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Chapter 1

In the Beginning

I was born in a big house on Russell Street in Berkeley, California on February 3, 1920; family legend says that was how I got my name. They were having a hard time deciding what I should be called when someone glanced out the window and saw the street sign. I instantly became Russell! Not that I remember any of it, but Mom told me later that I was born just after midnight, and so came out an Aquarian. Maybe I’m chauvinistic, but I’ve always thought that is the best sign.

I have a number of yellowing snapshots showing a solemn-faced little kid playing with a hose on the front lawn or riding a hobbyhorse on that same lawn or just sitting on a cement block with a number of ladies in their old-fashioned dresses hovering about me—Mom, of course, along with my Aunt Betty and my Grandma Emmy. Also present were my Uncle Cortland, and my slightly older brother, Walter. Unfortunately, I never really got to know Walter as we never lived together for any length of time. That’s about all I remember about Berkeley.

My dad worked for Crown Zellerbach Paper Co. and was transferred about that time to South Pasadena where we lived for two years. I have further family pictures showing us at the beach with me in a rental bathing suit and Dad sitting in the sand with a high-collar shirt, suit and tie, and topped by a straw hat, looking ludicrous indeed, at least by today’s standards. There are also studio-type pictures of me and brother Walter, Mom (looking very stressed), and Dad looking very stern and serious, all making up a very unhappy-looking family.

It must have been true, because it wasn’t too long before there was a divorce and that, in those days, was a most serious matter. People just didn’t get divorces at that time. But I’m glad they did because if there ever were two people entirely unsuited for each other it was my mom and dad. I loved them both dearly, but they just should not have been together. She was sweet and fun-loving but entirely smothered by a Victorian-age gentleman who, though he loved her, didn’t have the slightest idea of how to show that love in a “proper” manner. But, what am I saying! If they hadn’t gotten together, I wouldn’t have been here to write this. Ha, maybe that would have been all right, too!
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Russie Baby at 3 years.

I’ll get on with the results of the divorce, but I must relate one story about me in those days. I don’t actually remember this, but Mom swore it was true, so guess it is. It seems that if I were scolded sharply or otherwise chastised, I would retire to the next room, go behind the door and PEE! Guess I showed them! She never told me what punishment I got for that, but it couldn’t have been too bad as I apparently continued to do it! (I don’t do it now, though!)

Anyway, when the divorce happened, Walter and I went with Dad who had been transferred back to San Francisco. He rented a small house in San Mateo, one of the “bedroom” communities adjacent to the city, hired a housekeeper for us, a gal named Louise, and we quickly became a small family. The thing I most remember about Louise is a prayer she taught me. After I said the Lord’s Prayer, I would then go on to say: “Angels are God’s thoughts passing to man … Man is not sick because Mind is never sick, so man cannot be. Thou shalt have no other gods before me. Truth is spiritual, God is Love.” I have said that my whole life—kind of a mantra or something, I guess.

I have to interject right here that Mom was devastated by having to “give up” her sons, but in those days it was extremely difficult for a woman alone to make her way, and she was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to care for us properly, so thought that leaving that up to Dad was the best way. The decision was to haunt her for the rest of her life, but I didn’t particularly notice the difference at that time because I was one of those cute little boys everyone loved!
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Family portrait -Russ, Dad, Mom, Brother Walt.


We lived in that house for a couple of years when Dad decided to put Walter in a military school. Of course, I wanted to go along with my brother but I was only four and it took some heavy negotiations with the commandant of the school before he agreed to accept me as a “special” student. Further snapshots show four-year-old-me in a soldier suit looking like a toy soldier next to the rest of the student corps. But it was all fun and games to me, and I was allowed to roam around the school grounds and go into classrooms as I wished. Finally, however, they decided that if I were going to be in a class I might as well take the schooling, so I actually started my education at four years of age.

I don’t really remember too much about Palo Alto Military Academy other than shinnying up ropes in Phys. Ed class and being terrified one night when a big thunderstorm hit and I jumped out of bed and ran down a long, dark hallway to the commandant’s room where his wife was sitting in a big chair in a pool of light. I took one mighty leap from the doorway and landed in her lap where she comforted me until I stopped shaking and then sent me back to bed. Funny the things that stick in your mind!

