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      Marilyn Monroe was born 100 years ago. She's been gone for over 60 years, but her face on a magazine cover still makes it sell, and her name continues to spark debate.

      She wrote a brief autobiography with screenwriter Ben Hecht early in her career, but nothing more substantial. In the absence of a revelatory tome, like the infamous “red book” she allegedly filled with scandalous tidbits about the Kennedys and others, which, according to legend, she was about to unleash Heidi Fleiss-style at the time of her death, I've tried to fill in the blanks of her life. To do so, I've used a diary format. I did likewise for another 20th-century icon, Elvis Presley, some years ago in The Elvis Diaries.

      Marilyn and Elvis never met. She would have been a little old for him to date at 9 years his senior, but I think they'd have got on well together, as much because of the similarity of their personalities as their life circumstances.

      Like Elvis, Marilyn never really knew what she had that made so many people gravitate towards her, and like him, she had a childish side that was an endemic part of her appeal. Both had troubled youths, both became insanely famous, and both eventually succumbed to the price of that fame with early deaths. Elvis died due to addiction issues, and Marilyn probably from a combination of drugs and depression.

      Arguments still rage about the circumstances of her demise. Did she kill herself? Was her death accidental? Was she murdered? People continue to write articles and books about such issues, most of them veering into soap opera. I heard a joke some time ago: “Did you hear about the dyslexic who believed Marilyn was killed by the ICA, the Irish Countrywoman's Association?” Perhaps we need to get to the point of humor to stop any more rainforests from being destroyed with such speculations.

      Similar ones attended the death of Elvis, if indeed he is dead and not living in seclusion in a log cabin in Albuquerque with James Dean. In the diaries I devoted to him, like my Marilyn ones, I didn’t go into such areas. I don't think he killed himself, or that his life ended with a karate chop from a Mafia hitman, as one book I read suggested. Marilyn attempted suicide many times before August 1962, but that doesn't mean she tried to kill herself on the night she died. That's not to say she didn't contemplate it as a possibility. On the night in question, she was so drugged she may not have cared much one way or the other.

      Elvis was suffering from a different form of depression on August 16, 1977. The following night, he was due to face the public for the first time since the publication of the scathing “bodyguard” book, Elvis: What Happened? It broke the seal on a lifestyle his minders had kept secret until then, and he wasn't looking forward to their reaction to it. Did its publication tip him over the edge? John Lennon remarked, “It's always the courtiers who kill the king.”

      Marilyn had been fired from a movie shortly before she died, so her star was also on the wane. In that sense, the most beautiful man of his time and the most beautiful woman had more than their good looks in common. The two-headed hydra of fame generally turns on those it elevates to grandeur so spectacularly.

      Neither of them were perfect people. The fact that we still idolize them today isn't to be in denial about this, nor is the fact that we continue to write books about them. It's to register the fact that they lit up a screen or a stage when they appeared on it merely by that appearance. When they were on that screen or stage, you didn't look at anyone else. That's what star quality is. It's what defines charisma. Nobody can manufacture this. You either have it or you don't.

      In writing the present book, I've tried to get inside Marilyn's head to discover not so much what made her extraordinary (enough biographers have done that already) as what made her the same as the rest of us. To that extent, I focus on her wish to inhabit the world everyone else does: that of mother, family member, and successful wife. All of these roles sadly eluded her, whatever about the one of a Successful Actress, which made her life a cautionary fable for our time. I hope reading it will provide some small insights into who she was and how she went from nothing to everything and then back to nothing again: a familiar trajectory of the outrageously famous.

      I wish to thank Charles Carlini for his immediate interest in the project and his continual encouragement during its progress. Let me also thank Eileen Lanigan for digging me out of various holes in its composition, and thank you to Steve Cox, too, for the images. All the people who wrote about the various crises Marilyn encountered during her life were also enormously helpful.

      I imagine she will continue to capture headlines indefinitely whenever tragic heroines are thought of, or tragic heroes like Elvis or Dean and all the rest, whenever we sit down to tell sad stories of the deaths of kings or queens.

