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Something old--their love; something new--her ring. 
And something wonderful--being Mrs. Williams.

SOMETHING BORROWED, SOMETHING BLUE

by Jane Wilkie

It was the night of June 22nd in Chicago. The Empire Room was filled with the dim buzz of polite conversation by candlelight. To the boy and girl who had just entered, it was the most beautiful room in the world. But then, any place they might have been just then would have looked pretty special to them.

"The table for Mr. Williams," Bill said.

The headwaiter checked his list, motioned the blond boy and the brown-haired girl to follow him.

Barbara nudged her new husband. "That's Mrs. Williams' table, too, bub."

Bill grinned down at her. "You're so fresh," he said.

"Now that I've hooked you, " she said, "you'll find a lot of changes in me. I'm going to beat you over the head every morning." 	I

"Stop being an actress," Bill told her. He seated her at their table, slid into his own chair, whipped out a handkerchief and blotted his brow. Here he was, all married to his favorite character. It had happened--let's see. He looked at his watch.

"It's been six-and-a-half hours," Barbara informed him.

They will never understand how it happened at all. Not that they didn't want to get married. You don't see somebody every day for a year and then miss them when they leave you for five minutes, and figure you're not in love. Any fool would know that much. It's just that getting married is such an ordeal. It's simple enough if you whip off to Las Vegas to a justice of the peace, but Barbara and Bill didn't want it that way.

Back in Rockford, Illinois, when Barbara was still bantam size, she owned and operated a small business which consisted of drawing and cutting out paper dolls, available to any small Rockfordians possessed of a nickel. One day she dreamed up on paper an entire wedding party, dominated by two dozen bridesmaids and a bride. The bride, of course, was a small, fat Miss Hale, who preceded miles of gossamer veil. It would be, she imagined, in a huge stone church. There would be a thousand guests, all of whom would love her very much. They would also all be children, inasmuch as kids never got to do anything, and she intended to give them a break.

just like leap year . . .

In Hollywood, years later, the dream of the big wedding, although somewhat modified, still persisted. But it takes two to make a wedding, and so far no suitable male had put in his appearance. In fact, hardly anybody had put in an appearance. Luckily for her, she had bumped into Harold Soldinger, whom she knew when she was modelling in Chicago, and who was now a cutter at her studio. He and his wife, Annette, became her fast friends. Annette's dinners, deftly turned out in a one-room apartment, became highlights in Barbara's week.

She began to bring Bill Williams with her. Bill wasn't anybody special, in any romantic way, that is. He was just one of the kids on the lot, and different only in that he seemed to know what she was going to say before she said it. Nice and comfortable to be around. She'd never marry him, she wrote her mother. Then she went to Rockford for a visit.

Arriving back in Hollywood, she walked down the long ramp of the railroad depot. Bill was there, glowing at her, and something inside Barbara did a flip-flop.

"It was just the look on his face," she says. "I've never seen anybody radiate like that."

Nobody said anything about a wedding. Bill still teases her, claiming that she asked him.

"I did not!" she says.

The idea just grew, like Topsy, and pretty soon they found themselves discussing plans. Annette and Harold had bought a house in the Valley and Barbara had gone to live with them. Then she bought a house of her own, a mile away. A week later, Bill was a victim of the housing shortage, and he moved in with Annette and Harold.

Both houses remained empty. Barbara and Annette, both planning French Provincial decor, went shopping together once. Simultaneously, they spied a cupboard.

"Oh," said Barbara.

"Oh, look," said Annette.

Barbara hedged. "I don't really like it. You buy it, Annette."

"Now you're just saying that. I don't want it-really I don't."

So nobody bought the cupboard.

"If you two don't get over this 'You-first-Alphonse' routine," Bill told Barbara, "we'll be sitting on orange crates when we're eighty."

One night the men got sidetracked into a baby shop, as Annette was expecting a baby. Considering the diaper shortage, Harold strode bravely to the counter.

"Any diapers?"

