from November 1949 Screen Guide . . .

Barbara Hale has everything it takes to get to the top. 

Now her performance as Mrs. Jolson establishes her as a new star

JOLSON'S OTHER WIFE

By Helen Louise Walker

* Barbara Hale has worked hard for stardom. Step by step, carefully, painstakingly, she gave each role her best and everyone began to respect her as a competent actress. She won acclaim in The Boy With Green Hair. She was outstanding in The Clay Pigeon which she made with her husband, Bill Williams. In The Window, she played the mother of little Bobbie Driscoll, with such warmth and compassion that everyone knew she had that "certain something" that guarantees stardom.
Believe me, Barbara didn't need to Trade on her resemblance to Erle Galbraith Jolson to get her the coveted part of Mrs. Al Jolson in the spectacular and utterly bewitching sequel to The Jolson Story called Jolson Sings Again. Barbara was chosen because of her warm, vibrant personality which came through so richly in The Window. And yet, it is one of those fascinating coincidences that the "second" Mrs. Jolson should be (to coin a phrase), the spit-'n'-image of the real-life Mrs. Al Jolson.
And in this picture, in which Barbara shares honors with the inimitable Larry Parks who plays Al Jolson for the second time in his career, Barbara Hale emerges a full-fledged, glowing star.
So-o-o what does it all mean to Barbie? Mink coats, pearls, night clubs, swimming pools? Hardly--she has her own pattern of living.
Anyone who knows her must know that Rockford, Illinois, is her "home town" and that she dearly loves it and the people in it and her memories of her childhood there. Rockford is important to Barbie.
You see, hers is one of the real Cinderella stories. She was studying commercial art in Chicago when her Dresden china beauty impelled Corinne and Al Seaman to persuade her to work as a model at the Chicago Models Bureau. It was Al Seaman who brought her to the attention of an R.K.O. talent scout. Two weeks later she was in Hollywood with a long term contract and she was still a touch hazy about how it had happened.
She was bewildered and desperately homesick for Rockford, for her family and her friends, and the easy, small-town camaraderie. Then she met Bill Williams who was also under contract to R.K.O. Bill had never had a real home to be homesick for and as soon as they were engaged, Barbie set about teaching him what a real home, midwest-American style, can be. She took him to Rockford to meet her family.
Later they were married in one of the prettiest, smalltown church weddings imaginable--in Rockford, of course. Bill was introduced to huge family gatherings with tables groaning under whole baked hams, roast turkeys, home-made pies and cakes, complete with excited children dodging about the knees of aunts, uncles and cousin s-six-times-removed.
He loved it!
Back in California, Bill and Barbie bought a small house on a modest street in the San Fernando Valley which might have been a street in Rockford if the trees had been older and taller. There Barbie went through the usual throes of the new bride--fled screaming into the garden when she first tried to use a pressure cooker; hid her head in a clothes closet and wept with hot humiliation the first time an unexpected guest arrived at dinner time and there wasn't quite enough food to go round.
All that was a long time ago. Barbie is now as competent a wife and mother as you could wish to see. Of course, now there is the incomparable "Jody," the Williams' two-year-old daughter whose only flaw, so far as I have been able to discover, is that she has straight hair!
This troubles Barbie because both she and Bill have curly hair and she simply doesn't know how to cope with Jody's. She is as puzzled as any other young mother when Jody ignores glamorous new toys and shows a deep preference for battered pots and pans, spools of thread and an ancient rag doll who lacks an arm and a leg.
Bill and Barbie simply couldn't wait to show her off to Rockford so they took her back for a short visit before she was eight weeks old. When she was four months old they went again and this time the trip included a month in New York for personal appearances. "Nothing could have persuaded me to go if I couldn't have taken Jody along," Barbie says, firmly.
It wasn't until Jody was a ripe nine months, however, that Barbie managed to take her back for a real family visit. They spent a month that time with Barbie's sister who was redecorating her house, an activity Barbie loves, so that when old friends or new movie fans sought her out she had, inevitably, a smudge on her nose, paint on her chin or a mouthful of pins.