      She blew into our lives for a brief time but did enough in her 36 years to parlay the innocence of her sexuality into a raft of films that will garner her a different kind of immortality.
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      February 13

      Momma brought me to a movie called “Red Dust.” It had Clark Gable in it. She says he’s my father.  I’m lucky to have such a lovely father. I asked her when I was going to meet him.  She said she hoped soon.

      

      February 19

      Had my tonsils taken out.

      

      June 13

      Momma has been put in somewhere.  She’s not well.  They said I can’t see her.  I rang but there was no reply.  What’s wrong with her?  They said she can’t cope.  Can’t cope with what?  Why?

      

      June 15

      Momma has been let out but she’s still not well.  She says I can’t live at home.  Don’t know if I’ll be staying with Aunt Grace or Ana.⁠1

      

      June 17

      A man shot Tippy.⁠2  I’m very sad.

      

      August 23

      Momma put a down payment on a house.  It’s near the Hollywood Bowl.  Looking forward to living with her again.
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      January 17

      They said Momma had a breakdown.  What’s that?  Nobody is telling me.

      

      October 13

      They locked Momma up somewhere else. Grace and Ana are taking care of me.
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      January 15

      Momma was declared insane.  I can’t take it in.  It’s too weird.

      

      August 7

      Living with Aunt Grace all the time now.  It’s nice but I miss Momma.  Why won’t they let her out of wherever she is to see me?

      

      September 8

      Grace brought me to an orphanage.  It was scary walking in the door.  It’s got a smell like you get in hospitals.  Everyone is in a uniform.  They’re nice to me but I don’t want to be here.  Why won’t she bring me home?
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      October 13

      To another orphanage.  Grace walks me down a corridor.  A woman in a uniform brings me into a room.  There’s a bed and a wardrobe.  A window looks out on a field where there are cows and sheep.

      “How long will I be here?” I ask the woman.  She says she doesn’t know.  I ask Grace.  She says she doesn’t know either.

      “I want to go home,” I say.

      “This is your home now,” Grace says.

      “We’ll make you happy,” the woman in the uniform says.  “Now you should unpack.”

      I open my case.  It has a blouse, a skirt and a nightdress in it.  There’s also a pair of shoes.

      “What time do I have to get up at?” I ask her.

      “Eight,” she says.  “You’ll hear a bell going off.”

      She leaves the room.  Grace hugs me.

      “I’ll see you soon, my darling,” she says.  She follows the other woman out.

      I undress.  The moon shines in the window.  I lie on the bed.  The mattress is hard and cold.  I start to get sleepy.  My eyes droop.  I wonder what tomorrow will bring.  Will there be other girls like me?  Who will my new family be?

      
        
          [image: I was nine here. It’s from my orphanage years. Check out that Mona Lisa smile. And the institutional garb. Orphanages are prisons. There’s no other word for them. (1935)]
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      December 8

      All the days are the same.  The food is bad.  The nurses are trying to be nice to me.  I start crying.

      “Why does nobody visit me?” I say.  They feel sorry for me.

      “Why am I here?” I say, “What’s wrong with me?”

      I try to talk to the other girls.  Some of them have strange faces.  They daydream.  I daydream and nightdream.

      Sometimes I have nightmares, and I wake up screaming.  One of them is about my grandmother.  She doesn’t like me.  She had to be locked up too.  What’s wrong with my family.  Are we all mad?
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      June 12

      Now staying with Aunt Grace’s brother and his wife.  They’re good to me.  Maybe they feel sorry for me.  I feel sorry for myself.

      

      August

      I’m with Ana now.  It’s like I have three mothers.  I love them all.  Some girls say I’m lucky.  They only have one.  But I still wish I was them.
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      Undated

      Ana not well.  Back with Aunt Grace now.  Sometimes when I wake up in the morning I don’t know where I am for a few minutes.  Then I hear familiar sounds, and I know.

      

      June 7

      Thinking of Momma, the way she just used to sit staring out the window when she came home from the studio.⁠1   Sometimes if she was well, we went to the beach.  I made sandcastles and played with the other children.  If it was warm I went into the water and let the waves flow over me.  It made me feel free.

