From the December 1945 Photoplay magazine...

That Engaging 
Young Williams

Exciting, unexpected things always happen to Bill--including lovely Barbara Hale

BY HELEN LOUISE WALKER

THERE are some people born into this world to whom Things--important, exciting, unexpected Things--just seem to happen. This story is about a boy and a girl who were both that kind of people....
The boy was Bill Williams whom you took to your hearts in "Those Endearing Young Charms" and whom you will be seeing shortly as a full-fledged star in, "Deadline At Dawn." The girl--well, we'll come to her in a minute.
Bill was an earnest young man who planned to be a construction engineer. He studied for that career and he knew all about economy and sacrifice.
	And what happened to him when Fate grew fanciful? He found himself in Hollywood with a long-term contract and the whole of the big RKO lot agog over its tawny-haired, amber-eyed, bronzed acquisition. "Heaven's own answer to Technicolor!" people keep on saying. A more astonished young man than Bill you never saw!
Bill's real name is William Katt and he was born in Brooklyn to Theodore and Johanna Meyer Katt. His father, owner of a delicatessen, died when Bill was six and his mother went to work to support him. "She worked long, hard hours," Bill says. "She had to leave me with the family upstairs a lot of the time and they had a lot of kids of their own. I was the littlest one in the group and I remember that for a long time I slept in the bathtub because that was the only place they had to put me! When my mother married again a few years later, I felt sure that she did it mostly to provide a home for me. After a while she died, too ... and I was alone."
But she had seen him through Public School 122, through Brooklyn Technical High School and into Pratt Institute where he planned to study construction engineering. He had always been crazy about mathematics and about what he called "the tools which men used to build important things..." He still is. But his prowess at athletics interfered eventually with all these yearnings, whether for better or for worse Bill isn't quite prepared to say even yet.
He took his studies very seriously and he took his fun with gusto--football, hockey and swimming. It. was great fun but certainly not serious business when, in 1934 and 1935, he was Junior National Champion in the 220 and 440 swimming events. It was surprising to Bill when he found himself swimming for the New York Athletic Club, Park Central, Dragon and finally the Sands Point Beach Club. But the most astounding thing was that all this culminated by his becoming a member of--of all things!--the Municipal Opera Company in St Louis! To this day he can't explain that sequence of events. There he met and married Ruth Morgan, also a member of the company, and that was where he formed a little company of his own which subsequently toured Europe and even "did" a command performance for the King and Queen of England. The company made a hasty dash for the United States at the outset of the war in Europe and continued a successful tour in this country, winding up with an engagement which began on Christmas Day, 1942, at Earl Carroll's restaurant in Hollywood. Bill became a shuttle pilot for Consolidated Airlines shortly afterward and then went into the Army.
He was released later because of an old spinal injury which he explains by telling you, "When I was still pretty young, I tried to learn to ride--but before I had quite learned, I essayed to do a 'Tom Mix.' The horse turned a corner and I didn't and that caused the injury!"
After his release from the Army he went to work in pictures in small parts which led, rather rapidly, to his role in "These Endearing Young Charms" and a long term contract.
And he met The Girl--Barbara Hale. He says he was never really introduced to her. "We just began to smile at one another on the lot, the way people will, you know. Then one day I invited her to have a coke and after that we used to talk some and I tried to figure out how to get better acquainted. She told me she was going to make a test for a scene in which she used a funny dialect. I pretended I thought she couldn't do it and I teased her along until she was a little bit defiant and then I made a bet with her about it. (Of course I knew she could do it!) I bet her a dinner that she couldn't and of course I lost, just as I had planned to do."
It was along about then that Bill and Barbara began to be a twosome on the lot, wandering around, hand-in-hand, with That Look in their eyes that made hard-bitten old-timers get a bit misty around the spectacles. But the old-timers didn't know the whole story.
They knew that little Barbara, the dewy-eyed one, had come into pictures almost as recently as Bill, himself, and under almost as surprising circumstances. For brown-haired, hazel-eyed Barbara, born in DeKalb, Illinois, and reared in Rockford, in the same state, had planned to be a commercial artist. But, just as Bill was too handsome and muscular to be allowed to continue his chosen career, Barbara was too pretty to be allowed to follow hers. When she went to Chicago to study art at the Chicago Academy of Fine Arts, the people there began instantly to implore her to pose for pictures instead of drawing them, herself.
Without her knowledge, Al Seaman, of the Chicago Models Bureau, sent a picture of her to an RKO executive in Hollywood and almost immediately afterward, Charles Koerner, himself--the big boss of the studio, stopped in Chicago to have a look at her. Twenty-four hours later the gasping Barbara was on her way to California and twenty-four hours after she arrived here she was before the cameras, working in "Gildersleeve's Bad Day." Six or seven pictures later she found herself with that nice, plump role in "First Man Into Tokyo" and just now she is playing opposite Robert Young in a picture tentatively titled, "Ladies' Choice."

