From May 1951 Movieland...

I'M GLAD I'M A SMALL
TOWN GIRL

BARBARA HALE'S EARLY ENVIRONMENT GAVE 
HER THE RULES SHE LIVES BY TODAY

BY BARBARA HALE 

I'm glad  I'm a small-town girl--and that's a statement I'll never qualify or change! A dozen times a week the important decisions I make are influenced by values I absorbed as I grew up in Rockford, Illinois.
The distance between Rockford and Hollywood, where I now live and work, can't be measured in miles alone. Yet both places are small towns, each in its own way. The basic principles I learned in a small town have, surprisingly enough, helped me in film roles such as the one I play in Columbia's "Loma Doone." How? Because, even though united in one big industry, each studio is an individual little community in itself and small-town rules work just as well in them as I they did in Rockford. Here are the reasons why. The. most important rule of all is learning to get along with your neighbors--and a  little town teaches you that beyond all else. There are fewer people, so naturally you know them better than you know your neighbors in a big city.
Another big lesson you learn rapidly is that it's not a good idea to have feuds in a small town. A feud can go on forever--and you can't move to another neighborhood to escape it. You can't be dishonest either, because once the brand is on you, you'll never live it down.
I think the whole flavor of small-town life is encompassed in the simple act of walking to school. You've known every sidewalk, every crack and curbstone, every tree and fence and garden since you were a baby. You know who lives in every house and, by ones and twos and threes, your friends come out and join you on the happy, carefree, important walk to school.
Family life, too, is the keynote of the small town. Everybody's related somehow to everybody else. There are ties, marriages and inter-marriages between generations whose families probably founded the town as pioneers. And this interweaving of families and relationships and interests makes for deep-rooted stability and security.
Psychologists say that this same lack of security is often the basis for a great deal of the modem mental disease and unrest now so prevalent. I wouldn't know--I'm just a small-town girl myself.
Going to church is still another vital phase of small-town life, and small-town churches aren't big, overpowering buildings where the thought of God may be lost in towering heights of stone and stained-glass and marble.. Our churches are simple and intimate. You look around at your friends and they smile back at you in peace and affection.
The social life of a small-town is unvarying. If your group plays Bridge or Canasta on Wednesday nights, by golly you'll play Bridge or Canasta on Wednesday nights even if the roof falls in! If Saturday night's the night to dance, you'll dance unless you're flat on your back with a temperature of a hundred-and-four!
Everybody in a small town has a finger in the political pie. If Lucy's father isn't running for Alderman, he and Lucy and her mother know just who is and all about him. And, contrary to public conception, small-town folks are well-informed about world affairs because they all attend all lectures, travel-talks, concerts and entertainment that comes to town. After all, it's just a hop-skip-and-jump to the place named on your ticket.
My Bill's a city-boy and at first he was a little puzzled about small-town ways. He wasn't quite sure what was expected of him--and he did have to meet so many friends and relatives of mine.
"What'll I talk about?" he'd ask, his nice forehead all crinkled up with worry.
"Why, you don't have to talk about anything!" I'd answer, amazed that he'd wonder about it. "Just old friends being together is enough! Talk gets started and rolls around all by itself.--You'll find out!" Sure enough, Bill soon discovered that he didn't have to resort to talk about his new Columbia film, "Rookie Fireman."
Because Bill and I are so "sold" on small-town-life we're trying to approximate it for our children as nearly as we can. Both the houses we own are in the San Fernando Valley. The community in which we live is like a village.
There I hope our three-year-old Jody and new baby will grow up much as their mama did. There's the little church, the public school and the equivalent of Rockford's Ice-Cream Parlor. And not to be seen having hot chocolate there with your current beau after the Saturday night movie was just about equal to admitting social defeat!
Yes, I'll always be glad I'm a smalltown girl!

THE END

