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; 0 How she feels about her father and how she watched him die.
O Her three tragic romances.
O Why she wrote her memoirs and how she smuggled them out of Russia.
i 0 Why she was afraid to come to America.
| [0 Where she hid out in Switzerland—and how.
1 0 How she feels now about her life, her children and her future.
By John Kobler and Peter Wyden
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he is a non-person,

now,’’ said Dr.

Antonino Janner,

““and that's really

the last thing she

wants to be.” Dr. Janner, the thought-

ful deputy director of the Swiss Govern-

ment’s Political Department (Foreign

Office), was reflecting upon the fate of

the most intriguing refugee he has

shepherded during his 20-odd years
as a diplomat.

Even his seven-year-old son, Marco,
was deeply moved last March when Dr.
Janner explained that he was bringing
haome for dinner the daughter of Joseph
Stalin, a woman who had never harmed
anyone, who had no home and who was
fleeing from country to country.

Mareo understood, and he responded
as almost everyone does when con-
fronted with the phenomenon of Svetlana
Alliluyeva (she prefers to use her moth-

Tha swicide of her mother (above) desply affecied Svetlana (at right, with d'Astier),

er's maiden name). Marco wanted to
show Svetlana that she was among
friends. “1'll learn to write in Russian,”
he told his father, and when Svetlana
arrived at the Janner home in Bern, the
Swiss capital, Marco greeted her by
demonstrating his ability to produce
two letters of the Cyrillic alphabet.

Svetlana, greatly touched, responded
in kind. “Would you like me to make
you a drawing?”’ she asked. Marco was
delighted. “What would you like me to
draw?” asked Svetlana. Marco said,
“A house and three children."” Svetlana
obliged, and added a litle dog as a final
touch.

As Marco's father recently recalled
this rare moment of surcease from the
tension and intrigue of Svetlana's Swiss
exile, he was sitting with a Journal re-
porter in the gemiitlich, dark old Della
Casa calé in downtown Bern. Like al-
most everyone who meets Svetlana,

[ 4
.

Dr. Janner had grown to like her. He
spoke at length in his soft, deliberate
German of many things that have not
heretofore been published. But mostly
he seemed concerned with Svetlana the
non-person, the woman in search of
herself. Finally he sighed a little and
said: “She is a stage with many sets.”

A mere synopsis of the Svetlana Sta-
lin drama might cause even jaded soap-
opera fans to beg for mercy. Four
months ago this heroine was penniless.
Today, by virtue of her literary efforts
and public curiosity about her, she is
worth something like $3 million. Yet
money interests her little. She seems
above it. Her feelings about her family
are equally unconventional. Her mother
committed suicide. Her father was one
of history’s most despised villains. Her
husbands vanished or died. Her chil-
dren were abandoned by her in hostile
territory, in the very world that she




herself decided to desert. Her future is
beyond anyone's powers of prediction.
Only this is certain: Wherever she turns
in her search for her own version of ful-
fillment, she encounters another test of
strength, And then another. And an-
other.

Moscow, 1963: Svetlana has fallen
in love with an Indian aristocrat. He is
ailing and will soon die. They wish
to marry. Soviet officialdom, ever con-
scious of her father’s now cursed name,
refuses permission. She goes to Deputy
Premier Anastas Mikoyan and pleads
with him in the name of his old friend-
ship for her father. The old Bolshevik
is like stone. “Why do you have to

marry him?” he asks. “What's the use
of a ceremony? I've been living with my
wife for 40 years now. I call her my
wife, | consider her my wife, but we've
never been officially married, either.”

New Delhi, January 1967: Svetlana,

visiting India, would like to remain
there. The Indians, too, are frightened
of her name. She is invited to a lavish
banquet where Prime Minister Indira
Gandhi also is a guest. There is no
chance to approach the great lady poli-
tician. Svetlana watches her closely.
When Madame Gandhi withdraws to a
separate room to rest, Svetlana trails
her. They talk for less than five min-
utes, fruitlessly. Svetlana returns to the
party ashen-faced. Her friends are
alarmed because she has threatened
several times to throw herself into the
Holy River, the Ganges.

Fribourg, Switzerland, March 1967:
Louis Chiffelle, the Swiss police secu-
rity official who is responsible for Svet-
lana’s physical safety as a refugee, is
much concerned. The word is not yet
out that she has already written her au-
tobiography and that the book has been
spirited to America, so it is reasonable

to suspect that someone might wish to
silence Svetlana. Yet she refuses to be
guarded. She insists on walking around
in the town. Chiffelle suggests that she
wear sunglasses as a small gesture to-
ward anonymity, but she ofily wears
them in the brightest sunlight. And
when he proposes that she dye her au-
burn hair, she is immovable and says,
“No, I would like to remain myself.”
To be oneself. By revealing her deter-
mination, Svetlana unveiled the second
stage set of her story. Svetlana knows
that for her to be herself is not a simple
matter. We pick up the trail in Cite
Vaneau, a calm, block-long side street
in a distinctly upper-class section on
Paris’ left bank. The apartment houses
are venerable but immaculate, the
rooms large and cool, the atmosphere
elegant. It is not a neighborhood
that would interest a James Bond.
Yet it was here, at the (continued)

\ WA
SV E AN RSCASY JKN O W IH ER!
BY EMMANUEL d’ASTIER 0 My back was turned to-
ward the Kremlin walls as [ crossed the big bridge over the
Moskva River that day in 1962. On the left bank | found
a group of sad-looking buildings that resembled our
public housing in Paris. In these drab structures lived
some of the old Bolsheviks, the aging dignitaries of the
Soviet regime. | was writing a book about Joseph Stalin,
head of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, Pre-
mier, generalissimo, dictator. Behind these labels there
had to be a man. Now I was searching for his daughter,
Svetlana Alliluyeva. | wanted her to help me judge her
father as a person. | walked up four flights. She opened
the door. We sat down. We talked with some embarrass-
ment. I left her a copy of my previous book, Les Grands

(The Great Ones), which contained some 50 ’

pages about her father. Later when | visited
Svetlana again, she told me: “Your book is
cruel, but it is honest. It contains some
errors. | will help you.”

That is how it all began: the dialogue
that lasted through many letters,
cables and phone calls from
me in Paris to her in Moscow;
then in India; then in Switzer-
land; and now (next, but | think
not last) in the United States. It is a dia-
logue which, | am proud to say, developed
into a friendship, not only between Svetlana
and myself but also between Svetlana and
Louba, my Russian-born wife.

