For Immediate Release
Lutz Bacher

Taxter & Spengemann
January 7" — February 4", 2006 .
Opening reception: Saturday, Jan 7%, from 6-8 pm

done aternvle thing —and hung up. He called back, arguing that he'd
never uttered a public word about her in fifteen years and that, were he to
do so, it would not be to Globe. More silence. “Does this mean we're not
speaking anymore?™ he asked. “Right,” she replied. Was there nothing at
all he could do? “Yes,” she said, “—hang up.”

It was the last time he ever heard her voice.

There was a second reason for her cutoff. Garbo knew he tape-recorded
their conversations, and never objected. But at some point in 1985, she was
falsely informed that he had played one of the tapes “at a party.” Green
categorically denies it: | thought she knew me well enough to know I would
never exploit her. God knows I had a thousand opportunities.”

He was angry and wounded but, in hindsight, views those incidents as
catalysts—an excuse to make break. By 1985, her health was failing and
she didn’t want people to see her deteriorating, he believes. “She was very
proud. She didn’t want to be diminished with her friends.” Over the next
four years, he learned he wasn't the only one being shut out. Though she
spoke to Cécile on the phone, she never saw her again, and even hung up
on her, too.

“In the end, did we betray Garbo, or did she betray us?” he wonders.
But Green is not a sentimental man. He brightens and suddenly remembers
something: One afternoon while he was visiting her, Garbo left the living
room to fix drinks and Sam reached for some peanuts, a few of which
dropped on the floor. Bending down to retrieve them, he noticed 4 tiny
figure pecking out from under the divan on which he was sitting.

“It was a troll,” he says. “You know, those little plastic dwarfs with the
ugly, wild, magenta and turquoise Dynel hair> When I bent down further
and looked underneath the sofa, there was a whole row of them—at least
a dozen, a whole liule community of them—in a kind of formation.” He
said not a word about the dis, overy, but on subsequent visits, when left alone
in her living room, he never failed to check under the couch—and never
failed to find the trolls there, always in a different arrangement. Another
time in her living room, he noticed £ miniature glass candlestick on the floor:
“She ‘didn’t know how it got there’ when I pointed it out.”

Why the trolls? The look on Sam Green'’s face says it’s a silly question:

“Why not? Children play with dolls. Garbo played with her trolls. They
amused her. Alone late at night, when the Sandman wouldn't come—maybe
she couldn’t get to sleep, maybe she acted out little scenes or games or fantasies
with them from some favorite fairy tale—who knows? You tell me."

° Swedish folklore is richly populated with trolls, clves, and house spirits (tomte) known as
the Hidden People or Underground Folk. Selma Lagerlof published two volumes of storics
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