
For all the millions of words she has inspired, Marilyn Monroe remains something of a 
mystery. Now a sensational archive of the actress’s own writing—diaries, poems, and 

letters—is being published. With exclusive excerpts from the book, Fragments, the author 
enters the mind of a legend: the scars of sexual abuse; the pain of psychotherapy; the betrayal 

by her third husband, Arthur Miller; the constant specter of hereditary madness; and the 

She  was  always  late  for  class,  usually  arriving  just  before  they  
closed  the  doors.  The  teacher  was  strict  about  not  entering  in  
the  middle  of  an  exercise  or,  God  forbid,   in  the  middle  of  a  
scene.   Slipping   in  without  makeup,  her   luminous  hair   hid-­‐‑
den  under  a   scarf,   she   tried   to  make  herself   inconspicuous.  
She  usually  took  a  seat  in  the  back  of  one  of  the  dingy  rooms  
in   the   Malin   Studios,   on   46th   Street,   smack   in   the   middle  
of   the   theater   district.  When   she   raised   her   hand   to   speak,  
it  was  in  a  tiny  wisp  of  a  voice.  She  didn’t  want  to  draw  at-­‐‑
tention  to  herself,  but  it  was  hard  for  the  other  students  not  
to  know  that   the  most   famous  movie  star   in   the  world  was  
in   their  acting  class.  A  few  blocks  away,  above  Loew’s  State  
Theater,   at   45th   and   Broadway,   there   was   the   other   Mari-­‐‑
lyn—the  one   everyone  knew—52   feet   tall,   in   that   infamous  
billboard   advertising   Billy  Wilder’s   The   Seven   Year   Itch,   a  
hot   blast   from   the   subway  grating   causing  her  white   dress  
to  billow  up  around  her  thighs,  her  face  an  explosion  of  joy.
              When   it  was  her   turn   to  do  an  acting  exercise   focusing  

group  of  students.  She  was  asked  to  remember  a  moment  in  
her   life,   to   recall   the   clothes   she  was  wearing,   to   evoke   the  
sights   and   smells   of   that   memory.   She   described   how   she  
had   felt   about   being   alone   in   a   room,   years   before,   when  
an   unnamed   man   walked   in.   Suddenly,   her   acting   teach-­‐‑
er   admonished   her,   “Don’t   do   that.   Just   tell   us   what   you  
hear.  Don’t  tell  us  how  you  feel.”  Marilyn  began  to  cry.  An-­‐‑
other   student,   an   actress   named   Kay   Leyder,   recalled,   “As  
she   described   her   clothes  …  what   she   heard  …   the  words  
that   were   said   to   her   …   she   began   crying,   sobbing,   un-­‐‑
til   at   the   end  of   it   she  was   really  devastated.”  Was   this   the  
real  Marilyn  Monroe:  an   insecure,   shy,  29-­‐‑year-­‐‑old  woman?
              Now  an   extraordinary   archive   of  Marilyn’s   poems,   let-­‐‑
ters,   notes,   recipes,   and   diary   entries   has   surfaced   that  
delves  deep  into  her  psyche  and  private   life.  These  artifacts  
shed   light   on,   among   other   things,   her   sometimes   dev-­‐‑
astating   journey   through   psychoanalysis;   her   three   mar-­‐‑
riages,   to  merchant  marine   James   Dougherty,   Yankee   slug-­‐‑
ger   Joe   DiMaggio,   and   playwright   Arthur   Miller;   and   the  
mystery   surrounding   her   tragic   death   at   the   age   of   36.

-­‐‑
fects,   to  her  acting   teacher  Lee  Strasberg,  but   it  would   take  

-­‐‑
ruary   1982,   outliving  his  most   famous   student  by   20  years,  
and   in  October   1999   his   third  wife   and  widow,  Anna  Miz-­‐‑

continue  to  license  her  image,  which  brings  in  millions  more  

York  City.  It  is,  you  might  say,  the  house  that  Marilyn  built.
-­‐‑

berg   found   two   boxes   containing   the   current   archive,   and  
she  arranged  for  the  contents  to  be  published  this  fall  around  

-­‐‑
tional  discovery   for  Marilyn’s  biographers  and   for  her   fans,  
who  still  want   to   rescue  her   from   the   taint  of   suicide,   from  
the   accusations   of   tawdriness,   from   the   layers   of   miscon-­‐‑

“Complete   Subjection,   Humiliation,   Alonement”
Marilyn  began  taking  private  lessons  with  celebrated  acting  
teacher  Lee  Strasberg  in  March  1955,  encouraged  by  the  ac-­‐‑
claimed  theater  and  movie  director  Elia  Kazan,  with  whom  

ever  knew,”  she  wrote  to  her  analyst  Dr.  Ralph  Greenson  in  

archive,  “and  believe  me  he  has  known  many.  But  he  loved  

me  for  one  year  and  once  rocked  me  to  sleep  one  night  when  I  
was  in  great  anguish.  He  also  suggested  that  I  go  into  analysis  
and  later  wanted  me  to  work  with  his  teacher,  Lee  Strasberg.”

embarked  upon   the  psychoanalysis   that  was  de   rigueur   for  

and  directors  Cheryl  Crawford  and  Robert  Lewis,  it  was  the  
holy  temple  of  the  Method—acting  exercises  and  scenes   that  
focused  on  sense  memories  and  “private  moments”  dredged  
from  the  actor’s  life.  
          Throughout  the  late  1940s  and  through  much  of  the  1950s  
and  1960s,  the  Actors  Studio  was  the  most  revered  laboratory  
for  stage  actors  in  America.  Its  membership  (one  was  not  of-­‐‑

most   compelling   actors   of   the   day:   Marlon   Brando,   James  

-­‐‑

          Strasberg,  born  in  1901  in  Austria-­‐‑Hungary  and  raised  on  
-­‐‑
-­‐‑

master.  Short,  bespectacled,  and   intense,  he  wasn’t,   recalled  

up  shunted  from  one  foster   family   to  another,  not  knowing  
-­‐‑

tocratic  yet  nurturing,  and  his  acceptance  of  her  as  a  private  

“I  picked  up  a  chair  and  slammed  it....against  the  glass.
IT  TOOK  ALOT  OF  BANGING.

I  went  over  with  the  glass  concealed  in  my  hand  and  sat.”
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