Indeed, when my wife and I went to Switz-
erland last March to see Svetlana and [ saw
Svetlana smile at Louba, whom she was meet-
ing for the first time, | could think only of
the great emotional pull (continued on page 110)

Stalin was an affsctinate daddy, but he persscaied the men tn Soetlana's life.
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When Svetlana was identified at a resort on her third day
in Switzerland, the police decided to hide her in the
Theresienstif, a remote convent. She occupied one of the
smallest rooms (below), yet when a larger one became available,
she told Sister Florentina (right) that she preferred not to =
move. The man walking with Sister Florentina is Arnold |[§
Tinguely, a courtly Fribourg detective who accompanied
Svetlana to many furtive meetings during her Swiss exile.

i ISICOMBDRITS]
When Svetlana’s friend d’Astier visited her in

| Switzerland, their meeting took place in the
luxurious country home of his Swiss relatives near
Fribourg, close to the Gruyére alps (above left).
Svetlana was startled by the swimming pool and
putting green (above right) and the elegance of the
interior with its many antiques and great works of art.
A few of her hosts, like d'Astier’s nephew Jean-Annet
(above right and bottom left), knew who Svetlana was,
but others, like Pierre Blancpain (above left and
bottom right) did not discover her true identity
until after she had arrived safely in New York.
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While Svetlana was in Switzerland, there was always the possibility that she might be harmed, and nobody
knew this better than her chief host, the Swiss Government’s Dr. Antonino Janner. To avoid being *‘tailed”
to a rendezvous with her, he walked into Bern railroad station (1); lost himself in the crowd (2); veered off
through a tunnel (3) to elevator (4) which took him to a parking garage (5) where the car waited for him.

fourth-floor apartment in Cité Vaneau
No. 12, that the postman began last
January to slip a series of electrifying
letters under the entrance door.

The world would not find out until al-
most two months later, but the letters
revealed an extraordinary occurrence:
the only daughter of Joseph Stalin had
decided to renounce the Soviet Union.

“Here | would like to stay forever,”
Svetlana cautiously wrote to her Paris
contact from India on January 5. By
January 11, her resolve had firmed. She
wrote: “] cannot go back: impossible to
turn back time.” By February 11, the
letters had a frantic tone: “My Indian
friends have refused to help me: they
are afraid of getting into trouble with
the U.S.5.R. What to do?” Finally,
there came a stark SOS: “Can you find
somebody who can help me?”

These letters, made available exclu-
sively to the Journal, were addressed to
Baron Emmanuel d’Astier de la Vigerie,
67, maverick left-wing politician, pub-
lisher, Minister of Interior in General
Charles de Gaulle’s wartime cabinet,
and the only person in the Western
world whom Svetlana then knew and
trusted. The messages became partof a
delicate game of international hide-

and-seek that ultimately involved—
quite personally—not enly India’s In-
dira Gandhi but also Soviet Premier
Aleksei Kosygin, President de Gaulle
and President Lyndon B. Johnson.

The high-level attention was under-
standable. After all, Svetlana's mere
presence could entail many conse-
quences. A propaganda victory. A diplo-
matic incident. A kidnapping, An assas-
sination. At it happened, only the Soviet
ambassador to New Delhi found him-
self demoted to the backwaters of Bel-
grade and the Indian foreign minister
almost resigned over a parliamentary
crisis triggered by Svetlana. And none
of these developments measured up to
the incongruity of Svetlana’s eventual
emergence as a smiling lady tourist. If
Hitler had had a daughter, that lady’s
cheery arrival at Kennedy airport could
hardly have been more improbable than
Svetlana’s triumphant entry into the
United States.

So the inside story of the intrigue that
buffeted Svetlana out of one country,
through three more countries into a
fifth—told here for the first time by the
men who masterminded her escape—is
not merely another account of another
political defector, no matter how prom-

inent. It is the personal odyssey of a
curiously naive, yet canny, determined
and infinitely complex woman., It is also
a tribute to an oddly assorted group of
men who banded together in a conspir-
acy of goodwill to find a safe resting
place for her. Certainly there has never
been a more high-powered under-
ground railway.

Since her New York advisers chose
to keep her hidden except for one brief,
neatly staged press conference, it has
been impossible for Americans to de-

‘termine what Stalin’s daughter is really

like. Madame Alliluyeva, now 42, is
entilled to day-to-day privacy; yet she
is a public figure, and it would be unfair
if Americans were o gain the impres-
sion that this stocky, auburn-haired
visitor is part housewife, part sightseer
and part amateur Tolstoi. The record
is not nearly so bland, and this account
attempts to set things straight.
Incomprehensible as it may seem to
the Western mind, Svetlana’s indiffer-
ence toward money and material ob-
jects is entirely authentic. D’Astier,
whao collects rare books, found this out
when he tock Svetlana along to a shop
some years ago in Moscow. He asked
for the prices (continued on page 105)
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THE REAL SVETLANA STORY
'mﬁnnﬂd{rm page 83

uf varivus precious volumes, and rejected
most of them a4 too expensive. Svetlans
waa L
“If we like something, we just take
it,” nhe explained. ‘“Later on, If it turns
out we don't have shough money, we
give it back,”

D'Astier thought he understood. Yet
when he met Svetlans in Switzerland

choosing quiekly and usually after
single try-on.

Toward the end of her Swiss stay she
became more conscious of Westarn fash-

fons, and even acquired a lipstick. But
when applylng it in publie, an unthink-
able breach of in the puritanieal
Moseow of har generation, she did so
anly shyly behind u cupped hand. She
uiso hed s curious mannerism, when
talidng or laughing at times, of covering
part of her fnce with her hands as if,
d'Astier sugyests, to shield herself against
“the unhealthy daxzle of the new world.”
And she never could bring hersell to
fuss about her hair, which had Inst been

dove in Indin, and in a small village shop
at that. When Svetluna learned that
Tinguely’s daughter Barnadette worked
for u hairdresser, she dsked the girl to
shampoo &nd eut har halr, [nsisting that
everything be *'very simple"—no wave,
no curlers, no tints,

During all of her stay in Switzeriand
Svetlans was preoccupied with thoughts
of her childran, Joseph, 22, a medi-
cal student, and Katin, 17. Their moth-
#r's defection had besn a complete

surprise to them. They

want to give profits of
the

aul to
hoapital in her Ista hus-
+band's Indian village
and to & sehoo] in Bwitz-

was able to respond. "I
thought st first it was u
joke,” he sald. But then
he realized that her atti-
tude merely reflocted
the same reaction she
had had toward the gifta
that he and Mrs.
d’Astier had brought
along for Svetlan from
Paris: a magnificent
saarf from Hermés, some
perfume und
& suede jacket. She sim-
ply put the jacket on,
delighted as a child.
"She never said "Thank
you,' " &’ Astier recalled.
“Ta her, giving in like
life jmell. Sha never
heard of Bulencinga.”

wirl identified her at the
resort of Beatanberg
alter only three dayn in
Switzerland, Louis Ohif-
felle, the tall, this, be
spectacled chief of the
Fribourg securlty police,
decided to put her up in
the Theresionatifl, o tiny
convent in the remote
village of St. Antani, on
& side road between Fri-
baurg and Bern in north

Most Reliable Treatment To Relieve

Arthritis Pain and Its

‘Morning Stiffness

Glives Continwous Relief For Hours
From Minor Pain And Tenderness Of
Joints So You Can Be More Active
Throughout The Day

NLY the arthritis sufferer knows how difficult it

is to ‘get golng’ in the morning. Even simple
things like zipping up a dress or bing one's hair
can be bothersome. But there's real help in store
for arthritics. Doctors know that to get truly effec-
tive relief, it's necessary to both relieve the pain
and the inflammation that causes joint stiffness,

The most reliable medication in the treatment of
arthritis and the one doctors prescribe most is in to-
day’s Anacin® Tablets. Anacin not only gives hours
of retief from the nagging miner pain and its stiff-
neas, but also heips reduce the inflammati

continue ns direetad, You can feel the pain and stiff-
ness flow from affected joints and this relisf lasts
hour after hour 5o you can move easier again. What
a difference Anscin can make for the arthritic!

