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  Tragedy Off Screen


  Because of the tragic, untimely death of Marilyn Monroe, a reporter was assigned the task of digging into the files of Hollywood scandals as far back as the Fatty Arbuckle rape case, to uncover the causes and events leading up to these real life dramas. Dramas that surpass anything put on the screen.


  You will be taken behind the scenes of Hollywood’s most sensational scandals involving such famous stars as Thelma Todd, Lana Turner, Errol Flynn, William Desmond Taylor, Charlie Chaplin, Ingrid Bergman and many others.


  Is the glittering, tinsel dream world of Hollywood to blame for their scandals or were these personalities doomed for other, deeper reasons? Mr. Carr supplies some answers in this shocking report that pulls no punches.

Marilyn Monroe: The Star-Crossed

This is, unabashedly, a book of scandals, from Olive Thomas to
Marilyn Monroe.

Sex is in this book. Crime fills many of its pages. All of the
subject matter is sensational.

The popular hypocrisy of our times says that none of these
things should be confessed. Books can be published about sex,
crime, and other sensational matters, but they should always
display a pious facade, like a Hollywood movie that always
carefully punishes its leading character in the last reel after
showing the appetizing and rewarding pleasures of his sins in the
previous reels.

One result of this attitude is an historical view of Hollywood
that bears little semblance to reality. Read almost any of the
standard histories of the motion picture industry and you’ll get
the impression that everyone in it—from producers to stagehands—was
a serious, sober, stable, dedicated disciple of the film as an art
form.

In a very few years, those who wish to find out something about
Marilyn Monroe, for example, will get a completely distorted view
of what she was and what she meant to the motion picture industry
and to the moviegoers of her time.

This is as much a fantasy, as untrue to life—but not nearly as
entertaining—as the standard film musical of the 1930s. Hollywood
was, and is, to a considerable (but lesser) extent, a city of
dreams. This was Cinderella City, a place of legends, where a buxom
girl in a tight sweater might be “discovered” by a talent scout and
be turned into a movie queen overnight, where a kid from the slums
might suddenly find himself earning millions of dollars, where
people were gay and beautiful and bright and glamorous—a world
where an illegitimate girl with the drab name of Norma Jean, a
product of wretched foster homes where she had been crushed and
debauched, might be magically transformed into the Queen of Beauty,
Marilyn Monroe. It was, in Hortense Powdermaker’s felicitous
phrase, “the dream factory,” but the factory itself became a part
of the dreams it produced, so that it was well nigh impossible to
distinguish between cause and effect, between the product and the
producer, between the dream and the dreamer.

The dream created the Marilyn Monroes, and they, in turn, became
part of the dream, and helped elucidate and elaborate the dream to
others. And in time the dream consumed them. Olive Thomas, the
Ziegfeld Girl described by a foremost artist as “the most beautiful
girl in the world,” unhappily married to Mary Pickford’s brother
Jack, enjoyed a second honeymoon with him, went on a round of
Parisian dives, and swallowed poison after they returned to their
hotel. They called it an accident.

Clara Bow’s mind broke when her career began to hit the skids.
Carole Landis, weary of her own leg art, burdened with debt,
worried about her fading career, heartbroken because the married
star she loved wouldn’t marry her, committed suicide with sleeping
pills.

Carole Landis killed herself in 1948. That year, for the first
time, movie audiences saw Marilyn Monroe on the screen.

Marilyn Monroe was the epitome of the movie star. In each
generation there is just one star who outshines all the others with
a brilliance beyond comparison. It’s a difficult phenomenon to
explain. The star usually isn’t the best actor or actress, nor the
smartest, nor even the most attractive. There is some indefinable
quality that arouses a special kind of interest and enthusiasm in
the audience. Mary Pickford was the first star of this magnitude.
After her came Clara Bow. Then Jean Harlow. Then there was a hiatus
of about a decade—probably because of the war—before the next queen
came along: Marilyn Monroe.

It is nothing short of miraculous that Marilyn Monroe ever
emerged on the screen. Everything was against her from birth —and
even before. Both o£ her grandparents on her mother’s side had to
be committed to insane asylums. An uncle killed himself. Her mother
became psychotic and had to be hospitalized five years after the
girl's birth; she was still in custodial care when Marilyn Monroe
was buried.

