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Mrs. Bill Williams loves her home

and thinks the man should be the head of

the family, even though she's also ...

that 
barbara hale!

By Gladys Hall

"That Barbara Hale!" said Mrs. Bill Williams to Mr. Bill Williams, "if only she could remember her lines! Honestly, she gets in my hair!"
Said Mr. Bill Williams, equably, "I'm sure she does the best she can, dear."
"No, she doesn't,"sighed Mrs. Bill, "she's careless. She muffed twice today and in the
middle of a big scene with Robert Young, too!
She's got to do better!"
Said Mr. Bill, "I'm sure she will, dear. She's quite a trouper. She--"
"Now, Bill, don't you defend her," said Mrs. Bill, speaking sharply. "She needs the sort of criticism I'm giving her. She could be a lot better than she is and if she knows what's good for her, she's going to be better or I, that is, we are going to know why!"
This is a sample of a typical dinner table conversation in the home of the Bill Williamses when Barbara Hal--excuse us, Mrs. Williams--no, we do mean Barbara Hale, I guess--finishes a day's work on the set of And Baby Makes Three in which, as a richly deserved reward for her performances in The Window and in Jolson Sings Again, starborne Miss Hale is currently sharing honors with honorable actor Robert Young.
The Barbara Hale and/or Mrs. Bill Williams go-around seems complicated but--if you follow closely--it's actually pretty simple. In the Williams household, there are three people. There is Mrs. Bill Williams, housewife, Miss Johanna (known as Jody) age two, of course, Bill. But there are always more people present in the Williams' modest bungalow than are present in the flesh because there is also Barbara Hale, actress. Definitely, however, you get the impression that Barbara Hale doesn't quite "belong" at the Williamses, that she is an outsider, a mere dropper-inner. You can't help get this impression since, for reasons which are about to be divulged, Mrs. Williams always speaks of Barbara Hale as objectively as she would speak of Jane Greer or Evelyn Keyes or the Princess Aly Khan or any other actress she sees on the screen.
Says Mrs. Bill, explaining, "I try never to use the personal pronoun 'I' about Barbara Hale and that's how the whole thing started. If I didn't take this objective view of the actress side of myself, I couldn't abide living with Barbara Hale. I wouldn't be able to criticize her or to aid and abet other people in criticizing her. I like to be able to talk about Barbara Hale, even like to say a kind word for her when I can but not as if I, so to speak, were talking about rne. It's embarrassing to have to talk about yourself and, when you do, I don't think you ever talk honestly. Besides, I'd be too shy. I'd consider. it too, personal. It would be in bad taste."
This is one reason for the split in Barbara's character which, in extreme cases, psychiatrists call schizophrenia. But it isn't the most important reason. It isn't the real reason. The real reason is the problem Mrs. Bill Williams must face if Barbara Hale gets to be bigger in the picture business than Mrs. Williams' actor-husband, Bill Williams.
It is a serious problem. Very serious. It is, or it could become the dilemma upon the horn of which more than one Hollywood marriage has been impaled and split asunder. The old cliche, "No man wants to be Mr. Gloria Swanson" still carries, and Barbara is wise enough to know it and enough in love with her blond six-footer of a husband to fear it.
In order to understand the problem Barabara may--or of course may not--be called upon to face, it is necessary to understand' something about actress Hale's and actor Williams' respective places in the Hollywood sun. To give it the once over lightly....
When Bill first came to Hollywood, he had no sooner stepped off the train than he was given plummy roles in MGM`s Murder in The Blue Room and in Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo. Following these assignments, RKO snapped him up on a long-term contract and he won an important part with Laraine Day and Robert Young in Those Endearing Young Charms. He was also cast in Deadline At Dawn and Till The End of Time and. by this time, the fans were kicking up a fanfare, the studio execs were exulting over Will'um. Then he hit a skiddy spot and, when he first met Barbara, "I never dreamed I'd go out with her," says Bill, "she was a featured player, I, just one of the kids walking around. . . ." In RKO's West of the Pecos, on the set of which the twain did meet, Barbara played a featured role, Bill a bit. But in A Likely Story, in which Barbara again had a featured role, Bill played the lead. Then he hit another skiddy spot, a long one, and steep. Totally undeserved, it was just one of those things. A studio executive died. A role that was to have been Bill's passed to someone else. An old spinal injury kicked up on Bill and he was bedded down for six months.