      

      August 12

      Thinking of Momma again, how her eyes used to be so sad.  Sometimes even when she smiled, she looked sad.

      

      October 7

      Momma visited me.  I didn’t recognize her, and I don’t know if she recognized me.  She looked guilty, as if she’d done something wrong.  I feel sorry for her.

      “Forgive me,” she said.  And I thought: For what?  Isn’t she doing the best she can?

      

      December 11

      Can’t take much more of life here.  I’m dying inside.  Why won’t Momma bring me home?  I can see where she used to work when I look out the window.  The woman who runs the orphanage says she’s still not well.  I’m not well either.  I need to be with her.  I could mind her, and she could mind me.
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      February 4

      Who’s my father?  Is it really Clark Gable?  Someone said it was a man called Tom Mortenson.  Momma was also with a man called Stanley Gifford before I was born.  Was it him?  I want to ring him.  Maybe he wouldn’t want to talk to me.  If he did, he would have come to see me before now.  What did I do to annoy him?
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      January 18

      I have a nice figure.  Nice legs and big breasts.  My class voted me the “Oomph” girl.  I don’t know what that means but it sounds nice.

      

      March

      Grace is still minding me.  She is my guardian.  I don’t want to have a guardian.  I want to go where I want when I want.  Life isn’t fair.

      

      July

      Men look at me and whistle.  I blush.  Some of them ask me to go out with them.  That’s nice too.  I want to have a normal life—to see boys and have fun with them.

      

      December 2

      Grace’s husband got a job in Virginia.  She’s moving.  What’s going to happen to me?

      Ana is too old to look after me.  Grace says I should get married.  She said if I did it that would solve everything.  If I don’t, I’ll end up back in the orphanage.  They say marriage is a trap but at least there are no bars on the windows.

      

      December 5

      Grace decided I should marry a boy called Jim Dougherty.  He’s the son of her next-door neighbor.  Why do other people decide who you marry?  Maybe she’d like to arrange how many children I have too.

      She said then, “You need some security.”

      I said, “What about love?”

      She said that’ll come later.  He’s very nice but I don’t know if I like him enough to marry him. Grace says that doesn’t matter.

      “You have to,” she says,  “if you don’t want to go back there.”

      We all know where “there” is.  We don’t mention the word anymore.  It’s an ugly word.

      

      December 7

      Dating Jim.  He’s old-fashioned.  Never tries any funny stuff like the other boys I know.  That’s a surprise.  And a relief.

      

      December 9

      America is in the war.  Japan brought us into it.  Jim is excited about it.

      “I’m going to join the army,” he says. He’s very brave.
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      January 3

      Back with Aunt Ana.  Aunt Grace is going to Virginia.

      Still going out with Jim.  He has a job at an aircraft factory, but he’ll be in the army soon.  He can’t wait to get to the war.

      “I want to marry you,” he says.  He’s going along with everything Aunt Grace is saying.  I’m starting to go along with it too.

      

      February 14

      Got my first Valentine’s Day card.⁠1  Hope it won’t be my last.

      

      Undated

      My neighbors say, “You’re too young to get married.”  I don’t agree.  My life has made me grow up fast.  Jim says not to tell people my age.

      “Why not?” I ask.

      “I don’t want to be looked at as a cradle robber,” he says.  I laugh.

      “It’s too late,” I say.  “People know you’re one of those already.”

      “Not everyone,” he says.

      “Do I look like more than 16?”  I ask him.

      “Not now,” he says, “but you can do something.”

      “What?” I ask.

      “Put makeup on,” he says.  He doesn’t know I’m wearing it already.  Men are ignorant sometimes.

      

      March 19

      Poor Jim.  He knows the reason I’m marrying him.  I don’t want to insult his intelligence by pretending anything different.  It makes me feel awkward with him on our dates.  He says he’s looking forward to making me a woman.  I guess that’s his way of saying he wants to sleep with me.  I wish I felt the same about him.  Guess I’ll have to keep my eyes closed on the wedding night.

      

      April 13

      Told Jim I know nothing about marriage.  He says, “It’s easy.  You buy a pretty dress and walk down an aisle with your man.  Then a celebrant appears, and he says something.  You reply, ‘I do.’  That’s all you need to know – for now.”

