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			“Yes, there was something special about me, and I knew what it was. I was the kind of girl they found dead in a hall bedroom with an empty bottle of sleeping pills in her hand.”

			—Marilyn Monroe

			“The greater our knowledge increases the more our ignorance unfolds.”

			—President John F. Kennedy

			“Justice is a big rug. When you pull it out from under one man, a lot of others fall too.”

			—Dorothy Kilgallen

			“Now I can go back to being ruthless.”

			—Robert F. Kennedy

			“[Bobby’s] a great kid. He hates the same way I do.”

			—Joseph P. Kennedy





“The Dead cannot cry out for Justice. It is the duty of the living to do so for them.”

			—Lois McMaster Bujold

			





Author’s Note

			During the research and writing of both the bestselling The Reporter Who Knew Too Much and the follow-up book, Denial of Justice, this author was constantly asked two questions more than any others: Is the mysterious death of Marilyn Monroe connected to the mysterious death of Dorothy Kilgallen, and may both be examined in the context of the JFK assassination?

			At first, although Dorothy and Marilyn knew each other as evidenced by the famous journalist’s columns about the famous movie star, and public appearances where photos were taken of these two amazing women, there seemed to be few similarities between them, perhaps only that both died at early ages, Marilyn at thirty-six and Dorothy at fifty-two. And while both of these media icons had touched the lives of John Kennedy, there did not appear to be entanglements worthy of a new book.

			This viewpoint changed over time since more in-depth research into Marilyn’s life and times and her tragic death led to this author’s determination in late 2019 that Marilyn and Dorothy, as well as JFK, were victims of what may be labeled collateral damage. To be more specific, each death was triggered by the actions of one man whose abuse of power and ruthless behavior caused all three to be in danger, providing varying degrees of motive to eliminate them. In effect, a hurricane of evil caused these deaths, perpetuated by the powerful man in question.

			The result is Collateral Damage, written for those who have read The Reporter Who Knew Too Much and Denial of Justice and those who have not done so. Some duplication of the facts contained in both of the previous books, especially information about Kilgallen’s early years and her career, is necessary but only to add emphasis and relevancy to the new material presented, providing a heretofore never published account of what happened to Marilyn, JFK, and Dorothy when they died within forty months of one another during a three-year period (1962–1965). The ensuing true crime murder mystery also celebrates the life and times of all three historical American treasures, providing a balanced insight into the human side of each of them, warts and all, thus enabling a proper sense of loss due to their tragic deaths. For certain, Marilyn was much more, as will be explained, than a sex symbol characterized as a dumb blonde, and Kilgallen was much more than simply a newspaper columnist and TV quiz show star, though these accomplishments were impressive.

			The intention here is thus to shine more of a spotlight on each of the three personalities by including verifiable, accurate accounts from credible, little-known primary sources who knew them, or from books or articles written close to when they lived and died by those who knew them best. This way, untrue accounts about their tragic deaths don’t undermine what they meant to the world beyond those sensationalized headlines, distortions of history that should be erased from the public’s mindset.

			Such a state of affairs is especially true regarding JFK’s assassination, due, it seems clear, to the misconception of it being the greatest American murder mystery in history, to the point where it has become a part of offhand comments such as “you have about as much chance of finding a four-leaf clover as finding out who killed JFK,” “the odds of cleaning up the planet in lieu of global warming are even higher than identifying who was on the grassy knoll when Kennedy was shot,” or “I’m about as likely to tell you what happened as I am to confess I killed JFK.” As for Marilyn—perhaps less for Kilgallen, whose celebrity status was buried for fifty-plus years after she died—most people look at the movie star with a stereotypical perception that she was a sexpot who became a star only because of that appeal instead of her being what she really was: an accomplished actress and a very caring and intelligent human being, as will be presented here.

			With this in mind, as the journey regarding what happened to these three important historical figures advances along, those who have sought to distort history are exposed including the ones who have orchestrated multiple cover-ups about their deaths lasting for six decades and counting. Shame on them, since John Kennedy, Marilyn Monroe, and Dorothy Kilgallen deserve better. 

			To that end, this author, as the “voice” for each of the three regarding the defining moments in their lives, will continue his attempt, based on the compelling new evidence in this book, to convince Congress that the events surrounding JFK’s death must be reexamined and that both Marilyn and Dorothy’s cases must be reopened to a thorough investigation by the authorities in Los Angeles and New York City. When this happens, justice may finally prevail, leading to further research based on my contributions to history.

			—Mark Shaw





Introduction

			“Are you sure?” Bobby Kennedy asked his brother, the newly-elected president of the United States, shortly after the 1960 election. “I don’t want to be attorney general. I can teach, write, travel, and enjoy a great career while you are running the country.”

			As the meaty discussion continued over dinner, Kennedy family confidant John Seigenthaler, later trusted by Bobby enough to assist with the writing of his book The Enemy Within about the undercurrent of mob rule infecting America, listened with avid interest as RFK paused before speaking. Then he said, “I know my not taking the job will kill dad,” a reference to family patriarch Joseph Kennedy Sr.

			Seigenthaler, who related these events during an interview with this author in 2015, then listened to an exchange of arguments for and against Bobby becoming attorney general, including the anticipation that the appointment would be heavily criticized. The next morning, Seigenthaler, still dazed by what he had heard the night before, attended a breakfast meeting with both men. Listening carefully without comment as the three men enjoyed bacon and eggs at JFK’s Georgetown flat, the president-elect said, “Now about my situation, there is no one around I really know. I need someone who will be interested in my interests, and I need you.” After a short pause, JFK added, “You are best qualified to handle organized crime and so forth,” before pouring them both some coffee.

			[image: ]

			Still unconvinced during the roughly ten-minute exchange, Bobby said, “Well, I have some points to make,” but the president-elect ended any debate by stating, “Besides, Dad wants this, and when he wants something, that’s it. It’s done, so let’s just grab our balls and go.” Leaving the meeting, Seigenthaler knew the reality. JFK would follow orders and Robert Kennedy, who had no previous experience as a practicing attorney and had never stepped into a courtroom, would be the next attorney general. End of story, Seigenthaler realized: The question that had been swirling around Washington, DC, for a month after the election regarding who would be named the nation’s chief law enforcement officer, had been answered.

			For Papa Joe, Seigenthaler understood, dictating that his two sons would rule the country was two steps short of what the senior Kennedy had secretly planned: his becoming president first, which had failed due to his passive attitude about Adolf Hitler and the Nazi intention to take over the world when Joe was ambassador to the United Kingdom. Seigenthaler was aware that Joe, furious at the rejection, had delusions of grandeur to the extent that he would use his money and power to create a Kennedy presidential dynasty like none in American history. This meant that first son Joe Jr. would inhabit the White House followed by John, Robert, and then Ted Kennedy. Since Joe Jr. had been killed in World War II, John was first up and Joe’s dream began to become reality when JFK defeated Richard M. Nixon in the 1960 presidential race, marking JFK as the youngest elected president in history.

			[image: ]

			This success fell in line with an acute observation by Pulitzer Prize-winning and bestselling historian Doris Kearns Goodwin. While noting Joe Kennedy’s unrest during his fall from grace as ambassador, she wrote, “Indeed, the more depressed he felt about his falling prestige, the more solace he found in his children’s accomplishments. Little by little, starting slowly in this period and multiplying in the years ahead, [Joe] began to live vicariously through his children, counting their successes as his own, as if he were resurrecting his injured love of self through them.”

			Now, through his sons, Joe had taken action to “live vicariously through his children,” first, in effect, “fixing” the election for JFK as will be explained, and now ordering one son to appoint the other attorney general. During a meeting with the three of them, Seigenthaler listened as it was decided, he recalled, “that the president was to float the balloon about Bobby becoming the AG during a Florida golf match with Bill Lawrence of the New York Times so as to run the idea up the flagpole to see what kind of reaction JFK would get since there was going to be sharp criticism right away since Bobby was aligned with Joe McCarthy and had been on the McClellan Committee with him.”

			This account referenced “McCarthyism,” the practice of making accusations of subversion or treason without proper regard for evidence. It was named after US senator Joseph McCarthy (R-Wisconsin) and had its origins in the period known as the “Second Red Scare” dealing with Communism and lasting from the late 1940s through the 1950s.

			To dismiss any possible criticism regarding RFK being aligned with the despicable McCarthy when JFK appointed his brother attorney general, Seigenthaler was given an order, recalling, “I drove Bobby around to various people so he could see what they thought. We went to the Mayflower [Hotel] to see former President Harry Truman, and Bobby had coffee with him and came back dejected. Then we went to see Bill Douglas [Supreme Court justice], J. Edgar Hoover, then others including Senator William Fulbright. Nearly all of them told RFK not to take the job as AG. In fact, Truman told him to get as far away as possible; he was really plain spoken and didn’t like Bobby anyway.”

			When Joe Kennedy was informed of these reactions, Seigenthaler said the elder Kennedy immediately dismissed them. Bobby Kennedy was going to be attorney general no matter who disagreed.

			Confirmation of Seigenthaler’s recollections, which detail a decision, as will be explained, that truly changed the course of history, comes from the PBS program American Experience—The Kennedys. On that program, JFK’s personal counsel Clark Clifford said that after he mentioned the “historical importance of the Attorney General and the impact it had on a number of administrations,” he told Joe Kennedy, “This [appointing Bobby] would be a serious mistake.” Clifford recalled the elder Kennedy paused before replying, “You’ve presented it [your argument] very well. I want to leave you with just one thought. Bobby Kennedy is going to be Attorney General of the United States.” On a separate occasion, Clifford put it another way after he strongly suggested to Joe that Bobby needed more seasoning as an attorney. The patriarch barked, “Goddammit, he wants to be it, and he will be. I want it to be, and that’s that.”

			Robert F. Kennedy was appointed attorney general, as Joe had ordered. This monumental decision had a dangerous ripple effect, since it will be proven that actress Marilyn Monroe, the president, and heralded columnist Dorothy Kilgallen ultimately were murdered, as noted, within the time frame of forty months, each collateral damage triggered by Joe and, more to the point, Bobby Kennedy’s fateful actions after he was sworn in on January 21, 1961, a dark day in history. Through Kilgallen’s lens, it is possible to connect these three American icons due to the many similarities regarding the life and times and the deaths of Marilyn and JFK, and eventually Kilgallen’s own demise in 1965.

			Perhaps even worse, the Kennedy family, instead of becoming a dynasty of presidents, became a seemingly cursed dynasty of tragedy. This has been reflected in the deaths of multiple members of the family through not only the assassinations of JFK and RFK, but drug overdoses, plane crashes, bizarre unexplained accidents, and the like, continuing into 2020 with the drowning of RFK’s granddaughter and her eight-year-old son in Chesapeake Bay.

			Some may believe that what happened is simply bad luck or a tragic act of fate so terrible that calling it a “curse” is unwarranted, but there is no question about one matter of historical importance, as is presented in this book for the first time: the road to the truth about why and how Marilyn Monroe and Dorothy Kilgallen were killed intersects with the assassination of John F. Kennedy, and the common denominator is, without doubt, his brother Bobby.





Chapter 1

			By all accounts, Dorothy Kilgallen was fascinated with the life and times and the death of Marilyn Monroe. And through this fascination and additional accounts of worth, it is possible to learn a great deal about the brunette-turned-bleach-blonde screen siren born Norma Jeane Mortenson on June 1, 1926, making her thirteen years younger than Kilgallen.

			Like every competent journalist at the time, Kilgallen knew of the tough road the California native traveled during a rough-and-tumble childhood. Unfortunately, accounts by biographers through the years leading up to her death during the evening hours of August 4, 1962, play with the truth just like various biographers do when attempting to chronicle what happened in 1963 before, during, and after President John F. Kennedy was assassinated.

			In Norma Jeane’s case, most all of the biographers do not separate fact from fiction, relying instead on rumor and speculation and thus distorting the truth about the human side of her that is the most amazing part of the woman who would become Marilyn Monroe. Even vaunted author Joyce Carol Oates had the audacity to distort that truth when she wrote the book Blonde: A Novel in 2000 and promoted it with this description (emphasis added):

			In this ambitious book, Joyce Carol Oates boldly reimagines the inner, poetic, and spiritual life of Norma Jeane Baker—the child, the woman, the fated celebrity and idolized blonde the world came to know as Marilyn Monroe. In a voice startling, intimate, and rich, Norma Jeane tells her own story, that of an emblematic American artist—intensely conflicted and driven—who has lost her way. A powerful portrait of Hollywood’s myth and an extraordinary woman’s heartbreaking reality, Blonde is a sweeping epic that pays tribute to the elusive magic and devastation behind the creation of the great twentieth-century American star.