We transferred to Menlo Park Military Academy after a couple of years when Major Park and wife moved there. I do remember more about the school because I was a bit older. I got promoted to corporal and then sergeant, and, at age nine, had my “own” squad to command. Pretty snazzy, huh? We drilled with wooden rifles and I do remember a scary incident with those rifles. Major Park had a son about my age with whom I roomed. One day, as we were marching on parade, his boy was out of step or something minor when all of a sudden, the major leaped into the ranks, grabbed the boy, and proceeded to whale the tar out of him with his wooden rifle! Then we continued to march as though nothing had happened. Of course the whole company was “shook!”

I remember another time when I was the victim. I was turned over my bed and beat with a ping pong paddle for telling a fib about something. It hurt but was a lesson well-learned! We also had to sit at attention at mealtime until commanded to eat, and then had to eat every single thing on the plate or the whole company sat there until you did. Actually, it sounds a whole lot worse than it really was. Our major wasn’t a tyrant, but he did insist on discipline and saw to it that orders were carried out. Maybe a bit of that might be good in today’s society.

Incidentally, in spite of the fact that I had wound up in a military school because I wanted to be with my brother, I saw very little of him because of the four-year difference in our ages. So I guess we started drifting apart about here. We never did become close in our entire lives—just a kind of feeling that we were brothers but it wasn’t very important. I really am sorry that happened and wish it could have been different.

[image: images]

Russ (4 years) and Walt at Palo Alto Military Academy.

On month-ends we were allowed to see our folks. Dad used to come down, and almost every time we did the same thing: took a ride through the Stanford University campus and then went to what was then called a “creamery” where we would have a milk shake (but without the syrup, please!). I grew to look with dread on those little outings, maybe because of the routine. Dad did his best but his sense of discipline made it difficult for him to relax with his kids, resulting in us not having any fun. I think I may have inherited some of that feeling and perhaps that was part of the cause of my divorce from my second wife, Barb, and her two kids. That Victorian sense of discipline!

Mom was different. She missed us a lot but couldn’t come down to see us, as she had no car, so we’d take the train into San Francisco, take a trolley to the Ferry Building, and she’d meet us there. She always had a big sack of old bread with her, and we had a great time on the ferry feeding that bread to the sea gulls…a big treat! We went over to Berkeley where she lived in an apartment while working as a dental assistant, and we’d stay overnight only to reverse our trip back to Menlo Park, again carrying a big sack of old bread!

By the time I was ten, Dad had met a new lady, Edith, and was getting very serious about her. She was somewhat younger than he, was an accomplished pianist and had a vibrant personality, also a daughter named Georgene. In due time they were married and he built her a new house in Burlingame, another of the “bedroom” towns for San Francisco. Now, Walter didn’t care for Edith, or her daughter, and that made it a bit difficult to decide on family living arrangements. (Me, I got along with everybody.) So, it was decided that Walter would live with Mom who now lived in a rented house in Marin County, which he did.

Our little family in Burlingame was doing fine, as long as the ground rules were followed. Edith used to love to take the train to meet Dad in the city for a night on the town and so I, now the oldest as Walter had chosen not to live with the family, would be in charge of getting dinner for Gege and myself. That was fine until Edith delivered my half-brother, John, which called for a live-in housekeeper, Julie, who added to our growing family. That eased my housekeeping duties a lot when Edith was gone as Julie did the cooking. However, I was happy I did learn to cook ‘cause in later years it would come in very handy, as I did a lot of it.

But there was one wonderful treat that I was quick to take advantage of. I mentioned that Edith was an accomplished pianist and she used to practice literally for hours on end. That’s a whole other story—remember my father was a Victorian gentleman!—as she was taking out her emotional frustrations on the piano. So, as she played her heart out, I lay on the floor directly under the parlor Steinway and absorbed all of the wonderful, exciting classical music she was pounding out. What an education, what a thrill!

So, life was fine for me. I was in grammar school and active in the Boy Scouts and found a group of fellas to pal around with, and that’s the way things went until I graduated and entered high school…at 12 years of age!

I had no trouble with my classes, but when I tried to get into the athletic program, that was a different story. I had the ability to be on the track team, and even on the football team in spring practice, but my body just wasn’t developed enough to compete with guys who were at least two years older, and bigger than I. It was frustrating but, even so, I did all right in track and won many events in competition with our local schools. I specialized in the high jump, the pole vault, and ran the 100-yard dash. I also filled in with the broad jump and the low hurdles, when needed, but I couldn’t make it in distance events.