      

      May 3

      Aunt Ana designed my wedding gown.  She also gave me a book about how a bride should behave.  I went straight to the page for the wedding night.  I won’t tell you what it said but according to the writer the man should have all fun.  I don’t agree with that.

      

      June 19

      Married Jim today.  We whooped it up for the guests but inside ourselves I think we both felt empty.  Everyone kept telling me I was only a child.

      Six of my foster mothers cried as I walked up the aisle.  My “real” mother wasn’t there.  Or is she my real mother?  Maybe they are – all of them.

      I’m a child bride.  I like the sound of that phrase.

      “Maybe we should elope,” I say to Jim after we’ve exchanged our vows.  “Bring me to your castle on your white charger.”

      “I don’t have a charger,” he says, “I don’t even have a white picket fence.”

      I’m only two weeks past my 16th birthday.  We can’t afford a honeymoon.  Jim goes back to work at the aircraft factory on Monday.

      

      June 20

      Jim made love to me last night.  He did his best to be gentle and I did my best to pretend I was enjoying it.

      “It’s not just your body I love,” he said afterwards.  “It’s all of you.”

      That was sweet.  I wish I deserved him.  They are so many girls who’d want to be with him, even on this block.  I gave him my body, but I can’t give him anymore of me.  I don’t feel I’ll be married to him for long.  I have too much living to do.

      

      June 22

      Jim is hurting.  I can tell by the look on his face. It’s obvious.  He likes his meals on the table when he comes in from work, but cooking isn’t my strong point.  I can boil an egg but that’s about it.  He pretends not to mind because he loves me, but he isn’t a very good actor.  I told him I’d go to cookery classes, but he said not to bother.

      “I don’t have a big appetite,” he says.  “Anyway, we can eat out.”  These are his two favorite lines.  They’re both lies.  He does have a big appetite, and we can’t afford to eat out.

      

      July 18

      Learning to cook properly for Jim.  He deserves it.  Yesterday I made dinner for him.  I even cooked carrots and peas to go with it.  I like the color of them.  They went with the wallpaper.

      

      October 10

      Things not too good between Jim and me in the bedroom.  I cry a lot.  Not as much as in the orphanage, but still a lot.

      He satisfies himself with me, but he never asks me what I want.  It’s as if he did me a favor by marrying me and now I have to do things for him all the time, first in the kitchen and then in the bedroom.

      He said to me one night, “I got you out of the orphanage.”

      Is that all our marriage means?  He thinks it gives him the right to do whatever he likes to my body.
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      January 17

      Moved to Jim’s parents’ house on Archwood Street.  Jim is working in an aircraft factory now.  He’s bored but at least he’ll be safe there.

      

      February 16

      Visited Momma.  She told me my father is that man called Stanley Gifford.  Have to believe it now.  She gave me his number but when I rang him, he hung up on me.  That ends my search for my roots.  It explains everything.  He walked out on Momma and now he’s ignoring me.  It frees me from him, in a way.

      

      June 4

      People tell me I’m pretty but I don’t agree with them.  My teeth are goofy, and I smile too much.  When I get up in the morning, I can’t get my hair to do what I want it to.  I hate the color as well.  It’s too dull.  What man is going to like that?

      

      June 14

      Dreamt my grandmother tried to smother me.  Keep having that dream.  She did once, when I was a child.  Can’t get it out of my mind that she might again no matter how many years she’s dead.

      

      July 7

      Jim got me a dog.  Muggsie.  She’s a collie.  It’s the first dog I’ve had since Tippy.  I chase her around until I’m so tired out I just flop on the sofa.  Then she jumps on my lap.

      

      September 14

      Moved into an apartment.  Can’t believe it.  Our own place.

      

      September 25

      Jim joined the Marines.  He’s off to the Catalina Islands.  Big crowd came round to say goodbye.  Some of his old girlfriends kissed him.  I was jealous.

      I wonder if he’ll be tempted by other girls when he’s away.  When I asked him, he said he’d be too busy fighting Germans.

      I said, “They all say that.”  He just laughed.

