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  PREFACE


  Marilyn Monroe.


  The mere name alone represents different images for different people. For some, it suggests the absolute standard of female sensuality. Beauty. Grace. Sophistication. For others, insecurity
  comes to mind. Misery. Tragedy. However, in order to appreciate the complex and fascinating life of this enigmatic star, one must attempt to put aside any preconceived notions about
  hercertainly no easy feat, considering her iconic status.


  Perhaps the first step toward truly understanding Marilyn is to accept that all of the vivid images conjured by her name are truefrom the good to the bad, the glorious to the tragic.
  Indeed, she was a woman who enjoyed and suffered a wide spectrum of experiences, many that are well known and quite a fewas you will read on these pagesthat have remained private and
  undisclosed until now. Still, her devoted fans have always felt that theyve known her well. Some who admire her without reservation can be moved to tears by the memory of a certain, maybe
  haunting, performance she gave on film. They fall into a group of devotees who would sacrifice almost anything to have their idol back among the livingonly this time healthy and happy. To
  them, she is someone to be adored and placed high on a pedestalpreferably in a pose befitting her cinematic royalty. Others who are more circumspect view her as a spoiled
  Hollywood celebrity. They see her life as a cautionary tale of the dangers of excessive superstardom. To them, she is someone to be pitied as much as loved. Again, though all judgments and musings
  about her have an element of truth, there is a group Id like to invite you to join with the reading of this biographythe select group of people who simply want one thing: the
  truth.


  To say that much has been written about Marilyn Monroe is an understatement if ever there was one. Yet during the time I spent researching this book, I was surprised by just how muddled and
  conflicting the previous accounts of her life have been over the years. I also learned that there are some intriguing reasons why many of the stories about Marilyn have felt at arms length
  from her, as if her time on this earth had been viewed through a diffusion filter. For one thing, many fantastic legends about her have been accepted as fact. Therefore, separating truth from
  fiction is not an easy taskespecially since a good deal of the fanciful tales about her were created by the lady herself! Then theres the residue of old Hollywoods public
  relations tactics. Some of those who were personally involved in Marilyns life were products of a vastly different era. Once upon a time, there was a hands-off policy when it came to the
  images of celebrities, and there is to this day, among surviving members of that community, a feeling of reverencea respect for the way the studios wanted us to view movie stars . . . from a
  distance.


  However, Marilyns presence, both on screen and off, promised something quite different. She often appeared open and available, as if the answer to anything you wanted to know about her
  was just a question away. That, though, was an illusion. You see, Marilyn Monroe had a love-hate relationship with the truth, and at times with reality itself. Its no great mystery why she
  so desperately tried to avoid the truth. Often it was agonizing, unbearable, and, she hoped, escapable. Why? Because, Marilynthe picture of glamour and confidence to the outside
  worldwas a woman far more troubled than most people knew. Though she would try to hide it from the world with her seamless portrayal of style and wit, those closest to her
  were privy to her deepest, darkest secret: She feared for her own sanity. Because her grandmother and mother were committed to insane asylums, Marilyn lived with the constant threat of impending
  madness. The often heartwrenching war she fought with her own mind has never, until now, been properly examined and presented. Thankfully for this biography, many of Marilyns contemporaries
  were convinced to come forward and discuss the specifics of her secret battle. These interviewees, many in the twilight of their lives, were vital to the completion of this book. In part, I believe
  their cooperation came with the realization that certain details of Marilyns life had not yet been accurately revealed, and that the truth of her struggles would die with them.


  Much of what can be taken from Marilyn Monroes story is inspirational. After all, she is a woman who overcame seemingly insurmountable odds to become not only adored and respected but
  also, arguably, the biggest movie star in all the world. While a large part of her life was spent building and maintaining her career, in private Marilyn was passionate in her quest for
  family. She sought the permanency that the notion of a family promised. Sadly, it rarely delivered. Undaunted, she maintained close relationships with a mother who was constantly being
  institutionalized and a half sister the world didnt know existed. On these pages, you will read about those fascinating relationships for the first time, and numerous others that have been
  previously misunderstood. Marilyn also went to great lengths to identify and then meet her father. Indeed, her quest for genuine and meaningful bonding would continue throughout her life.


  Perhaps the real story of this woman revolves around something sheat her bestpossessed in great abundance: hope. She believed throughout her entire time on this earth that anything
  was possible, and she often proved just that. Those who find it difficult to read the unsettling details of her life outlined in this book should remember that, even toward the very end, Marilyn
  had moments when she believed ultimate happiness to be just within her grasp. In fact, if there is one thing that set her apart from most people, it was her ability to maintain
  an urgency to the present moment. She believed that her now was more important than her past and future. Sadly, while she attempted to remain in the present, her past haunted her
  almost as much as her future frightened her.


  Marilyn Monroe was so much more than just a famous movie star. She was a vulnerable soul, a generous spirit, and a brave soldier in a devastating battle with her own mind. Attempting to explain
  her difficult journey is the challenge I set for myself with this book. At the heart of the story, I discovered a very different kind of Marilyn, a woman far more complex and seriousand
  maybe even tragicthan the one I thought I knew.


  
    
  


  PROLOGUE


  The cavernous arena is electric, its walls vibrating with applause one moment, laughter the next. Yet at the end of one of its long hallways and
  sitting behind a closed door is a woman having an experience all her own. Just minutes earlier, she had breezed through a crowd of onlookers and backstage technicians with a confident smile and a
  glamorous way. At this moment, however, while waiting for a drink shed requested of a stagehand, she seems to shiver with apprehension. Theyre making fun of me, she
  tells the young man as he offers her a glass of New York City tap water. Listen. But he cant follow her direction, for he is too taken aback by how her eyes are locked on his .
  . . how she is talking to him . . . and how she is . . . Marilyn Monroe. Indeed, even though he shook hands with the president of the United States less than an hour ago,
  this is the moment he will always treasure.


  Moments earlier, the woman was an emotional wreck, confused and panicked when she popped her head out of her dressing room to ask him for the favor of a drink. But now she is looking to him for
  something altogether different. Perspective. Reassurance. Maybe even wisdom. After its clear that he is nearly immobilized by her presence, she drops her look of concern and smiles
  knowingly. After all, hes just another one, and she knows itanother one of the millions of men who love her. One thing he doesnt know, however, is
  something that might surprise him: She loves him back.


  By May 19, 1962, Marilyn Monroe had whittled down her circle of close friends to a precious fewor perhaps the circumstances of her life had done it for her. Along the way, there had been
  many who tried to talk her through her bouts of anxiety or paranoia. However, their efforts were almost always in vain. Marilyn was convinced that she knew better. In a heartbreaking catch-22,
  those dearest to her would throw up their hands and surrender to her need to be righteven if what she was correct about was her own misery. Without anyone left in her world able to lift her
  from her darkest periods, she would spend the majority of her time alone . . . thinkingwhich was, of course, exactly what kept her in such despair. Therefore, it would often be in small
  moments like this onetime spent with a starstruck stranger rendered speechless in her presencethat she would be reminded of who she was, and of what was expected of her.


