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“My mum had to tell the truth. It was some kind of compulsion, even an obsession. We did not consider it a lie, well not exactly, if someone called us who we didn’t want to speak with, and we asked Mama to say we weren’t there.


“She didn’t want to do it, and in the end, she told the caller that we were there. Her face flushed, and sometimes she blushed as she said we didn’t want to speak to the person. It was really funny. Well, actually, it wasn’t so funny.


“We children learned quickly. Our mother might be Ingrid Bergman, one of the most famous actresses in the world, who could say anything onstage or in a film, but she wasn’t an actress in our house.”


—ISABELLA ROSSELLINI






Prologue




Ingrid Bergman was not a person who cared about fur, but as she told me, “My experiences with fur, you might say, tell the story of my life.


“The story of fur and me is like one of those films you see about an overcoat and all of the people it belonged to, or a tuxedo that starts out in glory and falls on hard times, or even the yellow Rolls-Royce which starred in one of my films.


“As a little girl, I posed for my father’s pictures of me in my mother’s fur coat, but I never gave it a thought. I lived in a country where just about everyone had some kind of fur coat. I didn’t get cold easily and I never needed fur. The reason, I think, most of the girls I knew looked forward to having their first fur coat was because when you got one, it meant you were grown up.


“I loved my childhood, and I did not think much about growing up. I lived in the present. My father was my best friend, and I only wanted everything to stay the same.” Everything did not stay the same, however, and when she was twelve, Ingrid’s father died.


About to be twenty-one and using money her careful and caring father had left in trust for her, Ingrid moved into her first apartment, all her own. She was “thrilled” by the increased independence the apartment represented. “It was like being able to fly. Even if you don’t want to fly, it’s nice to know you’re free to try.”


Ingrid especially liked the privacy, much superior to that offered by her room in her strict Uncle Otto’s home, with his wife, Aunt Hulda, and Ingrid’s five cousins. She did not mind being alone some of the time. In fact, she said she rather liked it and was pleased to find that she enjoyed her own company.


With the earnings from her film work in Stockholm, the first money she ever had earned, teenage Ingrid bought a leopard coat and a used wind-up gramophone, “not the most practical of purchases,” she told me, “but not the least practical, either. I think that best describes me.”


For her twenty-first birthday, Petter Lindström (later Lindstrom), who had become Ingrid’s fiancé, gave her a fox stole. “It was what fashionable ladies of the time were wearing,” she continued, “quite in vogue at the Grand Hotel in Stockholm, which was where Petter and I had our first date. With him, it was the first time I had ever been inside the Grand Hotel, and there were ladies with fox stoles.


“I don’t know if you’ve ever seen one, but it was a small fur stole which, like a scarf, you wore around your neck. The foxes were biting their own tails, and their open glass eyes stared at you.


“Now I find the style ugly and I am appalled by it, but when the package arrived and I opened it, I almost fainted from joy. All alone in the room, I squealed gleefully. As soon as I put it on, I loved it. It was the most wonderful gift I had ever received. It was like Petter’s arms around me. The stole was the height of fashion, quite the rage at that moment, and it was for me a symbol of my being grown up and even sophisticated.


“Of course, I wouldn’t be living alone very long. Soon, I would be married to Petter and living with him. I couldn’t wait for that moment. I knew I couldn’t live without him, and this stole was the token of how great his love for me was.


“I ran to the phone to tell Petter how much I loved his gift, and in my enthusiasm—I had great energy and enthusiasm at that time—I tripped and broke my ankle.


“I had to go to the hospital, where I spent that night. My ankle hurt, but I wasn’t much aware of it because I was so happy. I took the box with my fur stole with me, and I hid it under the bed. Then, when I was alone during the night, I took it out from under the bed and put the stole around my shoulders, over my nightgown. I felt so warm and so happy, I sat up most of the night, caressing it and feeling close to Petter.


“I was anxious for my ankle to heal, so I could go dancing with Petter, wearing my stole.


“When I went to America under contract to David O. Selznick, David was surprised, shocked, when I arrived at a party at his home and left my cloth coat on the bed with the pile of fur coats of the other women guests. David said, ‘Is that all you have, that cloth coat? Don’t you have a mink coat?’ I said, ‘No, but it’s easy to find my coat on the bed when it’s time to leave.’


“David said, ‘You are going to be an important star. You must have a mink coat.’ I did not feel that wearing a mink was a measure of my success in my work,” but Ingrid went shopping anyway.


She found mink coats very expensive. She was tempted to purchase the least expensive one. She certainly was not going to buy the most expensive because, as she told me, “I wouldn’t have felt right spending David’s money that way.” She need not have worried, because Selznick had no thought of paying for it.


The first time she wore the coat was when she was invited to the next party at the Selznick home. She took it off and put it on a bed already piled high with mink coats. She wondered how she would find hers, especially since she would probably be one of the first to leave. She didn’t know many people, and while Irene Mayer Selznick, David’s wife, would certainly come by to make her feel welcome and introduce her to people, Irene was the hostess, who had her duties and responsibilities to all the guests and couldn’t spend long with any one guest.


Ingrid didn’t mind sitting alone and watching the party. It was, in fact, what she enjoyed most. She enjoyed the atmosphere of the party, but without the responsibility of having to speak with people. It made her feel “shy” to speak with strangers, and she had at that time less than perfect confidence in her English. She did, however, begin to feel “a little uncomfortable” when people noticed her sitting alone and stared, or worse, when she believed they felt compelled to speak with her.


When it came time to find her coat, she looked at the piles of mink on the bed, but she had no trouble finding hers. It didn’t look at all like the others. It was a different color with no sheen, and it looked rather thin.


As she left, Selznick said to her, “What kind of fur is that?”


“David, it’s the mink you said I should buy. Don’t you like it?” Seeing the look on his face, she knew the answer.


“You must return that coat, Ingrid,” Selznick chided. “If you wear a coat like that, people will think you aren’t a success, and then you won’t be. Give that coat right back to the store. No one will know you’ve worn it.”


But someone would know she had worn it. Ingrid would know. She had worn the coat, so, of course, she could not return it to the store.


She sold it to a used fur store, taking quite a loss. The eventual purchaser never knew how little used it had been, having spent most of its life out in the world, one night, on the bed of David O. Selznick.


Selznick sent Ingrid as a Christmas gift a package from a well-known furrier. She opened it, expecting to find a mink coat, the sort in which Selznick could be proud of her. The coat was Persian lamb.


Ingrid never quite understood what that meant.


When she left Hollywood and arrived in Rome to meet Roberto Rossellini, he said, “Don’t you have a mink coat?” She admitted she didn’t have one. “Roberto was surprised,” she said. “He told me that all the Hollywood stars have mink coats.


“That Christmas, he gave me one. I hadn’t told him that I didn’t have a mink coat because I didn’t really want one, but this one was from Roberto, so of course I had to keep it. There was a card in the pocket which said, ‘With all my love for always, Roberto.’ I decided to keep the card in the pocket, always.


“Every time I wore the coat, I would check the pocket a few times to reassure myself that the card was pushed deep down. I was very careful not to let the card get wet if I wore the coat in the rain.


“Then, one day, the card wasn’t there. I found a hole in the pocket and checked the lining, but the card was gone. I think I liked the card more than the coat, and I felt a little superstitious about it, as if somehow if I lost the card, I would no longer keep all of Roberto’s love, always. And so it was. I did not keep all of it, but I know I kept some of it.


“I didn’t wear the coat much. One didn’t need a fur coat in Rome. Sometimes Roberto would say to me, ‘Don’t you want to wear your mink coat?’ and I would say, ‘Oh, no. I’m too warm,’ while really I might be a little cold, but I could never say I didn’t love the coat he gave me. Then, he forgot about it.


“Even when Roberto and I ended our marriage, I still felt married to the coat. I couldn’t annul my relationship with the coat, though I didn’t wear it, and it took up quite a space in my closet. I kept it even after Lars, my third husband, gave me a fur-trimmed coat.


“After many years, I decided to line a raincoat with my mink coat. It was a great success. The fur didn’t show much, and I was warm. I thought that one day one of my daughters with Roberto might like it.


“For her twenty-first birthday, I gave the raincoat I’d lined with Roberto’s mink to Isabella, who hesitated. I said to her, ‘Don’t worry. It’s all been dead for twenty-five years.’ ”


Isabella, who in the twenty-first century still owns the coat, told me, “My children think I should bury it in the backyard, in our pet cemetery.”








Introduction




I’ll be Mother,” Ingrid Bergman said. She picked up the ornate silver teapot and poured.


I was having tea at director George Cukor’s Cordell Drive home in Hollywood with Cukor and Ingrid Bergman. Cukor had directed such films as The Philadelphia Story, A Star Is Born, My Fair Lady, and Gaslight, the film he did with Ingrid Bergman. There was a plate of rich butter cookies on the tea table, which indicated Cukor knew Ingrid well.