As of now, however, Bill's star is rising again. One little Western, The Fighting Plainsman, in which Bill played the heavy, is responsible for the fact that Twentieth Century-Fox now wants Bill Williams, Universal-International now wants Bill Williams and the come-back of Bill Williams, looks like, is coming up!
Meantime, the career of "that Barbara Hale" had a different and less brilliant beginning. She, too, stepped off a train and into a picture--but into, ohmigosh, Gildersleeve's Bad Day! She did a couple of the Falcon pictures, a couple of Westerns, including West of the Pecos. "That was the cutest'' Bill always says. "She was cuter in that than in anything she'd done. But in her next-but-one film, A Likely Story, she did her best acting." It was after A Likely Story that Barbara was given the role of Bobby Driscoll's mother in that paralyzing chiller, The Window, and then, with a small part in The Boy With Green Hair sandwiched between, the role of Al Jolson's second wife in Jolson Sings Again. For these two performances the bravuras are ringing out wild bells and now it's the co-starring role, with Bob Young, in And Baby Makes Three.
And she's scairt silly, Mrs. Bill Williams is. Scairt silly of--"That Barbara Hale!" Doesn't want her around the house, she doesn't, putting ideas, could be, in the head of Mr. Bill Williams!
Barbara is a young wife in love with her young husband as ever was. The day I lunched with her in New York where she had flown for the premiere of Jolson Sings Again she was going back to Hollywood. Bill was to meet her in Chicago, she told me and "Golly, I'll be glad to see that boy!" sighed this three-year-wedded wife rapturously. She added, her black-brown eyes brilliant, "I think I love that man more and more. And when I married him, I didn't believe I could love a man more!"
Being a wife-in-love, a young mother crazy about her baby and her home, anything that threatens her marriage and her home life is, of course, anathema to Barbara and since the "big break" for her carries at least an implicit threat, Barbara belittles it.
"I think the 'break' for me is yet to come," she told me, "the thing, that is, that they call the 'real' break. The part I played in The Window was, of course, a complete change of character for me and such a change, being an attention-getter, is almost always a great help in the picture business, as you know. It would not have done me as much good as it appears to have done, however, had not the Jolson picture broken at the same time. Each picture is so different, yet both of them so great. So I feel that I am still, so to speak, to be 'proven,' and as Billy's career, in eclipse for two years, is also looking upward--well, we're both fighting for the same thing right now and whichever one gets it, will take it and if Billy gets it," laughed Barbara, "I'll like it!"
Then, speaking very honestly, Barbara added, "It would be ideal, of course, if Billy and I could be equally successful in pictures such as, for instance, Barbara Stanwyck and Bob Taylor are.
"As an actor, Billy appreciates the companionship of an actress, who speaks his language and understands his problems. But Bill is, first of all, a man. He is a typical man and so, he also appreciates a wife that's a, wife. Knowing this, and I do know it, I also know how serious a threat to our happiness that other woman, that Barbara Hale, could be. So serious that the problem she poses is never, even for one moment, out of my mind."
Then, with gathering passion, Barbara was saying, "But just because it is Billy and me, and riot two other people, there couldn't be a problem in our lives that we couldn't solve. Young married people always have problems, a million of them, always have a lot of headaches, a lot of fun too, and so have we and it's all come out in the wash and because it's us, it always will.
"We had such a good foundation, Billy and I. We were friends, I mean, we got to know each other as people before we got to know each other as sweethearts so that love, with us, wasn't blind but wideawake, and very aware. . . .