  She pushes away from the wall shes been leaning against and approaches the young man. Once standing before him, she bends forward, holds his ears between her palms, and kisses the top of
  his head. Thank you, she says in a soft voice. Now I need to get ready.


  As he slips out of the room, he notices her moving to a large mirror, sighing loudly. She begins laughing as he pulls the knoband then, when the door clicks shut: silence, again. This
  strange behavior leaves him thinking what everyone else backstage that night has been: What is going on in there? Not just in that dressing room, but inside that beautiful head of hers.


  Marilyn had practiced so hard for that performance, explained her friend Susan Strasberg, far too much if you ask me. It was too important to her. All she had to do was sing
  Happy Birthday. Most performers could have done that with their eyes closed.


  Marilyn, of course, was not most performers. In fact, she wasnt even most people. Rather, she was a woman waging a specific battle fought by many in the world
  on a daily basis: mental illness. Her mood swings and unpredictable behavior were usually viewed by her public as mere eccentricities incidental to who Marilyn Monroe was as a
  woman. Yet the difficult emotional tug-of-war she endured for much of her life, ignored by almost everyone, may have been her most defining characteristic.


  On this night, however, why would Marilyn, globally recognized as a major celebrity, think that she was being made fun of? While she had often wrongly believed in the past that the worst was
  being thought and said about her, on this evening she happened to be right. They were making fun of her.


  By this time in her history, gallons of newspaper ink had been used to describe to the world just who Marilyn Monroe wasthat was nothing new. However, in the weeks leading up to this
  performance at Madison Square Garden in New York City, much of that ink was used to explain that she was, above all, irresponsible. She had been chronically late or completely absent for the making
  of her most recent filma production from which she would ultimately be fired. The world knew about it and didnt care. After all, she was Marilyn Monroe. In the publics
  collective reasoning, she had carte blanche. Those who had been fans for at least the last decade viewed her mounting unpredictability as a necessary eviljust one of the things that made
  Marilyn . . . Marilyn. However, the truth was that her increasingly troubling behavior was much more than just a stars idiosyncrasy, to be joked about over cocktails. It was a sign that
  something was terribly wrong with her.


  Onstage that night, many renowned performers were assembled to celebrate the birthday of President John F. Kennedy. Frank Sinatra was present, as were Diahann Carroll, Jack Benny, Henry Fonda,
  Leontyne Price, and many other luminaries. Each of them took to the stage to perform after being introduced in a dignified manner. Marilyn, however, received a very different introduction.


  Mr. President, Marilyn Monroe, the distinguished British actor Peter Lawford intoned numerous times throughout the evening. However, the gag of these many
  introductions was that when her arrival was announced, the spotlight would swing to the side of the stage and thennothing. She wouldnt appear. Everyone would laugh,
  of course. After all, it had become a not-so-inside joke that Marilyn Monroe was a woman upon whom nobody could depend. Funny? Not particularly, especially if one took the time to examine just
  why she had become so unreliable.


  She had been in on the joke that night, of course, and had even seemed tickled that her eventual appearance would be teased throughout the four-hour-long event. Indeed, as had often been the
  case in Marilyns life, she knew that the publics expectations of her revolved around what they thought she lacked, not what she possessed. Most people didnt think of
  talent when they thought of Marilyn, Dean Martin once observed. They saw this creature who happened to be blessed with the beauty of a goddess and the brain of a peacock.
  However, Marilyn was no dumb blonde; she was much more intelligent than most people realized. For years she had used her intellectual abilities to conceal her most private struggles.


  Once again, every ounce of willpower would be brought to bear this evening in order that the mere mortal could transform herself into the goddess the world had come to know and love. When
  Marilyn finally took the stage, the theater erupted into thunderous applause. She was charismatic, empowered, and, of course, spectacularly beautiful. Peter Lawford watched her wriggle toward him,
  her steps restricted to tiny strides due to her sheer gowns tightly tailored hem. After delivering a final punch line to the running joke of the eveningMr. President, the
  late . . . Marilyn Monroehe reached toward the stars ample bosom and took from her an ermine fur. There she stood, looking almost naked, wrapped only in her ethereal
  beauty, shimmering in sequins, beads, and sparkling light.


  Alone now, she waited for the crowds reaction to wane before she could start to sing. It didnt for quite some time. The applause became less apparent, though, as a low-pitched
  throng of gasps and cheers came forth, mostly from the men in attendance. In fact, there was a full thirty seconds between the moment her outfit was revealed and the time she was able to begin
  singing. During that time, the audiences reaction changed from hoots and hollers to audible mumbles and, finally, to smatterings of laughter. She held her hands at her brow
  in order to shield her eyes from the spotlight, maybe hoping to see more clearly the man of honora man she had hoped might one day be more to her than just her commander in chief. Then,
  after a particularly loud guffaw from a man in one of the first few rows, Marilyns shoulders dropped and she sighed audibly. Eventually, deciding not to wait for silence, she started to sing
  while the masses continued expressing their reaction.


  Happy birthday . . . to you, she cooed, her voice a sexyand maybe just a tad off-keywhisper. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday . . . Mr.
  Pre-si-dent. Happy birthday to you. The room continued its rowdy response as she did her best to give her public what it wantedan unmistakable and very specific memory of
  Marilyn Monroe. Finishing the first chorus, she motioned for the audience to join inEverybody! Happy birthday . . .  The crowd responded to her invitation by taking up the song
  and trying to follow her somewhat erratic, arm-waving conducting.


  After she finished her performance, a man approached Marilyn from behind. While the cameras cut to a birthday cake being wheeled in, she was escorted from the stage and away from a moment in
  which she had wanted to participate: President John F. Kennedy climbing the stairs to the stage to say a few words of appreciation. Marilyn had wanted to simply give him a quick peck and then
  shuffle back offstage. Yet there were many who felt that she was too unpredictable that night, too erratic. Yes, there was some anxiety surrounding her appearance, recalled Diahann
  Carroll. I cant say that I knew why, or what was going on. But I do remember a certain level of . . . tension. Some people were quite . . . edgy.


  Once backstage, Marilyn heard the president express his gratitude for her performance. Now I can retire from politics, he said, after having Happy Birthday
  sung to me in such a sweet and wholesome way. A couple of months prior, she had told JFK how her ex-husband, Joe DiMaggio, wanted her to retire from show business to be his wife. Now,
  hearing his words, a look of astonishment crossed her face. Later, she would ask his sister, Pat Kennedy Lawford, if he had made the statement for her benefit. The reasonable
  response to her question was most certainly no. However, at that point, Marilyns supply of reason had been dwindling for quite some time. She had begun living her life in clearly defined
  segments of clarity and confusion. For years Marilyn Monroe had been able to use her craft to perpetuate an illusion. Indeed, the star that people saw toward the end of her life was but a shell
  gamea well-crafted presentation of someone who had disappeared years ago . . . that is, if she ever really existed.