SO-O-O she met Bill Williams and the gossips were puzzled because this obviously idyllic pair kept on not announcing any "plans." No one knew about Bill's former marriage--not even when he was quietly divorced in Los Angeles, more than three months ago under his real name.
"I guess Ruth and I were too young when we were married to know what we wanted from life and from each other. We simply didn't see alike about anything. It was an impossible situation and we separated long before I came into pictures or ever even heard of Barbara.
"Of course," he went on, "Barbara and I can't have any 'plans,' however we may feel. Why, I haven't even a home! I'm just a squatter, living around with any friends who will take me in for a night or two. So, even if we didn't have to wait nine more months for the divorce to be final, I wouldn't be a very good bet as a bridegroom at the moment."
He loves to spend weekends with his old vaudeville friends, the Weir Brothers, at Malibu, not only because the swimming down there is fine--but they have, he glows to tell you, "a simply super workshop with all kinds of tools and lathes--everything to make things with!"
Naturally, he makes things for Barbara--a set of hat boxes, book shelves, some cases for her correspondence, in the hope, he tells you, with a sly grin, that she may become more tidy in her habits.
A week ago he went shopping with her and she was enchanted by a pair of lamp bases which were priced at sixty dollars. "Pss-st!" he nudged her. "Don't say anything. I can make you some just like 'em for a dollar!" He did, too, and when Barbara took them to the shop to have shades made the proprietor asked her where she had bought them. "A friend made them," said Barbara. "Well," rejoined the shopkeeper, "you tell your friend that I'll pay him a good price for as many as he can turn out!"
If you go hunting for Bill, you are likely to find him wearing the checkered flannel shirt which causes such amusement at the studio, squatting in the middle of a large, pie-shaped mess of nuts and bolts and wearing a blob of grease on his nose. He nods at the nuts and bolts, explains, "This is my car!" He calls it "True Love," because it rarely runs smoothly.
Actually he is the soul of tidiness. It's a fetish with him and dates back, he thinks, to the rigorous training his mother contrived to give him, despite their broken home life. "It made life bearable for me when I was on the road," he reports. "I knew fellows who didn't know how to keep their clothes and themselves in order when we were making 'short jumps.' They lived in a perpetual mess."
Bill has an "over-all plan." "I don't see," he says, "why you shouldn't organize an acting career as another man would a business."

SO--he likes to dance and feels an aptitude for it. He takes two tap lessons a week, a singing lesson every day. He spends half an hour a day reading aloud and studying records-for diction. He works out in the studio gym and spends an hour in the sun in the interests of health and that bronze color. And the amazing man spends most of his evenings writing replies to his fan letters--and trying to persuade Barbara to do the same.
"I'm not getting so much mail now that I can't handle it, myself," he says. "Later on, I hope it will be too much for me! But I can spare the time and I learn from these letters."
Anyhow, he doesn't like parties. He says, quite simply, "I don't like to drink and I don't like to get all dressed up and then--crowds of people appall me. I won't put on evening clothes because I look exactly like a truck driver who has never had them on before. I can't go to night clubs. You know I can't afford to put out fifty dollars for a dinner check! And if I could afford it--it certainly wouldn't be worth it."
His pet extravagance, if he has one, is really good clothes. "Only," he frowns, "my taste in clothes is terrible. I always get Barbara to go with me when I buy them because she knows about things like lines and fabrics and colors and things like that. She's an artist, you know!"
He shakes his head over his other extravagance. He is, he says, "a pushover for a sob story." "Even when I realize that the story is a phony one, I can't help digging in to the jeans for someone who has put tears into my eyes. Since I know it's foolish a lot of the time--well, I just put it down to 'luxury expense' and mark it off, trying not to feel like a sucker."
He scarcely notices what he eats, so long as it isn't a mess of unadorned lettuce or angel food cake. Almost any meat dish will do nicely. He can cook eggs--"because how can a man live by himself unless he can do that?"
If his career goes as he plans it, he will invest in a twenty-acre ranch near Los Angeles and he will build a modest house (his plans for all this are complete to tiniest detail) and he will stock it with cows and chickens. If there is one thing he loves more than dissecting an automobile, it is milking a cow.
Then he, presumably with the beautiful Barbara, will go a-traveling all over the world on freighters and perhaps on donkey-back or camel-back and they will see everything--"while we are still young enough to do it and enjoy it."
Well, those are his plans and we wish him well. And we'll never, never tell him about Bill Powell and Ronald Colman and the dozens of others who have had plans for "just enough money"--and "then we'll travel everywhere and see everything."
Young Bill has his Barbara and his swiftly unfolding career--and anyway he's one of those people to whom Things--important, exciting Things happen.

THE END