Alm:inilalwclll fortified formuls, it's an ex-
clusive of ingredients not found in
nnyuthsrprodm:&uif.&mdndm‘thdpm
lu&ammmﬁwlﬂe.

A.t Dr. Janner's ad-
dress, which she had

lattar frum Toseph (an-
other letter with 3 sim-
ilar message would reach
her in Ameriea). She
miust return, Joseph ar-
gued; her fight was
senseless, Svet-
lena phoned bim in Dr.
Janner's presence. Dur-
ing a convaersation
lasting 45 min-
utes, she struggled, but
failed, to keep calm and
to convince her son thut
her course was irrevoca-
ble. For days aftarward
she was distraught.
Katia had been out when
she phoned. Svetlana

body

called a {riend who lived
nearby, The friend as-
certained that both chil-
dren were homa. Clearly
the phons was discon-
nected. She naver spoke
to them again.

Some time later, dur-
ing the Swiss visit of the
d'Astiers, Svetlana and
her friends went stroll-

kiing day. Wild ﬂwm
glittered everywhere.
The sky was

blue, the air pure crys-
tal. The ground was

central Switeerlund,

with & fine view of the Gruybre Moun-
taina. Sister Florestina, who was in
charge, was embarrassed. Her only vs-
eant room was No., T, ane of the smallest,
with % stone floor and only & tiny throw
rig. Svetlana stayed In this room for
more than three weeks. Shortly after har
arrival a better room became avuilable,
but she refused to move,

“She alwayn said, ‘I'm satisfied and
happy. Everything in fine,” ™ said Sister
Florentina, still shaking her head waeks
afteroard,

Aftar recelving » sizable advasice pay-
‘ment {rom her publishers, Svetlana went
. shopping in Fribourg and Bern, usvally

damp, and Svetiana

waore 2 pair of borrowad rubber boots.

7 . They wers much too big, and Svetlana
MOVING < luughed st hersell ua sha flopped about
: them. Yet everyone sensed that
m{mf ATTACH YOUR ADDRESS LABEL HERE H l:“ melancholie. “Svetlans, what ':
mnm." : ¥ou dreaming sbout?" asked d'Astier,
i She replied; “T'm dreaming 1 walk Du
! Kati, my g =
: y atin, my
bl REME Trint The Swiss authorities, meanwhile,
©  JOURNAL, were keenly concerned nbout Svetlana's
%?Egmo" iy Naw kadrevs . safety. They were embarrassed when she
(NDEPENDENCE &= 2 d every attempt to.give her &
B s : bodyguard with s ittle smile and the
PA. 19105, Zip Code Tats Woving : words, “Is that really necessary?” Sur-

prisingly, the Russian (continued)
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SVETLANA STALIN continued

authorities never contacted the Swiss
offirials, Neverthaless, kidnap or murder
attempta—perhaps by a lunatic frings
Eroup—wers realistic possibilities.

Quite & few people ware in the know.
Siater F in& at the Therewignatifi
recalled how startled she had been when
she was first told sbout her new house
guest (] waid to mysell, Ja, wie ial das
méglich—how ix that possible?”) Then,
whan Detective Tinguely heard that
rumors about Svetlana's presence had
been heurd in the bank of a nearby vil-
luge, Chief Chiffelle naked the Bishop of
Fribourg to admit her for unother three
weeks to the big convent, La Visitation
de Sainfe Maris, right in downtown
Fribourg.

“One could hardly lsave the daughter
of Slalin in such & placs without getting
his permission,” the chiel said.

At La Visilation, tha bright-eyed,
vivacious diregtor, Slster Marie Mar-
Euerite, had to be told the truth, and at
least two other aisters surmised what
was up, Yet, alter the initial dissater at
Boatenbery, Svetlann was sever again
exposed whils in Switzerland. Everyons
who shared the secrst was disereet.
Everyone elss was thrown off the track,
When Detective Tinguely, for
introduced Svetlans to his-family (his
wife runs & suburbun inn, where Svet-
lana had her first experience with & pin-
ball machine) he identified her &s “an
English lady from London.” When Svat-
lana spoks of Hussin during conversa-
tions in restaurants, her companions
urged her to refer to her nutive country
a8 “Irelend” or “Iogland.” And when
two of d'Astier's Swisa relatives, Plarre
and Frangoise Blancpain, welcomed
Svetlana Into their home, they were told
that she waa the sister of » “Monsieur
Goursld,” & Polish resistance hero,

Frangoise remembers how she finally
spotted Svetiana's picturs In the paper
the day Svetlans arrivad in New York
und how startled her husband, s wealthy
brewar, had been when Frangolse told
him: “You know what? That was Svat-
lann Stalin who was here for tea leat

Tuesday |"
The Swiss police coversd Svetlana's
movements ~ When she was

spirited to Bern and Zurich for confer-
mc--bnmhurbookmdherlmn,_lhe
wag driven in small, unmariced cars (usu-
ally Tinguely's personal Vollswagen)
and then transferred at some prear-
ranged rural landmark to another non-
deseript vehicle. Her chisf host, the
stocky, hawlk-nosed Dr. Junner, 49,
looles like & meek civil sarvant of his na-
tive canton of Tirino, but be was all too
aware that anyons might find Svetlana
simply by trailing him. For wesis, thers.
fore, he avoided pinpointing his where-
abouta by taking such pressutions as
never answering phons calls himsalf (at
homa he let his wifs snswer instead),
“And then 1 also had my James Bond
methods," ha said with & smile.

At the time, it was no joke. Dr. Jan-
ner will not disclose all his methods for
Ruing—untrailed— from his office In the
gloomy, block-long Bundeahaus, the seat
of the Swiss Government in downtown
Bern, to a rendezvous with Svetlann.
Several times, however, he did It by
hurrying through some of tha city's
busiest shopping strests to the main
milrond station, only thres minutes
away; then ducking into the station's
erowds in such a wiy that o “tail” might
think he was catching a train; vesring

off, instead, into & long subterranesn
tunnel to a bank of four tiny, fast ele-
vators that lead to & modern four-stary
parking garage; und finally popping into
ax elovator to ona of the parking
where a governmant car would be wait-
ing in u dark, deserted spat—und where
an “tall" would find the taxi he would
need to fallow the fast-moving diplomat,
The Swiss, then, were a sturdy link in
tha chaln of Svetlana's protector, How-

clates continued to gain laith in Svet-
lana. At her suggestion, she composed a
2,000-word autobiogmphy, which was
promptly encoded and placed an Presi-
dant Johnson's desk within 24 hours. A
State Department official later de-
scribed it an *'a very humun, rather mov-
ing document.” She made it clear that
ahe was no ordinary political maleon-
tent. She proclaimed ber love for Rus-
sin, but also her firm resolve to live
where the power of intellect would be

Tight at
T Rae last Murch § when a taxi depos-
Ited her in front of the super-modern
American embussy at New Delhi and
she wallced up its glittering white marble
steps carrying two small sultcases.
The offices were closed for the day. A
Marine stood guard. "I am Svetlana
Alliluysva, the daughter of Stalin,” she
said in her excellent English, and re-
quested asylum. SBome Muarines might
have been tempted to reply, “Yenh, and
I'm Napoleon.” This Marine merely
telephoned the consular officer, Qearge
Owen Huey, who talked with ber, ex-
amined her passport, recognized her
name and called in Ambassador Chester
Bowles.
. The next hours wers frantic. Dis-

-B-r-ndatir, Detective Tinguaiy's
daughter, gave Svatlans a hairews,

traught but in control, Svetlana was in-
terviewed by Bowles and other offielals,
They were satisfied as to her identity,
but worried that the Russizns might se-
cuse the U.S. of kidnapping Svetlanu or
provoking her defaction. By § paw
Bowles had decided to sand Svetlana to
Rome under CIA escort, She would
leave at 1:40 AM, on BOAC-Qantas
Flight 751 unless Washington chose to
countermand the decision.

