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Dancing for Mickey and the MaestroBobby Burgess, known to generations of fans as a
Mouseketeer on the original Mickey Mouse Club and then as a dancing star on The Lawrence
Welk Show, recounts his eventful life in this official autobiography full of humorous,
heartwarming tales and behind-the-scenes showbiz stories.You'll meet Bobby's fellow
Mouseketeers as well as the all-important people in back of the Mouse-ka-Camera, including
Mrs. Seaman, who taught the Mouseketeers in the Red Schoolhouse on the Studio lot between
film shoots and rehearsals, and "Jack the Clanker", whose romantic designs on Annette
Funicello brought out the beast in her protective parents.Then, Bobby takes you from the Mouse
to the Maestro, from the "ears" to the "bubbles", as he becomes one of the leading performers
on The Lawrence Welk Show, and shares his memorable encounters with the Hollywood elite,
his fellow Welk dancers and musicians, and the often eccentric fans who enlivened the show's
national tours.In Ears & Bubbles, you'll share the feel-good moments of Bobby's life,
including:Skyrocketing to fame on the Mickey Mouse Club, and how rock 'n' roll was instrumental
in getting Bobby his earsLanding a lifetime gig on the Lawrence Welk Show, and how Welk built
an empire on the basis of a handshake and family valuesFinding success as a businessman
with the Burgess Cotillions, and enjoying new happiness as a father and grandfatherBobby’s
poignant, final meetings with his two showbiz fathers, Walt Disney and Lawrence WelkPlus over
four dozen photos from Bobby's personal albumsPut on your ears—and your dancing shoes—
and join Bobby Burgess on a family-friendly, up-tempo journey from ears to bubbles!

“Scrupulously researched and elegantly written…makes you feel the day-to-day life of
Tennessee, onstage and off, like no other I’ve read…required reading for anyone in the theater.”-
Nathan Lane, New York Times Book Review“Offers plenty of backstage anecdotes and high
private drama…. But Mr. Lahr, ever the critic, keeps the plays themselves front and center…. The
book has already won enthusiastic advance notice…along with blurbs from a kick line of A-list
‘theatricals’ including Helen Mirren, John Guare and Tony Kushner.”- Jennifer Schuessler, New
York Times“Scintillating on the backstage and bedroom dramas and almost intrusively
perceptive on the autobiographical nature of Williams’ art.”- Charles McNulty, Los Angeles
Times“Intricately detailed… gripping.”- Janet Maslin, New York Times“A masterpiece.”- Hilton
Als, New Yorker“A crucial contribution to the arguments that should always rage around a man
who was one of the greatest American playwrights of his tempestuous century.”- Chris Jones,
Chicago Tribune“Raises the curtain on Tennessee Williams.”- Elissa Schappell, Vanity
Fair“There is only one word for this biography: superb.”- Kirkus Reviews, Starred
Review“Brilliant… [Lahr’s] achievement is not likely to be surpassed.”- Publishers
Weekly“Splendid beyond words. It would be hard to imagine a more satisfying biography.”- Bill



Bryson“This is a masterpiece about a genius. Only John Lahr, with his perceptions about the
theater, about writers, about poetry, and about people could have written this book. What a
marvelous read.”- Helen Mirren“Unsurpassable…An eloquent, spellbinding narrative that
emerges as an instant classic.”- Ron Chernow, Pulitzer Prize–winning author of Washington: A
Life“It is a MAGNIFICENT work. Mesmerizing, illuminating, and heartbreaking.”- André
Gregory“Brilliant and seamless. A labor of the profoundest love, and it comes from the heart and
mind of one of our greatest theater writers.”- André Bishop, artistic director of Lincoln Center
Repertory Theater“A splendid book, one of the finest critical biographies extant.”- Robert
Brustein“The singular achievement of John Lahr’s magisterial book, Tennessee Williams: Mad
Pilgrimage of the Flesh is that it’s one betwitching writer’s journey into the lives―public and
private―of another.”- Jeremy Gerard, Deadline Hollywood“Magnificent…one of the best written
and most extraordinary biographies I’ve ever read, in any field.”- Mike Fischer, Milwaukee
Journal Sentinel“At once sensitive and magisterial, and it fulfills the ultimate test for a literary
biography by convincing you that the works cannot be understood without it. Once you have
read it, it becomes part of their meaning.”- John Carey, Sunday Times (UK)“It is a masterpiece
on several levels: of synthesis and analysis (an amazing life apprehended afresh, with great
learning lightly borne and a strong streak of showbiz savvy; a page-turner that is almost
embarrassingly devourable).”- Paul Taylor, The Independent“Essential reading for anyone who
cares about the theater.”- Wendy Smith, Daily Beast“Dazzling… an epic achievement.”- Ann
Levin, Associated Press“Fascinating… Lahr gives us a sense of the ebb and flow of Williams’s
life, exercising a critic’s keen eye on the plays, a novelist’s gift for characterization, and a
historian’s awareness of the way a changing American society colored his work… As much a
biography of the plays as of the playwright―a book that lets the life illuminate the work and the
work illuminate the life.”- Charles Matthews, Washington Post“Excellent… A forceful claim for the
playwright’s immortality.”- Laura Collins-Hughes, Boston Globe“Lahr’s expansive, polished and
keenly observed volume is a major work of American theater criticism and biography.”- Gerald
Bartell, San Francisco Chronicle“Elegantly written as well as psychologically acute… Lahr
balances quotation and interpretation, sympathy and criticism, in this searing and unforgettable
portrait of the artist who gave voice to the repressed, the reviled and the restless.”- Brenda
Wineapple, Wall Street Journal“[P]rodigiously researched… acute and elegant… Lahr is most
superb on the relationship between Williams and the director Eliz Kazan, perhaps his greatest
collaborator.”- New York Times Holiday Gift Guide“Witting, moving, ferociously intelligent…
essential reading for any theater fan.”- Jocelyn McClurg, USA Today --This text refers to the
hardcover edition.About the AuthorNational Book Award finalist John Lahr is the author of
Tennessee Williams: Mad Pilgrimage of the Flesh, among other books. He was the senior drama
critic of The New Yorker for over two decades. He has twice won the George Jean Nathan Award
for Dramatic Criticism and is the first critic ever to win a Tony Award (coauthor, Elaine Stritch at
Liberty). --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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This book is dedicated to my three families: my loving, close personal one, my Mouseketeer
family, and my Lawrence Welk musical family for all the enjoyment they’ve all given me
throughout my life.
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IntroductionLawrence Welk once said, “I never had any trouble with Bobby because he was
raised by Walt Disney.” What a wonderful quote, and one that I will never forget. I was one lucky
guy going from one family institution to another.Imagine appearing on the three original seasons
of The Mickey Mouse Club (1955-1959) and then having several generations of kids worldwide
enjoy the show through reruns that lasted over thirty years. Even today the original Mickey
Mouse Club is available on DVD and my own grandkids get to see me singing and dancing as a
child.What wonderful memories I have to share with you about those early years with my fellow
Mouseketeers—and beyond, because we’re still doing Disney shows, conventions, and



