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Three generations of Linklcucrs: Jack, 2.9; M ike, one and a half; and 48-year-old Art, who was recently elected Grandfather of the Year. 

Confessions of a Happy Man PART FOUR 

Young Linkletter did everything backward, He became an ad-lib artist because he found 

scripts too risky, And his big break came when he was fired from an important job, 

Art in 19.99, when he worked with the Golden Gatc 
International Exposition. Fired from this job, he 
was forced to frce-Iance, and soon hit the big lime. 

-.. 

By ART LINKLETTER 
as told to 
Dean Jennings 

O ne evening many years ago [ d 
J k' passe my 

son ac s bedroom and paused for 
I' h" a moment 

to ISten as e sa,d hIS bedtime pr A d 
th" h a~~ n IS IS w at I heard: "Thank you G d A' 
L ' ' . , o. men . 

Isten In agaIn tomorrow night ' . , same time 
same station, for another in thO,s se'" J 

fi ' nes, 
My ~t 'mpulse was to step into th 
Id h' I' I e room seQ 1m a Itt e and explain th h' 

God ' at per aps 
was tuned 1010 the Linklette h b 

h H . rouse ul 
I at e was conSIderably d,'a f ' 

d " IJcrcnl rom a 
ra '0 audlCnce and should b . 

d · . e treated w,th 
more 'gOlty. But I didn't [ . I d . qUIet y shut the 
oor and went back downstairs. 
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Linkletter (third from left) at a meeting of the Diners' Club board of directors. A daring 
investor, he owns interests in dozens of oil wells and such odd items as Hula Hoops. 

Art, squinting against the sun, and his friend Irv Atkins return from a 
preview of Christmas in thL Holy umd, a film starring the Linkletter family. 

I realized that lillie Jack was not only imi ­
t at ing me, which was natural, but that si nce 
his birth he had heard lillie else around the 
house but the jargon and shopta lk of my busi · 
ness. Broadcasting dominated my life, and I 
had been living it every minute, day and 
night , since my college days. Jack Linkleller 
is twenty-three now, hCls recently made me a 
grandfather for the second time and, I am 
proud to say, has created and starred in his 
Own television show. H e has learned a ll that I 
could teach him-and more-but I suspect he 
is saying his prayers quite differendy now. 

As for myselr, I have been thankful many 
times ror the hftppy turn of eventS that o t me 
staned in radio and television. 

During my senior year at San Diego tatc in 
1934" I had a pa rt-time job £If' iln announ cer 
at radio stlltion KGB in S<1n Diego and, when 
graduation time came, I stood <1t the cros.~­
roads-as many a nother se nior has done-and 
faced the challe nge of the future. 
Amon~ other offbeat opportunities, I prob­

ably could have had a \Veil-paying job as a 
shill o r casino employee in one of the ga udier 
gambling halls in Agua Caliente, just across 

• 

the M exican border from an Diego. I had 
been employed many a weekend there, posing 
as a spendthrift collct(e boy while tryint( to 
trap cheatin~ dealers in the casino. Not only 
was it an exciting adventure but it brollghtll1e 
into close personal conlftCl with some of the 
grCftl motion-picture stars I had lon~ ad­
mired. I found myself-then a mere country 
boy in this kind of company-chatting and 
laughing with ~t argarila Cansino, now better 
known as R ita H ayworth; Clara Bow, the 
origina l " I t" girl; the late J ean Harlow, 
Clark Gable (Continuc:..-d on Page 1(0) 

Art and Zsa Zsa Gabor clown during rchearsal for i.&'e Is Funny, an N13C special slatcd for October. " I'm a married man." he said. She replied, "That mak no difference." 
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ANYTHING 

-FI 
holds 
dentures 
fast­
all day! 

(A/IO ""oi/ob/. in Canada' 
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• THE SA T UR DAY EVEN I NG P OST 

"Charlotte?" The little old woman 
spread out Sarolta's dressing gown, ar· 
ranging it neatly over a chair." 0, sir. 
She quit last night. She had to go to a 
hospi tal, 1 understand. Is anything 
wrong?"' 

"Nothing," said Jed. "Nothing." 
He sat down on Sarolta's bed. He 

knew her so well that it was easy to try 
to think as she might have thought after 
she had discovered the backgammon 
board in June's room. From then on she 
had known that Kendeffy was in Brussels 
and must have asked herself why it had 
been kept from her. And then the secret 
she was keeping, about Farkas' presence 
in Brussels and the threat to Jed's life, 
must have begun to torture her, and she 
had decided that it was a terrible mistake 
not to have notified the police. But that 
had not been enough for her, and she had 
tried to find him someway. 