As part of the training regime we had to run mile laps, at the end of which, I would inevitably fall on my face in the infield of the track and THROW UP…big time! So I knew that distance races and football were not for me! However, I was rescued by my discovery of THE THEATRE! My accidental discovery of what proved to be my life’s work.



Chapter 2

School Days

I never should have been in “show business” in the first place, but, apparently, Someone had other ideas for me. In high school we were told one day that we must take one more course in order to have enough credits to graduate, and they provided us with a short list of courses from which we might choose. I had no idea which to choose until my best friend came along and suggested we might both enroll in Drama One. Little did I know how that lightly-taken decision would change my life!

The first day I walked into class I had a strange feeling that I had come “home.” That may sound melodramatic, but it’s the truth. Mrs. Janice Robison, our teacher, probably had a lot to do with that. From the first day, she made the class something special and it only got better as the year went on.

I discovered feelings in myself that I didn’t know were there, as I was actually very shy. But I found that I wanted to take part in everything that went on and to be a part of all the class activities even though that meant getting up in front of the class and reciting or offering an opinion or whatever. It wasn’t easy but I made myself do it and found that people really listened and, best of all, I actually enjoyed doing it!

Burlingame High School was (and still is) a wonderful school. For their time (this was 1932 to 1936), they were very progressive in their thinking and very helpful to the students. The drama department produced two shows annually, a play and a vaudeville show. My first appearance on a stage was in the vaudeville show of 1935. My friend, Dick, and I were to sing “Ragtime Cowboy Joe” while leaning against a fake rail fence and dressed in cowboy garb. Somehow, we managed to get through it, just before I rushed offstage to throw up! So I didn’t know if we were a hit or not, but I couldn’t have care less because I had just made a real appearance on a real stage! Even through all my retching I had a feeling of triumph and knew I had stumbled into something that I loved!

Things got a little better from then on. That year they were to do the Maxwell Anderson costume drama, Elizabeth and Essex, and I, of course, desperately wanted to play the lead part of Essex. Seeing that I was only 14 and the leading lady was 16, it was a bit difficult to convince Mrs. Robison that I should get the part, and I didn’t. However, “Robby” did cast me…as The Fool! Maybe that was a portent of things to come! She did tell me that my reading for Essex had been excellent but that I was just too young for the role. Cold comfort for a dedicated young actor, but, what the hey, I did have a part, and the fun of being in a real play made up for everything else. And, this time, I didn’t even throw up!

In the meantime, I studied and read and worked hard at everything we did in class and tried to grow up very fast. I must have succeeded because the next year I got to play the part of Death in the play Death Takes a Holiday. Now that was a part to savor! I still love the play to this day and would quote some very favorable reviews here if only I could remember them. Honest, they were wonderful and, anyway, modesty forbids!

We had a great group of actors in that show, all personal friends, and, best of all, we were all going on to junior college in San Mateo (now College of San Mateo) so we could continue our acting careers together. This we did in such shows as Stage Door, And So to Bed (about Samuel Pepys in early London), The Dover Road, and, best of all, Craig’s Wife, a heavy drama about a domineering wife, and I got to play the husband— all pretty heady stuff for a young man who had now decided that he would become a famous Broadway actor!

In 1937 (I was 17), I did get some real work in “show business.” I had gone up to radio station KFRC in San Francisco to audition as an actor, as the station produced several live radio dramas each weekend. However, remember this was before there were any unions in radio. I did get hired and actually did a number of parts, maybe three or four roles over a Saturday and Sunday, and I would be paid—whatever they had left over that week! So, I was always surprised the next week when I went into collect my check. One week it might be $9.25 and the following week it could be $14.62. I didn’t care because I was actually working as an actor. And being paid?!
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Russ in Death Takes a Holiday at Burlingame HS, 1935.

Later on, I remember KFRC did a show called The Phantom Pilot, and I was assigned to play the pilot. All well and good—except that after only about four weeks (for which I got $25 per show), they moved the show down to Los Angeles! Oh well, I had my moment of glory. I did this for two years in junior college and really enjoyed it, as it made me think there might really be a place for me in the business!