			Despite admitting that the story was fictionalized by way of the subtitle A Novel and that the author “reimagines” what happened, Oates and those who produced the ludicrous film of the same name in 2001 publicized both as “Marilyn’s own story,” which is extraordinarily misleading since she would have never distorted the facts, as is the case since the story told was based mostly on speculation and very few primary sources. The book and film are thus both an insult to one of America’s most talented and celebrated entertainers, and she would have been ashamed of the performance of an obscure Australian actress, Poppy Montgomery, since no one could play Marilyn except Marilyn.

			***

			Following their deaths and through to the present day, both Marilyn and Dorothy Kilgallen suffered false witness, especially from those so-called “experts” who neither knew them in their prime nor lived during the time of their careers. Similarly, with almost no exception, those who later wrote about the JFK assassination, other than Dorothy Kilgallen, were not in Dallas either before or during the few days following the president’s death and thus could not report a firsthand account of what took place. Regardless, as will be explained, these “experts,” especially modern-day authors, rely on speculation leading to multiple distortions of history.

			Fortunately, like Kilgallen with her articles and columns, Marilyn left behind a historical record of importance in her unfinished book, My Story, finally published in 1974. Skepticism has run rampant regarding whether she actually “wrote” the book, but substantial proof exists that with the help of collaborator, Academy Award-winning screenwriter Ben Hecht, Marilyn was indeed the author. Also, if one compares the word usage in this book with additional writings by Marilyn provided in a future chapter, Marilyn’s “voice” rings true in My Story.

			If no other book is read about the talented actress’s existence during her thirty-six years on earth, this one must be since it drips with emotion on every page as she describes in her own words her life from birth, and her own struggles, to a time when she became the most famous actress in the world.

			Marilyn’s story opens with her explaining, “I thought the people I lived with were my parents. The woman said to me one day, ‘Don’t call me mama. You’re old enough to know better. I’m not related to you in any way. You just board here. Your mama’s coming to see you tomorrow. You can call her mama if you want to.’”
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			Marilyn was born as the third child of Gladys Pearl Baker in the charity ward at Los Angeles County Hospital. The man she assumed to be her father was a letter carrier, and she would pepper him with questions about various subjects piquing the curiosity of every young girl. She wrote that while others never answered these questions, he did so.

			Marilyn wrote that the man and woman she believed to be her parents “weren’t mean, they were just poor” and so she helped out by scrubbing floors, washing dishes, and running errands. Of her mother, who finally did visit, Marilyn recalled, “When I said, ‘Hello, Mama,’ she stared at me. She had never kissed me or held me in her arms or hardly spoken to me…When I think of her now my heart hurts me twice as much as it used to when I was a little girl. It hurts me for both of us.”

			Marilyn’s mother paid five dollars a week to the letter carrier to take care of her, but during one visit to her mother’s “rooms,” she kept looking at a photograph on the wall. When her mother noticed, she said, “That’s your father,” and Marilyn wrote, “I felt so excited I almost fell off the chair. It felt so good to have a father, to be able to look at his picture and know I belonged to him.”

			Describing the photo, Marilyn, who had been devastated when her dog Tippy was shot by a neighbor, wrote, “[my father] wore a slouch hat with a little gaily on the side. There was a lovely smile in his eyes, and he had a thin mustache like Clark Gable. I felt very warm toward the picture…and this was my first happy time, finding my father’s picture.” But the “happy time” was soon extinguished when Marilyn’s mother, suffering from paranoid schizophrenia, was carted off to the nearby Norwalk Mental Hospital after a frightening episode, which included “screaming and laughing” in an outrageous manner.

			To the rescue, Marilyn wrote, came Grace, her mother’s best friend, who worked as a film librarian at Columbia Pictures. Marilyn recalled that she was “the first person who ever patted my head or touched my cheek. That happened when I was eight.”

			According to Marilyn’s account, if Grace was strapped for money, she would stand in line at the nearby Holmes Bakery for hours and then pay twenty-five cents for a “sack full of old bread.” After Grace told her, “Don’t worry Norma Jean [this spelling is used in the book], you’re going to be a beautiful girl when you grow up, I can feel it in my bones,” Marilyn wrote, “Her words made me so happy that the stale bread tasted like cream puffs.”

			In Marilyn’s best interest, due to lack of money to take proper care of the youngster and as her legal guardian, Grace sent her to the Los Angeles Orphans Home Society. There she was given “a blue dress and white shirtwaist to wear and shoes with heavy soles” and was placed with families for safekeeping who were paid a few dollars a week to look after her.

			Before she married at sixteen, Marilyn drifted between several families. She wrote that “one family with whom I lived was so poor that I was often scolded for flushing the toilet at night.”

			Like many little girls, Marilyn had dreams, writing:

			When I was five, I think, that’s when I started wanting to be an actress. I didn’t like the world around me because it was kind of grim, but I loved to play house. It was like you could make your own boundaries. When I heard this was what actresses do, I said that’s what I want to be. Some of my foster families used to send me to the movies to get me out of the house and there I’d sit all day and way into the night. Up in front, there with the screen so big, a little kid all alone, and I loved it.

			In My Story, Marilyn recalled, “I daydreamed chiefly about beauty. I dreamed of myself becoming so beautiful that people would turn to look at me when I passed…I dreamed of myself walking proudly in beautiful clothes and being admired by everyone and overhearing words of praise.” But instead of being praised, the young Marilyn encountered abuse when a man she called “Mr. Kimmel,” who was renting a room from one of her foster families, molested her. She wrote that after he called her to his room and locked the door, “he said, ‘Now you can’t get out,’ and I stood staring at him. I was frightened but I didn’t dare yell. I knew if I yelled, I would be sent back to the orphanage in disgrace again.”
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			Describing what happened next, Marilyn wrote, “When he put his arms around me, I kicked and fought as hard as I could, but I didn’t make any sound. He was stronger than I was and wouldn’t let me go.” She recalled that Mr. Kimmel then handed her a nickel and said, “Go buy yourself some ice cream,” whereupon the molested girl said she threw the nickel in his face.

			Marilyn wrote that “after Mr. Kimmel unlocked the door and let me go, I ran to [the woman I called] my aunt to tell her what he had done. [She] interrupted, ‘Don’t you dare say anything against Mr. Kimmel. He’s a fine man, my star boarder’ in an angry tone.”

			Unlike Dorothy Kilgallen, who grew up in a stable environment where she was praised, Marilyn, not technically an orphan but certainly “abandoned” by her mother, had difficulty with youngsters in the neighborhood, writing, “In school the pupils often whispered about me and giggled as they stared at me. They called me dumb and made fun of my orphan’s outfit. I didn’t mind being called dumb. I knew I wasn’t.”

			Regarding sex, Marilyn wrote, “I wasn’t aware of anything sexual in [boys] liking me, and there were no sex thoughts on my mind [when I was young]. I didn’t think of my body as having anything to do with sex. It was more like a friend who had mysteriously appeared in my life, a sort of magic friend. [When I was thirteen], I stood in front of a mirror one morning and put lipstick on my lips. I darkened my blond eyebrows. The lipstick and the mascara were like clothes I didn’t have. I saw that they improved my looks as much as if I had put on a real gown.”

			Monroe’s first visit to the beach in a skimpy bathing suit caused her to write in My Story, “I paid no attention to the whistles and whoops. In fact, I didn’t hear them. I was full of a strange feeling as if I were two people. One of them was Norma Jean from the orphanage who belonged to nobody. The other was someone whose name I didn’t know. But I knew where she belonged. She belonged to the ocean and the sky and the whole world.”

			To avoid being returned to the orphanage, Marilyn married Jim Dougherty, who worked the night shift at Lockheed Aircraft. She wrote, “The first effect marriage had on me was to increase my disinterest in sex. Actually, our marriage was a sort of friendship with sexual privileges. I found out later that marriages are often no more than that. And that husbands are chiefly good as lovers when they are betraying their wives.”

			Marilyn’s comment about sex differs greatly from the account Dougherty provided in his book, The Secret Happiness of Marilyn Monroe, published in 1976. In the preface, he wrote, “I think it’s time the facts were set straight about my relationship with Marilyn Monroe as the first of her three husbands.” He began by writing, “Norma Jean and I had a very normal, beautiful life while it lasted, which included friends, family and the great outdoors, which she loved.”

			While in high school, Dougherty was president of the student body and a member of the drama group that produced a play called Shirtsleaves in which his “daughter” was played by none other than the future motion picture star Jane Russell. Norma Jeane recalled that Dougherty drove a nifty 1940 Ford Sport Coupe at the time, and she became interested in him because he was a “big wheel on the Van Nuys High School campus.”

			During that time, Dougherty noted his bride admired a diverse group of men, including General Douglas MacArthur, Franklin Roosevelt, Abraham Lincoln, and Mahatma Gandhi. He wrote, “I never knew Norma Jean to have really close girlfriends.” He explained that this situation traced back to her high school days “when other girls snubbed her because she had such big bosoms…She tried to look less conspicuous by wearing very loose blouses that concealed her breasts.”

			Concealing them didn’t mean she wasn’t proud of her large breasts. After she became a model, a woman working at a photo agency asked her if she wanted some small falsies. According to Dougherty, Marilyn roared, “I don’t use falsies. These are all mine.”

			Regarding the marriage to Marilyn, Dougherty explained that when Erwin “Doc” Goddard and his wife, Grace, who had been looking after Marilyn while her mother experienced mental issues, moved to West Virginia, Dougherty’s mother approached him and said, “Grace wants to know if you would be interested in marrying Marilyn.” Dougherty learned that if the marriage didn’t happen, “Norma Jean would have to return to the orphanage.”

			Amenable to the arrangement, Dougherty began “courting Marilyn,” taking her “boating at a little place up the hills known as Pop’s Willow Lake, great for lovers.” The couple also went hiking in the Hollywood Hills and parked on what he called “the notorious Mulholland Drive” where “they did what most couples do, a lot of kissing and a lot of hugging.”

			Regarding sex, Dougherty wrote that Norma Jeane once “confided in Grace, Jim’s such a wonderful person and I want to marry him, but I don’t know anything about sex. Can we get married without sex?” Grace had told her, according to Dougherty, “Jim will teach you.”

			The marriage was consummated on June 19, 1942. Norma Jeane was sixteen, Dougherty twenty-one.

			Of Marilyn’s psyche at the time, her husband wrote, “She was a Gemini. There were moods in her that were unpredictable and often a little scary. You’d catch glimpses of someone who had been unloved for too long, unwanted too many years.” He added, “There were two Norma Jeans. One was the child whose dolls and stuffed animals were propped up on top of the chest of drawers. There were two ceramic cry-baby dolls from her earlier years, a stuffed teddy bear with one eye, a French decorator doll, a stuffed monkey with no tail, and two rag dolls, her favorites.”
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			Indicating Norma Jeane’s sensitivity at an early age, Dougherty wrote, “One rainy day she saw a cow out the window standing in the rain.” He added, “Norma Jean wanted to bring it into the living room.”

			Happy memories of Dougherty’s included his recalling, “She had this cute little voice, kind of soft, not much volume. But it was sweet. And she always sang on key. She sang, ‘I’ll Be with You in Apple Blossom Time,’ sung by the Andrews Sisters, and ‘When you Wish Upon a Star,’ both popular songs at the time.” As for the intimate part of the marriage, Dougherty wrote: “There was no pretense in how Marilyn and I felt about each other. I had known a number of young women intimately, but never had I encountered a girl who so thoroughly enjoyed sexual union. It made our lovemaking pure joy.”

			Dougherty wrote that Marilyn’s sexual appetite was quite strong. While they were driving along, he had the feeling she wanted to be intimate but he’d say, “Honey, we’ve got a home and a beautiful bed. But she’d lean against my chest and look up at me and sigh, ‘It’s more romantic out here.’ So, we’d park there and do it. Making love for Marilyn was just another way of giving.” Such an attitude, it will be shown, contributed to how the future famous actress dealt with men, powerful men including both John and Robert Kennedy, during troubled times in the future.

			Of the girl Norma Jeane who became the woman Marilyn, Dougherty wrote, “She had no awareness that she was beautiful. She wanted to be. She would rinse her face as many as fifteen times because she wanted a perfect complexion…She had a quick wit and a beautiful face and body. She was the most mature sixteen-year-old I had ever met when we married and she kept on maturing throughout our marriage.” He added, “She had the cleanest kind of beauty I’ve ever seen.”

