from September 1946 Movieland magazine . . .

                     Bill Williams and
      pretty Barbara Hale plan
           a smooth voyage ahead

Sails set for Happiness

by Kate Holliday

* And so they were married! We're referring to Barbara Hale and Bill Williams, Hollywood's "cutest" couple. Barbara was the most beautiful bride in America and Bill the handsomest, beamingest groom. The little, old fashioned church twenty miles from Barbara's home town of Rockford, Illinois, was packed to capacity by every Hale in the Middle West (and there are thousands of them) and all the Williams buddies who could hop a train.
The fact that Barby insisted on being married in or near her home town is typical of her. The fact that Bill took her desire for granted is typical of him. For, though the two of them are famous, their entire romance has been about as un-Hollywood as a session of square-dancing.
They started out as two complete individuals, two persons as far from one another in temperament, background, birth, and upbringing as you could possibly find. Bill was from Brooklyn, a boy who for years had been in vaudeville, knocking around the country and making himself a dollar whenever he could. And Barby was from an unsophisticated, small town near Chicago. She had never known anyone in show business or wanted to be in show business herself until, while she was modelling in Chicago, the late Charles Koerner of RKO gave her a contract. She knew nothing of acting, of the angles, of the work that Bill had known for years.
In the beginning, Bill was too serious, too conscious of a living he had to make. He came to Hollywood more than a year after Barby did, as dispassionate as she about what pictures had in store for him but for a different reason. To him, movies were a comfortable means of marking time until his old vaudeville partner got out of the army and they went to work again. Bill himself had been in uniform for a short spell, until they discovered he had something wrong with his back. And, when they released him, he was lost alone. Then a guy got him a contract and he took it, not meaning to stay, not thinking he had enough on the ball to be a really big star, just--honestly!--to pass the time until the war was over.
It was a job, however, and he did the best he could with it, in his own fashion. But, to Barby, it was a joke. She was so young and inexperienced that she kept on being the butterfly in Hollywood that she had been in Rockford and Chicago. She had dates by the dozen. This infuriated Bill, when he knew her well enough to be aware of what was happening. It insulted his sense of dignity. If she had a contract, she should at least try to keep it--as he was doing. She had more beauty than he had handsomeness, he said. She could learn to act, keep appointments, seem interested.
And Bill's continual harping got on Barby's nerves--though she admitted that he might be right and that he was fun. Then she saw the light, once some good reviews came through on a picture she had done. The newspapermen said she was charming, that she might get somewhere. Suddenly, the thing wasn't such a game. It was a career, a running, thrilling battle which she might be able to win if she tried.
Bill, with satisfaction, watched the new idea take hold of her.
"She changed," he told me recently. "She got over all those juvenile things--by herself. And she's going places!"
That's typical of the two of them, too: one is always telling someone how wonderful the other is.
It all started a month after Bill had been signed, in June, 1944. By that time, Barby had been out here for fifteen months. And there wasn't a lonelier girl in town.
That sounds ridiculous, I know, when you consider Barby herself and the fact that she was living at The Hollywood Studio Club with a hundred other professional girls. She knew a lot of the residents there, was with them constantly, always had someone with whom to talk to and play. Yet, it was the first time she had ever been so far away from home in her life and she was only twenty-one. These were all new acquaintances, and were only acquaintances for the most part. For, despite her seemingly easy friendliness, Barby does not find it a cinch to become intimate with people quickly. The girls were still only half-friends, therefore, not the chums she had known for years.
There was a guy she had been going with, too. It was one of those zip-zip things, too quick to last. And it had finished, as they had both been afraid it would. Barby, after that, felt lonelier than ever.
She ran into Bill one day in the office of the RKO dramatic coach. Someone introduced her. That's how it all started.
"I wasn't impressed," Barby says now, grinning sidewise at Bill.
He grimaces. "I'd had better-looking girls in the past. I didn't even notice her!"
Then they both giggle.
