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  FOREWORD


  by Donald O’Connor


  THOUGH I HAD previously met Marilyn Monroe, it was only when we co-starred in There’s No Business Like Show Business that I got to know her. Our other co-stars were Ethel Merman, Mitzi Gaynor, Dan Dailey and Johnny Ray and there was room for all our talents in a movie full of Irving Berlin’s delightful songs.


  I remember the time well, but as far as Marilyn was concerned those were not the happiest of days. She was involved in divorcing Joe DiMaggio and things were difficult, for it appeared he had her watched constantly, every move she made.


  When the bombshell of Marilyn’s death came along and they said she had committed suicide I felt in my bones there was something wrong. I knew her well enough to believe she could not have killed herself; it was not in her nature. She was murdered, but by whom? There are those who have asked us to believe that John F Kennedy and his brother Robert were responsible but could such a thing have been possible? I have to say at once that, for my part, that is too much to believe.


  The truth has been out there somewhere, waiting for someone to tell us what really happened, for far too long. Marilyn’s death created a mystery of great proportions, but at last answers have been painstakingly extracted from among the fiction attributed to how and why she died. I welcome the depth of the investigation Matthew Smith has carried out, and find the solutions he advances fascinating.


  Donald O’Connor, Arizona


  INTRODUCTION


  by Robert F Slatzer


  OVER FORTY YEARS ago Hollywood’s most famous glamour girl died: Marilyn Monroe.


  News of her so-called suicide was trumpeted throughout the world – but when the dust had settled in the passing of years, her death was not a suicide after all. Instead there was a massive cover up which went all the way to the White House – and in a lesser way, still exists today. However, her death brought together strange bedfellows: and this is how I was fortunate enough to meet a gifted writer and investigator, Matthew Smith, plus former deputy county district attorney, John Miner, a man with impeccable credentials. Both men possess dignity and honesty and command great respect among their peers.


  How did the three of us come together? It all started with a statement back in 1962 by the late and former Los Angeles Police Department Sergeant, Jack Clemmons (the first officer to investigate Marilyn’s death), when he told me a few days after Marilyn had died, ‘This is an out and out case of murder.’ It was sometime later that, due in part to this remark, Sergeant Clemmons lost his job and pension in respect of sixteen years’ service, and for a long time had difficulty finding other work.


  At the time of Marilyn’s death, John Miner witnessed her autopsy but maintained dignity by not talking about it for four decades.


  After I heard Clemmons’ remark, and had several talks with him in the ensuing months, I took it upon myself to investigate the death of the female I had known well for the last sixteen years of her adult life. In doing so I, like Matthew Smith and John Miner, found many locked doors – people that would not or could not talk. But in 1974, I published a book on my findings, The Life and Curious Death of Marilyn Monroe, which spawned a host of other books and which also revealed a cover up; proof that Marilyn did not die by her own hand. Meanwhile, Matthew Smith, who had studied this case for a long time, authored a book, The Men Who Murdered Marilyn, a vivid account of the star’s death.


  Throughout the years following Marilyn’s death, John Miner and I, later joined by Matthew Smith, petitioned the local authorities to reopen the case and hold a special inquest. This fell upon deaf ears, unfortunately. In 1985 we nearly succeeded in reopening the case, and the LA County Grand Jury approved it, but a few days later the Grand Jury foreman was fired and the case swept under the carpet once again.


  Meanwhile, for forty years John Miner kept a vow of silence he made with Marilyn’s psychiatrist, the late Ralph Greenson, that he would never reveal the substance of the Marilyn tapes – secret tapes she made before her death and which now, for the first time, will come to light. Consequently, the end result of Matthew Smith’s work, with the co-operation of John Miner, is an effort to erase the stigma that Marilyn Monroe committed suicide. Now the truth will be coming out, and wherever Marilyn’s spirit might be, I am sure she is smiling at the friends she still has on this earth who are endeavouring to clear her name.


  I am sure you as a reader will share the same feelings I have about this new book, and say, ‘It’s a real page-turner.’


  After all, there is no statute of limitation on murder.


  Robert F Slatzer, Hollywood, California


  PREFACE


  THERE IS NOTHING quite as daunting as trying to solve a forty-year-old mystery. The advantages of hindsight and the ability to achieve a considered perspective are grossly outweighed by the handicap of so many witnesses having passed on and by the fact that many of the surviving witnesses will not share what they know with us. But in spite of this, in the case of the death of Marilyn Monroe, a clearing picture emerges of intrigue and cover up, lies, deceit and – murder.


