Jimmy Stewart was seen talking with Claudette Colbert and Doris Day.


  Marilyn was especially attracted to William Holden and Gary Cooper. She’d told Carmen that she’d seen Holden in Golden Boy and had fallen in love with him. “I can show him a better time than that dyke,” She was referring, of course to his Golden Boy co-star and lover at the time, the bisexual actress Barbara Stanwyck. Stanwyck had put the make on Marilyn during the making of Clash by Night (1952).


  “I’d also like to have at least a one-night stand with the Montana Mule,” Marilyn told Carmen. Gary Cooper went by that nickname among the women of Hollywood because of his prodigious endowment.


  “As she was preparing to divorce DiMaggio, Marilyn was staging so many one-night stands I couldn’t keep up,” Carmen recalled. The slogan ‘So Many Men, So Little Time,’ must have been created for her.”


  Keeping A-list Hollywood waiting for one hour, Marilyn had shown up at Romanoff’s in a black tulle gown cut low. She danced with her idol, Clark Gable, and she still carried a picture of him as Rhett Butler in her wallet. Many biographers have claimed that Gable and Marilyn had a one-night stand that night. Actually they’d had a one-night stand years before.


  Marilyn was slightly heavier and pregnant, with Carmen recalling her “looking radiant.” She was an expectant mother, but confessed to Carmen, “I don’t know who the father is. I doubt if it’s Joe’s child.”


  Biographer Sandra Shevey claimed that Dr. Leon Krohn, Marilyn’s gynaecologist, had examined her and arranged for her to be admitted to Cedars of Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles. She was there for four days, and from reports, she had an abortion in spite of her previous claims that she’d wanted children.
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  After checking out, she appeared dissipated and in desperate need of rest. She said, “I looked into a mirror, and Marilyn Monroe was nowhere to be seen. What happened to her?”


  Back home, she acted out a different script from the happy marriage scenario she’d presented at Idlewild Airport when she’d arrived for the New York shoot of The Seven Year Itch. She called attorney Jerry Giesler and asked him to proceed with court papers for her divorce from DiMaggio. Giesler called Harry Brand, who handled publicity at Fox, to make the announcement that led to world headlines.


  Robert Mitchum, Marilyn’s lover from the set of The River of No Return, had advised her “to get Giesler.” He’d gotten Mitchum off on a marijuana rap. Thanks to Giesler, Errol Flynn had avoided going to jail for statutory rape, and Busby Berkeley had escaped a murder charge. Giesler had also won acquittals for three performers who had been Marilyn’s former lovers—the stripper Lili St. Cyr, Charlie Chaplin, and gangster Bugsy Siegel.


  Giesler had become the attorney for the stars. He’d started out in Los Angeles on his first job, driving a horse-drawn lumber wagon, for two dollars a day.


  The Monroe/DiMaggio love affair and their subsequent doomed marriage had been one of the 20th century’s most dazzling pairings, and their clash of two powerful egos was played out in public. Shadows loomed on their path— her need for endless love, her affairs; his temper, his jealousy. In time, the hawk-faced baseball hero and the screen goddess ended their marriage because, as he claimed, “I was tired of sharing my wife—naked at that—with the world.”


  On October 4, 1954, Harry Brand, chief of publicity at 20th Century Fox, announced to the press that Marilyn and her baseball player were breaking up “because of the incompatibility resulting from the conflicting demands of their careers.” That terse announcement launched a media feeding frenzy.


  At the time of the announcement, DiMaggio was still living under the same California roof as Marilyn, but sleeping in the ground-floor den, not in her upstairs bedroom. When she had to face an array of international reporters who had gathered outside—“like vultures,” she’d said—she called makeup artist Whitey Snyder to come over and repair her face.


  He made his way through the crowd of reporters and photographers gathered outside her home on Palm Tree Drive in Beverly Hills and entered the house through the back door. In the living room, he found DiMaggio watching a football game on television.


  Going upstairs, Snyder discovered Marilyn with two black eyes. Apparently, the night before, she had refused DiMaggio’s attempts at reconciliation.


  She would later tell her confidants that “Joe raped me when I refused to have sex with him. He also beat me.”


  It took a lot of work, but Snyder repaired her face as best he could. “We can always claim it was eye shadow or else your mascara was running.”


  In the living room, DiMaggio took his eyes off his game on TV to tell her goodbye. By that point, Giesler had arrived on the scene to escort Marilyn out the door.


  When she stepped outside, her appearance created a sensation. Questions from all corners were yelled at her. But all she could do was sob, “I’m sorry…I have nothing to say.” Giesler escorted her into the rear seat of a waiting limousine.
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  Within a half hour, DiMaggio himself emerged from the house. When reporters asked him where he was going, he allegedly said, “I’m going back to the City On the Bay,” meaning, of course, San Francisco.


  Once in San Francisco, DiMaggio privately told friends that Marilyn’s sexual behavior was “abnormal—I mean with men, but she’s also abnormal in that she has occasional lesbian affairs, including with her drama coach.” He was referring, of course, to Natasha Lytess.


  ***


  Unknown to DiMaggio, Marilyn had met privately with Frank Sinatra and told him she planned to divorce DiMaggio in a court in Santa Monica. “He’s cruel to me, goes for days without speaking, and holds my film roles in contempt. One time he went ten entire days and spoke not a word to me. I begged him to tell me what I’d done wrong. Finally, when he did speak, he said, ‘I’m tired of your God damn nagging.’ Then he stormed out the door and was gone for an entire month.”


  Before leaving Sinatra’s villa at Palm Springs that hot afternoon, she made an astonishing request. “If I divorce Joe, will you promise to marry me when we’re both free of entanglements? Knowing you’ll eventually marry me will give me the courage to go through with the divorce.”


  “You’re on, kid,” he told her, although it is highly doubtful if he meant it.


  Privately, he told Dean Martin and others, “I wish Marilyn would divorce Joe. He’s not right for her. She even offered to give up her career for the sucker, and even that didn’t help the relationship. For Marilyn to give up her career— now that’s making the big sacrifice.”


  She called Sinatra when Judge Orlando H. Rhodes granted her interlocutory decree, with her divorce scheduled to become final in one year. “I’ve just counted the days on my calendar. I was married to Joe for 286 days.”


  Sinatra was playing a dangerous game, being Marilyn’s confidant and protector on the one hand, and DiMaggio’s good pal on the other. He seemed torn in his loyalties.


  DiMaggio didn’t want the divorce and developed a plan to sabotage it. Sinatra agreed to meet him for dinner at one of their favorite Italian restaurants in Hollywood, Villa Capri. Previously, he had lent DiMaggio the services of his private detective, Barney Ruditsky. As a favor to DiMaggio, Sinatra agreed that Ruditsky could “get hot on Marilyn’s trail and learn the dirt, especially who she’s fucking.”


  When Ruditsky arrived at the Villa Capri, he told both DiMaggio and Sinatra that Marilyn was “shacked up with some woman” at an apartment at Waring Avenue and Kilkea Drive.


  This came as no surprise to either man, both of whom had heard of some previous lesbian involvements of Marilyn’s, with such stellar lights as Shelley Winters, Joan Crawford, and Barbara Stanwyck.


  DiMaggio told Sinatra that he wanted him to accompany him to the apartment house and break in on Marilyn. That way, he might stall the divorce, or make her forget all about it, if he had a detective photograph her in a compromising situation with another woman. “Marilyn might have survived that nude calendar scandal, but none of her fans would stand for it if she’s caught in some lesbian affair,” DiMaggio said.


  “After all these years in Hollywood, I’m never surprised at what men will do with other men when they’re alone or women with women,” Sinatra said. “Surely you’ve had a few blow-jobs in your day in some lonely shower room.”


  “Forget that shit,” DiMaggio said. “I want you to go with me. I need you to back me up.”


  “Okay, God damn it,” a drunken Sinatra said. “I think it’s a stupid stunt, but you seem determined to go through with it.”


  That night of November 5, 1954 would live in infamy in the annals of Hollywood scandal. In separate vehicles, Sinatra and DiMaggio, and four “private dicks,” arrived at the apartment house where they hoped to entrap Marilyn.


  Sinatra later maintained that he waited in his automobile outside, but witnesses asserted otherwise. The corps of private detectives consisted of Ruditsky himself, along with his cohorts, John Seminola, Philip Irwin, and Patsy D’Amore.


  One of the detectives had brought an ax to cut through the door; another carried a camera to capture the sexual tryst in a photograph.


  After the apartment’s door was smashed in, DiMaggio led the “posse” into the room as one of the detectives shined a flashlight on the bed’s lone occupant, who had gone to sleep.


  It was not Marilyn and a girlfriend, but the fifty-year-old Florence Kotz, who had retired for the night. Thinking it was a “band of burglars,” as she later claimed, she screamed at the top of her lungs.


  She later told friends, “I thought they were going to rape me.”
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  When Sinatra turned on the light, she recalled, “I couldn’t believe my eyes. Along with these other guys, I recognized Frank Sinatra and Joe DiMaggio, two of the most famous men in America. I suspected those two Lotharios wouldn’t have needed to break down any woman’s door for rape.”


  DiMaggio had ordered the break-in at the wrong door. Marilyn, along with her lover, Hal Schaefer, were in the upstairs apartment, which belonged to a girlfriend of hers, Sheila Stewart, who had graciously lent it to Marilyn for the night. Grabbing Shaefer’s arm, Marilyn fled with him out the back door and hailed a taxi, leaving her own car parked in front of the building.


  Schaefer remains one of Marilyn’s least publicized lovers. His career spanned seventy years, and he was one of the leading vocal coaches of Hollywood. He’d worked with Marilyn on Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, orchestrating her biggest hit, “Diamonds Are a Girl’s Best Friend.”
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  Schaefer was also a pianist, conductor, arranger, composer, and accompanist. As long as it lasted, he had a romance with Marilyn.


  The police were called, but by then the “burglars” were back at the Villa Capri, ordering fresh pasta. In the police report, the raid on Florence Kotz’s apartment was reported as an attempted burglary.


  There was an ironic end to that night that was not reported. Yet another private detective had been assigned to stake out the blonde bombshell’s official residence. After the raid, Marilyn drove up alone and entered her house. About an hour later, DiMaggio by himself also drove up.


  The detective saw Marilyn answer the door in her panties, wearing no bra. She let DiMaggio into the house. The detective remained at his post until five o’clock that morning. DiMaggio had not left the house all night.


  As Sinatra had anticipated, Kotz filed a $200,000 lawsuit, but his attorney was able to get her to settle for $7,500. When word about the raid leaked to a reporter, Sinatra angrily shouted, “Case closed.”


  He paid the final settlement himself. “Tightwad Joe didn’t cough up a penny. And it was the fucker’s idea, not mine.”


  The story might have died, but Confidential magazine published the details in its September, 1955 issue. The break-in on Kotz became known as “The Wrong Door Raid.”


  ***


  “As much as I understood Marilyn, and I think I understood her better than any of her friends, she shocked me every time we got together with another revelation,” Carmen said. “I visited her after the divorce and she delivered her shock du jour.”


  Marilyn had revealed to Carmen that the nights both before and after her hearing before a divorce judge, where she testified against DiMaggio, she spent it with him in Frank Sinatra’s apartment. “He violated his rule of only one round per night,” Marilyn said. “Before dawn’s early light, Joe was good for three rounds, each of them terrific. And do you know where I spent the first night after I was granted a divorce from Joe? Also in Sinatra’s apartment. And do you know who was in bed with me that night? The ex-Mr. Marilyn Monroe.”


  Even though she’d pressed for a divorce, Marilyn felt lonely and abandoned after leaving court. She made an attempt to get in touch with Stanley Gifford, whom she believed may have been her real father, and not Martin Edward Mortensen as so often reported. Gifford had recently married for the third time, and Marilyn got his new wife on the phone.


  Even though she was arguably the most famous movie star in the world, he refused to take her call. She was mortified and plotted revenge. She told friends that she was tempted to disguise herself, approach her father in a bar (he was a heavy drinker), and “shack up with him and then ask him, ‘How does it feel to fuck your own daughter?’”


  Back in Los Angeles, two policemen spotted Marilyn, a divorced woman, scantily dressed late at night. They stopped the squad car and inquired about what was the matter. She was crying.


  “My God, you’re Marilyn Monroe,” one of the cops said.


  She looked at them. “I’m just a pretty girl the world will soon forget.”


  “She practically threw herself at us,” one of the policemen confessed to a tabloid, which refused to publish his revelations. “I got in the back seat while my friend drove. She gave me a blow-job. Then my friend got in the back seat while I drove around, and he got a blow-job. She was a great cocksucker. Obviously, she’d had a lot of experience. She swallowed, too. When it was over, we drove her home and thanked her.”


  In the days that followed, Marilyn suffered a recurring pelvic pain, with severe cramps that extended down to her legs. For the first time in her life, she experienced dyspareunia [painful sexual intercourse due to medical or psychological reasons]. Her agony became so severe, she visited a doctor, who conducted a gynecological examination.


  It revealed that she was suffering from endometriosis, a medical condition in which cells from the lining of the uterus appear and flourish outside the uterine cavity, in this case, in and around her ovaries.


  “Oh, my God,” she lamented to her doctor and her close girlfriends. “I have the most desired vagina on the planet, but if any man could see an X-ray of what is going on inside me, he’d never want to put his most treasured possession down that hole.”


  Ten days after the divorce, DiMaggio, to the surprise of almost everyone, was seen driving Marilyn to the Cedars of Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles. There, he checked her in for a gynecological operation.


  He held her hand before and after the delicate operation and filled her room with red, white, yellow, pink, and lavender roses.


  When Sidney Skolsky asked her about her post-divorce relationship with DiMaggio, she told him, “In most movies, certainly romantic comedies, the couple live happily ever after—fade out, kissing scene. Joe and I are now living out what comes after when they lived happily ever after.”


  A week after the divorce, DiMaggio called from San Francisco. What he said to her is not known except for one lingering statement that she later claimed sounded almost like a threat.


  “He told me that I’d never get rid of him…ever.”


  ***


  Wanting “to get the hell out of Hollywood,” Marilyn flew into New York during the closing weeks of 1954 to turn much of her life and all of her career over to her Svengali, fashion photographer Milton Greene.


  As Marilyn remembered it, “Milton wasn’t much bigger than me. He had the sweetest brown eyes and could have looked like a young John Garfield if John Garfield had been chewed over by a lion who didn’t have all of his teeth.”


  Ever since they’d met in 1949, she had been entranced by him and had talked endlessly about forming a partnership with him one day. She was only a starlet when she first met the personable twenty-seven-year old. “You’re young enough to be a boy,” she said.


  “And you are young enough to be a girl,” he answered back.


  From such an unlikely introduction, a bond was formed. It was obvious that each of them was attracted to the other. He told her how much he wanted her to pose for him.


  “With or without clothes?” she asked.


  “With clothes,” he told her.


  By ten o’clock that night, she found herself in his bedroom at the Château Marmont on Sunset Boulevard. “Milton was an ardent lover,” Marilyn later confided to Shelley Winters. “But he’s more attracted to fashion model types than to a Venus like me.”


  Marilyn would tell her maid, Lena Pepitone, that Greene “did everything he could to make me look like a Vogue model…a fat Vogue model. Mr. Kenneth, nail girls, makeup girls, skin girls, dressmaker, everything. I think he wanted to make me another Amy, a sophisticated New York fashion model. He gave up pretty quick.” Greene, at the time, was married to Amy.


  As a celebrity photographer, Greene wasn’t in the same league as Richard Avedon or Cecil Beaton, but he was rising fast. He was also a well-known photographer of celebrities, his subjects including Grace Kelly, Frank Sinatra, Marlene Dietrich, Elizabeth Taylor, Audrey Hepburn, Judy Garland, and Ava Gardner.


  In 1953, Look magazine assigned Greene to photograph Marilyn in Hollywood, and it was here that their dream of forming a business partnership was cemented, with a little romance thrown in on the side.


  Greene had been married before, but had divorced his first wife and had married Amy. The two of them lived in a farmhouse near Litchfield, Connecticut, to which they invited Marilyn.


  Marilyn anticipated that she would not like Amy, but she bonded with Milton’s wife, finding her “as tiny as a nightingale, the smallest fashion model in New York. She was as beautiful as if she’d just popped out of a cake on the society pages. Except her arms were so thin I didn’t see how she could make love without getting crushed under Milton’s weight.”


  While in Hollywood, Greene photographed Marilyn “the way I want you to look.” Before their partnership ended, he would pose her for fifty-two different sessions, including the celebrated “Black Sitting,” where she was photographed against deep black backdrops, with her face sometimes only slightly illuminated.


  Over dinner in Hollywood, Marilyn had confided to Greene that she’d been paid only $18,000 for Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, her co-star, Jane Russell, getting $100,000.
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  “You’re worth a million dollars per picture,” he told Marilyn. “Fox is just using you.”


  She also shared her dream that in future pictures, she’d be teamed with such actors as Marlon Brando, Richard Burton, Paul Newman, and “most definitely James Dean.”


  From Manhattan, the Greenes drove her to their Connecticut farmhouse, where she more or less moved in. For the final day of 1954, she preferred to remain in their home while they attended a New Year’s Eve party. Before he left the house that night, she told Greene, “I want to be more than a movie star. I want to be a great movie star. You must see that that happens.”


  For Christmas, he’d given her an elegant leather-bound diary—not the infamous “Red Diary” she maintained in 1961 and 1962.


  Greene told her that in it, she should write down the details of her encounters with famous men and women, including Senator Kennedy. “We’ll need all these memories when we publish your memoirs when you’re eighty. I assure you that I can get an advance of twelve million dollars for them. You keep a diary, and in time, it will keep you.”


  Before facing the world as “the new Marilyn Monroe,” Milton set out to change her look and especially her wardrobe. “You dress like a slob…a shmatte,” he told her. “You exhibit no class, no taste. If you want to be a great actress, quit dressing like a dumb blonde and carry yourself with elegance and grace like Audrey Hepburn. Don’t look like some whore trying to turn a trick on 8th Avenue.”


  “Been there, done that,” she said. “That’s how I met Brando.’


  Milton asked Amy to take Marilyn on a shopping expedition along Fifth Avenue and purchase a new wardrobe for herself, which he agreed to pay for, including a white sable coat. Amy had told her, “Mink is for futbol. If you must wear fur, make it sable or ermine.”


  Later, after she’d gotten the coat, Marilyn claimed, “I loved every Little animal that sacrificed its life to make the coat happen for me. The first night I owned it, I slept with all those dear little white animals in my bed.”


  At Saks and Bonwit Teller’s, Amy discovered that Marilyn wasn’t embarrassed to go nude in a dressing room, in spite of Peeping Toms who saw fit to open the curtains to gape at her.


  On that afternoon, Amy, along with several sales clerks, discovered that Marilyn wore no panties and wasn’t entirely displeased with what she called “the scent of a woman.” Since she hadn’t used peroxide, her pubic hair appeared quite dark.


  “Maybe I should use deodorant,” she told Amy, “but I do like a Little sniff of myself from time to time—and so do many of my lovers, except Ronald Reagan. He took a shower before sex and right after sex. He was the cleanest man I ever knew.”


  On January 5, 1955, Marilyn and Greene were ready to face the press with the announcement that they’d formed Marilyn Monroe Productions, with Marilyn herself as its president.


  Before a sea of photographers, she looked dazzling with her hair dyed platinum like Jean Harlow’s, her role model of the 1930s. She faced nearly a hundred members of the press, wearing a white ermine coat and a white satin dress.


  She made it clear that she wanted to be taken seriously as an actress— “no more dumb blonde roles.” It was ironic that her first choice of a movie for Marilyn Monroe Productions would be William Inge’s Bus Stop, in which she’d play Cherie, another bubble-headed blonde.


  She revealed to the press that day that she was considering appearing in such films as Dostoevsky’s The Brothers Karamazov. “Not as one of the brothers, but as Grushenka.”


  “How to you spell that, Marilyn?” one of the reporters shouted at her.


  She looked annoyed. “Look it up.”


  Milton Greene was a friend of Marlene Dietrich and arranged a meeting between these two femmes fatales on the night of Marilyn’s press conference. “The world’s most glamorous grandmother” allowed herself to be caught on camera standing next to the more youthful Marilyn with her protruding breasts.


  After the session, Marlene invited Marilyn back to her apartment. “I’m a very good cook. I also hear that Fox is preparing to film The Blue Angel again, the movie that made me a star. I must talk to you about this.”


  Marilyn seemed somewhat embarrassed that Marlene had learned that Fox was working on a script for a modern version of The Blue Angel. Marilyn had only recently seen the English-language version of Marlene’s The Blue Angel, which had originally been released in 1930 and directed by her Svengali, Josef von Sternberg and starring Emil Jannings, who was an immensely popular star in Germany at the time. Marlene played Lola Lola, a petty bourgeois Berlin tart, with dazzling legs and a come-hither manner. One German critic wrote that she played the role with a “callous egotism and cool insolence.”


  Although nervous about being alone with Marlene—she’d heard tales—Marilyn was eager to be in the company of one of her early role models. As a young girl, she’d seen most of her American movies from the 1930s.


  In the book My Story, published more than a Truman Capote decade after Marilyn’s death, Marilyn is alleged to have written: “I was young, blonde, and curvaceous, and I had learned to talk huskily like Marlene Dietrich and to walk a Little wantonly and to bring emotion into my eyes when I wanted to. And though these achievements landed me no job, they brought a lot of wolves whistling at my heels.”
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  Marilyn’s night with Marlene would be the first entry she would make in the leather-bound diary Greene had given her as a Christmas present. En route to Marlene’s apartment, she talked not of The Blue Angel, but of author Truman Capote.


  “Milton told me you’re having dinner with Capote tomorrow night,” Marlene said. “Have your guard up. He pretends to be your friend, and then spreads the most vicious gossip about you. His latest claim was that he was visiting me and saw Eleanor Roosevelt emerge nude from my bedroom. He claimed that Eleanor had long had a crush on me. That may be true, of course, and, if so, I don’t blame her. But Capote did not see Eleanor emerge naked from my bedroom.”


  As she sat drinking champagne with Marlene on her champagne-colored sofa, Marilyn decided to bring up The Blue Angel herself. “I want you to know I’m thrilled at the idea of playing Lola Lola. Of course, I could never create the performance that you did.”
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  “Of course not, darling, and I understand that,” she said. “Zanuck is out of his mind to think of redoing The Blue Angel. Every actress in Germany wanted to play Lola Lola, even Leni Riefenstahl, Hitler’s mistress. The search for an actress to play Lola Lola was not equaled until David O. Selznick began his search for Scarlett O’Hara.”


  “Do you have any advice on how I should play the part?” Marilyn asked, appearing more innocent than she was, as she later confessed to her diary.


  “Josef von Sternberg, my director, said the part called for an actress to represent a new incarnation of sex. At first, he didn’t want me. He said my bottom was all right, but that Lola Lola must have a face.”


  “What an odd thing to say,” Marilyn said. “You have one of the most fabulous faces ever seen on the silver screen.”


  “That’s true,” she agreed, “but Josef and I had to invent that face the way you invented your Marilyn Monroe character. Lola Lola must be an irresistible presence, singing on a barrel and showing off her derrière. She must have electricity and charm, her songs crackling with sex. She must be corrupt, decadent, actually vile, and evil.”


  “I don’t know if I could be that,” Marilyn said. “That’s a pretty tall order.”


  “I understand,” Marlene said. “Even when you’re playing a slut on screen, you project a virginal innocence. The actress Lola Lola, in contrast, must be an alley cat screaming for a tomcat, especially in that song. ‘Tonight, kids, I’m gonna get a man.’ Lola is jaded, lustful, naked in her emotions. A harlot who can destroy a man, especially the professor in the film. It calls for a voice singing out in a crude German bierstube late at night, cutting through the smoke of a cabaret catering to perverts.”


  Marlene continued with her pronouncements, as Marilyn’s insecurities were reaching a feverish pitch. “Critics have written that the screen character of Lola Lola must never be repeated, that I have immortalized it. If any actress dares, she will be weak lemonade on the screen. It could destroy a woman’s career. Audiences might get up and walk out on the wrong Lola Lola. Your sensuality is wholesome and real, whereas Lola Lola is an artificial creation of the night. She is the wrong image for you. Edith Piaf would understand that. So would Greta Garbo. When men flock to see one of your movies, they want to see the Marilyn Monroe they love—not some prostitute in a Berlin cabaret. Men want someone who will make love to their prick—not castrate them.”


  Marilyn burst into sobs, as Marlene moved closer to her, taking her in her arms and comforting her. “I can’t play Lola Lola. It’s not for me.”


  “A wise decision, my dear. You need to go on to greater parts, like you said in your news conference, not be a low-rent German trollop, a devouring female predator.”


  Over a harmoniously flavored coq au vin, Marlene said, “Your attempt to play Lola Lola would be as foolhardy as an attempt to star as Scarlett in a remake of Gone With the Wind. You’d be laughed off the screen: Don’t do it! You are an all-American girl, not Lola Lola. European characters, especially those who worked the cabarets of 1920s Berlin, are not for you. Don’t allow yourself to be ridiculed and mocked.”


  Marilyn later recalled that she fell asleep in Marlene’s arms in her bed, as the chanteuse sang softly in her ear.


  Ic bin die fesche Lola


  Der Liebling der Saison


  The next day, Marilyn wrote about her night with Marlene in her diary. “I stayed over,” she said to Greene. “But lesbian sex is not really my thing, although I’ve indulged in it. Marlene is very oral. She did her own thing down there, but I didn’t reciprocate. It was worth staying over for the career advice and to taste her scrambled eggs, for which she is so famous. She’s such a good cook, she would have made a wonderful wife for Josef Goebbels. Isn’t he the one who liked movies so much?”


  “He did indeed,” Greene said. “And movie stars. As for Hitler, he liked movie blondes himself, but both you and Marlene would lose Der Führer. His favorite blonde was Alice Faye.”


  ***


  In Hollywood, executives at Fox, especially Darryl F. Zanuck, were shocked to read of Marilyn’s press conference. The studio’s lawyers had told the producer that their contract with the blonde goddess was still valid, and that she was not free to appear in any independent production, or in any film for a different studio.


  During a meeting with Fox executives, Zanuck told them that “Monroe has complained about dumb blonde roles. She overlooked telling the press that I am right now supervising preliminary work on a movie called The Queen of Sheba. I’m giving Monroe a great chance, placing her up there with Salome and Cleopatra, even Helen of Troy. Sex, glamour, seduction—what more can movie audiences ask? She might win an Oscar as the glamorous but evil temptress. I think Queen of Sheba might be one of the biggest box office draws of all time.”


  The film was never made, but in time, Fox would produce an epic of one of these great female icons of the ancient world. The picture was Cleopatra, and it starred not Monroe, but Elizabeth Taylor. Solomon and Sheba was released in 1959 by United Artists, with Gina Lollobrigida starring as Sheba.


  In the more immediate future, Zanuck had ordered Nunnally Johnson to write another dumb blonde role for Marilyn in a movie entitled How To Be Very, Very Popular.


  When Johnson’s script was completed, Zanuck ordered his New York office to send a copy to Marilyn. She was shocked to read that it was the role of a stripper, the type of role she wanted to avoid.


  She wired Zanuck that she wouldn’t accept the role. “Too bad for you, kiddo,” he told her. “There’s a number in it called ‘Shake, Rattle, and Roll’ that could make a star’s career. If you don’t do it, I’m casting Sheree North, your replacement at Fox.”


  In subsequent calls, Zanuck threatened Marilyn with suspension. Still, she refused to do the role. He therefore reneged on a promise to pay her a $100,000 bonus for her role in The Seven Year Itch.


  “You would do that to me?” she said, “after I’ve sucked that big cock of yours you’re so god damn proud of?” She slammed down the phone on him.


  For the rest of 1955, she had virtually no income, and Greene was obliged to support her. He felt that while in New York, she should live like a star, and he installed her at the Waldorf Astoria Towers. He also purchased a wardrobe for her, and even presented her with a black Thunderbird sports car in which she could drive out to spend weekends at the Greene farmhouse in Connecticut.


  Privately, Greene told such friends as author Stanley Mills Haggart, “When I get through with her, the public is going to be introduced to an entirely new Marilyn Monroe.”


  ***


  In Florida, during the course of his affair with actress Evelyn Keyes, Mike Todd encountered an old friend, John Ringling North, who was a household name in America because of his Ringling Brothers Circus. Ever the entrepreneur, Todd pitched the idea for a charity performance of the circus at Madison Square Garden. It was for a good cause, the Arthritis and Rheumatism Foundation. Eventually the event was scheduled for March of 1955.


  Todd conceived a headline-grabbing idea of having a bigtime movie star ride into the arena on a pink elephant. At first he came up with a wild scheme to enlist the aging Mae West as the “passenger” atop the elephant. He knew she was unlikely to accept, but he always dared go forth when other producers were more reluctant.


  He had had an affair with the aging diva when he produced Catherine Was Great on Broadway in August of 1944 at the Shubert Theatre in Manhattan. Over his objections, West had insisted on playing Catherine as a serious dramatic role, and Todd wanted high camp. The critics were ravenous, the New York Daily News asserting, “The play is a bust, which will give Miss West one more than she needs.” In spite of the attacks, West’s loyal fans kept the show running for 191 performances, plus a successful road tour.


  Todd telephoned West in Los Angeles, and she turned him down. “I don’t do animal acts. Why not get that dumb blonde Marilyn Monroe? If the party was stupid enough to pose nude for a calendar for fifty bucks, she’ll do anything…and anybody, so I hear.”


  “Why not?” Todd asked. That afternoon, he called Milton Greene, who seemed to go for the idea. Todd was smart enough to know that with Marilyn off the screen, her backer needed to keep her name in front of the public. “Get her to go for it, and I guarantee she’ll have her picture—and a pink elephant—on the frontpage of every major newspaper in America.”


  The publicity-shrewd Greene already knew that.


  That night, he pitched the idea to Marilyn, who seemed intrigued. “I once saw Marion Davies in a movie called Polly of the Circus, and I decided then and there when I became a movie star I’d like to make a circus film, something on the order of Cecil DeMille’s The Greatest Show on Earth. The pink elephant thing isn’t exactly my childhood fantasy, but I’ll do it.”


  Back from Florida, Todd was invited at eight o’clock one evening to visit Marilyn at her Waldorf Astoria suite. He didn’t leave until four o’clock the next morning.


  The following day, Marilyn joined Greene and a writer and photographer, Stanley Mills Haggart. She told the men that, “I’ve never met a man quite as cocky as Mike. What an impresario, what a larger-than-life figure.”


  Haggart told her, “I knew he’d go for you. A friend of mine, Joan Blondell, was married to him, and she said he was partial to blondes. Mae West, Veronica Lake, June Havoc, Evelyn Keyes. He’s versatile, too, or so Hedda Hopper, my former boss, told me. I understand that on one drunken night or two, Todd has even persuaded Eddie Fisher to get plugged.”


  She looked at him with a wry smile. “Okay, you can add the name of Marilyn Monroe to that illustrious list.”


  That night, Todd invited Marilyn out for drinks with the stripper Gypsy Rose Lee. In the powder room, Lee told Marilyn, “Mike has more chutzpah than any producer on Broadway.” The stripper had to explain what chutzpah meant to Marilyn.
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  She told Greene and Haggart the next day, “I’ve added a new word to my vocabulary. Also, Gypsy gave me some great tips about how I should play Cherie in Bus Stop.”


  One afternoon, when Greene was in the studio with Haggart, taking photographs of Marilyn, she told them an amusing story. “Mike took me to a dinner party and introduced me as Tondelayo Schwartzkopf. The hostess and all the guests claimed I was a dead ringer for Marilyn Monroe, although the hostess added that to really pull off the Monroe impersonation, I’d need to take off a pound or two. After the dinner party, when I was getting into a cab, Mike patted me on the ass. ‘Okay, fatso, he said to me, ‘bumping up and down on that pink elephant at Madison Square Garden will take a few pounds off that butt of yours.’”


  Later on, so it was said—and the story could be apocryphal—Mike pulled the same stunt with Elizabeth Taylor before their marriage, but it seems almost unbelievable that the guests at a hip New York party would not have recognized either Marilyn or Taylor.


  When Greene went to see about dinner that night, she confided a secret to Haggart. “Actually, Mike wants me to dump Milton and Lee Strasberg. He wants to take personal charge of my career, and I think he would do such a terrific job. He’s like the father every girl should have.”


  “Are you going to go with him?”


  “I’m afraid of him,” she said. “He’s too mercurial, even for me. Besides, your dear buddy, Arthur Miller, is dead set against it. He’s also my father-lover. Two father-lovers would be just too incestuous for me.”


  Finally, the big night at Madison Square Garden arrived. Backstage, Marilyn was reunited with Milton Berle, who’d first seduced her in 1948 when she was making Ladies of the Chorus. She whispered to Greene that night, “It’s as big as Uncle Miltie says it is.”


  Berle announced her appearance: “Ladies and gentlemen, boys and goils, here comes the only goil in the world who makes Jane Russell look like a boy.”


  Dressed in a white blouse, a black pompom skirt, and looking like a Dégas ballerina in feathers and spangles, Marilyn rode out on that pink elephant and faced a wildly cheering crowd.


  The ordeal lasted twenty minutes of searing pain. She’d been fitted into her costume at the last minute, and a pin had been left in it. As she bounced bareback on the elephant, the sharp pin dug into her flesh. By the time she’d finished her act and dismounted behind the stage, her costume was bloody.


  In spite of all this, she stole the show, according to the nation’s press. She even bonded with the pink elephant, later saying, “He was not so dumb—just speechless.’


  Noting her career changes and her ability to generate publicity, Time magazine claimed, “There is persuasive evidence that Marilyn Monroe is a shrewd businessman (sic).”


  In time, Marilyn confronted Todd and turned down his offer about taking over the management of her career. His response was explosive: He slapped her face. His violence against women was well documented by former wives and girlfriends.
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  Not succeeding with Marilyn, Todd would begin the pursuit of her chief rival for the title of Queen of Hollywood. He’d have better luck winning over Elizabeth Taylor.


  Marilyn claimed, “She can have my rejects if she wants them.”


  ***


  “In Hollywood, I am just another movie star,” Marilyn told Milton Greene. “But in New York, I’m treated like an exotic creature descended from the planet Venus. “Everybody is extending invitations.”


  “To my party tonight,” he told her, “I’ve invited Truman Capote. He wants to know you better. He said he danced with you one night at El Morocco.”


  “He’s very flamboyant,” she said. “The press calls him an enfant terrible. Whatever in the hell that means. When he comes, send him back while I get dressed. I’ve never read anything he wrote, but he seems like a more interesting character than anything he can create on a page.”


  “You’ll find him fascinating,” Greene said. “He knows more indiscreet gossip than anyone in New York. As an example, he privately tells friends that he knows the dick size of every major star in Hollywood, and what they like to do in bed. He writes it all down in some diary, which may be published one day when the world has grown more sophisticated.”


  “Who did he tell you had the biggest one in Hollywood?” she asked. “I’d cast my vote for Milton Berle.”


  “Would you believe John Ireland?” he said, “at least according to the Truman Capote Bible. Ireland fucked Monty Clift when they made Red River, that picture with John Wayne. Joan Crawford also awards Ireland top prize, and she should know. She’s fucked every big star except Lassie.”


  “Thanks for the tip,” she said. “I must work him into my schedule.”


  “I asked Capote by a little early so you can gossip over a pre-party drink. When the party is in full blast, he becomes the center of attention, with a crowd clustered around him as he tells one outrageous story after another. Much of what he says is actually true, but he does embroider a bit. He says all good Southerners never let truth get in the way of a good story.”


  “Send in my amusement for the night,” she said.


  When Capote did arrive two hours early, Greene directed him to Marilyn’s quarters. He knocked on her door. She called for him to come in. Not finding her in the bedroom, he heard her voice summoning him to the bathroom, where she was taking a bubble bath.


  “Hi,” he said, “Truman Capote, in your boudoir and now in your toilette.” He spoke in a high-pitched voice, and had grown up shunned by other children because of his “sissyish traits.” In the way he walked and talked, he was different from most men, with that babylike, slightly artificial voice. She would remember him as a writer “trapped forever in boyhood, as if refusing to mature.”


  As Capote himself later said, “The way I spoke in the fourth grade is the way I talk now. When I was growing up, everyone told my mother I should have been born a girl. She even took me to psychiatrists hoping to find a drug or therapy that would turn me into a boy. In spite of my odd behavior, I always had to be myself.”


  And that is what he presented to Marilyn, who seemed mesmerized by him. He immediately established his credentials as a gossip. Gazing at her in the claw-footed tub, he said, “The last time I saw a movie star in a bubble bath was in a hotel in Barcelona. The star was Errol Flynn. After I bathed him and dried him off, I discovered what ‘in like Flynn’ means.”


  She giggled. “You’re my kind of guy, Truman. What a name. It sounds so presidential. Why don’t you wash my back for me so we can get acquainted? I hope you won’t get too turned on.”


  “You can rest assured that I won’t,” he said, taking off his jacket and moving toward her. “Half the men in America would want to be in my shoes right now, and I’m not even tempted.”


  As he reached for the soap, he said, “You must tell me everything about Joe DiMaggio. I want all the details. Cock size. Duration in the saddle. Cut or uncut. I suspect uncut. The exact taste of his semen. What does he prefer? Fellatio? Analingus? Around the world? The missionary position?”


  “My, you’re an inquisitive little demon. But I like you for some perverse reason. Humphrey Bogart told me you’re the kind of guy he’d like to put in his pocket and take home.”


  “Wait until I get to know you better and tell you stories about that one on the set of Beat the Devil.”


  “Joe’s biggest bat is not the one he uses on the field,” she said. “If that’s all it took, we’d still be married.”


  “Lucky girl!” he said. “How I envy you.” He began an expert soaping of her luscious back.


  As she emerged from the bath, he helped dry her off. She put on a robe. In her bedroom, he took a chair beside her dressing table, sipping a glass of champagne that Greene’s cook had brought in. The cook thanked Marilyn.


  After she’d left, Capote asked, “Why is she thanking you?”


  “This afternoon, I peeled potatoes for her and snapped beans for dinner tonight.”


  One of Marilyn’s biographers, Fred Lawrence Guiles, in his book, Legend, wrote: “She was never very serious with Capote. They spoke a secret language liberally sprinkled with sex and gossip.”


  Marilyn heard Greene’s party guests arriving, but she wanted to extend her private talk with Capote. He noticed that she was reading a book about Napoléon Bonaparte and Josephine. “I didn’t know you were interested in history,” he said.


  I’m not, but when I visited Marlon Brando on the set of Désirée, where he played Napoléon, I became interested in playing Josephine in a movie focused on her. Perhaps you’ll write the script for me.”


  “Perhaps,” he said. “Unlike Josephine, I wouldn’t have gone to bed with Napoléon. His cock was too small. I’ve seen it.”


  She looked astonished. “How in hell could you have seen Napoléon’s cock? I didn’t know you were that old.”


  “Before he was buried, someone cut off the emperor’s little penis, and it is preserved in alcohol. Today, it’s owned by this old queen in Connecticut. He exhibits it on occasion. It looks pretty withered these days. Perhaps it was an inch or two longer in the days of the Empire.”


  “That is such a ghoulish story. It’s delectable,”


  “Speaking of small cocks, can Senator Kennedy satisfy you?”


  “We manage,” she said. “Don’t tell me you’ve been to bed with him too.”


  “Not at all,” he said.


  “What I don’t understand is why everybody thinks the Kennedys are so sexy. I know a lot about cocks—I’ve seen an awful lot of them—and if you put all the Kennedys together, you wouldn’t have a good one. I used to see Jack when I was staying with Loel and Gloria Guinness in Palm Beach. I had a little guest cottage with its own private beach, and he would come down so he could swim in the nude. He had absolutely nuthin’.”
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  “Unlike you, I haven’t seen all the cocks I want to see,” she said. “But I’m not on the East Coast to chase after them, at least that’s not my first goal. As you know, I want to be a serious actress.”


  “If you mean that, I’ve got the right acting coach for you, since you seem to have left Natasha Lytess back in California,” he said. “She’s a British actress, rather old at this point: Constance Collier.”


  “I’ve heard of her,” she said.


  “Constance is the best acting teacher in New York. If you’d like to meet her, I can take you to a luncheon this week. I’ve been invited to her apartment. Greta Garbo and Katharine Hepburn will be there.”


  “Garbo?” she asked in astonishment. “And Hepburn? Are they still taking acting lessons?”


  “No, they’re admirers. Will you accept?”


  “Are you kidding? I’d be honored. But I don’t know what to wear.”


  “A single string of pearls and Chanel’s little black dress.”


  “Can’t wait,” she said. “But I fear I’ll be speechless.”


  “I wouldn’t worry about it,” he said. “All three of them are dykes, and each of them will be salivating when you walk into the room. You don’t have any skin blemishes, do you?”


  “No, but why do you ask?”


  “Hepburn won’t go to bed with any gal with blemishes on her skin,” he said. “But Garbo doesn’t mind all that much, considering that she slept with Marie Dressler.”


  There was a sudden knock on the door. “Marilyn, the guests are here, and you’re the guest of honor,” Greene said. “Shake your ass, girl. Norman Mailer’s here. So is Gene Kelly. He’s with a real cute trick. I bet if you work it right, you can take the hunk from Gene.”


  Capote rose to his feet. “I don’t care who they are. Kelly always manages to get them first before anyone else in Hollywood, even beating out Joan Crawford.”


  She called that she’d be right out after putting on her white high heels. “I’m anxious to meet this Adonis,” she whispered to Capote. “With Amy hanging on to Milton all the time, I haven’t been getting much.”


  “In that case, after Constance’s luncheon, I can arrange a date for you with Porfirio Rubirosa. After all, the two richest women in the world, Doris Duke and Barbara Hutton, spent millions on that eleven-inch octoroon dick. But I can get it for you for free.”


  “Is that why in a restaurant when some men request a pepper-mill, they ask for a Rubirosa?”


  “You learn quick, gal. Now it’s show time. There are a lot of important people out there tonight. It’s time for you to become Marilyn Monroe.”
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  On the way out the door, he took her by the arm. “By the way, I forgot to ask. Why in hell do you have a picture of Abraham Lincoln by your bedside? That’s weird.”


  “I’ve always had this fantasy about going to bed with Honest Abe,” she said. “I know it’s crazy, but that’s how I feel. Since he’s cold and in his grave, I’ll settle for someone who reminds me of him. Call it second best, since I can’t have the real thing. He’s coming to the party tonight, if he’s not already here.”


  “You have stumped me on that one,” he said. “Who might this august personage be?”


  “My next husband,” she said. “Arthur Miller.”
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  PART THREE

  

  LET’S MAKE LOVE

  

  



  Truman Capote escorted a nervous Marilyn Monroe along West 57th Street, not her favorite part of Manhattan. He’d instructed her to dress, act, and talk like Grace Kelly. He also told her not to be too apprehensive. “Garbo will be intoxicated by your innocence. I mean, your innocent look, and Katie will adore you because you have no skin blemishes.”


  Arriving at the apartment door of Constance Collier, the “secretary” to the actress, Phyllis Wilbourne, showed them in to the dark, dank apartment where the furnishings had been young in 1901.


  Although it was a luncheon date, Collier was attired in a mauve-laced evening gown. Looking like a character from an Oscar Wilde play, Collier sat on a battered sofa upholstered in a fading red velvet. She extended a frail hand to Marilyn, as Capote made the introductions.


  “My dear,” Collier said, “I’m nearly blind, but the luminosity of your face and golden hair illuminates this old room.”


  “I’m honored to meet you,” your highness,” Marilyn said, curtsying.


  “Oh, Marilyn, Constance is not the Queen of England,” Capote said.


  “That is true, Truman,” Constance said, “but I should have been. I’m regal enough.”


  As they settled in and Constance was smoking her second cigarette, Capote explained that Marilyn wanted to take acting lessons from her. “In essence, she wants to reinvent herself as an actress.”


  “I want to so much,” Marilyn said. “All the men, all the glamour, all the jewelry and gowns are not important. After all, I’m not using Elizabeth Taylor as my role model.”


  Collier complained that she was losing feeling in both her hands and feet.


  “I suppose I could teach you something about acting. At any rate, I need the money to supplement my meager income. My little darling, I could start you out by teaching you how to interpret the role of Ophelia. Once you master that, you can succeed in any part. The one thing I can’t teach you is how to play sexy.”


  “I already know how to do that,” Marilyn said.


  “I’m sure you do,” Collier said.


  “You’re so elegant,” Marilyn said. “I wish I knew how to be elegant.”


  “Darling, I’ve had decades to become who I am. Of course, I inherited exotic features.” Like all actresses on their last legs, she wanted to relive past glories. “I inherited some of my features from my Portuguese grandmother. Believe it or not, I was considered one of the great beauties of the early 20th century stage.”


  “Queen Victoria must have adored you,” Capote said.


  “Truman, you’re such a nasty little demon, but I always like to have you around to sharpen my sense of bitchery.”


  She spoke in a fading voice that still retained a husky, contralto quality. “My mother was an actress. She wrapped me in a blanket and left me backstage, nursing me between acts. At the age of three, I toddled out onto the stage, cast as Fairy Peaseblossom in A Midsummer Night’s Dream.”


  As Collier wandered down memory lane, Marilyn took in the room, its walls covered with decaying, saffron-colored wallpaper highlighted with antique racing horse prints. On the sofa with Collier lay a little black fox terrier, which Collier stroked with one hand, holding a golden cigarette holder in the other hand. Marilyn also spotted the largest brandy inhaler glasses she’d ever seen.


  With her weak eyesight, Collier followed Marilyn’s gaze, quickly adding, “Those glasses haven’t been used in years. I’m diabetic.”
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  A large portrait hung on the wall. Marilyn asked, “Was he your husband?”


  “Constance is not the marrying kind,” Capote quipped.


  “Truman, sometimes you smart-ass bitches think you know it all, but get it wrong. Marilyn is right. I was once married to an Irish actor, Julian L’Estrange. It was a perfect arrangement. He traveled most of the time with a young pianist, Albert Morris Bagby, who took care of my wifely duties. Julian was a homosexual and beautiful husband and a marvelous companion if I ever needed to be escorted to a gala. He died in this apartment, in Albert’s arms, in 1918, while I sat in the corner having a brandy and smoking a cigarette.” Fortunately, the ringing of the doorbel broke Collier’s reminiscences.


  With a forceful, confident stride, Katharine Hepburn came into the room wearing rose-colored slacks and a battleship gray jacket.


  She’d applied only a slash of lipstick, no other makeup, and her hair was pulled back into a tight bun. “This divine creature must be Marilyn Monroe, America’s reincarnation of Helen of Troy.”


  “Miss Hepburn, I’m honored. Ever since I was a little girl, I’ve gone to see your movies. You were great as Mary of Scotland.”


  “Oh, you sweet girl, never tell an aging actress you enjoyed her movies when you were but a toddler. It will only add another line to my face.”


  “Your face will be eternal,” Capote assured her. “You’re one of the very few actresses from the Golden Age who will be appearing on the screen when you’re ninety.”


  “Oh, Capote, you always say such flattering bullshit to old actresses. Later on, you tell your friends what you really think of all of us battle axes.”


  Seated on the sofa with Marilyn and Collier, Hepburn learned that Marilyn was going to study acting with the aging duenna. “What a fabulous idea. Constance taught me every stage secret I know.”


  “And a lot more,” Capote said with a smirk.


  “Marilyn, why didn’t you lobby to get me that Jane Russell role in Gentlemen Prefer Blondes? Hepburn asked. “I would have been terrific.”


  Marilyn seemed taken aback. “I don’t know…I’m sure…”


  Capote came to the rescue. “There is a role you could play. I’ve read an early draft. It’s from Tennessee Williams’ The Garden District. Katharine, you’d be ideal as the cold bitch of a tyrannical mother, Violet Venable. Marilyn could play the beautiful twenty-five-year-old who ran away with your poet son, Sebastian, one summer to write his annual poem. In the plot of the play, you’re trying to get a young doctor to lobotomise the girl and erase the memory of how your son was killed. She was used as bait to attract young men for his sexual pleasure.”
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  “Tennessee himself has told me about this play,” Hepburn said. “I’d be cast as a faded beauty who is now an old harpy. When I was younger and more beautiful, I was used as bait to attract the young men my son sexually desired. A play about perversion. From what Tennessee told me, the subject of incest, even cannibalism, is raised.”


  “Oh, Miss Hepburn, you’re too much of a lady to undertake such a role,” Marilyn said.


  “I wish you could convince Capote and Tennessee of that. The last I heard from him—he’s down in Key West—he told me he’s working on another Broadway play. He wants to co-star Bette Davis and me.”


  “I’ve worked with Bette,” Marilyn said. “You know, on All About Eve. She’s not the actress you are—and not nice at all.”


  “Truer words were never said,” Hepburn said.


  “Oh Kate,” Capote said. “You survived Hollywood in the 1930s, going from John Barrymore to Marlene Dietrich to Howard Hughes. You’ve seen it all. If there’s something you missed, I’m sure Spencer Tracy will fill you in.”


  “Capote, dear heart, you remind me of a naughty little chihuahua who has never been house broken.”


  Hepburn turned to Marilyn again. “Constance is a wise choice as a drama coach—the very best, in fact. She has a real zest for all that is good and wonderful in life. You will blossom under her, find dimensions in yourself as an actress you never knew existed. I should know. She did wonders for me.”


  The ringing of the doorbell signaled the arrival of the remaining guest, mystery and all.


  Greta Garbo entered the room, an Hermès scarf covering most of her head and dark sunglasses concealing a good part of a fabled face that had not been seen on a movie screen since 1941.


  Throughout the luncheon, Hepburn ate heartily as Garbo nibbled. She rarely took her eyes off Marilyn and seemed enchanted by her. Marilyn also seemed transfixed by Garbo, even more so than by Hepburn.


  Collier retreated a bit, giving way to her age and a consumption of far too much alcohol.


  Tanked up on pre-luncheon vodka and wine that had been set out on the table, Capote became even more provocative. “Katie, I’ve often wondered about something. Other than Bette Davis, female impersonators such as T.C. Jones like to imitate you. But I’ve never seen one of these drag queens do Greta.”


  Collier suddenly seemed to revive. “Let me answer that. I know why. Among all the great film stars, Garbo cannot be impersonated. Her appearance and femininity are unique. She has the cold quality of an Arctic mermaid. She really is hermaphroditic on screen.”


  Capote remained silent, but wanting to tell Collier that she’d stolen that impression from a magazine interview with Tennessee.


  Garbo didn’t seem insulted to be hermaphroditic, and actually seemed proud of it. Hepburn was even more articulate. “Greta is to be congratulated for representing the aspiration of both sexes, uniting the two sides of her nature, the feminine and masculine, in every role she’s ever played. Her freedom from being trapped in either sex allows her to create a cryptic amorality in each part she plays.”


  “I allowed a film-goer to create his or her own fantasy,” Garbo said. “I do not let them look inside me, only inside their own dark desires.”


  “The miracle is that such a face as Greta’s can even exist,” Hepburn said before turning to face the star. “I know at times you must feel regret, even view it as tragic, that you were given the responsibility of owning such a face. Your look represents the apogee of the progression of the human female face.”


  “Oh, please,” Garbo said, as if dismissive of all this praise. “Let me finish my salmon, and quit speaking of me as if giving a eulogy at the funeral. I am still alive, still enjoying the comforts of the damned, such as they are.”


  Collier’s secretary served her favorite dessert. Before tasting it, Marilyn wanted to know what it was.


  “It’s junket, my dear,” Collier said. “I first discovered it in my nursery.”


  “What is junket?” Marilyn asked. “I thought that was a trip you took with some man.”


  “It’s a British dessert,” Collier said. “It’s made with sweetened flavored milk with rennet. Rennet, of course, is the lining membrane of a calf’s stomach used for curdling milk.”


  “I’d better skip it today,” Marilyn said. “I’m watching my figure.”


  “So is everybody else at this table,” Capote added, his remark meeting with stony silence. Recognizing his gaffe, he quickly changed the subject.


  He turned to Garbo. “When I was a twelve-year-old boy, I got very mad at you during one long, hot summer in the South. I’d had this awful mishap when a pack of ebony-colored boys, perhaps eight in all, brutally raped me. I was incapacitated for the rest of the summer. During all that time in bed, I wrote a play called The Most Beautiful Woman in the World. I sent it to you with a fan letter, asking if you’d star in it on Broadway. You never answered me, and I nursed this grudge against you until I was nineteen. I later burned the play.”
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  “I’m so sorry I ignored you,” Garbo said. “Too bad I’m too old to play in it now, since I’m no longer beautiful.”


  “But you are beautiful,” Marilyn said. “Amazingly so. People say I’m beautiful, but I don’t think so. I’m sexy-looking, but only after I’ve applied a lot of whorish makeup. Otherwise, I think I look like a milk maiden from Norway.”


  “In my home country of Sweden, the young men always journeyed in summer to Norway to seduce its beautiful young women.”


  “Miss Garbo, do you think you’ll ever return to pictures?” Marilyn asked.


  “Thank God Marilyn didn’t use that awful word, ‘comeback,’” Hepburn said.


  “That proves that she saw Sunset Blvd.” Capote chimed in. “Gloria Swanson as Norma Desmond objected to the word ‘comeback’ too.”


  “Over the years, I’ve considered it,” Garbo said. “I’ve always wanted to play Dorian Gray, based on the Oscar Wilde play. If I do, I’d like you, Miss Monroe, to play one of the girls that Dorian seduces and destroys.”


  “Garbo and Monroe,” Collier said, “What box office! I could see a Best Oscar for Greta, but would you be nominated as Best Actor or Best Actress?”


  “I’d be terrified to appear opposite you on the screen,” Marilyn said. “But since you’d be cast as a man, I guess I might pull it off if Miss Collier coached me. There’s no way I’d appear on the screen in a woman-to-woman role with you. I’d be mocked.”


  “I, too, wanted to do a film with Greta,” Hepburn said. “Mourning Becomes Electra, with George Cukor directing. The year was 1947. I failed to convince Louis B. Mayer.”


  After the luncheon, Garbo excused herself to go to the bathroom. Marilyn was next. After coming out of the toilet, Garbo slipped Marilyn her private phone number. “Call me,” she whispered. After thanking Collier and hugging Hepburn and Capote, she departed.


  Likewise, Hepburn departed fifteen minute later, but not before inviting Marilyn to visit her at her home in Connecticut. Marilyn said she’d be honored.


  Out on the street again, Capote warned Marilyn, “If you accept invitations from those two regal dykes, you might have to sing for your supper.”


  “What in hell do you think I’ve been doing all these years,” Marilyn said. “Call me the canary.”


  “I must congratulate you. You’ve come a long way from the days when you were the teenage bride of that sailor boy—I don’t care to remember his name. You’re sure dating from the A-list: John F. Kennedy, Katharine Hepburn, and Greta Garbo. Speaking of big name legends, who does that leave out? Let me see—Charlie Chaplin and Albert Einstein.”


  “Been there, done that.”


  Capote came to a stop in the middle of the sidewalk. “Like me, you’re known for telling some tall tales. A whoremonger like Chaplin I can believe. But you must admit that Einstein is a bit of a stretch.”


  “Silly boy, didn’t you read in the papers that Einstein told an interviewer that I was his favorite movie star? After that, what could I do but get in touch with him? I wanted him to explain to me his theory of relativity. I simply cannot understand it.”


  In the weeks leading up to her death, Marilyn visited Collier’s apartment two or three times a week for acting lessons. The two women became close. Marilyn later said, “She opened up doors within me that I had kept locked all my life,” without explaining to Capote exactly what she meant.


  In April of 1955, Capote called to tell her of Collier’s death. She was deeply saddened.


  As a remembrance, Collier had given Marilyn a playbill from her 1906 performance as Cleopatra, in which she appeared on stage crowned in silver and carrying a golden scepter and a replica of the sacred golden calf.


  Capote asked Marilyn if he could be her escort at the funeral, and she gratefully accepted.


  Arriving dressed all in black, with Capote on her arm, Marilyn sat through the service “gnawing an already chewed-to-the-nub thumbnail,” in Capote’s words, “periodically removing her spectacles to scoop up tears bubbling from her blue-gray eyes.”


  After the service, she told Capote, “I hate funerals. I don’t want a funeral—just my ashes cast on the waves by one of my kids, if I ever have any.”


  Collier’s “secretary,” Phyllis Wilbourn, whom Marilyn had come to know, was at the funeral, too. Marilyn offered her her deepest sympathy and was happy to learn that Hepburn was going to take her in. She would remain as Hepburn’s “secretary” for the next forty years—there was talk.


  Long after Collier’s death, Capote published what the actress felt about Marilyn’s talent or lack thereof.


  “Oh yes, there is something there—a beautiful child, really—I don’t think she’s an actress at all—certainly not in a traditional sense. What she has is this presence, a certain luminosity, a flickering intelligence. These marvelous traits could not be captured on stage because they are too subtle, too fragile. Her wonder can only be caused by the camera. It’s like a hummingbird in flight. Only a camera can freeze the poetry of it. But anyone who thinks this girl is simply another Harlow or harlot or whatever, is mad. I hope, I really pray, that she survives long enough to free the strange lovely talent that’s wandering through her like a jailed spirit.”


  ***


  After Collier’s death, and in need of an acting coach, Marilyn was invited by Paul Bigelow to a dinner party where he seated her opposite producer Cheryl Crawford, one of the original founders, in 1947, of the Actors Studio. Lee Strasberg would become its director four years later. Early members included Montgomery Clift and Marlon Brando.


  Crawford claimed that at early auditions, many of the young actors removed most of their clothing. “I suspect that they wished to show us how free and uninhibited they were. We certainly witnessed a good number of bare breasts and jock straps. Both Steve McQueen and James Dean showed off their wares in jock straps. Paul Newman appeared in boxer shorts, as he would do so many times in his films. Dean, more than anyone, helped create what was known as the Actors Studio style—that is, slouching, mumbling, and wearing dirty, torn jeans.”


  At the dinner party, Marilyn shared with Crawford her hopes and future plans for what she wanted to become as an actress. Intrigued by her openness and sincerity, Crawford invited her the following day to go with her to the Actors Studio.


  Crawford picked her up at the Waldorf Towers and drove her there, where she met Lee Strasberg, who would become her mentor and ultimately, the heir to her estate.


  Norman Mailer characterized Marilyn’s meeting with Strasberg as tantamount to introducing Jacqueline Susann to T.S. Eliot. “An empty box office blonde ignorant of acting, theatre, culture, or technique.”


  Author Maurice Zolotow described Strasberg’s appearance at the time: “He was on the small side, and he looked undistinguished. His cheeks had the dark stubble of men who always look unshaven. He was wearing a dark-blue shirt and no tie and a badly fitting rumpled suit. He looked like a harassed small businessman, a drugstore owner maybe, or a delicatessen store owner on the verge of bankruptcy. But when he began to talk, he became transfigured.”
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  Lee Strasberg’s daughter, Susan, said, “Marilyn’s arrival in our lives was a double-edged sword. Father’s celebrity rose; he became more famous, almost infamous. When he publicly affirmed Marilyn’s talent, he was called soft in the head, a star fucker, an opportunist. Actually, it turned out that my father was risking more than he was gaining.”


  Her words might have been true at the beginning of the relationship, but not beyond the grave. The Strasberg estate still takes in millions of dollars annually by licensing her image.


  Director Elia Kazan, one of Marilyn’s lovers, saw the relationship between the drama coach and the star emerge. “Actors would humble themselves before Lee’s rhetoric and the intensity of his emotion. The more naïve and self-doubting the actors, the more total was Lee’s power over them. The more famous and successful these actors, the headier the taste of power for Lee. He found the perfect victim-devotee in Marilyn Monroe.”


  Strasberg’s son, Johnny, said, “The greatest tragedy was that people, even my father in a way, took advantage of Marilyn. They glommed onto her special sort of life, her special characteristics, when what she needed was love.”


  When word leaked to the press about Marilyn’s involvement with the studio, she was mocked in print, one reporter calling her “Sarah Bernhardt in a bikini.”


  Almost from the beginning, she formed an affectionate bond with Strasberg, nicknaming him “Israel,” his original name when he was born in 1901 in a far corner of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. She told this “patriarch of American Method acting” that she was more interested in “getting in touch with my feelings than in mastering Shakespeare.”


  She met with him at his apartment at 135 Central Park West, with its towering bookshelves, whose décor she called “early Brentano’s.”


  He sat her down in front of a fireplace. As the flames illuminated her much-photographed face, he fired off a number of questions at her, demanding fast answers.


  “Describe what it feels like when a new lover penetrates you for the first time.”


  “Do you indulge in sex for your own pleasure, or for the pleasure of the man?”


  “You are not a stupid girl, so how do you manage to effectively play the dumb blonde role?”


  At the end of the interview, he told his wife, Paula, that “Marilyn has limitless talent.” He also shared with his wife the questions he’d put to her, but didn’t reveal what her answers had been.


  Cindy Adams, the columnist, called Strasberg’s feeling for Marilyn “So deep it’s beyond logic. She had to have been his childhood dream incarnate, the embodiment of all his fancied heroines, the epitome of everything a poor Jew from the Lower East Side could imagine. Yet it was he who was sought out by the Goddess. She needed him. She came to him.”


  At some point, Marilyn seduced Strasberg, as she had a tendency to reward men with her sexual favors if she felt they were doing something good for her. She confided the details of her affair to friends such as Milton Greene and Shelley Winters. Somehow, Marlon Brando also found out, as did Lee’s daughter, Susan.


  In spite of overwhelming evidence, including Marilyn’s own confession, Strasberg denied a sexual link. “She’s not my type,” he said. “My type is a dark-haired beauty like Jennifer Jones. Do I love Marilyn? I don’t know what people mean by such a question. All I can say is that I did like her very much.”


  Word spread through the Actors Studio that Marilyn and their dream coach were having an affair, although Marilyn had yet to show up for classes. Paul Newman likened Strasberg’s infatuation with Marilyn to Professor Unrath (Emil Jannings), who was fascinated by the charms of Marlene Dietrich (Lola Lola) in Josef von Sternberg’s The Blue Angel. Others claimed that Marilyn was trying to turn the very serious Actors Studio into a circus act.


  Strasberg had almost nothing to say about his private life with Marilyn, but he issued high praise for her potential as an actress. “When I finally got around to seeing her films, I was not impressed. But when I met her, I saw that what she looked like was not what she really was, and what was going on inside her was not what you saw on the outside, and that always meant there was something to work with. In Marilyn’s case, the results have been phenomenal. It was almost as if she had been waiting for a button to be pushed which would open a door to a treasure of gold and jewels.”


  In spite of such praise, he was often a hard taskmaster and very critical of her work. Virtually echoing Josef von Sternberg’s words to Marlene Dietrich, Strasberg told Marilyn, “Only hard work and endless rehearsals will make a truly great star, either on the stage or the screen.”


  “Marilyn was too shy and terrified to come to class at the studio,” said Susan Strasberg. “Eventually, she ‘graduated’ to sitting in on private classes with the other students. On one such occasion, she met Laurence Olivier, visiting from London, little knowing that she’d soon sign him to Marilyn Monroe Productions to make a film with her.”


  Shelley Winters, her former roommate and longtime confidante, went with her on her first day of class at the Actors Studio. “She was very nervous. She came out of the building in a schleppy old coat, looking like my maid, and people on the street pushed her aside to get my autograph. She loved that.”


  Once at the studio, she didn’t dare do a scene, but watched the other actors. She was mesmerized when George Peppard, that handsome, blond-haired hunk, came onstage to do a nude scene in bed with a woman. A lot of actors would have kept on their jockey shorts. But George was proud of his equipment. He walked out on stage completely nude and performed the scene in bed with some lucky gal. Marilyn was enchanted. Months later, she was so very disappointed when she didn’t get to perform her own love scenes with George in Capote’s Breakfast at Tiffany’s. “ Audrey Hepburn got the man intended for me,” Marilyn complained.


  Monty Clift’s close friend, actor Kevin McCarthy, later to be one of Marilyn’s co-stars in The Misfits, remembered sitting next to her, watching a scene being performed from Chekhov’s Three Sisters. In his words, the work was performed by “dimly talented humans struggling through the murk.”


  He only vaguely noticed the woman sitting next to him, referring to her later as a “tousled piece of humanity, looking like nothing. Then, fifteen minutes later, I looked again. I realized that a breathing, palpitating Marilyn Monroe had developed out of nothing. I remember looking and thinking, ‘My God, it’s her—she’s just come to life.’”


  Winters remembered another day when “Joan Crawford, of all people, showed up overdressed at the Actors Studio. She had made several nasty remarks about Marilyn. I knew that Crawford had the hots for Marilyn, and had seduced her in the past, until Marilyn rejected her. Crawford was seriously pissed off. Like Norma Desmond said, ‘Great stars have great pride.’”


  “When Marilyn saw Crawford come in, she scrunched into the fartherest corner of the studio to avoid encountering Mildred Pierce. Later, she told me, ‘My pussy’s no longer for sale—even to Joan Crawford.’”


  Weeks later, another Crawford, Cheryl Crawford, persuaded Marilyn to perform a scene in front of the class, arranging her pairing with Maureen Stapleton, one of Tennessee Williams’ favorite actresses. Maureen agreed to work with Marilyn and each of them set about selecting material that they found challenging.


  Marilyn and Maureen jointly rejected a scene from Noël Coward’s Private Lives, settling instead for an excerpt from Eugene O’Neill’s Anna Christie. It was memorable as a key moment within the 1931 movie that had marked the first time Greta Garbo ever talked on screen.


  Marilyn played Anna, a prostitute, and as such, had to deliver the same lines as Garbo: “Gimme a whisky. Ginger ale on the side. And don’t be stingy, baby.” Stapleton played a broken-down old hag—the role previously played by Marie Dressler.
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  A rumor persists to this day that Garbo, in disguise, came in to see the performance at the invitation of both Marilyn and Strasberg. Garbo entered the auditorium just as the lights dimmed, and departed just before the lights came back on again.


  Marilyn’s performance had been cancelled several times, because of her fear. “Eventually, she went on,” said Cheryl Crawford, “and her performance was luminous, with exciting gradations of feeling.”


  Norman Mailer also watched Marilyn perform. “She can exhibit every emotion but anger. Nothing of the near-violent anguish Garbo had shown in the film. For Marilyn, just the pain, no anguish. Even if her hostility would soon be visible everywhere in her professional relationships, it does not appear in her art.”
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  Although she received praise from the Strasbergs and fellow actors who included Kim Stanley, Marilyn lamented, “I was bad, very bad. I could just feel it.”


  The next day at the studio, Strasberg praised Marilyn for her “extraordinary and inviolate sensitivity. This sensitive core should have been killed by all that had happened to her in adolescence, including repeated rapes and forced sex, or so I’ve heard. But here she is, still fresh and alive. Her chief deprivation was the loss of her father, a role I hope to fulfill in the coming months.”


  In his public pronouncements about Marilyn, Strasberg became absolutely purple: “She was engulfed in a mystic-like flame, like when you see Jesus at The Last Supper, and there’s a halo around him. There was this great white light surrounding Marilyn.”


  So far as it is known, Strasberg was the only person who ever compared Marilyn to Jesus Christ.


  The ties with Strasberg became so close that she invited him to go to Hollywood with her during the filming of the upcoming movie version of Bus Stop. She promised him that he could veto every scene if it wasn’t right, even over-riding the director.


  But because of his intense involvement in New York with the Actors Studio, he turned down her offer, volunteering the services of his wife, Paula, instead. Paula agreed to become Marilyn’s new acting coach at a salary of $1,500 a week, which later rose to $3,000 a week on the set of The Misfits.


  Arthur Miller detested both Lee and Paula Strasberg. He said, “Without Paula, Marilyn felt lost. In effect, Paula was Marilyn’s mother all over again. A fantasy mother who would confirm everything Marilyn wished to hear.”


  ***


  Perhaps the meeting was inevitable. For the previous two years, Marilyn had just missed encountering James Dean, even though she had expressed a desire to meet him. She had been enthralled with his appearance on the screen in East of Eden, which she’d seen at a special screening with Shelley Winters.


  As she was heading into the Actors Studio, she ran into Marlon Brando leaving with Dean. Her first impulse was to regret she had not made herself up as Marilyn Monroe. She wore no makeup, and a scarf covered her matted hair.


  He looked like he’d just emerged from the set of Rebel Without a Cause, wearing blue jeans, a white T-shirt, and the same red jacket he’d worn in the movie, a gift from Nicholas Ray. Her gaze traveled to his crotch and his scuffed brown penny loafers before she met him eye to eye.


  “Marilyn, meet this asshole who thinks he’s a better actor than I am,” Brando said. “I forget the kid’s name.”


  “Hi, Marilyn,” Dean said. “Wanna fuck?”


  Coming from anybody else, she might have been insulted. But the way Dean extended the invitation with a challenging look made her giggle.


  “How did you know what I want to do more than anything else on earth?” she asked. She looked skeptically at Brando. “I need to get it from somebody. I haven’t been seeing much of this guy’s noble tool, as he affectionately calls it.”


  “Neither have I,” Dean said provocatively.


  “Sorry, guys,” Brando said, “I guess I find too many other holes to plug. Speaking of that, I’m late for an appointment. I won’t tell you voyeurs with whom. Marilyn, do you mind if I dump Jimmy boy here on you?” He kissed both of them on the lips and left hurriedly, disappearing into the crowds on the street.


  “‘C’mon, doll,” Dean said, taking her arm. “Forget this fucking Actors Studio. I’m taking you over to the Blue Ribbon Café. It’s where all the out-of-work actors hang out.”


  “I’m out of work too,” she said.


  On the way there, he confided in her. “I hate that Jew asshole Lee Strasberg. He humiliated me one afternoon, and I’ve never forgiven him. I don’t know why I don’t boycott the place.”


  “What happened?” she asked.


  “I had to perform a scene,” he said. “I came out in this bullfighter’s black cape with a red lining. I’d adapted a scene from Barnaby Conrad’s novel, Matador. After I did the scene, there was silence, as the jealous actors waited for the master’s words. Guess what he told me? ‘You fail to create a sense of being in an authentic place. You’re not doing the work. You’re acting, not being.’”


  “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “East of Eden proved what a great actor you are. I can’t wait to see your next two pictures.”


  Seated at a table in the café, they attracted almost no attention from the other patrons. Only a handful of other tables were occupied at four o’clock that afternoon.


  “I guess I should ask the big question,” Marilyn said. “Which one of you, Elizabeth Taylor or yourself, got to fuck Rock Hudson first?”


  He laughed. “Rock and I were assigned to live in the same house in Texas. So I guess that answers your question. I got him first. But it wasn’t a match made in heaven. He eventually drifted over to Elizabeth.”
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  “They’re both big stars now,” Marilyn said, “and you’re going to rise up there with them. How one gets to be a star in Hollywood is another subject. I’ve been famously quoted as saying, ‘I sucked a lot of cock to get where I am.’ I don’t remember if I actually said that or not.”


  “And I’ve had my cock sucked by some of the biggest names in Hollywood. When I started out, I was starving. In New York, I used to let guys give me a blow-job in subway toilets so I could buy a milkshake to give me some energy.”


  “On Santa Monica Boulevard, I’d give it away, just to get a hearty breakfast, which could last me almost a day and a half.”


  “Where are you crashing?” he asked her.


  “At the Waldorf Towers,” she said. “Isn’t that posh?”


  “I guess so,” he said, “as long as somebody else is picking up the bill. What’s his name?” Rosenberg? Cohen? Katz?”


  “Milton. Milton Greene,” she said. “Jimmy, I didn’t know you were so anti-Semitic.”


  “I’m not really,” he said. “I guess their money is as good as anybody else’s. Hey, I’ve got an idea. It’s getting late. Why don’t you invite me to your pad for an audition? I’m good. Really good.”


  “Audition?” she said, looking at him skeptically. “To tell you the truth, after seeing Eden, I want to star in a picture with you. I guess we might as well start practicing our love scenes to see if we have any chemistry together.”


  “You’re on. You won’t regret it. Fifty years from now, you’ll be writing about it in your memoirs.”


  “I’ve got a better idea than the Waldorf,” she said. “Lee Strasberg, the man you hate, has given me the use of his cottage on Fire Island any time I want it. It’s a bit chilly out there this time of year, but there’s a fireplace and some electric heaters. We’ll have the place to ourselves. Who wants to go to Fire Island at this time of year but crazy nuts like us? I’ve got a car parked in a garage near the Waldorf. Why don’t you forget what you were doing tonight and run away to our cottage by the sea?”


  “I think that comes under the category of an invitation a guy can’t refuse.”


  “If you don’t mind my asking, what were you planning to do otherwise?”


  “I was going to go to Tennessee Williams’ apartment. He claims he’s writing a play about a repressed homosexual and his hot-to-trot wife named Maggie the Cat. He thinks the part would be ideal for me. I think my audition will consist of an expert blow-job.”


  “Sounds like fun,” she said. “So you’ll be skipping out on him for a couple of days?”


  “It’s a deal,” he said. “And I’d much rather be getting blow-jobs from Marilyn Monroe than from Tennessee Williams.”


  “Those are about the most romantic words I’ve ever heard spoken to me.”


  ***


  It was nightfall when Marilyn and Dean arrived at the Strasberg cottage on Fire Island. They rushed around trying to make the place livable, and he set ablaze the driftwood in the fireplace.


  She rested a small nightbag on the floor of the living room. He had chosen not to bring a change of clothes. Before it got too late, she asked him if he’d go for a walk on the beach with her. Looking into the closet, she found a parka for him.


  The moonlight on the water’s surface made it look like glass. Each of them stood silently, taking in the vast expanse of dark water.


  Even though it was cold, both of them sat down on the beach, huddling together. Neither one of them said anything for a long time. She was the first to speak. “When I was a little girl, I would sit for hours just staring out at the sea. I felt that somewhere, someday, a sea captain, a beautiful, loving man, would want me. He’d take me away on a long voyage to a far and distant land.”


  Suddenly, they both became aware of the penetrating chill of the night. She stood up and reached for him. Hand in hand, they walked back to the cottage, which, thanks to the driftwood fire, had become warmer.


  Fortunately, she’d brought champagne with them in the car. It had already been chilled because of the cold weather. They sat on large cushions watching the flickering flames of driftwood. He had his arm around her. “I hardly know you, but I feel I’ve met my soulmate,” she said.


  “Me too, babe,” he said. “From now on, it’s just you and me against the wind.”


  “And all the storms at sea,” she said. “You know there will be many of those.”


  She made ham sandwiches for their dinner, and was eager to retreat under the blankets with him. She’d later confide, “Now I know why he’s so desirable as a lover and why so many people, men and women, want him. He doesn’t leave you unsatisfied like so many other bastards.”


  Exhausted, they huddled together until each of them fell asleep.


  They awoke to the chill of a late morning. He put on his jeans and a jacket, and she wore jeans, too, with a heavy sweater. She wanted to cook his breakfast. He went outside to gather up more firewood.


  After breakfast, he looked into her eyes. “Let’s call this our honeymoon cottage. When we get married, maybe we should book this cottage for a whole month, just the two of us.”


  “Jimmy, you’re proposing!” she said. “Proposal accepted, but let’s wait until the autumn leaves start to fall before we get hitched.”


  “That’s okay with me, but I demand conjugal rights now.”


  The day was just beginning.


  She would later refer to those two nights on Fire Island as the most idyllic of her life. When she returned to the city, Shelley Winters called, eager for news. “I heard you ran away with Jimmy Dean. I want to know everything, a blow-by-blow description. Don’t leave the slightest detail, regardless of how revolting. Did he make you crush out a cigarette on his overused butt?”


  “Shelley, please,” she said. “He’s not like that. Nothing kinky. He was very loving, very romantic. I’ve agreed to marry him.”


  “Please come to your senses, gal,” Winters said. “You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into. Jimmy is a sicko.”


  “Maybe he was on his best behavior. And I’ve agreed to marry him in October.”


  “What drug are you taking?” Winters asked.


  Marlon Brando called around lunchtime and was equally discouraging. He, too, wanted a full report of what had happened between the two of them. When she told him, he said, “Jimmy is my stalker and wants to be my clone. If you’re not careful, when you guys return to Hollywood, you might find him parked in front of your place, smoking cigarette after cigarette until all hours, waiting for you to return home. You won’t be able to get rid of him. He developed a fixation on me. In a way, it’s kind of creepy.”


  “Oh, Marlon, you and Shelley are taking all this too seriously. Our romance will probably disappear like a summer wind. But then again…Who knows?”


  During the days and months that remained for them, Dean and Marilyn would have a love affair conducted more or less on the phone. But the small amount of time they spent with each other would forever be etched in her memory, even if “forever” wasn’t far away for her…. and even less so for him.


  ***


  In January of 1951, two best friends, director Elia Kazan and playwright Arthur Miller, boarded the 20th Century Limited on its New York to Chicago run, where they changed onto the Santa Fe Super Chief, taking them across the Great American Plains to Los Angeles. Both of them were hoping to interest a film studio in producing Miller’s latest play, The Hook. Mired in a marriage to his wife, Mary Slattery, Miller was “starved for sexual release,” in the words of Kazan.


  Kazan had directed Miller’s first Broadway play, All My Sons, in 1947, and was eager to work with him again on a film project.


  Two days after their arrival, Kazan took Miller to 20th Century Fox, where he planned to pick up “a blonde starlet” he was secretly dating. She was appearing in a film called As Young As You Feel, starring Monty Woolley, whom Miller referred to as “my father’s bête noir.”


  Marilyn herself referred to Woolley as “that pervert.” The film also starred Thelma Ritter, who had known Marilyn on the set of All About Eve. Also in the cast was Jean Peters, more famously known as Mrs. Howard Hughes. Peters would eventually co-star with Marilyn in the upcoming movie, Niagara (1953), with Joseph Cotten.


  Miller was immediately attracted to the beautiful blonde who appeared shy, almost lost. Her body was sexily showcased in a black, openwork, tight-fitting lace dress.


  When Kazan introduced Miller to her, she said, “Monty Woolley told me you were born in Harlem.”


  “Monty’s such a liar,” Miller said, “but in this case, he’s right.”


  “I hope you don’t mind my asking, but are you a mulatto?” she said. “You don’t look it. You look more Jewish.”


  Although he found Marilyn extremely attractive, in her form-fitting dress, he made no moves on her, viewing her as “Elia’s girl.”


  It was Miller who made an indelible impression on Marilyn. She telephoned Shelley Winters that night. “Arthur makes me feel like a high school girl who’s fallen in love with her teacher.”


  “Hell, I know Arthur,” Winters said, “but not as David knew Bathsheba.”


  “He’s so Lincolnesque,” Marilyn said.


  As her former roommate, Winters knew that Marilyn always kept a picture of Abraham Lincoln beside her bed. “She was nuts about him. He was her fantasy man.”


  When Miller met Marilyn, his clothes were what author William Styron called “a gentleman farmer’s rumpledness.”


  “With those craggy features of his, Miller’s no pretty boy,” Winters said. “Give me Errol Flynn or Burt Lancaster any day, even Clark Gable, though he isn’t great in the sack.”


  “You know, I don’t go in just for pretty boys,” Marilyn said. “My men don’t have to be beautiful. I bring beauty to the relationship. My first husband, Jim Dougherty, was no beauty. Neither was Johnny Hyde.”


  Hyde, her agent and lover, the Russian-born American talent agent, had died only a month before. He was thirty-one years her senior and had left his wife for Marilyn. But when he wanted to marry her, she repeatedly refused. On many an occasion, Marilyn had said, “I love Johnny, but I’m not in love with him.”


  “You know that Miller is married?” Winters asked. “I know his wife, Mary. She’s a good woman.”


  “The world is full of good women who love their husbands,” Marilyn said, “But the way Arthur looked at me sent me a signal. He wants me. Maybe he’s bored with his wife after all these years.”


  “Watch it, you,” Winters warned. “You’re wandering into a garden of explosives.”


  Kazan was staying at the home of producer Charles Feldman, who was launching the film, A Streetcar Named Desire, with Marlon Brando and Vivien Leigh. Feldman was away, and Kazan as the host invited Marilyn and suggested that Miller drive over and pick her up.


  Miller arrived with Marilyn at that party two hours late. She was already known as “taking forever” to get dressed. Perhaps that was the reason for her tardiness, or maybe it was something else. “Elia was pissed off when we got there,” Marilyn later said. “He suspected something.”


  When Marilyn made her late entrance at the party, virtually every eye in the room focused on her. In his memoirs, Miller recalled how she looked. “She seemed almost ludicrously provocative, a strange bird in the aviary, if only because her dress was so blatantly tight, declaring rather than insinuating that she had brought her body along and that it was the best in the room.”


  Knowing that Hyde had died, many men at the party in Feldman’s home, married or otherwise, moved in on Marilyn. Evelyn Keyes wanted to connect with Miller, having previously divorced director John Huston. She found him on the sofa in the middle of the living room. Marilyn had removed her shoes, and Miller was playing with her red-painted toes. “Miller seemed all wrapped up with Monroe, so I walked on,” Keyes recalled.


  He became so amorous that at one point Kazan whispered to him, “Remember, I saw her first.”


  Since his wife was returning that night, Kazan could not drive Marilyn home. The chauffeur duty fell once again to Miller.


  He would later tell Kazan that he faced the “temptation of my life” when Marilyn invited him in for a drink, but he turned down the offer in spite of his urges. “My brain said not to go with her, but my body had a mind of its own.”


  He did invite her for a luncheon the following day.


  There, he learned that she had neither seen nor read one of his plays. After lunch, he took her to a bookstore in Hollywood that was patronized by actors. It had a large drama section, and in it, he found a copy of his play, Death of a Salesman. “I saw out of the corner of my eye a Japanese man masturbating in his pants. I quickly moved her away from the man, whom she had not seen.”


  Brando called her early that evening, wanting an update about what had happened between Miller and her. It seemed that everyone at Feldman’s party had been speculating.


  “Nothing much,” she said. “He’s very shy. But when I kissed him, I did reach down and feel an erection, so I know I was getting to him.”


  “Don’t get too carried away,” he said. “Miller wants to be the Jewish pope.”


  Miller retreated back to New York before, in his words, “satisfying my own unruly appetite for self-gratification.” In Brooklyn, he congratulated himself on “having escaped destruction,” yet wondered why he’d left Marilyn in California. Of course, a wife had something to do with it.


  During one of Marilyn’s studio lunches with Winters, she told her, “Except for Fred Karger, that fuck who ran off with Jane Wyman, I always let men chase me. But in Arthur’s case, I’m going to chase him. I’ll catch him one day, too. I know I will.”


  Miller not only yearned for Marilyn, but was professionally disappointed that he had failed to set a literary fire in Hollywood for his screenplay.


  As he told her goodbye, she had promised to write him, but he made no such commitment to her.


  Kazan continued to seduce Marilyn, although he complained to Brando: “I’m getting tired of hearing Marilyn talk about Arthur even when we are in flagrante delicto.”


  “Most people admire their fathers,” she wrote Miller, “But I never had one. I need someone to admire as much as I admire Lincoln.”


  He suggested that since she was so fond of Lincoln, she should read Carl Sandburg’s study of the assassinated president.


  In her next letter, she was more candid. “I’ve decided you’re the man for me, the man I’ve dreamed about for so long, but never found.”


  He wrote back to her: “Believe me, Marilyn, I am not the man of your dreams—in fact, I’m not the kind of man women dream about. I’m far from ever becoming a ladies’ man.”


  “Good,” she wrote back. “That means I’ll have fewer women to fight off to get to you.”


  She told him that all he had to do was call, and she would be on the next plane to New York. But he repeatedly turned down her offers, and continued to do so for the next four years.


  Even though he kept refusing her, he later admitted, “There were parched evenings when I was on the verge of turning my steering wheel west and jamming the pedal to the floor.”


  ***


  Before leaving Hollywood, Marilyn accepted Marlon Brando’s invitation to visit him on the set of Guys and Dolls. She chose a day when his co-star, Frank Sinatra, wasn’t there, since she didn’t want to become involved with the feud she understood they were having.


  She had lobbied for the role of Adelaide in the film, which was based on the long-running Broadway musical filled with Damon Runyon’s colorful characters. In maneuvering for the part of Adelaide, she had once again begun a brief fling with the film’s director, Joseph Mankiewicz, who had given her the attention-getting role in All About Eve. To her great disappointment, Mankiewicz eventually cast Vivian Blaine in the part of Adelaide instead.


  On the way to Brando’s dressing room, she encountered the director, but walked past him without speaking. Earlier, she’d told Brando, “Fuck Mankiewicz. I could have won an Oscar playing Adelaide, even if it’s a supporting role. He’ll never crawl in my bed again. He’s trying to sabotage my career.”


  Welcoming her to his dressing room, Brando gave her a deep kiss before introducing her to his best friend, Carlo Fiore, who would later provide details about Marilyn’s visit to the set. When Brando learned that Marilyn had taken to drinking champagne at midday, he ordered Fiore to go to the commissary and bring back three chilled bottles of the best French champagne. Within thirty minutes, he was back in Marlon’s dressing room, popping the cork.


  On the surface, Marilyn looked vastly more pulled-together than when she’d visited him on the set of Désirée. But after fifteen minutes with her, he concluded that it was merely an act. He was alarmed to learn that she was popping pills, surrendering to barbiturates.


  Fiore would later recall that she opened up, if only for a moment, and became the frightened little girl, Norma Jeane, not Marilyn Monroe. As they drank the champagne together, she was very candid in the warm glow of Brando’s company with his adoring friend. Incredibly poised in front of the camera, she seemed vulnerable off camera, revealing that the mere thought of making a new acquaintances caused her “to break out in red blotches.”


  She felt that the only way to face life was to “take a lot of sleeping pills. At three o’clock in the morning, I often take pills to put me to sleep, even though I have to get up at six o’clock and drive to the studio.” To regain consciousness, she said that she took the stimulant, Dexamyl.


  She admitted that the reason she drank so much and popped so many pills was because of her fear of not only facing the camera, but even of another day. She claimed that she often sat for hours at a time, merely staring out the window into space and pulling on a lock of her hair. “At times I become so nauseated, I throw up when there’s nothing left to vomit.”


  “I find it harder and harder to turn myself into Marilyn Monroe every day,” she said. “The public wants me to be one thing, which I’m not. I really can act, but no one wants me to. They want me to be Marilyn Monroe—nothing else.”


  On this visit, she didn’t even mention Joe DiMaggio, but she seemed thrilled to talk about Arthur Miller. She quizzed Brando about his analyst and asked if he were doing him any good. She claimed that Miller had said that her own analysis had been a failure, and that if she continued with her sessions, they would eventually harm her career.


  She quoted Miller, “Too much time on the analyst’s couch might destroy your creative spark, the very thing that makes you Marilyn Monroe. It might steal your charm from your very soul. You might emerge from that couch as some dreary, boring thing, removed of that magic that you possess and all your imitators do not. You have a wonderful quality of walking with two left feet. If you walk with a right foot and a left foot, the public might not want to go to your movies anymore.” Later, her director, Billy Wilder, would echo more or less the same sentiments about Marilyn and analysis.


  She was also terrified that reporters for Time magazine had descended on Hollywood as a means of learning more about her. According to her, they planned to spend months of investigation for an upcoming cover story.


  “They’re even talking to Norma Jeane’s schoolteachers,” she claimed. “I have spoken of my past. But these goons from Time seem to think I created my past. They’re telling people I know that I made up stories. Spun a myth, so to speak. They seem hell bent on exploding that myth. But in doing so, they might shatter Marilyn Monroe herself. I want to bury my past. I don’t want Time digging it up. I view my past like a body that should have been put into a coffin and the lid closed, never to be opened again.”


  “Our past exists only in our minds,” Brando told her. “All the reality is gone. Those Time researchers might file massive reports on you, none of which will have anything to do with you. Remember that. All they’ll come up with are other people’s opinions. People who hardly know you. You once admitted to me that you don’t know yourself. How can other people know you? I have found that friends—acquaintances, really—exaggerate their role in a star’s life. They want to feel important. To bask in our glow. That will never change.”


  Even while drinking with Fiore and Brando, she reached into her purse to take more pills. He issued another warning. “You don’t want to sleepwalk your way through life, now, do you?”


  Marilyn need not have worried about the reporters from Time. Their cover story wasn’t published until May of 1956. Journalist Ezra Goodman claimed that Time editors locked away most of the damaging evidence its own staff had uncovered about Marilyn, and ran a rather reassuring report about her, focusing on her as an actress and a personality.
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  She admitted that she was visiting a gynecologist. “I’m contemplating surgery to tighten my vagina.”


  Neither man had any vocal response to that startling piece of information. “I’m also consulting a doctor about injections to have my breasts enlarged.”


  “You don’t need to do that,” Fiore assured her.


  At one point Marilyn startled Fiore by revealing that, “I’ve had almost as many abortions as I’ve made films.”


  “Surely you don’t mean two dozen?” Fiore said. She did not answer.


  “I’ve sent at least that many women to an abortionist myself,” Brando said. “When will the god damn government make abortion legal so we won’t have to slip around back alleyways finding some quack?”


  Marilyn had come to see Brando not just to talk about herself. She was also interested in doing business, telling him of a script in the works called Paris Blues. She was enthusiastic about it, feeling that it would be the perfect vehicle for launching themselves as a “screen team.”


  “In the movie, we fall in love,” she said. “We’ll take long walks by the Seine until the sun rises over Paris. We’ll be seen at a café drinking endless cups of coffee and eating freshly baked croissants. You’re a drummer. The movie will show off your talent. Your character will be called Ram Bowen. I’ll be Lillian Corning. We’ll get to appear with two talented blacks, Sidney Poitier and Diahann Carroll. The producer even wants Louis Armstrong to appear in the film as Wild Man Moore.”


  “Sounds like my kind of movie,” Brando said. “I’ve always felt that American jazzmen in Paris are treated like kings. Ram Bowen, huh? I’ve always wanted to play a character called Ram.”


  Paris Blues would actually be filmed and released in 1961, but by that time, Brando and Marilyn had lost interest, the roles going to Paul Newman and Joanne Woodward.


  Before the afternoon waned, Marilyn revealed that she wanted to make movies with her independent film company “working hand in glove” with Marlon’s production crew. “We could become the greatest screen team in movie history,” she predicted before they finished their third bottle of champagne, “better than Clark Gable and Jean Harlow, Myrna Loy and William Powell, or Katharine Hepburn and Spencer Tracy.”


  Before finishing her final glass of champagne, she revealed her greatest dream: Starring in a film with “my two favorite actors in all the world: Charlie Chaplin and Marlon Brando.”


  At that point, Brando rose from the sofa, signaling Fiore to leave. “Marilyn and I have some private business to transact, and we don’t need an audience.”


  She giggled, standing up on wobbly feet and giving Fiore a sloppy wet kiss with the darting tongue of a snake.


  Backing off from Fiore, she glided into Brando’s body as he protectively put his arms around her, almost like a loving father instead of a seducer.


  She giggled again and nibbled on Brando’s ear. As Fiore was leaving, she called to him. “Do you know why I love Marlon so much? He’s the only man in the world who can bring me to orgasm. With my other lovers, I just fake it.”


  ***


  Through Kazan, Marilyn learned that Miller was planning to divorce his wife Mary. On hearing the news, she flew to New York and tried to reach him. Apparently, they spoke briefly on the phone, but he refused to meet with her.


  Feeling lonely and despondent, she put through a call to Senator Kennedy’s office in Washington. He invited her down and arranged for her to stay in his permanent suite at the Mayflower Hotel, which he maintained for just such an off-the-record rendezvous.


  Before her flight to Washington, Marilyn read an underground newspaper published in Hollywood that listed all her known one-night stands. In addition to the familiar names (which included John Huston and Robert Mitchum), there appeared a bizarre list of names less often associated with her. They included Mickey Rooney, Humphrey Bogart, Johnny Weissmuller, Edward G. Robinson, Roy Rogers and Trigger, Cary Grant, Tom Mix, Jimmy Hoffa, Groucho Marx, W.C. Fields, Jimmy Durante, Mae West, Ava Gardner, Gloria Swanson, Eddie Fisher, Richard Widmark, Hopalong Cassidy, Robert Taylor, and Paul Robeson.


  While still in New York, an aide to Senator Kennedy called her, referring to her as “ma’am.” He told her that when she landed at the Washington airport, a car and chauffeur would be waiting to take her to the Mayflower Hotel. “Oh, yes,” he said, “the Senator would prefer you to dress inconspicuously. A wig and dark glasses would be suitable.”


  Fortunately, she always carried two black wigs with her whenever she traveled; otherwise, she’d be mobbed by her fans.


  She hadn’t eaten that morning, and on the flight to Washington, she felt like vomiting, even though there was nothing on her stomach. With her credit card, she’d purchased a well-tailored spring green dress at Saks on Fifth Avenue in Manhattan.


  Edith Head, the lesbian wardrobe duenna of Hollywood, had once warned her that “No sex symbol should ever wear green—shocking pink, pumpkin orange, melon gold, cranberry red, whatever, but never green.” But she liked the dress and bought it anyway, hoping Milton Greene would pay the credit card bill when it came due.


  Getting off the plane in Washington, she felt a distinct chill in the air. Wind was blowing in from the north. The chauffeur approached her in the arrivals hall and picked up her one suitcase. It was going to be a short visit.


  A rather handsome fellow in his thirties, the driver said not a word to her but delivered her to the Mayflower. A young man, who identified himself as an aide to Senator Kennedy, hustled her into an elevator and up to his suite.


  In addition to a living room, there appeared to be two bedrooms. She was ushered into the smaller of the two, but not before she heard a man’s loud voice coming from the master bedroom. Apparently, the senator was giving some-one hell on the phone.


  The aide was very young, perhaps no more than nineteen. He spoke with a Boston accent, and he looked very fey, rather effeminate. Did he service the Senator when a woman wasn’t around? His face revealed his disdain for her. Instead of treating her like the star she was, he seemed to regard her as a call girl.


  She’d remember all these details because Shelley Winters had said, “I want to know everything that happened.” Winters was dating Adlai Stevenson, who planned a bid for the Democratic presidential nomination yet again—even though a few years before, he’d lost in the 1952 presidential race with Eisenhower.


  In the bedroom, Marilyn discarded her clothing and sat nude at the dressing table. Having removed her black wig, she adjusted her honey-blonde hair and painted her mouth scarlet red. She’d been warned by the aide that Senator Kennedy didn’t have a lot of time, so she readied herself for a quick seduction by putting on a see-through black négligée.


  Back in the living room, she spotted a bottle of Dom Perignon chilling in a silver bucket on a glass-topped coffee table. The rail-thin young aide asked her if she’d like a glass.


  “Yes,” she said, “and don’t be stingy, baby,” she said, imitating her line from Anna Christie which she’d performed at the Actors Studio.


  The door to the master bedroom was cracked open. Perhaps JFK had entered the living room while she was getting made up. His voice was much softer, but he constantly referred to this caller as “Dad.” She knew at once that it was Ambassador Joseph P. Kennedy, who had once made love to her in 1950 in Palm Springs. She wondered if his son knew about that.


  Apparently, he was arguing with his father about seeking some nomination. Surely he wasn’t planning to challenge Eisenhower for the Presidency?


  After finishing her first glass of champagne, she was halfway through her second round of the bubbly when she decided it was time to check her face in her compact mirror, which she carried with her in her handbag. The bright fuchsia lipstick set off the creamy beauty of her face. She inspected her red alligator shoes, noting how succulent her big toe looked. A lot of men liked to suck on it, especially Sammy Davis, Jr.


  The aide emerged from the kitchen of the suite, telling her that the Senator would see her now. He led the way toward the master bedroom.
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  Opening the cracked door slightly, he said, “Senator, Miss Monroe is here.”


  “Well, show her in, for God’s sake,” JFK snapped at the young man. “You know I’m in a rush to get to the Senate.”


  “Hi, Marilyn,” he said as she came into the room. “Great to see you again.”


  “Glad to be here, Jack,” she said. What she saw shocked her. On the bed, he lay on three pillows and was fully dressed from the top, complete with a dark blue suit jacket, a reddish brown tie, and a white, stiffly starched shirt. But he’d pulled down his trousers and his white jockey shorts, exposing a limp penis that didn’t look all that promising.


  To her amazement, the aide remained in the room, checking something in an appointment book. “Don’t mind him,” JFK said. “I’m expecting three important calls, and he’s got to take them and make a note or two for me. I’ve got to run real soon, but I’ll be back later tonight.”


  He reached out an arm for her, and he placed his hand on the nape of her neck, bringing her to his mouth, where he kissed her long and passionately. When she came up for air, she noted the aide looking at her with disapproval. Perhaps he wanted to be in her place.


  She didn’t even have time to remove her négligée. Still holding the nape of her neck, he directed her toward his groin. With his other hand, he reached in to feel her firm breasts. His penis began to rise. She knew what was expected. She descended on him, using her time-practiced technique, and he rose fully to the occasion.


  During the act, the aide answered the phone and handed it to him. “It’s Senator Kefauver.”


  He took the phone and talked to a man he called “Estes,” arguing with him over some issue she didn’t understand. JFK’s firm hand on her neck signaled that he wanted her to continue. As his conversation evolved into an argument, his penis weakened, but she worked even harder to keep him in a full state of arousal. Finally, he slammed down the phone, as the aide reminded him of what time it was. Her jaws were aching, but he signaled he wanted a release and began pumping it to her. Finally, he let out a little yell. “Swallow it!” he ordered. “Every drop.”


  When she rose from his groin, he told her, “The other night this bitch didn’t swallow me and spat it out. A woman should view a man’s semen as a tribute.”


  She didn’t answer, having spat out the semen of many of john during her days as a hooker.


  Rising from the bed, and wincing with pain, he stood up. His aide kneeled down on the floor. With a wet cloth, he wiped the Senator’s penis clean. “My back hurts so much I can’t bend over,” he said. He seemed perfectly natural about having this menial task performed for him.


  Suddenly, with his trousers pulled up, he was gone after uttering a vague promise about returning later that evening. “We’ve got some unfinished business.”


  At eight o’clock, the aide left and another appeared. He was very masculine, appearing to be in his late twenties. He was much more appealing to her, and actually seemed to be a fan. She made herself as alluring as she could, but it was obvious that he viewed her as the Senator’s woman, and, as such, maintained a strict hands-off policy.


  Room service brought her a dinner a nine o’clock. After that, she watched television and read from the first volume of Carl Sandburg’s biography of Lincoln.


  Around eleven o’clock, she felt sleepy, and the aide directed her to Senator Kennedy’s master bed. Around midnight, she fell asleep, feeling completely exhausted.


  At around four in the morning, she was awakened. A nude man was on top of her, pressing against her, penetrating her. At first she thought of resisting, thinking it might be the aide. But when he whispered to her, it was the voice of JFK himself. He’d returned at last. Even though he, too, must have been exhausted, his climax came quickly and violently. Without so much as a kiss, he rolled over and seemed to fall asleep right away. Within minutes, a gentle snore was coming from him. There was no aide this time to wash his penis.


  She lay awake for two more hours, afraid her slightest movement might disturb him. Somewhere along the line, she fell asleep and didn’t wake up until eleven the following morning. She felt for the Senator beside her, but he was long gone.


  After showering, she put on her négligée and came back into the living room, where the effeminate young man had reported once again for duty. He had a cold breakfast and hot coffee waiting on the silver tray where the champagne had been placed the night before.


  “Ma’am,” he said, “the chauffeur is waiting to take you back to the airport. Your plane leaves at one o’clock. I have a ticket for you to New York.”


  “And the senator?” she asked. “Did he leave a note?”


  “No, ma’am,” he said. He’s very, very busy these days. He’s going to seek the vice presidential nomination at the Democratic Convention, and he’s lining up support.”


  “I see,” she said. “How very nice for him. Maybe he’ll get it. Maybe the Democrats will take over the White House. If it’s Adlai Stevenson again, maybe an assassin will gun him down, and Senator Kennedy can assume the presidency.”


  “We can only wish that something like that happens,” the aide responded. “Imagine America with a very young president instead of one of those creepy old men.”


  ***


  With his yacht, the Christina, occupying a prime berth in the harbor of Monaco, Aristotle Onassis wanted to be a player in the principality on the southeastern coast of France. “The place has unabashed opulence,” he told Prince Rainier III, “It has hedonism like no other place on earth. All it needs is for you to marry a movie queen. Get massive publicity around the world and lure rich Americans to your gaming tables.”


  Onassis met with George Schlee, the Russian entrepreneur and former lover and mentor of Greta Garbo. The shipping tycoon suggested that Schlee become an ambassador-at-large, spreading the glories of Monaco to the rich and famous of the world. The hope was to lure them to Monaco, where they’d be encouraged to throw away their money at the gambling tables.


  Schlee agreed to do that, but didn’t have much success. He brought the problem to Gardner (Mike) Cowles, Jr., the founder and publisher of Look magazine. The publisher came up with what he called a brilliant idea. “Have Rainier marry an American movie star, the biggest there is.”


  “Well, Garbo is retired,” Schlee said. “That could mean only one woman—Marilyn Monroe.”


  “Why not start at the top?” Cowles asked.


  Many sources claim that Cowles pitched the idea directly to Marilyn. But she told Shelley Winters and also Peter Lawford that it was Aristotle Onassis himself who presented the idea to her.


  The Greek thought it was a magnificent proposition, and when Marilyn returned from Washington, she received a phone call from him. Without telling her the reason, he invited her to dinner in his suite at the Hotel Carlyle, where she’d already become a familiar face.


  Before that, she had spoken to Peter Lawford. “He’s not only the richest man in the world, but he could set you up like a Queen. You’d have your own private Greek island. Your own fleet of airlines. Your own fleet of ships. Unlimited credit cards.”


  Rushing out to Saks on Fifth Avenue, Marilyn bought a clinging red gown with a white fox stole to go with it. She paid for it with her credit card, hoping that once again, Milton Greene would pay for it when the bill came due. For the final touches, she called in both a makeup man and a hairdresser.


  Before heading out for her dinner with Onassis, she nervously dialed Winters, who claimed, “I’ve just been fucked by Burt Lancaster.”


  “I’ve never looked more glamorous,” Marilyn told her friend. “As I was standing in front of this full-length mirror, I decided that if I ever met a woman as glamorous as I look right now, I’d turn lesbian.”


  “A Greek as rich as Onassis can have any woman on the planet,” Winters said. “Elizabeth Taylor. Princess Margaret. Grace Kelly. Brigitte Bardot. Me. Even Marilyn Monroe, in spite of her being in love with Arthur Miller. Let’s face it: Money talks.”


  Onassis had discussed Marilyn with Spyros Skouras at 20th Century Fox. The movie mogul told him that, “I think Marilyn is falling big for Arthur Miller.”


  “That’s bullshit,” Onassis said. “What chance would a poor Jewish playwright—a one-hit wonder—have when stacked up against a prince who rules over a kingdom? Besides, beautiful women cannot bear moderation. Marilyn wants it all. Women like her, like Elizabeth Taylor, need an inexhaustible supply of excess.”


  “I’m not for the deal at all,” Skouras said. “The executives at Fox have demanded that I get her out of New York, get her back to Hollywood, and into a movie at once. She can make millions for us.”


  Making a grand entrance into Onassis’s suite, Marilyn found the tycoon “utterly charming, even though he isn’t the best looking animal on the planet.”


  By the time the cork had been popped on the second bottle of vintage champagne, Marilyn heard the pitch. To her surprise, it didn’t involve her becoming his mistress.


  “Prince Rainier of Monaco is looking for a suitable bride to reign as his princess in his kingdom, and I’ve spoken to him about you,” Onassis said. “He’s very interested in meeting you during his up-coming trip to America.”


  “I’ve never been there, but I saw Marlene Dietrich in the movie.”


  “No, that’s Morocco, and that’s in Africa. Monaco is a principality in the southeastern corner of France. You know, the French Riviera.”


  “Oh, so he’s French?” she said. “I like Frenchmen. They’re so Continental.”


  “He’s very rich, and he lives in a pink palace.”


  “But what does he look like?”