As for her father, he was as nebulous as the fathers of most
illegitimate offspring. When Marilyn was born in Los Angeles
General Hospital on June 1, 1926, her name was listed as Norma Jean
Mortenson, but her mother was listed as Mrs. Gladys Baker, age
twenty-four. Marilyn didn’t know she was a bastard until she was
sixteen, when she applied for a marriage license. After she became
a star, she began a search for her father, with the aid of private
detectives and newspaper stories. Whether she ever found him is a
question that probably never will be answered. In 1929 an Edward
Mortenson was killed in a motorcycle accident in Youngstown, Ohio;
Marilyn was told he had been her father. In 1950, she was told that
a dairy farmer who lived about one hundred and fifty miles south of
Los Angeles was her father; she talked to him on the telephone, but
he refused to see her. As her drama coach, Natasha Lytess, who was
present, recalled, “She pleaded with him to let her see him. He
refused. She gave him her telephone number. He never called her.”
On another occasion Marilyn was told that her father was a Los
Angeles civic leader. And Grace McKee, her mother’s oldest friend,
once told her that it was still another man, that he was still
alive, and that he had wanted to adopt his unsanctified daughter
but Marilyn's mother wouldn’t let him because she hated him so.
Whoever he was, Marilyn never stopped searching for him, in both a
real and a psychological sense. She never stopped feeling the pain
of his loss, the terrible need for him. She tried to find him in
men, and failed. And yet there is a kind of awful appropriateness
in her lack of a father. Her mother worked in the film industry as
a film cutter at Columbia and at RKO-Radio. Perhaps—certainly in a
symbolic sense —the motion picture industry itself fathered this
beautiful girl, by a kind of cultural parthenogenesis.

The movies were the only bright spot in the pathetic life of
Norma Jean Baker, the name under which she was carried on the Los
Angeles welfare rolls. She was a ward of the county, which paid
twenty dollars a month to foster parents to take care of her. In
the memory of the adult Marilyn Monroe, there was an almost
constantly changing succession of foster homes, although
investigators later could find records of only three (there could
have been more). There were enough to rob the girl of any sense of
security. “I guess I wanted love more than anything else in the
world at that time,” Marilyn later told an interviewer. She didn’t
find it. When she was seven, she made the mistake of calling a
foster mother “Mama,” but the woman sharply rebuked her. The woman
snapped, “I’m not your Mama. I’m not related to you at all. You
just board out here.” Marilyn herself once wrote a vivid account of
the confusion and misery of it all. “What one family would tell me
was wrong, another family would tell me was right," she said. “One
place where I lived they made me recite and sign a pledge: ‘I
promise, God helping me, not to buy, drink, sell, or give alcoholic
liquor while I live; from all tobaccos I’ll abstain and never take
God’s name in vain.’ Another family let me have empty liquor
bottles to play with. Still another family made me pray every night
that I wouldn’t wake up in hell. I always felt insecure and in the
way. But most of all—I just felt scared.”

All the nameless fears and anxieties were multiplied, mixed up,
augmented, and spread in shrieking colors on the quivering fabric
of her mind like a nightmare montage by an event that occurred
sometime in her childhood. It happened in one of her foster homes,
which happened to be a rooming house. One night, when little Norma
Jean was putting away some linens, one of the boarders, an elderly,
relatively prosperous man who wore dark suits, a gold watch and
chain, and an elk’s tooth, motioned to her that he wanted her to
come to him. Wonderingly, she went to the door of his room. He took
her hand, smilingly, led her into the room, and closed the door,
bolting it. He took off his coat and vest, hung them up carefully,
sat down in a chair, and told the little girl to come and sit on
his lap. He told her they’d play a little game.

He raped her.

Afterwards, the shaking child tried to tell her foster mother
about it, although she’d been given a nickel to keep her mouth
shut. But her foster mother called her a liar and slapped her
across the mouth. And ever afterwards Norma Jean Mortenson
stammered.