  I first became involved in researching the death of Marilyn Monroe through my work on the assassination of President John F Kennedy, and later, the murder of Senator Robert F Kennedy. My further work on Chappaquiddick and the near political demise of Senator Edward Kennedy convinced me there was a clear pattern running through these events, but I saw that it didn’t begin with the shooting of President Kennedy. The pattern began in 1962 with the murder of Marilyn Monroe.


  When I finished my first book on the death of Marilyn Monroe in 1996, I thought there was little mileage left in the investigation without some sort of major breakthrough. There are breakthroughs and breakthroughs, of course, and if a writer is fortunate enough to come by a scoop he is generally content for that to come in modest shape and form. Such was not the case in this instance. To obtain the exclusive world rights to a transcript of tapes Marilyn made very shortly before she died consitutes a breakthrough of enormous proportions. In seeking to know what was in her mind at the time she died, Marilyn here speaks for herself. Such a windfall is unlikely ever to come again. A great many things about which we have speculated in the past are now confirmed.


  The picture has become sharp and clear, and I believe we now have the answers to this forty-year puzzle. The publication of the tapes may also take us a giant step towards persuading the Los Angeles authorities to disinter Marilyn’s body so that final confirmation may be obtained in a new autopsy and belated inquest. This is favoured by both Dr Thomas Noguchi, who conducted the original autopsy and who was frustrated in completing his work, and John Miner, who as Deputy to the District Attorney, was present throughout the autopsy proceedings and knows the circumstances that prevented its completion. Both Thomas Noguchi and John Miner have expressed the wish to be involved in any further autopsy investigations.


  I must here record that discretion has been exercised in relation to publication of certain of the tapes’ contents that were deemed extremely intimate and entirely personal. Some references have been omitted to preserve decorum. Had I published those portions of the tapes in question, Marilyn would have been embarrassed and, no doubt, my readers would have been embarrassed for her.


  Matthew Smith, Sheffield
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  CHAPTER 1


  COLLISION COURSE


  THE YEAR WAS 1962, and the set of Something’s Got to Give had become a battlefield. The director, George Cukor, and the star, Marilyn Monroe, were slogging it out on a daily basis. Cukor was an unwilling director. The film was his last contract commitment to Twentieth Century Fox, and he really would have preferred to be elsewhere. It was thought his desires and ambitions had been taking him in the direction of making My Fair Lady, but Fox were having none of it and, threatening legal action, demanded he fulfil his obligation to them.


  The talented Nunnally Johnson had written the script. It was a re-make of My Favourite Wife, which had been very successful for Cary Grant and Irene Dunne in the early forties. Marilyn got on well with Johnson and looked forward to doing the movie, which represented a change in direction in her acting career. Cukor, however, who preferred the original My Favourite Wife, which he had also directed, sought to demolish the Something’s script with volumes of re-writes, so that when shooting began on the picture, it was far from complete. At one point during the production, re-writes had run riot and only four pages of the original script remained. The changes that were being made were not for the better.


  Fox had been having a rough time of it financially. The Richard Burton and Elizabeth Taylor epic, Cleopatra, had run wildly over budget. Costs had soared to $30 million, an unheard of sum in those days, and had brought the studio to its knees. To facilitate progress on Cleopatra Fox were obliged to transfer shooting from London to Rome, because Elizabeth Taylor could not cope with the English weather, and the movie hung like an albatross round the studio’s neck. The film would eventually cost them $43 million, but at the box office it would go down like a lead balloon. To raise money in their bid for survival, they sold off their back lot and closed the talent school to reduce outlay. Between 1961 and 1962, a healthy 31-movie schedule fell to less than one third, the studio’s number of contracted producers was reduced to half, and their number of employees, which had reached over 2,000, was now just over 600. During this one year the number of stars they had under contract shrunk to less than a quarter of what it had been. The company had recorded a loss of over $20 million in 1961 and it was struggling for survival.


  Nunnally Johnson expressed doubts as to whether Something’s Got to Give would ever be made. As far as Fox were concerned they were in a ‘heads you win, tails I lose’ situation. No-one was sure whether making the film would help or hinder their financial position. While the budget position for Something’s Got to Give was modest to the millions that Cleopatra had gobbled up, it was the most expensive movie they had in production at that time. Before a foot of film was shot, the script alone had cost about $300,000, several times more than had been budgeted, and the script changes, made on a daily basis, continued to maul whatever had been approved.