appearances to this day. In fact, many of the Mouseketeers are like a second family to me, and
we still see each other often. And with the 60th anniversary of The Mickey Mouse Club coming
in 2015, I’d call that an incredibly successful run of both the show and the friendships that have
lasted through the decades.Being one of the lucky “roll-call” Mouseketeers who appeared in
every episode of the original series, that time brings back lots of great memories of my fellow
Mice and the fun, hard work and incredible journey we shared. We spent a lot of time together,
because not only did we film at the Disney Studio, but we often appeared at Disneyland and
even went on the road to meet and greet the thousands of young fans who tuned in to The
Mickey Mouse Club every day.When we were kids we really didn’t appreciate what was going on
around us…the success of the show, the ability to ride the attractions at Disneyland to our hearts
content, and the privilege it was to work with Walt Disney himself. But today, all of us realize what
a profound time it was. In the mid 1950’s the Disney Studio was in full swing with animated
classics in the making such as Sleeping Beauty and Lady and the Tramp, television production
being stepped up with our show and the weekly Disneyland series, and Walt Disney walking the
Studio grounds every day getting ready to open the world’s first theme park, Disneyland. Even
with all the goings-on, Mr. Disney managed to keep a close eye on us kids on the set, albeit
somewhat covertly from behind the scenes. More about that later.And then, just three years after
The Mickey Mouse Club ended, I became a regular dancing cast member on The Lawrence
Welk Show, a series that ultimately proved to be one of television’s longest running and best
loved musical variety hours, still in reruns today. I had twenty-one years of dancing up a storm
with three different dancing partners on the show. And not only did I get to dance and sing with
all the other cast members every week but we often traveled around the country through those
years, and still do today, appearing at fairs, festivals, and theaters-in-the-round, and we even
entertained regularly in Branson, Missouri, the Midwest capital of song and dance.Twenty-one
years is a long time on one show and I had so many adventures and great stories from that time
that I will share with you in this book, including finding the girl of my dreams, getting married,
raising four wonderful children, and now having grandkids (even though I’m still a kid at heart
myself!).While I wear my “entertainer” hat all the time, I also wear others: husband, father,
grandfather, world traveler, and business owner (having established the “Burgess Cotillion” to
teach children ballroom dancing and proper manners). You’ll read about all those roles in this
book.As I said, I’m a lucky guy. I hope you enjoy my memories of a great time singing and
dancing my way through the years. I can’t imagine a happier life.Bobby BurgessJune 2014

Chapter OneBorn to DanceAs soon as I could walk, I was turning and twirling to the music on
the radio. When I was about four years old, Mom gave me tap dancing lessons. When I would
learn a new step, I would immediately put on my tap shoes and say to whoever would listen, “Do
you want to see my new dance?”I was born in Long Beach, California, on May 19, 1941, the
second of four children to Janie Mae Burgess, my mom and a stay-at-home housewife, and Bill
Burgess, known as Eddie, my dad and a 9-5 meat cutter, or butcher, at Safeway.Mom was a



