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THIS SHOCKING ADMISSION BY BARBARA HALE
	AND BILL WILLIAMS REVEALS A
	STORY FEW PEOPLE KNOW ABOUT

FEAR WAS OUR ENEMY

by Helen Louise Walker

"Fear was our greatest enemy."
These words sound strange coming from Barbara Hale, the girl with the sunshine in her smile. It is even stranger, somehow, when Bill Williams nods serious agreement to what his wife is saying. Bill looks so capable of dealing with life on any terms.
The words seem even more strange if you remember the romance and marriage of this pair. Theirs was certainly one of the most charming courtships, one of the prettiest weddings. No one who knew them could have guessed that Fear could come to dwell in their cute little home almost before the honeymoon was over. But it did.
And it was a serious and menacing fear--the kind of fear that had its real roots in things that were past and half-buried.
The courtship occurred while both Bill and Barbie were fledgling actors under contract to RKO. The whole studio watched the progress of the love affair with a dewy-eyed affection which sat oddly on a good many of the cynical, picture-wise onlookers. The studio had great plans for both of them at that time and all their friends felt that their married life would be pretty close to one of fairy-tale bliss.
Within less than a year the clouds began to gather. Bill worried because the studio which had spent time and money to make him a potential star suddenly didn't use him in pictures. Nor would they lend him to other companies who wanted to borrow him. He realized that actors have to be in films--and often--to get ahead in the profession. In addition, Barbie had her career problems, too. She had better luck in getting roles, but they weren't always good ones or in very important pictures. She seemed to be getting nowhere fast.
Then real trouble came their way. An old back injury which Bill had sustained during his days as an acrobat in vaudeville returned to plague him. One morning he awoke to find that he couldn't walk! Barbie was expecting little Jody then. Bill was hospitalized, specialists were called in--and the doctors' bills mounted. At this moment, the studio at which both worked changed hands. Eleven hundred people on Bill's and Barbie's home lot were let out, and the first to go were practically all the contract players, including--Barbie and Bill. The future which had looked so bright assumed a nightmare quality. It was then that Fear moved into the once bright little house in the Valley.
Fear was no stranger to Bill. Poverty and privation had seen to that. Barbie, the product of a sheltered youth, could only guess what her man was feeling and thinking. She used to think Bill could talk out those early years of his which had scarred him so terribly and left him with such a legacy of dread. She soon discovered Bill couldn't talk about them.
Even now, when life is surprisingly serene and secure, it is difficult for him to put his memories of those days into words. It has taken Barbie a long time to learn that she can only guess at some of the things he tries to forget.
"I think my greatest fear," says Bill, "is that Barbie or my child shall ever know hunger. The next is that they shall ever know real insecurity. I never knew anything else as a boy. My father died when I was six; my mother worked as a waitress--sometimes sixteen hours a day--to support me, to pay the couple who looked after me in that miserable tenement on the East Side of New York in which I lived. Often I didn't see my mother for months on end.
"For me--and the kids of the neighborhood--the streets were a playground. In the winter we hung around pool halls--to keep warm. I learned to swim in the East River--not a cool, clear lake or a swimming pool. One of my first memories is that of my best friend not coming up--one time. I finally found him down there--with his head caught in a thrown-away milk can. He was dead. I was all of nine then, I guess.
"You had to be tough in that neighborhood if you wanted to survive. I learned to use my fists as soon as I learned to walk. One of our favorite sports was breaking windows with our slingshots. You can understand why I learned to hate cops.
"In the tenement I called home, we had no plumbing, no garbage disposal, almost no heat. I know all about hunger, the harshness of poverty and--most regrettably--about being lonely and unloved. I'm still afraid of all those things--though I'm gradually learning how to fight them.
"The most wonderful thing my mother ever did for me was to scrimp and manage to save enough money, when I was in my teens, for me to join the Y.M.C.A. There I swam in clean water--for the first time. There I met people who were clean and decent--not hungry nor bitter nor belligerent. The Y.M.C.A. led to a job as swimming coach at the Park Central Hotel pool. There I met more nice people. Then I coached at the New York Athletic Club and it was there I met Stuart Morgan who got me my first job in show business--a job with a vaudeville act of acrobats!
"I had a Brooklyn accent as thick as bean soup. The other fellows in the act used to kid me about it. That made me sore. Everything made me sore, even though things were beginning to break for me. I couldn't believe that the world--and everyone in it--wasn't against me. Me, alone.
