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Chapter 1

THE BOB HOPE UNVEILING

Bob Hope stepped out on the balcony next to his agent Mark Anthony and looked at me as I rushed down the stairs.

“Can you find Armando? I need to talk to him!” yelled Mr. Hope to me.

Armando was Mr. Hope’s all around handyman who worked at the house.

I stopped and turned toward Mr. Hope’s voice and said, “I’ll get him for you, Mr. . . .”

That’s when I froze, along with all time as we know it. Butterflies fluttering near the geranium pots on the balcony froze. Birds flying in the sky froze. A jet plane overhead froze in mid-air. The sounds of all neighborhood lawn mowers stopped. It was unnaturally quiet.

You could hear a pin drop as I was staring up at Bob Hope. I realized this was my first look at Mr. Hope and had hoped it would be memorable. And it was! A little too memorable.

I was so shocked at the vision of seeing Bob Hope that I couldn’t get the last word out. My mouth was wide open in a perfect circle as I stood there frozen staring up at Mr. Hope. Not because it was the Bob Hope. Au contraire! I had seen movie stars before. No, this was different.

The Bob Hope I was looking at was almost completely NAKED! A naked 80-year-old Bob Hope! Holy cow! It was a double whammy!

Bob stood there in all his glory wearing just a pair of white skivvies. Actually, they were teeny-weeny panties. Tight ones. Really tight Bikini panties. I could see everything and more than I wanted to see. He wasn’t skinny by any stretch of the imagination and had all this curly white hair covering his body. What a sight to behold.

That was the last thing I needed to see at 9:30 in the morning. I was stunned to say the least.

And the other funny thing, I had never seen an 80-year-old so unapologetically proud of his nakedness. Shoot, I had never seen any of my former bosses naked before and they were way younger than eighty! I guess that happens in show biz. No one cares if you’re dressed, undressed, half dressed, or wearing Prada.

“Armando’s probably out back,” offered Mr. Hope, oblivious to my reaction of him, like this happens every day.

“Oh,” I whispered, still frozen in place. That was the only word that I could get out. But I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. My eyes ran up and down Mr. Hope’s naked chunky frame as he stood there. I just couldn’t believe what my eyes were telling me.

Finally, he looked down at himself and apparently picked up on my uncomfortableness because he moved back and half-hid himself behind the door. So I was now treated to seeing half of Bob Hope, specifically his hairy leg and arm, straddling the door frame.

“That way,” he awkwardly gestured to the right.

I pulled myself together and croaked, “I’ll get Armando for you.”

As I turned back, I slipped on the bottom step and almost fell but caught myself just in time. Then I started running down the driveway as fast as I could.

I could hear faint laughter behind me and glanced back.

Mr. Hope and Mark Anthony were watching me and grinning like Cheshire cats at my uncomfortableness. Yes, that was real funny, guys. Frighten the new girl! Welcome to Hollywood! I wondered, was it going to be like this every day?

Oh good grief, yes… and more!

Bob Hope was born in England on May 29, 1903. He started in Vaudeville in 1921 which spanned an almost eighty year or so career in Hollywood, or “Hollyweird,” as I fondly called it.

Bob was loved by all back in the day and made a reputation for himself when he emceed the Academy Awards show. Only Bob Hope can say he stood before the Academy’s podium as Master of Ceremonies nineteen times. That’s a record. He often joked that he should be given an Oscar. The Academy finally relented one year and gave him a bigger-than-life golden Oscar which he put in the corner of his den. Bob Hope was funny, sharp, and topical in his joke telling.

Towards the end, he relied on his staff of writers who took up the gauntlet and somehow infused themselves into his arsenal of jokes. It was a skill. Some have it on a small scale, and others have it big time. The writers of jokes, gags, one-liners, and snappy comebacks truly amaze me. How on earth can you come up with jokes that fast?

Mr. Hope learned this skill at humor way back in the days of Vaudeville and never looked back. He was America’s funnyman, even if he had been born in England.

Everyone likes to laugh and this book is dedicated to doing just that. I cannot repeat the thousands upon thousands of jokes he and his writers came up with over the years, but I can give you a flavor of what it was like being a fish out of water, as I was, and tossed into the wacky world of Bob Hope.