Cukor said, “The girl always likes to make herself useful. She has such good manners. Usually. I remember once, when we first met, she talked back to me.”


“Oh, George,” Ingrid pouted, “I never, never would have been rude to you.”


Cukor explained.


“I had my way of chatting with actors between takes, giving them little bits of advice, perhaps a bit of encouragement to help them stay involved. On Gaslight, I offered some tidbit of un-thought-out wisdom to Miss Bergman here, and she gave me such a look. What a look! Then, quite unemotionally, she said to me, ‘You already told me that.’


“I said, ‘So I did.’


“ ‘Well, I must be more careful with this young Swedish girl,’ I thought.


“Then, I rethought it.


“No, she’ll have to be more careful with me. She’ll have to get used to the way I work. She did. And we became the greatest friends.”


Ingrid said, “Yes, that’s true, except I never said what you said.”


“You see?” he said to us. “She hasn’t changed a bit.


“Ingrid was not overawed by me, then or now. No reason why she should have been. But some were. I suppose because I was their director.”


Cukor said it to me, “Can you imagine that our girl here made films in five languages?”


“And I spoke a bit of Chinese, too, in The Inn of the Sixth Happiness.”


He asked her how she managed to speak so many languages so well.


She laughed. “By not speaking them so well. I admit I am very fluent in Swedish. I believe I have been able to speak the other languages as well as I do because I have such a fervent desire to communicate.”


I asked her in what language she thought. She answered, “I think in the language I am speaking in. It’s the only way.”


“And when you are alone and thinking by yourself?” I asked.


“English. It seems strange. Everyone would expect me to think in Swedish, my first language, but from the time I learned English, it became my thinking language. I just found it worked better for me.”


Cukor said he could never learn a foreign language because he was too shy. Ingrid was astounded.


“You, George? I would have said you never had a shy moment in your life. As for shyness, I am the shyest person in the world. When I was a girl, I was famous for my blushes. If anyone spoke to me or even just looked at me, I changed color. But that was when they looked at Ingrid. Acting, I could be someone else. That someone else had no need to blush. That character was thrilled to have an entire audience watching, even millions.”


“I can understand that, my dear. Even as director, I have to play a part, and going into the part of the director allows me to say things that, as George, I would be too self-conscious to say. My public person and my private person are always both there.”


“Mine, too,” Ingrid agreed. “My private self and my public self are one and the same. They both love being an actress. I feel most like myself when I am playing someone else.


“But sometimes my private self gets in the way by being so very much concerned with finding and holding on to love.”


“Looking for love is tricky business,” Cukor concluded, “like whipping a carousel horse.”


Ingrid said, “The way I see myself in my personal life was best expressed for me by Jean Cocteau: ‘The dreamer is the guest of his dreams.’”


Ingrid mentioned to Cukor that he had influenced the choice of a name for one of her twin daughters. “I don’t think I ever told you, but I remembered that you had said you liked the name of the French actress Annabella. Do you remember, George?”


He did not appear to remember.


“I was trying to think of a name that began with an I, and the name Isabella popped into my mind. That was how my Isabella got her name.”


Cukor, obviously pleased, said, “Well, that makes me rather a godfather. Even if Annabella didn’t start with an I, I take full credit.”


“You were a godfather to all your actors,” Ingrid said. “You always loved actors.”


Cukor corrected her. “Not every one of them.”


“Roberto [Rossellini] did not like actors,” Ingrid continued. “At the beginning, I didn’t know that. When he first told me, I didn’t believe him. Later, I found out it was true.”


“I’m sure that it wasn’t true about you,” Cukor said.


“That was what I assumed,” Ingrid said. “Maybe in the beginning, it was true that he didn’t mean me. Later, I’m not certain.


“When I worked with my husband, I didn’t wish to be thought of by him, or anyone, as his wife. I wanted to be just one of the actors. It was a problem, though, for me that there weren’t many actors there. Professional actors, I mean.


“When I first saw Open City, I was so thrilled that Roberto was able to get such natural performances, not actor-like performances. I learned on Stromboli how he did it. He didn’t use actors. His actors weren’t actors, only people, well selected. And he had to film them quickly before he ran out of film and money, which he was always short of.”


Cukor said, “You adjusted so well to your life in Italy, but there must have been something you missed….”


“Many things, George, but I’ll tell you one you would never guess.”


“I won’t even try.”


“Corn on the cob. When I first saw people in America eating it, they looked like they were playing harmonicas. It was so funny-looking, it made me laugh. Then I tried it and I learned right away how to do it. It tasted so much better that way, but it tasted best eaten in private with a bib or a towel, so I didn’t ruin my clothes.”


After we had tea, Cukor, knowing that Ingrid loved champagne, opened a bottle. We clicked glasses, and Ingrid said, “Here’s lookin’ at you, kids.”


“That little film of yours was done by another Hungarian, Curtiz,” Cukor said. “I’m Hungarian, you know. Anyway, my family was.”


“Would you believe, George,” Ingrid said, “that Bogart and Paul [Henreid] and especially me believed that Casablanca was a little picture, a waste of our time?”


“I wish someone had asked me to waste my time on Casablanca,” Cukor said.


“Do you know what I especially love about you, Ingrid, my dear? I can sum it up as your naturalness. The camera loves your beauty, your acting, and your individuality. A star must have individuality. It makes you a great star. A great star.”


“I think film is in my genes,” Ingrid said. “I love the camera. My father had a photographic shop in Stockholm, and from the day I was born, he took pictures of me with a still camera, and movies, too. Sometimes I feel the movie camera is my friend or even a relative.


“I believe my father well might have gone into Swedish films had he lived longer. He might have become a famous cinematographer. He saw unlimited potential in those early cameras. When he used his camera, he and the camera became one.


“George, you worked with Greta Garbo. Can you tell me why she retired from films when she was so young? I could never do that. My vision of myself is very, very, very old in a film playing the oldest woman in the world, or on the stage in a children’s theater, cackling in the part of an old witch. Witches are such great fun to do. You’re never too old to be a witch. And no one can accuse a witch of overacting.”


“In answer to your question, I don’t think Miss Garbo ever retired,” Cukor said. “That implies a real decision. I don’t believe she did that. I think she just waited, and she waited too long. She had grown accustomed to being in great demand, but when the demands were softer, she didn’t notice. She wanted the perfect part, but Ninotchkas didn’t grow on trees. That’s a film my friend Ernst Lubitsch made that I would like to have made. ‘Garbo laughs’ is how it was advertised. Well, of course, she laughed, and of course, she cried. No porcelain figure she!


“I think she was sorry she didn’t make more films, but she thought she wanted a holiday. We’ve all been tired and thought we wanted a long vacation when all we needed was a few days off, but didn’t know it.


“I think Miss Garbo wasn’t hungry enough. She didn’t need to work. She’d been a very poor girl in Stockholm, and she had not dreamed big. Then, everything rather came to her. Because of her natural attributes, we all adored her and wanted to help her.


“She earned a lot of money, and it was well invested for her. When she went shopping on Rodeo Drive, it wasn’t for dresses or for jewelry; it was for Rodeo Drive. She owned top real estate, fine art, and jewels, too. She didn’t have to spend much money because everyone wanted to pay her way. But she could be very picky. She was also a bit lazy, I suspect.


“She used to tell me she was thinking about returning to the screen, and I feel she was thinking about it. But that’s where it stopped. She was doing her thinking on someone’s yacht.


“I’ve always meant to tell you,” Cukor said to Ingrid, “I think you were marvelous in A Woman’s Face in Sweden. When I was making the film here with Joan Crawford, I watched your performance several times.”


“George, is it true you thought of using Hedy Lamarr for my part in Gaslight?”


“No, I never did. From the moment I came to it, I never heard that. I understand Miss Lamarr thought so, but that was before I came to the project.


“I don’t know if I made it clear at the time how much I thought of your performance in Gaslight. I felt certain you would receive an Oscar nomination at least, and I believed you were going to take home Oscar, which you did.”


“You were always encouraging, and I loved receiving my first Oscar,” Ingrid smiled, savoring the memory. “It was wonderful, and I owe it to you, and to Charles Boyer and Joe Cotten, and others. So I wouldn’t want to give it back, but I do think the Oscar really goes to the part you play more than to the actor or actress. I was lucky to be given the part that won the Oscar.”


“The truth is,” Cukor said, “a director wins an Oscar for a writer’s script and actors’ performances. Who helped you most to become an actress, and how did you learn to act?”


“The first part is a simple answer, George. My father. He loved me, he loved the arts, and he constantly encouraged me. I don’t know where I’d be without him, but it surely wouldn’t be here in your beautiful home today. As for how, I began as a little girl, studying acting by watching people. I always felt it was the best way.”


Cukor mentioned a book I was writing, about people who loved their work and who did not work just for fame or money, but who did what they did because the creative work was what they wanted to do. Ingrid said that was what she really wanted to do. “Me. That’s me. I’m one of those. I love to act. I’m never happier. I would pay to do it. Wouldn’t you, George? Pay to direct?”