  Cukor was angry that David Brown had been replaced by Henry Weinstein as producer of Something’s and suspected the new producer was favoured because of his connections with Ralph Greenson, Marilyn’s psychiatrist. This caused friction, while Greenson, with his brother-in-law, lawyer Milton ‘Mickey’ Rudin, who had stepped in to act for Marilyn since she had no agent at that time, did not make matters any easier. Marilyn, who had worked with Cukor previously when she made, Let’s Make Love, and had called him, ‘the best comedy director in the history of Hollywood’, found herself ‘piggy in the middle’ of all the confused and conflicting interests and influences, and was soon disillusioned if she expected an easy ride from the director.


  The day’s script changes were sent to Marilyn late each night, so she had little opportunity to absorb them before the next day’s work. The changes were typed up on blue paper to distinguish them from the basic script, which was on white. Changes to the revised script were typed up on yellow paper, and changes to the revisions of the revisions were typed on pink sheets. Marilyn found the volume of changes overwhelming and complained to Cukor, and a battle raged between the two. Cukor, in collusion with Henry Weinstein, sought to pull a fast one by submitting the changes on white paper, so they would not be noticed, but she was not fooled. She countered with re-writes of her own, and chaos reigned.
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  George Cukor lays it down to Marilyn on the set of Something’s Got to Give. Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection.


  The last-minute script changes had another dire counter-productive effect on the production of Something’s Got to Give. Marilyn’s ability to give the director a take in one shot deteriorated until there was talk among journalists of her mental health declining and gossip about the added complication of too many pills. But those on the set noticed the difference between takes of scenes that were not rewrites and those which had been scrambled together hastily. She did not have a problem with the former: with the latter she sometimes could not memorise words for a close-up which she had said only a few moments earlier in a long shot. But given the task of coping with revisions delivered to her late at night, only to find they were rewritten again next day before the shot was made, it was hardly surprising she had difficulty. And of course the cost of the re-shoots added up, increasing the mounting budget overrun.


  In a lighter moment on the set she turned to George Cukor after the twentieth take of a scene which involved ‘Tippy’ the ‘family’ dog. ‘He’s getting good,’ she laughed and Cukor shared the laughter. She was patient with the dog and loved animals in general. It was one of those golden moments in the making of a film that had so few.


  Walter Bernstein was the current ‘on the set’ writer, whose job supposedly was to carry out the minor alterations in day-to-day shooting, and whose job had turned into a nightmare. He was seventh in line. There had been six writers who had come and gone before the picture had started shooting. Bernstein did not see the need for consultation with Marilyn on the script, nor did he understand Weinstein’s dilemma, and reminded him that Marilyn’s contract did not give her script approval. ‘Marilyn doesn’t need script approval,’ replied Weinstein. ‘If she doesn’t like something, she doesn’t show up.’ The producer was nothing less than a realist.


  Marilyn’s besetting problem was her inability to get a good night’s sleep. Without sleep she could not give of her best, and on set she was a perfectionist. Her doctors plied her with drugs of various kinds but they were having only a limited effect. As a result of the drug taking, some mornings she was dysfunctional, and there were days when the previous evening’s cocktail of pills meant she was simply unable to work. It was a tribute to her finely tuned grasp of pharmacology that she survived. None of this improved matters on the set. Cukor continued to rage at her and she continued to rage back.


  It was commonly reported that Marilyn was terrified of appearing in front of the camera. She delayed, using non-existent make-up problems, additional rehearsals, any reason that came to hand as an excuse to delay putting in an appearance, and she was sometimes seen throwing up before reaching the set. Producer Henry Weinstein, who was sympathetic, said, ‘We all experience anxiety, unhappiness, heartbreaks, but that was sheer, primal terror.’ This was nothing new. Bob Mitchum told me Marilyn suffered from the same problem when they worked together on River of No Return, and it was a problem when she made The Misfits. Said Mitchum, ‘Marilyn would see her hairdresser at seven o’clock in the morning, and after that go back to her apartment. Then she would be afraid to go out. She was afraid to leave the confines of wherever she was.’ This was not the only manifestation of her problem, however. ‘Every time the director said “action”, to her great embarrassment she began to menstruate. This was a big problem to her. And they thought she was being temperamental,’ Mitchum told me, fully sympathetic to Marilyn’s problems.


  [image: image]


  Cukor and Marilyn did have their lighter moments. Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection.


  But when she finally did reach the set of Something’s Got to Give, Marilyn, to her credit, worked extremely hard. She would normally be word perfect and willing to carry out the every wish of the director. An inveterate latecomer, she more than compensated when she arrived, and re-takes, as many as Cukor wished, were not a problem. She had, after all, made 20 of her 29 films with Twentieth Century Fox, and it was not hard work that was a problem for her, though she was once known to faint on the set from fatigue. Nor was she less than respected there. Even frustrated scriptwriter, Walter Bernstein said he found her ‘… astute, knowledgeable, shrewd and accomplished.’