"We had such a normal romance, too, in spite of the fact that we met in a Hollywood studio. Normal because, for all that Hollywood colored it, it might just as well have taken place in Billy's home-town of Brooklyn, N. Y., or, more likely, in my home-town of Rockford, Illinois. We did our hand-holding in the studio commissary," laughed Barbara, "and in shadowy corners of studio sound-stages but we also held hands over our chocolate sodas in the neighborhood drugstore, on the beach, in parked cars and when we got married, in June of 1946, we went home to Rockford, Ill., and got married in the little church my Mother and Dad and sister, Juanita, and I had attended ever since I was a little girl. Our honeymoon trip included (how normal can you get?) Niagara Falls! And then we bought our small, unpretentious but dearly loved home in North Hollywood, in which we are living still.
"We've been talking some of late," Barbara said, a small worry-frown creasing her smooth brow, "of buying or building another, a bigger place. We are planning to have more children, we want more children--oh, heavens, yes!--and, when we do, we'll need more room. We've mentioned, too, in a sort of half-hearted way that perhaps we should have a swimming-pool, just a little one and that maybe we ought to keep a servant or two now that that Barbara Hale makes it necessary for Mrs. Williams to be away from home some of the time. But I don't. want to move. It's frightening for me to face changes. And I don't want a big movie-starrish home. One thing is certain and that is that Barbara Hale will never have one unless Mr. and Mrs. Williams can afford it!
"Speaking of our small but, we think, charming home reminds me," Barbara laughed, "of a remark Mrs. Williams made to Mr. Williams on the evening of the day Barbara Hale went to work in Jolson Sings Again.
"Said Mrs. Williams to Mr. Williams, 'Barbara Hale met a guy today--he's just perfectly charming. His name is Larry Parks. He's married to Betty Garrett and they live, Barbara Hale found out, just like the Williamses live. In a little place, I mean, but so comfortable--a rocking-chair in the living-room and not for decoration. That sort of thing. I have an idea we kind of function alike,' I added, 'the Parkses and us!'
"And I do think we do--function normally, that is. Speaking for the Williamses, at any rate, our life is so normal that it is nearly," Barbara laughed aloud, "subnormal! We don't, for instance, keep, any help. Even a baby-sitter is a rarity in our house because for Billy and me to go out of an evening is a rarity. Bill likes to work in his workshop, making furniture. The 'workshop' sounds very glamorous, doesn't it? Actually, it's half of the garage and the furniture that Bill makes isn't very artistic furniture, but it's certainly," Barbara giggled, "strong. While he's scraping and hammering and buffing, I like to fool around with my painting. As a kid, I planned to make painting my lifework. Even studied commercial art for two years at the Chicago Academy of Fine Arts. Or we read Who-dunits. We have a woman who comes in on Tuesdays and does our cleaning-arid that's it! The rest of the housework is done, every bit of it, by me. Sometimes, Billy and I take turns with the cooking. When I am working, that is, and Billy is not, he cooks the dinner and has it ready for me when I get home. When Billy is working and I am not, I cook the dinner and have it ready for him when he gets home. When we're both working, I take the baby to my mother's and Billy and I eat out. It suits us fine."
Luncheon was over. I finally asked Barbara how she did it, how she looked so radiant, I explained, without makeup. She just laughed and changed the subject. For Mrs. Bill Williams is less in need of make-up, it may interest Barbara Hale's fans to hear, than any star these star-gazing eyes have yet beheld--and that goes for such Spring blossoms as Liz Taylor, Joan Evans and other starlets with the dew still on 'em. Mrs. Bill has dark hair that darkly and richly shines. She has dark eyes, dark as night. They shine, too. She has a skin made of cream. In the yellow sweater, tweed skirt, casual hair-do she was wearing at luncheon in her suite at the Sherry-Netherlands, she looked a slim trim nineteen. She's a slim trim twenty-seven. She's a beauty, sure enough--but the best part of her beauty is the spirit that informs it, and the heart.