Bowles's first coded mesasge about
Svatlana reached Foy D. Kohler, Dap-
uty Under Secrstary for Politien] Af-
fairs in the State Department, at 10.:30
AM. Washington time, A former TS,
ambassador to Mosoow, Kohler latar ad-
mitted he was “astounded.” He hurried
to Secretary of State Dean Rusk’s of-
Hee. Svetlana's plane would leave India
in four hours. A serfes of emergency con-
ferences ensund, during which Svetians
wes referred to only as “the lady.” A
strenm of query messages went off to
Baowles, Was this woman really mentally
balanced? Even if she was, had she made
= rash move that she would luter regret
and recant? Would the Sovists nceuss
Amserica of having subverted her?

In New Delhl, Bowles and his asso-

1 und frealy sxarcised
The detalfla still are unclear, but Svet-
lans probably disclosed to Bowles im-
mediately that she earried with her the
little volume that Jaft no doubt about
har sympathies—and that would also
make her rich. (It was her late hushand,
the Iadian Communist

who had suggested
]thlubnﬂﬂmhnrmmoh’.Bymann
of 1864 she had completed them, filling
7150 pages with her round, somewhst
childiile

npartment. Then they asked an Indian
friend, T. N. Kaul, to smuggle it out to
India on his next trip home. Svetlana
had retrieved it from Kaul when she had
herself come to India last year, although
e gave it up only with the utmost re-
luctance, )

But why had Svetiana chosen the
American embassy 18 her refuge? Baron
d'Astier, who ia bitterly anti-Amerfcan,
explains it this way: “She knew America
is strong, rich, efficient. And she knew
her memoirs could be published there
quickly. She was impatient to get on
with her destiny, which she conceives
to lie in Indis. But she also wanted to
experience the great world first, Only
once had she ever been permitted to
venture outside Russia—for = short
visit to East Beriin."

To her Swiss scquaintances, Svet-
lanw’s feelings about America ssemed
reserved. “'She expressed Intereat,” said
Becurity Chiel Chiffelle, "but she was
afrald of the big cities. Even Bern
seemed too large to her.” Dr. Janner
confirmed this: ‘T don't want a big
city, she often seid, ‘T don't want a lot
of people. I want and nesd my peass.’
"But Americs was & known entity to her
{rom her studies. She wanted to go there
Irnmth!bqinnin‘,'l‘lunnlyqu-ﬁu
was whether the U.S. would take her.”

Even while her {ate hung in the bal-
ance during that frantic night in the
New Delhi embassy, Svetlana reslized
that this wea the central issue. She told
American officials there that she real-
ized her motives might be “misunder-
stood" if she came to the U8, and pro-
posed that she go someplace elss first,
perhaps Switzerland, The Americans
were delighted. No veto messige enme

Washing sk tg
two-hour wait for her delayed plane at
Delhi's Palam airport, terrified lest
Soviet otficials might still trace her at
the last minute, she and CIA man
Robert Rayle took off for Rome and,
subsaquently, Geneva.

’ Coples of her book were made in

recognized a8 possessing literary merit,
By now the U.S, Government as well ns
the Soviets had decided how to handle
Svetlann without incressing tenaions he-
tween the two nations too seversly.
President Johnson had decided to let
Seeretury Rusk handle the case os the
routine move of & private citizen, The
Russians decided to handle (eonfinsed)
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SVETLANA STALIN continned

her the same way. When Deputy Under
Secretnry Kohler called Soviet Ambas-
sador Anatoly F, Dobrynin to his State
Department offies and toid him “the
full story,” Dobrynin was obviousiy
fascinuted, but confined himself to re-
marking that he was glad Svetlana was
nut jis problem, Most significantly, he
did pot suy that the U.S. had put her up
to her defaction.

The next mave wus up to Kohler and
Maleolm Toon, the “country director”
for the Soviet Union in the State De-
partmeat. If Svetlana were to come to
the TI.§., she would have to arrive as o
private citizen. She would mquire
mansy, adviee on marketing her book
and on coping with the inevitable rush
of public attention. Clearly, Kuhhr and

served Lenin as a seqrstary, had long
since grown disillusioned with the Bol-
aheviks, and in a sudden excess of revul-
sion rose from the table and denounced
their savageries. Stalin, manincal with
rage, hurled obecenities at her, She
walked out, returning alone to the
Kremlin, When Stalin got theré much
later, she wns—or so b slways main-
talned —already dead. Svetluna, at any
rute, believed he spoke the truth. Two
years before his own deuth, nnonnfl.h‘
ram ions when he ever i

Nadia, he asked Svetlann what she
thought drove her mother to suicide.

Inred no better, Katerina's hrothar
Alexander, his wife and son were ail de-
ported. Only the son survived. Stalin's
secret police murdered her sister Mariko
along with Svetluna’s beloved godfather,
Avel Ordjonikidze, Secretary of the Can-
tral Committee. With the sols excaption
of Svetlana’s ol nurse, Alexandra,
Stalin replaced the household servanta
of her girthood with N.K.V.D. agents.

At 17, Svatlans fell in love with a man
some 20 years older, Alexis Kapler, a
brilliant film writer who won the Lenin
Modal for his Lenin in October, He wna n
Jew—anathema toStalin. The N.K.V.D.

however, that drew Svetlana to him, but
ruther her need for warmth and protee-
tion. That marringe, too, ended in di-
vorce, after she bore a daughter, Katia.
Zhdanov today heads the University of
Raostov,

Svetlana saw her fatber for the last
time in 1933, D'Astier recounts the cir-
cumstances in his biography of Stalin,
“Sundny, March 2, Svetlana wanted to
#peak to him [Stalin]. She couldnt get
through. A guard's voice aiways inter.
vened. Next morning & secretary came
ta fetch her. Her father had been found
uneomduunon:hcﬂour of his retreat at

She did not tell him what she thought:
hin own brutality,

x Al aid
her feelings for her father Ructusted be-
tween horror and her instinetive filial
aifection.