  On 1 June, Marilyn celebrated her thirty-sixth birthday, and, though Cukor would not allow any celebrations before the day’s shooting was completed, at six o’clock the cast sprang a surprise party for her. An enormous birthday cake was produced and the partying began. The distinguished cast of Something’s Got to Give featured Dean Martin as Marilyn’s leading man, her husband, who had just remarried after she had disappeared some years before and had been declared dead. The new wife was being played by Cyd Charisse, and other parts were being played by Tom Tryon and Phil Silvers. Ellen Arden, played by Marilyn, returned just in time to find her husband newly married, and the plot, which included their two children, was a delightful light comedy which took Marilyn far away from her Bus Stop image.
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  Marilyn recovering with the help of Agnes Flanagan and Paula Strasberg. She fainted from sheer fatigue. Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection.


  But the feuding continued and soon the budget was overspent by $1 million, with only six minutes usable footage in the can. There was talk of firing Marilyn, but Nunnally Johnson, who had stayed in touch with what was happening at the studio, cabled studio chief Peter Levathes, saying, ‘If you’re going to take anybody out of this picture, shouldn’t you decide first who brings the people in, George Cukor or Marilyn Monroe? You should remove George because they are so antipathetic and that’s what’s causing Marilyn’s disturbance.’ Marilyn stayed, but for the time being, so did George.


  Ralph Greenson, Marilyn’s psychiatrist, went on an extended five-week vacation while the picture was in progress. He had promised to deliver a lecture in Europe, and then he and Hildi, his wife, would holiday abroad for the remainder of their time. Marilyn had come to lean on Greenson, and his absence threw her, though she would have been reluctant to admit it. Greenson left her with props – drugs – for the time he was away, but this was quite inadequate and placed an extra burden on her at a time she needed all the help she could get. Her main problem was the commotion being caused by her time off to appear at the President’s birthday party in New York. It had all been arranged well in advance, but Fox, anxious about further delays to filming, and preoccupied with establishing its authority on what was happening on the set, told Marilyn she could not go. To disobey would attract serious penalties, the studio bosses said. Marilyn went. Marilyn was fired.


  CHAPTER 2


  BUSY DAYS


  IT COULD BE argued that in spite of extreme provocation Marilyn had been absolutely exasperating to Fox, especially when their financial problems were crippling. When she deigned to put in an appearance at the studio she feuded with Cukor and, in the script war, demanded one costly and irritating change after another. When she didn’t turn up it cost them more and more money without any footage to show for it. Of 36 days’ shooting, Marilyn had appeared on only 12 of those days, and Cukor had had to shoot the scenes ‘around her’, using others in the cast where he could. But when she disappeared from the set sick, and was next seen at Madison Square Garden singing ‘Happy Birthday’ to President Kennedy during his forty-fifth birthday celebrations, the studio, desperate to assert its authority, had had enough. Acrimony flared and they slapped a half-million-dollar writ on Marilyn Monroe Productions Incorporated for ‘wilful violation of contract’ and told her not to come back. The sum they were to sue for later increased to $750,000.


  At one point it was announced Lee Remick had been given the part, though she had been third in line behind Kim Novak and Shirley MacLaine, who had both turned it down. Then Dean Martin, who, in his contract, had the right to approve his leading lady, stepped in and invoked this right and said he would not play with anyone but Marilyn. Marilyn was tearfully appreciative of Martin’s loyalty. In an attempt to get round the Dean Martin problem, the studio offered the part to Bob Mitchum. ‘They asked me about it, asked me to step in,’ he told me, ‘but I heard from Dean and I wouldn’t,’ he said. ‘She didn’t get along with George Cukor. Cukor was foaming at the mouth. He was a basket case. I worked with him on a picture called Desire Me. Nobody desired any part of it.’ Changes were then made in high places in the Fox management team, and a week after Marilyn was fired the overtures to woo her back began.


  ‘Good riddance,’ had been Marilyn’s snooty response when she was fired, and, no doubt, she wished she could have meant what was merely a demonstration of her pique. She had been in a corner really, but not without ideas on how to combat her problem. She posed for a series of photographs for some of the most famous photographers in the business. Bert Stern, George Barris and Douglas Kirkland knew how to present Marilyn at her most alluring, and as far as a movie studio was concerned, her most desirable. She did not have to wait long for a Fox executive to call her. After all, a newly appointed, different set of executives reasoned, they had a part-made movie on their hands, the most expensive of their current productions – they had already invested $35 million – and scrapping it would cost even more in settling contracts elsewhere. Marilyn landed sunny side up with a revised contract worth three times more than her previous one. Add to this her royalties from the percentages she owned in her films such as Some Like it Hot and her most recent film, The Misfits and she was solid gold.