friendly, outgoing lady who everyone loved. She was that typical 1950s stay-at-home mother
whose family was number one with her. She didn’t believe in babysitters, so she took us
everyplace! She also took me faithfully to all my lessons, sometimes driving for hours for tap,
jazz, accordion, and more. But she was not a pushy showbiz mom, just a devoted one. She was
a California native, born in 1912, and she graduated from Long Beach Poly High School in 1936,
as did my siblings and I in later years.Her favorite place was the beach, and as a girl she enjoyed
swimming around Rainbow Pier in Long Beach. Tennis was another of her passions, and even in
her later years, she would rise at 4am to watch a live tennis match. She actually became a
minister in the Four Square Church mentored by Evangelist Aimee Semple McPherson at
Angeles Temple. She even dated Aimee’s son, and then went on to play piano and preach for
the church in Colorado and elsewhere.And fishing—she would sit for hours at lakes, streams,
and ocean piers. Slot machines were another passion in Vegas and at Indian casinos. She was a
sun-worshipper, too; on went the baby oil and out on the float went mom.She had the same
hairdo her whole adult life and slept in soft curlers every night as soon as those were invented.
Her hair was poufy in front and on the top of her head, and then feathered around her face and
falling into shoulder-length curls around the bottom, the popular look of the 1940s. Most of the
time, she was a dyed redhead.Dad was a dapper guy. He never wore jeans. Even when he took
us horseback riding, camping, or fishing, it was always in slacks, belt, sport coat, and hard-soled
shoes. He wore his hair slicked back with pomade. You always knew if Dad was teasing you
because he would bite his tongue and stick it out the side of his mouth with a devilish look in his
eye. Dad, again, was that 1950s dad, a 9-to-5 worker, 6 days a week, a provider. He loved his
baseball teams and shared that love with us, his family. He craved peanuts and ice cream. He
delivered meat in Canada, came out to California in 1928, met my mom through mutual friends,
and they stayed married for 59 years, a happy union. Many years later, it was my pleasure to give
them a vacation trip to Hawaii, my mom’s favorite destination, for seventeen years in a row.My
older brother, Bill, had an aptitude for fixing cars. His Dodge Charger went for 360,000 miles. Bill
was a very successful grocery store manager. But when I later gave him dance lessons, uh oh,
he had two left feet! We all have our own special talents. I was a fun Uncle Bob to Bill’s four kids,
Cheri, Teri, Ricky, and Michele, which was good practice for when I became a dad myself many
years later. My sisters are Bette and Barbara. Bette loved sports and riding horses, and Barb
was into hairdressing, animals, and nature.At home, we had a menagerie of dogs, cats, and
birds. Mom raised canaries and sold them to the local pet shop. One day someone left the cage
door open and they all flew away. The trees and phone wires were full of canaries in differing
shades of yellow. Dad would take the bus to work and on returning every night, our two cats, Mr.
Man and Mousey, would meet him at the corner and accompany him home. One of my favorite
dogs was a Hungarian Puli given to me by Moochie, aka Kevin Corcoran of The Mickey Mouse
Club, whose family raised them. We had desert tortoises too.Myrtle the Turtle was a particular
favorite whose back scales we colored in different rainbow shades. Our dogs all had "b" names
just like my brothers and sisters had "b" names -- Bill, Bobby, Bette, and Barbara. Se we had



Buttons, Betsy, B.O., and Babe. We had fish tanks bubbling throughout the house. My grandma
and grandpa, Baba and Dada, had ducks called Sadie and Leon which were my grandparents’
actual names. One night when we were sitting down to a delicious duck dinner, we noticed
Sadie and Leon were missing. Uh oh!In the 1950s living in Long Beach was not like today with
high rises, corporations, and banks. Then it was a huge navy town, with an important navy base
to the west. Being from Signal Hill, an incorporated tiny town within Long Beach, our town’s
income was from oil. Everywhere you’d look, there were oil derricks—steel and wooden like a
forest. On occasion the wooden derricks would catch fire, at which time big brother Bill would
hustle me and my sisters into his jalopy to go watch the spectacle. I even made some money
making lemonade and Kool-Aid with my little neighbor girlfriend and selling it to the oil workers—
water, powder, sugar, and mix. All packed into my little red wagon.Downtown Pine Avenue was
our retail destination. There were no shopping malls. During World War II, as a little boy, I
remember air raid practice. We’d have to blackout the house and position ourselves under
mattresses and tables. Living near the airport and Douglas Aircraft, authorities would place
camouflage nets over Douglas to disguise it like a field so enemy aircraft wouldn’t recognize the
factory.Signal Hill was a friendly town and we kids would play kick-the-can in the street or hide-
and-seek all over the neighborhood. Everyone would go all out for the carnival at school. I
especially loved the Halloween carnivals. I won several costume contests. Once I dressed as
Mortimer Snerd (a well-known ventriloquist’s dummy). Another time I got a friend to help me be a
four-legged, two-man horse. In later years on The Lawrence Welk Show, with Jack Imel my
fellow tap dancer, we would be assigned to dance as a horse, a cow, or a bull. We’d flip a coin to
see who would be the rear end. Whoever lost got the dubious honors.Doors weren’t locked in
those days, and us kids were always running around making forts or exploring caves just at the
end of the street in the oil fields where the 405 Freeway now roars by. Like a lot of boys in the
50s, I had a paper route. One year, I was so successful with “starts” (new subscribers) that I won
a fun trip to P.O.P—Pacific Ocean Park, a popular amusement park on Santa Monica Beach. I
had a happy childhood and enjoyed so many family outings.Mom and Dad would take us to the
beach, the favorite swimming holes in the San Gabriel Mountains, and the drive-in. Dad would
also take us to the jalopy races and occasionally the horse races. He loved his racing form and
betting on the ponies.Sundays, more often than not, Mom would make a delicious roast for
dinner. She was a great cook. Dad would take me to the Strand Theater on the Pike (dining and
entertainment location in Long Beach) to see gangster or western movies, and vaudeville acts.
The Pike was the greatest amusement park with the greatest roller coaster, of which I’m an
aficionado, called the Cyclone or Jack Rabbit Racer, with the world’s steepest drop. Many
drunken sailors were killed because they would stand up right before the big dip and fall to their
deaths. At the foot of the roller coaster was the free Punch and Judy puppet show that was
always hilarious to me. What a great childhood!In the 1950s, amateur television shows were the
thing. I loved them, and my dance teacher matched me up with my first dance partner, Judy
Lewis. Judy and I were teamed up at Richards and Martins dance school in Anaheim. She was a