This is the story that Marilyn Monroe told a number of people.
She told one that it happened when she was six. On another occasion
she gave her age at the time as eight. Sometimes she said nine or
eleven. Maybe it didn’t happen at all; people sometimes have
fantasies about childhood rape that are as real as life. The
likelihood is that it did happen. But whether it did or didn’t
actually occur is really immaterial; reality or fantasy, it exerted
a powerful influence on the rest of her life.

In the gothic terror-world of her childhood, the movies beckoned
brightly, like a fairy godmother to Cinderella. “When I was five,”
she once told Life, “I think that’s when I started wanting to be an
actress—I loved to play. . . . When I was older I used to go to
Grauman’s Chinese Theater and try to fit my foot in the prints in
the cement there. And I’d say, ‘Oh, oh, my foot’s too big. I guess
that’s out. ... It was the creative part that kept me going—trying
to be an actress. I enjoy acting when you really hit it right. And
I guess I’ve always had too much fantasy to be only a housewife.”
She lived on movie fan magazines. She read them avidly, and
“believed every word of them,” as she later said. Her favorite
star, inevitably, was Jean Harlow, whom she would one day succeed
as No. 1 sex symbol.

Until she was twelve, the future sex queen of the cinema was so
skinny and sexless that she was called “Norma Jean, the Human
Bean," and she even played a boy’s part in a drama production at
Van Nuys High School. Then, one day, she borrowed a white sweater
to wear to school. It happened to be a size or two smaller than she
usually wore her sweaters. It made such a marked impression on the
other kids at school that the following day Norma Jean experimented
with makeup. “My arrival in school with painted lips, and darkened
brows, and still encased in the magic sweater, started everybody
buzzing,” she recalled. She told Life how everything was
transformed for her at that time: “Suddenly every thing opened up.
Even the girls paid a little attention to me just because they
thought, ‘Hmmmm, she’s to be dealt with!' And I had this long walk
to school, two and a half miles to school and two and a half miles
back—it was just sheer pleasure. Every fellow honked his horn—you
know, workers driving to work, waving, you know, and I’d wave back.
The world became friendly.”

Too friendly for the peace of mind of her legal guardian, and of
the woman with whom Norma Jean was living at the time. They decided
she had altogether too much sex appeal. The safest thing seemed to
them to get her out of circulation.

So a marriage was arranged for her. The groom was James
Dougherty, twenty-one, an aircraft worker who was dark and
handsome. “We were introduced by her foster aunt,” he once said.
"We went out together about six months before we got married. Being
an actress wasn’t even on her mind then.”

Eighteen days after her sixteenth birthday, the marriage took
place. The date was June 19, 1942. They had an argument on their
wedding night because Jim didn’t like the way she had joined a
conga line in a night club while celebrating the wedding—nor the
way the men had admired her. Two years later, Dougherty joined the
Merchant Marine and was assigned to Catalina Island, where Norma
Jean lived with him. She was still wearing tight sweaters and
slacks, the men were still watching her, and Dougherty was still
getting upset about it-

And then Dougherty was shipped overseas. And Norma Jean became a
photographer’s model.

Like so many of the major events in Norma Jean’s life, it began
accidentally. With her husband overseas, the young Mrs. Dougherty
had gone to work in the plant of the Radio Plane Parts Company in
Burbank, which was engaged in war production. One day in 1945 the
Army sent photographer David Conover to the plant to take pictures
to lift the morale of the soldiers overseas. She had a sweater—a
tight one, of course—in her locker. She looked so good in the
pictures that Conover told her she ought to be a professional
model. She promptly signed up with the Blue Books Model Agency.

One day Andre de Dienes, who later came to be one of the best
known photographers in the business, put in a call to the agency
for a model. Later that day the door bell rang at his apartment in
the famous Garden of Allah apartment house. “There came this lovely
little girl in a pink sweater and checkered slacks,” he said after
her death. “Right away I fell in love with this girl.”

She told him that she was married, but her husband was away in
the Merchant Marine. She didn’t love her husband, she said.

Andre and Norma Jean went on a month-long trip up the coast. She
posed for his camera against every conceivable kind of
background—rocks, waters, snow, mountains, highways. He found that
she was a good worker, but not strong. “She was frail, mentally and
physically,” he said. She had no defenses against the brutalities
of the world. It was a quality that the other men in her life later
would note and comment upon. “She was a sensitive, sweet little
girl,” Andre summed up.