      I think it’ll be okay.  I’m proud of Jim.  He’s my hero.  You give it to those Germans, Jim.  Let ‘em know who’s boss.

      

      September 30

      Thinking of Jim.  Talked to him on the phone.  He said to keep the house tidy.  I’m no good at that.  I tried it for a while today but then got bored so I went and bought a dress.

      

      October 2

      Visited Jim.  He’s an instructor now.  Putting all the greenhorns through their paces.

      We spend most of our time in the water.  When we come out, he goes “Left, right, left, right” to me as if I’m one of his pupils.  He’s funny.
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      April 18

      Have been home for some time now.  Missing Jim.  I write him every day.

      Am working in a company called Radio Plane.  We make aircraft the army uses for target practice.  Serious work but we don’t have to be too careful — the aircrafts are going to be blown up anyway.  Jim’s mother, Ethel Mary, used to be a nurse here.  She got me the job.  I’m living with her now.

      

      September 17

      Work is boring.  Some days I don’t bother going in.

      

      December 2

      They moved me from the secretary pool to the parachute department.  I wasn’t fast enough at typing.  Let’s see how I fare with the parachutes.

      I’m in an office with a lot of guys.  Some of them have asked me out.  I keep telling them I’m married but it doesn’t seem to bother them.

      “It would bother Jim,” I say.

      They say, “What about you?”

      I hope I can keep saying no but one or two of them are really pushy.

      

      December 5

      Met a guy called David Conover who thinks I should become a model.

      I said, “Is it hard to?”

      He said, “Not if you look like you do.”  He’s a real gentleman.  I let him take some photographs of me.

      “Just keep smiling,” he said, “and I’ll sell you to the GIs.  That’s all they want, a smile.”

      I said, “Would they not like to look at my curves?”

      He said, “We’ll keep them for later.”

      

      December 9

      Mr. Conover is encouraging me to get some head and body shots.  Hmm.

      

      December 14

      Jim home on furlough.  He doesn’t like my modeling.  Wants me to be a waitress or something like that.

      “Why can’t you get a real job?” he said to me.

      I told him modelling was my dream.

      “It’s only for loose women,” he said.  I wish he didn’t talk like that.  He’s out of the Stone Ages.

      “I bet the other soldiers would like to see me modelling,” I said.

      He said, “Over my dead body.”

      I see problems for us down the road.
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      January 7

      Jim is gone back to the South Pacific.

      

      March 2

      Wrote to my half-sister Berniece to thank her for some handkerchiefs she sent me as a gift.  She’s talking about moving here.  That would be great.  She’s the closest thing to family I have.

      

      March 15

      Radio Plane fired me.  Don’t blame them.  I was out more often than in.  What am I going to do for money now?

      

      March 29

      Mr. Conover working hard to get me more work.  His efforts are paying off.  People tell me I have a nice smile.  They’re usually looking at my breasts when they say that.

      

      April 16

      Jim wrote.  Said he hears I’m doing a heap of modeling.  How does this stuff get over to the South Pacific?  The magazines I work for must have a bigger circulation than I thought.  Or maybe some spies are reporting to him.  He doesn’t think “nice” girls do modelling.  They’re supposed to be at home pining for their man and knitting sweaters for him to wear when he gets discharged.

      

      August 1

      Mom was let out of the hospital.  She cried when she saw Berniece and me.  I don’t know what to say to her.  She’s emotional.  I want to hug her but I can’t.  It’s hard to forget she deserted me – even though I know how many problems she has.  Says she’s going to Oregon to be with her aunt.  Don’t know if I’m lonely or relieved.

      

      August 2

      Joined the Blue Book Modeling Agency.  It’s run by a woman called Emmeline Snively.  She seems to know what she’s doing.

      

      August 21

      Mrs. Snively repeated what David Conover said – that I could have a career in modeling if I played my cards right.  The downside is I have to do a course if I want to stay with her.

      “How much does it cost?”  I asked her.

      She said $100.  I told her I didn’t have that kind of money.

      “If you come working for me,” she said,  “You soon will have.”

      I believe her.  She said I’d get up to $10 for every shoot.  That’s a lot for just standing there.