			***

			The big break for young Marilyn, Dorothy Kilgallen knew, happened during the World War II years when photographer David Conover, part of a motion picture unit shooting morale-boosting photos of factory workers, spotted the dicey doll who was working in an airplane factory. His photos of her triggered a pinup modeling career that would lead to stardom. Jim Dougherty agreed with the “big break” part, writing, “My own future was in jeopardy the moment that army photographer clicked his shutter.”

			Excited about the prospects of a modeling career, Norma Jeane signed with the Blue Book Modeling Agency, located in the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles. Emmeline Snively had seen Marilyn’s photograph in the soldier magazine and contacted her. The young beauty’s entrance into the entertainment business as a teenager had begun.
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			One of the rubs of Marilyn’s marriage was Dougherty’s disapproval of her obsession with her modeling career and its cost. He became upset with her buying clothes to the extent that she pawned their silverware to take care of expenses.

			Finally, Dougherty said he told his wife, “You will have to choose between a modeling career and maybe the movies or a home life with me.” Norma Jeane chose the former and after deciding the marriage was over in January 1946, she filed for divorce. Of that decision, Dougherty wrote, “I’m sorry she made the decision she did…But here you have a person who has lived a pretty sheltered life and suddenly she is about to hit the big time: Money, fame, all those things. I think she even considered both fame and the possible huge earnings as points of security.”

			At age nineteen, Marilyn, according to My Story, moved to Hollywood to “find out who I was.” On Sundays, when she was lonely, she’d visit Union Station, where she met many poor people. In her book, Marilyn showed her skill as a writer and how insightful she was at the time:

			You learned a lot watching poor people. You learned that pretty wives adored homely men and good-looking men adored homely wives. And that people in shabby clothes, carrying raggedy bundles and with three or four sticky kids clinging to them, had faces that could light up like Christmas trees when they saw each other. And you watched really homely men and women, fat ones and old ones, kiss each other as tenderly as if they were lovers in a movie.

			Marilyn learned firsthand that Hollywood life was full of potholes. She wrote:

			The Hollywood I knew was the Hollywood of failure. Fame, fame but not a hello for [us girls]. We ate at drugstore counters. We sat in waiting rooms. We were the prettiest tribe of panhandlers that ever overran a town. And there were so many of us. Beauty contest winners, flashy college girls, home grown sirens from every state in the union. From cities and farms. From factories, vaudeville circuits, dramatic schools, and one from an orphan asylum.

			The future movie star added, “Around us were the wolves. Not the big wolves inside the studio gate, but the little ones, the talent agents without offices, press agents without clients, contact men without contacts, and managers. The drugstores and cheap cafes were full of managers ready to take you over if you enrolled under their banner. Their banner was usually a bed sheet.”

			By this time, Marilyn’s photo was posted on the covers of several popular magazines, including Family Circle, Laff, Peek, See, and U.S.A. Gossip columns reported that Howard Hughes had been impressed with her photogenic qualities. No wonder, since in 1946, photographer László Willinger had said of Marilyn, “When she saw the camera, she just lit up.”

			Based on the media exposure, Marilyn was given a screen test at Twentieth Century Fox. When studio head Darryl Zanuck viewed it, he approved a seven-year contract with a six-month option clause. The salary: $75 a week, which translates into a bit more than $1,000 in today’s currency. In a signal that Marilyn would take her acting seriously, she attended classes in drama, dance, music, and speech, the latter after telling her mother, “I have to improve my enunciation and vowels.”

			Limited roles in films for Twentieth Century Fox and Columbia Pictures from 1946 to 1948 led to a decent contract with Fox in 1951. By then, Dorothy Kilgallen had established herself not only as a powerful columnist but as a star on what would become a long-running television show.

			To provide more flair for the budding actress, Fox executive Ben Lyon decided she needed a change of name. Regarding this happening, Jim Dougherty recalled in his book, “I asked where they’d dreamed up that name and she said she had taken “Marilyn” from a grandmother on one side and “Monroe” from one of her grandmother Della’s husbands.” When Marilyn asked him, “What do you think of it?” Jim said he replied, “It’s beautiful, just beautiful,” and noticed “she just beamed, she just lit up.”

			An alternative version of that story, and arguably the most likely, appears to stem from the short-term Fox contract the actress had signed in 1946. At the time, Lyon swore he was responsible for the name change and that choosing “Marilyn” came from her reminding him of Broadway star Marilyn Miller, and “Monroe” from her mother’s maiden name. This meant that Marilyn, like Dorothy Kilgallen and for that matter, both John and Robert Kennedy, was of Irish descent through her grandmother, Della Mae Hogan Monroe, with the family connected to the Dublin, Ireland area.

			At Fox, besides the name change, which was required so it could have “more flair,” according to Lyon, Marilyn became a platinum blonde and representation arrived in the person of Johnny Hyde of the prestigious William Morris Agency. Firsthand knowledge of Marilyn’s persona during this time comes from actress Cara Williams, who worked briefly with Marilyn at Twentieth Century Fox in the 1940s. Williams is best known for her outstanding role as “Billy’s Mother” in The Defiant Ones (1958), which earned her a Best Supporting Actress Academy Award nomination. Williams also earned an Emmy Award nomination for her role as “Gladys Porter” on the 1960–1962 CBS television series Pete and Gladys.
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			During a May 2020 interview with this author, Williams, at ninety-four years old, said she and Marilyn sometimes shared the makeup room at Fox. “She would look in the mirror while they were fixing her hair and make faces, smiles, frowns, lips in this position or that, her mouth just perfect, I guess to see what particular face would look the best in the film she was working on.” Williams added, “I thought to myself, ‘This woman can’t act, she’s more consumed with her self-image.’”

			Williams was also aware, she said, of Marilyn’s “reputation.” “I knew she had done the nude photographs by Tom Kelley because I posed for him too but not nude. I would never do that. And, I knew she had slept around with this executive and that. She was nice to me, but I didn’t want to be her friend.”

			Williams also met Marilyn’s mother Gladys but under disheartening circumstances. “A friend of mine was a mental patient and I visited her at a farm outside LA. As I was leaving, there was a woman standing in the yard all by herself. It was a very nice day, not too hot, but I noticed she had on this large hat. As I walked by her, I said, ‘Why are you wearing a hat?’ and she replied, ‘Because it might rain,’ even though there wasn’t a cloud in the sky.”

			Williams added, “I thought that was rather strange but realized the woman was troubled, a mental patient. As I walked to my car, an attendant said to me, ‘You know who that is, don’t you? That’s Marilyn Monroe’s mother.’”

			***

			Berniece Miracle, Marilyn’s half-sister and next of kin when she died, published My Sister Marilyn, written with her daughter Mona, in 1994. The book must be given credence since it is a true primary source account of Marilyn’s life and times from birth to when she died. However, the question as to whether Berniece and Mona are biased as close relatives of Marilyn’s must also be considered.

			Regardless, insights into the early years of Marilyn’s life are revealing, such as her inability to save money. Berniece wrote, “Norma Jeane told me that she was supposed to save a percentage of her salary under contract [with Fox]…That was standard for minors. But Norma Jeane spent all her salary anyway and didn’t save anything. Looking back, I have to think that her inability to budget was the beginning of her later financial troubles.”

			Berniece recalled that Norma Jeane could only afford “a small collection of clothes, she bought only the best.” And that “she got up early and pressed her skirt before she went to work. She said most of the starlets came to work in slacks or were sloppily dressed. But she thought it was very important to look neat from the start.”

			Berniece said that Marilyn learned to use the proper makeup, but concerning her own looks, she said, “I can’t put makeup on my hands, though. I can’t do anything but hide them or turn them at angles. My hands are like duck feet. Big, flat, webs. And my ears are worse than my hands. See how thin they are on the tops. Like paper. I never wear my hair back if I can help it.”

			Marilyn’s objections to her figure apparently didn’t hurt her ability to appear in photos included in advertising campaigns. One photo shows her next to a friendly skeleton in a fake physician’s office, date unknown.

			When the nude photos of Marilyn hit the streets, reactions varied both with the public and the media, with Kilgallen probably as shocked as anyone. But instead of ending Marilyn’s career, the photos skyrocketed her to fame. Rave reviews for a calendar with her nude figure imprinted on it propelled it to worldwide success, making it arguably the most famous calendar of its kind in history.
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			At the time, Monroe was short of cash with a car payment looming, and the starlet, just days away from her twenty-third birthday, had agreed to pose nude for $50 for photographer Tom Kelley. The photo featuring Monroe against a red velvet background appeared in the first issue of Playboy in 1953.

			Of the experience, Marilyn wrote in My Story, “Sitting naked in front of the camera and striking joyous poses reminded me of the dreams I used to have as a child.” She explained that she only agreed to Mr. Kelley’s request out of “desperation,” as she believed “nice girls did not pose in the nude.”

			Meanwhile, Marilyn had signed with Columbia Pictures at one hundred dollars a week. Movie roles in Dangerous Years (1947), Glamour Preferred (1948), and Ladies of the Chorus (1949) ensued. Berniece said Marilyn’s “bit part in Love Happy, a Marx Brothers comedy, made the biggest impact” and led to her getting a volume of the book, An Actor Prepares by Konstantin Stanislavski, so she could study “the Method” by which actors drew on their emotions and experiences to create realistic characterizations.

			In 1951, Marilyn appeared in Home Town Story, As Young as You Feel, Love Nest, and Let’s Make it Legal. A year later, the news broke that Marilyn wasn’t really an orphan at all, that the story had been made up for publicity purposes. The studio press releases tried to calm the criticism by stating that Marilyn’s “mother was unknown to her as a child because her mother had spent many years as an invalid in a state mental hospital.” Her fans didn’t seem to mind the ruse; she was getting upwards of ten cartons of fan mail a week.

			Regarding the switch from being a model to being an actress, Marilyn had written in My Story, “I knew nothing about acting. I had never read a book about it, or tried to do it, or discussed it with anyone. But there was this secret door in me—acting. It was like being in jail and looking at a door that said, ‘This Way Out.’” She added, “Acting was something golden and beautiful…It’s an art. It was like a game you played that enabled you to step out of the dull world you knew into worlds so bright they made your heart leap just to think of them.” But her aspirations had been initially crushed in 1950 when her agent Johnny Hyde, enamored with Marilyn to the point of proposing marriage, broke the bad news to her that director John Huston had decided not to cast her in the film The Asphalt Jungle: The City Under the City. Hyde told Marilyn, “[Huston] said you’re not star material. He says you’re not photogenic, that you haven’t got the sort of looks that make a movie star.”

			Fortunately, Huston had a change of mind and Marilyn appeared in the film noir as Angela Phinlay, a sexy blonde who, despite appearing in only three scenes (the first at 23:08), stole the show as the plaything to the devious, balding, famed attorney named Alonzo Emmerich (Louis Calhern), who called her “some sweet kid” in this scene: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ewEreSjPyC4.

			Marilyn’s character became his phony alibi when police investigated Emmerich’s part in a jewelry heist while he rationalized his behavior with the clever line, “Crime is only a left-handed form of human behavior.” When the authorities finally confront Marilyn’s character with either jail or the truth after “Uncle Lon” promises her a trip to Cuba—where she “imagined wearing my new green bathing suit. Yipes!”—Marilyn, wearing a low-cut black dress complete with sparkling jewels around her neck, then delivers one of her most memorable lines in that sultry voice of hers to a cop pressing her to change her story: “Haven’t you bothered me enough, you big banana head?”

			Despite Marilyn’s brief appearance, the movie studio created a flashy poster not only splashing her image across the front but giving her first billing ahead of Sterling Hayden, a big star at the time.
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			One year after The Asphalt Jungle, Marilyn appeared in Home Town Story. She played secretary Iris Martin in a newspaper office and, through the sultry voice and prominent view of her large breasts, she was typecast in an all too often sexual manner. One line she utters when a reporter, played by Alan Hale, gets a bit too friendly is memorable. Miss Martin tells him, “I always treat men with respect, then they treat me with respect.” In real life, if that had only been true.





Chapter 2

			John Fitzgerald Kennedy entered the world on May 29, 1917, four years after Dorothy Kilgallen was born and nine years before Marilyn Monroe’s birthday. He was born in Brookline, Massachusetts, a wealthy suburb of Boston, the second of nine children for Rose and Joseph Kennedy.

			According to a John F. Kennedy Presidential Library account, “John was named in honor of Rose’s father, John Francis Fitzgerald, the Boston Mayor popularly known as Honey Fitz. Before long, family and friends called this small blue-eyed baby, Jack. He was not a very healthy baby, and Rose recorded on his notecard (she kept one for each child) the childhood diseases from which he suffered, such as whooping cough, measles, chicken pox.” This susceptibility to ailments portended a future life packed with illness and injury for the youngster and man he would become.
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			When John turned three years old, he was struck with scarlet fever. At the time, it was a very serious lift-threatening disease and very contagious. To his credit, father Joe spent days and nights at the bedside of his son in a nearby hospital. Finally, after four weeks, John’s condition improved and the scare was over.