“I’d have to think about that,” Cukor said, and then hesitated a few seconds. “I’ve thought. How much would I have to pay?”


 


I was introduced to Ingrid Bergman by George Cukor to talk about plans for the Friends of the Cinémathèque Française, an organization in America that could help its founder, Henri Langlois, in his film preservation work. While the Cinémathèque Française was based in Paris, it was appreciated worldwide. Both Ingrid and Cukor were passionate about film preservation.


Ingrid became an early member of the board along with Lillian Gish, Gloria Swanson, Otto Preminger, Fritz Lang, Alfred Hitchcock, King Vidor, Vincente Minnelli, Darryl F. Zanuck, and, of course, George Cukor.


She believed that her films, such as Gaslight, Casablanca, The Bells of St. Mary’s, would not have problems in being preserved, so that people in the future would have no difficulty seeing them. “We certainly don’t have to worry about Casablanca being preserved,” she said.


She felt, however, that the films of her former husband, Roberto Rossellini, were threatened and would have great difficulty surviving. “They were ‘art films,’” she said, “and so did not have the big-money support and rich champions to look after them. And Roberto was not a diplomat, especially after the film was completed. There were often difficult relationships, bitterness, court cases…”


Langlois and Mary Merson at the Cinémathèque Française greatly respected the work of Rossellini. Langlois, calling him “a monumental talent,” wanted to safeguard not just the feature films, but the documentaries and every scrap of film cut or discarded from anything Rossellini had ever done. Mary Merson had commented on the man rather than the director. “No woman who met him could resist him, and she had to fall under his spell, helpless.”


Ingrid said, “Roberto could not have had greater film fans than those two, but they were always without money. Rome: Open City and Paisan will always be there. But what about the others?”


“We don’t have to sell ourselves on what we’re already sold on,” Cukor said. “And I don’t think we have to sell anyone. We just have to let them know what we’re doing.”


“And soon. Immediately,” Ingrid said. “Films are dying every minute, especially my poor Roberto’s work. I’m not worried about my big Hollywood movies. And even my Swedish films are, I understand, safe in Sweden, but the films of Roberto…Rome: Open City and Paisan are in the archives, but maybe some of the prints aren’t so very good. The other films, the ones we made together, and all of the others of his, they have been brutally cut by other people. Roberto wasn’t powerful enough to get the final cut.”


 


As Ingrid was about to leave, I said that I was so pleased to have met her. She responded, “I feel sometimes people are disappointed when they meet me because they are expecting Ilsa from Casablanca, and instead they get Ingrid from Stockholm.


“I suppose some of me was in Ilsa, because an actress does draw upon her feelings and her experiences when she brings to life a character like Ilsa.” She added wistfully, “Ilsa never grows old, nor fat.”


Ingrid looked down at the cookie plate, seeing that it was empty. “Oh, George! I’ve eaten all of your cookies.”


“All the better for me,” Cukor said.


 


After she had left, Cukor said, “She has a great sense of fantasy. Sometimes this works in her favor—in the films and on the stage.


“In real life, it may have been her undoing. She has such an innocence and openness to life. She’s very trusting. She’s a romantic who fell in love intensely.


“Garbo was the most artificial actress anyone could imagine, a style that came from silent films, somewhat from the theater, and it was also her own unique persona. It was well suited to her and to her time until her time was up.


“I liked Garbo very much as an actress and a person, but I loved Ingrid personally and professionally. I would use the word ‘stylized’ to characterize Garbo; as for Ingrid, she was a natural.


“Three strokes of a hairbrush, and her shining hair was perfect. She washed it herself. No other actress I’ve ever known would or could do that. Nothing about her was ever ‘fixed,’ because she had been so blessed that everything about her was perfect.”


Cukor had directed Garbo in Camille and Two-Faced Woman, and she often visited him. After her retirement, Garbo sometimes asked Cukor if he thought she should make another film. He refrained from encouraging her even if he might have been the director. “It would have had to be entirely her decision because it was almost impossible to attain the heights to which she had previously ascended and occupied as her due.


“Garbo was considered very aloof. Everyone agreed, although I must say she wasn’t ever aloof with me. It was her personality, true, but there was more to it than that. Take Robert Taylor, who really was a very good Armand to her Camille. He was so handsome and, especially, he was so young, which made believable romantic foolishness. They were always casting Armand too old, which made it hard to swallow.


“Garbo did everything to help Armand for the film, but she didn’t seem to want to know Robert Taylor. Well, he was a bit crushed, but she had her reasons, which worked for her.


“Perhaps it was a holdover idea from silents. She liked to imbue her co-star with romantic qualities and to make up stories about him that would help her see the person in the right way. Garbo didn’t want to know the real Bob, just in case he might say something like, ‘Miss Garbo, it’s such an honor to be here with you. I’ve always admired your work,’ et cetera. Ugh! Worse yet, he could have added that he watched her when he was a boy.


“Ingrid, exactly the opposite, knew the names not just of co-stars, but of every bit player and every technician. She knew the names of their children, and she shopped for holiday remembrances or sometimes gave away her knitting. I, myself, have two scarves which I wear, one at a time.”


 


When Ingrid and I continued our conversations in a room at the Beverly Hills Hotel a few days later, she said the first subject she wanted to talk about was Roberto Rossellini and Open City and Paisan, and the other films she made with him, and that whatever I wrote she hoped I would talk about him, too, and his masterpieces. “He was a very great director, one of the greatest,” she said, “and I hope that one day he will be more generally appreciated, as he deserves to be.”


Then, her serious tone gave way to a more playful, even mischievous one. “Would you like to see a trick?” she asked me.


She took hold of the tablecloth and pulled it out from under the dishes. I was glad I hadn’t poured the coffee yet. The water in the glasses, however, hadn’t spilled.


“It’s just a trick, you know,” she explained. “The important thing is that you do it with certainty. If you think you will break the dishes, you will. Fear makes your hand unsteady.”


I asked her how many dishes she had broken before she mastered the trick.


“Not many. I learn quickly. I never break any dishes anymore. Once this kind of trick is mastered, it is for forever, like riding a bicycle or swimming.


“Tell George [Cukor]. He’ll think it’s funny. Tell him how well I did it, and that I promise I will never do it at his house. His dishes are too beautiful. And he doesn’t have the right kind of table.”









One

Ingrid and Sweden





The story of Ingrid Bergman began in Stockholm with the romance of her parents.


Justus Samuel Bergman was born in 1871, the thirteenth of fourteen children. His father, Johan Bergman, was a music teacher and organist in Kronoberg, a southern Swedish province. Justus left home at fifteen, supporting himself at jobs in shops while studying painting and singing. In 1889, he went to America, staying with an aunt in Chicago. When he returned to Sweden, he worked in art supply shops, where at the time photography materials were sold, and Justus became fascinated by the new medium.


He liked to take his easel with him into a Stockholm park and paint. It was while he was there one afternoon in 1900 that he met the lovely Frieda Adler, known as Friedel, only sixteen and from Kiel, Germany, who stopped to see what he was painting. She was visiting Stockholm with her parents.


The young girl was impressed by Justus Bergman’s work and by the artist himself. He was attracted to Friedel. Justus, who spoke enough German to communicate with her, was almost thirteen years older than she.


Friedel came again and again to watch Justus paint. She loved his work, and she realized that she loved him. He knew he loved her. As it came time for Friedel to leave and return to Germany, Justus pleaded his position with her father.


For her German parents, however, he had no position at all, nothing to offer their daughter. She was too young to marry, and this was certainly not a worthy match. He was too old for her. He was a foreigner. He had no bank account of consequence. He didn’t have a flat of his own, but was staying with relatives. He didn’t have the right kind of family. As an unsuccessful artist, he offered practically no potential for supporting their daughter and the children she would have. It was absolutely impossible.


It was, however, not impossible—only very difficult. Justus gave up his dream of being an artist and became a Sunday painter instead of a seven-days-a-week artist. Now passionate about photography, he opened a photography shop, which became a very successful business. He scrimped, saved, and led a meager personal existence in order to put everything into a bank account.


During those years, which seemed endlessly long to Friedel, she waited faithfully, wearing Justus’s ring on a chain around her neck, hidden under the jabot of her blouse. At night, she wore it outside her nightgown. When her parents discovered that she was secretly wearing Justus’s ring, they were extremely displeased. They were determined that she should have a prosperous husband, as did her two sisters.


At the end of more than seven years, Justus produced his bank-book, and Friedel’s parents could not help but be impressed. They relented and consented to the wedding, which took place in 1907.


Friedel went to live in Stockholm, where it was she who was a foreigner. She and Justus were wondrously happy. Also artistically talented, Friedel painted for pleasure and hand-colored photographs for customers.


They hoped for children to complete their perfect happiness. When they learned that Friedel was going to have a child, they were overjoyed. They had been married a little over a year. Their first child, however, died at birth. Four years later, their second child died after living a few weeks. After that, there was a certain sadness that would creep into the expression of Friedel, and she took on an aspect of maturity that replaced her girlish quality. Each time, Justus was disconsolate over the loss of a dearly desired child.


