
B y D a v i d C a m e l o n 
W p L I E G A B Q I L lost e v e r y t h i n g - - f o r t u n e , busi-
11 ness, nomes a n d j e w e l s — e v e r y t h i n g but the 

w) m i n k coat she w o r e — w h e n the R u s s i a n s took 
Budapes t in F e b r u a r y . 1945^ 

.gfrp flpd m tlffM Ynf l t C t y — a n d there even 
the m i n k coat w a s stolen in a motion picture 
theatre three d a y s after she landed. T h e n , at 
las t , Jo l i e G a b o r h a d nothing left. ' • 

B u t i f Jo l i e were penniless , her daughters 
were not — those, lovely, unpredictable G a b o r 
g i r l s : Magda, S a r i and E v a . T h e y had m a r r i e d 
w e l l — a n d S a r i and E v a in p a r t i c u l a r had money. 
T h e y offered to s h a r e it w i t h Jo l i e : 

• 'Mama, you mus t let us support you." 
Jo l ie shook her head. 
"No," she sa id . " T h e n I should be poor, in ­

deed. T h e n I should lose m y last and greatest 
treasure—self-suff ic iency. W i t h that , I can w i n 
e v e r y t h i n g else. W i t h o u t it , it would be better 
for me to die." 

T h e g ir l s nodded. 
" Y e s , m a m a , " they sa id . " T h a t is the most 

important th ing in life." 
T h e r e , in those words , l ies the key to the 

fabulous G a b o r s t o r y — t h e s tory of three lovely 
g ir l s who flashed spec tacu lar ly through A m e r i ­
c a n l i f e—through success ive m a r r i a g e s — s e a r c h ­
i n g res t less ly for someth ing neither m a r r i a g e 
nor w e a l t h alone could give. 

T h e i r beauty — and the ir rest less , quest ing 
l i v e s — w e r e k n o w n to mi l l ions . B u t the secret 
of the ir l i ves—the th ing that made them what 
they w e r e — w a s not. 

T o know that , you had to know Jo l i e—the 
s t rong , firm, yet completely feminine m a t r i a r c h 
about w h o m the l ife of the f a m i l y centered; a n 
u n u s u a l woman, w h o m o r d i n a r y ideas, o r d i n a r y 
s t a n d a r d s cannot expla in . 

T h e s tory of Jo l ie is the s tor y of the Gabors . 
* * * 

I t s tar t s i n Budapes t , i n the s p r i n g of 1917, 
w h e n W o r l d W a r I s t i l l r a g e d — w h e n Jol ie her­
se l f was 17, a n d a dash ing officer placed his life 
a n d fortune at h e r feet. 

J o l i e — J o l i e de K e n d e w a s her n a m e t h e n — 
t r i e d to s a y "no." S h e didn't want to m a r r y 
anyone . S h e wanted to be a great ac tres s—to 
have a l l the w o r l d at h e r feet. E v e n then, Jol ie 
y e a r n e d to be self-sufficient. 

B u t Budapes t w a s a r o m a n t i c c i ty in those 
springs . T h e scent of f lowers drifted in f rom 
the garden—the officer w a s handsome—and she 
found h e r heart mel t ing as he pleaded: 

" M a r r y me, Jol ie ." 
S h e sa id she couldn't. She told h i m her 

d r e a m of a career . B u t M a j o r W i l l i a m G a b o r 
w a s insistent . 

" Y o u cannot know that you rea l ly w a n t to be 

a n actress , Jo l ie ," he sa id . " Y o u are young. O n e 
has to w o r k v e r y h a r d to be a great ac tress . I 
c a n m a k e y o u happy, Jol ie . L e t me t ry . M a r r y 
me—be m y wife for s ix months . T h e n , i f y o u 
s t i l l w i s h to be an actress , I w i l l let you go." 

H e w a s 20 y e a r s older than Jo l i e—but that 
did not seem important . Jo l ie yielded. 

" Y e s , W i l l i a m , " she sa id . " I wi l l let you t ry . 
B u t I hold y o u to y o u r promise. I f I want a 
c a r e e r in s ix months , I w i l l leave you." 

"So we tr ied ," Jol ie sa id , recently , in te l l ing 
the s tor y of that m a r r i a g e . "We were m a r r i e d , 
a n d our life w a s gay a n d good. Y o u do not know 
B u d a p e s t ? I t i s a wonderful c i t y — s o lovely, so 
r o m a n t i c and g a y — o r i t w a s unt i l the I r o n C u r ­
ta in shut it in . 

"My husband w a s weal thy , and so w a s m y 
f a m i l y . M y grandfa ther owned a j e w e l r y fac­
tory, and a c h a i n of stores . A n d it did not take 
m u c h to l ive in Budapes t ." 

T H E six months passed swif t ly . Jo l ie st i l l 
wanted a c a r e e r — b u t a baby w a s on the w a y . 