Come along with me. I’m going to share some of my own personal story as it was back in the early 1980s and intermix it with what it really was like working for a celebrity known for his sense of humor as well as the good, the bad, and the ugly.

No, those were NOT his writers.


Chapter 2

BEGINNINGS

My story of working for Bob Hope began one early California morning in 1983.

I had just picked up the Glendale newspaper from the front lawn and turned to go back inside the two-story apartment building. Blocking me was my tall landlady, Gloria, all five-foot-nine of her. She leaned toward me and was about two inches away from my head. It was a little too close for me, but she had a big grin on her face. She was one of those friendly Tennessee gals and had a twang when she spoke.

“I’ve found the perfect man for you,” she announced triumphantly.

I backed up. She was leaning even closer into my “space,” and it was unnerving.

“I really need to find a job before I look for a man,” I said.

She leaned in closer and whispered quietly, “You’ll change your mind when you see his picture.”

She jammed the Polaroid she had in her hand into my face.

I looked at the Polaroid and involuntarily did a double take.

The picture was of a long-haired guy in tight jeans. Sort of cute. Was he a musician? He looked like he was stoned.

“Oh my God,” I said softly, trying to place where I had seen him before.

“Yes, my son is that good of a catch,” she said crowing proudly.

“Is he in a band?” I asked, because I was into the latest music of the day.

“No, Chuck likes to work alone. Take another look.”

She jammed the picture forward again so I could see better.

“And you said you would meet him. Well, here he is.”

“I guess it couldn’t hurt to just meet,” I said examining the photo.

What got me was his unibrow. I just couldn’t stop staring at it. That was one big, hairy eyebrow floating across his face like a centipede.

Note to self: Bring scissors on the date.

“Sexy, right?” she said with pride. Did she mean Chuck or the centipede?

“He’s growing on me,” I said. Growing like a fungus, was what I really meant.

I smiled back at her. What else was there to say? I didn’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings.

“Chuck will be at your door at 7:00 p.m. Saturday night,” she declared. “Wear a dress. Chuck likes legs.”

I involuntarily looked down at my white legs.

“Okay,” I said as I swallowed hard. How was I going to get out of this?

Chuck looked like a hillbilly straight out of Deliverance (1972). I felt like the character Ned Beatty played in Deliverance, only shorter.

I went inside my apartment shutting the door on the world, and locking it several times.

The refrigerator was close by. I opened it and peered in. I needed a drink. Hard liquor, preferably. All I could find was an apple juice box which I took. I moved to the living room and sat down on the floor spreading out the newspaper. I found the Want Ads section and pulled it out.

As I laid on my back on the floor, I held the newspaper ads directly above me. The bold-capped headline of a HELP WANTED ad caught my eye. It could have been the caps, but it was the words that actually drew me in. I flipped over and sat up. I pulled the paper toward me for a closer look.

It wasn’t like any other secretarial ad I had ever read. It was promising. It was oozing a come-hither finger pointing directly at me. SECRETARY NEEDED MUST HAVE SENSE OF HUMOR was the first line of the help wanted ad.

I carefully tore out the ad from the paper. Then I re-read it over and over. It was a curious help wanted ad.

This particular period in time was the early eighties. There was no Twitter, no Facebook, and definitely no Apple cell phones. In 1983 there was a gigantic Motorola mobile phone that cost around $3,000, but it couldn’t text, take a picture, or go online. The Internet was not yet created. In six year’s time the World Wide Web would be introduced from a twinkling of an idea by a computer programmer in Switzerland which would have a burgeoning demand. But no one knew that in 1983…not just yet.

I was out of work having just graduated from Glendale Community College. In order to get back into the workforce, I needed to find a job. Normally, you looked at the want ads from the newspaper for jobs that you knew you could do.

Companies were looking for secretaries, which in today’s world are now known as Administrative Assistants. These are fancy words for a low-paying job. Everybody needed a secretary, especially those trying to look important in the entertainment world.