			Shortly thereafter, the Kennedys moved to a new home a few blocks from their previous residence. By then Joe had boundless aspirations, telling friends he would be worth a million dollars by the time he was thirty-five. The new home had “twelve rooms, turreted windows, and a big porch.”

			By the time five more years had passed, Jack had six siblings: older brother Joe; four sisters, Rosemary, Kathleen, Eunice, and Patricia; and a younger brother, Robert. Jean and Teddy hadn’t been born yet. Rose employed housekeepers and nannies to help with raising the children.

			Summers for the Kennedy clan were spent at Hyannis Port in the family beach home. Unlike either Marilyn or Dorothy, Jack grew up in an atmosphere of wealth since Papa Joe had established himself as a savvy businessman. Where Marilyn suffered being shipped from household to household as basically an orphan and Kilgallen grew up in a middle-income family, Jack never lacked for anything and grew up amidst good times. Joe Sr. did insist on the boys winning at any form of competition from an early age onward, whether it was swimming, sailing, or playing touch football. While racing Joe Jr. on a bicycle, young Jack fell and suffered more than twenty stitches.
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			At Choate, a boarding school in Wallingford, Connecticut, Jack, now a teenager, pleased his father by playing several sports, including tennis, basketball, football, and golf. His close friend Lem Billings recalls that the handsome young man had a “clever, individualist mind.” This quick mind, however, did not translate into proper grades, disappointing Joe to no end. Such feelings on the part of the family patriarch apparently prompted, according to a JFK account, a long letter to his second oldest son:

			Now Jack, I don’t want to give the impression that I am a nagger, for goodness knows I think that is the worse thing any parent can be, and I also feel that you know if I didn’t really feel you had the goods I would be most charitable in my attitude toward your failings. After long experience in sizing up people I definitely know you have the goods and you can go a long way…It is very difficult to make up fundamentals that you have neglected when you were very young, and that is why I am urging you to do the best you can. I am not expecting too much, and I will not be disappointed if you don’t turn out to be a real genius, but I think you can be a really worthwhile citizen with good judgment and understanding.
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			At that time, however, Jack had other aspirations than being a “really worthwhile citizen with good judgment and understanding.” According to journalist and New York Times bestselling author Alexis Coe in a 2017 Town and Country magazine article entitled “Portrait of a Troublemaker: A Rare Glimpse of John F. Kennedy’s Life at Boarding School,” the following episode summed up the young Kennedy’s propensity for fun and games while at Choate, where he had been admitted despite failing the school’s entrance exam for Latin, twice:

			Aided by the sons of America’s most influential families, young Jack—then a student at Choate—had successfully snuck firecrackers onto his elite boarding school’s Wallingford, Connecticut campus, and headed straight for the bathroom. That morning, during the obligatory daily assembly, long-suffering headmaster George St. John held up the defenseless victim—a badly injured toilet seat—for all to see.

			St. John railed against “the muckers,” as he labeled the culprits, which Jack took to heart, though not in the way the headmaster likely intended. Inspired, the future president named his band of first-class troublemakers “The Choate Muckers Club.”

			Coe, who discovered that young Kennedy’s IQ was 119, then added a quote from Earl Leinbach, the housemaster at Kennedy’s dorm, who stated, “What makes the whole problem more difficult is Jack’s winning smile and charming personality.” The journalist then posited, “Jack proved to be an immensely frustrating, totally irresistible high school student—a confusing combination of the school’s faculty and administration.”

			Adding to the lore of the Choate student Kennedy, Coe uncovered the fact that during his sophomore year, Jack “developed a lifelong love of Robert Frost.” This was the same poet who recited “The Gift Outright” at his 1961 presidential inauguration.

			Coe reported that Jack’s bouts with “serious illness,” which would trouble his body to the day he died, had begun in earnest in 1933 when he was sixteen. Leukemia was the diagnosis, but tests were confusing and during the summer of 1934, Jack landed at the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota. Coe’s research didn’t deal with this illness but instead focused on Choate. She added another quote from the headmaster: “He was the best-informed boy of the year,” noting he was the only one who personally subscribed to the New York Times, probably because his father was rich enough to pay for it.

			Unfortunately, journalist Coe fell prey to many oversights, telling only part of the story, as have so many others who distort history. During the final portion of her article, she correctly indicated that when Jack graduated from Choate, he was voted “Most Likely to Succeed” and that he wrote, in jest, “May we room together at Sing Sing [prison]” on graduation photos, but Coe completely left out the fact that at one point during this time Jack was withdrawn from Choate altogether. Either this was an example of the sloppy research that taints much of what has been written about Kennedy’s past, or Coe deliberately left out Jack’s leaving Choate for a less-than-truth story she must have assumed would garner a sensationalist headline without that critical information provided to the reader.

			To discover a much more credible account, Coe had only to read a portion of the excellent biography of Rose Kennedy entitled Rose: The Life and Times of Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy by New York Times bestselling author Charles Higham and published by Simon & Schuster in 1995. Drawing on more than four hundred interviews with primary sources, Higham, the author of biographies of Howard Hughes, Katharine Hepburn, and Dorothy Kilgallen’s friend Joan Crawford, presented, thankfully, a warts-and-all book providing insight into the Kennedy family from Rose’s perspective. Unlike her watered-down autobiography, Times to Remember, Higham captures the essence of a crusted woman who had to be tough in order to put up with a boisterous husband like Joe Sr.

			Confirming the validity of his research in an Author’s Note where he lists primary sources such as diary entries and Mrs. Kennedy’s letters, Higham spares the reader all of Joe Sr.’s dalliances save for his throwing famed actress, his mistress Gloria Swanson, into Rose’s face. But the Kennedy patriarch, as well as sons Joe Jr. and Jack, did take some heavy punches in Higham’s book. As for the future president, there is a balance between the good, the bad, and the stupid, and the man who would become known as JFK qualified in each category. [Author’s note: Despite considerable research, there appears to be no definitive answer as to exactly when John Kennedy first became known as “JFK.”]

			Higham did not make the same mistakes Coe made when his research produced evidence of Rose’s disappointment that Jack was even “sloppier” than his brother Joe Jr., who, she had learned, was “messy, untidy,” with a “typically boyish lack of discipline in terms of clothing and shoes.” Exasperated, Rose yanked Jack out of Choate in September 1929 and herded him off to Canterbury, which Higham described as “a cheerless institution at New Milford, Connecticut.”

			Regarding JFK’s days at Canterbury, Higham wrote:

			Jack hated the school. He wrote to his mother expressing home-sickness; he complained of excessive amounts of religious study, bitter cold and severe discipline. He was irritated by the catechisms, and religious talks, as well as, conversely, by irreligious activities, most notably theft especially since thieves took his sweatshirt, his five-dollar birthday gifts, his fountain pens and his pillows.

			According to Higham, Joe Sr., still intent on returning Jack to Choate, wrote to the assistant headmaster suggesting that his wayward son, still earning only mediocre marks, might benefit from a tutor prior to being admitted again. Instantly, the headmaster agreed, and young Kennedy began working with Bruce Belmore, Jack’s Hyannis Port tutor.

			From Higham’s account through Rose’s eyes, there is no doubt that both Rose and Joe Sr. believed Joe Jr. was the one who would rise to stardom, not Jack. This is the most insightful part of Higham’s account, and one the journalist and author Coe completely missed. Higham wrote that Rose had “disappointment with Jack compared with her paragon oldest son.” Joe Jr., whose good looks would later be compared with those of swashbuckling actor Errol Flynn and dramatic actor Robert Taylor, “was not only muscular and athletic, but was a good mixer and…destined to be president.”

			By contrast, as Higham states, Rose viewed Jack as “sickly, a hard worker but fragile, with a well-proportioned but thin physique that failed to compensate for his inherited good looks.” Higham also notes the disadvantage that Jack suffered from “the effects of the slight spinal curvature at birth; one leg was shorter than the other…that caused him much pain.” This condition resulted in several trips to Boston for treatment.

			Meanwhile, Higham noted that the marital relationship, specifically in the sexual arena, between Joe and Rose appeared to have soured. He writes, “It is certain that Rose, who was pregnant again, made the difficult decision to withdraw permanently from the marriage bed; Joe Sr. would in future occupy a separate bedroom.” The author might have added “separate living quarters” to the equation, as this transpired later on.

			Regardless, with the help of the tutor, Jack became a student more worthy of Choate, and finally, in July 1931, he reentered the school. This brought both parents, Higham wrote, “relief and pleasure.”

			Continuing his insight into Jack’s early years, Higham reported that “despite his lack of muscle and his constitutional fragility, he proved to be a normal, agile, quick and spunky schoolboy. He could do a flying tackle on the football field with the best of them; he enjoyed seeing his target writhe in agony on the ground.” The author then exposed the fact that young Jack once fainted during mass but “concluded the service without a grumble.” And, in a tribute to Jack’s memory, Higham wrote that he “devoured his favorite novel, Sir Walter Scott’s Ivanhoe, and was able to rattle off passages to anyone who would listen. All of this was a pleasure to Rose.”

			Concerning Jack’s first encounters with serious illness, Higham pointed out that he suffered abdominal pains, had an inflamed appendix, and had to undergo an operation in May 1931 when he was fourteen. Regardless, Jack finally graduated from Choate (finishing sixty-fifth in a class of 110) and entered Harvard in 1936, where Joe Jr. was already a student. However, one look at his Choate report card affixed to his Harvard application proves Jack was anything but a solid candidate (one teacher wrote, “I’m afraid it would be almost foolishly optimistic to expect anything but the most mediocre from Jack”), strongly suggesting the Kennedy good name and Joe Senior’s influence were the main reason he was accepted.
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			Harvard had accepted him, and like his brother Joe, Jack played football. He was not as good an athlete as Joe Jr., but he was determined to succeed. Listed at six foot one and 163 pounds, Jack played end for Harvard’s freshman and junior varsity football teams. The freshman coach said, “The most adept pass catcher was John Kennedy, but his lack of weight was a drawback.” Unfortunately, during his junior year, Jack ruptured a disk in his spine. He never really recovered from this accident, and his back continued to bother him for the rest of his life.

			***

			To better understand the John Kennedy who later became president, it is imperative that one fully understand John F. Kennedy the man, who was besieged throughout his adult life with not only the back issues but serious illnesses.
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			For instance, at Choate, Higham reported that “Jack was stricken with another mysterious illness, which was later alleged to be agranulycotic angina, a form of blood destruction occurring in the presence of severe infection or exposure to toxic chemicals.” To convey the danger and possible loss of life, Higham wrote, “It caused spots, ulceration, and gangrene of the mouth and larynx, and resulted in fever and prostration, a loss of red corpuscles and an increase of white. It could recur, and recovery was very rare.” Only after experiencing a very slow recovery was the young Kennedy able to meet his family in Florida.

			As if Rose wasn’t having enough nightmares about her son Jack during this time, her worry as a mother was compounded, Higham reported, by the actions of eighteen-year-old Joe Jr. Against his mother’s wishes, he traveled to Nazi Germany, and according to the author, she was “upset by the letters he sent home, which reflected the commonplace anti-Semitism of the day,” echoing “the familiar Hitler argument that the Jews, running big business in Berlin, had been responsible for Germany’s woes.” One may only guess what Rose thought when her oldest son “said in one letter that if he were a German, he would heil Hitler.”

			Meanwhile, according to Boston Globe journalist Nik DeCosta-Klipa, Joe Jr. managed to hit the social scene while attending Harvard as the chairman of what was in essence a party-planning committee during his freshman year:

			Officially, the group was known as the Freshman Smoker Committee, and it was tasked with organizing a big annual class party in the spring. According to the program of the May 1938 party, the “Smoker” organized by Kennedy featured two jazz orchestras, as well as “free food, tobacco, and ginger ale.”

			All the while, Joe Jr. was the apple of his father’s eye to the extent that the Kennedy patriarch had pegged him to be the first Catholic president of the United States, perhaps because Jack had lost his first stab at being elected to office when he failed in an attempt to become freshman class president in 1940. No matter, he joined student associations and showed great interest in government and history classes, though his grades remained average. During this time, remarked Higham, “Jack seemed to be possessed of a normal amount of teenage lust, his tongue as filthy as one could expect.”

			At age twenty, Jack, along with Joe Jr., remained behind when their father was appointed US ambassador to the United Kingdom. This piqued Jack’s interest in world affairs. A visit to his father that summer increased that interest before he returned to Harvard, but Joe Sr. still set his sights on Joe Jr. as the future politician. He planned on him first running for Congress, then the Senate, and then a final ascent to the White House.