Then, in 1915, Ingrid was born, a beautiful healthy baby. She was named after the Swedish royal princess, who was age two. Her parents were ecstatic. Justus Bergman began taking photographs of their baby from the day she was born. “I was perhaps the most photographed child in Scandinavia,” Ingrid commented to me. Renting an early movie camera to film her in motion, he took moving pictures of her sitting on the ample lap of her proud and happy mother. Friedel had grown plumper.


When Ingrid was two, Justus filmed the beautiful little girl who loved the camera as she walked with her mother.


Then Friedel became ill. What was at first diagnosed as a simple stomach ailment turned out to be a serious liver problem. Ingrid was sent to stay with an aunt and uncle, so she wouldn’t see her mother in pain, suffering so terribly. There was no respite from the increasing agony, and then from the grief when Friedel died.


Ingrid returned to live with her father. Aunt Ellen, who lived nearby, visited daily to help her brother with the care of his daughter and his home. She sometimes stayed with them.


 


“I had a wonderful childhood,” Ingrid remembered. “I believed that my life with my father was perfect. He was everything to me, and I was everything to him. People would say, ‘She must miss her mother terribly.’ But I didn’t, because for me she was very abstract. She was a photograph. I couldn’t remember her as a living person. She was always frozen in a picture frame.


“Sometimes I would see children with their mothers who didn’t seem to love their mothers the way I would have loved mine if I could have known her. I knew I would have loved her very much, and she would have loved me very much. I knew my father loved her, and he missed her terribly.


“She was beautiful. I could see that in the photographs, and my father had told me what a wonderful person she was, how much she wanted me and wanted to stay with me, but she couldn’t.


“Much later, I understood that I had been living with an ache, but it began so early and was so constant, I was not aware of it. It was just a part of me, missing my mother, and I assumed someday it would go away. I don’t think it ever did, though it was covered over by many other feelings. One can only have so many active feelings at any time.


“When I was grown up and saw my mother move for the first time on film, at first it made me sadder to see her so full of life, as she was in the moving pictures taken by my father. Then, it made me happier. It enriched my life, because it gave me a precious image.”


Ingrid is seen, at two, in her father’s film, playing with her mother, and then alone, at three, putting flowers on her mother’s grave.


The film was restored by David O. Selznick shortly after Ingrid’s arrival in America. Learning that she had the film of her mother, he had had his best technicians prepare it, not only so that she could see it, but so that it would be preserved for her to see in future years.


“When Father took so many pictures, I remember him telling me that some of those young people he photographed would be famous one day, and he would have the photographs he took. Well, he took hundreds of photographs of me, but that was because I was his daughter, his only child. Also, I suppose I was photogenic, and I really did enjoy it. I liked posing for pictures, and it was an opportunity to be with my father, doing something which pleased him, which I wanted to do, and making him proud of me. I understood it must be something I was good at, and my father always gave me confidence. It was with my father that I learned to perform for the camera. The child in his photographs who became famous was his own daughter—me.”


 


Every summer, Ingrid’s father took her for a holiday in Hamburg with her German grandparents and her two aunts, Elsa and Luna, her mother’s sisters. “My grandfather and grandmother were strict and there was no laughter,” Ingrid said.


“I spent most of my time with my Aunt Mutti. Her name was really Elsa, but I called her Aunt Mutti. Mutti is a nickname for ‘mother’ in German. I was really calling her Aunt Mother, because she was the closest to a mother I knew.


“She had married a Frenchman who was very rich. He spent most of his time in the Caribbean where he had coffee plantations. Once he took their two sons with him, and one of them died of a tropical disease. She lived alone in their big house on the Alster, and her husband didn’t come there much.


“Aunt Mutti was young and pretty, and she said she wished she had a little girl, like me. Her home was beautiful and luxurious, and I loved staying with her, but I was only truly happy when my father came for me.


“Aunt Mutti loved to shop, and she would dress up for the experience. She had the most beautiful clothes I had ever seen, and so many of them. I liked to look at them. And she loved accessories, shoes, purses, scarves, jewelry. She liked to have me wear one of my best dresses, always a dress she bought me. They were a little too grown-up and too stylish for my life in Stockholm, and too different from what the other girls in school wore. They weren’t very practical dresses, but I don’t think Aunt Mutti was very practical. But she was strong. She seemed very soft and feminine, but I think she was also very strong. Everyone looked at her when she did a promenade, because she was so beautiful. She was very funny and a good companion. She wasn’t strict, but then there wasn’t really much to be strict about with me because I only wanted to be a good girl, and I was.


“There was one thing she did sometimes that I didn’t enjoy. It’s when she had the saleswoman take out everything to show her and then after it was out and piled up, she said, ‘Thank you. I don’t see what I want,’ and she left with me, and the saleswoman had to put back all those dresses and blouses and skirts and belts. She had tried so hard and then was totally rejected. I thought she must be very hurt. I silently made up my mind that when I had money and went shopping, I would always buy something, even if just a small thing. If I didn’t find what I wanted, I could always buy something for a gift.”


 


When Ingrid was nine, Greta Danielsson was employed by Justus to be Ingrid’s governess. The year was 1924, and Ingrid’s father was fifty-three. Greta was eighteen and really more of an older sister than a governess for Ingrid. She was a music student who dreamed of being an opera singer. Soon, the attractive eighteen-year-old music student was living there. Aunt Ellen, disapproving of the arrangement, stayed away from the apartment except on Sunday mornings when she came to take Ingrid to church.


“I liked Greta,” Ingrid said. “No, I loved her.


“She had a wonderfully happy disposition and her company made my father happy. He loved me very much, but he was lonely, and he needed something more than just me.


“It was his nature to be a happy person, but after my mother died, he wasn’t truly happy, but he always acted in good spirits for me. He was a brave man, and he wanted me to have a good childhood, which I did, until he got sick.


“Greta had a lovely singing voice, and she played the piano. Our house was filled with music. In the evening Greta played, and the three of us sang.”


Justus, Greta, and Ingrid went swimming together in the summer. Greta loved the cinema and took Ingrid to see movies, especially romantic ones. Sometimes when they liked a film particularly well, they stayed and saw it again. Afterward they shared some special sweets at one of the local shops.


Ingrid, who felt shy with most people, never felt shy with Greta. It was wonderful for Ingrid to escape her shyness.


“When we all had dinner together, my father laughed more. He seemed so much happier, the three of us laughed all the time, sometimes at things that weren’t very funny. Dinner was so much fun.”


Greta would be giggling at the dinner table, and after a while, Ingrid noticed her father and Greta holding hands. Far from being jealous, Ingrid was delighted, though her aunts were not. They strongly disapproved of fifty-three-year-old Justus’s “scandalous” relationship with a woman less than half his age.


“My family tried to turn me against Greta. They said she was a bad person, but I always defended her. They didn’t dare say my father was a bad person, because they wouldn’t have dared say that in front of me. They thought I should mind he was seeing someone after he had had such a wonderful wife, my mother, but my mother had died almost seven years before, and my father needed the love of someone besides his daughter.”


Eventually, Aunt Ellen and Justus’s other relatives prevailed, and Greta stopped living with Ingrid and her father. Since Greta studied voice at a nearby music school, she visited often with Ingrid and Justus.


When Greta moved out of Justus Bergman’s home, she was greatly missed by Ingrid. Several years afterward, Ingrid learned from Greta that Justus had wanted to marry her, but she felt his family’s opposition would make their life together too difficult.


[image: space]


When Ingrid was twelve, her father told her that he had stomach cancer. She didn’t really understand what that meant, certainly not the full implications of what he was telling her. He showed her an X-ray and said that soon he would be unable to eat. Ingrid was certain he would find a cure.


He told her that he was going to Bavaria to see a doctor who had achieved miracles. Part of the reason her father left was he didn’t want his young daughter to see him suffering.


Greta went with him and stayed with him through the terrible ordeal. Ingrid said, “I loved her for that.”


Justus Bergman returned to Stockholm to say goodbye to his home, his friends, his family, and especially to his young daughter, for whose future he had tried to provide, as best he could.


Aunt Ellen and Uncle Otto, and Otto’s wife, Hulda, as well as others in Justus’s family, felt that it was wrong to permit Greta to be there at Justus’s bedside.


Friedel’s sister, Elsa Adler, “Aunt Mutti,” came from Germany to be there, and she ordered the family to permit Greta to be at the bedside. It was what Justus wanted. It was what Ingrid wanted. Greta sat at one side of the bed, Ingrid at the other. Justus was able to see them, and say goodbye to the people he loved most, to the two people who loved him most. Justus Bergman died on July 29, 1929, at the age of fifty-eight.


“My father was a sentimental person, and he believed that there was more to life than any of us could really know. He was not a formally religious person, but he was spiritual in his own way.


