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(Right) With Joan Crawford in “Today We
Live.”  (Below) On his African jaunt—this was
taken about eighty miles northwest of Nairobi.
(Further below) Vacationing at Palm Springs after
he finished making “A Farewell to Arms.” That
picture made him a bigger success than ever.

THE
ADVENTUROUS
LIFE GF GARY

COOPER

By WALTER
RAMSEY

ARY’S life in Hollywood began with enough of
an adventure to hold any young man. While on
location with the “Wings” company in Texas
(his first picture of any importance under his

new Paramount contract) he was forced to make a para-
chute jump from an airplane of which he, an inexperi-
enced flyer, had lost control. Gary literally descended
into Hollywood fame from the sky and from that mo-
ment he was a figure of talk, and conjectures, and movie
prophecy.

It is amazing, considering how shy Gary was at the
time, that for the first year or two his adventure proved
to be purely in the realm of the romantic. He was rumored
in love with, or engaged to such flaming ladies as Clara
Bow, Evelyn Brent and last, but by no means least, the
fiery Lupe Velez. The trials and tribulations, the combus-
tive excitement and the general adventure of that romance
is too well known to movie fans to need amplification
here. If one were to judge by what one reads, Gary's
entire time was devoted to being in love with Lupe—
which was not exactly the case.

In spite of his torrid romance, he made seventeen pic-
tures during the first two years of his contr: Among
the better known were “It,” “Children of Divorce,” “Beau
Sabreur,” “Legion of the Condemned,” “Lilac Time,”
“The Virginian”"—and going into his third and fourth
year, “The Man From Wyoming,” “Morocco,” “The
Spoilers,” “City Streets,” and others.

OR four iong years the adventure of Hollywood was
Gary’s complete life. There was a time when it
seemed to threaten to be the one adventure he could not
beat. For two, at least of those four years, he was on a
maddening merry-go-round of Hollywood. Pictures, pic-
tures and more pictures—Lupe—the constant strain of
being pulled between his love and his family (who had
64





image2.jpeg
‘/F;ROCKS'
and FRIENDS

Perspiration can Cost
You Both

Under your arms there is a social and
financial enemy. A social enemy, because
the odor eminating from arm-pits is posi-
tively repulsive to your friends!

A financial enemy, because the acids of
perspiration stain dresses and fade colors.
That alone can cost you the best dress that
you have to your name.

Odorono Saves your
Dresses and your Friendships

Odorono, a physician’s defense against per-
spiration and its odors, protects you. For
perspiration must be prevented if you are to
avoid ruining dresses and offending friends.
Greasy creams and sticks, temporary pow-
ders, perfumes, soaps, cannot save you. But
Odorono is certain; with it your freshness
is secure. Without it doubts can disturb
yourmind—perspiration wreck yourdresses.

Choose with confidence the famous Odo-
rono Regular (ruby red) or the newer In-
stant Odorono (colorless). Both now have
the original Odorono sanitary applicator.

ODORONO
REGULAR
Jfor wse before retiring
—gives 3 10 7 days’
complete protection.

ODO-RONO

INSTANT
ODORONO
is for quick use— while
dressing or at any time.
1 10 3 days’ protection.
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and now the dream was about to come
true !

He forgot Hollywood as completely
as though it had never existed. (He
had read, upon his return to New York,
an article in which Lupe was quoted
as saying she was “through with Gary.”
Though the press made much of
it, hinting at reconciliations and “just
another lover’s spat,” it was the be-
ginning of the definite break up be-
tween Lupe and Gary.)

I WILL skip lightly over the journey

there,” Gary told me. “I mention it
only to show how one may quickly reach
a spot where he may pull a trigger to
his heart’s content. We sailed for
Naples and from there to Alexandria
where we entrained immediately for a
two-hour journey to Cairo. Three
days later we took an airplane for the
4000-mile flight up the Nile to Nairobi,
just south of the equator.

“We flew merely for speed, since the
journey by boat over the same course
would have required twenty-two days.
As we started out before dawn, sun
helmets were distributed in case we
should have a forced landing in the
desert, or worse, the sweltering jungles.
This served to highly impress upon me
the hazards of our journey which was,
in the main, over the darkest part of
the wilderness.