  
    
  


  PART ONE


  The Beginning


  
    
  


  Norma Jeanes Foster Mother, Ida


  How to describe Ida Bolender? With dark brown eyes behind large, round spectacles on an elongated and severe face, she looked like the classic
  schoolmarm. She could have been attractive, had she been interested. However, she didnt have time to worry about superficialities. Her hairstyle spoke volumes. Cut bluntly just below her
  ears and unevenly around her head, her hair looked as if shed taken scissors and chopped away without any forethought. The total effect was a haphazard, inky black coif around her head. Her
  clothing also said much about her. She wore the same type of dress every daya short-sleeved frock that hung loosely on her frame like a gunnysack. She called this garment, functional and
  practical, her house dress. Though still a young woman of just thirty-seven, she was such a model of efficiency and diligence she seemed much oldermaybe in her fifties. She was
  always busy, whether with a full schedule of housework or with the days errands of devotion to the Hawthorne Community Church in Hawthorne, California, of which she was a
  parishioner.1


  To some, Ida seemed a somewhat cold and unfeeling woman who, despite being a foster mother, didnt really take to children. Sometimes she appeared distant and remote, which is why there
  was some question as to whether she sincerely had the desire to raise children or simply had an interest in the money she received to take care of themroughly twenty-five dollars a week per
  child from either the childs family or the State of California.2 It wasnt a fair characterization. In fact, Ida had opened her
  home to underprivileged children during the challenging 1920s. This was a time when scores of young people were being put up for adoption, due in part to a floundering economy, and also to the
  needs of a growing number of young women who felt a calling to enter the workforce. Though she certainly had no interest in business, Ida did want a better life, one her husbands meager
  salary as a mailman could not provide. The extra income she received from foster parenting may not have been plentiful, but it was enough for her to feel some worth and also a certain degree of
  independence. Moreover, as her foster daughter Nancy Jeffrey explains, One of the reasons Ida may have appeared disconnected was because she was hearing impaired and without the benefit of a
  hearing aid. She often had to read lips, especially as she got older. A proud woman, Ida Bolender would just as soon people think she was hearing what they were telling her when she really
  wasnt. Thus her seeming aloofness.


  The daughter of devout Baptists, Ida was taught that an abundance of pride was the devils work. Therefore, she rarely acknowledged her own achievements, such as good grades in school or
  being popular with other students. Her parents were strict and uncompromising. Every day was a test from God. Pass or fail (and she usually failed, according to them anyway, especially her mother),
  it was sure to be a long and difficult exam. Her parents had instilled in her so urgent a sense of responsibility and duty, shed allowed her youth on a small farm near Buffalo, New York, to
  pass her by without ever having much fun.


  In 1918, after living a chaste early adulthood, Ida married a quiet, gentle man named Albert Wayneknown primarily by his middle name. Hed also been raised on a farm, this one in
  Brown County, Ohio. Since he had been brought up with essentially the same beliefs as Ida, he had simple, attainable goals for the future. In fact, the couple had no plans when they married, other
  than to work hard, pray hard, and try to live what they both viewed as decent lives based on scripture. They moved to California in 1919


  Besides foster caring, Ida had few passions in lifeand, truthfully, being a foster mother wasnt as much a passion for her as it was a duty. However, as a fervent
  member of her church, she was quite enthusiastic about fund-raising. The church held bake sales and raffles, but its most lucrative venture by far was its widely praised rummage sale. Women would
  travel great distances to pick through the discarded belongings of the churchs many parishioners while searching for just the right hat, dress, or other clothing at a price that could be
  considered a steal. However, not only would the possessions of churchgoers go up for sale, but other items as well. According to the familys history, in order to enhance her
  own sales table, Ida formed a secret alliance with a woman named Anna Raymond, a seamstress in Hollywood who would bring boxes chock-full of items to the Bolender residence on a monthly basis.
  These pieces were mostly garments that Ida would never think to wear, such as colorful flapper dresses, ornate costume jewelry with enormous imitation stones, or high-heeled shoes that made Ida
  shudder. Its a safe assumption that these items were leftovers from various film productions, but just how Miss Raymond happened to come into possession of them is, all these years later,
  impossible to ascertain.


  Over the years, Ida often spoke to other members of her congregation about certain women in her community she felt were too boastful. Inevitably, these were ladies who flaunted
  their femininity to get what they wanted, conduct Ida viewed as tantamount to a mortal sin. As it would happen, a woman whose behavior fit just that description came into Idas life in a
  place that might seem ironic: the Hawthorne Community Church. Indeed, whenever Ida Bolender stood watch at her rummage-sale table, she looked forward to selling as much of her tacky merchandise as
  possible to one eager customer in particularher neighbor across the street, Della Monroe.


  Norma Jeanes Grandmother, Della


  By 1925 standards, forty-nine-year-old Della Monroe was certainly not a wealthy woman, but she still had a craving for extravagance. Without the
  ability to purchase particularly lavish items at retail prices, she hunted down bargains wherever she couldeven in places where she didnt feel particularly welcome. Descending the
  steps into the basement of the Hawthorne Community Church, she had to have heard the judgmental whispers of those who wouldnt have used the word elegant to describe her
  secondhand fur and costume jewelry.


  In her prime, Della had been a spectacularly attractive woman. Back then, a mane of full, thick brunette tresses had framed an almost constantly smiling face set with stunning blue-green eyes.
  She was eye-catching and full of life. However, time had not been kind. Her skin, once so porcelain and smooth, had loosened and lost its glow. Now she appeared unkempt, her hair thinning to wiry
  locks that seemed to lie lifeless atop her head. It hadnt simply been the expected signs of aging that altered Della, either. She had once been gregarious with a quick wit and exuberant
  personality. There had always been a dazzling smile under her bright red lipstick. However, over time, the light behind her eyes began to flicker. As she got older, she became remote. It was as if
  a great distance had come between the world and Della Monroes experience of it. Everyone she knew noticed this gradual change in her, but no one knew what to do about it. Actually, it had
  started with the birth of her children.


  The way I heard it, she would fall into deep depressions after having the babies, recalled Louise Adams, whose mother was the secretary to Reverend Charles Lewis, pastor of the
  Hawthorne Community Church. My mother said [Della] would cry uncontrollably at the drop of a dime [sic], and she had never been one to cry. Then she would be fine. But a few days
  later, she would start crying again, for no apparent reason, and she would cry for days, or at least it seemed like it. Then, fine. She wouldnt eat and got painfully thin.
  She couldnt sleep. No one knew what was wrong with her, but there wasnt much anyone could do back then but just worry about it and hope for the best.


