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The Disney family: Behind Walt in the hammock are Diane’s husband, Ron Miller, Sharon, Diane and her davghter Joanna; Lilly=Mrs. Disney—and her grandson, Chris.

My Dad,

The daughter of one of

the most famous Americans
tells the surprising,
unknown story

of his private life.

Part One

alt Disney

L]ntil I was six years old I didn’t real-
ize what it was that my father did for a liv-
ing. The news was broken to me by a playmate
at school.

That night, when Dad came home (rom
work and flopped into his easy chair, I ap-
proached him with awe. Then doubt crept in.
He didn't look famous to me, he just looked
tired.

So I asked a crucial question. “Daddy, are
you Wali ['J:i:im:],r?“

*Yes, honey,” he replied.

“1 mean, are you the Walt Disney?™

He nodded. So it was true!

By DIANE DISNEY MILLER

as told to Pete Martin

“Daddy,” 1 said, “please give me your
autograph.”

That scene was played many years ago, but
my father still recalls it with enjoyment.

“It gave me a thrill," he says now. “I had

. fought for recognition at home, with your

maother and your sister and the nurses and all
the aunts. When [ finally got it—even if it was
from a six-year-old —it was a triumph. 1 mean
a man has to put up a fight when he’s sur-
rounded by [emales.”

I've heard Dad go into that surrounded-by-
females routine many a time. He likes to pre-

" tend that he's victimized at home because he's
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The terriblestempered
Donald Duck, shown here in
2 mellow mood, is one of
the most popular members
of the Dianey menagerie,
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Aboard an old-fashioned horse-drawn fire engine,
Walt personally pilots a load of visitors through Disneyland, his
fabulous $15,000,000 amusement park near Los Angeles,

Modest Mickey Mouse
hasn’t bet the faet that he's an

international celebrity

go to his head,
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the only male in residence. “Even our dogs
have been females,” he reminds us.

When he gets that far, we know that Dad is
secretly enjoying his household, with a lot of
women fussing over him. He is very sentimen-
tal. I even suspect that he's sentimental about
his famous brain children —Snow White and
the Seven Dwarls, Donald Duck, Mickey
Mouse, and all the rest.

The story of their creation is a large part of
the story of my father’s life. Dad has been
asked to write it, but he won’t. Years ago he
put together a skeleton outline for an auto-
biography, but that's as far as he ever got.
Since then a lot of writers have used that out-
line as a frame on which to hang their own
storics about Walt Disney. When Dad read

what they wrote about him, one of his eye-
brows would go up and the other eyebrow
would go down in a way he has, and he'd say,
“That didn’t happen 10 me."”

S0 one of my reasons for telling this story is
to get the facts straight. Another reason is that
Dad recoils [rom the thought of writing about
himself. He tells me that I'm elected. * Honey,"
he says, “you can say things that I can’t.”

I've got a lot of ground 1o cover. Dad started
making animated cartoons when he was nine-
teen years old. That was in February, 1920,
thirty-six years ago, a long time belore I was
born. 5o I'll have to interview my parents at
great length, Luckily, Dad has practically
complete recall. “I even remember things peo-
ple don’t want remembered,” he's told me.,

“There are several Walt Disney stories,” he
went on. “Everybody in the Disney studio
could tell one, and each would describe me ina

different way. One of them would characterize
me as a bogeyman, who roars into the shop and

tears up things other people have been work-
ing on for weeks. But someone has to say *Yes'

or ‘No,” and stick to it. And that's my job.”
[ can’t see my Dad as a bogeyman at all. If
it's true that (Continued on Page 130)

NEXT WEEK...

Hard Times
in Kansas City
Diane tells how her father,

hungry and bankrupt, decided to
quit cartooning forever and lit out
for Hollywood.,

high 1.0}, but he draws more langhs
than most two-legged comedians,

Ot of the Disney studios have come American classics: The Three Little Pigs, Snow White

and the Sceven Dwarfs, Cinderella. . . . Here, Walt and some of his crew
work out the details of a new frature, The Sleeping Beauty.
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. you can brush -
' your gums!

Many people lose
their teeth because

they forget their gums.
But an Oral B protecta
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bristles have emooth tops
and a gentle texture to
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protection possible,
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My Dad, Walt Disney  (continued from Page 26)

there are several Walt Disneys, 1'll start
with my favorite: Walt Disney, Poor
But Bound to Rise,

Mo mouse, church or Mickey, was ever
as poor as my Dad was at one time in his
life. He was nincteen, and he'd already
failed in business in Kansas City. Some
people there had backed him in a small
enterprise called the Laugh-O-Gram Cor-
poration, The firm was capitalized at
515,000, When it folded, Dad depended
on odd jobs to cat. It was lean pickings.