  Marilyn was on a high. Things were now going her way. She had bought a house, the first she had ever owned, and it thrilled her. It had wood-beamed ceilings and featured a spacious central living room and small bedrooms. She had had it carpeted throughout in white pile and, piece by piece, she was furnishing it to her liking. She was taking her time selecting the items she wanted, and though she had just received some new furnishings from Mexico, she had some way to go before she had obtained all she needed. She engaged a handyman to sort out the plumbing in her bathroom to bring the house up to par: this home of hers was going to be something else. The architecture was in the style of a Mexican hacienda and that appealed to her. Though it was modest and did not compare with the sumptuous spreads of some of her movie-star friends, it was what she wanted. She had her pool and the garden was an attraction: girls who lived in apartment blocks had no such luxuries. She enjoyed buying new plants for the garden and paid $100 each month – a tidy sum in those days – to have it kept up.
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  ‘Happy Birthday, Mr President.’ Marilyn at Madison Square Garden. Photo Courtesy John F Kennedy Library


  At the beginning of August everything was looking rosy. The present and the immediate future were assured. Her mind was now clear to look forward to other projects and she had a number of irons in the fire. Jules Styne was talking to her about the prospects of remaking A Tree Grows in Brooklyn as a musical starring Marilyn and Frank Sinatra. An Italian company was expressing interest in her. They wanted her for four movies and there was seriously big money in that deal.


  It was Saturday 4 August. She had an appointment the following day to meet with her journalist friend, Sidney Skolsky, to discuss a movie she wanted to make about blonde bombshell Jean Harlow. Harlow had been an incredible figure to the teenage Monroe who very much admired her. To play her in a movie would be a dream come true. On Monday she had one necessary chore: to see her lawyer, Milton Rudin, about changing her will. But in a more pleasant vein, later in the day she had a date to meet Gene Kelly to discuss a new movie with him. The movie, released later, was What a Way to Go. Life was full of promise for Marilyn.
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  Marilyn’s house at Fifth Helena Drive. View from the gate. Photo Matthew Smith Collection


  But there was one thing that was not going Marilyn’s way. Speculation about an affair between Attorney General Robert Kennedy and Marilyn has raged for years without researchers and writers being able to obtain hard and fast confirmation that it had really happened. Marilyn’s secret tapes, which are featured in this book, now provide that certainty. And in the early summer of 1962, that was the one blot on her landscape. Marilyn had earlier been involved in a torrid relationship with Senator Jack Kennedy, who, after he was elected to the Presidency, switched off and didn’t want to know her any more. With Marilyn the fire had not gone out, however, and she still expected her gallant hero to make his way to Los Angeles on some pretext or other so they could meet. But it didn’t happen and was never going to happen again. Everything had changed now and there was too much at stake for the new President, who seemed not to know how to break off a relationship gently. For him it was instant.


  Robert was despatched to make contact with Marilyn ostensibly to explain things to her and placate her, though some would challenge that these were his motives. By all accounts he fell under her spell and another affair began, just as torrid as that with his brother. Marilyn fell madly in love with the Attorney General, brother of the President, who, she was convinced, would divorce his wife and marry her. They were as close as two peas in a pod. Several of Marilyn’s closest friends asserted she had an abortion – probably in Mexico – shortly before she died, and that the father was probably either Jack or Robert Kennedy. Then, all of a sudden, Robert became bitchy and argumentative. The only interest Robert appeared to have left in Marilyn was in the acquisition of something she had in her possession and, it seemed, something she was not parting with.


  Now it was Robert’s turn to break off the relationship with Marilyn as cruelly as his brother had. Instant again. He did not come to see her and would not take the many telephone calls she made to him. The private phone number he had given her was changed and, when she attempted to go through the switchboard of the Justice Department, it became clear Robert had left instructions her calls were not to be put through. Marilyn’s response, according to those who eventually came to hear the rumours of Robert Kennedy’s actions, was to fall into a deep depression. A neat scenario, still subscribed to by many, but like so many neat scenarios, it was not the way it really happened. Nonetheless, Saturday 4 August turned out to be a very decisive day for a number of reasons.


  Out of the blue, in the still of the night – at 4.25 a.m. on the following day, Sunday 5 August – the phone rang in the duty room of the West Los Angeles Police Department, and a voice announced to the watch commander that Marilyn Monroe was dead.