“He told me that he had felt a great sense of loss when his father died. He always carried with him a small photograph of his father, and when he was troubled and didn’t know what to do about something, he would consult the picture and try to get help from his father, to know what his father would have advised him to do. He said it didn’t always work, but sometimes he could sense, almost hear, what his father would have said to him. It always made him feel better, and he drew strength from the picture and his father’s love.


“Though I didn’t carry a photograph of my father, I always had the picture of him in my head. There was no day I didn’t think of him and share my triumphs or my failures, my joys and my sorrows with him.”


 


After the death of Ingrid’s father, Greta disappeared from Ingrid’s world. A few years later, by chance, Ingrid met her and learned that her friend was studying music and singing, and working as a film extra.


“It was no surprise,” Ingrid told me, “because Greta was so beautiful. It was easy for her to fit into all kinds of films, except where her beauty was a problem, because it called too much attention to her. The people making the film couldn’t have their beautiful extra be the focus of all the attention.


“Greta told me about her work. She would be filmed in a nightclub, at a party, or in a grand hotel. It fascinated me, and I asked her if she could arrange for me to visit the set one day. She did better than that. She got me a day’s work. Only later did I understand that it was easier for her to get me a job as an extra than it was for an extra to get permission to bring a visitor as a guest on the set.


“When I arrived for my first day, there were several young women there, older than I. I was fifteen. We were told what our parts were. We were to look sick, hungry, and very cold, practically frozen. None of us had any lines.


“There was a lot of time and attention put into our makeup. It was not a glamorous makeup job. Far from it. Some of us were white-faced, like we had frozen to death. I was done in yellowish pasty makeup, which photographed as though I still had a little life in me. I learned then something about how much preparation was necessary for films.


“As we were called to do our scene, girls lost in the snowstorm, I wondered if I should shudder as the camera was on me.


“I thought of asking my question, but the camera was rolling, and within a few minutes, it was all over.


“We were released and told we could leave. But I didn’t want to leave. It was so exciting, I wanted to stay in that world. There was so much to learn, and I wanted to know everything about making movies. I wanted to stay, and I found the answer. I left my yellow makeup on, so everyone would think I was still waiting in my makeup to do a scene. Why would anyone else be wandering about with a yellow face?


“When I left the building, I received ten kronor. I wore my yellow face all the way home, as I walked through the streets. I wore it like a badge because it meant I was a film actress, if on the bottom rung.


“I was clutching my first money I had ever earned in my life. Imagine! I had been paid to do what I loved.


“It may sound pretentious, but I wanted to do something worthwhile with my life. But I didn’t have a calling, except this one thing, acting. People have told me that it was important, that entertaining people, bringing them pleasure, was worthwhile.


“What made it hard to believe was because I loved it so much, that somehow doing it seemed selfish to me.”


 


After the death of her father, Ingrid went to live with her Aunt Ellen, who was conscientious in carrying out her responsibilities toward her brother’s daughter, though without the warmth or joy Ingrid had known with her father.


Ellen did not leave her upper-story apartment very much except to shop for groceries and to attend church services every Sunday, to which she always took Ingrid.


“I wasn’t very close to Aunt Ellen in life, but I became very close to her in death,” Ingrid told me. “I held her in my arms as she died.” It was a vivid and unhappy memory that haunted Ingrid throughout her life.


“I had only been living with her for about six months after my father died. Aunt Ellen, my father’s sister, had never married and was very religious. The most terrible thing that could have happened in her life would have been for someone to think I was her child, since she was an unmarried lady. She was very prim and proper, but kindly.


“I hadn’t adjusted at all to my father’s death. I never really did. I think of him as my guardian angel watching over me.”


One night Ingrid was alone with Aunt Ellen, and her aunt began having trouble breathing. She asked for Ingrid to read to her from the Bible. Then, as her breathing became even more difficult, she sent Ingrid to the phone to call the family for help.


Ingrid called her Uncle Otto, and his son, her cousin Bill, answered. She was supposed to throw the key down from the upper-story window when he came, as they had always arranged it, but she panicked and forgot to open the window so she could hear him calling. Ingrid couldn’t understand why it was taking so long for him to come and help. He lived only a few blocks away. Then she remembered and threw down the key to her waiting cousin. It was too late.


“For months afterward, I relived Aunt Ellen’s death in a dream,” she said. “In my dream, everything happened exactly as it had in reality, but I saved Aunt Ellen. I opened the window and heard cousin Bill calling. I threw the key down in time, and my cousin or my Uncle Otto came running up the stairs and rushed in. Then, the dream became confused, but my aunt was taken to the hospital.


“When I would wake up, I looked around, and I saw I wasn’t at Aunt Ellen’s. I was in the bedroom at Uncle Otto’s, and I hadn’t been successful in saving Aunt Ellen, after all.


“I wanted desperately to be able to go back in time and throw the key out the window sooner, but there was no way I could do that. Though they all reassured me that there was nothing anyone could have done, my head believed them and knew there was nothing anyone could have done. But, in my heart, I wondered….”


 


After the death of Aunt Ellen, Ingrid went to live with Uncle Otto and Aunt Hulda, and their children, three much older male cousins and two girls closer to her own age. Margit was a little older than Ingrid, and Britt, a little younger. Britt and Ingrid immediately became best friends.


As young girls, they swam together and took evening walks in downtown Stockholm, where it was perfectly safe for them to be out alone. Ingrid was given the best room in the house, while the others had to share rooms.


Aunt Hulda held the family together, and their previously strained economic position was helped by the arrival of Ingrid. Not only did she have her inheritance, but Uncle Otto took over the management of her father’s profitable photography shop. In her private room, Ingrid was able to have her mother’s piano and her father’s desk and photographs, and paintings by her father.


Since Hulda was dedicated to the education of her three sons for professional careers, it was not a home with time for gaiety, and there was no semblance of the kind of joyful childhood Ingrid had experienced with her father.


The practical Uncle Otto and Aunt Hulda believed that Ingrid should prepare to become a secretary or a salesgirl while waiting to become a wife. They did not approve of her ambition to be an actress.


For Otto Bergman, there was disgrace attached to being an actress, but she was so determined, he couldn’t deny her the chance. He was Ingrid’s guardian and responsible for the money her father had provided for her future. Her future had become the present, and Uncle Otto knew his brother would want Ingrid to have her chance. The difference, however, was that Ingrid knew her father would have given her many, many chances, and he would have devoted himself to her studying acting, dance, elocution, whatever it took for her to win a place at the Royal Dramatic Theater School.


Uncle Otto exacted a promise from his niece, which created tremendous pressure. If she went to the competition and failed to win a place for which so many were competing, then she would not try again. Ingrid felt she had to promise. She believed she would succeed. She had to. Failure would mean the end of any meaningful life. It was too terrible even to contemplate.


The Royal Dramatic Theater School required each actor to submit three pieces which he or she could do. The judges would then select two of those. If an individual failed either test, a big brown envelope, the sign of failure, would be awaiting the aspiring individual at the door.


Ingrid had guessed that the other young girls who were trying out would all attempt heavy drama, the most tragic parts possible, trying to break hearts. She decided she would do comedy.


She opened with a leap onto the stage, a bold peasant girl teasing a boy who is not onstage, but whose lines are heard from offstage.


The jury seemed not to be amused at all, not even to be paying attention. Ingrid heard them whispering even while she was performing. Then, after her first reading, she was dismissed without the judges giving her the chance to do her second reading. Actually, before she had finished her first reading, she was told she could leave.


Ingrid, more than half a century later, recalled her heartbreak.


“As I walked off the stage, I was in mourning, I was at a funeral. My own. It was the death of my creative self. My heart had truly broken. As I went into the street, Stockholm, my home which had always seemed very beautiful to me, was no longer beautiful. I couldn’t even see it because my eyes were filled with tears.


“Not only did I not win a place, they didn’t think I was even worth listening to, or watching.


“The only answer seemed to be suicide.


“I could never imagine how anyone could commit suicide. I loved life too much. It seemed to me that people who committed suicide didn’t understand that whatever it was that day that made them feel so terrible might not always make them feel that way, but they wouldn’t ever find that out if they put an end to their lives. But this was different. This was the end of all of my hopes and dreams, because I had promised Uncle Otto that if I failed, I would not try again.”


When Ingrid went to look at the dark waters of the canal, fortunately she saw how dirty they were. “They were filthy. I was utterly revolted, so I went home.


“I only wanted to be alone to cry into my pillow.


“No one could help. No one could find words that could reach through to the depths of my soul where the pain was. No one except my father, who had died.


“I tried to think what he would have said to me to give me perspective, to make me feel better. He could always make me feel better. He had such warmth, such joy in life. Maybe it wasn’t the words, but his feeling for me that always made me feel good.”


At home, Ingrid’s two girl cousins were waiting for her. They told her that a friend of hers had called. He was an aspiring actor, and he had been at the tryouts.


He had received his white envelope and had asked the guard if Ingrid Bergman had picked up her envelope and what color envelope she had received. He was told that she’d left without picking it up. Everyone had wondered why. Didn’t she understand? Didn’t she care?