Jed's mouth went dry and he called for 
Miss Bettigole. "Do you remember the 
name of the maid I asked you to check on 
with the housekeeper?" 

Miss Bettigole's memory was as tidy 
as her files, which she could turn to at any 
time and, without searching, lay her 
hand on the desired objcct. "Charlotte 
G oud," she said. "She lives somewhere 
in the Marolles-her home town, though, 
was Antwerp:' 

Jed rose, ran through the room and 
was almost o ut of it before June could 
ask, " Jed! Where are you going? Jed!" 

" To the police:' he said. "\Ve have to 
find Charlotte Goud. We have to find 
her as quickly as possible." And without 
looking back he slammed the door shut 
after him, 

" What are you doing here?" said 
Farkas to harlotte. '" toid you never 
to come unless I called you," 

He looked at her angrily. She's 110 

good, he thought. AII)'one who doesll't 
obey orders is unsuitable, never ",illd how 
,.melligem she is. Il1lhe end 110 quolit)' is as 
imporTant as obedience. If they e\'er begil1 
/0 lhi,,/... they call act 0" their OWII, they 
hare 10 be elimilltlfed. Anyhow, this olle is 
clumsy. 

He took another look at her and re­
alized, surprised, that his angry look did 

not intimidate her. She did not cringe, 
but met his eyes. "What is it ?" he de­
manded. 

Charlotte smiled, but she did not an­
swer, This was her moment, the moment 
she had been longing for. the moment 
when she would no longer be a negligible 
factor in Farkas' eyes, but command his 
respect. 

' "The girl;' she "'id. 
" Whal girl?"' ' 
Oh, it was a delicious minute. She had 

not known that triumph could be SO 
sweet. " His wife. You know ,-

But Farkas was quicker than she 
thought. He caught on at once, robbing 
her of some of the fun. " Mrs. Drake! 
What about herT 

"She's in my room," said Charlotte. 
"Well taken care of. She's been there for 
hours. " 

But Farkas was in no mood for playing 
games. Every moment mattered now that 
he did not know where Kendeffy was. 
For though he knew that Drake's ar­
rangements for getting Kendetfy back to 
Hungary had met with difficult ies, he 
could not know what other resources 
they had at their disposal. Any hour 
might bring new developments tha t would 
enable Kendetfy to leave before Farkas 
was able to k ill him. 

"Don't waste my time." 
In spite of her high spirits, Charlotte 

knew Farkas too well to go too far. 
"She must have suspected me from the 
start, and today she followed me, I saw 
her reeogn ize me on the st reet. She stopped 
dead. Tha!"s when I decided 10 leI her 
find me. I couldn't take the risk of her 
having seen me without my hump and 
telling olhers. could IT' 

II had been Ihis disfiguremenl Ihal had 
brought her into his service-or, rather, 
his promise that he would pay for its 
removal, if it could be done. But later, 
after the successful operation, he had de­
cided, much to her disappointment, that 
she must use it again. 

"Didn't I instruct you to wear it out­
side your room at all times while you 
were working for meT' 

Charlotte had not intended to say any­
th ing that might give her away as un­
reliable. It stunned her for a moment; 

Confessions of a Happy Man (Conlinued from Page 33) 

and many others who went to Agua Cali­
enle for holiday fun . 

Gable and I, who are now good friends, 
were reminiscing one recent day about 
that period during the early '30's, and he 
laughingly s..1.id, " Ah, those were the wild 
days." Needless to say, neither of us is 
wild any more. Gable spends his nights at 
home on a San Fernando Valley ranch, 
and ' -well , I have five children, and 
that's enough to tame any man. 

There were two other choices for me 
that summer twenty-six years ago. I had 
majored in English at college, had always 
loved working with words and had actu­
ally considered a teaching career. The 
teaching posit ion would have paid me 
SI20 a month, bUI KGB offered me a 
job as an announcer at $125, and that 
d id it. 

The job would be permanent-or as 
permanent as anything was in that post­
depression period-and the extra five 
dollars, stretched a little, might pay the 
gas bill if two people were cooking meals 
instead of one. And this is exactly what I 
had in m ind for Miss Lois Foerster, a 
blue-eyed San Diego beauty who was 
very dazzling indeed, even with the bangs 
on her forehead, and I had a lready de­
cided Ihey could easily be snipped off. 