The ad which I had been re-reading over and over that morning wasn’t your typical secretarial want ad, which in itself was intriguing and made me grab the telephone and call the number listed at the bottom of the want ad.

Although the ad was vague, it appealed to me because I considered myself someone who was easygoing and liked to laugh. In fact, I considered myself an “easy laugh” which meant I tended to laugh at anything. Not that I was laughing like a hyena every day, but I loved a good joke, a double entendre phrase and a good punchline. The wit, the swiftness, and the unexpected punch at the end was perfection.

Late night television talk show host, Johnny Carson, was a master at it. As a child, I watched and studied the interaction between Johnny and the audience on The Tonight Show every night at 10:30 p.m., which was past my bedtime. Because my parents were so engrossed in the show, I managed to creep out of bed and hide from them. They always sat on the couch glued to the television set. They barely spoke to each other during the day, but yet they were sitting together busting a gut at the antics of a very young Johnny Carson with his guest star, Bob Hope.

All Johnny and Bob were doing was talking but they played off each other beautifully, trying to top one another, cracking up the audience and themselves.

Bob Hope was in rare form that night and I loved him.

“Have you heard about how the price of oil has gone up because of the crisis in the Middle East?” asked Bob. “I don’t mind that the Arabs have us over a barrel, but I wish they’d be careful where they put that dipstick,” said Bob.

Carson laughed up a storm.

Bob also quipped, “Whoever thought Oil of Olay would be the cheap stuff?”

My parents laughed so hard they were literally crying. For two people who hated each other, they were on the same page enjoying Bob Hope’s jokes.

Bob made humorous observations on the world in general and about people and movie stars he thought were funny. The one-liners, the zings, and the jokes with punchlines that bounced around, were hilarious. Jokes were king like they had been back in the day of Vaudeville. Jokes that generated a laugh were highly prized.

As I mentioned before, Bob Hope had started out in Vaudeville in the 1920s and had a certain knack for the timing and delivery of the “joke.” Looking back, I didn’t think there was anybody funnier than Bob Hope.

That August morning, I thought to myself, could this job in the want ads possibly be for Bob Hope or Johnny Carson? Johnny Carson was doing his Tonight Show talk show at the NBC studios in Burbank which was next door to Glendale. So close, yet so far. It would be a miracle if I got a job working for Johnny. My imagination was in overdrive imagining how much fun it would be. I was so excited at the prospect.

I re-read the ad for the umpteenth time.

MUST HAVE SENSE OF HUMOR demanded the ad.

Rationalizing that demand, I knew I was an easy laugh, especially if the joke was funny.

Check sense of humor off the list. I definitely had one.

I reached for the telephone and dialed the number listed in the ad.

The phone on the other end of the line rang and rang and rang. Did I dial the right number, I wondered?

I was about to hang up when someone finally answered on the sixth ring.

“Apple One,” said the receptionist.

I asked for the recruiter listed in the want ad.

Once the receptionist transferred me, the recruiter pummeled me with questions about my skills, where I had worked, the need for her to test me on the typewriter and then, and only then, could I get an interview. Just maybe.

I was a little annoyed that the recruiter was so curt and evasive when I asked her who the job was for. She told me it was for a man but very few of her clients had passed the interview stage. In fact, she doubted if I would be able to get past the front door. I think she got pleasure in knowing I would not pass any test.

I paused but held my tongue. It was as if the gauntlet was thrown down at my feet. Her comment made me more determined than ever to get the job.

“Come on in and take a typing test and we’ll see what you’ve got,” she told me with a snort.

What did I have to lose?

I drove over to the Apple One office and met with the recruiter.

My first impression of this woman was that she had a snarky look to her. She had a ferret face with a sneer which rivaled that of the famous late comic Jack Benny.

The recruiter probably thought the same of me because she gave me the once-over and rolled her eyes. We weren’t subtle in our thoughts of each other.

I was set up at a typewriter with a preprinted yellow page of a typing sample staring at me.

“You have exactly five minutes to type this as fast as you can,” she said and pushed down the black button on her stop watch.

I hurriedly rolled in a piece of paper into the typewriter cursing the fact that I was starting to sweat all the way down to my fingertips. I always hated being tested and this was no different.

