from November 1946 Motion Picture magazine...

How I Met My Wife -- Bill Williams

Before they were married, Barbara Hale pitched in to help Bill 
remodel a chicken coop which has now become their guest house. 
Back from their honeymoon, they're both in RKO's A Likely Story

as told to Alice Craig Greene

I certainly never expected to find anyone like Barbara anywhere--especially not in Hollywood. Because if she'd been made to order, she couldn't be any more perfect for me. You see, when I first hit Hollywood and started at RKO, I took out a few Hollywood starlets, and I knew they just weren't for me, not my type. In the first place, my budget was slim and I couldn't afford to go around to the places they liked to go, like Mocambo and Ciro's and the other spots. In the second place, and more important, night clubs just aren't in my line. I hate to dress up. I like the out-of-doors, the country, the hills. For a while I spent every week end working on a ranch some friends of mine owned out of town.
I just didn't ever expect to find a girl who'd go for my kind of fun. So when I first saw Barbara, even though I thought she was sweet and attractive, I told myself, "Nope, she'll be just like the rest-crazy for night clubs and orchids and the works."
We were studying in the same group with the dramatic coach when I first saw her. We'd smile and nod "hello" when we passed each other on the lot. The more I saw her, the more I thought, "What a swell gal!" I watched her in class, too, and she definitely lacked any pseudo -sophistication and affectations. She was a wonderful looking person--beauty that seemed to come from inside as well as out. She had vivid brownette coloring, and a fresh-scrubbed look that I loved. She wore very casual neat clothes, suits, sweaters and skirts-never anything frou-frou or overdressed about her, ever. And I liked the way she wore her hair, soft and simply combed back. She never went in for fancy hairdos.
So one day when I was heading for the commissary to get a soda, I saw Barbara coming from the other direction. I waved "howdy" and stopped her when we met. "We've been giving it the nod department for a long time," I said. "How about making it formal with introductions and sealing it with a cold drink?"
She laughed -- she's got a wonderful laugh--and before you could say "cupid" we were in a huddle at the fountain, talking all about what we liked to do and where we liked to go and what we enjoyed. The more Barbara talked, the more I knew this was the kind of girl I'd never expected to find. She liked the country and picnics. She liked ice skating and movies. She didn't like night clubs or dress-up parties. She liked hamburgers and hot dogs and riding in a car with the top down. She liked wearing old blue jeans and a sweater and driving out in my 1934 Plymouth.
We started out being just pals. We did all these things, we had a lot of fun and we built a very sound basis of friendship before we ever thought about romance. Our careers sort of ran parallel. We got studio build-ups about the same time. And we were much alike in that neither of us originally had intended to come to Hollywood and neither of us ever had thought we would want to marry an actor.
But after more than a year of "just being pals," I knew I had found in Barbara the girl I wanted to be with the rest of my life. And when the studio announced plans to co-star us in A Likely Story, I thought it was time to think about co-starring on a lifetime contract, off-screen.
We traveled to Rockford, Ill., Barbara's home town, to be married. All Barbara's family and school friends were there, and it was a great homecoming.
She looked beautiful in the gorgeous wedding gown that Renie, the studio designer, made for her. It was an old-fashioned period dress with sort of a hoop skirt, and she wore white lace mittens and a long veil. Her sister, Juanita, was matron of honor, and her school-chum, Suzy Simons, was her bridesmaid. Stuart Morgan, who got me started in show business, was my best man.
After the wedding supper we left for Chicago and had a wonderful gypsy honeymoon visiting all the places we'd both always wanted to see. Now that we're back home again, I'm still pinching myself to make sure it's real--that in the town of make-believe I managed to find someone as down-to-earth and real as Barbara!


