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			Prologue

			Somewhere in between her fall from grace – and God’s will – in 1977 I met Betty Hutton.  During the months that we spent together, Betty wanted me to know and understand her side of the story; behind the scandalous headlines of her life. Even the best and most intimate of the articles written had been unable, for lack of a close personal contact, to capture its subject. Not one of them could give an honest picture of the human being buried inside. She knew I had no desire to pass any moral judgment, as she spoke with me, about the flood of gossip. This is her story, her long hidden feelings; her heart – and soul.

			During the time we spent together, she telephoned me every day and we usually met later that evening. Thus began a relationship which would lead me, and those I involved, into a drama one could not foresee.

			Throughout, there was a trustful exchange. I arranged a reunion with Ginger Rogers. Betty introduced me to the mystery man in her life; the man she planned to marry. When their engagement was broken, she turned to me, unbelievably, and asked me to marry her! Yet to come was a series of events, inconceivable at the start, as the story of her life unraveled. And because of this, Betty would be on the cover of the National Enquirer, read by millions, within the next several weeks.

			Betty Hutton is not a broken relic of a dead era, gathering dust on a shelf. Her story charts the primrose path of so many young people of our time who have used drugs, alcohol and sex as a fast ticket to overnight fame and quicksand riches. However, best of all, it has a happy ending.  A few months from her 66th birthday, a new Betty Hutton emerged as a college professor and active volunteer speaker on drug abuse in the New England area.

			Her life and career could well have been a Faustian pact to win success. Many in her profession have compromised their soul to win it. She is the rare exception – reclaiming it before it was too late.
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			Introduction

			Once upon a time, Hollywood lived within a glass playpen, inhabited by beauty and talent that grew older but never matured.  Fate cast stones of time and world changes destroyed the daydreams and brought nightmares to its offspring left naked to the fans who, wishing to shield themselves from reality, wanted their idols immortal – forever young and beautiful.

			The studio treasures were unlocked and sold and the nebulous stars screamed in the wilderness, reaching out for escape in drugs (Judy Garland), alcohol (William Holden), perversion (Rock Hudson), or, for some, the “Final Take,” suicide (Marilyn Monroe). For Betty Hutton, the symbolic rocking horse ran away.

			At age twenty-one, in 1942, Betty Hutton won instant stardom. She was earning $250,000 a year, pre-inflation. As if to make all of her dreams come true, she fell in love. Paramount Studios lined up top pictures for her opposite their biggest stars.  Songs were especially written for her. One of them, “My Rocking Horse Ran Away,” became so identified with her that whenever she appeared at an Army Camp, Navy base, Hollywood canteen or anywhere else, audiences demanded “Rocking Horse,” and the way Betty sang it was as if she lifted it off the ground and gave it wings.

			Ten years later the beautiful, painted, jeweled, shiny champion that rode her to fame and fortune was now rotting wood, mutilated, its paint peeling, its glass eyes blinded, its springs broken.  It couldn’t transport her anymore. It had reached a shadowy dead-end.

			A sad, lonely end to a life that had once become so like a fairy tale, only to have itself played out in despair.  It was, she believed, the end of everything; career, ambition, the material world.

			Hers was a soul in darkness and when baptized by fire, reached out for help at the last desolate moment.  Then, her spirit soared into the light—a light that led the way to a kindly priest and the patron saint of the lost.
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			Chapter 1

			It was a cold September afternoon in 1977 in Portsmouth, Rhode Island, when the telephone rang in the local parish house. One of the house workers, a small middle-aged blonde, vigorously scrubbing the kitchen floor, stopped for a moment then resumed work when the phone was answered by the church pastor. It was a long distance call from a theatrical producer. He revealed his plan to the priest as if he were a showbiz agent. During the lengthy conversation, the producer detailed his offer to send his domestic a round-trip ticket, with all expenses paid, to discuss the project. As the conversation ended, the priest put the receiver down, thought for a while, and then walked into the kitchen.