Let me tell you, my fingers were flying across those keys on the typewriter lickety-split. As the timer ticked on and the recruiter glanced up at me, my head was bowed with a frown. I was concentrating so hard and my fingers were crashing down on the keys. I think I managed to chip a nail but continued on in a wild frenzy, ending in a concerto when the timer finally went “ding.” Sweat poured down my back, my hands were shaking, but I had done it! I had typed the entire sheet that stood before me and more.

The recruiter strolled over to me and ripped out the paper from the typewriter with a smug look on her face. She knew no one could be accurate under the pressure of speed. She was certain that there would be hundreds of typing errors.

As she started to read my test paper, her smile began to fade. I cocked my head. Could I have typed a flawless typing test? I knew I was pretty good at typing, hitting speeds over 110 words per minute on a really good day.

The recruiter slapped my paper down on her desk. She didn’t circle anything on the paper, just glared at me ferociously. I looked directly at her, a smirk was creeping over my lips. Take that you doubter of my typing excellence, I thought to myself.

Wiggling her index finger at me, the recruiter indicated she wanted me to come over to her desk. I got up and stood in front of her. She shoved a piece of paper at me.

“Take this address with you tomorrow. Be there at 9:00 a.m. sharp,” she snarled at me.

I picked up the address from her desk.

“Who am I meeting?” I asked, waiting to hear the celebrity name.

“Nancy,” she hissed, like everybody would know who Nancy was.

I stood there for a second, frowning at the address. Who the heck is Nancy, I thought as I stared at the recruiter.

The recruiter must have felt my eyes boring into her, because she lifted her hand and brushed her fingers at me in mid-air, shooing me away.

“That’s all I can tell you,” she said, like the job was a matter of national security.

She started dialing a phone number.

I looked around, then turned on my heel and walked away. I stopped at the door and looked back. The recruiter was on the phone smiling widely, obviously NOT speaking to a lowly job applicant on the other end.

I wondered what the heck I was getting into as I left the Apple One office.

Meet with the recruiter and get an interview. Check that off the list.

Tomorrow, crush the interview with “Nancy.” In my mind, it was a checkmark already.

I had never met a celebrity in person, so Lord knows how I would react. Would I be dumbstruck, or would I just be friendly like I had known them for years? Normally, on business job interviews I always did the latter and got the job.

Last thing was to impress the celebrity. That was a possible checkmark in my mind.

Yes, I was about to go to an interview in Toluca Lake, to meet a Nancy, with no last name, and had no idea for whom I would be working. I felt like a secret agent on a mission.

I frowned and looked down at the Toluca Lake address. Toluca Lake was a very upper-class area near North Hollywood. One might even call it wealthy and quaint.

Jonathan Winters lived in that area, as well as singer Rick Springfield, and, of course, mega-comedian Bob Hope.

How bad could it be? I shrugged my shoulders. Shoot, this was exciting and I was game. The worst thing that could happen would be that I wouldn’t get the job. The second worst thing would be if I DID get the job and the celebrity turned out to be a mean son of a gun. Some of my bosses have had a mean streak. I hate working for these mean people. Life’s too short.

I always prided myself in doing research whenever I had to go into unknown territory. I had to do research on this address that I had in my hands. I liked to know who I would be working for in advance so I could tailor my interview skills to whatever the boss needed. What if it was a newsman or worse yet, a book author! What if it was a celebrity’s attorney? I would be the one killing myself, if that was the case. Los Angeles attorneys were the toughest lawyers I had ever met. I remember one of them asking me to read back the dictation test and then challenging me that I had written down the wrong phrase. I stood my ground and told him that was exactly what he had said. Thank goodness the other attorney in the room agreed with me. Long story short, I was offered the job that afternoon. However, I turned it down flat because why work for someone who doesn’t trust you at the get-go? That was the way I rolled. Trust me, and I’m yours. Challenge me, and I’m gone.

I was driving myself nuts trying to figure out who the celebrity was. What employment agency sends you on a job without telling you who you’d be working for? I decided I needed to scope out the address, and today! If the address was bogus, I still had time to back out of tomorrow’s interview. I was a little cocky in those days.

