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“You will never be Ga-bored. . . . gives new meaning
to the term ‘compelling.””

Once upon a time, in the faraway kingdom of the Magyars, there
lived a woman who had three daughters. This woman was very,
very wise and knew well the cost of diamonds and the ways of the
world. And she looked upon her daughters and her ample bosom
swelled with pride.

in advance of its mid-october publicity tour
of south Florida (For details, please refer to
the final page of this press release) Blood
Moon proudly replicates, in the pages that
follow, the review that appeared on septem-
ber 20, 2013 in the New York Journal of
Books. (http://nyjournalofbooks.com)

we extend our sincere thanks to the distin-
guished critic, vinton Rafe McCabe for his
savvy and generous evaluation. 

xxx 
danforth Prince, 
President, Blood Moon Productions
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One daughter, she saw, was a great beauty who was soon named
Miss Hungary. And once more her mother was proud. A second
daughter married well and became the Countess of Warsaw and
told her sisters to refer to her as “Her Excellency,” and again the
mother was proud. The third, the youngest and blondest of the
three girls, seeing that her homeland seethed with turmoil as the
world prepared for war, quickly married Garbo’s chiropractor and
fled to the mythical land called Hollywood. And that made the
mother proudest of all.

And as she boarded the Cunard liner The Queen Mary, the
youngest and blondest of the girls suppressed a chill as she
clutched tight to the gift that enveloped her, a castoff mink coat that
her mother had given her along with her blessings. And the girl
stood on the deck facing westward to the New World.

“I was a pauper in mink,” she sighed, years later, as she remem-
bered that day for the nice reporter sitting next to her.

Given the fact that the vast majority of us have never lived in a
Gabor-free world, it is hard to image what that joyless place might
be like. Because despite what any number of Hiltons or Kardashi-
ans or even Real Housewives might tell you, no other family has
so contributed to Western pop culture as have the Gabors, with a
reach extending from the years preceding World War II to the pres-
ent day.

And for that reason they are now being rewarded with the longest,
most exhaustive, most salacious of family biographies, Those
Glamorous Gabors: Bombshells from Budapest.

Zsa Zsa EvaMagda Jolie

Those Glamorous Gabors, Bombshells from Budapest



Be warned, Gabors is both an epic and a pip. Not since Gone with
the Wind have so many characters on the printed page been
forced to run for their lives for one reason or another. And Scarlett
making a dress out of the curtains is nothing compared to what a
Gabor will do when she needs to scrap together an outfit for a
movie premiere or late-night outing.

Garbors is a work festooned with diamonds, rubies, minks, and er-
mines, champagne, caviar, and talk shows and game shows and
B movies like Arrivederci Baby! and husbands (their own and other
people’s) and lovers and sexy sex and sexy lies and sexy secrets
galore. The author has a particular penchant for “outing” Hollywood
lesbians, of whom there seem to be a great number, from the
aforementioned Garbo to Marlene Dietrich to Barbara Stanwyck
to Tallulah Bankhead to Agnes Moorehead . . . so much so that a
sort of Gabor-fatigue sets in around page 500 (about when a
Gabor Sister Act is ready to open in Vegas).

But I promise you this: You will never be Ga-bored.

For those not up to speed, Jolie Tilleman came from a family of
jewelers and therefore came by her love for the shiny stones hon-
estly, perhaps genetically. She married Vilmos Gabor somewhere
around World War 1 (exact dates, especially birth dates, are al-
ways somewhat vague in order to establish plausible deniability
later on) and they were soon blessed with three daughters: Magda,
the oldest, whose hair, sadly, was naturally brown, although it
would turn quite red in America; Zsa Zsa (born “Sari”) a natural
blond who at a very young age exhibited the desire for fame with
none of the talents usually associated with achievement, excepting
beauty and a natural wit; and Eva, the youngest and blondest of
the girls, who after seeing Grace Moore perform at the National
Theater, decided that she wanted to be an actress and that she
would one day move to Hollywood to become a star.

Given that the Gabor family at that time lived in Budapest, Hun-
gary, at the period of time between the World Wars, that Hollywood
dream seemed a distant one indeed.

The story—the riches to rags to riches to rags to riches again myth
of survival against all odds as the four women, because of their
Jewish heritage, flee Europe with only the minks on their backs
and what jewels they could smuggle along with them in their decol-
letage, only to have to battle afresh for their places in the vicious



Hollywood pecking order—gives new meaning to the term “com-
pelling.”

The reader, as if he were witnessing a particularly gore-drenched
traffic accident, is incapable of looking away.

Has American fiction ever produced a fictional character equal to
the one that Zsa Zsa Gabor created to inhabit her own flesh when-
ever she was unleashed in front of the populace in seven-minute
bits on the Tonight Show and Merv Griffin?