  Its possible, of course, that Della Monroe was suffering from postpartum depression. However, with modern obstetrics procedures just starting to be developed in the early 1900s, grave
  symptoms such as hers were often ignored or just attributed to baby blues and not taken seriously. In her case, though, whatever was happening to her as a result of her pregnancies
  would be a harbinger of things to come. Of course no one knows for sure, but the familys belief is that Dellas pregnancies triggered a mental illness in her that was never
  reversed.


  Time, however, could not steal from Della the memories of her untamed youth. She had often welcomed the wandering eyes of the opposite sex, which threatened her peers and made the possibility of
  having many close girlfriends remote. Therefore, when she sought companionship, it was usually in the company of men. Indeed, earlier in her life, Della would happily share a stiff drink with a
  fellow, often with no desire at all for any sort of romantic relationship. She was one of the guys during many happy hours at the local watering hole, which led to a good number of
  groggy late-night encounters of the intimate variety, and of course the inevitable tongue-wagging of women familiar with her behavior.


  Now past her prime, Della was living with a man named Charles Grainger at her home on East Rhode Island Street in Hawthorne. She insisted they were man and wife, but no one ever saw a marriage
  certificatenor did anyone believe theyd ever been wed. Though her desire for male attention had weakened, Dellas instinct to package herself in what she considered stylish
  attire remainedthus her visit to church on this day in October 1925, where she would meet her neighbor across the street, thirty-seven-year-old Ida Bolender.


  Obviously, Dellas life had been very different from Idas. Whereas Della had always been a free spirit who enjoyed what would most certainly have been considered in the early 1900s
  a loose morality, Idas personality was constricted by a rigid religious code. Had Ida been aware of some of Dellas past experiences, she wouldnt have allowed
  herself to even share the same oxygen with her. As it was, the two women formed an unusual bond. In fact, for her wardrobe, Della had come to depend upon the constant stream of garish garments and
  baubles found only at Idas booth at the rummage sale. Over time, Ida would even leave a smattering of the gaudiest of merchandise on displayclothing and other items that no one else
  would ever think to purchaseknowing full well that even these most offensive pieces would be eagerly snapped up by Della.


  As Dellas style dealer, Ida made a decent amount of money for the churchand possibly even a bit for herself. Eventually, she even opened up her home to Della in order
  that she might purchase items without waiting for the next sale. On one such occasion in October 1925, Della noted how well-behaved two foster children being raised by Ida were, and then mentioned
  that her own daughter, twenty-five-year-old Gladys Baker, was pregnant with her third child. The pregnancy posed quite a problem, she explained, since Gladys was not married. Gladys had been
  pursuing a career in Hollywood, Della said, working for Consolidated Studios as a film cutter. In fact, as she went on, Della had actually given her some of the clothing she had purchased from Ida.
  She wanted to brighten her daughters days, she said, because shed never been the same since giving up the first two children she bore. Both were now being raised by her ex-husband and
  his new wife. After losing them, Della admitted, Gladys became a heavy drinker.


  As it happened, Della was getting ready to join her husband, Charles, in India, where hed been transferred by the oil company for which he worked. She was going to leave in December. He
  didnt seem anxious to see her, though. In a postcard to her, he wrote that he felt the trip would be too much for her and that perhaps she should stay where you are for
  an indefinite period of time. Dellas mind was made up, though. However, she told Ida that she was worried about what might happen to Gladys and the new baby. Im not
  going to be around to see to it that things are okay, she explained. Ida said, Well, maybe you should stay behind until you know they are okay. Della thought
  it over a moment and decided, No, I dont think so.


  During that conversation, Ida became very concerned not so much about what might happen to Gladys, but over the future of the child she was carrying. It was clear to Ida that not only were
  Gladyss work schedule and social life going to be an issue in raising the new baby, but there was also another undeniable truth, one to do with morality. There was a question about the
  paternity of Gladyss pregnancy. Della said that she didnt quite know who the father of her daughters baby wasand any number of men could have been candidates. This
  unfortunate situation was more than just distasteful to Ida, it was unseemly. In her view, neither Gladysgiven what she had heardnor Dellagiven what she had seenwas, as
  she put it, following the Lords path.


  Ida quizzed Della about just how Gladys planned to raise the child, especially if Della was to be out of the country. Would it be in accordance with Gods plan? Had they considered what
  school the young one would attend? Was she going to be able to set a good example for him or her? As Ida saw it, it was an untenable situation, so much that she could barely believe they were even
  discussing it. In her mind, all questions were moot since Gladys wasnt even married, and in this situation, she most certainly should not be allowed to keep that child, she
  said.


  And what about you, Della? Ida asked with a faint smile. You know, youre not the most stable woman, either.


  Dellaaccording to a later recollectionseemed to not be able to connect to what Ida was talking about. On some level, though, she must have known that Ida was referring to her
  unpredictable mood swings, and especially her insistence of late that she was the subject of some sort of surveillance. When I leave the house, I know Im being followed,
  she had often told Ida. As long as they know that I know, I feel Im fine. However, I never let my guard down. Im not a stupid woman. Paranoia had become such a recurring theme in Dellas life that her friends had begun to disregard it, even if they did find it upsetting.


  If Gladys cant raise that child, Ida told her candidly, I certainly dont think you can, either.


  It doesnt make any difference, Della told her, because Im going to India, and Im not coming back.


  None of this made sense to Ida. She was twelve years younger than Della, but it was Della who must have seemed like the immature one to her. At the very least, she couldnt imagine how
  this woman could leave the country when her child was in trouble. Moreover, she couldnt fathom how any mother could ever have allowed her daughter to find herself in such a predicament.
  You need to think about this, Ida told Della. You and I should discuss this further. Were both mothers. We know whats right.


  In the days to come, Idas continuing attempts to alert Della to the seriousness of the task at hand would lead to an unexpected set of circumstances that would alter the lives of everyone
  involved. No doubt directly related to Idas finger-wagging, the day soon came when Della was able to convince Gladys that she should not be the primary caretaker of the baby she was
  carrying. First of all, it couldnt be denied that she was a woman to whom the night calledand when it did, she answered with a resounding yes. Also, she too had certain other . . .
  problems. Indeed, someone was following Gladys as well. Maybe the same person who had been following Della? Mother and daughter understood each others fears because they shared them.


  Eventually, Della Monroe successfully convinced her daughter, Gladys Baker, that when she had her baby, she should temporarily place it in the care of the very religious and
  righteous woman who lived nearbyIda Bolender.