"Yes. Limit of two dozen to a customer.

"I'll take two dozen," said Harold, frantically signalling to Bill, who immediately reddened. Trying to look nonchalant, he sidled over to Harold.

"I'll--give me some, too. Uh ... two dozen."

On the way out of the shop, Bill handed his package to Harold and ran his finger inside his collar.

"Ye gods," he said. "That woman will think I'm married, or something."

An average male, Bill was aghast at Barbara's obsession for children.

"Maybe we'll have one," he used to say.

"We'll have four or five," said Barbara, and firmly.

When Annette donated a baby girl to the world, Bill was one of the first to press his nose against the glass partition displaying the hospital's smallest tenant.

Then walking down the hospital corridor, he turned to Harold.

"You know, I can't wait until we have a kid now. Just to see what it looks like, you know."

.In March, Mom and Pop Hale hove into Hollywood from Illinois for a few weeks to see their daughter and, incidentally, to meet this Bill who, in Barbara's correspondence had grown from a mere pal to the most wonderful guy in the world.

Solid citizens of the mid-west, Mr. and Mrs. Hale are easy company, but Bill is painfully shy when meeting new people. He suffered tortures during the first days of their visit, afraid they'd think he wasn't good enough for Barbara. Bill was in the workshop the third day, trying to make up for Barbara's ineffective shopping by creating a kitchen chair. Reaching for a tool, he toppled a can of grease which spilled over his shirt. He tossed the sopped shirt on a bench and forgot about it until hours later, when he walked into the kitchen and saw it, washed and ironed, on the table. Mrs. Hale was washing dishes.

"What's this?" said Bill.

"What's what?" said Mrs. Hale, reaching for another pan.

"My shirt! It's . . ." He was embarrassed. "Well-it looks clean."

"Certainly," she said, still not turning. found it out near the shop--looking as though it needed a dousing."

strong arm methods . . .

"Oh," said Bill. He picked up the shirt uncertainly, then tiptoed across the floor and planted a bashful kiss on the cheek of his future mother-in-law.

That started the split in the ice. It was completely broken later on, when Harold sought to liven conversation with the tale of the time he and Bill had driven thirty miles to pick up a stove and a refrigerator for Barbara. It seemed the two men had considerable difficulty loading the things into their small trailer. They had rolled into the driveway to find Barbara at the back door.

"Just bring them in here," she said.

The boys tackled the refrigerator, which even for two Atlases would have been a chore and, bent under its weight, shuffled to where Barbara stood.

"Now, really, boys, if you'll just shift it so it will come in the other way. . . ."

They set it down simultaneously and glared at Barbara.

"YOU do it!" they had howled as with one voice.

The story was too much for Mr. Hale. Hysterical tears rolled down his face as he rocked back and forth on his wooden crate. In his mirth he slapped the back of his wife, who lost her balance and slid to the floor. Bill leapt to the rescue while the rest of them went into hysterics.

"Gee, Mrs. Hale--Mom--Mrs. Hale! Are you all right?"

Then he giggled in spite of himself. Mrs. Hale giggled back, and it was decided all around that the future would be fun.

In May, they began to talk of a June wedding. In her mind, Barbara recalled the little stone church in Rockton, fifteen miles from her old homestead. Several of her friends had been married there and it was small and cozy, covered with ivy, and all in all, what she considered a bride's church to look like. That was it. But she had to be married by Reverend Allen, the Baptist minister in Rockford. She put in a long distance call to Rockford.

"Mom? Listen, Mom, I'm standing on my head. . . . Yes it'll be June twenty-second, we think. Can you be an angel and make arrangements for that little stone church in Rockton? ... and do you think Reverend Allen could marry us there? Would you ask him . . . ? Oh, Mom, I'm so excited! . . . Make it about four o'clock, I guess. . . . Yes, I'm having it made at the studio, a long, white gown with a train a mile long. . . ."

As all prospective brides know, the dress is the next most important thing to the groom, so Barbara went to Renie, designer at RKO.