Andre had to go to New York on business. While he was away, she
went to Las Vegas. There, on October 2, 1946, she obtained a
divorce from Dougherty. Two men were in for a blow. Dougherty first
got word of the divorce in a letter from his young wife’s attorney.
“It reached me in Yangtze,” he said. “I was kind of shook up at
that. ... I sent a cablegram cancelling my allotment to her, and I
went to Shanghai and had a ball." Andre de Dienes headed back to
the West Coast after an absence of five months. “I phoned from New
Mexico,” he told a friend, “and she said, ‘Andre, please don’t
come. I can’t marry you. Forgive me.’ ”

When de Dienes arrived in Hollywood, he made a discreet inquiry
or two. He found she was involved with someone else. “I knew it was
all over,” he said sadly.

De Dienes’ photos had been appearing in all the men’s magazines.
Howard Hughes, the indefatigable "discoverer” of appetizing women
happened to see one of them. He attracted attention to Norma Jean,
but Ben Lyon at 20th Century-Fox arranged her first screen
test.

The cameraman was Leon Shamroy. He never forgot that test. "I
got a cold chill,” he said. “This girl had something I hadn’t seen
since silent pictures. She had a kind of fantastic beauty like
Gloria Swanson, when a movie star had to look beautiful, and she
got sex on a piece of film like Jean Harlow. This is the first girl
who looked like one of those lush stars of the silent era.”

It was Lyon who gave Norma Jean her new name, after 20th
Century-Fox signed her. “I told him that my mother’s maiden name
was Monroe and said that I had always liked that name,” Marilyn
later explained. “Besides, I added, I am a direct descendant of
President Monroe. ‘All right, Monroe’s it,’ he said. ‘Now a first
name. You’re a remarkable combination of two different people I
knew very well, Jean Harlow and Marilyn Miller. Marilyn sounds
better with Monroe than Jean. That’s it. Marilyn Monroe.’ ”

She had the name, but not the fame. Her contract with 20th
Century-Fox, she later said, “was like my first vaccination. It
didn’t take.” She only got a one-word walk-on in one movie, and
that ended up on a cutting-room floor. After six months her option
was picked up and she got a salary boost to one hundred and fifty
dollars a week, but six months later she was dropped from the
studio’s rolls.

Then she enrolled in the Actors’ Lab, a workshop for aspiring
youngsters. Her instructor there, conceded later that she’d never
have expected Marilyn to make the big time.

After ten months in limbo, Marilyn got another contract in March
1948. Max Arnow of Columbia Pictures had seen her first screen
test, done for 20th Century-Fox, and had been impressed. Arnow
arranged for Natasha Lytess to be her dramatic coach. Marilyn
played a burlesque stripper and sang a few songs in a grade B movie
called Ladies of the Chorus Marilyn turned down the proposition and
failed to get a contract ran out, Columbia dropped Marilyn,
too.

During this time, Marilyn had been meeting men, inevitably. One
studio boss suggested a party for two on his yacht. Marilyn turned
down the proposition and failed to get a contract with that studio.
Two days later, broke and desperate, she posed for a nude
photograph for Tom Kelley. She got fifty dollars for photographs
that would one day make a calendar famous

She enjoyed a romance with the musical director of her first
film. She was madly in love with him, but it was a one-sided
passion, and ultimately he broke off the romance.

Joseph M. Schenck, chairman of the board at 20th Century-Fox,
met her and began inviting her to his home. She later said, "I know
the word around Hollywood was I was Joe Schenck’s girl friend, but
that s a lie. I went to his house because I liked Mr Schenck and I
liked his food and it was better than the Studio Club food.” And
Schenck told Ezra Goodman, “She used to come here quite often for
dinner. I think she liked to eat. We have good food here No, I
never had any romantic thoughts about Marilyn and she never had any
such thoughts about me.”

Johnny Hyde, executive vice president of the influential William
Morris Agency, did have romantic thoughts about Marilyn. Although
he was fifty-three and she twenty-two, he became her acknowledged
boy friend. He encouraged her and praised her talents. "Isn’t it
sad,” Marilyn said to Maurice Zolotow, "here’s Johnny in love with
me and I didn’t return his love? But Johnny was kind to me and I
was faithful to him.”