  “I knew you’d want to know that,” Onassis said. “I have an eight-by-ten glossy of him.” He went over to his desk and retrieved a portrait of Rainier. She studied it carefully. “I don’t think he’s very handsome. He also looks a little on the portly side. I’ll have to put him on a diet. What would it look like with me marrying a fat king?”
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  “Not a king. A prince. You’d be called ‘Princess Marilyn.’”


  “What makes you think the prince would want to marry me?”


  “Because he saw you in Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, and he thinks you are the single sexiest woman on the screen. I can set up a weekend between you two at an undisclosed location. Maybe arrange for you to sail off the coast of California with him. You’d be very private and would get to know each other.”


  “Just give me two days with any man, and I could win him over, providing I want to. There’s just one problem. He’s only a prince. I’d rather be married to a king. That way I would be on the same footing as Queen Elizabeth.”


  “Well, not quite that,” he said. “I can have my assistant come by tomorrow to show you a travelogue of how beautiful Monaco is. It’s very small. Actually, Rainier calls himself the Prince of Monaco. But I practically own the joint, thanks to my holdings in the SBM (Société des Bains de Mer). Monte Carlo is my plaything. The prince is a puppet.”


  “What’s the big attraction there?” she asked.


  “Gambling,” he said. “Haven’t you heard of breaking the bank at Monte Carlo?”


  “I like gambling casinos,” she said. “I adore Las Vegas. Since he’s the prince, he could get me the highest salary to perform in the casinos.”


  “You don’t understand,” he said. “As a princess, you couldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be dignified. You’d no longer have to work for a living. You’d attend charity functions, stuff like that. You would become the number one tourist attraction in Monaco. Hell, if the prince marries you, your fame would put that principality on the map. You’d attract the world’s richest tourists.”


  “I’ve got to think about it,” she said. “I was toying with the idea of marrying Arthur Miller.”


  “A communist pauper, come on,” he said. “Let me set up a rendezvous with you and the prince. That way, you can test him in the sack. If it doesn’t work out, I have a consolation prize for you.”


  “And what in hell is that?”


  “Me,” he said. “I could buy and sell Rainier and his whole principality any day.”


  “Mistress or wife?” she asked.


  “Wife.”


  “Would you buy me all the clothes and jewelry my little heart might desire?” she asked.


  “For you, anything.”


  ***


  With fantasies of fairytale kingdoms dancing in her head, Marilyn flew back to Los Angeles. The most exciting event on her agenda was the seductive weekend that Onassis was arranging with Prince Rainier at a private address in Beverly Hills. He didn’t tell her who was the actual owner of the property.


  Much of what happened that weekend still remains a mystery, although she provided a preview of it to Peter Lawford, among others. The end result was that she did not come away with a marriage proposal. That dream about becoming Princess Marilyn of Monaco was added to all the other many disappointments of her life.


  When Onassis called Rainier to find out how it went, he was very frank. “I’ve fallen in love with Grace Kelly. She has the dignity and beauty to reign as queen. But I’d like to continue seeing Marilyn. In other words, Kelly for marriage, Monroe for mistress.”


  What Onassis didn’t seem to consider was that Marilyn was not Catholic. She’d also been married twice before. “Did the Prince of Monaco really want to let Marilyn Monroe be the face of his public image?” asked David Niven, a friend and lover of Grace Kelly’s when he heard gossip about Rainier marrying Marilyn.


  At a party, Niven encountered Elizabeth Taylor, and reported the news to her. “I approve of his choice,” the screen goddess said. “Grace Kelly is the absolute antithesis of Monroe. Grace might have been born the daughter of a bricklayer in Philadelphia, but she has the chiseled beauty and the proper manners, or whatever it takes, to be called your Serene Highness. Besides, she’s sown her wild oats, fucking everybody from Frank Sinatra to Bing Crosby to Gary Cooper. Grace can now become a respectable princess. As for Monroe, she’ll always be a slut.”


  Later, when that comment was relayed back to Marilyn, she remarked, “Who does Taylor think she is? Why would I be interested in the opinion of an international whore? I heard she even bedded Lassie. She’s fucked every man in Hollywood, even the gay ones like Montgomery Clift.”
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  Onassis met privately again with Marilyn, this time in Los Angeles, to tell her about Rainier’s rejection of her. “So I’m not going to become a princess,” she said. “Maybe I’ll marry Arthur Miller after all. Or else…” She paused for dramatic affect. “Or else I’ll take your second option.”


  “Exactly what is that?” he asked.


  “That I marry you. I guess my becoming a rich bitch as your wife would make up for your lack of beauty. What the fuck? Most of the men I’ve gone to bed with weren’t raving beauties, except for my Tarzan, that Lex Barker.”


  “I’ll get back to you on that,” he promised.


  “If that high-faluting cow, Grace Kelly, hadn’t come into the picture, and Rainier not tossed me aside, what other actresses were you considering fixing him up with?”


  “Eva Marie Saint, another blonde. If you switch hair colors, Deborah Kerr.”


  “What the hell!” she said. “I heard Monaco is very small, like the Prince himself. I wouldn’t be getting all that much with that one, anyway.”


  “I’m glad you could get your ass over here tonight. You may not know this, but Greek men look at a woman’s ass even before they check out her face or tits.”


  “It’s fortunate for me, then, that Robert Mitchum broke me into sex that way when we made River of No Return.”


  “Tonight, let’s celebrate. The world’s most vintage champagne. The best caviar just flown in from Iran. And, while we’re on the subject, me.”


  “At least you’re serving two of my favorite things.”


  ***


  “I’m miserable in Los Angeles, and I’m flying back to New York,” Marilyn told Shelley Winters. “I’m not working now, and there’s more going on in New York.”


  She arrived in Manhattan in time to attend the benefit opening of East of Eden on March 9, 1955, a movie she’d already seen as part of a sneak preview in Los Angeles. To garner publicity, the producers of the film arranged for superstars to function as usherettes. When Marilyn learned that Marlene Dietrich and Eva Marie Saint had each volunteered to show ticket holders to their seats, she agreed to serve as an usherette, too.


  The press was already hailing the event as the splashiest movie premiere of the year. As she told Walter Winchell, “A working girl needs to keep her name in the papers when she’s off the screen.”


  Even though the studio and the stars were depending on Dean to show up, he called Marilyn three days before the event saying, “I know I promised, but I can’t make the scene. I can’t handle it. I’m flying to Los Angeles tonight.”


  “It’s a benefit for a good cause,” she pleaded with him.


  “Fuck good causes,” he shot back. “Don’t you know by now that I’m a Rebel Without a Cause?”


  She begged him to change his mind, but after talking with him some more, she realized that he couldn’t face the public.


  She followed through, however, with her own commitment. Members of the audience that night were shocked to see Marilyn taking their tickets and guiding them to their seats.


  At the end of the screening, Dietrich approached Monroe and kissed her on the lips, “Why not a repeat visit to my apartment tonight, you lovely child? Love is so much better the second time around.”


  ***


  In late spring, when the weather was warmer, James Dean returned to New York. Once again, Marilyn invited him for a holiday at the Fire Island retreat of Lee Strasberg. He eagerly accepted.


  On the island, it was unseasonably windy and rainy throughout most of their stay, but they didn’t seem to mind. “The sun is bad for my skin anyway,” she claimed. Since it was during the week, and the weather was bad, the community was at low ebb.


  She would recall the experience with Shelley Winters, claiming, “Both of us tried to be completely honest with each other.”


  At one point, she asked him his real name. “I made up Marilyn Monroe. What about you?”


  “My name is James Byron Dean.”


  “Wasn’t that the name of a poet I’ve never read?”


  “He was one of the romantic poets, I think,” he said.


  “Forgive me, but I think it would have been better if you’d billed yourself as James Byron. That would look better on a marquee. Dean reminds me of some stern schoolmaster with a ruler in his hand.”


  “It’s too late now,” he said. “In some ways, I preferred being anonymous. In New York I used to go to an all-night café and just sit there until the dawn, talking to strangers. I learned that there are a lot of people like us in the world who regard life as pretty god damn frightening.”


  “Sometimes I’m so frightened I’m afraid to get up and face the day,” she said.


  “With all of our hang-ups, it’s good that both of us drifted into acting. Acting is the most logical way for people’s neuroses to manifest themselves.”


  Sometimes he kidded her about her image—and his, too. “I’m playing that ‘little boy lost’ for all it’s worth, and I stole it from your ‘little girl lost’ act.”


  “Do you think behind that innocent victim image I’m a cold-hearted, calculating bitch?”


  “I think both of us are bitches, using and manipulating people,” he said. “Sex is our weapon. Now gimme a kiss and let’s change the subject.”


  She was eager to hear stories about how it had been working with director Elia Kazan, her on-again, off-again lover. “He flew with me to California to shoot Eden. It was my first time on a plane. I was frightened. He was amused when he saw my luggage: Two grocery bags tied with string.”


  “Elia is always threatening to star me in one of his movies, but so far, nothing.”


  “It’s nothing all right, nothing to look forward to. Being directed by him is like receiving electric shock treatments. Thank God for Julie Harris. Without her, I don’t think I could have gotten through the picture.”


  As two stars talking shop, they inevitably came to the subject of salaries. “How much did they pay you?” she asked.


  “A big $1,250 a week,” he said. “That’s better than living in New York on two dollars a day.”


  “That’s the exact weekly salary that Fox paid me for Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. I was worth so much more—as you are, too.”


  Both Marilyn and Dean were on a voyage of discovery with each other. They both suffered from insomnia. During their first night on Fire Island, they sat up talking until dawn.


  Finally, they went to bed. When they awakened, at around noon, she tried to fix his breakfast. “I didn’t expect you to be a great cook,” he said, “but I’ve survived in New York on a hot dog a day, if I could afford it.”


  They didn’t make love their first night there, but they did in the afternoon, as she’d later relate to Winters, who seemed eager to hear every detail.


  “He works hard to satisfy a woman,” Marilyn said. Her opinion this time differed from her first appraisal of him as a lover. “You know he’s bi, of course. He said that when he’s fucking a man, he can maintain an erection until climax. But with women, he sometimes grows limp. He has to disconnect and masturbate himself hard again before entering a woman. I understand this, and was most sympathetic. Later, I asked him what he thought about when he jerked off. He told me, ‘Sal Mineo, Natalie Wood, Pier Angeli, Nick Adams, and Eartha Kitt.’”


  “That’s not very flattering with the Love Goddess of the World lying underneath him,” Winters said.


  “I didn’t get offended,” Marilyn said, “considering all the men I’ve dreamed about while getting plugged by some slob. I even fantasized about Rudolf Valentino.”


  “He was another fag, too,” Winters said.


  Marilyn revealed that Dean even talked about “getting hitched.” He told her, “Let’s admit the truth: both of us need babysitters. Maybe if we got married, we could become each other’s babysitters.”


  “It wouldn’t work,” she said. “We both have destructive personalities. We’d end up destroying each other, without meaning to.”


  “Maybe you’re right,” he said. “In that case, let’s just be fuck buddies.”


  As Marilyn told Winters, “Jimmy knows that I’m completely accepting of his personality. After all, he claims he doesn’t want to go through life with one hand tied behind his back. He even suggested that during our makeout sessions, he would like to invite a male friend in. ‘While I’m fucking you, he could plug me. It’ll make it more exciting for the both of us.’”


  “Sounds like fun,” she told him. “I suspect that one of those guys you’d like to bring in is Marlon Brando.”


  “Well, that one sure knows how to have a good time.”


  She told Winters that Dean was almost as uninhibited as she was. “He has no false modesty. When he has to go, he goes, regardless of where he’s at. He said that he was filming a scene from Giant in Mafra, Texas, with Elizabeth Taylor and Rock Hudson, and he had to pee. He walked over to the edge of the set and pulled out his dick in front of some two hundred of the townspeople watching the filming. ‘I took a horse piss and to hell with them,’ he said.”


  She claimed Dean “was a lot of fun, and sometimes we played games designed to reveal our darkest secrets. In one game, we both had to name four very unlikely people we’d slept with. He named Barbara Hutton, Howard Hughes, Tallulah Bankhead, and J. Edgar Hoover.”


  “And who did you name, my dear?” Winters asked.


  “You can guess one of them: Charlie Chaplin. But did you also know about Fidel Castro, Jimmy Hoffa, and Albert Einstein?”


  “Oh, Marilyn, I never know when you’re telling the truth or fantasizing,” Winters said. “But knowing you as well as I do, I have to leave open the possibility that you’re telling the truth. I know Charlie fucked you, because I was also fucking his son, Sydney. But the other three? It’s hard for me to believe.”


  Marilyn had brought two copies of William Inge’s play, Bus Stop, to Fire Island. One afternoon she asked Dean to read a few scenes with her, with him playing the dumb cowboy Bo, and with herself cast as the stripper, Cherie.


  His interpretation of Bo, According to her, “was so tender, so real, so believable that I cried. But he said he wouldn’t play another cowboy.”


  “I did that in Giant. I don’t want to get typecast as the next Roy Rogers.”


  Months later, she’d tell Lee Strasberg that Dean gave the best reading of all the actors who wanted to play Bo. “If he had lived, and we could have made movies together, I think the chemistry between us would explode on the screen. Even though he turned down the role, he gave me some advice.”


  “And what might that have been?” asked a very skeptical Strasberg.


  “Live fast, die young,” she said. “He told me that way I would always be remembered by my public as being young. ‘Never live long enough to let them see you grow old and gray,’ he claimed.”


  Because of Dean’s tragic auto accident that September, the cinematic pairing of Dean and Marilyn never became a reality, only in their dreams. Ironically, they became more linked in death as screen icons then they were in life. In bars in such remote countries as Nigeria, pictures of Dean and Marilyn often can be seen hanging on the walls.


  As Dean biographer Donald Spoto put it: “At the end of the century, it is not outrageous to say that Dean and Monroe—even to those who have a low estimation of them—remain the most royal of deified Americans, if only because of the brilliant marketing strategies of their celebrity.”


  Dean’s death mask at Princeton University has been placed beside those of Beethoven, Thackeray, and Keats; and Marilyn’s image during the second decade of the 21st Century is bigger than it was when she died.


  ***


  Marilyn had walked out on Pink Tights, a film in which she’d been set to appear opposite Frank Sinatra, but she was eager to star with his nemesis, Marlon Brando. Her latest idea for a co-star for Bus Stop was Marlon Brando. “He’s from Nebraska,” she told Elia Kazan, something he already knew. “Aren’t there a lot of cowboys in Nebraska?”


  When Brando flew into New York, Marilyn reached him by phone and made her pitch. “I’m getting some 4,000 fan letters a week, and many of them suggest that you and I make a movie together.”


  “I’m getting some 6,000 fan letters a week, and I don’t recall any of them suggesting that. What makes you think our chemistry would work on screen?”


  “It might not in just any film,” she said, “but Bill Inge’s Bus Stop would be ideal for the two of us.”


  “Are you kidding?” he asked. “I’ve appeared in Shakespeare on the screen. Now you’re asking me to play a dumb cowboy chasing after a dumb blonde stripper?”


  “It’s a great part,” she said. “You’d wipe up the screen. I can see an Oscar in your performance, and that’s for sure.”


  “Okay, sugar,” he said. “Come over tonight and we’ll talk about it. At least I’ll get a good fuck out of it.”


  “Oh, Marlon, how you talk.”


  Over dinner, he told her he was getting at least one film offer a day. “That shitbag, Louis B. Mayer, is gone at MGM, and Dore Schary is far more appreciative of me. He just told his brass to let me play Little Eva in Uncle Tom’s Cabin if I want to. I think I’m going to settle for playing a Jap in Teahouse of the August Moon. That cowboy role wouldn’t mean anything for me.”


  “I convinced Marilyn that her pitch was hopeless,” Brando later told his best friend, Carlo Fiore, when he reported on the incident. “But we made our own chemistry in bed together.”


  Brando bragged to Fiore that “I could take Marilyn in a minute from Arthur Miller if I wanted to. But my trouble is, I can’t love anyone. I just can’t. I know I should, but I don’t trust a woman enough to fall in love with her…or a man, either, for that matter.”


  He noted that while Marilyn was going around professing “all this love for Miller, she’s screwing both Jimmy Dean and me, plus god only knows how many others. She is the Queen of the One-Night Stand.”


  The following night, Fiore went with Marilyn to a party at the apartment of Barbara Baxley. In Key West, during her filming of The Last Resort in the 1970s, she recalled the evening. “Marlon spent much of the night attacking Jimmy Dean for copying everything he did—the motorcycles, the jeans, the V-neck pullovers, and last year’s acting style. He was really furious, especially when some members of the press started referring to Jimmy as ‘the new Marlon Brando.’”


  Later that night over a spaghetti dinner in a West Village tavern, Brando continued to attack Dean in front of Marilyn and Fiore. He was obviously aware of her involvement with Dean.


  “Kazan offered me that fucking role in East of Eden,” Brando said, “and I turned the fucker down.”


  Fiore asked Brando, “What do you think about Dean being called ‘the poor man’s Brando.’”


  “Not much,” he said.


  “I’m not so hard on him,” she chimed in. “All of us start out imitating someone. I used to go to any Lana Turner movie at noon and stay in the movie house all day until the midnight show. It’s just a phase we go through.”


  “Not me,” Brando said. “I’m an original.”


  “You’re an original who is changing every actor’s style in America—except for Clifton Webb,” she said. “Miss Priss.”


  “Dean and I have only one thing in common—and not just our Midwestern origins. Both of us had fathers who claimed that all actors are ‘faggots and fairyboys.’”


  “Well, aren’t they?” she asked provocatively, as she’d had too much to drink at Baxley’s party.


  “I’m not as hard on Dean as I pretend to be,” Brando said. “Actually, he needs to be nursed like a baby. Sometimes, when he’s in need of a mother, I let him suckle at my breasts.”


  “It’s getting late,” she said. “Why don’t we go back to your apartment, and do some suckling on my breasts?”


  “It’s a deal,” he said, rising to his feet. “Get lost, Fiore.”


  ***


  Frank Sinatra in 1953 had taken Marilyn to see a performance of the Broadway play, Picnic, on an evening when a young Paul Newman was filling in for its star, Ralph Meeker. She was intrigued with playing the female lead in the film version that was in development stages at the time. On Broadway, the role was interpreted by Janice Rule.


  After the performance, over dinner that night, Sinatra applauded the idea of pairing Newman with Marilyn as co-stars in Picnic’s film spinoff . “You guys would be terrific,” Sinatra claimed. He was possibly spot-on accurate in his assessment.


  But like many actors’ dreams, the Hollywood version of William Inge’s Pulitzer Prize-winning play reached the screen with a different cast, the roles eventually awarded to William Holden and Kim Novak, another blonde goddess.


  The only reward for Marilyn and Newman was an extended “one-night stand.”


  Since they had not been in touch for some time, Newman was surprised when he received a phone call from Marilyn during her time in New York.


  With her shooting schedule, DiMaggio problems, and other extended (and chronic) pressures, he didn’t expect to hear from her. But she did reach him by phone to extend an invitation.


  She wanted him to take her to see Bus Stop, which she’d previously viewed with Sinatra. Of course, she didn’t tell him she’d already asked Marlon Brando if he’d play opposite her in the film version.


  Kim Stanley was very convincing as Cherie, but Marilyn was working on her own interpretation. Secretly, she’d felt Newman might be brilliant as Bo, the dumb cowboy.


  He agreed to pick her up and take her to Broadway’s Music Box Theater. Both of them entered and took their seats as the lights dimmed. Throughout Kim Stanley’s performance, Marilyn kept squeezing Newman’s hand, indicating her eagerness to perform the role on camera.


  When the curtain went down, she asked him if he would take her backstage to congratulate the cast, including its star.


  He discouraged her, claiming, “Kim has her heart set on playing Cherie in the movie version. With you seeing the play, she’ll know at once that you want the role for yourself.”


  Marilyn agreed, but began her exit from the theater after most of the audience had left. Tipped off that Marilyn was in the building, playwright Inge was waiting in the lobby to greet them. He asked them to join him for a hamburger and a beer at a nearby Broadway tavern, where they weren’t likely to be disturbed.


  After some drinks, Inge sensed what both of these actors wanted. “I think you’re hot on stage, Paul, and Marilyn, you light up the screen. When I was writing Bus Stop, I had both of you in mind—you, Paul, as the perfect Bo, and you, Marilyn, as the ideal choice for Cherie.” Whether that was true or not is not known.


  Remembering their previous encounters, a slightly drunk Newman said, “Marilyn and I can generate heat off the screen—why not on?”


  She giggled and kissed him on the lips, as the playwright reached for both of their hands. “The two of you, a casting couch dream come true. I can see Oscar in both of your futures.”


  “I can already picture myself rubbing my fingers over Oscar’s smooth ass,” she said.


  It was midnight before Inge told them goodbye. They’d spent their time together discussing how the screen version might differ from the stage version.


  Newman kissed one cheek of Inge’s, Marilyn the other.


  “I’m going back to my hotel to make love to Paul all night,” she cooed.


  “Lucky girl,” Inge said. “I wish I could make love to Paul all night.”


  Jokingly (or not?) Newman promised Inge, “You’ll get your chance if I get that role of Bo. After all, both Marilyn and I aren’t strangers to the casting couch.”


  In the next two weeks, and to Newman’s dismay, he’d heard from Kim Stanley that Elvis Presley had also attended a Broadway performance of Bus Stop. He’d come backstage and made his intention clear: “That character of Bo has my name written all over it.”


  “That’s my shit sandwich for the day,” Newman told her after hearing about it.


  “There’s more,” Stanley told him. She’d encountered Josh Logan, who was set to direct Bus Stop. “He told me that he thought Elvis Presley and Marilyn Monroe, together on the marquee, would be the greatest thing since God invented cocks.”


  “He’s got a point there,” Newman said. “Marilyn and Elvis would be the biggest box office draw of the decade. But there’s something Logan hasn’t considered. There’s no way in hell that Colonel Tom Parker is going to let his moneymaker play a mainstream dramatic part.”
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  ***


  One of Marilyn’s all time favorite movies was A Place in the Sun (1951), which had starred Montgomery Clift and Elizabeth Taylor, with Shelley Winters in a supporting role. Marilyn gave the film her own reviews. “Monty and Shelley were wonderful, marvelous acting. Taylor did no acting at all, merely tried to look beautiful.”


  Marilyn had always fantasized about appearing opposite Clift on screen. Having reconciled herself to the fact that Dean and Brando didn’t want to get involved, she talked to Joshua Logan, who had signed to direct the movie version of Bus Stop. “I saw Monty in Red River with John Wayne. As you know, he played a cowboy in that and he was terrific. He’d be great in a very different cowboy role—in this case, in Bus Stop opposite me. Promise me you’ll at least talk to him about it?”


  The idea of casting Clift and Marilyn in Bus Stop did not go over well in Hollywood. As Robert LaGuardia, Clift’s biographer, put it,


  
    “Starting in the mid-fifties, no major movie company would use a star who could not be insured. Marilyn Monroe was a special case. Although there was the constant risk that she would be found dead from sleeping pills or in a sanitarium, there was also the inescapable fact that she was one of the biggest money-makers in Hollywood. With Monty, however, as with Judy Garland, there was no longer the same guarantee.”

  


  Logan was well-acquainted with Clift, and, in honor of his promise to Marilyn, he invited him to lunch, noticing how nervous and shaky he was. He passed along Marilyn’s flattering appraisal of himself as a cowboy actor, and her desire to work with him in Bus Stop.


  To Logan’s surprise, Clift not only rejected the idea, he was also dismissive of Marilyn as an actress. “In my view, she’s just a sex commodity—nothing else. Besides, I’ve played my last cowboy role on the screen.”


  Ironically, in just a few short months, he would sign on to play a cowboy opposite Marilyn in The Misfits.


  Bus Stop was still in pre-production, as various actors were discussed as candidates for the role of the cowboy. Marilyn had already accepted the role of Cherie when the actual filming began.


  She was still shopping for a stage property that might be filmed with her in the lead. She told friends, “All the great women’s roles are being written by gay men these days.” Her reference obviously included Bill Inge’s Bus Stop and also Tennessee Williams’ Cat on a Hot Tin Roof, which had announced a Broadway opening for March 24, 1955.


  She asked Walter Winchell if he’d accompany her to its opening night performance, and he said he’d be delighted. The stars included Barbara Bel Geddes in the role of Maggie the Cat, playing opposite Ben Gazzara cast as her husband, Brick, a repressed homosexual who was not satisfying his wife sexually.


  As Winchell noted, Marilyn sat through the play mesmerized. It was obvious to the columnist that she was seeing herself cast as Maggie the Cat.


  Winchell went with her backstage to congratulate the cast. She wanted to meet Tennessee, but he had mysteriously disappeared.


  Both Winchell and Marilyn were invited to the cast party, an event scheduled at Gracie Mansion, the official residence of the mayor of New York. She found that an odd venue, and wondered how Elia Kazan, the play’s director, had managed to arrange that.


  She learned, with a touch of dismay, that Kazan had invited a few people, including Tennessee, to his apartment for a private party before the Gracie Mansion bash, and that Kazan had opted not to invite her, even though he was her sometime lover.


  Wearing a skin-tight gold mesh gown, Marilyn made a grand entrance at Gracie Mansion, her hair a shining platinum. She even managed to attract attention away from the reigning stars already in the room—Eddie Fisher and Debbie Reynolds. “America’s Sweethearts” were on the honeymoon of a doomed marriage.


  Marilyn had heard that Debbie often gave a devastating impression of her at private parties, and she hoped she would not use the occasion of the Gracie Mansion bash for a repeat performance.


  Debbie was gracious to Marilyn, who was particularly intrigued with Fisher, even though she wondered why Marlene Dietrich, of all people, would select him as a lover.


  She knew that Eddie was Mike Todd’s best friend, and she chatted with him about her having done “the pink elephant show” produced by Todd at Madison Square Garden. Without her realizing it, Debbie had wandered off to greet friends, leaving her new husband alone with Marilyn.


  “Mike told me what a wonderful guy you are,” Marilyn said, moving closer to Fisher and appearing seductive. “I hope you and Debbie will be very, very happy, but she looks too wholesome for a man of the world like yourself.”


  “She’s for home and hearth, perhaps to raise a family,” he told her. “Marriage doesn’t mean I’m out of circulation.”


  “Glad to hear that,” she said secretively, passing him her phone number. “You must come up and see me sometime at the Waldorf Towers. Now, I’d better get back to Winchell. Every now and then he gives me a great plug in his column but, in return for that, he expects a plug-in himself, if you get my drift.”


  “I’m always drifting,” he said, “and will call tomorrow.”


  “Okay, but don’t let Debbie wear you out,” she cautioned. “It’s always good to leave something for the poor.”


  Years later, she’d boast to Winchell, “I had two of Elizabeth Taylor’s husbands before she descended on their crotches—both Mike Todd and Eddie Fisher.”


  Marilyn would remember encountering Averell Harriman at the party. She didn’t really know who he was, only that he was some very important politician. She had once heard JFK refer to him. “I hear you’re very, very rich, and you’ve known all the presidents since FDR,” she said to him.


  “I hear you know one of our future presidents,” he said, provocatively.


  “I hear that you were the governor of a big state,” she said. “What state?”


  “The one we’re standing in right now,” he said, seemingly amused. “You’ll have to forgive me. I know who you are. Could anybody who reads a newspaper not know who you are? Joe DiMaggio’s wife. I know Joe. I haven’t seen any of your movies, but I’m certain you couldn’t look as beautiful on the screen as you do in person.”


  Before he was called away by an aide, she gave him a light kiss on the lips. “That’s to remember me by.”


  In the corner sat a sulking Tennessee Williams, who had slipped into the party virtually unnoticed. He was all by himself.


  A waiter had served him an entire bottle of white wine. Marilyn went over to him and congratulated him on his “stunningly brilliant play with a great movie role for a blonde bombshell.”


  Pretending at least for a minute to be a Southern gentleman, he told her what an honor it was to meet her.
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    Tennessee Williams

  


  After tonight, I know you’re the greatest playwright on Broadway,” she said. “Your cat on that hot tin roof is mesmerizing. For an actress, the role of Maggie the Cat is a dream part. With such a success under your belt, why do you look so sad?”


  “It’s going to be a disaster—the critics will rip the flesh from my bones. I caught my agent, Audrey Wood, leaving the theater fifteen minutes before the curtain fell. She was like a rat fleeing a sinking ship.”


  “Don’t worry,” she said. “The reviews will be terrific. I just know it.”


  One of the mayor’s aides came for him, and he excused himself.


  She reached out to him. “Could we have dinner some night? I want to talk to you about the role of Maggie the Cat.”


  “Of course,” he said.


  “I’m staying at the Waldorf Towers,” she said. “I’d love to hear from you.”


  “Consider it done,” he said before walking away. She suspected he was drunk. Even though she’d slipped him her phone number, he seemed so intoxicated, he might not remember.


  Two weeks later, a call from him and an invitation to dinner came in to her suite. In the lobby, she met Tennessee and his Sicilian lover, Frank Merlo. He was young and dynamic. Tennessee told Marilyn that Frank was “the role model I used for Stanley in A Streetcar Named Desire.”


  On the way to an Italian restaurant in Greenwich Village, she sat between them for the bumpy ride south.


  Frank knew the owner of the restaurant, and he went back into the kitchen to order the house specialties. Soon he came back, finding his lover and Marilyn talking about who might play the roles in the movie version of Cat.


  “Would you believe that Elvis Presley wants to play Brick?” Tennessee asked. “I can just imagine what Colonel Tom Parker would say about his boy playing a repressed homosexual still in love with a dead football hero.”


  “And for the Maggie role?” she asked.


  “Would you believe they’re talking about Lana Turner? I once was hired to write a screenplay for her. I never got beyond the brassiere.”


  “At least they’re not considering Bel Geddes,” she said. “She’s all wrong for the role. Just ask Howard Hughes. He told me that she doesn’t have it at all.”


  “I fought with Gadge (Elia Kazan) over casting her. She’s not the kind of actress I appreciate. But, and I know you know him well, when he makes up his mind, it’s hard to budge him. He has this theory. Barbara was once fat. Of course, she slimmed down. Gadge thinks that women like that still doubt their sex appeal. That’s why they try extra hard to convey a strong sexual appetite.”


  “That sounds silly,” she said, looking over at Frank, who seemed to be hanging onto their every word. “Maggie should be real sexy on screen. In fact, dare I say it myself, some people consider me real sexy.”
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  “I think you invented sex,” Frank chimed in.


  “You might be terrific in the part,” Tennessee said. “Barbara is a cool, somewhat cold-looking blonde. But I conceived of Maggie as a sizzler on stage.”


  “Well, if Marilyn can do anything, she can sizzle,” Frank said.


  “I’ll try to lobby for you,” Tennessee promised. “As for the man, I was considering Marlon Brando, but he told someone that he will never appear again on Broadway in a Tennessee Williams play. Why, I don’t know. Maybe he’ll do it on the screen, but I hear he’s going to turn it down. I also hear Paul Newman wants to do it, but I think he looks too pretty boy Jewish to portray the son of a plantation aristocrat in the Deep South.”


  “Ben Gazzara might want to repeat his stage role in front of the camera,” she said. “That reminds me. I’ll call him up and audition him at the Waldorf Towers to see if he and I have any chemistry. Regardless of who plays Brick, the one thing I know is that I am Maggie the Cat. Can’t you just hear me saying, ‘Skipper is dead. I’m alive. Maggie the Cat is alive!’”


  “You would be electric in the role,” Tennessee said.


  “Don’t give it to Elizabeth Taylor. She can’t act.”


  “I’m considering playing Big Daddy myself,” he said.


  “You’d be wonderful.”


  ***


  Months later, Marilyn lamented to Brando. “I thought Tennessee adored me. So what happens? The role of Maggie the Cat goes to that damn Elizabeth Taylor. “You and I should have done it.”


  “I hear she’s also going to film Tennessee’s Suddenly, Last Summer with Monty,” he said.


  “Just my luck. I get the dumb blonde comedies, and Taylor gets the meaty dramas. Hollywood.”


  ***


  The years had gone by swiftly, but in the spring of 1955, Marilyn had a reunion with Arthur Miller, as his own marriage to Mary Slattery was disintegrating. Actors Eli Wallach and Anne Jackson had taken her to a party at the Brooklyn Heights apartment of Norman Rosten, the poet and playwright, who would become one of her closest friends and confidants.


  Marilyn’s opening remarks to Miller were boastful and sassy. “Four years ago when we met, I was a struggling starlet. Today, as you know, I’m an international movie star. Not bad.”


  “Not bad at all,” he said, “and you look, if anything, even more dazzling than when I first saw you.”


  “You look fabulous, too.” She said.


  “I’m not so sure. My craggy face has a few more lines. If I were in the movies, a director would cast me as your father.”


  “Sometimes a girl needs a father,” she said. As part of a subtle inquiry about his marriage, she asked, “Are you still living in Brooklyn?”


  “Still living on Willow Street in Brooklyn Heights,” he said. “I recently in-stalled a cork floor in my study. It cuts down on noise.”


  “That indicates you’re planning to stay there,” she said. “Eli told me that things are a bit rocky at home.”


  “Perhaps,” Miller said. Nothing, even a marriage, is forever.”


  “That was true of my marriage to Joe DiMaggio,” she said. “Today, I’m free, white, and twenty-one.”


  “Marilyn, please, this is an integrated party, and that phrase is increasingly viewed as racist.”


  “I’m not a racist,” she said. “In fact, I have black blood in me.”


  He looked at her in astonishment, but didn’t question her further.


  Throughout her life, she told people that she had black blood in her and often referred to her “nigger behind.” There seems to be no basis for her claim. Yet it could never be proven one way or the other, because of the uncertainty about who her father was.


  On the way home with Anne Jackson and Eli Wallach, Marilyn denounced Miller. “The god damn bastard didn’t even ask for my phone number.”


  Two weeks later, Miller called her at the Waldorf Towers. Apparently, he’d gotten her phone number from Paula Strasberg. He invited her to meet him again at the home of Norman Rosten. “Norman is away for the weekend, and I have the use of his apartment.”


  Changing into three different dresses before one satisfied her, she took a taxi to the Rosten home, where she encountered the informally dressed play-wright wandering about in his bedroom slippers.


  It was the beginning of their affair. As she would later tell Shelley Winters, “He’s not an athlete in bed like Joe, but he brings sincerity of purpose.”


  “What in hell is that?” Winters asked, sarcastically. “Any other unusual characteristics?”


  “There is one,” Marilyn said. “When we slip around to dine in out-of-the-way restaurants, he never picks up the check.”


  “That I understand,” Winters said. “It’s been a long time since he’s had a hit.”


  “Arthur is that mystery father-lover I’ve always been searching for, and he evokes my historical hero, Abraham Lincoln. Shelley, do you think Lincoln and Arthur have the same type of penis?”


  “How in hell would I know?” Winters asked. “I’ve never fucked either of them. When Lincoln was president, I was still a virgin.”


  When Marlon Brando called to find out what was going on, she told him, “If I was nothing but a dumb blonde, Arthur wouldn’t be in love with me. You can’t spend an entire lifetime in bed. You have to spend some time talking to your boyfriend. He respects me. He even said I have the makings of an intellectual.”


  “That’s funny,” Brando said. “Miller told Norman Mailer that you’re an amazing girl with the breath of a turnip.”


  “Breath or brain?” she asked.


  “How in fuck do I know?”


  As Miller’s affair with Marilyn intensified, the venue for their sexual trysts was often the apartment of Norman Rosten. Miller was also a frequent visitor at the Waldorf Towers. When the weather turned warm, they often slipped away to the Rosten summer place in Port Jefferson, on the north shore of Long Island. Miller was an occasional visitor to the farmhouse of Milton Greene in Weston, Connecticut, although Greene and Miller seemed engaged in a battle over possession of Marilyn.


  Miller also resented her other mentor, Lee Strasberg. The playwright told her that she had the potential to become one of the great actresses of the stage. He resented Strasberg’s intrusion into their life, and criticized the drama coach whenever he had the chance.


  In his enigmatic way, columnist Walter Winchell broke the news of Miller’s romance with Marilyn. He wrote: “America’s best known blonde moving picture star is now the darling of the pro-left.” Privately, Winchell said, “Miller is nothing but a big communist. Just ask J. Edgar Hoover.”


  Sometimes, when Marilyn wanted to go to a party, she asked Eli Wallach to go with them. The actor served as her “beard.” At the party, she would “accidentally” encounter Miller.


  When she moved from the Waldorf Towers into an apartment, Miller would continue to be her most frequent visitor. More and more members of the press were learning of the affair. When cornered, she told a reporter from The New York Daily News, “You must be kidding! Arthur Miller is a married man, and I don’t date married men, for your information.”


  She told her maid, Lena Pepitone, “I’m extending my stay in New York. Arthur is going to make my life different, better, a lot better. He is the key to the existence I’ve always wanted, but never found.”


  In her confusion, Marilyn continued to see her psychoanalyst, Dr. Margaret Hohenberg. She told the doctor, “I need sessions with you to get me through the day and barbiturates and vodka to get me through the longest nights.”


  When Capote came to visit Marilyn at her new apartment, she threatened to have him bumped off if he went around New York gossiping about her affair with Miller. “I know people in Murder, Inc.” she said. “One call to Sam Giancana, and your wispy little voice will be heard no more.”


  Miller had nothing to say when asked by the press. However, uncharacteristically, he did speak to Robert Ajemian, a reporter for Time magazine. “She is the most womanly woman I can imagine. Being with her, people want to die. This girl sets up a challenge for every man. Most men become more of what they are natively when they are around her. A phony becomes more of a phony, a confused man more confused, a retiring man more retiring. She’s kind of a lodestone that draws out of the male animal his essential qualities.”


  ***


  As Marilyn packed up her possessions to fly back to Los Angeles during the waning months of 1955, she felt more empowered than ever, and although insecurities lingered, she was more experienced and confident as an actress. She was still $50,000 in debt, and Milton Greene had run out of money to finance both her and Marilyn Monroe Productions.


  But a bail-out was on the way. The head honcho at Fox, Darryl F. Zanuck, who “treated me like a Saturday night whore,” was gone. Buddy Adler had taken over the studio. The silver-haired executive showed more belief in Marilyn’s star power than anyone else in Hollywood.


  She was lured back for the filming of Bus Stop, with a contract that called for an upfront check of $150,000.


  In addition to her fee as a star, more money was added to her bank account when she sold Fox a screenplay called Horns of the Devil, a film property which she had previously optioned with Milton Greene.


  With this extra money coming in, Greene and Marilyn had purchased the film rights to Terence Rattigan’s new comedy, The Sleeping Prince, which was a year away from opening on Broadway with Barbara Bel Geddes and Michael Redgrave in the leading roles. In Marilyn’s view, neither actor had any chemistry at all.
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  Although she was flirting with asking Laurence Olivier to star opposite her, during a period that lasted a few months, she felt that Richard Burton would be a better choice, and she wanted to set up a rendezvous with him.


  Virtually unprecedented, Marilyn’s revised contract gave her approval of directors, and named sixteen—“and only them”—that she would allow to helm her. They included Billy Wilder, George Stevens, Fred Zinnemann, William Wyler, Elia Kazan, Carol Reed, David Lean, John Huston, Joshua Logan, John Ford, Lee Strasberg, Vincent Minnelli (for musicals only), Vittorio de Sica, Alfred Hitchcock, George Cukor, and Joseph Mankiewicz.


  ***


  Back in Hollywood, preparing for her role in Bus Stop, Marilyn “rounded up the posse,” as she called her friends such as Jeanne Carmen, Shelley Winters, and Robert Slatzer. She also called Peter Lawford, the brother-in-law of John F. Kennedy, on whom she was showering lots of attention. Otherwise, as she told Carmen, “Peter would be yesterday’s news for me if not for his link to Jack.”


  Lawford became more urgent in her life when JFK told her that he wanted his brother-in-law to be his liaison, arranging secret meetings between the two of them.


  He explained to her that he wanted to see her any time she came East, and he also said that he’d be making several trips to California where he would have a suite at the Beverly Hilton Hotel, at least officially. “Unofficially, I’ll be staying with Peter and Pat in Santa Monica. My sister and my brother-in-law will be the perfect cover for us.”


  Long before JFK had become a senator, she’d had a relationship with Lawford. It had begun in 1951 when she met him in the office of the William Morris Agency. Reportedly, he found the twenty-five year old “voluptuous,” and began dating her.


  She wasn’t that physically attracted to Lawford, or so she said, but she accepted his invitation. She’d later tell Jeanne Carmen that, “When a big movie star asks you out, and you’re struggling up the Hollywood ladder, you go for it.”


  When Lawford met Carmen through Marilyn, he began to date her, too, although neither of the blondes seemed jealous of the other, as neither of them regarded Lawford as “a big catch.”


  Marilyn told Slatzer, “Peter wants me for arm candy—nothing more, nothing less. We’ve rolled around in the hay a few times, but it was no big deal. Most of the time I get a good night kiss on the cheek, maybe a feel of my breasts in the car going to a premiere.”


  Carmen presented much the same story, telling Marilyn, “I think Peter is gay. You and I are the two sexiest things walking around on two feet, and you’d think he’d never let us out of his bed. But, no, not Peter.”


  Marilyn claimed that Slatzer had told her that Lawford liked to cruise public toilets looking for “rough trade” on whom he liked to perform fellatio, his favorite sexual expression.


  “I believe that,” Carmen said.


  Lawford’s homosexuality became apparent to Marilyn when he showed up at her house with fellow actor Robert Walker, who was to die in 1951. “He wanted a three-way that night,” Marilyn told Carmen, “and I obliged. After all, Walker is a handsome actor in his own right and former husband of Jennifer Jones. It didn’t work out too well. Peter spent most of the night servicing Walker and not me. I felt like the third wheel.”


  “Both of them are dating Nancy Davis, and I wonder if she goes in for that kinky stuff,” Carmen said.


  “I don’t know,” Marilyn said. “But Peter told me that Nancy gives a better blow job than I do.”


  “That’s why she’s called the Fellatio Queen of Hollywood,” Carmen said.


  June Allyson, MGM’s “sweetheart,” gave a different version of Marilyn’s relationship with Lawford. Allyson and her husband, Dick Powell, had been invited as weekend guests of Gene Kelly. Allyson claimed that Lawford showed up for the weekend with Marilyn, and that they shared the same bedroom.


  “In the middle of the night, maybe three in the morning, Marilyn pounded on our door,” Allyson said. “Wrapped only in a bath towel, she begged us to let her come in and sleep in our bed until morning. ‘Peter is just too kinky for me,’ she told us, but she didn’t explain what that meant. We let her sleep with us. She pulled off that towel and crawled in with us, but I insisted on sleeping in the middle.”
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  Lawford confided to director George Cukor, with whom he’d had a long-ago affair, that he had liked Marilyn in the beginning “when she was still Norma Jeane. She was vulnerable and even shy. But when she truly became Marilyn Monroe, she turned me off. What is she doing? Trying to become another Jayne Mansfield? Those skin-tight dresses and a décolletage that plunges all the way to San Diego. Wanton women leave me cold, and I think Marilyn should wash her vagina more often.”


  In an interview, Lawford seemed to forget that he’d had an affair during the late 1940s with the blonde goddess, Lana Turner. He told a reporter, “There are many girls with long blonde hair and a sexy figure whom men consider beautiful. But I don’t. To me, a girl with a well-groomed look, not the flamboyant type, but a quiet beauty who radiates health and vitality is the greatest beauty of all. I go for the college type, not movie sirens.”


  When Marilyn read this, she told Carmen, “I guess that this is Peter’s way of telling me our dating days are over.”


  She was ready to move on from Lawford, but when she became involved with JFK, she changed her mind.


  Late in 1955, he called her and invited her to a party. He said that Tony Curtis would be delighted to escort her. In the late 1940s, Curtis and Marilyn had had a brief fling, and she was aware that he and Lawford “were a sometimes thing.”


  Before ringing off, Lawford told Marilyn, “Have I got a surprise for you at the party.”


  She had been at the party for only half an hour before Lawford approached her and whispered, “You have a visitor waiting upstairs behind the second door to the left. Tony will understand. He’ll be occupied with me later tonight.”


  “It’s him, isn’t it?” she asked.


  “Why don’t you go up the steps and find out for yourself? You don’t want to keep him waiting.”


  Excusing herself, she did not rush up the steps, but walked slowly and seductively. Adjusting herself, she knocked on the door and heard a voice call for her to come in. When she opened the door, she was delighted to see JFK lying nude on the bed except for a pair of white briefs.


  “Lock the door and come to papa,” he told her. “Let’s get down to business. We’ll catch up on all the gossip later.”


  She did as instructed. As she’d later confide to Carmen, “I bent over to kiss him and with my right hand, searched inside his underwear. With one of his hands, he checked out my breasts. I kissed him so hard, his mouth ended up with scarlet lipstick.”


  In some of their encounters, JFK had to get dressed and rush away after having sex. But on this particular night, he was sleeping over at the Lawfords and had plenty of time, it seemed. She watched as he took a shower, but didn’t want to join him because she’d so careful y made herself up that evening—“and didn’t want to look like a river rat.”


  He liked to hear the latest Hollywood gossip, but on this night he seemed burning with a certain political passion.


  Before the night ended, she felt she’d gained an insight into American politics that few others knew. She came away feeling more politically informed than her more activist friend, Shelley Winters, who was having a sometimes affair with Adlai Stevenson.


  Before he flew out of Los Angeles, JFK told Marilyn that he and his father had it on good authority that Eisenhower was going to step down in 1956 and that Richard Nixon would be the heir apparent for the Republican nomination for president.


  He also claimed that the ambassador had promised Lyndon Johnson financing if he’d make a run for the White House, providing “he’d name me as his vice presidential running mate.”


  “Would you believe that Texas rattlesnake turned dad down?” JFK asked. “The arrogance of that shithead. I’m still seeking the vice presidency but, alas, maybe with Shelley’s boyfriend, Adlai Stevenson, at the head of the ticket. My goal is to serve as the vice president for 1956 and 1960 and then run as president in 1964 and 1968.”


  “Ambitious plan, I would say,” she said. “For all I know, I’m shacked up with a man who one day will be in the history books, right alongside Abraham Lincoln.” In fact, I’ll be your chief supporter—read that, ‘athletic supporter.’”


  “Come over here, kitten,” he said, “I’m not finished with you yet.”


  The next day, Lawford called Marilyn. “I want you to take this as a compliment. Jack spent more time with you than any other woman. He’s sort of a rooster in the hen house. It’s bam, ba bam, and thank you ma’am, and then he’s on to his next conquest. I once gave this party for him, and he disappeared with this brunet e into my library. He placed her up on a desk, hiked up her dress, and did his business before she even knew the games had started. No sooner had he done that than he was back in my living room looking for his next victim. I had to remind him to zip up his pants.”


  “Ever our shining knight,” she said. “You must realize that our future fame will lie in the fact that we knew and were intimate with this great man. Long after the world has forgotten Ladies of the Chorus and Son of Lassie, we’ll be remembered because of him.”


  ***


  “She was a great teacher, but got really jealous of the men I saw. She thought she was my husband.”


  Marilyn Monroe on Natasha Lytess


  Natash Lytess, the acting coach at Columbia, met Marilyn in the early spring of 1948. In her unpublished memoirs, the Russian-born woman recalled the day:


  
    “Marilyn Monroe wiggled nervously into my office dressed in a red frock of knitted wool that hugged her thighs. It was cut very, very low. It was clear that she did not wear a bra. There was a lump on her nose which needed a plastic surgeon. Her voice was like a knife clattering on a cafeteria plate. She had dyed, pale yellow hair, a petulant mouth, and a body…well, a gauche, vacuous-faced girl dressed like a trollop.”

  


  What Marilyn saw was a very Slavic-looking woman with a pencil-thin figure, a thick mane of graying hair, and an imperial manner. Her face was so pale it looked like her body had been dug up from a graveyard. Her dark, men-acing eyes seemed to penetrate Marilyn.


  Natasha had been shown a screen test Marilyn had made at Columbia and was not impressed. But on second thought, she claimed that she saw “some potential there.” Harry Cohn had just signed Marilyn to a six-month contract at $125 a week, and he was “seriously pissed off when she wouldn’t let me fuck her.”


  Marilyn was taken on as a pupil in some of her communal classes, and Natasha also agreed to give her private acting lessons. For these, a check arrived from Howard Hughes.


  Although Marilyn and Natasha were the odd couple, as they were called at Columbia, a working relationship was nonetheless cemented between them. Natasha worked particularly hard on Marilyn’s delivery, although she taught her the unfortunate habit of moving her lips before actually speaking. Slowly, very slowly, Natasha seemed to make Marilyn feel more secure. “When I met her, she was afraid of her own shadow.”


  “You’ve named yourself Marilyn Monroe,” Natasha told her, “but you’re still Norma Jeane. Under my instruction, I will make you into this thing…this Marilyn Monroe.”


  Almost from the beginning, Marilyn came to realize that Natasha had a lesbian fascination with her. Marilyn confided to Shelley Winters, “She’s falling in love with me, and I don’t really want to submit, but I guess I’ll have to.”


  In her autobiography, Natasha admitted that after three weeks of training, she told Marilyn, “I want to love you.”


  As Marilyn confided to Winters, “I told her that she could make love to me, but that I would be passive. I said I appreciated her instruction, but that I could not really return her love. She agreed to those terms. After the war, when I decided to become a star, I knew I’d have to fuck a lot of men in Hollywood, guys like Joe Schenck, but I didn’t realize that included women, too.”


  “I might have lesbian feelings,” Marilyn once said. “I know many men who picked me up claimed I must be a lesbian because I didn’t really respond to them. Of course, I might not have responded because they were such turn-offs.”


  During the early stages of their relationship, Natasha and Marilyn had many confrontations, especially when Marilyn started spending more and more time with Johnny Hyde, her aging mentor. Natasha mockingly referred to Hyde as “the hunchback.”


  Although Marilyn occasionally walked out on Natasha, she came back eventually, her relationship with the acting coach enduring for six long years. She even lived for a time in Natasha’s small apartment. But when Hyde left his wife, and moved into a luxury rental, Marilyn moved out and went to live with him. She still continued her acting lessons with Natasha, however.


  As the months went by, Natasha came to accept how very limited her relationship with Marilyn would be.


  As she wrote, “I was the older woman holding out for a crumb from the cake. Marilyn knew how much I cared for her, and she exploited my feelings, the way a beautiful young boy will take advantage of an aging homosexual. Actually, I found that Marilyn, in spite of the fact she always pictured herself a victim, was not so innocent. She was very manipulative. She was willing to do anything to get ahead, to use anybody who came into her life.”


  “Natasha and Johnny were enemies,” claimed Winters, “because each of them wanted to possess Marilyn.”


  After the death of Hyde, Marilyn tried to commit suicide, according to Natasha. “I saved her life. If it were not for me, there would be no Marilyn Monroe strutting her stuff before the camera.”


  When Marilyn made a movie, Natasha was always on the set, telling her what to do, even if she contradicted the director’s wishes, which she often did. Jane Russell on the set of Gentlemen Prefer Blondes found Natasha annoying. Once, Natasha clashed with the director Howard Hawks, who subsequently banned her from the set.


  Natasha claimed that Marilyn was not a natural actress, but that in time, she could become a good one. “She has to learn to have a free voice and a free body to act. Luckily, she has a wonderful instinct for the right timing.”
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  Natasha also had conflicts with producer Nunnally Johnson on the set of How to Marry a Millionaire. “That dyke broad is going to ruin Marilyn’s marriage to DiMaggio, and she may even end up ruining Marilyn,” Johnson charged.


  During his brief marriage to Marilyn, DiMaggio detested Natasha so much that he referred to her as “Morticia.”


  By 1954 and 1955, Natasha’s long reign with Marilyn was coming to a sad ending. Whatever role she had played in Marilyn’s life was being usurped by Milton Greene and Lee Strasberg in New York.


  At the Actors Studio, Maureen Stapleton claimed that Marilyn often talked to her about her problems with Natasha. “Imagine the difficulty of rehearsing love scenes with a female drama coach who’s in love with you,” Stapleton said. “Marilyn knew that Natasha wasn’t play acting, but really meant it. Few actors could hold up under that kind of pressure.”


  Under Marilyn’s orders, Fox had added Natasha to its payroll. But during Marilyn’s long sojourn in New York, the checks began arriving later and later and, finally, weren’t mailed at all.


  Since the Fox money was her sole means of support, Natasha was thrown into a desperate situation. Her calls and letters to Marilyn in New York were not answered. She was finally reduced to calling Marilyn “that ungrateful little bitch.”


  To support herself, Natasha gave acting lessons to bottle blondes who wanted “to become the next Marilyn Monroe.”


  Even after Marilyn returned to California, she continued to ignore Natasha, refusing to take her phone calls. “I want a new beginning,” she told friends, “and I don’t want to wander down memory lane with Natasha. I’m a different person today from that little girl who walked into her office in 1948. Paula Strasberg has replaced Natasha in my life, although at times I think she has the hots for me, too. It’s a curse that comes with being too sexy.”


  Ignoring what Natasha had done for her, Marilyn began to blame her for all those “cutie pie dumb blonde roles” she’d starred in. “I keep playing the same character, and I’m sick of it. With Paula and Lee, I can grow as an actress. Natasha has nothing else to teach me.”


  As tensions mounted, Natasha virtually stalked her, forcing Marilyn to call her attorney, Irving Stein, to warn her “to back off.’


  In her plea to Stein, Natasha claimed, “My only salvation is Marilyn, an actress I created. At the studio, I fought for her, making myself the heavy. When I call her house, she refuses to speak to me. I am horrified. I feel she’s my private property, since I molded her into this thing called Marilyn Monroe. I’m in ill health and have no savings. I’m totally dependent on her. Let me spend just half an hour with her, and I can change her mind. I know I can.”


  “No way!” Stein shouted into the phone. “Stay away or else I’ll swear out a complaint against you for harassment!” Then he slammed down the phone.


  Natasha made one final effort to reach Marilyn, even going to her home in Beverly Glen. Milton Greene answered the door and refused entrance to her. “I have cancer,” she sobbed. “I’m dying.”


  “Okay, I’ll have Marilyn send you a check for a thousand dollars. A farewell gift. Now get out of here!”


  Feeling completely morose and dejected, Natasha headed back to her car. She looked up at the second floor window to discover Marilyn looking down at her through parted curtains.


  By 1964, two years after Marilyn’s tragic death, Natasha was living in a small apartment in a ghetto in Rome. Her doctor told her that her cancer was growing worse. She took a train to a cancer clinic in Switzerland, where she subsequently died.


  ***


  Paul Newman’s words about Elvis Presley had been prophetic. Colonel Parker adamantly rejected the idea of Bus Stop as a suitable vehicle. Parker’s exact words were, “I’m not gonna let my star appear in some play by a queer. The next thing I know, Elvis will be asking for a role in a play by Tennessee Williams.”


  Bus Stop was still running at the Winter Garden in Manhattan when shooting on the film version began in February of 1956. The play would run until April 21, 1957.


  During the shoot, Norma Jeane Mortensen legally and officially changed her name, in court, to “Marilyn Monroe,” informing the judge that she found “my real name is a handicap in motion pictures.”


  Her acting coach, Paula Strasberg, showed up on the California set to direct Marilyn, even though the picture already had a talented director in Joshua Logan. What a New Yorker like Paula knew about rehearsing Marilyn in a cornpone drawl and as a “bad singer” remains a mystery.


  Almost until shooting began, Marilyn held out for “any actor except Don Murray” to play Bo Decker, the bronco-riding obnoxious but hunky braggart. After her disappointment about her first choices—Marlon Brando, Monty Clift, Elvis Presley, and Paul Newman—having either dropped out or being turned down for the role, Marilyn then decided that she and Rock Hudson would cause combustion on the screen. Although Hudson seemed willing to be her co-star, Universal would not release him, even though Marilyn promised to make a picture for them as part of a casting deal.
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  At the debut of filming for Bus Stop, the cast, crew, and executives at Fox were sharply divided over Marilyn’s makeup, which was supposed to simulate “a girl who never saw sunlight.” Whitey Snyder was instructed to apply plenty of white, cornstarchy face powder with just hint of a pale pink rouge, although he later claimed that it made Marilyn “look like hell.”


  Marilyn herself rejected the original costume she was to wear as the saloon singer Cherie. She went to wardrobe and finally found a flea-bit en costume off the rack, a goldish-green lamé with a ratty monkey fur. Logan said it was “something that Ida Lupino might wear playing a roadhouse whore in a 1940s picture.”


  When Marilyn encountered the female supporting star of the picture, Hope Lange, she told Logan that he had to insist that she darken her fair hair. “The picture already has its blonde star,” she said.


  John Springer, publicist for the film, told the author, “Marilyn also became jealous of Lange when she saw that Murray was falling in love with her. They would later marry. Marilyn did not find Murray sexually attractive, but she seemed to resent that he fell for Lange and not her.”


  Springer also hired another publicist, the attractive and well-educated Patricia Newcomb, who had impeccable credentials as a “bluestocking” woman of culture and breeding.


  At first, Marilyn got on with her, but later accused Newcomb of trying to lure a boyfriend in his 30s away from her. Even though “madly in love” with Miller, Marilyn nonetheless slept with a number of men during the filming.


  Newcomb vaguely resembled Marilyn, both of them standing five feet six. She also had blonde hair and that little girl smile that evoked the on-screen Marilyn. Logan referred to Newcomb as “a jungle cat in repose.” After Marilyn got into a jealous fight with Newcomb, she demanded that she be fired. Ironically, Newcomb would eventually come back into Marilyn’s life as one of the key players in Marilyn’s final days, during August of 1962.


  A powerful director like Logan was bound to clash with Paula Strasberg. One afternoon, when he approved a scene, Paula objected and demanded that it be shot again. “I threw the cunt off the set,” he said, “and told her never to come back.”


  As if to retaliate, Marilyn came down with bronchitis, probably because she’d been overexposed to the cold while wearing a flimsy outfit. Greene drove her to the Cedars of Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles and checked her in.


  When Greene came by for a visit to Marilyn’s hospital room the following afternoon, he found Joe DiMaggio putting on his pants. It was obvious that the baseball hero had had sex with the patient. Apparently, she took the occasion to tell DiMaggio that she was going to marry Arthur Miller, who was currently residing in Nevada, establishing a residency requirement before his upcoming divorce from his loyal wife, Mary Slattery.


  Logan wondered how the love scenes between Bo and Cherie would go, since Marilyn obviously held Murray, who was making his first movie, in contempt. Their first shoot together had been a disaster.


  As a rambunctious and tactless cowboy who’s far from home, Bo has accompanied Cherie (Marilyn) to a dive called the Blue Dragon Café. As she tries to escape his amorous advances, he grabs her costume and rips off the sequined train. She yanks it back from him. “Give me back my tail.” Her jerky movement was so violent that she hit him in the face, causing two cuts and a seriously damaged eye.


  Logan hoped she would apologize—in fact, Murray demanded it. But instead, Marilyn yelled at him, “Damn you, damn you, and damn you. I will NOT APOLOGIZE! You don’t belong in this picture. It’s only justice that you got hurt.” Bursting into tears, she ran to her dressing room and wouldn’t come out for the rest of the afternoon.


  In spite of that, Logan was able to make peace between his two actors, and even enticed her into a passionate kissing scene, which also became a bone of contention. Forgetting her true feelings about Murray, she kissed him almost violently. It was so passionate she even drooled, the camera catching a string of saliva pouring out of her succulent mouth and running down her chin.


  When Marilyn wanted the scene kept in, “the prissy film editor” [her words] cut the scene, infuriating her. She unfairly blamed Logan, accusing him of being a homosexual. “You don’t know what love between a man and a woman is like. I bet you drooled a lot when you sucked Paul Newman’s cock.”


  The next day, Logan forgave her and, being the professional director he was, continued with the shoot. Perhaps from the Strasbergs, she’d learned about Logan’s closeted life as a homo-sexual in New York.


  Even so, at one point she became so frustrated that she placed a hysterical call to Miller in Nevada. “I can’t make this picture. I’m going to walk off the set. The crew, including Logan, hates women. They are cruel to me. I’m trying my best, but everybody is plotting against me. I no longer trust Milton Greene. He’s just trying to use me as a meal ticket.”
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  Miller finally got her to cool down, and eventually persuaded her to hold out until the end of the shoot. Suspecting during the call that she was heavily drugged, he promised her that he’d be with her soon.


  “Papa, you’ll protect me, won’t you?” she asked.


  “Yes, Norma Jeane, I’ll be there for you.”


  After a bad night, the following morning she tried to enlist Logan’s sympathy. “I’m nearly thirty years old,” she said, “and some mornings I don’t know if I can get up to face the camera. My rough life, the abuse of my body, is beginning to show in my face. When I have a close-up, I die a thousand deaths.”


  At the end of the shoot, Marilyn did not say goodbye to Murray.


  During her farewell to Logan, she said, “I’m getting ready to join Arthur Miller in New York. Cooking for my husband, Jim Dougherty, was easy: a slab of beef, mashed potatoes, and peas and carrots. Joe DiMaggio liked only his family’s Sicilian recipes. But Arthur’s mother is having to teach me all of his favorite dishes—chopped chicken liver, chicken soup with matzoh balls, gefilte fish, and borscht. As for potato pierogies, forget it. He can go home to mother for that dish.”


  Upon its release, Bus Stop, Marilyn’s twenty-fourth film was, according to many critics, her finest performance.


  In spite of all the difficulties between them, Logan told the press, “She can become one of the greatest stars we’ve ever had if she can control her emotions and guard her health. I don’t think she ever really had two days of happiness in her life.”
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  Before leaving the set of Bus Stop, she presented him with a picture of herself portraying Sarah Bernhardt. “Please, every morning, place a yellow rose beside this picture. Please.”


  He was taken aback, finding that an odd request. “I won’t even have to go to a florist. I grow yellow roses at home.” Of course, he did not honor such a ridiculous request.


  Most of Marilyn’s fans liked her portrayal of Cherie, although many critics blasted her. Columnist Sheilah Graham praised Marilyn’s performance, but Alain Brien lambasted her, claiming she never looked less glamorous. “Her blue saucer eyes are chipped at the edges. The soft yellow hair is as synthetic as springy as oak shavings. And her voice has the flat whine of a Liverpudlian doing a bad imitation of Shirley Temple.”


  Privately, Miller was critical of her performance, calling it a burlesque. And he found Murray’s acting hardly worthy of a daytime TV soap opera.


  She dreamed of an Oscar nomination, but didn’t get it. Ironically, the most criticized actor on the set, Murray, was nominated for an Academy Award as Best Supporting Actor.


  Bosley Crowther of The New York Times wrote the film’s most sensitive review, noting that she’d “gone beyond previous roles where she would wiggle, pout, and pop her big eyes playing a synthetic vamp. Joshua Logan has gotten her to be the beat-up B-girl of William Inge’s play, even down to the Ozark accent and the look of pellagra about her skin. He has gotten her to be the tinseled floozie, the semi-moronic doll who is found in a Phoenix clip-joint by a cowboy of equally limited brains. He has also gotten her to light the small flame of dignity that sputters pathetically in this chipper and to make a rather moving sort of her.”


  ***


  Marilyn’s link to the CIA (Central Intelligence Agency) has never been fully explained. Every year or so a document turns up shedding more light into the shadows of her past.


  It is known that mobster Sam Giancana was linked to the Kennedy administration in the 1960s and to a rogue group within the CIA, plotting the assassination of Fidel Castro in Havana. But Giancana’s link to the CIA actually went back years earlier—to the Eisenhower administration.


  Because of Giancana’s links to Marilyn, agents of the CIA recruited him in an attempt to accumulate blackmail evidence on President Kusno Sukarno of Indonesia during his state visit to the United States in 1956. Because of Sukarno’s links to communist countries such as China, he received a chilly welcome from John Foster Dulles, Secretary of State.


  Before his visit, the CIA agents set out to learn all they could about this controversial Third World leader, a hero to the people of Indonesia during a four-year struggle which culminated in Indonesia’s independence, in 1949, from the Netherlands.


  One spy learned that Marilyn was Sukarno’s favorite movie star, and that he’d watched both Niagara and Gentlemen Prefer Blondes nearly eighteen times each.


  At CIA headquarters, it was suggested that Marilyn could be used to entrap Sukarno in a sexually compromising situation. But first, someone had to enlist her, someone who had influence over her. It was known at the time that Sam Giancana could blackmail her into doing his bidding. Consequently, he was the one designated to approach her.


  This revelation appears in a controversial book, Double Cross, written by the brother of Sam Giancana, Chuck Giancana, and his son, also named Sam Giancana. “Marilyn’s desire to achieve stardom, coupled with her childlike desire to please, was exploited by the Mafia and the CIA as well,” the Giancanas wrote. “Her sexual charms were employed by the CIA to frame world leaders, among them President Sukarno of Indonesia. ‘Mooney’ [meaning mob boss Sam Giancana] lined Marilyn up as bait. Marilyn, perhaps more because she enjoyed the attentions of the world’s most powerful men than for reasons of patriotism, became a willing participant in the intrigue.”


  Before she actually met Sukarno, she received a call from Senator Kennedy, who had been made aware of the plot through his own contacts within the CIA. Before Sukarno had flown out of Washington, JFK had met privately with him. Kennedy’s reputation as a ladies’ man was known to Sukarno, a womanizer himself who would go on to have more wives than Henry VIII.


  JFK referred to Sukarno as “the commie prince.” “He wanted to know the names on my list of whatever pretty girls in Hollywood put out,” JFK told Marilyn.


  “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “By the time I finish off this little brown man, he won’t be fit to seduce any other pretty gal.”


  The organizer for some of the events scheduled for Sukarno in Beverly Hills was Joshua Logan. It was he contacted Hollywood’s most elite couple, William and Edie Goetz, asking them to sponsor a “Welcome to California” party for Sukarno at their Beverly Hills mansion. As the daughter of Louis B. Mayer, Edie had an address book that included the Hollywood A-list, such as Dore Schary, Samuel Goldwyn, and Jack Warner, plus such stars as Clark Gable and Tyrone Power.
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  Fred Lawrence Guiles, author of Legend, wrote, “Marilyn was invited and when she stepped into the salon, she was instantly surrounded by little men from Southeast Asia. Logan said that he had never before heard such a spontaneous sexual roar as came from the excited throats of the diminutive Asians.”


  Columnist Drew Pearson was one of the guests. He later wrote “Throwing her arms around President Sukarno, Marilyn exclaimed, ‘I’m so pleased to meet the President of India.’ ‘I’m the President of Indonesia,’ prompted Sukarno.’ ‘Never heard of it,’ said the frank Marilyn. A friendship thereupon ended before it began.”


  This story is probably apocryphal. If indeed it really happened, it was just a ruse to throw off the press. Before their meeting, Marilyn had been briefed by an agent from the CIA who had been driven to Marilyn’s apartment by Sam Giancana himself.


  In Jane Ellen Wayne’s biography, Marilyn’s Men, she’d written, “Sukarno took a shine to Marilyn at the Beverly Hills party. She responded and, to the delight of the other guests, the sensual sparks flew between the two of them.”


  On the final day of her twenty-ninth year, Marilyn looked radiant at the party. She also felt more confident than she had in years.


  She was definitely on the A-list, with her handprints in cement outside Grauman’s Chinese Theater, her apartment on those movie star maps, and a bronze star on the sidewalk at Hollywood and Vine.


  Sukarno was very discreet. His Nehru jacket was seen leaving the party a good forty-five minutes before Marilyn’s own departure. Outside, she got into the back seat of a long stretch limousine and was delivered to Sukarno’s luxurious hotel suite. He was waiting for her with champagne and caviar.


  Unknown to the president, Giancana had arranged to have his bedroom install ed with equipment that would photograph Marilyn’s sexual tryst with the Indonesian leader. Giancana had employed Fred Otash, Hollywood’s most notorious detective and an expert on secret taping of stars, to perform the bugging.


  After Sukarno’s departure from Los Angeles, Otash removed the tape from the hotel and shipped it to the CIA in Washington. It is unclear exactly what agents there planned to do with this incriminating and embarrassing piece of evidence.


  In his book, Goddess, the Secret Life of Marilyn Monroe, Anthony Summers wrote: “The CIA wanted to curry favor with Sukarno by using Marilyn as bait, but nothing came of it.”


  While it is true that nothing but a one-night stand came of it, the tape might one day have had some potential use as blackmail.


  Marilyn later admitted to Robert Slatzer, “I seduced Sukarno. I started out by stripping down nude in front of him and telling him, ‘Now that you’ve got what you want, what are you going to do with it?’ He rose to the challenge.”
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  “How was it?” Slatzer asked. “Not as good as me, I hope?”


  “Not as good as you. You look like an average Joe, but you’re okay between the sheets. With Sukarno, I got smaller equipment but faster action.”


  ***


  After Elvis had seen Bus Stop, he was greatly disappointed that he did not get to play Bo. “The role would have been perfect for me,” he told his cronies. “Instead, I got to make some quickie shit called Loving You” (1957).


  Nearly all biographies ignore the fact that Elvis and Marilyn met in the mid-50s. Those books will have to be rewritten in the wake of revelations in October of 2006 by Byron Raphael, a retired William Morris agent who worked for Elvis. He spilled the beans on a salacious secret he’d been harboring for nearly half a century, revealing a “one-night stand” between Elvis and the blonde goddess in 1956.


  Raphael claimed that he received a call one night from Elvis, requesting that Marilyn be brought to him at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel. The agent called Marilyn, doubting if she’d accept such a request. But even though she was involved at the time with Arthur Miller, Marilyn took the bait and agreed to the rendezvous.


  Raphael reported that when Marilyn came into Elvis’s suite, the famous pair started kissing even before saying a word to each other. Finally, she broke the silence, telling Elvis, “You’re not bad for a guitar player.” After only a few minutes on the living room sofa, according to Raphael, they got up and disappeared into the bedroom. He waited in the living room to take her home, but fell asleep, awakening hours later to find Marilyn and Elvis, both nude, emerging from the bedroom.


  Not knowing when their sexual gymnastics would end, Raphael said he “bolted” from Elvis’s suite. Five days later, when he encountered Elvis, Raphael asked how it had gone with Marilyn. “She’s a nice gal, but a little tall for me,” he said. She was also nearly a decade older than him, but he was too much of a Southern gentleman to bring that up.


  Raphael got the “historic” coming together of Elvis and Marilyn right. But there was much more to the story than what he knew.


  One night in 1966, at an actor’s hangout off Times Square in New York, Shelley Winters, Marilyn’s roommate when she first hit Hollywood, revealed to actor John Ireland (star of the 1949 version of All the King’s Men) and to the author of this book a lot more about the interaction of Marilyn with The King. She claimed that their one-night stand blossomed into an on-again, off-again affair that lasted throughout the rest of the 50s, interrupted only by Elvis’ stint with the U.S. Army in Germany.


  A lifelong friend and confidante of Marilyn, Shelley said that Marilyn also told her that Elvis as a lover didn’t match the allure of baseball legend Joe DiMaggio. She also claimed that Elvis “didn’t have Joe’s bat to hit home runs with.”


  When Shelley asked Marilyn why she continued to see Elvis over the years, MM said, “Other than me, he’s the most famous person there is. How could I refuse? I don’t think Albert Einstein would be a great lover either, but if he called me to his bed, I’d come running. After all, I think he invented the atomic bomb or something.”


  The author of this book also knew a young actor, Nick Adams, who arguably was Elvis’s best all time male friend. Nick had appeared with James Dean in Rebel Without a Cause (1955), but is remembered today chiefly for his 1962 TV series, The Rebel. Nick died, allegedly from a drug overdose, in 1968. Many Hollywood insiders, including actor Forrest Tucker, insisted that he was murdered.


  In 1964, when he was making Hell Is for Heroes, Nick confirmed to the author details about the Elvis/Marilyn tryst, telling much the same story that Shelley did.


  “Elvis was never really that attracted to Marilyn,” Nick claimed. “Not only was she an older woman, she wasn’t really his type. He much preferred Ann-Margret.”


  “Then why did he keep seeing her?” the author asked.


  “It was an ego trip for him,” Nick said. “At the time, she was the world’s most beautiful and sexiest woman. And she probably found it thrilling to fuck with the man every other woman wanted. Hanging out together was a thrill for both of them. The sex was mere icing on the cake—not the cake itself.”


  Although Shelley kept most of Marilyn’s secrets when she was alive, she privately told indiscreet stories about her after she’d died. “Marilyn and I fucked some of the same guys, but I never got around to Elvis. From what I hear, I didn’t miss all that much. Give me Burt Lancaster or John Ireland any day.”
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  When Elvis began to see Marilyn secretly, he expressed his great regret that he had not co-starred with her in Bus Stop.


  “Don Murray was no Elvis,” she assured him. “The two of us would have at least had the power of the atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima. We would have created a nuclear blast that would have made us the screen team of the century.”


  Sometimes Elvis didn’t want sex at all with Marilyn, and told her, “I just want to cuddle.” During some of these evenings, he would talk about his beloved mother, Gladys. Marilyn confessed to Elvis that mental illness ran in her family and that her maternal great-grandfather, Tilford Hogan, had hanged himself at the age of 82. Her maternal grandmother, Della, had died in a mental asylum at the age of 51—one year after Marilyn’s birth. She also told Elvis that her grandmother tried to smother her before being shipped off to the mental ward. But it is unlikely that Marilyn could remember such an incident, since she would have been barely 13 months old at the time. Elvis later confided to Nick Adams that “Marilyn fantasizes a lot about her past. Shit, man, she even told me that Clark Gable was her father.”


  Marilyn’s most memorable evening with Elvis—at least according to Shelley—was when he danced “Jailhouse Rock” for her in the nude. “I giggled as I watched him flipping up and down. It was very funny and strangely erotic. Elvis could deliver, I guess,” Marilyn confessed to Shelley. “But he sure wanted to postpone penetration as long as possible. In my opinion, I think his ideal form of sex would be mutual masturbation. He sure likes to play with you down there. But he likes to use his fingers more than he likes to use the rod. One night, I was a bit drunk and jokingly kidded him, ‘Spare the rod, spoil the fuck, Elvis.’ He didn’t like that at all. In fact, he got up and put on his pants and told me to go home. But he called the next day and apologized.”
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  Elvis read less than one percent of the fan mail he received, and Marilyn read even less of her own. But the two of them liked to share some of their more outrageous letters with each other. Men throughout America sent Marilyn nudes of themselves, telling her in graphic detail just what they’d like to do with her in bed. And dozens of lesbians wrote with similar requests.


  Most of Elvis’ mail—some ten thousand letters a week—came from young girls. Many of them wanted Elvis “to take my virginity,” and most enclosed photos of themselves ready, willing, and eager to be deflowered. Some of them threatened suicide if Elvis didn’t agree to meet them. The strangest letters came from distraught parents, who threatened to kill themselves if Elvis didn’t “cool down his act.”


  “You’re turning my girl evil!” was a typical comment among these parental letters.


  “I don’t see how I could be a threat to any parents’ daughters. I’m just up there on that stage doing what comes naturally,” Elvis said.


  “Forget it,” Marilyn told him. “You’re doing fine. Just keep doing what you’re doing. Speaking of doing what comes naturally, why don’t you come over here and join me in bed and we’ll let Mother Nature take her course?”


  After Elvis and Marilyn stopped dating, around 1960, and as a token of his gratitude, he bought her a moon-shaped bed whose headboard was upholstered in “shocking pink” leather with scarlet-red sheets and accessories.


  When a truck pulled up with the bed at Marilyn’s bungalow, she refused to accept delivery. “Tell Mr. Elvis that I don’t rock and I don’t roll in a Valentine box,” she told the deliverymen. “I would never sleep in a bed that would attract more attention than me. After all, I’m the star!”


  ***


  In a letter to Cecil Beaton, Truman Capote wrote: “By the time you get this, Marilyn Monroe will have married Arthur Miller. Saw them the other night, both looking suffused with a sexual glow. I can’t help feeling this little episode will be called Death of a Playwright.”


  The saga of the Miller/Monroe romance became tabloid fodder, one headline citing them as THE INTELLECTUAL AND THE NAKED VENUS. Robert Levin, a magazine writer, claimed, “The upcoming marriage of the pinup girl of the age and the nation’s foremost intellectual playwright seems preposterous.” The New York Post referred to the coupling as, “America’s number one representative of the Body & the Mind.”


  Marilyn told her friends at Actors Studio “We’re going to have the greatest kids in America. With my beauty and his brain, how can we go wrong?”


  On June 21, 1956, during the peak of the McCarthy era’s “Red Scare,” Marilyn was caught up in a political scandal as Miller was summoned before the House Un-American Activities Committee.


  Ostensibly, the hearings dealt with his application for a passport so that he could fly with Marilyn to London for the filming of The Sleeping Prince, later retitled The Prince and the Showgirl.


  But he knew that conservative lawmakers would make intense efforts to link his name with any communist party affiliations he might have had during the early 1940s. Like Elia Kazan, his friend, Miller would be asked to name names of “fellow Reds.”


  At first, he was tempted to cooperate with the committee, if only to free himself so he could continue his career as a playwright and author. It was Marilyn who talked him out of it, not wanting to bring any more pain to the already troubled lives of Hollywood writers.


  The hearing virtually went nowhere, as Miller evaded most questions until he was threatened with a contempt of Congress charge. Then, the Democratic Representative from Pennsylvania, Francis E. Walter, told Miller that if he could arrange for him (Walter) to be photographed with Marilyn, he would drop the contempt charges. Both Miller and Marilyn refused the offer.


  After endless wrangling, Miller was granted his passport so that he could travel to England. It was valid for only six months.


  Marilyn was delighted, but on occasion, when she got mad at Miller, she referred to him as “that fucking communist” to her maid, Lena Pepitone.


  It was later revealed that Senator Kennedy intervened on Miller’s behalf, using his influence with the State Department to get Miller’s passport validated.


  The case of the U.S. government against Miller would drag on for months. On July 19, 1957, a judge ruled that the Congressional committee did have the right to demand that Miller inform a Congressional committee about members of the Communist Party who he had known. For contempt of Congress, he was fined $500 and given a suspended jail sentence of one month. Miller’s lawyers continued to appeal through the courts until the U.S. Supreme Court reversed charges against him in August of 1958.


  During the 1956 hearings, Miller announced to the world that he was going to marry Marilyn. She was furious. “He hasn’t even proposed yet,” she shouted at Milton Greene. Actually, she wasn’t sure she wanted to marry him and break up his family. At times, she seemed content to continue with their affair.


  By June 22, she’d changed her mind and held a press conference announcing her intention of entering into her third marriage (or was it her fourth?). On June 29, 1956, in a brief civil ceremony in front of Judge Seymour Rabinowitz at the Westchester County Courthouse in White Plains, New York, she married him. On July 1, she married him again in a Jewish ceremony with only family and such friends as the Milton Greenes and the Strasbergs invited.


  The second time around, Rabbi Robert Goldberg conducted the ceremony at the home of Miller’s literary agent, Kay Brown. Marilyn appeared resplendent in a champagne-colored chiffon dress, carrying a bouquet of purple roses. Both she and Miller exchanged Cartier wedding bands.


  Marilyn shocked many of her fans when she announced that she was converting to the Jewish faith. From Goldberg, she was given the tenets of the Re-formed branch of Judaism. The rabbi, who seemed a bit mesmerized by her, asked that she take along a copy of the Torah to study during her honeymoon.


  Spyros Skouras, President at the time of Fox Studios, sent her not a telegram of congratulations, but one expressing his fears that patriotic Americans would boycott her future movies because of her association with Miller.


  The coverage of her wedding to Miller was topped only by the oceans of ink devoted to the marriage of the abdicated King Edward VIII of England to the American divorcée Wallis Simpson. On the back of her wedding portrait, Marilyn scribbled: “HOPE! HOPE! HOPE!”


  ***


  As early as February 9, 1956, it had been announced that Marilyn Monroe Productions had acquired the screen rights to Terence Rattigan’s play, The Sleeping Prince, which Milton Greene and Marilyn would later re-title as the more commercial The Prince and the Showgirl. Apparently, Laurence Olivier, the world’s leading Shakespearian actor, was going to be her co-star, although the contracts were yet to be signed.


  Until the contract was signed, Marilyn secretly wanted Richard Burton to play the prince to her showgirl. Her history with the Welsh-born actor is muddled. When Burton was dating Susan, the daughter of Lee Strasberg, Marilyn told Susan’s father, “I had Burton back when he was making My Cousin Rachel with Olivia de Havilland. It was so very easy to take him away from that uptight bitch. He seduced me with that voice of his. As for his pockmarks, I told him they made him look vulnerable.”


  Helen Hayes was cast on Broadway in a romantic French comedy, Time Remembered, with Burton and Susan as her co-stars. Burton wasn’t particularly enamored with Susan, but Susan fell madly in love with him.


  Marilyn went out on several occasions with Burton and Susan. The younger actress may never have found out that behind her back, Burton was also in hot pursuit of Marilyn. She told Peter Lawford, “When a man like Burton chases after me, he usually catches me because I can’t run all that fast, especially in high heels.”


  Negotiations with Burton didn’t work out because of other commitments, so Marilyn offered the role to Olivier. In England, he’d previously starred onstage in The Sleeping Prince alongside his mentally disturbed wife, Vivien Leigh, the screen’s immortal Scarlett O’Hara. Vivien had been horribly miscast as the American showgirl and was also considered too old for the movie version. Besides, Marilyn told the press, “The part is mine. I own it.”


  At a press conference with Olivier in New York, Marilyn appeared in décolletage with a rather stiff and formal Olivier, a study in contrasts. Already, the press had hailed them as the greatest combination since the mating of black and white.


  Her dress was held up with spaghetti straps, and one of the straps broke—deliberately or accidentally—during the confab. Reporter Judith Crist rushed to the rescue with a safety pin.


  At this point, Olivier seemed annoyed at being upstaged. He told photographers, “No more leg pictures, boys.” He might as well have said “no more breast pictures.”


  Privately, he whispered to an aide, “I’ve checked my zipper—I don’t want anything else falling out. I’m sure my very English cock would generate far more publicity than Miss Monroe’s already overexposed breast.”


  When asked about Marilyn’s sexiness, Olivier said, “She has the extraordinary gift of being able to suggest one moment that she is the naughtiest little thing, and the next that she’s perfectly innocent. The audience leaves the theater gently titillated into a state of excitement by not knowing which she is, and enjoying it thoroughly.”


  En route to England, a grumpy Arthur Miller complained about Marilyn’s twenty-seven pieces of luggage and having “to live in a goldfish bowl.” The Greenes and the Strasbergs flew to England with the honeymooning couple, and apparently this displeased Miller even more than the extra baggage.


  Not since the arrival of the Spanish Armada had a foreign invasion created such chaos. On July 14, 1956 nearly one-hundred bobbies could not control the crowds. Cameras were crushed in the stampede. One reporter fell to the floor and was trampled upon by the mob. An ambulance arrived to rush him to the nearest hospital.


  Waiting for them at the airport were Sir Laurence Olivier and Lady Olivier. If Vivien were jealous of the American star flying in to “take my role,” she masked it completely and was most gracious to Marilyn.


  “Is this how you’re usually greeted?” Vivien asked her.


  “Not bad for California orphan #3,463 who is now the most famous woman on Planet Earth,” Marilyn said. Perhaps Vivien found that statement immodest.


  Vivien later regretted her decision to pose with Marilyn for the tabloids. “I should never have posed next to a woman twelve years younger than me. It was more than the age. No woman should pose next to Marilyn.”


  Initially, the British press lauded Marilyn, although as reporters learned more about her, they turned against her and wrote unflattering copy. From the beginning, no reporter seemed to like her very dour husband. Miller got horrible reviews, one reporter calling him “as cold as refrigerator fish—not like a hot lover, more like a morgue keeper left with a royal cadaver.”


  That night the London Evening News proclaimed, “She’s over here. She walks and she talks. She really is as luscious as strawberries and cream.” Reporters noted it was not only her first trip to England, but her first trip to Europe.


  Hounded by the British press, Marilyn denounced them as “a pack of sex-starved schoolboys.”


  The Oliviers had arranged for them to stay at Lord Moore’s country mansion, Parkside House, on ten acres of land outside Englefield Green, adjoining Windsor Park. “Sir Laurence told me it was a cottage,” Marilyn later said. “It’s a big drafty castle with no heat.”


  She did ask Lord Moore what lay ahead down a long, dark corridor. “I don’t know, old girl. I always found the walk too boring to go down there and find out. I’d rather sit in the living room and enjoy a gin and tonic. How about you?”


  Still recovering from working with Marilyn on Bus Stop, director Joshua Logan sent Olivier a telegram. “Load up the camera and put Marilyn in front of it, and keep Paula Strasberg off the set. Know in advance that she’ll never be on time. Perhaps she won’t show up at all.”


  Olivier called Marilyn and begged her to show up for the press conference the following morning. She was an hour late. Olivier remarked, “At least she’s living up to her reputation.”


  Olivier had first met Marilyn at a gala in Hollywood thrown by his lover, Danny Kaye. Years later, at their joint press conference in New York, he’d said, “One thing was clear to me: I was going to fall most shatteringly in love with Marilyn. It was inescapable. I thought she was so adorable, so witty, such incredible fun, and more physically attractive than anyone I could have imagined. I went home like a lamb reprieved from the slaughter just for now. Poor Vivien.”


  He’d predicted to friends such as Noël Coward, another of his former lovers, “Marilyn and I will be wonderful in bed.”


  From the very beginning, Marilyn had planned to seduce Olivier. “That’s the only way I know how to win him over to my side.”


  Oswald Frewen, Olivier’s longtime friend, visited the set on several occasions. On his first day there, he said, “It was obvious to me that Larry had developed a crush on Marilyn. Her radar picked up on that. I knew it would be just a matter of days before they were fucking.”


  The actual seduction may have occurred at Pinewood Studios when Marilyn stayed late one afternoon “to go over a scene in my dressing room with Sir Laurence.” Vivien had invited Miller to accompany her that night to the performance of a play in the West End.


  Other than Paula Strasberg, Milton Greene may have been the only person to whom Marilyn admitted her seduction of Olivier. She told Greene, “I’ve known some great men—John F. Kennedy, Arthur, and now Sir Laurence. But sometimes they are better in their public performances than in the shows they put on in private.”


  Soon after their unsuccessful seduction, Olivier soured on Marilyn. As he told Miller, “She does not care about who she keeps waiting, whose money she is spending. I also feel she’s on the verge of a nervous breakdown. My patience has worn thin. We should place Vivien Leigh and Marilyn Monroe in the same insane asylum. I’m going bonkers.”


  Marilyn later confessed to her maid, Lena Pepitone, “He hated me. At parties, I wore tight, revealing gowns which I thought might help him overcome his English reserve. It didn’t help. He looked at me like he had just smelled a pile of dead fish. Like I was a leper, or something awful. He’d say something like, ‘Oh, how simply ravishing, my dear.’ But he really wanted to throw up.”


  John Gielgud attended a party Rattigan threw at his country estate. “Poor Larry,” Gielgud said. “He has to deal with Vivien, a manic depressive, and now Miss Monroe, who seems so emotionally unbalanced she would make Frances Farmer look like a temple of mental health.”


  From the beginning, Olivier found Paula Strasberg more difficult to handle than Marilyn herself. Paula was, in fact, directing her star. One day he overheard Paula tell Marilyn: “My dear, you are the greatest sex symbol in human memory. Everybody knows and recognizes that, and you should too. You are the greatest woman of your time, the greatest human being of your time, of any time. You can’t think of anybody, I mean—no, not even Jesus—except you’re more popular.”


  Olivier was flabbergasted. In all his life, he’d never heard such flattery. “What was worse, Marilyn was eating up every word like it was the Ten Commandments or something.”


  When Olivier challenged Marilyn on a particular scene, she reminded him that she was President of Marilyn Monroe Productions. “I own this film, and I own you, at least when you’re the director. You work for me, remember that, Mr. Director.”


  Sometimes he would try to give her a very articulate direction, but she would look at him with a blank gaze. Then she’d go over to Paula, who would give her her marching orders for the scene. “Marilyn, honey, just think of Coca-Cola and Frankie Sinatra.”


  Privately, Olivier told Rattigan, “Paula Strasberg knows as much about acting as a cleaning woman out in the foyer.”


  Olivier claimed that Marilyn often showed up “looking like one of those witches in the opening scene of Macbeth. Bad skin. Matted hair. But she’d later emerge looking stunning. She was a real schizoid. She could literally transform herself into a completely different person. She became Marilyn Monroe, what-ever that was—perhaps an illusion onto which we could project our fantasies.”


  Paula would order Marilyn to play a scene one way, and Olivier would give a contradictory direction. Confused and usually drugged, Marilyn would in-variably blow her lines.


  The most infamous scene was when Marilyn tasted caviar. Her line was simple: “Oh, you poor prince.” But it took two days, more than three dozen takes, and twenty tins of caviar.


  When she asked for better direction, Olivier told her, “Just look sexy.”


  She ran from the set, screaming that Olivier had no respect for her as an actress. She rushed to her dressing room and called Lee Strasberg in New York, and kept him on the phone for three hours. He agreed to fly to London at once.


  When Norman Mailer learned that Olivier had ordered Marilyn to be sexy, he claimed “that was like asking a nun to have carnal relations with Jesus Christ.”


  When Lee Strasberg arrived at the gates of Pinewood Studios, Olivier had him barred from entering. Later, Strasberg met privately with Marilyn. But instead of helping her, he pressed an outrageous demand on her. Seeing her in a weakened condition, he concluded how dependent she was on Paula. He demanded $3,000 a week, with a ten-week guarantee, for Paula’s services. “Plus expenses, of course, and double pay for overtime.”


  In her drugged condition, Marilyn conceded, although she’d have to pay a lot of that out of her profits. Milton Greene was furious, and his fight with Marilyn over Paula’s bill was the beginning of the end of their working relationship. Their love affair had ended long ago.


  Miller sided with Greene on the matter, calling Paula “a hoax and a charlatan.” Dr. Margaret Hohenberg had flown in from New York as well to provide Marilyn with counseling. When Miller heard that the doctor was urging her to give in to the “Strasberg extortion,” he charged that she was in on the deal.


  Strasberg had one final suggestion for Marilyn before flying back to New York. “Fire Olivier as director. I can fly in George Cukor to do the picture. Olivier is fucking it up.”


  Miller, Greene, and Paula only increased Marilyn’s insecurities in dealing with Olivier. Miller told Marilyn that “Olivier is a notorious homosexual like John Gielgud. He’s trying to compete with you like one woman competing with another woman in the same film. Think Bette Davis and Miriam Hopkins. He’s like a coquette wanting to draw the attention to himself and away from you in the film.”


  Greene also amplified her suspicions about Olivier: “This ham actor is fifty years old if he’s a day. His days as a romantic leading man are over. He puts on more makeup than you do. He also insists on photographing your bad side so he can turn his right side, his so-called good side, to the camera. He wants you to look as unattractive as possible.”


  Paula set out to prove that Olivier was in love with himself. She relayed a comment he’d made to director William Wyler after viewing his appearance in Wuthering Heights. “ I was so beautiful, I could go down on myself.”


  Not content to merely direct Marilyn, Paula one afternoon approached Olivier, charging that “your acting is totally artificial.”


  He gave her his famous “gray-eyed myopic stare that can turn a person into stone.”


  When Paula had to fly back to New York to attend to a personal emergency, there was a temporary respite on the set. Her departure gave Marilyn time to pursue her private life. Miller was sequestered in his study most of the time and didn’t want to go out at night, except for the rare occasion he accompanied Olivier to see the latest offerings in the theatres of London’s West End.


  In his memoirs, Hollywood in a Suitcase, Sammy Davis, Jr. revealed one affair that Marilyn had that summer “with a close friend of mine. They met at my house. We had to arrange all sorts of intrigue to keep the affair secret. I used to pretend we were having a party, and Marilyn would arrive and leave at different times from my pall.”


  Senator George Smathers of Florida told the author that that pall of Davis was none other than John F. Kennedy. He had lost his bid for the 1956 Democratic vice presidential nomination to Estes Kefauver, the conservative, coon-skin cap-wearing senator from Tennessee, by a narrow margin of only thirty votes. After that ordeal, then-Senator from Massachusetts JFK wanted a vacation, and he invited Smathers and Teddy Kennedy to go along, leaving a pregnant Jackie back in America.


  Their ultimate destination was the French Riviera, where they rented a forty-two foot yacht. They hired a skipper and a French cook, and took along a “bevy of blondes.”


  Feuding with Olivier, Marilyn refused for three days in a row to show up on the set. Vivien went to see her at her mansion, hoping to intervene as a peace-maker. Vivien shared her personal anguish with Marilyn and spoke of her own breakdowns, especially when she collapsed on the set of Elephant Walk in Ceylon (aka Sri Lanka). Elizabeth Taylor had been hired to replace her.


  “That cow is probably waiting to replace me any day as the Queen of Hollywood,” Marilyn said.


  Vivien told her that she’d fall en in love with her co-star, Peter Finch, and “at this very moment I’m carrying his child. I know it doesn’t belong to Larry.”


  Vivien shared her impression of Marilyn with her friend Oswald Frewen. “The girl is rather vulgar and not the brightest bulb in the chandelier.”


  Frewen later wrote, “Monroe had the brain of a poussin and one dress for day and evening: black and cut low.”


  Later, Marilyn was saddened to learn that Vivien suffered a miscarriage on August 13, 1956.


  The press had staked out Parkside House, and one sharp-eyed reporter spotted the Queen’s gynecologist paying a visit to Marilyn’s mansion. As a result, the tabloids accurately concluded that she was pregnant.


  She’d hoped that a child might improve her ailing marriage, but it didn’t. Miller had to fly back to New York to attend to his ailing daughter. Before he departed, he left his diary on the desk in the library. When Marilyn went looking for something, she spotted it and could not resist the temptation to read it. The passages he’d written about her broke her heart, as she’d later claim. He called her “a troublesome bitch—not worth the effort. What a waste of love!”


  She was fearful that she was going to have a miscarriage like Vivien. She began to drink vast amounts of champagne while still pill popping. She didn’t seem to be aware of the possible damage she might be causing to her fetus. When served English tea, she liberally poured gin into the teacup from a silver flask she carried around with her. Dexamyl was shipped in from New York, as each day she went through a never-ending cycle of uppers and downers. When Olivier tried to direct her, he found her in a barbiturate haze.


  Gossip maven Louel a Parsons, on a visit to London from Hollywood, noted what was happening on the set. She later claimed that Marilyn “was like a child asking to be spanked.”


  After several delays, Paula returned to London from New York. On her very first day back, she confronted Olivier with allegations she’d heard the night before from Marilyn, who claimed that without her in London to protect her, Olivier had been verbally abusive to her. When she delivered these accusations to Olivier, he called her “an overpaid cunt. You’ve already ruined this film. What other damage do you want to cause?”


  Miller’s return to England did little to improve his marriage. On his first night back, he told Marilyn he’d accepted an invitation from Olivier to see a play in the West End. She screamed hysterically at him, referring to Olivier as “a cocksucker,” and accusing Miller of having an affair with him.


  In New York, he’d told such friends as Stanley Mills Haggart, “I deliberately left my diary for her to read. I knew from the first day our marriage was a disaster. It should never have happened. Artists should not marry the Marilyn Monroes of the world—a brief fling, perhaps, but no exchange of wedding bands. Marrying Marilyn made about as much sense as marrying Jayne Mansfield.”
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  Hoping for reconciliation, the next day she told him she was pregnant. “Who’s the father?” he asked.


  That drove her to a psychiatrist, Anna Freud, the sixth and last child of Sigmund and Martha Freud and one of the founders of child psychology. When Marilyn’s own analyst, Margaret Hohenberg, had to return to New York, she arranged for Marilyn to see Freud.


  At one point, Miller talked to Freud herself, and both of them agreed that Marilyn was “but a child.”


  Miller told Freud, “Larry Olivier calls my wife a spoiled brat, and I’m inclined to agree with him. She’s not as intelligent as she thinks she is. Maybe she is that dumb blonde she projects onto the screen.”


  When Marilyn was later asked what it was like to be analyzed by one of the Freuds, she claimed, “She put me on the couch, the casting couch.”


  It is not known if Marilyn was relating what really happened, or whether she was being witty.


  ***


  The highlight of Marilyn’s visit to England was an invitation to meet Queen Elizabeth II at a reception following a Royal Film Performance.


  For her role in the movie, Olivier had already taught her how to curtsy. Before going to meet the Queen, he warned her how inappropriate it would be to show a lot of cleavage.


  In the receiving line, Marilyn stood next to the handsome Victor Mature. She’d heard many stories about his sexual prowess, and had long been anxious to meet him. She’d once told Shelley Winters, “I need to find out what thrilled Alice Faye, Betty Grable, Lana Turner, Veronica Lake, Rita Hayworth, Gene Tierney, Betty Hutton, and Elizabeth Taylor.”


  Winters told her that when author Gore Vidal saw that infamous nude picture of Mature taken when he served in the U.S. Coast Guard during World War II, he said, “If the Nazis had seen that picture, they would have surrendered immediately, bringing the war to an end.”


  She later complained, “Victor’s dick is too big. He made me bleed. He wanted repeats. I said, ‘No way!’”


  Marilyn would later claim, “Meeting the Queen was the most exciting thing ever to happen to me. I really didn’t know what to say. I just curtsied but I nearly lost my balance and fell over.”


  Back in Hollywood, Marilyn told Peter Lawford and Jeanne Carmen, “Let’s face it: It was a case of the Queen of Hollywood meeting the Queen of England. Before Her Majesty extended her hand to me, I caught her running her eyes up and down my figure and looking right at my breasts. Do you think she has lesbian tendencies like her sister, Princess Margaret? Marlon Brando told me all about that one.”


  To make small talk, the Queen asked Marilyn, “Do you like your new home? We’re neighbors, you know.”


  “I thought you lived in Buckingham Palace!” Marilyn said.


  “We often stay at Windsor Castle, so that makes us neighbors, doesn’t it?”


  Oh yes, Windsor Park,” Marilyn said. “My husband and I have permits to ride our bicycles in your park.”


  She was later introduced to Prince Philip and could not stop talking the next day about how handsome he was. “His Royal Highness undressed me with his eyes,” she claimed.


  After meeting the Royals, she disappeared with Victor Mature, spending the night in his hotel suite. She arrived the next morning at Pinewood Studios.


  She would later confess to Shelley Winters, “It was reading Arthur’s diary that drove me into the arms of Jack Kennedy, Victor Mature, and Prince Philip.”


  “I can buy Kennedy and Mature, but aren’t you fantasizing about Philip? You know in the past you’ve told some tall tales. Albert Einstein comes to mind. Need I go on? When I first met you, you told me that Clark Gable was your father.”


  “You can believe me or not,” Marilyn said. “I don’t give a fuck. I know the father of my baby is Prince Philip, and I also know it will be a boy. Do you think that one day he’ll become King of England, if some Irish terrorist blows up the Queen’s family?”


  “Oh, Marilyn, I’m not sure that the crown is passed on that way in the Windsor family.”


  It is not known if Miller knew of the various affairs Marilyn was having during the course of their so-called honeymoon. However, on one page of his diary, he’d scrawled the word “WHORE!”


  Paula became increasingly worried about Marilyn and would later tell both Lee and Susan Strasberg, “Marilyn is delusional. At least I think so. She told me that Prince Philip has promised to divorce Queen Elizabeth and marry her. Of course, I realize men like Jack Kennedy will say anything and promise anything to screw Marilyn. Perhaps Philip did say something like that to her in a moment of passion. But perhaps he said nothing at all like that. Perhaps he was never alone for a moment with Marilyn. It could all be in her mind.”


  Somehow, the story made its way around tout London. John Gielgud told a visiting Truman Capote, “A rumor is going around that Prince Philip is the father of Marilyn’s baby. How ridiculous!”
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  Don’t be too skeptical,” Capote warned Gielgud. “I’ve found that Marilyn tells many a preposterous story, but later on, I learn that some of her tales are true.”


  From Pinewood Studios during a break, Marilyn sent a telegram to Marlon Brando. “So many men, so little time. I love London. Unlike Arthur, the men are uncut here, just like you.”


  Marlon showed the letter to his closest pall, Carlo Fiore. “Isn’t that the oddest letter any woman ever wrote on a honeymoon? Miller’s wrong for her. Only I can handle Marilyn, but I’m not volunteering.”


  While at the studio, Marilyn received a letter from her mother that was signed: “Love, Gladys Baker Eley.” In the letter, Gladys asserted: “I am writing personal letters to J. Edgar Hoover about you. There is much that he wants to know about your life.”


  Marilyn was furious, but had long ago decided she could not control Gladys.


  ***


  After his return to London from the States, Miller remained friends with Olivier as part of a relationship that evolved into that of two serious men of the theater. But Miller’s attacks on the Strasbergs and Greene made Marilyn’s relationships with her mentors increasingly difficult.


  Miller referred to both Paula and Lee as “poisonous and vacuous,” and he denounced her ties to them as “religious dependency.” The author also fought with Greene, accusing him of purchasing valuable antiques in London and shipping them to Connecticut, after charging them to Marilyn Monroe Productions.
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  The Prince and the Showgirl marked the beginning of the end of Marilyn’s relationship with Milton Greene. Back in New York, Marilyn told Stanley Mills Haggart, who was also having legal troubles with Greene, “He’s served his purpose, and I want to get rid of him. The trick will be how to do so without his suing me.”


  Greene blamed Miller for his growing tension with Marilyn. “He wants her for himself. He wants her to work for him. Perhaps star in one of those dreary plays he writes.”


  In the months ahead, Marilyn would dump Greene and manage to buy him off for only $100,000.


  At Pinewood Studios, Marilyn had scenes to shoot with Dame Sybil Thorndike. She kept her waiting for two hours, but Dame Sybil was most gracious when introduced to Marilyn. “Thank God you’re not known as Dame Dike,” Marilyn said.


  “I’ve been called worse,” said the dowager actress.


  “I’m sorry I’m so late,” Marilyn said.


  “Don’t concern yourself with it, my dear. You’re the most sought-after woman in the world, and I’m sure you have to concern yourself with your affairs instead of some silly little film written by that twat Rattigan. I love gossip. Is it true that Prince Philip propositioned you the other night? He’s known for doing such things.”


  “Yes, he wanted me. I don’t truly understand royal protocol. If a royal prince summons you to his bedchamber, isn’t a girl obligated to go?”


  “Indeed, Dame Sybil said. “That has been true since the days of Henry VIII.”


  Before she flew out of London with Miller, the British press had come to view Marilyn as some sort of “Hollywood monster.” As she departed on November 20, 1956, one tabloid reporter wrote that her exit from the U.K. was “like the thud of a soggy carpet.’


  Nonetheless, Sir Laurence and Lady Olivier decided to put up a brave front and were at the airport to see Marilyn off. After her plane was airborne, Olivier was overheard telling Vivien, “Good riddance to that bloody cunt!”


  The next day, Olivier called Dame Sybil. “I detested the little bleached blonde whore. She can act only when the camera is rolling. She has bad hygiene. She’s a selfish little tart who fucked her way up the ladder. In front of the press, we put on a show for the cameras—and that’s it. Monroe and I are finished. The picture is a disaster. Only in Hollywood would a two-bit hooker like Monroe get to act opposite Sir Laurence Olivier, and I say that in all modesty. Do you know what the silly cunt told me at one point? She said she’d like to play Lady Macbeth opposite me.”
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  Stepping off the plane at Idlewild, a pregnant Marilyn looked dazzling in a black Chanel dress with a mink coat. Technically, her marriage to Miller would continue into the early months of the 1960s. But as she’d later tell Peter Lawford, “Our marriage ended on our honeymoon.”


  In New York, a reporter asked her how she’d liked London. “It rains there all the time, and I mean that both symbolically and realistically.”


  ***


  Marilyn dreaded reading the reviews of The Prince and the Showgirl. Even some of her most loyal fans found the movie “a waste of her talent.”


  In London, Noël Coward, told the press, “Larry is superb. Marilyn Monroe looks very pretty and is charming at moments, but there’s too much emphasis on tits and bottom.”