Driving my green, souped-up 1974 Pontiac Firebird, the coolest car ever, I hopped on the 134 Freeway in Glendale and headed over to Burbank. I absolutely loved that car. It was so sexy and had power. Drivers would glance out their windows at my car and I could see how much they wished they had one.

I always had a lead foot when driving. So I hit the gas pedal and the car took flight. It was like the TV show, The Dukes of Hazzard (1979), only with a cooler green car.

I was anxious to check out the address in Toluca Lake. I hoped it was in a modern office building. Yeah, I was wrong once again.

As I got off the 134 Freeway, I cruised down the street to the address on Moorpark Street. I drove for quite a way without seeing any office buildings. I was confused. The area was lined with private and very expensive homes.

I looked at the map in my lap again and missed the building completely on my first drive by. Luckily, there were no cops about on Moorpark Street so I skidded to a stop and made a sweeping U-turn at the corner and drove back from where I had come as slowly as I possibly could. Drivers honked at me and ultimately passed by me with looks of “Why are you driving so slow, lady?” and other sweet terms of endearment, mainly used by truck drivers. People usually gave me the finger by yelling out their windows at me. The Burbank drivers restrained themselves which was a pleasant surprise to me.

Then I noticed the small plaque of numbers on the brick wall that surrounded the home. It read 10346. I had found it! The place was hidden behind a huge brick wall covered with ivy which went on for the entire block. I couldn’t see anything but a small driveway leading into the compound. So much for reconnaissance unless I wanted to stop and scale the wall and look over. I might have done so but there wasn’t any parking on Moorpark Street so I just drove to the corner and pulled over.

What was I getting myself into, I wondered? This was crazy. I could get behind that wall and be murdered! No one would ever know. The recruiter didn’t give a damn. I could be a dead woman, wiped off the face of the map by an unnamed celebrity wielding a weapon. I was already a little afraid about an unsolved stalker murder case in the Glendale area which was on the news. Now I had convinced myself that I could be walking into a trap with a celebrity killer. The house was in an exclusive suburb near North Hollywood, but still! I sat at the corner for a second and gathered my thoughts.

My mind was churning, but the thrill of the meeting was too weird to pass up. I had to know who the celebrity was. I was going to that interview tomorrow, come hell or high water! Little did I know that I was in for the adventure of a lifetime!


Chapter 3

THE INTERVIEW

The employment recruiter never told me who I was going to work for in Toluca Lake until the day of the interview. It was all cloak and dagger and kind of exciting to me in a weird way.

Finally, the day had arrived to officially go to the address in Toluca Lake. I still wasn’t sure who the celebrity was. All I understood was that the celebrity needed someone with a sense of humor. I knew TV comedian Jonathan Winters lived in Toluca Lake as well as singer Rick Springfield who was famous for his song “Jessie’s Girl.” I had also heard that Bob Hope lived somewhere in the area. But never in my dreams would I have suspected what was soon to happen.

When I went to the secret address, the Office Manager, Nancy, met with me and asked about my background. As I gave her the highlights of my legal background working for lawyers, I kept trying to pull at my bushy, frizzy hair to make it lie down. Nothing worked. As soon as I lifted my hand from my head, the end I was holding down would pop up again with gusto. It was a losing battle. I looked like Janis Joplin on speed, but I didn’t care anymore. Forget the hair! Forget Janis! Forget it all!

Nancy ignored my plight with the hair and said the job was for Bob Hope as a second secretary. The big question was, did I like dogs. You bet I did. Actually, I loved all animals. The next test then was to have one of the dogs come in and sniff my hand. No sudden movements, she warned as Snowjob walked over to me. He smelled my hand and even licked my fingers. I stroked his white fur, rubbed his tummy, and gave him air kisses until we finally bonded. Man, six hours never whizzed by so quickly. Snowjob wouldn’t leave me alone. I had to throw a ball for him over and over and over. This went on for quite a while because Nancy actually got up and made a cup of tea. Guess I made a favorable impression because Nancy thought I would also get along with Lead Secretary # 1, Kathy.