Ingrid asked him if he knew what color her envelope was. He did indeed.


“I flew out,” Ingrid said. “I ran all the way to pick up my white envelope.”


The porter had waited for her. He understood full well what a white envelope meant to hopeful young actors.


“I was so excited,” Ingrid recalled, “I tore the message inside in my excitement getting the envelope open.


“It was only many years later, when I was living in Rome, I met one of the members of the jury, Alf Sjöberg. It was my moment to know something I had wondered about for years. I had never been able to imagine what had happened. I asked him why they had stopped me so early in my readings.


“‘We loved your security and your impertinence,’ he said. ‘We loved you and told each other that there was no reason to waste time. We had dozens to see who were going to be difficult decisions. We didn’t need to waste any time with you. We knew you were a natural and great. Your future as an actress was settled.’”


Ingrid said she could remember, even as he spoke casually to her, “the pain I had felt that night until I returned home to learn about my white envelope, on the night that changed my life.”


 


During her first few months at the Royal Dramatic Theater School, Ingrid could not have been happier with everything she was learning. She said that for all of her life, she was pleased when she felt she was learning new techniques that would help her to become a better actress.


After only a few months there, Ingrid was selected by Alf Sjöberg to be in the new play he was preparing, Ett Brott (A Crime), by Sigfrid Siwertz, and starring Edvin Adolphson. This was totally against procedure at the school, where the girls were supposed to spend three years before they had this kind of opportunity. Sjöberg insisted, and Olof Molander, the head of the school, relented.


Ingrid was thrilled, but “the girls who had served their time,” Ingrid remembered, “hated me. It was a strange feeling, knowing that I was being hated. One never gets adjusted to that feeling.”


Ingrid said that as she left school, some of the girls hit her. They were not punished. She was. She was taken out of the play, but the older girls still hated her. She had been chosen.


“One is most impatient when one is very young and has all the time in the world,” Ingrid said, remembering how her loss of the part brought her to the realization that not only would she be expected to study for three more years, but that then she would have two years of bit parts. She understood the frustration of the older girls.


“It came to me I might use up some of an actress’s best years. I craved the real thing. I felt I could learn more by doing than by studying how to do it.


“I wasn’t popular in school. I wasn’t popular with boys. Too tall. Too serious. Too shy. And I wasn’t popular with girls, either.”


Ingrid was so shy that she sometimes would blush when someone merely asked her name. There were members of her family who thought she was well on her way to becoming an old maid. Her Aunt Hulda, however, tried to be encouraging, reassuring her, “You’re not a bad-looking girl.”


“If you can believe it, but remember this was a different time. It was only after my eighteenth birthday that I went out on my first real date,” Ingrid told me.


On a blind date arranged by her cousin Margit, Ingrid, her date, the cousin, and the cousin’s boyfriend went to lunch at Stockholm’s Grand Hotel. “It was my first time at the Grand Hotel. It was the grandest luxury hotel of the city, where the rich who came from all over the world stayed.”


Ingrid immediately liked the tall, handsome, polite Dr. Petter Lindström, but she remembered being extremely self-conscious with this “man of the world,” as she then saw him. She found herself not really listening to him, only thinking about what he might be thinking about her. She said almost nothing.


“I knew he would be disappointed in me, but he was very polite and didn’t show his disappointment. He was an older man, but not too old, nine years older. It seemed like more, but not because he looked old.


“I liked his name, too. Petter. It was one of my favorite names. It was his invitation, and he paid the bill. And he had a car.”


Dr. Lindström was already a successful dentist in Stockholm, with plans to become a doctor. His goal was to become a surgeon.


Ingrid was surprised when he asked if he might call and invite her to another lunch at the Grand Hotel. She said yes. There were many lunches after that.


When summer came, the students were advised to go on studying at summer programs in other countries, especially Russia. “That was out of the question, not because of money, because I had my own money from my father, and my ‘Uncle’ Gunnar had told me I could always go to him.” Gunnar Spångberg was her father’s best friend.


“The truth was, I couldn’t bear to be away from Petter. I was too desperately in love. The idea of being away from him for even a day was too terrible.


“I was never in love like that before, and I was never in love in quite that desperate way again.


“Now I can’t remember how it felt to be unable to be away from someone for one or two days. What an incredible dependence! But there it was.


“I had a whole summer of days to fill in Stockholm while Petter worked. He never missed a day of work and was totally concerned about his patients. I didn’t want to waste the time. I remembered how I had loved making films when at fifteen I was an extra.”


Spångberg, who was a successful florist, was one of those who kept a watchful eye on Ingrid. “He had a wonderful flower shop, and whenever I went there with my father, he always gave me a flower.


“When my father went away to die, Uncle Gunnar was always there for me, to give me advice when I wanted some, even when I didn’t know what question to ask. What he gave in abundance was encouragement, which was what my father would have given. I think that was what I really needed. It wasn’t what was said. It was more what was unsaid.


“Being with him gave me a feeling of support. But the greatest thing he gave was all of that encouragement, so I believed whatever I wanted could come true. I only had to prepare myself to be ready for good things. Uncle Gunnar had strength like a pillar.


“He never said things like other people say that keep you from even trying, like, ‘You know how terrible the odds are,’ or, ‘All of the most beautiful girls try,’ and worse yet, they have a look on their faces which says a wordless, ‘You poor thing, how could you think you could do that?’ All the while, there was Uncle Gunnar to say that I should be an actress, that it was ‘my destiny.’”


Ingrid was fourteen when Uncle Gunnar gave her a handsome leather-bound diary with a metal lock, which had her name embossed on it so there could be no mistake as to whom it belonged. For a number of years it remained her closest confidant. She called it “Dear Book.”


“Uncle Gunnar told me if I wrote down my thoughts, I would have a record of them which would, years later, surprise me. I learned that even the next day, I might be surprised by what was important to me the night before.


“I had put down thoughts I didn’t even know I was thinking. The act of having written them down, then of seeing them written down, usually placed it in my memory, forever.


“I could tell my diary all of my hopes and dreams and feelings. I never had to tell my dreams to anyone because I could tell my diary.


“I never felt the need to lock it. No one in my family would ever have looked in it.”


Ingrid went to Uncle Gunnar for assistance, not with money, but with connections. She knew that the artistic director at the Svensk Filmindustri was an enthusiastic flower purchaser who also attended Uncle Gunnar’s Sunday suppers. Uncle Gunnar had the most beautiful flowers, the freshest, and he had a regular Sunday evening salon supper attended by Stockholm’s artistic elite. Even as a child, she had been there many times, often reciting poems she had memorized. Uncle Gunnar’s flowers lasted days longer than those in other floral shops, and no one who came to his delicious Sunday suppers, with their good talk and entertainment, would want to lose his or her place there. The artistic director wouldn’t ignore Uncle Gunnar, Ingrid thought, and she was correct.


An appointment was made for Ingrid, and she chose to present poetry. She felt comfortable doing this because she had been reading poems aloud at social gatherings since she was four years old.


On the day of her screen test, Ingrid left home quite early, as she always did to be certain that she would never be late for an appointment. It was what she did throughout her life.


On the way to what she sensed might be an important turning point in her life, she got off the tram and visited the graveyard where her parents were buried. She sat on a bench and explained the situation to her father and asked him to help her. Never having really known her mother, Ingrid did not speak with her.


No one else being available to direct Ingrid’s screen test, Gustaf Molander, who was the brother of the director of the Royal Dramatic Theater School and one of Sweden’s most famous film directors, did her test himself.


When Ingrid’s test was screened for her the next day, she was depressed by what she saw, but the director, Molander, recognized her unique quality, and he felt he had found his next star.


In the film, The Count of Monk’s Bridge, Ingrid plays a maid in the hotel, pursued by Edvin Adolphson, who stars in the film as well as directing it. Adolphson had noticed Ingrid when she was being considered for Ett Brott. “Good luck was so important in my life,” Ingrid said.


“There are so many factors which contribute to your achieving your goals in life. For instance, look at me. My good luck was to be born in Stockholm, very close to the theater, which gave me my chance for a life in theater, and in film. Stockholm was a great place to be born and to pursue a life in the arts. Of course, what was most important was that I had the greatest father in the world.”


 


For her first film role, Ingrid was cast in the small part of the ingenue. This was a loosely plotted comedy reminiscent of the style of René Clair’s Under the Roofs of Paris.



Munkbrogreven (The Count of Monk’s Bridge, 1935)


Monk’s Bridge is in Stockholm’s bohemian section. The Count of Monk’s Bridge (Valdemar Dalquist) is a likable rogue who leads a group of vagabonds in their daily quest to get as drunk as possible without working. Sweden’s strict liquor laws make this difficult, and illegal, which seems only to inspire greater ingenuity on the part of the Count and his followers.