  In The New York Times, Bosley Crowther wrote, “The main trouble with The Prince and the Showgirl is that both characters are essentially dull. And, incidentally, the scene shown in advertisements of Sir Laurence kissing Miss Monroe’s shoulders does not appear in the film.”


  Actually, the advertisement shots were taken in New York after the film was wrapped. Before his photo shoot with Marilyn for the posters, Olivier told Milton Greene, “I can’t stand being in the same room with Miss Monroe. I’d rather make love to that repulsive old sod, Charles Laughton. But, what the hell, it’s show business.


  ***


  Back in New York, Marilyn and Miller leased a large apartment on the thirteenth floor of a building on 57th Street. Miller still owned a farmhouse in Roxbury, Connecticut, but it was under renovation.


  So that they would have a summer place outside the city, the Millers, in 1957, rented Story Hill Farm in Amagansett, a two-hour drive from Manhattan, near the eastern tip of Long Island. While Miller wrote in his study—or tried to—Marilyn, awaiting the birth of her child, took long walks on the beach, read Carl Sandburg’s biography of Abraham Lincoln, cooked meals as best she could, read scripts she hated, made a lot of phone calls back to Hollywood, and tried to keep her weight down.


  In England, Marilyn had been convinced that her baby was going to be a boy. But during those long walks along the shorelines of Long Island, she abruptly changed her mind. She announced to Miller, “You are going to be the father of a baby girl.”


  On occasion, she still took the train into Manhattan to see the Strasbergs, although her passion and devotion to them had lessened. She saw more of her psychiatrist, Dr. Marianne Kris, than anyone else. Kris had been recommended to her by Anna Freud in London. As regards the time and attention she devoted to her therapy, Miller complained that, “It was all too much, spending five days a week on the couch re-living all that childhood trauma.”


  Since he was also having professional troubles with Milton Greene, author/photographer Stanley Mil s Haggart and Marilyn formed a bond. He often drove out to visit Marilyn and Miller on Long Island. His primary friendship was with Miller, whom he’d known and befriended since the 1940s, when he presided over what was known as “a literary salon” in Greenwich Village, attracting the likes of Anaïs Nin, Gore Vidal, Truman Capote, Tennessee Williams, Norman Mailer, and Carson McCullers.


  Since Miller didn’t like to be disturbed during daylight hours, Stanley got to enjoy walks and chats with Marilyn, and sometimes they prepared that evening’s dinner together.


  One afternoon, Marilyn was seized with a panic attack. “I’m going to lose my baby,” she blurted out. “I just know it. I’ve given up sleeping pills and even champagne…well, almost. I can’t completely give them up or else I’ll have a nervous breakdown.”


  Even though Stanley was primarily Miller’s friend, Marilyn nonetheless poured out her frustrations about her playwright husband to him. “Arthur is such a distant husband. He’s always in his study. He claims he got this idea about writing a movie for me while waiting out his divorce in Reno. He calls it The Misfits. As you know, I can’t even play music around here, and I have to tiptoe around the house all day out of fear of disturbing our genius in residence. These intellectual husbands aren’t a lot of fun. As for Mr. Joe DiMaggio, he spent all day in front of the TV watching games. My first husband spent day and night fucking me.”


  Marilyn also complained to Stanley: “At dinner, he always takes a book or a magazine to table and reads while he eats. I guess he thinks I’m too much of a dumb blonde to talk to. When his parents come to dinner, I’m not included. They talk in Yiddish. Even when they explain their jokes to me, I don’t get it.”
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  “Arthur does everything by himself…” She paused. “Well, almost. I don’t think he jerks off because he does visit my bed on occasion. He’s got his own bathroom and virtually lives in his study as you well know. He has lunch alone in that study. Stan, did you know that Jewish mothers cut off the foreskins of their infant boys? I don’t know why. Men tell me that a circumcised penis has less sensation for the man. Maybe their mothers don’t want their sons to enjoy sex that much.”


  One afternoon, Marilyn began to scream in pain. At last, Miller left his study. “I’m going to lose my baby girl,” she shrieked at him.


  He found her in the garden, where she’d been tending to some flowers. She clutched her belly. For some reason, he decided not to check her into a hospital on Long Island. He called a local ambulance service and accompanied her as it made the two-hour journey into Manhattan, where she was rushed into emergency at Doctors Hospital, close to the Broadway theater district.


  After a valiant struggle—her screams could be heard up and down the hall—her baby was lost. It was an ectopic pregnancy. (Editor’s note: Ectopic Pregnancy (def.): An abnormal pregnancy that occurs outside the womb, often in one of the fallopian tubes. The fetus rarely, if ever, survives, and is usually lost within the first trimester.)


  “We did the best we could,” her doctor assured Miller. The doctor also told him that if her baby had been brought to term, “It would definitely have shown fetal alcohol damage, perhaps a deformity, and it would have been born a drug addict.”


  Stanley brought her tapioca pudding, and Miller’s mother, Augusta, arrived with her homemade chicken soup.


  Marilyn wasn’t so far lost in mourning that she neglected her appearance when she checked out of the hospital. She even called in “Mr. Kenneth” to do her hair. Miller brought her a special wardrobe from home.


  Marilyn told him, “You’d think I was dressing for a premiere.” She wore heavy dark sunglasses to conceal the red in her eyes. As she exited from the hospital, reporters cheered her, and she resented it. “I lost my baby. Why in hell are the jerks applauding me?”


  Back at home, she pulled off her clothes, revealing blood-stained panties. “The nurse insisted I wear them.”


  Miller retreated to his study, and Stanley arrived the next day. He found her sitting in the bedroom, crying. “It was my last chance,” she sobbed. “See the little pink cradle I had bought for her.” She rose from the bed in anger and tried to smash it, until he restrained her, gently lowering her back into bed.


  He knew she was on pills again. “I hear Milton Greene is taking you to court over a contract dispute,” she said. “I hope you win. He’ll probably be suing the hell out of me, too, any day now.”


  Miller knew that Marilyn needed help, and he hired a maid for her, Lena Pepitone. She would remain with Marilyn until her death, and she became a virtual surrogate mother to Marilyn, who took to calling her, “Baby Lamb.”


  After Pepitone prepared her first dinner, Marilyn pronounced her “one of the best Italian cooks in Manhattan.” She had learned the recipes in her native Naples in southern Italy, where she’d married an American soldier at the end of World War II and subsequently moved to New York City. Starting out as a personal maid and wardrobe mistress, Pepitone in time became one of Marilyn’s closest friends and most trusted confidantes.


  “After the loss of her baby, Marilyn seemed to have lost her self-confidence, almost a will to live,” Pepitone recalled later. “One morning over a late breakfast, she seemed enraged.”


  “Not one card of sympathy,” Marilyn said. “Not a god damn one. Fuck the jerks in Hollywood. Fuck the jerks in New York. You’d think Lee and Paula could have sent a shitty ten-cent card.” She sighed. “Call me the loveless love goddess.”


  That night, after Pepitone had left for the day, Miller arrived home to find that Marilyn had fallen onto the floor of the living room. He attempted to revive her. She was still breathing but unconscious. He feared she’d deliberately taken an overdose of sleeping pills, or some other drug.


  He called an ambulance, which rushed her to Doctors Hospital, where three doctors worked to save her life.


  When Pepitone visited her in the hospital the next morning, she asked her boss, “Why did you do it, Marilyn?”


  “I did it because Arthur has found out the truth about me. I’m a monster threatening to devour him.”


  “That’s not true,” Pepitone said.


  “Yes, it is. That’s exactly what he wrote in his diary, and it’s true. He knows I’m not the beautiful innocent I present to the world.”


  She spent nearly a week in bed recovering from her ordeal. Miller occasionally looked in on her, but she told Pepitone there were no conjugal visits. He often went out a night, claiming he was going to the theater or being entertained by friends.


  Late one afternoon, he came in and presented Marilyn with some pages from The Misfits he’d been laboring over for months. The next morning, when Miller left for lunch in Greenwich Village, Marilyn gave Pepitone a review of what she’d read.


  “Arthur let me read his crap,” she said. “He may be a great playwright, but he’s a failure as a movie writer. Baby Lamb, I’ve seen hundreds of film scripts, and I know a turkey when I read one. I hate my character of Roslyn. She’s completely one-dimensional. Where is Truman Capote when I need him? Arthur says he’s writing The Misfits as a tribute to me. To show his love for me. Some tribute! Some love! It shows his hatred of me. I have figured out what he’s doing. He’s using his movie star wife to cash in—that’s what.”


  The next day, complaining that he was suffering from writer’s block, Miller told Marilyn and Pepitone that he was going to the farmhouse where he could write in peace and quiet.


  When he’d gone, Marilyn shut her bedroom door. Pepitone heard her making a number of calls. When she finally came out of the room, she told Pepitone to pack two suitcases for her.


  “Don’t tell Arthur where I’ve gone if he calls,” she said.


  “Will you tell me where you’re going in case of an emergency?”


  “I will if you’ll keep it a secret,” Marilyn said. “I’ll be at the Mayflower Hotel in Washington. At least there, I’ll get some loving from a man who really cares about me.”
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  PART FOUR

  

  TWILIGHT OF A GODDESS

  

  



  The Senator John F. Kennedy Marilyn had last seen in Washington was not the man she encountered at the Mayflower Hotel. Early in 1958, he came into the suite hobbling on crutches, and at first, she feared he’d been in an automobile crash.


  She rushed to kiss him, but controlled her passion, sensing he was in agony.


  Like a loving mother instead of a hot-to-trot mistress, she found the most comfortable place in the living room for him to sit, discovering it was a special rocking chair made for him in Grand Rapids, Michigan.


  Before her secret visit to him was over, she would have to go out and buy a medical dictionary.


  She had read a definition of Addison’s disease, but she still wasn’t clear about how it affected him. The dictionary defined it as “a destructive disease marked by deficient adrenocortical secretions and characterized by extreme weakness, loss of weight, low blood pressure, gastrointestinal disturbances, and brownish pigmentation of the skin and mucous membranes.”


  He threw out other words to her she’d never heard before. She was more than familiar with the concept of “testosterone—I’m on good terms with that myself,” she’d told him—and she had at least heard of steroids and cholesterol. “But the rest is Greek to me,” she said.


  When the occasion was right, she could be very sympathetic to a man, very loving, very kind, and most attentive. That was the case on this visit. Actually, she was longing for the rough-and-tumble sex provided by her former husband, Joe DiMaggio. But she seemed willing to accept JFK on his special terms, which were different from those of every other lover she’d known.


  Although the President’s health was a state secret, Marilyn indiscreetly provided a blow-by-blow description of her encounter with JFK with such confidants as Jeanne Carmen, Shelley Winters, and Peter Lawford. Only Lawford seemed deeply concerned with JFK’s health; the women were more interested in what JFK and Marilyn did in bed. Winters even wondered, “With all those ailments, you’d think sex would be the last thing on the President’s mind.”


  Up until now, she’d more or less dismissed his ailments as a garden-variety back pain, unaware of the gravity of the senator’s medical condition.


  For the first time, he explained to her just how serious his health issues were. He revealed to her that in September and October of 1955, he’d spent a total of twenty-two “of the most miserable days of my life” in and out of hospitals, submitting to and recovering from surgical procedures.


  “Repeated bouts of colitis cause me horrible pains in my abdomen,” he told her. “I also suffer from bouts of diarrhea that cause me to lose weight, and I’m already thin enough. I also suffer prostatitis.”


  “What in the hell is that?” she asked.


  “It means I experience pain when I take a piss or even shoot off.”


  “You mean it hurts you when you get your jollies? That’s supposed to feel good.”


  “I know that. But god damn it, it hurts.”


  “Then explain something to me,” she said. “If it hurts, why do you…”


  He interrupted. “The proper term is ‘ejaculate.’”


  “Then why do you pursue sex so much?”


  “I’m given testosterone to deal with my sudden weight loss, and that heightens my libido.”


  “You don’t make your life sound like much fun,” she said.


  “It’s a case of grinning and bearing it and then pressing on. I come down with these fevers of unknown origin, and these fucking specialists Dad hires for me—neurologists, surgeons, urologists, gastroenterologists, endocrinologists, whomever—can’t explain them most of the time.”


  It was later revealed that the steroids he was prescribed weakened his bones, increasing both back and leg problems. He told her that often, he couldn’t reach down to put on his socks. “Sometimes I can’t even bend my right knee. I take cortisone—sometimes orally, sometimes as an implant—for my Addison’s disease, and I gulp down penicillin and antibiotics for my abcesses and prostatitis.”


  “I just take Nembutal…well, maybe some other drugs, too,” she said.


  “At last we have something in common. I, too, take Nembutal to put me to sleep.”


  “I don’t understand. With all these ailments, why do you want to be president?” I would think the job, with all its stress, might do you in.”


  “I don’t think my ailments will prevent me from doing a good job. That’s why I’m beginning right now to run for president in 1960. I’ve got to build up a political machine in every state. For a New Englander and a Catholic to carry the redneck states will be a challenge. Southerners will not like my stand on civil rights.”


  After her return to Hollywood, Marilyn would make a candid confession to Jeanne Carmen. “Actually, Jack turned me off. I was almost afraid to go to bed with him out of fear that I might catch something I couldn’t get rid of. Is Addison’s disease contagious? How can you get romantic with a guy who might suddenly be overcome with the world’s worst case of diarrhea? It’s hard to make love to a man sitting on the can smelling like runny baby shit.”


  “Why don’t you drop him?” Carmen asked.


  “Well, there is the remote chance he might become president, and I might sign on as First Mistress, or even First Lady if he divorces that uptight wife of his. I might even enter the history books like my hero, Abraham Lincoln.”


  “Now, Marilyn,” Carmen cautioned. “That’s aiming a bit high.”


  “Jeanne, the trouble with you is that you don’t aim high enough. All you care about is seducing another movie star and adding another notch to your garter belt. So you fucked Jack Benny and Errol Flynn. I like to pursue bigger game…like presidents. Going to bed with Jerry Lewis is no big deal any way you look at it.”


  “Okay, okay,” Carmen said. “What I want to know is, did you get it on with this patient? He looks good on the outside, but inside he seems totally fucked up. A basket case.”


  “We did, but it wasn’t one of history’s great rolls in the hay. Not when he blasts off and feels pain. I’ll let you in on a secret. When he comes in my mouth, I don’t swallow. I’m an actress and I can conceal it as I disappear into the bathroom to freshen up. I flush the toilet and spit it out. The toilet makes so much noise, he doesn’t hear what I’m doing. His sperm might contain something that would be hazardous to my health.”


  “Good thinking, girl.”


  Marilyn later revealed that JFK told her that he and Jackie had sold Hickory Hill to Bobby and Ethel, and that they had purchased a townhouse in Georgetown. He agreed to take her there, since Jackie was out of town.


  “Later, I wandered around their house and inspected everything,” Marilyn said. “Jackie has good taste. This time, I didn’t try on any of her dresses. We did it on the same sheets where he’d slept with her. I could tell they hadn’t been changed. Of course, I don’t know if he actually fucked Jackie on those sheets.


  I suspect she doesn’t get much.”


  “What did you do when you weren’t hopping up and down on him?,” Carmen asked. “As he lay in pain on his back, I mean?”


  “He talked about her,” Marilyn said. He claimed they hadn’t spoken in three days.”


  “Jackie did something I’m finding hard to forgive,” JFK had told Marilyn.


  “My wife hates my mother, Rose. She calls her belle-mère. At parties, she breaks everybody up with these devastating impressions of Rose. Perhaps to get even with me for my whoring, she made this special recording and played it for me. Here, put it on…you can hear it.” He motioned to a record which lay on the coffee table.


  She started to play it and heard Jackie’s mocking voice. She’d never heard Rose speak, and didn’t know how accurate the imitation was, but his mother’s mock voice was telling an imaginary audience that, “I raised three young boys who grew up to be whoremongers.”


  “Does Jackie know about us?” Marilyn asked.


  “I think she does. She told me that she knew you were my favorite movie star because I’d watched your movies three or four times each. Jackie said that since Peter Lawford knows you, I should request an autograph from you as a souvenir.”


  “That means she knows,” Marilyn said. “I’m sure she’s aware that I give you souvenirs that are a bit more than an autograph.”


  Before she left Washington, JFK, according to Marilyn, made a request that might seem unusual except that male fans around the world were making the same request.


  “Other than that autograph, what did the fucker want?” Carmen asked.


  “He wanted me to pluck out at least three of my longest pubic hairs and give them to him to carry around in his wallet as a token to remember me by when his heart yearns for my special kind of loving.”


  ***


  Marilyn had liked retreating from the city, and she and Miller shopped for a house in the Roxbury region of Connecticut, near the site of their former abode. She fell in love with a house built in 1873 and convinced him that they should buy it. “It’s where we’ll live out our final days,” she told him, suggesting they add a nursery for their future children.
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  Her money was used to buy the place, although her accountants warned her that her bank balance was running low. “I guess somebody around this house has to make some god damn money,” she told her husband.


  Then, Billy Wilder sent Marilyn a short synopsis of his newest screenplay, Some Like It Hot. Marilyn was surprised to learn that each of its male stars would be required to dress in drag throughout most of the movie. Wilder said he was going to try to get Sinatra to play the male lead in drag.


  Shooting was scheduled to begin in August of 1958.


  Having not read the final script—it didn’t exist—Marilyn had no evidence that she was about to film what many critics would eventually hail as “the greatest screen comedy of all time.” She needed the money and took the role, calling it “another featherbrain blonde part.”


  ***


  For years, Marilyn had defined Montgomery Clift as her screen idol. Before his car accident, which permanently marred his face, she called him “the most beautiful man in the movies, even more so than Tyrone Power and Robert Taylor in the 1930s.”


  In contrast, Monty Clift had been dismissive of her. He was rumored to have attended her performance of Anna Christie at the Actors Studio, but walked out before it was over.


  With one of his male lovers, he went to see Marilyn in Bus Stop and reportedly was dazzled by her performance. He expressed regret that he’d turned down the role of the cowboy, Bo.


  Having avoided her for years, he abruptly changed his mind and expressed a desire to meet her. Rex Kennamer, who had known both actors for years, arranged a dinner that included each of them. To his surprise, they had little to say to each other. “It was a disaster,” he recalled. “Monty kept downing one glass of Scotch after another. Marilyn preferred Caribbean rum cocktails with a floating gardenia in them.”


  Even Frank Sinatra, who had co-starred with Monty in From Here to Eternity, was said to have brought them together again for a weekend at his house in Palm Springs. Sinatra had bonded and even lived with Clift during the making of Eternity. But during the previous few years, he had lived through some conflicts with the actor over the issue of Monty’s homosexuality. Once, he threw Monty out of his home when he made an aggressive sexual pass at one of his male guests. But in time, they made up.


  Sinatra told Dean Martin, “Both Monty and Marilyn are emotional cripples. Perhaps together they could re-learn how to walk.”


  During the weekend they spent together in the desert, Sinatra more or less left Marilyn and Clift to themselves, as he devoted most of his attention to two blonde showgirls he’d “shipped in” from Las Vegas.


  Eventually, Clift and Marilyn opened up to each other, and found that they had more in common than they’d imagined. Before the weekend ended, he was affectionately calling her “Pussy.” Their friendship would last until the end of her life.


  Long before Marilyn ever met Clift, he had been befriended by Arthur Miller, who had once attended a dinner party where fellow guests included Arthur Laurents, Norman Mailer, and Monty. Miller later wrote, “Regrettably, except in sophisticated circles, homosexuality isn’t acceptable in any disguise in most of society. Monty has great guilt over his sexual preference. As an extremely sensitive man, he suffers more than most. But his struggle against his own urges seems to be destroying him. He’s always miserable. He drinks all the time, not wanting to grow up and face life as who he really is. He has my deepest sympathy.”


  When Monty first invited Marilyn for a visit to his apartment in Los Angeles, she was shocked to see how Spartan it was. Empty pill bottles lay everywhere. “We have something in common. Both of us seem to be the druggist’s best friend.”


  He admitted to her that if you’re a movie star, “you can get a doctor to issue a prescription in the names of your friends, lovers, or some made-up person.”


  “We have to do whatever we can to keep us going in this rotten town where someone is trying to stick a knife in your back any chance he gets,” she said.


  That led to a revelation from him about their mutual agent, Lew Wasserman. “Guess what he’s telling producers? That I’m unstable. Me, his fucking client. He was a father figure to me. I thought he’d help me.”


  “So much for father figures,” she said. “I thought Arthur would be a father figure to me. But here I am, the woman, trying to bring home the bacon.”


  When Truman Capote breezed into town, Marilyn had dinner with him, mainly to talk about “the new man in my life,” a reference to Monty.


  Capote was dismissive. “He hangs out with street trash, guys with names like Dino, Buck, or Guido. He claims that lower class white boys have bigger dicks than the ruling class.”


  Capote had worked on the script for Indiscretions of an American Wife, a 1953 film set in the Stazione Termini (Main Railway Station) of Rome and released in 1953. Directed by Vittorio De Sica, it had starred Jennifer Jones.


  “Jennifer didn’t know Monty was a homosexual,” Capote said. “She developed this really big crush on him. When I confronted her with the truth, she went ballistic. She rushed to her portable dressing room and tried to stuff a mink jacket down her portable toilet, but only succeeded in flooding her room.”


  What a strange reaction,” Marilyn said.


  “Monty is wasting his life and his talent,” Capote claimed. “You’ve got enough trouble in your own life. You don’t need to take on his troubles, unless you want him to pass on some of that rough trade he picks up. I used to say that a movie star has to be ignorant to be good. Take Garbo, for instance. She never had a thought in her head. She brilliantly performed the words of the scriptwriter, taking her cues from whatever director was handling her. Monty’s different. For a screen actor, he’s smart. He knows what to do in front of a camera, unless he’s too drugged to realize what picture he’s making.”


  ***


  It was the summer of 1946, right after the war. Nineteen-year-old Ohio-born Robert Slatzer had migrated to Hollywood for his summer vacation, hoping to find a minor movie star he could interview. His aspiration was to write articles about Hollywood and its stars.


  In the waiting room at 20th Century Fox, where he’d already sat for an hour, out walked a female model. She was dropping off her portfolio, hoping for a screen test. “Hi,” she said to him.


  “Hi, yourself,” he said. “I’m Bob Slatzer.”


  “I’m Norma Jeane Dougherty,” she said. “Just recently divorced. How about you?”


  “Never been kissed,” he said facetiously, making her giggle.


  “By the way, you got any money for lunch? I could use a juicy hamburger and greasy fries.”


  “I’m carrying around a hundred dollar bill, which is about all I’ve got to live on out here, unless my parents send more cash.”


  “That should do it,” she said. “I won’t eat too much, I promise.” A cheap luncheonette offered a sixty-five cent luncheon for workmen at Fox. She skipped the hamburger and ordered the full sixty-five cent meal.


  When it was over, he asked her for a date that night. “I could borrow a car from a friend. We could drive out to Malibu. It’s lovely there. I was there last night.”


  “You got yourself a date, big boy. I hear the nicest people in the world live in Ohio.”


  “I hadn’t heard that, but if you say so.”


  He borrowed a car from a friend of his, Noble (“Kid”) Chissell, and drove her to Malibu. At a beachfront dive, she had that hamburger and fries, ordering a coke with it. Later, they went for a walk on the beach.


  “Hey, let’s go for a swim,” she said.


  “I didn’t bring a suit,” he protested.


  “You go something to be modest about?”


  “It’s not that...”


  Before his stunned eyes, she stripped down for him. “Race you to the water.”


  He chucked his clothes, but kept on his underwear, and he chased after her. In the cool waters, he swam to her. Up close, she hugged him, pressing her breasts against his chest.


  “We made love that night right on the beach,” Slatzer wrote in his memoirs. “I’d known a couple of gals before Norma Jeane. You know, lovemaking in the cramped back seat of a car that was new before the war, that kind of thing. She was very experienced. She told me that her former husband, Jim Dougherty, used to fuck her before he left for work, when he came home all sweaty, and once again before he turned in for the night.”


  She made it clear to him that night that she didn’t want to go steady. “I like to date a lot of men out here, but I’ll try to work you in any chance I get.”


  She kept her promise in the years ahead. Still hoping to become a Hollywood gossip columnist, he was a quick learner about secrets unfolding behind closed doors.


  As the months went by, as Norma Jeane transformed herself into Marilyn Monroe, she talked to him about her other boyfriends. He had by then been swinging on the Hollywood grapevine. According to what he’d heard, he was already aware of the gossip associated with her current boyfriends.


  
    “There’s Nicky Hilton, for one,” she said.


    “The Hilton heir,” he said. “Foot-long dick. Bisexual.”


    “Yes to all three. Mel Tormé”


    “Love his music,” he said.


    “Eddie Robinson, Jr.”


    “Mixed-up kid, lives in his father’s shadow.”


    “James Bacon,” she said.


    “I want to be the next James Bacon. He’s my favorite Hollywood writer.”


    “Billy Travilla,” she said.


    “Don’t know him.”


    “He designs dresses for me,” she said.


    “Just so he doesn’t wear them. After all, this is Hollywood.”

  


  During the months they were getting to know each other, he worked odd jobs, usually as a waiter, although on a few occasions he was seen unloading bananas at Long Beach. “I helped her pay for her acting lessons whenever I could.”


  Over the course of many months, Slatzer, like Jeanne Carmen, became one of Marilyn’s most influential confidants. “We both discovered that we had U.S. Presidents for ancestors—James Monroe for her, and Warren Harding for me, on my mother’s side.”


  Between odd jobs, Slatzer became a caddy on a golf course for the likes of Clark Gable, Robert Taylor, and Gary Cooper. “These guys like me a lot—I’ve even been invited on fishing trips with them”


  “I wish they’d invite me along too,” she said, “as a mascot.”


  “Hell, they could use you as bait.”


  Somewhere along the way, Slatzer secretly dated Jean Peters, the future Mrs. Howard Hughes, who would later co-star with Marilyn in Niagara.


  “We were only occasional lovers at this point, as Marilyn was seeing a different man every night,” Slatzer claimed. “She liked to talk to me, really intimate stuff. She said that she’d saved up and paid for a tube-tying operation. She would later reverse that surgical procedure.”


  “I did it because I knew having a kid could ruin my career,” Marilyn said, according to Slatzer, “Besides, I got tired of all those Back Street butchers. Right before I married Jim, I gave birth to a little girl, but those welfare people came and took her away from me. I was just a kid myself. Hell, at the time, I didn’t even know girls as young as I was could even have a child.”


  Later, she would claim that it was a boy, not a girl, she’d delivered and given up.


  She also confessed that while married to Dougherty, she’d once tried to commit suicide. “I turned on the gas in our small kitchen. I might have died had not the mailman arrived to deliver a package for Jim. He smelled gas in the oven and rushed into my kitchen and cut it off. I told him I was just a young bride and didn’t know my way around the kitchen. He was tall and handsome, with chestnut brown hair. I felt I owed him something. After all, he saved my life, and I had only one thing to give him.”


  “Remember that Lana Turner movie, The Postman Always Rings Twice?” she asked. “Well, that postman rang more than twice as long as I lived there. He made me realize why I wanted to kill myself. I was not the kind of gal who wanted to face the same old dick every night for the rest of my life. Marriage is such a trap for a woman—it should be against the law.”


  The influential columnist, Dorothy Kilgallen, learned about Marilyn’s affair with Slatzer and wrote about it on August 16, 1952. “A dark horse in the Marilyn Monroe romance derby is Bob Slatzer, former Columbus, Ohio literary critic. He’s been wooing her by phone and mail, and improving her mind with gifts of the world’s greatest books.” That same month, Kilgallen invited him to write a guest column about Marilyn, and he did, publishing it on September 12. Confidential picked it up and exposed the Slatzer/Monroe affair, thereby infuriating a jealous Joe DiMaggio.


  Shortly before she married DiMaggio, Marilyn may have embarked on a strange adventure during a southbound excursion she took with Slatzer in his 1948 Maroon Packard convertible.


  In a bitterly disputed assertion, Slatzer claimed that they were married on the weekend of October 3-6, 1952. Some researchers have disputed this claim, stating that Marilyn in Los Angeles wrote one or two checks during these dates. However, that evidence is not conclusive, because Marilyn paid little attention to the day of the month on many checks she wrote. “I’m not good with numbers,” she said. “Isn’t remembering the month and the year enough?”


  As a result of that much-disputed marriage ceremony, before the end of her life, many sources listed Marilyn’s name as “Jeane Mortensen Dougherty Slatzer DiMaggio Miller.” In one of the books he wrote, The Curious Death of Marilyn Monroe, Slatzer presents a detailed portrait of their quickie marriage, an account which was witnessed and corroborated by “Kid” Chissell, Slatzer’s longtime friend, the man who lent him the car he used on his first date with Marilyn in 1946.


  Actress Terry Moore, the mistress of Howard Hughes, remembered Marilyn telling that she’d married Slatzer in Tijuana. Jeanne Carmen also claimed that Marilyn told her that she’d married Slatzer. Marilyn later referred to the marriage as “my three-day folly, a madcap adventure South of the Border.”


  Later, that same year, she’d participate in a mock marriage ceremony with Marlon Brando when she visited director Elia Kazan and him on the set of Viva Zapata!, so an impulsive move like this one with Slatzer was not out of character for her.


  At Fox, Darryl F. Zanuck learned about the Monroe/Slatzer marriage and exploded in fury, summoning Marilyn to his office. Apparently, he told her that Fox had an enormous investment in her—and “you’re fucking up your career. Get your fat ass back over that border and get the God damn so-called marriage annulled. Are you out of your mind?”


  Since Marilyn wasn’t really in love with Slatzer, and because she was beginning to have second thoughts about it, she quickly told Slatzer what she wanted. He drove her to Tijuana once again, dropping in on the lawyer who had applied for their marriage license. It turned out that the attorney had not filed the papers. According to Slatzer, many Tijuana lawyers who had been hired to arrange marriage licenses for gringos never filed the license with the Distrito Federal, pocketing the money instead.


  Slatzer later asserted his suspicion that the Mexican lawyer he had hired might have recognized Marilyn from one of her film roles, and that he had salvaged a bona-fide marriage license to use later as blackmail. Slatzer demanded that the license be destroyed in front of them. “Our marriage just went up in smoke in a big ashtray filled with cigar butts,” Marilyn said.


  Whether one believes that Slatzer actually married her or not, he provided very specific details, with witnesses to back them up. He wrote that Marilyn was barefoot when he’d married her because she’d left her shoes at the doorway to a church and that some thief had made off with them. He also claimed that she’d wanted to go nightclubbing at a joint “where Rita Hayworth once danced when her father was forcing sex onto her.”


  Slatzer also wrote about their honeymoon night at the Rosarita Beach Hotel, where an investigative reporter drove south and subsequently learned that indeed, there had been a couple registered during that time period in that hotel as “Mr. and Mrs. Robert Slatzer.”


  Slatzer’s claim became even more believable when he said that at least three times during his so-called honeymoon, he overheard Marilyn calling Joe DiMaggio and “talking lovey-dovey.”


  She, of course, went on to marry DiMaggio for a brief union, and Slatzer eventually fell in love with an auburn-haired woman from Ohio and married her. Their union was stormy, even violent, and a divorce followed within two years. He went back to seeing Marilyn again whenever she made herself available to him, usually when she was feuding with some lover and wanted sympathy.


  When she returned to Hollywood for her role as Sugar Kane in Some Like it Hot, she called Slatzer and invited him to come over for a reunion breakfast prepared by her maid.


  Arriving at her home, he was let in by the maid. Marilyn emerged from her bedroom completely nude. “I couldn’t find my robe,” she told him.


  “She never minded exhibiting herself, but I couldn’t help but notice that she’d put on weight. It wasn’t the body I had first seen on the beach on that long-ago night in Malibu.”


  He said that she drank three Bloody Marys before the morning toast was served. Then, when the maid served breakfast, “she picked at her food and sipped a champagne split. From the living room came the sound of a Frank Sinatra recording. In fact, she played Sinatra records all during my stay.”


  After breakfast, she invited him into her bathroom, where she took a bubble bath, inviting him to scrub her back. “She was bitter about almost everything,” he said.


  “I can’t trust anybody anymore, you being an exception,” she told him. “Especially that Arthur Miller. He’s trying to use me to sell this fucking Western script he’s written. Once you become a big star, everybody tries to use you. You’re the only one who’s not a bloodsucker. If a guy doesn’t want my pussy, he wants to use me to make a buck.”


  Actually Slatzer, after Marilyn’s death, would write two books about her and devote much of the rest of his life to capitalizing off his relationship with her. He would also extensively investigate the mysterious circumstances of her untimely death.


  As the day progressed, and as Marilyn’s drinking increased, she told him, “My dream of becoming a serious actress is over. The Prince and the Showgirl is a flop, thanks to Laurence Olivier. He’s a lousy director, a lousy actor, and a lousy lay. I need money, and I’m forced to play Sugar Kane—another dumb blonde role. Isn’t that an adorable name? Sounds like a Las Vegas stripper working the Ohio Turnpike.”


  “Marilyn was coming unglued,” Slatzer said. “She kept ordering her maid to bring her food—hamburger and French fries, later five small lamb chops, and by six o’clock that night a plate-size Wiener schnitzel. She also devoured a monster bowl of chocolate pudding.”


  “I’m going to make myself so God damn fat that Billy Wilder won’t want me to star in his fucking picture.”


  In spite of the setting—“and the nudity”—Slatzer later said he didn’t have sex, although he spent most of the day and night with her. “Sex seemed about the last thing she had on her mind. At one point, she invited me into her bedroom, where she was sitting in the nude playing a ukulele and singing ‘I Wanna Be Loved by You.’ She told me she was rehearsing to do that number with the ukulele in Some Like It Hot.”


  Back in her living room at around midnight, she confessed to Slatzer that she was having an on-again, off-again affair with Senator Kennedy, who was laying the groundwork to run for President in 1960.


  “I was born on the wrong side of the tracks, and Jack was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. Even so, he’s madly in love with me. If it wasn’t for that presidency thing, he would divorce his wife and marry me right now. He’s intelligent, just like you, Bob. Both of you have read a lot of good books.”


  Before he left at two o’clock that morning, he said she had clung to him and given him a passionate kiss. “You and I should have stayed married. Settled down somewhere on a small ranch in the Valley and raised six kids—three boys and three girls.”


  “Well, we both live in Hollywood, the town of broken dreams,” he told her before giving her a good night kiss.” Welcome back home, darling. Hollywood’s biggest star has returned to reclaim her throne.”


  ***


  In the summer of 1958, Marilyn made the Billy Wilder film, Some Like It Hot, based on an obscure German movie musical, Fanfaren der Liebe ( aka Fanfares of Love) first produced in 1932. For the American remake, the first version of the script was entitled Not Tonight, Josephine.


  It’s the story of two unemployed musicians who witness the St. Valentine’s Day massacre in Chicago. To escape from the mob, they disguise themselves as women musicians in an all-female band named Sweet Sue’s Society Syncopaters. The lead singer in the band is “Sugar Kane,” the role in which Marilyn eventually starred.


  As Wilder had envisioned it, Sugar was to be played by Mitzi Gaynor and the drag queens by Bob Hope and Danny Kaye. The director was hardly a casting genius. His original dream for Sunset Blvd. involved casting Mae West as Norma Desmond, the fading vamp of the silent screen.


  A one time, Wilder envisioned Frank Sinatra playing Josephine, who falls in love with Sugar. Sinatra dropped out when he got the script. “There’s no fucking way I’m going to play a broad.”


  Although Marilyn had been absent from the screen for two years, she was still listed among the film industry’s Top Ten Box Office Stars, a list that included Sandra Dee, John Wayne, Rock Hudson, and Doris Day.


  She agreed to play the role after being offered $200,000, her highest fee ever, plus ten percent of the gross over $4 million. Her share would eventually come to $4.5 million, most of the money eventually going to Lee Strasberg’s second wife, Anna, whom Marilyn never met.
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  Before shooting began, Marilyn learned that her male co-stars, both of them cast as women, were comedian Jack Lemmon and Tony Curtis. The film would represent a reunion of sorts, since during her early days as a struggling starlet, she and Curtis had briefly been lovers.


  The producers arranged for the very gay Orry-Kelly, the costume designer, to design the men’s drag. Later, Orry-Kelly infuriated Marilyn when he announced “Tony has a more delectable ass than Marilyn.”


  During pre-production, Wilder hired Judy Garland to coach Marilyn in the delivery of her songs as Sugar Kane. For years, Marilyn had virtually worshipped Garland, who was her favorite singer after Sinatra.


  When Marilyn was first introduced to Garland at a party at producer Charles Feldman’s house, she followed Garland from room to room like a stalker.


  The two stars had much in common. Both were known for alcohol, drugs, numerous affairs (with both men and women), pills, and emotional upsets that caused delays in film production.


  Producers regarded both Garland and Marilyn as unreliable. The difference was that by the late 1950s, Garland was no longer big box office, and Marilyn was, so Fox was willing to put up with almost anything, as long as she kept the box office millions coming in.


  On their first day of working together, Marilyn confessed to Garland, “I’m scared, so very scared. I’ve been so emotionally upset lately, I’m afraid to face those cameras.”


  “Welcome to the club,” Garland said. “I’ve been scared all my life. The press has learned about some of my suicide attempts, but not all of them.”


  “You, too?” Marilyn asked. “I first attempted suicide when I was sixteen.”


  “And we’re still here,” Garland said, “although perhaps not for long. You and I are two dames who don’t believe in sticking around at the party when the host no longer wants us.”


  “You’re still idolized,” Marilyn said.


  “I still have my fans, who consist mostly of the boys today,” Garland said. “You’re riding high on the horse, but this town likes to push you off your saddle to make room for someone younger, prettier. In your case, that won’t be easy to do. I think you and I are unique show business personalities. There is probably no new Judy Garland, as there will be no new Marilyn Monroe.”


  “Thank you for saying that,” Marilyn said. “It means a lot.”


  “Now let’s get down to work, baby lamb,” Garland said.


  The complete professional, Garland went through Marilyn’s three songs in the film, including “I’m Through With Love,” “I Wanna Be Loved by You,” and “Running Wild.” Although Garland and Marilyn had completely different styles, Marilyn later told Wilder that “Judy was a great help to me. By showing me how she’d do the song, I learned to find my way through the number.”


  The two women were warm and cuddly with each other, with lots of kisses and hugs. Garland knew full well what Marilyn was suffering through, having been there so many times herself. Sometimes Marilyn would call Garland at three o’clock in the morning, and on several nights, she slept over with Garland.


  When filming began, Wilder spread the rumor that Garland was having an affair with Marilyn. Sinatra heard that, too, from Garland herself, and it was a secret he could not keep to himself. Neither could fellow Rat Packers Peter Lawford and Sammy Davis, Jr.


  But, like that summer wind that Sinatra sang about, the Monroe/Garland friendship and their devotion to each other came and quickly went, as both of them moved forward to face their respective upcoming disasters. “It was an interlude,” Marilyn later told Wilder. “But for one shining moment, I felt I’d met one person who truly understood me—and it wasn’t my so-called husband, Arthur Miller, a total loser.”


  Shooting for Some Like It Hot began on August 4, 1958. The dreaded Paula Strasberg, acting coach from hell, was on the set, Wilder regarding her as a “god damn annoyance.” Throughout the first week, she offered advice in a code perhaps understood only by Marilyn herself. “Play the scene like Mae West and Little Bo Peep combined.” Or else she’d say, “As Sugar, walk like Jell-O on springs.”


  At the beginning of the shoot, Marilyn invited Curtis, her lover of long ago, to her room. After some talk about the movie, she moved toward him, signaling him to make love to her.


  In a memoir, he wrote, “We spent the night together. We were affectionate with each other. I stroked her hair, and my hands moved all over her. Touching her, any part of her, never felt obscene or vulgar. I couldn’t be vulgar with her. I didn’t know what effect it might have on her. But how do you define vulgar? I didn’t know. That was my problem with her. I genuinely didn’t know what she wanted or didn’t want. That was probably because she didn’t know herself. She was a little girl with this incredible body. And I mean incredible. A body that had everything a man could want. She had hips like a Polish washerwoman. Not to the point that she was ungainly, but there was such a contrast between her hips and her back. She had that narrow back. And full breasts. And a long, graceful neck. She had an incredible, unique body. And she knew it. She used her sexuality.”
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  After that night of passion, everything else was downhill for them. Her endless delays caused a rift between them. He was best during his first three or four takes. She was often at her best after she’d done three dozen. Naturally, since she was the box office attraction, Wilder had to use the scenes where she, not necessarily Curtis, appeared at her best. Curtis’ best takes usually ended up on the cutting room floor. “After forty-five takes, I wasn’t my best,” he confessed. “But she blossomed after a series of lackluster takes. Although I was hailed in some quarters for my interpretation of Josephine, actually my best work never made it into the movie because of her retakes.”


  During the early stages of filming, Wilder hired three different female impersonators to teach Lemmon and Curtis how to “do drag.” When Wilder came into Curtis’ dressing room one afternoon without knocking, and caught one of the drag queens going down on Curtis, he fired the cross-dresser on the spot. “That’s not what I had in mind,” he told the bisexual Curtis.


  When Marilyn first saw Curtis in drag, she said, “My God, you look like a cross between Joan Crawford and Frankenstein.”


  Perhaps because of all her personal problems, Marilyn had never been more difficult during a shoot. Wilder, of course, had worked with her before on The Seven Year Itch. “To her, everybody was a cocksucker, a shithead, a bastard, a fuck-up,” Wilder said. “Only Elizabeth Taylor had a worse potty mouth.”


  Later, Curtis’ emotional link with Marilyn collapsed. Because of her endless delays and foul treatment of everybody, he came to hate her. When asked what it was like to make love on camera to Marilyn, he said, “Kissing her is like kissing Hitler.”


  Over the years, his attitude toward her mellowed, and he denied having ever said that. But he did.


  When reminded of his remark, she said, “I don’t understand why people aren’t a little more generous with each other. I don’t like to say this, but I’m afraid there is a lot of envy in this business. If I have to do intimate love scenes with somebody who really has these kinds of feelings toward me, then my fantasy comes into play. In other words, out with him, in with my fantasy. He was never there.”


  That was Marilyn’s public comment. Privately, she told friends, “Let’s face it: Tony would rather be sucking cock than making love to me. His boyfriends tell me he takes it up the ass.”


  “She was the meanest woman I ever met,” Wilder said, “and I worked with the witch of Hollywood, Gloria Swanson, on Sunset Blvd.”


  During an interview with Time Out, Curtis said, “She was a 600-pound gorilla. But she acted like a spoiled six-year-old brat. She told me that I was funnier than Jack Lemmon as Daphne, but she told him she wished she ended up with him and not me at the end of the picture.”


  Marilyn put on weight during the filming. When she saw the first rushes, she denounced Wilder “for making me look like a fat pig.”


  One day, she had been scheduled to show up on the set at ten o’clock that morning, but she didn’t appear until six o’clock that evening. She looked around the set and didn’t see anybody. Wilder had dismissed the crew, since he had to pay them overtime whenever they worked at night. Marilyn shouted to Paula Strasberg, “Where is the fucking Kraut? What in hell am I supposed to do with this shitty role, playing straight man for two drag queens?”


  Tempers flared as expenses skyrocketed. On some days, Marilyn didn’t show up at all. On other days, she was too drugged or drunk to remember her lines. One piece of dialogue, “Where is that bourbon?” had to be shot fifty-five times.


  “I got fucking tired of hearing about her God damn problems,” said Wilder. “I didn’t give a rat’s ass about the dame’s fucking problems. I wanted to get the film made. Thank God it was in black and white. A color film would have really run up the budget.”


  When Marilyn got back to New York, she told Shelley Winters and others, “I hate Hollywood. It’s full of big tit blondes trying to look like me. Everybody hates everybody else, but pretends to kiss each other at parties. It doesn’t mean a fucking thing. It’s all shit! One thing I found out about most actors, producers, and directors out there. All of them, with an exception here and there, have tiny dicks.”


  ***


  Arthur Miller arrived on the set of Some Like It Hot, and a writer there referred to him as “A New York Jew wandering in the Land of Oz.”


  When he was informed by Wilder of how Marilyn was behaving and delaying production, he chastised her: “How can you show up and not know your lines? And how dare you be late and hold up the crew?”


  “You can kiss my ass, Mr. Miller,” she said before storming off the set.


  As if to make it up to her, Miller, the following day, approached Wilder and asked him, “Would you go easy on her? Let her off at four o’clock instead of making her work late?”


  “My dear man,” Wilder said, “I might do that if she showed up for work. Many days at four o’clock, we are still waiting here for her.”


  On some nights, Marilyn arrived back at their residence, in the words of one writer, with “the semen of another man leaking from her cunt and the stink of cigarette smoke in her matted hair.”


  On the evenings she did come home to him, she spent it behind the locked door of her bedroom, sipping gin out of Sugar Kane’s flask, a prop she’d brought home from the set.


  After perhaps the worst argument she’d ever had with Miller, on September 12, 1958, she locked herself away and took an overdose of sleeping pills. Sensing what was wrong, Miller broke down her door and found her comatose. He called an ambulance, and she was rushed to the hospital, where her stomach was pumped.


  A month after her suicide attempt, she discovered she was pregnant once again. When Miller heard this, he was furious, because he knew that he hadn’t been sleeping with her.


  Years later, in a memoir, Tony Curtis confessed, “I knew the kid was mine.”


  Her gynecologist, Dr. Leon Krohn, warned her that her continued massive consumption of barbiturates and alcohol would damage the fetus. As a response, she told him that if she gave up drinking and pills, “I might not live long enough myself to have the baby.”


  ***
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  A rare insight into Marilyn’s emotional state during the filming of Some Like It Hot appears in a memoir penned by David Conover, the first photographer to take pictures of her for publication. His contact with her occurred in 1944 when she was still known as Norma Jeane. Some one hundred pictures of women factory workers were submitted to Captain Ronald Reagan, who was stationed in California, handling public relations for the Army. He selected Norma Jeane as an ideal subject, and assigned Conover to photograph her, at work, as a feature to appear in Yank magazine about women at work on the home front turning out aircraft, munitions, and parachutes.


  Years later, in the depths of her despair during the filming of Some Like It Hot, Marilyn heard from Conover. Normally, she might have ignored his letter, but he evoked a memory of a more innocent time. She wrote to him, saying, “I probably have you and Ronald Reagan to blame for putting me on the road to stardom. What you and Reagan didn’t tell me was how empty stardom is once you have it.”


  In his memoir, Conover published her response to his letter, which she wrote that early day in September during a lull on the set of Some Like It Hot.


  
    “I am pregnant again. God know I should be happy, but I’m not. I’m depressed—and to be honest, scared. The pain is growing worse and my breasts are intensely sore. Oh, how I want the child—I’ve struggled so hard—but now I don’t. Not really—not deep down. What am I to do? You see, our marriage is—well, it’s like a sinking ship and I have no one to cling to—like a life preserver. Arthur is cold and remote. He really doesn’t want the baby. Maybe this is why I’ve been such a meanie lately. I take out all my anger and frustration on everybody else. Marilyn”

  


  By the first week of November, Wilder was no longer speaking to his star. He told a reporter he’d never make a third picture with Monroe. “I have discussed this project with my doctor and my psychiatrist, and they tell me I’m too old and too rich to go through this again.”


  In spite of the downright hatred that was flourishing on the set, the movie ended in one of the funniest scenes in the history of Hollywood.


  Throughout the shoot, comedian Joe E. Brown, playing the very wealthy Osgood Fielding III, had been chasing Daphne (played by Lemmon, in drag). During the film’s final reel, as they are fleeing together in the back seat of a speedboat on their way to his yacht, with Tony Curtis and Marilyn in the back seat, Osgood tells Daphne that he wants to marry her. Daphne pulls off her wig. “I can’t marry you—I’m a man.”


  Without losing a beat, and just before THE END flashed across the screen, Osgood says, “Nobody’s perfect” and smiles demurely. The irony that only the most hip of the viewers of the 1950s understood involved the fact that Osgood had been aware all along that Daphne was indeed, a man in drag.
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  ***


  After flying back to New York, Marilyn settled in to leading a separate life, although living under the same roof as her husband. On December 17, 1958, she experienced acute pains and was rushed to Lenox Hill Hospital in Manhattan, where she was hauled in on a stretcher.


  Dr. Hilliard Dubrow, her New York physician, rushed to her side. The last thing she remembered was his assurance that “Everything is going to be all right.”


  When she woke up the next morning in a sedated daze, she learned that everything wasn’t all right. Once again, she’d lost her baby.


  She blamed herself for the loss, “I killed it!” she yelled at her New York maid, Lena Pepitone. “I killed it just like I stuck a knife through its poor little heart. Gladys told me I wasn’t fit to bring a child into the world. I hate to admit it, but she was right. Gladys knows a lot about unfit mothers.”


  She would stay out of hospitals until June of 1959, when she would go in again for some exploratory surgery to determine if she could ever give birth to a child. At Lenox Hill, Dr. Oscar Steinberg told her that she could not get pregnant again. “It’s just not going to happen. But I will name my firstborn in your honor.”


  Marilyn spent a dull, depressing winter mourning the loss of her baby. But in the early spring of 1959, Miller persuaded her to attend the March 30 premiere of Some Like It Hot at Loew’s State Theater in Manhattan. Throughout most of the screening, she covered her face in embarrassment. The audience roared with laughter throughout the film.


  When she returned home, she grabbed a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator and ran toward her bedroom. When he called to her, she screamed, “It was disgusting. Did you hear them laughing at me? I was a funny fat whore. That’s why they laughed.”
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  She locked her bedroom door to him. He hadn’t left the marriage yet, and The Misfits was yet to come, but for all practical purposes, both of them knew their marriage was over, as they confided to their respective friends.


  Around the time one of Marilyn’s biggest fans, the writer Norman Mailer, went to see Some Like It Hot, he had heard that she was breaking up with Miller. “I do not think Marilyn Monroe would be married to anybody. She belongs to all men.”


  The film was a hit worldwide. Even the government of Iraq allowed it to be shown, although censors there had previously banned Bus Stop, asserting that it was “dangerous to boys and young men.”


  In Istanbul, a young Turk had slashed his wrists while watching Marilyn emote in How to Marry a Millionaire. During Some Like It Hot, many young men masturbated in the theater while watching Marilyn as Sugar Kane. In some countries, censors cut 105 feet out of one of her seduction sequences with Curtis.


  The success of Some Like It Hot didn’t help Marilyn’s depression. Lena Pepitone, the maid, said, “Every day she was either angry, hysterical, or both.”


  The film today lives in legend. The American Film Institute named it number one on its list of “100 Funniest Movies of All Time.”


  ***


  Although many scripts were presented to her, Marilyn did not work in 1959. The role that interested her was that of Holly Golightly in Truman Capote’s Breakfast at Tiffany’s, based on his best-selling novella.


  “When I created the character of Holly, I had Marilyn in mind for the role.” Capote said.


  To his friends, Capote referred to Marilyn as “unschooled, but enormously brilliant.”


  At one point, Capote claimed that Marilyn had deliberately intended to “sabotage” Miller’s The Misfits through her lobbying for the role of Holly Golightly. As her biographer, Barbara Leaming, put it, “She seemed eager to subvert Arthur’s plans. If he was willing to put up with anything to get his picture made, then she, apparently, was ready to do anything to stop it.”


  “Meeting with Tennessee Williams and his lover, Frankie Merlo, Marilyn presented her dilemma to him. “Which picture should I make? Arthur Miller’s The Misfits or Truman Capote’s Breakfast at Tiffany’s?”


  “ It’s no contest,” Tennessee advised her. “Go for Capote’s Holly Golightly. Miller’s play is about rounding up mustangs for the slaughter house, where the meat will be canned as dog food. Is he out of his mind? Who would want to see a play about that?”
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  “Don’t condemn it too much,” Merlo cautioned him. “After all, you wrote a play about beach hustlers cannibalizing a homosexual in Italy. I’d rather eat horse flesh that human flesh.”


  “Of course, Holly is another slut role for me, but you’ve made up my mind for me,” she said.


  “Slut roles can be fabulous,” Tennessee said. “I hear Elizabeth Taylor’s going to play a slut in Butterfield 8.”


  “ Call that type casting,” Marilyn said.


  Capote went on to work with her during his creation of two of the scenes from Breakfast at Tiffany’s, excerpts which she performed in front of the highly critical Actors Studio.


  Later, Susan Strasberg recalled Marilyn’s performance at the Actors Studio, but only after she’d seen the completed movie version. “It was a great moment for Marilyn and should have been captured on film. Audrey Hepburn, who eventually got the role, was wonderful, if you could believe such a delicate little creature could be a working whore. I don’t mean that Marilyn was sluttish, but she looked like she was familiar with the profession. Actually, she would have brought a dimension to Breakfast at Tiffany’s that Audrey didn’t. But Marilyn had earned such a bad press for all the delays on Some Like It Hot that Blake Edwards, the director, didn’t want to use her, fearing she’d break the bank.”


  ***


  In September of 1959, the First Secretary of the Soviet Union’s Communist Party, the most powerful communist in the world, Nikita Khrushchev, embarked on an official visit to the United States. In anticipation of that event, Spyros Skouras, director of 20th Century Fox called Marilyn in New York and asked her if she’d fly to Los Angeles to greet him during his upcoming visit to Hollywood. Skouras told her that the visit of the Soviet chairman would be the media circus of the year, and he wanted Marilyn there to mingle with Elizabeth Taylor, Debbie Reynolds, Judy Garland, and Kim Novak. “If we’re having all those broads, why not the Queen of the Love Goddesses?”


  That argument seemed to win her over, and she asked Arthur Miller if he’d accompany her. After thinking it over, he refused, saying, “J. Edgar Hoover already thinks I’m a card-carrying communist. If I flew across the country to shake the hand of Nikita Khrushchev, that’s all the evidence the fucker would need to nail me.”


  Instead, Miller asked his friend and publisher, Frank E. Taylor, if he’d accompany Marilyn to the West Coast, and he agreed. At the time, Taylor was editor-in-chief of Dell Books, but within a few short months, he would become the producer of The Misfits.


  Years later, in Key West, Taylor shared memories not only of that trip, but of the filming of The Misfits, with the author of this book. In fairness to him, some of his astonishing remarks were not meant for publication.


  Reporters surrounded Marilyn as she landed at the Los Angeles airport. As Taylor remembered it, “She ambled down the ramp slowly, her pelvis thrown back, her chest thrust forward, her hips swimming rhythmically from right to left and back again. It took all of three minutes for her to reach the bottom of the ramp.”


  A reporter waiting there asked, “Marilyn, have you come back to Los Angeles to make another movie, or to cozy up to Khrushchev?”


  “I’m here to meet him,” she said, smiling provocatively. “That is, if he didn’t bring Mrs. Khrushchev.”


  “Do you think he wants to meet you?” the reporter asked.


  She threw him a hostile look. “I certainly hope he does, or else I’ve wasted my time flying across the country to say hello.”


  After she’d settled into her bungalow, she placed a call to Frank Sinatra, who was filming Can-Can with Shirley MacLaine, a role that had originally been offered to her.


  She had heard that he was going to marry Juliet Prowse, the star dancer in Can-Can. Until that time, Marilyn had held out some vague hope that Sinatra would marry her after she divorced Miller.


  “I like what we have between us,” Sinatra told her, and “I’d like to continue it. Let’s don’t spoil it with marriage.” He’d later change his mind.


  Marilyn called Jeanne Carmen and told her that she was devastated by the rejection. “I can’t believe Frank would treat me this way. He told me he loved me and wanted to spend the rest of his life with me.”


  “Oh, Marilyn,” said the more realistic Carmen. “How many men have told you that?”


  At her bungalow, Marilyn arose at seven that morning to prepare herself for her audience with Khrushchev. She summoned her friend, Ralph Roberts, “the masseur to the stars,” to give her a wake-up massage. Agnes Flanagan arrived two hours later to work on Marilyn’s body makeup. Soon, Whitey Snyder, her favorite makeup artist, entered the bungalow to “help me put on my warpaint.” Then, her favorite hair stylist, Sidney Guilaroff, was the last member of her support team to show up.
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  “Paint a face on me that says ‘fuck me, Nikita,’” she instructed.


  When she was fully made up and camera-ready, Skouras dropped by her bungalow. Then he told Taylor, her escort, “I want you to make sure she shows up. She’s got to be at that luncheon…and on time. You see to that.” Looking her over like his choicest slab of beef, the Fox executive predicted, “You are going to steal all the attention away from the chairman.”


  In a black net dress that was rather transparent in the bosom, Marilyn made her way to the limousine where her chauffeur, Rudi Kautzsky, had been waiting to begin the ten-minute ride to the Fox Studios on West Pico Boulevard.


  When she saw the almost empty parking lot, Marilyn went into a state of panic. “Oh, I’ve done it again. We’re late. Everybody is gone.” Taylor assured her that for once in her life, she was actually early for a scheduled event.


  Inside the Fox Studio, she turned to Taylor once again for reassurance. “How do I look?”


  “You’re bulging out in all the right places,” he assured her.


  “I’ll tell you one thing,” she said. “Nikita Khrushchev is a hell of a bigger name than President Sukarno of Indonesia.”


  As the other guests began to pour in, Sinatra was among the first to greet her, giving her a big kiss. “Oh, Frankie, don’t spoil my makeup. It took me five hours to get ready for this show.”


  “Don’t worry about it, kiddo,” he said. “You’re a natural beauty.”


  Frank Taylor later claimed that Sinatra whispered in her ear that he’d try to knock off “a quickie before you fly back East and into the arms of Arthur Miller.”


  One of the guests was Richard Burton. He told Marilyn that he was sorry that he hadn’t been available to play the role of her co-star in The Prince and the Showgirl. “I would have played that role completely different from Larry. I’d have made the fucking prince a little more human.”


  Elizabeth Taylor was among the stars filing into the luncheon. She walked past Marilyn without speaking. She may have noticed Burton, but this event occurred months before their affair in Rome on the set of Cleopatra.


  Elizabeth had already visited Moscow during January of 1958, a cold, dark month. Khrushchev was made aware of her during her time there. When Elizabeth made her first appearance in Moscow, wearing fur-lined red leather boots and a mink coat, several fans approached, asking her for her autograph. “Every god damn one of them asked me if I was that Marilyn Monroe thing.” As she later reported, “I came, I saw, I conquered.”


  Actually, that wasn’t entirely true. On the arm of her then-husband, Mike Todd, later to be tragically killed in an airplane crash, Elizabeth discovered that most Russians did not know who she was. At an official dinner, Khrushchev, according to reports, kept casting an eye at her. The serpent eyes of Nina Khrushchev, Nikita’s wife, followed those of her husband. She asked an aide, “Who is the pretty young lady?” after staff members of virtually every foreign embassy in Moscow had fawned over her.


  Khrushchev was already familiar with Marilyn’s image, however, before his arrival in America. He had attended the 1959 American National Exhibition in Moscow, at which she had appeared as Sugar Kane on sixteen side-by-side movie screens at the same time. Some forty thousand Soviets cheered wildly. The chairman had attended the event after his much-photographed debate with Richard Nixon within a replica of a model American kitchen.


  Shelley Winters later recalled that she’d attended a film festival in Moscow. She made an entrance in a slinky white jersey evening gown with diamond earrings, wearing a white mink cape draped around her shoulders. “That night I was constantly asked if I were Marilyn Monroe.”


  Guests at the Fox luncheon began filling in, each attired in their finest noon day outfits.


  Marilyn received kisses from Cary Grant, her former co-star in Monkey Business; Gregory Peck, with whom she wanted to co-star in her next film, Let’s Make Love; Bob Hope, who propositioned her; and then-lovers, David Niven and Rita Hayworth.


  Niven whispered “something naughty” into Marilyn’s ear, which, if she had been the blushing type, might have caused her to turn red. As she’d later confide to Jeanne Carmen, “He told me he’d get around to me after he finished off Rita. Then he added, ‘ever had a beer can?’”


  Hayworth glared at her during her lover’s exchange with Marilyn. In front of the 1940s-era screen goddess, Marilyn actually curtsied, calling the fading star, “Your Majesty.” Rita had, after all, been married to Prince Aly Khan. Marilyn had no way of knowing if Hayworth was aware of the brief but torrid affair she’d had with her former husband, Orson Welles.


  At last, the formalities at Fox began. Khrushchev stood at the head of the receiving line to greet his guests.


  Sinatra stood by, looking helpless as MacLaine cut into line. “How the hell are you, Khrush? I’m god damn glad you’re here. Welcome to our country, and welcome to 20th Century Fox. I hope you enjoy seeing how Hollywood makes a musical. I’m going to perform the Can-Can number without pants in honor of you.”


  Marilyn paid almost no attention to the dour and unphotogenic matriarch of the Soviet Union, Nina Khrushchev. She later told Sinatra, “I didn’t know she was the First Lady of the Soviet Union. I thought she was a bag woman who had slipped into the room looking for a handout.”


  A photographer stood by, hoping to get a snapshot of the First Soviet Secretary gazing down Marilyn’s bosom, but at the last minute, he was chased away.


  After Marilyn extended her hand to the Soviet dictator, he smiled at her and held it for a very long time, thereby stopping the progress of the receiving line. “You are a very lovely young lady,” he told her in Russian. A translator was at hand. “I insist you sit with me at the head table.”


  She said to him, “My husband, Arthur Miller, sends his greetings. There should be more of this kind of thing. It would help both our countries understand each other.”


  In New York at the time, Miller would later say, “The Soviet chairman was very obviously smitten with her, and she in turn liked him for his plainness.”


  Sinatra said, “When Marilyn met Nikita, the atmosphere oozed with sex with a capital S. I would almost bet my left nut that she made a date to meet with him afterward. Elizabeth Taylor and I both felt that was true. We saw them in a huddle, after the luncheon, with a translator.”


  One snippet of luncheon conversation between Marilyn and Nikita was later revealed, thanks to a loose-lipped translator. Marilyn asked the Soviet chairman, “Have you seen anything in America you like?”


  “Yes, he replied through the translator. “You.”


  She giggled. “Anything else?”


  “Yes, again. Those bumper stickers that read ‘BETTER RED THAN DEAD.’”


  At table, Spyros, a long-ago Greek immigrant, told Khrushchev that he and his brothers had arrived in America with only a few carpets to sell and the clothes on their backs. “Now I am the president of 20th Century Fox. This is the kind of opportunity America offers.”


  Khrushchev reminded him that he was the son of a poor coal miner. “Now I am the head of the Soviet Union.”


  Marilyn later said that she thought that was a fantastic reply. “Like me, Nikita is the odd man out.”


  During the luncheon at Fox, Khrushchev and Skouras debated the merits of communism vs. capitalism. Khrushchev’s remarks incensed a drunken Richard Burton, who threatened to “go up on that stage and beat the shit out of that fucker.” Two Fox security guards arrived to restrain him.


  Sitting at a distant table, Elizabeth Taylor turned to her husband, Eddie Fisher. “That Welsh actor is foaming at the mouth. Leave it to him to make a public spectacle.”


  Later, talking to Skouras, she stood about ten feet from Marilyn and Khrushchev. “Pandro Berman wants me to play a whore in this piece of crap called Butterfield 8. And he was the man who produced National Velvet. I told him I won’t do it, but he’s threatening me financially. If he wants a whore to play the role, why not Marilyn Monroe?”


  Marilyn, of course, heard the voice, whose harsh tone evoked the one Elizabeth would later use in Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? She whispered to Sinatra, “I know why Elizabeth is so upset. I’ve been to bed with Eddie Fisher. She got short changed on that one.”


  It had been Sinatra’s idea to stage a performance of the can-can for Khrushchev on Fox’s Sound Stage 8, on a set that evoked Paris in the 1890s.


  Marilyn was seated in the audience next to Gregory Peck. Three seats away sat Elizabeth and Fisher. She was still obsessing about Burton. “He’s always ranting about something. Doesn’t he ever know when to shut up?”


  “I don’t give a fuck what he says, just so long as he stays away from you,” Fisher said.


  “I won’t let him get ten feet near me,” Elizabeth said. “I know his reputation. I don’t intend to become another notch in his belt.”


  Hearing that, Marilyn whispered to Peck, “When am I going to become a notch on your belt?”


  “When we make Let’s Make Love,” Peck responded.


  Khrushchev, the old perv, was secretly thrilled by the racy dance, especially the ending when the can-can dancers turned their backs to the audience to reveal their butts.


  Ideologically, at least, Khrushchev had to pretend to be shocked by this open display of the sexuality associated with decadent capitalism. After the show, he said, “The face of mankind is prettier than its backside. We do not want that sort of thing for the Russians. The dance is lascivious, disgusting, and immoral.”


  More than any of the other dancers, Juliet Prowse, Sinatra’s girlfriend-of-the-moment, attracted the most attention during the can-can she performed in front of the Soviet chairman. She later said, “Nikita, such a big teddy bear, was my greatest press agent. Before him, I was unknown. After his visit, I became a household word like Frank Sinatra himself. My career took off, thanks to the Red Menace.”
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  According to Frank E. Taylor, Sinatra admitted that, “Before going back home to Arthur, Marilyn shacked up with both Gregory Peck and me.” Marilyn also claimed during conversations with Taylor to have had a quickie with Khrushchev in his hotel suite. She even described to Taylor what happened:


  Through a translator, according to Taylor, Khrushchev and Marilyn had arranged to meet later over some vodka and caviar. “Nina was out shopping, I presume. After the preliminaries, Khrushchev told his security guards to beat it.”


  “I knew that the time had come,” Marilyn told Taylor. “I did a striptease in front of him, but he kept all his clothes on. Finally, he stood up in front of me and I got his signal. He wanted me to give him a blow-job. I unzipped him. It was already erect. I don’t know how long it took Nina to bring him off, but it took me six intense minutes, and I think he really enjoyed it.”


  “How’s he hung?” Taylor asked.


  “Short, fat, and knobby, a mushroom head that tapered at the base. Not the world’s most beautiful cock, I can tell you that.”
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  Long after Marilyn was dead, and long after he’d produced The Misfits, Taylor, in Key West, reflected on the bizarre encounter Marilyn had relayed to him about being alone with Khrushchev. “At first I didn’t believe her, but she could be very convincing. After thinking it over, I felt it might really have happened. It made sense in a funny sort of way. This unwanted child had become the most desirable woman on the planet. She could boast of the distinction of having given blow-jobs to two of the most important men in the world, John F. Kennedy and Nikita Khrushchev. Marilyn may be the only woman in the world who did both of them.”


  She also claimed that when Khrushchev returned to Russia, he sent her an expensive present, although she never said exactly what the gift was. He did extend an official invitation for her to visit Moscow.


  She later told Robert Slatzer that “Nikita was the most fascinating man I’ve ever met. But I think Carl Sandburg is more interesting.”


  Then she said, “I could tell that Nikita liked me the most of all the pretty girls there. But there’s a problem, however. He’s got too many warts on his face. Who would want to be a communist, with a president with all those warts?”


  ***


  “Working the boondocks,” in his own words, Senator Kennedy pursued his conquest of the presidency, quietly but efficiently organizing a vast political machine for his run during the upcoming year.


  Actually, Bobby Kennedy and Ambassador Kennedy ran the machine themselves. JFK confessed to Marilyn, “I am merely the showhorse they bring out to exhibit. They’re making all the decisions for me.”


  She may have felt uneasy sleeping under the same roof in Santa Monica with Peter and Patricia Lawford, but JFK assured her that it would be all right. “Pat and Peter—don’t you like the easy sound of those names?—are currently sharing the same beach boy. I’ve seen him. He’s a knockout in this town of knockouts. He’s sort of a combination Tab Hunter and Lex Barker. Not my type, but Peter’s. You’re my type.”


  Her night with JFK represented another of the few times in their years-long relationship that she actually got to spend a full night with him. She loved him, even his light snoring, or so she had convinced herself. She liked to cuddle in his arms, even though it didn’t seem to be his favorite thing. In describing all the details of her night with JFK to Jeanne Carmen, she confessed, “Prez wasn’t much of a cuddler. But he did make love to me twice that night in spite of those damn back problems of his.”


  She only saw him briefly when he woke up the following morning. His wit and charisma were still there, but the morning light revealed a slightly battered face. He looked older than she’d ever seen him before. His eyes were bloodshot from all that champagne the night before. He seemed to have a wincing headache. “It’s this god damn intestinal flu that I can’t seem to shake off,” he told her.


  He emerged from his shower still unshaven. She toweled him off. After that, he stood nude in front of the mirror, shaving. His hair was still damp and uncombed. She’d never seen him shave before. Had Jackie ever seen him shave? She doubted it.


  As he shaved, she planted kisses on that tortured back of his, as if she could make it well again. She wanted to remember every single detail of her night and morning with him. Jeanne Carmen and Shelley Winters would demand blow-by-blow descriptions.


  He seemed in a rush as her tongue traveled a familiar trail, and she wished she’d had more time. She was surprised at the number of freckles on his body, “The curse of red-haired Irish men,” he once said.


  He was in California to raise campaign money, and she didn’t know when she’d see him again, as he was flying to San Francisco that afternoon.


  She had been hoping that he would invite her to go with him, but his plans in Northern California didn’t include her. She’d heard stories from Lawford that he was frequenting a mysterious figure called Judith Campbell, who had been Frank Sinatra’s girlfriend before gangster Sam Giancana discovered her charms.


  Giancana had told her that JFK was seeing a lot more of Judith than he was seeing of her. She was anxious to meet her competition. “I want to see what she has that I don’t have,” Marilyn said.


  “The best way to do that would be to suggest a three-way,” Carmen said. “You know your lover boy is famous for organizing three-ways. How better to discover what her special talents are than by seeing the bitch in action?”


  “You’ve got a point there,” Marilyn said. “I’ll have to think about that.”


  Lawford was already in the kitchen when JFK and Marilyn came down together for breakfast. She wore white shorts and a pink halter, but Jack was fully dressed. Lawford, meanwhile, was wandering around in an open terrycloth robe that exposed his nudity.


  “Where’s Pat?” JFK asked.


  “Still asleep,” Lawford said. He motioned toward a Mexican maid standing near the stove. “Tell her what you want. Tamales or tacos?”


  “A glass of ice water,” JFK said. “I’ve got pills to take. A cup of black coffee—and that’s it.”


  Since she didn’t want to consume food like a fat pig, she settled for coffee, a small orange juice, and a piece of toast (“no butter”).


  JFK looked at Lawford. “Tell me all the rumors going around Hollywood about Marilyn.”


  “Okay, buddy,” Lawford said. “Marilyn, you’d better leave the room.”


  “I’m sure I’ve heard worse,” she said.


  “The latest story I’ve heard is that you lived for eight months with two fag junkies, and that they peddled you to support their habit. The other rumor is that you’ve fucked every Jew in Hollywood.”


  She brushed off the charges. “How nice,” she said.


  “And what do they say about me?” the senator asked.


  “Not much, not much at all,” Lawford said. “Believe it or not, a lot of show business people don’t know a hell of a lot about you. Of course, they still tell stories about my dear old father-in-law.”


  “Well, I’ve got to change that. I want to become a household word. If you’re trying to become President of the United States, you can’t be an unknown.”


  After the Senator had consumed his coffee, he went to make some phone calls. She wondered if he were calling Jackie, but she didn’t think so.


  Seated in the harsh, revealing morning sunlight of Los Angeles, Peter was no longer the pretty boy he’d been in the 1940s. Graying temples and puffy jowls were descending. His frantic lifestyle was catching up with him. The eyes that greeted her seemed to conceal self-loathing. After all, being a faded movie star and functioning as the senator’s pimp were hardly roles he welcomed.


  After a quick kiss, the President was off, without having expressed any commitment about seeing her again.


  It was the pimp who remained behind and extended an invitation to her. “Pat and I are going to a club tonight in Malibu. We want you to come with us. The drag queen who’s performing there is attracting big crowds. It’s said that he does an impersonation of Marilyn Monroe that’s better than your own.”


  “Okay, I’ll go,” she said, “but I want to invite William Holden.”


  “Haven’t you already fucked him?” Lawford asked. “Everybody else has. In fact, I once heard him say that when he was a young actor, new to Hollywood, he used to service actress after actress, most of them far older than him. He also said, ‘I’m a whore…all actors are.’”


  “That’s not the issue,” she said. “John Huston is considering him for the role of the cowboy opposite me in The Misfits.”


  “Okay, I’ll call him,” he said. “Hell, I could go for him myself.”


  “There’s another reason I want to bed him tonight. I’ve heard that Jackie is shacking up with him.”


  “That’s one I hadn’t heard,” he said. “You little devil. You want to take Jackie’s husband away from her, and you want to take her lover away, too.”


  “All’s fair in love and war,” she said, rising from the kitchen table. “Now, give me two hours to make myself beautiful for the day.”


  ***


  The 1960s had dawned, signaling the beginning of Marilyn’s final years. It was January and cold in Los Angeles, as Marilyn and Arthur Miller moved into bungalow no. 21 at the swanky Beverly Hills Hotel. Over their heads, occupying the bungalow’s second story, were the French actor, Yves Montand, and his actress wife, Simone Signoret.


  They were in Hollywood for Montand’s filming of a musical comedy entitled Let’s Make Love, to be shot in CinemaScope and in color, a production supervised by Jerry Wald, directed by George Cukor, and based on a script by Norman Krasna. Marilyn and Montand were the designated stars, with supporting roles by Tony Randall and Frankie Vaughan, along with brief cameo appearances from Bing Crosby, Milton Berle, and Gene Kelly. Frank Sinatra had turned down the cameo role that eventually went to Crosby.


  At the last minute, Gregory Peck had dropped out of Let’s Make Love, which turned out to be a smart decision. Cukor had also sent a copy of the script to Cary Grant (“It’s shit!”) James Stewart (“Maybe I’d do it with Kim Novak”); Yul Brynner (“I’ve already fucked Marilyn”); Peter Lawford (“Marilyn would devour me onscreen”); Tony Curtis (“With Marilyn, never again”); Charlton Heston (“You’ve got to be kidding”); and Rock Hudson, who asserted that he’d be delighted to appear in a movie with Marilyn. But Universal wouldn’t release him. “Too bad,” said Cukor. “At least I could have gotten a mercy fuck from Rock.”


  In the surprise casting decision of the season, the role eventually went to Montand, a song-and-dance man from Paris. Ironically, the role of “The Billionaire” (which was the project’s original title) called for an actor who could neither sing nor dance.


  For a prolonged period, Montand had avoided visiting the United States, because of his refusal to sign a document asserting that he had never been a member of the Communist Party. Early in 1959, that requirement was eliminated, and Montand was allowed to fly to New York for his role in a one-man song-and-dance act on Broadway.


  Montand had previously met Arthur Miller during one of the playwright’s visits to Paris for a performance of his play, The Crucible. Montand first met Marilyn some time later, when Miller escorted her to Montand’s debut on Broadway.


  Other than defining Montand as “mesmerizing” both on and off the stage, Marilyn was shocked to discover that he spoke very little English. She did not feel, however, that that would be a barrier to his ability to co-star with her. “I’m sure he’s a fast learner,” she told her husband.


  When he was introduced to her for the first time, Montand said, perhaps with irony, “To the people of France, America is Coca-Cola and Marilyn Monroe.”


  Although Montand was a household word throughout France, he was eager for international stardom, which he felt could only be obtained through a success in American movies. He viewed his debut as Marilyn’s leading man as a major achievement on the road to his dreams.


  When it was announced that Montand would be her co-star, Marilyn told the press that the three most attractive men in the world, in her opinion, included, number one, her husband, followed by Marlon Brando and Yves Montand. “Actually, Montand looks like my former husband, Joe DiMaggio.”


  She may have been correct in comparing Montand to DiMaggio. Biographer Fred Lawrence Guiles summed up Montand’s look: “His appeal is a projection of primitive sexiness. Despite the disadvantages of a broad mouth, gaunt cheeks, and a weak chin, he has smouldering eyes sunken deep into their sockets, a natural grace of movement, a tremulous voice as forlorn and as tinged with Parisian back alleys as Piaf’s, and a Gallic charm that appeals to men as well as to women.”


  The script had already undergone several rewrites, but Cukor was still not pleased with it, finding it lackluster. Then the Writers Guild called a strike. In desperation, Cukor turned to Miller to “touch up” some of the scenes and to rewrite others. The playwright was offered $15,000 for his work, even though screenplays were not his forte. As it turned out, Miller’s role consisted of enlarging Marilyn’s part and diminishing Montand’s. Miller refused, however, to allow his name to be listed in the movie’s credits.


  Marilyn later referred to Miller’s role in the film as “scab labor” and said to him, “Some fucking communist union man you are. Don’t ever claim to me again that you’re a champion of the underdog. And I once thought of you as a modern day Abraham Lincoln. Another of my illusions shattered.”


  In Hollywood, Cukor was known as a woman’s director. Although he’d been fired by David O. Selznick back in the late 1930s as the director of Gone With the Wind, Cukor had continued to direct Vivien Leigh and Olivia de Havilland, from the privacy of his home, for their roles within that film. Cukor was also one of the closest friends and admirers of Katharine Hepburn.


  Marilyn had always listed him as one of the few men in Hollywood whom she would allow to direct her. However, the relationship between them began on a sour note the first day she showed up for work. As if she were not insecure enough, he made her even more so. Cukor’s first words to her were, “You’re thirty pounds overweight.”


  As filming began, the Montands and the Millers often shared dinners together, the most memorable being a spaghetti dinner that Marilyn cooked for all of them. “I learned how to make spaghetti from the DiMaggio family in San Francisco,” she told them.


  While Miller and Montand bonded—they shared the same left-wing political views—Marilyn and Signoret often had long talks. She confessed to the French actress that the only time she had ever been happy was when the famous photographer, Richard Avedon, photographed her as a series of three incarnations of earlier film icons: Dietrich, Garbo, and Harlow. “Other than that, I am filled with nothing but fears and regrets.”
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  It seemed that Marilyn spent a lot of time fretting over her perceived inadequacies associated with her hair style—particularly her “widow’s peak.” Eventually, she found “the one woman in California who I can trust to dye my hair.” Previously, that hair colorist had maintained Jean Harlow as a platinum blonde when the legendary star had been part of MGM during the 1930s.


  The elderly hairdresser was flown from San Diego to Los Angeles at weekly intervals to transform Marilyn into a blonde. Unfortunately, the roots at the front of her hairline didn’t take to the dye very well. That deficiency usually had to be concealed with a lock of Marilyn’s hair artfully draped across her forehead.


  Marilyn always stuffed the hairdresser with plenty of gourmet food before her coloring sessions, during which the woman entertained Signoret and Marilyn with shocking stories about Harlow in her heyday. Marilyn told the colorist that her greatest dream involved interpreting Harlow’s role onscreen as part of a film biography based on her life.


  In her memoirs, Nostalgia Isn’t What It Used to Be, Signoret had little to say about Marilyn’s subsequent affair with her husband. But she did provide some insights about what life was like between the Montands and the Millers when the French acting team lived above them in a hotel bungalow on the grounds of the Beverly Hills Hotel.


  During their communal dinners, Montand often amused the Millers with stories about his early life. Born in Italy, his family fled to Marseille to escape the rule of the Fascist dictator Benito Mussolini.


  Montand said that at one point in his career, he became a hairdresser. His shop was adjacent to a nightclub for female impersonators. Montand told them that most of his clients were drag queens, who brought their wigs for him to repair. As he “decorated” their heads, they constantly groped him. “I was a big attraction for these guys,” he said. He also told fascinating stories about when he lived with and loved Edith Piaf. “I was her boy. The little sparrow was so short, she hardly came up to my beltline.”


  “How convenient,” Marilyn said.


  The first jealousy Marilyn showed toward Signoret did not involve her possession of Montand, but the fact that Signoret had been nominated for (and later won) an Oscar as Best Actress for her role in Room at the Top. Marilyn was furious that she was not nominated for her interpretation of Sugar Kane in Some Like It Hot.


  Later, Miller said that Marilyn was “horrified” that Shelley Winters went on to win an Oscar for her role in The Diary of Anne Frank. “All the bitches around me are taking home Oscars,” she shouted at Miller, “but there’s nothing for the Slut of Hollywood.” She got so drunk on champagne that night that she couldn’t report for work the next morning.


  It was Simone who first advised Marilyn to buy the rights to They Shoot Horses, Don’t They?, a book whose dramatization she’d previously interpreted in French, in France, right after World War II. Ironically, it was Charlie Chaplin who would eventually acquire the rights and (unsuccessfully) offer its leading role to Marilyn.


  One night, Marilyn and Miller engaged in a bitter argument over changes he had proposed in his rewrites to her character. “You rarely agree with me on anything,” she said. “You engage in all these intellectual conversations with Simone. She’s too old for a man like Yves. Much more your type. Perhaps we should switch partners. I’m sure that both of us would be much happier that way.”


  “I just might do that,” he said before storming out of their bungalow.


  When Miller was out of town, Signoret saw Lex Barker, the movie world’s former Tarzan, coming and going from Marilyn’s bungalow.


  One evening, the Montands were astonished when Marilyn invited them to dinner. Her guest was DiMaggio. “Marilyn couldn’t keep her hands off this athlete, even during dinner,” Signoret recalled after Marilyn’s death.


  On another night, Signoret spotted Marilyn disappearing inside the bungalow of Howard Hughes, who was also in residence within one of the nearby bungalows.


  At one point during the filming of Let’s Make Love, Marilyn retreated to her bungalow, refusing to work, thereby shutting down production. She informed Signoret that every member of the film crew was a homosexual, and that they were deliberately making her appear fat and ugly before the camera. “It’s no secret that they hate women, because they want the men for themselves. They’re probably sucking the cocks of our husbands right now.”


  Signoret assured her that neither Miller nor Montand had any particularly large gay following. “Gays are more attracted to men like Rock Hudson, who, as you know, was originally intended as your co-star. You also have a large gay following, so don’t say anything against these fellows. In France, we appreciate them more than you Americans, especially in the arts. When he’s been away from home, Yves has occasionally been sucked off by some homosexuals. But I’m not jealous of them. At least he’s not with another woman.”


  “Even the film’s director, George Cukor, is the gayest goose in Hollywood,” Marilyn said. “Incidentally, you’d better watch him. He’s known for sucking off all the leading men in his films.”
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  That might not have been just idle speculation on her part.


  Billy Travilla, who had frequently functioned as Marilyn’s dress designer, claimed that “Cukor was smitten with the French star. He often favored him at Marilyn’s expense. Aware of this, Yves played Cukor for whatever it was worth. He also invited him out for cozy dinners.”


  Crew members became more or less aware that at some point during a day of filming, Montand would disappear with Cukor to get a blow job.


  Shelley Winters, who visited Marilyn on the set, later said, “Cukor really turned on Marilyn because she was running around with Montand. That seriously pissed off her director. He was incensed when Marilyn began an affair with a man he sexually desired.”


  Rupert Allan, Marilyn’s publicist, concluded, “Montand used both Cukor and Marilyn to gain a foothold in Hollywood. He used her shamelessly, just as he used his lovesick director.”


  Montand told the press, “I welcomed the chance to be working with Marilyn Monroe. Can you imagine, this babi from Marseille ending up in Hollywood starring opposite this film goddess?”


  Marilyn’s affair with Montand began when Signoret left for Europe to make a film, and Miller went location hunting in Nevada for The Misfits with that film’s director, John Huston. Thus began a two-month romance.


  Someone leaked the news to the press. Suspicion about who actually made the leak fell on “the gossipy gay,” George Cukor.


  ***


  Marilyn’s confusion over her upcoming divorce from Miller, which she hadn’t filed for yet, and her love affair with Montand drove her into the care of yet another doctor, the controversial psychiatrist, Dr. Ralph Greenson, who would forever after be associated with legends surrounding her death.


  Sometimes Marilyn, without telling Cukor, would leave the set to visit him. The psychiatrist would loom large during the final months of her life.


  In New York, Marilyn had been dependent on Dr. Marianne Kris for her mental stability. But she quickly transferred her allegiance to Dr. Greenson, who in time became far more important in her life than Dr. Kris had ever been. Greenson often wrote to Dr. Kris about Marilyn and her treatments, and spoke with her frequently over the phone as a means of better understanding Marilyn’s particular anxieties. In a letter that later surfaced, Dr. Greenson wrote, “Marilyn is such a perpetual orphan. I feel even sorrier as she tries so hard and fails so often, which also makes her pathetic.”


  In February of 1960, as Valentine’s Day rolled around, Cukor was no longer speaking to Marilyn. Instead, as a means of communicating his wishes and intentions, he would tell the film’s choreographer, Jack Cole, what he wanted her to do, and then Cole would relay the director’s wishes, which Marilyn rarely, if ever, followed. She was often intoxicated during filming, drinking gin from a teacup, which fooled none of her fellow workers.


  Reportedly, Miller became a direct witness to his wife’s affair with Montand when he returned to Los Angeles a day sooner than he had announced and caught the couple naked and in bed together.


  Marilyn told Dr. Greenson that “physically, Yves is like Joe and that is what excites me about it. He doesn’t just look like Joe…there are other similarities, if you get my drift.”


  When news of her husband’s affair became public, Signoret was flooded with letters, many women expressing their sympathy for the fact that her husband appeared to have fallen into the arms of “this sluttish vixen” or “this bottle blonde tramp.”


  Also to her amazement, Signoret received hate mail from Marilyn’s fans, even though it was clear that she was the injured party. As she described in her memoirs, most of these letters were “pornographic, scatological, and patriotic.” Some letters even suggested that she should become a sex slave of Arab men, “whose amorous aptitude is so well known. Your fat ass would make you desirable to these pigs.” Several anti-Semitic letters even claimed that, “It serves Jew Miller right!”


  Signoret later recalled, “I never detested Marilyn for going after my husband. What woman wouldn’t want to go to bed with Yves? He’s a great lover.”


  Later, Montand said, “I thought Marilyn was more sophisticated about affairs. Most French wives are. She had this schoolgirl crush on me—that’s all. If she thought otherwise, she was mistaken. I have no intention of breaking up my marriage. If I were not married, and if Marilyn were not married, I would not object to marrying her. But I am married, and she is married, so let’s leave it at that. All Frenchmen worthy of the name have an occasional affair. French wives, too, have affairs. These affairs come and go. In France, we do not put much emphasis on them.”


  Lena Pepitone, Marilyn’s maid, recalled going to see Let’s Make Love when it opened in New York. Dressed in a disguise, Marilyn attended the movie with her. At the end, after her character is reunited with the character played by Montand, who wants to marry her, Marilyn burst into tears. “Why is it, Lena, that the saddest words in English are ‘what might have been.’”
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  ***


  As Dr. Greenson loomed larger and more essential in Marilyn’s life, Miller became adamantly opposed to the long hours she spent with him “dredging up all your past horror. You need to live in the present and deal with today’s problems instead of thinking about getting raped a long time ago.”


  She called Greenson “Romeo,” which was his real name, having been born in Brooklyn in 1911 and named Romeo Samuel Greenschpoon. His fraternal twin, a sister, was named Juliet, since their father was an avid fan of Shakespeare.


  From the beginning, Greenson had trepidations about taking on such a high profile client as Marilyn. “I knew my name would be dragged through the mud. Taking on Marilyn was tantamount to having a grenade tossed into my office.”


  Greenson became known among Hollywood stars when Vivien Leigh came to Los Angeles to shoot the interiors for William Dieterle’s Elephant Walk, the bulk of which had been filmed in Sri Lanka. A manic depressive, Vivien had suffered a nervous breakdown. During the seventy-two hour flight to California, Vivien had raved, raged, ranted, and torn at her clothes. She later claimed that appearing as Blanche Dubois in Tennessee Williams’ A Streetcar Named Desire had “tipped” her into madness.


  “If Romeo could bring some help to Scarlett O’Hara, maybe he could save little ol’ me,” Marilyn said.


  Greenson frankly admitted, “I failed with Vivien. Maybe I can save Marilyn.”


  He was a friend of Dr. Anna Freud, who had put Marilyn on the couch in London during her time there filming The Prince and the Showgirl. Ironically, while shooting Let’s Make Love, Marilyn was offered the leading female role (“Cecily”, a patient of Dr. Freud) in an upcoming movie entitled Freud. John Huston had already cast her friend, Monty Clift, as Freud.


  Anna Freud had been sent a copy of the script. She later claimed, “I detested it.” In a strongly worded letter, perhaps motivated by fears of what the experience might do to Marilyn’s fragile emotional health, and also by her commitment to preserve the dignity and accuracy of her father’s therapeutic legacy, she wrote to Marilyn in Los Angeles, pleading with her to turn down the role of Cecily, which Marilyn did.


  Years later, reflecting on what might have happened if Marilyn had participated in the film, Gloria Steinem wrote, “Marilyn would have been called upon to enact the psychotic fate she feared most in real life, and to play the patient of a man whose belief in female passivity may have been part of the reason she was helped so little by psychiatry.”


  Frank Sinatra approved of Greenson, asserting that, “I went to him after the breakup of my marriage to Ava Gardner. It was a time of slashing wrists.”


  Even though he objected to the long hours Marilyn spent alone with Greenson, Miller approved of the doctor’s politics. He was on the Communist Party’s list of analysts who were deemed suitable for the counseling of party members.


  Making matters vaguely incestuous, Greenson was the brother-in-law of Mickey Rudin, the attorney who legally represented both Sinatra and Marilyn.


  “I went with Marilyn to one of Greenson’s parties,” Shelley Winters recalled. “Our gal was certainly moving in a circle of Freudian-Marxists. That crowd of intellectuals definitely played ball in left field. I bet ‘Nellie’ Hoover was on Marilyn’s trail. In fact, she went home with a tall, good-looking guy that I felt was a G-Man from back East. He probably reported directly to Hoover what fucking Marilyn Monroe entailed.”


  Based on his first visit to Marilyn’s bungalow and base of operations on the set of Let’s Make Love, Greenson learned that throughout most of the filming, she had been heavily sedated most of the time, consuming Amytal, sodium pentothal, Phenobarbital, and Demerol. He became furious when the evidence was spread before him. “You’ve got a fucking pharmacy here. Those idiot quacks prescribing all this for you should lose their license.” He demanded that in the future, she deal with only one medical doctor, Dr. Hyman Engelberg, a well-known internist in Beverly Hil1s.


  “I think I’d like a man named Hyman,” she quipped.


  Although they had emerged from radically different backgrounds, Marilyn bonded with Greenson during a five-hour session with him in her bungalow at the film studio. It evolved into a therapeutic interlude that delayed production of Let’s Make Love and once again provoked Cukor’s hostility.


  “I’m a Jew, too,” she told Greenson. “And as you know, I’m married to a Jew, too, the coldest and most distant man on the planet.”


  She began to call Greenson “my savior.” During a phone call to Lena Pepitone, her maid in New York, Marilyn said, “Dr. Greenson is Jesus. He’s doing wonders for me. If he wants sex, I will gratefully give it to him, but he hasn’t asked me yet, although I know he is very, very interested. A woman knows.”


  “He’s chasing away my ghosts,” she said. “He listens to my stories of how cruel Arthur is to me, and I know I’ve won him over to my side. Dr. Greenson has convinced me that I’ve got to get out of this hopeless marriage. I can’t stand Arthur Miller.”


  Winters claimed that Greenson was “in everybody’s crotch. Not just Marilyn’s, but he was also the therapist to that dago bastard, Sinatra. More and more, Greenson was taking control of Marilyn’s life. He even tried to force her to dump her best male friend, Ralph Roberts, her masseur and confidant. That creep told Marilyn that there was room for only one Ralph in her life—and that was Ralph Greenson himself. Personally, I think the fucking shrink is a charlatan.”


  Patricia Kennedy Lawford, at a luncheon with Marilyn at the Beachcomber Restaurant in Malibu, warned her not to become too dependent on Greenson. “He wants to be your Svengali, taking over your career like Milton Greene did. You trust Jews too much. My father warned me about Jews. He also gave me some other good advice: Never marry an actor.”


  Greenson kept Marilyn’s New York psychiatrist, Dr. Marianne Kris, informed. In one letter, he wrote: “I think she has terrible, terrible fantasies about mistreatment she suffered as a girl. I don’t believe most of her stories. Her delusions and hallucinations, as you well know, are a feature of her schizophrenic disorders. She has many paranoid reactions. She even believes that J. Edgar Hoover has assigned FBI agents to follow her and tap her phone lines. She claims Hoover wants access to damaging information on John Kennedy that could be used against him if he ever becomes president.”
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  In a phone call to Dr. Kris, the contents of which were later revealed, Greenson said, “Marilyn told me another tall tale yesterday afternoon. She claimed that her first husband, Jim Dougherty, once brought home Robert Mitchum to fuck her while he watched.”


  “You mean, the movie star, Robert Mitchum?”


  “Yes, her co-star in River of No Return. It’s true that Dougherty and Mitchum once worked side by side in a factory. She claimed that Dougherty took nude pictures of her and showed them to Mitchum, who got excited.”


  “Do you believe her story?” Kris asked.


  “It certainly occurs in marital relations, and from what I heard, Mitchum will do just about anything. I’m inclined to halfway believe her, because she’s had some wild adventures. Who knows? Sometimes I think she has come to believe the stories she told about her early life, whether they’re true or not.”


  “Well, as we both know, there’s much to be learned through a person’s fantasies,” Kris said.


  Greenson also told Kris that Marilyn claimed that she gave birth to a baby when she was about fifteen years old. “One time, she said it was a girl, but later became adamant that it was a boy. She sobbed for about an hour when she told me, ‘They took my baby from me. My beautiful baby boy.’”


  “It was a boy!” she told Greenson. “I lied to you earlier when I said it was a girl. I had a boy, with a little pee-pee growing inside me. A boy, God damn it! I should know the sex of my own baby!”


  During her third week of her counseling with Greenson, Marilyn confessed that she planned to commit suicide one day. “I want to go out like James Dean, while I’m still young and beautiful. I want everything in the room to be white, very Mae Westy. All white satin on the bed. White walls, white furniture. I want to be wearing a white négligée. It will be in New York. I’ll have my maid, Lena Pepitone, come in before the photographers arrive. She can close my eyes in death. Of course, I’ll have my makeup man and my hairdresser in. Then I’ll swallow a bottle of sleeping pills.”


  She also discussed with Greenson that she wanted surgery both to tighten her vagina and to enlarge her breasts. She’d even acquired the name of two doctors who specialized in such treatments. “I want a vagina as tight as an asshole. Men like to fuck assholes because of the tight fit. I also want to enlarge my breasts to a forty-inch bust.”


  Marilyn told Peter and Pat Lawford, “The Greensons became the family I never had.”


  Dr. Greenson would later be criticized by some of his fellow professionals for allowing Marilyn to become such an integral part of his family life. Not with other patients, but with her, he encouraged her to participate in his private life, sleeping over, having meals at his table at night, often breakfast the next morning. She’d had an equivalent relationship with the Strasbergs, insinuating herself into their family life as well.


  The doctor and his wife occupied a hacienda-style home on a hillside in Santa Monica. Marilyn often stood there at night taking in the views from the second-story balcony. She became friends with Greenson’s wife, Hildi, and especially their teenage children, Joan and Danny.
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  She gave Joan tips on boyfriends and how to do the latest dance step. Danny was viewed as a bit radical in his left-wing views. Years later, he said that he had expected Marilyn to be “just another rich bitch movie star,” but that he became attracted to her warmth and charm.


  “She didn’t play movie star with us,” Joan said. “After a long session with my father, she came into the kitchen and helped with dinner. She even stayed around to wash the dishes.”


  Both Winters and Jeanne Carmen later claimed, as have some biographers, that Marilyn’s relationship with Greenson at some point became sexual. “How typical of Marilyn,” Carmen said. “She liked to reward men like that agent, Johnny Hyde, with sex if she felt she was being helped. And she certainly felt Greenson was helping her, whether he was or not.”


  Winters also claimed that Marilyn’s relationship with Greenson was sexual. “She told me it was. It was obvious to me she was giving her body in gratitude to Greenson. There was no passion involved on her part. She even complained to me that she didn’t like giving blow-jobs to Jewish men because they were circumcised.


  “I think he’s falling in love with me,” Marilyn told Winters. “What should I do? I don’t want to break up his home. He has such a wonderful family.”


  “Hell, Marilyn, you’re fucking the guy. You don’t have to break up his family. Just love ‘em and leave ‘em when the time comes. That’s what I do.”


  “Do you think Mrs. Greenson will detect that he’s not coming to her bed that often?” Marilyn asked.


  “Of all the problems you have in the world, I would worry about that one the least,” Winters said.


  “I’ve got another problem,” Marilyn confided. “I’ve got to talk it over with Dr. Greenson. Jack Kennedy is getting increasingly excited by three-ways. Of course, I’ve participated in some of those. He said his all time fantasy would be to have Elizabeth Taylor and me in bed at the same time.”


  “I know Elizabeth,” Winters said. “Unless she has drastically changed since we made A Place in the Sun together, she’ll never go for it. Count her out.”


  “But if Jack becomes president, he could command it,” Marilyn said.


  “The last time I checked, the United States was a democracy, not a kingdom. Besides, he’s not president yet, and I don’t think he’ll ever be. Now that my lover boy, Adlai Stevenson, no longer has to compete against Ike, he’s going to run yet again, in this case, a third time, for the office of U.S. president. This time, I think the country is ready for him. That means that I’m going to be the mistress of our next president—not you.”


  ***


  In July of 1960, at the dawn of the Democratic Party’s national convention in Los Angeles, John F. Kennedy, the leading contender, was growing more and more kinky in his sexual tastes, arranging and participating in orgies at the Mayflower Hotel in Washington and indulging in three-ways with various pairs of women.


  Wanting a rest, JFK visited his friend and supporter, Frank Sinatra, at his villa in Palm Springs. Sinatra’s valet, George Jacobs, asked Kennedy what he wanted arranged during his vacation.


  Kennedy was blunt. “I want to fuck every woman in Hollywood.”


  Later, when Sinatra asked JFK what he might arrange for him during his stay, JFK told the singer, “I want to have a Naked Lunch.” Kennedy was making a hip reference to the scandalous and avant-garde William Burroughs’ novel, Naked Lunch, but Sinatra misunderstood.


  “Okay, George can arrange that by the pool,” Sinatra said. “I’ll show mine if you’ll show me yours.”


  “You don’t get it,” JFK said. “My favorite naked lunch is shaved pussy sprinkled with cocaine.”


  After he recovered from his surprise, Sinatra said, “I can arrange that, too, I’m sure.”


  According to JFK’s aide, David Powers, the presidential candidate maintained fantasies of two women he’d like to seduce simultaneously: Shirley MacLaine and Elizabeth Taylor were the leading stars for his dream act, but neither actress seemed available for three-way hookups.


  Finally, JFK confided to his close friend, Senator George Smathers of Florida, “I’ve settled on Judith Campbell—you known her—and Marilyn Monroe as my women of choice. I’m going to arrange something before I go before the convention and accept the nomination. I always like to have a sexual release before any big event in my life.”


  “I’m just the opposite,” said Smathers, as relayed directly to the author of this book, “I always try to save my testosterone before I appear at some big event.”


  Perhaps through Lawford or through insider gossip, Marilyn had become increasingly aware of JFK’s preference for three-ways. She asked Lawford about her competition, Judith Campbel. He described her as “a little bit of Jackie Kennedy, a little bit of Elizabeth Taylor. She’s the perfect Eisenhower-era pinup of the girl next door.”
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  Of course, at the time Lawford said this, Judith’s looks were misleading, as she was the fourth corner of the quadrangle that included Sinatra, JFK, and mob boss Sam Giancana.


  In a call to Judith, JFK told her exactly what she wanted, and she’d agreed, as he’d previously talked her into equivalent sexual trysts like that before. At that point, she was more or less doing his bidding. “Marilyn detests Elizabeth Taylor, so I know I can’t get those two into my bed at the same time,” he told Lawford. “Marilyn will be real thing, of course, but as a stand-in for Elizabeth Taylor, I’ll have to settle for Judith.”


  JFK thought that his pitch to Marilyn might be more difficult, although he’d heard rumors that she’d occasionally indulged in lesbian romps.


  Instead of making the arrangements himself, JFK appointed his brother-in-law (Lawford) to set them up.


  The next day, Lawford called JFK with the results of his negotiations: “Marilyn didn’t take much convincing. She’ll go for it. I think she’s curious about her competition. Frankly, dear brother-in-law, if I were you, I’d drop Marilyn in favor of Judith. I’ve had them both, you know.”


  On July 11, the opening day of the Democratic National Convention in Los Angeles, JFK summoned Judith to his hotel suite. “He told me he was highly nervous about the convention and needed to relax,” Judith later told interviewers. “On our previous encounter, when we’d kissed passionately, and with his lips on mine, he’d asked me, ‘Do you think you could love me?’”


  “Yes, yes, yes,” Judith said into his open mouth. “I love you. When I said that, he plunged his tongue in my mouth. At this point, I was under his spell.”


  After her passionate declaration of love, Judith said she was shocked when JFK told her that there was another woman who would be arriving soon. “I just couldn’t believe it,” she said. “I thought he was satisfied with me, but he seemed insatiable.


  We were sitting in robes in the living room of the suite when this other woman was ushered in,” Judith later said. “To my surprise, it was Marilyn Monroe. I’d heard stories that Jack was having an affair with her. I knew that a three-way was in the offing. It had become his favorite thing, or so I’d heard. I’m about the last woman on earth who could ever be called a lesbian, but I found Marilyn attractive. She kissed each of my cheeks before turning her attention to JFK.”


  “She pointed a finger at Jack like he was a naughty boy,” Judith said.


  “You brought along this lovely girl,” Marilyn said to JFK. “She looks like Elizabeth Taylor. What fantasy are we having tonight, Mr. President?”


  “He was not president yet, but she had already started calling him that,” Judith said. “Right in front of me, she went over to the sofa, where Jack was sitting. She unzipped his trousers, took out his penis, and began to give him a blow-job. She took her mouth off him and looked at me. ‘This is just to get the party going,’ she said. ‘Come over here and give it a try so I can rest for a minute.’”


  Marilyn later told Jeanne Carmen, “Jack was Cock of the Walk that night, having two beautiful women—one blonde, another brunette—make love to him. Surprisingly I wasn’t all that jealous. Judith was a bit of the reluctant debutante. It’s hard to explain. In hours, Jack would officially set out on the road to the White House. Power is a great aphrodisiac. A woman wants to do everything for a man with such power. At least some women feel that way. I certainly do.”


  ***


  After JFK won the Democratic nomination for president, Peter and Patricia Lawford tossed a wild party for him at their sprawling beach house in Santa Monica. JFK personally telephoned Marilyn to invite her and suggested, “You might bring along a girlfriend.” She understood the intent of that invitation, and called Jeanne Carmen to ask her to go with him.


  What happened next was later revealed by Carmen as part of a red-hot story in the tabloid newspaper, The Globe, which ran a four-part series entitled True Confessions of a Hollywood Party Girl. In the series, Carmen claimed that the wild party at the Lawford home quickly evolved into an orgy.


  She said that after a swim with some of the other pool partiers, who were nude, she retreated to a bedroom at the Lawford home to take a shower. Marilyn, she claimed, knocked on her door and told her that JFK wanted her to come to his bedroom.


  In the article, Carmen said that she at first rejected the offer, telling Marilyn, “I don’t do that.”


  In print, however, Carmen was far too modest about her past.


  She had had three-ways before, notably with actor Brad Dexter. Marilyn and Carmen had also each indulged in lesbian trysts, including with one another. Carmen admitted to this in her candid memoirs.


  She claimed that Marilyn had to plead with her, saying, “We should think of it as doing something for our country.”


  There is serious doubt that Marilyn had to plead very hard. Without a lot of persuasion, Carmen entered JFK’s bedroom, with Marilyn immediately behind her. The candidate for U.S. president was lying on the bed wearing nothing but his jockey shorts.
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  He summoned Carmen over and began to massage her shoulders. He whispered that Marilyn and she should think of themselves as “prisoners of the New Frontier of the 1960s.”


  Carmen admitted that finally she relented—“overwhelmed by Jack's extraordinary charm, good looks, and a buzz from the alcohol I’d consumed at Peter’s party.”


  As she looked up after JFK had tongue-kissed her, she saw Marilyn dropping her towel and moving toward the bed.