Friends like Schenck and Hyde were very powerful boosts to a
girl with ambition in Hollywood.

Arthur Hornblow, Jr. and John Huston were looking for a blonde
to play Louis Calhern’s girl friend in The Asphalt Jungle. Lucille
Ryman, a casting agent for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, was helping in the
hunt. She saw that first screen test of Marilyn’s (Marilyn
certainly got a lot of mileage out of that test!) and was
impressed. She mentioned Marilyn to producer Hornblow and director
Huston.

There the matter might have ended, with no job for Marilyn, if
it hadn’t been for her friendships. Hyde immediately arranged for
Marilyn to meet Hornblow and Huston. They thought she’d be just
right for the role. Marilyn got the part, but she didn’t get any
billing at all in a picture that was destined to be both a critical
and a box office success. But at a sneak preview in Westwood
Village, the audience whooped it up whenever she appeared on the
screen. And almost all the preview questionnaires filled out by the
audience asked, “Who was the blonde?”

But Hollywood’s bigger brains still didn’t get the message.
M-G-M passed her up. Her next stop was 20th Century-Fox again,
where she had a small part in All About Eve as a dumb blonde who
“is a graduate of the Copacabana School of Dramatic Art.” But 20th
Century-Fox didn’t nail her to a contract, either. Not at
first.

But one day, while Marilyn was working briefly at 20th, she and
other stars and starlets were ordered to attend a party for
exhibitors. The other stars were almost trampled in the rush of the
exhibitors to get next to Marilyn. They asked her, “And what movies
are you going to be in, Miss Monroe?” And she told them sweetly,
“You’ll have to ask my bosses that.” Spyros Skouras, the president,
asked who the girl was that the exhibitors were going crazy over.
They told him. Then he asked his stooges what movies she was in.
They nervously informed him that she wasn’t in anything. “The
exhibitors like her,” he growled. “If they like her, then the
public likes her. No?” The flunkies nodded.

Skouras was even more impressed when he found that the fan mail
for this girl, who wasn’t even seen on the screen, was more
voluminous than the fan mail for any other stars on the studio’s
payroll. He ordered her signed to a contract. It started at five
hundred dollars a week and kept rising to a ceiling of fifteen
hundred a week. She had a couple of trivial parts, and then another
friendship intervened to make her a star.

Jerry Wald was casting Clash by Night at RKO. Sidney Skolsky,
the powerful newspaper columnist, who had been a close friend of
Marilyn since her earliest days in Hollywood, suggested her for a
part. RKO borrowed her from 20th Century-Fox for three thousand for
six weeks, an unbelievably cheap price. Marilyn got star billing
and rave notices from the critics. She went back to the 20th
Century-Fox lot a star.

In 1952, the nude calendar burst upon the world. At first the
studio thought this meant a scandal that would ruin Marilyn’s
usefulness. Instead, it earned her publicity she could never have
obtained ordinarily. Her quick wit helped to turn the tide of
public opinion. When she was asked, “Didn't you have anything on
while the pictures were taken?", she replied blandly, “The
radio.”

A few weeks later she admitted that her mother was in a mental
hospital, although she had previously told everyone that her mother
was dead. She told how she had been contributing to her mother’s
support all along. Again, the disclosure won sympathy for her, not
hostility.

From that point on, Marilyn’s career couldn’t be stopped. She
was MM, the great sex symbol.

Her personal life was less successful.

In 1950, while she was working on All About Eve, Marilyn saw a
tall, gaunt, sad-faced man deep in conversation with Elia Kazan.
She asked to be introduced to the tall man He was Arthur Miller,
Pulitzer Prize-winning playwright (All My Sons, Death of a
Salesman). They saw a great deal of each other during the next few
weeks. Some friends of Marilyn understood that Miller was going to
divorce his wife and marry her. If Marilyn thought that, she was in
for heartbreak. Miller went back East—to his wife.

Two years later, at a time when she was lonelier than usual, a
mutual friend introduced her to Joe DiMaggio. She had never heard
of the great baseball star until then. In fact, when she was told
he was the greatest baseball player since Babe Ruth, she asked,
"Who’s Babe Ruth?”