  Marilyns Mother, Gladys


  From all outward appearances, Gladys Pearl Monroe had always seemed like such a happy youngster, surprising considering her tumultuous youth. She
  was born on May 27, 1900, to Otis and Della Monroe in Piedras Negras, Mexicoat the time called Porfirio Diaz, after Mexicos president Jos de la Cruz Porfirio Daz Mori.
  It was here that her father had found employment with the Pacific Electric Railway. Soon after her birth, the family moved to Los Angeles.


  Gladyss mother, Della, always caused heads to turn as she sashayed down the street. However, she was apparently as tough as she was eye-catching. Early photographs taken of Gladyss
  parents show a handsome, somewhat robust woman with a severe countenance that would be Dellastanding next to a gentleman who looks rather scared to deathOtis. If he ever
  thought he would be able to tell Della what to do, Otis soon found out it was not the case. Della was never one to acquiesce to anyones will. Therefore, the arguments between them started on
  their honeymoon and never ceased. In one of the familys photographs Otis has a deep scar on his cheek, and theres no telling how he got it. However, one thing is clear: He
  doesnt have it in pictures taken before he married Della.


  Soon, Gladys and her brother, Marion Otisborn in 1905 became accustomed to a transient lifestyle as the Monroes moved in and out of nearly a dozen different rented apartments and
  houses in California between 1903 and 1909. Otis, who couldnt keep a job, began to live a reckless and cavalier life. Not only was his drinking a growing problem, but he also started having
  sudden blackouts and frightening memory lapses.


  By 1908, when Otis was just forty-one, his health and emotional state had declined so rapidly it became clear that something was very wrong with him. He was temperamental and unpredictable, and
  his body seemed to always be in a tremulous state. His headaches would become so numbing and severe, he could barely stand. When not physically debilitated, he was filled with
  blind rage. On occasions when he would fly into fits of fury, Della would have no choice but to take their frightened children to a neighbors home and wait for the storm to pass. Doctors
  were at a complete loss to explain Otiss mystifying behavior. Otis has lost his mind, and Im just going to have to come to terms with it, Della wrote in a letter at this
  time.


  In 1909, Otis Monroe died of syphilis of the brain. He was just forty-three. How will I explain this to my children? Della asked the doctors at the hospital. Because the
  professionals were of no help to her, Della simply told Gladys, nine, and Marion, four, that their father had gone mad and died. In years to come, some family members would argue that he actually
  hadnt died an insane man but rather had contracted syphilis, which then led to his death. Others would say that it was precisely because of the syphilis that he had gone insane. Back in the
  early 1900s, though, such distinctions were generally not made outside of the medical community. He went nuts and then went to God, is how Della described it, and she hoped that would
  be the end of it. However, this would most certainly not be the end of it. In fact, a fear of genetic madness would hold the Monroe descendants in its suffocating grip for decades to comeand
  it all started with Dellas declaration that Otis Monroes death was the direct result of insanity.


  After Otis passed away, Dellajust thirty-three years oldwas on her own with two small children. She was attractive and usually fun to be around, but she could also be unpredictably
  volatile and, if in one of her moods of despair, even morose. In March 1912, when she was thirty-five, she married a railway switchman supervisor named Lyle Arthur Graves, six years her junior.
  That union was over quickly. After the divorce, Della began to date an assortment of characters, some respectable but most unsavory, who came and went from her life swiftly, most not before
  spending at least one amorous night with her. In fact, it was at this time, after the end of her second marriage, that Della developed a looser sense of morality and didnt seem particularly
  concerned as to how it might adversely affect or otherwise influence her two children, Gladys, who was now twelve, and Marion, seven.


  By the time she was a teenager, Gladys Monroe wore her chestnut brown hairthough it sometimes appeared more reddishin soft waves and long curls that cascaded luxuriously down her
  back. She was a real looker, with Wedgwood blue eyes, a full mouth, a dazzling set of white teeth, and skin that glowed with vitality. Enviably thin and petite, as an adult she would grow to only
  five feet tall. However, an oversized personality and captivating quality made her well-liked at school and the life of any party.


  When Gladys was about sixteen, her mother banished Marion, eleven, from the household. Because he was constantly in trouble at school and obstreperous at home, Della didnt know what to do
  with him. Disciplining him didnt seem to work. Stubborn and willful, he tried her patience. Therefore, one morning she collected all of his toys and tossed them into a pillowcase. Then, as
  Marion cried softly in the backseat and Gladys sat quietly staring straight ahead in the front passenger seat, Della drove to San Diego. There she left the boy in the care of a cousin, and that was
  the last anyone ever heard of Marion.


  At about this same time, in 1916, Gladys met a young businessman named John Newton Baker, known primarily as Jasper. Hed just moved to Los Angeles from Kentucky after serving in the
  military. Jasper was tall and lanky with a lean, angular face and straight dark hair that he parted with great purpose to one side. Seeming genuinely interested in Gladys from the start, he not
  only wanted to hear about her many problems at home but also assist her in coming up with reasonable solutions. Twelve years her senior, he had more experience than her and seemed eager to insulate
  her from her troubled life and maybe even protect her from future heartache. Therefore, when he asked for her hand in marriage, she eagerly agreed. Della not only accepted the coupling of her young
  daughter with Jasper, she wholeheartedly encouraged it.


  Sixteen-year-old Gladys Monroe took John Newton Baker as her husband on May 17, 1917. They had two children, Robert Kermitnicknamed Jackand Berniece, before
  their marriage began to crumble. It turned out that Jasper was an alcoholic with a violent temper. He beat Gladys, making her young life a misery, often striking her about the head and twice giving
  her concussions. When she finally divorced him, Jasper took both of their children and moved to Kentucky because hed decided shed been an unfit mother. Gladys didnt have any
  say in the matter, and she certainly didnt have the money for an attorney.


  In 1924 Gladys, who was twenty-four, took a second husband, Martin Edward Mortensonknown as Edward. The twenty-seven-year-old son of Norwegian immigrants, Mortenson was not classically
  handsome in the strictest sense of the word, but he was nonetheless a good-looking man with a broad brow, high cheekbones, and a full, wide smile. Tall and solid, he seemed like a stable and
  amiable fellow who only wanted to please and take care of his new wife. It was impossible for him to do so, though, because by the time she was in her mid-twenties it was clear that something was
  terribly wrong with Gladys. Like her mother, she began experiencing mood swings and crying jags. With the marriage all but over after just four months, Edward Mortenson filed for divorce.


  Once she felt free of her matrimonial bonds, though she was not yet divorced, Gladys Baker mirrored her mothers behavior and became notoriously promiscuous. Taking many lovers, she
  developed a terrible reputation at her job at Consolidated Studios, where she worked as a film editor or cutter. Soon she began an affair with a man named Charles Stanley Gifford, a
  sales manager at the company.