			“How about a cup of coffee?” he asked.

			The woman, singing at the sink, suddenly stopped, turned around and smiled at him. “What! Another cup for me to wash, huh?” she kidded. “Okay, Father, ya got it.”

			Father Maguire invited her to sit down with him at the kitchen table. He had something interesting to tell Betty Hutton.

			Father Maguire explained the nature of the call. Producer Cliff Reed had telephoned to offer Betty a co-starring role with Hermione Baddeley in his new production of Noel Coward’s Fallen Angels to open at the Golden Gate Theatre in San Francisco. He wanted her to fly out to Northern California that coming weekend to discuss it.

			Betty looked up earnestly at the priest, controlling her inner excitement. “I like the title, Fallen Angels. That’s me, all right!” she laughed.

			“Maybe it was the mood of the moment,” she later said, “’cause I said, you know, Father, maybe I’ll take another crack at it. See if it’s for me.”

			She had been the adored “Blonde Bombshell’ during her Hollywood career from 1942 to 1952. When her career hit a wall, a series of financial and emotional disasters followed. She had been through four marriages – as many divorces and bankruptcy. When her last marriage ended in 1971, she dropped out of the public eye.

			It was Father Peter J. Maguire, pastor of St. Anthony’s Church in Newport, Rhode Island, who rescued Betty Hutton from despair by taking her into his rectory as a cook, cleaning woman and general housekeeper.

			She got back in the headlines in 1974 when it was discovered that the former superstar was working at a Roman Catholic rectory, St. Anthony’s. (St. Anthony himself had worked in the kitchen of a monastery in his time.)

			Father Maguire could not have imagined what his charitable actions toward the desperate woman he would later know as the Betty Hutton would generate with the tabloids. Once it was discovered, they reported, Blonde Bombshell Betty Hutton Starts New Life at his rectory. Throughout this hectic period, her image as a troubled movie star engendered headlines such as this; always reminding readers of her past glories.

			Spurred on by this notoriety, after a brief recuperative time, Betty took off for Hollywood in 1975 in an attempt at her first show-business comeback. She boasted to reporters, “I’ve had a facelift and I look fabulous. My figure is great. Nostalgia is in and I’m nostalgia No. 1.” Apparently, it wasn’t enough for the fallen star who had once been accustomed to quite a lot.  She retreated back to her haven in Newport – and Father Maguire. Erroneous offers, nebulous plans and unfulfilled promises followed in her wake.

			Just when it seemed that everything had at last settled down again, this call from Cliff Reed had come. Betty Hutton was going to give it another shot.

			In San Francisco, a reception was held on Sunday afternoon at a Queen Anne Victorian House, called “The Mansion,” on Sacramento Street in the expensive Pacific Heights area. It was at this point that I entered the “scenario.” In the media, having had my own program on National Public Broadcasting, I was invited by the producer, looking for publicity, no doubt.

			Tiny, seventy-one-year-old Hermione Baddeley, looking years younger, was very visible in the front parlor mingling with the guests and possible investors for the show. But, no sign of Betty Hutton. Gossip was that she had been drinking and after a brief appearance, had gone up to her room in a pique.

			Within a short time, Betty reappeared, looking wonderful. There she was, at fifty-six, five-foot-four, trim, in a beige pantsuit, a full head of ash-blonde hair, long lashes fringed above her big brown eyes, with an impish look on her freckled

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Betty_color.jpg





OEBPS/image/Annie_Get_Your_Gun_1.png





OEBPS/image/Hutton_1.jpg





OEBPS/image/Betty_Hutton_Cover2-Front.png
P
A Personal B'\oir aphy
EY. |V -

»

of Betty Hutton
-\

py Gene Arcert





OEBPS/image/2.png





OEBPS/image/Annie_Get_Your_Gun_4.jpg





OEBPS/image/1.png
of Betty Hutton
“\

by Gene Arceri





OEBPS/image/Betty_and_Danny.jpg





OEBPS/image/Betty_Autograph.jpg