He traded a barber a funny drawing
for each haircut, and the barber put the
cartoons in his window, (Dad still hears
from that barber. Onee, at Dad's invita-
tion, he came to Hollywood.) Sometimes
he'd hear from his older brother, my Uncle
Roy, who'd gone West to recuperate from
the lingering effects of exposure endured
i the Navy in World War 1. Uncle Roy
wrote from a servicemen's hospital in
Tucson, then from one in Los Angeles. If
he hadn't heard from Dad recently, he'd
write, "Kid, 1 have a hunch you could
use a little dough. So I'm enclosing a
blank check. Fill it oul for any amount
you need up to thirty dollars.

Dad always filled it out for thinty, and
wsed the money 10 appease two Greeks,
owners of a restaurant where he ate on the
cuff. The restaurant was downstairs from
his defunct Lauwgh-0-Gram studio. He
never got completely out of hock, but the
Girecks fed him until his bill had climbed
to sixty dollars.

When things seemed blackest, a Dr.
Thomas B. McCrum, who was associated
with the Deener Dental Institute, asked
Dad to make an animated cartoon to
teach children o take care of their teeth.
Dad told him he could do the film for
$500. One night the doctor called Dad 10
gay, “I've got the money from the insti-
tute. Come over and let’s set this deal.”

*“I can’t,” Dad said.

“Why not?”

“I haven't any shoes,”™ Dad said, “They
were falling apart and I left them at the
shoemaker’s, He won't let me have them
until I can dig up a dollar and a half.”

Doctor McCrum said, “I'll be right
over.” He paid the shoemaker and took
Dad back to his office. They worked out
an agreement io makea filmcalled Tommy
Tucker's Tooth.

If you wonder how Dad got home from
that shoemaker's after leaving his only
pair of shoes there, the answer is that the
shop was under the Laugh~O-Ciram stu-
dio, next to the Greek restaurant, Dad
walked out of the shop and upstairs in his
sock feel,

When Dad’s restaurant tab climbed
past sixty dollars, one of the Greeks came
up tosee him. “Walter,” he said, “'belicve
me, I'd give you unlimited credit. But my
partner says fun's fun, but we've got to
cut you off,”

“All right, Jerry,” Dad said; I under-
stand.”™

Two days later Jerry wandered into the
Laugh-0-Gram studio and saw Dad sit-
ting on a box, eating cold beans from a
can, and dry bread, They were picnic lefi-
overs, abandoned in a photographer's
studio next door. Dad had lived on beans
and bread for two days.

When Jerry came in and saw him
munching that dismal meal, he melied.
“Walt,” he said, I don't care what Louie
says. You come down to our place and
get something to eat,™

When Dad was telling me this story, 1
asked, “Wasn't that about the low point
of your life?"

“No," he eaid, it wasn't bad. 1 love
beans,” He meant it. He wasn™ trying
1o be gay and gallant about it.

After he collecied 5500 for Tommy
Tucker's Tooth, Dad gave the money to
his creditors. But it wasn't enough to pay
all his debts. He talked 10 Jerry and Louie,
and to everybody else he owed. They said,
“That's all right, Walter. We're for you,
Walter. Send it to us later.”

It was a critical period in Dad's life,
but not the only one, 1 can think of ten or
twenty crises in my father’s career, and
I'll write about them, OF course, I'll have
a lot to say about the Disney studio, and
the way Dad created some of the most
lovable and unforgettable characters ever
born in a man's mind, But that's only part
of it. More than anything else, 1 wam this
to be the personal story of a dad as his
daughter knows him,

I am twenty-three years old, and the
most important men in my life are my
father and a tall athlete named Ron
Miller. Ron and I met as siudents at
U.5.C.—he was a football star. We soon
got to talking about getting married. But
s was just between oursclves; | didn't
share my thoughts with Mother or Dad.
For one thing, Dad had always advised
my younger sister, Sharon, and me not to
marry until we were at least twenty-five—
and [ was only nineteen, Dad didn't think
much of the beaux 1 brought home 1o
meet him, After they'd gone, he would
say, “Why are you going out with that
character?” Or, “That boy’s not much—
you're wasting your time,"

But for some reason, both Mother and
Dad liked Ron. “Maybe,” I told Ron,
“it's because they haven't seen much of
you."