Toon needed & civilian i y in
whom Svetlana would hanenn!:dann
and who could alsa give u closer ap-
praisal of her book. They decidad to enll
George Kennan, a retired ambassadar

To Svetlans, at least through her
adolescence, he was a loving father. A
family picture album, which she lst
d'Astier copy, shows Stalin carrying her
in his arms during a eountry outing. In
another ph h, he caresses Svet-

t0 Moscow, who lives In Pré
Kennan quickly read the book and then
agresd 1o meet Svetlana in Switzerland.
The meetings took place over a throe-
day period in a private vills. They wers
1 had

never hoard of Kennan, but she warmed
to bim rapidly. His task was thres-fold.
Hs had to convince himsell that she
really wanted to go to the U8, Hs had
to brigl her candidly on the life she
wotild face in the US. ("Do you know
what it means to live in the free world?™
e nakad early during their talks, “There
will ba a lot of problems!"} Finally, he
hud Lo open the way for her to meet his
Prigevton neighbor, General Edward
Greenbaum, the attorney who woald
handle her business afuirs. In all, the
Sveiluna-Kennan sessions amounted ta
& cram course in Capitalist Society,

How did Svetlxna respond? Dr. Jan-
ner, who was present much of the time,
I eagey, *“You know the Slava,” he said.
"They have an ineredible eapacity for
enjoyment und for suffering hurdahips,
too, She has the same fabulow self-
discipline—the capacity to suffer and
suffer. It waa obvious that she didn't
‘want to go back (to Russia). And what-
ever waa going to be unplonsant she wan
quite willing to take. At lanst overtly she
played the role of being very plessed.
Maybe she overplayed It. I don't want to
draw any conclusions about what might
have been going on below the surfuce,”

The ability to veil bor feelings was ac-
quired by Svetlana during a life filled
with shattering losses and emotional
{rustration. The scens of her earliest
anguish, at the sge of seven, was the
Kremlin on the morning of November 9,
1932, A sobbing nurse, Alexandra An-
dreavna, awoks her to tall her that her
maother had died of appendicitis during
the night Stalin, seeming moare angry
than sorrowful, allowed the child and
her older brother, Vasily, a brief
Elimpee of the bedy before the coffin
wax closed—too brief for tham to notice
the bullet wound.

Not until she was 17, perusing an
Amarican magusine, such 2 only high
government officials were privileged to
rend, did Svetlana gather that the beau-~
tiful Nadia Alliluyeva died from no nat-
ural eause. Whether Stalin killed her,
us some Russinns whispered, or whether
ahe enmmitted suicide, as Stalin de-
elared. the magazine did not discuss,
Her death foliowed a banquet given by
Marshul Voroshilov, Nudln, who once

lana, age nine, who wesrs & sailor suit,
ns they cruiss the Black Sea. In latters
d'Astier also copied, sent to her when
affairs of state kept Stalin too buay to
see her, he variously wrote:

"To Bvetanks, to the bos. You've
certainly forgotten your old daddy. And
that’s why you don't write t him. How
ia your health? Not {lI? Write me how
you spand your time . . , I was waiting
for orders really soon. But no orders at
all. Thet's not niee. Tt makes your old
daddy unhappy, That's all. T kdas you. T
awalt your letter, Papa."”

“Litte Sparrow. Hello! A big hello to
Svetlana, the hig boss of har small sec-
retary, that is, of Comrade Stalin. Com-
rade Bass| We have received your letter
and talieed sbout it, all of us, with the
greatest satisfaction. We thunk you lor
thia Istter which helped us to bettar un-
derstand the complications of interna-
tional and domestic problems. Write us
mors often, Commade Boss, pleass . .. I
feel lonely because my boss is not with
me. [ ldss you s lot, my little sparrow,
my joy ...

“Good morning, Setancchis. T have
recaivad your lstters. T ses you have not
yet forgottean your duddy. That is good.
1 am well, but I am lonesome without
you, I have received no orders from you
and I am bored without them, your little
old secretary. I am sending you post-
eards, have a look at them. Maybe you
will enjoy them . .. T kiss you, my be
loved little lady . . .*

“To my little lady, Setanka—greet-
inga!l . . . How are you spending your
time? How is your English? Are you
feeling well? I nm wall and happy e al-
witys, It Is lonesome without you, but
what ean one do—I have to bear it. 1
kisa you warmiy, warmiy—your daddy,
Stalin!"

But by order of her “little old seere-
tary"" most of the people Svetlana held
dear were executed or Imprisoned, soma
because thay offended Stalin personally,
othera beeause of the political purges
that decimated the Bolahevik ranln fora
decade, The victims included her Aunt

tapped Svetlana's teleph reportad
every conversation with Kapler to
Stalin. A few months [ater he wus ar-
rested on a trumped-up charge of spying
for the British and deported to Siberia.
Svetlana sttended the University of
Moacow, majoring in English, which she
Inter taught there, and she became en-
gaged to a law student, Grigory Mo
roxov (today a university professor of
law). He, too, was Jowish und when she
told her father sha intended to marry
him, he slapped her face, then cried,
“Look what you've done to me—made
me behave like & beast.” This time he
decided not to break up the relationship

Seeurily Chie Louis Chiffells
warried about Svetlana’s safely.
while Morozov's love for Svetlans was
still young and strong. But when they
married, he refused to see or speak to
her. She nevertheless named her first
child Joseph. Under the pressures r.\nt

. In the garden Svetlann i
mt!d hy Bulganin, Malenkov and
Khrushchev, who is in tears. They led
her to the bedside. He can’t sapeal, but
his gaze is alive. He lies on o sofs in the
mmrmmwhmunthenlh:hmm

Bh- will never again be alone with him:
there are too many people, doctors, ser-
vants, presidents who go to and from
the Kremlin, where parleys are being
held. There are no statesmen, doctors,
servanta, but tormented men who wait
with ayes closed for the last breath, and
2 duughter who doesn't know what she
shauld mourn and what she should hate.
After the Inst breath, the room empties,
Svetlana lingers late into the night until
the body ia removed. . . "

In the ensuing eruption of anti-
S‘I:.Ihﬂ:m. many nl Svetlana's lnrnur

i her. She subsi
lonely and bewildered, on & small gov-
arnment pansion snd her salury as a uni-
versity teacher ol English. She was
moved to taars when a Young poet at the
university showed his sympathy, one
day sfter class, by helping her into her
coat. Among Stalin’s prisoners, whom
Khrushehey smnestied, was Alexis Kap-
ler, During his 12 yeurs in Siberian exile
he had married, but when he met Svet-
lena again, there was a hrief reawaken-
ing of their romance. Ha chose, how-
@ver, not to shandon his wife, and once
more Svetlana found herself alone.

She had grown to believe that “it was
impossible to exist without God n one’s
heart,” and in 1962 & priest of the Rus-
sian Orthodox Church baptized her,

The following yeur Svetlana had ber
tonails removed at Moscow's Municipal
Hospital. There she frequently visited a
friend who was also convalescing, and
one day they fell to diseussing politicn
“It must be sdmitted,” Svetlana re-
marked, “that Stalin committed great
errors,” At r.hin.hapmentuecupyinnhz

ighbori “Errors ur

Stalin continually exerted, the
hegin to crumble after three years. Fi-
nally, he instructed his son Vasily to ob-
tain Morozoy's signature to o statement
of renuneistion. The husband yielded.
An hour later a car arrived from the

not, Stuiin founded the Smrlzt nation,
und therefore you should not speak dis-
respectiully of him,”

Svetlana  rejoined, with a smile,
“What would yousay if 1 told you I am
Stalin's d : il

Kremtlin to transport his b i He
never even bid Svetlana good-bye.