Their daily routine is interrupted by the appearance of an unknown jewel thief in the area. The police suspect them. The most likely suspect, however, is a mysterious stranger named Åke (Edvin Adolphson) who has taken up residence in a cheap hotel where the beautiful young Elsa (Ingrid Bergman) works. She lives there, and her aunt operates the hotel.


Åke and Elsa fall in love, but their future together seems unpromising until the real thief is apprehended, and Åke, it turns out, is an investigative reporter.




Adolphson was shocked by Ingrid’s fearlessness. He told her she was impudent, a word she had heard before and always took as a compliment. She didn’t appear to be at all nervous and, for the most part, it was because she wasn’t. She took her performance very seriously, but she enjoyed herself. Adolphson and Ingrid became good friends.


Offered a film contract, Ingrid decided on a career on the screen instead of the stage, at least for the next few years. There was a difficult parting at school when she announced that she would not be returning, that she was doing the unthinkable, choosing cinema over theater.


Ingrid was saddened by the anger and turmoil. She hadn’t expected it. She simply wanted to depart with the good wishes of all. She never liked to quarrel and preferred to dwell on what was good in any experience or relationship, if possible. Later in life, she realized that the rage she had encountered, especially on the part of the school director, Olof Molander, was actually a compliment to her talent.


She remembered the strange feeling she had, because just such a short time before, winning entrance to the school had seemed to her more important than anything else in the world.


Ingrid was too busy, however, to ponder it all very much. Her contract had provided money for acting training, and her second film, Bränningar, was ready to begin shooting.



Bränningar (Ocean Breakers, 1935)


A fishing village’s newly ordained minister, Daniel Nordeman (Sten Lindgren), feels doubts about his being right for the ministry. These doubts are more than confirmed when he seduces parishioner Karin Ingman (Ingrid Bergman), the beautiful young daughter of a fisherman. Later, a remorseful Daniel rushes out during a stormy night to seek guidance from the Lord, and is struck by lightning. As a result, he loses his memory and is taken away for treatment.


Regaining his memory, he returns to the fishing village to find that Karin has given birth to his child, although she has not revealed that he is the father. In a sermon he admits his sin to the whole village, and then resigns as their minister. As a humble farmer, he seeks forgiveness for his sins.




Ingrid had her first experience with people wanting her autograph, and she loved it. She received many compliments, and she told herself firmly that she must not “grow a big head.” It was a favored admonition of Petter’s, “Don’t grow a big head.” She enjoyed the love scenes with Sten Lindgren, and he told her he did, too.


Ingrid was rushed into her next film, Swedenhielms, which was directed by Gustaf Molander, as would be most of her Swedish films. She described Molander as “a master of serious comedy.”


The theme of Swedenhielms is a familiar one in European drama: What happens to a wealthy bourgeois family with aristocratic pretensions when they lose their wealth but not their taste for the luxuries and status that accompany it? The Swedenhielm family, heirs of a banker, have added aristocratic honor and professional achievement to their basic values.


Ingrid’s part is small, but important. She plays a rich girl who loves the Swedenhielms’s son and accepts the family as it is, whatever their social or economic status.


Swedenhielms has the quality of a stage play that has been “opened up,” exactly what has been done. It is based on a Swedish play by Hjalmar Bergman, no relation to Ingrid.



Swedenhielms (1935)


Widower Rolf Swedenhielm (Gösta Ekman) is a brilliant Swedish scientist who has spent most of his inheritance trying to perfect a patent that he hopes will win a Nobel Prize. His disdain for money is shared by his three grown children, Rolf, Jr. (Björn Berglund), Julia (Tutta Rolf), and Bo (Håkan Westergren). Bo borrows money from a moneylender so that he can marry Astrid (Ingrid Bergman), perfectly confident that his father will win a Nobel Prize.


The family has been held together for years by Marta Boman (Karin Swanström), a plump, industrious housekeeper, who always manages to come up with some kronor in emergencies. When it appears that Rolf will not win a Nobel Prize, Bo’s pride will not allow him to marry Astrid because she is rich. She does not feel that her money should be held against her.


All seems lost, until a phone call announces to Swedenhielm that he has won a Nobel Prize, after all. Far from being ecstatic, as he always assumed he would be, he feels let down. He had expected it to be the answer to everything.


A new dark cloud appears when Eriksson (Sigurd Wallén), the moneylender, shows Rolf proof that his son Bo has forged his father’s signature to borrow money. Eriksson sells the forged IOUs to Rolf, because what he really wants is the satisfaction of showing more compassion than was shown him by Rolf’s father, a banker, who sent him to prison as a young man for embezzlement. Eriksson’s revenge consists of showing Rolf that it could happen to someone in his own family. Rolf is devastated by the realization that his son Bo could lose that which was of the utmost importance to a Swedenhielm, his honor. Honor means more than even a Nobel Prize.


Rolf’s pride is saved, however, when the housekeeper, Boman, admits that it was she who really forged the IOUs to keep the family going and to finance Rolf’s experiments. At the Nobel ceremonies, Rolf receives his prize from the King.




This was Ingrid’s first Gustaf Molander picture and her first picture with Gösta Ekman, her personal idol and Sweden’s premier actor. At twenty, Ingrid was already a Swedish film presence. It was a joy for her to work with Molander, and she was thrilled and amazed because he seemed to concentrate his attention on her.


Molander had been working as a screenplay writer at Svensk Filmindustri since 1919, and had become one of the company’s leading directors toward the end of the silent era. One of his earliest films as a writer was the Swedish classic Terje Vigen (1919), based on the Henrik Ibsen poem and directed by Viktor Sjöström (later Victor Seastrom in Hollywood). Forgiveness and redemption were favorite themes of Sjöström’s, and Molander stresses them in Swedenhielms. In Terje Vigen, it is the hero who forgives and is redeemed. In Swedenhielms, it is the villain.


The Swedish film industry in which Ingrid Bergman received her early training was one of the most advanced, technically and artistically, outside of Hollywood. There was no reluctance on the part of most of the important Swedish stage actors to work in films, thus Ingrid in her third film found herself playing scenes with the renowned Gösta Ekman.


At first Ingrid had worried that she might have to wait too long between films, but the opposite occurred, and she needed every bit of her abundant good health and energy to work constantly. “Fortunately,” she told me, “I had a wonderful memory for lines.”


When she first learned that she would be cast opposite Gösta Ekman, Ingrid, who was not nervous when filming, was suddenly nervous, “not professionally,” she said, “but personally.” Just thinking about it made her blush. Ingrid had always blushed easily, too easily, in her opinion, and it embarrassed her. She feared it might embarrass Ekman.


As a girl, she had admired him from afar, and she was not alone. He was a romantic ideal and idol. “I dreamed of Gösta Ekman. He was married. He had a son almost my age.”


When she met him, he more than lived up to her dreams. She was inspired, and he did everything he could to help her. He encouraged her and praised her work, and Ingrid said she was “divinely happy.” She felt she always did her best work with people who believed in her talent. “But then,” she said, “doesn’t everyone?”


“I loved Gösta Ekman,” Ingrid told me. “I think every woman did, but not every woman had the opportunity to perform with him.


“When I was a girl wanting to be an actress, I was dreaming of acting with him. It seemed it would be divine. It was more divine than I could ever have imagined then.


“Looking back, I suppose I really was a little in love with him. Well, more than a little. I couldn’t help it. Nothing happened. He was much older.


“Later, it came to me that Petter was a little jealous, maybe more than a little.


“I talked about Gösta all the time. I was filled with excitement and babbling about how wonderful an actor Gösta was. ‘You must be tired of hearing all of this,’ I said, but I think he was more tired of it than I knew.


“I learned that it’s generally not a good idea to talk too much about how wonderful another man is when you are talking with a man. A woman can love her husband and still feel attracted to another man. Men feel that way. Why can’t a woman?”


 


With trepidation, Ingrid attended the premiere of Monk’s Bridge. She was hopeful, but the reviewers failed to praise her. Somewhat dismayed as she read negative reactions, she was reassured by Ekman, who told her that for an actress it was better to be noticed, even if not in the way she preferred, than not to be noticed at all. She remembered his words all her life, but was never sufficiently convinced. She never adjusted to the idea of ignoring negative reviews or relishing them because they show more attention then just being ignored.


For Swedenhielms, Ingrid was praised. With a year and a half of film work, by 1936, Ingrid had received recognition by the Swedish press, and even American Variety took note.


Ingrid’s next film, directed by Gustaf Edgren, was controversial outside Sweden. Adultery is treated with some tolerance, even sympathy, and an abortion is part of the plot. The film could not be released in the United States until six years later and only after significant cuts had been made.



Valborgsmässoafton (Walpurgis Night, 1935)


At the same time crusading newspaper publisher Frederik Bergström (Viktor Sjöström) is editorializing against Sweden’s falling birth rate and a national lack of interest in family life, his daughter Lena (Ingrid Bergman) is hopelessly in love with a married man. He is Johan Borg (Lars Hanson), for whom Lena works as a secretary. His wife, Clary (Karin Kavli Carlsson), denies him conjugal relations out of fear of becoming pregnant.