  Later, JFK told Senator Smathers, Sinatra, and Lawford, “If I live to one hundred years old, I don’t think I will ever have so much fun. Seducing virgins is one sport, and we’ve all done that, but being worked over by the two master whores of Hollywood is a treat few men will know. I was insatiable, demanding, wanting everything, and they delivered.”


  ***


  With John F. Kennedy installed in the White House, Marilyn was greatly disappointed that during first weeks of his administration, he didn’t even phone her. In repeated calls to his secretary, she was told that “the President is in a meeting” or some other excuse.


  She was also hearing rumors that he had taken up with yet another woman, not just Judith Campbell, but perhaps Angie Dickinson. There was even talk that he’d had a fling with Jayne Mansfield, whom Marilyn always defined as “my caricature.”


  Zsa Zsa Gabor, Lana Turner, Janet Leigh, Gene Tierney, Lee Remick, Susan Hayward, and Joan Crawford were also rumored to have shared his bed. “Next thing I’ll hear is that he’s fucking Mae West,” she said. “When does Jack Rabbit ever go to bed with Jackie? I wonder if William Holden is still doing the honors with our beloved First Lady?”
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  Not fully recovered from the making of The Misfits and her divorce from Arthur Miller, Marilyn, within her Manhattan apartment, sank deeper and deeper into despair.


  According to Lena Pepitone, on many days, she didn’t even get up from her bed except to use the toilet.


  Monty Clift was her most frequent visitor. “He showed up in rumpled clothing and a three-day growth of beard, looking like a bum from the Bowery, and she received him in a dirty old white robe,” Pepitone claimed. “They sure didn’t look like movie stars once hailed across the world for their beauty.”


  Clift prevailed upon Marilyn to get out of bed and make herself look dazzling for the premiere of The Misfits at the Capital Theater in Manhattan on January 31, 1961. He even pulled himself together for the event.


  At the theater, she was mobbed by fans. “At least they’re still loyal to us,” she said.


  “Speak for yourself,” he said, noting that all the screams were for MARILYN! MARILYN! MARILYN!


  She hated the picture, Miller’s dialogue, John Huston’s direction, and the way she had been photographed—“Like a big, fat whore.”


  Back at her apartment, she sobbed in Clift’s arms. “I’m washed up. Let’s Make Love was a disaster. So is The Misfits. I dread the box office and the empty theaters where it will play. After the release of Some Like It Hot, I was getting offered every role in Hollywood. Now I just get a few offers for some slut-of-the-month parts.”


  In the immediate aftermath of the release of The Misfits, Monty saw more of her. He, too, hated his role. “I looked like a truck ran over my face,” he complained.


  She was alarmed at his weight loss. During his visit to her apartment, she asked Pepitone to prepare a thick, juicy steak for him, but he preferred only caviar and vodka.


  They talked a lot about his upcoming role in Freud, a picture she had already turned down.


  “Mostly, they discussed drugs,” Pepitone recalled, “especially the latest ones on the market. The next day, Marilyn would order the flavor of the month.”


  Truman Capote visited one night for dinner, and tried to convince her that Monty was one hundred percent gay—“and not the least bi.”


  She wasn’t convinced. “Why would he be gay when he could have any girl he wants?” she asked Capote.


  The next morning over breakfast, Marilyn continued to be fascinated by the subject of Monty. “I know Elizabeth Taylor fell in love with him when they made Raintree County,” she told Pepitone. He calls her Bessie, but he calls me Pussy. That should tell you something. I know he lived with Taylor when they made Raintree. The question is, did she get to fuck him? Tonight is the night Monty is going to get lucky with a genuine female and not some drag queen like Taylor. If Taylor can seduce Monty, and I’m sure she has already, I can, too.”


  She spent a good part of the day preparing herself, even calling in a hairdresser and a manicurist. She picked out a very sexy outfit—white Capri pants with a matching white silk blouse from Japan. The pants were so tight, Pepitone had to help her fit into them. With the pants, she wore a pair of matching white high heels. She sprayed Joy perfume on her knees, her arms, and her stomach.


  Nervous before he arrived, she finished off a bottle of champagne by herself. She answered the door, and Monty seemed stunned by her gorgeous appearance. “Are you seeing Rock Hudson later tonight? To convert him, perhaps?”


  “Just you, baby,” she cooed.


  On her white sofa, she cuddled up to him, feeding him caviar as he downed vodka.


  “When I came into the room, she was practically smothering him,” Pepitone said. “But he was not responsive. She’d later tell me he was oblivious to her charm. All her gimmicks had made men such as Lex Barker or Paul Newman rise to the occasion. But not Monty.”
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  After three hours, Monty had had enough. He rose abruptly to his feet. “I’ve got to go.” She followed him to the door, where he gave her a swat on the rear. “You’ve got the most incredible ass. I know a lot of guys who’d like to plug it.”


  “How about you?” she seductively asked him. “Robert Mitchum taught me how to be a rear door girl.”


  “You’ve got to be kidding,” he said, kissing her lightly on the lips. “I’m heading out tonight cruising. I want to suck the biggest cock I can find in New York.”


  After he’d gone, she fell down on the sofa, laughing at herself. “So much for the seductive power of the Love Goddess of the 20th Century,” she said to Pepitone. “So much for the 20th Century’s Helen of Troy.”


  “Honey lamb,” Pepitone said. “Monty prefers Frank Sinatra’s big ding-dong. He wouldn’t know what to do with a real woman like you.”


  “I need a man tonight, and I don’t want to walk the streets of Manhattan soliciting like I used to. I’d be mobbed. Who’s in town that we know?”


  “I read that Sammy Davis, Jr. is here,” she answered.


  “I’ve got his number. Let’s ring him up. I’m what he likes, blonde all over. He’ll really go for what I have.”


  Later that night, the brilliantly talented black entertainer took advantage of everything that Monty had turned down.


  On the way out the door, Davis turned to Marilyn, giving her a wet kiss. “The less Frank knows about this, the better, okay, sweetheart?”


  ***


  The next day, Marilyn complained to Lee Strasberg that she feared she was washed up as the number one screen goddess of Hollywood. “Taylor seems to be sitting on that wobbly throne. But other than that bitch, Hollywood is for women in their twenties.”


  Sensing that she was aware of the ongoing march of time, Strasberg persuaded her to draw up a will. She needed one. Because of her divorce from Arthur Miller, she didn’t want to leave him anything.


  “I thought wills were something only old people signed. I’ve got a lot more movies I want to make.”


  She finally relented, and Arthur Frosch, a famous attorney, met with her and drew up a will. Except for minor bequests, Strasberg would become the major heir to her estate, with a lesser amount (25%) bequeathed to Dr. Kris.


  The ultimate beneficiary, the heir who would survive to collect millions, was Anna Mizrahi Strasberg, whom Lee married after the death of Paula in 1966. After Lee’s death in 1982, Anna became his sole heir, pocketing millions for the licensing of all those coffee mugs, T-shirts, pens, and memorabilia over the decades.


  Strasberg came up with what he called a brilliant idea, a television dramatization of W. Somerset Maugham’s classic play, Rain, which had previously been brought to the screen by Gloria Swanson, Joan Crawford, and Rita Hayworth. “Another slut role,” Marilyn said. But Strasberg could be very persuasive, eventually steering her into an acceptance of the role. She said, “My character of Sadie Thompson is the kind of gal who knows how to be gay even when she’s sad. That’s important, you know.”


  The script was pitched to the executives at NBC, who eagerly went for the idea, offering Marilyn $100,000 to appear in the telecast. Negotiations proceeded. Fredric March agreed to be her co-star, playing the angry and sexually repressed Reverend Davidson. His wife, Florence Eldridge, agreed to sign on with NBC in the role of the uptight Mrs. Davidson.


  Ironically, it was Strasberg who sabotaged the deal when he insisted that NBC define him as the project’s director, which they were not willing to do.


  At this point, Strasberg still had great influence over Marilyn, and she agreed to pull out, even though she needed the money, along with him.


  She complained to him that, “Now that I’m on the road to forty, I think the parts will start drying up for me. I can’t see myself doing Thelma Ritter wise-cracking old lady roles.”


  “Forget about Ritter,” Strasberg said. “Do something far more imaginative. When you’re old enough, we can turn you into a media event as Tallulah Bankhead the Second.”


  She felt that a return to film work might be the answer to her sleepless nights and “blue, blue days.” In Hollywood, she still owed Fox a movie, and they were pushing a script on her called Goodbye, Charlie It was based on a play about a tough gangster who dies but returns to earth as a woman. She detested it and told Spyros Skouros her opinion. When he threatened her with legal action, she shouted at him, “The script is about as good as you are in bed.” Then she slammed down the phone on him.


  Fox shopped the script to a long list of directors, some of whom had worked with Marilyn before and didn’t want to repeat the horrendous experience. Candidates included George Cukor, Billy Wilder, John Huston, Joshua Logan, Elia Kazan, William Wyler, George Stevens, John Ford, Carol Reed, and Alfred Hitchcock. Each director turned it down, and not just because they didn’t want to work with Marilyn. Like her, they too thought the script “a piece of shit,” in the words of Huston.


  Goodbye, Charlie would be released in 1964. The studio finally found a director who’d handle it. He was Vincente Minnelli, who cast Tony Curtis in the starring role, with Marilyn’s role going to Debbie Reynolds. Marilyn had been right in her judgment. The movie turned out to be a tasteless flop.
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  ***


  Marilyn may have reached the depth of her greatest despair sometime in February of 1961. Clark Gable was dead, and she was being blamed for it. Her divorce from Arthur Miller had been finalized. Her last two movies, Let’s Make Love and The Misfits, had each been defined as box office failures. Even more troubling, John F. Kennedy was to an increasing degree making himself unavailable.


  Her one salvation, Dr. Ralph Greenson, was occupied with his family life and with his practice in California, and she found herself turning more and more to her New York psychiatrist, Dr. Marianne Kris, who was not as satisfying.


  Miller’s warning about Lee Strasberg had caused her not to trust him, even though his involvement in her career and personal life remained strong. His wife, Paula, seemed increasingly ill, and Marilyn no longer trusted her advice as much as she had during the filming of The Misfits.


  Miller called Pepitone and asked if he could come by and retrieve his type-writer, papers, and books from the study. During his visit, Marilyn refused to come out of her bedroom. After he’d gone, she went into the stripped-down study with Pepitone, discovering only an autographed portrait of herself that she’d signed “with eternal love.”


  She sobbed when she saw that he’d taken all of their possessions, even three paintings she’d paid for herself. “He left only my autographed photo, a gift from me on our first anniversary. He didn’t care enough for me to take it with him. So much for that eternal love I vowed.”


  Marilyn didn’t want to leave the apartment and refused to see most people, even her friends. “Wherever I go, people stare at me, often unkindly. I can’t walk into a room but what every woman is searching my face for telltale lines. Every man wonders if he can fuck the old broad that night.”


  Friends who came by to see her were turned away. Sometimes, visiting celebrities tried to arrange a rendezvous with her and were refused. Desi Arnaz, “one cocky bastard,” in the words of Pepitone, successfully researched her apartment’s address and knocked on its door.


  Pepitone answered, but told him that Marilyn wasn’t receiving visitors. Furious, Arnaz lashed out at the maid. “I hear she likes to get fucked, and I’m the man to do it. Tell the bitch she’s missing out on a big thrill.” Before he stalked away, he delivered a final insult. “In a few years, when I’m casting a grandmother role, I’ll think of her.”


  Marilyn was not without men in her life. Pepitone revealed that she employed a handsome masseur who came early some mornings to massage her and take care of other needs. The maid heard “the craziest giggling and screeching coming from Miller’s former study. The masseur always emerged looking exhausted after a session with Marilyn, but he always had a smile on his face.”


  Marilyn also took up with an Italian chauffeur who worked for a limousine company. Pepitone said he was a dead ringer for the late Rudolph Valentino. Marilyn called him “The Sheik.” He told Pepitone that his real name was “Johnnie.”
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  When Marilyn didn’t need a limousine, which was most of the time, The Sheik showed up anyway, and usually spent the night. “More squealing coming from her bedroom, more giggling, more crazy noises,” according to Pepitone.


  When Monty Clift came by, Marilyn complained that she could find no miracle drug that really satisfied her. “When are those shits in the laboratory going to come up with a miracle drug, a little pill that a gal can swallow and make the world right again?”


  One night, she told both Clift and Pepitone that, “I think I’m going crazy, just like my mother and my grandmother. It’s the asylum for me.”


  He told her, “The saner you are, the harder it is to prove it.”


  “I’m tired of living, tired of being Marilyn Monroe.”


  ***


  Pepitone revealed in a memoir that the only bright spot for Marilyn had been that Christmas in 1960 when Joe DiMaggio showed up on her doorstep with large bouquet of red roses. Pepitone prepared one of his favorite dishes, spaghetti with sweet Italian sausages.


  “I hadn’t seen Marilyn so happy in months. She reminded me of that morning-after scene with Scarlettt O’Hara when Rhet Butler takes her up those antebellum stairs and presumably fucks the hell out of her.”


  The next morning, when Pepitone was preparing breakfast for DiMaggio, and Marilyn was still in bed, she asked him, “Why don’t you marry Marilyn again? She still loves you. It would be wonderful for her.”


  He shook his head. “I love her, but remarriage is out of the question. There are just too many differences. It didn’t work out the first time around. It won’t work out the second time around.”


  By the time Marilyn woke up, Joe had already left the apartment. She told her maid, “I will never let Joe go. Never!”


  She spent the rest of the day listening to romantic ballads by Frank Sinatra.


  The relief that resulted from her reunion with DiMaggio had a short life span. Her depression returned, even darker than before. Early one evening, Marilyn told Pepitone, “Nothing in my life has worked out. Last night was the worst night I’ve ever had. It seemed so easy to leave this earth.”


  She confessed to Clift, to Pepitone, and to Dr. Kris that she had barely been able to stop herself from jumping out of one of her thirteenth floor apartment windows. “I squeezed my eyes shut at the open window and clenched my fists. It was only in the last second that I lost the courage.”


  The next afternoon, her psychiatrist, Dr. Kris, suggested she enter a hospital—“where every comfort will be provided for you—and you’ll get some much-needed rest and recuperation.”


  At first, Marilyn didn’t want to go, but Dr. Kris suggested that it was imperative. “The next time, you might not hold back, and you might make that suicide leap.”


  Dr. Kris made the arrangements, and on February 5, 1961, she accompanied Marilyn to Cornell University-New York Hospital to check her in under the name of “Faye Miller.”


  After saying goodbye to Dr. Kris, two orderlies—a Hispanic and a black man—arrived to escort Marilyn to her room. She remembered walking and walking down long corridors and into another building. “We passed through steel doors,” she said. “It was not like any hospital I’ve ever known. I never felt so alone in my life.”


  The orderlies seemed to be manhandling her, and she objected to being treated so roughly. Finally, she realized what was happening, discovering that she was a virtual prisoner within the walls of the Payne Whitney Clinic, whose reputation was already known to her. It was known as “a crazy house for rich people.”


  When she came to realize that she was in an insane asylum, she struggled to break free from the grip of the orderlies. She screamed and scratched the face of the Latino. Later, she realized that she was actually demonstrating that she was a dangerous patient.


  She was dragged kicking and screaming into a sparsely furnished padded cell with barred windows. A small sign on an unbreakable plastic door read TOILET, but even it was locked. She was just dumped on the floor, as she heard the steel door close. She sat up and studied the walls, which bore scratches from the previous occupants, who no doubt had been struggling to free themselves from captivity.


  For two hours, she banged on the steel doors with clenched fists, causing her hands to bleed. Two burly nurses finally came to her room. They warned her that if she didn’t quiet down, they would return with a straitjacket. When they stripped her of her clothes, she denounced them as lesbians. After that, they forced her to put on a green-colored hospital gown. Before leaving that night, they switched off the room’s only light. She was left in total blackness, sobbing until dawn and crying out for her medication. She’d later learn that the term for what she’d experienced was “going cold turkey.”
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  The next day, when two doctors came to see her, she shouted at them, “You can’t do this to me. Don’t you know who I am? I’m Marilyn Monroe.”


  Then when the nurses returned, she kept insisting, “I’m not insane.” She noticed an observation window, measuring about one foot square, through which anyone strolling along the hallway could stare in at her. It seemed that the entire staff, at one point or another during the day, appeared at that window to gape at her.


  She’d later tell her publicist, Pat Newcomb, “Hour after hour, I keep seeing those Peeping Toms staring at me through that window. I decided to put on a show for them for free. If they were going to treat me like a nut, I’d become one. I lay on the bed masturbating, giving them a good show. Those eyes stayed glued to the window. One guy had to be pulled away so another could take his place to gape at me. And then another, and another…”


  Norman Mailer, in his biography of Marilyn, wrote: “Perhaps as one drifts toward a state of near-insane, there is some impulse to turn inside out, reverse habits, fling off clothes, morals, and one’s relation to time. Does psychosis, like death, move back into the past?”


  While confined, Marilyn coerced a nurse and fan of hers to mail a note she’d written to Lee and Paula Strasberg. In her note, she pleaded with them to go to Dr. Kris and get her released. “I’m locked up with all these poor nutty people. I’m sure to end up a nut if I stay in this nightmare. Please help me! This is the last place I should be.”


  The Strasbergs did not respond to her letter, and they also refused to call Dr. Kris


  In a letter to Dr. Greenson in California, Marilyn wrote: “There were screaming women in their cells—I mean they screamed out when life was unbearable for them. I guess—and at times like this I felt an available psychiatrist might have talked to them, perhaps to alleviate even temporarily their misery and pain.”


  She later claimed that every member of the clinic’s staff brutalized her. However, a hospital nurse in an interview made a different claim to a reporter for Life magazine. “We felt so protective toward her. She made us all feel like we wanted to hold her in our laps. We wanted to soothe her, wanted to say, ‘It’s all going to be all right now. ’It was the feeling lonely, small children give you. You know, sort of dry their tears and pat them on the head, and hold their hands.”


  One strange man in a doctor’s smock entered her padded cell. With his horn-rimmed glasses and profile, she was struck by how his looks evoked the memory of Arthur Miller. He introduced himself as Milton Faber, claiming his assignment involved examining her both mentally and physically. He informed her that “the mind and body are as one. Mental problems can destroy a perfectly healthy human body.”


  The first question the doctor asked her was, “I understand that you created quite a distubance last night, complaining about what a small tube of toothpaste you were given. Is that correct?”


  “Yes, I want a big tube of toothpaste,” she said.


  “Do you realize, Mrs. Miller, that a large tube of toothpaste is actually a phallic symbol?”


  She did not answer him.


  She was nude under the sheet, which he pulled back to reveal her body. Slowly, ever so slowly, he began an extensive examination of her torso that would not be rivaled until she lay on a marble slab in a Los Angeles hospital undergoing an autopsy.


  At one point, he placed his head on her breasts. According to him, this was the best way to determine a heartbeat. When he rose up, he told her, “I understand a woman of your sexual appetite requires at least two or three men a day.”


  “No, a dozen, at least,” she said sarcastically. “Sometimes I take on the entire UCLA football team.”


  “Since you are deprived of sexual satisfaction in this room, do you masturbate a lot?” As he said that, he inserted his finger in her vagina.


  She jerked away. “Don’t touch me there. Go away!”


  “Please, there was nothing sexual about my doing that. After all, using rubber gloves, of course, I stick my finger up men’s assholes every day—it means nothing.”


  “Sexual or not, get out of this room,” she ordered. “I’m reporting you to the administration. I may even sue this hospital.”


  Taking his chart, he abruptly left the cell.


  A half hour later, another doctor entered her cell. He was fat, bald, and looked like Sydney Greenstreet’s younger brother. He introduced himself, telling her that he had recently been assigned to her case, and that he’d just finished reading her medical records.


  “But I was just examined by a doctor,” she protested.


  “Forget about that,” he said. “A mistake. That was Joseph. He got out of his cell, but has been returned there now. I told that new nurse on duty to keep your door locked at all times. Steel doors only work if they’re locked.”


  “I should sue,” she threatened.


  “Please, don’t do that,” he said. “He’s one of your biggest fans, and right at this point in your life, you need all the loyal fans you can get, or so I hear. I am legally entitled to give you a thorough examination. If in doubt, you can verify my credentials with the front desk. We are so sorry about that intrusion. Please forgive our lapse in security. Now please turn over. I need to insert this thermometer. I’m sure you’ve had bigger things inserted there.”


  ***


  Back in Hollywood, she would relive her final night at Payne Whitney through a dialogue with Jeanne Carmen. “I was heavily sedated and lying nude in a restrainer. I struggled hopelessly, trying to free myself. But even if I did, I was still in a padded cell with a steel door. I couldn’t sleep in spite of the sedation. I might have dozed off for a minute or two. When I came to, I still felt I was in a coma.”


  “Suddenly, I became aware of these two shadowy figures descending over me. I opened my eyes as wide as I could. They were the two orderlies who took me to the cell in the first place—one Hispanic, the other black. The Latino gagged me. I was vaguely aware of the other guy stripping down. I knew what they were going to do. I struggled, but I was overpowered. When he entered me, it was like a knife stabbing into me. I thought the ordeal would never end. When he pulled out, I was bleeding.”


  “That Spanish guy wasted no time. He jumped right on me. It didn’t hurt like the first one, but I felt humiliated. He said something like, ‘Could you believe I’m fucking Marilyn Monroe?’ It seemed to go on and on. Then the other, bigger guy came back for repeats. I passed out.”


  “It was around noon when I woke up. I was in pain. Two of the nurses examined me. They claimed I must have deliberately hurt myself, but how could I have done that? I was restrained.”


  “Are you sure this actually happened?” Carmen asked. “After all, you admitted that you were heavily sedated.”


  “Of course, it happened. I said it did. Isn’t that enough for you? Do you think I have fantasies of men raping me? Don’t ever tell Joe what happened to me. He would go to that hospital and kill those two brutes.”


  “I just don’t get it,” Carmen said. “I’m struggling to get the most minor of acting or modeling jobs, and you’re the Queen of Hollywood. You can have any role or any man you want. Why is it so empty for you here?”


  “The answer is simple,” Marilyn said. “I’m back in Hollywood, the land of make-believe. Nothing is real here. Everybody is living a fantasy. I guess that’s why they call it Tinseltown.”


  

  



  PART FIVE

  

  MARILYN

  AT RAINBOW’S END

  

  



  While still in her padded cell at the Payne Whitney Clinic, a friendly nurse, a devoted Marilyn Monroe fan, came to take her for a walk along the corridor. When Marilyn spotted a phone on the wall, she asked the nurse if she would lend her the money to place a call to Florida.


  On the other end of the line, Joe DiMaggio picked up the phone. He’d been hired as a batting instructor for the New York Yankees during their spring training of 1961 near St. Petersburg.


  Unaware of her confinement, he listened to her plea. “What in hell are you doing in a loony bin?” he asked. “You’re not nuts.”


  “Help me, please,” she begged him. “I can’t live through another day of this nightmare. I know you can get me released from this crazy house.”


  “I’m on the next plane, baby,” he assured her. “Hold tight till I get there.”


  He called Dr. Marianne Kris, since she was the one who had committed her, the moment he reached New York, maneuvering for access to Marilyn. “If you don’t, I’ll take that nuthouse apart brick by brick—and I mean that!”


  Before his arrival at the clinic, Dr. Kris had already been there, signing the release forms. Joe was presented with a bill for $5,000, and he immediately wrote a check.


  In those pre-inflation days, $5,000 represented the average annual income for a lower middle class American family. Marilyn was asked to endorse the check, which was never cashed. A souvenir hunter at the hospital must have determined that one day the check, with the joint signature of Marilyn and DiMaggio, might be worth $100,000.


  On his arm, she was escorted toward the clinic’s rear entrance. She leaned in toward him. “Thank god you came to rescue me. You always know how to score a home run.”


  Waiting in a car was her faithful masseur, Ralph Roberts. DiMaggio got into the front seat after helping Marilyn into the rear, where Dr. Kris awaited her.


  The very moment that Roberts drove off, Marilyn turned to Dr. Kris and started screeching and screaming at her. “You fucking bitch! How dare you do this to me? You betrayed me!” Out of control, and overcome with rage, she struck Dr. Kris in the face.


  Defending her later, Roberts said, “I’d never seen Marilyn that angry and filled with such rage. Perhaps it was justified, considering what Kris had put her through.”


  DiMaggio, who had remained passive in the car, escorted Marilyn into her apartment. Dr. Kris and Roberts trailed them. At her door, Marilyn shouted at Dr. Kris. “Get out of here. I never want to see you again.”


  Dr. Kris complied, and would never again encounter her celebrated patient.


  “The first thing Marilyn did when she went inside her door was to take off all her clothes in front of Joe and me and run naked around the apartment,” Roberts said. “She shouted, ‘I’m free at last. They made me wear those stinky old robes in that nuthouse. I’ll never wear clothes again!’ Then she took Joe’s hand and lured him into her bedroom. They were in there for a long time. From the noises I heard, they were having a hell of a good time.”


  Later, Lena Pepitone arrived fresh from the market to cook dinner for them. After her session with DiMaggio, Marilyn tried on at least a dozen of her gowns. She told Roberts, “I want to see if I can still be Marilyn Monroe.”


  She and DiMaggio agreed that she was still in bad shape and needed at least three weeks of rest and recuperation. He’d made arrangements to check her into the Neurological Institute of the Columbia-University-Presbyterian Hospital, where she would have every comfort.


  After ensuring that she was comfortably settled and that her private phone was in working order, DiMaggio gave her a long, lingering kiss goodbye. He was headed back to Florida, where he promised to call her every day until she could eventually join him there.


  After he was gone, the first call she placed was to the Oval Office. At his desk in Washington, President Kennedy accepted her call and was most sympathetic to her plight. She told him, “I feel I was put into prison for a crime I didn’t commit.”


  “That’s funny,” he said. “That is exactly how I feel, sitting here in this office.” He promised that she would be contacted soon for a rendezvous.


  ***


  She found the new hospital, where she was catered to with great courtesy, to her liking. So that she would not be forced to eat hospital food, every day Pepitone brought her pastas, minestrone, and her favorite dessert, chocolate pudding.


  Arthur Miller’s friend, the poet Norman Rosten, visited Marilyn at Columbia-University-Presbyterian Hospital and found that she was resting well. But he later said, “She is still a very sick woman, not just of the body and mind, but of the soul, the innermost engine of desire. That light was missing from her eyes.”


  A withdrawal from pills and three weeks of rest and recuperation eventually led to Marilyn’s discharge. Publicist Pat Newcomb (they had patched up their differences) came to the hospital to help Marilyn check out. The crowd outside was clamoring for “red meat.”


  Leaving Columbia, she was accompanied by six security guards who waded through a sea of fans, reporters, and photographers. Publicist John Springer was on the scene. “Marilyn looked great,” he said. “She was, in fact, radiant, and she’d lost those extra pounds. Her face looked healthy, and Mr. Kenneth had dyed her hair the color of champagne. She was elegant in a beige cashmere sweater and matching skirt. Her shoes were also the color of the bubbly.”


  The crowd, pushing and shoving, quickly got out of control. Marilyn would later tell Susan Strasberg, “I thought they were going to rip off pieces of my flesh.”


  At the end of March, 1961, she flew to Florida for a reunion with DiMaggio.


  Before her arrival in St. Petersburg, DiMaggio had rushed around doing anything he could to make her comfortable. He’d booked two interconnected suites at the Soreno Hotel.


  The Yankees, immersed in that year’s spring training, were looking forward to Marilyn’s visit. One player told DiMaggio, “Marilyn Monroe will be the greatest morale booster for our team.”


  A journalist, on site reporting on the team’s progress, said, “to these young kids, DiMaggio was a god, a Hall of Famer—and a relic. He was as elegant (and bygone) as private railway cars.”
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  Semi-retired at the age of forty-six, DiMaggio seemed more at peace with himself. Reportedly, he told Marilyn, “If I were you seven years ago, I would have divorced me, too.”


  She was thirty-five and worried about her age. No one called her a girl anymore. “I’m a mature woman,” she said, “not that fat cow everybody saw in The Misfits. Come to think of it, not that many people saw me.”


  Her presence at the Yankee camp attracted reporters and photographers from around the world. But most of the time, Marilyn was a no-show. Harry Harris, a photographer for the Associated Press, managed to take a picture of Marilyn and DiMaggio strolling arm in arm along Sarasota Beach. Her face was mostly obscured with sunglasses and a kerchief. Nonetheless, that picture was flashed around the world. Many editors headlined the caption—LOVE IS BETTER THE SECOND TIME AROUND.


  When she went out on her own in the area to go shopping, she continued to wear a kerchief around her head, and sunglasses. She wore no makeup and dressed in slacks and an ill-fitting man’s shirt. No one recognized her. A nineteen year old checkout girl at the market told a reporter, “I thought it was Monroe, but I wasn’t really sure. She looked like so many other bored housewives in the area.”


  When she eventually returned to Los Angeles, Marilyn told Jeanne Carmen that her future with DiMaggio would be a sometimes thing. “I love him dearly but can take him only in small doses.”


  She said she’d enjoyed their domestic time together in adjoining suites. “He’s still good for only one round a day, but I can always lick him. I made tea for him while he watched sports. I made his one cup of coffee in the morning. I listened to his complaints about Joe Junior’s drinking and reckless driving. At one time, he told me ‘all my kid wants to talk about is Marilyn Monroe. If I didn’t know better, I’d say he was in love with you.’”


  “The less Big Joe knows, the better,” Carmen warned her.


  In Florida, Marilyn began to complain of stomach aches and cramps, which came and went with regularity. DiMaggio urged her to go to a doctor, but she told him, “I can’t stand to look at another doctor or another hospital clinic right now.”


  On her worst day, when she was feeling the most pain, she received a note from George Cukor. He reported on some gossip he’d heard from an executive at Fox. He told her, “I think you look great, to judge from those recent pictures, but those jerks over at Fox are claiming that you look prematurely old for your thirty-five years. They noted deep lines under your eyes and also claim that your breasts have started to sag. Of course, they blame it on drug taking and alcohol abuse.”


  After hearing that, she sobbed for a night, and even DiMaggio could not comfort or reassure her.


  The Yankee’s training camp broke up in April, and the Yankees, along with DiMaggio and Marilyn, headed back to New York. Once there, Marilyn would create a sensation when she made an appearance at Yankee Stadium.


  DiMaggio rented a suite at the Hotel Lexington, and Marilyn often lived there with him. She’d lost interest in her apartment on 57th Street.


  During her absence, Arthur Miller had arrived with a moving van and removed most of the furniture. Some of the rooms were so bare that only the carpet was left. They’d owned a basset hound named Hugo, and he was gone, too.


  She was in a very despondent mood, and was still bothered by those stomach cramps when she received a call from Frank Sinatra in Palm Springs.


  “Hi, doll,” he said. “If the Slugger will release you, why don’t you get that much photographed ass of yours onto a plane and come home to your loving man?”


  ***


  Back on the West Coast after a long absence, Marilyn was once again in the arms of Sinatra. On many a night, she shared his bed, but there was no engagement ring on her finger. She was more or less hoping that he might propose. Instead of a ring, he presented her with a French poodle, which she nicknamed “Maf,” short for Mafia. She was always kidding him about his mob associations, although she had such links herself, and they would only intensify during the months to come.


  Dean Martin dropped in to see her, and their dialogue revolved around Sinatra. “Frankie’s in love with you,” he told her, “only he doesn’t know it yet.”


  Neither Marilyn nor Sinatra was faithful to each other. She planned to continue her affair with JFK whenever he might be available. She referred to their liaison as “a tropical heat wave,” thereby evoking one of her old musical numbers, but it really wasn’t as torrid as that phrase implied.


  Actually, the main man in her life at the time was her psychiatrist, Dr. Ralph Greenson. After dumping Dr. Marianne Kris in New York, she had become more and more dependent on him. According to Jeanne Carmen, Marilyn resumed her sexual relationship with him. “It was just a mercy fuck,” Carmen claimed. “Her heart wasn’t really in it.”


  When she had lunch with Robert Slatzer, she told him, “Joe has resumed his conjugal rights, but we don’t have any intention of getting married again. I heard he was dating a Miss America. His son is coming to spend some time with me, but I’m not going to tell his dad.”


  “Be careful, Marilyn,” Slatzer warned her. “You may be asking for trouble.”


  “But I love to play sexual games,” she said. “Life is so short. Why not have some fun along the way? If only I felt better. I’m still having cramps.”


  Her masseur, Ralph Roberts, had followed her to California, where she rented a room for him at the Château Marmont, where she had given her famous interview for Time magazine in 1956, and where she’d conducted the early phases of her clandestine affair with Milton Greene.


  She was still plagued with sleepless nights, so Roberts installed “blackout curtains” so she could sleep very late every morning, sometime until the early afternoon.


  Accompanied by Sinatra, Marilyn was often seen at the home of Patricia and Peter Lawford in Santa Monica. She’d become much closer to Patricia than to Peter, and they often shared private luncheons together.


  She was eager for any news from JFK. She told Lawford, “Since taking over the Free World, El Presidente has had little time for me. I hear half the female population of the East Coast is making themselves available to him.”


  “You’ll be seeing him soon,” Lawford promised. “He’s coming out here, and Pat and I are throwing this big luncheon for him.”


  When the date was finalized, Lawford called her with an invitation. She seemed so excited that he had to warn her, “Don’t go goo-goo over him. The ambassador told all of his sons, ‘Get laid as often as possible.’ Also, Jack has always managed to make a difference between sex and love.”


  “Don’t worry,” she said. “I won’t get carried away.”


  With his acting career in decline, Lawford was finding renewed glory as the president’s pimp. He envisioned that his palatial mansion, with its enormous heated swimming pool and movie projection room, would become a giant bordello for the president and his entourage whenever JFK visited California. Rat Pack wordsmith Sammy Cahn had already nicknamed the Lawford compound in Santa Monica as “High Anus Port.”
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  Although eager to meet with the President again, Sinatra chose not to attend the luncheon, even though he’d been configured as the guest of honor. Milton Ebbins, vice president of Peter Lawford Productions, reportedly said, “The reason Sinatra didn’t show up was because he knew that Jack would want to go upstairs with Marilyn. He didn’t want to cause either of them any embarrassment, since he, too, had resumed his affair with Marilyn. Kennedy was the big cheese, so I guess he got first dibs on her. Sinatra didn’t want to make a scene. He was known for making scenes, but not with the president.”


  Sammy Davis, Jr. agreed to escort Marilyn to the luncheon, although it was understood that he’d merely be functioning as a beard. After the luncheon, she disappeared upstairs into one of the bedrooms with the President. He’d developed a passion for bathroom sex.


  After long, passionate kisses, he invited her to undress. He did the same before directing her into the bathroom, with its large, claw-footed marble tub.


  She thought she was being asked to shower with him, and she was surprised when he wanted her to join him in the bathtub. He preferred to be on his back while she maneuvered herself on top of him for sex.


  She was mildly surprised when Lawford came into the bathroom with a camera. JFK showed no shock at all, so she knew this “audition” had been prearranged by both of them.


  “I hope it’s okay,” JFK said, “but I wanted to have Peter take some pictures of us doing it.”


  “I hope you don’t mind, Marilyn,” Lawford said.


  “It wouldn’t be the first time I posed for nude pictures,” she said.


  “Nor me, either,” JFK said.


  She wanted to know many more details about when he’d faced the camera nude, but dared not pursue it. She did say, “Mr. President,” are you telling me that one day there will be a nude calendar devoted just to you?”


  “All things are possible,” he said.


  Marilyn later told Jeanne Carmen what took place that afternoon: When they emerged from the bathtub and dried off, Lawford wanted to take frontal nudes of them while they were passionately kissing. At one point, JFK asked her to perform fellatio on him, so that Lawford could snap a picture of them together.


  According to what Marilyn told Carmen, Lawford later asked if he could join them in bed. “But only in a service capacity,” JFK told his brother-in-law.


  She claimed she knew what that meant. “Peter, as you know, has quite a gay streak in him and welcomed the chance to get at Jack some way. Just for the thrill, Jack allowed himself to be serviced by Peter while the President was doing the honors for me. All of us had a gay old time, especially the President. But after a short while, he ordered Peter ‘to get lost.’” The existence of these notorious photographs, including one of Marilyn performing fellatio on JFK, were first exposed to the general public in C. David Heymann’s biography, A Woman Named Jackie. The whereabouts of these rare porn shots are not known today. Perhaps they were destroyed, but then again, perhaps not.


  ***


  On June 7, 1961, fourteen months before her death, Marilyn flew to Las Vegas after accepting an invitation from Sinatra to attend a lavish party at the Sands in honor of Dean Martin’s forty-fourth birthday. She was not in good shape, still complaining of a sharp pain in her right side. She also suffered frequent bouts of indigestion. She had been warned by a doctor not to drink. But on the night of the party, she had started drinking heavily in the afternoon, and arrived at the party already drunk.


  There, she encountered her long-entrenched rival or enemy, Elizabeth Taylor with her husband, Eddie Fisher. Marilyn extended her hand to Taylor who seemed to glare at her with stern disapproval.
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  Much to Taylor’s annoyance, Marilyn gave Fisher a sloppy wet kiss. He later told Dean Martin and his fellow Rat Packers that he’d once visited Marilyn in her apartment. “What red-blooded male would turn down Marilyn Monroe, even a man madly in love with Elizabeth? I came over and I came once I got there, if you get my drift. Before the milkman arrived, the blonde vixen had me three times.”


  Our farewell wasn’t all that romantic, Fisher claimed. “Thanks, Eddie,” Marilyn had told him. “I just wanted to experience firsthand what turns Taylor on.”


  When the party moved from its private venue to a table close to the stage of the auditorium where Frank would be performing Taylor asked to be seated at the end of the table, presumably as far as possible from Marilyn. Seated with her were Dean Martin and his wife, Jeanne. Fisher, in contrast, was seated to the immediate left of Marilyn. According to Fisher, when the conversation eventually turned to a discussion of Frank Sinatra, Marilyn told him, “I can’t tie him down, not Frankie, but I’ll always love him.” Later, after more bubbly, she asserted, “If it were possible, I would be married to both Frank and Joe. This is supposed to be a free country, yet bigamy is outlawed. It should be legal.”


  As the evening at the Sands progressed, Fisher watched in horror as a drunken Marilyn made a spectacle of herself. “She was slobbering all over herself,” he later claimed. “Normally, she was a beautiful woman. But on this particular night, she looked like a broken-down and washed-up Vegas hooker. But what did I care? I was married to Elizabeth, the most beautiful woman in the world.”


  At one point, after returning from the women’s room, when Marilyn was seated between Patricia and Peter Lawford, she fondled his crotch. “For old time’s sake,” she whispered to him. She also insulted him. “What happened, Peter? It seems to have shrunk!”


  As Sinatra sang onstage, she swayed to the music, her ample breasts falling out of her low-cut pink satin dress.


  After the show, Marilyn, along with the Dean Martin/Elizabeth Taylor/Eddie Fisher party, went backstage. She was the first to reach a sweaty Sinatra. She gushed over his performance and planted wet kisses on his face. Noting her condition, he looked at her with something akin to disgust.


  Martin later said, “If there is one thing Frankie can’t stand, it’s a drunken broad.”


  “Then the unspeakable occurred,” Taylor later claimed. “Marilyn was so drunk, she threw up on Frank’s tuxedo.” He ordered a security guard to take her back to his suite. A photographer stood nearby and tried to take a picture, but Sinatra knocked his camera to the floor, smashing it with his feet. He then fled to his dressing room to change into fresh clothes.


  With Fisher at her side, Taylor stood next to the photographer and said, “Monroe is a mess, isn’t she? How she holds onto her beauty, I’ll never know. She drinks far too much and obviously can’t hold her liquor. Now, me, I’m a girl who knows how to handle booze.”


  Later that night, Sinatra chastised Marilyn, but she pleaded illness, claiming that she was in great pain. He offered to call the hotel doctor, but she refused.


  Far more intriguing than Marilyn’s drunken debacle at Sinatra’s opening was what happened the following afternoon. Marilyn called Elizabeth’s suite and asked to drop in. She wanted to apologize to her for “my outrageous behavior last night.” Somewhat reluctantly, Elizabeth allowed her to take the elevator up to see her.


  Amazingly, in what might have been one of the casting blunders of all time, Marilyn had been seriously considered by Fox to star in the film Cleopatra (1963), a widely publicized role which eventually went to Taylor. Actresses who had also been briefly considered for the role had included Joan Collins, Susan Hayward, Gina Lollobrigida, Joanne Woodward, Kim Novak, and even Brigitte Bardot.


  On that hot Las Vegas afternoon, what transpired between the two superstars, Marilyn and Taylor, is still a hotly debated topic. Years later, in their edition of April 11, 2011, The Globe revealed that the two women had a lesbian tryst.


  In her diary, Taylor wrote that she was entranced by the way Marilyn moved. “She was the sexiest woman I ever met, and her touch was electric.”


  Taylor later confided to her best friend, Roddy McDowall, “I wanted to see how far the bitch would go. But she had to do all the work. I felt empowered somehow, like I was the grand diva and she a lowly slave, if that makes any sense.”


  Unless there is something not yet discovered, it’s likely that Taylor had never had an encounter like that before. If she did, she carefully concealed it. Unlike Marilyn, who “could walk both sides of the waterfront” (a phrase used by Tennessee Williams), Taylor was a woman who reserved her charms for men—and a lot of them. Their make-up or make-out session was short-lived.


  At the Beverly Hilton Hotel a short time later, Marilyn entered the bar accompanied by her masseur, Ralph Roberts. McDowall was Taylor’s guest in the bar that evening. Taylor was overheard warning Fisher and McDowall, “Keep that dyke away from me tonight.”


  ***


  During the third week of June, 1961, suffering from chronic pain, Marilyn, along with Ralph Roberts, flew back to New York. One June 28, at her apartment, she suffered a severe attack and was rushed on a stretcher into the emergency room of Manhattan polyclinic. When she was hauled in, her face was covered with a sheet.


  After a preliminary examination, it was discovered that she was suffering from impacted gallstones and an inflamed gallbladder. Emergency surgery was required.


  As Dr. Richard Cottrell later said, “She may have been beautiful on the outside, but internally, she was in serious trouble. In addition to her other problems, she was bleeding in the uterus and had an ulcerated colon.”


  Joe DiMaggio rushed to the hospital and met with her surgeon, Dr. John Hammett. “She’s made her condition worse with all that liquor and barbiturates.” DiMaggio was convinced how urgent the surgery would be as a means of preserving her life.


  The actual operation went with relative ease. But before being sedated, she became hysterical, repeating that the hospital was preparing to scar her body and turn her into a monster.


  When she woke up, DiMaggio was in her room, waiting patiently and hovering near her. “You’re always here when I need you,” she said in a soft voice. “I am so grateful.”


  “I’ll always be here for you when you need me,” he promised.


  The publicist, Pat Newcomb, was on hand to deal with the press, and May Reis, a former secretary to Arthur Miller, handled her avalanche of mail. Lena Pepitone, still the guardian of her New York apartment, cooked fresh food for her every day and brought it to the hospital.


  DiMaggio stayed around until her doctors assured him that his former wife was recovering satisfactorily, with no problems. He had scheduled a business trip overseas, and he had to fly out of New York. He kissed her goodbye and said he’d stay in touch with her.


  He also told her that he had put through a call to his son, Joe Jr., and that he was coming to New York to be at her bedside.


  Two hours later, Joe Jr. called, promising, “I’m on my way there to take care of my girl.”


  ***


  Joe Jr. was waiting for Marilyn when she was released from the hospital. He wanted to stay with her, and take care of her. Whatever he told her, she shared with Ralph Roberts, who at this point, for a period at least, had become her closest confidant.


  “The boy talked to me about Marilyn’s suicide attempts and miscarriages,” Roberts said. “She had told him about them, or he’d found out somehow. He thought if he lived with her full time, he could prevent her from doing all these things. He even told me he could get her off liquor and pills. Trouble with that, Junior couldn’t wean himself from the bottle. I think he was also taking drugs, maybe not as much as Marilyn, but he always seemed to be on something.”


  Joe Jr., would later tell her, “You can’t believe how our names are linked. At school, I used to be a big man because I was DiMaggio’s kid. Now all the boys want to know is, ‘What is Marilyn Monroe really like?’”


  “I tell the boys that you don’t have that whispery voice,” he told her. “That when the camera is off, you’re just a regular gal. Talking like a real person. If only my mother could be more like you.”


  Marilyn wanted to know more about her rival, Dorothy Arnold, the first Mrs. Joe DiMaggio. Joe Jr., told Marilyn that Dorothy was always embarrassing him when he brought boys home after school. “She likes to put on a show, to attract attention. After all, she had Marilyn Monroe to compete with. One afternoon, she showed off by doing handstands. The outcome of it all was that she wasn’t wearing any panties. The boys clapped and roared their approval. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die. It’s not great fun when your mom shows her pussy to your schoolmates.”


  “I hope I don’t embarrass you in front of your friends,” she said.


  “Not at all. You’re not a mother. You’re Marilyn Monroe.”


  The first day she was feeling better, she invited him as her escort for a stroll along 8th Avenue. She wore no makeup and put on a pair of dark sunglasses, hiding her blonde hair with a kerchief.


  As they walked along slowly, his arm in hers, she spotted an old wino sitting down on the street corner. His face was covered with liver spots, and his whiskers were long.


  “Hi,” she said, coming over to him. “I’m Marilyn Monroe. What’s your name?”


  “I forgot my name a long time ago,” he said. “I think it was John Henry, or something like that.”


  “Would a twenty-dollar bill help you?” she asked.


  “My God, you beautiful gal,” he said. “Have I died and gone to heaven? You’re the answer to an old man’s prayer.”


  She reached into her handbag and withdrew a twenty-dollar bill, handing it to him.


  “Thank you, thank you, kind lady.”


  “Anything else I can do for you?” she asked, although Joe Jr. was urging her to move on.


  “A bottle of Jack Daniels, and my day would be complete,” he told her.


  “Stay right where you are,” she said. “We’ll be back.”


  As she walked along with Joe Jr., he warned her, “You can’t befriend every wino on the streets of New York. There are too many of them.”


  She wouldn’t listen, spotting a liquor store ahead. Inside, she purchased a bottle of Jack Daniels.


  “I’ll tell you something, babe,” the liquor store owner told her. “If you took better care of yourself, and didn’t drink so much, you’d be a dead ringer for Marilyn Monroe.”


  “I’m a bigger star than Marilyn,” she said. “I’m Jayne Mansfield.”


  She walked back with Joe Jr. and handed the old wino the bottle. He kissed her hand in gratitude.


  It was around noon, and she decided she wanted a drink. Spotting a bar on the corner, she asked him to come in with her. He ordered a beer, and she asked for a vodka with orange juice. Only three men were sitting at the bar, one older man only three stools from her. When Joe Jr. excused himself to go to the men’s room, that man came up behind her.“


  Listen, Doll, if you dump that boy, I’ve got twenty dollars burning a hole in my pocket. How about it? I usually pay ten. You’re a bit over the hill, but worth it.”


  “No, no thanks,” she said. “I’m not a hooker. I’ve got plenty of dough. I actually buy young men to service me.”


  “Oh, I see,” he said. “You’re worse than a whore!”


  When Joe Jr. returned, she paid for the drinks, but didn’t touch them. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”


  On the way up the street, she told him, “There I was just like I was in the mid-1940s. Hanging out in the bars along 8th Avenue, getting some man to make me an offer. At least I can still pull that off. Prices have gone up. I was offered twenty dollars today. It used to be five dollars.”


  That night over a dinner cooked by Roberts, Joe Jr. brought up the subject of marriage. “She didn’t laugh at him or bring up that he was far too young to marry her,” Roberts later said.


  “Don’t ever get married,” she warned him. “It only makes things tougher. You’ll have lots of girls in your life, but you don’t have to marry them. Somehow, marriage takes the romance out of everything.”


  “Then I’ll devote my life to the Marine Corps,” he said. “I certainly didn’t do so well at Yale.”


  “I want you in my life for always,” she said. “We don’t have to be married. I’ve got a better offer. I’ll always be your girl.”


  As they were enjoying a cognac served by Roberts on her sofa, Joe Jr. said, “I’ve got to ask you a very embarrassing question.”


  “What might that be?” she said. “Don’t ask me how old I am.”


  “Are you having an affair with President Kennedy?”


  “Not at all,” she said. “Another silly rumor going around. I met Mr. Kennedy once at the home of Peter and Patricia Lawford—and that’s that.”


  “I don’t think you’ve ever lied to me, and I feel you’re telling the truth now,” he said. “At least I want to believe you are.”
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  Roberts later said that Joe Jr. and Marilyn were definitely having sex, and that he slept every night with her during his stay in New York.


  She even reported to Roberts about what it was like: “He’s not quite the ball player his father is.. at least not yet. But he knows how to score.”


  “Please, please, Marilyn, be careful. He’s very young, and you’ve had an operation.”


  “Oh, Ralph, you dear one, if I had been careful, I wouldn’t have become Marilyn Monroe.”


  ***


  By the time John F. Kennedy became president, the gangster Johnny Roselli had become a familiar figure in Marilyn’s life. He was often a guest of Patricia and Peter Lawford at their house in Santa Monica. On various occasions, he was seen with Marilyn, wearing one of his $1,200 tailored suits brightened with a red tie like a touch of plumage. His hair was always coiffed, and he frequently flashed what he called his “pearls,” his brilliantly white teeth. From his good-looking face came a soft, liquid voice.


  As Sam Giancana’s West Coast henchman, Roselli concocted some wild plots in his life, none more bizarre than when he schemed to use Marilyn Monroe in an attempt to assassinate Fidel Castro in Havana.


  Roselli had learned that Marilyn was the favorite movie star of the Cuban dictator. Both he and Giancana agreed that if she were to visit Havana, it would be relatively easy to gain admittance to the private quarters of Castor. “He’d surely want to pop her,” Giancana said. A renegade cabal within the CIA agreed, although citing how risky it was.


  Their first attempt to use a woman to murder Castro had failed, and none of them wanted things to go wrong this time around.


  The earlier plot had involved the stunningly beautiful Marita Lorenz, a nineteen-year-old daughter of the sea captain MS Berlin, who had arrived in Havana aboard a cruise ship on February 23, 1959. Born in Bremen, Germany, of a German father and an American actress mother, she spent part of her childhood in the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp because of the perceived anti-Nazi activities of her mother.


  That fateful day in early 1959, Castro was invited aboard, and was mesmerized by Lorenz. He not only invited her to dinner that night, but after a few days, asked her to come and live with him in Havana.


  Their affair led to a pregnancy. Castro made it clear that he didn’t want to be the father of her baby, and urged her, six months into her pregnancy, to have an abortion. She adamantly opposed the idea, but in October of 1959, according to her report, she was given a spiked drink which caused her to pass out. When she awakened the next day in a clinic outside Havana, she learned that she’d undergone an abortion. Her doctor, a friend of Castro, defined it as a “miscarriage.”


  Their affair came to an abrupt end, and Lorenz, without funds, flew to Miami. The CIA knew of her affair with Castro and approached her as part of an evolving plot to kill the dictator.


  Somehow, agents from the CIA convinced Lorenz that she should seek revenge for the enforced abortion. Agent Frank Sturgis later claimed that, “I was ordered to recruit her. We viewed her as pure gold. She was broke at the time, and we were prepared to give her six million dollars.”


  Eventually, she agreed to return to Havana to carry out a plot to poison Castro.


  On March 11, 1961, Robert Maheu entered onto the scene. He had been a former FBI agent who was now secretly employed by the CIA, although, for appearance’s sake, he ran what on the outside appeared to be a for-profit independent detective agency.


  He asserted that he met with gangsters Santo Trafficante and Sam Giancana at the Fontainebleau Hotel on Miami Beach to plot the assassination. Sturgis later claimed that it was he who presented the poison pills to Lorenz. She concealed them in her makeup box before flying to Havana.


  Castro agreed to receive her at his penthouse within Havana’s Habana Libre building. At the last minute, she couldn’t go through with it. “I loved him too much. Instead of poisoning him, I made love to him. He figured out that I had been sent to kill him. In a daring move, he tossed his revolver onto the bed, challenging me to shoot him. I just couldn’t do it.”


  “You can’t lie to me,” he told her. “You love me too much. Nobody can kill me.”


  After making love to her one final time, he put her on a plane back to Miami.


  For reasons of their own, members of the CIA renegade group didn’t want to bloody, firsthand, their hands with Castro’s death, so they turned instead to the Mafia. After all, they were said to be expert hit men.


  [image: Love and a (failed) counter-revolutionary plot: Marita Lorenz and Fidel Castro]


  
    Love and a (failed) counter-revolutionary plot: Marita Lorenz and Fidel Castro

  


  But first, Giancana ordered Roselli to visit Marilyn in New York to see if she’d go for such an outlandish scheme. “Even with the blackmail we have on her, we can’t force her to pull off a stunt like this,” Giancana said. “She might even think we’re insane. And we’re not at all sure she’d want to take such a risk. Just because she’s fucking the President doesn’t make her a super patriot.”


  When Roselli had visited Marilyn in the hospital, he feared she’d turn down such a scheme. But, to his surprise, she went for it. “I always wanted to be a Mata Hari. Perhaps if they remake that Garbo picture, I can play the lead. It sounds risky, but I’m game,” she said. “I think I could sell my memoir of the event and the movie rights for millions. It’d be a real boost to my career. A film like this, with me starring in it, has my name already engraved on the Oscar.”


  Shortly after her release, Ralph Roberts accompanied her to the Waldorf Astoria. While her masseur/escort waited in the bar, she was taken upstairs by Roselli for a meeting with Giancana.


  In his suite, Giancana, in his bathrobe, made Bloody Marys. “I’m the world’s greatest Bloody Mary expert,” he told her.


  As she’d later relate to Jeanne Carmen, “Sam exaggerated about some things, but not about his Bloody Marys. They were the best I’ve ever tasted, and I’ve downed quite a few. I even ate the celery stick. He served them in redfrosted mugs.”


  During their talk, as Marilyn later related, the agents of the CIA had approached Giancana when he made a trip to Mexico. After the failed Bay of Pigs invasion of Cuba, the CIA was humiliated, and President Kennedy was furious at the men who had orchestrated the botched covert operation.


  “In no way does Jack Kennedy want to be linked to this plot,” Giancana said. “After that screwed-up job with the Bay of Pigs shit, that’s all he would need. There would go his re-election chances.”


  Apparently, the President was under intense pressure from some of his advisors, who wanted Castro murdered, but he wanted the assassination carried out without any link to the Oval Office. He once asked his aide, Ted Szulc, “What would you think if I ordered Castro’s assassination?”


  At that point in his presidency, he could hardly stand to hear any mention of the Bay of Pigs. His own press secretary, Pierre Salinger, had called it “the least covert military operation in history. The only information Castro didn’t have was the exact time and place of the invasion.”


  Giancana told Marilyn that they could arrange to have her flown to Havana, where it was almost certain that Castro would be delighted to spend a night with her in his suite. “Apparently, from what we hear, he’s a highly sexed man and could really go for you,” Roselli said.


  “The CIA has weird ways to get rid of someone,” Giancana said. “An elegant set of toiletries in a box of real gold might do the trick. They have this lethal bacterial powder, also a shaving lotion that, when splashed on the face, induces a massive heart attack. Lots of shit like that.”


  “We’ve got a lot to work out,” Roselli said. “We wouldn’t want you anywhere nearby at the time of his death. We plan to have your plane waiting at the airport for you, ready to take off for Miami before the Cubanos learn their beloved commie hero is a dead duck.”


  In case she didn’t already know, Giancana made it clear to Marilyn that the Mafia’s reason for wanting to wipe out Castro involved finances as well as politics. Castro had destroyed the mob’s multi-million dollar casino business. “Castro betrayed us in more ways than one. After he took over, my boys sent him millions of Yankee dollars on his promise that when the dust settled, he’d reopen the casinos. He pocketed the money and more or less told us to go fuck ourselves. Santo Trafficante, Carlos Marcello, and Meyer Lansky, and a lot of other guys, including your boyfriend, Frank Sinatra, want revenge. Castro now denounces us as a pack of crooks, gamblers, and pimps.”


  “Could you believe the CIA offered us only $150,000 to pull off a job like this?” Roselli said. “Chicken feed. The money doesn’t interest us. The big deal involves getting Castro out of the way so we can reopen our casinos.”


  ***


  When Marilyn’s meeting with Giancana and Roselli was over, Roberts was waiting to ride with her in a taxi with her back to her apartment on 57th Street. But before getting into a cab, she wanted to walk for a few blocks. Along the way, she found a stationery store and went inside. Here—and Roberts later admitted it was true—she bought a red diary, which would in time become much disputed, its whereabouts unknown today.


  The very existence of such a diary has been dismissed as a fabrication by some biographers, although Marilyn’s friends, including Jeanne Carmen and Robert Slatzer, have admitted to having seen it.


  Columnist James Bacon in the 1950s claimed that Marilyn was making diary entries in a notebook of sorts. Susan Strasberg called her “a great note taker.” Amy Greene, wife of Milton Greene, confirmed that she made frequent entries to a diary. And Dr. Ralph Greenson advised his clients, especially Marilyn, to keep a diary.


  On that day with Roberts in the stationery store, she told him that there was a lot of important business that she needed to write down so that she wouldn’t forget who said what. It can be assumed that nothing in her diary was more important than her involvement, such as it was, with the Mafia and with the CIA in the plot to assassinate Castro.


  Although she didn’t know it at the time, Marilyn that summer day in 1961, made herself “a subject of interest” to such diverse groups as the CIA, the FBI, the Mafia, and (later), to Jimmy Hoffa’s Teamsters’ Union. From that moment on, she’d be the subject of constant surveillance as part of an investigation of her life that would even extend into the next century.


  ***


  About a month later, back in Los Angeles, Marilyn felt the scorching desert winds of August blowing across the city. She was eager to escape, even though she’d just landed there. An invitation for a weekend yachting trip with Frank Sinatra to Catalina Island appealed to her. Other passengers included Dean and Jeanne Martin.


  Jeanne remembered the trip: “Marilyn was into heavy drugs,” she said. “She wandered around the boat nude at three o’clock in the morning, looking for some ‘reds’ to put her to sleep.”


  The first twenty-four hours of the yacht trip proved too much for Sinatra.


  Before the second day of sailing, Marilyn was so drunk and drugged she couldn’t even dress herself, and Sinatra had to send Jeanne below to assist her.


  Later, he told Martin, “I can’t wait to get her off the boat. The way I feel right now, I could throw her to the sharks. All through this trip, she’s been pressuring me to marry her. In a weak moment, a few weeks ago, I agreed. But now, the marriage is off. I’ve ordered our return to shore. The trip will continue, but without Miss Monroe. It’s over between us.”


  Sinatra misstated: Their relationship was far from over. Additional outrageous dramas would transpire before her untimely death.


  ***


  The assassination attempt on Fidel Castro, and any ancillary involvement on the part of Marilyn, had been thrown into disarray, to some degree because of the increasing hostility of the Kennedy administration toward the Mafia. After Sam Giancana helped JFK win the presidency through the use of the mob’s money and influence in Illinois and West Virginia, he mistakenly believed that in the aftermath of the election, the Mafia would go about its business without undue government interference. “Jack Kennedy will be like his old man, working hand in glove with us,” Giancana predicted. “Old Joe Kennedy promised me that the Chicago rackets would be left sacrosanct.”
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  Those promises meant nothing after JFK appointed his brother, Robert Kennedy, as attorney general. Unlike J. Edgar Hoover, who had left the Mafia relatively unharmed for decades, RFK defined himself as a “crime buster.”


  In their book Crypt 33, the Saga of Marilyn Monroe—the Final Word, authors Milo Speriglio and Adela Gregory, claimed, “Giancana eventually concluded that the Kennedys were systematically attempting to erase their obligations to the Mafia. As Bobby continued to prosecute and apply constant surveillance of mob operations, Giancana continued to bug and tap rooms frequented by the President and his brother.”


  Those authors revealed that both Giancana and Sinatra were enraged by this reversal of the Kennedys’ promises. They wrote, “Giancana had selected Sinatra as the mob’s liaison with the president. The plan having failed, Giancana went so far as to consider a ‘hit’ on Sinatra for his ignorance and inability to carry out his tasks. But Giancana’s anger toward Sinatra eventually diminished, and he instead blamed the ‘assholes,’ the Kennedys.”


  Giancana didn’t seem to realize his phone had been tapped by J. Edgar Hoover’s FBI when he placed a call to Roselli in Los Angeles. Giancana told Roselli, “Every boy in America wants to become President of the United States. I had a different ambition. I wanted to be a mob boss, the boss of bosses. I plan to hold onto that position by blackmailing the Kennedys. The president has a fatal flaw, and that is women. If he is as serious about Monroe as she says he is, we’ll trap her, and him. I’ve already got stuff on him and that rotter shit he calls his father—photos, secret films, tape recordings.”


  In Double Cross, Giancana is quoted as saying, “The American public would be alarmed to see their president being serviced by three women—and one of them a shine (sic) broad to boot. Yeah, if I ever need to contain him, all I have to do is use a key.” Around his neck he carried a small key, which opened a safe deposit box in a Chicago bank.


  It appears that Marilyn may have exaggerated her role in the life of JFK when she discussed her affair with him to Giancana. At the time, she claimed that the Bouvier and Kennedy families had “forced” JFK to marry Jackie, but didn’t supply the reason. Usually, that meant a child was on the way. “I feel sorry for them,” she said to the Don. “They’re locked in a loveless marriage. I can tell he’s not in love with her. The other woman always knows.”


  She also told Giancana, “I’m convinced that Jack will divorce her and marry me. Instead of a divorce, he might get an annulment instead. After all, the Pope and him are in each other’s crotches—that is, if the Pope actually has a crotch.”


  Later, as time progressed, Giancana found it hard to accumulate blackmail evidence about Marilyn and the president because they weren’t having the close and frequent contact she’d indicated. The security surrounding the president also made it difficult to get to him. Giancana made it a point, therefore, to accumulate additional evidence to embarrass Marilyn. He felt the sex tape recorded with the dead Johnny Stompanato was not sufficient. He wanted more. For that, he called in “a specialist” in blackmail, bugging, and the placement of hidden cameras—Mickey Cohen.


  As the Cold War progressed, White House attention focused on Nikita Khrushchev and the dictator’s threats of open war over the access routes to Berlin. Soon, the Kennedys and even the CIA shifted their focus away from the Castro assassination attempt.


  But Roselli still plotted a role for Marilyn as a potentiality in the plans being formulated for a possible assassination of Castro. “She’s always on the table as the woman who might pull it off,” he said from his base in Key Biscayne, where he tried to ingratiate himself with the anti-Castro community of exiles. As one reporter asserted, “There were speedboats on crystal waters and women in abundance, as well as optimistic projection of casino shares and cabinet positions once Castro was killed.”


  Marilyn revealed to very few friends the extent of her involvement with the mob and the CIA. Once exception was her longtime friend, columnist Sidney Skolsky. In his way, the journalist loved her, and protected and never attempted to expose her, although, as he admitted, “I knew too much.”


  He tried to bring some reality into her life and warned her to disconnect herself from the President. “It can only backfire. You’re getting deeper and deeper into trouble.”
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  When she told him of the Roselli/Giancana plot to kill Castro, he went ballistic. “Are you out of your fucking mind? Do you want to live fast and die young like Jimmy Dean? You’re just asking for it. You’ll end up getting murdered yourself.”


  She’d always turned to him for advice, and she promised to think it over. “Maybe I should just walk away,” she told him.


  “Get out while the getting’s good,” he told her.


  After a sleepless night, she felt that was the way to go, not realizing how deeply involved she already was.


  But when she received a call from the White House, her fears vanished. It was the President of the United States extending an invitation to Washington.


  Her first question was, “Will Jackie be there?”


  “No, she’ll be in Virginia,” JFK told her.


  “Oh, Mr. President, can we do it in the Lincoln Bedroom? You know how much I’ve always admired President Lincoln.”


  “You come to Washington, and I’ll give you something you can admire about this sitting President.”


  ***


  A widely held belief is that Marilyn never visited the White House during the Kennedy presidency, but was stashed in JFK’s private suite at the Mayflower Hotel. Although she spent nights at the Mayflower under an assumed name, she did visit the White House, as some eyewitnesses have testified. Take pint-sized Mickey Rooney, for example.


  In his 1991 memoirs, Life Is Too Short, he said that JFK on several occasions invited him to White House gatherings, probably because he was friends with Judy Garland and Peter Lawford.


  He remembered one such occasion when the President was speaking to a diplomatic delegation from Madrid in the Rose Garden. Apparently, Jackie was out of town that weekend.


  “In the distance, at the far side of the garden, I noticed this beautiful blonde wearing large sunglasses like that made popular by Jackie at the time,” Rooney said. “She stood by herself in the garden.”


  “Jeez!” Rooney asked himself. “Does he do it with Marilyn in the White House?” Like most of tout Hollywood, Mickey had learned about the JFK/Monroe sexual tryst.


  At the end of the ceremony, Mickey was making his way over to say hello to Marilyn, but was intercepted by an agent of the Secret Service. “Mr. Rooney,” the agent said. “The President would like to speak to you.”


  After some preliminaries, JFK recalled the first time he’d met Rooney in the mid-1950s. It was in a New York City elevator heading down to the lobby of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel.


  “Mr. Rooney,” Senator Kennedy had said, shaking his hand, “I’m one of your biggest fans.”


  “I could almost see the wheels turning in his head,” Rooney later wrote. “I suspected he was saying to himself, ‘I wonder if this little bastard knows I’m fucking Marilyn Monroe.’”


  “I’m one of your biggest fans, too, senator,” Rooney told JFK. That wasn’t true. Rooney always voted Republican. “You appear on TV so often, you’re stealing all of our Hollywood stardom.”


  What Rooney didn’t say was, “And screwing one of our loveliest stars.”


  In the lobby of the Waldorf that day in New York, after shaking Rooney’s hand, JFK said that he was off for an important appointment on Park Avenue. He was seen later that night entering a hotel suite occupied by Joan Crawford.


  On yet another occasion Rooney visited the White House, he met privately with JFK and talked about Marilyn.


  JFK said to Rooney, “She told me you were responsible for giving her one of her first roles in movies, a bit role but a part nonetheless.”


  “That’s true,” Rooney said. “Johnny Hyde was our mutual agent, and he asked me to get her a part in a movie which she could use as a screen test. That was around 1949. The picture was called The Big Wheel. If you blink, you’ll miss her. She appeared in a crowd scene at the Indianapolis racetrack.”
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  “I knew her before then,” JFK admitted. “When she was Norma Jeane.”


  Rooney was eager for more details, but none was forthcoming. JFK was referring to his 1946 seduction of Norma Jeane when she was introduced to him when he was the house guest of actor Robert Stack, whom JFK jokingly referred to back then as “my babe supplier.”


  In the next few months, Rooney, again through an arrangement with Johnny Hyde, got Marilyn a somewhat larger part in a 1950 film, Fireball, about roller derby racing. “I asked her out on a date and discovered she wore no bra, no stockings, and no panties.”


  “I’m more than just a pretty girl,” she told him. “I can do—anything.” She reached over and placed a delicate hand on his knee, traveling north.


  He later wrote, “Marilyn Monroe made naughtiness a personal trademark.” Of all the male stars who have written memoirs, Rooney stands alone as the only memoirist who wrote that Marilyn was “one of the best cocksuckers in Hollywood.” He also claimed that his friends, Richard Quine and Blake Edwards, agreed with this assessment.


  ***


  Mickey Cohen (1913-1976) was one of the most colorful gangsters in Hollywood. Dangerous and vindictive, and concealing his 5’3” height with elevator shoes, he seemed to model his life on the reel life of such film stars as Edward G. Robinson, George Raft, Humphrey Bogart, and James Cagney.


  He had been a boxer, a bodyguard for Las Vegas mobster Bugsy Siegel, a pimp for movie stars, a crooked gambler, a sleazy haberdasher, a notorious racketeer, a grand scale thief. He had also been a confidant of both Frank Sinatra and Jack Ruby, the man who had shot JFK’s alleged assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald, after Oswald’s arrest in Dallas.


  Cohen was also known for having secretly taped Johnny Stompanato having sex with Marilyn and for supplying a reel of that film to Sam Giancana. Subsequently, that film had been used to blackmail her.


  But it was getting stale, and both Giancana and Cohen wanted more recent and more damaging evidence on her, now that she was linked with President Kennedy.


  Cohen usually hired handsome, well-built henchmen, many of them in their twenties. He was not a homosexual, although he’d liked the but of a young Sal Mineo. But he insisted that his henchmen be well hung. Before hiring them, he ordered them to “drop your pants—I want to see how it’s hanging.” It was clearly understood that their job included stud duties to the stars.


  In his exposé, Celebrity Gangster, investigative reporter Brad Lewis revealed that a former police officer, Gary Wean, discovered that Marilyn had been set up with two of Cohen’s most gorgeous and seductive henchmen, George Piscitelle and Sam LoCigno. They double dated her, eventually orchestrating a three-way sexual fling, together, at the same time.


  She was seen with them in such joints as Barney Ruditsky’s Plymouth House, often retiring for the night with both Piscitelle and LoCigno to a motel in Malibu, where hidden cameras had been installed by one of Cohen’s men. These sex scenes secretly filmed with Marilyn were only a prelude to their hope of capturing her on film with President Kennedy, which would, of course, be much harder to arrange.


  What was amazing was that Cohen was able to direct this operation from Alcatraz, where he’d been sent in 1961 on a charge of tax evasion. His heavily armored Cadillac from this era was confiscated by the Los Angeles Police department. But before the beginning of his jail term, Marilyn was spotted riding down Hollywood Boulevard with him in this car. Perhaps it wasn’t Marilyn, but movie starlet Liz Renay, who herself was to spend three years behind bars for refusing to squeal on Cohen.


  Months before his imprisonment, Cohen had met with Marilyn and threatened her. “You don’t want me to do to you what I did to Lana Turner, now, do you?”


  She knew exactly what Cohen meant. His men had photographed Turner having sex with the “Italian Stallion,” Johnny Stompanato, who was called “the best bedroom performer in Los Angeles.” At a motel suite in Malibu, the bed had been wired for sound and a secret camera installed.


  Cohen sold both the film and the recording, and each of them was played at Hollywood parties in the 1950s. The record sold for fifty dollars a copy, and he pressed two thousand copies of Turner’s squeals of ecstasy.


  When Stompanato was stabbed to death in Turner’s home, the murder was splashed across the front pages of tabloids around the world. Cohen pressed thousands more of the recordings, making big bucks.


  Cohen had not only secured a sex tape of Marilyn cavorting with his studs, LoCigno and Piscitelle, but he had “the dirtiest movie ever made (or so he said) of Johnny Roselli forcing Marilyn into “degrading” sexual acts within a hotel suite in Las Vegas.


  Since Cohen was in jail, Roselli was selected to show Marilyn the film clip and recorded evidence they had on her. A private screening just for her was held within a bungalow at the Beverly Hills Hotel.


  She pleaded with him to destroy all the tapes and recordings he had on her. “Get serious, gal. That would be like asking me to throw away a pot of gold.”


  Almost from the beginning of her Hollywood career, Marilyn had been involved in one way or another with Cohen, dating back to the 1940s when the gangster worked with an even bigger gangster, Ben (Bugsy) Siegel. These criminals became the West Coast extension of the East Coast Syndicate. Together, these two Jewish mobsters turned penny-ante operations into a multi-million dollar empire.


  Although they were partners in crime, Cohen and Bugsy could not have been more different. Tall, handsome, and suave—and as rumor had it, “massively endowed,”—Bugsy was invited to A-list parties in Tinseltown of the 1940s. Listed among the glitterati, he liked fine French wine, gourmet food, tailored men’s suits, and movie star bedfellows.
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  In contrast, Cohen, the ugly little frog, hung out with cheap starlets like Liz Renay, along with Hollywood or Las Vegas hookers. When he wasn’t in prison, he spent a dangerous life ducking bullets or bombs. He had the last laugh, though, on his enemies. He outlived them.


  Bugsy is often listed as one of Marilyn’s former lovers, even though he was assassinated in 1947. He apparently met her when she had a bit part in Scudda Hoo! Scudda Hay! for 20th Century Fox. The film starred the blond musical star, June Haver, who was billed as “the next Betty Grable.” Ironically, it would be Marilyn herself who eventually dethroned Betty Grable.


  Haver’s connection with Bugsy is not know; however, she accepted an invitation to go to Las Vegas during the Christmas holidays of 1946 for the opening of The Flamingo. The event was a disaster, as the gambling resort had not been completed, and the suites planned for occupancy by celebrities were not ready.


  Haver later entered a convent for a brief period, but left it to marry Fred McMurray and to retire on a ranch.


  After meeting Marilyn, Bugsy began an affair with her, referring to her as “a hot little number.”


  She wasn’t making enough money with the scrappy bit parts thrown at her, and he decided to use her as a hooker to service some of the top drawer clients he had invited to the Flamingo’s grand opening.


  Bugsy told his aides in Vegas, “Guys like to gamble, and they also like pussy on the side, and we must supply both.”


  Marilyn accepted Bugsy’s offer, but she requested that she be assigned only movie star johns as men she’d entertain. She anticipated Clark Gable, Robert Taylor, Errol Flynn, and Tryone Power. They didn’t show up.


  Instead, she was assigned to visit the bedrooms of gangster/actor George Raft, who entertained her with his “black snake.” She also had a brief tryst with Sonny Tufts, which she would resume again when they made The Seven Year Itch (1955 ), less than a decade later.


  She also ended up with Irish-born Brian Donlevy, whom she’d seen on the screen many times playing many villainous roles. He promised to secure for her “some sort of role” in each of his upcoming films, but he never did. It was becoming increasingly hard for him to find the right roles for himself, much less her.
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  She also met the portly character actor Charles Coburn, who might have gone to bed with her. But after having three drinks with her, it was all he could do to totter off to bed. She would later co-star with him in one of her most popular movies, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.


  Reportedly, the last time Cohen met with Marilyn, he gave her some advice. “Listen, kid, don’t’ do anything I wouldn’t do.”


  “Well, that means I can do almost anything,” she shot back.


  ***


  Johnny Roselli rarely called Marilyn any more, and she was relieved that he didn’t. She never knew where he was throughout most of 1961. Jeanne Carmen, his sometimes girlfriend, kept up with his whereabouts more than Marilyn did.


  Roselli spent a lot of time operating out of bases in Las Vegas and southern Florida, but he was also in and out of Los Angeles, Washington, and Chicago, where he would meet privately with Sam Giancana.


  When he did meet with Marilyn, he drove her to an apartment on Crescent Heights Boulevard in Los Angeles. He asked her to disguise herself. Once inside the apartment, she saw that it was heavily draped. He took her to the window and slightly parted a curtain, thereby opening a view of an apartment building across the street. He directed her attention to one window in particular. “I’m under twenty-four hour surveillance from FBI agents in that apartment. I know they want to find out about mob involvements in Vegas gambling, but they also want to know a lot more. You and the president have evolved into one of Lady Hoover’s fixations.”


  He explained to her that he had brought her here to discuss a very serious matter. “We’ve abandoned the plan that involved flying you to Havana,” he said. “You’re too hot. Our mole in Castro’s inner circle told us the commie jerk has found out about you and Kennedy. You couldn’t be sent to Cuba now. He’d become suspicious if Kennedy’s girl suddenly arrived and wanted to spend her nights with him.”


  “It’s just as well,” she said. “I’m not the type to kill anybody. That’s more your line, Johnny.”


  When Roselli led her into another room and switched on a lamp, she noticed that he looked spectacular after a two-week stint in Miami. Coiffed immaculately, he was suntanned and looked like he’d been working out. He was expensively dressed in a battleship grey pin-striped suit, with alligator shoes and a $2,500 Rolex watch.


  “If I’m not the right girl for the job, then who?” she asked.


  “We don’t know yet,” he said. “But those CIA bums have developed one of the most sophisticated poison pills in history. It works anywhere at any time and with anybody. The CIA’s plans are evolving into something even bigger. They’re talking about the assassination of not only Fidel Castro, but his brother, Raoul, and Che Guevara.”


  “Oh, I see,” she said. “But since I’m no more use to you, I guess I can go.”


  “Not so fast,” he said. “You still figure into our plans. As long as you’re linked to Kennedy, we view you as a valuable resource. We’ve been betrayed by the Kennedys—especially by the fucker.”


  Somehow, she just knew that “the fucker” was a reference to Robert F. Kennedy.


  “We’re trying to work with the CIA to eliminate their deadly enemies, and what do they do? Bobby Kennedy goes after us, trying to shut down our legitimate enterprises. They’ve got to be stopped. We’ll blackmail the bastards.”


  “I would never do anything to harm them,” she said, “and I don’t even know Bobby.”


  “That’s about to change,” he said.


  “What do you mean?” she asked.


  “You’ll hear from Lawford…and soon.”


  “Is he on your payroll, too?”


  “Never mind. You’ll do what we say, or we’ll ruin you. Take your choice. We’re not asking you to kill the Kennedys, but we want them to back off. You’re going to help us do that.”


  “I don’t want to play.”


  “You don’t have a choice,” he said.


  “You mean all those pictures and film of me?” she said. “I don’t think I even care to hold onto a career anymore.”


  He grabbed her wrist and with his other hand yanked the back of her neck, holding her up for exposure to the cruel naked light bulb in a lamp. “We can ruin that pretty fact of yours within sixty seconds. Even without a career, you wouldn’t want that. No sex goddess would want that. No man would look at you ever again.”


  “I’m getting out of here!” she said.


  “No, you’re not,” he said, grabbing her and ripping her dress. He pushed her into the bedroom, where he stripped her.


  As he undressed himself, he said, “You know that your president and I have a lot in common. In history’s touch of irony, we are fucking two of the same women—Judy Campbell and Marilyn Monroe. Isn’t that a gasser? I haven’t had a piece for the last three nights. So get your fat ass over here. You’re really going to get a workout tonight.”


  On her way out the door the next morning, a nude Roselli stood in the living room as she prepared to leave. “Tonight, I’m having your gal buddy, Jeanne Carmen, up here. She’s even dyed her hair to match yours. I think she wants to be you.”


  “She’s a little bit jealous, that’s all,” Marilyn said.


  “You should invite her to your place today and tell her everything that happened last night, including what went on in the bedroom. Since the last time I saw you two hookers, I learned a couple of tricks from this Cuban putana down in Miami. You got a demonstration of some of the new ways I get my kicks.”


  “And everybody in Hollywood always tells me what a gentleman you are,” she said, heading for the door. “Some gentleman!”


  ***


  Arthur Schlesinger, a Kennedy loyalist and a biographer of Robert F. Kennedy, told a journalist, “Bobby was human. He like to drink and he liked young women. He indulged that liking when he traveled, and he had to travel a great deal.”


  When his brother-in-law, Peter Lawford, asked RFK what star he’d like to meet in Hollywood, his first choice was Marilyn Monroe. The Attorney General had gotten rave reviews from his older brother, John F. Kennedy.


  Early in October of 1961, Attorney General RFK flew into Los Angeles to address law enforcement officers about mob activity in southern California, an act of defiance which seriously “pissed off” Johnny Roselli.


  RFK’s sister, Patricia, along with her husband, Peter Lawford, staged a dinner on October 4 to honor him. Lawford invited Marilyn. It was long believed that RFK didn’t get involved with Marilyn until February of 1962, but too many eyewitnesses now cite October 4, 1961, as their first encounter.


  Marilyn viewed the dinner as important enough to have a special and very sexy gown designed for the occasion. She chose black as its color, knowing that it would contrast with her porcelain white skin and blonde hair. The dress had a strapless bodice whose fabric included lacy eyelets that permitted a sketchy but provocative view of her bare nipples.


  Joan Braden, a friend of the Lawfords, recalled Marilyn’s arrival at the Lawford’s Spanish colonial beach front home in Santa Monica. “Everybody noticed that she was wearing no bra. Bobby devoted all his attention to Marilyn. He held back a bit, but Marilyn finished off glass after glass of champagne. She even taught Bobby to do the Twist.”


  Right in front of Pat and Peter, Marilyn asked RFK, “As Attorney General, have you ever arrested a woman in bed?”


  “No, but I’ve done other things to them,” he shot back.


  Lawford later warned RFK, “When Ethel’s in the room, you shouldn’t hold Marilyn so close when you dance with her. Her bosom was pressing into your chest, not to mention what you were pressing into her.”


  Before the end of the evening, Marilyn had become so intoxicated that she was in no condition to drive back to her apartment on Doheny. RFK agreed to drive her home. For appearance’s sake, he asked his press aide, Edwin Guthman, to accompany them.


  The story becomes rather muddled at this point. Apparently, Guthman helped RFK escort Marilyn upstairs to her apartment and then left after RFK made it clear that he would undress her and put her to bed himself.


  Lawford later told Sinatra and members of the Rat Pack that “Bobby didn’t get home until four o’clock that morning. I just hope Ethel was asleep.”


  Eager for details, Lawford couldn’t contact Marilyn until two o’clock the following afternoon. He wanted to know, “Did Bobby fuck you?”


  She was non-committal, “As you know, I was too drunk to drive home, and Bobby was so sweet to drive me back. I left my car at your place and will taxi over later to pick it up. I guess Bobby was tired, and had to have a little rest on my living room sofa before driving back.”


  Over drinks at sunset, Marilyn was more forthcoming with her fellow Doheny apartment dweller, Jeanne Carmen. “He gave me a farewell fuck—maybe two farewell fucks—before he left my apartment. I woke up around two o’clock, and he was deep dicking me. It is said that if a gal goes for one brother, she’s likely to go for his younger brother, too.:”


  “Well,” Carmen said sarcastically, “You’ve had Jack. And you had his father, the ambassador, back in 1950. Now you’ve had Bobby. That leaves only Teddy.”


  “Give me time,” Marilyn said, “I’m sure Teddy will go for me.”


  “It fits into the Kennedy pecking order,” Carmen said. “I heard Jack or Old Joe usually gets them first, then passes them on to Bobby or Teddy. Jack had a brief fling with Jayne Mansfield, or so I heard, before passing her on to Bobby.”


  “I didn’t know that,” Marilyn said. “At least the Kennedy brothers are getting the real thing—not that Mansfield clone.”


  His sister, Jean Kennedy Smith, wrote to him from Palm Beach, “Dear Bobby, I hear you and Marilyn Monroe are the new, hot item among Hollywood gossips.”


  After he finished a fourteen-country goodwill tour with Ethel, RFK called Marilyn for another rendezvous. Their affair began in earnest. At the same time, Marilyn was also sending handwritten love poems to JFK at the White House.


  Carmen recalled that she was inside Marilyn’s apartment one day and opened the door for a surprise view of RFK. When Marilyn learned who it was, she came rushing out of the bathroom, not fully dressed. “She jumped into his arms,” Carmen said, “and they started kissing madly. We had a glass of wine together before Marilyn reminded me that I had important business to take care of.”


  After that, Marilyn logged many a call to RFK at the Justice Department, as asserted by his press aide, Guthman. Then Guthman added a tantalizing detail: “Judy Garland placed almost as many calls to Bobby as Marilyn. What was going on between Dorothy and Bobby? I never found out.”


  “When Bobby Kennedy wasn’t in California, he and Marilyn talked for hours on the phone,” claimed Hazel Washington, Marilyn’s maid at Doheny. “I think they invented phone sex. She actually made love to Bobby on the phone. I heard everything.”


  “Jack was the first to sample the honeypot,” Marilyn told Robert Slatzer. “I’m not really in love with Jack, but I’m falling madly in love with Bobby.”


  Carmen also asserted that early one afternoon, she went with Marilyn and RFK to a nude beach near the present Pepperdine University, north of Santa Monica. Marilyn wore a black wig, and RFK put on sunglasses and a fake beard. Each of them went unrecognized. “Could you imagine what a sensation it would have been if a nude Marilyn Monroe and a nude Attorney General had been snapped on the beach by some photographer?” Carmen asked.


  In Washington, RFK bragged to aide David Powers about bedding Marilyn. Powers at first didn’t believe him, calling him “the biggest bullshitter in the world.” He later claimed, “Bobby wouldn’t have the balls to play like that in the big league. That’s something Jack would do—not Bobby.”


  But nonetheless, RFK claimed it was true. “Not only have I had Marilyn’s pussy on more than one occasion, but I think she’s in love with me.”


  ***
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  As 1961 was coming to an end, Marilyn was adrift and without a job, which gave her too much time to concentrate on her own troubles. It was a rare day that she didn’t visit Dr. Greenson at least once, and she talked to him so frequently that it was difficult for him to work on the book he was struggling to write, to see other patients, and to spend time with his family.


  In the days before her upcoming November reunion with “The Prez” (her new nickname for him), she called him at least once a day at the White House. Often, he was away or in a meeting and couldn’t come to the phone. Once, she called his private apartment within the White House, and Jackie picked up the phone. Recognizing her by her famous whispery voice, Marilyn quickly hung up.


  She really didn’t like to go out, because she claimed that, “I’m always running into someone from my past, someone I want to avoid, and every evening seems to end in disaster.”


  One night at a party in Beverly Hills at the home of producer Charles Feldman, who had long ago been her lover, he called her into his library to give her some advice.


  She pointedly asked him, “Why do you think Fox is treating me like Typhoid Mary?”


  “Marilyn, you look awful, and it takes a dear friend like me to tell you that.”


  “Thanks a hell of a lot, Charlie,” she said. “That’s what every blonde goddess wants to hear.”


  “You’ve got to pull yourself together, gal, or else you’ll be finished in this town. You may not know this, but Fox is getting a lot of hate mail directed at you. Apparently, there are many people out there who know about you and the president, and they’re writing to Fox with threats about exposing the affair. Since Jackie is universally admired and you’re viewed as a home wrecker, you’re usually denounced. Letter after letter calls you a harlot. Fox is afraid to launch a big production involving you, because some major career-breaking scandal is likely to erupt at any moment.”


  “Thanks,” she said. “I’m having such a wonderful time as a guest in your house, but I must leave. It was a fun evening.” She rushed to retrieve her wrap before heading out the door.


  She spent nearly a week within her apartment and didn’t venture out. During a phone call to the president, she complained about her sleepless nights. He responded by sending her a large sheep skin that he had put under his back when he was in the hospital for surgery. “It will make you feel all warm and cuddly,” he promised.


  After receiving it, she called him. “I love it and sleep on it every night thinking of you. Of course, I’d rather have the former owner of the sheepskin than the actual thing.”


  “I’ll take that as a compliment,” he said.


  “It was then that he told her he’d be flying to Los Angeles in November, and that he wanted to meet with her.


  “We’ll do more than shake hands,” she promised.


  When she couldn’t get the President on the phone, she frequently called Peter Lawford for any news he might have. Aware that she rarely went out, he prevailed upon her to accept a dinner invitation to dine with him and Sammy Davis, Jr., at the elegant Chasen’s restaurant.


  She arrived nearly an hour late, but both Lawford and Davis, both of whom had made love to her at various times before, had anticipated that. Before her appearance at the restaurant, both stars had had more liquor than they needed. As she approached their table, she realized that she was interrupting a fierce argument between these two Rat Packers.


  After kissing her and seating her, they resumed their argument. “Frank told me you’re getting too big for your trousers,” Lawford told Davis. “You’re telling people you’re a bigger star than he is. The other night, he called you ‘a jig—a one-eyed nigger who fucks white girls.’”


  “I don’t believe he called me a nigger,” Davis said. “Frank gets furious when someone calls somebody else a nigger in his presence.”


  “Maybe he made an exception for himself,” Lawford said.


  “I’m not a nigger,” Davis protested. “I’m a Jew.”


  A champagne-drunk Marilyn then tried to intervene. “I’m a Jew too. One of the chosen people. Arthur told me I was. But, Sammy, you’re not a real Jew.” She turned to Lawford. “I’ve gone to bed with Sammy and he’s not circumcised. Wouldn’t a real Jewish man be circumcised?” Then she turned back to Davis. “Maybe you’d better see a rabbi.”


  Lawford laughed mockingly. “Sammy used to let me go to bed with him, too, but all he would let me do was give him a blow-job.”


  Davis turned in anger. “Thanks for the publicity. You know what you are, Lawford? A limey cocksucking motherfucker!”


  “I’ve been called worse,” Lawford said.


  As the evening progressed, and the trio got drunker and more belligerent, Marilyn began to lose control. In a loud voice, which nearby diners overheard, she told them, “I’m Marilyn Monroe. I’m going to Washington, and I will become the First Lady. The President is going to divorce Jackie and marry me.”
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  Finally, Davis said, “I’ve got to take this white gal back home and plow her. Maybe that will quiet her down.”


  The horrified and very formal staff watched them go with a sigh of relief. The manager ordered the Chasen limousine to drive them home, as neither of them looked like they’d make it back alive if they took control of their own vehicles.


  ***


  “A sex symbol becomes a thing, and I just hate being a thing. But if I’m going to be a symbol of something, I’d rather have it be sex than some hideous thing.”


  —Marilyn Monroe


  In November of 1961, President Kennedy flew into Los Angeles to thank his major supporters in the area. Since he’d already been president for almost a year, the reception was long overdue. Some two hundred and fifty guests showed up at the Beverly Hills Hotel, crowding into its Escoffier Room.


  Marilyn made a stunning entrance in a skin-tight white dress. After Feldman’s insult about her looks, she had spent days trying to get into shape, submitting to frequent massages from Ralph Roberts, facials, and a spectacular hairdo. Whitey Snyder had created a tasteful yet sexily alluring makeup style for her.


  Mark Boyar, JFK’s chief financial officer in California, later recalled that he was surprised that JFK had invited Marilyn, since almost the entire room had heard rumors about his affair with her. The Secret Service reacted carefully, not allowing a photographer to snap Marilyn in the same frame as the president.


  A small private reception, one that fol owed the evening’s main event, had been scheduled within the president’s suite. It included Marilyn as well as some of JFK’s top financial contributors.


  Later in the evening, both Marilyn and JFK departed in separate limousine for the Lawford compound in Santa Monica, where another, much wilder party was in full swing. Whitey Snyder accompanied Marilyn in her limousine, redoing her makeup so that she’d “appear dewey fresh” at the Lawford party.


  At around two o’clock that morning, Marilyn and the president disappeared, each going upstairs, but at different times.


  After a night with one of the Kennedys, Marilyn always like to “replay” what had happened with her confidant, Shelley Winters, with whom she dined three nights later to talk about the status of their careers.


  Four years older than Marilyn, Winters was on the dawn of her plump, matronly years, and could no longer pull off the blonde bombshell screen persona that Marilyn still could.


  According to Winters, Marilyn expressed her horror about the reports she was receiving from Fox executives, who were suggesting that her big money-making days were over. “I’m hearing they think all my anguish, the pills, the booze, whatever, have prematurely aged me. I’ve considered plastic surgery to remove those god damn lines under my eyes. My but is still far too big, and I fear my breasts are heading south.” Then Marilyn told Winters that Dr. Greenson “has become my lifeline.”


  “I wish I had some of your troubles,” Winters said. “You still look great. I’m getting the mother roles. But enough of this: I want to hear what you and Jack Kennedy did. I often wonder what you guys talk about, since you’re not as politically hip as I am.”


  “We discussed how we have entered the fantasy lives of other people and how hard it is for us to live up to the fantasy other people have of us when we honor one of them with our favors,” Marilyn said.


  “One of those magazines did a survey of its readers,” Winters said. “You were voted the gal most men would like to go to bed with, and the President was voted as the man most women would like to go to bed with.”


  As if ripped from real life, novelist Michael Korda captured this dilemma Marilyn and JFK faced in his novel The Immortals, which to many readers was a rather accurate portrait of what was going on among Marilyn and the Kennedy brothers.


  In his novel, Korda quotes his Marilyn character as saying, “Ever since my tits started to grow, I entered into other men’s fantasies. I’ve known what men think when they see me—know that when they go home to fuck their wives or jerk off, it’s me they’re fucking in their minds, my tits they’re licking, my cunt they’re coming in. It’s like I don’t belong to myself at all, I belong to them.”


  According to Winters, Marilyn said that JFK expressed an awareness that he, too, figured into the sexual fantasies of millions of women. “I’ve been told that some women have my image in their mind when they’re getting fucked by their husbands or boyfriends.”


  “I know that my conquests spread the word I’m a lousy lay,” he reportedly said, “but I’m almost never turned down by a woman. Women are excited by me because I’m the president, even though I come before they do.”


  Marilyn shared with Winters what she considered the President’s most endearing confession. “When he’s fucking Jackie on that rare occasion, he thinks of me. He actually admitted that.”


  Winters was skeptical, but listened attentively. In time, she would become one of the main sources of gossip about Marilyn and the Kennedys.


  Marilyn said. “Jack and I sat out on the balcony in the early morning hours, talking, kissing, and loving each other. We smoked a few joints, too.”


  Winters wanted to know the condition of the President’s health.


  “His libido is still intact, but because of all that cortisone, he’s got puffy cheeks.” She giggled a bit.


  “What is it?” Winters asked, eager for the slightest revelation. “Something about his dick?” He couldn’t get it up?”


  “No, silly,” she said. “He always manages to do that. It’s something else. At first he didn’t want me to see him without his shirt. I finally got it off of him. Now I know what he was hiding. He’s developed at least a suggestion of breasts.”


  Winters said, “Hell, some men have bigger tits than we do.”


  “While we’re talking about fantasies,” Marilyn said, “I have one when Kennedy is fucking me. He thinks I’m thinking about him, but I’m really thinking about my all time hero, Abraham Lincoln. I had that fantasy when he fucked me in the Lincoln bedroom. I once thought Arthur Miller was my Lincoln fantasy come true. Now I think it’s Jack. He’s a great leader. In time, he will become known as the greatest president in the history of the United States.”


  “My, you do have fantasies,” Winters said.


  “Well, what does Miss Smartie Pants think of our president?” Marilyn asked.


  “I think of him as Jack in the Box, always jumping out to grab another woman. He’s got lots of money, power, good looks, wit, charm, a bad back, all sorts of diseases, and plenty of female admirers, including a blonde movie star whose crush on him will lead to heartbreak.”


  “We’ll see,” Marilyn said smugly. “When the cheering stops, Jack and I will be sitting in one of his many rocking chairs that people donate to him, fading into old age. We’ll read all those crazy books or see those preposterous films that will be written or shot about us. We’ll be linked romantically in the pages of history like Romeo and Juliet.”


  “I don’t know what you’re on, Marilyn,” Winters said, “but give me some of it.”


  ***


  Through Dr. Greenson’s intervention, a birdlike woman named Eunice Murray came to live with Marilyn as a sort of social secretary, housekeeper, butler, companion, wardrobe mistress, and cook. Jeanne Carmen called her “a spy in the house of love.”


  As Murray wrote in her tell-nothing memoirs, “Dr. Greenson gave me certain instructions about Marilyn, but I can’t say what they were.”


  She learned to poach eggs for Marilyn’s breakfast just like she preferred them, and to make strong Italian coffee.


  None of Marilyn’s friends liked Murray. When Whitey Snyder, her makeup artist, came to visit, he later said, “Murray was extremely quiet, very secretive, and always hovering over Marilyn watching her every move.”


  Bespectacled and dowdy, Murray was destined to become one of the most controversial figures in the final months of Marilyn’s life. Before coming to live with her, Murray had sold her Monterrey-style home to the Greensons. This Chicago-born woman was assigned to report on all of Marilyn’s activities, and she was asked to prepare a dossier on every person, male or female, who visited.


  Her first assignment was to check the medicine cabinet, where Murray discovered a stash of plastic vials containing Nembutal, Seconal, Demerol, and chloral hydrate, among other drugs. She later said, “During my first week with Marilyn, I was appalled by her lack of personal hygiene. If she weren’t going out, she’d go for a whole week without taking a bath. Her hair became matted, one tangled mess. She loped around the house wearing a dirty white terrycloth robe which she wouldn’t let me launder. Sometimes, she didn’t bother to wear even that.”


  Her former lover, the columnist James Bacon, came to interview her one day without a photographer. She received him in that robe, wearing no makeup. He later said, “I thought I was calling on Dracula’s daughter.”


  One afternoon, Marilyn agreed to be photographed by Douglas Kirkland. For the first time, Murray watched her boss transform herself into Marilyn Monroe before facing the camera.


  “It was an elaborate ritual,” Murray recalled, “and it took forever. She insisted on Sinatra music playing in the background. She took a perfumed bath—finally—and had both her makeup man and hairdresser in to work her over. Both ice packs and hot wax were part of her beauty ritual.”


  Kirkland recalled his session with Marilyn. “I was young and inexperienced, but she made the shot easy for me. She stripped down completely naked and got into bed under white silk sheets. Sinatra music was playing, and Murray brought her chilled Dom Perignon. She was luminous as she floated under that semi-transparent silk. She had her entourage there that day, but told them, ‘I’d like to be alone with this boy. I find it usually works better that way,’ There was sexual tension in the air, and that was reflected in the final photographs.”


  One day, Marilyn decided that she wanted a home of her own, and ordered Murray to go on a search for one through various real estate agents in the area.


  “I’ve lived in forty different places,” she told Murray, “everything from the Hollywood YWCA where I had to fight off the lesbians, to a railroad flat in Van Nuys.” Marilyn told Murray that she preferred a Spanish hacienda-style house, and, after days of searching and looking at dozens of properties, Murray found a house she thought Marilyn would like.


  Built by a studio accountant in 1928, it stood at the end of a cul-de-sac at Fifth Helena Drive in Brentwood. A tile roof, thick walls, a garden, and an oval pool attracted Marilyn, as did a stand of eucalyptus trees which had been planted in 1901 when the community was still farmland.


  Marilyn invited publicist Pat Newcomb to inspect the outside of the property with her to see if she’d be interested in involving a real estate agent as a means of gaining access to the inside.


  Thinking that no one was at home, Marilyn and Newcomb went around to the back to survey the landscaping and pool. As they were doing that, an unidentified woman inside the house spotted them through the kitchen window and came outside to challenge them as trespassers.


  After looking Marilyn up and down skeptically, the irate woman said, “I know who you are! Get the hell out of here at once, you dirty whore!”


  Marilyn started to protest, but the woman threatened to call the police and have them arrested for trespassing.


  Later, Marilyn, accompanied by Murray, went to the real estate agent in charge of selling the house and reported the hostility of the woman, who turned out to be a housekeeper looking after the property while the owners were away. The agent arranged for Marilyn to go inside and inspect the house when the owners, William and Doris Pagen, were back in residence.


  The house was unpretentious inside, and the rooms were small, Marilyn likening it to a doll’s house. The living room with its fireplace had space for only a sofa and two armchairs. “That’s fine with me,” Marilyn said. “I don’t plan to throw bal s here to rival Versailles in the heyday of Marie Antoinette.”


  A sun room led to the garden, and there was a small guest room and garage under the same roof.


  “I feel I could shut myself off from the world here,” Marilyn said.


  The asking price was $77,500, and Marilyn borrowed the down payment of $42,500 from DiMaggio, whom she invited to spend Christmas with her in her new home.


  He accepted. But when he arrived, he took an instant dislike to Murray. He told Marilyn he would not stay unless she ordered Murray away during his time there. Flashing anger at DiMaggio, Murray agreed to return to her family over the holidays.
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  DiMaggio and Marilyn were seen holding hands as they shopped for Mexican Christmas ornaments along Olvera Street in downtown Los Angeles. People who saw them claimed that they looked like two people deeply in love, and there were predictions that they planned to remarry. Marilyn later told Winters that “Joe is older, but hasn’t lost his skill in my boudoir.”


  He wasn’t that impressed with the place, finding it too small. “If you want to take me back,” he told her, “we’ll have to get a much larger house to raise our eight children.”


  In spite of the rumors he’d heard, DiMaggio for many years refused to admit that Marilyn was promiscuous. He also refused to read stories about her affairs and grew angry if friends presented him with tales of her sexual relationships. For a long time, he’d denied that Sinatra, his friend, had been involved with Marilyn.


  On many an occasion, DiMaggio, Sinatra, and Marilyn were seen dining together in relative peace and harmony.


  While in the Los Angeles area, DiMaggio had a two-hour meeting with Dr. Greenson about Marilyn’s condition. Since Marilyn wasn’t married to DiMaggio at the time, the psychiatrist violated her right to privacy in his personal discussion of his client’s affairs with her ex-husband.


  It is not known what Greenson said to DiMaggio, but he left the office greatly troubled. Perhaps for the first time he learned of the involvement of Marilyn with the Kennedy brothers, or at least with the president.


  After leaving Greenson’s home, DiMaggio called Fred Otash, Hollywood’s most notorious detective, known for his spying on and bugging the phones of movie stars.


  John Danoff, a security guard who had once worked for Otash, claimed that DiMaggio hired his former boss to make Marilyn a target of his investigations. Otash not only slipped in and wired her new home, but hooked into her answering service.


  In a clever move, the logistics of which are not known, Otash also managed to bug the Lawford mansion at Santa Monica.


  Even though paid by DiMaggio, it has been alleged that Otash shared data on Marilyn with both Johnny Roselli and Mickey Cohen. At the time, Roselli passed along anything pertinent to his boss, Sam Giancana.


  When DiMaggio eventually departed for San Francisco, Marilyn invited a sulking Murray to return. “The place looks like a pig’s sty,” Murray said when surveying the holiday wreckage of the house.


  Marilyn told Murray that she wanted her to go with her to Mexico to purchase furnishings for the house.


  She also organized a farewell luncheon with Shelley Winters and invited her to come along too. “Like hell I’ll go to Mexico, but thanks for the invitation. I’ve got better things to do. Right now, I’m having an affair with John Ireland, which explains why I’m walking bowlegged. The line-up of both men and women trying to sample that slab of meat stretches around the block, so I’d better stay here and take advantage of that club of his.”


  Before kissing her goodbye, Shelley advised Marilyn, “Find yourself one of those South of the Border lovers like Tony Quinn. You’ll have to try him sometime. He told me he wants to impregnate every woman in the world, and I found out later that he means that literally.”


  “Forget Tony Quinn,” Marilyn said. “I read somewhere that he was born in 1915. I want a boy born in 1942.”


  ***


  Eunice Murray had contacts she wanted to pursue in Mexico, and she flew south ahead of Marilyn, who agreed to meet her there within a week. While Murray was in Mexico, Marilyn flew to Florida.


  She stopped first to visit DiMaggio at his winter training camp for the Yankees near St. Petersburg.


  According to later reports, their rendezvous didn’t go well. By that time, Otash had informed DiMaggio that Marilyn “is hanging out with a very dangerous crowd, and not just the Kennedys.”


  DiMaggio’s questions led to an argument, particularly when he told her that “Bobby Kennedy is a manipulator, who will only use and abuse you. Drop him! I’m tired of getting sloppy seconds all the time.”


  She became furious, claiming he didn’t own her any more, and that she’d do as she pleased. After packing, she left his quarters and took the next available plane to Miami, where she had planned a very secret rendezvous with another lover.


  [Almost a dozen years had passed since she had last shacked up with a lover on Miami Beach. He was a fading movie star who was making B-list pictures such as Bedtime for Bonzo. It happened around 1950, and his name was Ronald Reagan.]


  Now, fresh from her argumentative reunion with DiMaggio, she’d been booked into a pre-paid suite at the Fontainebleau Hotel on Miami Beach, from which she’d arrive in a limousine which had been sent to fetch her from the Miami Airport. Her check-in was not at the lobby desk itself, but conducted privately in her suite. The staff seemed to know more than they were saying.


  JFK had a connecting suite on the same (seventeenth) floor. It had already been announced in the papers that he was spending February 6 and 7, 1962, at the Kennedy compound in Palm Beach. She knew, however, that his time in Florida would not be spent exclusively with his family.


  Unknown to her at the time, she had come under the surveillance of the FBI. J. Edgar Hoover had ordered that agents follow her and tap her phone. Also, his agents in Mexico had already been alerted of her imminent arrival there.