  CHAPTER 3


  CURIOUS BEHAVIOUR


  THE WATCH COMMANDER that night was Sergeant Jack Clemmons. It was not his job to answer the telephone but he just happened to be nearest, and he was later glad he had. It gave him a degree of continuity in the matter from the very beginning.


  ‘Los Angeles Police Station, Sergeant Clemmons,’ began the watch commander. It was Dr Ralph Greenson at the other end of the phone. ‘Marilyn Monroe is dead from an overdose,’ he said. ‘What did you say?’ responded a shocked Clemmons. Said Greenson, more emphatically, ‘Marilyn Monroe is dead. She’s committed suicide.’ The sergeant said he would be right over, and he left at once. It was not his job to hare out to the scene of a suicide, either, but he thought it wise to make sure the call was not merely a morbid prank. The Police Department suffered from time to time from hoax calls, and if Clemmons had passed on this news to his superiors and it eventually proved to be false, it could have led to a great deal of embarrassment. The night had been extremely quiet, anyway, and he had been fighting off drowsiness. The night air would wake him up.


  He arrived at the house to be admitted by Mrs Murray, who introduced herself as the housekeeper, and he was taken to see the body. Clemmons asked her who else was in the house, and the housekeeper told him there was only Dr Ralph Greenson, Marilyn’s psychiatrist, and Dr Hyman Engelberg, her physician. Retrospectively, it was when he first saw the body that he knew something was wrong. Her nude body was lying diagonally face down on her bed, her toes to bottom right and her head to top left, with her arms by her sides. She had been covered with a sheet and Clemmons did not subject her to the indignity of stripping this off to look. What he saw was enough, the face said it all, with the wisp of blonde hair showing above the top edge of the sheet. He knew she was dead. Clemmons asked who had discovered the body and when. Mrs Murray spoke up and said she had found her at about midnight and had telephoned Dr Greenson at once. The sergeant’s first reaction was to ask why they had delayed until 4.25 a.m. before notifying the police, but he did not receive a very satisfactory answer. ‘Mrs Murray was acting as though she was frightened,’ said Clemmons. ‘She was solemn and withdrawn. She spoke in hushed tones.’ The doctors were having little to say for themselves, but Dr Greenson appeared to have been elected spokesperson and he volunteered that they had to wait for the permission of the publicity people at Twentieth Century Fox before releasing the news. But the doctors knew very well the law relating to informing the police of a coroner’s case, and Clemmons was well aware that they knew. He was not impressed.
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  Dr Ralph Greenson said she had committed suicide, but the evidence pointed in another direction. Photo Matthew Smith Collection
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  Sergeant Jack Clemmons was officially the first Police Officer on the scene, but was he really? Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection


  ‘Dr Engelberg looked depressed; he seemed sad,’ said Clemmons. ‘His shoulders were drooping and when he spoke he spoke in a low monotone as well. Dr Greenson spoke in a low voice except for a couple of times when I couldn’t understand him and I asked him to speak up. But the thing that was peculiar about Greenson’s attitude was the look on his face, and the best way I can describe it, it was almost like a leer. He was leering at me, and the tone of his voice sounded sarcastic to me. Now, under the circumstances that simply did not make any sense. And I kept looking at the man and asking myself, “What is it with this guy, what’s bugging him?”’ It would be quite a long time before Clemmons would find answers to his questions.


  The Sergeant looked around Marilyn’s bedroom and was struck by how tidy it was. People planning to take their own lives are not renowned for their tidiness. Neither, for that matter, do they normally collapse in a tidy straight line on their beds to die. It was becoming more and more curious. He looked over at the bedside table, which she had only recently acquired, on which stood, he said, ‘about eight or ten bottles that had contained prescription medicines and [Dr Greenson] waved his hand and said, “She must have taken all of these,” and he directs my attention to them. So I walked over and the caps were taken off these bottles and … were laid down on the table, and I put my head over the bottles and looked straight down into them, and not a single pill or capsule was in any of those bottles. They were totally empty … “Boy,” I thought. “That’s a lot of pills.” We looked for a glass. I said, “What did she use to take these things with … Water, she’d have had some water.” And we looked in the bathroom, the adjacent bathroom, we looked all over her bedroom … and there was no glass there,’ Clemmons said. And though the sergeant immediately thought this odd, he did not realise how extremely significant it was until later when he learnt that Marilyn always needed water with which to take medication.
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  Robert Slatzer conducts a rare interview with Dr Hyman Engelberg. Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection.