"I want to look young," said Barbara. "I want to look sort of white all over. And as though I were on a cloud."

Renie obliged with a wedding dress that will stand the test of time as one of the most charming ever to grace a bride. 

white lace and drearns . . .

Adapted from the 1860 hoopskirt, it's made of white mousseline, and sprouts four tiers of ruffles over a moderate hoopskirt, which is shirred in back to give a slight bustle effect. The neckline is bordered by a ruffle and just the tips of the shoulders show under pouf sleeves. Appliqued in white lace at the tight waist and on the full skirt are sprays of flowers and leaves, sprinkled with tiny seed pearls. Renie dreamed up short mitts of the same white lace, tied at the wrists with white ribbons. The shoes are white faille ballet slippers, embroidered with seed pearls.

"What'll you wear?" Barbara asked Bill.

"Me? A blue suit, I guess. White shirt and a blue tic. What's a guy supposed to wear at weddings?"

Barbara slid an arm around his waist, smiled brightly up at him.

"I wonder what an all-white wedding would be like?"

"My blue suit, no matter what," he said, "and don't use any wiles. Any more of this familiarity and we won't get married."

There was the question of the wedding party. Barbara chose her sister, Juanita, to be matron of honor, and Susie Kehe, her close friend since art school, as bridesmaid.

Bill dug back into his first days of show business for his best man. Bill had been a professional swimmer when he was approached one day by an agent who asked him if he wanted to be in show business.

"Sixty dollars a week," said the man.

"Okay," said Bill, and was promptly taken to watch an adagio act, consisting of two men and a girl. One of the men was Stuart Morgan, who later not only worked with Bill, but came to regard himself as a father to the blond kid.

"Stuart's working with the act at the Empire Room," Bill told Barbara. "He can make it up to Rockton for the wedding. And say," a sudden thought, "let's whip down to Chicago that night and watch Stu in the act. It's still the same, except that I'm not in it."

Meanwhile, the wedding was growing to stupendous proportions, but if Barbara wanted it that way, that was the way Bill wanted it. His part, he figured, would be only to concentrate on the wedding rings.

They planned to leave Hollywood on Friday, June 7th. Barbara was to go straight to Rockford and Bill on to Chicago to visit his old gang while Barbara got straightened around home. Both claim they weren't nervous, but the records give them away.

hysteria . . .

Barbara went shopping the last day of May, bought a batch of Father's Day cards and airmailed them to her father.

"Maybe he'll forgive me for being late because I sent him more than one," she told Bill later.

He laughed. "That's a hot one. You said you're not nervous."

"I'm not."

"Father's Day, darling, isn't until two weeks!"

Then he went to the doctor on Monday.

"Glad to see you, Bill," said the doctor, "but your appointment isn't until tomorrow."

Driving to the studio on Thursday, Barbara put a lighted cigarette in her eye, and howled with pain. Bill gripped the wheel and stepped on the accelerator.

"Hold on, honey, don't be nervous. I'll get you to the studio doctor right away."

He waited anxiously until Barbara came out with a patch over her eye.

"It's not so bad," she grinned a little sadly. "I only have to wear it for five days."

Friday, the day of departure, was the Great Trial. With reservations set for the 11:30 night plane, they decided that they would be calm, make their rounds to pick up last minute necessities and separate after dinner to pack in a casual manner. In the morning, Barbara went with Bill when he made a radio transcription for the government in the cause of recruiting. They picked up the rings from Meyer and went to the studio for Barbara's fitting.

At four o'clock, they stopped in at the tailor's to pick up Bill's two new suits which weren't ready. Bill gave instructions for them to be mailed and just then the phone rang. Harold Soldinger was on the other end of the wire.

"Bill! I've been trying to get you for an hour. Your flight's been cancelled! . . . Listen, Bill, you and Barbara had better do your packing. Just in case."