cute, blonde tapper with a big smile.We were “Bobby and Judy”. We got together at age five and
broke up at eight. But it did give me my first taste of dancing as part of a team, a hint of my future
many years down the road. Judy and I tapped, did Hawaiian dances, cakewalks, and appeared
at fairs and service clubs, mostly free for the experience, but occasionally for five or ten
dollars.My favorite memory of us was at age six. We appeared at the huge Shrine Auditorium in
Los Angeles, and we followed the Will Mastin Trio featuring Sammy Davis, Jr. tap dancing and
playing the drums. He was sensational even then as a teenager. I was mesmerized watching
from the wings. Now it was our turn. The lights were bright, and we became disoriented. So we
ended up dancing our “I Got Rhythm” tap dance facing the curtains! But we still got a nice hand,
along with a few laughs, as we finally turned around, bowed, and ran off.One memory was an
unusual one. Judy and I would occasionally appear in a minstrel show. It seems like it was for the
Shriners, but I just remember sitting on stage next to all these men in blackface, and we’d do our
routines when called on. We were probably seven or eight years old.As a solo tap dancer, my
specialty was dancing really fast. “Twelfth Street Rag” and “Limehouse Blues” were two of my
best routines. The amateur shows were Hollywood based, and even though they didn’t pay
money, they gave you loot if you won. I did 75 of these shows and ended up winning a bike, a
watch, a washing machine, and even a fish aquarium that is one of my hobbies to this day.
These shows had names like Hollywood Opportunity, Backstage with N.T.G., and Your Town’s
Talent. On the latter, I tapped to “You Are My Lucky Star” and was called over to be interviewed.
The emcee said, “I understand you have a birthmark in the shape of a star. Where is it?” My
reply: “I’m sitting on it!” That’s right, folks, on my left buttock I have a perfect 5-point, pink star
birthmark. And I won that contest.I also won a week’s appearance on the Al Jarvis television
show and did a different dance every day. The show was a local TV talent series. If you won, the
prize was a paid engagement. Al was a big, friendly entrepreneur who liked to give talented
young stars a break. He started in radio, but it was his successful television show that made him
famous.His girl Friday was Betty White. She was just so friendly. When I told her I was from Long
Beach, she said her fan club president lived there. We later came to find out that her fan club
leader was our neighbor!Getting me to my dancing adventures was usually left to my mom who
drove me just about everywhere, although I loved Dad to take me to gigs because he would buy
me a banana split afterward for a job well done. On one of these amateur shows, a Hollywood
agent was watching. She called the station and said, “I think I can give this boy some work.” This
was famous child agent Hazel McMillan. Now, let me tell you a little secret. My mom would
grease the wheels with Hazel by always sending her a little thank-you note with Hazel’s 10%
commission inside if I would get a job. She would also include an extra twenty-dollar bill. Hazel
sent me out all the time! Mom was very wise.I did a Kellogg’s Corn Flakes commercial and a
Heinz soup commercial. My very first commercial aired on The Ozzie and Harriet Show and was
for Listerine toothpaste. Geez, for the commercial, I just had to eat a candy bar, brush my teeth,
and smile; how much easier could it be! For that job, I got to go to school on set with Ricky
Nelson and be directed by Ozzie. Plus, I received a nice check and residuals.My first exposure



to ballroom dancing was in the fourth grade. I was invited to join a cotillion, a series of dances
with instruction in assorted ballroom steps, manners, and etiquette. It took place in Long Beach,
at Kay Carroll’s Peppermint Playhouse. I really enjoyed it, particularly the square dancing and
being able to lead the girls around in ballroom dances.Then I was invited to Call’s Fine Arts
Center. At their peak, they had 11,000 cotillion students! Derrall and Chloe Call had built their
own beautiful ballroom in Long Beach, California, and I joined one of their cotillions. They had a
daughter my age, so they decided to form a class called the “Medalist”. Students with interest
and aptitude were taught advanced steps. They held an annual Ball where students were
awarded trophies for passing tests for ten steps in each of seven ballroom dances: waltz, foxtrot,
swing, tango, samba, cha-cha, and rhumba. We first earned Bronze, then went on to Silver,
Gold, and Gold Bar.This is where I first met Barbara Boylan, who years later would become my
dancing partner on The Lawrence Welk Show. Barbara and I were dance students at Call’s
cotillion. We were both just twelve years old. She was a vivacious gal and a good dancer. While I
was on The Mickey Mouse Club, Barbara and I were learning ballroom dancing together and
were put together as a team by our teacher, Chloe Call.Barbara and I became the first king and
queen of the annual Call’s Cotillion Ball. At the Ball, we would be called upon to do dance
exhibitions. The Calls brought in outside experts for different kinds of dancing. Our first exhibition
at the Ball was a tango choreographed by Jeff and Birdie, an eccentric dance team from
Bakersfield. He was gruff and bossed her around too much for my taste, but they did give us a
good routine.When I was thirteen, I was sent out to audition for the stage musical Peter Pan,
starring Mary Martin. I got the part of one of the lost boys. This was a Los Angeles Civic Light
Opera production destined for Broadway. It later became a legendary show. I got to rehearse
with the wonderfully charismatic Mary Martin, learn dance steps from famed choreographer
Jerome Robbins, and act, sing, and dance. Except—one night Dad said, “Let’s go to an Angel’s
baseball game.” Attending that game changed the course of my life forever as reported in an
excerpt below from an August 8, 1954, article that ran in The Long Beach Press Telegram
entitled “The Angels Done Him In.”“The Angels done me in,” says Bobby Burgess. And he is
right, they did.Bobby, 13, last year signed a contract to appear with Mary Martin in Peter Pan. He
was to play the part of a lost boy, Curley, and in the role he was to talk, sing, and dance. His
salary was to be $120 a week. The show was to open July 19 at the Curran Theater, San
Francisco, for a five-week run followed by the Los Angeles Philharmonic and then, Broadway.
Theater people said it might run as long as Mary Martin’s South Pacific. It was Bobby’s big
chance.Then Bobby went to see The Los Angeles Angels play the Hollywood Stars in a baseball
game. To realize how important the game was, Bobby and his parents are strong Angels fans
while his grandparents, who also attended the game, root for the Stars. The two families razz
each other about their teams. But Bobby shouted so hard for the Angels that he “blew out” his
voice. It did him no good because the Angels lost—a regular “skunk of a game,” says Bobby.