When Ron dated me he usually came
to the kitchen door, and rushed me off
with a fast hello-good-by to the parents.
One night while I was waiting for Ron,
Dad strolled into the kitchen and in an
claborately offhand way said, “Diane, if
you want to get marricd, you can. Your
mother and 1 think Ron might be the
one, and it would be a shame to wait.”

1 was bowled over, Bul I knew what
Dad had in mind, Ron was facing two
years in the Army, and Dad was afraid
that in his absence I might meet and
marry Mister Wrong.

When 1 told Ron about my parents’
suggestion, he gave me a funny look, and
1 wondered if he felt trapped. But we soon
wound up at the marriage-license bureau,
Photographers pounced on us, They miust
have been lying in wait, hoping that some-
one with a front-page name would show
up. I was dismayed, because 1 knew
Daddy had kept his family out of the
spotlight ever since the Lindbergh baby
kidnaping in 1932, That tragedy occurred
before I was born, but [ remember that in
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our old house in Los Feliz Hills the win-
dows had specially reinforeed screens, As
it turned out, the newspapers were more
interested in Ron's name than in mine,
The headlines read: Ex-U.S.C. Foot-
BALLER MILLER TO YWED.

Dad was very sweet about our wed-
ding. 1 think he had had dreams of giving
me away i high style, but he let me have
what I wanied—a quiet ceremony at a
litile Episcopal Church in Santa Barbara,
before a small group of friends and rela-
tives. When the minister asked, “Who
gives this woman to be marricd 7 | heard
a muffled sob. I turned my head slightly,
and there was Dad with tears running
down his cheeks. [ squeezed his hand and
he gave me a soulful look,

The marriage was in M . Ron went
into the Army in October. Like many
other G1's, he was making about sixty dal-
lars a month plus my allotment check of
£117. His parenis gave us a cash wedding
gilt, and Dad “lent” us a car. He wouldn't
“give™ it to us, lest he be accused of tam-
pering with our independence. But he is

already designing the house Ron and |
hope to own someday. You'd think that

the man who designed the Seven Dwarfs’
house in Snow White and the Enchanted
Castle in Disnevland would have some
fanciful ideas about a house for his
daughter. But Dad’s plans are wvery
functional. He knows how to save moncy
and make the most of space.

Befcrml married, Dad did a lot of com-
plaining about being the only man around
our house. Mother said that was just talk,
“The truth is, he's always been partial to
girls,”" she said. 1 know he wanted a girl
before you were born.™

Mevertheless, Dad announced that it
was up to Ronand me 1o produce a grand-
son for him. When he made his feature-
length cartoon picture, Cinderella, he
even added a new character to the classic
fairy tale: Prince Charming’s father, an
old king who wanted to marry ofl his son
s0 he could have grandsons.

When the time came | gave birth to a
gon, Christopher Disney Miller, Dad
didn’t scem to want to hold him in his
arms, He watched Chris from afar and
waved his hands in front of his face. **Just
seeing il there’s anything wrong with his
eyesight,” he explained.

When my second baby was on the way,
Dad was still telling us that he favored
boys. He said that it was going to be great
for Ron to have two sons o go hunting
and fishing with him. Then Joanna was
born,

It was midnight, but Ron called my
home immediately, waking up Mother
and Dad, Mother took the eall, and told
Dad, “Diane has had a little girl.” Dad
said, {Continwed on Page 132
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Trapped oz a
hunting trip !

A heppy smile wrinkled Art Brown's foce as he drove through
the early morning darkness. Ile and his friends had planned
this hunting trip for menths. It was good to be on the way.

In the back seat, the other men were kidding about who
would take the first deer. Art couldn®t resist turning around 1o
get in on the conversation, "“Kemember that big buck last year?™
Someone started to answer, but broke off with a sharp shout.
“Art! Look owt™ Whirling to the front, Art saw the dark
silhouette of the stalled car dead ahead. His foot stabbed des-
perately for the brakes. .. too late. A splitsccond later, the
hunters were trapped in twisted steel.