  Stanley Gifford was born in Newport, Rhode Island, in 1898. When he was twenty-seven, he moved to Los Angeles after an unsuccessful marriage during which he had fathered two children. He found
  employment at Consolidated, as foreman of the day shift. When Gladys met him, she fell hard. A good-looking man with a thin mustache, dark eyes, and wavy jet black hair, he was both elegant and
  distinctive. Debonair and personable, he was a real lady-killer. He had a quick wit, a wonderful sense of humor, and, as someone who came from a family with a little money, he
  also enjoyed the occasional game of polo. His family had made a fortune in the shipbuilding business and Gifford was well-off enough to be able to afford two houses in Los Angeles during the
  Depression, a bleak period when most people were fortunate to even have one.


  He had a decent job, says his son, Charles Stanley Gifford, who today is eighty-six years old. He had a good life. Along with polo, he enjoyed hunting and fishing. I was
  born in 1922, and he and my mother divorced in 1926. Still, he was a wonderful father to both me and my sister. I knew the only three women that he seriously dated over the years. He married two of
  them, my mother and then his second wife, Mary. Gladys was not one of the three women. The other one was a Catholic woman, a very nice lady he decided not to marry for his own personal
  reasonsnot Gladys. I dont believe he was ever serious about Gladys, or he would have told me about it at one time or another over the years. He said he knew her, they dated casually,
  but that was it. The truth is that Gladys was a very attractive woman and she dated many people back then.


  In late 1925, Gladys learned that she was pregnant. But who was the father? Its been published repeatedly over the years that Gladys didnt have a clue, that she wasnt
  keeping score of her lovers, she was just enjoying them. Thats not the case, though. In fact, she always insisted that Stanley Gifford was the father of her child, and she never wavered from
  that belief. Biographers and other historians over the years have simply not wanted to believe her, citing her mental instability and promiscuity as reasons for doubt. However, it seems unfair to
  conclude that just because Gladys had serious problems, her identification of her daughters paternity should be completely dismissed, especially since she was so consistent about it over the
  years.


  In 1925, when Gladys told Stanley Gifford he was the father of her child, he refused to accept responsibility, claiming that he knew shed been with other men. The more she insisted, the
  angrier he got, until finally he stormed off. She would see him a few more times, but he simply never believed her. She knew she would have to raise the child on her own, and was
  prepared to do soor at least thats what she thought at the time.


  In the 1940s, as we will later see, Gladys would continue to insist that Gifford was the babys father. Then, in the 1960s, she would again confirm what she had been saying all along about
  him. In fact, in 1962, right after the death of Marilyn Monroe, Gladys discussed the actresss paternity with Rose Anne Cooper, a young nurses aide at the Rock Haven Sanitarium in La
  Crescenta. Cooper was just twenty at the time she worked there. Gladys was sixty-two. She was very clear, recalls Cooper. She said that shed been intimate with a number
  of men, and she talked about her past, openly saying that when she was young she was, as she put it, very wild. However, she said that the only kind of intimacy that could have
  resulted in a pregnancy was what she had shared with the man she called Stan Gifford. She said she had always been bothered by the fact that no one seemed to want to believe her, but
  that it was the truth. She said that even her own mother didnt believe her. Everyone thought I was lying, she said, or that I just didnt know. I knew. I
  always knew.


  Norma Jeane Is Born


  On the morning of June 1,1926, Della Monroes daughter, Gladys Baker, gave birth to a child in the charity ward of the Los Angeles General
  Hospital (known today as the Los Angeles County USC Medical Center at 1200 North State Street). A collection had been taken up from concerned coworkers at Consolidated in order to tide Gladys over
  until she could return to work, and also for any medical expenses that would not be covered by charity. As she lay in the recovery room, bone tired from hours of labor, there was of course no
  expectant father pacing in a waiting room hoping for news about his childs arrival. Even her own mother was nowhere in sight since shed taken off for India the
  previous December.


  It should be remembered that during this period, there was a tremendous judgment on single mothers. No doubt Gladys could feel the condemnation directed toward her from the nurses at General
  Hospital. The paperwork she was required to fill out upon admittance did little to quiet any uneasiness she felt because of her situation. For instance, one of the first questions asked on the form
  was the fathers name. Gladys wrote that a man named Edward Mortenson was the babys father, even though she had been separated from him for some time. She also misspelled his name as
  Mortensen. That she and the father didnt share a last name was controversial enough, but it was the response to the next question that was sure to start tongues wagging:
  fathers residence. Examining the paperwork from that day as filled out by Gladys, the word unknown appears to be scrawled in a bolder, more deliberate handwriting. Indeed,
  filling out this paperwork had to have been difficult for her. She provided her address, which was no problem. Then, in answering the question of how many children shed previously given
  birth to, her reply was threeodd, since she hadnt yet had the third. The next questionNumber of children of this mother now living was either
  answered incorrectly or dishonestly, depending on her understanding of it. She said that only one of those three was still living. Of course, she had borne two other children, who
  were presently being raised by her ex-husband, Jasper. Yes, Gladys did have a colorful past. Maybe shed been deliberately dishonest in order to garner sympathy from an attending nurse.
  Perhaps she thought that if her first two children had passed away, she could be forgiven for having this third child out of wedlock. Whatever her reasoning, the questions put to her and the way
  she responded certainly suggest that the day was difficult her. Years later she told a friend, I keep dreaming of that [hospital]. Everything seemed bright, too bright, and the nurses all
  seemed like nuns to me, mean awful nuns.


  As is the case with many women, Gladys had a major emotional spiral immediately after the birth. Postpartum depression may have been a factor. It certainly appeared to many
  people in the family that her mother, Della, suffered from it as welland maybe never got past it. Whatever the case, Gladys seemed disoriented and troubled for many days after giving birth.
  When the nurse brought the baby into the recovery room, the tiny child was placed on her mothers chest. She just held her, with her eyes closed, Della later wrote to a family
  member when speaking of that moment, even though she wasnt present for it. I feel awful. I know she cant keep [the baby]. She is not well. She needs to get her mind right
  first.


  Gladys would have two weeks with her baby girl before she would have to do what she had agreed to do: Before her mother had left town, Gladys had agreed to hand over the infant to a stranger,
  Ida Bolender. During those two weeks, something dreadful occurred, making it clear that the arrangement made between Della and Ida was necessary. A friend and coworker of Gladyss at
  Consolidated Studios named Grace McKee came by the house to take care of the baby for an afternoon while Gladys went grocery shopping. (Grace would play a very important role in the lives of Gladys
  and Norma Jeane in years to come.) When Gladys returned, she went into a manic state for reasons unknown and began to accuse Grace of poisoning the child. One thing led to another, and somehow
  Grace ended up on the receiving end of a kitchen knife, stabbed by Gladys. Though Graces wound was superficial, it was clear that Gladys could be a danger to her baby. After that violent
  episode, which panicked and bewildered everyone, it was an easy decision to turn Norma Jeane over to Ida.