Chapter OneBorn to DanceAs soon as I could walk, I was turning and twirling to the music on



the radio. When I was about four years old, Mom gave me tap dancing lessons. When I would
learn a new step, I would immediately put on my tap shoes and say to whoever would listen, “Do
you want to see my new dance?”I was born in Long Beach, California, on May 19, 1941, the
second of four children to Janie Mae Burgess, my mom and a stay-at-home housewife, and Bill
Burgess, known as Eddie, my dad and a 9-5 meat cutter, or butcher, at Safeway.Mom was a
friendly, outgoing lady who everyone loved. She was that typical 1950s stay-at-home mother
whose family was number one with her. She didn’t believe in babysitters, so she took us
everyplace! She also took me faithfully to all my lessons, sometimes driving for hours for tap,
jazz, accordion, and more. But she was not a pushy showbiz mom, just a devoted one. She was
a California native, born in 1912, and she graduated from Long Beach Poly High School in 1936,
as did my siblings and I in later years.Her favorite place was the beach, and as a girl she enjoyed
swimming around Rainbow Pier in Long Beach. Tennis was another of her passions, and even in
her later years, she would rise at 4am to watch a live tennis match. She actually became a
minister in the Four Square Church mentored by Evangelist Aimee Semple McPherson at
Angeles Temple. She even dated Aimee’s son, and then went on to play piano and preach for
the church in Colorado and elsewhere.And fishing—she would sit for hours at lakes, streams,
and ocean piers. Slot machines were another passion in Vegas and at Indian casinos. She was a
sun-worshipper, too; on went the baby oil and out on the float went mom.She had the same
hairdo her whole adult life and slept in soft curlers every night as soon as those were invented.
Her hair was poufy in front and on the top of her head, and then feathered around her face and
falling into shoulder-length curls around the bottom, the popular look of the 1940s. Most of the
time, she was a dyed redhead.Dad was a dapper guy. He never wore jeans. Even when he took
us horseback riding, camping, or fishing, it was always in slacks, belt, sport coat, and hard-soled
shoes. He wore his hair slicked back with pomade. You always knew if Dad was teasing you
because he would bite his tongue and stick it out the side of his mouth with a devilish look in his
eye. Dad, again, was that 1950s dad, a 9-to-5 worker, 6 days a week, a provider. He loved his
baseball teams and shared that love with us, his family. He craved peanuts and ice cream. He
delivered meat in Canada, came out to California in 1928, met my mom through mutual friends,
and they stayed married for 59 years, a happy union. Many years later, it was my pleasure to give
them a vacation trip to Hawaii, my mom’s favorite destination, for seventeen years in a row.My
older brother, Bill, had an aptitude for fixing cars. His Dodge Charger went for 360,000 miles. Bill
was a very successful grocery store manager. But when I later gave him dance lessons, uh oh,
he had two left feet! We all have our own special talents. I was a fun Uncle Bob to Bill’s four kids,
Cheri, Teri, Ricky, and Michele, which was good practice for when I became a dad myself many
years later. My sisters are Bette and Barbara. Bette loved sports and riding horses, and Barb
was into hairdressing, animals, and nature.At home, we had a menagerie of dogs, cats, and
birds. Mom raised canaries and sold them to the local pet shop. One day someone left the cage
door open and they all flew away. The trees and phone wires were full of canaries in differing
shades of yellow. Dad would take the bus to work and on returning every night, our two cats, Mr.