Naturally, with two thriving careers in the family, the Williamses can't keep on rushing off to Rockford so they have determinedly recreated a little hometown of their own--or at least a cozy section of one--right in the San Fernando Valley. Their closest friends are their immediate neighbors and, believe it or not, Barbie actually went to school with one of them! Other childhood friends and friends-of-friends live near enough for neighborly running in-and-out and for gay, informal gatherings (complete with babies when baby sitters are scarce). Babies are Plentiful in this little group.
Bill has some very special friends among the young husbands who share his enthusiasm for such hobbies as gardening and woodworking. Most of them have small workshops like Bill's in their back yards and weekends are busy, buzzing times with much conferring over various projects and much lending and borrowing of special tools. At the drop of a biscuit, Barbie will show you a dozen examples of Bill's skill, from nests of end tables to spice closets. Is she proud!
Except for a laundress who comes one day a week, Barbie does all of her own housework when she's not making a picture. The only real difficulty she has discovered about combining homemaking with two picture careers, is that she can't seem to establish a domestic routine like those of other young wives.
She is inclined to be wistful about this.
Her father and mother are with her much of the time now and that relieves her of worry about someone to look after Jody when she is working in a picture. The household is still her responsibility and she expects it to continue to be--even to cooking the dinner when she has been at the studio all day.
She is an excellent and effortless cook now and she hasn't wept over a casserole since the first year she was married.
She knows all about unexpected guests, too, since they have them frequently. They are that kind of people. "I always buy enough so that we can have extras for dinner without strain," she explains. "If no one turns up, we eat the extra chops or whatever for lunch next day. I've learned how to keep a really efficient emergency shelf of canned things. But I haven't--after five years of marriage--learned not to be surprised when Bill eats four lamb chops at one sitting," she dimpled. "Not that he doesn't need them. . . . He is so energetic!"
She and one of her neighbors occasionally practise what they call "pooling babies." Their little girls are near to one another in age and one young mother, in her turn, takes charge of both youngsters for half a day at a time. Usually a lovely time is had by all. However, when Barbie had them last week both little girls decided to lie on their stomachs in a very cold mud puddle. But this was a minor incident. 
Bill and Barbie do no formal entertaining. "The people who come to see us know how to entertain themselves . . . and we love to have them. They know where the coffee pot is and the coffee and they know where to find the cookie jar or the waffle iron or the cold cuts I keep in the refrigerator. When you will come to see us, as I hope you will, I'll show you how to find everything!"
Their one big luxury, she thinks, is their projection machine with which they show home movies. Of the baby--natch! The projection booth is a closet, arranged by Bill for the purpose and the screen rolls down from behind a beam in the ceiling. It's all very ingenious and lots of fun.
That home movie outfit, incidentally, was the cause of a near catastrophe in the Williams' household last winter. They wanted to get pictures of Jody and her Christmas tree to record for posterity. Conditions were not quite right on Christmas and so they saved the tree until well after New Year's with said tree growing more of a fire hazard every day.
Bill got the pictures--charming ones--but when he and Barbara's father started to take the tree down a spark jumped from the fireplace and in a flash it seemed that the entire living room was a sheet of flame.
"Everyone kept a remarkably cool head," Barbie recalls, "except me. I kept telling myself, sternly, 'Now, don't get panicky!' So not being panicky, I rushed out to call neighbors to call the fire department, jumped, over the tree which Bill had flung out of the house and which was blazing on the lawn . . . and lost both my shoes!"
It had a happy ending, however. The house did not catch fire and the only casualty was that Barbie had spring housecleaning a bit early this year and the fun of selecting new covers for a chair and a divan.
The pictures of Jody, as we said before, with her tree are wonderful!
For Bill all this homemaking is like a miracle. As a boy, fatherless at five, be grew up in the seamy, steamy, "Hell's Kitchen" district of New York. He made his own way and he never knew a home until now. Can you imagine what Barbie's warm-hearted, gay domesticity has meant to Bill?