“What sights we saw below us! On
the first day we passed over the an-
cient city of Luxor, the Valley of the
Kings and then, later, the famous tomb
of King Tut-Ankh-Amen. By sundown
we were at the border of Egypt and the
Sudan. We spent the night at the vil-
lage of Wady Halfa at the edge of the
Nubian desert. It was here, on our
return trip, that I picked up Talooca,
my monkey.

URING the third day of the trip

I caught my first glimpse of big
game, a herd of elephants. The pilot
swooped down within a few hundred
feet of the herd which immediately
stampeded in mad fear. It was cute
to see the way the babies held franti-
cally to their mother elephants’ tails
with their trunks, so that they would
not be left behind.

“Once safely landed at Nairobi, we
motored eighty miles to the Preston
farm which was to be our home for
several weeks. This spot is at the
edge of the big game country. Situ-
ated on the banks of Lake Naivasha,
at an elevation of 6000 feet, it presents
remarkable living conditions. The farm
is surrounded by high mountains, and
is not unlike California.

“To the American hunter who has
tracked many an hour without getting
close to a wary deer, the Preston farm
seemed too good to be real. Through
the farm, on their way to the banks of
the lake, tracked herd after herd of
game, and already my finger itched for
the trigger. Hiking over the farm I
saw lake elephants, zebra, water buck,

impalla, Thomas gazelles and hyenas.
I tried out my markmanship, imagin-
ing I was getting a real thrill, but I
was only starting.

“For three weeks we rested and pre-
pared for the hunt. By that time I
felt T could lick my weight in wild-
cats. The Count and Countess Frasso
had joined our party, and it was quite
a little group of us that finally started.

“In the company of all these experi-
enced big-game hunters I felt like a
bungling novice, for certainly I was
the greenhorn of the group. There
were five of us in the hunt, which they
all insisted, was in my ‘honor’. Our
safari consisted of twenty blacks to
act as gun bearers, porters and ser-
vants. Our caravan comprised five
light trucks, loaded with supplies and
the natives . . . and two passenger cars.
Don’t get the idea that this is ‘dude’
hunting ; far from it. It's just sensi-
ble. Without a motor car, a hunter is
lost for any lengthy jaunt into Africa.
There are horses only in a few places.
They can’t stand up under the heat,
anyway. One takes a car of some kind
(by no means swanky) and when the
end of the car’s possibilities is reached,
one gets out and walks.

WITH hunting equipment, food sup-
plies and a hospital kit, we set off
for the great Tanganyika Territory,
which is famous for herds of game.

“The first few days out, it rained
and rained. Our motors bogged down.
The mud was as sticky as hot molasses.
But if we were inconvenienced, I was
too tickled with the entire adventure
to notice. Nothing short of an en-
veloping earthquake would have stopped
my enjoyment.

“I got my first crack at game during
these bogged down days. As the motors
crept along, I got out and hunted.
My first bag was an oryx. This is a
large buck with two graceful horns,
and hunting them is much like shoot-
ing deer. T don’t know whether every-
body was merely trying to be nice to
the ‘novice’ or not, but anyway, T was
flattered when they told me it was no
small task to bring one of them down,
as they are extremely fleet footed. Just
as suddenly as the rains started, they
ceased, and we stopped to make camp.

“It would be impossible to give an
accurate account of all the thrills and
adventures of our life there. Tt seemed
to me that T was in a new world, living
a new life. Every day I grew stronger
and happier. But perhaps you would
be interested in hearing about the great-
est thrill T encountered on this adven-
ture of my life?

“We were hunting rhinoceros in
Mount Kinya, which is a very difficult
country for hunting. The brush is
very solid, ranging from fifteen to
thirty feet high. You have to work
your way through . . . and it’s a job.
I had already seen two rhinos, but T
didn’t shoot at them because their horns

(Continued on page 94)
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«it’s smart to buy
these CLOPAY
fibre SHADES
at 10c EACH!

| Youre a wonder,Kate.
These IOcent fibre }-

1 got the idea from
Mrs. Durand. She
can buy $10 shades
if she wants them.

ON’T put up with dingy, cracked

window shades another day. Get
beautiful new CLOPAY Fibre Shades
for 10c each! Because of their tough,
long fibre and patented crepe texture
CLOPAY Shades won’t pinhole, crack
or curl. Beautiful plain colors, and the
very newest two-tone chintz patterns
you can’t get in old-style shades cost-
ing 10 times as much. At 5c and 10c
stores everywhere.