We were married in San Diego on 
Thanksgiving Day in 1935. We lOok a 
small apartment not too far from the 
radio tat ion and we had been there only 
a week when she started moving the fur­
niture around. And among other things 
there was a floor lamp which, to fit her 
arrangement, needed a longer cord. 

" Darling," she asked sweetly, "can 
you make this cord 10ngerT 

She knew very well how to fix it her­
self, but I was the man of the house, of 
course, and she was letting me nurse the 
illusion thm women are sort of helpless 
about these things. So 1 took our only 
kitchen paring knife, cut and scraped 
wires, taped them all together-the knife 
was never any good after that-and 
plugged the cord into the outlet. There 
was a fla sh of blue lighl and a puff of 
smoke-the kind that the magicians use 
to make a pretty girl disappear on stage. 
Lois van ished too-I think she went 
down the back stairs-and all the fuses 
were blown. Lois never asked me to re­
pair anything Ihereafler, and I have sadly 
concluded that I am not the home fix-it ­
yourself Iype. 

Years later' was invited to emcee the 
presentation of television Emmy awards 
at the Sta tler Hotel in Los Angeles, I was 

then she shrugged. "It wouldn't have 
mattered . She would never have given up. 
She was after me. Anyhow, I left the door 
to the house open to make it easier for 
her and she fell right into Ihe Irap. And 
there she is. Instead of having the police 
after me, we've got her:' 

Farkas' reaction was not what she had 
expected. Without saying anything, he 
went and sat down in his chair and closed 
his eyes. 

Even though he had taken for granted 
that Pista had not betrayed him, it had 
been a pleasant confirmation of his judg­
ment to find, when he had crept cau­
tiously back to Brussels and to this room. 
that, as he had expected, he was still un­
discovered. But it might not remain that 
way much longer. Mrs. Jethro Drake 
could be traced . And he didn'I doubl 
that Drake would move heaven and 
earth to find her. Thequestion was-when 
would Drake discover that Sarolta was 
gone ? 

One could, of course, let her be found 
dead somewhere, run over by a car, for 
instance, and that would stop the police 
from searching for her and trying to find 
her through the maid at the Hotel 
Metropole. 

Perhaps Ihal would be best. II would 
cut down the danger of being discovered . 
Once she was known to be dead, some of 
the excitement would fade and give him 
a better chance to lie low until he could 
gel Kendeffy. 

His si lence made Charlotte uneasy. 
Had she done something to displease him 
after all? "\Vhat are you gOing to do with 
h ?. er. 

Yes, what am I going 10 do with her? 
Farkas repea ted the question in his 
mind . Then suddenly he knew. He had 
not wanted a problem like this on his 
hands, bUI Ihere il was. And he had 
always known how to turn odds that 
were against him to his advantage. 

He looked al his walch-half paS! five. 
Then he looked out the window. For his 
purpose it was dark enough. 

"Go home:' he told Charlotte, " and 
pack a few Ihings quickly. Sandor wi ll 
pick you and the girl up in exactly twenty 
minutes. " 

TO 8E CONCLUDE D 

in the center of a vast stage, the orches tra 
was in the pit, and wandering around 
among the soaring pillars of a Grecian 
setting were $ 10,000,000 worth of movie 
and television stars. It was a proud mo­
ment for me, with 40,000,000 viewers 
waiting by their television sets. and my 
heart pounded as the network announcer 
said, "We now take you to Art Link­
leller 3l the Statler Holel:' 

The curtain slowly opened, a nd at that 
instant the main stage lights blew out. 
An unidentified stagehand, rushing to 
the fuse box, knocked over one of the 
fake Greek pillars. and it loppled inoo Ihe 
pit. The first violinist was hit on his £ 
string and the tuba player blewa Csharp, 
which was not the cue note at all. I don't 
remember what I said, but Lois, standing 
in the wings, turned to Walt D isney and 
whispered something that has probably 
puzzled him ever since. "Well," she s..1.i d, 
"1 see Old Fix-it did it again:-

Later I wished I had said something of 
the sort myself, because such awkward sit· 
uations are often the breeding ground of 
high·flying ad libs. 

I am generally considered to be an ad­
lib man. That is, I usually work without a 
typed script. Over the years, in countless 
newspaper (Collli,,"ed 011 Poge /OB) 
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