There followed a reconciliation with
her father. But the old intimacy waa
lncking, They ssldom met snymore,

In 1949 Svetlana married agnin. Ab-
horring violence mu she did, her choice
seems, at first blush, peculiar, for her
hushund, Yurl Zhdsnov, was the son of
a notorioualy brutal member of the Cen-
tral C But, aa d” Astier learned,

Anns, her mother's sister, d for
writing a book objectionable ta Stalin;
Anna's husband, Redens, & veteran
party member, killed in prison; her
brother Pavel, whose gentieness of spirit
Svetlana never forgot, dead as a result
of prison hardships; another unele
driven to suicide, The Svanidees, the
family of Stalin'a first wife, Katerinu,

Russion society has no Capulets and
Montagus. The sins of the father are not
visited on the son. The grandson of the
great Russian writer, Muxim Gorky, for
example, married the deughter of Lav-
rentl Beria, even though Beris had mur-
dered his father. Yuri proved to be a
mild, kind man. It was not rally love,

“I would gladly extend my veneration
for that great statesman to his dsughter,"”

The admirer of Stalin wax Brijesh
Singh, a handsome, urbane man of 57,
suffering from tuberculosis, Party cem-
rades had arranged for his trearment by
some of the vity's top phymlnm and
they had also found him a job trenslac-
ing Communist literature into Hindi
Captivated, Svetlans returned to the
hospital daily, and for hours Brijesh
would postically expound Indian cul-
ture and mythology, the sensuous joys
of the Hindu deities, the rebirth of mun
after death to an eternity of spiritual
bliss. He had such reverence for all forms
of life that if he spotted a fly in the room
he would open a window to (continued)
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SVETLANA STALIN d
latltmpm?ut'o:th Id-fashioned

"guide,” whoss main duty was to keep
traek of his In his case, two

Russian trestmsnt for tubsrculcsis con-
mists of applying leeches to the patient’s
body. When the nurses then procesded,

Brijesh would not tolerats it.

Despite thy difference of £0 years in
their ages, the ailing Hindu nroused in
Svetlana & pasion more Intense than
she had felt for any other mun. “Bri-
jesh," she told a friend, “has brought
colar into my drab, gray life.” While
still in the hospital, Brijssh requested a
marriage license. The Sovist Govern-

So, upon his discharge from the hospital,
Brijesh and Svetlana took up life to-
gether in her apartment,

Svetisnn had not yet met Brijesh
when, in 1962, d’Astier revisited Mos-
©ow as one of the architacta of the ex-
treme left-wing Peace Movement. Its
syinbo| was Picasso's Dove of Peace, its
chief nims, the promotion of coexistence
between East und West and nuclear dis-
armament. But on this trip d'Astier had
4 sseondary object. Having writtan a
shart biographical sketch of Stalin in a
book called Les Grunds, he proposed to
expand it into a full-length portrait, and
e hoped, if he could find Svetluna, that
she might furnish additional data. In the
literary and political circles to which he
had entrée, be discreetly sought her ad-
dress. But Stafin's daughter waa still &
firure about whom people considered it
unwise to give information, even to a
purtisan of Russia as ardent as d"Astler,
Finally, after suvaral days, he ran inta
an old friend at a party who dured re-
vesl the place. Tt lay nesr the Kremlin,
#bout & mile from d’Astier’s hotel, the
Moskve, and wes known aa "“The House
of Oid Bolsheviks,” for there the gov-
ernment lodged retired party faithfuls
Like practically all foreigners in Mos-

‘people, & man and a girl, aliernated as
guides. He

Svetlana’s upartment on foot. “I am ex-
pert st kmowing when I'm being fol-
lowed,"” says the former

on the other side came to a group of big,
gray, stueeo buildings, clustersd around
a dull, spotty pateh of grass. For a
whils he sat on & bench, scanning the
buildings, alert for any sign of an
ohserver.

Detecting none, he finally slipped
through the entrance indicated by his
informant, climbed four flights of cement
stairs, rang & doorbell. The violet-eyed
woman who opened the door wore a
bathrobe.

“Bvetlana Alliluysva?”’ She nodded.
“I um Emmanusel d’Astier,' hesaid, con-
fident that the name was {amilinr to her,
since the Soviet press occasionally re-

ported his sctivities, But ho spoke
French, which she didn't understand,
She stared & moment in silence. He went
on'in English, the only language, he dis-
covered, that they both spoke fluently.
“I have written a few things hore (show-
ing her the book). Some are harsh, but
some, I think, are understanding.”

"I can't receive you like this,” Svet-
lana sald, and, motioning him into & siz-
ableliving room, she withdrew to change.

As he waited, he noted & smaller ad-

palntings relieved the whiteness of the

living-room walls, and nowhere did

d"Astier see any reminder of Stalin. Rus-

sians love a profusion of bric-a-brae, but
=

WES
The approved Bolshevik design of furni-
ture totally rejecta earliar styles without
embodying any style of its own. Every-

“Eat us much of awything you like —fust don't swallow.”

cow, d'Astler had besn igned n

As thelr first encounter ended, Svat-
luna told d'Astier, "I want to read your
bool. T can read French, evan though I
ean't spenk it. Plonse coma back

Moskva alone next day, his mals guide,
whom he found offensive, demanded to

by himsell, “But at least tell ma where
20 1 can instruct the driver,” said the
guide. “Only as far as the bridge,"
" Astier told him, and the driver dropped
him there, D" Astier liked his girl guide,
and when shs stapped into (comfimued)

SVETLANA—AS | KNOW HER
confivued from page 81

oxercised by what is still called Mothar
Russis, o term that exists quite azide
from the concepts of capitalism and

ism. The women emb 4. In.
stantly thay were ke old friends. And T

Svetlana very well mysell,
My brief reunion with her in Switzer-
land had besn arranged by my Swiss
I

York as it was in Moscow; that she is, in
fact, merely leaving one cage for an-
other, T know Svetlana: she i truly not
interested in money or notoriety. She
told me that her money would go to the
school and the hospital n her Inte hus-
band’s Indian village. As for the pub-
licity, I think that ahe really just wants
to go back to Indis and live quistly.
‘The truth is that Svetlana ifkes every-
thing to be without urtifice. At the same
time, artifice does amuss her. It may
aven be tive to her to & certain de-

relatives and the Swiss G
must be candid: I went thers not only to
greet my friend once again but also to
persuads her not to go to the Unitad
States. I was afraid for her. I feared that
In Amesrica she would face political ex-
ploitation snd too much publicity. T
suggestad that she come to Paris. But it

mdnﬂnimlyhvin;waw York.
Why did sbe go to America? I am
convinced that it wasnot becausa of any

nutlon in the world; the only country
that in capable of two formidable asta:
playing God and displeasing the Soviet
Usnlon,

Natumlly, T regretted her dscision
whan she told me about it, und T still re-
gret it today. I think that the name of
Stalin wiil be as hesvy to bear in New

groe. It was quits elear to me during our
last encounter in Switzerland that she is,
In u way, childlike, and certainly still
ignorant of the Western way of life us
she now confronts it in Ameriew:

to travel wharever she likes and to re-
discaver her dreams on the banks of the
Ganges

River.

Yet when Svetlana and T talked in
Switzerland, I felt that there were only
four forces present in the room: God,
Stalin, the Soviet Union and the United
States. The names of God and Stalin
were not spoken aloud. T knew that she
had found ons and buried the other,
How does she really feel about her
Inther? I think that her sentiments are
clearly divided between devotion and
horror; devotion for the father, horror
for the tyrant.

