
Rosalind Russell ^wasn't ready” 
for leading roles — but Hollywood 

soon got her anyway! The tale 
of a cautious beauty who stormed 

the heights in spite of herself 

by Lupton A. Wilkinson 
"Goodby Now nearly three years. Miss Russell values those 

Yoilt I" Mia years highly- 
D », 1 , , “In that very first engagement at Lake 
KusmII hoods tor Placid,” she recalls, “I lost my selfish view- 

Hollywood point of the stage as solely a means to make 
money. I learned what a trouper was. 

“My twentieth birthday was part of that 
summer. At my hotel I received a mountain 

Stop to stardom: of packages from family and friends. 
With Walter “In our company was one of those gray- 

Pidaoon in white-haired old ladies who play character 
n parts in such troupes. This particular veteran 

Man-rroot had ‘mothered’ me once or twice, and had 
come by the hotel often, but never had invited 
me to her room. 

“On this day I was strolling toward the 
waterfront, blue with homesickness. My 

u 

Hollywood’s 
busiest young woman was 

too occupied, the morning the studio 
announced that complete stardom 
was hers, to give that honor due at- 

tention. She was working in two over-lapping 
pictures. She had just begun a radio serial, 
which she was helping to write. She was 

furnishing a new house. In her spare time she 
was designing all her clothes. That little 
hobby has put her among the three or four 
best-dressed women in Hollywood. 

If all that sounds like a human workhorse, 
it isn’t 90. Rosalind Russell likes to laugh, to 
talk, to bowl, to ride and to play golf. She is as 

good a talker as she is a poor golfer. 
“I took up acting,” she admits calmly, 

“because I wanted to make money.” (She 
changed her mind later). "I was one of seven 
children. It seemed quite right to me that my 
family should foot my bills while I absorbed 
schooling. It seemed equally fair that, once 

out of school, I should paddle my own canoe.” 
This bright-eyed, honest actress has one 

spot in her life she doesn’t talk about. She had 
dreamed of being a dancer. She studied danc- 
ing, but became discouraged and gave it up. 

“Most of the things I thought about, that 
a woman could do,” she says, “seemed likely 
to end up at thirty-five or forty dollars a week. 
I decided that if I could be a good actress, I 
might earn more." 

The family gave her rope, as to schools. 
Marymount, in Tarrytown, New York, 
Barnard at Columbia and Rosemont all knew 
her. But she learned her first vital lesson at the 
American Academy of Dramatic Arts, from a 
man named Charles Jeh linger. 

“He was a shy little man,” she says. “We 
called him ‘Jelly.’ He drilled one thing into 
me: ‘Don’t fool around while you’re working.’ 

"Jelly” picked her 
as one of fifteen out of 
the year’s 500 students 
to play a one-night lead 
in the Lyceum theater, 
ancient edifice which Cha 
Frohman, one of the a 

directors, made available 
told her after her graduation: iougu 
out and get practical experience. Don’t pay 
me any more money.” 

Greener than grass, she did know that some 

brothers named Shubert sent out stock com- 

panies and that a man named Chamberlain 
Brown was in the same business. She sat 
around their offices for weeks. None of the 
bosses would talk to her. 

Other callers noticed her — eager, quiet, 
cheerful. Crosby Gaige, a producer, sent for 
her, offered her a leading role opposite a rising 
actor, Spencer Tracy. The serious-faced, 
straight-eyed young girl made a decision 
typical of her: “Without experience — to play 
a lead on Broadway! Thanks. I’m not ready.” 

She continued to sit around offices of people 
who still supported stock (this was in 1930, 
and stock was going to pieces) and somebody 
told her a man named Casey would run a sum- 

mer stock company. She phoned all the 
Casey's in the Manhattan directory. Wrong 
numbers. 

She began on the Brooklyn-Long Island 
directory, and found him in the E’s. Edward 
Casey, of Forest Hills. 

He said, "I’ll see you when I’m in town.” 
She said, “Sorry, I’m leaving tomorrow.” 
Casey asked, “Can you play leads?” 
She hedged. "I’m a second woman.” 
“Meet me at the Astor.” 
She arrived, dressed to kill. He talked to 
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her, became enthusiastic about her prospects. 
“You’re a leading woman!’’ he told her. 

She fibbed frantically: “I told you I was a 

second woman because I thought you would 
have a leading woman from last season.” 

Casey decided, “I’ll have to consult my 
partner, Dick Bartell. He’s fixed his eye on a 

girl he believes will work for nothing.” 
She said, “It’s today or not at all.” He 

countered, “I haven’t a contract with me.” 
She smiled. “Let’s walk right over to Equity.” 
Rosalind’s sole professional experience con- 

sisted in paying the Equity fee. 
She was signed at one hundred fifty a week, 

she to furnish her own costumes. We will skip 
what happened to her older sister’s dresses. 
She arrived at Lake Placid, N. Y., late — be- 
cause she had had to raid the home wardrobe. 

The entire company met the new leading 
woman — including Casey’s partner, Dick 
Bartell. The latter took one look at her and 
strangled. “That’s the girl I saw at the 
Academy,” he choked. “She’d probably have 
paid us for a chance.” 

Terrific triple embarrassment followed, but 
Bartell and Casey forgave her. She could act. 

After Lake Placid, even “Jelly” told her to 

quit "fooling around” and accept a Broadway 
engagement. But she had adopted the gospel 
of preparation and persisted in stock for 

friend spied me, and beckoned me over to her. 
‘Won’t you come by my room?’ she asked. 

‘Just for a few minutes?’ 
“We climbed steps and sniffed smells. That 

room was dingier than any I had ever seen. 
On a washstand table reposed a half-pint bot- 
tle, a teacup in a saucer, a cracked glass and 
something some baker must have thought was 
a cake. It boasted one candle. 

“We each had a drink of wliat my friend 
said was sherry. We ate some of the cake. 
‘No birthday is really a birthday without a 

cake,’ my friend explained. 
“She wept some and I wept some. I care- 

fully wrapped up the n nainder of the cake, 
and we went to rehearsal” 

New York would not be denied. Rosalind 
was called from Boston and took part in the 
hit {day, “Talent” (again declining a lead). 
Then she played opposite Bert Lytell in “The 
Second Man.” 

Hollywood had beard about this girl who 
under-chose her parts. She had a contract offer 
few could have refused. 

They put her through the mill in Holly- 
wood, as they do everybody. She received her 
first chance at comedy opposite William 
Powell in “Rendezvous.” The first time she 
was allowed to “emote" was in that curious 
motion picture which many disliked, “Night 
Must Pall.” All she had learned went into the 
part. It clinched her career. 

“How about this star business?” I asked. 
“Please don’t mention it. How can my 

company make me a star? Only the public 
does that.” Then she paused. “A star? That 
means to me somebody like Bernhardt or 
Duse. Don’t make me seem foolish. Let me 

keep on working to become a good actress... 
I know this: a real star is made inside herself." 


