YOU by Bill Williams

WHEN we first met, I was confused about you. We were introduced, remember, by RKO's dramatic coach, Miss Lillian Albertson.

Know my first impression of you? I thought, when we first met, that you were a bit spoiled--as a pretty girl would be. Very attractive, with a wonderful personality, but a mite spoiled . . .

. . . And over-nice. I thought, I must ashamedly confess, that your being over-nice was put on. It wasn't. It isn't. It's you. But used as I was, to vaudeville people, to characters' characters, I had never run into anyone like you. You were-are-real, and I thought you unreal!

I like the way you dress in suits, your hair upswept, but best of all in plain skirt and sweater, scarf, flat heels, your dark hair down. When you are dressed like that, that's you, that's Barbara . . .

One day in Miss Albertson's office, you said, "I've broken up with my boy-friend." "Oh, well," I said, These things happen--you'll be back together in two weeks."

"Want to bet?" you asked.

"Sure," I said. "A dinner!"

That was pretty cagey of me. I figured that if you and your boyfriend went back, you'd have to buy me a dinner; if you did not reconcile, I'd have to buy you a dinner. Either way, I'd get to have dinner with you.

Two weeks later, to the day, the telephone rang. You were calling. You said, "You lost your bet!"

So we went and had spaghetti at Villa Nova.

I always told myself I would never marry you. Even after we were steady dating and I knew, but wouldn't acknowledge, even to myself, how I felt about you, I teased myself by reflecting what a wonderful wife you would make for some guy but--not for me. Having just broken with my ex-wife, I was a bit on the bitter side, down in the mouth. I just didn't want to get tied up again--I thought.

I told myself we were not suited--an actor, I thought, and felt, should never marry an actress.  Two careers under one roof and blooey, there goes the roof! I know, now, that two people--when one of those two people is YOU--can have their careers under a roof that stays put.

Punctuality is very important to me. Being on time, to the minute, is a fetish of mine. But you, I used to think, you were just like Bob Mitchum--alergic to clocks, NO conception of time. It got so I wouldn't wait for you. More than five minutes late for a date (And when were you not?), I was The Little Man That Wasn't There. You've changed a lot, in this respect. You're quite punctual now. As punctual as you, being you, can be. . . .

. . . but you're still forgetful, Funnyface, still absent-minded . . . You pick up the mail from the R.F.D. box in the morning and forget about it. On one occasion, my expected check from the studio didn't show. Two or three months later, there it was--in the pocket of your old raincoat!

. . . you had, also, the very bad habit of never putting anything away. If you rush, and you are generally vou just didn't have time, and your things, from earrings to coats, suits, shoes and socks, stayed where they fell! That is being changed, too . . .

. . .  you're so willing to learn, Barbara. One of the most endearing things about you is the way you listen, with no chip on your shoulder, to suggestion, to advice, even to criticism. . . .

I thought, too, when first we met, that you didn't take your career as seriously as you should.

I know now, that you do care about the career--very much. But you hold everything that matters most to you inside yourself; never let anyone, not even me, know what you are feeling. You can be having a lot of trouble, inwardly; be a laugh a minute, outwardly.

And while on the subject of careers, yours, mine . . . if ever our careers do bother our marriage, much as we value them, we'll quit. We'll both quit. That's agreed between us, isn't it? Sorry to employ a cliche but it's fact that I'd rather be with you when I'm, say, fifty-five than with my scrapbooks. You're prettier. . . .

In addition to being an actress you are a painter, pretty facile with the pen and a Florence Nightingale of heart as I, legs paralized for three months and all but helpless, have good reason to know. You are a darn good cook, a superlatively good mother, and wife--in short, just let you make up your mind that you're going to be good of something, at anything and you are.

The way you make me eat breakfast--or try to! It's a running gag, breakfast at our house, with you trying to force a hearty New England menu on me, and me unable to take it!

Know what I love? The way you sing around the house . . . when you're doing things, you know, like bathing the baby, or swinging it with the vacuum cleaner, or sewing . . . And know what I love to do with you? Love to dance with you. Love that stuff. You're a wonderful dancer, Mrs. Williams, wonderful rhythm. . . .

A blithe spirit, yours, most of the time. Unlike me, not a worrier. Except about the baby. You worry about the baby, who outblooms any rose, all the time. Minute you hear her crying, you're on your feet. At home, the baby sleeps with us. In her crib, next to our bed. As close to our bed as one piece of furniture can be to another. ''We can't," you say, "leave her alone, yet . . ."

 You are penny wise and pound foolish, as ever was. You read in the papers where, by going ten or fifteen blocks out of your way, you can save a buck on this or that. So, maybe in the icecold or in the rain, just to save those of few lousy pennies, off you go and, of course, catch the common cold! During our recent trip to New York, for instance, you read where you could save 10% on some luggage you wanted to buy. So you take a cab all the way from our hotel on 57th Street down to Wall Street and back which, what I mean, ate up the 10% you'd ''saved''--and all the time you could have bought the luggage downstairs and been in pocket!

. . . you love to roller-skate. . . .

. . . you are an incurable sentimentalist. It follows, as the night the day, that you collect things. You do, Madam, you do, indeed. You have never, never since birth, I can swear it, thrown away a letter, a snapshot, a souvenir. When you came to Hollywood, the largest suitcase in your luggage was the one filled with pictures of, and letters from, your friends. You also collect phonograph records and magazines. You collect, period. It's the squirrel in you.

Your pet hate is my tendency to weed out, and throw away, the things and things you have stashed away in cupboards. . . .

You read whodunits by the square yard--the little dime magazine ones. You also read a great deal of the heavier fiction and you keep posted, up to the minute, on current events.

You 're quite a girl, Barbara, quite a girl . . .