Has anyone ever lived a life publicly in an arc that carried her from
Miss Hungary to the Queen of Outer Space?

Magda was the valiant one (the account of her bravery in staying
in Europe during the war and rescuing downed pilots as a key
member of the resistance impresses). Eva (immortalized finally for
her work on the 1960s sitcom Green Acres, the theme song for
which has remained lodged in the American consciousness for the
past five decades) was the talented one.

But the simple truth is that Zsa Zsa was always the one: the Hun-
garian Bombshell who battled Marilyn Monroe for George Sanders
and snared him, who actually managed to hold her own up against
Oscar winner Jose Ferrer as Jane Avril to his Toulouse-Lautrec in
the original Moulin Rouge, and who actually created a new cate-
gory of achievement in America, one that is cherished today—the
celebrity who is famous for being famous.

Thus we owe her big time.

And in writing Those Glamorous Gabors author Darwin Porter,
attempts to repay the debt.

Potential readers should be aware that, along with many anec-
dotes that will elicit loud laughter (most often from Zsa Zsa’s way
with words), there is language that is both graphic and lewd, and
sexual acts (dozens and dozens and dozens of them) of every sort
and for every reason from passion to gold-digging to rape.

And where there is sex, of course, there are men. Multitudes of
them, as Zsa Zsa and Eva (who had sex with Errol Flynn, David
Niven, Clark Gable, and Bugsy Siegel, among others) seem to
enter into a competition of sorts, with Zsa Zsa the clear winner.



Along the way, she beds so many that a complete list would run
nearly as long as the book itself. Suffice this short list and see the
volume in question for details.

While older sister Magda tended to marry and stay married, Zsa
Zsa romanced actors like Charlie Chaplin (who promised to cast
her in a picture as Mary Magdalene); Franchot Tone; the afore-
mentioned George Sanders, who was the love of her life; Sanders’
brother, Tom Conway; Richard Burton (before he married Elizabeth
Taylor); Richard Harris; Paul Henreid; Sean Connery; and Elvis,
with whom she shared a single night of passion in a hotel suite in
Vegas.

In addition to this, she enjoyed liaisons with businessmen like
Howard Hughes and Conrad Hilton (and his son Nicky, who would
also wed Elizabeth Taylor, with whom Ms. Gabor was involved dur-
ing her marriage to his father); world leaders including Kemal
Ataturk, the “Father of Turkey;” Egyptian King Farouk; Prince Aly
Kahn; Joseph Kennedy; his son, John F. Kennedy; and, in the most
surreal section of the book, Richard Nixon:

“Zsa Zsa later referred to Nixon’s seduction of her as ‘very profes-
sional, very competent, but no one would ever call him a great
lover.’

“’He was very stiff around women,’ she recalled. ‘Forgive the pun
dahlink.’

“’Even in bed, he insisted on being called Mr. President, although
“Dick” might have been more appropriate,’ Zsa Zsa said.”

The problem, of course, is one of believability.

Can any book that is largely based upon the memoirs of Jolie and
Eva and Merv Griffin and Zsa Zsa herself be counted as gospel?
Unlikely, and it is up to the reader to vet the material as he or she
sees fit. But anecdote for anecdote, Those Glamorous Gabors
is a triumph of pop culture over journalism.

And even in a book laden with the rich, the famous, and the lusty,
the greedy and the wildly, aggressively self-obsessive all rushing
about showing off their jewelry and finding their key lights, Zsa Zsa
finds and holds center stage, and as the only surviving Gabor (mar-
ried now to her much younger husband, ersatz royal Frederic Prinz
von Anhalt, she is in ill health as her hundredth birthday nears)



stands as the ultimate survivor of a time now passed.

Which makes all the more bittersweet the account of her life’s arc
that she shared with Merv Griffin:

“I blazed through the century making headline after headline. Not
bad for a little girl from Budapest who launched her love life by
kissing the coalman and getting soot all over my white dress. Men
have been ‘blackening’ me ever since. I don’t regret the men who
seduced me, only those who didn’t get around to it.

“There’s an axiom in Hollywood . . . actors get older, but actresses
get old. My life goes on, although I don’t know for how long. It’s
shocking to have been called the most beautiful woman on earth
and have to confront my mirror in the morning. Most of my lovers
or husbands are long gone, except for my dear Prince. The grim
reaper is at my door, but I’ve lived a great life. I was brought into
intimate contact with some of the luminaries of my age. I met
everyone from Adolf Hitler to Jack Kennedy. I’ve loved a few but
been loved by countless others.”

Did I forget to mention Adolf Hitler?

Believe me, that’s a whole other story.