In 1954, she and Joe were married, rather abruptly, without any
advance planning. At the motel in Pasa Robles, where they spent
their brief honeymoon, unrecognized, Joe made sure the room was
equipped with television. It was a portent of things to come. Joe
couldn’t stand the publicity she got, and it really bothered him
when she posed publicly with her skirts up in the air for a scene
in The Seven-Year Itch. She felt that Joe cared more about poker,
baseball, his cronies, and TV than he did about her. Nine months
after the wedding, they parted. She got a divorce, charging him
with “coldness and indifference."

It was only a few months later that Arthur Miller came back into
her life.

Miller’s married life had been going from bad to worse, possibly
because of his memories of Marilyn and 1950. (There were many other
causes, however, for the Millers’ marital breakup.) In May 1955
Miller encountered Marilyn again at a party in New York. She was in
a simple white dress. In her hand was a drink called a screwdriver
(vodka and orange juice). She looked lovelier than ever.

By then she was going to the Actors Studio in New York, an
ambitious project in which Miller had considerable interest. But
Miller didn’t take her home that night; actor Eli Wallach and his
wife, who had taken her to the party, escorted her home. She seemed
full of dreams and happy. Two weeks later Miller asked a friend for
Marilyn’s unlisted telephone number. All that summer and fall they
met in out-of-the-way places—Long Island, Connecticut, little,
obscure restaurants in New York. Usually Wallach was present, and
it appeared that Marilyn was with him, not Miller. They managed to
keep any hint of the affair out of the newspaper columns.

In June 1956, after she had finished work on Bus Stop, the story
of their romance began to break into the papers. The press was in
such hot pursuit that a girl reporter for a French magazine was
killed in an auto accident trying to keep up with them.

They slipped off secretly to be married by a municipal judge in
White Plains, a Westchester County suburb of New York. Two days
later a rabbi married them in New York in a doublering
ceremony.

They had trying times ahead of them. Miller was called before a
Congressional committee investigating Communism. This precipitated
a court fight in which Marilyn loyally upheld her husband. But at
the same time she made impossible demands on him: she expected him
to think of nothing but her, to devote all of himself to her. His
creative output dried up. He appeared to many who saw them to be
little more than an aide to her. Their emotional life suffered. Two
miscarriages made matters worse. He wrote a movie, The Misfits, for
her, but then she went on to Let’s Make Love—and promptly developed
an infatuation for Yves Montand, the French star. In 1960, four
years, three months, and thirteen days after their wedding, Arthur
Miller and Marilyn Monroe separated. In January 1961 they got a
Mexican divorce.

In the meantime Marilyn’s movies had been improving, but not her
temperament. Bus Stop, How to Marry a Millionaire, Gentlemen Prefer
Blondes, and Some Like It Hot showed Marilyn as an actress whose
technique was steadily improving. But her personality had turned
rather unpleasant. She said mean, nasty, petty, vicious things to
her leading men. Don Murray, Tony Curtis, Laurence Olivier all had
cause to detest her. “Vicious arrogance” and “vindictive
selfishness” were some of the phrases applied to her by Curtis. She
owned her own production company now, she was the queen at 20th
Century-Fox, and she ruled with an iron fist. She wasn’t pleasant
to anyone—not the grips, not the other actors, not the production
staff. She was paying everyone back for all her years of
humility.

Hers was the savagery of the unsure, the frightened, the weak.
As her outward toughness was demonstrated more forcefully, her
inward uncertainties grew. She began work on Something’s Got to
Give and made history of a sort by making the most famous nude
swimming scene since Hedy Lamarr’s in the old European film,
Ecstacy. But she showed up on only a handful of days for work, and
the costs of the, film began mounting astronomically. The studio
called off the film, in the middle of the production, and suspended
Marilyn.

She brooded, consulted her psychiatrist, saw her physician about
a variety of psychosomatic disorders. She was afraid of age, of
men, of inadequacy as a woman, of a possible decline in her career,
of the hazards of a projected appearance on the Broadway stage, of
the insanity that she feared ran in her family—above all, of
loneliness.

On June 1, 1962 (her birthday) Andre de Dienes [...]
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