As we talked, T kept thinking of how
Svetlana hud written me from her late
husband's village in Tndin Inst year that
each

I am very mueh afraid, for i
that Svetlans’s memoirs will be ex-
ploited by anti-Communists and by the
seandelous sensationaliom of a certain
‘segment of the Western press. Liberty
1s, after all, not just a word to bs shouted
inta the world's face, It is a condition, a
way of iving, and it ls hardly eonsistent
with the war in Vietnam, with racial
egreg i ar
world domination. Now I fesr that
Svetluna will become identified with
thess things. It is sad. 1 wish that Svet-
Innn would be left alone to live with her
children and to pursus her private

What is her true destiny? I think it fs

fog & blushird had i
her window. As wau the custom in the

want?" 1 believe that she, too, is u bine-
bird beating her wings against a closed
window. The bluebird wants to gst
through that window to make her nest.
Svetlana wants 10 see the world. She is
eager to know all places, all men. She
also hua the nature of all writers: sha
‘wants to confide her experiences.

She knows that her books will rmuke «
lot of noise, and she finds this somewhat
surprising. Sha {s, perhaps, a bit naive
in this respect, too. All she wants is to

confront the truth and to tell it all. For
the rest, she values her hushand’s mem-
ory and wants to live in his country,
which ahe venerates above all others.
And she badly wants surcesss from sor-
row. She wants so much to be reunited
with her children. They are on the other
side. Thay may fail to understand her,
and, of courss, ghe is anguished about
this,

8o today Svetlana fless history and
searches for a life of her own, One can-
not help but love her and to feur for her.
Behind her is her past in the Krembin
and In her apartment on the left bank
of the Moskva, whers we first met. Be-
hind her, too, is India, where she found
‘herself; and which she is now flesing, vet,
at the same time, trying to retain as har
own, She does not belong to sither the
United States or the Soviet Unlon, She
hates politics. She wants only to be her-

-self. And she wants quistude,

Will we see her again? How long will
the prom, the photographers and Amer-
jea keep her from her peace? Even now
she is torn between the generosity of the
intellectuals and the greed of the busi-
ness men. Even now she is asking her-
self whether she has really mads the
right decision. She is waiting. She will
g0 on wsiting, just as blusbirds go on
singing. She has no home, no country,
She will belong to those who will give
her peace with Mersell, END
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SVETLANA STALIN continued

the car the third day, he did not object
As they parted at the bridge, she aaid, “I
know where you're gelog. I'm one of her stu-
dents. Give her my regards. We love her.”

So great wus Svetlana’s confidence in him
that she not only disclossd the writing of
her own memoira but also offered to make
him her lterary agent. With extraordinary

sel{-denial, considering the profits he stood
to gain, he replied, "No, it's not my
profession.”

After he returned to Paris to begin work
on hia biography, they corresponded.
Though her lettars reached him by sirmail,
apparently unopened by the Soviet censors,
she roceived his lattars only when he en-
trusted them tu some friend travaling to
Moscow. But, oddly enough, they had no

trouble telephoning each other, and in this
way she would elarify points as the biog-
raphy progressed. [)'Astier's Russian wife,
Loubs, was touched by the image he painted

later telephone conversations -
und letters, It was an ironie
one, for Louba's father, Leonld
Krassin, Soviet Ambussador
to England, then to Francs,
had deplored Stalin's excesses
to such a degree that when he
died of a coronary in 1927, the
rumor spread that Stalin had
hud him poisaned. Yet the de-
votion of the two daughters to
each other ran as desp ma their
fathers' enmity.

D\u'in] the fall of 1966
Brijesh's tuberculous condition
grew worse. Hix doctors ns-
cribed it to the Russian eli-
mate, and agreed he should’
return to his native India, But
the government denied him a 2
travel permit. Nor would they
grant Svetlona's request to
import certain Western drugs
unavailable in Ruasia. Brijesh
died on October 81. Ever aflter
Svetlana carried in her pocket-
book a photograph she had
taken of him in his last hours.
After cremation and & cere-
mony lasting but a lew min-
utes, she wus handed the plas-
tie hagenclosing hisushes, Only
by appealing directly to Pre-
mier Kosygin himsell did she
get an exit visa for India.
Waiting at the New Delhi
airpert's srrival gate was So-
viet Ambassador Ivan Bene-
diktov snd members of his
stafl., But theirs was no warm
reception. The ambassador
immediately confiseated Svet-
lana's passport, visa and plans
ticket and informed her that
she must spend the four weeks
as a virtual captive in the em-
bassy guest houss, He showed
@ personal antipathy, more-
over, which would harden har
determination to renounce
Russia. When, for example, he
noted that, following a trudi-
tional Hindu practics, she ate
no mest, he derided her and
the Hindua.in brutal language,
Later the Bovists relented
and let her visit her husband’s
village, Kalakanksr. She soan
grew to love it—and Indin. In
her letter of January & to
' Astier she confided: “'I would
like tostay forever." She hoped
to tarry at least until the fol-
lowing Qctober 81, when the
village would ohaserve the anni-
vernary of Brijesh's death. She
sppenled to Ambassador Bene-
diktov, Grudgingly, he ex-
tended her visa by one week.
Sha deliberately missed the
Aeroflot flight back to Moscow.
Then, in a final effort to pro-
long her sojourn, Svetlana
badgered Benadiktov into tele-
phoning Premier Kosygin. She
wlus wrote to him hersslf, His
answer was a firm npel, She
must bosrd the Aeroflot jet of
March 7. On the 6th her Kala-
kankar host—her late hus-

of Svetiana, while Svetlana falt a spiri

kinahip with Louba through what he had
told her about his wife. Talking to Svet-
lana one day when the connection was poor,
he auked Louba to carry on in Rusian. So
began a friendship that ripsned through

band’s nephew, Raju Dinesh
Singh jied her by
piune to New Delhi. She spent
the night in the raju's town
house. Next morning two see-
Tetaries arrived fram the Saviet '
Embassy to return her to its




unnouncing, “I am now ready to go,” he
handed back her passport. She then
packed her suitenses and, with the sou-
venirs conspicuously parched on top, left
them in the hall outside kier room for all
to see.

By a stroke of luck the entirs embussy
personnel was o o flurry of preparations
for the visit of Marshal Zakherov,
li Chief of Staff of the Soviet Armed

| Forres,
! Consequently, nobody noticed when
Svetlunn slipped out of har room,
-mingled briefly with the weleoming
- committee, ambled into the garden,
* through the gates and to the taxi that
ook her ta the TS,
4 “A stage with muny sets,” Dr. Janner
4 hdaﬂ-dﬁu"Am—pm"An!ntmi
againth h ight hawas,
“I’m oid-fashioned,” liilhpttuur-
Ing to her Bwiss protectors. Yet when
she took the wheel of Detsctive Tin-
guely’s Volkswagen to negotiate the
apiraling Swisa roads with total assur-
unew, it turned out that she had learned
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“She han a fantastic ahility to adspt,”
said Dr. Janmer. “It's amazing how she

And yet ghe wmumgﬁ;dhmu
Paris: “1 am still very uncertain , .
I am ke a straw in the vnml“!u:d.