Barby takes up the tale. "For some reason, Billy could always tell when I was low," she goes on. "We'd see each other around the lot and he was 'Friendly Joe.' If he noticed a half-hearted smile on my face, he'd say, 'Coffee, kid?' and we'd go into the commissary to talk."
She glances sidewise again.
"I'd always pay the bill,. of course."
Bill nods, solemnly. "She was making more money than I was. She could afford to pay!"
Barby kicks him under the table.
For a while, then, it was the two of them and a cup of coffee. Later, it was three, since they, were joined by Bill's best buddy, Eden Nicholas, a singer who was also under contract to RKO. It was, as Barby says, "high school stuff. We were the Three Musketeers and all that. It was like meeting for a coke in the corner drug store and discussing all the teachers."
At the time, Bill had no desire to get tied up with any girl. He was on the burned-child side about his first marriage, an alliance with a St. Louis girl contracted when he was nineteen and too young to know what was cooking. It hadn't worked out, and Bill had sworn himself another oath: to stay fancy-free. But good. He told the sister of the guys with whom he was living, the Weir brothers, that he thought Miss Hale was a very nice girl but that he would never get serious about her.
Ummmm-hmmmm. Yeah. Sure.
Barby, as I said, was still getting over the other boy. She liked Bill as a friend, yes, but when she wrote her mother and mentioned him she added,
"He's a wonderful person, Mother, but don't worry: We'll never get serious about each other!"
Sure. Yeah. Ummm-hmmmm!
After a spell, the Three Musketeers began going out to dinner together. One night, by some mistake, she and Bill actually went out alone, without Eden. They wandered over to Villa Nova for spaghetti and a glass of wine, and much to their surprise they found they had even a better time alone than with the third member of the company. That was fine. They began to do it a couple of times a week, then three times, then four times, then five, and six, and seven. Ultimately, they were seeing each other not only every night but every noon for lunch at the studio. This came to the attention of the RKO-ites with such force that at last they cast the pair of them in a picture together. It's called A Likely Story--and they aren't kiddin'!
Meanwhile, Bill was working on Barby to do two things: study acting more seriously and save some money. He himself was taking dramatic lessons like mad, and he dragged Barby into them, too. They got to the point where they were reading scenes to each other morning, noon, and night. It paid off, of course: neither is exactly a slouch in the let's-pretend department now.
The money thing was tougher. Bill, you see, had always been a great guy for insurance. So, when he got his contract and was sure of some dough coming in every single week for a while, anyway, he began inquiring about annuities, those lovely deals the insurance companies have that pay off in lump sums after fifteen or twenty years. He got himself one and made Barby see the light, too.
The result of this was that they both got so hopped up on the subject that they were putting all but a minute portion of their weekly checks into the hands of the insurance men. You may have read that before and thought it was a publicity gag. Believe me: it was and is not. At this point, Barby gets $33 a week from her check for all her expenses, including food and clothes, and Bill gets a snappy $35. Thus the fact that Peter Rathvon, present president of RKO, gave her a gift of her wedding gown was a distinct help! And a beautiful gown it was, as you can see from the picture on the opposite page.
Now, they're married. And the funny part is that neither of them can remember when they first got the idea that they should be. It was sometime after Barby had gone home to visit her parents last year. She missed him, she found. And, when she came back to Hollywood, they kidded about it. Then they were kidding on the square, evidently. They don't know, exactly.
They had to wait until June for Bill's divorce to become final. That date coincided, by accident, with the first free time they had both had in over a year. So they hied themselves to Rockford as soon as the gong rang.
They come from different places and different ways of life. Each knows a part of existence the other has never dreamed about. Yet, through the months of their coming close to one another, they have blended into complete unity. They are inseparable, interdependent, good for each other. Barby has taken the excessive seriousness from Bill; Bill has rubbed some of the flippancy from Barby. They're so much alike both young, charming, amusing, intelligent, and ambitious. They have found each other in the melting pot of Hollywood and, if they have anything to say about it, they will never lose each other again.

The End