Ten minutes later, a frantic Harold was again trying to reach them. The flight had been re-scheduled at 7:15. Barbara has no phone, neither has the Soldinger home. Then the flight was changed to six o'clock. Barbara had sold her car that day, Bill had loaned his jaloppy to a friend, and they had borrowed Harold's car. Harold grabbed Fred MacDowell, a friend at the studio, and in Fred's car they careened through traffic to pick up the plane tickets at the airline office. Then they sped to Harold's home. Bill wasn't there. They turned around and fairly flew the mile to Barbara's house. Harold spied his car leaving the house in the opposite direction.

"That's Bill," he said to Fred. "Catch him!"

They pulled Bill over to the curb, explained to him that he had exactly forty-five minutes to go home, pack, and be at the airport. Before going with Bill, Harold directed Fred to give Barbara the news. Back at the Soldinger home, Bill hauled out the luggage Barbara had given him for his birthday, laid it on the floor and opened it. While he kept muttering, "We'll never make it," they pulled drawers out of the chiffonier and emptied them pell-mell into the luggage. In three minutes they were out the front door.

They rocketed back to Barbara's. Fred had barely had chance to impart the shock to Barbara, who was leisurely soaking up sun in a playsuit when he arrived.

She had got as far as the living room and was standing there, a little dazed, when Bill and Harold shot through the front door. Bill looked at her aghast.

"Barbie!" his voice was pitched two notches higher in excitement. "Hurry!"

Barbara leaned against the mantel.

"Be calm," she said. "Be calm in emergencies. Give me a cigarette, somebody." Then she came to--she thought. "Bill, go into the den and get my slacks. Fred, go clean up the kitchen. Harold, you get my brown suede purse out of the top drawer of that chest."

The three men flew in opposite directions and Barbara disappeared to dress. Thirty seconds later, the trio stood outside her door, howling frantically.

"What slacks?" said Bill. "There aren't any slacks there, and besides, what do you want slacks for?"

"The kitchen," said Fred, "is spotless. You haven't been in it all day, you know."

"What brown bag?" said Harold. "I didn't know you had a brown bag."

Barbara was zipping her dress. "Be calm," she said. "I've made a mistake." The dress zipped, she admitted the men. They took everything off hangers, she emptied drawers, and at 5:25 they left the house, slightly disarranged, but properly locked.

They also left, stacked neatly on a table by the front door, two small packages. One contained the earrings, Bill's gift to Barbara, and the other one was her gift to him, a gold ball and chain to be used as a key chain, and a gold key to the house. She remembered the packages the minute they had all, piled into the car. Harold was sent to retrieve them. Off again, and two blocks away, Barbara groaned, 
"I forgot all my coats," she said. "We'll have to go back."

to be continued . . .

The car kicked up dust as it spun in a U-turn. Harold, looking years older, tore into the house and brought out the coats.

They skidded to a stop in front of the airport, ten minutes before flight time. Bill and Barbara walked into the airport lobby, right into a barrage of flashbulbs. That was the beginning of a great, confused whirl, out of which they had to cull pieces and fit them together to make a picture. There had been Barbara's reunion with old friends in Rockford; Bill's old home week in Chicago. There had been a wedding, a beautiful event in a church filled with people. There had been the reception at the Wagon Wheel in Rockton, with Mom and Dad and Stu and Juanita and Susie and everybody crying and laughing.

Now they were in the Chicago hotel, Mr. and Mrs. Bill Williams, and they'd both gotten through it without having a stroke.

A roll of drums announced the floor show. The spotlight threw a circle of blue light on two men and a girl, doing an adagio dance. One of the men glanced sideways, over the cigarette between his lips, and winked at Mr. and Mrs. Williams.

Stuart Morgan, ex-best man, currently engaged in show business, backed nonchalantly over to their table.

"Hey, kids," he hissed, "beat it. Stop in and see me after the honeymoon."

He had to move fast to get back into position for his routine. He caught the girl lightly in his arms. Then he grinned.

"Finis," he said to himself.



