He was a giant of

literature; she was
the ultimate movte
star. On the
publication of a
stunning new
TASCHEN

book, we reprint
Norman Mailer’s
essay on what made
Monroe the one
woman NO man

could forget... |

18 November 2011

The Lady (UK)
Date: November 16, 2011

TASCHEN's Press Clipping



The Lady (UK)
Date: November 16, 2011

FEATURE |

S0 WE THINK OF ARILYN who was every

'y ¥V L
Man’s love affair with America, lyn Mar ‘ly n__
Monroe who was blonde and beautiful ,;iuggedte()

and had a sweet little rinky-dink of a .

and all the cleanliness of all the JEX ’7[-‘(]/7t be
clean American backyards. She was our Y i i
angel, the sweet ‘m"l] of and the dﬁfﬂ[t a”a

sugar of sex came up from her like a resonance of ()angergud
sound in the clearest grain of a violin.

Across five continents the men who knew the most with Ot/ﬂel'd
about love would covet her, and the classical pimples *

of t}u- adolescent working his first gas pump would 5&" ¢ee

rance, @ cream with

' wgiving, hu-

morous, compliant and tender that eve thc most A?ti'r. HO“’

n would relax his lack of art in the J
iolin. ‘Divine lo nice, bow
human n.u_ .' sthe  qJweel “;0££{()

, be that
" tender dream

Pink Scarf is Ij.'n Monroe’s sex, ~.L11L1 the \Il]l]i_‘ ut tlle young star, Offzedb tbe,.e
one of the many ‘will meet every human need. 2 5
photographs She gave the feeling that if you made love to her, to dbﬂ.l'e

Bert Stern took why lhu1 how could you not move more easily into
i of Marilyn over sweets and the purc hase of the full promise of future
a three-day sweets, move into tender heavens wh your flesh
period, known would be restored. She could ask no price. She was not
Rl Las the dark contract of those passionate brunette depths

Sitting, for Y L ; R E - SR
Voaue in the k of blood, vows taken for life, and the furies

early 1960s f veng e if you are untrue to the depth of passion,
Above: A ) yn s | sex might be difficult and
contact sheet, z s with others, but i :am with her. If your
choosing aste ined wi 1 taste, ' nice, how sweet

imaS{ES to be would at tender dream of fles re to share.
published in In her early career, i » time of The Asphalt Jungle

Vogue : g
Inset: Norman when thlq.. s : o -ame up on the
screen lik :

Mailer, taken in
the 1970s looked then like a new love rea

the sheets in the unexpected clean breath of a

The Lady

TASCHEN's Press Clipping 2



The Lady (UK)

Date: November 16, 2011

' FEATURE

morning, looked like she'd stepped fully clothed out of

a chocolate box for Valentine’s Day, so desirable as to
fulfil each of the letters in that favourite word of the pub-
licity flack, curvaceous, so curvaceous and yet without
menace as to turn one’s fingertips into 10 happy prow-
lers. Sex was, yes, ice cream to her. “Tale me, said her
smile. Tm easy. I'm happy. I'm an angel of sex, you bet!

What a jolt to the dream life of the nation that the
angel died of an overdose. Whether caleulated suicide

by barbiturates or accidental suicide by losing count of

how many barbiturates she had already taken, or an
end even more sinister, no one was able to say. Her
death was covered over with ambiguity even as ITem-
ingw;ly's was exploded into horror, and as the deaths
and spiritual disasters of the decade of the 1960s came
one by one to American Kings and Queens, as Jack
Rennedy was killed, and Bobby, and Martin Luther
King, as Jackie Kennedy married Aristotle Onassis
and Teddy Kennedy went off the bridge at Chappa-
quiddick, so the decade that began with Hemingway
as the monarch of American arts ended with Andy
Warhol as its regent, and the ghost of Marilyn's death
gave a lavender edge to that dramatic American de-
s gn of the 1960s, which seemed in retrospect to have
done nothing so much as to bring Richard Nixon to
the thresheld of imperial power. ‘Romance is a non-
sense bet,’ said the jolt in the electric shock, and so
began that long decade of the 1960s, which ended with
television living like an inchworm on the aesthetic gut
of the drug-deadened American belly.

In what a light does that leave the last angel of the
cinemal She was never for TV. She preferred a theatre
and those hundreds of bodies in the dark, those wan-

dering lights on the screen when the luminous life of

her face grew 10ft tall. It was possible she knew better
than anyone that she was the last of the myths to
thrive in the long evening of the American dream —
she had been born, after all, in the year Valentino died,
and his footprints in the forecourt at Grauman's
Chinese Theatre were the only ones that fit her feet.
She was one of the last of cinema’s aristocrats and
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may not have wanted to be examined, then ingested,
in the neighbourly reductive dimensions of America’s

living room. No, she belonged to the occult church of

the film, and the last covens of | lollywood. She might
be as modest in her voice and as soft in her flesh as the
girl next door, but she was nonetheless larger than life
up on the screen. Even down in the Eisenhower shank
of the early 1950s she was already promising that a
time was coming when sex would be easy and sweet,
democratic provender for all. Her stomach, untram-
melled by girdles or sheaths, popped forward in a full
woman's belly, inelegant as hell, an avowal of a womb
fairly salivating in seed — that belly which was never
to have a child — and her breasts popped buds and bur-
geons of flesh over many a questing, sweating movie-
goer's face. She was a cornucopia. She excited dreams
of honey for the horn.

Yet she was more. She was a presence. She was am-
biguous. She was also a movie star of the most stub-
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In her ambition, so Faustian, and in her ignorance
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