  The emotionally charged transfer happened on June 13, 1926 that was the sad day Gladys Baker showed up on Ida Bolenders doorstep with a two-week-old infant. After a long and
  difficult farewell, she walked out the front door of Idas house without the child named Norma Jeane Mortensen.3 Norma Jeane was a helpless infant who had entered this world without any form of welcome. There was no freshly furnished nursery awaiting her, no tiny wardrobe, and in fact no one on earth whose future
  plans included her. She spent the first few days of her life simply being sustained, not nurtured. She was a burden, one that needed to be unloaded. No one can know for certain, but it very well
  may have been at a tender age that she began to sense that something wasnt quite right in her worldthat there wasnt sufficient attention being paid her. Indeed, she would spend
  much of the rest of her life trying to change those circumstancesbut to do so, she would need to one day become . . . Marilyn Monroe.


  Dellas Terrible Fate


  Within just days of surrendering Norma Jeane to Ida and Albert Wayne Bolender, Gladys Baker began to feel remorse over the decision. It
  occurred to her, I think, that maybe she could have done for this child what her mother had not done for herlove her, be there for her, said one of her family members. The deal was
  that she would pay the Bolenders twenty-five dollars per week to raise Norma Jeane, which she did the entire time Norma Jeane was in their care. In the beginning, though, she gave them a few extra
  dollars a week so that she could stay with them on occasional weekends and at least be with her baby. That didnt last long, though. The truth was that Gladys had a problem watching
  Ida raise her child, said Mary Thomas-Strong, whose mother was a close friend of Idas. Ida could be strict and controlling. She felt she knew what was right. She was a
  professional mother, in a sense. She wanted to have her way with Norma Jeane and it was hard for Gladys to be on the sidelines. Therefore, she moved back to Hollywood determined to visit the baby
  every weekend. She was back and forth a lot. In a 1930 census the Bolenders and Gladys were reported to live all in the same household.


  Adding to Gladyss bewilderment at this time was the arrival of her mother, Della, who returned from India with malaria. Her husband Charles Grainger decided not to come back
  to the States with her, leaving most people to believe that their relationship was over. Della was delusional and sick with a fever for many weeks. It took a terrible toll on her.


  In summer of 1927, Della walked across the street from her home to the Bolenders with the intention of seeing Norma Jeane. She banged on the front door, but Ida didnt want to let
  her into the house. Its unknown why Ida took this position, but she may have felt that Della was out of control and a danger to the baby. Indeed, Della broke the doors glass with her
  elbow and let herself in. The family history has it that she confronted Ida and said she believed that Norma Jeane was dead and that no one had told her or Gladys. Alarmed and not knowing how to
  handle the situation, Ida let Della see Norma Jeane sleeping in her crib. She went to get Della a glass of water and when she returned she found Della smothering the baby with a pillow. Ida
  became almost hysterical, said one friend of Gladyss in the telling of the story. She grabbed the child. Della said that the babys pillow had slipped and she was simply
  readjusting it. But Ida was very upset and demanded that Della leave the house. Marilyn Monroeand even the Bolenderswould tell variations of this story many times over the
  years.


  Ida and Wayne called the police, said Mary Thomas-Strong. When they came, they found a very mixed-up Della babbling incoherently. With Norma Jeane crying in her bedroom, and
  Ida shouting accusations at Della, it was such a chaotic scene the police didnt know what to do about it. So they escorted Della back to her house and left her there. What they should have
  done was taken her to a hospital.


  For a long time, Della had been filled with an aching sadness. Now it was not only more acute but had also turned into abject anger directed at whoever happened to be in the
  room with herand unfortunately, that was usually Gladys, who had recently moved in with her mother to care for her. After a battery of tests, it was determined that Della was suffering from
  a weakened heart, and probably heart disease as well. Of course, that diagnosis certainly did not account for her many years of unpredictable behavior, which had started back when she gave birth to
  her children. Once she began taking the prescribed medication, things went from bad to worse. Her swift decline reminded some family members of the sudden descent into madness that had been
  suffered by Dellas late husband, Otis. Gladys couldnt help but fear the worst. The horrifying likelihood was that the same thing that had happened to her father was now afflicting her
  mother.


  A few nights after Gladys moved into the house with her, Della came rushing into her bedroom screaming that Charles Grainger had broken into the house and raped her. Gladys didnt even
  have to check the property to verify that Grainger wasnt on itshe just knew he wasnt. However, there was no calming Della that night. A couple of days later, she started to
  complain that the local butcher had put shards of glass in her ground beef. Then, a week later, on August 1, Della took a turn for the worse, so much so that Gladys and Grace had to rush her back
  to the doctor. He said there was no doubt about it, Della needed to be institutionalized, said Mary Thomas-Strong. Gladys couldnt believe it. She wasnt going to
  allow it. But then the strangest thing happened.


  According to the familys history, handed down a generation, on August 3 mother and daughter were having a silent and contemplative meal at the kitchen table. Perhaps Gladys was trying to
  sort through her emotions, maybe attempting to divine how she might proceed with her mother. Over the years, Della had become Gladyss most loyal confidante. After all, mother and daughter
  shared the same kinds of mental problems, and often one would have to convince the other that the voices being heard were not real, that the people watching were
  imaginary. How could Gladys say goodbye to Della now? In her absence, who would be there for her? She had already lost her three children, and now her mother, this woman sitting
  across from her with an empty look in her eyes? Gladys couldnt accept it, especially with the knowledge that when her father had been sent to a similar place, he never returned. His fate had
  rarely left her thoughts, especially during the last couple of weeks.


  Suddenly, in a moment of surprising lucidity, Della looked up from her plate and stared at her daughter with sad eyes. You must let me go, Gladys, she said earnestly.
  Its time for me to go. I want to go. Mother and daughter looked intently at each other for a long, infinitely heartbreaking moment. Then, as the tears began to roll down
  Gladyss face, Della went back to her meal.


  On August 4, 1927, Della Monroe was taken to the Norwalk State Hospital. Nineteen days later, on August 23, she died. She was buried in the Rose Hill Cemetery in Whittier, California, next to
  her first husband, Otis. She was just fifty-one.


  Living with the Bolenders


  By the time she was three, in 1929, Norma Jeane Mortensen was an extraordinarily pretty girl with honey blonde curls and baby blue eyes. Hers was a
  face that somehow seemed perfect, as if carved from pale, polished marble. It was difficult for anyone to just pass her by without taking notice. Interestingly, despite all of the confusion around
  her during these early years, she seemed remarkably well-adjusted to her life at the Bolender.. She was not unhappy. We treated her like our own child, Ida Bolender said in
  1966, because we loved her. However, in years to come, writers would paint a very bleak picture of this time in Marilyns life.