Certainly not all auto aceidents happen exactly that way.
Circumstances are as varied as the types of drivers invalved,
But Art Brown’s accident is tragically typical of how even
momentary distraction traps ordinarily careful drivers,

It may be a conversation in the hack seat, a flash of anger at
another driver, or worries about family or business. The cause
doesn't matter. ]u.-il remember that r.!ii}'-’ﬁiﬂg that takes your
mind off driving can kill you before you know it

ALLSTATE

I N 8 U R A W C E cC o M F A N Y
Loak for this emblem! i1's proudly displayed by ear owners leading e crasade for sale driving

a1 co,

132 T'HE SATURDAY EVENING POAT

(Continued from Page 130) *Uh-huh.”
He was still half asleep. Then he sat up,
wide awake. Tears came to his eves, “A
daughter!™ he said. *How wonderful for
Ron! He'll love that!” Then he leaped
out of bed. Mother asked where he was
BOINg.

“1 have to get busy and enlarge their
house plans,” he explained seriously.
“They'll need a separate bathroom for
the children,”

Mother and Dad came to visit us the
Christmas alter my son, Christopher, ar-
rived, Dad peeked into our refrigerator
and rushed off to a food market. He
brought back a mountain of canned
goods—canned hash, canned fruit, canned
cheese spreads, canned everything., |
couldn't bear to tell him that Ron won't
eat canned food, Afer all, Dad loves
the stuff, and he can’t understand why we
shouldn't.

Dad has always been a hard man 1o
cook lor—ask Mother and our priceless
housekeeper-cook, Thelma. Because he
ate in hash houses and lunch wagons
when he was young and poor, he has a
hash-house appetite. He likes fried po-
tatoes, hamburgers, Western sandwiches,
hot cakes, canned peas, hash, siew and
roast-beef sandwiches. He deesn't like
expensive culs of meat because he didn't
grow up on them,

Most of the time Dad comes home
through the kitchen, so he can have a look
at what Thelma has on the stove. “Oh,™
he'll say in a disappointed tone,  Steaks,"™
So Thelma will serve stcak to Mother,
and give Dad one of his speciallies—
maybe macaroni and cheese. Dad will
then claim that he has no objection to
steak, and why should he be the only one
to get macaroni? He'll tell Mother,
“Lilly, you've lived with me for thirty
years, and you still don’t know what [
like."

He eats such a big lunch at the studio
that he can eat very little of Thelma's din-
ner, no matler how Lasty it is, “My big
meal is lunch,” Dad explains, | have
heard himsay that a hundred times. *You
women ought to cat more lunch, All I
ever want for dinner is just a nice bowl of
soup and maybe some fruit,”

One night Mother planned just such a
dinner—soup, a salad and watermelon.
When Dad finished his soup, Thelma
asked if he'd like a second helping. “ Mo,
he z3id. ™1 don't think 50, [ Want 1o sove
room for whatever ¢lse we're having.”

“We're just having a salad and some
fruit, Walt,” Mother said.

Dad was indignant. “Today,™ he said,
“I had a light lunch."

N
Exvery so ofest he'll say, “I think Il go
down to Biff's for a little while.” Biff sisa
little cating place on a nearby corner.
Dad thinks it"s better than Romanofl's or
Chasen's, He's always telling Thelma,
“¥ou ought to go down 1o Bill's and see
what goes on. They do their potatoes
right there, They pan-lry them.” Thelma
savs they're really hash-browned. She
sneaked into Biff s onetime to get the facts.

There was a time when the doctor Lold
Dad that he had to avoid cgg yolks, Dad
had never cared lor eggs until then, But
after the doclor's edict he made Thelma
fry an egg for him every morning, so he
could zo around the yolk, carefully trim-
ming off the white and eating it with an
unhappy look on his face. ;

He has lots of fruit growing on
his place—strawberries, boysenberries,
peaches, grapes, tangerines—but the birds
and squirrels get most of them, Ground
sguirrels have riddled the yard with holes,
but Dad won't allow Pete, our gardener,
to sct traps. He says the squirrels are
Ciod’s creatures. Unce, when Mother wias
denouncing the squirrels for stealing our
strawberries, Dad said seriously, “Lilly,

you can go 1o the market and buy straw
berries. The squirrels can't.”

