from Modern Screen, November 1947...

Birth of a Baby

by Jane Wilkie

He was in the waiting-room, with two men even more nervous than he, when a nurse said he could go to Barbara's room.
Barbara smiled up at him. "Would you like to read to me? There are some, magazines--"
"Sure,"he said. "Sure, I'll read to you. But what am I doing here? How about the baby?"
"It'll be a while," she said.
He read until the nurse asked him to leave again, and then be went out and smoked until four-thirty (they'd arrived at the hospital at midnight) and finally a doctor came out and said he'd just given Barbara a spinal injection. "Will you come see her now?"
They found Barbara looking calm and happy.
"Are you all right?" Bill said.
"Fine, honey. The doctor said we could have a cigarette together."
He drew up a chair and lit two cigarettes.
"This is quite a procedure," he said. "Maybe my idea of a double room together wasn't so bad after all."
Four months ago, Bill had fallen and twisted his leg, the injury resulting in a knee infection. He had ended up with his entire leg in a cast and was ordered to bed. He fretted constantly. "How'll you get to the hospital if this cast isn't off my leg?"
When he was well enough to walk with crutches, Barbara drove him to the hospital for a treatment. They walked in the front door together, Bill leaning heavily on his crutches, and Barbara obviously well on her way toward motherhood. The nurse at the desk coughed discreetly.
"Uh--which one is the patient, please?"
That had amused them. "What a pair we are!" Bill had said. "Do you think they'd give a man a bed in the maternity ward!"
But the cast had been removed a few weeks before Barbara's confinement, and the first time Bill drove the car, he mapped the route to the hospital.
Now Dr. Thompson came into the room and pointed to the door. Bill gave Barbara one last concerned look over his shoulder as he left. And they had said they wanted half a dozen kids. Brother! This was pretty strenuous. Back in the waiting-room, he walked up and down, filling the place with smoke from innumerable cigarettes.
This had been a year, all right. The wedding in Barbara's home town in Illinois, and the honeymoon trip down to Florida and up the Mississippi back to Rockford, and the days in the Wisconsin woods with Barbara's family, and the trip back toward Hollywood.
Then there'd been the brief months at home when he had built the wall in front of the house, and Barbara had pored over the cookbooks and decorating magazines. In between domestic activities they both did retakes for A Likely Story. Also, there was an RKO publicity trip that lasted three months, and one day in New York they read in a newspaper column that Barbara was expecting a baby.
"Interesting," Bill noted. 
Back in Hollywood, Barbara had an appointment with her doctor about vitamin shots.
And that afternoon, Barbara had returned, beaming.
"What do you know! I am!"
In those days, she had eyed her mafernity clothes with suspicion. "I certainly won't be that big!" she said.
"Are you reading any books about babies?" he asked her one day.
"Not yet. Right now I'm concerned with the care and feeding of one Bill Williams. I will, though, I will. I've bought six."
About the time the cast was removed from Bill's leg, Barbara's mother and father arrived from Rockford and that, of course, was a help. Things settled down to normalcy until the scheduled date for the baby's arrival.
At 3 o'clock on the morning of July 23rd, Barbara had a hunch. She didnt feel quite right, and she hadn't been able to sleep. She arose early, being careful not to disturb Bill, and went into the kitchen. Her father was there, making coffee.
"Dad," she said, "I think it's going to be today."
"Do you want to go to the hospital?" he said.
"No, I think I'd better get the marketing done so there'll be something in the house for you all." 
He exploded. "But you can't go to the market now!"
Barbara smiled. "It's all right, dad. Please drive me over."
All day the four of them sat around. The evening dragged on, and then the night. Just before midnight, Bill phoned the doctor to report.
"You'd better get her down here right away," the doctor said.
Barbara insisted on some hot chocolate before they left, and Bill gulped his nervously, wondering on the strange ways of females. Now he was here, and waiting, and Mr. and Mrs. Hale were outside in the car. Because of the hospital ruling of "husbands only," he couldn't even have the comfort of commiseration.
At nine o'clock they brought the baby to him. He glanced briefly at the bundle and shouted, "How's my wife?"
It wasn't until he went back to his chair that he thought about the baby. Then he ran after the doctor and asked if the baby was healthy.
"She's fine," said the doctor.
"Oh, it's a girl, then." He'd forgotten to ask and they hadn't told him.
Barbara, meantime, was back in her room and waiting to see Bill. They had brought her coffee and she remembered dimly that Bill had wanted some, too, and she was doing her best to keep the brew hot so that he could have a sip. But Bill didn't appear, nor anyone else. Completely exasperated within ten minutes, she put down the coffee and picked up the phone.
"This is Mrs. Bill Williams and I want to see my husband," she said in clipped tones.
They steered him in right away.
"'Girl," she announced. "Seven pounds, six ounces. Nineteen and three-quarter, inches long. Eight-fifty, this morning. Brilliant. Looked at me and said, 'Mama."
"Gee," said Bill, completely gone.
The baby was nameless until the day Barbara left the hospital for home. She was finally named Barbara Willa Johanna, and nicknamed Jody.
With her mother, Jody Williams left the hospital six days after her birth. Two attendants managed the production just outside the hospital. One held Jody in his arms until the second attendant, who was sliding Barbara on a stretcher into the ambulance, needed help.
The first  attendant looked around. "Where's the father?"
"Here," said Bill meekly.
"Take it," said the man, and shoved the baby into the uncertain arms of Bill, who stood there quaking. On her stretcher. Barbara giggled. Bill glared.
"Ye gods!" he said. "I never held a baby in my life!"
"You'll get used to it, bub," said one of the internes.
He has, too. The first few weeks of Jody's life included California's warmest spell in years, and being quite young, Jody put in her share of vocal complaints. When Bill isn't carrying her, he sits and watches her feet, which hold considerable fascination for him. Or he takes a batch of pictures to the studio and shows them around.
"Quite unusual for such a young one, huh?" he says.
Then he comes home and steals into the room where Barbara and Jody are.
"Gee, Barbi," he says. "Just look at those feet!"