  The doctors and Mrs Murray helped Clemmons to search for a receptacle of some kind – any kind – but they drew a complete blank. Of course the running water in the bathroom might have at least partly solved this particular problem, but the plumbers were working on that and the water was cut off. That was as far as Clemmons’ search extended: he was not an investigating officer, the investigations team were on their way. His job was to establish the authenticity of the call he had received and he had done that.


  The silence he had encountered from the doctors and Mrs Murray had been deafening. They only spoke when he asked a specific – routine – question and that was unusual for those encountering suicide. People tended to be forthcoming about why they thought such a terrible thing had happened, they expressed concern for others, were anxious, or perhaps guilt-ridden. Not so here. No note had been left. And there was no one to console. Clemmons elicited from Mrs Murray that Marilyn had gone to bed early and she – Mrs Murray – had gone to bed at about ten o’clock. She noticed that Marilyn had taken a telephone on a long lead into her bedroom. This was so that after her calls she could put it outside the door – with a pillow over it – before going to sleep. She had great difficulty sleeping and didn’t want a telephone disturbing her once she got off.


  The housekeeper said she awoke at about midnight and when she went to the bathroom she saw the light still showing beneath the star’s bedroom door and the telephone lead still in place. She said she tried the door but it was locked. She knocked to rouse Marilyn to make sure there was no problem. When she got no answer to her repeated knocking she became alarmed. She then rang Dr Greenson, she said, and he came over quickly. Dr Greenson could not rouse Marilyn, either, and Mrs Murray told of how he then went outside, peered through an opening in the curtains and saw her nude body lying there. Next he smashed a pane of glass in her bedroom window so that he could open it and when he finally entered the room he found Marilyn dead, she said.
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  Posing for the camera? When Sergeant Jack Clemmons was shown round Marilyn’s bedroom a drinking glass could nowhere be found. He also thought it peculiar that there were no letters or documents to be seen anywhere. When official photographs were taken later, however, (see above), letters and scripts were strewn around the floor and that could just be a drinking receptacle in view to the extreme right. But who dressed the place up? Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection


  Clemmons had radioed for back up while he had driven to Brentwood, and he stayed until his fellow officers arrived. He was uneasy. There was more to this than met the eye. He had been somewhat distracted by the sounds in the house: amazingly, sounds of the washing machine running and a vacuum cleaner being used. Odd sounds for that time of night and for that set of circumstances. Mrs Murray explained the need for everything to be tidy before the house was sealed. It appeared she was also loading boxes into the trunk of a car. And he had a feeling that those he had seen and spoken to were not the only ones in the house during the 90 minutes he had spent there. But he had no official justification to search the other rooms.


  Sergeant Marvin Iannone, who would later become Beverley Hills Chief of Police, arrived first. His job was to preserve the scene and then go on to assist investigating officer Detective Sergeant Robert E Byron the best way he could. Byron arrived soon afterwards and began taking statements all over again, and later Lieutenant Grover Armstrong would share this task with him. Jack Clemmons would later discover that the story given to Byron and Armstrong was different from that given to him. Mrs Murray, Dr Greenson and Dr Engelberg had reshuffled the timings of events and added further embroidery for the investigating officer. Mrs Murray, for instance, now said she had noticed the light under the bedroom door at 3.30 a.m. and Greenson revised the time he had been called out to this time. This neatly sidestepped the need to explain away the delay of several hours before calling the police. In this embroidered version it was Mrs Murray who had taken a fireside poker outside to push back a curtain through an open window of Marilyn’s bedroom to see her lying unclothed on the bed, though Dr Greenson was still credited with breaking a window to gain entry into the bedroom where he announced she was dead.
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  Marilyn’s bedroom window. The glass was broken to gain entry it was claimed, but later evidence revealed this was unlikely. Glass lying on the ground outside the window did not support this story, either. Photo Robert F Slatzer Collection.
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  Marilyn’s house pictured while her death was being investigated. When everyone had removed what they wanted, the house was finally sealed. The notice is pinned to the front door. Photo AP Wide World


  At this stage it is true that neither Byron nor Armstrong knew anything of the story told to Clemmons, but their perception of what was going on did not appear to be troubled by irregularities. They got no further than a gentle admonishment of Mrs Murray when Byron wrote up in his report:


  
    It is this officer’s opinion that Mrs Murray was vague and possibly evasive in answering questions pertaining to the activities of Miss Monroe during this time. It is not known whether this is or is not intentional.