After junior college I had the choice of either continuing on to Stanford or going to the world-famous Pasadena Playhouse. My dad had been against my becoming an actor but, fortunately, changed his mind after seeing me in a few shows. However, he added the stipulation that “If you’re going to be an actor, you’d better be a good one.” I hope I managed that and I know that in later years he became my biggest fan, so my choosing to go to the Playhouse seemed to work out well.

The Playhouse years were wonderful in many ways. The work we did was stimulating, difficult, and very rewarding. On the personal side, I also had my first affair, at age 20! That must have opened me up emotionally because I then proceeded to fall in love (with a different girl) for the first time—though not the last, I might add. She was a classmate from Chicago, was Jewish, I wasn’t, her mother didn’t approve, so, alas, that was that.

However, the concentrated work at school made me feel like I had chosen the right field. Getting a part in a play on Main Stage was everybody’s goal, and I managed to do it in my senior year which was unheard of in those days. I played the juvenile lead in the Zoe Akins play called Texas Nightingale, which starred a lovely woman from Europe who did not speak English very well. Her name was Madame Leopoldine Konstantine and she was extremely talented and very sweet to me…until during one performance I wandered outside the stage door to get a breath of air and didn’t get back in time for my cue. She was on stage and trying to ad-lib to cover for me but not succeeding very well because of her limited English! I forget which language she spoke, but whatever it was it was very colorful and I had no trouble knowing what she meant as she bawled me out for that gaffe, and rightly so. I never ever did that again in my whole career—a hard-learned lesson!

In my postgraduate year, I did a show in the prestigious PlayBox which Gilmor Brown, the founder of the school and theater, had developed in his large garage and backyard. It was there, while doing a show called The Breath of Kings, a bravura costume drama, that I was approached by talent scouts from Paramount, Warners, and Fox. In those days, the studios covered all the little theaters and theater schools looking for talent to put under contract, and I, of course, was delighted to be included!

One of my classmates was the beautiful Eleanor Parker who, as you will remember, went on to become a big movie star, and she and I talked over which studio we preferred, as she had been approached also. We decided on Warners and, borrowing a car from a classmate, went over to the studio together, were signed to make tests, and later made the tests, and were both signed to contracts on the same day! Making the test wasn’t quite as easy as I’ve made it sound. I did a scene from a movie that Warners had just made called The Corn is Green, starring Bette Davis. Of course, I didn’t get to work with her (I was just a contract player), but the material was wonderful and the cameraman was the famous James Wong Howe, one of the best in the business, so that was enough to get me a good case of “nerves”! I managed to control myself and completed the scene in good order. Good enough so they signed that wonderful contract with me…for $75 a week! What a thrill that was! Now that it was over, how easy it seemed.

How little I knew!


Chapter 3

The Warner Bros.Years

What a great thing to be under contract to a major studio! It doesn’t happen anymore, but I got in on the last of the best years in Hollywood. Actually, it was like being in college in a sense because you were taking classes in addition to having the possibility of being cast in a real movie. I was given a sticker to put on the windshield of my car and had a dressing room on the lot, so I could drive up to the guard at the gate and be waved through, just as though I belonged there…which I did!

Incidentally, I say “my car.” Well, on my fabulous salary of $75 a week I could afford to pay $85 for a very good used car, pay my monthly rent on a furnished apartment of $35 (and I had a roommate to share that), and could even buy some clothes. My very first tailor-made suit cost me $50! All this was in 1941, so things were a bit cheaper, as you can tell.

This was the time of the major movie moguls, and the studios controlled a contract player’s life in all departments. That is, if you wanted to get that $75 a week. Even so, I guess I was luckier than most because I was cast in two major pictures immediately, and at the same time! That was possible because one of the pics was going up to Canada on location and the other was being done at the studio.

The first picture was Captains of the Clouds and a special train rolled out of Burbank, complete with banners on its side proclaiming the name of the picture and the stars. And what a cast it was: Jimmy Cagney, Dennis Morgan, Brenda Marshall, Alan Hale, Sr., Reginald Gardner, and George Tobias, all together. I had a “name” part and so rated a compartment, but my buddies who weren’t so fortunate spend all five days on the train in my room where we played a lot of poker—one of the fellas was Gig Young, before he became a star in his own right.