***

Reviewer Vinton McCabe is a critic-at-large, whose running com-
mentary of pop culture began more than 20 years ago in the pages
of the Advocate Newspapers of CT and MA, continued on the
pages of New England Monthly, and blared out of radios tuned to
WGCH in Greenwich, and other Connecticut stations.

For web access to the electronic version of this review, click on
http://www.nyjournalofbooks.com/review/those-glamorous-gabors-bombshells-budapest 

For more information about the exciting upcoming projects coming soon from america’s
most talked-about celebrity press, contact danforthPrince@BloodMoonProductions

like us on Facebook: Blood Moon Productions
www.BloodMoonProductions.com

entertainment about How america interprets its Celebrities



News for eNquiriNg MiNds:  ZsA ZsA, with her sisters, MAgdA and
eVA gABor, are coming to florida,  accompanied by 

the Adult entertainment industry’s most famous celebrity, 
LiNdA LoVeLACe. 

wHY? BeCAuse the Fort lauderdale international Film Festival,  the World Erotic Art Museum (WEAM), 
the Main Branch of the Broward county Public library, and Books & Books of coral Gables, 

have invited New York City’s most controversial publisher, 
dAnFOrtH PrincE, PrESidEnt OF BlOOd MOOn PrOductiOnS

To present in public forums the secret, previously unpublished aspects of these celebrities’ lives, based on the recent 
publication of some of darwin Porter’s critically acclaimed biographies. 

Danforth Prince

Tuesday, October 15  GUTS, GLAMOUR, GOULASH, AND GRIT
How Those Glamorous Gabors, Bombshells from Budapest, adapted the glittering social rituals of the
Hapsburgs Into new lives and new identities in AMERIKA and in Hollywood.

6:30-7:30pm: Courtyard reception, with cash bar available all evening
7:30-8:30pm: A dialogue with Danforth Prince about everything you ever wondered about three of the 

most alluring women in the world, followed by Q&A.
8:30-10pm: More cocktails from the cash bar, a book signing, and a love-fest for anyone still madly in love

(but of course, dahlinks) with the most infamous sisters in show biz. 

Winner of the “Best Biography of 2013” award from the Hollywood Book Festival, this new release from Blood
Moon is a triple-play bonanza whose gossip quotient surpasses anything else on the book market this season.

At Cinema Paradiso, in cooperation with the Fort Lauderdale International Film Festival www.FLIFF.com)
503 SE 6th Street, Fort Lauderdale, FL 33301 (tel. 954/760-9898)

These events will be repeated, with permutations and without charge, at the following venues:
BOOKS & BOOKS, 265 Aragon Avenue, Coral Gables, Fl 33134 (tel. 305/442-4408)    on Saturday, Oct. 19 at 7pm,

BROWARD COUNTY PUBLIC LIBRARY, 100 S. Andrews Avenue, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33301 (tel. 954/357-7443) Tues, Oct. 15 at 1pm
and at other locations throughout South Florida at venues to be arranged.

BlOOd MOOn PrOductiOnS, ltd., is an award-winning, independent, new York city-based publishing venue dedicated to 
Entertainment About How America interprets its celebrities

For updates and for additional appearances at locations in South Florida during mid-October, click on www.BloodMoonProductions.com 

Wednesday, October 16 at 8pm  
LINDA LOVELACE IN FLORIDA—SHE’S BACK!
In 1972, Linda Lovelace filmed segments of the porn industry’s most profitable
film (Deep Throat) in  Coconut Grove.  Forty years later, postmortem to her tragic
death in 2002, she’s back in South Florida, thanks to the release of Darwin Porter’s
INSIDE LINDA LOVELACE’S DEEP THROAT, Degradation, Porno Chic, and
the Rise of Feminism, the first comprehensive overview of the unlikely Catholic
girl who became an unwitting über-celebrity in Hollywood and worldwide.  

Danforth Prince will present an overview of issues and events associated with a
book that was recently honored with literary awards from the the Los Angeles and
the Hollywood Book Festivals. In May it was honored with a Sybarite Award from
sex educator Lola Bastinado, a spokeswoman for PlayboyTV, and in June, it was
defined as “Best Summer Reading of 2013” by the Beach Book Awards,  

Presented in cooperation with WEAM (World Erotic Art Museum; (www.WEAM.com) at the celebration of its
8th anniversary, this is envisioned as an intimate, very adult dialogue about Linda, celebrity fame, and the
affect she had on America’s attitudes about intimacy, censorship, and human sexuality.  
at WEAM (World Erotic Art Museum), 1205 Washington Ave., Miami Beach, FL 33139  (tel. 305/532-9336)
Free wine and champagne will be available to toast this extraordinary museum’s 8th Anniversary 
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