Man and Mousey, would meet him at the corner and accompany him home. One of my favorite
dogs was a Hungarian Puli given to me by Moochie, aka Kevin Corcoran of The Mickey Mouse
Club, whose family raised them. We had desert tortoises too.Myrtle the Turtle was a particular
favorite whose back scales we colored in different rainbow shades. Our dogs all had "b" names
just like my brothers and sisters had "b" names -- Bill, Bobby, Bette, and Barbara. Se we had
Buttons, Betsy, B.O., and Babe. We had fish tanks bubbling throughout the house. My grandma
and grandpa, Baba and Dada, had ducks called Sadie and Leon which were my grandparents’
actual names. One night when we were sitting down to a delicious duck dinner, we noticed
Sadie and Leon were missing. Uh oh!In the 1950s living in Long Beach was not like today with
high rises, corporations, and banks. Then it was a huge navy town, with an important navy base
to the west. Being from Signal Hill, an incorporated tiny town within Long Beach, our town’s
income was from oil. Everywhere you’d look, there were oil derricks—steel and wooden like a
forest. On occasion the wooden derricks would catch fire, at which time big brother Bill would
hustle me and my sisters into his jalopy to go watch the spectacle. I even made some money
making lemonade and Kool-Aid with my little neighbor girlfriend and selling it to the oil workers—
water, powder, sugar, and mix. All packed into my little red wagon.Downtown Pine Avenue was
our retail destination. There were no shopping malls. During World War II, as a little boy, I
remember air raid practice. We’d have to blackout the house and position ourselves under
mattresses and tables. Living near the airport and Douglas Aircraft, authorities would place
camouflage nets over Douglas to disguise it like a field so enemy aircraft wouldn’t recognize the
factory.Signal Hill was a friendly town and we kids would play kick-the-can in the street or hide-
and-seek all over the neighborhood. Everyone would go all out for the carnival at school. I
especially loved the Halloween carnivals. I won several costume contests. Once I dressed as
Mortimer Snerd (a well-known ventriloquist’s dummy). Another time I got a friend to help me be a
four-legged, two-man horse. In later years on The Lawrence Welk Show, with Jack Imel my
fellow tap dancer, we would be assigned to dance as a horse, a cow, or a bull. We’d flip a coin to
see who would be the rear end. Whoever lost got the dubious honors.Doors weren’t locked in
those days, and us kids were always running around making forts or exploring caves just at the
end of the street in the oil fields where the 405 Freeway now roars by. Like a lot of boys in the
50s, I had a paper route. One year, I was so successful with “starts” (new subscribers) that I won
a fun trip to P.O.P—Pacific Ocean Park, a popular amusement park on Santa Monica Beach. I
had a happy childhood and enjoyed so many family outings.Mom and Dad would take us to the
beach, the favorite swimming holes in the San Gabriel Mountains, and the drive-in. Dad would
also take us to the jalopy races and occasionally the horse races. He loved his racing form and
betting on the ponies.Sundays, more often than not, Mom would make a delicious roast for
dinner. She was a great cook. Dad would take me to the Strand Theater on the Pike (dining and
entertainment location in Long Beach) to see gangster or western movies, and vaudeville acts.
The Pike was the greatest amusement park with the greatest roller coaster, of which I’m an
aficionado, called the Cyclone or Jack Rabbit Racer, with the world’s steepest drop. Many



drunken sailors were killed because they would stand up right before the big dip and fall to their
deaths. At the foot of the roller coaster was the free Punch and Judy puppet show that was
always hilarious to me. What a great childhood!In the 1950s, amateur television shows were the
thing. I loved them, and my dance teacher matched me up with my first dance partner, Judy
Lewis. Judy and I were teamed up at Richards and Martins dance school in Anaheim. She was a
cute, blonde tapper with a big smile.We were “Bobby and Judy”. We got together at age five and
broke up at eight. But it did give me my first taste of dancing as part of a team, a hint of my future
many years down the road. Judy and I tapped, did Hawaiian dances, cakewalks, and appeared
at fairs and service clubs, mostly free for the experience, but occasionally for five or ten
dollars.My favorite memory of us was at age six. We appeared at the huge Shrine Auditorium in
Los Angeles, and we followed the Will Mastin Trio featuring Sammy Davis, Jr. tap dancing and
playing the drums. He was sensational even then as a teenager. I was mesmerized watching
from the wings. Now it was our turn. The lights were bright, and we became disoriented. So we
ended up dancing our “I Got Rhythm” tap dance facing the curtains! But we still got a nice hand,
along with a few laughs, as we finally turned around, bowed, and ran off.One memory was an
unusual one. Judy and I would occasionally appear in a minstrel show. It seems like it was for the
Shriners, but I just remember sitting on stage next to all these men in blackface, and we’d do our
routines when called on. We were probably seven or eight years old.As a solo tap dancer, my
specialty was dancing really fast. “Twelfth Street Rag” and “Limehouse Blues” were two of my
best routines. The amateur shows were Hollywood based, and even though they didn’t pay
money, they gave you loot if you won. I did 75 of these shows and ended up winning a bike, a
watch, a washing machine, and even a fish aquarium that is one of my hobbies to this day.
These shows had names like Hollywood Opportunity, Backstage with N.T.G., and Your Town’s
Talent. On the latter, I tapped to “You Are My Lucky Star” and was called over to be interviewed.
The emcee said, “I understand you have a birthmark in the shape of a star. Where is it?” My
reply: “I’m sitting on it!” That’s right, folks, on my left buttock I have a perfect 5-point, pink star
birthmark. And I won that contest.I also won a week’s appearance on the Al Jarvis television
show and did a different dance every day. The show was a local TV talent series. If you won, the
prize was a paid engagement. Al was a big, friendly entrepreneur who liked to give talented
young stars a break. He started in radio, but it was his successful television show that made him
famous.His girl Friday was Betty White. She was just so friendly. When I told her I was from Long
Beach, she said her fan club president lived there. We later came to find out that her fan club
leader was our neighbor!Getting me to my dancing adventures was usually left to my mom who
drove me just about everywhere, although I loved Dad to take me to gigs because he would buy
me a banana split afterward for a job well done. On one of these amateur shows, a Hollywood
agent was watching. She called the station and said, “I think I can give this boy some work.” This
was famous child agent Hazel McMillan. Now, let me tell you a little secret. My mom would
grease the wheels with Hazel by always sending her a little thank-you note with Hazel’s 10%
commission inside if I would get a job. She would also include an extra twenty-dollar bill. Hazel