Mother had no such soft ideas abou
the squirrels. One summer when she knew
that she and Dad were going 1o be awas
for several months, she gave Pete instrue
tions to shoot any squirrel he saw, or
sight. And she saw to it that a shotgun wa:
sent over from Dad’s studio for his use

Dad knew nothing about Mother"
death-on-sguirrels campaign. When e
reads this, it will be the first he's heard o
it, He'll feel better when he also hears tha
those squirrels were so shifty and sq elu
give that Pete bageed none of them at all

Dad’s love for animals 15 sincerg, anc
I'my afraid it has caused a few arguments
*1 like any old dog,” Dad says, “but you
mother is particular.” He wanted a doj
spon alter they were married, but Mothe
objected that dogs brought odors into the
house and shed hair on evervthing. Das
read up on the various breeds and learnes
that chows shed almost no hair, harbores
no fleas and were comparatively free o
dog odor. He gave Mother one for Christ
mias, @nad it was her pes untl [y died of ok
age. But Mother couldn't abide othe
breeds. Then Santa Claus brought me ai
extremely untidy cocker puppyone Christ
mas, but he disappearcd the next day

Tﬂl‘ trouble with Unele Sam
playving Santa Claus to the rest
of the world is that we Amer-
ican taxpayers are left holding
the bag. CY N. PEACE

Mr. Santa hadn’t consulted Mrs. Sant
in advance, and she put her foot dowr

A lot of people have said to me, *
must have been wonderful o have bee
a child of Walt Disney's, especially :
Christmastime. ¥You must have been su
rounded by mountains of special 10vs,

It’s true that Dad sometimes gave Dis
ney tovs to Sharon and me, and he give
them to his grandchildren mow. S5til
there's almost no evidence of Micke
Mouse or Donald Duck or the Seve
Dwarfs around his home, at least as
decorative moulft “1 live with my job a
day,” he says, “l don™t want to bring
home."™

The Mouse, the Duck and the Thre
Little Pigs were alrcady famous when
was born. On my first Christmas they af
peared in profusion, along with all sor
of dolls and mechanical toys. I cant re
member that Christmas, of course, by
I've seen home movies of it. Dad mu:
have gone all-out. There was a tree ths
soarcd to the top of a two-story livie
room. | sat beneath it batting at toys wit
baby fists, too young 1o appreciate then
When my sister, Sharon, and 1 were ol
enough 1o know what we really wantes
we had to want things pretty hard befor
wie gol them. But we got them in the en
I'll never forget the Christmas whe
Sharon was five and 1 was cight. 'We'
wished very hard for a plavhouse.

The playhouse appeared in our yard ©
Christmas morning, looking like a Disne
studio creation—which it was. It w;
about the size of a large clothes closet, b
enough for Sharon and me to play in.
had lcaded-glass windows, and a litt
mushroom chimney, and a kitche
stocked with tiny cans of food. There w:
a kitchen sink, and when we turned on t
faucet, water came out. And there was
telephone, connected with the phone
the Dig house.

We had a good-natured fat butler the
He must have been the one who rang il
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phone in the playhouse on Christmas
morning and asked, s the playhouse all
right™

“Yes, Sama,” [ replied. “It’s just fine,
thank you!™

When we lived in Los Feliz Hills |
wanted a bicyele, and | got one, a lovely
little balloon-tired job. To make it more
fun for me, Dad got a bike, too, and we
all learned to nde together—that is,
Mother and I learned. Dad already knew
how, but he pretended he was learning
with us. Instinctively he knew how 1o put
a child at her ease.

My sister, Sharon, was born when 1 was
three years old. Daddy was our playmate.
When he came home at night, that was
funtime. Sunday was a wonderful day for
us, because after Sunday school Dad
would be with us all day, Sometimes he
took us 1w the zoo or over o Grilfith
Park to ride on the merry-go-round. There
were golden rings to be caught on the way
around, good for free rides. Dad paid the
boy who arranged those rings to ket us get
them oftener than anybody else, We
didn’t know about the fix. We just thought
we were smart,

Sometimes, Daddy took Sharon and
me over 10 the Disney studio to play on
Sunday. Dad liked to be at the studio
when it was deserted. He wandered from
room to room, looking and thinking and
tm:king suggestions away in his mind, We
didn’t know what was going on in his
head; we just followed him, and awe the
ice cream he bought us from the vending
machines, and ran around shouting at
each other, “Wait for me!™

Sharon and | had more companionship
from Dad than most girls get from their
Fathers. The summer weekends were won-
derful. Whenwewere young we spentthem
in and around our pool, with our friends
and relatives, My mother’s sister, Hazel
Coutrell, would come over with her
daughter, Marjorie, or Uncle Roy and his
wifle would drop by with young Roy, five
years my senior. Dad was always on hand
to play with us, and he was a glutton for
punishment. | can remember, when | was
very small, leaping from the edge of the

_pool into Dad’s arms as he stood in the
water. He knew how to instill confidence
in children. 1 guess that's how he taught
us to ride and swim so well.