I only hoped I wouldn’t have to throw a ball for her as well.

Finally, Nancy offered me the job as Secretary # 2 and I was to start the next day. I made the staggering sum of $330 a week before taxes. Yes, the money was low, but the job was great. I literally laughed every single day.

Everyone knew that Bob loved jokes about politics and entertainment. One Bob Hope joke in particular I really liked. It goes something like this: “California’s back to a two-party system: the Democrats and the Screen Actors Guild.” That was funny stuff. Now I ask you, what office can you work at and hear laughs like those every day?

Truth be told, I was thrilled to get the job and scared all at once. I was going to enter the world of Bob Hope! Oh boy! Breathe, just breathe!

Nancy left me with a few words before I departed. Secretary # 1, Kathy, was older and easygoing but she didn’t want anyone too flashy to outshine her, so stay in my lane.

My hair actually sealed the deal. How could I outshine Kathy? I had a full head of clown hair for God’s sake!

After the interview with Nancy, I stopped at Marie Callender’s Restaurant and called the employment agency to give them the good word. At first the recruiter thought I was pulling her leg. As we were talking, she simultaneously got a call from Mr. Hope’s Office Manager asking that they send over the paperwork. They had hired me! To say that the recruiter was flabbergasted was an understatement. She was dumbstruck. She never expected Miss Brillo Pad head would get the job.

When I got back to the employment agency, the recruiter was all smiles and pats on the back. There were lots of congratulations and “we knew you could do it” comments from everyone. The recruiter had pulled out a year’s worth of supplies with the company name emblazoned on them.

I was loaded down with all sorts of pens, pads, cups, anything with the employment agency’s name on it, to bring over to Bob Hope’s on my first day. I thought it was crass but I brought everything with me anyway.

When I showed the marketing trinkets to Nancy, she agreed with me that they were junk, and we threw everything out on my first day.


Chapter 4

ENTER LAUGHING

My whole world changed after I went to that Toluca Lake interview. The air smelled fresher, food tasted better, and I was actually excited.

For my first day, I wanted to be early so I would look conscientious. The fastest route was by freeway. I hopped on the 134 Freeway, and headed west, lead footing it all the way in my beautiful key lime green 1974 Firebird.

I clicked on the radio and heard Michael Jackson’s “Wanna Be Startin’ Somethin’.” I turned it up, way up, to full blast.

When I pulled off the freeway in Burbank I noticed in my rearview mirror a California Highway Patrol officer was behind me. Could it be because I was speeding? No! Not today! But yes, he pulled me over and I sat in my car humiliated as car after car on the street passed by me. People were gawking. I tried the old standby of tears. That didn’t work. Probably he was put off by my bushy hair.

Let me just say that this was the unkind era of Big Hair. Big, fat, permed hair. Hair that could receive messages from aliens in outer space. Yes, it was that big. Weird, dry, curly, full of static, awful hair! Yikes! I looked like a cartoon character after I got out of the salon. I had never had a perm in my life, and what resulted was atrocious! My hair was so fried and stuck out like I had put my finger into an electric wall plug and got electrocuted. And that hair never ever went down, no matter how much water or oil I plastered on it. And hairspray? Forget about it! My hair was curly beyond belief. Imagine Little Orphan Annie in a short skirt and high heels and you’ll understand my panic when I had to report to the new job with that hair! I was doomed.

Good grief, whoever thought perms were attractive? I’d like to smack him upside the head because undoubtedly it was a man!

The cop wrote the ticket, I signed it and he handed it back to me.

He said, “Slow down and, oh, have a nice day, ma’am.”

Ma’am? Why do cops do that? As soon as they give you a ticket, you know darn well that your day is in shambles. No niceness would be happening that day. It’s kind of a revenge thing with cops, I think. You can’t talk them out of a ticket and they know it. They have to make their quota of tickets and I always ended up with the short stick. Maybe because I was short?

I tried to adjust my clown hair but it was not having it. I still looked like a bomb had gone off in my hair. The only thing was to take a deep breath and shrug off the ticket. I was not going to let this tiny driving blunder affect my first day
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