sent me out all the time! Mom was very wise.I did a Kellogg’s Corn Flakes commercial and a
Heinz soup commercial. My very first commercial aired on The Ozzie and Harriet Show and was
for Listerine toothpaste. Geez, for the commercial, I just had to eat a candy bar, brush my teeth,
and smile; how much easier could it be! For that job, I got to go to school on set with Ricky
Nelson and be directed by Ozzie. Plus, I received a nice check and residuals.My first exposure
to ballroom dancing was in the fourth grade. I was invited to join a cotillion, a series of dances
with instruction in assorted ballroom steps, manners, and etiquette. It took place in Long Beach,
at Kay Carroll’s Peppermint Playhouse. I really enjoyed it, particularly the square dancing and
being able to lead the girls around in ballroom dances.Then I was invited to Call’s Fine Arts
Center. At their peak, they had 11,000 cotillion students! Derrall and Chloe Call had built their
own beautiful ballroom in Long Beach, California, and I joined one of their cotillions. They had a
daughter my age, so they decided to form a class called the “Medalist”. Students with interest
and aptitude were taught advanced steps. They held an annual Ball where students were
awarded trophies for passing tests for ten steps in each of seven ballroom dances: waltz, foxtrot,
swing, tango, samba, cha-cha, and rhumba. We first earned Bronze, then went on to Silver,
Gold, and Gold Bar.This is where I first met Barbara Boylan, who years later would become my
dancing partner on The Lawrence Welk Show. Barbara and I were dance students at Call’s
cotillion. We were both just twelve years old. She was a vivacious gal and a good dancer. While I
was on The Mickey Mouse Club, Barbara and I were learning ballroom dancing together and
were put together as a team by our teacher, Chloe Call.Barbara and I became the first king and
queen of the annual Call’s Cotillion Ball. At the Ball, we would be called upon to do dance
exhibitions. The Calls brought in outside experts for different kinds of dancing. Our first exhibition
at the Ball was a tango choreographed by Jeff and Birdie, an eccentric dance team from
Bakersfield. He was gruff and bossed her around too much for my taste, but they did give us a
good routine.When I was thirteen, I was sent out to audition for the stage musical Peter Pan,
starring Mary Martin. I got the part of one of the lost boys. This was a Los Angeles Civic Light
Opera production destined for Broadway. It later became a legendary show. I got to rehearse
with the wonderfully charismatic Mary Martin, learn dance steps from famed choreographer
Jerome Robbins, and act, sing, and dance. Except—one night Dad said, “Let’s go to an Angel’s
baseball game.” Attending that game changed the course of my life forever as reported in an
excerpt below from an August 8, 1954, article that ran in The Long Beach Press Telegram
entitled “The Angels Done Him In.”“The Angels done me in,” says Bobby Burgess. And he is
right, they did.Bobby, 13, last year signed a contract to appear with Mary Martin in Peter Pan. He
was to play the part of a lost boy, Curley, and in the role he was to talk, sing, and dance. His
salary was to be $120 a week. The show was to open July 19 at the Curran Theater, San
Francisco, for a five-week run followed by the Los Angeles Philharmonic and then, Broadway.
Theater people said it might run as long as Mary Martin’s South Pacific. It was Bobby’s big
chance.Then Bobby went to see The Los Angeles Angels play the Hollywood Stars in a baseball
game. To realize how important the game was, Bobby and his parents are strong Angels fans



while his grandparents, who also attended the game, root for the Stars. The two families razz
each other about their teams. But Bobby shouted so hard for the Angels that he “blew out” his
voice. It did him no good because the Angels lost—a regular “skunk of a game,” says Bobby.The
next day, hoping that no one would notice how hoarse he was, Bobby appeared for his third
rehearsal with the Peter Pan company. He could only talk in a whisper and his singing voice was
a “whispering croak”. “As soon as they heard me, they called me in and let me go,” says
Bobby.For the role, Bobby had survived six eliminations, the last one on the stage of the
Philharmonic auditorium. He was told that 1500 boys tried out for the role given him—which he
lost because of the Angels.I was crushed, but if I had gone to New York, I wouldn’t have gotten
The Mickey Mouse Club. It would have led my life in a very different direction. I guess everything
happens for a reason, and in my case, it certainly did.But, I continued to do other fun things. I got
to be on a float in the Pasadena New Year’s morning Rose Parade—twice! During my childhood,
my family would plop our sleeping bags on the curb New Year’s Eve to claim a space to watch
the parade the following morning. As an adult, I first got to ride atop a beautiful float called
Stairway to Stardom for the Exchange Club. I had won a big contest for them on my way up the
showbiz ladder. And the second time was when Lawrence Welk was honored to be the Grand
Marshall of the parade. We rode on a beautiful float, both my then dancing partner Cissy and I,
along with other Welk stars Norma Zimmer and Jim Roberts. I remember one eager local
shouting up to Cissy, “Show us your money makers!!” Another person shouted, “A Mouseketeer?
I thought you were dead!”Nothing like having the wind taken out of your sails.
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Boyd, “A truly great entertainer and storyteller meets a weak editor.. I go way back as a Bobby
Burgess fan: I was a little kid in the early years of his Welk career, and I enjoyed seeing him on
Mickey Mouse Club re-runs and then watching him on the Lawrence Welk Show with my family.
His memoirs put him on display as a highly entertaining storyteller whose life is an intriguing and
amusing tale of being in the right place in the right time--after having done the hard work
necessary to take full advantage of a favorable development. This is a man who has truly lived a
worthwhile life among interesting people. Unfortunately his editor was not as professional as
Bobby. Punctuation errors, misspelled words, and grammatical lapses create unnecessary
distraction and detract from the value of the book, which I purchased as a gift. I'd give Bobby
seven stars and the editor two.”