But there came a time—I was about
junior-high age—when Dad lost me as a

unday playmate, When he'd say, “Let's
go over o the studio,” 1 would make an
excuse 1o back out. I was just old enough
to feel that Sunday excursions with Dad
were childish.

After that 1°d watch Sharon and Dad
go off together without me, to visit (the
amusement centers i and around Los
Angeles. Secretly Il wanted to gowith them,
but | couldn't give in after having called
it “baby stufl™ in my own mind,

Sharon was Dad's buddy two or three
year's after 1'd checked out, but at last
even she deserted him, She'd ask, “When
arcwe going home, Dad? or “How much
longer do we have o stay, Daddy 7™ That
“have to" seemed a low blow to Dad,

Finally, 1 achieved enough age and
wisdom 10 appreciate Dad as a human
being—generous, kind, overworked and
somelimes given to outbursts of temper.
Later still it dawned on me that he loved
his davghters and needed their alTection,
There was a plain sign: he was critical of
every boy who paid us attention,

When 1 put on my first formal dress
and got ready to step out on my first date,
Dad came down with a complaint called
lumps in the throat. My own reaction was
nostalgic. 1 didn’t want to say good-by to
dungarecs and horseback riding, and get
mushy about boys. If | had to get married,
I just wanted to marry Daddy,

But I must have changed in due course,
Judging by something Dad said recently. 1
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remember one day when he was laying
out the preliminary plans for Disneyland.
He was irying to figure how he could
broaden its appeal lor teen-agers, when
he turned 1o me and asked, " Diane, what
can | put in this park that will interest
girls of your age?”" According to him, 1
said, “That's simple, Dad. Boys!™ [ don"t
remember saying it, but he says [ did.
“You told me right over there by our
swimming pool,” he says,

Dad went to every father-daughter
school aMair that was put on. And once
in a while he brought me embarrassment.
I remember the curiosity of one little girl
in the fourth grade, She asked one day,
“When your lather brings you to school
in the morning, may 1 look at him?" The
nexi day 1 made Daddy let me out a block
away from school so she couldn't see him.

But she bided her time, and on another
day she caught us driving up. She was
standing out front, waiting. 1 said,
“Daddy, Daddy, leave quickly, Don't get
out. Just stay in your car,” But the silly
creature peered oul from behind a bush,
and when I went into school she said
gloatinely, 1 saw him. 1 saw him.” |
could have strangled her.

| never explained to Dad why [ wanted
him to leave quickly, but it scemed stupid
o me that anyone should peer at my fa-
ther as il he were a lreak.

When 1 got to high school, T compared
notes with other daughters and 1 found
that all fathers are pretty much alike.
Pressure piles up on them during working
hours, and when they come home they
want to be comforted. Mother does her
best, but I'm afraid that we don’t give
Drad our full attention, Maybe he has just
created something new at the studio, and
he'llstart talking about it enthusiastically,
And we'll say patiently, *Yes, Daddy, we
know,” or “Oh, really?” Then we'll go on
with the really important conversation
about what happened at the hairdresser’s,
Even Mother can be oblivious when Dad
brings heme a nice fresh triumph for us o
admire, She is apt to break in and tell of
plans for redecorating a room,

“Gosh, Lilly,” Dad will say, “you
can’t redecorate right now. 1 just haven't
got the cash.™

“Where is it™ Mother asks, “What
happened 1o it?

“Lilly,"” he says, “vou know I'm re-
building Disneyland. Remember? That
takes all the loose money I've got.™

Once, when | told Mother that she
didn’t pay enough atiention to the things
that worry Dad, she put me in my place,

“If 1 give the impression of being un-
concerned about your Dad’s afTairs,” she
said, “it's because he's got beyond the
point where I can do anvthing about it.
I've always worried about his schemes, 1
still do. But 1 tell myself, *He'll pull off
this new scheme because he always has.
It's his life, he's built it up himsell. If he
wants to tear it down, that's his right.”

“He puts too much of himself into his
projects, Money means nothing to him,
excepl as a thing to spend on his next cre-
ation. It gets your Uncle Roy down too.
Roy thinks, Gosh, what next? but Walt's
.;]ways been able to persuade your Uncle

0y,

“¥You don’t know your father as well as
I do. He's never felt whipped. | ¢an re-
member when your Dad had wrouble
dropping off 1o sleep. Then he'd have an
inspiration, and sleep like a child. In the
morning he’d say, ‘Lilly, I've got it
licked! ™

Some years ago, when anendless round
of studio problems clawed a1 Dad's
nerves, he sought reliel from worry by
building a model railroad big enough 1o
ride on. Every evening when he came
home he would go down (o our lower
yard and tinker with his train—a model
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locomotive, several flatcars, boxcars and
a caboose on narrow-gauge tracks.