When Clary does become pregnant, she has an abortion without telling Johan. A blackmailer appears, threatening to tell her husband unless she pays him. In a struggle for the incriminating medical records, she accidentally shoots him, and then kills herself. The story is exploited by Frederik’s newspaper, creating a scandal. Johan joins the French Foreign Legion.


When he finally returns to Sweden, Johan finds Lena waiting, anxious to start a family with him.




Walpurgis Night refers to the eve of May Day, when witches come together from all over the world to celebrate. Ingrid, who was always interested in witches, thought it a good title.


The film that followed, On the Sunny Side, provided an opportunity to be directed again by Gustaf Molander. Ingrid admired his light touch with comedy, but what he did was never trivial. She felt he had a genius similar to that of Charlie Chaplin. Ingrid was not only certain of Molander’s greatness, but also of his warmth, sincerity, generosity, and his special appreciation of her. “He said to me, ‘Learn your lines and be yourself.’” His perfect confidence in her gave her a sense of security that reminded her of the way she had felt with her father.


When the film played in New York City, it was reviewed by Variety and The New York Times. Both publications noted Ingrid as someone to watch. She was already a familiar face in European films.



På Solsidan (On the Sunny Side, 1936)


Bank clerk Eva Bergh (Ingrid Bergman) desires to follow in the footsteps of her artist father, but lacks the talent for anything but the social part of the life of the artist. While she is enjoying life with Stockholm’s bohemian group, she meets a wealthy gentleman, Harold Ribe (Lars Hanson), who offers her marriage and security on his country estate. She accepts, but not without fears that she will be bored when away from the excitement of the city. After the marriage, she invites her friends to leave the city for a weekend. She finds that her values coincide more with those of her husband.




Ingrid could easily identify with her character’s admiration for her artist father. She always looked for aspects of the character she was playing with which she could identify.


 


In March 1936, Otto Bergman died, and Ingrid was grateful for Petter’s sympathetic presence in her life. Elsa Adler (Aunt Mutti) was impressed by Petter when Ingrid brought him to Hamburg that year on a visit to introduce him to her German family. Petter, however, was alarmed by what he saw in Germany. After three years, the Nazis were firmly entrenched, and their ominous presence could be felt everywhere.


While she was there, Ingrid was told that Joseph Goebbels had expressed interest in her as an actress for German films, especially after he learned that her mother was German. The German studio UFA was then one of the major film production centers of the world and was controlled by Goebbels.


 


“Petter and I, like good Swedes, liked to walk, and on Saturdays when I wasn’t working, we would go for very long walks in the woods.


“I would fix our meal, assorted sandwiches, different kinds of cheese, little cakes, butter cookies, and I would pack it all attractively and put it in a knapsack on my back. It didn’t weigh very much until after we had walked for hours, and then, those sandwiches started to seem heavy.


“Petter had a knapsack, too, and his was very, very heavy when we started out, but he never opened it. I didn’t understand.


“So I asked Petter, ‘What do you have in that sack that you never open?’ He opened the knapsack and showed me. There were five large, heavy bricks. I still didn’t understand. Petter, seeing the look on my face, explained, ‘I am building muscles.’


“Petter was a natural athlete, and he believed in doing everything to keep fit. He enjoyed physical activity and was an excellent skier.


“He was a marvelous dancer,” Ingrid remembered, “much better than me, and he never got tired, or so it seemed. I always tired first.


“For Petter, everything was sort of an endurance thing. Maybe he got tired, but just would never admit it.”


 


As the date of their wedding approached, Petter encouraged Ingrid to go to Aunt Ellen’s place to see what might be there that they could use to start their own married life. They would need such things as good pots and pans, silverware, utensils, sheets, goose-down pillows, blankets, and other useful household goods.


Ingrid had not been able to bring herself to go alone and look through the property that her Aunt Ellen had left, as well as everything that she had left with Aunt Ellen. With Petter’s encouragement, she was able to do so. There she found one of the great treasures of her life, her mother’s letters to her father before they married.


Friedel, Ingrid’s mother, had made it clear in her letters during the years before her marriage that, much as she loved Justus—so much that if they could not be married, she would never marry anyone else—there was one thing she could never do. She wanted him to understand that she would never be able to bring herself to pose nude for him.


The letters her mother had sent her father were “so beautiful,” Ingrid told me, “that I cried all night, as I came to know my mother as a girl, long before I was born, passionately in love with my father, as he was with her.


“I had to hold the letters carefully and direct my tears in the opposite direction so they wouldn’t fall on the letters and stain them.”


She told me she envied the love and passion and dedication to their love felt by her parents. She hoped she would have that with Petter, but without the tragic part.


The letters were so important because they allowed Ingrid to know the mother she hadn’t known and couldn’t remember. Ingrid told me she had felt some guilt at the time, like being an eavesdropper. She was reading her mother’s most intimate thoughts, but she couldn’t help herself. She felt compelled to do it, and afterward, she believed her mother would have wanted to share her feelings with her daughter, who was just about to marry.


Ingrid, however, felt it would be wrong to share her mother’s most intimate feelings with another person, even Petter, but she didn’t know what she could say to him should he ask if he could read her mother’s letters. There was no way she could say no to him. She felt it was right for her to open her own heart totally to the man she loved and was going to marry, but she felt troubled about revealing her mother’s most private thoughts that had been intended only for the man her mother loved so desperately, Ingrid’s father.


Ingrid stayed up all through the night reading the letters, and she read much of the next day. That evening when Petter came to take her to dinner, he didn’t ask about the letters, nor did he ever mention them.


Ingrid attributed this to Petter’s great sensitivity and respect for her privacy. In later years, she wondered if the letters just hadn’t interested him.


Petter was not one to cling to the sentimental past. He liked to live in the present and the future in terms of goals. Ingrid believed he thought she handicapped herself with the weight of too much sentimental baggage.


Ingrid’s picture of her mother would be complete one day when, in Hollywood, she would see the carefully restored bit of surviving film taken by her father that showed her mother with her, and allowed her to see her mother moving, not only as a still photograph.


 


“Petter was an older man, but that didn’t bother me. I may have been more attracted to him because I was so young and really innocent for my years. I’d never gone out with men. I’d never even gone out with boys. He wasn’t really old, just older. It was like having a big brother, and every girl who doesn’t have one would like a big brother.


“Then, as I fell in love with him, he didn’t seem like a brother at all. I felt very romantically about him. Sometimes it was almost like an illness. It’s difficult to explain unless you have felt that way. It was certainly a dependency. I can’t recapture the feeling now; I can’t even describe it. I can’t even remember it exactly.


“I do remember whatever happened I couldn’t wait to share it with Petter. Sharing it with Petter seemed more important than what had happened. I don’t remember exactly when it stopped being that way between us. The feeling I know was stronger before we married, and just after.


“At that time, in the months looking forward to our marriage, I couldn’t imagine life without him. I just knew that if he had died, I would have died.”


 


Ingrid’s next film was written for her by Molander and Gösta Stevens. Gösta Ekman was again signed for the lead. Since Ekman was appearing in the theater in the evenings, the film’s production schedule required shooting around his performances, with rehearsals by day and filming after midnight until they finished. It was important to have Ekman, and Ingrid enjoyed the challenge, but it was a grueling schedule, especially for Ekman.



Intermezzo (1936)


When internationally acclaimed violinist Holger Brandt (Göstara>Ekman) returns to Sweden after an extended tour, his longtime accompanist, Thomas Stenborg (Hugo Björne), announces his retirement. Needing a qualified replacement, he chooses Stenborg’s talented young pupil, Anita Hoffman (Ingrid Bergman), who is also the piano teacher of his beloved young daughter, Ann-Marie (Britt Hagman). Anita is flattered, even tempted, but declines because she hopes to win a scholarship to study abroad.


Carried away by the attentions of her idol and the music, “Rustle of Spring,” she has an affair with him. Later, she feels guilty about their clandestine relationship, and she decides to end it and leave Stockholm.


Confronted by his wife, Margit (Inga Tidblad), Holger admits he is having an affair and that he is in love with the young pianist. He and his wife agree to separate.


At the train station, Holger asks Anita to reconsider her decision to leave. She decides to stay, as his accompanist and mistress.


Vacationing in Switzerland after a European tour, the couple is apparently happy, but Anita is troubled. She notices how taken Holger is by a young girl who resembles his daughter. When his manager arrives with the divorce papers, Holger is reluctant to sign them, and is only interested in hearing about Ann-Marie and his son Åke. Understanding what his family means to him, Anita reluctantly leaves him when she is offered a grant to study in Paris.


Holger returns to Stockholm feeling he has lost not only Anita, but his family, as well. He visits his daughter’s school. Seeing him, Ann-Marie is so happy, she runs in front of a car and is struck.


Holger comes out of the hospital emergency room where his wife is waiting for news of their daughter. When he tells her that Ann-Marie will be all right, Margit says softly, “Welcome home, Holger.”
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