  Booked into a smaller and less expensive accommodation within the Fontainebleau, without any direct view of the beach, Ralph Roberts, her masseur, had accompanied her to Miami, with the understanding that he would not continue on the next leg of her trip to Mexico.


  Marilyn had only an hour to make herself up for JFK’s arrival. She called room service and ordered the delivery of five bottles of champagne. She didn’t want to start drinking before the President’s arrival, but nonetheless, the thought of drinking a bottle was almost irresistible.


  Once inside her suite, she wrote DiMaggio a letter, apologizing for her anger. “I do not want to argue with you. When I’m with you, I want to make you happy. To know how I’ve saddened you fills me with grief. Somehow, I always disappoint people, and now I’ve disappointed you. The one person in the world I want to please.”


  [After he received her note a few days later, DiMaggio telephoned her and both of them made up, agreeing to meet in Hollywood after her return from Mexico.]


  A few moments later, Marilyn heard a lot of sound and movement in the hotel’s hallway, and she realized that the president, along with his Secret Service agents, had arrived in the adjoining suite. Two men from the Secret Service knocked on her door. She let them in. With many apologies, they inspected her suite before leaving. Within thirty minutes, the suites’ connecting doors were opened, and JFK greeted her. She ran to him and fell into his arms for a long, passionate kiss.


  Later, as she sat on the sun-filled terrace with its view out over the water, she noticed that he seemed older, heavier, larger than life. She was awed by his presence, perhaps more by the office he represented than by the man himself. After all, he was the most powerful man on the planet, and he was using his valuable time to be with her.


  “After a long silence, he asked her, “What are you thinking?”


  “I was just thinking that you have the power to blow up the world if you want to.”


  “I’d rather not think about that,” he said. “I have other thoughts on my mind—namely that I’m horny.”


  As she’d later relay to Roberts, “Those words didn’t sound particularly presidential or Lincolnese, but I knew what was expected.”


  As she rose from a chaise longue, he took her hand, leading her into the bedroom. He was no longer the junior senator she had known. He seemed more confident somehow, more aware of his power.


  “It’s getting harder and harder for me to sneak away to see you,” he told her. “So let’s not waste time.”


  She knew what that meant, as she began to remove her clothing. He headed for the bathroom where she heard the sounds of him taking a leak. He didn’t bother to close the door. Back in the bedroom, he said, “I’m due in Palm Beach tonight, so we don’t have a lot of time.”


  The sex was familiar, not exciting, as he lay on his back. He didn’t need to tell her what to do. Experience had taught her all the right moves. She wanted to give him pleasure, which she did. She would have preferred pillow talk, but he was exhausted after his release, turning over for a much-needed nap.


  When he woke up an hour later, he came into the living room nude and joined her on the private terrace. She wore a white terry cloth robe so short that it almost didn’t cover vital areas. He kissed her and plopped down on a chaise longue.


  “You know, I’ve seen many pictures of you snapped with your mouth open, forming a perfect ‘O’,” he said. “Very suggestive. “Why don’t you come over here right now and put those lips to use?”


  She obeyed him, surprised that he was still horny after the seduction in the bedroom. He blamed it on his medication.


  After it was over, she went to get them a bottle of champagne from her fridge. Out on the terrace again, she poured a glass for each of them. He toasted her, “The King of the World salutes the Queen of Hollywood.”


  “We do have a lot of royal fun together, don’t we?” she asked.


  He didn’t answer, but wanted her to amuse him with the latest Hollywood gossip. “Tell me everything. Who is Brando fucking? Who is Sinatra fucking?”


  He surprised her with his next question. “Who is Angie Dickinson fucking?” Marilyn didn’t know the answer to that one.


  Finally, he looked at her with a penetrating gaze, “And who is Miss Monroe keeping company with these days?”


  “When I’m not with you, I get myself to a nunnery,” she said.


  “I guess I’ll have to ask Peter if I want the scoop,” he said. “He bad mouths you a lot.”


  “He’s just jealous,” she said. “He wants you for himself. Didn’t you get that idea when he crawled in bed with us after that photo shoot in Santa Monica?”


  “I’ve always known that,” he said. “But I’m not available. He talks about all the guys you’ve known—Brando, Lex Barker, Sinatra, Paul Newman. But he also accuses you of going to bed with Sam Giancana, Johnny Roselli, and—get this—Senator Joseph McCarthy a few years ago.”


  “Never! NEVER!” she protested. “McCarthy is a pig.”


  “In Peter’s words, you agreed to sleep with McCarthy to save the neck of your ‘commie Jew husband.’”


  “Peter must have learned that line from his Jew-hating, homophobic Mother, Lady Lawford.”


  “I didn’t believe you screwed McCarthy, and I know why. Bobby once worked for him. He’s a big fag. He wouldn’t know what to do with you. He likes young men…boys, really, the younger the better.”


  “If I hop in all those beds, why aren’t you afraid you’ll catch something by bedding me?” she asked.


  “I’m not scared,” he said. “Why aren’t you afraid to go to bed with me? I’m sure my reputation has preceded me. Actually, I caught a so-called ‘social disease’the first time I ever bedded a woman, a hooker in a Harlem whorehouse.”


  As she would later tell Roberts, JFK did not bring up the subject of his younger brother.


  Before JFK left that late afternoon, she made him an offer. “I’ve been reading about Marie Antoinette. I want to play her in a movie. I read that her father-in-law, Louis XV, always had his mistress, Madame de Pompadour, at his beck and call and could summon her to court at a moment’s notice.” Marilyn went on to suggest to the President that if he wished, she might abandon her career and move to Washington, perhaps renting a residence in Georgetown where she would be available to see him day or night. “First Mistress,” she said. “Sounds like an honorable title for me, and a great convenience for you.”


  He told her he didn’t think that would be a good idea. What he didn’t tell her was that since January of 1962, he already had a blonde mistress, Mary Pinchot Meyer, stashed at his beck and call in a Georgetown residence.


  He’d first met Meyer when he was young, handsome, and a swinging bachelor and she was attending Vassar. She had married Cord Meyer, Jr., a military aide to Harold E Stassen. JFK had paid too much attention to Mary, which led to a break in his friendship with her husband.


  The years went by, and JFK didn’t resume his affair with Mary until January of 1962 when she was forty-two years old. Evelyn Lincoln, JFK’s secretary, claimed that between February and December of that year, Mary logged thirty visits to the White House. In fact, the President had a sexual union with her right before he made that fatal trip to Dallas.


  Jackie was aware of his involvement, later referring to Mary as “The Jezebel of Camelot,” after she discovered a pair of women’s panties in JFK’s bed. She told her husband, “They’re not my size.”


  At one point, Mary confessed to James Truitt, the former vice president of The Washington Post that when she visited the White House, she often “snorted coke and smoked pot” with the president.


  During the final weeks of his presidency, JFK also confessed to his aide, David Powers, “Marilyn and Judy are out. Mary is now the court favorite.” He was, of course, referring to his discarded mistresses, Marilyn herself, and Judith Campbell.


  [On October 12, 1964, almost a year after JFK’s assassination, Mary was fatally shot while taking a walk along a towpath bordering the Potomac River near her Georgetown studio. A young man, Raymond Crump, was arrested and charged with first degree murder. He went on trial on July 19, 1965,. The evidence against him was judged as circumstantial, and a jury found him not guilty. The Mary Meyer murder still remains the subject of lurid speculation even to this day.]


  At twilight time on Miami Beach, JFK kissed Marilyn goodbye before he was hauled in a chauffeur-driven limousine to Palm Beach. Marilyn remained at the hotel for a final night, at which time Johnny Roselli, who was staying nearby at Key Biscayne, visited her.


  He pressed his usual sexual demands on her. This time, he didn’t have an assignment for her, but delivered to her a warning instead. “He held back and didn’t tell me everything,” she later told Roberts. “But he warned me not to go to Mexico. He wouldn’t tell me why, but suggested I would be in danger there.”


  “Then don’t go,” Roberts urged her. “With all his connections, Roselli knows what he’s talking about.”


  “He told me that the CIA has agents in Mexico,” she said. “So does the FBI. Do I look like a security risk? I’m just going there to buy furniture.”


  “You could well be a security risk,” he said. “You’re playing around with the big boys. You might know a lot more than you think you do.”


  Even though she was still determined to go, she spent a sleepless night, having ingested too many drugs and too much champagne. The next morning, Roberts had a hard time awakening her and preparing her for her trip to Mexico.
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  An hour before her own departure, he left for the Miami Airport and his own flight back to New York. He later remembered that she was rather belligerent that late morning.


  When she emerged from her suite, she found two men from the Secret Service waiting to escort her downstairs. “We’ve been assigned to you to see that you get off safely,” one of the agents told her as he directed her to the service elevator. “We’ll go out a rear entrance so you don’t have to pass through the lobby. A limo is waiting for you on a side street.”


  “I’m all made up and camera-ready,” she said. “Fuck you! Who in hell are you to tell me I can’t parade through the lobby and be seen by my fans. I’m a fucking movie star, asshole.”


  One of the agents grabbed her arm, hurting her. “I have my orders. You’ll come with us.”


  She tried to break free, but the other agent moved in to restrain her. After an initial resistance, she submitted. She was suddenly afraid. “Okay, show me the way. But I still think you’re an asshole, both of you.”


  “Actually, Miss Monroe,” one of the agents said, “I’m one of your biggest fans.”


  Seated between the two Secret Service agents on her way to the airport, she later recalled the ride to Roberts. “I was enraged at Roselli telling me not to go to Mexico and these agents treating me like I was some cheap Saturday night call girl. I felt I’d lost control of my life. To hell with Roselli’s warning…I was flying to Mexico. I’m a big girl, and I know how to take care of myself.”


  ***


  When Marilyn arrived in Mexico City, she was welcomed by Eunice Murray, hairdresser George Masters, and publicist Pat Newcomb. Photographers and reporters waited for her at the airport. She made a spectacular entrance onto Mexican soil, wearing a tight-fitting spring green dress designed by Pucci.


  “Did someone sew that dress on you?” shouted one of the English-speaking reporters.


  Her answer was enigmatic. “You should see it on the hanger.”


  She was rushed into a waiting car driven by Churchill Murray, the former brother-in-law of Eunice. Eunice had divorced her husband, John Murray, before he died in 1958.


  Churchil had agreed to drive Marilyn around during her stay, although other people she was yet to meet would make the same offer.


  Eunice’s son-in-law, Norman Jeffries, was in Brentwood restoring Marilyn’s newly bought home. He later claimed that “Churchill Murray is a communist if there ever was one. He ran a communist propaganda radio station in Mexico and had a number of radical political contacts, including diplomats from the Cuban and Soviet embassies.”


  Without her knowing it at first, Marilyn was moving into an expatriate cabal of American communists. The residential section of Mexico City where many of these expats lived was called “Zona Rosa” (The Pink Zone) by locals. It was inhabited by many Americans who had fled south of the border following the “witch hunts” of the McCarthy era. Some members of the notorious Hollywood Ten, who had been hauled before HUAC (the House Un-American Activities Committee), also resided here, after having served jail terms for their refusal to cooperate with congress and “name names of fellow reds.”


  Marilyn may not have known that she was moving into a communist cell group, but both CIA and FBI agents were aware of what was happening.


  After showering and settling in to her lodgings, Marilyn was told by Eunice that she had been invited to an elegant party that night at the home of Fred Vanderbilt Field and his Mexican wife, Nieves (“Snow”).


  Known as “America’s most silver-spoon communist,” Field had served two months of a ninety-day sentence in a Federal prison in Ashland, Kentucky, in 1951.


  He was a friend of Dr. Greenson, and her psychiatrist had called him and asked him to take care of Marilyn during her time in Mexico. Field was the great-great-great-grandson of the railroad tycoon and “robber baron” Cornelius (Commodore) Vanderbilt. He’d been disinherited by his wealthy relatives for his radical political views, a disinheritance which had cost him a fortune valued at $70 million. He supported many communist groups, defining himself as a Communist party “member at large” in a 2002 memoir.


  For Marilyn’s first night in Mexico City, he’d invited her as guest of honor to a lavish party he was hosting with his wife, Nieves.


  It was assumed by Field that Marilyn was “one of us” because of her previous marriage to the left-winger playwright, Arthur Miller. Indeed, Marilyn was a liberal Democrat, but there is no evidence that she was ever a communist, even though J. Edgar Hoover at the FBI had long ago labeled her as such.


  Wearing a low-cut gown, Marilyn made a spectacular entrance at the Fields’party, her hair touched up by the hairdresser, George Masters, who had given it a glamour evocative of Jean Harlow. Even he was amazed at her transformation that evening from the woman he’d encountered in her hotel suite at five o’clock that afternoon.
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  “Some incredible change happened when she turned herself into Marilyn Monroe,” Masters said. “Her voice changed, her hands and body motions altered, and suddenly, she was a different woman from the plain girl with faded blue jeans and a worn shirt I’d seen moments before. I’ve never seen anything like this complete change of personality. She was brilliant. She knew how to become what people expected.”


  Masters, however, was not impressed with Eunice, defining her as “very weird, like a witch. Terrifying, I remember thinking. She was terrifically jealous of Marilyn, separating her from her friends—a very divisive person.”


  Unknown to both Marilyn and Field when they spoke together on the phone, their voices were being recorded. The FBI in Mexico City had long ago identified Field as a spy for the Soviets. Electronic listening devices, installed by a bribed servant, had been placed within his residence.


  Field later said that he found Marilyn “beautiful beyond measure—warm, attractive, bright, and witty; curious about things, people, and ideas—also incredibly complicated.”


  He and his wife volunteered to be her guide during her stay in Mexico.


  Nieves, a former model, warmed to Marilyn, too. She, too, was a glamorous woman, having been the mistress of Diego Rivera, the famous Mexican painter and socialist who had died in 1957.


  Field introduced Marilyn to the writer Dalton Trumbo, who was the most prominent of the blacklisted “Hollywood Ten” writers. He had come to Mexico after having served jail time for his refusal to cooperate with HUAC. He had recently written the screen play for Exodus, as directed by Otto Preminger. After Marilyn’s death, he’d win a posthumous Oscar for Roman Holiday, which had been released under a pseudonym in 1953, starring Audrey Hepburn and Gregory Peck.


  She also had a chat with the Brooklyn-born Albert Maltz, another of the infamous “Hollywood Ten,” who had been Oscar-nominated in the past for his screenwriting. In 1953, he was uncredited as the scriptwriter for The Robe, a 1953 picture starring Richard Burton. Frank Sinatra had told her, “Maltz is the best god damn writer in Hollywood,” but when the singer hired him to write a World War II story, the backlash was so severe, Sinatra never made the picture, but paid Maltz his $75,000 fee anyway.


  At one point, Marilyn noticed all heads turning toward the doorway for the second spectacular entrance of the evening. (Hers had been the first.)
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  She immediately recognized the legendary screen actress Dolores del Río. She did not know the young man who had accompanied her to the party. He was dressed as a matador in a tight-fitting, mauve-colored “suit of lights.” At the crotch, his pants fitted him so tightly, she could tell that he was not circumcised. She turned to George Masters. “No wonder the bull chases him. Wearing pants that tight makes the bull jealous.”


  ***


  Marilyn’s mother, Gladys Baker Eley, had seen silent films starring Dolores del Río, who was the first Latin American star to enjoy international acclaim. When movies didn’t talk, Dolores was viewed as the female equivalent of Rudolph Valentino. Hailed as “the Princess of Mexico,” del Río seemingly had dipped her face in porcelain.


  Although she had been born in 1905, there wasn’t a wrinkle on her face that Marilyn could notice. Later, when she got to speak to del Río, she asked the secret of her ageless beauty. “I survive on a diet of orchid petals, and I sleep sixteen hours a day,” del Río said “My greatest fans tell me I have better legs than Dietrich and better cheekbones than Garbo. You, too, are beautiful, but more of the milk maiden variety.”


  Marilyn asked del Río about her escort of the evening, who was away at the time. “Is he a bullfighter?”


  “No, but he used to be,” del Río said. “Now he’s a screenwriter. Jose Bolaños.”


  Like so many guests at the party, del Río in the 1930s had been tainted with communist associations, as had her cousin, Ramon Novarro, along with such other stars as Lupe Velez and James Cagney.


  Del Río had married Cedric Gibbons, one of MGM’s leading designers. It was he who created the image for the Oscar statuette presented ever since at the Academy Awards.


  But in 1940, she’d fallen madly in love with Orson Welles, an affair which ended her marriage to Gibbons. By then, she’d been labeled as “box office poison.” During her time in the limelight, her affairs include trysts with both Errol Flynn and his wife, the French actress Lili Damita. Other rumored affairs included flings with Garbo, playboy Porfirio Rubirosa, Marlene Dietrich, and the German writer, Erich Maria Remarque, who also happened to be Dietrich’s lover.


  In his matador’s outfit, Bolaños suddenly reappeared. Del Río excused herself to talk to the hostess, Nieves. Bolaños used the opportunity to move in close to Marilyn, speaking only three inches from her face. She found him dark and handsome, with a magnetic personality. Hollywood would eventually interpret him as a Latin Lover archetype, competition for both Fernando Lamas and Ricardo Montalban. Actually, Bolaños would tell her that it was his dream to move to Hollywood to put those two actors out of business.


  When Marilyn returned to Los Angeles, she told Jeanne Carmen, “Jose stood so close to me he was practically rubbing that big package up against me. He exuded masculinity and treated me with such politeness, I thought I was Queen of the World—and not just of Hollywood.”


  “I am here tonight with Miss del Río, who seems to think she possesses me,” Bolaños said. “But the only person in the whole world I would allow to possess me is Miss Marilyn Monroe.”


  “I can’t wait to assume ownership,” she said.


  “Fortunately, del Río was surrounded by her many admirers, which left Bolaños in Marilyn’s clutches. After his third beer, he had to excuse himself to go to the toilet. He whispered to her, “At least three mariposas at this party will follow me. They always do. Every time I go into a men’s room, every mariposa in Mexico has to follow me.”


  She watched as he left her, and indeed three young men trailed him into the toilet. When he came back, she said to him, “I hope you put on a big show for them.”


  “I did, but I’d rather put on a show for you.”


  “Are you sure Miss del Río won’t be furious at me?”


  “She doesn’t have to know,” he said. “There is no need for us to put the first wrinkle on that incredible face of hers.”


  ***


  Field took Marilyn and Eunice to the Toluca market with Nieves. Then the couple invited their two American guests to spend the weekend with them at the mountain resort of Taxaco. Once there, Eunice and Nieves wandered off to shop, and Field and Marilyn had long and serious talks.


  He would later write about their encounter. “She talked about her failed marriages. She told me she wanted to quit Hollywood, give up her career, and find some guy who was a combination of Arthur Miller and Joe DiMaggio. Someone who would be decent to her, but also her intellectual leader and stimulant. She wanted to live in the country and change her life completely. She spoke a lot about her intellectual shortcomings, her inability to keep up with people she admired. She talked of her age, the fact that she would be thirty-six, and the need to get on with her life.”
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  Field also recalled that she spoke to him for a long time about her marriage to Miller in terms of what she’d lost. “The marriage just didn’t work out,” she said. “Those miscarriages were devastating to me. I feel less a woman now than ever.”


  Even during the day, he noted that she had discovered a new drink for herself, and that was tequila. “She drank quite a lot of it, too,” Field said.


  Eventually, they spoke of his strong communist beliefs, and she challenged him for still being devoted to the memory of Josef Stalin. “Because Comrade Stalin said so, we have to assume that all those trials and subsequent deaths during the Great Purge were just. Perhaps Stalin realized that to build a great society of the future, he had to get rid of millions of undesirables.” He was parroting the party line, consistent with the status he had maintained as a Mexico City correspondent for The Daily Worker.


  Bolaños learned where Marilyn had gone for the weekend, and he traveled to Taxaco. Around midnight at her little villa, she was awakened by the sound of mariachi musicians serenading her. She opened the window to discover Bolaños standing in front of the band with a mammoth bouquet of sweet-smelling flowers.


  After the midnight concert, she invited him into her suite, where he spent the night, the first of many other evenings to come.


  When she returned to Hollywood, she told Jeanne Carmen, “Jose is all over you, discovering every erotic zone on a woman’s body. He doesn’t believe in giving a woman an orgasm, he gives them multiple orgasms. His tongue is the world’s most skilled. He can actually make you scream. His cock is the world’s most beautiful—long and thick. Leonardo da Vinci in drag would love to have painted it. Joe and Frankie can’t compete with Jose.”


  Bolaños left the following morning after giving her long and passionate kisses. She promised she’d go out with him her first night back in Mexico City.


  Over lunch that day, Field warned her against Bolaños. “He’s a member of the Lothario set, a real star fucker. He got his start by pounding it to Merle Oberon. Now it’s Dolores del Río. He fucks both sexes. When del Rio’s cousin, Ramon Novarro, came back to Mexico City, Bolaños spent every night with him. Novarro drained him dry.”


  Field also claimed that Bolaños worked like a double agent. “When he is with us, he discusses his commitment to left-wing politics, but the next night he’s hanging out with the most reactionary forces. He also has contacts with CIA agents down here, especially a guy named E. Howard Hunt, who flies in and out of Mexico City from Washington.”


  Marilyn did not heed Field’s warning, and she accepted Bolaños’ invitation to visit an orphanage filled with Indian children. “I was once in an orphanage myself,” she told him. Upon leaving, she wrote the Mother Superior a check for $1,000, but then tore it up and replaced it with a check for $10,000.


  That night, Bolaños taught her the samba and the rumba, and bought her a dozen Latin records. She would later tell Lena Pepitone, her New York maid, “All we did was dance, drink, and make love. But Jose scares me at times. One minute he’s laughing, and then he starts thinking about something and goes into a crazy mood. I never know what he’s thinking. If he sees another man even look at me, he wants to kill them.”


  She also claimed, “I’m falling madly in love with him.”


  As Pepitone relayed in her memoirs, “As Marilyn described him, Bolaños was dark, intense, powerful, and a ‘man,’ one word she used the most often. She told me he’s special because of his unbelievable manners, and that he was the greatest lover in the world. ‘He makes me feel like I’m the only woman on earth,’ she said.”


  “I hear he writes some of the worst movies ever made, silly romances,” Marilyn said. “But what do I care? Everything else he does is incredible.”


  There was one movie he wrote of which he was extremely proud. It was entitled La Cucaracha in Spanish, and The Soldiers of Pancho Villa north of the border. The star player in its cast was the respected Mexican actress, María Félix, portraying a fiery revolutionary, La Cucaracha. She was often photographed with an ammunition belt across her breast and a rifle in her hands. Dolores del Río played the second female lead. Both women in the story were in love with Colonel Antonio Zeta, played by Emilio Fernández, one of the best-known names in Mexican cinema.


  Bolaños seemed to want Marilyn to realize that he was friends with some of the most famous names in Mexico. He arranged a luncheon between her and Fernández. She was fascinated to learn that he had posed nude as the model for the first prototype of the Oscar statuette given out to winners of the Academy Awards. Cedric Gibbons, the art director and future husband of del Río, was assigned to create the gold statuette, and he asked Fernández to pose in the nude during its crafting. Reluctant at first, he finally agreed.
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  “I’ve always admired the ass on Oscar,” Marilyn told Fernández.


  When Bolaños went to pay the restaurant bill, she slipped Fernández her phone number and later made a date with him. As she’d later tell Carmen, “I wanted him to fuck me. I know I will never win an Oscar, so this is my only chance to get screwed by the real thing. Of course, he was born in 1904, and he posed for that statuette in 1928, so his ass has sagged a bit since then, but the front part of him is still in good working order.”


  ***


  Bolaños had not only been a friend of the late, great painter, Diego Rivera, he was also an intimate of the director Luis Buñuel, a towering figure in world cinema. Born in Spain, Buñuel eventually settled in Mexico, where he became a citizen and made twenty films.


  Marilyn found him “the most fascinating man I’ve ever met.” Among the many tales Buñuel told her was one about when he was an estudiante in Madrid in 1925, where he became part of an experimental group of Dadaist existentialists. “We had to perform certain stunts. I was assigned to dress up as a nun and go through Madrid late at night knocking over blind people and throwing the pesetas they’d collected into the gutter. As a nun, I was supposed to go into the most dangerous of male bars and drink the night away while telling the vilest and most perverted jokes, including my favorite about how as a bride of Christ I dreamed that he brutally sodomized me and made me rim him until dawn broke.”


  Buñuel also described his reaction to how the media had interpreted his avant-garde films. “My favorite review came from Henry Miller,” Buñuel said. “He wrote that I, like an entomologist, has studied ‘what we call love in order to expose beneath the ideology, mythology, platitudes, and phraseologies the complete and bloody machinery of sex.’ In fact, before I started directing movies, I wanted to become an entomologist. I’m still considering writing a script and casting actors disguised as giant insects. I would like you to star in it, Miss Monroe. Cast as the Queen Bee, of course.”
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  “I’m sure that if that comes to be, I’ll win one of those statuet es that Fernández posed for.”


  ***


  José Bolaños has remained a mystery to Marilyn biographers, all of whom have downplayed his role during the final months of Marilyn’s life. In the two interviews he granted, he was very unhelpful and misleading. But among friends and certain business associates, he talked more freely.


  One case in point occurred in 1963 in Acapulco, Mexico, when Bolaños spent nearly two weeks in the company of Bernie Rubin, President of TV Graphics, a television production company based in New York City, and art director Stanley Mills Haggart (later an author). Bolaños was leading a campaign to get American TV companies to shoot their outdoor commercials in Mexico instead of in Florida or the Caribbean, claiming that film production would cost about one-third of current prices within the U.S.


  When Haggart, working for TV Graphics, arranged the production of a TV commercial set on a beach near Puerto Vallarta, Bolaños was on hand to make all the arrangements. He was also spending a great deal of time at Casa Kimberley, the villa that Elizabeth Taylor had rented while her husband, Richard Burton, filmed Tennessee Williams’ The Night of the Iguana (1964). Williams was also staying nearby, at another villa.


  A dinner for Bolaños was hosted within Williams’ villa, at which Haggart and the author of this biography were guests.


  Bolaños talked about Marilyn’s desire to have a child and also his strange friendship with E. Howard Hunt, the rogue CIA agent who later became a household word in America during Nixon’s Watergate crisis.


  Vanderbilt Field had accused Bolaños of being a double agent, moving between involvements with expatriate American communists to right-wing elements from the States. As if to prove Field’s point, Bolaños in Mexico in 1962 arranged a dinner between Marilyn and Hunt. Hunt’s motivation involved the hope of gathering damaging information about Marilyn and the Kennedy brothers.


  During the Nixon White House years, Hunt was one of the “plumbers’ who engineered the Watergate burglary that later brought down the presidency. As a contributor to that conspiracy, he served thirty-three months in prison.
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  No one, certainly not Bolaños, told Marilyn that Hunt was a CIA agent, but she began to suspect that he was. He spent most of the dinner talking about his hatred of Fidel Castro, and how he “absolutely loathed” the Kennedy brothers. He did not refer to Marilyn’s relationships with either the President or the Attorney General, but she suspected from what he said that he was aware of them.


  She really disliked Hunt, and didn’t want to see him again, as she later told Bolaños. Obviously, his left-wing friends were more appealing to her than such right-wingers as Hunt. When she left the dinner that night to return to her suite with Bolaños, she, of course, had no way of knowing what role Hunt might play during this final year of her life.


  The purpose of the dinner with Hunt, as arranged by Bolaños, involved giving the CIA agent a chance to “size her up,” and Hunt wasn’t referring to her bust measurements.


  Hunt told Bolaños and others, “Whether Miss Monroe knows it or not, she has become one of the key players in a conspiracy of which she knows absolutely nothing. Right now, her sole interest might be in the Kennedy boys’ dicks, but she’s taken a lead role in a script she has not even read.”


  She would not live to read reports that in the years ahead would variously refer to Hunt as “a master spy, OSS agent and soldier of fortune, World War II vet, Bay of Pigs line manager, rogue dirty tricks handyman, Watergate plumber, burglar and break-in artist, presidential blackmailer, spy novelist, CIA paymaster for the JFK conspiracy, and Secretary of State for our ‘Shadow Government.’”


  During her time in Mexico, Marilyn learned that she’d won another Golden Globe Award that would be presented to her in March. She asked Pat Newcomb if it would be all right if she asked columnist Sidney Skolsky to be her escort at the awards ceremony.
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  “Hell, no!” Newcomb said. “He’s the ugliest man in Hollywood. Take Jose with you. He’s young and handsome…better publicity for you.” Bolaños would eagerly accept the subsequent invitation. According to his attorney, Jorge Barragna, Bolaños had already expressed his desire to marry Marilyn on her turf in Los Angeles.


  On the day of her departure from Mexico, Marilyn and her entourage, including Bolaños—who had requested and been given permission to return with her—arrived dysfunctionally at the airport. She was drunk and had to be supported by two airline employees, who helped her up the ramp to board the plane. Seeing the waiting photographers and reporters, all she could manage to say was, “Adios, muchachos.”


  Then she flew north to live out the final months of her controversial life.


  ***


  In February of 1962, Marilyn landed back in Hollywood, without a lot of furniture, but with a handsome young Mexican lover beside her. Jose Bolaños was introduced to Hollywood reporters when he accompanied her to the Hollywood Foreign Press Association, where she received a Golden Globe Award as the World’s Favorite Female Movie Star.


  George Masters was called in to help her get ready for the big event. She had ordered a floor-length beaded dress crafted in emerald green fabric, but when she saw it, she wasn’t happy with its design. Two women from the Fox wardrobe department came over, and she had to stand for seven hours while these seamstresses recut the dress. After its transformation, instead of a plunging décolletage, the dress featured a daring display of her back. Bolaños warned her, “Now, Marilyn, be a lady, and don’t show the crack of your creamy ass.”


  All eyes were focused on her when she appeared the next evening at the event. Suddenly, Hollywood reporters seemed desperate to discover the identity of Marilyn’s new Latin lover.


  Her friend, Susan Strasberg, attended the event. She later said, “Marilyn arrived drunk. She was barely in control, her voice slurred. She obviously had to be sewed into her dress. I felt sorry for her. She was embarrassing herself in front of all of Hollywood. The only good thing was Jose Bolaños. He was a living doll, so handsome, so polite, so gorgeous. The gossip was that Marilyn had stolen him from Dolores del Río, a much older woman. Perhaps he was her Joe Gillis to Marilyn’s Norma Desmond in Sunset Blvd. These two gay guys I was with went apeshit over Bolaños, saying they’d rather go to bed with him that with Fernando Lamas. I suspected he was going to become Hollywood’s latest Latin lover on the screen, but it didn’t happen.”
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  Strasberg talked privately with Bolaños at one point during the gala. He told her he was worried about all the drugs Marilyn was being given by the doctorsto relax her. “I told her that screwing mewas a far better way to relax than taking drugs, but she won’t listen. Those drugs trigger her desire. She wants more and more of it, and fortunately I’m a man who can deliver that.”


  “From what Marilyn told me, Bolaños should have been cast as a bull fighter in some picture,” Strasberg said. “Too bad The Sun Also Rises had already been made.”


  Marilyn’s drunken appearance, of course, was her own responsibility, but her doctors, both Dr. Greenson and Dr. Hyman Engelberg, had filled her with too many drugs, according to reports. She also took far too many “Mickey Finn knockout drops” as a means of helping her sleep. Professional pathologists later criticized the doctors for not coordinating the medications they were giving Marilyn, who seemed to want more barbiturates than ever before.


  Marilyn’s love affair with Bolaños was suddenly interrupted when she received a phone call from Joe DiMaggio. Apparently, he’d read the reports of her disastrous appearance at the awards ceremony, and wanted to fly in to Los Angeles to rescue her.


  She had to stash Bolaños somewhere, and she called Carmen to come to her rescue. Arriving at Marilyn’s door in Brentwood, Carmen later admitted that she was “really impressed with this hunk of male flesh Marilyn had brought across the border. He looked to me like he knew how to handle a woman.”


  Marilyn asked Carmen to check him into a suite at the Beverly Hilton Hotel at her expense. “He was very upset to be leaving Marilyn, but she promised to visit him the next afternoon.”


  “On the way to the hotel, he was very flirtatious with me. After all, I was just as much of a blonde goddess as Marilyn was. Assigning me to protect Bolaños was like bringing in a she-wolf to guard a helpless sheep. I was very attracted to him.”


  DiMaggio arrived in L.A. and went at once to Marilyn’s house in Brentwood. His biographer, Richard Ben Cramer, wrote that he settled into Marilyn’s house and cuddled her in his arms like a kitten. “They curled up on the living room floor. There was still no furniture, just white wall-to-wall carpeting, by now stained with poodle pee. She mused to him about adopting a Mexican orphan, claiming they were so beautiful.”


  She spent a lot of her reunion with her former husband complaining about a script she’d been given called Something’s Got to Give. She lodged the same complaints to Carmen. “I hate the script. They don’t want Marilyn Monroe.”


  “I don’t understand,” he said. “If they don’t want you, why did they sign you?”


  “Of course, you silly-dilly, they hired me to do the picture, but they don’t want me to be Marilyn Monroe in it, but to play some other woman. I want out. I don’t want to make it. But after two flops, I’m desperate for work and money. Dr. Greenson told me I must make this god damn piece of shit, which I fear will be flop number three. You know what they say in this town, ‘you’re as good as your last picture.’”


  “To hell with Hollywood,” DiMaggio told her. “Come away with me. I can take care of you. Hell knows I have enough dough.”


  Carmen later reported that she checked Bolaños into the hotel and suggested they have dinner at around eight o’clock.


  “To my shock and surprise, he turned me down, telling me he had a business appointment. But he asked me if I’d come by in the morning and take him swimming at Malibu, so it wasn’t a total rejection.”


  She later claimed that the traffic was light that morning, and she got to the hotel a bit early. “When I rang his buzzer, there was no answer at first. Then the door opened. To my shock, Ramon Novarro came running out without acknowledging me. I knew that Bolaños knew him because of their mutual link to Dolores del Río. It was apparent to me when I came into the suite that Bolaños had spent the night with Novarro, probably in exchange for some solid cash. I knew then that Marilyn had a hustler on her hands.”


  “I went into the suite, and Bolaños called to me from the open door of the bathroom. He was taking a shower. After he’d finished, he came into the living room with a towel draped around his nude body. As he was getting himself a beer, the towel fell from his body. I saw what the big attraction was for Marilyn. He took a hell of a lot of time picking up that towel and wrapping it around his waist.”


  She reported that they drove to Malibu for a day at the beach. “He wore a white bikini so revealing that when it got wet, you could see his cock and balls. He was a real exhibitionist. We were on the gay section of the beach, and he attracted far more attention than I did. I was also in a very revealing red bikini, but the guys were interested in him—and he was loving it. He told me he felt he would ‘go over big in Hollywood,’ and I agreed with him. Marilyn had him booked at four that afternoon, so eventually I had to rush him back to the hotel. But before his visit was over, I was determined to have him. I’d already had Joe DiMaggio many times before.”


  Carmen claimed that Marilyn was kept busy rushing from the bed of DiMaggio to the bed of Bolaños. “I did get to fuck him one night when DiMaggio and Marilyn had to attend a private event. I don’t want to go into graphic detail, but let me say this: Marilyn didn’t exaggerate. Bolaños was everything she said he was—and more. I wanted her to marry him and keep this stud in America. He was wasted on those horny mexicana women.”


  Since DiMaggio couldn’t stay forever in Los Angeles, and since Marilyn refused to run away with him, he planned his departure. On the final night of his stay in Brentwood, a call came in from Joe Jr., as Marilyn later reported to Carmen. He called her collect from Camp Pendleton, California, where he was in the Marine Corps after dropping out of Yale.


  Joe Jr., told her, “Don’t let Dad talk you into marriage again,” or at least that was what Marilyn told Carmen that he’d said.


  “I’m dating this gal, Pamela,” the marine said to Marilyn. “But there’s only one woman I want to marry—and you know who that is.”


  Carmen said that Marilyn looked very impish when she reported on their talk. She urged him not to marry Pamela. In her coquettish way, she said, “Your heart belongs to mama. No other woman will satisfy you like I can.”


  “As soon as I can go on leave, I want to fly to your new home and make love to you twenty-two hours a day,” he told her.


  “A girl could hold a cute guy like you to that promise,” she said flirtatiously, even though drunk and drugged. “Everybody calls Slugger ‘Big Joe’ and you ‘Little Joe.’ I think you should be called ‘Big Joe Segundo.’ I’m learning Spanish.”


  “Don’t let Dad fuck you,” he said. “Promise me?”


  “I promise,” she said.


  Like so many of her promises to men, she did not plan to honor that one.


  ***


  After Marilyn flew out of Mexico, the FBI in Washington received a document dated March 6, 1962, and marked MARILYN MONROE—SECURITY MATTER—COMMUNIST. It landed on the desk of J. Edgar Hoover.


  The document alleged that Marilyn had learned top secret government information while sharing the beds of both JFK and RFK, and that she then turned over that data to espionage agents working for the Soviets in Mexico City, including Fred Vanderbilt Field, a notorious communist and spy.


  After reading the report, Hoover called in his top agents. “Let’s face facts, gentlemen,” he said. “This cannot go on. For the first time in American history, both the President of the United States and the Attorney General are security risks.”


  Since 1955, the FBI had tracked the movements of Marilyn, beginning with her involvement with Arthur Miller. The CIA was also closely watching her. Stacks of paper documented her involvements with Milton Greene in Connecticut, and with Lee Strasberg at the Actors Studio, even her proposed trip to Russia at the invitation of Nikita Khrushchev. The FBI had also been hot on her trail when she went to London with Miller to film The Prince and the Showgirl.


  But what really turned Hoover against Marilyn was a report from a “mole” he had planted in the Santa Monica house of the Lawfords. At a party, Marilyn was overheard recommending to Bobby Kennedy that he fire Hoover. “He’s always poking his nose into other people’s business,” she said.


  RFK reportedly responded: “Jack and I would love to fire the shit, but we can’t do that right now.”


  At another gathering, Jeanne Martin, wife of Dean Martin, heard Marilyn talking to RFK. “He spies on all the stars in Hollywood, at least those who count. The man is a voyeur. He even spies on me. All I do is make movies and make love. That doesn’t make me a national security risk.”


  RFK only nodded and seemed to brush off her concerns. “Just because you’re paranoid,” he told her, “doesn’t mean that the FBI isn’t trailing you wherever you go. Hoover’s on my ass every day of my life—and Jack’s too.”


  In November of 1961, Hoover at FBI headquarters had received an anonymous package. In it were sexually explicit photographs of JFK with Marilyn. The package carried a Los Angeles postmark. It is not known if the President was ever informed of this delivery, and the sender of the package was never determined. Peter Lawford owned such photographs, but it is highly doubtful that he would release such damaging evidence about his brother-in-law.


  Hoover rather accurately concluded that in his private life, JFK was “the most reckless man ever to occupy the Oval Office.” As evidence, he cited his appearance in November of 1961 at a reception at the Beverly Hills Hotel. “For all the world to see, Marilyn Monroe was his date,” Hoover told his agents.


  In spite of his feud with the President and his Attorney General, Hoover had always maintained a friendly but guarded relationship with their father, the former Ambassador Joe Kennedy, Sr. At one point, Joe Sr. had offered Hoover a highly paid position as head of his security forces, with the understanding that before he’d accept it, he’d resign from the FBI.


  As anticipated, Hoover turned down the offer. But before the ambassador suffered his stroke, he told Hoover that Marilyn was “a walking time bomb” and that he had offered her a million dollars “to drop Jack from her list of conquests.”


  Negotiations had continued until late in 1961, but the deal was never consummated because on December 19, 1961, at the age of 73, Joe suffered a stroke. This once-powerful figure was left sitting in a wheelchair, helpless, mute, and drooling, aware of his family’s ongoing sorrows and tragedies until his own death, at the age of 81, in 1969.


  Marilyn, however, did report, enigmatically, the rather enticing offer to Jeanne Carmen. “I’ve always thought diamonds are a girl’s best friend. Enough money can make any gal change her mind.”


  “Marilyn didn’t say she was going to accept the offer, but from what she revealed and the look on her face, she was certainly considering it. She didn’t see that much of Jack, and, of course, it was a fantasy that he’d ever leave Jackie, especially if he wanted to run for President in 1964,” Carmen said.


  With the Kennedy family patriarch, Joseph Sr., technically alive but no longer making decisions, Hoover knew he’d have to deal with JFK and RFK on his own terms. He ordered the FBI to intensify its accumulation of blackmail evidence on the President’s love affairs, particularly those that concerned his “steady” girl friends, Judith Campbell and Marilyn.


  Hoover told his lover and Associate FBI Director, Clyde Tolson, and their mutual friend, Guy Hotell, “The Jack Rabbit in the White House can be controlled—but not that rodent who sits in the Attorney General’s office. We’ll increase our surveil ance of him. We’ve concentrated too much on Jack Kennedy. I hear Brother Robert is as much a womanizer as his older brother, except he’s more discreet. Round up your men. Let’s find out what dirty deeds our so-called boss is up to.”


  Using whatever means were within his power, Hoover pursued the nocturnal life of both of the Kennedy brothers with a certain ferocity. He referred to them as “the Kennedy Bastards,” and he called Marilyn “that slut,” or “that whore.”


  Hoover had heard rumors that the Kennedy brothers had wanted to fire him, something no other sitting president had ever managed to do. Gathering up a lot of the blackmail evidence he’d accumulated, Hoover met with the President in the Oval Office for a luncheon on March 22, 1961. RFK was not invited. Neither the White House nor the FBI kept any record of what transpired during that historic meeting.


  It was later reported that the FBI director gave the president a preview of some of the incriminating evidence he had on him. He surely talked about the danger of “cavorting” with Judith Campbell, warning the President that Campbell was also the girlfriend of Chicago mob boss Sam Giancana, a fact already known to JFK.


  Hoover also revealed the latest information about Marilyn being entertained by acabal of Soviet agents and spies during hertrip to Mexico.


  Later, JFK laughed off Marilyn’s alleged communist links. “It’s a joke,” he told aide Kenneth O’Donnell. “I know Marilyn. She’s not taking her marching orders from the Kremlin. That old queen over at the FBI is out of his mind.”


  Apparently, although JFK took Hoover’s observations seriously, he didn’t give up either Marilyn or Campbel after Hoover’s visit. He did become more discreet, however. Campbell claimed that he continued to see her until the summer of 1962. JFK also saw Marilyn on several occasions after hearing Hoover’s warning.


  [image: Who�s really in charge here? Two views of FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover]


  
    Who�s really in charge here? Two views of FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover

  


  JFK also told his aides and his secretary, Evelyn Lincoln, “I’m heading for Palm Springs for a little rest. I’ll discuss Marilyn’s spying for the Russians with her. I think I’ll stay with Frank Sinatra. I sure had a good time the last time I was Frankie’s guest. He really knows how to entertain a guy, or at least round up those who do.”


  ***


  Marilyn received a personal call from John F. Kennedy, who, from the Oval Office, invited her to Rancho Mirage, near Palm Springs, California, for a visit during the early spring of 1962.


  “That’s wonderful,” she told him. “I saw Frank the other night. He’s invited us to stay with him.”


  She would later recall there was a long silence on the other end of the phone. “Bobby hasn’t worked out all the security arrangements yet. Peter will get back to you and escort you there.”


  At the time, Marilyn had no way of knowing what a hornet’s nest she was reaching into, and JFK had returned from the California desert to Washington before she got the full story from Lawford.


  Although JFK had been a guest at Sinatra’s villa before, Bobby warned him that he had to distance himself from the singer this time because of Sinatra’s known mob associations with such gangsters as Sam Giancana. “I’m investigating that son of a bitch, as you know,” Bobby told his older brother. “How would it look for you to sleep with Marilyn in a bed where Giancana has already warmed the sheets?”


  At first reluctant, the President finally agreed that it was time to break from Sinatra. Lawford was told to find another house for the President, and an invitation was soon forthcoming from Bing Crosby, a Republican who maintained a vacation home nearby. Crosby and the President had once shared another blonde movie star: Both of them had seduced Grace Kelly before she married her prince.


  Frank was among the last to know of the change in the President’s plans. To prepare for JFK’s visit, he had already arranged for a construction crew working around the clock, adding bedrooms to his villa, tightening the security system, and even installing a helipad. He even went so far as to arrange for the installation of a direct phone link to the White House.


  After an inspection, Floyd Boring, a Secret Service agent, claimed that “Sinatra’s house is too exposed.” This was just an excuse for JFK not to stay there.


  At some point, Sinatra would have to be notified, and Boring accompanied Lawford to Sinatra’s villa. Agent Gerald Blaine was also part of the group that was assembled to deliver the bad news. It was Blaine who eventually blurted out the change in the president’s plans to Sinatra.


  Sinatra looked shocked and immediately confronted Lawford. “I’m sorry, Frank,” Lawford said. “I was overruled. I just found out the news myself about an hour ago.”


  “It’s purely for security reasons,” Boring told Sinatra. “No other reason.”


  Of course, Sinatra knew that Boring was lying. The agent told him that since his house opened onto the Tamarisk Country Club, with much open space, it would be difficult to guard. He said that Crosby’s house had been selected because it backed up against a mountain, and was accessible by only one access road.


  When Boring and Blaineleft, Sinatraturned on Lawford, blaming him for the rejection.


  “I’ve seen Frank mad before, and I’ve seen him violent,” Lawford later told Marilyn. “But he became a madman that afternoon. He lunged toward me and began choking me. He was strangling me to death. I tried to fight him off, but his anger seemed to give him a strength he never had before. He was killing me.”


  The nextday, Sinatrasent word to Lawford that he was persona non grata in Rat Pack circles. He also fired him from two upcoming movies. “If I meet the faggot again, I’ll give him a punch in the nose.”


  “Forget the Kennedys,” Sinatra told his remaining Rat Packers, including Dean Martin. “I think I’m gonna become a Republican like Bing Crosby.”


  Although he cut off Lawford, he did not hold Marilyn responsible for the switch in JFK’s plans, and continued his relationship with her, all the while denouncing Lawford and the Kennedys whatever chance he had.


  Marilyn claimed that any time she saw Sinatra, he denounced Lawford, although they would come together again in July. “The cocksucker is dead meat in my freezer. If you want to hang out with that faggot, it’s your problem. Cut me out.”


  “Please, Frankie,” Marilyn told him. “Don’t denounce cocksuckers. I’m one myself.”


  Milt Ebbins, Lawford’s manager, claimed, “Peter was destroyed by Frank’s rejection. He loved the man, although God knows why, and he relished being a member of the Rat Pack. Suddenly, he was kicked in the seat of his pants, landing on his ass out the door. He later blamed Sinatra for the downward spiral of his career.”


  “Frank has effectively blacklisted me in Hollywood,” Lawford lamented to Marilyn and Sammy Davis, Jr.


  ***


  On Saturday, March 24, 1962, Lawford was assigned the task of transporting Marilyn to Palm Springs for a visit with the president that had grown, thanks to his rejection of Frank Sinatra, increasingly contentious. Lawford drove to Fifth Helena Drive, arriving at 9am. Naturally, she wasn’t ready. Her water had been cut off because of repairs, so she had to go to Dr. Greenson’s house to bathe and wash her hair.


  As Lawford paced the floor, she finally emerged, dressed, at two o’clock that afternoon. She was wearing horn-rimmed glasses, a Norman Norrel suit, and a brunette wig. She was also armed with a steno pad and some sharpened pencils.


  Introduced as a new White House secretary, she boarded Air Force Once and was flown to Palm Springs. On the way there, she became furious at Lawford for actually making her take dictation as a means of maintaining her cover as a secretary.


  Arriving in Palm Springs, Lawford drove to the Crosby estate, where he and Marilyn had to pass through a heavy flank of security guards. She was taken to a secluded guest cot age on the property, which was concealed from the main house by trees and shrubbery.


  JFK did not emerge to see her until after ten o’clock that night, as he was hosting a formal dinner, to which she had not been invited, in the main house. He changed into khaki pants, a pale blue turtleneck, and penny loafers with no socks before calling on her. Having already downed a lot of champagne, Marilyn was waiting for him, at ired in white silk Chanel lounging pajamas.


  “It was all so familiar,” she would later tell Jeanne Carmen. “The blow job, then my getting on top of him to ride to the finsh line. All the time, I fantasized about his divorcing Jackie and making me First Lady. Just think. I would have married the world’s greatest athlete, the world’s greatest playwright, and the world’s greatest politician. Not bad for a dumb blonde, wouldn’t you say?”


  Ralph Roberts, her masseur, was awakened at his home in Los Angeles at around 2am that morning. It was Marilyn, calling from the bed of the President in Bing Crosby’s guest cottage.


  “I’m here with a friend,” she said, “and we’re having a debate about back muscles. I’m giving him a massage. Let me put him on the phone.”


  Roberts quickly recognized the voice of the President, who did not identify himself. “He asked questions about back massages, and we briefly discussed the right muscles to massage. He thanked me and hung up.”


  Later, when the President was airborne and on his way out of California, Marilyn was returned to Brentwood by Lawford. She told him that her two nights with “the Prez,” as she called him, had been passionate.


  JFK’s close friend, Florida Senator George Smathers, later confirmed that “Jack told me about his time with Marilyn in Palm Springs. He claimed that she had fallen in love with him, and wanted to marry him, a ridiculous notion, of course.”


  “When Jackie was away, pretty girls came and went from the White House,” Smathers said. “I joined in some of those nude swimming parties in the White House pool. I got the impression that Marilyn felt she was different from the other girls. After all, she received letters from all over the planet, from men in all sorts of life—presidents, kings, actors, athletes, whomever. I don’t think she was that different in Jack’s eyes. To him, she was just another fling.”


  “Increasingly, from what I heard, Bobby was appearing on the scene. He may actually have fallen in love with Marilyn. But I could almost swear that Jack never did. The only two people in the world who Jack loved were his children, Caroline and John-John. Jackie was for the sake of keeping up appearances, and Marilyn was just another piece of ass.”


  ***


  “I’d rather have a President or an Attorney General who does it to a woman than to the country.”


  —Marilyn Monroe


  Two films, each glorifying the Kennedy brothers, were in pre-production in Hollywood in 1962. One, PT 109, would glorify the exploits of JFK as a naval lieutenant during World War II.


  The second, and the one that most directly related to Marilyn, was The Enemy Within, based on an exposé written by RFK during the summer of 1959 when he was thirty-three years old. It was the story of his days working as chief counsel for the McClellan Senate Rackets subcommittee, trying to put Teamsters boss James Hoffa in jail.


  Marilyn remembered that during the early discussions of that film project, RFK was obsessed with Hoffa, referring to the Teamsters’ Union as “a conspiracy of evil.”


  During the spring of 1962, RFK appeared several times in California to discuss the production of the film, meeting with its producer, Jerry Wald. “He sometimes descended at the studio in a blue helicopter borrowed from the Army,” Wald said. “The Secret Service men with him were dressed in dark blue suits, but Bobby often wore faded blue jeans, a white T-shirt, and sneakers. Marilyn Monroe’s bungalow was only fifty yards from mine, so after our discussion, he made a ‘courtesy call’ on her, which usually lasted two or three hours. Through the grapevine, I’d heard that Bobby took much longer with a woman than Jack. Some people at the studio also saw her going in and out of the presidential suite at the Beverly Hilton where Bobby was staying. They were even seen together dining at his favorite restaurant, La Scala.”


  Bobby gave Marilyn a copy of The Enemy Within, and she had high praise for it when she talked about it. “It perfectly captures what a scrappy, wiry Irish street fighter Bobby is when taking on that teamsters’ meanie, Jimmy Hoffa, who, by the way, is spying on us.”


  To her surprise, Bobby told her that his wife, Ethel, wanted Marilyn to play her on the screen. “She says you’re a much underrated actress, and she thinks you’d be perfect in the role of my wife.”


  “Does this mean in the real sense or in the reel sense?” Marilyn asked.


  Apparently, Bobby didn’t answer that. But he did tell her that he wanted Paul Newman cast as him self, and heasked her to meet with Newman and “feel him out.”
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  She jokingly said, “I hope you don’t really mean feel him out.”


  “No,” he said, “if you want to feel someone up, here I am.”


  Ostensibly together for “script conferences,” Marilyn and Bobby were seen together on several occasions.


  The columnist James Bacon spotted them together at a party at the Lawford mansion in Santa Monica. “It was some sight. Marilyn was following Bobby around wearing horn-rimmed glasses and carrying a notebook. She took notes on whatever Bobby said—civil rights, Hoffa, whatever.”


  Ralph Greenson’s daughter, Joan, was in her early twenties and very bright. “I’m taking a crash course on currentevents from Joan,” Marilyn said. “Thatway, when I see Bobby again, I’ll knowwhat to talk about.”


  When she met with Robert Slatzer, she told him how hard she was studying to keep up with Bobby. “Don’t worry so much about it,” he said. “You’ve slept with bigger men than Bobby. His brother, for example. And Nikita Khrushchev.”


  “I’ve never gone to bed with Khrushchev,” she said, although she’d told others she had committed an act of fellatio upon him. Technically, she was telling Slatzer the truth. She’d never actually “gone to bed” with the Soviet dictator. A blow job in his hotel suite was not tantamount to going to bed with him.


  At a party, Shelley Winters wanted Marilyn to “tell me the latest about the Kennedy brothers.”


  Earlier, she’d told Patricia Lawford that Bobby was far more cuddly in bed than Jack. But she changed her story slightly with Winters, telling her, “There are no niceties in sex with Bobby or Jack. It was in and out. No feeling for foreplay, not romantic talk.”


  “I understand that,” Winters said. “These are two busy boys trying to rule over the world.”


  Eunice Murray, Marilyn’s housekeeper, recalled meeting Bobby on occasion at the Brentwood house. Whenever Bobby came to visit, Marilyn didn’t want Eunice or anyone else there.


  “She knew both John Kennedy and Robert Kennedy,” Eunice said. “One afternoon, she wanted me to help fit her into a dress. Later, I answered the door. It was the Attorney General himself. He had arrived in an open car. He wore a shirt with a turned-back collar and looked like a college boy. He was very gracious when I let him in. They sat out by the swimming pool, and I left for the day.”


  Her revelations dispute the theory that Bobby as Attorney General never traveled anywhere without Secret Service protection.


  Wald recalled getting a call from Bobby during one of his visits to Los Angeles. He invited me to “a house belonging to someone—he never said who—in Malibu. I had expected to be invited to the Lawford mansion in Santa Monica, but arrived instead at this much smaller retreat.”


  The producer was shown in by a young Japanese man and ushered out to the swimming pool. “I was surprised to discover Bobby swimming in the nude with Marilyn,” Wald said. “On seeing me, Bobby emerged from the pool. His dick looked like Marilyn had been working on it. He grabbed a towel and sat down with me on a chaise longue. She waved at me from the pool and emerged about ten minutes later, like some mermaid rising from the seas. Marilyn and I went way back to 1952 during the making of Clash by Night. She walked around for a few minutes before Bobby ordered her to put on a white terrycloth robe. But I saw all the way to Honolulu. She needed a dye job on that pussy. It was ginger-colored, not platinum blonde.”
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  By the pool, Bobby told Wald, “I want Paul Newman to play me, and Marilyn to play Ethel. At least that’s what my wife wants. I’ve got to leave town and go back to Washington, but I want Marilyn to set up a meeting with you and Newman.”


  “Consider it done,” she told Wald and Bobby. And she meant that.


  ***


  Marilyn’s breathless voice came over the phone. “Paulie,” she said. “I’ve missed you. Have you missed your baby?”


  Paul Newman knew at once that he was speaking to Marilyn. “Of course, I have. Anyone who has been with you will miss you forever.”


  She told him she was calling from a “secure” phone, as her own residence had been bugged. After some idle chitchat, she invited him to meet with her at a mansion in Beverly Hills. She claimed she was hiding out from the mob. That remark completely baffled him. What danger did the mob pose for her?


  “Tell no one we’re about to get together,” she said, “especially your wife. I’ve learned that the less wives know about their husbands’ affairs, the better.”


  The following afternoon, Newman arrived at the Beverly Hills mansion “of God knows who,” and was ushered by a black maid out onto a patio where Marilyn, in a white bikini, awaited him. She jumped up and ran toward him, giving him a sloppy wet kiss.


  Over a late lunch, she nibbled and Newman ate heartily. “Bobby wants you to play him in a movie based on his book, The Enemy Within,” she said. “It’s about Jimmy Hoffa and the Teamsters. Bobby wanted me to contact you.”


  “I’d be honored,” Newman said. “I’d like to meet with him to discuss it.”


  “That’s not possible right now,” she said. “We have to be careful. People are spying on us, watching our every move. Jerry Wald is negotiating with Bobby for the screen rights. I want to co-star in the movie with you. Ethel wants me to play her.”


  At one point, she ordered the maid to bring Newman a bikini. “Make it as revealing as possible,” she instructed the maid, right in front of Newman.


  Before the afternoon ended, Jerry Wald arrived on the scene and was ushered into the pool area. “I spotted Marilyn, topless, at the far end of the pool,” he later said. “She was making out with a man in a white bathing suit. I thought at first that it was Bobby. The man rose to his feet. It was Paul.”


  Wald told Newman how glad he was to see him again, and they began a serious discussion of the movie. During their talk, Wald claimed that Marilyn never put on her top, in spite of his presence. “It was very distracting trying to talk to Paul with Marilyn’s breasts exposed.”


  Wald later said that the afternoon with Marilyn and Newman had gone peacefully. “Then trouble began.”


  “The studio began to receive death threats, no doubt from shady members of the Teamsters’ Union.” Wald claimed that he was warned that if the film were made, “it’ll be your last picture.” The producer was also threatened that any movie house showing the film would be bombed.


  “Both Marilyn and Paul received death threats,” Wald said. “She had many reasons to fear the mob—but that’s a story for another day.”


  The Kennedys, of course, had many enemies, and thousands of Americans didn’t want PT 109 or The Enemy Within made. A barrage of letters arrived at the studio, mostly denouncing JFK as “a sex pervert.” The general public had not heard many stories about Bobby’s sex life, so he came off easier.


  Some two dozen sexually explicit photos of Marilyn with JFK arrived at the studio, and some of these shots were sent to key members of the press. Today, they would have been published in the tabloids, but back in those more journalistically repressed times, none was printed.


  Milo Speriglio, known as “the investigator of the Hollywood stars,” wrote about them in his book, Crypt 33, suggesting that these clandestine photos were taken by agents working for Hoffa, Giancana, the CIA, and the FBI.


  Speriglio wrote: “One identified shot was taken in a swimming pool of a naked president with Marilyn exposing her erect nipples. Another had them in bed in the White House basement which was reserved for ‘top secret’ undercover agents. The location of at least three photos can be identified as Marilyn’s Brentwood home. One wide-angle photo depicted the profile of Miss Monroe kneeling at the foot of the bed and JFK sitting on what appears the edge with his visibly erect penis in her mouth. Another photo taken in what appears to be a hotel room shows a clear view of Marilyn’s right side with the naked president on top of her.”


  The final blow came when Newman read a rough draft of the script and rejected it, calling it “a piece of shit.”


  “I don’t know why he was so violent in his objection. He’d made shit before,” Wald claimed.


  When Bobby next saw Marilyn, he told her how angry he was at Newman for rejecting the role. From that day on, he carried a grudge against the star. He even wrote Newman a note under the letterhead of the Attorney General. It was short: “FUCK OFF!”


  Like so many projects in Hollywood, the film died a slow death, drifting into oblivion. Everybody—Newman, Marilyn, and Bobby—was caught up in fast-changing and rapidly evolving lives.


  Wald, like Marilyn herself, died in the summer of 1962.


  In contrast to his unwillingness to portray Bobby, Newman told Marilyn that he very much wanted to play JFK in the film PT 109. Reacting to that, Bobby became even more furious at Newman when he learned that he’d be willing to play his brother, Jack, but not Bobby himself.


  But when Marilyn called the President at the White House, she asked about the casting of PT 109. What he told her shocked her. “I don’t want Newman to play me. There are two problems. First, Newman is too old for the part. And actually, Jackie wants Warren Beatty for the role. You know how she’s always getting crushes on movie stars? There’s another reason. I hesitate to bring it up. Newman looks too Jewish, not Irish at all. He just wouldn’t do. If you see him, convey my apologies, would you?”


  She never called Newman with the news. “Let someone else do it. Besides, he can read about it in Variety.”


  She was referring to a story citing Cliff Robertson as having signed for the movie’s leading role. She said, “Jack thought Paul was too old for the part, and Cliff young enough to play a twenty-six year old. But Cliff and Paul were each born the same year—1925. You figure. This makes me wonder. Who will play me one day when they make The Marilyn Monroe Story? I’ll be too old myself.”


  ***


  Bernard Spindel and Fred Otash practically made a career of illegally taping John F. Kennedy and his younger brother, Robert F. Kennedy, as well as Marilyn and Peter Lawford. Both were colorful characters, each of them worthy of a book filled with their bizarre exploits. Often, Spindel and Otash worked together in tandem.
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  Spindel developed his skills as a bugger and eavesdropper when he worked for the U.S. Army Signal Corps during World War II. This six-foot, 201-pound sack of a man saw himself as the latter-day and transistor-ized Robin Hood of privacy invasion. Reporter John Neary, in a 1966 issue of Life magazine, defined him as “an expert pilot, consummate lock-picker, foreign adventurer, electronic wizard, and no. 1 big league freelance eavesdropper and wire tapper, the best in the United States.”


  Arrested 204 times, he beat every rap but one: A jury in Springfield, Massachusetts, found him guilty of eavesdropping, for which he served a brief sentence in jail. On the way to prison, he told a reporter, “I’m all ears.”


  When he wasn’t investigating the Kennedys, Lawford, and Marilyn, Spindel was employed in the Los Angeles area gathering evidence for divorce cases and fraud probes.


  His sometimes partner, Fred Otash, was Hollywood’s most notorious private eye, referring to himself as “a gumshoe with glitter.” His role model was the fictional Hollywood detective Raymond Chandler. In a chauffeured Cadillac full of gorgeous hookers—he called them “little sweeties”—he prowled Hollywood at night. He drank a quart of Scotch and smoked four packages of Camels every day.


  From a life of poverty as a boy, he rose to become a powerful and dangerous detective attending to the needs and wishes of some of the biggest names in Hollywood. His roster of clients included Errol Flynn (“the stuff I have on that one would make a sensational paperback sizzler”); Edward G. Robinson (“he always insisted on showing me what he called his ‘Betty Grable legs’”); Judy Garland (“she was part lez”); Bette Davis (“she surprised me by some secrets she wanted buried”); and Frank Sinatra (“he should have been arrested”). Otash also collected incriminating data for such celebrated lawyers as F. Lee Bailey and Jerry Giesler. (“Those two guys knew where all the bodies were buried.”)


  Robert Kennedy wanted to send James (Jimmy) Hoffa to prison because of his illegal activities as President of the Teamsters’ Union. Hoffa moved forward to “deball” him, as he so colorfully put it. Sam Giancana had long ago informed Hoffa that Marilyn was having affairs with both Jack and Bobby Kennedy.


  Hoffa contacted Spindel and ordered a series of wiretaps, especially within her newly acquired house in Brentwood, and also within the apartment she still maintained on Doheny. Hoffa also ordered the bugging of Lawford’s mansion in Santa Monica.


  Since it was being renovated, Marilyn’s Brent-wood home was an easy target for electronic eavesdropping. It was virtually unguarded and unlocked every day during the construction crews’ two-hour lunch breaks. On weekend, the rear entrance was never locked.
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  Otash was assigned to the Lawford mansion. To his surprise, he discovered that the house was already bugged. The detective later learned that Howard Hughes had ordered the property bugged in 1959 so that he could “get the dirt on both of the Kennedy brothers,” with the possible intention of passing the information on to Richard Nixon. Otash installed additional wires to match those already in place.


  Ironically, Marilyn, knowing of Otash’s reputation, also called him and requested that he bug her own phone, including her answering service. “I think she wanted to have something to hang over Bobby’s head,” Otash later said. “He was making a lot of promises to her that I am certain he had no intention of keeping.”


  Lawford told Sammy Davis, Jr., that Marilyn was “passed from Jack to Bobby in the most callous manner.”


  Jeanne Carmen was surprised when Marilyn went “bigtime for Bobby. When she first talked about him, she said he repelled her. ‘He’s so skinny,’ she said. ‘Not my type. He lacks the good looks of Jack, and doesn’t have the President’s charm.’ After putting him down like that, the next thing I heard was that Bobby was fucking her and that she was crazy about him.”


  During one of his visits to California, Bobby was spotted in the back seat of a car in a dark parking lot. The parking lot attendant, Chuck Pick, later claimed, “Marilyn was in the back seat with him. He had his clothes on, and she did too. I think she was going down on him.”


  When Pick came too close to the car with a flashlight, a Secret Service agent blocked him. He told Pick, “You have eyes but you can’t see. You have ears, but you can’t hear. You have a mouth, but you can’t speak.”


  By the late spring of 1962, both Marilyn and Lawford each had a jumble of competing wires and listening devices installed and functioning within their homes.“


  Spindel was a crook among crooks,” said author Ted Schwarz. “He would charge a client for one tape, but then sell copies of that tape to other clients— J. Edgar Hoover, perhaps, Jimmy Hoffa, Mafia boss Carlos Marcello, even the CIA.”


  Robert Slatzer said Marilyn knew her phones were tapped, and she carried a heavy purse of coins around to call from pay phones. “She seemed very paranoid, but perhaps she had reason to be.”


  Slatzer also said that during the last months of her life, she felt she was in great danger. “She told me that a number of people wanted her dead, and she trusted nobody except me.”


  “The Kennedys, the CIA, J. Edgar Hoover and the FBI, Jimmy Hoffa—a lot of guys want me erased,” she claimed.


  Conducting his own investigation, Detective Milo Speriglio said: “Everything that took place within the walls of her home in Brentwood was tapped, taped, bugged, and recorded. Every word she or anyone else uttered would find itself transposed onto tapes. They even listened in her bathroom. Bobby Kennedy one night was heard taking a horse piss. Some of the most advance bugging apparatus of its time—such as the voice-activated recorder—was operating in her home.”


  In addition to all the surveillance she was under, Marilyn—presumably for therapeutic reasons—also taped herself at the suggestion of Dr. Greenson. He urged her to record “free association” tapes while she was being driven to work or even resting in her bedroom.


  In these tapes, she discussed Frank Sinatra, Jose Bolaños, both Jack and Bobby Kennedy, Joe DiMaggio, her film career, her fear of growing old.


  In addition to all the other surveillance, the Los Angeles District Attorney’s office, since the Democratic Convention of 1960, had been keeping close tabs on the Kennedy brothers during their visits to the West Coast.


  Frank Hronek, considered the best intelligence investigator in the department, was given the task of overseeing the surveillance. He paid special attention to the Lawford mansion.


  Hronek reported that on several occasions he saw Marilyn dining out with Johnny Roselli and on at least one occasion with Sam Giancana. Hronek learned that movie studios regularly hired Roselli to suppress whatever scandals their male and female stars generated at night, no matter the cost.


  When Marilyn was found dead, Hronek claimed that he believed that she had been murdered. Years later, Hronek, “the man who knew too much,” was also believed to have been the victim of foul play, according to private investigator Milo Speriglio. But he provided no details.


  Earl Jaycox, Spindel’s assistantin 1962, claimed he listened to some 1,500 feet of tape at Spindel’s home. “The tapes definitely prove that there was a sexual relationship between President Kennedy and Marilyn, and later, a sexual relationship between Bobby and Marilyn. If anything, she seems more intimate with Bobby than with the President.“


  “I heard tapes of both Bobby and the President fucking Marilyn,” Otash claimed. “The sounds of the Bernard Spindelbed springs. Cries of ecstasy. After all, Marilyn was at work at her best cast in the role of the most desirable whore of Babylon.”
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  The Spindel tapes also captured Marilyn in conversations with her friends. Shelley Winters was overheard telling Marilyn that Lee Remick, “Bobby’s latest whore, is going around town telling everybody that Bobby told her you were nothing but another dumb broad. Remick is claiming that Bobby likes her better because with her, he can carry on a respectable conversation.”


  Marilyn was heard bursting into tears at this revelation.


  At one point, Winters is heard telling Marilyn, “Al of Hollywood is talking about you and the President—Bobby, not so much. At every party I go to, and I go to a lot, all I hear is about Marilyn Monroe and the President. The vilest of gossip. You always come out the loser.”


  “Oh, hell,” Marilyn was heard saying. “Just how much is a girl supposed to take? For less than two minutes in the sack, where I don’t even get off, I’m supposed to put up with all this shit.”


  ***


  Robert Slatzer remembered the first time he mentioned the name of Jimmy Hoffa to Marilyn.


  “Doesn’t he have something to do with unions?” she asked, with that innocent, bewildered look she often assumed.


  “He’s the president of the Teamsters’ Union,” Slatzer told her. “A real crook. His worst enemy is your boyfriend, Bobby. You’ve got to be careful. Don’t ask me how, but Hoffa might try to get at Bobby by using you.”


  “I could go to bed with Hoffa and persuade him to call off his war with Bobby,” she said.


  “Not likely. You’ve gone to bed with Bobby, and I bet you couldn’t persuade him to call off the hound dogs chasing after Hoffa.”
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  The next time she met with Bobby, she brought up the name of Hoffa. Bobby reacted with fury. “I want to see that son of a bitch in jail, and I don’t care how I do it. He keeps out of jail by intimidating witnesses and jury tampering.”


  Even as Bobby and Marilyn talked, Hoffa was being supplied with information gathered through the wiretaps of Spindel and Otash. Since Hoffa maintained links with the Chicago syndicate, he shared his information with Sam Giancana, who was also being investigated by Bobby.


  There was talk of having Bobby assassinated, but that was considered too dangerous. “Maybe we should have Marilyn murdered when she’s with Bobby and blame it on him?” Giancana said.


  “That’s a better and less dangerous idea,” Hoffa said. “After all, she’s only a movie star.”


  Hoffa’s power and influence were so great in the early 1960s that he even managed to bribe two officials within RFK’s Department of Justice in Washington. Bobby’s private phone was bugged, as FBI documents would later reveal.


  Amazingly, Marilyn’s frequent phone calls to Bobby at the Justice Department were recorded and secretly delivered to both Giancana and Hoffa.


  Eventually, Bobby became aware of at least some of the bugging and began to carry anti-bugging devices in his briefcase during top-secret meetings with his aides. It is not known if he ever discovered that his phone calls to Marilyn had been taped.


  Hoffa had utter contempt for Bobby. Whenever his name came up, he denounced Bobby as a “girlie man.”


  Apparently, that label stemmed from Hoffa’s 1957 Senate hearings before the McClellan Senate Committee. Bobby was chief counsel for the committee, and his brother, then Senator John Kennedy, also served.


  Someone on the committee suggested that Bobby and Hoffa have dinner together, and talk over their differences.


  Hoffa later claimed that he was shocked when “this kid challenged me to an Indian hand-wrestling contest;


  Hoffa later wrote of the encounter:


  “Christ, I couldn’t imagine a grown man seriously acting like that. But obviously there was only one way to shut him up. So I stood up and peeled of my jacket. I didn’t even bother to roll up my sleeve. Meanwhile, he had cleared a table and we sat down facing each other, put our elbows together, and locked hands.


  ‘Whenever you’re ready,’ I said, and it was all so damned ridiculous I had to laugh.


  I let him strain for a couple of seconds. Then, like taking candy from a baby, I flipped his arm over and cracked his knuckles on to the top of the table. It was strictly no contest and he knew it. But he had to try again. Same results.


  He didn’t say a word.


  He just got up, his face red as fire, rolled down his sleeve, put on his jacket, and walked out of the room.”


  Until RFK’s death, Hoffa continued to belittle Bobby’s manhood, referring to him as “a spoiled brat—he’s just a kid, really.” When he heard the tapes of Bobby having sex with Marilyn, he mocked them. “Bobby can’t satisfy a woman. I don’t think he can satisfy a fourteen-year-old girl. If I worked over this Monroe bitch, I’d have her screaming with joy.”


  After Marilyn’s death and after the assassination of Robert Kennedy, Hoffa was asked if he ever spied on them, because rumors were persistent. He vehemently denied it.


  On another occasion, after a night of heavy drinking, Hoffa did admit to a columnist that he had a tape of the Kennedys “with some girl, not Monroe,” he claimed. “It is filthy and nasty. Many people encouraged me to release it but I never did. I put it away and forgot about it. I would not want to embarrass Ethel and his children.


  ”By midnight, he called the columnist and asked him not to print that. “It was just drunk talk. I don’t have any such tape.”


  However, after Hoffa’s disappearance, one of his former aides, who refused to be named, claimed that his former boss possessed “enough tapes to drown both of the Kennedy brothers in their own shit. Hoffa was saving it up to release to the press if Bobby ran against Nixon in the 1968 election. After Bobby was assassinated, that plan was hardly operative, of course. But Hoffa could have destroyed the bastard for giving him such grief.”


  Bobby never entrapped Hoffa during his tenure as Attorney General. But his successor in that position, Nicholas deBelleville Katzenbach, brought charges against the union boss and sent him off to prison in 1967 to serve a sentence of thirteen years. After serving five years, Hoffa was set free by his friend, Richard Nixon. But he was a broken man at this point, and the Teamsters no longer wanted him.
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  On the night of July 30, 1975, Hoffa disappeared, and his body has never been found.


  ***


  Her film career long dormant, Marilyn signed with 20th Century Fox to make Something’s Got to Give after rejecting the script twice. According to her contract, Fox would pay her $100,000, and she was furious that she was getting so little when she read in Variety that Elizabeth Taylor was earning a record-breaking million dollars to star in Cleopatra, and that Dean Martin, Marilyn’s co-star in the film, was to draw a salary of $500,000.


  Had she not been forced to go ahead with the Fox deal, she could have taken several other offers from major studios, which were tempting her with multi-miliion dollar deals.


  She had evaluated the script as “trite, a mere trifle.”


  If she refused to star in the film, Fox threatened legal action, “You won’t be able to work again until you’re in your mid-forties,” a studio lawyer had warned her.


  The plot concerned a woman long thought dead who returns from a desert island to discover that her husband has remarried. Something’s Got to Give was based on a 1940 film that had starred Irene Dunne in the part slated for Marilyn, and off-screen lovers, Cary Grant and Randolph Scot.


  To prepare her body for the role, Marilyn watched Sunset Blvd. again, particularly the scenes in which Gloria Swanson, portraying the silent screen vamp, Norma Desmond, prepares herself to face the camara after a long time away.


  Perfumed baths were followed by daily massages from her confidant and masseur, Ralph Roberts, who worked on her body for hours a time while she listened to the romantic music of Frank Sinatra. In addition to peroxide, laundry bluing went into the solution that produced the tone of white platinum she preferred. Elizabeth Arden provided mudpacks and hot wax. Marilyn consumed massive dosages of megavitamins. None of these prevented the deep wrinkles that were forming around her eyes.


  During pre-production, she was supposed to show up at Fox for costume fittings. But when she had not appeared by noon, Producer Henry Weinstein called her Brentwood home. Eunice Murray finally got her to pick up the phone.


  “She sounded far off somewhere,” Weinstein said. “Like I was talking to her through a very long tunnel. Murray was stupid not to know something was wrong with her. I rushed at once to her home, breaking the speed limit. When I got there, I saw that she was near death. I called a doctor and an ambulance. She was rushed to the nearest hospital, where her stomach was pumped. After that, I suggested that when she recovered, costume fittings be done at her home.”


  Recovering from a near death experience, Marilyn looked radiant the day she received designer Jean Louis, along with his fitters and seamstresses, at Brentwood. For a late afternoon lunch, she had ordered champagne and caviar for the staff.
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  Dean Martin, her longtime friend, was happy to be appearing as her leading man, taking over the Cary Grant role. She also was excited to be appearing with the very handsome, square-jawed actor, Tom Tryon, whom, she was told, had served in the U.S. Navy, fighting the Japanese in the South Pacific.


  `”A military record. Just like Jack Kennedy!” she told George Cukor, who had signed on as her director again after that disastrous filming of Let’s Make Love.


  “Try on sounds like my kind of man,” she told Cukor.


  “Don’t get your hopes up,” Cukor warned her. “He’s a homosexual.”


  The glamorous Cyd Charisse was cast as “the other woman,” or, in this case, the other wife. The cast was rounded out by Wally Cox.


  Since filming had not begun, Marilyn accepted an invitation that came from both Robert and John Kennedy, who wanted to meet with her in New York. Bobby spoke to her on the phone. “Our little brother Teddy is anxious to meet you. You’re his favorite movie star. But you’ve got to watch him, as he comes on pretty strong.”


  “Actually, to judge from his photographs, he looks bigger than both you and Jack,” she said.


  ***


  While George Cukor at Fox fretted over rewrites of the script of Something’s Got to Give, Marilyn headed to New York.


  In disguise, she flew out of the Los Angeles International Airport, her blonde hair covered by a babushka designed by William (Billy) Travilla. She was not recognized in first class. Her Fox studio maid, Hazel Washington, flew with her, carrying a Jean Louis gown and a mink coat.


  Marilyn had two goals in mind: To meet with Lee Strasberg for a review of the script of Something’s Got to Give, and to attend an important fundraising event for the President of the United States.


  Other than the President, she was to be the star attraction at a $10,000-a-plate affair in the Park Avenue skyscraper apartment of socialite Fifi Fell. The black tie event that night was the most exclusive invitation in all of New York.


  Bobby Kennedy had assured attendance by informing JFK’s well-heeled supporters that Marilyn would indeed make an appearance.


  Peter Lawford would play the role of host, and his manager, Milt Ebbins, was designated as Marilyn’s “handler.” It turned out to be a thankless job.


  Bobby told Lawford, who told Ebbins, “Make god damn sure Cinderella makes it to the ball. A lot of campaign money is riding on this.” Lawford also told Marilyn that the President wanted to meet her later for “a drink in his suite at the Carlyle.”


  For the black tie gala, Marilyn worked all afternoon preparing herself, bringing in a makeup expert (on loan from Marlene Dietrich), and “Mr. Kenneth,” the celebrated hair stylist. Cosmeticians came and went from her apartment on 57th Street.


  As agreed upon, Ebbins pulled up in a limousine at her apartment at 7:30 that evening. He was ushered in by Hazel Washington, who told him that “Miss Monroe is not ready yet.”


  At 8pm, the phone rang for Ebbins. It was an angry Lawford. “Where in the fuck is Marilyn?” he shouted at his agent. “Dinner is ready to be served.”


  “I’ll do what I can,” Ebbins promised. Washington assured him that Marilyn was getting ready as fast as she could.


  Lawford called again at 8:30pm. “Any news from the princess? Tell her that Jack is seriously pissed off.”


  Finally, Ebbins could take the pressure no more, and he barged into her bedroom, finding her sitting in front of her dressing mirror completely nude. “Please, Miss Monroe!” You’re holding up the President of the United States and some of the biggest names in America!”


  “Thank God you’re here,” she said. “I need someone to help me on with my dress. I’m not bothering with panties tonight.”


  Ebbins later recalled the experience. “I wasted half an hour getting her zipped, fastened, and poured into that Jean Louis fantasy. She even asked me to adjust her tits. At one point, I was on my knees so close to her crotch I could smell it. The dress should have been sewn onto her instead of fitted over her body. The thing was so fucking tight she didn’t have room to fart.”


  “Go easy,” she yelled at one point. “You’ll tear the beads.”


  In the living room, Washington handed her a red wig, which worked as the perfect disguise. At the designated address, she slipped unnoticed past the fifty paparazzi assembled in the lobby.


  At the entrance to Fifi Fell’s penthouse, three Secret Service agents helped her remove her wig, and one of them held up a mirror so she could give a final inspection to her face. Ebbins noticed as she sucked air into her lungs, causing her breasts to protrude. “Well, fellows, it’s time to become Marilyn Monroe. As I parade in, I bet fifty guys will get hard-ons, including the leader of the Free World.”


  She may have been right. The entire room quieted down as she made a spectacular entrance. All eyes focused on her, including those of not only the President, but the Attorney General and his younger brother, Teddy.


  Using the walk which she’d made famous in the film iagara, she headed for the President, who rose to greet her. “Hi, Prez,” she said.


  “Marilyn, you’re here at last,” he said. He whispered in her ear. “Turn it on. They’re heavy contributors here tonight.” Loud enough for those around him to hear, he said, “I want to introduce you to some people, including your number one fan, my little brother, Teddy.”


  Out in the hallway, Ebbins thought his job was over for the night. But Lawford, along with Kennedy aide, David Powers, confronted him. “You fucked it up bigtime, you scumbag,” Lawford shouted at Ebbins. “Dinner was going to be served but the guests filled up on hors d’oeuvres and liquor. Everyone is staggering around drunk at this point. No one wants dinner. The chef is threatening to jump out the window. The dinner he cooked for the President was to be the highlight of his life.”


  Powers was so enraged, he grabbed Ebbins by the col ar, practically choking him. “I don’t know why Lawford keeps a shithead like you on.”


  Rupert Allan, the publicist for Princess Grace of Monaco, was at the gala. He focused on JFK dancing with Marilyn, later claiming, “When I saw them together, I could see she’d fallen for the president in a big way. It was a little scary. I knew Marilyn from Hollywood, and I knew she didn’t do anything halfway.”


  For Teddy, the highlight of his summer was meeting Marilyn Monroe. He’d heard so much about her from his two older brothers. Lawford had told her that “Teddy is a destructive thril seeker,” but she found him a man of boyish charm and politeness.


  Before interrupted by others, they shared a few private moments with each other. “I hear you and I have something in common,” he told her. “We bridle at the constraints put on us.”


  “I never did play by the rules,” she said. “I read a feature story on you. It said you have ‘volcanic physical energy.’ But I’m from Missouri. You’ve got to prove that to me.”


  “Willing and able,” he said.


  “Catch me later, big boy,” she whispered into his ear, as Lawford pulled her away to greet the mayor of New York.


  The fundraiser ended at four o’clock that morning. After saying goodbye to the Kennedy brothers and Lawford, Marilyn was escorted to a limousine downstairs, which took her back to her apartment. There, she’d hurriedly changed her clothing, slipping on a pair of slacks and a simple white blouse. Covering herself with a champagne-colored coat, she put on a black wig and headed out the door, where that same limousine then delivered her to the Carlyle Hotel, where she entered through the rear entrance and was put on a service elevator to the President’s bachelor pad.


  Whatever was said between Marilyn and the President during those pre-dawn hours has gone unrecorded, except for two revelations. When she returned to Hollywood, she told Jeanne Carmen that she had unprotected sex with JFK. “He hates condoms anyway, and I had no objections at all. Actually, I was trying to trick him. I want to have his child, although I fear I can’t get pregnant again.”


  “Before he left for an appointment, we had a bubble bath together, and I poured champagne over his head. We had fun.”


  When Marilyn encountered actress Terry Moore back in Hollywood, she bragged to her that the President had given her his private phone number that rang directly into the Oval Office without having to go through the White House switchboard.


  Half an hour after the President left his suite, Bobby arrived, all freshly shaven and at ired in a business suit. “It didn’t take me long to get him out of that suit,” Marilyn later told Carmen “I also had unprotected sex with him. After all, Bobby’s big dick has proven more a baby-maker than Jack’s. He didn’t pay particular notice to the condom. In fact, he put one on his dick, but I gently slipped it off him and guided him inside. After that, he had only one thing on his mind.”


  ***


  Nearly every person in America had heard about President Kennedy’s affair with Marilyn, and perhaps another million or so know about her affair with Bobby. But only a few thousand seem to be aware that she also had an affair with Teddy during the final months of her life.


  That revelation came to light in June of 2010, thanks to disclosures within formerly confidential files from the F.B.I. Senator Edward (“Teddy”) Kennedy’s death from cancer in August of 2009 was followed by the Bureau’s release of 2,352 pages of formerly confidential documents.


  One astonishing claim referred to orgies held within the presidential suite at New York’s Carlyle Hotel. At one orgy in particular, Marilyn was the “guest of honor,” according to revelations made by Mrs. Jacqueline Hammon, the divorced wife of a former U.S. Ambassador to Spain.


  She claimed that Marilyn serviced all three of the Kennedy brothers on the night she was there, beginning with the President, followed by the Attorney General, and concluding with Teddy. She also maintained that both Peter Lawford and his wife, Patricia, were in attendance, as were Rat Packers Sammy Davis, Jr. and Frank Sinatra, who seemed to have made up with the President after he snubbed him on his last visit to Palm Springs. At least five hookers were there to service Lawford and the Rat Packers. According to the evidence, Patricia Lawford paired off with a handsome Secret Service agent.
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  Teddy had tried to seduce JFK’s other notorious mistress, Judith Campbel (Exner), and was very competitive with his other brothers in the pursuit of women. Judith had turned him down, but Marilyn was very responsive.


  After that orgy at The Carlyle, she invited Teddy over for dinner at her apartment the following night. He arrived to find candlelight, roses, champagne, and Marilyn in a see-through négligée.


  “Teddy was all too eager after encountering Marilyn,” Lawford later said when he learned of the coupling. “The night Teddy met Marilyn at the Carlyle, he had to wait his turn, taking thirds after Jack and Bobby were finished with her. But I was glad to hear that Teddy got to have Marilyn all by himself and didn’t have to wait in line.”


  When Shelley Winters learned of Marilyn’s triple affair, she said, “My dear friend must be coming unglued. How could she maintain any semblance of love for either Bobby or Jack when she was carrying on like a cheap hooker that night? Not that I am one to cast stones. If the Kennedy brothers had asked me, I would also have taken on all three of them.”


  Marilyn told Jeanne Carmen that Teddy, unlike his brothers, “indulged in foreplay and was really quite romantic.”


  Of all the Kennedy brothers, Marilyn knew the least about Teddy and got to know him much better during their first night alone together.


  He told her, “I was a wild man when I went to Harvard and the University of Virginia.” He was nicknamed “Cadillac Eddie,” and often tried to outrun police cars in high-speed car chases. “I was also a terror on the sea.” He said that one afternoon, he and a friend were sailing a dinghy off the coast of Maine, when a man aboard a yacht screamed “FAGGOTS” at them. “I steered the dinghy up to the yacht, which I boarded. I threw not only that man overboard, but eight of his friends, all into the deep.”


  She said to him, “I also hear you’re quite a man with the ladies.”


  “My mother told me it’s all part of the game,” he said. “She told all the Kennedy women that their husbands should be forgiven because women chase after politicians, especially if they’re handsome, rich, and powerful.”


  “You seem to meet all three qualifications,” she said. “I haven’t checked out the rest.”


  “We’ll get around to that,” he told her, as she savored every word for the detailed reports she’d relay to her voyeuristic friends back in Hollywood.


  Like a gossip maven evocative of Hedda Hopper, she wanted to know if he’d ever been to bed with any movie stars.


  “Yes, thanks to the courtesy of my brother-in-law, our mutual friend Peter Lawford, the grand pimp. But I usually find that Jack has got there first, some-times Bobby.”


  “That would be the situation in my case,” she said.


  “I’ve had a few notches on my belt, affairs in Hollywood nobody knows about—Jayne Mansfield.”


  “You can do better than that,” she said.


  “I am right now,” he said, flattering her. “Peter set me up with Lee Remick and Janet Leigh. I really went big time for Christina Ford and also for Candice Bergen. But mostly I go to bed with beautiful but unknown college girls or secretaries.”


  “It looks like I’m getting an experienced man,” she said.


  “Well, let me quit bragging about my conquests and show you what I can do.”


  “Slow time,” she said.


  Teddy’s seduction of Marilyn, although known by many Kennedy insiders, never surfaced in any public way during her lifetime.


  The F.B.I. documents were so explosive that Teddy’s widow, Victoria Reggie Kennedy, fought to have them squelched forever. She was ultimately defeated by a law court, which upheld the Freedom of Information Act.


  Author Christopher Anderson claimed, “Teddy, like the rest of his family, was engaged in an almost frantic pursuit of power, money, and sex.”


  Teddy told Florida’s Senator George Smathers, “I’m now screwing the women whose poster Jack used to jerk off to when he was in the hospital. MARILYN MONROE HERSELF. She told me that I make better love than either of my two brothers.”


  Unknown to Teddy, she had once told Robert Kennedy that he was “a far better lover than Jack.”


  Teddy seemed to come and go so quickly in her life it was like a mirage. But he’d assured her, “I’ll be back. You never know when I’m going to pop up in California. I make secret visits there.”


  During her time in New York, when she wasn’t occupied by the Kennedys, she spend hours in the living room of Lee Strasberg, going over the constantly changing rewrites of the script for Something’s Got to Give. He had what he called “the worst cold in the history of mankind,” and he warned her that she might catch it. But she continued to work with him anyway.


  Before fleeing from New York to return to the West Coast, she persuaded Paula Strasberg, on April 18, 1962, to fly back with her and to serve as “my real director” when filming began.


  “I no longer trust Cukor,” she confided to the Strasbergs. “That so-called woman’s director is trying to sabotage everything for me. He’s even trying to re-create me as a slut instead of the true blue wife Irene Dunne played in the original version.”


  “Elizabeth Taylor did all right playing a slut in But erfield 8,” Lee pointed out.


  “I know,” Marilyn said, “and she won a fucking Oscar, playing a whore, which was hardly a stretch for her. Type casting, I’d call it.” That derogatory comment about Elizabeth was something she’d repeat several times in her life.


  ***


  Day after day, Marilyn spent as many as five hours on a sofa talking to Dr. Greenson, pouring out her frustrations. Increasingly, she saw herself “used and abused” by nearly every man she met, and she was growing increasingly hostile to 20th Century Fox, especially Cukor.


  The 1960s, the era of crackpot gurus, had arrived in Los Angeles, and Marilyn read about one that particularly intrigued her.


  ======He called himself “Ponce Leon” (real name unknown), taking his name from the Spanish conquistador, Ponce de Leon, who had embarked on an (unsuccessful) search for the Fountain of Youth during the 16th Century in what is now Florida.


  Marilyn invited Leon to her home. He arrived in a saffron-colored robe with a pink handkerchief tied around his neck. He also wore red boots and had“a Jesus Christ haircut.” He claimed that he was eighty-five years old, although he did not look a day over twenty-five.


  He wanted two-hundred dollars a session, with the money expected in cash and in advance. Only when the finances were settled did he give her the secret of “eternal youth.”
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  He revealed that the secret of becoming “age-less” was achieved by swallowing the semen of young men daily, perhaps two or three times. But there was a caveat. It could not be just any semen, but sperm from a man who drank a great deal of pomegranate juice and who ate five to six of the “overripe” fresh fruit every day. “The body must then go through its process of converting the ingredients of the pomegranate into semen,” the guru told her.


  Marilyn was vastly intrigued with his theory and sent for Jose Bolaños, asking him to fly at once to join her at her new home in Brentwood. She en-closed a one-way ticket with her request. He eagerly accepted her offer.


  In the meantime, she confided the guru’s secret to Jeanne Carmen, who remained very skeptical. “That certainly gives this guru the excuse to suck a lot of the cocks of his male followers,” she told Marilyn. “But I’ll give it a try. I’ll feed my boyfriends a lot of pomegranates.”


  When Bolaños joined Marilyn for a reunion in Brentwood, she fed him six ripe pomegranates a day, plus at least a quart of fresh pomegranate juice.


  Later in life, in Mexico, Bolaños confided, “I really wanted to screw her, but she insisted on draining me dry of all that pomegranate juice, not my favorite fruit.”


  He also claimed that it was a time of desperation for her, as she was sick much of the time. “Sometimes I practically had to walk her to the bathroom. She was mixing Demerol and Nembutal with bottles of champagne to wash it down. Her hair was matted, and she wore no makeup. She didn’t look like the glamorous Marilyn Monroe at all. I went through many a sleepless night with her.”


  Bolaños also revealed the she’d become obsessed with the idea of having a child. Originally in Mexico, she told him that her Los Angeles doctor didn’t think it possible that she would ever have children again. She decided to adopt one.


  When she’dvisited the orphanage in Mexico City, she had been introduced to what she called “a beautiful ten-year-old with olive skin, jet-black hair, and perfect manners.” She wanted Bolaños to arrange for him to be adopted by her, saying that “a kid should have a mama and a papa.” Even at that stage, she suggested that she and Bolaños might get married so that her boy would have a father. “She got carried away with the idea of adoption, but never went through with it,” Bolaños said.


  A year after Marilyn’s death, a reporter in Mexico, Glenn Thomas Carter, tracked down the boy she had wanted to adopt. They boy told Carter, “I was sad for many months waiting for the beautiful blonde señorita to return and take me away to her golden mansion in Hollywood, where I would be very, very rich. Week after week I waited, but she never came back for me.”


  With Bolaños back within her orbit in California, she decided that she could get pregnant after all, having visited a different doctor.


  “At least then I got a reprieve and could screw her once again,” Bolaños said. “We had unprotected sex. She wanted a baby from her own womb, and I was the guy to give it to her.”


  Mostly, she complained to him about her upcoming movie. “She was under great pressure from Spyros Skouras, who had told her that ‘the fate of Fox rests on your bosom.’”


  “I’m supposed to make millions for Fox to make up for all the millions Elizabeth Taylor is losing for them during the filming of Cleopatra,” Marilyn told Bolaños.


  On an afternoon when Marilyn was feeling better, she often asked Bolaños to accompany her to a nearby playground. “She would sit there for two or three hours, saying nothing but watching the kids run and play. I felt sorry for her. She really wanted to have a kid.”


  Sometimes, she was feeling really sick, and she wouldn’t allow Bolaños into her bedroom. On one such night, Tom Tryon, who had the second male lead in Something’s Got to Give, came by the house to call on her and see how she was.


  She couldn’t see him, but Tryon was struck by how handsome and mascu-line Bolaños was. He was very attracted to him, and invited him to a cozy restaurant in Hollywood frequented by gays. Tryon rightly assumed that Bo-laños might be bisexual, and later took him home that night. He stayed until 4am, when Tryon drove him back to Brentwood.


  It was the beginning of an off-the-record affair that Marilyn, so distracted by her own problems, may never have found out about.


  Years later, in his home in Key West, Tryon, who had become a best-seling novelist, told the author of this biography that Bolaños was “some little hustler. Here he was screwing around with me behind Marilyn’s back and betraying me at the same time. I learned from Cukor that when Something’s Got to Give was delayed, he lobbied to get my role in the film. That guy could get a hard-on for anybody, male or female, if he thought they’d give him a break in films.”


  “I must say, though, Marilyn was one lucky girl. That Mexicano could really deliver. He was hot stuff in bed, and he knew how good he was, too. He could make love to you all night and sel you down the river the very next day.”


  ***


  Filming on Something’s Got to Give was set to begin on April 23, 1962, less than five months before her death, but Marilyn was still suffering from a virus. As a harbinger of the many absences to come, she had to miss the first day of filming.


  On April 30, her limousine passed through the gates of Fox. She faced a studio going bankrupt. Having part of its property sold off for condos and office towers, Fox was not the same studio she’d first encountered in 1946 when it was more successful than any other studio, including Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer and Paramount. At that time, its land stretched across some three hundred acres. Now much of that land was being turned into Century City.
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  As Marilyn came out onto the sound stages, she could hear the bul dozers moving closer and closer. Construction crews were breaking ground, destroying old movie sets where so many great pictures had been made, movies starring her favorite stars such as Tyrone Power and Betty Grable. Lana Turner’s town square in Peyton Place was giving way to the Century Plaza Hotel. George Cukor told her, “We’re the only game in town, the only movie being made at Fox right now.”


  After only ninety minutes on the set, Marilyn grew dizzy and had to be escorted back to her dressing room, where the Fox doctor, Lee Siegel, examined her. He ordered her confined to bed until May 11, and even then, he wouldn’t confirm if she’d be well enough to face the cameras.


  At home on May 1, Marilyn received disturbing news about her former acting coach, Natasha Lytess. The magazine, France-Dimanche, had paid her $10,000 for her memories of Marilyn, including an account of their lesbian affair. Marilyn was horrified, fearing that if the article were published, her fan base would turn against her.


  She asked her publicists, the Arthur P. Jacobs Agency, to intercede and offer to buy the article. The magazine refused, telling Jacobs that it stood to make at least $200,000 in sales if the article ran. But eventually, for legal and other reasons, France-Dimanche eventually opted not to publish Lytess’s damaging memoirs.


  On the morning of May 5, Marilyn woke up with chills, her sheets drenched with perspiration. Bolaños called Dr. Siegel, who came to her house and examined her. He ordered her to continue her bed rest, and he sedated her.


  Under extreme pressure from Fox, Marilyn, on May 7, staggered nude from her bed, aided by Bolaños. He helped her get dressed, although warning her it was against doctor’s orders.


  In her limousine, she arrived at Fox filled with Nembutal, chloral hydrate, and phenobarbital, along with massive doses of antibiotics and painkillers.


  “At last I’m going to have children,” she told Whitey Snyder, her makeup man. “At least on the screen.” She was referring to an upcoming scene where she is reunited with her son and daughter after an absence of several years. “Of course, there was…” Her voice drifted off, perhaps in memory of the child she had to abandon when she was a teenager.


  One Fox producer (name unknown) came by to watch Marilyn film a scene with two young actors, Alexandra Heilweil and Chris Morley, who played her children in the movie. Before filming, she hugged them. Years later, the young actors would have high praise for her. The Fox producer told Tryon, “I can’t figure out why anyone would cast Monroe as the mother of anybody. Everybody on the lot knows she’s the biggest slut in Hollywood. Did you know I heard she gave fifty blow-jobs to get that small part in All About Eve?”


  Before the day ended, she suffered a relapse, and Dr. Siegel had to confine her to bed again.


  One scene was going to depict Marilyn and Tryon on a beach, as part of the time the characters they played were stranded for five years, alone, on the same deserted island. Cukor spent a lot of time planning that scene. He wanted to show as much flesh as he could get away with, and he spent more time select-ing a Lycra bikini for Tryon than he did for Marilyn.


  Tryon later recalled, “I was given a bikini so brief that it fitted into a small handkerchief box. When it became wet, you could see my cock and balls. Cukor insisted on shooting test footage of me in that bikini.”


  “At one point, he suggested that I go to my dressing room so he could rearrange me better,” Tryon said. “With all that manipulation of my dick, I got hard, and he took advantage. There wasn’t even a casting couch. He got down on his knees.”


  Eventually, because of budget cuts, Cukor was ordered not to shoot the scene.


  Marilyn managed to make it to work on May 14, 15, and 16, but Cukor thought she was drugged. At times, she was incoherent.


  When she did show up for work, she brought her entourage, including choreographer Jack Cole and acting coach Paula Strasberg. A reporter visiting the set claimed, “She was Trilby pawed over by a contingent of Svengalis.”


  Cukor, meanwhile, denounced Paula’s Method Acting techniques as “pretentious maundering.”


  Detested by Cukor, and barely tolerated by Bolaños, Paula Strasberg made matters even worse for Cukor’s production schedule. “The cunt is more of a li-ability than an asset,” he told executives at Fox.


  When Cukor showed Marilyn the first rushes of scenes with Cyd Charisse, she exploded and threatened to walk off the picture. She falsely accused Charisse of padding her bra. She also claimed that Charisse was lightening her hair to make it blonde, so she could compete with Marilyn. “It’s her natural hair,” Cukor said to an unreasonable Marilyn.


  “My accusation against her still stands,” Marilyn raged. “She obviously wants to be blonde in her heart. You’ve got to stop her from portraying the role as a blonde, regardless of the color of her hair.”


  What she didn’t say and what was ironically obvious to Cukor, was that Charisse, although older by five years, photographed so much younger than Marilyn. Charisse was born in 1921, Marilyn in 1926.


  Author Patrick McGilligan, in his biography, A Double Life, of George Cukor, compared Marilyn’s filming of Something’s Got to Give to Judy Garland’s erratic behavior during the shooting of A Star is Born. “If Monroe came to the studio at all, she came in late and went home early. To keep the production on schedule, Cukor filmed cutaways and contrived to shoot scenes around her character.”


  Marilyn had liked Nunnally Johnson’s original script, and he’d worked with her before, enjoying bedtime with her. But during the making of Something’s Got to Give, he turned on her. “Marilyn made me lose sympathy for actresses. In most of her takes, she was fluffing her lines or freezing. I don’t think she could act her way out of a paper bag. She had no charm, delicacy, or taste. She’s just an arrogant little tail switcher who’s learned to throw sex in our face.”


  Cukor complained to Johnson that, “Sometimes I’d shoot a perfectly good scene between Marilyn and Dean Martin, but then Paula Strasberg objects to it, accusing me of ‘favoring Martin.’”


  Starlet Terry Moore had remained Marilyn’s friend and commented on her condition. “The pressure from Fox became almost too much for Marilyn. She was afraid to face the camera and would remain in her dressing room staring at her face in the mirror for hours at a time. When she was forced to become this character she’d created, this Marilyn Monroe, her insecurities came out. She just couldn’t pull herself away from the mirror. It wasn’t narcissistic, really, but she never thought she looked good enough to bephotographed. She was overcome with a deep-rooted terror that defied all psychiatric help.”


  Growing increasingly exasperated, Cukortold his crew, “Marilyn Monroe makes Lucre-tia Borgia look like a pussycat.”


  ***


  On May 17, at around 11:30am, Peter Lawford, in a blue helicopter lent to him by Howard Hughes, landed on the helipad at the greatly diminished Los Angeles premises of 20th Century Fox. He quickly disembarked, leaving publicist Pat Newcomb aboard.


  He walked hurriedly to Marilyn’s bunga-low, where she was ready and waiting. After checking her makeup one final time, she boarded the helicopter with him for its short flight to the Los Angeles International Airport.
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  As one writer would later put it, “A Space Age chariot had arrived to take the Lady of Shalot to Camelot.”


  As Cukor told executives at Fox, “A Blue Bird descended from the sky and snatched our star away.”


  At the airport, with Lawford and Newcomb, Marilyn boarded an airliner bound for New York and an event at Madison Square Garden that was to become the most enduring event of her legend.


  ***


  Set led into a first-class seat on a cross-country clipper, Marilyn sat with Lawford. She told him, “The world’s sexiest movie star is going to New York to sing ‘Happy Birthday’ to the world’s sexiest politician.”


  During the flight, she knew she was openly defying the “suits” at Fox who had already threatened to fire her for holding up production when she was already way behind schedule.


  Nevertheless, she flew East for a fund-raising gala to celebrate the birthday of JFK, even though it wasn’t his actual birthday.


  Before embarking for New York, she’d talked to Bobby Kennedy, who told her that he would use his influence with Fox to rescind the threatening letters she’d received from the head of the studio. She trusted Bobby completely, confident that he would take care of the dispute for her.
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  Arriving at New York’s Idlewild airport, herface concealed by large black sunglasses, she descended, sheathed in a platinum-colored mink coat, from the plane onto the tarmac, her high heels click-ing against the steps of the ramp. A mob of photographers and reporters awaited her stunning appearance.


  Back in Hollywood, eighteen seamstresses worked frantically to complete a $12,000 gown she had hired Jean Louis to design. Studio maid Hazel Washington was to hand carry the gown—soon to become the most famous garment in America—on asubsequent flight to New York scheduled for that upcoming Saturday morning.


  Marilyn’s instruction to Jean Louis had been“to design a gown that only Marilyn Monroe would Cyd Charissewear.” At that time, he did not know the occasion for such a garment, which he came to call “the nude dress,” relieved only by beads and sequins. He imported a fabric from Paris called “silk soufflé,” made on miniature looms with threads fifty times more delicate than ordinary thread.


  “I literally sculpted the dress onto her nude body,” Louis said. At the final fitting, the seamstresses applauded. Marilyn turned to them, “Not bad for a thirty-six-year-old broad.”


  Before leaving for New York, Marilyn told Louis, “With this gown, I will officially declare war on Jackie Kennedy.”


  Jackie had learned of Marilyn’s scheduled involvement at the event, and she’d stormed into the Oval Office to confront her husband. “Either you get rid of me or you get rid of Monroe.”


  The President chose Marilyn over the First Lady, and consequently, in lieu of attending the event, she opted to take her children, John Jr., and Caroline, to Virginia to go horseback riding.