Sometimes [ kept him company, silling
on a4 fatcar and ratling along behind
him. But I was quickly bored. Dad became
20 discouraged that for a while he put his
oversize toys away. NMow he's thinking of
getting them out again, because my two-
year-old son, Chrs, will soon be big
enough to help him play engineer.

Dad's train has ¢nough cars (o seat a
dozen friends, and he likes to give guests
a ride. He built the engine himself, copy-
ing a full-sized locomotive made in 1890,
It's a perfect little coal-burning modcl,
scaled an inch and a half to a foot, When
Dad fires it up, he wears his engineer's
cap, coveralls and work gauntlels, and he
carries an oilcan with a long, slim nozzle,

When Mother and Dad were drawing
plans for their new house—I mean the
one they've lived in for the last six years—
Dad decided to lay his railroad tracks all
around the grounds. We thought he was
crazy, and said so.

“If T can®t have a mailrmoad aronnd my
house,” he argued, “what's the use of
building a new house™

At one point Dad went to his attorney,
Spence Olin, and said, “Spence, 1 want
vou to draw up an agreement between me
and my family. [ want it to say that I'll be
allowed to own a right of way through my
place for my railroad.™

“You don't have 1o do that, Walt,”
Mr, Olin said, “The house will be in your
name anyway.'"

“Spence,” Dad said, *I've been mar-
ricd longer than vou have, and there's a
lot of women in my family. I need this in
writing."

At my flather's suggestion, Mr. Olin
dug up some old railroad-right-of-way
papers to make sure of the wording. Then
Dad brought the document home, “l
won't agree to build a new house,” he
said, *“unless you sign over a right of way
for my tracks.”

Sharon and I thought it over, and ad-
vised Maother to give in. “All right,"” she
said. “As long as the railroad doesn’t
mar the beauty of the place.”

That was all Dad needed. He began to
lay out a fine, sweeping run for his train
all the way around the house. The layout
required a decp excavation in the front
yard. Dad thought that it was a section of
lawn Mother wonldn't mind having dug
up, but she insisted she wanted a geranium
bed there instead of “an old hole in the
ground,”

To keep the peace, Dad agreed to tun-
nel under that spot. Then he discovered
that a tunnel would cost a mint. It had to
be made of concrete and steel beams; 50
said the building-code inspectors. Dad
was ready to give up. Then, while he was
driving home from work one night, he
heard a song on his car radio. It scemed a

In a famous canine romance, Lady
was wooed and won by The Tramp.,

personal message to him. “Enjoy your-
self,*”* the refrain went, “it’s later than you
think.”" As soon as he reached home, Dad
phoned his contractor. “Put that tunnel
in fast,” he said, “before 1 change my
mind.”

Dad has never told anyone what that
tunnel cost. He justifies it by saying that
it would make a perfect bomb shelter.
Mother doesn't have to justify it, She has
her geranium bed.

One of the questions people are con-
stantly asking my sister, Sharon, and me
15, *Does your Dad really draw all those
pictures that go into his Ailms?" They ask
Dad too. We Disncys once went to the
Yosemite National Park at Christmas, (o
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It was Dad's idea to save his toughest
problems for his forenoons. He thought
that calmer afternoons would let him
sleep better at night. Also, he stopped
reading scripts or business documents at
night. He may bring papers home, bul he
keens them in his brief case to read carly
the next morning.

But I've known him to be 50 anxious
about a script that he’ll read it at night.
The next morning he complains at break-
fast, “I was fighting that seript all night
long.™

He had quite a battle to get his secre-
taries to follow his rule about no-worries-
in-the-aftcrnoon. At first they couldn't
believe that he was serious. Around four

For Pinocchio, Walt Dizney
assigned Jiminy Cricket o the
formidable task of keeping the puppet out of trouble.

stay there through New Year's. And Dad
met an eleven-year-old boy there who was
a question-asker. He began with, “Mr.
Disney, do you draw all those pictures

“¥ou do the first ones, don't you' 7" the
boy asked.
. “At one time I drew them all,” Dad
told him; “then, later, I did the first ones
and had the others done by other artists,
but today | draw none of them,™

The boy refused to give up, “But you
think up all the ideas, don™t you, Mr.
Disney ™

“Wo,"” Dad said, “I have men who
work on ideas and I work with them;
then we all team up to make it come out
right.” :

The boy looked disgusted. “What do
you do, Mr. Disney?" he asked.