			What is often forgotten is that, while ambassador Joe Sr. sent letters to his sons in the US about the threat of a world war due to the actions of Adolf Hitler in Germany and Benito Mussolini in Italy, he never publicly criticized either Hitler or Mussolini and, in fact, his actions gave the impression that he was pacifying Hitler. Joe’s view toward these fascists resulted in his paying a steep price, putting, as will be explained, an end to his aspirations to become US president himself.

			At the same time, Jack was writing his senior thesis in which he questioned whether England was ready if war with the Nazis broke out (later published as Why England Slept). When German forces marched across Poland in September 1939, World War II began. Jack, at age twenty-two, graduated from Harvard and afterward cherished a cable which read, “TWO THINGS I ALWAYS KNEW ABOUT YOU ONE THAT YOU ARE SMART [and] TWO THAT YOU ARE A SWELL GUY—LOVE DAD.”





Chapter 3

			As first noted in Denial of Justice, Dorothy Mae Kilgallen was of Irish heritage, with her great grandparents having settled in the Sraheens Bohola area of County Mayo located a four-hour drive west of Dublin. An 1850s photograph obtained by this author from Kilgallen’s second cousins depicts her great grandfather, Andrew Kilgallen, alongside her great grandmother, Mary Hyland. She is donning what was known as a “Mayo Shawl.”

			Born during a violent rainstorm on July 13, 1913, Dorothy was the second daughter to Jim and Mae Kilgallen. Jim was born to Andrew and Mary’s son John, Dorothy’s grandfather, and was one of ten children.

			Jim, a tadpole of a man called “Jimmy” or “Kil,” met Mae, a lovely redhead, while she was an aspiring singer in Denver. The couple chose the name Dorothy since it meant “Gift from Heaven.” They lived in a cheap rent apartment on Garfield Boulevard and Morgan Street in Chicago, where Jim was employed as a reporter. The family moved to Brooklyn when he was hired by the Hearst syndicate.

			Dorothy Kilgallen attended school in a red brick building, P.S. 119, close to her home. Despite her mother’s prodding, Dorothy’s grades were only a bit above average. The Catholic family regularly attended nearby St. Elizabeth’s Catholic Church and St. Thomas Aquinas Church.
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			Besides an interest in acting (she had appeared in a stage play at an early age), Kilgallen read book after book borrowed from a nearby library. A favorite was the Elsie Dinsmore series written by Martha Finley between 1867 and 1905. The books tell the story of the life and spiritual commitment of Elsie Dinsmore, a charming young heroine whose Christian faith and hope guide her as she grows from childhood to adulthood in the Civil War South. Kilgallen later told an interviewer she admired Finley’s dramatic writing style, one she apparently decided to emulate.

			To be certain, Kilgallen had a streak of shyness, but as she grew older a lively personality shone through when mingling with friends. She especially enjoyed school dances and parties. Boys were attracted to her, but her feelings were hurt when she learned a friend called her “stuck up” and made fun of her hair style. A description at the time noted Kilgallen was of “medium height and skinny like her father, parted her dark hair in the middle, and had thin lips.” When her mother caught her wearing lipstick at too early an age, Kilgallen was grounded.

			When friends made fun of her, Kilgallen told them, “I’ll show you. Someday I’ll be very famous and all of you will read about me.” Lacking confidence was certainly never a Kilgallen trademark.

			The young girl did not keep a diary, but she wrote several poems, short stories, and letters to friends she had known in Chicago. One short story chronicled a family visit to the Empire State Building. She wrote, “I could see the whole world from the top, all the way to California.”

			By all accounts, Kilgallen’s first published work was a letter to the editor of the Brooklyn Eagle. Her father was quite proud when it was published, amazed that the editor thought it was written by an adult, an indication that Kilgallen had talent as a wordsmith, a talent passed on by her father. She signed the letter “Dorothy Laurington,” apparently to establish her own identity, a sign of the independent streak that would filter into her personality in later years.

			Kilgallen’s imagination ran wild at times. One day she skipped school to see a favorite movie. When she returned home, Jim asked her what happened at school that day. Ruffled, Kilgallen said she didn’t go since a friend had chicken pox and she had to get some medicine for her at a pharmacy. Unfortunately, a neighbor told Jim she had seen Kilgallen at the movies. Kilgallen was grounded again.

			During her tenure as an associate editor of The Erasmian, her high school’s literary magazine, Kilgallen tried her hand at fiction by publishing the story of an English aviator and his romance with an Italian peasant girl. Short stories became her friend, and she wrote many of them after finishing her homework.

			Bernard Malamud, who would later win both the National Book Award and the Pulitzer Prize for fiction, submitted a novella to Kilgallen. Her review stated that the story was “too depressing.” Regarding her appearance at the time, he recalled Kilgallen as a “unique, animated, immaculately dressed woman without a chin, very careful about her physical appearance. Though visibly adorned with rouge and lipstick, it was well-applied. She had a sense of her own importance.” That would serve her well in the adventurous days ahead.

			Jim Kilgallen and his daughter had some lighthearted times. He later claimed, “My typewriter was at a window in the front and I used to sit my daughter Dorothy, who was 1 year old, up there and let her bang on the keys.” Whenever possible, Kilgallen visited her dad’s Evening-Journal office in New York City. Wide-eyed, she listened to the reporters talk about the various stories they were covering, soaking up the buzz of the newsroom.

			In a 1960 New York Post article about Kilgallen, Jim was quoted as saying, “I’d come home at night from work [Journal-American] and the wife and two kids and the mother-in-law would sit around and I’d tell them how great I was. In those days, I was being sent all over the country. I’d think nothing of being told to shoot down to Miami to interview John D. Rockefeller Sr. The family was big-eyed when I’d talk about the greats, or the trials I was covering. And the one with the biggest eyes was always Dorothy. She said many a time, ‘I want to be just like you.’” A Post reporter added, “Dorothy burned with impatient yearnings. She devoured romantic novels, wept at sad movies and at 12 took in hand and wrote an indignant letter to the Brooklyn Eagle [newspaper] protesting a critical slur of Ramon Novarro, a movie star she worshipped.” Like Marilyn, Kilgallen was feisty, never hesitant to speak her mind even before attaining the proper status.

			Curious as to what drove her father to become so prominent, leading to accolades for his reporting skills, Dorothy asked, “Dad, what is the most important aspect of being a journalist?” Without hesitation, Jim replied, “Telling the truth.” Kilgallen never forgot those words, ones that would become the foundation of everything she wrote in the coming years and ultimately lead to her baffling death many years later.

			To please her mother, one year after the family withstood the horrors of the stock market crash in 1929, Kilgallen reluctantly entered the College of New Rochelle located twenty-five miles from Brooklyn. Later, in a magazine interview for TV Radio Mirror, Kilgallen admitted that her first year there was “enjoyable, pleasing.”

			A classmate named George Kuittinen said later that she “had fine and Irish skin, very large blue eyes and that her figure was well-developed,” compliments contrary to descriptions of her during her earlier years. Kilgallen appreciated Kuittinen’s words of praise but felt what he said was sexist, symbolic of similar remarks she later disdained when fame came her way.

			For months on end in 1931, Kilgallen, age eighteen, had been begging her father to speak with Amater Spiro, the Evening Journal’s city editor, to see if he, as a favor to Jim, might give her a shot at becoming a reporter during a two-week trial period. Spiro acquiesced, and the “favor” permitted Kilgallen the chance she needed.

			Without question, Dorothy Kilgallen earned her right to be called a top reporter in later years. To the disappointment of her mother, who believed that she’d end up “hanging out at bars and drinking with fellow reporters,” she dropped out of college to follow in the footsteps of her father, whose outstanding career included covering the Black Sox baseball scandal, Charles A. Lindbergh’s historic flight to Paris, the Morro Castle ship fire off the New Jersey coast, the Alger Hiss case, and the surrender of Nazi Germany in World War II. William Randolph Hearst Jr. said of Jim, “I am sure no journalist in history was more devoted to his profession.”

			In fact, when Hearst picked the New York Journal-American’s ten most memorable men and women reporters for his book, The Hearsts: Father and Son, at the top of the list were “Jimmy and his daughter Dorothy.” His reasoning: “Jimmy because he saw and covered so much of America and the world. Dorothy because much of her career, and her life and death, were so dramatic.”
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			After gaining some experience writing social items and covering exciting criminal trials, Dorothy Kilgallen joined a long list of respected contributors to the newspaper. They had included, during the years before she worked for the paper, such luminaries as Émile Zola on literature, George Bernard Shaw on sociopolitical trends, and Susan B. Anthony and Helen Keller on women’s issues.

			In one of her first stories that indicated a soft heart for those less fortunate, she wrote a 1931 account that marked the first time, as she later said, “a bylined piece and the story that assured her future on the paper.” It began,

			With a sweet, patient smile lighting his baby eyes, four-year-old little “Angel Face” of Bellevue continued to fight bravely today against the ravages of infantile paralysis that is slowly overcoming him after more than 72 hours in an artificial respirator. His tiny emaciated body has been encased in this scientific lung since 2 p.m. Saturday while doctors and nurses try by every method known to science to ease the suffering and preserve the life of this little child of the tenements whom they have grown to love for his endearing sweetness.

			Meanwhile, despite William Randolph Hearst’s friendship and support of Adolf Hitler, Kilgallen kept politics out of her reporting while gaining a reputation as a hard-nosed journalist who printed the truth. When she did throw in a column with political flavor, it usually indicated her preference for the conservative end of things, the Republican side, leading to her being called, at one point, a “violently right-wing columnist” by the New York Daily News.

			Kilgallen’s friends included stars from stage and screen like Marilyn, as well as famous musicians. Hearst wrote, “Dorothy became a celebrity at the Stork Club, the Copa, and a dozen other joints that dazzled with rich debutantes, models, actors, wealthy playboys, and other society swingers like Dorothy.” He added, “Before she died, she was dating and dancing with everyone from big-name authors to lounge lizards who were hanging on for the ride. Dorothy was a comet and her trail of sparks lit up the sky. If both of us had a few minutes, we would have a drink and talk newspapering. She was enthusiastic, open, full of life.”

			Kilgallen covered serious topics in her column, but she could be lighthearted as well. One excerpt read, “The whole town is talking; excitement abounds. For a glorious story is going the rounds. The buzz is on Broadway from dawn until dark. There’s glorious clamor in Gramercy Park. It’s sweeping through Broome Street, it’s waltzing in Wall,” an obvious reference to Wall Street.

			How proud her father must have been when the Evening Journal editors decided to post a three-quarter-page promotional ad touting her reporting:

			To read one of Dorothy Kilgallen’s brilliantly written stories—it might be an interview with a famous politician or a gangster, it might be the current day by day reporting of a famous murder trial—one would immediately infer: Here is the writing of a veteran newspaper woman with a lifetime of experience in reporting.

			But a glance at the picture above will show how far from the facts such an impression can be. For Dorothy Kilgallen is only 20-years-old…She is a modern up-to-the-minute woman reporter. With her versatile, sparkling writing and her “far-beyond-her-years” perception and power of observation, she can cover everything from a baby shower to a sensational police court trial.

			When Dorothy Kilgallen covered the Jack Ruby trial in 1964, where he was charged with killing alleged JFK assassin Lee Harvey Oswald, it was the second so-called “Trial of the Century” she reported on. The first had been in 1935 when she beat out several fellow Evening Journal reporters to attend the trial of German-born Bruno Hauptmann. He was charged with kidnapping and killing famed aviator Charles Lindbergh’s twenty-month-old son, Charles Augustus Lindbergh Jr. When the guilty verdict was announced, Kilgallen, who had spoken to Hauptmann until his lawyers told him not to do so, was not surprised, writing the “evidence is overwhelming toward guilt.” Like the other journalists, she did not shed a tear when the German was executed.

			In October 1936, Kilgallen, then twenty-three, entered the famous “Girl Around the World Competition.” It should be recalled that in 1924, when she was only eleven, there was not a single commercial aircraft operating within the United States. And it was only twelve years later that the dirigible Hindenburg was the first to provide regular transportation between the United States and Germany, since such travel was still considered quite risky.

			The trigger point for interest in the race appears to be when the China Clipper announced it could carry passengers from Manila to San Francisco. A Scripps Howard reporter named Bud Ekin, described as a “scrappy, hard-working, shrewd and competitive reporter,” decided to see if he could circle the globe in such an aircraft and when this became known, Leo Kieran, “a slender, blue-eyed, fair-haired reporter for the New York Times,” announced he would try the same. Word reached Kilgallen’s newspaper offices, and a decision was made to enter a reporter in the race.

