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THE WORLD’S WIFE
Norma, limerence of
Hugh Hefner

Tosubmit aWorld's Wife ofup
to 500 words, see p90.

MY NAME IS NORMA, although you likely
know me as Marilyn. Mr Hefner certainly did.
You know | never actually methim?ButI'm
gettingahead of myself...

Actresses don't make much money
when first startingout. Iwas a pretty girl,
everyone focused onthat, my car payment
was comingdue and | didn’t have it. My friend
Tom Kelley offered me $50 to pose forsome
pictures. ‘Tasteful, unrecognisable, he'd
said. ‘Practically anonymous.Justcamera
practice for me. | was twenty-two, going
nowhere, and trusted him. | got mycheckand
paid my bills, nevereven sawthe final shots.
Tomand | losttouch.

Things picked up. Auditions were going
welland I'd started booking big projects: All
About Eve, The AsphaltJungle, Love Nest.
Workwas steady, my name was known, and
it wasanewone atthat. Marilyn. Everything
was comingtogether.

Butthen.

Fouryears after Kelley's, | learned there
were racy photos of me, scandalousones, in
anew magazine formen.

Craft

Notanonymous. Notjust practice.

Kelley had sold the photos. The buyer-a
calendarcompany-then sold the rights to
the hotshot publisher, Hugh Hefner.

He paid $500 and put me onthe cover
ofthe debutissue, splashed me across
theinside. Sweetheart of the Month, later
changedto Playmate. The first centrefold.

From $500, he made millions.

| contributed 50 centstoward hisfortune
myself. Had to buya copy to see the pictures.

He didn'tconsult me orask myconsent.
Foryears, men brought methatissueto
autograph. I'd smile and sign, agood sport.
Afterward, | could neverwash my hands
enough.

Ilaunched hisempire. He stole my peace.

It's funny, isn'tit-foracertain man,
there’s no price too high to buyawoman'’s
humiliation. And there’s no paymentthat
woman canthen make to get herdignity
back.

Evenindeathitcontinues, hisincessant
presence. When | passed away, he
purchased the burial plot nextto mine. A
man I'd never met! Astrangerwho used me,a
repeatviolator, now lies beside me, as though
hewere beloved. As though he were family.

| supposeit'sfitting. He only ever saw me
asabody.

WhatI'd like, even now, istoreclaimmy
body, the spaceittakes up, the accessibility.

Inlife, | loved Brooklyn Heights. The views
of the Manhattan skyline, all the people.

Take mefrom LA, quietly, remove
the pseudonym nameplate fromthe
mausoleum, toss the flowers and pennies.
Wipe awaythe lipstick tributes. Ship me
cross-countryto NewYork, preferablytoa
small plotin Green-Wood Cemetery.

Leave Mr.Hefnerto hisinsatiable
infatuation, his riches built on fantasies.
Leave me, atlast,tome.

Yes-asmall plotin Brooklyn, and for good
measure, those adjacenton each side.On
the stone, haveitsay Norma. m
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