“How lnluuﬂn;il!ltnuﬁmwld.
<4{ Perhaps it is hard for you to under
Fl stand ma-. . . 1 have absolutely no sense

558
! 2
' §
i
i
H

and T suffer from them. I see the whola
earth o3 mine, all people s mine. . . .
Her first confrontation with true capi-
talist soclety ended on & note of tragedy,
1 It was toward the snd of her stay in
1 Switzerland. D' Aatler, who had been out
I
1

Hadomic

of touch with Svetlans sinee she left New
Dethi, called his nisce, Bertrands Blane-
| pain, whose husband, Claude, a strait-
{ laced colonel in the Bwiss Army Raserve,
| ia co-owner of the large and thriving

Cardinal brewery in, of all places,
Fribot

Urg.

The Blancpaing lived in the country
at Nonan-sur-Matrand, and their two-
year-old villa, the Maison Neure, wos
an eye-opaner for Svetlana, The lawns
were lke curpets. The swimming pool
was huge, the putting gresn immaeu-
Intaly muanicured, Within, there were
such objects as & Chagall tapestry, A
Bernard Buffet painting wis relegnted to
the corridor leading to the garage, Here,
Bertrande, with the help of her hushand

tering away in Russiun. Then, h the
lon amid the

tension ross. “She was not relaxed,”
Claude remembaered later. “And she was
in & fight with my uncle. [t was » ‘nice’
fight, but it wea = fight™—all sbout
d'Astier’s contention that she should
come to France. Clauda himsalf was euri-
ous sbout her decision to go to Amarica.
“Why do you want to go?"" he asked.
Svetlana

see what it's like, but I'm also quita
frightenad."

Claude threw up his hands st the
word “destiny.”” He attributed her
fatalism to her fesling for har |sta hus-
band and his ways. “Indians are very
mystie," he said. “She lets hu-l!h
lod by this mysticism."

Then, the very day after Svetlana
lunded in New York, the Biancpains
were in o dreadiul automobile crash.
Bertrande was killed. Claude was still
hospitalized more than u month Iater.
Svetlana cabled d'Astier in obvious
shock but equilly obvious acoeptaness
of, again, destiny, Her cable coneludad
with the words: “Life Is pitiless."

Whether or not Svetlana eventuslly

to the Bl.l:uapdnl in Nonan-sur-Mat-
rand, seems sure. She is not liely to stay,
Ultimutely, they feel, she will return to
Indin, unless, of course, she finds a new
romantie Interest to ksep her in the
United Stutes,

“The story hasn't ended,” said Dr,
Janner, “It's only begun.” END
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with those leflovers, you'd be sick by now."
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JUDY GARLAND
continued from page 65

can't use you,” he said. “You're
"
I waa stunned. “Would you plesse re-
peat that slowly?" T asked,
He did. [ had signed a contract. [ was
doing u good job. But T was still o-u-t.
Before long the nasty rumors began
mdrﬂ:mndnpin “Judy Garland
blew another big chunee.'
Blew another big chance? I did not! I
will not believe it tiil I hear just what

think people want ms to ba.

Actually, this Intest sethack isn't tha
end of the world for me. Things wers a
lot worse last yewr, when I literally
didn’t have a quarter and faced the pos-
sibility that the Internal Revenue Ser
vice would take away my house because
I was behind on my tax payments. My
¢or was repossesssd and thers wers a few
times when I wondered if T would be
able to pay my grocery bills. I had no
income whatsoever,

I've been in show business for 4234
years. I've earned sbout $10 million in
aalary and roynities from movies, tale-
vision, coneerts and recordings. And ['ve
earned hundreds of millions of dollsrs
more for the companies [ worked for. But
I've never lived liks o weslthy woman
becsuse I've naver been & wealthy
woman. I never saw moat of the money
1 earred, Never had a milllon dollass in
the bunk, or anything near that amount,
At one time I was one of the greatest
movie stars—with the most regged
underwear, I didn't have one petticoat
that didn’t have a rip in it.

I can live without money. But I find
that T eannot live without love, without
friends. And, until very recently, I have
too often hesn & woman alone.

I dont approve of Arthur Miller s a
person, because I don't think he under.
atood Marilyn Monroe very wall; but [
dolove his line from Death of & Selesman ;
“Care must be taken; attention must be
paid.” Miller was taliing about his ag-
ing salesman, Willie Loman, but that's
the way I feel about myself, too: *Care
must be taken; sttention munt he paid."

Omufthhut!rhmhlmmm
President John F, Kennedy. When I
was doing my TV series, there were
times when I didn't think [ was getting
the right advice. So T would telephone
President Kennedy at the White House,
and he would aceept my ealls.

It's funny, but the Los Angeles op-
erators eould never get used to my eall-
ing the Whits House, person-to-parson.
T'd ask for the President, or his secre-
:u-y.Mu.EnlyuLlnwlu.deumH
hesr the operator tell another that
“Judy Garland haa Ripped Inin—lih
thinks Lincoln is siill in the White
House!"

I remember that Mr. Kennedy waa in

I told him I had some problems, but T
said that I lnew he was busy and I cer-

tainly didn't want to take up his time.
He said, “That's not important. You'rs
just as important to me aa the meeting.
We love your show, snd we've changed
the White House dinner hour on Sun-

-duys 80 we can watch you. Now what's

the matter?”

I told him, “Norman Jewison is com-
ing in to direct the show for §10,000 a
week, and I don’t think I canafford him."

“Do you want Jewison?" the Presi-
dent asked.

“I don't mind him," I replied, sdding
that it was CBS's expensive idea.

You see to it that they do. Don't you
put out one cent.*

‘When I told him I would try to follow
his advice, he said: “All right, now sing
me the kust eight bars of Orer the Rain-
bow, Make my day a little easier.”

Bnlmlfwhim. by long-distance:

. if happy little bluebirds fly . . .
Wonti!hrhinbv'. + « why, oh why,
can't IT”

I lmew Marilyn Monroe and loved
her dearly. She asked me for halp. Mal
1 didn't know what to tell her. One
night, at & party at Clifton Webb's
house, Marilyn followed me from room
to room. “I don't want to get too far
away from you," she said, “I'm scared "

I told her, *We're all scared. I'm
scared, too,"” i

“If we could just talk,” she said, “I
know you'd understand.”

T said, “Maybe I would If you're
scared, call me and come on over, We'll
talk about it.”

That beautiful girl was frightened of
sloneness —the same thing 've been
afrald of. Like me, she was just trying to
do her job—th garnish some delightful
whipped cream onto some people’s lives.
But Marilyn and I never got a chanee to
talk. T had to leave for Englond, and [
never saw that eweet, dear girl again. [
wish I had been able to talk to her the
night she disd.

Idnnnuukunrﬂynrull,ymtw
harm herself. It was partly becsuss she
had too many pills a

tion, It's too sasy to forget. You take s
couple of sleeping pills, and you wake up
in 20 minutes and forget you've taken
them. So you take a couple more, and
the next thing you know you've taken

too many.

It's happened to all of us; it hap-
pened to me. Luckily, somebody found
me und saved my life.

There have been times when [ have
deliberntely tried to take my life, Once [
tried to cut my throat with a razor
blade, But I don't think I really wanted
to die, or { would have. I think T must
bave been crying for some attention.
You see, 1 rually like life, I am too stub-
born to kill myzell. My God, I've got too
much to live for, I've got my children,

I think that what pulled me through
my erises In the old days were friends.
Marilyn Monros needed some friends

to tell me, “You'ra OK, kid. Don't
worry." And Errol told me all the time,
*You'll be all right, Judy. The rest of
us will go, but nat you. You're the only
one who'll always be (continued)
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