      “We need to something about the hair,” she said then.

      I said, “What’s wrong with it?”

      “It’s too mousey,” she said.  “Do you want to be a mouse?”

      

      August 28

      Mrs. Snively was right.  I look much better blonde. I’m getting more attention from men than I used to.  And from women (but I guess that’s because they’re in competition with me for the men).  Do gentlemen prefer blondes?  I know blondes prefer gentlemen.  This one does anyway.

      

      September 2

      First modeling job.  Was let into a dark room with a desk in it.  A man sitting behind it asked me to lift up my dress.  Then he asked me to turn around.

      “Nice,” he said.  He stood up.  I asked him if I was hired. He gave me a little kiss on the cheek.  “We’ll be in touch,” he said.  “If you need to call me about anything in the meantime, here’s my number.”

      He gave me a card with the name of his company on it.  I don’t think he wants me as a model.  Don’t need to call him.

      

      September 5

      Modelling going well.  Got $90 for ten days work.  How long would I have had to be in Radio Plane for that?  Bye-bye aircrafts, hello photographers.

      

      September 8

      Mrs. Snively says I should think of becoming an actress.  This job gets better and better.

      

      September 15

      Ethel Mary said she doesn’t approve of any modelling.  Bet Jim told her to say that.  She’s under his thumb.  It’s made things tense between us.  Can’t live in this atmosphere.  Decided to move in with Ana in L.A.

      

      November 22

      Jim is back.  Has been on to Ana trying to get through to me.  Don’t like him pressuring me like that.

      

      December 25

      Met with my mother.  She says she wants to live with me.  Just like that.  It can’t happen.  Would have jumped at it a few years ago but not now.

      Feel sorry for her problems but can’t blot out the fact that she left me.

      

      December 26

      Back with Jim.  He keeps saying, “You’re different.”

      I don’t think I am. I say, “You’re the one that’s changed.”

      He hates it when we walk down the street and men whistle at me.

      “Don’t wear revealing clothes,” he says.  But they whistle even if I don’t.  Somehow my curves come out.

      

      December 27

      More whistling today.  Jim got so mad I thought he was going to burn up.

      

      December 28

      It’s not the same between Jim and me.  Since he went away, I’ve turned into a woman.  He doesn’t like that.

      “I married a baby,” he says.

      But I’m not a baby anymore.  He doesn’t like me having a career either.

      “The man is the breadwinner,” he says.  He has all these old-fashioned attitudes.  Or is it that he just wants the power?

      

      December 30

      Jim doesn’t want me to be a model or an actress.  Says he’s afraid I won’t make it.  I think the problem is he’s afraid I will make it.  If I do, I think he’ll lose it.  It would be the end of our smalltown life.

      I never wanted that life.  There’s a world out there waiting for me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1946

          

        

      

    

    
      January 13

      Jim gone back to the South Pacific.  I’m not lonely this time.  It gives me some breathing space.  Thinking about a film career now.  Deep breath.

      

      March 9

      Jim home on shore leave.  I asked him not to visit me.  Knew we were only going to argue.  He went to his mother’s house instead.

      

      July 19

      Howard Hughes wants to sign me.  Not so sure.  Something creepy about him.

      

      July 21

      Got an agent.  His name is Harry Lipton.  You know what they say about agents – they’re sharks. But I have to have one.  If you don’t, nobody knows you exist.

      

      July 22

      It’s over with Jim.  We’re splitting up.

      

      July 23

      Got a six-month contract with 20th Century Fox.  They’ll be paying me $75 a week.  I’ve been asked to change my name.  When they asked me who my favorite actress was, I said, “Marilyn Miller.”  The Monroe part came from my grandmother.

      I like Norma Jean Baker better, but what can you do?  Now that they’ve taken my name, I hope they don’t take my identity.  Legally I’m still Norma Jean Dougherty.

      

      August 26

      Passed an orphanage today.  It made my skin crawl.  I don’t know why.  It wasn’t one I’d ever been in.  The scars are still here – the loneliness, the terrible food, the days that went on endlessly and then you went to bed and lay in the dark and thought you’d be there forever without anyone to tell you they loved you or anyone to tell you loved them.