"Once I got a camel's hair coat that I was pretty proud of. But when I walked down the street in it-me with my curly light hair!--guys would make cracks--and I did what I'd always done--I socked them. And every time I'd rate a black eye or a broken finger and I'd look awful in the act or maybe not go on at all.
"Stu lectured me about this. 'So some punk makes a remark and you hit him. So what? So you break a hand and can't go on in the act. So you've socked some guy whose name you don't even know. So you've ruined your whole future--maybe. So--what have you gained? Nothing that's good. And that looks pretty foolish to me. Besides, what have you got to be so touchy and so bitter about? You're doing all right and you'll be doing still better if you'll just hold that temper--and those fists!'
"But I was still touchy and bitter and all because I was still afraid. Afraid of the things I remembered and couldn't talk about . . ."
These were just some of the things that Bill couldn't tell Barbie during those days when Fear all too often came to live in the little house in the Valley. Barbie didn't know what Bill was thinking! Fear would clutch at her heart, too. Bill had something to face now that fists couldn't conquer. "I was the panicky one," he remembers. "Barbie kept me calm. She gave me courage."
"It was then I really began to understand why Bill hadn't been able to talk things out," Barbie says, "for I was afraid, too--lots of times; yet I couldn't tell Bill any more than he had been able to tell me!"
In those days, Bill used to wonder whether or not his back would ever heal enough so that he could stand straight and tall--so that he could act again. "There must be some other way to make a living," he would try to reassure himself, desperately. Then he remembered that all he knew was show business, that he had a family now, and that it was too late to start from the bottom again.
Both Bill and Barbie realized that they had a common enemy that they had to defeat--FEAR. The thought was certainly an uncomfortable one. It was difficult enough to face the usual insecurities of life without having an elusive intangible enemy that was still and all a very real and tangible danger.
What really gave them the strength to help one another. in this fight was their mutual determination not to allow FEAR to infect their little girl. They knew painfully well that a child can be infected with a very real sense of insecurity if its parents give way to unbridled panic. So they held fast to their faith in each other and worked as best they knew how. And a way finally began to open. First: a seemingly unimportant film Barbara had done for RKO proved to be "a sleeper." When the film, "The Window," was released, belatedly for some reason, it won top drawer reviews from the critics (especially for Barbara's performance) and it did well at the boxoffice.
Second: Bill's back finally began to heal. At last it was certain he'd again stand straight and tall and be able to act on the screen.. On the strength of "The Window," Barbie won the role of Mrs. Jolson in "Jolson Sings Again," with Larry Parks. When she was signed for that picture, Columbia Studios also signed her to a long term contract.
Bill found that strenuous workouts in the gym would keep his back supple and relieve him of the added fear of major surgery to heal it permanently. The next thing he knew he found, somewhat to his surprise, that he was in demand for really rugged, outdoor action films. "Fighting Man of the Plains," "Cariboo Trail," "Blue Grass of Kentucky," and "Firefighters" were a few of these. There are more to follow and Bill's roles get better and better and the films more and more important.
Barbie and Bill learned the hard way how very true were the words of a great man, who not so long ago told the world, "There is nothing to fear but fear itself." Together, and unafraid, they're building their future. Barbie is starring in "Lorna Doone," at Columbia, and Bill has just completed "Rookie Fireman" at that studio.
Today, Bill and Barbie have a new home not far from the honeymoon cottage in the Valley. "I don't see," Bill says now, "how I could have been so terribly afraid--when I had Barbie to help me keep up my courage. I don't see how I can really ever be afraid again. You see, we didn't really suffer. Most of the terrible things We were afraid of never happened! The very worst thing that happened came from within us. Fear was our real enemy. I know now that fear and courage can't live side by side."
And Barbie says, "No--I don't think fear will ever threaten our lives again as it has in the past. I don't mean that we shall never be afraid or that we shall never worry. Everyone is afraid; no one ever goes through life without worrying. I expect we shall both be afraid again many times. But I don't think it will ever put us so close to defeat again. Next time we'll know from experience that Fear is a much bigger and tougher enemy than illness, loss of a job or just about anything else you can name.
"Once you've learned to live with that thought, life itself becomes much simpler and there is good cause to believe it can be more and more secure as the years go by."

THE END