We arrived in Ottawa, Canada, and were put up at the Chateau Laurier, the finest hotel in town, from where we were driven each morning out to location, the airfield at Uplands. This was a film about the Royal Canadian Air Force, and, as it turned out, the student pilots who were in training there at that time were from all over the British Commonwealth and were the men who actually fought the Battle of Britain, the air war over London which defeated the Nazi Luftwaffe in the turning point of the air war.

Our director was a Hungarian gentleman named Michael Curtiz, who was rather tough on his actors, always calling them some kind of “bum.” Most were called “Wednesday Bums” because Wednesday was pay day at the studio, but I got special attention. I was called a “Pasadena Bum” because Mike had found out that I had gone through the Pasadena Playhouse.

We were working in color, early color, so we needed a lot of light for the film. The very first shot I ever worked in on a picture was the master shot of the whole airfield with the actual regiment of trainees (all in the Canadian Air Force) lined up in parade formation with planes flying over in formation on cue. In the foreground, I was in the cockpit of a small training plane and was supposed to taxi up to a certain spot, stop, get out, take off my goggles and spread a map out on the wing of the plane. All of which sounds fairly simple except that it was my very first shot and it was with Jimmy Cagney, himself.

After we had set up the shot, a lot of clouds had come, obscuring the light, and Mike was wandering around muttering to himself in Hungarian because he couldn’t shoot the scene, and it was holding up the whole war effort! You can imagine the state I was in after the rehearsal in the hot confines of the cockpit with Mike (for want of someone else to take his frustration out on), yelling at me to “get it right this time, you Pasadena Bum!” I could hardly see for all the “flop sweat” in my eyes! And, of course, just then the clouds parted and we were ready to shoot. It was a good thing that Jimmy had the first line!

On the call of “action,” the planes flew over in perfect formation, and I managed to get my plane to the marked spot, get the canopy back, get my goggles off, get out of the plane, spread the map out on the wing (all in a daze), when Mr. Cagney walked up…and blew his line! As he did, he reached over, slapped me on the arm and said, “Don’t let ‘em getcha, kid!” It took me a few minutes to realize that he had blown the line on purpose because he had seen what had been happening to me. And, of course, Mike couldn’t say anything to the biggest star on the Warner Bros. lot! The next time we did the scene, it went perfectly. What a fine gentleman that Mr. Cagney was, and I shall never forget what he did.

One other thing Mr. Cagney did for me in that picture was to change my name…in the pic, that is. My cast name was originally Lewis Prentiss, but Cagney objected that he couldn’t say a name like that when he spoke to me, and then asked me if I could do a southern accent. When I replied that I could, I became “Alabama.” I liked it a lot better, too.

After we had shot all the scenes at Uplands, a lot of the cast was going up North into the backwoods country to shoot up there. As I was playing a cadet, I didn’t go and returned to the studio to wait for the company to get back to shoot other scenes of training on a soundstage. It was going to be a few weeks before they returned and, in the meantime, I was cast in my second picture. This was a very special one, too…The Man Who Came to Dinner! And, again, what a terrific cast I was going to work with!

[image: images]

Russ and Monty Wooley in The Man Who Came to Dinner, 1941.
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Monty Wooley, Bette Davis, Liz Fraizer and Russ.

Here were Bette Davis, Monty Woolley, Ann Sheridan, Reginald Gardner, Billie Burke (remember her in The Wizard of Oz as the beautiful good witch?), and best of all, Jimmy Durante! I was in seventh heaven, and, of course, again terrified!

Another story I fondly remember concerns the wonderful Bette Davis. At that time she was one of the biggest stars at the studio, or in the picture business, for that matter. Well, the day I was to work for the first time, I reported to the assistant director to get my wardrobe okayed. I went to the big soundstage, and inside were dressing rooms, and the set on which they were shooting. The AD took me into the set and introduced me to the director, an English gentleman by the name of William Keighley. He was very cordial and said they would get to me a bit later, so not wanting to get in the way, I walked back out onto the soundstage and found a little chair way off in a corner.

I sat there in the semi-darkness waiting to be called when, suddenly, Bette Davis, herself, came walking out of the set and headed toward her dressing room. It happened to be in a different direction from where I was sitting, but she saw me out of the corner of her eye, stopped, and then headed in my direction! She approached me holding out her hand and said, “You’re playing Richard, aren’t you?” I immediately leapt to my feet and, trembling, took her hand and managed to get out the words, “Yes, Ma’am.” To which she replied, “Well, we hope you have a good time,” then turned on her heel and went off to her dressing room. I sat down very quickly before I could faint, wondering at the miracle that had happened! I know it doesn’t sound like much, but to a “Pasadena Bum” it was something very special, indeed! I never forgot her kindness, just as I never forgot Jimmy Cagney’s.