  Richard Adler, the New York director, composer, and producer of several Broadway shows, was the chairman of the President’s gala. When he’d met with Monroe, she promised him that she’d sing the “Happy Birthday” song in a straight way, and that she’d wear a beautiful high-neck black dress designed by Norman Norrell.


  Knowing nothing of the actual dress she’d wear, Adler found himself under increasing pressure from the bigwigs of the Democratic Party, including its chairman, to cancel Marilyn’s appearance. He went so far as to negotiate with Shirley MacLaine to replace Marilyn. Even Adler’s old friend, Jack Benny, called him a schmuck for booking Marilyn in the first place.


  With a sense of desperation, Adler called JFK at his suite at the Hotel Carlyle in New York City. JFK assured him not toworry—“the people will love her.”


  Adler finally gave in, although later tellingBenny, “I think we’re heading for a national scandal and a national disaster. After keeping Kennedy’s affair with Monroe out of the press all this time, we’re now going to televise it to the nation.”


  Robert Mitchum, who had been Marilyn’slover and who had co-starred with her in River of o Return, revealed a tantalizing detail of her New York trip.


  “I was in New York the night she sang at Kennedy’s birthday party. Wearing that dress, she came up to my hotel room and told me that she wasn’t going to appear. I convinced her that she must go and took her down to the lobby into a swarm of Secret Service agents, who had been assigned to her. She called the day after the event and sounded urgent. She pleaded with me to see her. For some shallow and selfish reason, I regarded her concern as trifling and begged off. I never saw her again.”
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  By limousine, Marilyn arrived at Madison Square Garden after her brief visit with Mitchum. She could not go down the stairs to backstage because her gown was too tight. Two Secret Service agents virtually had to carry her down the steps.


  For the finale, Adler signaled to Lawford that Marilyn was ready to go on. “This lovely lady is not only pulchritudinous but punctual,” Lawford told the audience. “Mr. President…Marilyn Monroe.” He gestured to the wing, but the spotlight focused on an empty area of the stage.


  Other entertainment followed before Lawford appeared again. “A woman of whom it may truly be said—she needs no introduction.” All heads turned to Marilyn’s stage entrance as a drum beat rolled. No Marilyn.


  More acts followed before Lawford once again stood before the microphone.


  “Mr. President, because in the history of show business there has been no one female who has meant so much, who has done more, who…”


  At that moment the crowd sees Marilyn and roars, as she steps into the spotlight. She walks toward the podium, taking tiny, mincing steps. She releases her ermine from her shoulders, handing it to Lawford. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “the late Marilyn Monroe.”


  She flicks her microphone. With her right hand, she gently touches her breast and begins to sing:


  Happy…birthday…to you.

  Happy birthday to you.

  Happy birthday, Mr. Pres…i…dent.

  Happy birthday to you.


  After thunderous applause, she sings to the tune of “Thanks for the Memory.”


  Thanks, Mr. President,

  For all the things you’ve done.

  The battles that you’ve won.

  The way you deal with U.S. Steel,

  And our problems by the ton.

  We thank you…so much.


  With a cigar in his mouth, the President stared at her on stage with an utter fascination. “What an ass! What an ass!” That was his comment to writer Gene Schoor, who sat in the presidential box with him, but who wouldn’t have dared to print that comment.


  It took several waiters to haul in a five-foot birthday cake.


  When JFK came onto the stage, he joked with his adoring fans. “Now I can retire from politics after having ‘Happy Birthday’ sung to me in such a sweet, wholesome way.”


  After her appearance before the entire world, Marilyn greeted Bobby and the President, who thanked her. Bobby agreed to meet her later at a party. Retreating to her dressing room, she had to be cut out of her designer dress. After a bath, she headed by limousine to a party given by Arthur Krim, the theater magnate and president of United Artists.


  Statesman/politico Adlai Stevenson was at Krim’s party. He later claimed,“I never got to dance with Miss Monroe. Bobby Kennedy put up strong defenses around her. He was dodging around her like a moth around the flame.”


  In her morning column, Dorothy Kilgal en reported that the Attorney General danced with Marilyn five times. What she didn’t report was that Ethel Kennedy, in a far corner of the room, stood glaring at the couple with a fury about to spill over.


  Before dawn, Marilyn was slipped into the president’s suite at the Carlyle. She’d later tell Lawford, “I had sex in one bedroom with Jack. Then when Bobby arrived, I had sex with him in the other bedroom.”


  JFK was seen leaving the Carlyle at around 6am. As far as it is known, this was the last time he saw the blonde goddess. Bobby was seen leaving after that.


  After the gala, reporter Robert Grazen wrote: “Marilyn is the sexy vixen, greedy for other women’s husbands and notorious fame. Jackie remains the princess, elegant, decorous, and a true lady. Marilyn is back street trash, Jackie is royalty. One of the most tasteful things she ever did was to stay away from that outrageous birthday sung to her husband, who should not have all owed it.”


  That day, Rose Kennedy was besieged with calls about her two errant sons. She phoned each of them personally, urging them to “drop Marilyn Monroe and spare your family more disgrace.”


  The story of the Monroe/JFK affair was about to break. Aware of this, the President sent William Haddad, a former reporter with the New York Post who was working at the time for the Peace Corps, to the top editors at Time and Newsweek, cautioning them not to print any news of an all eged affair between Marilyn and the President.


  JFK would later tell his friend, Senator George Smathers, “My affair with Marilyn has become too public. I can’t see her anymore. Jackie’s raising the roof, and the shit is about to hit the fan. Bedding an aging sex symbol isn’t worth it anymore.”


  When she returned to Hollywood, Marilyn repeatedly called JFK on his private line and later through the White House switchboard. But he wasn’t taking her calls.


  “I remember when she told me she’d been cut off,” Jeanne Carmen recalled. “She was enraged and wanted vengeance. She was so bitter she mocked the President, claiming he made love like a thirteen-year-old boy. At this point, Bobby hadn’t cut her off. That was to come.”


  Lawford later claimed that “Marilyn couldn’t get it through her head that the party was over. I kept telling her that she didn’t know Bobby and Jack like I did. When each of them was through with a woman, she was toast. She really knew that, but somehow couldn’t bring herself to admit it. She constantly wrote letters to Jack at the White House and kept calling him, but it was no use. I warned Jack she was trouble, and Bobby, who always said he could handle any situation, told me that he knew how to keep the lid on Marilyn. Bobby was a smart man, but even he could say the dumbest things. No one ever born knew how to keep the lid on Marilyn Monroe.”


  ***


  After her return to Los Angeles from New York, Marilyn told Hollywood reporters—most of whom believed she’d been drunk at Madison Square Garden, that, “I liked it. I like celebrating birthdays, even my own. I enjoy knowing I’m alive. You can underline alive, guys. But I lost my good luck charm, apawn from a chess game.”
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  Most reporters noted that she appeared extremely fatigued. So did the cameramen when she finally showed upfor work at Fox. They had to use filters tohide the exhaustion reflected on her face.


  She also told the press that, “I con-sidered it an honor to appear before the President of the United States.”


  The hip reporters joked about thatline. Ralph Rennie quipped: “Did Mari-lyn say ‘before’ the President or ‘under’him?”


  Ten days after singing to JFK in Madison“Happy Birthday, Mr. President”Square Garden, Marilyn sent him an ex-354pensive Rolex watch, along with a love poem, to the White House.


  Inscribed on the watch were the words: “Jack, with love as always, Marilyn. May 29, 1962.” Her handwritten poem, transcribed below, was entitled, “A Heartfelt Plea on Your Birthday.”


  Let lovers breathe their sighs

  And roses bloom and music sound

  Let passion born on lips and eyes

  And pleasure’s merry world go around

  Let golden sunshine flood the sky

  AND LET ME LOVE, OR LET ME DIE!


  Interpreting the poem and the watch as incriminating, JFK turned to his chief aide, Kenneth O’Donnell, who was with him in the Oval Office at the time. “Get rid of it! Now!” he ordered his aide.


  O’Donnell, however, could not stand the idea of destroying such a “valuable piece of American history” and consequently, he opted to keep it, preserving it among his personal heirlooms.


  Four decades later, O’Donnel’s family sold the watch at Connecticut’s Alexander Autographs Auction House to an unnamed col ector for $120,000.


  ***


  In Los Angeles, on the set of Something’s Got to Give, George Cukor waited impatiently for Marilyn to show up. He finally received a call from Dr. Hyman Engelberg, her physician. He informed Cukor that he had diagnosed Marilyn’s condition as “chronic sinusitis,” which often required four weeks of heavy antibiotic treatment.


  Cukor did not believe his star was really sick. In frustration, he claimed that “she was malingering.”


  He sent the studio doctor, Lee Siegel, who had been treating her since 1951, to examine her. When he took her temperature, the thermometer read 101 degrees. In a report to Cukor and Fox, Siegel claimed that her respiratory tract was “badly occluded,” and that she also had a serious throat infection. He report also stated, “It will take weeks to cure an infection like this.”


  “I’m at the mercy of god damn doctors,” Cukor lamented.


  A completely revised script was sent to her Brentwood home, the rewritten version the work of Walter Bernstein, a blacklisted writer who had been recalled from exile in London.


  That night, she and Bolaños read the script together, with him feeding her the Dean Martin or Tom Tryon lines. She called Bernstein and expressed her outrage.


  Bernstein later said, “Monroe had plenty of script changes of her own. Her demands became increasingly intuitive, contrary, inscrutable—change this, change that, first approving, then disapproving. Such ambivalence.”


  Back on the Fox lot on May 21, 1962, less than two and a half months before her death, Marilyn learned that it was now Dean Martin’s turn to come down with the flu. Ever the trouper, he showed up for work, although admitting that he was running a temperature of 100 degrees. She refused to work with him, fearing that he might infect her again after her recent recovery from her own virus.


  Both Marilyn and Martin showed up for work on May 25, but the very next day she phoned Fox that she was il again with another virus and would not be able to face the cameras.


  On May 28, Cukor had scheduled a scene with his four leading stars, including Marilyn, Cyd Charisse, Dean Martin, and Tom Tryon. “I knew something was wrong after the first three minutes,” Tryon said. “All her moves were very tenuous, like she was coming unglued on camera. She couldn’t utter her lines. At one point she started calling out ‘FRANK! FRANK!’ We knew she meant Sinatra, who was on a world tour.”


  “She broke from the set and ran toward her dressing room. I learned later from Cukor that she’d taken lipstick and written FRA K, HELP ME! HELPME! on the mirror. I felt sorry for her.”


  At his home in Key West, years later, Tryon privately confided to his lover, the porno star, Cal Culver, and the author of this book, “I felt a bit guilty where Marilyn was concerned. She was sick so many days, I took advantage. Instead of fucking her, Bolaños was fucking me. but I, too had to sing for my supper, on more than one occasion. I had to let Cukor do me. I found him repulsive, so I closed my eyes and thought of Bolaños.”


  Even though the movie was never released, the scene of Marilyn swimming nude in a swimming pool was flashed around the world. Cukor said that Marilyn was in the water for four hours. At first, a body stocking was provided for her, but it didn’t look quite right. On her own initiative, Marilyn took it off, as photographers Billy Woodfield and Larry Schiller snapped photographs with a certain hysteria.


  Their pictures of her nude swim appeared on the covers of seventy magazines in thirty-two countries, earning a total of $150,000, far more than the $100,000 Marilyn was paid for making the film.


  In Cukor’s words, Monroe “was stark jaybird naked. Those images became the most reproduced of any motion picture images ever made. This was the first time a major movie star had appeared nude in a film.”


  Paula Strasberg later said, “Those pictures were Marilyn’s way of showing the world that at the age of thirty-six she was not washed up like so many Hollywood beauties who reached the dawn of middle age. She still had a great body, and didn’t mind showing it off.”


  At one point, Peter Levathes, the Fox Studio head, and Henry Weinstein viewed the footage shot of Marilyn up to that point, about forty minutes of film. Levathes was horrified, telling his producer that there was little footage that could be used. “She’s vacant, completely disconnected from the other characters, as if living in a world of her own,” Levathes said.


  Actor Wally Cox worked with Marilyn in some of her last scenes, and he befriended her. Both of them had been lovers of Marlon Brando. Cox was one of Brando’s lifelong friends, and the two men had shared a bed when they were roommates.


  Cox later said, “Marilyn was never better than in her final scenes—great acting, great beauty, and perfect timing, and she knew her lines.” His defense of her was in contrast to others in the cast and it especially contrasted with the director’s dim view of her.


  Marilyn’s birthday on June 1, 1962, would mark her final appearance in a motion picture scene. Each member of the cast and crew contributed five dollars to a party, with Martin funding the cost of the champagne. The Fox com-missary sent over a large urn of coffee, for which it would later bill Marilyn’s estate.


  With money gathered from the cast and crew, Evelyn Moriarity, Marilyn’s stand-in, purchased food and a large birthday cake. But Cukor told her she couldn’t bring out the cake until six o’clock when the shooting for the day came to an end. He wanted a full day’s work from everybody before any celebration took place.


  Marilyn told those gathered around her, “I am thirty-six years old, and I don’t mind the age. I like the view from here. The future is here for me, and I have to make the most of it—as every woman must.”


  She could not show up for work on June 4, 5, and 6. Fox sent studio doctor, Lee Siegel, to her Brentwood home, where he confirmed that she was “dangerously ill, running a temperature of 102.” He also reported that “she also seems in desperate need of her psychiatrist, Dr. Greenson.”


  Since May, he had been vacationing in Europe, leaving her adrift during what would become the most crucial weeks of her life. At the urging of producer Weinstein, Greenson rushed back from Europe and arrived in Los Angeles on June 6, where he met at once with Marilyn, who was sick in her bed.


  After her birthday party, even though she wasn’t feeling well, Marilyn made the final public appearance of her career. She appeared in Los Angeles at Dodgers’ Field, where she tossed out the opening ball, revealing that she was no female Joe DiMaggio. Weeks earlier, she had agreed to appear at a charity event for the Muscular Dystrophy Association. The night was chilly and she wasn’t adequately dressed. Before midnight, she came down with the flu, and had to notify Fox that she was unable to report to work.


  In an emergency meeting on June 5, Cukor told Fox executives that Something’s Got to Give was already sixteen days behind schedule and already a million dollars over budget.


  Fox executives became convinced that Marilyn would not be able to complete the picture. They were already in negotiations with Lee Remick and Shirley MacLaine as potential replacements. MacLaine had previously replaced Marilyn in two other movies which she had turned down, including Can-Can and Some Came Running.


  Two other blondes, but of very different sorts—Doris Day and Kim Novak—were also considered as replacements for Marilyn.


  News of this turmoil at Fox was leaked to the press. Writing in The Los Angeles Herald-Examiner, Harrison Carroll, movie columnist, reported the story under the banner headline: STUDIO IN CRISIS OVER MARILYNMONROE.


  Dr. Greenson’s arrival was too late. On June 8, Fox lawyers notified Marilyn that she was not only off the picture, but her contract had been terminated and legal action was proceeding against her.


  During thirty-five days of shooting, Marilyn had arrived at the studio only twelve times, and during some of those appearances, she was unable to work.


  Levathes called a press conference, enduring his fifteen minutes of fame as the man who dared fire Marilyn Monroe. “We can’t afford to risk millions on unreliable stars,” he told reporters. “This was behind my decision this week to sue Miss Monroe and her corporation for half a million dollars. We may have to increase that figure to a million.”


  Fox finally settled on Remick, who was officially offered the role. No selection in Hollywood could have infuriated Marilyn more. Ironically, and perhaps unknown to Fox executives at the time, Remick and Marilyn were locked into a dead heat contest for the role of Bobby Kennedy’s Hollywood movie star mistress.


  Marilyn told her masseur, Ralph Roberts, “That bitch, Remick, now wants to replace me on the screen, having failed to replace me in Bobby’s affections.”


  Dean Martin and his lawyers had written a clause into his original contract stating that he had the right to exert approval over the female star who would appear opposite him in Something’s Got to Give. That meant that if Marilyn were dismissed, he could not be forced to appear in any subsequent version of the film with another actress.


  He told his cronies, “Marilyn gave me too many good fucks in the past to double-cross her now. I’m walking. No Marilyn, no picture. Besides, what moron would believe that I would leave a woman like Cyd Charisse for Lee Remick. Come on, fellows…”


  When production shut down, Cukor called gossip maven Hedda Hopper, telling her that “Marilyn had finally gone ‘round the bend. We have shot for seven weeks, and we have five days of work. And the sad thing is that the five days’ work are no good. She couldn’t remember her lines. It was as if she were underwater. She’s intelligent enough to know she’s no good. And there’s a certain ruthlessness, too. I think it’s the end of her career—and you can print that.”


  In desperation, Marilyn sent out an S.O.S. to Bobby Kennedy. Although he wanted to distance himself from her at this point, he came to her rescue and intervened to get her reinstated at Fox with a far more lucrative contract. Fox had already filed lawsuits with Judge Samuel Rosenman, and Bobby spoke to the judge personally, and he also called the directors at Fox, who did not want to incur the il will of the Attorney General of the United States.


  Spyros P. Skouras was on the way out the door at Fox. He still remembered his affair with Marilyn in the early 1950s, and still called her “the greatest whore in the world.” But he admitted that he had taken part in negotiations for a second picture with Marilyn after she completed Something’s Got to Give during the winter of 1962. “The second deal upped her salary to $750,000. That wasn’t quite up there with the million dollars we’d given Elizabeth Taylor for Cleopatra. But it was a hell of a lot better than making $1,200 bucks a week working with Jane Russel on Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Of course, no one at Fox knew what that second picture would be.”


  Cukor later revealed to this author that in the midst of the filming of Cleopatra, when Elizabeth Taylor became sick, he was summoned to a meeting of the top brass at Fox. “I was shocked at what they were talking about. They actually discussed seriously that Marilyn take over the role of Cleopatra from Elizabeth. Their plan was to delay Something’s Got to Give until Cleopatra was wrapped. I couldn’t believe my ears. Substitute an unreliable Elizabeth for an even more unreliable Marilyn? Their argument was that Marilyn was costing them only $100,000, whereas Elizabeth had wrangled a guaranteed fee of a million dollars.


  “Of course, Elizabeth was costing them millions and millions in production costs,” Cukor said. “Fortunately, the idea of Marilyn as Cleopatra died the death of a plucked spring wildflower.”


  When Elizabeth heard the news of the possible change in casting for Cleopatra, she went into a tirade, breaking vases around her Roman villa. “Monroe can play a ditzy blonde. She’d be laughed off the screen as the Queen of the Nile.”


  Elizabeth became particularly incensed when columnist Max Lerner wrote, “Elizabeth Taylor is a legend, Marilyn Monroe a myth.”


  The next day, an angry Elizabeth called Lerner. “You have some fucking nerve saying that Marilyn is a myth, and that I’m just a lousy legend. I’m much more beautiful than Monroe ever was, and I’m certainly a better actress. Just ask my Oscar. What the hell do I have to do to become a myth, die young, like James Dean?”


  Unknown to her fans, Marilyn had once lobbied for the role of Cleopatra in early 1959, even calling Spyros Skouras and pleading with him. The studio’s parent company, William Fox Films, had made Cleopatra once before in 1917 starring the vamp, Theda Bara.


  Skouras dismissed Marilyn’s pleading. “It’s just a low-budget stinker. We’re using old costumes and sets from the silent screen. We’re going to use a starlet, Joan Collins. It’ll just be a cheap B-picture. The film, including salaries, is going to be shot for $100,000.”


  Marilyn had long wanted to do a historical drama, having fought to star in The Egyptian in 1954 opposite Marlon Brando, who eventually turned down the role.


  Marilyn’s new contract specifically stated that Paula Strasberg was not to be all owed on the set. Perhaps tiring of the Strasbergs at this point, Marilyn dismissed her acting coach, paying her final salary and giving her a one-way ticket back to New York.


  In 1990, the footage for Something’s Got to Give was discovered in a Fox vault and was viewed by author Fred Lawrence Guiles for his book Legend: The Life and Death of Marilyn Monroe. “The most striking thing about the scenes is the antique and puerile quality of the comedy. Nunnally Johnson’s script as rewritten by Walter Bernstein has none of the brisk humor of How to Marry a Millionaire. Cyd Charisse is arch beyond belief. Dean Martin reads every line with tongue in cheek; Steve All en as Charisse’s analyst is given banal dialogue he could have improvised better on the spot. Cukor had no rapport whatsoever with Marilyn. Al the actors seemed more badgered than directed. Cukor must have gone into the project hating it from the beginning. In sum, the film could only have done harm to the careers of all concerned by its completion.”
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  Cukor’s biographer, Patrick McGilligan, wrote that after Marilyn’s death, the director had “a brief, itching desire to do a behind-the scenes film about her and the abortive filming of Something’s Got to Give. It would be the ultimate Hollywood inside story, with the cold-blooded studio machine and the insanity of the omnipotent star. It would be a tragedy, of course, but it ought to be scathingly funny besides. Cukor himself would be a character. There was even a (working) title: It’s What’s on the Screen That Counts. The idea was too close to him, however, and it never went beyond the speculative stage.”


  Something’s Got to Give would eventually be made, but in a far more lack-luster and toned-down version. Entitled Move Over, Darling it starred Doris Day—“no nude swimming scenes”—and James Garner, and it was released in 1963.


  It was an amusing remake but didn’t carry the sexual punch that Marilyn’s version would have, as was obvious to the studio brass who viewed the Doris Day version.


  Back on the homefront at Brentwood, “Bolaños was becoming a bit of a drag on Marilyn,” Eunice Murray later recalled. “Something Had to Give, and it was the Mexican. She shipped him back to Mexico City, but would soon call for him again.”


  ***


  In June, Marilyn told journalist William J. Weatherby, “Maybe I’ll get married again. The only problem is, he’s married right now. He’s famous, so we meet in secret.” The writer assumed she was talking about Bobby Kennedy.


  Bobby’s secretary, Angie Novello, said about him, “He was such a sympathetic kind of person. He never turned away from anyone who needed help, and he was well aware of Marilyn’s problems. He was a good listener and that, I think, was what she needed more than anything. After the birthday gala, she logged call after call to him in Washington or New York.”


  JFK once said, “If I want something done and done immediately, I rely on the Attorney General. He’s very much the doer in this family.”


  When JFK wanted to “contain” Marilyn and prevent her from calling him any more, he sent RFK to California in June to handle her and cool her down.
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  If anything, Bobby succeeded only in diverting Marilyn’s romantic interest, shifting it from the President to himself. He may—just may—have fallen in love with her, however briefly.


  Bobby, according to Jeanne Carmen, was sexually involved with Marilyn every time he came to the West Coast.


  “She wanted to be part of his world,” Carmen claimed. “She thought Bobby might be her passport to becoming a great lady instead of just a dumb blonde broad on screen. I saw her diary. She wrote down things he said, even notes on Jimmy Hoffa, whom Bobby despised. He talked of the need to get rid of Fidel Castro.”


  “In one entry I read, Marilyn wrote down what Bobby had said about J. Edgar Hoover. ‘What a cocksucker! What a bastard! Any day now, I expect him to walk in the door wearing one of Jackie’s discarded Dior dresses. Someday, I’m going to get rid of Hoover, the blackmailer.”


  To his close friends, Bobby would sometimes admit that he had a kinship with Marilyn, though he was born six months before her as the seventh child of one of America’s richest men, and she’d entered the world il egitimate in the charity ward of a Los Angeles hospital.


  Author Fred Lawrence Guiles claimed that “Bobby took a personal interest in Marilyn, which the President did not. This was far more dangerous to her than a strictly sexual attraction might have been.”


  Carmen was the most intimate observer of Marilyn’s affairs with the Kennedy brothers. “To John Kennedy, Marilyn was just another fuck,” Carmen claimed. “I don’t think he really cared about her the way Bobby did, and I don’t think she was in love with the President. He wasn’t good in bed. I can tell you that first hand because I had him, too. He was a two-minute man. I think sex to him was just another conquest. Bobby was different—sweet, cute, and playful. He really cared about Marilyn. He treated her very well, at least in the beginning. In his own way, he was in love with her, a least a little bit.”


  Slatzer, in his book, The Curious Death of Marilyn Monroe, revealed that Marilyn told him that, “Bobby has promised to marry me after he divorces Ethel. What do you think of that?”


  He didn’t think very much of that promise, if it were indeed made. “I knew how ut erly ridiculous it was for her to think that Bobby would jeopardize his political career by divorcing his wife, abandoning their children, facing the threat of excommunication from the Roman Catholic Church, and disgracing the President of the United States and the Kennedy family name as well.”


  Marilyn was heavily influenced by Bobby’s stand on civil rights, as revealed in her final interview for Life magazine with Richard Meryman in July.


  “What I really want to say is that what the world really needs is a feeling of kinship. Everybody: stars, laborers, Negroes, Jews, Arabs. We are all broth-362ers.” Her heartfelt plea for tolerance and equality would more or less match that of Bobby when he ran for President in 1968.


  It can never be determined how many times Bobby saw Marilyn during that fateful summer of 1962. Almost everyone seemingly connected to their affair either lied or distorted the facts.


  In his biography of RFK, author C. David Heymann claimed, “For once, Robert Kennedy failed as his brother’s keeper. Instead of cutting Marilyn off, as Jack Kennedy had asked him to, he drew her even deeper into his family’s orbit. Possibly, this sometimes compassionate man saw this troubled actress as a wounded animal in need of aid. For whatever combination of reasons, the Attorney General fell in love with the film star.”


  Senator George Smathers, long after his retirement in Miami, told this author that “Jack often spoke to me about his affairs. One time, when he was a little drunk and pissed off, he said Bobby often got his sloppy seconds—Marilyn Monroe, Judy Garland, Elizabeth Taylor, and Grace Kelly, for example.


  “With Marilyn, he made a mistake I didn’t,” JFK said. “Bobby’s fallen in love with her. Surely not for long. On most nights, he’s a very rational person.”


  When JFK heard that Bobby had not brought Marilyn under control, but may have become even more involved with her, from all reports, he did not confront Bobby directly. He did ask his friend, Smathers, to talk to her. “Jack asked me what I could do to help by talking to her, and I did. In essence, Jack wanted me to put a bridle on her mouth and keep her from revealing too many secrets. The story of their affair was spreading around the country. But not that many people knew of Bobby’s involvement with her at the time.”


  A Kennedy aide, Charles (Chuck) Spalding, was asked by JFK to fly to Los Angeles to talk with Marilyn, because he’d heard that she was getting out of control with liquor and pills. “When I got there, I found that she was really sick. I called Lawford, and we took her to the hospital to check her out, to see if we could sober her up for good. We didn’t succeed.”


  Vernon Scot, a longtime Hollywood reporter for United Press International, understood the attraction of Marilyn to the Kennedys. “She was gorgeous and she was funny. She had more sex appeal than any woman I ever saw, and I’ve seen lots of them. She was probably every man’s dream of the kind of woman he’d like to spend the rest of his life with on a desert island. She was much smarter than people gave her credit for. She never did or said anything by accident.”


  At the Beverly Hills Hotel, Marilyn told Scot that she had to date famous men like the Kennedy brothers. “They’re rich and famous themselves, and not awed by Marilyn Monroe. I often meet some nice guy and we go to bed. Then he can’t get it up. He eyes glaze over when he realizes, ‘I’m going to fuck Marilyn Monroe.’ His hard-on becomes a soft-on.”


  Then she asserted, “Men expect too much of me. They all want my image, not myself. I’m a sex symbol to them, not a real person. They expect bells to ring and whistles to blow. I can’t live up to their fantasies.’


  Michael Selsman, who had been one of Marilyn’s publicists, spoke to reporter Seymour M. Hersh, and his revelations later appeared in Hersh’s book, The Dark Side of Camelot.“ Marilyn was a loose cannon who toggled between high-spirited charm and mean-spirited cruelty. Sometimes, she had to put on this costume of Marilyn Monroe. Otherwise, she was this other person. Norma Jeane, who felt abused, put-upon, and unintelligent. As Marilyn Monroe, she had enormous power. As Norma Jeane, she was a drug addict and wasn’t physically clean.”


  Carmen said that RFK was in and out of Los Angeles a lot during 1962, ostensibly promoting the filming of his book, The Enemy Within. She claimed that Marilyn’s affair with him was conducted at more places than her home in Brentwood. He also met her at the apartment she still maintained on Doheny and at Lawford’s house in Santa Monica.


  Carmen recalled that Bobby would drive straight into the garage at Doheny, walk through the apartment building’s courtyard, and enter the ground floor apartment to which he had a key. “It was very secretive,” Carmen said. “Apparently, no one ever saw him or recognized him. Perhaps he disguised himself a bit.”


  “While Marilyn was getting dressed, I once quizzed Bobby about the danger of maintaining a relationship with Marilyn. He’d had a bit to drink that night. He told me, ‘I’m in love. I don’t give a fuck. The whole world can just go to hell!’ That didn’t sound like Bobby at all. He was in a strange mood that night. Marilyn later confided to me that he delivered the most aggressive sex she’d ever received from a Kennedy brother that night.”


  “During his bedroom trysts with Marilyn, Bobby was often talking on the phone with government officials when not fucking her,” Carmen said. “He probably paid no attention to her at those times, he was so intense. But she was listening to what he said and would later make notes.”


  During one of RFK’s sexual trysts with Marilyn, he was caught on camera with her. The circumstances of how that camera was placed in Marilyn’s bedroom, if indeed it were her bedroom, or who put it there, is not known.


  “Mickey Cohen, it is believed, blackmailed Marilyn into agreeing to do it. Of course, Cohen could also have ordered the tape without her permission, as he had done before, with other stars, not just Marilyn.


  He may have suggested that she might want a copy of the sex tape herself in case one night “you have to bring that Kennedy boy into line.”


  Liz Renay, the actress girlfriend of Cohen, said that “Mickey had it all planned. He was convinced that Bobby would become president in 1968 and would be re-elected to a second term in 1972. He told me, ‘I’m set for eight good years, free of government interference in any of my activities.’”


  News of the existence of a Marilyn and RFK sex tape first emerged in a book by William C. Sullivan, assistant director of domestic intelligence for the FBI in the early 1960s.


  Sullivan claimed that J. Edgar Hoover’s favorite sex tape was of Marilyn performing fellatio on Bobby, or at least on a man Hoover claimed was the Attorney General. He showed the tape to Sullivan and several of his most trusted agents. The nude man’s face did not appear, but Marilyn was clearly visible. Sullivan had seen Bobby in a bathing suit, and the chest in the film definitely looked like Bobby’s.


  Sullivan said that it was a silent, three-minute, black-and-white loop. A nude Marilyn appears on her knees giving a blow-job to a man.


  Hoover said that the loop was secretly taken with a hidden camera that had been planted in Monroe’s bedroom in Brentwood.


  It was later reported that Hoover, in January of 1966, showed the film to Clark Clifford, who had been one of JFK’s aides, and who was serving at the time as an advisor to LBJ.


  Clifford said that he later met Jackie Kennedy at a dinner party hosted by Diana Vreeland, the editor of Vogue. “Jackie cornered me and asked me if I knew about the sex tape of Bobby and Marilyn. I denied knowing anything about it. She didn’t really believe me, but didn’t press me, either.”


  “The noose was tightening around Marilyn’s throat that summer, and I dreaded seeing her cling to the Kennedy brothers the way she did,” Robert Slatzer later said. “In most cases with boyfriends, she was the one who walked out the door, shutting it softly behind her. Perhaps to get even with Jack and Bobby, she deliberately took up with Teddy that summer. She got mad at me when I told her, ‘Marilyn, you’re out of your mind.’”


  “Almost to the very end, regardless of how ridiculous it was, Marilyn believed that there was a chance that she would be First Lady one day—not with Jack Kennedy, but with Bobby,” said actress Terry Moore. “I told her how impossible that was, but she wouldn’t listen. She believed what she wanted to believe.”


  ***


  The walk along the beach in Santa Monica was lit by moonlight. Teddy Kennedy strolled along in the darkness, holding Marilyn’s hand. He’d slipped into town as part of an unofficial visit, taking time out from his busy schedule and his run for the Senate seat from Massachusetts that had once been held by President Kennedy.


  Earlier, in a bedroom at the mansion of Peter and Patricia Lawford, he’d made love to her. Marilyn wanted to remember the night with Teddy, so that late the following morning, she could relive it with Jeanne Carmen. As she’d once told Carmen, “What’s the fun in fucking a Kennedy if you can’t tell somebody about it?”


  She claimed that she hadn’t meant to ask the question, but somehow had blurted it out. “How is married life treating you?” she asked, as she was aware of his marriage to Joan Bennet.


  He showed no sense of guilt discussing his married life with a movie star girlfriend. “The day I got married, Jack came over to me and whispered, ‘Teddy, just because you’re getting married doesn’t mean you have to become a monk.’”


  “Jack certainly knows of what he speaks,” she said, barely disguising the sarcasm in her voice. “By the way, I hear there’s a Teddy Jr. in the world.”


  “Yes, my daughter Kara now has a little brother,” he said. “I told Joan I want to match Bobby in the baby factory. He and Ethel are going for an even dozen.”


  “I once saw a movie called Cheaper by the Dozen with Clifton Webb,” she said.


  “Don’tbelieveit,”hesaid. “Imaginewhatit’sgoingtocostput ingtwelve kids through Harvard.”


  “Does Joan want to have all those children?”


  “Not really,” he said. “Her doctor warned her she doesn’t have the consti-tution for it.”


  “Good,” she said, squeezing his hand. “That means you’ll have more time for me.”


  At a secluded spot, he sat down with her on the sands, putting his arm around her. The night was warm, the ocean breezes refreshing. “So you decided to follow your brotherinto politics,” she said.
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  “It wasn’t my idea,” he said. “I didn’t want to run for the Senate. Actually, Joan and I were considering moving to Arizona to escape Dad’s trying to run my life. But he summoned me back. He said, ‘Jack is president and your brother Bobby is Attorney General. You’re going to get your fat ass in gear and run for the Senate. I paid for that god damn seat. It belongs to the Kennedy family.”


  “Once you get there, do you plan to stay there forever?” she asked.


  “No, Dad has other plans for me,” he said. “Jack will run for President again in 1964, Bobby in 1968 and 1972, and me in 1976 and 1980. I’ll be third in line, following in their footsteps.”


  She giggled. “You’re certainly following in their footsteps with me.”


  “I don’t like to think about that,” he said, rising to her feet and extending a hand. “Let’s go back to the house.”


  On the way back, he said, “At least I got to Joan first. But Jack might get her yet. I know he’s at racted to my wife. He calls her ‘The Dish.’That sounds like trouble to me. You can’t trust Jack with your girlfriend, your wife, and especially, your mistress.”


  To reassure him, she said, “When it comes to the boudoir, you are the champion—and I should know.”


  “I suppose so,” he said.


  In bed that night, he was an ardent lover, giving as much pleasure as he received.


  But over the morning newspapers, he was troubled. “The at acks on me are getting really vicious.”


  “That means you’ll win the sympathy vote,” she said.


  “Listen to this,” he said, holding up the paper. “‘Teddy Kennedy is a modest man with much to be modest about.’Another piece of shit here says I’m a featherweight.”


  “Not at all,” she protested. “Last night you were very deep.”


  He smiled at her double entendre.


  She continued. “I know you have to go this morning, but I want you to know that I think you will be president one day. In fact, you’ll be the fourth man who told me he plans to become President of the United States.”


  “I can guess two of those guys. I’m the third. Who’s the fourth?”


  “Ronald Reagan…it was a long time ago.”


  “Bedtime for Bonzo,” he said. “You’ve got to be kidding.”


  In the bedroom after he’d dressed, he gave her a long, lingering kiss. “Until next time.”


  She was sad to see him leave. Over a late luncheon with Carmen in Brentwood, she would relive the experience.


  Carmen wasn’t impressed. “I don’t know why you bother with the Kennedy brothers. They just use a woman and then toss her aside.”


  “Teddy’s exempted from that,” Marilyn said. “He told me he truly loves me and wants to be with me any chance he has. I’m not in love with him, but I find him an adorable Teddy Bear—in fact, that’s what I call him.”


  “You don’t have to love him,” Carmen said. “Wasn’t falling in love with two Kennedy brothers enough?”


  “Teddy is different from Jack and Bobby,” Marilyn said. “I’m finally convinced that Jack will always be married to Ethel unless I persuaded him otherwise, a remote chance. Teddy is different. I don’t think he’s going to be with Joan forever. My best hope to marry a Kennedy is with Teddy.”


  “Well, maybe you will make it to the White House after Jack and Bobby serve all those terms. Just how old will you be as First Lady in 1976?”


  A gorgeous fifty year old.” Marilyn said. “Not the youngest First Lady, but the most fun. Teddy and I will throw White House parties wilder than any Jack Kennedy has ever tossed there in the Presidential swimming pool.”


  ***


  At her home in Brentwood, Marilyn spent three hours making herself ready to greet Bobby for his upcoming arrival in the presidential suite of the Beverly Hilton. She wanted to look her best.


  On the night of June 24, William Travilla, Marilyn’s longtime friend, spotted her dining with Bobby at La Scala in Los Angeles.


  The following night, Bobby was fêted by Patricia and Peter Lawford at their Santa Monica mansion, where they’d invited fifty guests. Ethel Kennedy was not part of the trip to California.


  Jeanne, Dean Martin’s wife, reported that Bobby’s dinner companion at a big barbecue was Marilyn herself. Later, Bobby and Marilyn were seen going upstairs into one of the fourteen bedrooms.


  Before arriving at the party, Marilyn ordered designer Elizabeth Courtney to alter three different dresses before she finally decided on which one to wear. “She told me she wanted to make a spectacular entrance and be the highlight of the party in a thousand-dollar dress,” Courtney said.


  At sunset, a bare-chested Bobby, wearing Levis, not a swimming suit, was seen strolling along the beach with Marilyn, who was wearing a Pucci caftan.


  He and Marilyn dined alone that night on the terrace. He had something important to discuss with her.


  Later, she dissolved into tears. She told Patricia Lawford that Bobby had talked to her about the difficulties he was having maintaining a clandestine relationship with her.


  Peter Dye, a friend of the Lawfords, who lived next door and was a frequent guest, said, “Marilyn had stardust in her eyes. She was crazy about Bobby—that was obvious.”


  When one of the Kennedys was in residence, Lawford could close off an entire wing for their private use.


  In looking back on the relationships, Robert Litman, a UCLA psychiatrist, said “Bobby Kennedy was another of those father figures in Monroe’s life who eventually betrayed her.”


  Theodore Sorenson, a Kennedy aide, said, “Bobby and Jack—Teddy too—are going to do more for sex than Eisenhower did for golf.”


  The day following the barbecue, Marilyn chased out her housekeeper, Eunice Murray, telling her, “Bobby and I want to spend the day running around naked, and we’ll want the place to ourselves.”


  Carmen was at Marilyn’s Brentwood home the next day when Bobby discovered that Marilyn had been keeping a diary and writing down what he’d told her. “Bobby has a real rattlesnake side to him,” Carmen said, “and it showed itself when he found out about that red diary. He was furious. Hewent through the house, shouting and screaming. ‘Get rid of the thing,’ whenhe discovered it in her bedroom. He grabbed the diary and tossed it against one of her white walls. I think he realized how lethal the diary was. He trusted her to get rid of it. Of course, he could have taken it away himself and destroyed it, but in some way he respected her right to her personal property. After all, he was the Attorney General of the United States and knew about the law.”


  “Bobby was growing increasingly worried about the exposure of his affair,” Carmen said.


  On June 25, he gave a speech in Los Angeles about the government’s crack-down on crime. Later, he was seen arriving at the Lawford mansion in a Cadillac convertible. “I was at the party,” Carmen said. “He was dressed casually in charcoal gray slacks and a robin’s egg blue dress shirt—no jacket.”


  [image: Two views of Edward (�Teddy�) Kennedy (top photo) with his first wife, the former Joan Bennett (bottom photo): Marilyn�s �Teddy Bear�]


  
    Two views of Edward (�Teddy�) Kennedy (top photo) with his first wife, the former Joan Bennett (bottom photo): Marilyn�s �Teddy Bear�

  


  “Bobby admitted to me that he loved Marilyn Monroe,” Carmen said. “But he knew he had to end it for many reasons, the main one being that he finally realized his enemies had taped much of their private talk with each other and had probably bugged her home. He had plenty of enemies, including Hoffa, the Mafia, Hoover, you name it. He and Marilyn were playing a dangerous game. Even as early as 1962, Bobby was plotting to become President of the United States after Jack served his final term.”


  Marilyn delayed it as long as she could, but on her final night with Bobby at Brentwood, she told him she had learned that she was pregnant. “You’re the father.”


  His reaction was devastating to her. “How do you know that? Jack could be the father, even Teddy, or one of your many other lovers. Maybe Joe DiMaggio returned to score a home run.” He became furious and urged her to get an abortion, promising that he could arrange that and pay for it.


  She was at Brentwood when she told him the news, and she ran from the room and barricaded herself in her bedroom.


  A car was waiting outside to take him to the airport. After pounding on her door and getting no answer, he headed out of the house for his flight back to Washington.


  When he returned to the capital, Bobby abruptly changed the private telephone numbers he’d given Marilyn, for getting that she had his home number at Hickory Hill. Two days later, when she called him at the Justice Department, she was horrified and very deeply hurt when she realized that he had cut off her phone connection to him.


  Frustrated when the switchboard at the Justice Department would not put her through to Bobby, Marilyn called his home at Hickory Hill, which she’d previously visited with JFK. Ethel picked up the phone. It is not known what they talked about, but there is almost no way that Bobby’s wife and the mother of his large brood hadn’t heard at least some of the gossip streaming through the entire Kennedy clan.


  Time was running for both Bobby and Marilyn. Like that summer wind that Frank Sinatra sang about, their bit ersweet romance came to an end sometime in July. As author Peter Harry Brown put it: “Bobby ended it cruelly, like a rich college boy dumping a girlfriend from the wrong side of the tracks. She had been fun, and she had been exciting. But she was used up. Protected by their wealth, safe behind the walls of their compound at Hyannis Port and Palm Beach, and hidden behind hundreds of functionaries, the Kennedy family quietly locked Monroe out.”


  Carmen claimed that Marilyn suffered Bobby’s rejection with far greater pain than she had the President’s. “Bobby left her with an incredible insecurity which bordered on terror. Pills, liquor, sleepless nights, desperate phone calls that went unanswered. At one point she told me, ‘Maybe I’m a sexless sex goddess.’”


  Slowly, very slowly, she was beginning to see that she was playing a role unfamiliar to her—that of a woman scorned. Of all the Kennedys, only Teddy and Patricia stayed in touch with her.


  Not really certain of all the other electronic surveillance of her, Marilyn had also ordered the tapping of her own phone. It would later be revealed that she’d recorded RFK’s promises to her, and their phone sex, as had many of their enemies.


  Late one night, she placed a call to Lawford. She revealed the evidence she’d accumulated on Bobby, both in her tapes and in her diary.


  That phone call would mark the first of several threats she’d make about organizing a press conference and announcing her affairs with Bobby and the President. She discreetly left out her latest involvement with Teddy. “Fuck both Bobby and Jack,” she told Lawford. “I’ll show them. I’ll tell the world.”


  She would continue to make those threats up until her death, although Lawford repeatedly tried to assuage her.


  “Don’t threaten Bobby Kennedy,” Slatzer warned her. “He’s too powerful. He could have you wiped off the map with just one phone call.”


  “I later thought it over,” he said. “I did not understand her threat because normally, she wasn’t a vindictive person. But she knew such a press conference could destroy the political future of the Kennedys.”


  Before Slatzer left her that night, she told him, “I’m not afraid of them. They’re just overgrown boys.”


  In the wake of a sleepless night, at 4am, she placed a desperate call, this one through the international operator. It was to Jose Bolaños at his apartment in Mexico City.


  She urged him to return at once to Brentwood, but didn’t tell him the reason why. “I want to get married to you, and I don’t want another day to go by until you become Mr. Marilyn Monroe.”


  Like some of her former lovers, he didn’t mind being Mr. Marilyn Monroe, if he could brag that his wife was the most famous woman on earth.


  He promised her, “I’ll be on the next plane.”


  As she’d tell Hazel Washington, her studio maid, “Every baby needs a papa.”


  ***


  Jose Bolaños returned to Marilyn’s home in Brentwood, and, according to Jeanne Carmen, “They spent most of the time in bed. Every time I came over, he was either swimming nude in the pool with Marilyn or sleepily emerging from her bed wearing his jockey shorts.”


  “One afternoon, when he was swimming, Marilyn and I sat in the living room drinking a bottle of champagne,” Carmen said. “She confided in me that she’d told Bolaños that the child was his. But she didn’t want to child to be his. She wanted to have a baby by one of the Kennedys.”


  “Marilyn was prepared to go through the ordeal of pregnancy and give birth to her child,” Carmen said. “Then when she had me over one afternoon, she claimed that she had decided to abort after all. She’d been unsuccessful in reaching Bobby or Jack. Marrying Bolaños and having his kid didn’t seem her top priority any more.”


  Carmen asked if she’d told Bolaños that she’d decided on an abortion.


  “Not yet,” she said. “I fear he’ll explode. I’m telling him tonight.”


  The next afternoon, when Carmen arrived at Brentwood, Bolaños had stormed out of the house. Marilyn had a black eye. “I told him,” she said to Carmen, “He went apeshit.”


  In Mexico years later, Bolaños admitted to striking Marilyn. “I didn’t mean to, but I became a madman when she told me she was going to murder our child. I said all the wrong things, I guess. I told her that I just knew we’d give birth to a beautiful girl, perhaps a little darker than Marilyn’s skin. I said that when our girl grew up, she’d become the sex goddess of Hollywood when Marilyn became too old. I guess that was not smart of me. The idea that she’d be replaced on the screen with her own daughter was too much, I guess. She went into a rage. She was pounding my face, and I struck her. I didn’t mean to.”


  Unknown to Bolaños, Marilyn had decided to make one last-ditch effort to reach Bobby.


  She called Slatzer and told him of her plan, but he warned her that it was completely unrealistic. “It’s too late for all that. The only thing Bobby Kennedy doesn’t need is another kid.”


  “But I’m sure he’s a man of his word,” she protested. “He did tell me that he planned to divorce Ethel and marry me as soon as he got things straightened out.”


  “And he’s a man of his word, right?” Slatzer asked her. “You’ve got to face facts: the fucker won’t even accept your phone calls. It’s over. Get on with your life with Bolaños.’


  “But he’s a nobody, and Bobby is a somebody,” she said.


  “I finally talked some sense into her, and she agreed to check into the hospital for some tests,” Slatzer said. “Of course, at Cedars of Lebanon, abortion was il egal. She’d made an arrangement with a studio director at Fox to go to Tijuana with Bolaños where abortions were legal. But first, those tests.”


  The day before she was signed in, she asked Bolaños to take her to Cold-water Canyon Park where she sat for hours watching children on the playground.


  “I begged her not to have the abortion,” Bolaños said. “I told her our kid would one day be playing with the other kids. She was coming around, not quite sure. I think I was getting to her.”


  At the hospital, Marilyn learned that her pregnancy was progressing, even though other doctors had warned her that she’d never have a child again.


  On July 23, before she checked out, she made a final call to Bobby at the Justice Department. Once again, he refused to take her call.


  “Abortion was legal in my country of Mexico,” Bolaños said. “But Marilyn didn’t want to be worked on by some back street quack in a dark alley in Tijuana. She wanted an American doctor to perform the surgery, and through someone at Fox, she got a studio doctor to go with us across the border. Since he’s still alive, I won’t give his name.”


  “I drove Marilyn and the doctor to Tijuana, where arrangements had been made at a clinic which received Marilyn and the visiting doctor,” Bolaños said.


  Months later, Marilyn’s gynecologist, Dr. Leon (“Red”) Krohn, claimed that Marilyn never had an abortion, although she’d admitted to having had several abortions in her past. She’d also gone through three ill-fated pregnancies, including two miscarriages and an ectopic pregnancy during her marriage to Arthur Miller.


  This testimony contradicted what Dr. Thomas Noguchi, the Los Angeles coroner, later claimed. He said that during Marilyn’s autopsy, he found evidence of “multiple abortions.”


  A very weak and tired Marilyn returned to the Los Angeles area. When Bolaños got her back to Brentwood, he put her to bed right away.


  “I felt we’d committed a terrible sin against God,” Bolaños said. “I feared he’d punish us in some way—and he did.”


  Bolaños, Carmen, and Slatzer aren’t the only people claiming Marilyn had an abortion. Hazel Washington, her studio maid, said that Marilyn told her that she’d gone through the procedure. Publicist Rupert Allan was also told. He said, “If word had got en out that Marilyn had aborted a child by one of the Kennedys, if that had reached the press in those pre-tabloid days, everyone connected with it would have been ruined, including the Kennedys.”


  Arthur James, Marilyn’s wealthy realtor friend whom she had known during her long-ago days of living with the Chaplins, came to visit and found her“looking dreadful—not herself at all.” She told him she’d had an abortion. When Agnes Flanagan came to do her hair, she also confided in her that she’d had an abortion.


  Bolaños revealed that one night Marilyn received a late call from New York. “It was a woman’s voice. I asked who was calling.”


  “This is Mrs. Kennedy,” came the voice over the phone.


  “I was scared half out of my mind, but asked her to hold while I got Marilyn. I told her that Jackie Kennedy was on the phone. At first, she seemed to panic, but she picked up the phone. I didn’t hear what was said. But when Marilyn came into the living room, she said, ‘We’re leaving for New York in the morning on the first flight.’”


  ***


  In the tradition of Southern storytel ers, author Truman Capote was clearly the master. Regret ably, he dined out on more stories than he recorded on paper. There is no doubt that he was privy to many of the secrets of the rich and famous, some of whom he betrayed by writing thinly disguised portraits of them when he published excerpts from his unfinished novel, Answered Prayers.


  One night in Key West in 1969, Capote told an astonishing story that he claimed was going to appear as an entire chapter in his upcoming novel. Listening with eager ears were Tennessee Williams and another author, James Leo Herlihy, Stanley Mills Haggart, and the author of this book.


  All biographers assume that Marilyn and Jackie Kennedy never met, although they occasionally shared the bed of the same man, namely, President Kennedy.


  Jackie had met the handsome young politician in May of 1951, and by the time she’d married him and moved into the White House, she was well aware of her husband’s affairs with other women, including Marilyn. Jackie called it “the curse of being married to a Kennedy man.”


  She always warned her husband not to humiliate her by publicly parading“your whores in front of me.” Watching on television in Virginia, she’d heard Marilyn sing “Happy Birthday” to her husband in the most outrageous fashion. Jackie had wisely skipped the event. “It was like Marilyn was making love to Jack in front of forty million viewers,” Jackie said.


  It is not known how Jackie learned of Marilyn’s threat to call a press conference and announce her affairs with the President and with Bobby. But she did. Through Peter Lawford’s intervention, Jackie was given Marilyn’s private phone number, and she placed a late-night call to her. The two women agreed to meet at a certain date and time at Capote’s apartment in Manhattan. The author had already promised Jackie that he’d host the event.


  With Bolaños seated beside her, Marilyn flew from the West Coast to New York, checking into the Hotel Carlyle, site of her earlier trysts with the President.


  In Key West when he was relaying the details of this secret rendezvous, Capote was deliberately vague about the exact date of the confrontation between Jackie and Marilyn. It had occurred sometime during July of 1962. He did reveal the agreed-upon time of 10pm.


  Capote claimed that Marilyn arrived first, looking “camera ready” in a white satin gown with a white sable, even though it was summer. Jackie, according to Capote, arrived twenty minutes later and wore a plain black and severely tailored business suit.


  Marilyn sat on a sofa opposite Jackie, who preferred Capote’s favorite armchair. “Marilyn oozed charm, but Jackie was distant,” Capote recalled.


  After social pleasantries were exchanged, Jackie asked Capote to excuse himself while they conducted private business. He said that he retreated to his bedroom with a bot le, and before the evening ended, he had a few more drinks. Eventually, he drifted into sleep.


  A loud pounding on his door woke him up around 1:30am. Opening the door, he confronted a hysterical Marilyn, her makeup smeared. She, too, or so it appeared, had been drinking heavily. The First Lady had left the apartment.


  “It’s all over!” Marilyn sobbed to Capote. As best as he could ascertain, Marilyn had agreed to call off the threatened press conference. She also said that Jackie had forgiven her for her affair with her husband, saying that “only a cadaver can resist Jack when he turns on the charm.”


  Jackie’s icy façade “melted” at some point in the night as she begged Marilyn not to publicly humiliate her children in front of the world. She also pleaded with Marilyn not to make John Jr. and Caroline the victims of a divorce. According to Marilyn, Jackie even spoke of how John-John’s face “lights up when his daddy walks into a room.”


  Marilyn, who had only days to live, promised that she would never hold that press conference.


  One of Capote’s biographers, who doesn’t want his name revealed, tried to confirm the details associated with this story before actually printing it. As a means to that end, he hired a private detective. That biographer later refused to answer questions about the date of the alleged meeting between Marilyn and Jackie. But what that author did confirm was that Marilyn, on a summer night not specified, left the Hotel Carlyle around 9:30pm and was ushered into an unidentified limousine, not the hotel’s usual car service. Jackie was also in New York that night to attend a charity event, but she called and cancelled her appearance at the late minute, citing flu symptoms.


  There were no paparazzi to record where the two most famous female icons of the 20th century went on that historic night, which adds veracity to Capote’s account, although the Secret Service had to be aware of Jackie’s whereabouts. The detective, according to the biographer, concluded that “in all possibility” Capote appeared to be telling the truth.


  Back in Key West at the house of Tennessee Williams, the playwright kissed Capote and wished him a good night. When Tennessee shut the door and turned to his other guests, he said, “I think we have to entertain the possibility that Truman is telling the truth. Even if he’s lying to us, it still makes a hell of a yarn.”


  ***


  Frank Sinatra invited Marilyn to the Cal-Neva Lodge shortly before she died. In Hollywood legend, it became known as “The Lost Weekend,” the name taken from the Ray Milland movie about alcoholism for which that star won the Best Actor Oscar in 1945. Sinatra owned a percentage of Cal-Neva, which was billed as “Heaven in the High Sierras.” Straddling the Nevada/California border, its gambling casinos were inside Nevada, its restaurant and hotel accommodations in California. Sinatra was appearing in the resort’s main showroom that weekend, with backup support by entertainers Buddy Greco and Roberta Linn.


  As a stockholder, Sinatra could invite any guest he wanted to the Cal-Neva Lodge, giving that person the best suites. “I felt I had to protect her,” he told friends. He never made it clear if that meant protecting her from her self-destructive tendencies, or protecting her from a person or persons who meant to harm her.


  On July 27, 1962, Sinatra sent his private plane, Christina, to Los Angeles to pick up Marilyn, along with Peter and Pat Lawford, flying them to Lake Tahoe and Cal-Neva. Lawford was invited, although Sinatra, for various reasons, was still “pissed off” at him. Although Pat didn’t really want to go, Lawford persuaded her. “Turning down Frank would be like ignoring an invitation from the Pope.”


  “During the weekend, I put my anger toward Lawford on hold,” Sinatra told Dean Martin. “But we won’t exactly be hanging out together.”


  Once at Cal-Neva, Marilyn learned that she’d been tricked. She later protested, “It was just a ruse to get me out of town. I found out that Bobby had flown into Los Angeles for a brief visit and had checked into the Beverly Hills Hotel. I guess there was a fear that I’d barge in and demand to see him.”


  At Cal-Neva, Sinatra arranged for Marilyn to be lodged in the luxurious chalet #52, and he asked to be alone with her there. It is not known what they said to each other, although he did suggest to Patricia Lawford that the subject of marriage came up.


  She obviously had marriage on her mind, having already agreed to remarry DiMaggio and also to wed Jose Bolaños after he returned to Los Angeles from Mexico City. She was even holding onto the very remote possibility that Bobby would divorce Ethel and marry her. She’d once told Jeanne Carmen, “I’ll never get over my dream of marrying Frank.”


  Sinatra told the Lawfords, “Marilyn is a total mess. She’s going over Niagara Falls without a barrel. I’m going to call her psychiatrist and give him hell,” a reference to Dr. Greenson, of course. After his second meeting with Marilyn, Sinatra told the Lawfords, “She should be put in a sanitarium.”


  He also told them, “I can’t cut her loose. If it had been any other dame, except Ava, I would have dumped her by now. But Marilyn gives me guilt feelings. I don’t know why.”


  When DiMaggio heard that Marilyn was a guest at Cal-Neva, he immediately dropped everything and flew to be by her side. He didn’t trust her hosts. But Sinatra had left instructions to bar DiMaggio from the premises.


  DiMaggio had told friends, “If Sinatra doesn’t want her, why doesn’t he let her alone? He’s only fucking up her mind. And she’s also mixed up with gangsters at the place.” He no doubt had been told that mob boss Sam Giancana and his henchmen were also guests at the lodge.


  According to Nevada state law, Giancana, as a convicted criminal, was not supposed to set foot in any gambling casino. In spite of that (or in defiance of that), Sinatra sent his private plane back to Los Angeles to pick up the mobster. When Patricia spotted Giancana in the lobby, she told her husband that she wanted to fly back home, but he prevailed upon her to stay.


  “That’s all I need,” she said. “To have my picture taken with some Mafia boss.”


  Once word reached the FBI that Giancana was in residence at the Cal-Neva, undercover FBI agents arrived. Lawford said, “They were easy to spot. I could spot an FBI agent a mile away.”


  The resort’s bell captain, Ray Langford, had been instructed to tell DiMaggio that there was no more room at the inn. Langford did help him book a room, however, at the nearby Silver Crest Motor Lodge. Langford also pretended that he didn’t know Marilyn’s room number and that the reception staff could not put a call through to her, even though DiMaggio insisted that it was an emergency.


  “She was really unkempt, and often showed up at the night club with no makeup,” Buddy Greco claimed. “Most of the guests didn’t even know it was the Marilyn Monroe. She tried to hide her bad hair with a scarf. She was boozing it real bad that weekend. I heard from Peter she was also taking Nembutal and Seconal.”


  At Cal-Neva, Marilyn chatted with Gloria, wife of restaurateur Mike Romanoff. “Marilyn told me that she’d had so many barbiturates that she had to take more and more of the pills for them to have any effect on her body. Her combination of pills and liquor seemed lethal to me.”


  For some reason, Marilyn still considered Patricia Kennedy Lawford one of her best girl friends. With her husband not invited, Patricia arranged to meet privately with Marilyn in her chalet.


  After Marilyn’s death, Patricia often spoke of her final dialogue with the fading star. She relayed her conversation not only to Peter, but to Sinatra and to her family back in Hyannis Port.


  The dialogue that follows is “as remembered,” and therefore the words are not exact. But here is the essence of a transcription of the exchange that transpired between the two famous women:


  
    MARILYN: I’ve been used and abused by your brothers, both Jack and Bobby, and I don’t think I could let them get away with it. Each of them at dif erent times promised to leave either Jackie or Ethel and marry me.


    PATRICIA: Let’s come to our senses. There’s no way in hell that Jack or Bobby would leave their wives and destroy their political futures by getting divorced and marrying you. Jack wants to run for the presidency again in 1964. He wants Bobby to run as his vice president. They plan to dump Lyndon Johnson. Bobby then wants to run for president in 1968. Please, be reasonable. They can’t give that up, either one of them, to marry you.


    MARILYN: Then why did both of them make promises they didn’t plan to keep?


    PATRICIA: When horny guys are trying to seduce a beautiful blonde goddess, be it Lana Turner or Jayne Mansfield, they’ll say anything. Promise anything. Marilyn, let’s face it: You’ve been around the block. You’ve been in Hollywood long enough to know what the score is.


    MARILYN: But I fell in love with them, especially Bobby. He was the best, the most tender. Jack was always in a hurry.


    PATRICIA: You’ll have to get over it. Bobby and Jack are racing through their lives. They’ve got big plans, not only for themselves but their country.They have to give priority to their own ambitions and plans. They can’t let anything, or anybody, stand in their way.


    MARILYN: A promise is a promise.


    PATRICIA: What does a promise from a man mean? When I married Peter, he promised me he’d be faithful. That vow lasted for less than twelve hours.Just because a man promises something over pillow talk is valid until he rises from the bed, puts on his pants, zippers up, and heads out the door.


    MARILYN: Sam Giancana doesn’t like Bobby and doesn’t care much for Jack either. Because of his influence in Chicago, Sam claims he won the election for Jack. And now Bobby is pulling a double cross, trying to get him put in jail. He wants revenge on them. Sam said he would privately arrange a press conference if I wanted to expose Jack and Bobby.


    PATRICIA: Don’t be out of your mind. You’re playing with fire. Don’t trust Giancana to do anything. He’d use you and then have you knocked of the following day. Don’t you see how dangerous it is for you to hang out with Giancana? In fact, I’m leaving Frank’s god damn hotel just because he has let Giancana check in. Run from him! You’ll regret it if you don’t. He could have you killed!


    MARILYN: Sam would never do that. He’s actually quite sweet and cuddly when he wants to be.


    PATRICIA: I’m sure Hitler was, too, with his dog and Eva Braun, in that order. You don’t need Giancana, Bobby, or Jack. Peter told me you’re having a wonderful fling with this hot Mexican screenwriter, José Bolaños. Is that true?


    MARILYN: Yes, even in the midst of all my troubles, a girl needs to satisfy her sexual needs, and José is the man to do it. He’s incredible.


    PATRICIA: Then settle down with him.


    MARILYN: But I want more. I wanted to be First Lady like Jackie.


    PATRICIA: ow you’re dreaming. Don’t threaten my brothers and don’t get involved with Giancana any more than you already have. I’ve lived around powerful men such as my father ever since I was born. You are a mere movie star. You don’t control empires. You can’t pick up a phone and order one of your henchmen to have someone killed.


    MARILYN: I bet Bobby sent you here just to scare me.


    PATRICIA: Perhaps he did. Someone had to.


    MARILYN: GET OUT! I don’t trust you.


    PATRICIA: I’m leaving, but you were duly warned.


    MARILYN: I’m not afraid. I’m Marilyn Monroe. o one would dare harm me because I’m too high profile.


    PATRICIA: Being high profile won’t save you. Jack is the most famous man in the world, and every day of his life, he’s faced with the possibility of assassination.

  


  ***


  Giancana called Marilyn’s chalet and demanded that she come over, although she was too drunk and drugged to do so. Nonetheless, she obeyed his command. He found her in a “dizzy blonde state,” as he put it.


  Somewhere during the course of a long drunken evening, one of his henchmen photographed a nude Marilyn on all fours, with the mobster riding her piggyback. Even though she was naked, Giancana retained his shorts.


  Photographer Billy Woodfield developed the film in his darkroom. He later said, “Marilyn looked unconscious and dazed. I gathered she was sexually abused by Giancana and his henchmen. She may have been half out of her mind when those pictures were taken.”


  Woodfield showed the pictures to Sinatra. He was furious. “They make me want to vomit. Burn them.”


  So far as it is known, no negative exists of these ghastly pictures, all of them perhaps destroyed, but maybe not.


  Giancana later told Sinatra, “I fucked Marilyn last night. She’s lousy in the hay, as you know. I just don’t know what all the excitement is about.”


  She got the last word, telling Jeanne Carmen, “Sam may be a big man in Chicago, but he’s nothing in the bedroom. Sometimes, when these bigshots get in the saddle, they’re not such big men after all.”


  Johnny Roselli put through a call to Giancana at the lodge. The FBI recorded him telling his boss, “You sure get your rocks off fucking the same broad as the Kennedy brothers, don’t you?”


  On the following foggy Sunday morning, DiMaggio from the grounds of his motel, could look down at the pool at the Cal-Neva. Marilyn stood at the edge of the pool, dropping her robe to reveal that she was totally nude. She had not slept all night.


  She looked up at the foothill above the rustic lodge. In The Assassination of Marilyn Monroe, Donald H. Wolfe wrote, “Standing there in the mist, staring back was Joe DiMaggio. It was the last time he would see her alive.”


  When he tried to enter the grounds of the Cal-Neva Lodge later that morning, Sinatra’s guards turned him away.


  Back in her chalet, Marilyn overdosed on pills and placed a last-minute call to the operator, who summoned an ambulance. She was rushed to the local hospital, where her stomach was pumped.


  Hearing the news, Sinatra rushed to her bedside and ordered the best medical attention available in that part of Nevada. The chief doctor pronounced her out of danger, and she was released that afternoon into Sinatra’s custody. He was told that Marilyn should be placed under constant supervision.


  Hours later, Sinatra called Lawford. “If she stays here any longer, she’s going to die. I don’t want her to die on these premises. We have enough problems as it is with Giancana here.”


  A guest spotted Marilyn leaving the resort with Lawford and being helped onto Sinatra’s private plane. Patricia had decided to fly to Reno, where she would make connections to return to Hyannis Port.


  The pilot of Sinatra’s plane, Frank Lieto, later claimed that Lawford had an argument with him en route back to Los Angeles. “I had a dispute with Peter when he demanded I land at the Santa Monica Airport. I told him it was after midnight and the airport was closed. But he told me—can you believe this guy?—to land in the dark. I ignored him and flew to the Los Angeles Airport.”


  He also said that Marilyn got off the plane and walked barefoot to a waiting limousine. “But Lawford didn’t have a ride, so I volunteered to drive him back to Santa Monica.”


  “We were five minutes from his house when he demanded that I stop at a booth so that he could make a phone call that lasted for at least twenty minutes.”


  It was later learned that Lawford was fully aware that his private home was bugged. His call, apparently, was to someone at the White House.


  Marilyn would later tell her masseur, Ralph Roberts, “I hated that weekend. Sam Giancana was there. He threatened me and did other things. I felt like I was his prisoner. I plan to get even with the Kennedys. And I’m going to destroy Sam Giancana, too, after what he did to me. I’m no longer afraid of him. Joe was nearby, but the bastards wouldn’t let him get in to see me.”


  Although Giancana may have said that he’d support Marilyn if she held a press conference denouncing the Kennedys, he’d later learn through a wire tap that if she did that, she also planned to tell many of the mobster’s dirty secrets as well. “That press conference must never take place,” he told Johnny Roselli.


  Senator George Smathers claimed “During Marilyn Monroe’s final days, it seemed that everybody wanted to silence her big mouth. She was talking too much and threatening too many empires—not only the future of Jack and Bobby, but also the evil empire of that mobster, Sam Giancana, who would sell his own mother down the river for a buck.


  ”Dr. Ralph Greenson privately discussed his most famous client with friends. “It’s as if she’s trying to destroy herself. But in her self-destruction, she plans to take some gentlemen down with her—not Sinatra exactly, but definitely Sam Giancana and those Kennedy brothers. She wants revenge for the real or imagined harm they’ve caused her.”


  At Cal-Neva, a local newspaper reporter approached Sinatra and asked him about his relationship with Marilyn. Apparently, he’d heard that she had been a recent guest.


  Sinatra’s reply was sarcastic. “Who? Miss Monroe? Reminds me of a saintly young girl I went to school with who later became a nun. This is a recording.”


  When Marilyn heard what he’d said about her, she suggested that he “can look me up in Who’s Who.”


  The status of the Cal-Neva Lodge went downhil after that infamous weekend. Within a year of its opening, Cal-Neva skidded into trouble with the Nevada Gaming Control Board. Sinatra decided not to defend himself. “No useful purpose would come of it,” he told friends. “I’d lose anyway.” After his no-show at one of their hearings, the resort’s gambling license was revoked on September 11, 1963, partly because Giancana had stayed there. In the after-math, Sinatra was ordered to divest himself of all his holdings in Lake Tahoe and Las Vegas.


  ***


  
    “It is my feeling that Marilyn looked forward to her tomorrows.”


    —Eunice Murray

  


  In her last interview, this time with Richard Meryman for Life magazine, Marilyn took us inside her thoughts at the time.


  “It might be a kind of relief to be finished. It’s sort of like I don’t know what kind of yard dash you’re running, but then you’re at the finish line and you sort of sigh—you’ve made it. But you never have, you have to start all over again.”


  She returned to her Brentwood home on July 30, and faced important calls, each of them viewed as “life changing.”


  The earliest call was to Bobby at the Justice Department. Perhaps it was only through the intervention of Patricia that he picked up the receiver. He’d been avoiding her for weeks. Records at the Justice Department show the call lasted for eight minutes.


  Neither party ever commented on what was said, although Marilyn later told Jeanne Carmen that “Bobby Kennedy is a first-rate bastard.” Obviously, he had not given in to her demands, which involved a face-to-face confrontation and a full explanation of why she’d been dropped so suddenly.


  Shortly after Bobby ended his call to Marilyn, his younger brother called her. Caught up in the hysteria of trying to launch a political career, Teddy had spoken to his sister, Patricia. Obviously, she’d reported on the Cal-Neva weekend, and he seemed genuinely concerned about Marilyn’s well-being. He suggested she might want to “dry out” at a clinic and do whatever was necessary to maintain her health. He seemed so worried about her well-being that, touched by his kindness, she cried.


  He promised that he’d stay in touch, and that they’d secretly meet when he next flew to California or during her next trip to New York.


  The next call was from Joe DiMaggio. After launching a tirade against Sinatra, he told her he seriously wanted a reconciliation and brought up the subject of a remarriage, which he had once resisted.


  That call led to another, and soon they were speaking every three or four hours. She seized upon the idea of a remarriage and pressed forward with it, even going so far as to set the date of August 15 for their upcoming marriage. The venue would be in her garden, beside her pool.


  Harry Hall, one of DiMaggio’s most trusted friends, said that Joltin’ Joe was furious at what Giancana and Sinatra had put Marilyn through at Cal-Neva. “Joe heard stories of sex parties and of photographs taken of a nude Marilyn in humiliating positions. I’ve never seen him so enraged.”


  At the time, DiMaggio was working as a representative of V.H. Monette, Inc. a company that supplied American Military post exchanges. He was drawing a salary of $100,000 a year, considered very good pay in 1962. But he told Malmore Monet e, the company’s president, that he was quitting and was going to spend all his time “rescuing Marilyn—I still love her very much. I’ve talked to her on the phone. She’s going to remarry me. We’ll have a fresh start.”


  As Marilyn planned their wedding during the final hours of her life, she wrote a letter, never mailed, to DiMaggio:


  
    “Dear Joe,


    If I can only succeed in making you happy—I will have succeeded in the bigest (sic) and most dif icult thing there is—that is to make one person completely happy. You happiness means my happiness.”

  


  On her first day back, Marilyn also placed a call to Bolaños in Mexico City. He had not accompanied her to Cal-Neva, but had instead returned to Mexico for some unfinished business. He seemed eager to return to Los Angeles and began to make plans.


  She’d almost forgotten that in her drugged, drunken condition, she had agreed to marry him, too. But that was before her proposal of a remarriage from DiMaggio. She didn’t know what to do, and after speaking to Bolaños, talked to Carmen about it.


  “You juggle oodles of boyfriends at the same time,” Marilyn said, “How do you do it?”


  “So do you, but we’re talking marriage here—that’s slightly different. My suggestion is that you marry Joe and make Jose your off-the-record boyfriend. That’s what most Hollywood wives do anyway. You can stash Jose at your apartment on Doheny and run back and forth between the two. Besides, Joe will be out of town a lot on business.”


  “Do you think I could get away with it?” Marilyn asked. “I’m tempted.”


  “You’re an actress, darling,” Carmen said. “You’d be getting two great studs in bed. They’re terrific lays.”


  Marilyn looked skeptical. “How in the fuck would you know that?”


  Pausing for a minute, Carmen said, “You told me, darling…remember?Also, did you forget about the day I saw you and Joltin’ Joe in action while I hid out in that cramped closet?”


  Carmen still remains the best source of information about Marilyn’s affairs. As she put it, “Marilyn loved her sexual conquests, and also wanted people to be there to witness them, especially if it were with one of the Kennedy brothers. To her, that made her affairs even more fun.”


  After Carmen left, Marilyn spent part of the day weighing various business offers that had come in.


  An Italian company in Rome wanted her to sign a contract for a four-picture deal, for which she’d be paid $250,000 for each movie.


  The Sands in Las Vegas offered her $100,000 a week to star in a revue called Gentlemen STILL Prefer Blondes.


  Arthur Jacobs was also in discussions with her to star in I Love Louisa, with music by composer Jule Styne, who was also promoting a musical version of Betty Smith’s best-selling novel A Tree Grows in Brooklyn. A non-musical adaptation of that novel had already been made into a successful Fox film in 1945. She’d scheduled a meeting with Styne in New York for August 9. He was also in talks with Frank Sinatra for his possible role as the male lead.


  There was also a proposal for the filming of What a Way to Go, a dark comedy starring a woman who goes through many changes as each of her seven husbands die right after their respective weddings. Her husbands were to include, among others, Sinatra, Dean Martin, Gene Kelly, and Paul Newman.


  What a Way to Go would be released two years after Marilyn’s death, starring Shirley MacLaine, who once again took over a role originally intended for Marilyn.


  Gene Kelly also wanted to meet with Marilyn to discuss plans for a big Technicolor musical he was dreaming about.


  Marilyn busily began filling in her September calendar, planning to attend the opening of a new Irving Berlin musical, Mr. President, directed by Joshua Logan. She’d spoken to Logan on the phone, and he’d told her that both JFKand Jackie would be guests of honor for its debut at the National Theater in Washington. Marilyn ordered a $6,000 dress from Jean Louis. “Make sure I’ll make a more spectacular entrance than Jackie in some old Oleg Cassini sack.”


  On July 31, Marilyn invited her makeup artists, Whitey Snyder and his girlfriend, Marjorie Plecher, over for champagne and caviar to celebrate their upcoming wedding. She told Plecher, “Your boyfriend has gone over every inch of my body.”


  Over her second glass of bubbly, Marilyn shared the latest gossip with Whitey and Marjorie about a change in management at 20th Century Fox. “Two nights ago I picked up the phone. Guess who’s back at Fox? Darryl F. Zanuck, my old nemesis. He told me that he’s in charge again and here was my final chance to sample that big dick of his. I didn’t accept that invitation, but I did tell him that I’m going to become known as the most punctual actress in Hollywood.”


  Unlike other reports by other observers of Marilyn at the time, Snyder claimed that “she radiated charm and beauty and looked in good health.”


  Other than Carmen, Robert Slatzer remained her other major confidant. She wanted to see him after her return, but received a phone call from him that he was in Columbus, Ohio, working on a wildlife TV series.


  “She was looking forward to going back to work,” Slatzer later recalled. “She was also confident that things would go better for her at Fox. But she said matters with the Kennedys were far from resolved. She’d heard from Lawford that Bobby was flying to San Francisco. She said she was going to try to reach him there, and that she was going to try to force him to fly to Los Angeles to meet with her.”


  “When he comes here, I’m going to warn him that I might go public unless he shapes up,” Marilyn threatened.


  “That’s the worst thing you could do,” Slatzer told her.


  This would be the last time Slatzer would ever speak to Marilyn. He was with four friends, two of whom confirmed that they, too, talked briefly with Marilyn over the phone. One man, in particular, had sent her a play called This God Bu$ine$$. She told him she liked it very much, and thought the lead role would be suitable for her. She invited him to come to Los Angeles with Slatzer when he returned from Ohio.


  Before ringing off with Slatzer, she told him that “Paula Strasberg is out of my life. I’m through with her. I’ve made up my mind to rid myself of people who are exploiting me. This is the mature Marilyn Monroe, no longer a waif, no longer a victim. I’m also going to get rid of Pat Newcomb and Dr. Greenson. Eunice Murray is also out the door any hour now. I’m replacing Newcomb with Rupert Allan now that he’s no longer sucking Grace Kelly’s breasts.”


  In her final call to Allan, she found him sick with a bad case of bronchitis. “Hell,” she said, “I wanted you to set up a press conference for me Monday morning.”


  On that same Wednesday, Peter Levathes from Fox visited Marilyn at her home, talking over her new status at his studio and her vast increase in salary.


  “I don’t want to work with Cukor,” she said.


  “He’s out,” Levanthes assured her. “I’ve talked to Jean Negulesco. He told me you and he got along beautifully when he helmed you in How to Marry a Millionaire. He also called you ‘a hurricane of glamour.’” Levanthes went on to tell her that Something’s Got to Give could not resume shooting until Dean Martin finished his latest picture, Toys in the Attic.


  Roberts also came that Wednesday to massage Marilyn. He encountered a hostile Eunice. “She looked at me with real venom, like a snake about to at ack. She told me, ‘I had hoped that Marilyn had gotten rid of you.’”


  Actually, it was Eunice who Marilyn wanted to dump. The perfect opportunity came when Eunice announced that she wanted to go on vacation on August 6 with her sister and brother-in-law.


  When she informed Marilyn of this, Marilyn seemed delighted. She wrote Eunice a check for a month’s wages. As she handed it to her housekeeper, she told her, “I don’t want you to come back in September. I’m making other arrangements.”


  “You mean, I’m fired?” asked a stunned Eunice.


  “If you wish to put it that way,” Marilyn said. “Actually, I don’t know if I’ll even be here myself. Your last day of work will be this coming Saturday. By Sunday morning, I want you out of the house.”


  Eunice could barely control her rage, as she had often said, “I have found a job for life.”


  When Marilyn was involved in the living room, Eunice called two of her relatives, admitting, “I am bubbling over with fury, but trying to keep it under control. If it’s the last thing I ever do, I’m going to get my revenge on that bitch.”


  That Wednesday night, she invited Michael Song, hair stylist to both John and Robert Kennedy, over for champagne and caviar.


  Song thought she merely wanted her hair restyled, but actually, she spent her time with him pumping him for information. “I kept telling her I didn’t know anything. But she wanted to know what other women Bobby and Jack were seeing, shit like that. She knew I was being evasive. She tried to win me over by telling me the Kennedys were using me like they were using her. That wasn’t true in my case. They were wonderful to me.”


  After Marilyn’s death, Song encountered Bobby. Bobby said to him,“Thank you for defending the Kennedys—that’s good. I appreciate your not telling Marilyn anything indiscreet.”


  “I was stunned,” Song said. “I had no idea Marilyn was taping me. And I don’t know how Bobby acquired a copy of the tape.”
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  ***


  On August 2, Marilyn spent three hours at Frank’s Nursery in Santa Monica, wanting to create a lusher landscape for her new home in Brentwood. She was especially fond of flowering trees, and she wanted more shrubbery in the garden before her anticipated wedding to DiMaggio in her back yard, with just a few friends invited.


  That afternoon, she had a session after lunch with Dr. Greenson, first at his home and later, an extension of that session at her house.


  Eunice later recalled that some of that time was spent in Marilyn’s bedroom where sounds indicated that she was having sex with her psychiatrist. A snoop, Eunice listened at the door to the bedroom, as she always did when Marilyn took a man into her sparsely furnished boudoir.


  That night, Marilyn drove over to the Lawford mansion in Santa Monica. At this point, Patricia and Peter were married in name only, and both of them were having affairs outside of their marriage.


  A friend of Lawford’s, Richard Livingston, recalled that Marilyn showed up wearing a pair of lime green hip huggers and a shocking pink silk blouse. Her bare midriff was exposed, revealing a scar from a gallbladder operation. She’d already been drinking heavily before she arrived, and at the party, she walked around with her own bottle of champagne.


  “You look like you haven’t seen the sun in a month of Sundays,” Livingston said to her. “Why not a day out by your own pool?”


  “You’re right,” she said. “I could use some color…and a man.”


  “Don’t tell me that Marilyn Monroe, the most sought after woman on the planet, can’t find a man.”


  “Something like that,” she said before Lawford arrived for a private talk on the terrace. He told her that Bobby, Ethel, and the kids would be arriving in San Francisco early the following night.


  “Has he agreed to fly down to see me?” she asked.“


  Not yet,” he said. “Forgive me, but you really seem to have the hots for Bobby. I’d love to know what he’s like in bed. I’ve had Jack. All of us have had Jack. Is Bobby bigger than Jack?”


  “God damn it, Peter,” she said. “You’re drunk. I’m not going to talk about size.


  ”Back in Brentwood, she stood out by her pool, listening to the antique bronze wind chimes Carl Sandburg had given her. When the winds blew in from the Pacific, they lent a soothing cadence to everyone but Maf. When he heard the chimes, her dog barked, and she had to put him in the guest house so he wouldn’t keep everybody awake all night.


  It didn’t matter for her. In spite of the Nembutal, she faced another sleepless night. At one point, she decided she didn’t want to get married again. Joe DiMaggio, Jose Bolaños—each candidate for marriage carried problems, and more problems. It was all too much for her.


  ***


  On Friday, August 3, the westbound airplane carrying RFK, Ethel, and four of their children touched down in San Francisco. Bobby remained in the city, and Ethel and the children were driven to the ranch of John Bates outside Gilroy, some eighty miles southeast of San Francisco, where Bobby was scheduled to join them. The American Bar Association had paid for Bobby’s suite at the St. Francis Hotel in San Francisco. He was scheduled to address the bar that Monday.


  Even before his plane landed, RFK knew that the columnist Dorothy Kilgallen, whom Sinatra had nicknamed “the chinless wonder,” was close to exposing Marilyn’s affairs with both Bobby and the President.


  That very morning in the ew York Journal-American she’d written “Marilyn Monroe is proving vastly alluring to a handsome gentleman who is a bigger name than Joe DiMaggio in his heyday. So don’t write off Marilyn as finished.”


  Calls from both Kilgallen and rival columnist Walter Winchel went unanswered at Marilyn’s home.


  According to Eunice, Marilyn spent most of August 3 puttering around the house, deciding where she was going to place the furniture that was being shipped from Mexico. Now that her dispute with Fox was settled, she seemed at ease, although her mood would change drastically by the end of the day.


  She placed a total of six urgent calls to the St. Francis Hotel in San Francisco in a failed attempt to reach Bobby. None of the calls was returned.


  Jeanne Carmen came over for lunch, and she and Marilyn got into an argument about Bobby. “I can’t believe a smart little stud like Bobby Kennedy would propose marriage,” Carmen said.


  Marilyn revealed that she’d had her own phone tapped and offered to play back Bobby’s exact words.


  “She played that tape,” Carmen said. “I couldn’t believe my ears, but it was Bobby’s voice.


  ”The memory of this tape appeared in the book Jeanne Carmen, My Wild, Wild Life:


  
    BOBBY: When I run for President, I’m going to need someone at my side who knows how to handle the media.


    MARILYN: What are you saying?


    BOBBY: I’m saying I want to marry you, Marilyn. I want you to be at my side. To share the spotlight with me. I want you to be my First Lady. You’ll be better than Jackie. We’ll make a team that the world has never seen before.


    MARILYN: First Lady? Me?


    BOBBY: Yes, you, Marilyn. You’ll be the greatest.


    MARILYN: Well, I don’t know, Bobby. I’ll have to think about it. You’re still married. The press will make a scandal of it. They turned into vultures when Arthur left his wife for me.


    BOBBY: Go ahead. Let them. I don’t give a damn what the press says. I’m in love with you and the rest of the world can go to hell.


    MARILYN: Bobby, are you sure?


    BOBBY: Yes, I’m sure. I don’t care what the world thinks. They can’t throw us in jail for being in love. ow answer me. Will you be my First Lady? Will you marry me?


    MARILYN: Yes, I’ll marry you. I’ll be your wife. I love you, Bobby, I really do.

  


  Many persons who knew Marilyn claimed that she’d never have gone through with that press conference. But after a long talk with Marilyn, Carmen said, “This was a new and different woman from before. I’ve never seen her so determined. She was serious all right…deadly serious. She was like a hurt little girl bent on revenge.”


  After Carmen left, Marilyn placed a call to Anne Karger, the mother of musician Fred Karger, her long lost love. “I’ve always loved Fred,” Marilyn said. “I’ll always detest that bitch, Jane Wyman, for taking Fred away from me. She should have stayed married to Ronald Reagan.”


  She shocked Anne when she told her that she was going to marry Bobby Kennedy.


  “Oh, Marilyn,” the woman said. “Surely you don’t mean that. He’s pretty much married now and the Father of the Year.”


  “If he loves me, like he says he does, he’ll marry me.”


  With the prospect of a more likely husband, Joe DiMaggio, and the hope of a renewed life and career, Marilyn, at long last, was ready to break from Dr. Greenson.


  When Greenson came by, she did not dismiss him, but told her there would be a long interruption in his services, as she planned to remarry and her future plans were uncertain.
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  Ralph Roberts said, “Marilyn told me that her dependence on Greenson was over. He not only wanted to get rid of me, but get rid of a lot of her friends, and she wasn’t going to stand for it. She felt that Greenson was trying to separate her from Joe, the man she planned to remarry.”


  Norman Rosten, the poet, remembered a call from her in the afternoon. He recalled that the talk was “rambling but pleasant. She was very much concerned about her future and looking forward to spending part of the autumn in New York. She urged me to come over and use her pool.”


  Her words that would always remain with him were, “Let’s all start to live before we get old.”


  Pat Newcomb, Peter Lawford, and Marilyn, along with an unknown young man (rumored to have been a “trick” of Lawford’s), were spotted dining at Frascati Restaurant in Beverly Hills.


  Billy Travilla, a former lover and dress designer for Marilyn, spotted them in the restaurant and went over to say hell o. He later recalled, “I couldn’t believe my eyes. Marilyn looked awful. Her hair was matted and her skin was lifeless. She stared at me and didn’t seem to know who I was. Finally, she blurted out, “It’s Billy! Billy is the guy who created that pleated white dress I wore over the subway grate in The Seven Year Itch.”


  Over dinner that night, Newcomb complained that she was suffering from a bad case of bronchitis and was considering entering the hospital the following morning.


  Marilyn invited her to spend the night in Brentwood and “to dry out in the morning sun by my pool.”


  Lawford invited Marilyn over for a late night gathering at his home in Santa Monica. “Warren Beatty will be there, and I know he’s dying to meet you. Haven’t you wanted to fuck him? Every woman in Hollywood, and half the men, want to get into that guy’s pants. So do I.”


  He seemed to be holding Beatty out as “bait,” and perhaps trying to induce her into a new romance to take her mind off Bobby.


  ***


  Driving Marilyn to his home, Lawford told her that Beatty was seriously dating Natalie Wood, “but she’s no real competition for you. When stacked up against you, Natalie is a boy.”


  What happened that night at Lawford’s has never been fully documented. All that Beatty would admit to an interviewer was, “I did see her the night before she died,” but he refused to add any additional details.


  Natalie was more helpful, remembering a drugged Marilyn wandering about saying, “Thirty-six, thirty-six thirty-six. It’s all over. ”


  Later, Natalie recalled that the experience haunted her. “I don’t want to join that long gray line of faded movie stars who are left with yellowed scrapbooks and memories.”


  After Natalie heard about Marilyn’s death, she phoned her friends, claiming, “I don’t want to end up like Marilyn, dead and alone, taking too many pills.”


  Although they had not come together before, both Marilyn and Natalie had each worked on the film Scudda Hoo! Scudda Hay! in 1948.


  Marilyn had come very close to working with Beatty in 1960 when Jerry Wald at Fox was preparing a screen version of William Inge’s A Loss of Roses. Wald wanted to star Monroe with Beatty as her leading man. But both Wald and Marilyn would be dead by the time the film was retitled and released in 1963as The Stripper, starring Joanne Woodward and Richard Beymer.


  Lawford remembered Marilyn “outrageously flirting with Beatty during her short time at the party.”


  “When I met her,” according to Beatty, “it was like I’d been all night in a whorehouse and I staggered out the next morning and met Marilyn Monroe.”


  As Beatty’s biographer, Ellis Amburn, put it, “The allusions to whores and Monroe was indicative. Evidently, too much of a good thing, even sex, palled. Every burnout was looming, and it had already overwhelmed Monroe.”


  After surrendering Beatty to Natalie, and before leaving Lawford’s party, Marilyn spoke privately with her host. Lawford was informed that, “You’d better get Bobby down here tomorrow—or else.” She also thanked him for the“diversion of Warren. I’ll put him onthe back burner for another day. Right now, I’ve got bigger game tocook.”


  Later that night, Lawford got through to his brother-in-law, RFK. No one knows exactly what they talked about, but Lawford indicated that he told Bobby that he could no longer contain Marilyn, and that she was demanding to see him and no one else. “You’ve got to slip into Los Angeles—or else!”


  “Okay, fuck it!” Bobby yelled atLawford. “If you can’t handle her, Iwill.”


  Taking a taxi back to Brent-wood, Marilyn discovered that Newcomb had gone to sleep in a room adjoining her bedroom. Marilyn hoped for sleep herself, as Dr. Engelberg had given her twenty-five Nembutal capsules to help her get through the night.
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  But sleep was not to come.


  Some anonymous woman from San Francisco kept calling Marilyn until 5:30am. “Leave Bobby alone, you tramp!” she’d say before hanging up.


  Marilyn did not believe it was Ethel, but perhaps a woman friend of hers.


  The next afternoon, Marilyn told Newcomb, “The whole night was one of terror for me.”


  A night of even greater terror was about to unfold.


  ***


  After a sleepless Friday night, Marilyn finally fell into a drugged coma after dawn on Saturday. Swatches of heavy fabric stapled across her windows kept out the sunlight. When she did wake up, she noticed that the clock on her nightstand registered the time as 10:15am.


  She stretched her arms and legs in bed, not wanting to get up. Noises of house repair greeted her.


  After her firing at Fox, she was set to make the biggest comeback in the history of show business. The very thought filled her with terror. What if she couldn’t pull it off?


  Rising slowly, she stumbled nude toward her bathroom. The hot, scorching dog days of summer had descended on Southern California. Such days were to be endured. Autumn and its breezes would eventually come.


  Somehow, she felt today might be different from all the rest.


  It was August 4, 1962.392


  

  



  PART SIX

  

  THE FINAL DAY

  AUGUST 4, 1962

  



  
    “Who killed Marilyn Monroe? That’s a question.”


    —Sean O’Casey

    


  


  The murky, mysterious details of Marilyn’s last day have fueled speculation for half a century. Entire books devoted to her murder, contradicting each other, have been printed, some doing no more than muddying the water. Today, nearly all the principals have died, and those who remain, tottering around and senile, aren’t talking.


  However, in the decade after her murder, many witnesses delivered bombshell revelations, if only on their death beds. Some of the key witnesses, including both Peter Lawford and Eunice Murray, repeatedly changed their original stories, which were complete distortions to begin with.


  Other witnesses, separately or together, based on different motives and agendas, colluded in a cover-up.


  The accounts of what most eyewitnesses established as their “official versions” can, for the most part, be dismissed as lies. Yet, in several cases, a few people close to the scene actually told the truth, despite the dense fog of deceit surrounding what actually happened that fateful night.


  ***


  When the morning sun blazed across the Santa Monica mountains, it suggested that it was going to be a hot, muggy day. At Marilyn’s Brentwood home, the eucalyptus trees were like a rustling curtain in the morning winds, which would soon die down to a deadly stillness. Red and purple bougainvillea greeted the sun.


  After a sleepless night, Marilyn didn’t welcome the sun. Although her career seemed ready to be re-launched, her personal life was in a state of confusion.


  Pat Newcomb was still asleep in the adjoining “telephone room,” which had a cot, and the house was silent. Eunice Murray hadn’t spent the night.


  On her bedroom phone, Marilyn placed her first call of the day. It was to Jeanne Carmen, who had been out half the night and desperately wanted her own sleep.


  Marilyn told her about being kept awake coping with the crank phone calls, and pondering a remarriage to DiMaggio or a new marriage to Jose Bolaños.


  Carmen thanked Marilyn for the set of gold-colored golf clubs she’d sent her for her birthday. They both talked about their golf date on Monday, scheduled for around eleven in the morning. Before ringing off, Marilyn asked her to come over and spend the day with her.


  Carmen declined. “Not today of all days,” she said. “I’ve got three beaux coming over—at different times, of course—who have promised to give me big surprises for my birthday.”


  “I hope they’re not exaggerating how big the surprise is,” Marilyn said. “You know how men like to brag.”


  “These guys are for real,” Carmen told her. “They’ve visited mama before.”


  “You’re lucky,” Marilyn said. “I’m the loneliest girl in the world today. Bobby Kennedy is in San Francisco, and I’m going to call him all day until he agrees to fly down and see me. We’ve got to have it out once and for all.”


  “Oh, dear one, why don’t you take up with someone less controversial, less high profile?” Carmen said. “I met this kid on the beach at Santa Monica—I got to him before Lawford did—and he’s god’s gift to women. Let me get in touch with him and send him over. He told me he ‘can’t wait’ to meet Marilyn Monroe.”


  “Perhaps late Sunday afternoon,” Marilyn said, “He sounds worth the trouble. So many men aren’t, as you, of all people, know.”


  Carmen said she had to get back to sleep and would call Marilyn later in the day to see if she got through to Bobby.


  Eunice Murray wasn’t due to arrive for an hour, but Marilyn’s first call of the day came in. It was from her loyal friend and chief supporter among the Hollywood columnists, Sidney Skolsky. He made a date with her to have lunch on Sunday to discuss his script for The Jean Harlow Story. “I’m sure Fox will go for it,” he assured her. “Thank God you’re already a platinum blonde so we won’t have to dye your hair.”


  For Sunday evening, she had accepted an invitation to have dinner with Frank Sinatra and Mike Romanoff.


  Marilyn was still making calls when Eunice arrived that morning. Marilyn was arranging a fitting for another Jean Louis dress that she was to wear at the premiere of Mr. President in Washington.


  She also spoke to Gene Kelly and arranged a meeting scheduled for Monday afternoon to talk about the upcoming film, What a Way to Go.


  Even though trying to conduct business that day, she couldn’t seem to get Bobby off her mind. She placed the first of her calls to the St. Francis Hotel in San Francisco. As reporter Florabel Muir would discover, before the afternoon ended, Marilyn would place a total of six urgent calls, leaving messages for RFK, which were not returned.


  Feeling he would never call her, she phoned Peter Lawford at his beach house. Suffering a hangover, he’d just risen for breakfast. “I know he’s in California, and I know he won’t see me unless pressure is put on him.” She didn’t identify who “he” was. “You tell him if he doesn’t fly down to see me and talk things over, he’ll hear from me at my press conference Monday morning. It’ll make headlines around the world, although not of the kind that may help Jack’s bid for re-election.”


  “Marilyn, you wouldn’t!” Lawford said. “You of all people have had romances that went sour, or maybe shouldn’t have begun in the first place.”


  “Let me make one thing perfectly clear,” she said. “This is my last call. If I don’t hear from him no later than six o’clock, watch me on TV. Tell Bobby to tune in. You might also call Jack at the White House. I know he has a busy schedule, but he’ll have time to watch me. I plan to look dazzling.” She put down the phone.


  As Marilyn took her morning coffee, she chatted briefly with Norman Jeffries, Eunice’s son-in-law, who was laying Spanish tiles in her kitchen. Since she’d fired Eunice, she also planned to fire Norman because she feared he’d be a spy and would report everything back to his mother-in-law.


  Norman later said, “I think Marilyn was desperately sick. I thought something was terribly wrong with her—maybe it was the dope or the liquor or both. She seemed scared out of her mind. I’d never seen her this way before.”


  Eunice offered to cook Marilyn some breakfast, but she declined. She went outside to pull weeds from the flowers planted around her guest cottage. While doing so, photographer Larry Schiller appeared in the yard. Instead of calling, he’d come by without an appointment.


  He’d been one of the photographers who had snapped the nude pictures of her in the swimming pool on the set of Something’s Got to Give. But he was here this morning on a different matter.


  Marilyn had posed for the first edition of Hugh Hefner’s Playboy in 1954. Hours before her death, Hefner was negotiating for her to pose for a different cover—but this time, with no nude centerfolds inside.


  He wanted her to appear on the front cover dressed only in a white fur stole which would conceal her breasts and vagina. However, on the back cover, her rear would be turned to the camera. The fur stole would be draped around her neck, the famous cheeks of her ass completely exposed. Philippe Halsman had once claimed, “Those cheeks seem to wink at the onlooker.”


  Taken by surprise, Marilyn told Schiller that she was still weighing Hefner’s offer. “I’m trying to get away from this sex symbol stuff, and posing for the front and back covers of Playboy would put me back right where I was in 1954. I still haven’t decided. Come by Monday afternoon. Tell Hugh he will have my answer by then.”


  At noon, Agnes Flanagan arrived to do Marilyn’s hair. Marilyn told her, “I want to look my best for Bobby tonight.”


  During their hairdressing session, a messenger arrived with a package for her. Eunice brought it in, and Marilyn asked her to open it. It was a soft toy tiger. “Is there a message?” Marilyn asked.


  “Nothing,” Eunice said. “No card, just nothing.”


  Flanagan noticed that Marilyn suddenly went through a complete change of mood. She did not know what the significance of the toy tiger was, but Marilyn seemed to know what it meant. Before its arrival, she was preparing herself to see Bobby. But she seemed to have abruptly changed her mind. “Fuck him!” she said, without identifying that “him” meant the Attorney General. She ordered Eunice to bring the phone to her, and she immediately called her masseur, Ralph Roberts, and set up a tentative dinner date with him, asking him to call back at the end of the afternoon to confirm it.


  Through all her turmoil, Roberts had remained her confidant, occupying the same position that Roddy McDowal had with Elizabeth Taylor. Eunice and Flanagan could hear what Marilyn said. From the sound of it, it was just idle gossip. Suddenly, he said something that made her furious. “That cunt! What a fucking liar. What a double crossing bitch!”


  Eunice and Flanagan did not know who Marilyn meant, but they were to find out in half an hour.


  A still sleepy Pat Newcomb came into the kitchen after having slept for twelve hours. Marilyn, still getting her hair done, seemed to resent that she’d rested so much after Marilyn herself had gone through one of her most troubled nights, interrupted by those bizarre phone calls from San Francisco.


  When Newcomb walked into the kitchen, Flanagan sensed that she and Eunice detested each other. Newcomb at one time was quoted as saying, “I think Mrs. Murray should have been hung up by her thumbs.” She made that statement in 1974 in an interview with Robert Slatzer.


  With a steely look, Marilyn confronted Newcomb in front of Eunice and Flanagan. “I hope you and Bobby had a wonderful time together on his most recent visit to Los Angeles in July,” she said to her publicist.


  “Who told you about that?” Newcomb said defensively.


  “It doesn’t matter,” Marilyn said. “I have people who tell me every time a cockroach walks across Hollywood Boulevard.”


  “It was just a short visit,” Newcomb said. “I meant to tell you.”


  “But you forgot,” Marilyn said mockingly. Then she went on the attack, pouring out her resentments.


  Jeffries later confirmed that the argument between Marilyn and Newcomb“ turned into a jealous catfight over Bobby Kennedy. Not once was President Kennedy’s name mentioned. He seemed to have faded from the picture, although the President was the one that everybody was gossiping about, not the Attorney General.”


  Not wanting to engage in any further argument, Newcomb took a batch of film scripts sent to Marilyn and walked out to the pool area, where Marilyn had invited her the day before to take a sun cure to heal her bronchitis.


  Marilyn had had a long history of jealousy with Newcomb, and the publicist was probably jealous of her as well. In fact, Marilyn’s nickname for Newcomb was “Sybil,” an abbreviation for “sibling rivalry.” Dean Martin’s wife, Jeanne, claimed that Newcomb was deeply in love with Bobby.


  C. David Heymann, in his biography of Robert F. Kennedy, was the first to suggest that the Jack-Marilyn-Bobby triangle may indeed have been “a square.” He wrote, “Marilyn and Newcomb had a relationship so close and competitive that it appealed to Marilyn’s proclivity for lesbianism.”


  Other biographers and journalists have echoed that belief. George Carpozi said, “There’s no question about it. Marilyn went both ways.” Her former lover, Ted Jordan, claimed that Marilyn had a lesbian affair with his wife, the stripper Lili St. Cyr. She also had affairs with Jeanne Carmen, Shelley Winters, Barbara Stanwyck, and Joan Crawford, and especially with her acting coach, Natasha Lytess.


  “Newcomb had a habit of inching in on people who were hot and heavy for Marilyn,” Carpozi claimed. “Obviously, she was angry that Newcomb was seeing Bobby, who wouldn’t return her calls.”


  ”Lawford always maintained that Marilyn was bisexual. But, as Frank Sinatra said, “Peter is one to talk. That’s the equivalent of the pot calling the kettle black.”


  In San Francisco, Bobby took a call from Lawford. It is not known what was said, but apparently, Lawford convinced the Attorney General how important it was to fly to Los Angeles almost immediately as a means of bringing Marilyn under control.


  Back in Brentwood, Eunice asked Marilyn if she wanted her to prepare lunch. Apparently, her offer was refused, although Newcomb later claimed she had hamburgers with Marilyn. That doesn’t appear to be true. It seemed that the only food or drink Marilyn consumed that day was glass after glass of champagne.


  After getting Bobby’s agreement to fly to Los Angeles, Lawford called Marilyn again. “Bobby’s on his way. I’ll drive him over as soon as he lands.”


  While Newcomb remained at the pool, a call came in from lawyer Milton Rudin. He wanted permission to go ahead with negotiations for a new film to star Marilyn and Sinatra, along with Peter Lawford, Dean Martin, and Sammy Davis, Jr. The Rat Packers would join Marilyn in a script written by Harry Brown, who had created Ocean’s 11 “for the boys” in 1960. “Go ahead,” Marilyn said. “I’ve had them all.”


  Jeffries, who had been critical of Marilyn’s appearance that morning, changed his mind when he saw her in the early afternoon. “She looked gorgeous. Flanagan did wonders with her hair, and she wore a sexy dress and did her own makeup. She’d transformed herself into Marilyn Monroe, sex goddess of the Western World.”


  For the arrival of Lawford and Bobby, she wanted the house emptied. She asked Eunice to do some shopping. “Call before coming back to the house,” she told her. Marilyn also asked Newcomb to go home, claiming that she had company coming, suggesting it was a date. About the last person she wanted in the house to greet Bobby was Newcomb. Jeffries agreed to work outside the house.


  Just before leaving the house, Eunice answered the phone. A collect call came in from Joe DiMaggio, Jr. Eunice told the operator that “Miss Monroe is not here. We cannot accept the call.” She abruptly hung up. She did not approve of Marilyn’s relationship with DiMaggio’s son, who was now a young adult.


  With Jeffries, Eunice, and Newcomb out of her house, Marilyn was left alone with her pet poodle, Maf. She didn’t know the exact time of Bobby’s arrival, so she placed another call to Carmen.


  “The fucker is on his way,” Marilyn told her. “I guess he finally came to his senses.”


  “I don’t mean to sound like your mother, but it’s about time you came to your senses too, especially regarding Bobby and Jack.”


  Carmen claimed that one of her boyfriends had already visited her that morning. “Sometimes the fuck a gal gets at ten in the morning is better than ever. The guy’s well rested. He hasn’t started to booze yet, or hasn’t had to face the stress of the day.”


  “I think that may be true,” Marilyn told her. “But there’s also something to be said for love in the afternoon. Before I kick Bobby out the door, I think I’ll insist on a farewell fuck. Something for him to remember me by. I’m sure I can still get a rise out of him.”


  “Honey, you could even get a rise out of one of the many gay boys you hang out with,” Carmen assured her. “You’ve still got it, kid, and you’re going to hang on to it for a very long time.”


  ***


  Bernard Spindel, who had bugged Marilyn’s residence, taped the arrival of Bobby and Lawford at her home. He and Fred Otash, along with others who listened to his tapes, estimated Bobby’s arrival time at around three in the afternoon.


  After landing at the Los Angeles International Airport, Bobby had taken a helicopter to the helipad at 20th Century Fox, which had allowed him to use it since the studio was still in negotiations with him to film his book, The Enemy Within.


  Lawford was waiting in his car to drive Bobby to Marilyn’s home in Brentwood. Although the dialogue among the three once they reached Marilyn’s house was not always clear, a rough scenario of what happened that fateful afternoon can be pieced together from snippets of sound, as remembered later by Otash and Spindel.


  Apparently, in the beginning, their reunion went smoothly, although tense negotiations loomed. Some reports have Bobby storming into the house, demanding Marilyn’s red diary, but that did not come until later.