“That," said Dad, “is a good question.™

Another good question was one Dad
asked himself early in his career; “"How
can [ relieve my worry load?” At one
point Dad told his Mo, 1 secretary,
Dolores. “When people come to se¢ me al
the ¢nd of the day with problems they
want to talk over, tell them to hold it un-
til morning; then talk to me.”

or five o'clock they'd come in and say,
“So-and-50 wants 1o see you."

Dad would say, “You know what my
rule is.”" and the secretary would say,
“Yes, but he says it's very important.”

“They all say that,”™ Dad sad. *'T'll se¢
him in the morning. Let him go home and
worry about it all night if he wants to. 1
plan to go home and sleep.™

Dad found out something: a good
many of the five p.M. problems got them-
sclves solved by the next morning. The
man who'd wanted to thrash a decision
out would ring up and say, “Forget it,

Walt, I've figured it out. [t's DK, now.™ *

Ii's fun for his family when Dad docs
relax at home, He loves to put on a ong-
man comedy show for his family, and if
we laugh at him he'll keep on clowning
until he's exhausted. The truth is, my
Dad is a frustrated actor. For this reason
he was a natural to emcee his own TV
shows,

When Dad viewed the first TV show
he'd filmed, he sulfered agonies owver
what he thought were deficiencies in his
pronunciation and diction. He thought he
had a horrible twang in his voice, a sloppy
sag in his posture and a habit of running
words together—egonna, won'tcha, Mow

he is blasé about the whole thing, and
thinks nothing of emceeing six shows in a
morning’s filming of future TV produc-
tions, “Well,” he says as he bids us
good-by in the morning, *1'll have to act
like hell oday,™

At times he seems to find mere words
inadequate; he looks directly at you with
an inlensity which is sometimes discon=
ceriing, but he's so lost in his train of
thought that I'm not sure he sees the per-
son to whom he's talking. If he really
throws himsell into it, it's hard to carry
on a conversation with him. You find
yourself a listener, nodding agreement.
Dad has been known to talk lor a solid
hour, ending with the conviction that his
speechless listener is intelligent, sensible
and highly articulate, There are those who
might find this a flaw in Dad's person-
ality, but I'm prejudiced. I'm perfectly
content 1o listen to him indefinitely be-
canse his talk fascinates me. All 1 wish 1s
that he'd find something brilliant to say
when he gets those Motion Picture Acad-
emy Awards=he seems struck dumb.

Drad has won more Academy Awards
than anybody else—upwards of twenty—
but he doesn't sit around gloating over
them. The night he won four Oscars, [
wasn't even watching TV. 1 was out ice
skating, and when 1 came back 1o my
soronty house at US.C., the girls said,
“Golly, Diz, we've been watching your
Dad on TV, He's swept everything.™

I was astonished at first, Then 1 asked
mysell, Wiy shouldn't Dad win? He's the
best, i=n’t he 7 But let’s face it, he's got an
organization behind him which doces so
many things so well that the opposition
doesn’t stand much of a chance.

Someone once told my father that
Mickey Mouse was the best-known
name in the world, But it wasn't until
my sister and 1 traveled with Dad in
Eurcpe that we learned how imporiant
the creator of Mickey Mouse really was.
The reception we gol was so enthusiastic
that it was almost [rightening. Dad is
even more celebrated abroad than he is
at home, and as members of his family
we basked in his glory. To millions of
Europeans he's far more than a Holly-
wood celebrity—he’s a friend.

I'm not millions of Europeans: I'm his
twenty-three-year-old daughter, Diane,
but I consider him a friend, too, which is
il :|'|u.r.'|1rll thie gnme lhinE e D] Takm
any other friend, he has plenty of human
weaknesses—apart from his inability to
listen. I'm going to tell about those in this
story too, Dad has not only agreed that I
do this; he's insisted that I do it. Most of
the time 1 love him dearly, but some of
the time I'm not so sure. 'l tell about
those times too,

Thin I the fne of alght ports aboul bee fies
st lgksr by Dione Dissy Millsr, Thip
pocerdd weill appasar neal wook—Tha Edlom,

Phite the pup is Mickey
Mouse's best friend.




