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Lucille Ball

I suppose it all started when Flo Ziegfeld fired me,
I can vecall the incident just as clearly as if it happen-
ed yesterday. ,

“Lucille,” he eaid, “you've just got to learn how to
express vourself, Learn how to use your body,. Rela®”
Don't ba so mousy,”

That's what you call getting the information straight
from {the horse's mouth. 1 Jeft the thenter. As spon as [
eased mysell through the stage door 1 began fo cry. |

It was a hot, muggy New York afterncon. And I'll
never forget the time, I was exaeily E:]ll) P.M. To put it
mildly, 1 was crushed. _

1 had spent two seasons on Broadway—in rehearsal.
The girls used to call me “the rehearsal champ". |

I never had any trouble getting a job as a show girl,
but when it came to curtain time 1 was in the audience,
not on the stage.

1t was tough to land & spot—and keep it

The competition was deadly, with the older hands not
above a little skullduggery to prevent a newcomer from
cracking the ranks, Generally, if a new gal was signed, it
meant that ene of the old steadies got the heave-ho.

Anyway, after leaving the theater, 1 started walking |
home, which at the time happened to he 'a dark, dingy
one-Toorm: affair just off Columbus Circle,

1 didn't velish the thous ht of spending the rost of the|
niglit in that trap. I was tiving fo decide whether o ot
1 Ahodlil return  home to mkse—— o
gmather dn Jamestown, NY., and
give up the wholn craiy fdew,
when' the clincher came.

Az 1 ghuffled along the streol|
I spotted. Mr. Zippleld's  Tight |
fiand man walking: abhead of me |
1 followed him for-a couple of |
Blocks, trying to think of some-|
thing 1o say that wonld; eonvines
him 1 meeded  anolhey  chance,
Flyally, he noticed e, and with-
out stopplig he turned bis hedd
anyd said;

“ ‘Monfana,' why dogt yon go
home  aml forget  tha - whole
thing." |

That Mpntann Tag

1 picked up the ‘Montana’ han-

e becyuse I told o oan agent 1
o RS from _é_igmqm, thinking: Lhut