      Maybe I’m afraid they’ll put me back in one of them sometime.  It’s a dream I have every now and then.  I wake up shivering.  It’s only after a few moments that I realize it was a dream.

      Another one I have is of being locked up in a madhouse like my mother.  Madhouses make orphanages look like doll’s houses, but I still don’t want to go back to one, even for a visit.

      

      August 27

      Confused about where my life is going.  At the movies I see Douglas Fairbanks and Clark Gable and Cary Grant.  They have romances and adventures and I fall in love with them all.  When the movies end, I don’t leave my seat.  I just watch them all over again.  In every one of them I’m the heroine.  But then I come back to life and I’m nobody.

      

      September 13

      My divorce from Jim came through.  Now that it’s official, I’m starting to feel guilty.  Poor Jim.  He wasn’t expecting the kind of woman I turned into.  Neither was I.

      He was all cut up about it, but both of us knew it had to happen.  We should never have married.  I blame myself.  I led him up the garden path even if it was him who led me up the aisle.

      All I got from the marriage was his car.  Went out to dinner afterwards with Grace and Berniece.

      

      October 17

      Beach shots and more beach shots.  How many cartwheels can I do?  It brings me back to the days with my mother.  I thought she’d always be there beside me, telling me to stay away from the deep water, helping me make sandcastles, buying me ice cream.  Now it’s just me and the camera man.

      “Smile, Marilyn, give me that 100-watt smile.”  So I do.  But I’m crying inside.  Crying for my past, my mother, my lost innocence.  “One more, sweetie, this time we want you flashing those thighs.  Lift those legs as high as you can.”

      Like a good girl I do what I’m told.  Will it be 20 bucks this time?  Fifty bucks?  More if I go home with him?

      “Smile for the camera, honey, we’ll put you on the cover for all the GIs.”

      They’ll put me in their lockers to look at as they go out to face Hitler.  Smile as they stop a bullet thinking of me in my bikini with my high thighs.  My problems are small in comparison to them.  I lost my mother, but I still have life.

      
        
          [image: I was only twenty here. Maybe that explains why I’m not in a bikini showing cleavage. Always hated this photo. Those curls and that fake innocence – ugh! (1946)]
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      January 13

      Men take me to bed and tell me how much they love me.  Then they’re gone the next morning.  Welcome to the world, Marilyn.  I know it’s going to happen so why do I let it?  Am I so flattered by their attention or is it my martini goggles?

      If I was a man, I’d probably be that way too, so maybe I shouldn’t blame them, but when you give everything of yourself and then you wake up in an empty bed, it hurts.  Sometimes there’s a note in the dressing room.  Not a bank note, though I’ve gotten them too.  It usually has a heart on it, or an x.  Is that for a kiss or is it me being canceled?

      I keep telling myself not to let it happen again, but I know I will.  Because I’m me.  And they’re them.  It’s probably been going on since the beginning of time.  Was that why Eve made Adam eat the apple – to get revenge?

      

      February 17

      Making a film called “Scudda Hoo! Scudda Hay!” I guess the title tells you everything you want to know about it (or maybe not know).  I play a girl called Betty.  Blink and you miss me. June Haver is the star of the movie.  Wish I was her.  I have the grand sum of one line in it.

      

      June 20

      Got into another movie, “The Dangerous Years.”  My first real speaking part.  Don’t expect me to win any Oscars for it.  When is somebody’s going to notice me?  I didn’t fight my way out of the orphanages for junk like this.

      

      July 26

      Fox told me they’re not renewing my contract.  Brilliant.  Darryl F. Zanuck thinks I’m a no-talent bubblehead.  Maybe he’s right.
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      February 13

      Met a big shot at Fox called Joseph Schenck.  He’s an old guy but still seemed interested in my body from the way he looked at me.  At 68 I thought he’d have other things on his mind – like getting his pipe and slippers.  Says he can get me big parts.  As he was talking, he kept rubbing me up and down with his hands.  He’s creepy.  I wanted to kick him where it hurts but couldn’t afford to.
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