  Before their arrival, she had called a local cantina in Brentwood, which had delivered a small buffet of Mexican food, including guacamole. Resting on a coffee table was a chilled magnum of champagne, with more of the bubbly chilling in her refrigerator.


  Knowing that Bobby and Marilyn needed to talk, Lawford went out to the back yard for a nude swim in her pool.


  She would later tell Carmen, and the Spindel tapes clearly indicated that as well, that she used all her seductive techniques to lure Bobby into her bedroom.


  At one point, he can be faintly heard saying, “Marilyn, not now. Now’s not the time.” But he seemed to be giving in.


  Carmen speculated that while he sat on her sofa, she unzipped him and began to perform fellatio on him. “That will get them all the time,” she’d once confided to Carmen. Judith Campbell had witnessed her perform the same stunt with the soon-to-be-President in 1960 in JFK’s hotel suite in Los Angeles.


  The sound died out in the living room, but was picked up in her bedroom, which was also bugged.


  She was one of the most seductive women in America, and, according to Spindel, Bobby gave in.


  Both Otash and Spindel had seen film clips of Marilyn in the sack, and each of them knew the treat Bobby was receiving from her. But this time, according to Otash’s memory as expressed in dialogues and interviews he gave later, only the sounds of their sexuality on this hot afternoon were heard. From the sound of her moaning, the men knew that Bobby was getting to her, arousing her passion in spite of her rage at him over the previous few days.


  She was emitting short, staccato, animal-like noises. They knew Bobby was almost there, as he uttered a long, low groan, reaching the pitch of orgasm.


  Then it was over. But the next sounds surprised them. She seemed to be kneeling in front of him, licking and coddling his supposedly limp cock. Sounds of her kisses could be heard.


  Finally, he could take it no more and seemed to be pulling away. Like perverts, Otash and Spindel had to imagine what was going on, having been privy only to the sound effects.


  In the afterglow, Marilyn could be heard saying, “Oh, Bobby, Bobby, you’ve come back to me. I thought I’d lost you forever.”


  It seemed that that farewell fuck she’d envisioned during her discussion with Carmen had shifted into a renewed hope for the continuation of their affair.


  Bobby could be heard saying that he still loved her, but that a relationship “cannot be. Hoover’s on to us. Hoffa, God knows who? It can ruin Jack’s presidential chances. Destroy my marriage.”


  She protested, reminding him he’d promised her that he’d divorce Ethel and marry her.


  He admitted that he had done that, “But you’ve got to forgive my moment of insanity. I could never leave Ethel. I’ve got my brood to think of. I need to be a good father to them, and I love them. Please understand. We have to make sacrifices.”


  On the Spindel tapes, the action shifted to the kitchen. Bobby’s voice was difficult to hear. He was speaking softly, but her voice was growing increasingly strident.


  “I want you to leave your wife— today, not tomorrow, not some other year, not after some god damn presidential election. Today, damn it!”


  His voice was picked up again. “Be reasonable.”


  “What do you think I am? One of Jack’s hookers to be used and discarded like a piece of meat? I’m Marilyn Monroe. I’m even more famous that you are.”


  “I’ve got to have the red diary,” he said, imploring her. “I asked you to destroy it. Did you?”


  “Hell, no, and I’m not going to,” she said. “I also had Fred Otash, that detective, tape our phone conversations.”


  “You are trying to blackmail the Attorney General of the United States?” he asked. “You’re out of your mind.”


  “Maybe you are the one out of your mind—you and that brother of yours, for getting involved with me in the first place. Promises, promises.”


  “Turn over the diary, Marilyn, and anything else you have to link Jack and me to you.”


  Their voices seemed to grow louder. When Otash heard the tapes, he claimed that, “If I had not known it was Bobby Kennedy’s voice, I would not have been able to nail it. He was screeching, high pitched like an old lady.”


  The tape was unclear at this point. She screamed obscenities and seemed to flail away at his chest with her fists. In her fury, she picked up a small kitchen knife and lunged at him. It was at this point that Lawford’s voice is heard.


  “Marilyn, drop the knife. There was the sound of a scuffle, and apparently one of them, either Bobby or Lawford, wrestled the knife away.


  “Fuck!” Lawford yelled. “Get a grip, god damn it, Marilyn.”


  Then she broke into hysterical sobbing, and no more sound came from the kitchen.


  The next voice heard was that of Marilyn, who had returned to her bedroom. “Don’t threaten me,” Bobby told her. “Enough people are trying to destroy me. Not you, too. I’m really begging, and that’s something I don’t do.”


  Lawford chimed in. “Don’t condemn him for falling in love with you.”


  “You’re still seeing that Greenson guy, aren’t you?” Bobby asked.


  “Yes,” she shouted back at him. “He’s been fucking me, too. I'll also fix his wagon at my press conference.”


  “Don’t do it!” Bobby warned her.


  “Before I tell everything, Giancana will also go down,” she threatened.


  Lawford could be heard talking on her bedroom phone with Dr. Greenson. “ If she does what she claims she’s going to do, kiss your psychiatric career goodbye. You could end up in prison. I’m standing here with the Attorney General of the United States and he knows the law.”


  Bobby was heard speaking to Greenson. “You’ve got to come over right away. She’s in bad shape. She’s threatening to bring down everyone’s House of Cards, including yours. You’ve got to sedate her.”


  “I'll be right over.”


  “All of us are in the dung heap together,” Bobby was heard saying. He abruptly slammed down the phone.


  She picked up on his last line. “Dung heap, is it? Are you saying I’m a pile of shit?”


  “Nothing of the kind,” Bobby said.


  “Get out! Get out!” she was heard shouting at him. “I never want to see you again. If you don’t get out right away, I’m calling the press and alerting the newspapers.”


  “Bobby said nothing else. Apparently, at this point, he stormed out the door, his famous temper flaring.


  “Cool it, Marilyn,” Lawford said. “Be a good sport about this. I’ve got to go, but I'll call you later. I want you to come over and be with me. Let’s be good friends again. My party will cheer you up.”


  “Get out, too,” she yelled at him.


  “I'll still call you later,” he promised. “Dr. Greenson will give you something. You’ll feel better soon.”


  After both Bobby and Lawford left, she could be heard dialing the phone. Apparently, she called the White House, where an operator must have told her that JFK was in Hyannis Port.


  She was heard asking, “Then please give me his number in Hyannis Port, for god’s sake.”


  She was obviously denied access to the number, because she ended her plea by saying, “Tell the President that Khruschev called. I’m launching a nuclear attack on Washington. Too bad he’s out of town.”


  ***


  Dr. Greenson arrived with a black bag shortly before five that afternoon and was seen by Marilyn’s neighbors, although they didn’t know who he was. Those same neighbors had recognized Lawford and Bobby when they’d driven up and had gone into the house.


  When Greenson arrived, he found Marilyn in a state of hysteria. She’d just received a call from a woman with a deep voice. “She warned me that my life was in danger,” Marilyn told Greenson.


  She also told him that she’d tried to reach the President to report on her disastrous reunion with Bobby. She told him that after his visit, she was going to call Lawford and threaten him if he didn’t give her the President’s private phone number in Hyannis Port. “I feel I have the right to call and tell him goodbye.”


  When Eunice returned with supplies, the housekeeper noted that Marilyn was “panicky.”


  Greenson was so alarmed by her condition that he called Dr. Engelberg, who refused to come over. Preparing to divorce his wife, he apparently was spending time with the new love interest in his life, and had more or less run out of patience with his most celebrated patient.


  Ralph Roberts called to confirm his dinner date with Marilyn, as requested. He later said that Dr. Greenson answered the phone. “Miss Monroe is out this evening. Don’t call again.”


  “I didn’t believe him.” Roberts later said. “He didn’t want me hanging out with Marilyn. I think she was in the house when I phoned, but he wouldn’t call her to the phone. He had long urged her to drop me.”


  Since his social date with her was off, Roberts then called other friends and arranged to go out to dinner with them instead. Shortly before Marilyn died, his answering service reported that she’d made a final call trying to reach him.


  Seeing that Marilyn was in such bad shape, Greenson asked Eunice if she’d stay over with Marilyn for the night, even though her services were being terminated in the morning. His mother-in-law also asked Jeffries to stay over and sleep in the “telephone room” so recently vacated by Newcomb. He, too, was being dismissed Sunday, even though he was far from finishing the renovations he had begun on the house.


  Greenson told Marilyn that he’d made a dinner date with his wife and had to leave at once to pick her up and honor their reservations on time. She pleaded with him to stay, even though she was dismissing him this coming week. He refused, adding to her feeling of desertion and loneliness.


  She placed an immediate call to Lawford, who picked up the receiver. He’d already started to drink his “sundowners.” He told her that Bobby had left.


  Since his wife, Patricia, was with her brother, Jack, in Hyannis Port, and Lawford had their private number, Marilyn asked him to give it to her.


  “They’d kill me if I gave it out,” Lawford protested.


  “I got Bobby to come down, and I think I can get the President to speak to me one final time,” she said. “Here’s the deal. If you will get him to phone me, just as soon as possible, I'll call off the press conference. He’s safe. If questioned, I'll just say I once shook his hand at his birthday celebration in May.”


  “If you really mean that, I think I can get him to call you,” Lawford said.


  “They got what they wanted, and I don’t want anything else these two little Irish Catholic boys have to offer.”


  “Hang in there and pick up the damn receiver when Jack calls, and I know he will. Let’s bring all this shit to an end. The way things are going between Pat and me, I'll soon be kicked out of the clan myself.”


  “All right, Peter, but don’t fuck this up,” she warned him.”


  I’ve got people arriving for Chinese take-out tonight,” he said. “I'll call you back in an hour or so and see if you’re up to being the guest of honor.”


  She put down the phone to wait to see if the President of the United States was really going to phone her after all her failed attempts to get through to him.


  ***


  Bobby had spent only a short time at Lawford’s beach house. Lawford arranged for a helicopter to take him from Santa Monica to the Los Angeles International Airport. Two neighbors spotted him leaving, but later, when questioned, a neighbor couldn’t remember the time. “We’d had dinner,” he said, “so it must have been around nine o’clock that night. When these helicopters took off from a helipad near our home, they always blew sand into our swimming pool.”


  At the airport, Bobby boarded a commuter flight to San Francisco. He was accompanied by two unknown aides from the Justice Department.


  In San Francisco, he headed by limousine to the Bates Ranch, arriving there in time for Sunday mass, where he was seen with Ethel and some of his children.


  ***


  Earlier Saturday night, the phone rang in Marilyn’s home. She immediately picked up the receiver. Could it really be him? “Hello,” she said in a very hesitant voice that was filled with anticipation. Her voice and that of her caller were being overheard by others.


  “Marilyn, it’s the Prez, as you call me. I’m back home, not at the White House.”


  “I guess it’s sometimes good to get out of that fish bowl in Washington,” she said. “How are you?”


  “Having more troubles than a man deserves and making a sworn enemy every second. I don’t do enough for women’s rights, for black rights, for bird-watchers, for teenaged pregnant mothers, and, in your case, for the Queen of Hollywood.”


  “I guess Bobby has called you,” she said. “Things didn’t go so well between us.”


  “I know, and I’m sorry, but we’re doing the best thing. We could do no better favor for you than remove ourselves from your life. We were wrong to be there in the first place. Will you ever forgive us?”


  “Of course, I will, and we’ll both go on. I’m making a spectacular comeback and you’re going to be the all-time greatest President.” She paused. “Except for one.”


  “And who’s my competition?”


  “Abraham Lincoln…he’s my favorite.”


  “I can’t really talk now,” he said. “People are waiting for me. But your forgiveness will make my world a lot better.”


  “I’ve got to step aside and let you do what you’re going to do. By 1968, with you as Prez, no kid in America is going to go hungry. People who don’t have insurance will get good medical care. You’re going to transform America like FDR did in the 1930s.”


  “A big job, but we’ll give it hell.”


  “As for Bobby, he’s got a pretty big agenda, too, especially when he becomes President after you. And he’s got a wife and a hell of a lot of kids. And you forgive me, too? You will, won’t you?”


  “There is nothing to forgive. You offered love and that is the greatest gift of all. Without it, why would life be worth living?”


  “There’s just one more thing,” she said. “It haunts me, but I aborted your child. It would have been the most wonderful boy or girl in the world. Just think—President Kennedy for his father and Marilyn Monroe for its mama.”


  There was a long pause at the other end. Total silence.


  Then he said, “Some things aren’t meant to be,” he said.


  “You’ll always remember me, won’t you? I need to know.”


  “When I expire on some hot summer day at the Cape, say, in August of 1987, I'll feel your sweet kiss on my old man lips. It’ll be my send-off as I depart this world for another one.”


  “That’s the sweetest thing anybody has ever said to me,” she told him, echoing a very similar line in Bus Stop.


  “Goodbye, Marilyn.”


  “Goodbye, Mr. President.”


  After hanging up and brushing aside her tears, she phoned Carmen, not wanting to forget one single line of what she and the President said to each other.


  Fred Otash later said, “I felt deeply embarrassed listening to something that was so personal. It made me feel like a rotter hearing such private stuff. There was a lot of real emotion there, a lot of pain. Hell, I’m getting sentimental, and that’s not who I am or what I do.”


  ***


  As Carmen would recall years later, “Marilyn caught me between fucks on my birthday. She wanted me to come over so she could tell me about her call from the president, but I told her that she’d have to give me a blow-by-blow on the phone.”


  “After Marilyn told me what the President said, I had more respect for him, a real gentleman in spite of his reputation behind boudoir doors. That’s one of the nicest send-offs I’ve ever heard. Better than my send-off from Lex Barker. One drunken night he told me that he’d rather fuck Lana Turner’s daughter, Cheryl, than me.”


  I had a boyfriend due to arrive in seconds, and I wanted to get Marilyn off the phone, as I needed some repairs after an afternoon session I’d had. Talk about a workout. He wanted everything. I told her I had a date.”


  “Oh, Jeanne,” Marilyn said. “Can’t you cancel and come over and bring a bag of pills?”


  “The request for pills was not unusual, Carmen said. “Marilyn and I often shared pharmaceutical drugs at that time, because they were fairly easy to get at any local drugstore. Frankly, back then, we didn’t know how habit-forming or dangerous some of these drugs were.”


  “Over the years, I denied giving her drugs, because I didn’t want to be one of the parties accused of contributing to her death, if even indirectly. Back then, I didn’t want to reveal all that personal stuff about her—the final call from the President, claiming she aborted his child. Those revelations would have been like exploding bombs back then.”


  Before Carmen hung up, she reconfirmed her date for a game of golf on Monday.


  “Marilyn couldn’t really play very well, and I was a trick shot, but I was trying to teach her. I never figured out why she wanted to play golf, but she did. I promised to ring her up later to see how she was.”


  “It was an instinct, but she seemed a little too deliriously happy. She still hadn’t decided if she were going to marry Bolaños or DiMaggio. I would have been happy to settle with either one. Of course, Joltin’Joe was where the money was. As a gal gets older, she has to think about money. Marilyn had a certain bravado that night. While planning this double marriage, she also told me that she’d met Warren Beatty last night, and she was definitely going to go for him and take him away from Natalie Wood. All of us showgirls and models in Hollywood in 1962 had set Beatty as our goal, but somehow I thought she would beat us out. Imagine having to compete with Marilyn Monroe for any Hollywood stud.”


  ***


  Another call came in to Marilyn, this one from Johnny Roselli. He told her to cancel her other plans, claiming he had something very important to talk over with her. He also warned her that the nature of his talk was so confidential that he didn’t want her nosey housekeeper eavesdropping. “Clean out the house,” he instructed her. “Maybe after our little talk, we’ll have some fun.”


  Apparently, she asked him if he could make it some other night. On Spindel’s tapes, the gangster was heard saying, “No, god damn it, it has to be tonight…or else!”


  Lawford called back at around 7pm to see if she’d changed her mind about coming over. He seemed more interested in learning about her attitude toward his brothers-in-law than he did in having her as a guest. Her sudden shifts in mood had obviously alarmed him.


  She did inquire about his guest list. He told her that he’d invited Marlon Brando, Wally Cox, and the television producer, Joe Naar, along with his wife Dolores. The Naars lived just two blocks from Marilyn’s Brentwood home. “You don’t have to drive over if you’re not feeling up to it,” Lawford told her. “The Naars can pick you up and bring you back.”


  She declined the offer.


  “Is Warren Beatty coming back again?” she asked.


  Sensing her interest, Lawford said, “I think Warren is getting tired of Natalie. Would you like me to call him and give him your phone number? Perhaps you and he would like to get together and talk about starring in a picture together. I think the Sexiest Man in Hollywood and the Sexiest Woman in Hollywood would be a casting dream come true.”


  “Give him my number,” she said. “I'll become known as Joan Crawford, auditioning all the young male stars in town.”


  Lawford also told her that producer George (“Bullets”) Durgom would be there. Lawford then revealed the real motivation for his call. “Did you speak to the President?”


  “Yes, he called,” she said.


  “And…”


  “And it’s okay,” she said. “It’s over. It’s over with Bobby, too.”


  “And Teddy? Don’t forget Teddy.”


  “No one’s forgotten Teddy,” she said. “He’s sweet, the sweetest of the lot. I'll always entertain him when he comes to the West Coast in case he can break free from all those hookers.”


  “I know you must be feeling a little depressed after what you went through this afternoon, so I'll phone you later to check up on you.”


  “Okay, but don’t call after ten o’clock. I’ve got an important guest coming over, and I can’t be disturbed.”


  “Do I know this important guest?” he asked.


  “You know him, but you don’t want to get too close to him—that’s for god damn sure.”


  All their dialogue came across clearly on tape, and would be described later by Otash. Later, Lawford would lie to the police, telling officers that she was “barely coherent” when he talked to her right before his house party.


  Lawford’s call was immediately followed by another one, all of it recorded on Spindel’s tapes—and perhaps on other illegal bugging machines as well. Otash still had orders from her to have her own phone tapped.


  ***


  On his third attempt to speak to Marilyn that day, Joe DiMaggio, Jr. finally reached Marilyn. She picked up the phone herself this time instead of Eunice, who had kept lying, telling him that Marilyn was not at home.


  He’d placed a collect call from Camp Pendleton, California. Later, he was able to determine the exact time of the call because he was watching the seventh inning of a baseball game between the Baltimore Orieles and the Anaheim Angels.


  There had been a sense of urgency associated with all of young DiMaggio’s calls that day. He told her that he’d taken her advice and had broken off his engagement to Pamela Ries.


  She told him that she was delighted to hear that. For some reason, she’d felt that Ries was not the right girlfriend for him, and she also feared that he was far too young to get married. She repeated her objections on the phone.


  “I’m old enough to get married,” he said. “Old enough to marry you if you want me.” Then he brought up the subject he dreaded. “Dad called me and told me that you guys plan to remarry, either August 8th or the 15th. He invited me to the wedding.”


  “He’s telling the truth,” she said


  “Oh, Marilyn, don’t do it. Don’t go back there and repeat the same old mistakes. Plan a different life, like one with me. You know how much I adore you. It’s my time to be with you now, not Dad’s. Don’t betray me.”


  “Oh, Joey,” she said. “You’re making this very difficult for me.”


  “Make me one promise,” he said. “Don’t commit yourself right now. I’m getting a leave. I’m flying up from San Diego next week, and just let me spend one night with you. Just one night. You owe me that much. I swear to you that by morning, you won’t want to marry anybody but me.”


  “Joey, you certainly can be persuasive and you know how to make a confused gal all the more confused.”


  “Will you promise?”


  “I promise,” she said, reluctantly. “Let me know when you’re coming. I’m not going to promise to marry you, but I will set aside time for you.” She giggled. “Actually, I’m flattered.”


  “You need someone who treats you right,” he said. “You deserve that in a husband. That’s something you’ve never had before.”


  “You’ve always been wonderful to me. But you’re so young and also you’re his son.”


  “I have no control over who my father is or how old I am. Don’t hold either of those things against me. If you don’t think I’m experienced enough, you can teach me. I’m a fast learner.”


  “That has already been demonstrated, sweetie,” she said. “You know I’m crazy about you. You make me feel like a kid again.”


  “I want to devote my entire life to making you happy,” he said. “In some ways, you haven’t grown up either. Maybe we’ll grow up together, finding our way. Where you are concerned, age makes not one god damn bit of difference, and you know that.”


  “You really mean you’d devote your life to me?” she asked. “No man has ever promised that. I’ve loved you ever since you were a boy.”


  “Little boys grow up and get bigger every day,” he said.


  “You don’t need to explain that to me,” she said. “I bet you’re the best looking boy in the Marine Corps.”


  “I'll even bring a little military discipline into your life,” he said. “You’ll love it!”


  “You naughty boy,” she said. “I know what you want to do.”


  “Joking aside, I'll be there soon,” he said. “I love you. You’re my girl, and don’t you forget it.”


  “There will always be a place in my heart just for you,” she said. “Good night, sweetie,”


  “Good night,” he said. “I love you.”


  She can be heard blowing kisses into the receiver.


  Other than being on tape, these revelations were also confirmed by Joe Jr.’s next girlfriend, Pamela Lawson (not to be confused with the discarded Pamela Reis).


  Eunice also eavesdropped on the conversation. She told her son-in-law, Jeffries, and later would tell others, “The whole thing was disgusting. She was just playing with that kid’s mind and leading him on. I don’t think she cared who she hurt. She was always complaining about how men had hurt her. She could also be destructive to men as well. It was a two-way street with that one, and I should know.”


  After her phone dialogues with Lawford and Joe Jr., Marilyn, according to Eunice, announced that she was retiring for the night. It was around 8pm. For years, Eunice stuck to that one story, although changing much of her other unofficial testimony, perhaps forgetting what she’d said before.


  It appeared that Marilyn did retreat to her bedroom at 8pm to receive some more phone calls. But she also had a late date with Roselli, who wanted everybody out of the house.


  What Eunice didn’t tell was that Marilyn gave her a hundred dollar bill to go out and celebrate with her son-in-law, Norman Jeffries. Marilyn said she had a “hot date” and wanted some privacy. She told Eunice that her date would not be a long one because she was tired, suggesting they would be able to return by eleven. “But call first,” she cautioned. Otherwise, she didn’t want to be disturbed.


  Eunice took her own time showering and getting dressed up. She would later be seen a mile away, in a Brentwood restaurant, dining with some man. A neighbor spotted her but didn’t know the identity of her dining companion. It can be assumed that the man was Jeffries.


  Eunice did admit that right before she left the house, she heard Marilyn in her bedroom “having a very bad reaction to what someone on the other end of the phone was telling her.” All Eunice could make out was that Marilyn was telling her caller, “That’s horrible. That’s horrible. He should be warned.”


  “All I know is, somebody told her something awful,” Eunice said. “She was still on the phone, I think, when we left the house.”


  That caller was later identified as Fred Vanderbilt Field, her communist friend, phoning from Mexico City with some alarming news.


  Marilyn made the last outgoing phone call of her life, speaking to Carmen and complaining about how tired she was and how much she needed sleep. “How are you, Birthday Girl?” she asked.


  “Speaking of tired,” Carmen said, “I’ve been worked over by the two hottest studs in Hollywood today, with one more scheduled for around midnight.”


  “You can have my birthday present,” Marilyn said. “Johnny Roselli is coming over. He says he’s got to see me. It’s urgent.”


  “Are you sure? Maybe he just wants a piece of you.”


  “No,” she said. “There was something in his voice. I think there’s trouble.”


  “Unlike you, I love Johnny,” Carmen said. “He’s been good to me, especially whenever it comes time to pay the rent. But if he asks about me tonight, tell him I got a job in Vegas.”


  “Oh, Jeanne,” Marilyn said. “I’ve got really important news. Frank Sinatra might not want to marry me, and Jack and Bobby have presented me with my walking papers, but I’ve got three other hot men, each one wanting me to be their bride. There’s also Warren Beatty, the new boy in town. I’m convinced he has the hots for me. Lawford practically told me so. I have more or less promised to marry two of these men, and I’ve got the third one dangling in the wind.”


  “What do you mean, three men?” Carmen asked. “You underestimate yourself, girl. I count at least eighty million men in all colors, shapes, and dick sizes, from Nova Scotia to Cairo, who’d give their left nut to marry you.”


  “The laws for this country are so god damn stupid,” she said. “A gal should be allowed to marry as many men as she wants. And they call this the land of the free.”


  “Sweetheart, you’re always saying that! You don’t have to marry them,” Carmen said. “Be like your role model, Miss Lana Turner. Marry once in a while and have many, many boyfriends on the side. It’s the only way for gals like us.”


  “If you say so, baby,” Marilyn said. “Guess what—I'll think about it tomorrow.”


  Carmen said that she joined in to repeat the next line with Marilyn. “Because tomorrow is another day.”


  It was Marilyn’s favorite line from Gone With the Wind, as uttered in 1939 by Scarlett O’Hara.


  “I certainly didn’t know it at the time,” Carmen later said, “but for Marilyn, that poor misunderstood dear, there would be no more tomorrows, only yesterdays.”


  ***


  It was a busy night for Marilyn. No sooner had she put down the phone than a call came in from Jose Bolaños in Mexico City. The time was around 9:30pm. She welcomed that call but dreaded the arrival any minute from Roselli.


  Some sources claim that Bolaños placed the call from a bar in Santa Monica. But years after Marilyn’s death, he claimed, “That’s ridiculous. I was still in Mexico. If I’d been in the Los Angeles area, I would have been with Marilyn in bed. I’d proposed marriage to her, and she’d accepted.”


  “That night, we talked about our wedding,” Bolaños said. “She sounded tired but excited. We were going to be married in about two weeks. I was closing out my affairs in Mexico and packing up to head to L.A. I was going to move in with her at Brentwood. I’d feel at home, since all her major pieces of furniture were being shipped up from Mexico.”


  “Once married, I would definitely have a kid or two with her. But she was making a comeback. We’d need money, and I would wear protection during our first years. She couldn’t afford to miss out on any more movie deals.”


  “Not only that, I’d written a new movie script that she’d agreed to star in. Well, almost… It was about an aging screen goddess who goes to Mexico and meets this handsome young actor. She falls madly in love with him. Eventually, she marries him and takes him back to Hollywood.”


  “At first, he lives in her shadow, and the big enchiladas in Hollywood treat him like the star’s boy. But then he appears in a movie himself, and then another. In time, as her beauty fades, he has become a bigger star than she is.”


  “One night she catches him with a young blonde actress who has dethroned her as the Queen of Hollywood. She has a gun in this big Hollywood mansion she lives in. She shoots her young lover, who falls face down in her pool.”


  He laughed. “Marilyn told me that I’d have to rewrite the ending, that it was too close to an old Gloria Swanson movie called Sunset Blvd. After reading my script, she said the aging actress could be played by Joan Crawford, and that she could appear as the young goddess. Actually, I had meant for Marilyn to play the older role.”


  “Of course, she was killed that night, and my film was never made, although I did offer it to Lana Turner, who turned it down, but didn’t turn me down on a personal level, if you know what I mean.”


  Bolaños has often been quoted as saying that Marilyn never hung up the phone, but perhaps laid the receiver down and stopped talking to him, with the suggestion that she drifted off to sleep.


  Years later in Mexico, he claimed “that was an invention of some writer and other writers copied it. It never happened that way. After declaring her love for me, and me for her, with a promise that we’d be together in a few days, she blew kisses into the phone, wished me a good night, and then put the receiver back on its cradle. Everything else said is a lie.”


  After Marilyn died, Bolaños gave only a “limited hangout” about what they had talked about during her final hour. But he did say something that tantalized the nation’s press. However, he never delivered the punch line until years later, in Mexico.


  “Before I hung up that night, Marilyn told me a secret so deadly it would have shocked the world.”


  It took a lot of years and another celebrated death before Bolaños finally told what he’d heard that night.


  [Editor’s note: for more on this, see “Marilyn’s Deadly Secret” within the final pages of this book.]


  ***


  Peter Lawford later claimed that he was the last person to speak to Marilyn, although how he knew that was never revealed. Marilyn’s bugged phone indicates no final call to Marilyn from him. Otash later claimed that he believed that Lawford made up that final call.


  Marilyn had two separate phones, one connected to a white phone and one connected to a pink phone. If Lawford had made such a call as he claimed, he would not have been able to get through to her, as her killers had taken both phones off their respective hooks. All that Lawford would have heard would have been a busy signal.


  In 1975, during a police enquiry into Marilyn’s mysterious death, Lawford told the police that her last words were, “Say goodbye to Jack and say goodbye to yourself because you’re a nice guy.” The police knew, of course, that the reference to “Jack” could only mean John F. Kennedy.


  No such call ever came into Marilyn’s house, to judge from the evidence. Lawford was setting the stage for defining her death as a suicide.


  When a skeptical Frank Sinatra heard the details of Lawford’s testimony, he said, “All that proves is that MGM should have hired Peter as a screenwriter instead of as an actor.”


  ***


  Unknown to Marilyn, her fate was about to be decided by five men who’d arrived in Brentwood the day before, after a bumpy flight from Chicago. Their orders from Sam Giancana were firm: Kill Marilyn Monroe before midnight Saturday.


  In their lifetimes devoted to murder, it would be estimated that this cabal of killers would assassinate some three-hundred people, mostly men but an occasional woman, too.


  None of their murders was as high profile as that of Marilyn Monroe. But her reputation didn’t seem to hold them in awe. Murder was their game, and they were professional. Even if they’d been instructed to assassinate the President of the United States, they would no doubt have proceeded with the same skilled efficiency. Of course, the higher the profile of their victim, the greater the price tag attached to the killing.


  At the Los Angeles airport, Johnny Roselli, Giancana’s henchman on the West Coast, was waiting to greet the killers. He knew each of them, not only by reputation, but he was also aware of who they had murdered in the past.


  Each man got into a limousine with darkened windows, while a chauffeur drove them to a rented house in Brentwood, only two blocks from Marilyn’s own hacienda.


  Here, they would wait for their orders and listen to wiretaps coming from Marilyn’s home. These hit men were not privy to all the behind-the-scenes negotiations that had led Giancana to place Marilyn at the top of his hit list. Those secret maneuvers, or the identities of all the men involved in the decision to silence Marilyn forever, will probably always be lost to history.


  The listening post into Marilyn’s home occupied an inconspicuous van bearing the name of the Anderson Cleaning Service, a company not registered in Los Angeles, and with no known address. The van looked battered on the outside, but its interior was equipped with top-rated audio equipment, including a Uher 4000 audio recorder. The van even contained a table and a small fridge stocked with Budweiser and cold cuts. Each of the men was assigned to take turns monitoring the audio input that was broadcast from the secret transmitters within Marilyn’s house.


  When Bobby Kennedy had entered her house that afternoon, a lot of sounds were obscured because Marilyn had insisted on playing Sinatra records in the background.


  ***


  In Chicago, Sam Giancana had assigned the “contract” to murder Marilyn to Felix Alderisio, whose nickname was “Milwaukee Phil.” Within the Chicago outfit, he was the underboss to Giancana, whom he called “Momo” or “Mooney.”


  Alderisio’s career as a criminal had been launched during Prohibition. His first minor arrest had been for vagrancy, since he was seen every day waiting outside All Capone’s headquarters at Chicago’s Lexington Hotel, hoping to get a job as a messenger. Eventually, he broke into the mob, who employed him as a “bagman,” bringing cash payoffs to Chicago judges and police officers.


  By the 1950s, he’d risen to the position of “the enforcer,” working with his partner, Charles (“Chuckie”) Nicoletti, who would also be hired to kill Marilyn.


  As enforcers, the two men made gangland hits on merchants and others who did not pay the Mafia insurance money. They became known for their own version of a “Batmobile,” except that in their case, their black vehicle was a“hit mobile,” with special switches that controlled taillights and headlights as a means of obscuring the car’s license plate and helping avoid police detection.In a concealed compartment within the vehicle, they carried pistols, shotguns, rifles, and plenty of ammunition.


  Alderisio and Nicoletti also directed a gang of “cat burglars” who broke into homes in Chicago’s upscale Gold Coast district, looting jewelry for the most part, and whatever cash was on hand. Alderisio and “Chuckie” eventually expanded their operations to Milwaukee, where they ran bordellos, striptease joints, nightclubs on Rush Street, and three small hotels.


  From their collection of payments from various restaurants and nightclubs on the North side of Chicago, Alderisio and Nicoletti handed over millions to the Mafia after their cut was taken out.


  As one of Giancana’s top aides, Alderisio was probed by the Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations of the U.S. Senate looking into organized crime. Alderisio developed a personal hatred for Attorney General Bobby Kennedy, who had him hauled before the committee, where he refused to testify, pleading the Fifth Amendment twenty-three times.


  Sometimes, Alderisio and Nicoletti arranged for the smuggling of heroin into the United States, traveling, at Alderisio’s insistence, to Italy, Turkey, and Greece as a means of expressing his passion for classical ruins. While Alderisio wandered among the ruins of yesterday, Nicoletti preferred to stay in his hotel room “fucking the local broads and giving them a treat,” as he immodestly put it.


  Alderisio was also involved in the CIA-Mafia link to the failed Bay of Pigs covert operation in Cuba aimed at toppling Fidel Castro.


  During May of 1962, weeks before being hired to murder Marilyn, Alderisio directed an infamous mob torture incident. Billy McCarthy and Jimmy Miraglia had ambushed and shot two Mafiosi. Alderisio and Nicoletti captured McCarthy and tortured him until he revealed Miraglia’s name. Alderisio and his henchmen extracted information from McCarthy by placing his head in a vise, slowly tightening it until one of his eyes popped out of its socket. After McCarthy revealed Miraglia’s name, Alderisio slit his throat. Nicoletti then trailed Miraglia, eventually catching up with him and cutting his throat too.


  Over a period of several decades, Alderisio was arrested three dozen times for bombing, racketeering, gambling, hijacking, counterfeiting, bootlegging, extortion, bribery, and murder for hire. By the late 1960s, years after his assault on Marilyn, he was convicted and sent to prison, where he died of a heart attack on September 25, 1971.


  When not involved with Alderisio, Nicoletti often worked with Francis Schweihs (“Frank the German”). Giancana also selected Schweihs as a hit man to murder Marilyn.


  Tom Knight, Assistant U.S. Attorney, would later refer to Schweihs as “one of the most violent people ever to stand before a judge.”


  As another of his cohorts, Frank Cullotta, would later testify, Schweihs wanted to rape and torture Marilyn before her execution, but Giancana demanded, under threat of death, that her killing be relatively painless.


  When not murdering people, Schweihs sold “insurance” for the Mafia in Chicago, and was considered the best salesman among Giancana’s henchmen.


  Schweihs, or so it is believed by law enforcement officials, would later be the hitman who killed Nicoletti, with whom he had joined forces during the night of Marilyn’s murder. Giancana had by this time turned against Nicoletti, accusing him of skimming money from the Mafia, and ordered Schweihs to murder him.


  Long after Marilyn’s murder, Schweihs was convicted of extortion in 1989 and sentenced to a thirteen-year term in prison. Schweihs, along with his partner, Angelo J. LaPietra, nicknamed “The Hook,” were caught skimming millions from Las Vegas casinos in the 1980s.


  After prison, Schweihs was known to have lived for a while in Dania Beach, Florida.


  Sought on a charge of murder in April of 2005, he became a fugitive, but was eventually caught in Berea, Kentucky, just before Christmas of that same year. In prison, he was diagnosed with cancer, and moved to a federal medical center at Rochester, Minnesota, where he seemed to recover, at least slightly, after a series of operations. He was set to go to trial on October in 2008, but died that summer on July 23.


  When questioned by the police about the death of Marilyn Monroe and its link to Sam Giancana, he said, “Marilyn Monroe? Never heard of her. I always jerked off to the pictures of Jayne Mansfield with her tits hanging out. As for Giancana, someone once pointed him out to me in a restaurant.”


  Schweihs has the dubious distinction of being the longest surviving member of the gang who killed Marilyn, most of whom ended up murdered themselves. Giancana himself was murdered in 1975, assassinated in his Chicago kitchen, his brains splattered over the tile floor.Later that year, Roselli ended up in a barrel dumped into a Florida bay.
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  Anthony (“The Ant”) Spilotro was the fourth mobster assigned to the Marilyn hit. TheChicago-born hood was only twenty-four years old when he joined in Marilyn’s murder.


  FBI agent William F. Roemer, Jr., called him “that little pissant,” but the media didn’t want to use the word “piss” so they shortened his nickname to “Ant.”


  Spilotro met Giancana because of Giancana’s frequent meals at Patsy’s Restaurant in Chicago, which was run by his parents, Pasquale and Antoinette Spilotro. In fact, Giancana often held mob meetings in the parking lot of Patsy’s.


  After Marilyn’s death, Spilotro’s mob career took off, and by 1971, he was the Chicago mob’s link to its operations in Las Vegas.


  Spilotro embezzled (“skimmed”) profits from the casinos and sent the money back to the Mafia in Chicago. Ten years after Marilyn’s murder, Spilotro orchestrated one of the most vicious murders in America’s mob history. He killed Leo Foreman, a real estate agent and loan shark by repeatedly stabbing him with an ice pick, cutting out chunks of his flesh. To further horrify his victim, as an act of psychotic sadism, he castrated Foreman, removing one of his testicles andchomping down on it with his teeth, as Foreman, screaming, looked on as blood dribbled from the corners of Spilotro’s mouth.


  In spite of overwhelming evidence, Spilotro was later acquitted of Foreman’s vicious murder.


  “The Ant” often worked with his brother, Michael Spilotro. Together, they established “The Gold Rush, Ltd.” a Las Vegas operation for the fencing (distribution and sale) of some of the most valuable stolen goods in the country.


  In 1979, evada’s Senator Harry Reid, Majority Leader of the U.S. Senate beginning in 2007 and still holding that title at presstime for this edition, got Spilotro blacklisted from all evada casinos.


  The Spilotro brothers, in yet another venue linked to “The Gold Rush, Ltd.” eventually spearheaded a burglary ring known as “The Hole in the Wall Gang,” because of their penchant for drilling through the exterior walls and ceilings of buildings they burglarized.


  Frank Sinatra knew the Spilotro brothers and actually suggested that some of their criminal antics be used as plot devices in Ocean’s 11, a movie released in 1960 that featured some of his fellow Rat Packers.


  Eventually, Spilotro was indicted for his role in at least twenty-two murders, including that of Bill McCarthy.


  In Martin Scorsese’s 1995 film, Casino, Mc-Carthy’s murder was depicted, albeit in a less gruesome way, through the murder of an onscreen character named “Tony Dogs.”


  Spilotro’s murder of San Diego real estate heiress Tamara Rand was another event depicted in Casino. Rumors on the street also implicated Spilotro, along with Johnny Roselli, in the murder of Giancana.


  In 1986, both of the Spilotro brothers were killed in the basement of an abandoned hunting lodge in DuPage County, Illinois. They were beaten and strangled to death before being buried in a cornfield beside Highway 41 in northwestern Indiana. Their former comrade, Frank Schweihs (“Frank the German”) was arrested in 2005 and charged with their murders.


  The fifth and most unlikely member of Marilyn’s murder squad was Frank Cullotta (sometimes spelled “Culotta”), a former Las Vegas detective who “switched sides.” He had been a childhood friend, growing up in Chicago, of the Spilotro brothers.
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  Cullotta was arrested in July of 1981 during a botched robbery and was tried and convicted. In prison, he learned that Spilotro, “The Ant,” had ordered his execution.


  “The Ant” had once trusted Cullotta to handle Mafia money, but he learned that Cullotta had been “skimming” the illegal profits before turning them over to the Mob. Cullotta was stashing a lot of the money in his own offshore bank accounts.


  In nearly all cases when the Mafia discovered that one of their members was doing that, a death sentence was issued.


  “The Ant” chose Lawrence Neumann, nicknamed “Crazy Larry,” to execute Cullotta. Neumann and Cullotta had been comrades-in-arms when they worked together murdering and robbing for the Hole in the Wall Gang.


  Unaware that Cullotta had been tipped off that he was going to be murdered, Neumann believed that his Mafia comrade still trusted him. He arranged to pay Cullotta’s bail and to have him released into his custody. But Cullotta wasn’t having any of that, fearing that if he accepted a release into Neumann’s custody, that he’d be murdered that very night.


  As his only chance for survival, Cullotta approached the warden and volunteered to become a state witness against his former comrades, who included both “Crazy Larry” and “The Ant.” When “The Ant” learned of this, he renamed Cullotta “The Canary.”


  Interviewed by state law enforcement officers, Cullotta revealed “The Ant’s role in the brutal murders of both Miraglia and McCarthy, and he also testified that “The Ant” had engaged in a number of other notorious murders, including the 1979 slaying of Las Vegas mob member Sherwin (“Jerry”) Lisner.


  Based on Cullotta’s charges, Spilotro was indicted (but not convicted) on murder and racketeering charges. Criminal Court Judge Thomas J. Maloney ruled that the case could not be proven beyond a reasonable doubt. However, the judge himself, in 1992, was convicted for accepting bribes.
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  Cullotta was rumored to have been the only mobster to testify about the men who murdered Marilyn Monroe on the night of August 4, 1962.


  His testimony was sealed and delivered to the Department of Justice in Washington. None of his revelations were ever released, and his confidential report has never been made public under the Freedom of Information Act. It remains sealed to this day or else was destroyed by some official in government, perhaps a Kennedy loyalist, although that is pure speculation.


  After his release from prison, Cullotta was assigned to the witness protection program and relocated somewhere in Heartland America with a new identity. He was never heard from since then, and presumably died years ago.


  These were the mobsters that Giancana sent to kill Marilyn, turning the matter over to Roselli to choreograph.


  ***


  On the evening of August 4, 1962, the arrival of Johnny Roselli on Marilyn’s doorstep was not an immediate cause for alarm. He was known to have visited her on several previous occasions, even when she lived in apartments. He often bragged to his henchmen, “I’ve got to pop in at Marilyn’s to pop her one.”


  Alone in the house except for her poodle, Maf, Marilyn answered the door. Perhaps eager to learn about what important message he had for her, she invited him into her living room for a glass of champagne.


  When he came in, he must have flicked open the lock on her front door, as later, there would be no sign of forced entry.


  It can be assumed that no threatening dialogue occurred between them because Roselli already knew that anything he said to her would be recorded. What survived on the Bernard Spindel tapes has long ago been destroyed…perhaps. The only record we have of this is Spindel and Otash’s memory of the recording, as relayed to witnesses and interviewers after the event.


  Maf began to bark, and Roselli got up and took the dog and removed him to another room, perhaps asking her permission to do so because the poodle seemed highly agitated. An hour or so later, the barking dog would be released from his captivity in the telephone room by Norman Jeffries.


  Roselli and Marilyn idly chatted for no more than five minutes before two of the hit men, perhaps “The Ant” (Spilotro) and Schweihs (“the German”) came into the room.


  Slipping behind Marilyn, one of these men removed a chloroform-soaked washcloth from his bag. Perhaps at this point, alerted by the smell, she quickly turned around, but it was too late. The cloth was forced over her nose and mouth. Her struggle was useless. Giancana had issued orders that her body was not to be bruised.


  Knowing that the living room was bugged, Roselli ordered the other hit men, who by now had entered the living room, to remove her body to the guest cottage at the far end of the compound. Apparently, no one had ever bugged the cottage.


  Before invading her home, Giancana’s henchmen had prepared a solution of liquid Nembutal, chloral hydrate, and water.


  All struggle gone from her, Marilyn was stripped, and her nude body was placed on the bed. A bath towel was placed under her buttocks. The solution had been transported in a Thermos bottle.


  A bulb syringe was filled from the contents of the Thermos bottle, and the tip of the syringe coated with petroleum jelly for easy insertion into her rectum.


  The poisonous concoction was then released into her colon. She was then given a second dose of the deadly solution.


  Another hit man had gone into her bedroom and emptied the contents of her medicine bottles into his bag and had left the empty bottles. Apparently, the mob wanted it to appear that she’d swallowed all the capsules.


  The entire assault had taken less than thirty minutes, or so it seemed. Perhaps hearing a noise, the men rushed out so fast they even left the door to the guest cottage ajar and a lamp turned on.


  At approximately 10:15pm, Eunice and Jeffries returned from dinner. Marilyn had insisted that they call first before returning to the house, but when they tried, they had found both lines busy.


  Getting out of the car, Jeffries was the first to notice that a light was on in the cottage and its door was ajar. Had Marilyn put an overnight guest in there?


  The mother-in-law and the son-in-law went to investigate. As Eunice opened the door, she shrieked in horror to find a nude Marilyn on the bed, lying in her own waste.


  As a trained nurse, she immediately checked Marilyn’s pulse. She was still alive. “Call an ambulance,” she yelled at Jeffries.


  “She rushed to the other phone and placed an emergency call to Dr. Greenson. “Marilyn’s dying Come at once. Get Engleberg.” She slammed down the phone and rushed to attend to Marilyn. She didn’t know whether the ambulance or Greenson would arrive there first.


  At this point, the scenario becomes the subject of debate. Eunice obviously realized that the death of Marilyn Monroe would become an international headline, and she didn’t want to be left alone with Jeffries to manage the press, the photographers, and the police.


  It was at this point that it is believed that she called Pat Newcomb in spite of her hostility to her. Someone trained in public relations had to manage the crisis, and Eunice didn’t want to be in the spotlight.


  The sound of an arriving vehicle could be heard. Eunice pulled back the curtains of the guest cottage and looked out at the street. It was an ambulance. Two men were getting out and rushing toward the house with a stretcher.


  She stood outside the cottage signaling the young men to come toward her and not to go in through the front door of the main house, which was being held open by Jeffries.


  James Hall, the ambulance driver, later gave much disputed testimony, although any statement from anybody—all parties, in fact—is much disputed.


  Some biographers have placed Bobby Kennedy at the murder scene, but this claim later seemed outrageous to Hall, who was actually there.


  Hall claimed that his fellow ambulance driver was Murray Liebowitz, who later denied that he was Hall’s partner, and denied, for a while, that he was at the scene at all. Hall said, “We were returning from a run to UCLA Hospital, when we received a call to rush to 12305 Fifth Helena. We were told it was an emergency. We were real close, practically around the corner. We were at the house within two minutes.”


  I’m her housekeeper,” the unknown woman told Hall. “Come in here.”


  “It was the single most memorable moment of my life, a vision that would be with me forever, when I came into that cottage on that hot August night back in 1962,” Hall recalled years later. “I looked down at the body on the bed.”


  “My God!” he said. “This woman is a dead ringer for Marilyn Monroe.”


  He remembered the hostility reflected on Eunice’s face. “It is Marilyn Monroe, you idiot. Save her!”


  “Marilyn Monroe?” he asked. “You gotta be kidding me!”


  “Save her life, you goddamned fool!” she shouted at him.


  Hall was nervous and inexperienced, and he was only twenty-two years old and new to the job. He felt Marilyn’s pulse and determined that it was “very weak, very rapid, her respiration almost nonexistent. A classic symptom of overdose. In Los Angeles, I’d already seen a lot of that.”


  Hall and his partner decided to apply CPR. “The bed is too soft. We’ve got to put her on her back, a hard surface,” Hall told his assistant.


  The floor in the guest cottage was too cramped, so both men picked up her body to move her to the foyer. “Unfortunately, I dropped her on her fanny. It was my fault. Later, I heard that the coroner found two unexplained bruises on her body. The one on her upper arm was probably caused by my fingertips. I’d gripped her really hard. The other bruise, I’m sure, definitely came from dropping her. All the time, my partner had held onto her feet. We then picked her up again and moved her into the foyer. She was still breathing, but I thought [she was] going fast.”


  The fact that she bruised showed that she was still alive,” he said. “I’d recently learned that dead bodies don’t bruise.”


  While Leibowitz went back to the ambulance for a resuscitator, Hall inserted an airway into her throat to aid her intake of oxygen.


  The housekeeper helped hook up the resuscitator.


  “I felt the CPR was starting to work,” Hall said. “We were getting a good exchange of air from her body. Some of the color was coming back to her face. When I first saw her, she looked like she was still wearing that graveyard white makeup she wore in Bus Stop. I thought it was safe now to move her. I called out ‘get the gurney.’”


  It was then that a hysterical woman in raincoat and pajamas ran down the hallway, screaming ‘SHE’S DEAD, SHE’S DEAD!’”


  “She came and butted in,” Hall said, “hovering over the body. I wanted to knock the crazy bitch on her ass because I feared she’d fuck everything up.”


  “Who in the hell are you?” Hall asked.


  “I’m her publicist,” the woman shouted at him.


  He later said, “At that time of my life, I didn’t even know what a publicist was.”


  “We’re not ready for you yet,” he told the woman. “She’s not dead. You can publicize it if she’s dead. But we’re going to save her.”


  As Hall and his partner were getting ready to remove Marilyn, a man appeared in the hallway, carrying a black leather bag. “I’m her doctor,” he shouted at me. “Give her positive pressure.”


  “Turkey, what in the fuck do you think we’re doing?” an angry Hall said. He was tired of all this interference. “She’s breathing, thanks to me.”


  “When I took the job, I had been instructed to follow doctor’s orders at the scene of any emergency—or else get fired,” Hall said. “I took the resuscitator off, put an extension on the airway, pinched her nose, and then started to give her mouth to mouth. You can’t get any god damn more positive than that.”


  “At that time, this doctor guy began to give her CPR,” Hall said. “I thought he should apply it to her chest. Instead, the fucker was applying it to her lower abdomen.”


  “Look, doctor, you blow and I'll push,” Hall suggested. “He didn’t pay me any attention. He opened his bag and pulled out this hypodermic syringe with a heart needle attached.”


  Hall claimed he heard the doctor say, almost to himself, “I have to make a show of this.”


  Then, according to Hall, the doctor removed a pharmaceutical bottle from his bag and then inserted the needle into the bottle, filling the syringe. “I’m sure it was Adrenalin.”


  “He told me he had to inject her between the sixth and seventh ribs. He counted down her rib cage, pushed a breast to the side, and stuck the needle into her chest. He sure got it wrong. He entered at a bad angle, and the needle hit something, no doubt her rib. Instead of taking the needle out, he pressed down hard, and I heard this ‘snap.’ The fucking needle probably had broken a rib. He shoved the needle right into her heart. I knew at this point that it was curtains for Marilyn.”


  “The doctor stood up and confronted me,” Hall said. “He looked like I had killed Marilyn. ‘She’s dead,’ he told me. ‘You guys can leave now.’”


  “As we were heading out, he came up to me, standing very close like he was trying to intimidate me. ‘Whatever you do, don’t report one word of what happened here tonight. Don’t call the newspapers. We’ve got it handled. If you don’t follow my instructions, things will go very, very bad for you.’He gave me the creeps.”


  As Hall was gathering his paraphernalia, to the sounds of that publicist screaming hysterically in the hallway, two men appeared on the scene.


  One was a police officer, and the other guy wore a suit,” Hall recalled. The guy in the suit looked familiar, but like he was coming off a forty-day drunk. I thought he might have been a detective summoned from some bar.”


  “Later, when I saw his picture in the paper, I recognized Peter Lawford,” Hall said. “He was no damn detective. I’d heard he was a movie star, but I’d never seen one of his films. The papers said he was married to one of President Kennedy’s sisters.”


  Twenty years from the night of Marilyn’s murder, Hall said, “I firmly believe that Dr. Ralph Greenson—by then I knew his name—murdered Marilyn Monroe, who was already at death’s door. But he finished her off. Had he not shown up, and with me in charge, we might have gotten her to the hospital.”


  “All that shit that appeared in all those books about her being rushed to the hospital is just so much bull,” he said. “We never put her in that ambulance. It never happened.”


  Hall would be the only person at the scene of the crime who volunteered to take a Polygraph test. All the other people on the scene never even had to testify under oath, and most of them denied even being at the scene until shortly before dawn that Sunday.


  [In 1982, Hall was flown to Florida, where he was introduced to John Harrison, the co-inventor of the Polygraph (a device popularly referred to as a lie detector). “I administered six tests on Hall,” Harrison claimed. “I asked him, ‘On the evening of August 4, 1962, did you attempt to administer life-saving techniques to Marilyn Monroe?’ He was not lying. He passed each of the tests I gave him with flying colors. It seemed that everybody, even those remotely connected to Monroe, lied, told some more lies, and even changed their stories. I’d love to have given some of them my Polygraph test, especially Eunice Murray, Bobby Kennedy, Johnny Roselli, Peter Lawford, and Dr. Greenson…and that would be just for starters. My money’s on Hall.”]


  ***


  On the night of Marilyn’s death, Arthur Jacobs operated one of the largest public relations companies in Los Angeles. One of his senior employees was Pat Newcomb, whom he had signed as Marilyn’s personal publicist. Other clients of Jacobs included Judy Garland, Richard Burton, Rock Hudson, James Stewart, and Gregory Peck.


  Jacobs would become better known for two major events in his life—the death of Marilyn Monroe and the production of the wildly popular Planet of the Apes series.


  On that August 4 Saturday night, he had invited his girlfriend, Natalie Trundy, to the Hollywood Bowl to hear a Henry Mancini concert. They were accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Mervin LeRoy. He was a famous producer of such hits as Quo Vadis? and Gypsy.


  Jacobs had planned, after the concert, to take Natalie to Chasen’s to celebrate her birthday. As the concert was nearing its final half hour, at approximately 10:30pm, a messenger boy arrived from the manager of the Hollywood Bowl. The teenage boy told Jacobs that there was a “most urgent call for him” in the front office. Excusing himself, Jacobs rushed to the office and picked up the receiver to hear the startling news: “Marilyn Monroe is dead.”


  The famous reporter, Florabel Muir, later investigated and concluded that the call was placed by Pat Newcomb from Marilyn’s home in Brentwood.


  Natalie claimed that she did not see Jacobs for the next two days and two nights, but she was obviously aware of where he’d gone. “Pick up any newspaper, turn on the TV and radio, and you could figure it out.”


  “Arthur was in damage control at Marilyn’s house,” Natalie said. “Studios since the 1920s had guys like Arthur covering up scandals they didn’t want the public to know.”


  “The man who became my husband fudged everything, he later admitted to me.” She revealed this only after Jacobs had died at the age of fifty-one in 1973 of a heart attack. He chose to keep his Marilyn Monroe secrets.
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  “Perhaps staging the scene after the death of Marilyn Monroe that summer of 1962 was Arthur’s greatest achievement,” Natalie said. “Much of the world today still believes that her death was a suicide, accidental, or deliberate. Arthur did not want the world to know that she was murdered. That would have led to an investigation that would have stretched from Los Angeles via Chicago to Washington.”


  

  



  PART SEVEN

  

  THE MURDER THAT NEVER DIES

  

  



  From midnight until 4:25am, when the police were officially called, the traffic in and out of Marilyn’s Brentwood home was compared to that of Grand Central Station. Many concerned men and women who passed through the murder house that night later denied they were even there.


  Much was riding on a hastily written scenario by Arthur Jacobs, with the goading of 20th Century Fox. He was put in charge of rearranging and re-choreographing the scene, an old Hollywood trick that dated back to the 1930s and the mysterious death of Paul Bern, Jean Harlow’s ill-fated husband.


  There was almost no talk of a gangland execution or of its ringleader, Sam Giancana. The Kennedy brothers were the first and almost only consideration. After all, the fate of a political dynasty was at stake. The future political map of America, and by extension the Free World, could be whirling around the dead body of this blonde love goddess, who at that moment in Hollywood was its most celebrated actress.


  There were two major objectives, and Jacobs had to achieve both of them—namely, to establish that Marilyn’s death was a suicide, and second, to destroy evidence of any possible romantic link between her and the Kennedy brothers, Bobby and Jack. Teddy was such a minor player in the drama that almost no one seemed aware that he, too, knew Marilyn and had visited her for private encounters at Brentwood.


  If Marilyn’s death were ruled a suicide, there would be no investigation. But if the police defined it as murder, then an investigation would be launched that might lead anywhere, even to the White House.


  Before the police were alerted, the household had to be made camera ready, just like a movie script.


  More arrivals at the house were on the way, but it is believed that, in addition to Marilyn’s dead body, she had any number of guests at around midnight: Peter Lawford, Pat Newcomb (although she denied it), Eunice Murray and her son-in-law Norman Jeffries, and Dr. Ralph Greenson, who had been joined by Marilyn’s doctor, Hyman Engelberg.


  Lawford set about removing “the paper trail,” as he called it, which linked Marilyn to the Kennedy brothers. From her filing cabinet, Lawford was said to have filled three cardboard boxes with her personal papers and other documents. Normally, it would have been locked, but someone had broken in only two weeks before and robbed many of her documents. The lock had never been repaired, although she meant to call a locksmith.


  Lawford’s greatest discovery, or so it was alleged, was her red diary, which he confiscated and removed from the filing cabinet. Eunice Murray had seen Marilyn writing in it Friday. Marilyn had given Eunice the diary to put back in the filing cabinet, from which it was later stolen.


  Reportedly, all of these documents, including the diary, would, within a few days, be carefully shipped to the Department of Justice marked “for the eyes only” of the Attorney General.


  Jacobs wanted Marilyn’s body moved from the guest cottage into her bedroom. Eunice was ordered to wash the soiled sheets that were left behind, and to make up the bed again as if it had not been used that night.


  Jacobs, the consummate press agent, reportedly said, “Fox will generate lots of money on Marilyn’s pictures for years to come. We can’t have our love goddess discovered in a pile of shit. How in the fuck would that look?”


  With the cooperation of Marilyn’s psychiatrist (Greenson) and medical doctor (Engelberg), a fictional plot had to be quickly and carefully devised as to how her body had actually been discovered.


  Jacobs had spent most of his life reading scripts. For casual reading and relaxation, he preferred murder mysteries. Frantically, he set about creating his own movie-inspired plot.


  Like a good film, the story of Marilyn’s suicide would have a beginning, a middle section, and a dramatic conclusion. The press agent decided that the plot needed to begin at the Santa Monica mansion of Patricia and Peter Lawford. Although still intoxicated, Lawford would have to be rehearsed in a credible scenario of events.


  In his subsequent investigation of Marilyn’s death, Robert Slatzer tried to answer why Jacobs was on the scene managing and spinning the story. Slatzer later claimed that Jacobs was there to rearrange Marilyn’s death in such a way that the studio could collect a three-million dollar life insurance policy it held on its star.


  After Marilyn’s death, Fox was most gracious to Jacobs. He not only sold his agency for a huge amount of money, but became a producer at Fox. His first assignment was to direct What a Way to Go, a picture that had originally been developed specifically for Marilyn. He followed that with his mega-bucks release of The Planet of the Apes, with all the spin-offs it spawned.


  It would have been logical for Jacobs to summon his “Marilyn Monroe expert,” Pat Newcomb, to the scene that night. But as pointed out, she denied ever being there. Yet, after Jacobs died, his widow, Natalie, said, “If you really want to know what happened that night, ask Pat Newcomb. She knows the whole story.”


  The evidence is overwhelming. All of the key witnesses at the scene of the crime told stories about their involvement that were substantially untrue—and, in most cases, a blatant lie.


  As the years went by, key witnesses, perhaps forgetting what they had originally said, changed their testimony. In some cases, as these witnesses neared their own deaths, they admitted some of their previous testimony had been untrue, as in the case of Eunice Murray.


  The biggest lie that some of the people who were in the house that night told was, “I wasn’t even there. The first time I heard the news was over the radio when I woke up that Sunday morning.”


  ***


  Peter Lawford’s account of what happened on the night Marilyn was murdered depended on what year it was and who he was talking to. He invented various dialogues that were probably never spoken, especially the remark about her telling him to “say goodbye to the President.” In some of his other versions, it was, “Say goodbye to Jack.”


  It appears that he did make a call to Marilyn at around seven that evening, as reported in Part Five of this book. She was coherent, based on statements made by friends who called her that night.


  Lawford later claimed that Marilyn called him and allegedly told him, “I can’t take it anymore. It would be better off if I killed myself.”


  He claimed that she’d said that at the time, but that he did not take the threat seriously, as she’d made so many suicide attempts in her past. At first, he reported that he responded, “For God’s sake, Marilyn, don’t leave any suicide notes behind.


  ”Later, he must have realized how heartless that sounded, so he greatly altered his version of what was said between them.


  At his home after 8pm on Saturday, Lawford told one of his dinner guests, George (“Bullets”) Durgom, that he was worried about Marilyn, as he had tried to reach her several times on the phone, asserting that her line was busy. When he called the operator, she reported to him, or so he said, that her phone was off the hook. He had the number of her second phone line, but there was no mention of his attempt to dial that back-up number.


  Then from the context of the party at his house, Lawford opted to phone his agent, Milton Ebbins. Lawford had, prior to his call to Ebbins, spoken to someone else on the phone, a person rumored to have been Bobby Kennedy, although that was never proven.


  Lawford reported to Ebbins that “Marilyn’s voice was barely audible, and she seemed distressed, disoriented, her speech slurred.” He seemed to over-state the situation. Had Lawford been instructed to begin inserting the suspicion that Marilyn had been contemplating suicide that night?


  Even though he was hosting a Chinese take-out dinner within his home that night, Lawford asked Ebbins advice about whether he should excuse himself and drive over to Marilyn’s home.


  “You can’t be caught there if there’s trouble,” Ebbins told him. “Hell, you’re the brother-in-law of the President of the United States. Let me get in touch with Greenson or her lawyer.”


  Ebbins was unable to reach Greenson by phone, but he did get to speak to Mickey Rudin, Marilyn’s lawyer. Ebbins telephoned Rudin at around 8:15pm, getting his answering service. Asserting that it was an emergency, the answering service eventually located Rudin at a cocktail party at the home of Mildred Allenberg, the widow of the late agent from William Morris, Burt Allenberg, who had represented Frank Sinatra.


  Alerted to Lawford’s concern, and as a means of handling the matter, Rudin placed a call to Marilyn’s home. Her second line wasn’t busy, and Eunice picked up the phone. She was getting ready to go out to dinner with her son-in-law. Rudin told her about Lawford’s concern and asked Eunice to go to Marilyn’s bedroom and check on her.


  Rudin claimed that he waited four minutes for Eunice to come back onto the telephone line. Then Eunice told him, “She’s fine.”


  Rudin later claimed that he suspected that she never bothered to look, or else that she knew what was really going on in the house that night and didn’t want him to know. Rudin then claimed that he called Lawford back, telling him, “Mrs. Murray said that Marilyn is just fine.”


  With Lawford at his party in Santa Monica that Saturday night were Joe and Dolores Naar, who lived only four doors from Marilyn.


  “It was a fun evening,” Dolores later recalled. “Peter got quite drunk. He gave no indication during dinner that anything was wrong. But he was called away at one point. When he came back, he explained that a phone call he’d received was from Marilyn, ‘who is very tired and can’t come over.’”


  At that time, the Naars were about to leave. It is believed that the anonymous caller who had previously spoken to Lawford was not Marilyn at all, but someone else, warning him about something.


  The Naars left Lawford’s party in Santa Monica and were home after around 10pm. Dolores Naar later asserted, “As Joe was getting undressed, he got this urgent call from Peter. Joe said he sounded like he was in a panic. Peter asked Joe if he’d go down and knock on Marilyn’s door and see if she were all right. Peter told him he was afraid that she might have taken too many pills.”


  “I put on my clothes again and was rushing out the door when another call from Peter came in,” Joe said. “Strangely, he told me not to go to Marilyn’s. ‘Everything’s okay,’ he said. ‘I’m just an alarmist. You know me, the old worry wart.’”


  Lawford obviously didn’t want Naar to go to Marilyn’s, afraid by now for what his friend would discover. If he’d gone, Joe might even find Lawford arriving there himself.


  Some time after 10pm, Lawford was spotted leaving his Santa Monica home, in his Mercedes, by a neighbor, Billy Ward. Peter, according to the neighbor, was staggering toward his car when the unidentified woman who was with him opted to get behind the wheel to actually drive the car. Later, it was believed that the woman was none other than Pat Newcomb, who was reported to have been a guest at Lawford’s party that night, even though she’d originally begged off from attending, complaining of a sinus infection.


  It was only an eight- to ten-minute drive from Santa Monica to Marilyn’s residence in Brentwood. Lawford and Newcomb were believed to have arrived in Brentwood at 10:35pm, three minutes before the ambulance.


  Lawford’s maid, Erma Lee Riley, later claimed that her boss never left his house and that he was there all night. Had she gone to bed early? Or was she trying to protect her job? Many other witnesses placed Lawford at Marilyn’s home well before midnight.


  When Dolores Naar heard of Marilyn’s death, she said, “No wonder Peter didn’t want Joe to go over there that night. Peter heard from Jack or Bobby—probably Bobby—who told him to get over there and clean up the mess himself before the police and press arrived.


  ”Lawford would later claim that he did not learn of Marilyn death until 1:30am, although he refused to name who’d told him. This was obviously a lie, as he was deeply involved in the cover-up before midnight.


  Deborah Gould, Lawford’s third wife, said, “He told me he went over there and tried to tidy up the place and remove anything linking Marilyn to the Kennedys before the police arrived.” Gould also claimed that Lawford told her, years after the event, “Marilyn took her last enema,” indicating that he knew the method of her death.


  Jeanne Carmen later recalled that Marilyn was no stranger to enemas. “I saw her take a few myself. She was always complaining of chronic constipation.


  ”Fred Otash, the master detective and “bugger,” later claimed he received an urgent call from Lawford, who phoned from Marilyn’s house after she died. “It was at around midnight. I already knew, of course, that Marilyn was dead. I had my means of knowing that.”


  “Peter wanted me to go over and remove any bugging equipment from the house, because he didn’t know how to do anything that elaborate,” Otash claimed. “I refused to go over there. I didn’t want to get messed up in that shit, which might lead to a murder trial.


  ”Otash said he advised Lawford how to get rid of some of the evidence. “Peter sounded like a fucking mess. It was like I was talking to a junkie going cold turkey.”


  “Do what you have to do,” Otash told Lawford. “But get the shit out of there before someone else calls the police. I hope your buddy, Bobby, has gotten his skinny ass back into a San Francisco hotel by now.”


  “He’s safe,” Lawford assured him. “But I don’t know what that fucking bitch might have written. She was always taking notes about things she shouldn’t have learned about in the first place.


  ”Otash claimed that he then asked Lawford the all-important question, “Did Bobby have anything to do with Marilyn’s murder?”


  “Hell, no! He’s too smart for that.”


  Of course, Otash, from listening to the tapes, already knew that Sam Giancana was behind Marilyn’s murder. But he voiced one question which was never answered. “Who was behind Giancana giving the orders that were passed on to Johnny Roselli? There was big money involved here, but I sure didn’t get my hands on any of it.”


  When Lawford returned to his Santa Monica home, which was also bugged, it was around three o’clock in the morning, perhaps later. On his tapped phone, he received a mysterious call coming in from San Francisco. At the time, or so it is believed, Lawford had Marilyn’s private papers with him, including her red diary.


  A secret recording picked up the sound of a man’s voice. “Is she dead yet?” he asked.


  “Yes,” was all that Lawford said in response before the caller hung up.


  According to Otash, “It did not sound like Bobby Kennedy’s voice, [but] a man’s voice much deeper.”


  On the day of Marilyn’s funeral, Lawford was flying to Hyannis Port, where he would remain incommunicado. Before he left L.A., he told a reporter for The Los Angeles Herald-Tribune that he had spoken to Marilyn at around 7pm on the Saturday of her death. “She said she was feeling sleepy and was going to bed. She did sound sleepy, but I’ve talked to her a hundred times before and she sounded no different.”


  All that seemed innocent enough, but by the time he reached the Kennedy compound in Hyannis Port, he told the clan, “I fear the shit’s about to hit the fan.”


  [In 1992, thirty years after Marilyn’s death, it was revealed that Lawford had placed a call at 6:05am to the White House, where the time was 9:05am on Sunday morning, August 5, 1962. President Kennedy had returned to Washington from his time “at home” in Hyannis Port. The very first entry into the presidential phone log listed Lawford as the person who placed a call from a “Pacific Coast Highway” address in Santa Monica., where his private number was recorded as GL1-1800.


  He and the President, according to the log, talked for twenty minutes.


  To many reporters, this early morning call was viewed as the smoking gun that linked the President to Marilyn’s death. The call may have been no more sinister than Lawford giving JFK the inside scoop on what was about to explode into a nationwide media frenzy.]


  ***


  At the murder house in Brentwood, Arthur Jacobs, ace publicist, continued his rearrangements of the scene before calling the police. He found the doctors, Greenson and Engelberg, cooperative, but when he encountered Eunice Murray, he defined her as “a difficult bitch to deal with.”


  Mickey Rudin, the lawyer, also arrived at the Brentwood house that night, although he would deny it for years. In 1992, he finally admitted that he had, indeed, been there. “I got a call from Romi to come over,” he said, using his nickname for Dr. Greenson. “I was told that Marilyn was dead. I drove over right away. Newcomb was there. She was hysterical.”


  His statement seemed to confirm the emotional state of the woman who James Hall, the ambulance driver, had encountered.


  The spin about how Marilyn’s body was discovered remained a major concern. A scenario had to be worked out. Jacobs wanted Eunice to have come upon the body in Marilyn’s bedroom, and not within the cramped guest cottage.


  Greenson and Engelbert had delicately moved the body into her main bedroom, and Jacobs had artfully arranged it. Marilyn remained nude, but a sheet was placed over her body.


  Eunice was configured as the star witness. With help from the professionals on the scene, she began to spin a tale of discovery that would later prove to be moth-eaten.


  At first, she said that she woke up after midnight to use the bathroom. On the way there, she noticed a light in Marilyn’s bedroom and her phone cord extending out from under the door.


  A white carpet with thick, plush piling had recently been installed. With the understanding that the pile would eventually be crushed down through the course of daily use, the piling, shortly after the carpet’s installation, was so high that no light would have been seen beneath the door, and it’s highly unlikely that a phone cord could have been slipped under it. In addition, Eunice had the use of her own bathroom, and would not have passed by Marilyn’s bedroom as a means of reaching her own toilet.


  Eunice would later claim that she attempted to enter through Marilyn’s door, but found it locked. There was one major problem with that assertion: There was no lock on Marilyn’s door. The housekeeper also said as a means of checking whether Marilyn was all right, she exited from the house, went into the garden, reached through the open window of Marilyn’s bedroom and, from the outside, “parted the curtains.” Eunice claimed that the lights were still on in Marilyn’s room and that she was lying on the bed with the phone trapped under her stomach.


  Eunice said that she then went back into the house and telephoned Dr. Greenson on the building’s second phone line. He had just returned from dinner with his wife. Since he lived nearby, he said that he’d drive right over.
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  Eunice’s timing certainly appears to be off, because James Hall encountered Greenson in the hallway at the time of Marilyn’s death. To confound matters even more, Eunice would later tell the police that she didn’t find Marilyn dead until 3:45am, when rigor mortis had already set in.


  There were other discrepancies: Marilyn’s bedroom windows had been bolted. There was no opening for Eunice to reach through as a means of parting those draperies. Although Marilyn had plans for the eventual fabrication of “black-out” draperies, they were not yet in place by the time of her death. Instead, Norman Jeffries had simply stapled a length of fabric over the windows as a temporary solution. The curtains could not have been parted from anyone standing in the garden, both because of the windows having been bolted shut and because of the way the bolt of fabric had been stapled into place.


  A few weeks prior to her death, five high school boys, hearing that she had moved into the neighborhood, were caught as Peeping Toms trying to peer into her bedroom. Marilyn had always been sensitive about her privacy, and because of the fact that she liked to avoid the morning sun on those nights when she eventually fell asleep around dawn, she had taken pains to ensure that the windows were covered.


  According to his contrived story, as relayed later to the police, Dr. Greenson asserted that he arrived and immediately took a fireplace poker and broke a window pane from his position in the garden, then claimed that he reached in and opened the window.


  But there was a problem with that story: If he broke the glass pane from the outside, as he claimed, shards of broken glass would have fallen inside onto the bedroom’s carpet. But instead, shards of glass were found outside the house, on the ground, indicating that the glass had been broken from the inside.


  Greenson altered Eunice’s story in another manner as well, claiming that he found Marilyn dead in bed with the phone’s receiver clutched in her hand, as if she were trying to call someone, whereas Eunice claimed that Marilyn was actually lying on the phone, positioned under her stomach.


  It seemed that no one had carefully rehearsed their stories, a shortcoming that led to many discrepancies.


  It would later be determined that if anyone wanted to gain entrance to Marilyn’s bedroom, all that he or she would have had to do was open the door over that thick, new, deep-pile carpet.


  Eunice’s version of the timing of the events that transpired that night seemed so weirdly off that as the years passed, she would be asked to explain and re-explain the notable time irregularities of her various versions of what happened. “I think it was 3:30 or maybe 3:45am when I discovered the body. But it could also have been midnight.”


  When pressed for information about the ambulance, she said, “I really can’t remember.” She also denied ever having called an ambulance, although company records later revealed that a “Norman Jeffries” had made the urgent call for one to be sent.
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  She also claimed that she had been the one to call Dr. Engelberg, but Dr. Greenson said he was the one. Engelberg later said it was Eunice who had phoned him. At one point, Eunice said that it was she, not Greenson, who had taken the poker and broken the window.


  Dr. Greenson also got his time frames confused, at first claiming he was called to the house “at around midnight,” although Hall had reported him there at 10:30pm. If he had arrived at midnight, or even before, the question put to him was why he or Dr. Engelberg had waited so long to call the police.


  What happened between midnight and 4:25am?


  Engelberg had signed the death certificate at 3:50am.


  Greenson, like Eunice, changed his story, claiming that he arrived at 3:30am.


  As investigative reporter Matthew Smith later wrote: “That meant that Dr. Greenson was claiming that he dressed and drove to Fifth Helena Drive, then called Engelberg, who dressed and drove there, examined the body, and signed the death certificate—all in the space of twenty minutes. This was quite impossible.”


  None of the eyewitnesses that night would emerge as pillars of consistency, frequently changing the time frames in response to challenging questions.


  Later in her life, Eunice would finally admit that she lied on the night of Marilyn’s murder. When she got around to writing a highly unreliable memoir, Marilyn: The Last Months, published in 1975, she changed her story once again.


  She admitted that she had seen no light nor any telephone cord under Marilyn’s bedroom door, a believable scenario because of the high pile of the newly installed carpet.


  Seven years later, during an interview with researcher Justin Clayton, she came up with another story, saying that the door was found ajar, and that she walked right into the room. “It wasn’t necessary to break any window. I don’t remember how that window got broken. Maybe some kid threw a rock into it.”


  At this point, all reference to a broken window as the means of access to Marilyn’s bedroom had been diminished to the status of a “red herring.”
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  ***


  It was a dull Sunday morning at the station house of the western division of the Los Angeles Police Department. The time was 4:25am on Sunday morning, August 5, 1962. A burly police sergeant who wore black-rimmed glasses, Jack Clemmons, was about to have his fifteen minutes of fame. Actually, his fame would last far longer, since journalists would still be writing about him during the 21st Century.


  “It had been a dead night,” he later recalled. “Absolutely dead. Not even the cockroaches in the station house were moving about. Normally, I didn’t take incoming calls, the desk did that. But I was standing outside at the front entrance when I heard the phone ring. I don’t think we’d had a call all night. I picked up the receiver and heard this rather cultured voice.”


  “This is Dr. Engelberg. Marilyn Monroe is dead. She committed suicide.”


  “At first I thought some jackass was calling in as a prank,” Clemmons said. “Probably drunk after a wild Saturday night. But I took down the particulars and decided to drive over myself. If the call was legitimate, the world would be descending on Fifth Helena Drive.”


  “Even as I drove there, I still thought it was a hoax,” Clemmons continued. “We’d received those calls before. The year before, a call came in that someone had shot Lana Turner, and that she was dead.”


  “When I got to Marilyn’s home and rang the bell, this rather ugly, black-haired, late middle-aged terror opened the door,” he said. “She identified herself as Eunice Murray and told me she was Marilyn’s housekeeper. She said the call was genuine. Marilyn Monroe had been found dead in her bedroom.”


  Clemmons would later recall, “It was a gut instinct, but I felt I’d arrived at the scene of a murder. This story was going to be big. I mean, really big. I asked the witch who else was in the house.”


  “Dr. Greenson and Dr. Engelberg,” she said.


  He would later learn that her son-in-law, Norman Jeffries, had spent the night in the murder house. “He was nowhere to be seen. I was told that Murray didn’t want him to talk to the police, and had asked him to leave before people started to arrive. This was the beginning of her lifelong concealment of what actually happened that night.”


  “When did these two doctors arrive here?” Clemmons asked Eunice.


  “Around midnight,” she told the sergeant, the first installment in her frequently changing timetables over the decades.


  “I was shown into Marilyn’s bedroom, where the body was,” Clemmons said. “These two doctors were there. They were introduced to me, but when I offered to shake their hands, they didn’t respond. Engelberg was identified as Marilyn’s personal physician. He was rather slender, late middle age, and gray haired.”


  “Greenson was introduced to me as Marilyn’s psychiatrist. He seemed to have been designated as the spokesman. He was a bit taller, with a drooping mustache. His gray hair was rather thin, and he had the darkest rings around his eyes. Both of them stood about six feet from the corpse on the bed. It was obvious to me that they resented my presence.”


  “Marilyn’s blonde head was clearly visible above a white sheet,” Clemmons said. “I would have recognized her anywhere. I didn’t pull the sheet back to expose her nudity. I’d seen plenty of that. In the toilet at the police station, we had her nude calendar on the wall. I didn’t want to touch anything, including the phone. I felt that some ghouls had already done that for me. Her body was artfully arranged by someone. It was obvious to me that this was a staged event.”


  “Her legs were arranged perfectly, as if she was getting ready to pose for another nude calendar. I had been at suicide scenes before, especially when the victim overdosed on barbiturates. In the last minutes before consciousness is lost, there is a great pain and the body contorts.”


  “I asked Engelberg if he’d moved the body. He told me, ‘only to determine if she were dead.’ I thought he was lying. He was definitely hiding something. I later found that this Murray woman was washing bed sheets. Why? At this hour of the morning? I felt that the scene of the crime had been tampered with. But it was not my job to be the investigative officer on this case.”


  “It was an eerie scene at the house that night, with the most famous woman in the world lying nude and dead in the bedroom,” Clemmons said. “I felt that vital evidence had been concealed or even destroyed. It was just a hunch. Everybody was acting so suspiciously I felt that, unlike Marilyn, they were unskilled actors not trained as either a liar or a cover-up artist. Murray was one little busy bee running around straightening up things until I asked her to stop.”


  “‘Was there a suicide note?’ I asked Greenson.


  “No note,” he snapped.


  “Before superior officers arrived, I spent an hour and a half going over the scene, looking for clues,” Clemmons said. “There were empty bottles of prescription drugs by her nightstand.”


  Greenson volunteered that, “She must have swallowed all the pills.”


  “Where is the glass of water she used to swallow that many pills?” Clemmons asked. “I looked around; the doctors looked around—no glass. I went into the bathroom. It didn’t have one glass or cup. I turned on the water. Not one drop. Murray told me that the water in Marilyn’s bathroom had been temporarily cut off during a restoration of the house. She had to use the other bathroom at the end of the hallway.”


  Greenson had followed Clemmons into the bathroom and said, “It was definitely suicide.”


  “I turned to him and I was annoyed. Why don’t we let the Los Angeles coroner decide that?”


  “As I listened to their contradictory stories about how her body was discovered, I wondered why they’d waited for more than four hours to call the police.”


  “This Murray creature was very evasive, but so were the two doctors,” Clemmons said.


  “We were talking things over,” Greenson said, according to Clemmons. “The people at Fox had to be notified because Marilyn was such a big star—the press, you know.”


  “That was his fucking answer as to why he’d waited four hours to call the police,” Clemmons said. “He knew he was required by law to notify us at once.”


  “Attitude is important,” Clemmons said. “Engelberg was polite, but this Greenson creep was very antagonistic. Each of his answers was sarcastic. I’d later learn that he was a communist. No one volunteered information. They gave only the briefest answers to my questions.”


  “My time at the house had come to an end,” Clemmons said. “My relief, Sergeant Marvin Iannone, arrived. He told me that the detective who would take charge was on his way. Sergeant Iannone…that is a story for another day.”


  Within moments, Sergeant Robert Byron came in to take over,” Clemmons said, “I drove back to the station. I was left with the impression that I had just interviewed three fucking liars. More than that, I believed there had been other people there during those missing four hours before the police were called. A lot of people had come and gone, but had cleared out before I got there. What were they covering up? The answer was most obvious to me: Marilyn Monroe was murdered!”


  Back at the station house, Clemmons placed a call to a fellow police officer, James Dougherty, Marilyn’s wartime husband, her first.


  “Marilyn is dead,” Clemmons told Dougherty. I’ve just come from her house. There were a couple of doctors there. They say it was a suicide.”


  “They finally got her,” Dougherty said, without explaining who “they” were.


  Clemmons later said that he began to realize some massive cover-up had begun when he read the Monday newspaper. “My call to Dougherty was reported in the press. But I heard what he told me. He said, ‘They finally got her.’ Guess what was reported in the press? He was quoted as turning to his new wife and saying, ‘Say a prayer for Norma Jeane. She’s dead.’”


  ***


  Arthur Jacobs tried to reach Jack Clemmons at the station house, but found the phone constantly busy. By Sunday at around noon, reporters had learned of Marilyn’s death, and the phones were constantly ringing. Perhaps Jacobs wanted to vet Clemmons to see if he’d learned anything damaging during his visit to Marilyn’s house.


  His entire staff had been summoned. “We’re in damage control,” Jacobs told them “The whole world wants to know. We’ve got to deal with the press. Marilyn’s death will make Second Coming headlines. Our official storyline is suicide.


  ”Because of the time difference, the residents of Japan were among the first mass of people to learn of the death of this fabled goddess.


  In London, there were tragic consequences almost immediately. On learning of Marilyn’s death, British actress and Mayfair hostess actress Patricia Marlowe, 28, swallowed sleeping pills, which led to her death. Unlike Marilyn, she left a suicide note that read, “I want to die like Marilyn.”


  Also in London, Gerdi Marie Havious, a dancer, turned to her husband, and asked, “Why did she do it?” Then she ran across her living room and leaped to her death from an open third floor window, impaling herself on a jagged iron gate.


  In Mexico City, three teenage girls dangerously injured themselves during their attempts to commit suicide. There were other disasters as well, as much of the world received the news in stunned disbelief.


  As dawn broke over the murder house, reporters and paparazzi, summoned early from their beds, were arriving at the scene. One unidentified woman, dressed in a raincoat and pajamas, was seen running from the house, screaming at the press, “You vultures! Murderers! Murderers! Are you satisfied now? You’ve killed her!”
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  This woman was later to be identified as Pat Newcomb. Such an outburst may have led to her firing. This was hardly the way Jacobs wanted one of his publicists to face the nation’s press.


  Sergeant Marvin Iannone asked Eunice Murray when Marilyn Monroe’s bodyhad been discovered. Unlike what she’d told Clemmons, Murray told Iannone that she’d discovered the body at 3:45am. When confronted with earlier statement that it was at around midnight, she said, “I’m tired. My nerves are frazzled. Anybody can make a mistake.”


  Iannone soon discovered the washing machine going full blast. When he inquired why she was doing this, Murray said that people would be arriving at Marilyn’s Brentwood home, photographs would be taken, and she wanted “everything to be neat and tidy.”


  Then he asked her a potentially incriminating question. “That sheet over Monroe looks like it just emerged from the linen closet. Is it the same sheet over her body when you discovered her?”


  “No, it’s a fresh one.”


  “Did you remove a soiled sheet and put on a fresh one?”


  Eunice burst into tears. “Please don’t pressure me. I’m half out of my mind. How can I possibly be expected to remember such a trivial detail?”


  Detective Sergeant Robert E. Byron was the ranking officer on the scene. Aiding him in the initial investigation was Don Marshall, a plainclothes detective in the West Los Angeles division of the Los Angeles Police Department. Both of them searched the house for incriminating evidence. In the guest cottage, they discovered that the lock had been broken on a three-drawer filing cabinet.


  All the contents of each drawer had been removed. Only one letter remained. It was from a nightclub in Paris, offering Marilyn a contract for her to appear for a one-week revue.


  The door to the guest cottage opening onto the street was slightly ajar, but its lock had not been tampered with. Byron assumed that the theft had been an inside job.


  Beginning that very day, Byron would be attacked for his “superficial investigation,” although he was considered one of the best detectives in the Los Angeles area. Over the years, it would be speculated that pressure was put on him by William H. Parker, the Los Angeles Chief of Police.


  Parker was one of the leading supporters and friends of Bobby Kennedy in California. It was no secret that Parker wanted the Attorney General to name him as the replacement for J. Edgar Hoover at the FBI.


  It seemed logical that to curry favor with Bobby, he would not pursue too vigorous an investigation into the death of Marilyn. He had actually been heard talking to Bobby in San Francisco that Sunday morning, and he knew that the Attorney General had been at Marilyn’s house that Saturday afternoon.


  Allegedly, Bobby told him, “Seize Marilyn’s phone records before Nellie Hoover gets her hands on them. She’ll try to use them to blackmail me.”


  In a daring move, Parker knew he could save Bobby a lot of embarrassment and political damage if the police seized those records instead of the FBI. He authorized two of his policemen to bring the records back to his office.


  A bit later, in Washington, Hoover realized that the phone records might contain lots of last-minute calls to Bobby, or even to the President, and could be very damaging to them. He ordered his agents in Los Angeles to seize Marilyn’s phone records. But when Hoover’s agents arrived at the phone company, they were told that the records had already been confiscated by the LAPD.


  Once the records had been delivered to Parker’s office, he reviewed them and then ordered a special courier to deliver them at once to the office of the Attorney General in Washington—“For the eyes of Robert F. Kennedy only.”


  Hoover never spoke to the Attorney General about the death of Marilyn, but he did discuss it with close friends, including his lover, Clyde Tolson, and with another agent, Guy Hotell, and his “gal pals,” Dorothy Lamour and Ethel Merman. “Monroe was murdered,” Hoover claimed. “It was not a suicide.” He chose not to reveal how he knew that or who had actually murdered her.


  Back in Hollywood, Jacobs was already hearing what key figures in the entertainment industry were saying about Marilyn. Elizabeth Taylor told the press, “It could easily have been me.”


  Marilyn’s final director, George Cukor, said, “Marilyn was not a lady who would have taken aging well. Her forties would have been a horror for her. She didn’t have the integrity of a true actress—she would not have welcomed the riches of character interpretations, as a true actress would have. She was a star trading on certain gimmicks, and in her heart she knew that.”


  ***


  Back at the murder house, someone (it was never made clear who) placed a call to Guy Hockett and his son, Don, the owners of the Westwood Village Mortuary. They were asked to drive to Marilyn’s home to remove her corpse.


  Arriving in a battered white van, they were ushered into Marilyn’s bedroom, where they ordered everybody out.


  “We were told that she’d been dead for only an hour or two,” Guy said. “That was pure bullshit. Rigor mortis had set in. She’d been dead for hours. We had a hell of a time bending her arms and legs, trying to fit her onto our gurney to move her outside and into the hearse. We had to do quite a bit of bending to get the arms into position so that we could, you know, put the straps around her.”


  Although he was not a doctor, Guy was familiar with signs of mostmortem lividity, which is a bluish-purple discoloration of the underside of a corpse. This is caused when blood settles downward as a result of the pull of gravity. “Lividity takes several hours to develop,” he said. “She had this discoloration on her body. Her fingernails had turned completely blue, like she had put blue nail polish on them. Somebody lied. We suspected a cover-up.”
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  Covered in a pink woolen blanket—pink had been her favorite color—Marilyn’s corpse was strapped onto that steel gurney and hauled out of her home in full view of the near-hysterical cabal of reporters and paparazzi who had rushed to the scene of the murder. They slid the body inside the Ford van and slammed the door, as photographs were madly snapped.


  Presumably, in high-profile cases such as that of Marilyn, or in cases where the death of a person is suspicious (often involving young men or women), the body is delivered to the coroner’s office in downtown Los Angeles. But for some surprising reason, Marilyn’s corpse was sent to the nearby mortuary.


  Her body was there for two hours and left unguarded in the back of the mortuary, except for an attendant whose name is not known.


  Even as the body lay there, awaiting an eventual autopsy which would be ordered, the most ghoulish part of her legend was about to unfold.


  Today, it’s dismissed as “just an urban legend,” but many of Marilyn’s fans still believe that her body was “violated” before an employee of the coroner’s office arrived to claim the corpse.


  In Los Angeles, as in many large cities, unscrupulous employees in funeral parlors sometimes make deals with necrophiles when a dead body of a young man or young woman is brought in.


  Necrophiles sometimes go for a year—or a lot more—without sexual relief and will often pay top dollar to have sexual intercourse with a recently dead corpse. The body of Marilyn Monroe would be among the most celebrated in the world for violation after death.


  Before her funeral, word had spread that five necrophiles made a financial deal with some attendant at the mortuary and were allowed to spend time with Marilyn’s corpse, paying $1,000 each for the privilege of “seducing” her, postmortem. That was a lot of money back in 1962.


  The Hocket s were gone at the time on other business, and would have been unaware of such an outrage, even, indeed, if it were true.


  Urban legend or not, the rumor has legs and the alleged violation of Marilyn’s body still has its believers.


  Dr. Greenson was once asked about this rumor by David Garrison, a reporter from The Los Angeles Herald-Examiner. “That’s so disgusting. I can’t even contemplate such a thing, although I’m aware of the practice. If it’s true, and I don’t believe it for a moment, it would be the final, the ultimate, violation of poor Marilyn. She led such a painful, troubled life. If only she could rest in peace. But no, I don’t think the jackals will let her do that.”
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  “Whether that horror is a fantasy or not, Marilyn is still being spiritually violated, and her reputation forever destroyed,” Greenson said. “Perhaps a hundred years from now, people will still be talking and wondering about Marilyn. She’s going to enter that special Nirvana of goddesses like Cleopatra and Helen of Troy.”


  Garrison’s question and Greenson’s comments were never printed in L.A.’s Herald-Examiner, Garrison’s editor claiming, “This newspaper has to maintain some degree of integrity and decency, and there’s no proof.”


  However, an underground newspaper, Sleaze, distributed mainly on Hollywood Boulevard, picked up the claim and printed it in August of 1962 for the titillation of its sensation-seeking but limited numbers of readers.


  Back then, the story was suppressed, but today, based on today’s more permissive standards, it might merit banner headlines in tabloids distributed at supermarkets to millions of shoppers.


  ***


  Lionel Grandison, the deputy coroner’s aide for the County of Los Angeles, was charged with ensuring that persons who died under questionable circumstances should have their bodies sent first to the city morgue for an autopsy.


  At first, he wasn’t even sure where Marilyn’s body was until he found out from Sergeant Iannone that it had been sent to the Westwood Village Mortuary.


  When he arrived there, he discovered that the on-duty staff was already preparing the body for embalming. He later said, “The guys there squawked and didn’t want to release the body in my custody, but the law was on my side.”
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  As the hearse carried her to the county morgue, Grandison listened to the radio. He heard the voice of Peter Lawford, who said, “Pat and I loved her dearly. She was one of the most marvelous and warm human beings I have ever met. Anything else I could say would be superfluous.”


  In New York, Susan Strasberg told the press, “Marilyn was called an iron butterfly. Butterflies are very beautiful, give great pleasure, and have very short lifespans.”


  “The Sunday morning newspapers across America had been put to bed before the announcement of Marilyn’s death. The radio revealed that it was a young reporter, Joe Ramirez, who scored a world class scoop. He’d actually been on a death watch for the distinguished actor Charles Laughton, who was said to be dying. Actually, the British star would live until December of that year.


  Ramirez had arranged for a contact within the LAPD to notify him of Laughton’s death. But his source called during the early hours of Sunday morning and said, “Marilyn Monroe is dead.”


  Ramirez had rushed to the office of the City News, a small news agency, and had moved the startling news across the wire. It was flashed around the world. Most Americans first heard the news over radio. No one could reach Joe DiMaggio for comment. Nor could they locate Arthur Miller. In France, Yves Montand received a string of eighteen calls that came in from news agencies around the world.


  Columnist James Bacon, who had once had a brief affair with Marilyn, was the first reporter to file an eyewitness report. Tipped off by a policeman, he’d rushed to Marilyn’s house and barged in. When a policeman confronted him, he claimed he was from the coroner’s office. He managed to get inside her bedroom before he was evicted. But he’d learned enough to file his story.


  Grandison’s boss was the controversial Los Angeles coroner, Dr. Theodore Curphey, who, bowing to pressure, had ordered a last-minute autopsy on Marilyn’s corpse. He’d instructed that her body be transported to the basement of the dank and rat-infested basement of the Hall of Justice on Temple Street in downtown Los Angeles. The world’s most famous goddess had been designated as Case No. 81128 and placed into Crypt 33.


  The morgue in L.A. had a notorious history of corruption, graft, and mis-management.


  Assigned to the case to perform the actual autopsy that Sunday morning was Dr. Thomas Noguchi, a Japanese-born surgeon who had moved to the United States in 1952. He’d studied pathology at the Orange County General Hospital in California, and in 1960 had taken a position with the coroner’s office. In time, he would be elected president of the National Association of Medical Examiners.


  But when his knife cut into Marilyn’s brain, he was still only a junior member of the staff.


  In time, he would perform autopsies on the bodies of Sharon Tate (murdered by one of Charles Manson’s crazed killers), Janis Joplin, William Holden, John Belushi, Sal Mineo, and Natalie Wood after her body was brought to him after she’d drowned off the coast of Catalina Island. He would later write a controversial memoir, Coroner.


  Ironically, about six years later, on July 6, 1968, it was the same Dr. Noguchi, then the chief medical examiner for Los Angeles County, who performed the autopsy on Robert Kennedy after his assassination at the Ambassador Hotel.


  John Miner of the Los Angeles District Attorney’s office would be assigned as a witness to watch Noguchi’s work on Marilyn. Miner later claimed he was profoundly shocked when he first saw Marilyn’s nude body. “This young, young woman looked as if she could get up off the table and walk away at any moment.” Then Noguchi’s cutting began.


  In one of the most controversial reports from Noguchi, he claimed that he had gone over Marilyn’s body, checking every millimeter for signs of an injection, but had found none. Conspiracy theorists who included Robert Slatzer were infuriated with this claim. Even after Marilyn was buried, he maintained that her corpse should be exhumed and her rib cage examined, because James Hall, the ambulance driver, had seen Dr. Greenson inject her, using a large needle, under her breast.


  While exploring her body, Noguchi did not even find the injection mark that her physician, Dr. Engelberg, had given her the day before her death. Others claimed that the mark from Engelberg’s injection would have healed before Sunday morning, although that wouldn’t be the case with Greenson’s injection.


  Dr. Engelberg had also reported that he had prescribed twenty-five Nembutal capsules to Marilyn on Friday. That prescription was filled the day before Marilyn died, as confirmation with her local pharmacist revealed.


  Another controversial claim the autopsy revealed was that her stomach was empty. No traces of Nembutal or any other drugs were found there. The colon, however, showed marked congestion and purplish discoloration. To Miner, the discoloration of her colon indicated that foul play had been involved in her death.


  At the time, Noguchi was relatively inexperienced and unfamiliar with the criminal use of enemas or suppositories, although in 1962, they were in use by the KGB, the Mafia, and the CIA.


  Noguchi opened her chest and removed her rib cage as a means of examining her chest organs. If James Hall’s report were accurate, Dr. Greenson’s needle mark would have been noticed as slight damage to the rib cage. Grandison later claimed that he felt vital data was suppressed in the final autopsy report he was given to sign.


  Within days, Miner would write a controversial memo, contradicting many of Noguchi’s conclusions. “Without a more thorough examination, we could reach no conclusion as to how Marilyn died,” he wrote in his memo.


  The autopsy revealed a large bruise on the lower left backside of her hip area, but Hall had accounted for that when he claimed he’d dropped her body in the guest cottage.


  Many critics attacked the suggestion of a drug-laced enema, yet no authority has ever disproved it, either. Miner would later interview some of the most famous pathologists in the United States. His final conclusion—not stated in Noguchi’s report, read: “It seemed to me that in all likelihood, the route of the administration of barbiturates was by means of an enema that was very slowly administered and that contained barbiturates.”


  When Miner was asked if he thought Marilyn was murdered, he replied, “I think that’s more probable than not.”


  Noguchi’s report was leaked to the press. It made dull reading, but voyeurs were particularly interested in the coroner’s report on her vaginal area.


  He claimed her external genitalia “shows no gross abnormality, and the distribution of the pubic hair is of female pattern. The uterus is of the usual size. No polyp or tumor is found. The cervix is clear. A vaginal smear is taken.”


  Rumors spread that Marilyn’s vagina contained deposits of semen, suggesting that with in the past twelve hours or so she had been penetrated. But then, counter rumors were spread that her vagina had been washed out before it had been committed to the morgue. That fueled speculation that she had been raped, postmortem, by necrophiles, and that someone had attempted “to wash out” her vagina with cleanser before her corpse was moved to downtown L.A.’s morgue for the autopsy.
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  After his five-hour examination of the corpse, Noguchi removed her kidneys and intestines for further study. He announced at the time, “These specimens are vital in determining the mode of death. Without them, we can only indulge in speculation.”


  The specimens were turned over to the morgue’s chief toxicologist, Raymond J. Abernathy, who ran tests only on the blood and liver, not the other organs removed. The blood tests revealed heavy traces—each of them well above what would have been fatal—of Nembutal and chloral hydrate, the latter the key ingredient in the notorious knockout drug “Mickey Finn.”.


  When Noguchi, days later, approached Abernathy for the test results, he was shocked when he was told that the body parts had been disposed of because Abernathy felt that no other tests were needed.


  Noguchi anticipated that the fact that specimen had been discarded would cause an uproar in the press, and it did. The question was asked, repeatedly, “Why would such vital evidence from the most famous corpse in the world at that time be routinely disposed of?”


  Conspiracy theories associated with Marilyn’s death were launched.


  Years later, Miner would proclaim, “In all my years as deputy district attorney, organ samples of victims would mysteriously disappear only twice—once in the death of Marilyn Monroe in 1962, and again after the autopsy performed on Robert Kennedy in 1968.”


  It was suggested that Abernathy listened to a higher authority, “God and Chief Parker.


  ”Soon, another outrage became apparent: Each of the medical pictures taken during the autopsy had also disappeared. No investigation was ever launched as to who stole these gruesome photographs.
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  The autopsy report came under fire from points throughout the nation. Journalist Anthony Scaduito referred to it as “one of the weirdest autopsy reports ever confected.” Dr. Sidney B. Weinberg, chief medical examiner of Suffolk County, New York, claimed, “The evidence points to all the classic features of a homicide, much more so than a suicide.”


  Robert Slatzer called the official report a fake. He charged that the actual autopsy report had been suppressed and a fraudulent copy substituted, leaving out vital data that would have revealed that Marilyn was murdered.


  On the Sunday night of Marilyn’s death, Leigh Wiener, a photographer for Life magazine, entered the Los Angeles County Morgue and gave the guard three quarts of the most expensive Scotch money could buy.


  In return, the guard wheeled out Marilyn’s body. A card tied to her left big toe identified her as “MARILYN MONROE—CRYPT 33.”


  Wiener snapped several pictures. At one point, he removed the white sheet and snapped frontal nudes of her body, the way it looked after surgery. Her celebrated breasts were flattened.


  A postmortem facial photograph of her was flashed around the world. As Marilyn herself might have said, “I didn’t look camera ready.”


  County Coroner Dr. Theodore Curphey, Noguchi’s supervisor, announced that it was his “presumptive opinion” that Marilyn’s death was caused by an overdose of Nembutal capsules. In spite of overwhelming pressure, he said in his judgment that no formal inquest was needed. He did say, however, that he had appointed a Suicide Prevention Team to look into the star’s mental condition at the time of her death.


  His comments did little more than ignite conspiracy theories regarding Marilyn’s death—suicide or murder?—that would still be raging during the 21st Century.


  ***


  Like the rest of the world, Frank Sinatra learned of Marilyn’s death on Sunday morning when he woke up early. For reasons of his own, he immediately placed a call to Ava Gardner in Madrid, who had not heard the news. “I always suspected that she would eventually do herself in,” Ava said.


  He astonished her by telling her, “Marilyn didn’t kill herself. She was murdered.”


  “I can’t believe that,” she said. “Who did it?”


  “I’m not sure, but I intend to find out,” he said. Before ringing off, he made a vow over the phone. “When I find out the son of a bitch who killed her, I’m going to kill him myself.”


  She warned him, “Be careful. You might be the one who ends up getting killed.”


  “Honey, if Frank Sinatra had ever been careful, he would never have left Hoboken.”


  Deeply saddened by the news of Marilyn’s death, Sinatra went into a deep, morbid depression. He told Sammy Davis, Jr. and Dean Martin that he had planned to marry Marilyn. Whether that was true or not is not known.


  Two weeks later, Sinatra placed another call to Ava in Madrid. “I’ve learned who killed Marilyn. I know who the bastards are.”


  “Who?” she asked. “Who are you talking about?”


  “I can’t tell you,” he said. “It’s dangerous for you to possess such information, and your phone might be tapped. But I promise you this, if it’s the last thing I do on this earth, I’m gonna bring the bastards down. One by one. That’s how I’ll get them. And not a one of the shits will know I was behind their down-fall.”


  That very next weekend, Sinatra called Bobby Kennedy, a man he detested, at the Justice Department. Through some connection, Sinatra had learned of the indirect involvement of Sam Giancana and the direct involvement of Johnny Roselli. He even knew who the killers were.


  “The one thing I can’t find out is who paid Giancana to carry out this murder, unless he did it on his own,” Sinatra informed Bobby.


  Bobby promised Sinatra that he’d look into it. But he never did, no doubt fearing that an investigation would reveal his own tortuous links to Marilyn.


  It is pure speculation but Bobby perhaps knew a lot more than he ever revealed about who was the power behind Giancana during the plotting of Marilyn’s demise. That “smoking gun” has never been discovered.


  ***


  Marilyn’s body was once one of the most sought-after in America, but after her death, an issue arose about who would claim it. At Rockhaven Sanitarium, in Norwalk, California, Gladys Baker Eley was sixty-two years old and incompetent. She couldn’t even look after herself, much less dispose of her daughter’s body.


  DiMaggio was devastated when he heard the news of Marilyn’s death. “Suicide, hell. She had our future life together. We were going to remarry. It was the fucking Kennedys, that Bobby in particular. I hate him. And that fucking bastard Sinatra. I’m through with him. He was part of the plot to murder Marilyn.”


  DiMaggio flew from San Francisco to Los Angeles. Once there, he was able to reach Marilyn’s half sister, Bernice Baker Miracle, in Florida, who authorized him, in lieu of Marilyn’s family, to make the funeral arrangements. Bernice told DiMaggio, “I think it was definitely not suicide. I don’t believe that Marilyn deliberately took her own life.”


  Whitey Snyder, Marilyn’s longtime friend and makeup artist, was assigned the task of making her corpse ready for an open casket viewing. His new wife, Marjorie Plecher, helped him.


  Weeks before she died, Marilyn had made Snyder promise something: “If something happens to me, you won’t let anybody touch my face but you, will you?” He promised that he’d be there for her.


  When Snyder arrived for the final makeup, he discovered that a heartbroken DiMaggio had spent the night by her side. “His eyes were red from weeping, and he was transfixed, gazing at her,” Snyder said. “It was a bit eerie. I think he blamed Hollywood for her death—Hollywood and the Kennedys.”


  After the autopsy, Marilyn’s breasts were flat. “She would never want to be exposed with a flat chest,” Snyder said. Both he and Marjorie tore up a cushion and used the stuffing to give her a faux bosom.


  Sidney Guilaroff, her favorite hairdresser, was summoned to arrange her hair, but he collapsed in the mortuary and had to be helped out of the building.


  In desperation, Snyder retrieved the wig she’d worn in The Misfits and artfully arranged it on her head. Of the dresses brought to him from Marilyn’s home by Eunice Murray, he and Bernice Miracle selected the pale green Pucci she’d worn at her press conference in Mexico City.