S h e told her h u s b a n d : 
" I w i l l wa i t unt i l our baby is born, and then 

I w i l l go." 
" I f that i s w h a t y o u want ," her husband re ­

plied, "at least , I w i l l have our son." 
B u t the baby w a s not a boy. I t w a s a g ir l , 

M a g d a . A f t e r Magda's b i r t h , Jol ie went to her 
husband, a n d s a i d : 

"Now I m u s t find m y career ." 
H e r husband asked her to s tay . 
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Though She Had Lost Everything. She Would Not Let 
Three Wealthy and Adoring Daughters Support 

Her, but Said, "I Would Rather Die11 

"Jol ie ," he sa id , " Y o u cannot go now. P lease 
give me a son." 

"So," Jo l ie recal led, " I s tayed . I n 16 months 
our second baby w a s born. A g a i n it was a g i r l 
— m y daughter S a r i . I told m y h u s b a n d : 

4 4 'Now I must go.' 
" B u t a g a i n he begged me to s tay . H e wanted 

a son so m u c h . So I s tayed. I n 18 months our 
t h i r d baby came. A n d again it w a s a g i r l — E v a . 

4 'Then I went to m y husband aga in . I w a s 
v e r y determined. I s a i d : 

" 'Now at las t I go and m a k e m y career . ' 
"But he s a i d : 'Jolie, you must not leave 

now. Y o u must s t a y and br ing up our daugh­
ters . W h e n they are grown and m a r r i e d , then, 
i f you w i s h , y o u m a y go.* 

"So," sa id Jolie , w i t h a smi le and a s h r u g of 
her s t i l l -dainty shoulders , " I s t a y e d — I s tayed 
unt i l 1939." 

T h a t w a s the s tory she told. B u t there w a s 
a twinkle in her eye as she spoke that made 
y o u wonder whether Jo l ie r ea l l y wanted to leave 
a l l those y e a r s — w h e t h e r it w a s not love and 
contentment that held her. 

" A t last ," she continued, "my g ir l s were grown 
— a n d m a r r i e d . S a r i — w e cal led her Z s a Z s a — 
m a r r i e d B u r h a n Beige, d irector of the T u r k i s h 

press service . M a g d a m a r r i e d a P o l i s h count, 
J a n B i c h o v s k y . A n d E v a m a r r i e d D r . E r i k D r i m -
mer, who took her to Hol lywood." 

A g a i n Jo l ie went to h e r husband. S h e sa id: 
" I have done w h a t I promised. N o w I must 

t h i n k of m y career ." 
H e r husband aga in tr ied to persuade her to 

r e m a i n w i t h h i m . 
" A f t e r 22 years , J o l i e ? " he asked . " Y o u rea l ly 

w a n t to l e a v e ? Y o u cannot be an ac tress now." 
" I know," Jo l ie told h i m . "But I want to be 

independent. I c a n be a business woman ." 
A s she told the story, Jol ie turned to a picture 

— a picture of h e r mother, F r a n c e s c a de Kende . 
S h e sa id: " Y o u a s k about the Gabors . T h e r e is 
w h e r e the s tory rea l l y s tarts . S h e w a s a great 
w o m a n , a lovely w o m a n . She had inherited m y 
grandfather 's business. I went to w o r k for her. 
Mother sa id: 

4 4 'Jolie, l i fe without w o r k is nothing. Y o u 
must e a r n your hol idays i f you are to appreciate 
them. W o r k h a r d , Jol ie . ' 

"She had taught me to re ly on myse l f—and 
she Jiad taught the same lesson to m y daughters . 
W h e n I told her I had decided to leave m y hus­
band, she s a i d : 

" 'Do so i f you must , Jol ie . B u t take nothing 
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f r o m h i m . T h e r e must be no c la ims , no unpleas­
antness , no scanda l . L e a v e w i t h nothing but y o u r 
personal possessions.' m 

T h a t is what Jol ie did—left w i t h nothing but 
her clothes and jewels , and went to w o r k w i t h 
h e r mother. 

" I learned the business ," she sa id . " I worked 
h a r d — a n d I found w h a t I w a n t e d : self-sufficiency. 
I found the r e w a r d s of h a r d work , and they were 
good. M y husband a n d I remained the best of 
f r i e n d s — I lunched w i t h h i m every day . W h e n 
he s a w I was ser ious about m y work , he agreed 
to a divorce." 

M E A N W H I L E , even though the "phony w a r " 
of 1939 developed into the shooting of W o r l d 

W a r I I , Jol ie heard news of h e r daughters—and 
could see in them her own fierce urge for self-
suff ic iency. 

E v a , in Hol lywood, had entered the movies, 
and w a s on her w a y to s tardom. 

"She did it the only w a y it could be done," 
Jol ie sa id . "She worked h a r d . 