Billie Burke played my mother in the film and we had a scene with some dialogue in the living room, and then were to walk up some stairs while the scene continued below. We had to wait for a bit at the top of the stairs and we fell into conversation while they rehearsed the rest of the action. I reminisced about San Francisco, which was my hometown, and Miss Burke grew almost misty-eyed as she thought about that beautiful city. She then said that one of the things she hated about becoming a bit older was that she couldn’t have someone take her to the top of the Mark Hopkins Hotel, have a sherry, and hold hands while looking out over the beautiful lights shining on the bay. Of course I eagerly volunteered to be the one to take her there, but, unfortunately, I never had the chance to do it. However, it was a lovely, romantic thought involving a lovely, romantic lady!

At the end of the shooting there was a “wrap” party at Mr. Keighley’s house near the studio. It was held in the pool house which had a piano in it, which was fortunate because after the great Durante arrived, he took over and entertained us all afternoon. What a fabulous experience that whole picture was for me!

It wasn’t long before the Captains of the Clouds company returned from Canada and was ready to shoot my scenes again, so I got out my uniform and prepared to work. At the end of the picture I was to be killed while training on a practice bombing run with Cagney as my instructor. That was fun…being killed, but I was glad it was only in a film! And, of course, that was the end of the picture for me. So now, instead of having two pictures going, I was left hoping to be cast again in something else. Gee, I thought: this Hollywood is a cinch! Little did I know!

My personal life was progressing, too. About this time a feisty, devil-may-care gal caught my attention. She was under contract and was doing a lot of parts, which was how I met her. As we were allowed to visit sets of various movies that were shooting, I spent a lot of time going from set to set to watch different directors and actors do their stuff. That was how Faye Emerson caught my eye. She later went on to become a big star in early TV as a talk show hostess but at this time she was just a hard-work ing actress trying to get the “big break.” I watched her and, finally, got up the nerve to speak to her…after all, I was under contract, too!
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Russ with Jimmy Cagney in Captains of the Clouds, 1941.

We got on well and one night at a party to which all us “kids” were invited, I ran into her again, only this time it was on a social basis, and, as luck would have it, she needed a ride home! Trying not to appear too eager, but with a pounding heart, I quickly volunteered to drive her, and that was the beginning of a beautiful friendship, as Bogie said in Casablanca!

Faye was fun and exciting to be with and for a year we had a wonderful
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RUSSELL ARMS is probably best knorwn for his six-
year stint on the famous Your Hit Parade TV shov,
but he was also active in many other theatrical fields.
After graduating from the Pasadena Plaghouse he was
signed to a contract by Warner Bros. studios where he
made severl important pictures, including The Man
Who Came to Dinner (with Bette Davis), Capains of
the Clouds (with James Cagney), and By the Light of
the Silvery Moon (with Doris Day). Freelancing at other
studios as well, he appeared in over 20 films.

Deciding to try his luck in New York he discovered he had a fine singing voice
which was immediarely put to good use on his own radio show on WNEW, as
wiell as on a TV show, School Days, on the Dumont nerwark. Next came the
ABC game show Ghance of a Lifetime, then The 54th St. Revuew for CBS.

His b break came shortly after that by his signing with Tosr Hi Parade, which
opened up a whole world of opportunities, including recordings, nightclubs,
fais, personal appearances, and many guest spors on TV (including Ed Sullivan's
show, with his hit record, “Cinco Robles"). He has played dinner and summer
theaters all over the country: Can Can (5 versions), Bells Are Ringing, 1776,
Irma LaDouce, No, No, Nanette (with the incomparable Martha Raye), and many
others, both musical and non-musical.

Russ was also invlved with MCing beauty pageants and fashion shows. He
staged and MC4 the Miss World-USA Pageant for thice years, and added music
o the fashion shows by singing to the models a they paraded the runway.

Russells colorfil memoir of what it was like to be a pare of the heyday of the
‘Warner Bros.studia system, as well asa TV star in the infancy of such an influ-
ential medium, is robust with the energy and excitement that harkens us back to
the days of ealy,live television.
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