  


  But discrepancies had begun to appear in the statements taken from the doctors, which Byron and Armstrong did not pick up. For instance, Ralph Greenson said that he came straight over when called at 3.30 a.m. and that he called Dr Engelberg after he arrived. Hyman Engelberg asserted that he had dressed, driven to Brentwood, examined the body and signed the death certificate at 3.50 a.m., barely 20 minutes later. Surely this demanded investigation? Also, if 3.50 a.m. was accurate, Dr Engelberg could not have failed to see that rigor mortis had long set in by the time he reached the body. When Guy Hockett from the Coroner’s Department took Marilyn’s body away to the mortuary less than two hours later it was so affected by advanced rigor that he had to bend her arms to fit her on the gurney.


  Contradictions began to spring up all over the place. Marilyn had had a thick white pile carpet fitted throughout the house and regardless of Mrs Murray’s assertion to the contrary, Detective Sergeant Byron did not notice that any light in the bedroom could not have been seen under the door. Another question he might have asked was what necessitated Mrs Murray passing Marilyn’s door? The bedroom she occupied had its own en suite bathroom and visiting it would not have taken her past Marilyn’s bedroom door. The broken window also raised questions that went unanswered, such as why was so much of the glass outside of the window? And why was it so urgent that Mrs Murray got in touch with her son-in-law, Norman Jeffries, to come right over and repair it?


  Then later there was the case of the disappearing tablets. Clemmons spoke of all the medication bottles on Marilyn’s bedside table being empty, yet when he later read the toxicologist’s report he was astounded to see that differing numbers of various pills were checked present in all but two of them. If they were taken out of the bottles before he was called to the house, who had done such a thing? And then who had returned them for submission to the toxicologist? And why?


  Detective Sergeant Byron’s investigation was superficial at best. He did not seem to notice the irregularities and the discrepancies on display before him. And Robert Byron was not incompetent: Tom Reddin, LA Chief of Police, now retired, who was assistant to Chief Parker in the sixties, told me how highly Byron was thought of by his superiors. But how was it that in his report he wrote, ‘My feeling was that … it had all been rehearsed beforehand,’ and yet he still did not try to get beyond the superficialities? The next question must inevitably be: Was he supposed to notice anything, do anything, or did someone put pressure on him?


  CHAPTER 4


  FEVERISH ACTIVITY


  WHEN SERGEANT JACK Clemmons got back to his office he rang Jim Dougherty, whom he knew. Dougherty, now a police officer, had been Marilyn’s first husband and lived locally. Others, no doubt, would break the news to the other men to whom she had been married: the famed Yankee slugger Joe DiMaggio, and the internationally renowned playwright, Arthur Miller. Robert Slatzer, her long-time friend, to whom she had been married for only a few days before the studio stepped in and had their union quashed, would not be told by anyone: he would learn the news from the radio. Clemmons settled down to deal with the phone calls that came from many parts of the United States and across the world.


  The body of Marilyn, removed by Guy Hockett on that Sunday morning, was taken to the silence and solitude of a mortuary slab where it was prepared for an autopsy, but by the time she was placed there, her house had become like Grand Central Station. Milton Rudin, her recently appointed lawyer, was there while the police were busy. Pat Newcomb, her press secretary, said she had heard the news about 4.00 a.m. and had hurried over, and Inez Melson, her business manager, was soon there. Hazel Washington, Marilyn’s studio maid, called in to recover a card table and some chairs she had loaned Marilyn. The house was alive with activity.


  But it was eventually learned that the house had been even busier during the hours before Clemmons had been called. Arthur Jacobs, Fox’s ace publicist, was there, and two other men from the studio’s publicity department arrived and began to search her files. They took some documents away with them and destroyed others on the spot. And they were not the only ones determined to get their hands on Marilyn’s papers, it seems. In March of that year, barely four months before she died, Marilyn had had a new lock fitted to her filing cabinet because someone had broken into it, and by now the lock had been forced again and various people were rifling it.


  Peter Lawford, husband of President Kennedy’s sister, Pat, had been a friend of Marilyn for some years. He was in and out of the house during that night, and it emerged that, as a consequence of this, private detective Fred Otash was called by the actor very early in the morning and hired to ‘sweep’ the place. The key question in this, of course, is ‘sweep it of what?’ Once again, the most likely answer is documents. Otash said he was told to remove ‘… anything which would incriminate the President.’ When Lawford left he did not by any means leave empty handed, and he was not the only one who helped himself. Fred Otash later said that when his men arrived ‘… the place was swarming with people. They were incapable of sweeping the place or anything.’ But however it was achieved, the place was remarkably tidy
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  Hollywood detective Fred Otash. He was called in to ‘sweep’ Marilyn’s house.
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  The lawn at the back of Marilyn’s house after her death. Could the stuffed toy furthest from us be the tiger she received the day she died (see chapter 17)? Photo Corbis – Bettmann/UPI
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