Monica Brady, “GREAT READ ~ FUN ~ ENTERTAINING!!!!! DON'T MISS OUT ON POSITIVE
LOOK OF YESTER YEARS LIFE OF BOBBY BURGESS!!!. I am a Long Beach girl!!! Bobby
brings such beautiful memories and great experiences that I was fortunate to have had growing
up in the great city of Long Beach! I know Bobby and his lovely family and I can tell you that I
have such respect and admiration for Mr. Burgess!I loved this book! I am a Long Beacher (even
though I now live behind the Orange Curtain ~O.C.). Long Beach is a very special place if you
were fortunate enough to grow up there in the 50's and 60's! Bobby brought back so many great
memories of the place I am so fond of and had forgotten over the years! I had the pleasure of
meeting Bobby in the late 1980's in which I became involved in his Cotillion. I know his lovely
family and wonderful wife Kristie and they are what every family strives to be; good, honest,
caring, fun and loving people to each other and all those that are lucky enough to know them!!
Bobby Burgess is one of the most genuine people I know, a true gentleman and a great family
man that he has made such a fine example for others! His book was a great read; easy to read,
hard to put down!! I must say I was so impressed by ALL his fantastic experiences, meeting and
performing with such famous stars and it never took away the down to earth mannerisms and
genuinely great man Bobby is today!! Bobby's fame never went to his head and he has kept
friendships with those he grew up with, those he worked with and is always the same friendly,
warm and wonderful man he has been probably all his life!!! If you want to be entertained, laugh
and experience a life of integrity, hard work, great family and friends and FUN do yourself a favor
and get your copy of Ears & Bubbles!!! The title will make more sense when you read it if you
are young and couldn't be a part of an era that was so GRAND and meaningful!!! Experience it
through Bobby's book if you were not able to live it yourself or if you did live it but might have
forgotten how truly wonderful from 1945 on was for so many!!  ENJOY!!!  Monica”

John Shaw, “The Devil's Postpile!. I am a 77 year old man who watched The Mickey Mouse Club
just about every day back in the 50s. I remember all the Mousekateers and was in love with



Darlene! I really enjoyed every page of this book, not only Bobby's extremely interesting life, but
also learning about all his Disney friends, Walt Disney himself, and also Lawrence Welk (I still
watch his program on PBS) and updates on the Welk performers!I had heard the story that he
writes about when he met a lone Walt Disney near Lake Tahoe at the Devil's Postpile National
Monument. By happenstance, the two were the only ones there! Burgess writes that they
greeted each other, said a few words, and walked on. Walt died a few months later!”

Robert A. Scott, “a marvelous live story from Bobby's Mouseketeer years to his Lawrence Welk
years and after.. I very much liked this book because in a very entertaining way, Bobby
describes his life from his years with the Walt Disney Mousketeers on television to his later
many years performing as a dancer with different dancing partners on the Lawrence Walk
television show which went into syndication for many years after the live programs terminated..
He gives many stories and insights about his life as a Mouseketeer and about his transitioning
as an adult to a career on the Lawrence Welk show. He tells about his wife and their family and
their activities as their family grew. He also tells us what it was like to see and talk briefly for the
last time to Walt Disney and Lawrence Welk. Both occasions struck me as being very sad. I
found his personal stories about his lasting long-relationships with his fellow Mousketeers
moving and took me into thems as though I were present as a close-up observer. He tells
stories that fascinated me about his growing up from a youngster very much suported and
encouraged in his dancing career by his mother and father to his marriage to the daughter of
Myron Floren, the accordianist in the Welk musical group. I enjoyed his stories about his many
different experiences with the Mouseketeers and with the Lawrence Welk orchestra. I
thoroughly enjoyed this book and highly recommend it to anyone wanting an inside look into
showbusiness from the viewpoint of a youngster who grew up in the business going from "Ears" -
to "Bubbles" and beyond..”

Oswald Jackson, “"Why? Because we Like Him....". Mr. Burgess's fascinating life is vividly
portrayed in this amazing book. My only regret was that it ended!!! The friendly narrative
meanders through the ins-and-outs of show-biz and one suddenly realizes Bobby has gone from
child star to a star in the dance world-- from Mouseketeer to professional dancer and
choreographer on the "Lawrence Welk Show." Bobby's humor is infectious, and his sweet and
kind nature pours through the pages. He's the real deal... this is not a faked persona he turns on
and off. What is on the page is what one meets in real life.I'm so grateful, now, that my grandma
MADE me watch the Welk show every week. I have a great appreciation for that type of music
(now) and it was a pleasure watching Bobby on the Mickey Mouse Club, growing into the
wonderful person he is (from the years on the Lawrence Welk program) to now, with his
involvement with Cotillion.  A wonderful read!!!”

The book by John Lahr has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 50 people have provided feedback.
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