			At the time, the young journalist had never been outside the United States and had only flown once, for a short time. She apparently was not schooled in the ways of geography since a teacher had written “not proficient” on her report card next to that subject. When the young woman told her mother that she might be selected for the race, Mae was dubious but her father Jim was encouraging, telling his daughter, “It’s a hell of an assignment.”

			Armed with her father’s confidence, Kilgallen’s decision was finalized when she received a telegram from famed aviator Amelia Earhart, the first woman to fly solo across the Atlantic Ocean and the first person ever to fly solo from Hawaii to the United States mainland. As noted in the epilogue, the two courageous women’s life and times and their deaths intersect, as they truly were kindred spirits. Tragically, during a flight to circumnavigate the globe in July 1937, a year after Kilgallen’s race, Earhart’s Lockheed Electra plane, akin to her “Flying Laboratory” at Purdue University where she was an inspiring “women’s career counselor” as of 1935, disappeared somewhere over the Pacific. The plane wreckage was never found, and she was officially declared lost at sea with the cause of her disappearance and death a mystery to this day.
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			The telegram to Kilgallen read:

			I know you can make it Dorothy, but you must follow your normal schedule of eating, drinking and sleeping, even though on such a trip. Forget you are flying and you won’t even get air weary. Imagine you are back at the Evening Journal offices and stick to one brand of bottle water throughout.

			Restricted to using only commercial aircraft to circle the globe, Kilgallen finished second but gained the respect of women everywhere, including First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt. On White House stationery dated October 26, 1936, the First Lady wrote in her own hand, “I have been so interested in your flight around the world with the men and even though I am sure you are disappointed in not being the first to arrive, I wanted to tell you that I was rather pleased to have a woman go! It took a good deal of pluck and it must have held a good many thrills. With congratulations and good wishes, I am. Very sincerely yours, Eleanor Roosevelt.”

			Now Kilgallen was famous at last, just as promised early on, with several newspapers lauding her willingness to carry the banner for women’s rights by challenging the two men. The episode was a prelude to Kilgallen becoming a true advocate for her gender, though she may have never realized the accomplishment at the time.

			Soon after, Kilgallen wrote Girl Around the World, chronicling the amazing adventure. It was her first published book. One edition featured a light blue cover with black lettering and an image in Kilgallen’s likeness carrying a typewriter case and a hatbox.

			In the book’s foreword, “A Tribute from Dorothy’s Father,” Jim wrote:

			I am proud of you. Not because you were a good newspaperwoman at 18. Not because you have become famous at 23 by flying around the world. I am proud of you because, now that your greatest journalistic achievement is over and the plaudits have died down, you are the same unspoiled girl you have always been. Today your future looms bright. I believe your success is assured…[You have given me] the thrill of a lifetime…[and] you proved you had what Damon Runyon termed “moxie”—COURAGE…
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			Kilgallen, who later wore “a pith helmet accessorized with open-toed opera pumps” in the India desert, rode in the Hindenburg during the trip and tells of her account on it in the book, where there is a photo of the shadow of the dirigible over the sea, which trumpeted her willingness to take chances. She wrote, “I’m off on a race around the world—a race against time and two men. I know I can beat time. I hope to beat the men.” Kilgallen, who had promised her father she’d attend Catholic Mass whenever possible, also included words that would define her career until she died twenty-nine years later: “I’m a reporter who likes danger and excitement.” She added, “This assignment has been much easier than covering murder trials, and much prettier,” while admitting to being a bit scared in Calcutta “when a lizard crawled in bed with me” but enthused when the “guys learned I could shoot dice.”

			In addition to her feat of crossing the Pacific, the fearless Kilgallen set a record for the fastest five-thousand-mile span ever flown, Hawaii to New York City. Providing her readers with a visual sense of the adventure, she wrote, “Dawn found us sailing serenely northward—over French Indo Chinese jungles where tigers and great constrictor snakes lie in wait for little girls…Bump! Bump! Splash! We thumped down in the middle of a rice field…Appearing like gnomes from the ground, about 600 chattering natives, nearly naked, surrounded the plane. They spoke no English, of course, and we could not understand Siamese.”

			Perhaps the book’s most moving passage is Kilgallen’s account of her conversation with a French-speaking police commissioner in Hanoi, French Indochina (today’s Vietnam): “‘Are you English?’ he asked me, using that tongue brokenly. When I told him I was American, he answered flatteringly: ‘Of course…what else could you be…with such courage?’” When she returned to Brooklyn, every house on her block was decorated with American flags and her photograph, and greeting Dorothy was her cat, Cotton, and her dog, Mitzi.

			The book Girl Around the World became the loosely-based movie Fly Away Baby in 1937. The crime-mystery film featured Glenda Farrell as crime reporter “Torchy” Blane, who, along with her detective boyfriend, solves a murder and smuggling case during a round-the-world flight. This was the second film in the Torchy Blane series released by Warner Bros. Kilgallen had a small part in the film.

			[image: ]

			As she hit the age of twenty-four, the Chicago-born little girl who was interested in reporting was now a household name. Louis Sobol, a fellow reporter at the Evening Journal, wrote of Kilgallen’s world at the time: “This slender, wide-eyed, deceivingly naïve in attitude and soft-spoken mannerisms female reporter was to herself mingling with a new set of characters—racket guys, grafters, phonies, creep janes, society fops, chorus girls, pimps, overdressed jezebels and their rent payers.”

			During this time, a budding romance swirled about the new celebrity. It came when she had a crush on one of the biggest names in show business, actor Tyrone Power. He had starred in the film Lloyd’s of London, and Kilgallen became smitten, noting in a column called “As Seen From Hollywood by Dorothy Kilgallen”: “Now there is a dream man!”
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			How they met is a bit of a mystery, but it appears it was during a publicity event for his hit film. Soon the twosome, the same age, were dining at the best Hollywood eateries, hitting the nightclubs, and enjoying each other’s company. She liked his porkpie hat and camel’s hair coat. When they visited the Santa Anita racetrack, she wore a cherry-red hat that he had bought for her.

			The happy couple made a deal: Kilgallen would teach him about choosing horses (as if she knew anything about that), and he would teach her how to drive (a dismal failure). A fast friendship had developed, but she mistook friendship for a romantic interest on his part—but he was actually in love with Sonja Henie, a Norwegian Olympian figure skater and film star.

			It was no matter to Kilgallen. She continued to pursue the handsome Power as “Mr. Perfect” to the point that, when she wrote a short story for Cosmopolitan entitled “Holiday from Hollywood,” he was the model for the featured star. Unfortunately, the happy ending in a work of fiction did not duplicate real life, as Kilgallen’s “friendship” with the famous actor outlived any romantic potential.

			[image: ]

			Regardless, enjoying her new celebrity, Kilgallen continued in Hollywood to collect inside details about film and television for her Evening Journal gossip column. In a prelude to her ever-widening media exposure, she appeared in the movie Sinner Take All. It starred Bruce Cabot and Margaret Lindsay and featured a former newspaper reporter turned lawyer who represented a family whose members kept “getting bumped off.” He used his investigative background and the newspaper’s resources, including Kilgallen’s reporter character, to dig into the family’s history. Doing so led to exposing the murderer. When the film was released, her five lines had been reduced to one, a jab she did not take lightly.
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			Apparently, Kilgallen’s acting ability was still impressive enough that she screen-tested for a film role in The Reporter. When no offer came her way, she sulked over the rejection.

			However, a smile covered her face when Louis Sobol, commenting on Kilgallen’s appearance at a Broadway theater opening, wrote, “Out of a streamlined, shiny chariot stepped a fragile, raven-haired honey…A thinnish youth with bat-ears and pop-eyes and a Tenth Avenue subdeb fought each other to be at her side. ‘Willya sign this, Miss Kilgallen?’ pleaded the boy thrusting out his soiled autograph album.” Sobol added, “She still goes to church on Sundays, blushes when profanity is set loose within her hearing, and walks away from obscene stories.”

			Sobol’s praise must have meant a great deal to Kilgallen since he was a well-known journalist himself, best known for his column “New York Cavalcade,” which spiced up the Broadway scene similar to Kilgallen’s chronicle of show business in the “Voice of Broadway” column. Tongue in cheek, Sobol once wrote of his column, “I indulge in no profound crusading calisthenics. No world problems are attacked or solved here. We run along in our little corner offering no more excitement than a muffled popgun.”

			During the Christmas holidays in 1937 when Kilgallen turned twenty-four, a surprise announcement appeared in Hearst newspapers across the country: “The first and only Woman Columnist Dorothy Kilgallen’s Voice of Broadway Column Starts Monday. A Man’s Job. Beginning Monday in the New York Journal-American, Dorothy Kilgallen will Report Daily on the Deeds and Misdeeds of Broadway. A Man’s Job. But Dorothy has been doing a Man’s Job and Doing It Better.” [Author’s note: The New York Evening Journal and the New York American merged into the New York Journal-American in 1937.]

			This accolade should not be taken lightly. Nearly all of the top columnists at the time were men, and rising to their level was a major obstacle due to the gender discrimination of the day. Then, women, many males believed, weren’t even supposed to sit in the back seat of a car; they were supposed to sit in the car behind.

			Regardless, “The Voice of Broadway” was created to deal with theater, politics, crime, and the news and gossip of the day. Kilgallen’s main competition included Walter Winchell, Ed Sullivan, Lucius Beebe, and Leonard Lyons. Each slammed Marilyn through the years, criticizing her whenever they had a chance.

			At its height of popularity, Kilgallen’s column was syndicated to two hundred newspapers across the country. As the star columnist of her era, she had the best sources and the power to make or break a career. She was feared, not because, like Marilyn, she was beautiful and sexy, but because she was a woman of integrity, one who always sought the truth.

			In late summer 1939, there was a mention in Kilgallen’s column that “Richard Kollmar, Knickerbocker Holiday [Broadway show] baritone, gave a combination New Year’s Eve and birthday party Saturday night, to which guests were asked to come in kiddie costumes.” This led to one of the most important events in her life, her marriage to Richard Kollmar in April 1940. Over time, three children were born: Richard Jr., Jill, and Kerry.

			Without question, Kilgallen was a jazz enthusiast. In 1940, under the banner “Broadway Columnist Names Her All-Time Swing Band” appearing in Cosmopolitan magazine, she included Benny Goodman, Bix Beiderbecke, and Bessie Smith, of whom Kilgallen wrote in gifted prose, “Bessie sang with the voice of centuries of tragedy; she moaned low and she wailed out lyrics that were strange, simple and primitive and she made them sound as real as the sound of a heart breaking.”
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			On November 8, 1953, she debuted a column, one that featured from time to time items on jazz staples LaVern Baker or Mabel Mercer, entitled “Let’s Play Post Office.” She answered readers’ letters, including one where Kilgallen provided advice about how to avoid being a “square” when at a jazz club and another to a reader who was soliciting advice on “jazz hipster lingo.” She wrote, “You see, nobody’s digging your clothes, daddy-o; they’re too busy quaffing the groove juice and flipping over that crazy gone jib, because it’s the most.”






Chapter 4

			On April 5, 1940, a wintry day with a high of only thirty-five degrees, Kilgallen (then twenty-seven) married Richard Kollmar (thirty), a graduate of the Yale Department of Drama turned actor, singer, and Broadway producer. Variety’s review of the musical Too Many Girls included calling him “an exuberant comedian unspoiled by cleverness.”

			More than eight hundred guests attended the lavish wedding, including actors Milton Berle and Ethel Merman, who wrote in her autobiography that she had a “wonderful relationship with Kilgallen.” From the political arena, the future 1944 Republican presidential candidate Thomas Dewey, who lost to Franklin D. Roosevelt, also congratulated the happy couple. Kilgallen kept her maiden name for professional purposes.

			Kilgallen, who scribbled notes for her column on napkins and matchbook covers, was quite honored when the owner of Reuben’s, a popular delicatessen on East 58th Street, named a sandwich after her. At a festive luncheon, she washed down the ham on rye with a cold beer before autographing menus for “fans that appeared out of nowhere.”

			The cost of the “Kilgallen Special” was $1.10. She bragged that it was 25 cents more than the “Ed Sullivan Sandwich.” Frank Sinatra’s cost $2.15. If this accolade wasn’t enough, Kilgallen was later included in the lyrics for a version of “The Lady Is a Tramp” sung by Sammy Davis Jr. Among the lyrics describing the “tramp,” is the line, “She reads Kilgallen and I mean every line.” (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yuum3IElMcw).