" I n A n k a r a , T u r k e y , where she w a s w i t h her 
husband, Z s a Z s a heard of E v a ' s success . She 
wanted to be an actress , too. S h e cr i ed and 
cr ied , unt i l her husband s a i d : 

V ' A l l r ight , Z s a Z s a , Y o u can go. B u t re ­
member , it takes more than beauty to be a n 
ac tres s . ' 

" S o Z s a Z s a went to Hol lywood. Magda w a s 
w i t h me in B u d a p e s t H e r husband h a d been 

THIS A M E R I C A N W E E K L Y 

forced to leave her there when he jo ined the 
B r i t i s h a r m y . " 

B u t events were swi f t ly approaching that 
were to test Jolie's courage and her new-found 
independence. B y the end of 1944, N a z i armies 
were co l laps ing on the west and east . J a n u a r y 
of 1945 s a w the R e d a r m i e s converging on B u d a ­
pest, and Jol ie knew that she must escape f r o m 
the c i ty . T h e Portuguese m i n i s t e r offered to 
take Jo l ie a n d M a g d a w i t h h im, as his cook and 
secre tary . B u t Jo l ie would not go without her 
former husband. 

" I could not leave h i m to the R u s s i a n s , " she 
sa id . " I t w a s difficult to a r r a n g e for h i m to 
come w i t h us, but the Portuguese min i s ter did 
it . T h e r e were so m a n y in his c a r I could take 
no luggage, no j ewe l s—noth ing but the clothes 
I wore and m y m i n k coat." 

A m e r i c a w a s the goal of Jolie, Magda and 
M a j o r Gabor . T o Jol ie , it was the symbol of the 
independence she sought. I t was the home of 
two of her daughters . E v a and Z s a Z s a , Jo l ie 
knew, had divorced their first husbands, and had 
m a r r i e d m i l l i o n a i r e s — E v a had m a r r i e d C h a r l e s 
I s a a c s , and Z s a Z s a had wed C o n r a d Hi l ton , the 
hotel m a n . 

T h e y reached N e w Y o r k ear ly in 1946. T h r e e 
days la ter Jol ie lost her coat in the theatre . 
Z s a Z s a , who w a s w i t h her, was amazed at her 
c a l m . B u t Jol ie s a i d : 

" Z s a Z s a , I have lost every th ing else. W h y 
should I c r y over a c o a t ? N o w that I have 

nothing at a l l , I can s t a r t over aga in . T h i s 
A m e r i c a is a country where one can do that . Y o u 
wi l l s ee—I wi l l have things again ." 

T h e r e followed the g ir l s ' offer to support 
J o l i e — a n d her re fusa l . Jo l ie s a i d : 

"Instead, give me now the money y o u would 
give me in the first year . L e t me use it to open 
a business." 

T h e g ir ls gave her $7 ,000—and Jol ie opened 
a j e w e l r y store on Madison Ave . , in N e w Y o r k ' s 
fashionable 60s. 

"I t w a s a v e r y s m a l l store," she sa id . " T h e 
first y e a r was tough. I worked unt i l 10 or 12 
o'clock every night . I swept and c leaned the 
s t o r e — I did e v e r y t h i n g that had to be done. B u t 
it w a s good. I w a s not a f r a i d to work . 

" I learned w h a t a privi lege it is to be i n 
A m e r i c a . Y o u have to know the things I h a v e 
been through to unders tand that . I would fight 
for A m e r i c a . " 

SO O N people came to k n o w h e r — a n d l ike her . 
Bus iness f lourished, and late in 1948, she 

opened a new and bigger store. Magda, m a r r i e d 
to S idney R . W a r r e n , a N e w Y o r k attorney, c a m e 
to w o r k wi th her as a j e w e l r y designer. 

T w i c e — o n c e in Budapest , and again in A m e r ­
i c a — Jol ie had found the self-sufficiency she 
needed. Nothing , it seemed, could s h a k e her 
confidence in herse l f — not even when, in late 
1949, M r s . D o r o t h y K e l e n D ' O x y l i a n sued h e r 
husband, Stephen Ke len , B a r o n D ' O x y l i a n , f or 
divorce, and named Jol ie as the "other w o m a n . " 

" O f course it is not true ," Jol ie sa id . " H e 
worked for me. Sometimes , in the course of 
business, we dined together. T h a t is a l l . " 

Jolie , meanwhi le , had m a r r i e d W i l l i a m C h r i s t -
man , N e w Y o r k r e s t a u r a n t m a n . 

T h e G a b o r s tory w a s not finished. E v a w a s 
opening in a B r o a d w a y m u s i c a l ; Z s a Z s a w a s 
newly m a r r i e d to George Sanders , the a c t o r ; J o l i e 
and Magda were busy in the shop; and h e r f o r m e r 
husband was in E u r o p e , t r y i n g to save s o m e t h i n g 
f rom the w r e c k of her fortune. 
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