  I guess there was an effort to sensationalize things, says Nancy Jeffrey, the only surviving member of the foster Bolender siblings. Because of the way things turned out for
  Norma Jeane, every one of her biographers over the years has wanted to make it sound like it was awful at our home, but Im the only one of us still alive and I can tell
  you that it wasnt. Norma Jeane was happy in our home. It was a loving family, just a happy home full of children. Mother was very industrious, too. She made all of our clothes for us. She
  loved us beyond words and she hung on to us. She didnt want anything to happen to us. Whenever we left the house, I dont care where we were going, she would say, Stop just for
  a second, and she would then say a quick prayer for our safety.


  Of course, a big part of the problem was that Marilyn constantly referred to her impoverished background when she became famous, and very often made the circumstances of her first seven years
  seem much worse than they were. Jeffrey says that when Ida was alive, she was very upset by the mischaracterizations of Norma Jeanes time in the Bolender household.


  On Ida and Wayne Bolenders two-acre agricultural property in Hawthorne, they raised chickens and goats and grew vegetables. We grew up on fresh tomatoes, corn on the cob,
  watermelon, green beans, and squash, recalls Nancy Jeffrey. We also had trees that were full of plums, apples, and lemons. There was one huge fig tree that Norma Jeane and
  Lesterour foster brother who was the only one Mother and Daddy actually adoptedloved to climb. They would drag blankets up there and make a fort for themselves. We also had chickens
  and rabbits, and Daddy even bought a goat because a couple of us were allergic to cows milk as little children. It wasnt necessary to go to the store often, but on those occasions
  when we did go Daddy would drive us in his Model T Ford and we would wait in the car while Mother shopped. We played guessing games of the surrounding sights, sang favorite songs, or Daddy would
  tell us stories. Another childhood memory was that on rainy days we had to stay in the house, so we would make a fort under the dining room table, leaning the top of the chairs around it for rooms.
  Then we would cover it all with blankets. Mother even let us eat lunch under there at times. Norma Jeane loved that.


  The house itself, at 459 East Rhode Island Street,4 was small and cramped, a ramshackle-looking structure in the middle of what must have
  seemed to little children to be . . . nowhere. During the seven years Norma Jeane would live there, quite a few children came and went, but there were five foster children who were there most, if
  not all, of the time: the aforementioned Lester, plus Mumsy, Alvina, Noel, and Nancy. Around the time of the Depression, a lot of parents simply didnt have the resources to care for
  their own children, recalls Nancy Jeffrey, so they would drop them off in foster homes until they were ready to take proper care of them. It was a common thing. From all
  accounts, Norma Jeane got along well with all of her foster siblings, especially with Lester, who was two months younger.


  Wayne Bolender was an amiable and openhearted fellow who was pleasant to everyone and had always eagerly embraced the idea of raising foster children. He was wiry, with light gray eyes behind
  thick tortoiseshell glasses, and the most prominent feature on his face was his very large nose. He had a jolly air about him. Sturdy and dependable, as a mail carrier for the United States Postal
  Service he would work the same route for thirty-five years (48th Street and Vermont Avenue in Los Angeles). He loved being with the kids, says one source who knew the Bolenders,
  and the kids loved him. He was devoutly Baptist, like Ida. He had a little printing press in the house and he would make prayer cards for the church with it.


  Though they shared many of the same ideals, Wayne and Ida didnt have much of a relationship. He and Ida rarely spoke and when they did it was usually Ida chastising him for some perceived
  transgression or insisting he do something he obviously did not want to do. He was clearly intimidated by her and, some thought, maybe even afraid of her. Indeed, she ran her household with the
  stringent rules and regulations of an Old World orphanage, taking her responsibility to the foster children quite seriously.


  Much has been made over the years of Ida and Waynes fanatical religious leanings. Its been written that they were zealots about their Protestant faith.
  First of all, we were Baptists, says Nancy Jeffrey. Though I think along the way Mother did belong to a United Pentecostal Church. We went to Sunday school on Sunday mornings
  and then Wednesday night services. I dont think that was too much. Mother sometimes did the cooking for big church dinnersthere would be a big dinner at the church for the
  congregationor sometimes many of them would come to our home. Im not sure how it evolved that my parents were religious fanatics. Maybe it was just part of the myth that was created
  around Norma Jeane when she became Marilyn Monroe. Mother taught us to love the Lord and, by extension, to love each other. It was really the only foundation Norma Jeane ever had, and I think it
  did her a lot of good in her life. I know that was Mothers intention.


  Supposedly, at least according to the stories written about the adult Marilyn Monroe, she was forced to memorize the following prayer when she was about fourand she would be quizzed often
  to make sure she remembered it: I promise, God helping me, not to buy, drink or sell or give alcoholic liquor while I live; from all tobaccos Ill abstain and never take Gods
  name in vain. Her foster sister Nancy Jeffrey scoffs at the notion. I never heard that prayer in my entire life. Im not sure that theres anything wrong with it, anyway,
  even if Mother had made us say it. But she never did.


  Another story has it that going to the movies was out of the question because there was no telling what Norma Jeane would be exposed to in the theater. In fact, Marilyn once recalled Ida having
  told her, If the world came to an end with you sitting in the movies, do you know what would happen? Youd burn along with all the bad people. We are churchgoers, not
  moviegoers. Years later, Marilyn would say, I dont think its right to use God to frighten a child like that. I just think that was an awful thing for her to do to a
  child.


  Again, Nancy Jeffrey disagrees with that piece of history. The truth is that we were only not allowed to go to the movies on Sundays. However, we really didnt go
  to movies that much anyway. We were little kids. How many movies were we going to see between the ages of one and seven? I just dont think Mother would have frightened Norma Jeane like that.
  She may have said something like, We are churchgoers not moviegoers. That sounds like her. But the rest of it, burning with bad people? That doesnt sound like Mother to
  me.


  Whether or not she went to the moviesand of course she wasnt going without an adult anywayit sometimes seemed that there wasnt much Norma Jeane could ever do to
  please Ida. No matter how hard she tried, she could never measure up to the Bolender matriarchs standards of cleanliness or behavior. Poor Norma Jeane always seemed to be in some kind
  of trouble, said Mary Thomas-Strong. She loved to play in dirt, like a lot of kids. Ida would be unhappy about that. Ida would dress her in pretty clothes and Norma Jeane would go and
  play and come back thirty minutes later, dirty again. It drove Ida crazy. She wanted Norma Jeane to toe the line. She was strict, at times.


  Yes, Ida Bolender could be difficultthere seems to be no argument there from any quarter. She was tough and resilient, an indomitable woman. But I believe to this day that she was
  one of the major stabilizing influences in Norma Jeanes young life, and truly the first powerful woman shed been exposed to, says her foster daughter Nancy Jeffrey. Maybe Ida
  sensed there might be a shortage
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