The counter girls recognize me.
The cab driver knows me. Not
from Broadway. No. Only from
television. The elevator operators
in this house are my critics, and
my doorman, too. In one night on
television my audience can be big-
ger than a whole year of sell-outs
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ACTRESS WITH A MIND OF HER OWN

1 ,
Eva Gabor Prefers Video

To Stage Performances
And Tells Why
Nor does Miss Gabor share any

other video peeves that echo in and
around Shubert Alley. She is not,

i

i

in the theatre.”

ful of missing something,
formed in color evlsion.

wall,” But when Richard

| sees me once on television, that is

enough. The next day his office is|
on the telephone and my whole life
is different. Just once on television
and I can do this.” |

Before television had provided
her with a stage, Miss Gabor had
tried Hollywood and made three
movies. “I finished my schooling
at Paramount Studios,” she says.
That education began in Hungary
not too long ago—she reserves the
right to let people judge her age
by her appearance. As a child,
she said, she played hookey to
attend dramatic performances. As
she grew older she should have
been overshadowed by a sister
who was Miss Hungary and is now
Mrs. George Sanders. However,
the Gabors, three sisters and
mother, seem to have a special
talent for garnering newspaper
space on their own.

Eva tried stalking fame briefly
in New York before she made
tracks for Hollywood. There she
tried to improve her English by
attending movies. “My English
was particularly bad,” she recalls,
“because when I was a girl I had
an English governess. I studied
till I was blue in the face.”

Miss Gabor _still has a Hun-
garian-British accent, but no longer
has time to worry about it. Be-
cause of television she averages.a
fourteen-hour working day. Quite
often, after her performance at the|
theatre, she will sit in her apart-
ment, eating sandwiches, sipping

milk and ogling her television set.