			***

			Dorothy Kilgallen displayed her own brand of patriotism when she sent FBI director J. Edgar Hoover subversive material forwarded to her from readers at the Journal-American. One strong letter, forwarded at the same time Winston Churchill launched his “V for Victory” campaign, insinuated that she favored the “Soviet Marxist Jews” through her “daily hate of Hitler.”

			Once World War II ended, Kilgallen displayed quite another act of patriotism through a series of radio broadcasts designed to push the sales of war bonds, with the money designed to bring wounded GIs back from the four corners of the earth and provide treatment for them. These prerecorded broadcasts began with an announcer who stated, “Now ‘Dorothy Kilgallen’s Diary,’ the intimate, behind-the-scenes stories of Broadway’s greatest stars revealed by the first lady of Broadway, the famous columnist and radio personality, Miss Dorothy Kilgallen.” She then interviewed well-known entertainers of the day, such as noted singer Mary Small who had entertained at Army bases and hospitals around the world to soothe the souls of the wounded men and women.

			During that episode, Kilgallen told the audience, “My diary yesterday says I spent the afternoon with Mary Small, a mighty familiar name to a great many GIs. With her songs, she has brightened up many a hospital bed for the wounded at such Army camps as Fort Dix. She really puts her heart into those performances.” Regarding what were called “Victory Bonds,” Kilgallen reminded listeners that “raising money through these bonds is where patriotism and caring about the troops come together. We need this victory drive to help bring the boys back home.”
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			When Kilgallen appeared as a guest on a WCBS New York program, the host honored her with a courtroom gavel. In part, the printing stated, “THE LADY WITH THE BRAIN.” That she was for sure.

			Meanwhile, J. Edgar Hoover kept a file on Kilgallen, as revealed in FBI documents obtained by this author through the Freedom of Information Act. The file chronicled her movements and labeled her “flighty and irresponsible.” However, Hoover and the Bureau would learn a valuable lesson: never underestimate Kilgallen. This attitude was similar to those who tangled with Marilyn Monroe and underestimated her intelligence.

			Now thirty-one and an established reporter with few peers, male or female, Kilgallen became fascinated with the 1944 trial of Wayne Lonergan. He was charged with killing his high society wife Patricia, heir to the Burton-Bernheimer beer fortune, at her East 51st Street triplex apartment in Manhattan after she had filed for divorce and cut him out of her will. A pair of silver candelabra was the alleged murder weapon.

			During the trial, set against the backdrop of the colorful fall season, Kilgallen was obsessed with Lonergan, an admitted gigolo who preyed on rich women. Several clandestine meetings in the thick of the night with reliable sources involved in the trial provided her with inside information about the defense strategies. She told one of her colleagues, “I feel like I am in a spy movie.” In the end, Lonergan’s confession, which he attempted to recant, resulted in a sentence of thirty-five years to life.

			Kilgallen’s celebrity status at the time prompted an invitation to the White House by President Harry S. Truman. On a cold and windy day in January of 1946, she joined a star-studded cast, including actresses Angela Lansbury and Alexis Smith, actors Zachary Scott and Cesar Romero, and singer Jo Stafford. In a photo of the gathering, Kilgallen sits second from the right in the front row.
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			The opportunity for Kilgallen to hit the radio waves with a big splash arrived on the New York City scene in early April 1945 when the daily radio program Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick premiered on WOR radio. Most days it began with the hosts telling more than a million listeners: “Hi Darling…Hi Sweetie…Here we are at home in little old New York ready to visit with our radio friends…” The promotion tagline, “Now wake up and smell the coffee when you have ‘Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick!’” was employed for the popular daily show airing from 1945 through 1963.
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			The “breakfast,” broadcast live at 8:15 a.m., was one of the first of its kind, and its popularity helped spawn hundreds of similar shows around the country. Breakfast was served by their butler, and their children made regular appearances at the table while their singing canary, Robin, could be heard in the background. A Variety ad called it, “Homey as a Front Porch Rocker, Smart as a New Spring Bonnet.” At one point, more than a million people listened to the broadcast each day, and mail sent to the show only had to be addressed to “Dorothy and Dick” with no further information. Variety called the couple “the original Mr. and Mrs. Radio.” Recordings of the broadcasts are available at https://www.otrcat.com/p/breakfast-with-dorothy-dick-dorothy-kilgallen-dick-kollmar.

			Subject matter for the broadcasts varied from day to day. A reporter for the New York Post described it as “lionizing café society…amid prattle, plugs, jokes and occasional quarrels, they regaled listeners with stories of their night club encounters, their theater-going, their latest trip to Europe and the precocious achievements of their children.”

			Author and artist Jojo Capece was one of those New Yorkers who recalled the program. She told this author in April 2018, “If you were a New Yorker, there were certain journalists you had to read and Dorothy Kilgallen was one. But first thing in the morning my parents and I listened to her radio show like everybody else. It was rather high-brow but we enjoyed it. They sounded like the perfect American family.” Despite the five decades that had passed since the show was popular, Capece easily recalled the program beginning with “Hi Darling…Hi Sweetie…”

			A New York Post article at the time explained a little-known fact about Kilgallen: “At the beginning, Dorothy was thrown into a panic of the thought of speaking in a microphone. She used to tremble, stutter, and fracture her syntax as she tried to face the microphone. At times, she talked of giving it all up. Then, she went to a speech teacher and anyone who has listened regularly since knows how well she overcame her mike fright. She not only chatters effortlessly and endlessly but she does it with a broad A.”

			One story told by Kilgallen family friend Bob Levitt illuminates the power the radio show had in New York City and beyond. In May of 2020, this author interviewed Levitt, the son of Ethel Merman, the award-winning singer who was known primarily for her distinctive, powerful voice and various roles in musical theater leading to her being called “the undisputed First Lady of the musical comedy stage.” Levitt, who along with Kilgallen’s daughter Jill and son Dickie, formed what they called the “Gorilla Club” for fun times, remarked, “‘Ms. K,’ that’s what my sister and I called her, was a veritable savior in one of my childhood’s most upsetting traumatic experiences: the loss of our canary Hanzi. Thanks to her, in truth, thanks to both Dorothy and Dick as they were known on their daily radio show, we got Hanzi back! Within hours. Unhurt and, to judge from his home cage singing, happy to be home.”

			How did this happen? Levitt, who remembered Kilgallen as being “very formal, quite unemotional toward us as children,” recalled, “It was all a small miracle considering that he had flown out a twenty-first-floor window of our apartment on Central Park West. His freedom choice left my sister and I in near hysterical distress, unstoppable tears streaking our cheeks, pumped and pumped some more by the swelling hopelessness we felt staring out the window he’d used for his escape, scanning the vast sky everywhere and anywhere that he might be.” He added:

			On a world scale it was lightweight yet raw childhood trauma. And fortunately, short term. Long term, though, it became a good family story with a happy ending. And more dramatically, it was a real-life crescendo in the living truth of one of our mother’s most popular songs, “There’s No Business Like Show Business.”

			Hanzi got back home because our mom called her good friend Dorothy (Ms. K to us) and, reaching her on the phone during the live broadcast of the Dorothy and Dick radio show. She told her about Hanzi. Dorothy told the listening audience that Ethel Merman and her two children Bobby and Ethel had just lost their canary Hanzi. Right around 63rd Street. And Dorothy told her audience, “If anybody sees Hanzi, please call in.”

			Apparently, Dorothy and Dick talked about Hanzi for a few minutes on the air, and, lo and behold, a listener called in to report that a yellow canary had just landed on one of their apartment’s exterior window sills and, when they opened the window, the canary had hopped through it into their apartment, where it was presently sitting calmly and very still, radiating a sort of “what’s next” attitude.

			Ultimately, Hanzi somehow arrived back home, presumably in a borrowed cage by taxi, making my sister and I very happy and forever indebted to Miss Kilgallen and Mr. Kollmar for their professional savior services as Dorothy and Dick.
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			Regarding her continuing career as a journalist, Paul Schoenstein, the editor at the New York Journal-American who gave Kilgallen her first real shot at becoming a reporter, said boldly, “Dorothy was far and away the greatest reporter there was.”

			The “greatest reporter” could also write columns having nothing to do with hard-edged journalism, demonstrating an ability to entertain devoted readers across a broad spectrum of society. On Christmas Day 1950, she had published a poem indicating a creative talent second to none.

			Note the flash of headline-making names, including Irving Berlin, Mayor Robert Wagner, Andy Griffith, heavyweight champion Jack Dempsey, pianist Van Cliburn, Shirley MacLaine, Sophia Loren, Cary Grant, Dwight Eisenhower, and many more, all of whom Kilgallen knew on a friendly basis.

			One clever excerpt read:

			Eleanor Roosevelt, Dr. Ralph Bunche,
Bouncy Miss Garland, a Judy with punch,
Garbo, still aloof and cool as a glacier,
Pert Pat Suzuko, that hip little geisha.

			Also included were “witty” John Daly, Arlene Francis, and Bennett Cerf, who would come to play a part in her gaining even greater celebrity.

			***

			Two years earlier, in 1948, Kilgallen at age thirty-five, had hosted the radio show People You’d Like to Know with Dorothy Kilgallen. Spotlighted were her insights into famous personalities of the day, including Broadway star Mary Martin, famous for appearing in such megahits as Sound of Music and South Pacific (“Mary is just Mary, very friendly; her hobby is needlework”), singer Pearl Bailey (“tough but caring, adopted two children, a one-woman rescue committee”), and singer Peggy Lee (“‘electric’ when she sings but picks the wrong men and is sad because of it; that’s why she sings the blues”).

			During one particular episode, Kilgallen sang the praises of actor Cary Grant, telling her audience, “If I were asked to name the most charming person I’ve ever met, I’d say Cary Grant. Cary is not just a movie star with looks and acting ability. In his mid-fifties he’s just as handsome as he was twenty years ago. And he wears those expensive clothes of his better than any man in the world.”

			Kilgallen added, “When I asked a young actor if he wanted to act like Cary does in his movies, he told me, ‘Gee, I’d just like to put my hands in my pockets like he does on screen.’” Boasting a bit regarding her friendship with the star of such films as North by Northwest and To Catch a Thief, she said, “The last time Cary left for London he called me three times before he left New York City. I wondered what he wanted but when I reached him, he just said ‘I didn’t want to go without saying goodbye.’ Above all, he has gigantic charm and it isn’t anything he worked on, it just came naturally.”

			In some ways, the famous columnist was a magnet for everything exciting in the entertainment, sports, and political worlds. All of this from a college dropout, which made her ascendency to a position of power all the more remarkable.

			***

			In late 1950, Kilgallen’s success as a media icon was cemented when she was chosen to be one of the panelists on the new CBS program What’s My Line? During many of the season’s shows, all shown in black and white, a bevy of giant question marks appeared on the screen as the announcer said, “Time now for everybody’s favorite guessing game, What’s My Line?”

			On most live episodes, Kilgallen appeared from curtains center stage and acknowledged vigorous applause by a live audience. She then introduced the panelist to her left, usually a celebrity. She or he, in turn, introduced Arlene Francis, who then introduced Bennett Cerf, who then introduced John Daly (this order varied from time to time). A bit of banter followed before Daly explained the rules of the game and the first contestant entered. Daly then stated, “Would you please sign in,” whereupon the contestant wrote his or her full name on a blackboard.

			The lively show, which challenged the panel to guess unusual occupations, or when a celebrity guest appeared, to guess their identity, aired on CBS on Sunday night for the next seventeen years. At its height of popularity, the show had a weekly audience of twenty-five million people. Kilgallen and Francis wore fancy gowns and expensive jewelry with their hair always perfectly coifed, Kilgallen’s by her hairdresser Marc Sinclaire. The men dressed in dark suits and bow ties.

			During its run, the program would not only garner four Emmy Awards but also a Golden Globe Award for Best TV Show in 1962, the year Marilyn died. During the show on January 14 of that year, with the panel consisting of Bennett Cerf, actor Dana Andrews, and a very young-looking Johnny Carson, host John Daly announced a special moment for the Kilgallen family. Daly said, “I’ve had the great joy of knowing [Dorothy’s] mother and dad for many years since I used to work with her dad when he was heading up the old international news service operations overseas, particularly during the war. Well, today at St. Patrick Cathedral, Dorothy’s mother and father, Jim and Mae, were given a certificate by Cardinal Spellman because in this year 1962, they will observe their golden wedding anniversary.” (https://tinyurl.com/y7ejdpcu)

			Kilgallen beamed at Daly’s words, a proud daughter for sure. She was also in a merry mood for having been selected again, as one of “America’s best dressed women.”

			[image: ]

			Another indication of the program’s popularity happened in 1960 when the popular satirical magazine Mad included a cartoon spoofing the show. Kilgallen’s cartoon name was “Miss Dorothy Kilbottle,” with no explanation provided.