  As Marilyn’s body was prepared for viewing, the most aggressive members of the press, at least some of those who were aware of Marilyn’s links to the Kennedys, tried to get comments from key figures within her orbit, including Jack, Jackie, and Bobby. Her closest friend, Patricia Kennedy Lawford, had no immediate comment, and Peter Lawford had mysteriously left the scene for Hyannis Port.


  The First Lady had no intention of issuing any comment about Marilyn. She wisely fled from Washington, departing with her children on August 7 for an extended trip to Europe.


  The President was in Maine, having a vacation at the retreat of former heavyweight champion, Gene Tunny, on John’s Island. He was seen sailing on a Coast Guard yacht named Manitou.


  The most speculation centered on the whereabouts of Bobby Kennedy, who had seemingly disappeared into the wild mountains of Oregon.


  Arthur Miller was in New York, but was not taking phone calls from reporters.


  Miller was working on After the Fall, a play based on his marriage to Marilyn. “A suicide kills two people,” was one of the most memorable lines of the play, which would have its New York premiere on January 23, 1964. The character of Quentin (based on Miller himself) speaks that line to Maggie, the blonde star.


  The play was directed by Marilyn’s former lover, Elia Kazan. The poet, Norman Rosten, who had been a friend to both Miller and Marilyn, denounced the playwright for depicting her as a slut.


  ***


  Marilyn’s funeral was scheduled for April 8, 1962, in the Chapel of Palms at Westwood Memorial Park. The glitterati of Hollywood were adorning themselves for what was rumored to be the greatest funeral in Hollywood since the tragic early death in 1926 of the silent screen idol, Rudolph Valentino.


  Westwood Memorial had seen better days. Even during its heyday, it was never as prestigious as Forest Lawn, where Marilyn’s many friends and fans had expected her to be buried.


  Perhaps Westwood was chosen because Marilyn’s former guardian, Grace Goddard, and her favorite aunt, Ana Lower, were entombed there. Marilyn had always maintained that Grace and Ana, not her mother Gladys, were the only people who had shown any love toward her when she was a child.


  Westwood Memorial looked a bit seedy, tucked behind Wilshire Boulevard in a dull neighborhood of stucco homes. The grounds were not well maintained and the pink paint on the mausoleum was peeling. The roar of traffic on the west side of Los Angeles could be heard day and night. It was not a very restful place.


  At the last minute, the film colony’s most prestigious members, including George Cukor and the executives at Fox, were informed that attendance at her funeral would be by invitation only, with a very limited and abbreviated guest list. Learning that they couldn’t attend, many directors, executives, and stars sent masses of flowers, mostly pink carnations and tuberoses, which were said to have been her favorite flowers.


  To all the people who wanted to personally pay their respects, DiMaggio issued a brief statement: “This will be a small funeral, so she can go to her final resting place in the quiet she always sought.”


  The cameras were turned on to catch DiMaggio and his son, Joe Jr. arriving at the shabby memorial building. The senior DiMaggio was in a flawlessly designed business suit and his son was in full dress Marine uniform.


  Other guests included Dr. Greenson and his family; Anne Karger (mother of Marilyn’s first “great love,” Fred Karger; Inez Melson (Marilyn’s business manager); Marilyn’s half sister, Bernice Miracle; Pat Newcomb; Eunice Murray; her masseur, Ralph Roberts; her lawyer, Mickey Rudin; her hair stylist, Sidney Guilaroff, and both Paula and Lee Strasberg.


  Other wannabe guests, some of the most celebrated names on the planet, showed up but were turned away.
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  Frank Sinatra and many of his friends, who had always been close to Marilyn, decided to go anyway, even though they hadn’t been specifically invited. “That bastard, DiMaggio, wouldn’t dare turn us away,” Sinatra told his gang.


  DiMaggio later explained his snub of many of those people who were closely associated with Marilyn. “If it wasn’t for her so-called friends, Marilyn would be alive today.”


  Ironically, while many of Marilyn’s friends were turned away, DiMaggio invited some of the key players who were accomplices in the cover-up of her murder.
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  Arthur Jacobs objected to the guest list. “If Marilyn had been in charge of the invitations, half the people on the list would not have been invited, and more of her friends would have been included.”


  To pay his respects to Marilyn, Sinatra was driven to her funeral in a limousine with Patricia Kennedy Lawford, who had flown across the country to attend. Her husband, Peter, had left town.


  Both of them were turned away at the door by a security guard. Sinatra offered the guard one hundred dollars to let them in, but he refused. “No one blocks Frank Sinatra from anything,” he told the guard. “You’ll hear from me.”


  To his surprise, he saw Ella Fitzgerald coming up the steps. He kissed her on both cheeks. “Ella, Marilyn admired you so much,” he told the singer.


  “I loved that little gal,” Fitzgerald said. “She was so lost. I used to hold her against my bosom.” To her shock, the security guard also had orders not to admit her to the chapel, either. She burst into tears, as Sinatra tried to comfort her.


  Furious, yet fighting back tears, Sinatra stood with Patricia and Sammy Davis, Jr. on a grassy lawn outside the chapel. Davis, too, had been barred. They listened to the sounds of a Judy Garland recording of Over the Rainbow, Marilyn’s favorite song.
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  ***


  When he’d flown to Los Angeles, DiMaggio had checked into the Miramar Hotel, near Marilyn’s home in Brentwood. During his first hours there, he was seen drinking heavily, waiting for his son, Joe Jr., to arrive from Camp Pendleton, where he’d been granted leave to attend the funeral.


  During one of his dialogues with Marilyn’s lawyer, Mickey Rudin, DiMaggio said, “Bobby Kennedy is responsible for her death.” He said that loud enough for fellow patrons at the bar to hear him. At least one customer called The Los Angeles Times to report on DiMaggio’s accusation, but the item was interpreted as too incendiary to print, back in those relatively restrained days of the American press.


  DiMaggio would never change his opinion of Bobby, and would carry his bitterness toward the Kennedys for the rest of his life. Three years later, at a charity game in New York City’s Yankee Stadium, Bobby showed up and wanted to shake the hands of the players. As a guest of honor, DiMaggio was in the receiving line. The Yankee slugger saw Bobby coming. When Bobby approached DiMaggio, the baseball star turned his back.


  At the funeral, both of the DiMaggios, father and son, sitting up front, were in tears throughout the entire solemn proceedings.


  Lee Strasberg was assigned the task of giving the eulogy. He and Marilyn had grown apart during the previous few months. The last time he’d flown to Los Angeles, he had not even come by to see her. If she’d survived until Monday, August 6, she was planning to eliminate him from her will.


  In his selection of Strasberg to deliver the eulogy, DiMaggio seemed unaware that his relationship with Marilyn was no longer close.


  Only hours before, attorney Mickey Rudin had informed Strasberg that he was the principal heir to Marilyn’s estate, “This more or less puts you in control of all future marketing of her image,” Rudin said.


  In The MarilynFiles, Robert Slatzerwrote: “Some journalists have slyly hinted that the Strasbergs have been implicated in Marilyn’s death—that they may have killed her for financial gain. Ironically, Marilyn died broke. The expense of maintaining her lifestyle had drained her bank account dry.”
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    DiMaggios, father and son

  


  In time, however, the estate would generate millions. By then, both Paula and Lee had died and would not benefit from it. Instead, the windfall went to a young actress, Anna Mizrahi, whom Lee had married after the death of Paula. She and her two sons now enjoy the Monroe millions, even though they did not know the star.


  In time, Marilyn’s estate would be marketing inexpensive Marilyn Monroe dresses, even Marilyn Monroe toilet water and “Marilyn Wine,” which carried a slight taste of vinegar.


  With his theatrically trained voice, Strasberg delivered the eulogy:


  
    “Marilyn Monroe was a legend. In her own lifetime she created a myth of what a poor girl from a deprived background could attain. For the entire world, she became a symbol of the eternally feminine.


    But I have not words to describe the myth and the legend. I did not know this Marilyn Monroe.


    We, gathered here today, knew only Marilyn—a warm human being, impulsive and shy, sensitive and in fear of rejection, yet ever avid for life and reaching out for fulfillment.


    Despite the heights and brilliance she had attained on the screen, she was planning for the future; she was looking forward to participating in the many exciting things which she planned. In her eyes and in mine, her career was just beginning. The dream of her talent, which she had nurtured as a child, was not a mirage…Others were as physically beautiful as she was, but there was obviously something more in her, something that people saw and recognized in her performances and with which they identified. She had a luminous quality— a combination of wistfulness, radiance, yearning— to set her apart and yet made everyone wish to be part of it, to share in the childish naïveté which was at once so shy and yet so vibrant.


    Now it is all at an end. I hope that her death will stir sympathy and understanding for a sensitive artist and woman who brought joy and pleasure to the world.


    I cannot say ‘good-bye.’ Marilyn never liked good-byes, but in the peculiar way she had of turning things around so that they faced reality—I will say‘au revoir.’ For the country to which she has gone, we must all someday visit.”
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    Anna Mizrahi Strasberg

  


  Inside the chapel, DiMaggio waited for all the guests to file past Marilyn’s open coffin. Joe Jr., stood by his side. When most of the guests had paid their final respects, he placed three beautiful roses in her cold, dead hands.


  Before the casket was lowered, he sobbed, “I love you! I love you! I love you!”


  Joe Jr., moved toward the casket to kiss Marilyn like his father had, but the senior DiMaggio barred him


  Perhaps the senior DiMaggio had heard disturbing stories about his son and his relationship with his late stepmother.


  When a cynical Sinatra heard about DiMaggio’s theatrics beside the casket, he said, “Joltin’ Joe always said he and I would be friends until the end. This is the end.”


  The legend—myth, really—was already growing as Marilyn’s body was entombed in the Corridor of Memories section of Westwood Memorial. Guards had to prevent crazed fans from attacking the tomb, as a hysterical race began for flowers, ribbons, and whatever else could be carried away from the event as souvenirs.


  The body of Norma Jeane, the young model who set out to conquer Hollywood in the 1940s, was placed in a crypt behind variegated marble with a simple bronze plaque.


  MARILYN MONROE

  1926-1962


  That night, by himself, Joe DiMaggio, Sr., returned to Westwood Memorial Park for his final farewell with Marilyn.


  For the next twenty years, he ordered the weekly delivery of fresh red roses placed in the urn beside her crypt.


  For reasons known only to himself, he cut off the deliveries in 1982.


  

  



  PART EIGHT

  

  THE AFTERMATH

  



  As the years went by, dozens of books would be written questioning the whereabouts of Bobby Kennedy on August 4, 1962. They ranged from eyewitness accounts of seeing him in the Los Angeles area to Peter Lawford’s stupid denial that Bobby was still on the East Coast. The denial was stupid because RFK’s arrival in San Francisco had been written about in the newspapers with photographs and his arrival there was on the TV evening news.


  No one of sane mind would claim Bobby was not in California. But the question remained: Was he in the San Francisco area or more than 380 miles away, in Los Angeles—and specifically, had he visited the home of Marilyn Monroe in Brentwood?


  The evidence is overwhelming that he did indeed make an emergency visit to Los Angeles. His confrontation with Marilyn was recorded on a secret tape, the work of that master bugger, Bernard Spindel, who was employed by, among others, Jimmy Hoffa.


  Jeanne Carmen claimed that in one of her final talks with Marilyn, the star had revealed to her, “I don’t trust Peter. At times, I think he wants to be me. He’s such a liar.”


  Carmen told Marilyn, “Wake up and smell the shit. Peter’s whole life has been one lie after another. Let’s face it: He’s got more to cover up than Liberace. He lives in two worlds, including one in which he pretends to be straight. He is at times. He’s had more whores than Jack Kennedy. No one invites more whores to their house for orgies than Peter. He spends his life in a drugged, alcoholic haze.”


  “I guess it could be said that all of us do that,” Marilyn replied.


  Sergeant Jack Clemmons, the police sergeant who had arrived at Marilyn’s house in answer to the 4:25am call that Sunday morning, later told what he knew to Robert Slatzer. “A lot of guys at the police department and in the movie business were claiming that it was Bobby Kennedy who had Marilyn done away with. She was threatening to hold a press conference that might have been pure dynamite. The Kennedys might never have recovered.”


  “There were too many witnesses that Bobby was in town,” Clemmons said. “Naturally, I expected Lawford to lie. He’d been covering up for his brothers-in-law for years.”


  On his own, without any authorization from the LAPD, Clemmons set out to prove that Bobby was in town.


  Clemmons said, “Had Marilyn lived to go public, John F. Kennedy would have had to resign the presidency and the Kennedys would have had to go back to Hyannis. The American public simply would not have permitted them to remain in office any longer.”


  Slatzer wrote: “When it comes to Marilyn’s murder, Bobby Kennedy has it all: the motive, the power, the will, and the opportunity—and, if Bobby did kill her, the ultra-elite, ultra-respectable Kennedy family has a vital interest in keeping his involvement a secret.”


  It is too farfetched to suggest that Bobby murdered Marilyn. He had too much to lose. For decades, it has been suggested that the Kennedy money was behind Giancana ordering Marilyn’s death. But there is no evidence of that beyond a reasonable doubt.


  Sam Yorty, Mayor of Los Angeles, said, “Damn right, the son of a bitch was in town. My office was always alerted whenever the Attorney General or the president was in town to fuck Marilyn Monroe. We knew what was going on.”


  However, William Parker, the Los Angeles Chief of Police, publicly denied that Bobby was in Los Angeles. But Yorty, the Mayor, later dismissed his police chief’s claim. “All of us in my office know that Parker always wipes Bobby’s ass. To get J. Edgar’s job, he would claim that Joe Kennedy is not Bobby’s father. He says whatever the Kennedys tell him to say.”


  Yorty admitted that officially “Chief Parker had denied that Bobby was here, but privately he admitted it to me. He might be a liar in public, but he knew better than to bullshit me in private.”


  Clemmons also interviewed some of Marilyn’s neighbors. Elizabeth Pollard lived across from Marilyn on the cul-de-sac of Fifth Helena Drive. When interviewed by Clemmons, she claimed that she and three of her women friends were playing cards on Saturday afternoon, August 4.


  “We had a good view of the entrance to Marilyn’s home. We had seen Bobby Kennedy come and go on other occasions. We definitely saw him enter her house on that Saturday afternoon. Peter Lawford was with the Attorney General. Of course, we recognized both of them.”


  Frank Neill, a security guard at Fox, said he saw Bobby arriving by chopper at the helipad on the studio’s lot, which was often used by the Beverly Hilton Hotel for their VIPs.


  Ward Wood, a neighbor of the Lawfords in Santa Monica, later testified that he was walking his dog when he spotted Bobby entering the Lawford’s Santa Monica house. Lawford stood at the door welcoming him in. The time was around 6pm on the afternoon of Saturday, August 4.


  Facing off against the claims of Kennedy loyalists was a powerful armada of officials who declared that Bobby was indeed in Los Angeles. These included the LAPD’s Sergeant Robert Byron, who was handling the investigation of Marilyn’s death on Sunday morning, August 5. He learned that Bobby had visited Marilyn at her home that Saturday.


  Daryl Gates, a former chief of police, also confirmed that Bobby was in Los Angeles. “The LAPD had people at the airport—airline personnel, for instance—who spotted him. After all, he was one of the most photographed men in America. How could you miss him?”


  Billy Woodfield, who had taken nude photographs of Marilyn during the aborted filming of Something’s Got to Give, became curious about the events of that Saturday night. He checked with the helicopter company Lawford used. Indeed, a helicopter had been dispatched to a helipad near the Lawford mansion right before midnight on August 4. The passenger was not named, but the client was transported to the Los Angeles International airport. It turned out to be Bobby Kennedy.


  Joining Woodfield in his allegations was a reporter, Joe Hyams, who filed a story with the New York Herald Tribune. The story went to the newspaper’s top management, and was subsequently rejected for publication. The memo associated with its rejection claimed, “The story is filled with libelous innuendo about the Kennedy brothers.”


  Shortly before midnight on August 4, a dark Mercedes was speeding east on Olympic Boulevard in Beverly Hills. Police officer Lynn Franklin flipped on his siren and gave chase. The Mercedes came to a stop. Franklin approached the car and shined his flashlight inside. He immediately recognized the driver as Bobby Kennedy.


  “Peter Lawford was in the car with him. He looked drunk. I issued a polite and very mild warning. It would be a cold day in hell before I issued a speeding ticket to the Attorney General of the United States.”


  From his ranch near Gilroy, a 90-minute drive southeast from San Francisco, Bobby’s host, John Bates, claimed that his guest of honor never left the grounds of his ranch all weekend. Bates was a loyal friend and Kennedy supporter, and was very protective of the Attorney General’s reputation.


  Bobby’s loyal defenders claimed that it would have been impossible for him to fly from the San Francisco area into Los Angeles during the brief window he had on that Saturday afternoon and evening. However, it was entirely possible.


  Edward Browning, an investigative journalist, was paid by a newspaper syndicate to fly the route and to time it.


  A remarkably efficient round-trip air route, obviously available to the Attorney General of the United States, could easily have made that trip possible.


  “It took a ten-minute helicopter ride from a little airport near the Bates Ranch to a nearby Naval Air Station,” Browning said. “It took fifty minutes to fly from there to the Santa Monica Airport, and then a ten-minute commute to the helipad at Fox. From there, it’s a five-minute drive from Fox to the Beverly Hilton. Bobby could have made the trip in less than two hours if organized properly with one-hour and fifteen minutes airborne, or something like that.”


  From the Beverly Hilton, Bobby was driven to Marilyn’s house in Brentwood by Lawford.


  Along came investigative reporter Frank Capell, who went to the Beverly Hilton Hotel and bribed someone to show him the register which listed Bobby as a guest on August 4.


  A helicopter pilot, Hall Connors, and his co-pilot, James Zonlick, admitted to Capell that they landed at a helipad near Lawford’s house in Santa Monica. So as not to attract attention, they did not turn on their landing lights. “Bobby Kennedy came aboard, we took off, and landed him at the Los Angeles airport, where presumably he caught a flight back to San Francisco.”


  Capell published his revelations in a book entitled The Strange Death of Marilyn Monroe in 1964. In it, he accused Bobby of being “the most likely candidate” for the order of Marilyn’s murder.


  In response to his work, Capell was labeled, pejoratively, as a right-wing activist and a Kennedy hater.


  J. Edgar Hoover acquired an advance copy of the Capell manuscript and sent a memo about it to the Attorney General. “The book will make a reference to your alleged friendship with the late Marilyn Monroe. Mr. Capell indicates in his book that you and Miss Monroe were intimate, and that you were in Miss Monroe’s house at the time of her death.”


  It appeared at the time that Bobby gave no direct response to the FBI director, either by answering his note or phoning him. The Attorney General had to be relieved, however, that Capell’s book was almost universally ignored by the mainstream press.


  Even as late as 1992, Bobby was still being blamed for Marilyn’s murder when two journalists, Patte B. Barham and Peter Harry Brown, published their book: Marilyn: the Last Take.


  Three days after Marilyn’s death, RFK took Ethel and his kids on a camping trip to wilderness areas of Washington State. Accompanying them was associate Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas.


  Jimmy Guiles was one of the guides on that trip, assisting with supplies and equipment. He later talked to a reporter in Seattle, but the interview was never published. His words reflect the widespread naïveté of that era.


  “There was some whispered talk about Marilyn Monroe and Bobby,” Guiles admitted. “In my opinion, it was pure bullshit. I saw how happy Bobby was with his wife and kids. There’s no way a guy like that would cheat on his wife, especially with a Hollywood whore like Marilyn Monroe. I heard she slept with anybody in pants. You can take it from me, the Bobby Kennedy I met would never go for Monroe. He was a devoted family man. Monroe wouldn’t have tempted me either. Now take Audrey Hepburn. That is a different story.”


  “I also heard stories about President Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe,” Guiles said. “People called him a womanizer and claimed that he, too, was involved with Monroe. That was pure bullshit. Does anyone really believe that Jack Kennedy, with a wife as beautiful and as elegant as Jackie, would want to hang out with some Hollywood tramp with bleached blonde hair?”


  “There’s another thing: Judge Douglas told me that the President had met Monroe only one time, and that was when she sang ‘Happy Birthday” to him at Madison Square Garden. Come on, man. Douglas is a fucking Supreme Court justice. Are you trying to tell me that a justice of the U.S. Supreme Court would lie about something like this?”


  ***


  When Jimmy Hoffa learned that Marilyn was having an affair with the Kennedy brothers, the head of the Teamsters’ Union turned to the nation’s master wire-tapper, Bernard Spindel, who had wiretapped Marilyn’s house, the Lawford mansion in Santa Monica, and Bobby Kennedy’s phone lines at the Department of Justice. How he managed to pull off all this was his trade secret.


  Hoffa had links to Sam Giancana and the Chicago syndicate, and these two gangsters were known to share information, especially about the Kennedys.


  Very few people are known to have listened to the Spindel tapes. In most cases, only snippets were heard. Of course, there are those who may have listened to the entire collection of tapes, but those persons have never ventured forth. It is not known if the tapes even exist today. The select few who have heard snippets of them have claimed that they definitely prove the relationship between Bobby and Marilyn.


  Fred Otash, Spindel, and Spindel’s assistant, Earl Jaycox, claimed they heard the recorded version of Marilyn and Bobby arguing on the day she died.


  “Bobby wanted those tapes, especially later, when, in his capacity as a Senator from New York, he was contemplating a run for the presidency in the 1968 election,” Otash claimed.


  In a highly secret meeting in 1966, within Spindel’s car in a dimly lit parking lot in Nashville, Tennessee, Bobby tried to bribe Spindel and get him to switch sides. Spindel was tempted by an offer of “a lot of money.”


  Unknown to Bobby, Spindel had even bugged the interior of his own car. He didn’t make a deal that night, but “agreed to think it over.” Later, he told his wife and others that had he made such a deal with Bobby back then, “Hoffa would have me wiped off the map.”


  In December of 1966, detectives working for Frank S. Hogan, the New York County District Attorney, raided Spindel’s home in Holmes, New York, and seized his tapes and files.


  Mrs. Spindel later said that the tapes revealed secrets about RFK’s relationship with Marilyn. Spindel had also bugged his own home, and, unknown to the detectives, the sounds of the raid were captured on tape. One policeman can be heard asking another, “What does Marilyn Monroe have to do with the indictment?”


  Hogan was a close friend of Bobby’s, and the district attorney claimed that the raid was not to protect Bobby, but to obtain incriminating evidence against Spindel for illegal wiretapping.


  In a lawsuit filed with the New York Supreme Court, Spindel claimed that his tapes contained “evidence concerning the circumstances of the death of Marilyn Monroe, which strongly suggest that the officially reported circumstances of her demise were erroneous.”


  Spindel did go to prison, indicted and convicted on charges of illegally wiretapping a Manhattan attorney’s office. After serving time, he died at the age of forty-five of a heart attack.


  While jailed, he was supposed to have received vital medication, but his embittered wife claimed that the medication was denied to him in prison, which led to his early death. “My husband was murdered, a long, slow death,” she charged. “They wanted him out of the way.” She didn’t specify who “they” were.


  The tapes and all of Spindel’s private property seized during the raid were never returned. When reporters operating under the Freedom of Information Act demanded that the tapes be made public, the District Attorney’s office in Manhattan reported that they could not be found.


  Otash sometimes talked to the media, giving an interview at one point to The New York Times. His televised film interview was scheduled to appear as a segment on ABC’s 20/20. During his interview, he claimed that Spindel’s surveillance tapes “picked up a violent quarrel between Marilyn and Bobby, presumably over her red diary, which she was refusing to turn over to him. At one point, he claimed that she is heard saying, “I feel used. I feel passed around.”


  Bobby is heard yelling at her. “Where is it? Where is it?”


  Two days before airing, the segment of 20/20 was abruptly canceled by Roone Arledge, president of ABC, who asserted that “it was a sleazy piece of journalism—gossip column stuff.”


  TV host Hugh Downs objected, and Geraldo Rivera, also involved with the show, vehemently protested. “I am upset at the way this was handled,” Downs said. “I honestly believe that this is more carefully documented than anything any network did during Watergate.”


  TV Producer Stanhope Gould also defended the segment, which was cancelled in favor of a TV program about police dogs.


  “The fact that the President and the Attorney General of the United States had put themselves in a position to have the nation’s most famous actress and the nation’s most powerful criminals eavesdrop on their affairs—that’s one hell of a story,” Gould claimed.


  For his part, Arledge was often seen escorting Ethel Kennedy to various events, and there were rumors of a romance. Rivera cited conflict of interest, which led to his dismissal.


  ABC may have at least temporarily suppressed denials about Bobby’s affair with Marilyn, but it was a story that would not go away.


  Ironically, Marilyn’s assassination would be followed in 1963, about fifteen months later, by the assassination of President Kennedy, and later, in 1968, by the assassination of Bobby during his run for the Presidency.


  On the occasion of RFK’s thirty-eighth birthday, on November 20, 1963, he left the Department of Justice and was driven to Hickory Hill to attend a birthday celebration in his honor.


  A lot of celebrities showed up, including dancer/actor Gene Kelly. He remembered sitting and chatting with Bobby until 3am the following morning. “We drank a lot of vodka and talked about Marilyn,” Kelly later said. “He kept saying how beautiful and intelligent she was. The more we talked, the more we drank.”


  According to Kelly, Bobby told him that the president would within a few days be flying to Dallas, and that “Most of Jack’s aides had told him to use a bulletproof bubbletop limo. I’ve advised him to travel in an open car. That way, he’ll have more of a chance to make intimate contact with the crowd. Jack is going to take my advice and not listen to his other aides.”


  Two days later, RFK was sitting beside his pool at Hickory Hill.


  The President, with pink-suited Jackie, was sitting in the back seat of an open-air limousine moving through the streets of Dallas. Jack had followed Bobby’s advice about “getting closer” to the people.


  At poolside, Bobby was eating some clam chowder when Ethel came out and called to him. “J. Edgar Hoover is on the phone.”


  ***


  Langdon Marvin had long been a Kennedy loyalist and aide to the slain president. He’d also procured women for both JFK and RFK.


  One chilly afternoon in January of 1964, he received a call from RFK to drive down to meet with him at Hickory Hill. “After our luncheon, Bobby met privately with me,” Marvin said. “He had about a dozen letters he gave to me. ‘Get rid of them,’ he ordered me. ‘They’re lethal. They’re letters Marilyn Monroe wrote to Jack and me.’ I followed his orders and didn’t read them. Nor did I make copies. I burned the fucking things. God did I hate myself later. Could you imagine what those letters would be worth today?”


  After RFK’s assassination, Marvin made some revelations about his former boss. “After Marilyn was killed, Bobby became very indiscreet. At times, he seemed almost as sexually insatiable as Jack. Like I did for Jack, I provided a gaggle women for him—starlets, airline stewardesses, secretaries. At that point in his life, he preferred nymphettes—underdeveloped young girls. He occasionally entertained them in the presidential suite at the Hotel Carlyle in New York. One time, I sent up three beautiful fifteen-year-old high school girls. He told me, ‘That’s the best present anybody ever gave me. After I fucked them, I watched them have sex with each other.’”


  A rather different, and somewhat more formal, assessment of Bobby was presented by author Norman Mailer:


  
    “For if it is true of Bobby Kennedy that his presence developed every year, and he was not without his greatness by his last night, why not also assume that part of so fine and mysterious a process was not only commended in the house of his brother’s death, but in the reckoning he took of himself on the escape from Los Angeles in the dead morning hours after Marilyn had gone?”

  


  ***


  The ambulance driver, James Hall, has been attacked, even vilified, over the years, but his story about arriving at Marilyn’s house rang true to Sergeant Jack Clemmons.


  “My own investigation showed that his story held up, but other people connected with that ambulance company lied. Hall’s story explained a lot. Unlike the others, what did Hall have to cover up?”


  Clemmons interviewed Mr. and Mrs. Abe Landau, Marilyn’s neighbors to the west. Mrs. Landau told him that when they came home from a Saturday night dinner, they saw an ambulance in front of Marilyn’s house.


  Weeks after Marilyn’s death, Clemmons finally got around to interviewing Walter Schaefer, the owner of the Schaefer Ambulance Service, which had been summoned to Marilyn’s residence.


  Astonishingly, Schaefer denied that Hall worked for him. To add to the mystery, Murray Liebowitz denied that he had been Hall’s partner that night.


  When Clemmons presented these findings to Robert Slatzer, he was very skeptical, claiming, “I think money somewhere exchanged hands.”


  As the years went by, revelations and new “evidence” continued to pop up. Ken Hunter emerged to claim that it was he, not Hall, who had driven the ambulance to Marilyn’s house on the night of August 4, 1962. But when Slatzer investigated this, he found that Hunter had not worked for Schaefer in 1962. Hunter had not begun to work for the company until 1972. Even then, he was not employed in the area of West Los Angeles, so his account was dismissed completely.


  When Clemmons interviewed Schaefer, he denied that one of his ambulances had even been called that night to Marilyn’s residence. It wasn’t until 1985 when he finally admitted that he’d lied. He was shown a bill he had submitted to the estate of Marilyn Monroe. When that bill was publicized, it was mysteriously removed from Marilyn’s probate file.


  Master detective Milo Speraglio checked with Social Security records and found that Hall was indeed employed by the ambulance company. “There is no question about his employment. I also secretly checked the ambulance dispatch record for the night of August 4. It showed that James Hall and Murray Liebowitz were the drivers sent to Fifth Helena Drive.


  Two weeks after Marilyn died, a photograph of Hall standing adjacent to a Schaefer ambulance was published in a Santa Monica newspaper, showing him helping rescue a crime victim.


  Hall’s father, a respected and retired police surgeon, had a lifelong record of filing meticulous reports with the LAPD. When he was interviewed by Clemmons, he confirmed his son’s employment.


  Hall’s former wife, although embittered about her failed marriage, nonetheless admitted that she once lived off the weekly check her then-husband was bringing home from his work as a Schaefer ambulance driver.


  Hall’s sister also confirmed that Hall had been an employee, as did family friend Mike Carlson. “Two days after Marilyn’s death,” Carlson said, “he told me the whole story—it was fascinating.”


  In the years spent investigating Marilyn’s death, Clemmons encountered Robert Neuman, a former pilot for the Schaefer Air Ambulance Service based at the San Fernando Airport. “I think Schaefer wanted to protect his client’s privacy and his own business. He was tied in with both Jack and Bobby Kennedy. I was employed as a pilot for him in the early 1960s. We often made clandestine flights for the government under the pretense of a medical emergency. In 1961, I once flew President Kennedy and Marilyn to a vacation retreat. I also flew the President with other women to other rendezvous, including a brief trip to Idaho. That was in 1961. I also flew Bobby Kennedy on several flights, including one to the Bing Crosby ranch in Cabo San Lucas.”


  By November of 1982, Hall was a 43-year-old businessman in Nevada. Only then did he sell his revelations to The Globe, which ran them under the sensational headline I SAW MARILYN MONROE MURDERED. He was paid $40,000 for the article, which was published after he was given polygraph (lie detector) tests in Florida.


  A decade later, faced with increasing criticism, Hall, in 1992, once again agreed to undergo a series of additional polygraph tests. They were administered by Don Fraser, a state-licensed polygraph expert working in Arcadia, California. Afterward, Fraser reported to authorities: “James Hall is telling the truth. There is no question about it. He passed every question after several exhaustive polygraph examinations.”


  Investigative journalist Anthony Summers discovered Murray Liebowitz living in a suburb of Los Angeles in 1985. Liebowitz told him, “Don’t involve me in this, I heard about it when I came to work that next morning.”


  But later, after years of denial, Liebowitz, to reporters, finally admitted that Hall’s account was true and that he had indeed been his partner in the ambulance during the night of Marilyn’s murder.


  “It happened the way Hall said it did.” But he denied that he was given two car wash businesses in the wake of Marilyn’s death, which, if true, would explain his long years of silence. Who gave him those car washes was never revealed. When he was queried, he said, “I don’t remember.”


  In 1985, Walter Schaefer finally revealed the motive for his inaccurate statements over the years, admitting that indeed, it was his ambulance, driven by James Hall, that had answered the urgent summons to Fifth Helena Drive on the night of August 4, 1962.


  “For years, I concealed this fact because the Kennedys were involved. I had a very lucrative business back then, and I didn’t want to lose my accounts because of my indiscretion. A lot of my business, such as that with my air ambulance service, depended on my silence. Loose lips sink ships, you know.”


  Of all the stories connected with that mysterious ambulance visit to Marilyn’s house, Hall’s account has been the only one not riddled with bullets. When Hall was asked why his story put Marilyn in the guest cottage, and why Sergeant Clemmons found her in the master bedroom, Hall’s answer was simple. “The body was moved.”


  Bebe Goddard, who had known Norma Jeane since she was ten years old, met with Hall at Hollywood’s Roosevelt Hotel in 1987. “We had a long talk, and I felt total sincerity and truthfulness from him. What he was saying was so logical—I think that was the most important thing. It was the most logical thing I had heard. Everybody else, including Peter Lawford, seemed in denial. For the first time, in talking to Hall, Marilyn’s death made sense to me. I felt that this was really the truth. This was really something that actually happened, not some of those fantasies Eunice Murray was coming up with.”


  It won’t be the final word—it never is in the case of the death of Marilyn Monroe—but Slatzer did issue an opinion: “If Marilyn’s body were exhumed, it would be easy for pathologists to find out whether there was a cracked rib that might have been broken by a needle. If the broken rib were found, it would overturn most other theories of her murder and prove that the autopsy report was either hopelessly inadequate, bordering on complete incompetence, or was falsified. Until such an investigation is carried out, Jim Hall’s account of his attempt to resuscitate Marilyn, and Dr. Greenson’s fatal action, murder will remain another of the many baffling mysteries that surround her curious death.”


  ***


  Sergeant Jack Clemmons, one of the first to suggest that Marilyn was murdered, lost his job and his pension after sixteen years of faithful service. He was dismissed and given no reason why. A lawyer suggested that he should sue for unlawful termination—“and get to the bottom of this,” but Clemmons never did. Throughout the rest of his life, he continued his investigation and often met privately with Robert Slatzer to compare notes on any new leads.


  One of the great mysteries that Clemmons never solved involved a report that Marilyn’s neighbors had seen a police squad car parked alongside the Schafer ambulance on that late Saturday night of Marilyn’s death. “I found that mind-boggling,” Clemmons said. “If that story is true, it meant that someone in the police department had been notified before me.”


  He suspected it might have been Sergeant Marvin Iannone, who would later become Chief of Police of Beverly Hills. He checked the police garage and found that Iannone had checked out a car at around 11pm that Saturday evening, although his “official” arrival in Brentwood had occurred after Clemmons had pulled up in his own patrol car shortly before dawn.


  At the time, Iannone worked for Captain James Hamilton in police intelligence. Iannone also handled security whenever President Kennedy or the Attorney General were in Los Angeles. Iannone also handled security during presidential visits to the Lawford mansion at Santa Monica, so he was intimately aware of the comings and goings of the Kennedy brothers when they were in the Los Angeles area.


  “If that report about the squad car is correct, and nothing was done about it at the time, such an order could only have come from LAPD chief William Parker,” Clemmons said. “It now appears that the cover-up of Marilyn’s murder began before I arrived on the scene, but I could never prove that.”


  “My mind went crazy,” Clemmons said. “If true, that police arrival time opened up a keg of worms. It appeared that the police knew of Marilyn’s death hours before, but I was the beginning of their official arrival. Was Parker giving some of the occupants of that house time to clean up the scene of the murder? It certainly appeared that way to me—and to Slatzer, too.”


  “I never openly confronted Iannone,” Clemmons said. “Later, in September of 1962, I ran into him at the police station. I said, ‘Marv, you know what I think? I think Marilyn Monroe was murdered, and that they are covering up the whole damn thing because the Attorney General was involved. What do you think?’ He just stared at me for a few moments. He didn’t say one word, but turned and walked away. After that, he had nothing to do with me.”


  Sergeant Robert Byron filed the death scene’s initial report based on his pre-dawn investigation at the murder house. He had arrived after Clemmons, supposedly to relieve him.


  His report was riddled with flaws and, at best, was carelessly investigated. Yet for years, his superficial summary of what happened that night was adopted as the “official” version of the LAPD. Byron also did not challenge obvious contradictions in the accounts of the eyewitnesses, particularly Eunice Murray and Dr. Greenson.


  Although Iannone was told that Bobby had been there that day, he did not pursue that lead. “I didn’t feel it was my position to investigate the Attorney General of the United States, the chief law enforcement officer in the nation,” he later said.


  The police did launch an investigation, of sorts, into Marilyn’s death. Photographers took many photos of her bedroom and other parts of the Brentwood house. Columnist James Bacon said, “They were initially treating it like a murder, but then something happened.”


  All evidence was delivered to the desk of Parker, and marked “confidential.”


  Thad Brown, chief of LAPD detectives, was asleep in his trailer in Malibu when a policeman woke him up early Sunday morning to tell him that Marilyn was dead and that Chief Parker wanted him to come at once and take over the case.


  Brown learned that both Bobby Kennedy and Peter Lawford had been seen going into the presidential suite at the Beverly Hilton. When Brown informed Parker of that, he was removed from the case and replaced with Captain James Hamilton, head of the LAPD’s Intelligence Division. He and Bobby Kennedy were friends, and the Attorney General had praised Hamilton in his book, The Enemy Within. Bobby had cited Hamilton’s role in helping him in his Senate Rackets Investigation of, among others, Jimmy Hoffa.


  Jack Tobin, a crime reporter for the Los Angeles Times, knew Hamilton and asked him about Marilyn’s phone records. Hamilton admitted that he had seized them from the phone company, but told Tobin, “I have nothing more to say.”


  Another reporter, Florabel Muir, challenged the police secrecy surrounding the phone records. In her column of August 8, 1962, she wrote: “Police investigators have refused to make public the records of phone calls made from Marilyn Monroe’s home Saturday evening. The police have impounded the phone company’s taped record of outgoing calls. Normally in suicide probes, the record of such phone calls are made available to the public within a few days.”


  When Slatzer showed up at the LAPD’s Central Division Headquarters in downtown Los Angeles, he demanded that he be allowed to see the phone records. In response, Parker ordered two burly police officers to escort Slatzer from the building.


  Hamilton not only seized Marilyn’s phone records, but directed the coverup of her murder. At all times, he operated under direct orders from Chief Parker, who was known within the LAPD as “Whiskey Bill,” because of his heavy drinking.


  Tom Reddin, who succeeded William Parker as Chief of the LAPD for a two-year stint beginning in 1967, said, “I can report on Hamilton’s probe. He talked to two people about Monroe’s death—God and Parker.”


  During its supervision by Hamilton, the Monroe case became stonewalled, and even the most trusted members of the LAPD were not cut in on any information.


  Since Lawford was out of town, the police sent him a memo asking him to come in for an interview “at your earliest convenience.”


  Lawford took plenty of time honoring this request, eventually showing up at LAPD headquarters in 1975, at which time he was unable to shed any light at all on what actually happened that dark night in August of 1962.


  In June of 1963, Hamilton resigned his position to become chief of security for the National Football League, a post which Bobby Kennedy had secured for him.


  ***


  No copies of the initial police reports on Marilyn’s death have ever surfaced. When Sam Yorty, in his capacity as Mayor of Los Angeles, requested the file on Marilyn five years after her death, Tom Reddin, Parker’s successor as police chief, told Yorty that no such file existed. When Parker had been queried about the file before leaving office, he said, “It should be sealed for reasons of national security.” There was a rumor that Parker had personally removed the file from LAPD headquarters and turned it over to Bobby Kennedy.


  A report revealed that Parker flew to Washington on December 10, 1962. On December 12, he met privately with Bobby at the Park University Motel in College Park, Maryland. No record exists of why that secret rendezvous occurred.


  Yorty later said, “It’s easier to tell the Mayor of Los Angeles that there isn’t a file, rather than tell him he can’t see it.”


  Police Lieutenant Marion Phillips was the chief aide to Captain Hamilton. When queried, he claimed that “in 1962, Chief Parker took the file on Marilyn Monroe to Washington. It was never returned, and we have no copies.”


  Hamilton died in 1964 of a brain tumor and never revealed what he knew. Two years later, Chief Parker, during a testimonial dinner honoring him, had a fatal heart attack.


  LAPD Homicide Detective Thad Brown died in 1972. Each of these men probably had the material to write a best seller about the death of Marilyn, but they never revealed their secrets.


  In 1978, when Daryl Gates took over as Chief of the LAPD, he faced growing demands to reopen the Marilyn Monroe investigation.


  "I could not even find a file on her case at police headquarters. I tracked down some material we had on her in the garage of Finis Brown, the brother of Thad, who had worked on the case. There were some 700 pages, mostly newspaper articles on Marilyn’s death and some relatively unimportant photographs. I reduced the report to nineteen official pages, the other information being of no importance.”


  On October 22, 1978, Gates issued a final statement denying the need for further investigations into Marilyn’s death. “There is insufficient evidence to warrant an official investigation, as the evidence is as thin as a Depression food-line soup.”


  Milo Speriglio, the master detective who conducted a twenty-year investigation into Marilyn’s death, disagreed, “There was a massive cover-up involving the district attorney’s office, the coroner’s office, and other politicians and bureaus. The LAPD made no real probe into the death of Marilyn Monroe. They claimed there was nothing abnormal at the scene of her death. If you ask me, every god damn thing there was abnormal.”


  Long before decades of cover-up, in 1961, Ethel Kennedy attended a Christmas party at the Department of Justice. She noticed a suggestion box and wrote out her idea: “Why not replace J. Edgar Hoover with Chief William Parker of Los Angeles as FBI Director?” She signed it “Mrs. Robert Kennedy.”


  Right after the New Year, in January of 1962, a member of his staff showed Ethel’s memo to J. Edgar Hoover. As Hoover’s aide, Guy Hotell, later said, “Eddie hated Robert Kennedy. And after that Christmas suggestion, he added the name of Ethel Kennedy to his shit list.”


  ***


  No inquest was ever held into the mysterious death of Marilyn Monroe. Demands for one were ignored, in spite of massive protests from commentators around the world. A survey showed that the majority of Americans believed that Marilyn had been murdered. Yet no one, even the witnesses at the scene of her death, ever had to testify under oath, and therefore never had to be legally confronted with the conflicts within their respective testimonies. Eunice Murray was the perfect example of a witness who kept changing her story. Peter Lawford was also guilty of that as well.


  The only person in the coroner’s office who in time would have the courage to speak out was Lionel Grandison, the Los Angeles Deputy Coroner at the time of Marilyn’s death. He was the one who signed her death certificate.


  He worked with Thomas Noguchi, the deputy medical examiner who performed the autopsy on Marilyn’s corpse. Grandison’s boss was the pathologist, Dr. Theodore Curphey, Los Angeles’ Chief Medical Coroner. Controversial and disliked, he was often defined as “curt, rude, tactless, and arrogant.”


  In the immediate aftermath of Marilyn’s death, Grandison became suspicious that the body had been shipped to Westwood, “the wrong mortuary,” in his words, instead of being sent directly to the coroner’s office in downtown L.A. Grandison later said, “I think a cover-up began only minutes after Marilyn’s death.”


  On several occasions, he reported how difficult it had been for him to get the Westwood Mortuary to release Marilyn’s body. He suspected there had been an immediate order for her cremation. But he didn’t know who issued such an order, or even who had that kind of authority. “I rescued Marilyn’s corpse in time—or else she would have become ashes.”


  Grandison later claimed that there were other bruises on Marilyn’s body not reported on her autopsy report. “There were bruises on her arms and the back of her legs.”


  John Miner, who had witnessed Noguchi perform the autopsy on Marilyn and who himself had qualified as a doctor before entering law, agreed with Grandison. He, too, reported seeing bruises on her body, “but nothing severe enough to have contributed to her death. However, such bruises would have indicated violence or the use of force to restrain her.”


  Grandison was put in charge of “The Marilyn Monroe file” at the Los Angeles Coroner’s office, but Curphey took control of the investigative work. Curphey had never done that before, having preoccupied himself in the past with mostly administrative issues. From the beginning, Grandison suspected that “the scenario of her death by suicide had already been written before any investigation began. It was developed on a day-by-day basis. Every event going into the file was tailored to fit the suicide scenario. On some days, I noticed that a report indicating it was not suicide would disappear and never be returned. Some of the reports filed were removed, rewritten, and then returned. There was definitely a cover-up.”


  Grandison suggested that the LAPD and/or the coroner’s staff should interrogate Dr. Engelberg and Dr. Greenson, but Curphey nixed the idea. “With Curphey controlling information in the coroner’s office, and Chief Parker controlling the data of the LAPD, how could an honest investigation proceed?” Grandison asked some colleagues, although he never confronted Curphey directly.


  Curphey’s motives were suspect. “He was issuing marching orders to us, but I could never determine the powerful influences that were giving the coroner his own marching orders,” Grandison said. “Obviously, he was listening and following the dictates of powerful authority figures.”


  “Some very sensitive areas were covered up,” Grandison charged. “Evidence was suppressed, paperwork was taken from the files, and people who had knowledge of what happened were not listened to, nor were they sought out. The official file on Miss Monroe’s death was doctored to support what someone wanted the public to think.”


  Curphey called Grandison to his office and asked him to sign the final autopsy report. “The paperwork, which usually backs up such a report, was missing. Not only that, I had seen the original autopsy report. The document presented to me had been completely changed. I was being asked to sign a fraudulent report.”


  When Grandison seemed reluctant to sign, Curphey flew into a rage. “You sign this death certificate…or else,” he threatened Grandison.


  “Fearing I would lose my job, and with a wife and children to support, I reluctantly signed the death certificate, which I knew was falsified.”


  After studying all the final reports, Curphey appeared before the press on August 17, 1962, very shortly after Marilyn’s death, and claimed, “It is my conclusion that the death of Marilyn Monroe was caused by a self-administered overdose of sedative drugs and that the mode of death was probably suicide.”


  Instead of conducting a public inquest, as massively suggested, he chose to name a three-member team of mental health professionals, including Dr. Norman Tabachnick, a well-known psychiatrist. It was called the Suicide Prevention Team, but the press quickly dubbed it “the suicide squad.” Its daunting task was to perform a “psychological autopsy” associated with the supposed suicide of Marilyn Monroe.


  The suicide squad worked for only eleven days, conducting interviews, most often with persons barely concerned with the life of Marilyn. These witnesses had informal talks with members of the panel, and none of them were ever placed under oath.


  The panel rejected any recommendations for interviews with associates and friends of Marilyn who included Peter Lawford, Eunice Murray, Pat Newcomb, either of the Joe DiMaggios (father and son), Robert Slatzer, Jeanne Carmen, Paula Strasberg, Patricia Kennedy Lawford, John F. Kennedy, and Robert Kennedy. Of course, in the case of the Kennedy brothers, it is highly unlikely that they could have been forced to testify before this informal panel anyway.


  The final report from this committee was never made public. It was said that Curphey was the only man who ever read the committee’s final conclusions, and he died in 1986 without revealing what they were.


  After delivering their report, the Suicide Prevention Committee received a large grant from the National Institute of Mental Health, a government welfare program inaugurated by Bobby Kennedy.


  In 1982, the Los Angeles County District Attorney’s office issued a detailed investigative report that, in general, supported the conclusions reached by Curphey.


  For the rest of his life, Robert Slatzer continued to reject all these official conclusions and carried on with his argument that Marilyn had been murdered, and that her death was covered up “at the highest level.”


  Slatzer has been dismissed as a fraud and a charlatan by many critics, some of whom have claimed that he met Marilyn only once and that was in New York State, not in California. He posed with her for an intimate photograph during the making of the film iagara (1953).


  Stanley Mills Haggart (an author and TV director, and this author’s former business associate of twenty years), in his diary wrote about a dinner party he hosted at his Hollywood apartment in 1948. His dinner guests included Doris Day; Craig Stevens; Alexis Smith; the dancer, James Mitchell; and Haggart’s friend, Robert Slatzer. For his date that night, he brought the emerging starlet, Marilyn Monroe, who had previously been known as Norma Jeane Baker.


  Haggart, later a business associate of Milton Greene and a close personal friend of Arthur Miller, got to know Marilyn a lot better that evening.


  Haggart said that he continued to socialize with both Marilyn and Slatzer over a period of many years, and said that they definitely had a close friendship, although he had no personal knowledge of any quickie marriage they may have had in Mexico.


  Regardless of one’s opinion of Slatzer, it can be said that his 1974 demand for an official investigation into the death of Marilyn generated worldwide interest and set off enquiries from the public and various journalists that spanned decades. In 1974, Saltzer published many of his findings in his book, The Curious Death of Marilyn Monroe. He sent copies of his book to the Los Angeles Grand Jury, which wrote to him on August 12, 1974, that his request for a new investigation had been denied. Slatzer, controversial and strident to the end, died after a long illness in Los Angeles, at the age of 77, on March 28, 2005.


  John Miner, who witnessed Noguchi’s autopsy, later claimed that, based on what he’d observed, Marilyn died from barbiturates introduced into her system by infusion. Infusion, in this case, is a term that applies to a drug which is introduced through the rectum into the large intestine by means of an enema or the insertion of a suppository or suppositories.


  Dr. Greenson was never called for an official testimony, although in 1964, he gave Miner permission to interview him for five hours, during which time he played some tapes Marilyn had recorded for him shortly before her death. For Miner to be granted this rare privilege, he had to sign a confidentiality agreement to not publicly reveal the contents of his interview with Greenson, except that he would be allowed to summarize his findings in a memo to Curphey


  Critics have suggested that Dr. Greenson may have been in love with Marilyn. It has even been suggested that had she been an average patient, Greenson might have had her committed to an asylum. When he’d first examined her, he’d written “schizophrenia, psychotic manifestations, depressive and paranoid reactions.”


  Until the time of his death in 1979, the psychiatrist continued to maintain that Marilyn committed suicide because she could not handle rejection.


  Miner would later reveal that Greenson himself told him that he did not feel Marilyn had committed suicide, but that she was murdered. Miner filed a confidential memo on the matter with Curphey.


  When Curphey was later asked to turn over this report during discussions of whether a formal inquest should be called, he did not produce it. “Through no fault of my own, I find that Miner’s report is missing, and my office cannot find it anywhere.”


  The final word from Dr. Greenson on Marilyn’s death came from a reporter, William Woodfield, who called the controversial psychiatrist for an interview in 1967. Unknown to Greenson, his words were taped. “I can’t explain myself or defend myself without revealing things I don’t want to reveal,” Greenson is heard saying. “You can’t draw a line and say I’ll tell you this, but I won’t tell you that. It’s a terrible position to be in to have to say I can’t talk about it. Listen…talk to Bobby Kennedy if you want to know.”


  ***


  In the aftermath of Marilyn’s death, witnesses scattered or else became silent. Dr. Engelberg died at the ripe old age of ninety in December of 2005. At the nursing home where he died in Santa Monica, he had nothing to say about Marilyn’s death, even though he had been at the scene. His former wife once asserted that her husband “banked money in Switzerland after Marilyn’s death.”


  Nearly all the witnesses stood in direct contrast to Robert Slatzer, who at times was the sole voice claiming that Marilyn had been murdered. When news of his protestation of her death’s official version was first announced, he received an anonymous call from a caller who threatened him. “A contract is out on you, you fucking asshole.”


  That was followed in 1964 by break-ins at his home and additional death threats coming over the phone. One night, when he parked his car and got out to head into his front door, three men came out of the shadows and severely beat him, requiring his hospitalization.


  Sometimes, Slatzer shared information with that ace detective, Milo Speriglio, who conducted on ongoing personal investigation, and who died in May of 2000. Along with another investigative reporter, Adela Gregory, he published his shocking revelations in his book, Crypt 33, the Saga of Marilyn Monroe—the Final Word.


  Released in 1993, the book, with a great deal of accuracy, and as stated earlier in Part V of this book, named Marilyn’s killers, each of the five working as a hit man at the time for Sam Giancana. They included Felix Alderisio (“Milwaukee Phil”); Charles (“Chuckie”) Nicoletti; Frank Schweihs (“Frank the German”); Anthony (“The Ant”) Spilotro; and Frank Cullotta.


  Although Slatzer was an amateur investigating Marilyn’s death, Speriglio was the ultimate professional. He was the “King of Hollywood Detectives,” rivaling the standing of Fred Otash. Since the dawn of the 20th Century, some one million crimes in the Greater Los Angeles area had been solved by the Nick Harris Detective Agency, of which Speriglio was director.


  He used the fictional detectives Sam Spade and Philip Marlowe, as his role models. Upon his death at the age of sixty-two, The Los Angeles Times said that Speriglio “could pass for a bank clerk” and that he handled more cases that all those fictional sleuths on TV, some 35,000 cases in all that he cracked.


  Speriglio had arrived in California when he was three years old. His first case, at the age of sixteen, involved hunting down a missing panther, the press eventually dubbing him “The Panther Boy.”


  His professional career was launched as a rock disc jockey known as “Mad Milo.” But he soon turned to his lifelong obsession of criminology. He once told a reporter, “I’m not a loving, adoring fan of Marilyn like Bob Slatzer. I haven’t seen any of her movies. What interests me, and it’s a profound interest, is tracking down the men who murdered her.”


  At the end of his life, when he’d named the Mafia hit men who killed her, he felt he’d achieved his goal, and so did thousands of other people. What he suspected, but never proved, was that Kennedy money was behind Sam Giancana when he ordered Marilyn’s death.


  Speriglio found case after case where key witnesses to Marilyn’s death indulged in “shameless cover-ups—such a disgraceful group.”


  On some occasions, Speriglio met with another famous detective, Fred Otash, who arguably had seen more secret videos of Marilyn and had heard more illegal bugging of her than any other person alive.


  A heavy smoker, Otash suffered from emphysema and high blood pressure at the end of his life, which came in October of 1992. Otash was working at the time on “a bombshell of a book,” entitled Marilyn, Kennedy, and Me. Otash did not specify which Kennedy he meant, John or Bobby, but presumably it was Bobby on whom he possessed the most incriminating information.


  After Otash’s death, the manuscript for his book mysteriously vanished.


  ***


  Three key players at the scene of Marilyn’s death—Peter Lawford, Eunice Murray, and Pat Newcomb—blew away with the wind in the aftermath of the star’s death.


  Until she died on March 5, 1994, Eunice Murray remained controversial. Her constantly changing re-creation of the events of August 4, 1962 didn’t endear her to Marilyn’s fans, who viewed her as dishonest.


  With massive numbers of press reports raging about Marilyn’s death, and although she had only $218.56 in the bank on the night Marilyn died, Eunice suddenly departed for a six-month tour of Europe.


  Obviously, this money came from some mysterious source, and Robert Slatzer later suspected that she received $50,000 in a cash settlement from an aide to Bobby Kennedy. However, Slatzer never definitively proved that.


  Eunice steered clear of foul play or Kennedy involvement when she penned her profoundly unhelpful book, Marilyn: The Last Months. If she knew anything about the involvement of Sam Giancana or Johnny Roselli, or any of their henchmen on the West Coast, she told nothing.


  In September of 1962, a rumor spread around Hollywood that two Mafiosi broke into Eunice’s apartment after she’d moved out of Marilyn’s home. The late-middle-aged woman was said to have been stripped of her clothing and brutally sodomized by both men in an effort to put fear into her and show her that the mob could move in on her at any time she started to make revelations.


  Sergeant Jack Clemmons said that he learned that Marilyn’s housekeeper had very little money at the time of Marilyn’s death. “Yet she took three luxury tours of Europe,” the sergeant said. “To me, that looked like a payoff from somebody.”


  In their book, Marilyn: The Last Take, authors Peter Harry Brown and Patte B. Barham stated a belief that many people had that the Kennedys rewarded Eunice “for services rendered.”


  She certainly had no loyalty to Marilyn on the night of her death, since she’d been fired and had been ordered to have her possessions packed and out of the house by that fateful Sunday, August 5.


  For decades, Eunice denied that Bobby Kennedy was ever at Marilyn’s house that Saturday, August 4. In 1985, she agreed to submit to an interview for the BBC on a show called Goodbye to the President. After her interview, she failed to realize that her voice was still being recorded.


  She was heard telling a BBC interviewer, “Why, at my age, do I still have to cover up this thing? Robert Kennedy did visit Marilyn on that Saturday when she died. A doctor and an ambulance also arrived on the scene when she was still alive.” She was obviously referring to Dr. Greenson, but she did not name him, perhaps because he’d been her friend and benefactor over the years.


  ***


  Throughout her life, Eunice had tried to keep investigative reporters from interviewing her son-in-law, Norman Jeffries. Yet he was a key witness at the scene of the murder on the weekend of August 4th and 5th, 1962.


  Although some have questioned his presence on the scene, he was restoring Marilyn’s house that weekend. Newspaper photographs that appeared in Sunday’s papers show him being led from the kitchen’s side door, along with Pat Newcomb, by a police escort. The photographers next snapped photos of him opening the car door for his mother-in-law as she got into her Dodge. Jeffries was also pictured holding open the passenger door for Newcomb. Presumably, Newcomb’s car was still parked in Santa Monica at Lawford’s mansion, and Eunice was giving her a lift.


  Attempts to reach Jeffries were blocked for years by Eunice. Investigative journalist Anthony Summers tried to reach him during his research for his biography, Goddess, and reporter Ted Landreth also tried to interview him. Both of these attempts in the 1980s failed.


  However, in the early 1990s, Jeffries was discovered by reporters living in Russellville, Arkansas. Wheelchair bound, he was said to be terminally ill.


  At long last, facing death, he spoke of Marilyn’s final weekend, referring to it as “the worst I’ve ever experienced in my entire life.”


  Except for that dinner date with his mother-in-law that Saturday evening, Jeffries said he was in Marilyn’s house from around 8am Saturday morning until 7:30pm Sunday night.


  “I was there the night Marilyn died. That afternoon, I saw Bobby Kennedy and Peter Lawford arrive. I stayed outside and worked in a remote part of the garden, but there was one big argument going on.”


  “I also saw Dr. Greenson arrive that Saturday afternoon and later that night. There was also an ambulance summoned and some police squad car. But I was in the telephone room, where I’d spent the night on a cot, and only looked out the window. I did open my door later, when I saw two men moving Marilyn’s body from the guest cottage into her own bedroom.”


  The presence of Jeffries in Marilyn’s house has been confirmed in such books as The Assassination of Marilyn Monroe by Donald Wolfe. The author was a film editor and screenwriter who did a massive investigation into Marilyn’s final weekend in Brentwood.


  “The story Eunice told about the telephone cord and the light on under the bedroom door was not true,” Jeffries claimed. “Eunice found Marilyn slumped over on the bed in the guest cottage. She screamed. Marilyn was comatose. When Jack Clemmons arrived, Marilyn was dead and had been moved. Arthur Jacobs was there. He seemed in charge of everything.”


  When asked about whether there was a conspiracy to cover up Marilyn’s death, Jeffries said, “Does a bear shit in the woods?”


  “There were a lot of secrets to cover up,” he said, “and I never wanted to get involved. I didn’t owe any loyalty to Marilyn. I had been told I was to go that Sunday, even though I still had a lot of work to do. She fired me. I think she liked my work. She fired me just because I was Eunice’s son-in-law. She felt that if I stayed on in the house working, I’d be a spy for Eunice and Dr. Greenson.


  “I want to go on record as saying that I didn’t have anything to do with all the hysterical shit flying around that night. I kept my mouth shut and my door shut, except a few times when I peeked out. I wanted to stay out of the way. I’m only talking now because I figure they can’t electrocute me if I’m in a wheelchair.”


  Jeffries had a parting comment. “All that talk about Marilyn being a slut is just so much crap. On two different occasions, when Eunice was out of the house, I hit on Marilyn. Neither time did she give me a tumble.”


  ***


  Truman Capote was deeply saddened by Marilyn’s death, telling friends,“I’m next.”


  Privately, he spoke to his elegant woman friends, whom he called “my swans.”


  “The Kennedys didn’t kill her, the way some people think. But they did pay one of her best friends to keep quiet about their relationship with her. The friend knew where all the skeletons were. After Marilyn died, the Kennedys sent this friend on a year-round cruise around the world. For a whole year, no one knew where she was.”


  His reference was obviously to Pat Newcomb, who faded from the Hollywood scene right after Arthur Jacobs fired her from his public relations firm. For a while, she was seen at Hyannis Port, where Peter Lawford had also flown.


  When Newcomb returned from her travels, she was given a post with the United States Information Agency. She arranged personal appearances for movie stars attending international film festivals. Trips were arranged for such stars as Kirk Douglas and Bette Davis.


  Newcomb was also a frequent guest at Hickory Hill, where in the early autumn of 1963, she fell from a horse and broke her arm while riding with Bobby Kennedy.


  She remained his trusted aide and friend. In fact, he asked her to stay with his family when he handled the funeral arrangements for his assassinated brother in November of that year.


  Near the end of his term as Attorney General, Newcomb worked for Bobby, her office being only five doors down from his. They exchanged affectionate “Love and kisses” inter-office memos, she signing hers “Bertha Bronco,” referring to her horseback riding. He signed his either “Charlie Pleasant” or“Charlie Generous.”


  ***


  In Hollywood, after his return from the safety and calm of Hyannis Port, Peter Lawford went into total denial about Marilyn’s death. Having dinner with his longtime friend, Sammy Davis, Jr., Lawford told him, “My days with the Kennedys are coming to an end. My marriage to Pat is on the rocks. We’re seeing other people.”


  “Peter, my good man,” Davis said, flashing his celebrated grin. “Since your honeymoon, you’ve been seeing others. I, of all people, should know that. You don’t need the Kennedys any more. You’ll go on to greater things.”


  “Cut the bullshit, Sammy,” Lawford said. “It’s no longer 1948.”


  In the weeks and months ahead, he was occasionally confronted with a question about Marilyn and the Kennedys. “She hardly knew them,” he said. “A couple of handshakes at Madison Square Garden and a party at my house with a hundred other people—and that’s it. There’s nothing to tell.”


  One night at Chasen’s, a drunken Lawford was asked if Marilyn really committed suicide. “Yes, regret ably, she did. She was despondent over her career. She’d been fired by Fox and out of work. She feared her glory days were over, as they often are for both male and female stars entering middle age. Believe me, I know that to be be true.”


  His testimony would not have held up in court. On the day of her death, Marilyn was negotiating the biggest and best-paying offers of her career—and Lawford knew that. At their last gatherings at his house, she talked to Lawford and his guests, sharing her excitement and enthusiasm with them.


  He did confide in a few people what happened “that night,” as he referred to August 4. He told his third wife, Deborah Gould, that he’d gone to Marilyn’s house on the night of her death. “There was no suicide note, because there was no suicide. But I did remove a lot of stuff from her file cabinet.”


  Apparently, that night he was alleged to have admitted that he also took the red diary.


  In the early 1970s, in New York, Lawford met with literary agent Jay Garon, who approached him with a “sweetheart publishing deal” involving the writing of his memoirs. Lawford needed money, and, for openers, Garon told him that a publisher would give him a $60,000 advance for a hardcover sale and a “fortune” for the paperback rights, plus another $100,000 for an exposé within The National Enquirer.


  Lawford and Garon reviewed some of the revelations that Lawford would have to make in his book, including, of course, the true story of Marilyn’s involvement with the Kennedy brothers.


  Since JFK and RFK were both dead, Lawford seriously considered the offer. But then Garon pulled what Lawford later called “the deal buster.” The agent also wanted Lawford to relay stories about his gay life and his involvement with such actors as Sammy Davis, Jr., Robert Walker, Noël Coward, Tom Drake, Van Johnson, Clifton Webb, and even ugly George Cukor, who, ironically, had been the lover of a very young Jay Garon himself way back in 1940.


  Garon also wanted Lawford to write about his snapping of pornographic pictures in Santa Monica of the President and Marilyn having sex, and perhaps include one of the candid shots. Then Garon added, “And of course, we can black out the President’s genitals.”


  Even though his unpaid bills were mounting, the next day, Lawford told Garon, “I just couldn’t do it.”


  By the 1980s, Lawford was blaming himself for Marilyn’s death. He told a reporter in 1984 (the year he died), “To this day, I’ve lived with this guilt. I should have gotten in my car and gone straight to her house. I didn’t do it.” The journalist said that at this point, Lawford broke down and cried.


  In the 1960s, Lawford had lived through “the murders of Jack, Marilyn, and Bobby”—the words he used with Garon—“and sometimes it’s more than I can take.”


  In the years he had left, Lawford entered a world of drugs, especially cocaine, Scotch, and an ever-increasing use of prescription medications such as Percodan. He was forever consumed with guilt about what happened to Marilyn.


  One Las Vegas call girl reported that he hired her for the night, but spent most of it crying for hours in her arms, lamenting what had happened to Marilyn.


  Trying to dry out at the Betty Ford Center shortly before his death, he wrote a letter to President Kennedy in heaven.


  “I know you’re having a good time up there, you always do. Are you the president of anything yet? How are Bobby and Marilyn? Please give them my love.


  See you soon.


  Your buddy,


  Peter Lawford.”


  ***


  At the age of sixty-five, during the late summer of 1999, the century was coming to an end and so was the notorious Judith Campbell Exner.


  For decades, she’d lived in fear of being wiped out by the mob, as she had been the mistress of both Sam Giancana and President Kennedy, delivering messages between them. She’d sometimes bring a briefcase of money from the Kennedys to Giancana in Chicago.


  Taking an inordinate amount of the drug Taxol, she lived by herself and claimed that she was in constant pain. Detective Milo Speriglio came to visit her, wondering if she had any final deathbed revelations to make for perhaps a new edition of his book, Crypt 33, which had been published in 1993.


  She told him, “I’m living on borrowed time, but I have nothing to fear from the mob, or the Kennedys. The thing I have to fear is death itself. Sam is long gone. He can kill nobody anymore.” (He’d been murdered on June 18, 1975.)


  Judith revealed to Speriglio that she had metastatic breast cancer, and that one of her lungs had been removed. Speriglio found it amazing that her beauty had once been compared to Elizabeth Taylor’s. She said, “Stop looking at me that way. I know I no longer look like Elizabeth Taylor. Elizabeth Taylor herself doesn’t look like Elizabeth Taylor anymore.”


  “I knew Sam engineered the death of Marilyn Monroe,” she said. “He told me that one night in Chicago. It wasn’t something he was proud of—in fact, it gave him a lot of guilt. The idea of wiping her out originated from other sources. But he didn’t tell me who those other sources were—perhaps a rogue element in the CIA. The Kennedys? I doubt that.”


  “I was also the lover of Johnny Roselli,” she said. “I think he too was involved in Marilyn’s murder, but he never told me anything like that. Yet he was the guy they called ‘the Angel of Death,’ and he was the one Sam turned to when he wanted to wipe out somebody in Los Angeles or Las Vegas.”


  “I lived most of my life in fear,” she said. “I’ve got this gun under my pillow. I fall asleep on it every night. Sam gave it to me with a warning. He said the Kennedys might have me wiped out one night. It’s amazing: I’ve survived all of them—Jack Kennedy, Marilyn Monroe, Sam Giancana, and Johnny Roselli. So I never had to use the gun. If somebody comes to kill me now, what will it matter?”


  “After covering up secrets for decades, I can tell you for a fact that Sam Giancana ordered the death of Marilyn Monroe. I know I’ve said that already. But don’t ask me on whose orders. Maybe we’ll never know that. I’ll be in heaven soon, and I plan to compete with Marilyn once again for the President’s affections. Of course, when I get there, I hope I don’t look like I do this afternoon.”


  “You’ll be the most gorgeous woman who ever walked through the pearly gates,” Speriglio assured her.


  He never developed his article for Vanity Fair. He left her in September of 1999 for the last time, as he would also fall victim to lung cancer, dying in May of 2000.


  ***


  Over the years, several critics have said that Jeanne Carmen exaggerated the closeness of her friendship with Marilyn, claiming that there was no “paper trail,” of photographs or letters documenting their association.


  There is a reason for that. On the Sunday Marilyn died, Carmen left her apartment at Doheny and drove to Brentwood, parking three blocks away because of all the cars backed up on Fifth Helena Drive.


  She walked along leafy, once-quiet residential streets now swarming with policemen, newspaper and magazine reporters, TV and radio men and women, and the inevitable paparazzi.


  Realizing how hopeless her quest was, she decided to drive to the beach at Santa Monica, where she spent the rest of the day reflecting on her life and wondering how Marilyn had died.


  When she drove back to Doheny, she found that her apartment had been broken into. Someone had cracked a window and entered. “Al my photographs, some of Marilyn and me, and a lot of embarrassing stuff were taken, even some pornographic pictures I’d posed for when I was seventeen. I had three or four pieces of jewelry lying about, but they weren’t taken. I knew at once that the robber wanted my stuff on Marilyn.”


  “I called the police, but my property was never returned.”


  She began to wonder whether, like Marilyn, she knew too much, particularly about Peter Lawford, the Kennedys, and the mob. Johnny Roselli had at times been her boyfriend.


  “A lot of people were talking that Roselli directed the murder of Marilyn,” she said. “But I didn’t want to believe that. I liked the guy too much. Marilyn dated him too. I remember she once said, ‘You know that he’s called the Angel of Death.’ He actually kills people—friends, their mothers, their mistresses, Giancana’s gangland rivals. He really does.”


  “Johnny paid my rent and bought my groceries on many a night when there was nothing in the bank,” Carmen said. “I preferred to think about the good side of him, not what he did for a living when he wasn’t with me. I do know this: If Sam Giancana had ordered Johnny to kill Marilyn, he would have. It didn’t matter if he were your friend or not.”


  One week after Marilyn’s death, Carmen met with Fred Otash, who had been her on-again, off-again lover. “He was always bluntly honest with me, and almost more than anyone, he’d had Marilyn under surveillance. Freddie bugged everybody in those days. I’m sure he monitored his grandmother’s potties.”


  By their third drink, Otash told her, “Marilyn’s death was no suicide. It was murder, plain and simple, and it could easily happen to you, too. Don’t you realize, Jeanne, that you know too much? You’re lucky to be alive. After everything got fucked up, the mob wanted to go after you, but I talked them out of it.”


  He seemed to know all the details of Marilyn’s murder, but at no point did he connect Roselli with it. “They held her down, shoved a tube up her ass, and poured enough chloral hydrate in her to send her to the fucking moon. Giancana wanted the world to think it was a suicide. He wanted the press to think she killed herself over Bobby and Jack. That scandal would have destroyed both of them.”


  After drinks with Otash, Carmen became afraid for the first time in her life. She felt that she was being watched at her Doheny apartment. “There was a car parked across the street from my apartment house. Every day I went out, I saw these two East Coast thugs. Not always the same guys, of course, but I definitely felt I was under surveillance. I soon came to realize that Freddie Otash was right. It was time to get out of Dodge.”


  Packing up her belongings, Carmen fled to Scottsdale, Arizona, where she lived incognito for more than a decade. She abandoned her platinum blonde locks, got married, and had three children. Outside of town at Rawhide, a Wild West amusement park, she worked as a cocktail waitress.


  In 1972, she received an unexpected call from Roselli, who had tracked her down. He told her she was out of danger and could resurface again. He invited her to spend a weekend with him at the Sands Hotel in Las Vegas. He booked her a suite there, and sent her an airplane ticket. Once in Vegas over dinner, he blamed Giancana for Marilyn’s murder, at no point implicating himself.


  After that weekend, she never saw him again. On July 27, 1976, right before he was set to testify before a congressional committee, he was kidnapped and murdered. His body was dismembered and entombed in a fifty-five gallon oil drum. The canister was drilled with holes and dumped into a Florida bay. The decomposing gases of Roselli’s body raised the barrel to the surface of the water, where it was spotted by two fishermen. When the barrel was opened, it was discovered that his murderers had cut off Roselli’s left foot and forced it into his mouth, perhaps as a symbolic representation of his upcoming testimony in front of the congressional committee.


  Eventually, Carmen returned to California, settling into Newport Beach. She spent a good part of the rest of her life granting interviews about her friendship with Marilyn. Her final interview was given on November 12, 2007, for SX, a gay and lesbian newspaper in Australia.


  At her home in Orange County, California, Carmen died on December 20, 2007. She was seventy-seven years old and suffered from lymphoma. She was survived by three children and three grandchildren.


  ***


  After her death, there was talk about a movie based on Carmen’s wild and wicked life, possibly starring Kate Bosworthy, Scarlett Johansson, or Christina Aguilera. “The only actress who could really have played me—I mean, really—is Marilyn herself,” Carmen said.


  Back in November of 1963, when Carmen heard of President Kennedy’s assassination in Dallas, she openly wept. “I knew him when he was so full of life,” she said.


  Three days later, she drove to Brentwood to stand on the sloping street where Marilyn had lived. It was early in the evening, and there were no lights coming from the house. The gate was unlocked, and she walked inside the yard and looked at the door which had once been open to her.


  Spelled out on tiles was the Latin inscription CURSUM PERFICIO, which Marilyn told her had meant “the end of the journey.”


  Carmen later said, “The sign was a lie. It wasn’t the end of the journey for Marilyn, but the beginning of a new and exciting journey into the future she was never given a chance to live. Her life was stolen from her. I think she would have achieved a greatness in Hollywood rarely seen before. She would have been wonderful with her grandchildren.”


  In 2000, as the century turned, Carmen told an interviewer, “I think of Marilyn every day of my life. How I long to go back to our lives in the early 1950s when we were posing for those pinup pictures. We were so young and beautiful then, so very blonde, if only from a bottle. We had dreams then. Okay, dreams fade with time, as do youth and beauty. But in Marilyn’s case, she will be forever young.”


  “Frank Sinatra, Elvis Presley, Jack Kennedy, Bobby Kennedy, Johnny Roselli, Joe DiMaggio, Errol Flynn, Howard Hughes, Clark Gable, Lex Barker…All of them passed over us. Who was the best? On that Marilyn and I agreed. Sexy Lexy. Tarzan himself. That jungle boy had something to yell about. Those guys gave us their body parts, but never their hearts. A gal can’t have everything in life.”


  [image: �Like the beautiful flower she was, she bloomed and died...and so the cycle of life goes on. The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. If Norma Jeane is looking down on us, I hope she is smiling.� �William Pursel, an early boyfriend, speaking at her funeral.]
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    MARILYN’S DEADLY SECRET

    

    



    Jose Bolaños, the Mexican screenwriter, is sometimes known as “the last lover of Marilyn Monroe.” He later claimed that Marilyn and he planned to get married, although it appears that she was also promising a remarriage to the Yankee slugger, Joe DiMaggio.


    Bolaños was one of the last people to talk to Marilyn on the night of her death on August 4, 1962. In contrast to Peter Lawford’s report about her voice being slurred, Bolaños claimed that she was exuberant and making plans for the future.


    What has tantalized reporters for years is one of Bolaños’ statements: “Marilyn told me something that, if true, would rock the world.” At the time, he chose not to reveal what that awesome secret was.


    In October of 1963, Bolaños was working in Mexico on a commercial for the New York City-based television production company, TV Graphics, which was shooting a beach scene near Puerto Val arta.


    Also near Puerto Val arta, Richard Burton and Ava Gardner were filming the movie version of Tennessee Williams’ play, The Night of the Iguana. Elizabeth Taylor had flown to Puerto Val arta to stay with Burton during the filming.


    Tennessee arrived unannounced on the scene with his lover du jour. He met Bolaños on the beach, and invited him as the guest of honor at a Mexican dinner he was hosting for a few select friends. Williams had read about Bolaños in accounts of Marilyn’s death the previous year, and was most intrigued.


    It evolved into a drunken night of revelry, and Tennessee exercised his talent for zeroing in on his subject. “And exactly what did our dear friend Marilyn tell you that was so shocking?”


    Before he answered, Bolaños had to fill in some background, explaining that Marilyn had developed a friendship with Fred Vanderbilt Field, an avowed Communist and the leading American expatriate in Mexico City. Bolaños said that he’d introduced Marilyn not only to Field, but also to E. Howard Hunt, who, as he claimed, “has CIA connections.”


    “I talked to Marilyn on the phone right before she died,” Bolaños said. “She’d received this terribly disturbing call from Field in Mexico City. According to him, he’d just learned that Hunt, who was my friend, was plotting the assassination of President Kennedy.”


    Coming a month or so before the actual assassination of the President, his comment did not cause any undue alarm, at least for the moment. Tennessee said that it was his understanding that a sittting U.S. President gets death threats every day. “I get death threats for suggesting homosexuality in my plays.”


    None of the guests at the party that night paid much at ention to the comment, and no one tried to reach the Associated Press on the phone. Perhaps no one at the time knew who E. Howard Hunt was.


    But with the passage of time, it appears that Field was definitely onto a plot to assassinate the President.


    E. Howard Hunt died on January 23, 2007. His own son, Saint John Hunt, said that his father, on his deathbed, asserted that he was involved in a conspiracy to kill President Kennedy on that November day in Dallas in 1963.


    As ironic as it seemed, Marilyn may have known of that. The President might have lived many more years if he’d answered Marilyn’s final call to him at the White House. Hunt’s son reported that his father admitted his guilt in JFK’s assassination. The alleged fellow conspirators even had a code name. Their operation was call ed, “The Big Event.”


    Although Marilyn learned of the President’s upcoming assassination, she remained unaware of her own impending doom. Forces were already heading for her new home in Brentwood, on that hot summer night in August of 1962.

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


  


  

  



  ABOUT THE AUTHOR

  



  In 1950, while a schoolboy, Darwin Porter was introduced to a blonde starlet, Marilyn Monroe, by his mother, Hazel Triplet. The setting was the Helen Mar Hotel on Miami Beach. In charge of the hotel, Mrs. Triplet had been instructed by a fabled B-movie star, Ronald Reagan, to “give Marilyn whatever she wants.” He was picking up the tab, although discreetly staying in a suite at the more fashionable Roney Plaza Hotel nearby.


  A fashion designer on the side, Mrs. Triplet designed and crafted a stunning white bathing suit for Marilyn to wear at poolside. It was very similar to a suit she’d designed for Linda Darnel for the film, Slattery’s Hurricane, shot the previous year in Florida.


  “When Marilyn walked out by the pool in that bathing suit, she created a sensation,” Porter recalled. “A star was born.”


  Years later, when Porter was an aspiring journalist and in college, Marilyn granted him a one-on-one interview when she flew to Florida to visit her former husband, Joe DiMaggio. “It was the beginning of my lifelong association with Marilyn Monroe,” Porter said.


  After 1962, Porter began collecting and reading every bit of material he could on Marilyn, her life and death. While working for a television producer in Hollywood, Porter got to meet and know many of her friends and enemies—“both those who loved her and those who were highly critical, perhaps jealous. I ended up with enough material for ten volumes.”


  Today, Porter is one of the world’s leading celebrity biographers, having written books on such diverse figures as Humphrey Bogart, Katharine Hepburn, Howard Hughes, Marlon Brando, Paul Newman, Steve McQueen, Merv Griffin, Michael Jackson, the Kennedys, Frank Sinatra, and J. Edgar Hoover.


  He is also the co-author of the popular Hollywood Babylon series, and is also the co-author of Damn You, Scarlett O’Hara, which exposed the complicated and deeply anguished private lives of Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh.


  Currently, Porter is working on Elizabeth Taylor: There is othing Like a Dame, scheduled for publication in October of 2012.


  When he isn’t traveling, Porter lives in New York City.
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Here, for the first time, is a biography that raises the curtain on the
secret lives of Lord Laurence Olivier, often cited as the finest
actor in the history of England, and Vivien Leigh, who immor-
talized herself with her Oscar-winning portrayals of Scarlett
O’Hara in Gone With the Wind, and as Blanche DuBois in Ten-
nessee Williams’ A Streetcar Named Desire.

| The spotlight shone on this famous pair throughout most of their
tabloid-fueled careers, but much of what went on behind the vel-
vet curtain remained hidden until the publication of this ground-breaking biography.
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most talented and tormented actor and actress of the 20th century.

Darwin Porter is the principal author of this seminal work. Winner of numerous awards for his
headline-generating biographies, he has shed new light on Marlon Brando, Steve McQueen, Paul
Newman, Katharine Hepburn, Humphrey Bogart, Merv Griffin, Michael Jackson, Frank Sinatra, J.
Edgar Hoover, Howard Hughes, the Kennedys, and Marilyn Monroe.

Roy Moseley, this book’s co-author, was an intimate friend of both Lord and Lady Olivier, main-
taining a decades-long association with the famous couple, nurturing them through triumphs, emo-
tional breakdowns, and streams of suppressed scandal. A resident of California who spent most of
his life in England, Moseley has authored o co-authored biographies of Queen Elizabeth and Prince
Philip, Rex Harrison, Cary Grant, Merle Oberon, Roger Moore, and Moseley’s long-time compan-
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The History of Michael Jackson

Darwin Porter

He rewrote the rules of America’s entertainment in-
dustry, and he led a life of notoriety. Even his death
was the occasion for scandals which continue to this|
day.

This is the world’s most comprehensive historical
overview of a pop star’s rise, fall, and to some ex-
tent, rebirth as an American Icon. Read it for the
real story of the circumstances and players who
created the icon which the world will forever re-
member as “the gloved one,” Michael Jackson.
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“This s the story of Peter Pan gone rotten. Don't stop till you get enough. Darwin Porter’s
biography of Michael Jackson is dangerously addictive.”
The Sunday Observer (London)

“In this compelling glimpse of Jackson's life, Porter provides what many journalists have
failed to produce in their writings about the pop star: A real person behind the headiines.”
Foreword Magazine

“I'd have thought that there wasn't one single gossippy rock yet to be overturned in the mi-
croscopically scrutinized life of Michael Jackson, but Darwin Porter has proven me wrong
Definitely a page-turner. But don't turn the pages too quickly. Almost every one holds a
fascinating revelation.”

Books to Watch Out For

This book, a winner of literary awards from both Foreword Magazine and the Hollywood
Book Festival, was originally published during the lifetime of Michael Jackson. This, the
revised, post-mortem edition, with extra analysis and commentary, was released after his
death.

Hardcover 600 indexed pages with about a hundred photos

ISBN 978-0-936003-10-5. Also available for E-readers
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ALL THE GOSSIP UNFIT TO PRINT

A Staggering Compendium of Indiscretions Associated with
Seven Key Players in the Kennedy Clan.

Hardcover, 456 meticulously rese: highly detailed, and very gossipy pages, with an index,
hundreds of photos, and more outrageous scandal than 90% of American voters during the heyday
of Camelot could possibly have imagined

Hot, Unauthorized, and Unapologetic! (Uit it
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A Comucopia of Relatively Unknown but
Carefully Documented
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Winner of a Literary Award from
the 2011 Hollywood Book Festival

“Pick this book up, and you'll be hard-
pressed to put it down”

BY DARWIN PORTER & DANFORTH PRINCE —Richard Labonté, Q-Syndicate

The Kennedys were the first true movie stars to occupy the
White House. They were also Washington’s horniest politi-
cal tribe, and although America loved their humor, their style,
and their panache, we took delight in this tabloid-style docu-
mentation of their hundreds of staggering indiscretions.
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quired reading.
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HELL’S ANGEL

BY DARWIN PORTER

From his reckless pursuit of love as a rich teenager to his final days as a demented fossil,
Howard Hughes tasted the best and worst of the century he occupied. Along the way, he
changed the worlds of aviation and entertainment forever.

This biography reveals inside details about his destructive and usually scandalous
associations with other Hollywood players.

“The Aviator flew both ways. Porter's biography
presents new allegations about Hughes' shady
dealings with some of the biggest names of the
20th century”

—New York Daily News

“Darwin Porter’s access to film industry insiders
and other Hughes confidants supplied him with
the resources he needed to create a portrait of
Hughes that both corroborates what other

Hughes biographies have divulged, and go them
one better.”

—Foreword Magazine

“Thanks to this bio of Howard Hughes, we'll never
be able to look at the old pinups in quite the same
way again.”

—The Times (London)

Winner of a respected literary award from the 2011 Los Angeles Book Festival, this book
gives an insider's perspective about what money can buy—and what it can't
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Entertainment About How America Interprets Its Celebrities

Blood Moon Productions is a New York-based publishing enterprise dedicated to re-
searching, salvaging, and indexing the oral histories of America’s entertainment industry.
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name in travel publishing. Blood Moon also maintains a back list of at least 20 critically
acclaimed biographies and film guides. Its titles are distributed within North America
and Australia by the National Book Network (www.NBNBooks.com), within the U.K. by
Turnaround (www. Turnaround-uk.com), and through secondary wholesalers and online
retailers everywhere.

Since 2004, Blood Moon has been awarded dozens of nationally recognized literary
prizes. They’ve included both silver and bronze medals from the IPPY (Independent Pub-
lishers Assn.) Awards; four nominations and two Honorable Mentions for BOOK OF
THE YEAR from Foreword Reviews; nominations from The Ben Franklin Awards; and
Awards and Honorable Mentions from the New England, the Los Angeles, the Paris, the
New York, the San Francisco, and the Hollywood Book Festivals.

For more about us, including access to a growing number of videotaped book trailers,
each accessible via YouTube, click on www.BLOODMOONPRODUCTIONS.COM or refer to
the pages which immediately follow.

Thanks for your interest, best wishes, and happy reading.

Danforth Prince, President
Blood Moon Productions Ltd.

BLOOD
MOON

Productions, Ltd.
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INSIDE LINDA LOVELACE’S
DEEP THROAT

DEGRADATION, PORNO CHIC, AND THE RISE OF FEMINISM
BY DARWIN PORTER

AVAILABLE IN JANUARY OF 2013

ABronx-born brunette, the notorious Linda Lovelace
was the starry-eyed Catholic daughter in the 1950s of a
local cop who called her "Miss Holy Holy." Twenty years
later, she became the most notorious actress of the 20th
century.

She'd fallen in love with a tough ex-Marine, Chuck
Traynor, and eventually married him, only to learn that she
had become his meal ticket. He forced her at gunpoint into
a role as a player within hardcore porn, including a 1971
bestiality film entitled Dogarama.

Her next film, shot for $20,000, was released in 1972
as Deep Throat, It became the largest grossing XXX-rated
flick of all time, carning an estimated $750 million and sill
being screened all over the world. The fee she was paid
was $1,200, which her husband confiscated. The sexy 70s
took the film to thousands, and porno chic was born, with
Linda as its centerpiece

Traynor, a sadist, pimped his wife to celebrities,
charging them $2,000 per session, It became a status sym- DARWIN PORTER
bol to commission an "individualized" film clip of Linda L6l ax I
performing her specialty. Clients included Elvis Presley,
Frank Sinatra, Milton Berle, Desi Arnaz, Marlon Brando, William Holden, Peter Lawford, and Burt
Lancaster. The Mafia had found its most lucrative business—pornography—since Prohibition.

After a decade of being assaulted, beaten, and humiliated, Linda, in 1980, underwent a "Born
Again" transformation. She launched her own feminist anti-pornography movement, attracting such ac-
tivists as Gloria Steinem, and scores of other sex industry professionals who refuted their earlier careers.

Critics claimed that Linda's Deep Throat changed America's sexual attitudes more than anything
since the first Kinsey report in 1948, that she super-charged the feminist movement, and that to some
degree, she re-defined the nation's views on obscenity.

‘The tragic saga of Linda Lovelace s soon to be a major motion picture.

Darwin Porter, author of more than a dozen critically acclaimed celebrity exposés of behind-
the-scenes intrigue in the entertainment industry, was deeply involved in the Linda Lovelace
saga as it unfolded in the 70s, interviewing many of the players, and raising money for the
legal defense of the film's co-star, Harry Reems. In this book, he brings inside information, and
a never-before-published revelation on virtually every page.

Softcover, 380 pages, 6"x9”, with photos
ISBN 978-1-936003-33-4
Available everywhere in January of 2013
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HoLLYWOOD BABYLON
STRIKES AGAIN!

THE PROFOUNDLY OUTRAGEOUS VOLUME TWO OF
BLOOD MOON’S BABYLON SERIES

Hot, Unauthorized, and Unapologetic!

Strikes Again!

—
B Volume 12

All That Nudity!

and All That Sin!
BY DARWIN PORTER & DANFORTH PRINCE

,@o,\\\* “If you love smutty celebrity dirt as much
& _\9’0 as | do, then have I got a book for you!”
S £ The Hollywood Offender

“These books will set the graves of Hollywood’s cemeteries spinning”  Daily Express

Hollywood Babylon Strikes Again!

Darwin Porter and Danforth Prince
Hardcover, 380 outrageous pages, with hundreds of photos

ISBN 978-1-936003-12-9  Also available for E-readers
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KATHARINE THE GREAT

HEPBURN, A LIFETIME OF
SECRETS REVEALED
BY DARWIN PORTER

Katharine Hepburn was the world's greatest screen diva-the most famous actress in Amer-
ican history. But until the appearance of this biography, no one had ever published the inti-
mate details of her complicated and ferociously secretive private life.

Thanks to the “deferential and obsequious whitewashes” which followed in the wake of her
death, readers probably know WHAT KATE REMEMBERED. Here, however, is an unvar-
nished account of what Katharine Hepburn desperately wanted to forget.

“Darwin Porter’s biography of Hepburn cannot be
lightly dismissed or ignored. Connoisseurs of Hep-
burn’s life would do well to seek it out as a forbidden
supplement.”

The Sunday Times (London)

“Behind the scenes of her movies, Katharine Hepburn
played the temptress to as many women as she did
men, ranted and raved with her co-stars and direc-
tors, and broke into her neighbors’ homes for fun. And
somehow, she managed to keep all of it out of the
press. As they say, Katharine the Great is hard to put
down.”

The Dallas Voice

“The door to Hepburn's closet has finally been gl =d=10]\V}

opened. This is the most honest and least apologetic

biography of Hollywood's most ferociously private ac- [RAN ML LR e) RSLCIH g4
tress ever written.” Revealed

Senior Life Magazine, Miami ﬁ
Darwin Porter ‘ ‘

The First Book of Its Kind, A Fiercely Unapologetic Exposé of the
Most Obsessively Secretive Actress in Hollywood

Softcover, 569 pages, with dozens of photos

ISBN 978-0-9748118-0-2

Also Available for E-Readers
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PAUL NEWMAN

THE MAN BEHIND THE BABY BLUES,
His SECRET LIFE EXPOSED

Darwin Porter

THE MOST ACCURATE AND
COMPELLING BIOGRAPHY
OF THE ICONIC ACTOR
EVER PUBLISHED

Drawn from firsthand interviews with insiders
who knew Paul Newman intimately, and com-
piled over a period of nearly a half-century, this
is the world’s most honest and most revelatory
biography about Hollywood’s pre-eminent
male sex symbol, with dozens of potentially
shocking revelations.

Whereas the situations it exposes were widely
known within Hollywood’s inner circles, :
they’ve never before been revealed to the gen- | i SECRET LIFE EXPOSED o

cral public. BY DARWIN PORTER
If you're a fan of Newman (and who do you -

know who isn’t) you really should look at this | Hardcover, 520 pages, with dozens of
book. It’s a respectful but candid cornucopia photos. Also available for E-readers

of information about the sexual and emotional | “One wonders how he ever managed
adventures of a young man on Broadway and | © avoid public scrutiny for so long
in Hollywood.

ISBN 978-0-9786465-1-6

PAUL NEWMAN WAS A FAMOUS, FULL-TIME RESIDENT OF CONNECTICUT.
SHORTLY AFTER HIS DEATH IN 2009, THIS TITLE WON AN HONORABLE MENTION FROM
HIS NEIGHBORS AT THE NEW ENGLAND BOOK FESTIVAL

This is a pioneering and posthumous biography of a charismatic American icon. His rule
over the hearts of American moviegoers lasted for more than half a century. Paul New-
man was a potent, desirable, and ambiguous sex symbol, a former sailor from Shaker
Heights, Ohio, who parlayed his ambisexual charm and extraordinary good looks into one
of the most successful careers in Hollywood.

It's all here, as recorded by celebrity chronicler Darwin Porter-the giddy heights and ag-
onizing lows of a great American star, with revelations never before published in any other
biography.
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FRANK SINATRA, THE BOUDOIR SINGER

All the Gossip Unfit to Print
from the Glory Days of OI’ Blue Eyes

Hot, Unauthorized, and Unapologeti

™l The Boudoir Singer
) W

s,

ol |

Even If You Thought You’d Heard It All Already,
You’ll Be Amazed At How Much This Book Contains
That Never Got Published Before.

Vendettas and high-octane indiscretions, fast and furious women,

deep sensitivities and sporadic psychoses, Presidential pimping, FBI coverups,
Mobster mambos, and a pantload of hushed-up scandals about

FABULOUS FRANKIE AND HIS MIND-BLOWING COHORTS
Hardcover, 465 pages with hundreds of photos
ISBN 978-1-936003-19-8
“Womanizer Sinatra’s Shocking Secret Sins are revealed in a blockbuster new book, in-
cluding his raunchy romps with Liz Taylor; Marilyn Monroe, Jackie-O, and Nancy Reagan.

Every time the leader of the Free World would join him in Palm Springs, the place was a
sun-kissed brothel, with Kennedy as the main customer.” THE GLOBE
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Ourt oF THE CELLULOID CLOSET, A HALF-CENTURY REVIEW OF
HOMOSEXUALITY IN THE MOVIES
A Book of Record, Reference Source, and Gossip Guide to 50
Years of Queer Cinema

“In the Internet age, where every

50 OF THE BEST GLBTQ movie, queer or otherwise, is
FILMS EVER MADE blogged about somewhere, a

hefty print compendium of film
facts and pointed opinion might
seem anachronistic. But flipping
through well-reasoned pages of
commentary is so satisfying. Add
to that physical thrill the charm of
analysis that is sometimes sassy
and always smart, and this fil-
8 tered survey of short reviews is a
must for queer-film fans.

“Essays on Derck Jarman, Tennessee Williams, Andy Warhol, Jack Wrangler, Joe Gage and
others—and on how The Front Runner never got made—round out this indispensable sur-
vey of gay-interest cinema.”

RICHARD LABONTE
BOOK MARKS/QSYNDICATE

50 YEARS OF QUEER CINEMA
500 of the Best GLBT Films Ever Made

A softcover unlike anything else ever published
SBN 978-1-936003-09-9
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sSex, Lies,  §
Murder, And |

The Great
Cover-Up

Darwin Porter
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Humphrey Bogart

The Making of a Legend

Darwin Porter
A “cradle-to-grave” hardcover about the rise to fame of an obscure, unlikely, and
frequently unemployed Broadway actor.

Whereas Humphrey Bogart is always at the
top of any list of the Entertainment Industry's
most famous actors, very little is known about
how he clawed his way from Broadway to Hol-
lywood during Prohibition and the Jazz Age.

This pioneering biography begins with Bogart's
origins as the child of wealthy (morphine-ad-
dicted) parents in New York City, then exam-
ines the love affairs, scandals, failures, and
breakthroughs that launched him as an Amer-
ican icon.

It includes details about behind-the-scenes
dramas associated with three mysterious mar-
riages, and films such as The Petrified Forest,
The Maltese Falcon, High Sierra, and
Casablanca. Read all about the debut and
formative years of the actor who influenced
many generations of filmgoers, laying Bogie's
life bare in a style you've come to expect from
Darwin Porter. Exposed with all their juicy de-

f
|

by B@rwin Porter

He's Dead, but e Won't 8 Down!

tails is what Bogie never told his fourth wife, Lauren Bacall, herself a screen legend.

Drawn from original interviews with friends and foes who knew a lot about what lay beneath
his trenchcoat, this exposé covers Bogart's remarkable life as it helped define movie-making,
Hollywood's portrayal of macho, and America's evolving concept of Entertainment tself.

This revelatory book is based on dusty unpublished memoirs, letters, diaries, and often per-
sonal interviews from the women—and the men—who adored him

There are also shocking allegations from colleagues, former friends, and jiited lovers who

wanted the screen icon to burn in hell.

All this and more, much more, in Darwin Porter's exposé of Bogie's secret life, with startling
information about Bogart, the movies, and Golden Age Hollywood you won't find in other

books.

Hardcover, 542 pages, with hundreds of photos

ISBN 978-1-936003-14-3
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WHAT DOES A MAN REALLY HAVE TO DO
TO MAKE IT IN SHOW Bi1z?

Finally—A COOL biography that was too HOT to be published
during the lifetime of its subject. TALES OF A LURID LIFE!

STEVE MCQUEEN

Tales of a Lurid Life

DARWIN PORTER

‘The drama of Steve McQueen’s personal life far exceeded any role he ever played on screen. Born to
a prostitute, he was brutally molested by some of his mother’s “johns.” and endured gang rape in re-
form school. His drift into prostitution began when he was hired as a towel boy in the most notorious
bordello in the Dominican Republic, where he starred in a string of cheap porno films. Returning to
New York before migrating to Hollywood, he hustled men on Times Square and, as a “gentleman es-
cort” in a borrowed tux, rich older women.

And then, sudden stardom as he became the world’s top box office attraction. The abused became the
abuser. “I live for myself, and I answer to nobody,” he proclaimed. “The last thing I want to do is fall
in love with a broad.”

‘Thus began a string of seductions that included hundreds of overnight pickups--both male and female.
Topping his A-list conquests were James Dean, Paul Newman, Marilyn Monroe, and Barbra Streisand.

Finally, this pioncering biography explores the mysterious death of Steve McQueen. Were those sala-
cious rumors really true?

Steve McQueen King of Cool Tales of a Lurid Life

Darwin Porter
A carefully researched, 466-page hardcover with dozens of photos

ISBN 978-1-936003-05-1
Also Available for E-Readers
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MERYV GRIFFIN

A LIFE IN THE CLOSET

Darwin Porter

“Darwin Porter told me why he tore the door
off Merv's closet......Hoeeere’s Merv! is 560
pages, 100 photos, a truckioad of gossip,
and a bedful of unauthorized dish.”

Cindy Adams, The NY Post

“Darwin Porter tears the door off Merv Grif-
fin's closet with gusto in this sizzling, su-
perlatively researched biography...It brims
with insider gossip that's about Hollywood
legends, writ large, smart, and with great
style.”

Richard LaBonté, BOOKMARKS

)
Darwin
Porter

-]

Merv Griffin, A Life in the Closet

Merv Griffin began his career as a Big Band singer, moved on to a failed career as a ro-
mantic hero in the movies, and eventually rewrote the rules of everything associated with
the broadcasting industry. Along the way, he met and befriended virtually everyone who
mattered, made billions operating casinos and developing jingles, contests, and word
games. All of this while maintaining a male harem and a secret life as America's most fa-
mously closeted homosexual.

In this comprehensive biography—the first published since Merv's death in 2007—celebrity
biographer Darwin Porter reveals the amazing details behind the richest, most success-
ful, and in some ways, the most notorious mogul in the history of America’s entertainment
industry.

HOT, CONTROVERSIAL, & RIGOROUSLY RESEARCHED

HERE'S MERV]

Hardcover, with photos. ISBN 978-0-9786465-0-9
Also available for E-Readers.
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ELIZABETH TAYLOR

THERE 1S NOTHING LIKE A DAME
All the Gossip Unfit to Print from the Glory Days of Hollywood

AVAILABLE IN THE AUTUMN OF 2012
AN ASTONISHING ADDITION TO BLOOD MOON’S BABYLON SERIES

ELIZABETH
TAYLOR

;,’ri

For more than 60 years, Elizabeth Taylor
dazzled generations of movie-goers with her
glamour and her all-consuming passion for
life. She was the last of the great stars of
Golden Age Hollywood, coming to a sad end
at the age of 79 in 2011.

But before she died, appearing on the ’!
Larry King show, she claimed that her biog-
raphers had revealed “only half of my story,
but I can’t tell the other half in a memoir be-
cause I'd get sued.”

Now, Blood Moon presents for the first
time a comprehensive compilation of most of
the secrets from the mercurial Dame Eliza-
beth, whose hedonism helped define the jet set
of the tumultuous 60s and beyond. TN O TIlo AN TR INCE

Throughout the many decades of her life,
she consistently generated hysteria among her fans. Here, her story is told with
brutal honesty in rich, juicy detail and illustrated, with a new revelation on every
page.

It’s all here, and a lot more, in an exposé that’s both sympathetic and shock-
ing, with a candor and attention to detail that brings the femme fatale of the 20th
century alive again.

“I'm called a scarlet woman,” she said. “That's wrong. I'm positively purple.”
—Elizabeth Taylor

“Before they wither; Elizabeth Taylors breasts will topple empires.”
—Richard Burton

ELizABETH TAYLOR
THERE 1S NOTHING LIKE A DAME

by Darwin Porter & Danforth Prince

Softcover, 460 pages, with photos ISBN 978-1-936003-31-0
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Criminal Activities and Vindictive Mania
from America’s Chief Law-Enforcement Officer

Darwin Porter’s saga of power and corrup-
tion has a revelation on every page—cross dress-
ing, gay parties, sexual indiscretions, hustlers for
sale, alliances with the Mafia, and criminal ac-
tivity by the nation’s chief law enforcer.

It’s all here, with chilling details about the
abuse of power on the dark side of the American
saga. But mostly it’s the decades-long love story
of America’s two most powerful men who could
tell presidents “how to skip rope.” (Hoover’s
words.)

Winner of a 2012 literary award
from the Los Angeles Book Festival BY DARWIN PORTER

“EVERYONE’S DREDGING UP J. EDGAR HOOVER. Leonardo DiCaprio just immortalized
him, and now comes Darwin Porter’s paperback, J. Edgar Hoover & Clyde Tolson: Inves-
tigating the Sexual Secrets of America’s Most Famous Men and Women.

It shovels Hoover’s darkest secrets dragged kicking and screaming from the closet. It’s
filth on every VIP who’s safely dead and some who are still above ground.
—Cindy Adams

The New York Post

“This book is important, because it destroys what’s left of Hoover’s reputation. Did you
know he had intel on the bombing of Pearl Harbor, but he sat on it, making him more or
less responsible for thousands of deaths? Or that he had almost nothing to do with the ar-
rests or killings of any of the 1930s gangsters that he took credit for catching?

“Alot of people are angry with its author, Darwin Porter. They say that his outing of celebri-
ties is just cheap gossip about dead people who can’t defend themselves. I suppose it’s be-
cause Porter is destroying carefully constructed myths that are comforting to most people.
As gay men, we benefit the most from Porter’s work, because we know that except for
AIDS, the closet was the most terrible thing about the 20th century. If the closet never ex-
isted, neither would Hoover. The fact that he got away with such duplicity under eight pres-
idents makes you think that every one of them was a complete fool for tolerating it.”
—Paul Bellini
FAB Magazine (Toronto)

J. EDGAR HOOVER AND CLYDE TOLSON
Investigating the Sexual Secrets of America’s Most Famous Men and Women

by Darwin Porter
Softcover, 489 pages, with photos  ISBN 978-1-936003-25-9. Also available for E-Readers
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BRANDO UNZIPPED

An Uncensored Exposé of America’s Most Visible Method Actor
and Sexual Outlaw

by Darwin Porter

BRANDO EXPOSED! This “entertainingly outrageous”
(Frontiers Magazine) biography provides a defnitive, blow-
by-blow description of the *hot, provocative, and barely
under control drama” that was the lfe of Americais most fa-
mous Postwar actor.

“Lurid, raunchy, perceptive, and certainly worth
reading...One of the ten best show-biz biographies
0f 2006." The Sunday Times (London)

“Yummy. An irresistably flamboyant romp of a
read.”
Books to Watch Out For

“Astonishing. An extraordinarily detailed portrait of
Brando that's as blunt, uncompromising, and X-
rated as the man himself.”

Women’s Weekly

“This shocking new book is sparking a major re-
assessment of Brando’s legacy as one of Holly-
wood’s most macho lotharios.”

Daily Express (London)

“As author Darwin Porter finds, it wasn't just the act-
ing world Marlon Brando conquered. It was the ac-
tors, too.”

Gay Times (London)

“Brando Unzipped is the definitive gossip guide to
the late, great actor's life.”
The New York Daily News

Extensively serialized
in London’s

MAIL ON SUNDAY,
this is history’s
most definitive biography of
Marlon Brando,
an artfully lurid hardcover
with 625 indexed pages
and hundreds of photos.

ISBN 978-0-9748118-2-6
Also available for E-readers
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ROBERT F. KENNEDY

New Introducton by Edwin Guthman
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