			In a column at this time, United Press International reporter Jack O’Brian rated the program among all those aired on the various networks. After choosing the show as the best in its category, he named John Daly, who actually played poker with Jim Kilgallen, as the best host because he “holds his four trained egos in neat rein while keeping the show moving along at a properly brisk pace.” O’Brian then turned to Kilgallen, writing, “Used to be Dorothy Kilgallen couldn’t eagerly scrutinize a coat label or eye a lady’s jib or analyze the richness or lack of same in fabric or jewelry without pens immediately being snapped in fists all over [the country] and we could receive irate letters accusing Dolly Mae of snobbishness.” After stating that times had changed and that Kilgallen was only “learning something about the backgrounds of the show’s targets,” the reporter added, “Arlene Francis plays it more for laughs while Dorothy plays to win.”

			Interestingly enough, Kilgallen herself, in another indicator of her enormous popularity, was parodied on an episode of the popular cartoon series The Flintstones.
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			On November 10, 1961, in season 2, episode 9 titled “The Little White Lie,” Fred lies to Wilma so he can go play poker with the boys. He ends up a big winner but doesn’t want Wilma to know he lied about where he went since she had other plans for him. Thinking quickly as only Fred can do, he takes the money and sticks it in Barney’s dilapidated wallet and then tells Wilma they found the wallet on the way home. Wilma, always the honest one in the family, buys Fred’s story but then telephones her friend “Daisy Kilgranite” at the Bedrock Chronicle, gives her what is the bogus story, and asks Daisy to put an ad in the newspaper to find the owner.

			The program cuts to Kilgranite’s office and although she is an older character than Kilgallen was at the time (she also has short white hair and wears glasses, a flowery hat, a necklace, and earrings), her mannerisms and language are pure Dorothy. Of course, Fred’s scheme is exposed in the end, but Wilma is ever the forgiving soul. (https://tinyurl.com/y4h24fn7).

			Little known today is that Kilgallen and Arlene Francis appeared on the November 8, 1965 edition of the CBS daytime program To Tell the Truth. One may wonder how this could have happened since Kilgallen had been found dead earlier in the day as will be explained. The reason was that the show, which featured Kilgallen and Francis as well as actress Joan Crawford, had been taped on the second of November. In a new wrinkle to the popular show, each wore a black veil and had their voices distorted as the audience attempted to guess who was the real Joan Crawford. At the end of the program, newscaster Douglas Edwards announced the passing of Kilgallen, paying tribute to her many accomplishments in the field of entertainment. Unfortunately, tape of the show was wiped away a few days later, thus leaving no recording of it in existence today.

			In addition, Kilgallen appeared on an episode of To Tell the Truth as a panelist alongside Tom Poston, Johnny Carson, and actress Dina Merrill. The host was Bud Collyer and after Kilgallen’s introduction, she said, “I’m happy to be here but scared. You’re all so good and this isn’t my line!” (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s6P2IHOtQSU)

			***

			Kilgallen’s celebrity status permitted her to frequent the famous Broadway watering holes of the day, including the Copacabana and the Stork Club, where the Kennedys hung out. Phyllis Layred recalled seeing the famous columnist late at night partying with others who were famous, including columnist Bob Considine, who called Phyllis, “Phil.”

			[image: ]

			Layred, an impressive woman in her nineties, told this author in late 2019, “My sister Barbara Jean was close friends with Dorothy and one of the bridesmaids at her wedding at St. Patrick’s Cathedral. I saw Dorothy and since she knew my sister so well, she would wave at me at the Copa and other bars and restaurants. She always looked stunning, laughed a lot, looked great on What’s My Line?” Layred added, “Barbara talked about the wedding, exciting, she was very intimidated about St. P’s cathedral. I saw Dorothy with her husband Richard but he seemed kinda sappy. Nice looking, looked weak to me, that was the way I felt about him. Couldn’t figure out what she saw in Richard. So many attractive men. Such an exciting time.”

			During this time, singer Johnnie Ray burst onto the national scene with the bestselling songs “Cry” and “The Little White Cloud That Cried.” His album featuring “Please, Mr. Sun” became another of his hit records. A top music publication lauded his “lachrymose, ranting style.” This inspired several nicknames, among them “Prince of Wails,” “Nabob of Sob,” and “the Atomic Ray.” (Video of Ray on Edward R. Murrow’s Person to Person program available at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L6RjaGS_Qlo&t=107s.)

			Kilgallen mentioned the crooner in her “Voice of Broadway” column, writing, “A simply awful thing has happened to me. How am I going to say it? Goodness, it’s too frightful really. (Steel yourself, girl. Get it off your bodice once and for all.) All right. Here it is. I’ve come to just love Johnnie Ray’s record of ‘Please Mr. Sun.’ Now will anybody ever speak to me again?” 

			[image: ]

			Kilgallen decided to check out Ray’s performance herself. In April 1952, Ray appeared at the high-society Copacabana along with the “Famous Copa Girls.” The billing also featured ventriloquist Jimmy Nelson, famous for his Nestlé chocolate commercials featuring Farfel the Dog.

			On the tenth of that month, a quarrel between Kilgallen and husband Richard broke out when he made a disparaging remark about Johnnie Ray’s singing prowess on the couple’s WOR radio show. Always keen to report Kilgallen’s news and views, the Saturday Evening Post noted that the couple “almost came to crockery throwing” over the episode.

			[image: ]

			Along with Kilgallen, celebrities who flocked to the popular Broadway nightclubs including the Copa to see their favorite stars included mobster Frank Costello, allegedly the Copa’s true owner through a front man, Frank Sinatra, who appeared there, and J. Edgar Hoover, the pug-faced, power-hungry FBI director who enjoyed being treated as a celebrity despite having nothing to do with the entertainment arena. Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis first launched their act at the Copa, and the Barry Manilow song “Copacabana“ was named after the trendy nightclub.

			When Ray performed his hit, “Walkin’ My Baby Back Home,” at the Copa, Kilgallen joined the SRO crowd with a standing ovation. In her “Voice of Broadway” column the next day, she wrote of Ray, “Endsville. He held the town’s toughest audience spellbound (or maybe it was paralyzed with astonishment).”

			***

			On June 12, 1953, Kilgallen attended Queen Elizabeth II’s coronation. Wearing a tiara, Kilgallen looked stunning in a silver gown with ten thousand embroidered jewels and pearls encrusted at the scalloped neckline. A white mink cape lined with silver lamé completed an outfit truly fit for a media queen. Kilgallen’s coverage of the coronation earned her a Pulitzer Prize nomination, surprisingly the only one she received during her long and illustrious journalistic career.

			When the queen visited Williamsburg, Virginia in 1957, “a press plane carrying reporters that had been following her Canadian tour taxied up to the airport terminal” according to a New York Post account. “As the door of the plane opened,” the report stated, “some of the most bedraggled ill-use, sagging newspaperwomen in America hustled down the ramp loaded down under typewriters, portfolios, attaché cases, etc. Last of all came Dorothy Kilgallen, slim, poster perfect, smiling, daintily toeing her way downward, unwrinkled, unruffled, fresh-faced, in a brown suit with a chinchilla beret, carrying a makeup case and little else.”

			Whether the queen noticed Kilgallen upon arrival is unknown, but while many of the “Voice on Broadway” column readers were most interested in her top-notch expertise as a gossip columnist, Kilgallen continued to write front-page stories featuring her favorite subjects: crime and criminal trials. To that end, the headline-making case Kilgallen tackled involved the Cleveland murder trial of Dr. Sam Sheppard, on trial for killing his wife. He swore he was innocent and that a “bushy-haired, one armed man” whom he had confronted in their home struck Mrs. Sheppard with a sharp metal object twenty-seven times.

			Prior to jury instructions, Judge Edward Blythin asked to meet Kilgallen privately. The two posed for photos while chatting. Later, Bob Considine, writing for the Hearst syndicate, described Kilgallen’s star power: “Dorothy’s daily arrivals at the little courtroom in Cleveland where Sam Sheppard was on trial were not unlike the arrival at home plate of Mickey Mantle with the bases filled. All the girl wanted was to get on with the story, do her job, but the jury, judge, defense attorney, prosecution and warring families of the accused murderer and the deceased all seemed straining to get her autograph.”

			[image: ]

			Reporting such hard-edge news caused the elite of the New York City reporting world to take special notice of Kilgallen. The legendary Damon Runyon, impressed with Kilgallen’s exploits, wrote of her:

			She has soft, dark hair, and huge, appealing eyes that gaze at you with an expression of infinite innocence buried in their azure depths. She looks so young and helpless that you say to yourself, “My goodness, I must assist this poor child in her work. I must have shied her from the rough edges of life…” Then you turn your watchfulness to the hard-eyed members of the sterner sex, and you are positively shocked when you pick up the Journal the next day and discover that the little girl with the eyes of a gazelle has scooped your eyes off. Ah yes, that Kilgallen girl.

			Asked at the time why Kilgallen had become so successful as a reporter, her father Jim told the New York Post, “This is the greatest working newspaperwoman alive. She’s friendly with everyone she works with but first of all she is a newspaperwoman. She’ll be sitting in court and suddenly have an angle in the testimony and bang, she is out like a dart dictating to her office.” (This skill would come in handy later when Kilgallen covered the Jack Ruby trial.)

			 Jim added, “Some people have criticized her for this, but hell, she’s a newspaperwoman first. Hell, she’s even done that to me. First, you think, ‘That little brat, my own daughter!’ Then you start to think, ‘Why didn’t I think of that?’ and you realize and respect her for what she is—one hell of a newspaper gal.”

			Meanwhile, that “Kilgallen girl” continued to be enamored with singer Johnnie Ray. As was apparently Marilyn Monroe, who appeared with him in Irving Berlin’s 1954 Twentieth Century Fox musical-comedy-drama, There’s No Business Like Show Business. (More about the Dorothy/Marilyn/Johnnie triad to come.)

			In fact, the singer and the famous actress appeared at all of New York City’s watering holes while promoting the film. Photos of the two and ones of Kilgallen with the crooner were commonplace during this time.

			More fully documenting Kilgallen’s appearance at the Sam Sheppard trial was a November 13, 1954, TV Guide article entitled, “Dorothy Kilgallen: Girl Reporter.” Confirming Kilgallen as the most famous reporter of her time, the article, written under the byline “A Television Star Covers Cleveland’s Sheppard Trial,” began:

			[image: ]
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			Television’s Dorothy Kilgallen found herself, as the drama of “The State of Ohio versus Dr. Samuel Sheppard,” rocketed along, laying the feminine lead in the case which surrounded the famous Cleveland trial.

			In her role of nationally syndicated newspaper columnist and girl reporter, the sharp-witted What’s My Line? panelist received almost as much prominence as the handsome society osteopath, accused of killing his wife. Her fame enabled her to get closer to the principals in the case than other member of the television, radio, or press crews. She also was besieged by autograph collectors and photographers and, believe it or not, was dragged into the long-drawn-out wrangle over the selection of the jury.

			[image: ]

			Kilgallen was quoted in the article as saying, “I’ve been working hard since I was 17 years old to get where I am now and although the attention slows me down, I am grateful to give autographs.” Regarding her “working hard,” the TV Guide journalist wrote:

			[image: ]

			She arrived by plane at 4 a.m. Monday, after appearing on What’s My Line? Sunday night. She was in bed at her hotel by 5, up again at 8, and at the courthouse at 9:45. At 4:30 p.m., she caught a plane back to New York for an evening with her three children and her husband, Broadway producer Richard Kollmar.

			Up Tuesday at 5:30 a.m. she and her husband recorded two sessions of their daily 15-minute radio program. And before noon Dotty was back in Cleveland. In addition to all of this, she found time to do her daily column ‘Voice of Broadway,’ which runs in approximately 100 newspapers, and, oh yes, to write those colorful, day-to-day stories of the trial which brought her to Cleveland in the first place.

			Listening to the evidence during the nine-week trial, Kilgallen had doubts about Sheppard’s guilt, telling readers, “He is either a brutal killer or a man in a nightmare.” When the jury voted for conviction, the newspaper headline read, “Dorothy Kilgallen on Sheppard Trial, ASTOUNDED BY VERDICT SEES REVERSAL POSSIBLE.”

			The accompanying story stated:

			The prosecutors for the State of Ohio did not prove [Sheppard] was guilty any more than they proved there were pin-headed men on Mars…I have covered a score and more of murder trials. This was the first time I have ever seen what I believed to be miscarriage of justice in a murder case. It is the first time I have ever been scared by the jury system and I mean scared.
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