GET THESE SAMPLES!

Send 3c stamp for interior decorating booklet
containing 10 actual swatches of latest shade
colors and patterns. Address Clopay Corpora-
tion, 1223 York St., Cincinnati, Ohio.

Save Your Clothes
From Moths!

e

heavy SENTINEL
light-lined Moth-Proof
Bag.

At S. S KRESGE
Stores

Extra large, extra
heavy, light-lined ce-
darized stock. 60 x
27" x 4”. Protects 4
large garments from
moths, dust, dirt, fad-
ing. Garments remov-
able without damaging
bag.

KRESS SUPER VALUE: The new white-
lined GARDMORE Moth-Proof Bag. A luxu-
rious, heavy bag. Large
strong. Hoids 4 garments. At s 1-1 C
Kress Company Stores...
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weren't the suitable size for trophies.

“The back horn is always the same
length, but the front holn sometimes
runs up to about fort; inches. A
twenty-inch horn is a good trophy.
‘When shooting at a rhino you usually
aim for the heart, which is immediately
behind the shoulder. If you hurt, or
break one of the legs of a rhino, oddly
enough it doesn’t seem to bother him.
He can go almost as well on three legs
as on four.

“We picked up the tracks of a rhino
one morning about dawn. We knew
he was quite near . . . the spoor was still
fresh and of a pretty good size. We
tracked him for about two hours and
finally, after zig-zagging
forth, crawling on our hands and knees
through this thick brush, we heard a
twig snap about a hundred yards ahead
of us. We circled around until we got
so close that we could hear his massive
jaw chewing. The brushes were terri-
bly thick and we had to be very care-
ful not to make any noise.

“Jack, an Englishman, and T were
alone. inally, after some more noise-
less crawling, I looked up and saw the
rhino. Its back was towards us.

“The animal was just a few yards
from me, and his big jaw was still
moving. There was no draft at all
that day. The wind was from the
rhino to me, which was lucky, because
he was unable to get our scent. Ii
he had it would have been just too
bad for us! We crouched there for
about eight minutes, hardly daring to
breathe. We were terribly cramped,
but ready for the fray. A few seconds
later the animal turned enough for us
to notice that the horn was short—only
about fifteen inches. We were in a
good rhino country, so we decided to
pass him up.

“If he had seen us and had decided
to charge, we wouldn’t have had a
chance to get away. We were unde-
cided whether to shoot, for our own
protection, or just sit still hoping that
he would move on without seeing us.
We waited, and finally the rhino moved
on, and we crept backwards—inch by
inch—into safety.

WE picked up ancther track later.
We followed it down into a valley,
and soon heard a crackling sound about
sixty yards away. We immediately
tried to get down wind to it. The only
way was to stalk through some tall
tullies. Every time we got to a big
tree we would stop and look back . . .
spotting the trees for protection. We
moved on and on. The trees started
getting thinner and thinner and farther
apart.

“Finally there was nothing but tullies.
Suddenly we heard a terrific snort, and
wham! = The big brute got our scent
and charged! But not right at us.
Luckily we were cross wind on ac-
count of a creek, so the rhino just
missed us. He was only ten yards from

back and.

us, but we couldn’t get a shot at him.
But that was the biggest thrill I had
during the whole trip.

“He must have charged for six or
seven hundred yards because we heard
him crashing through the tullies for a
long time. We worked ahead and
picked up his trial, and found a tree
twenty-five inches at the base that he
had hit and broken in three places
when he was on his hurried way.
“There were other exciting adven-
tures. When my first lion got away
from me, I experienced the same bitter
disappointment that most actors feel
when they lose a role in a big picture.

“I ran for miles trying to catch a
cheetah, and bring it back alive. I
learned many secrets of the big game
hunters, and feel that when I go back
again I will not be such a greenhorn.

“I learned that zebras are too easy to
shoot at, and one bags them only to
add to a collection, and not for the
sport of the thing. I learned that of
all the animals of the jungle the hyena
is the most loathsome. Believe it or
not, and I don’t want to spoil any il-
lusions you may have about the beasts,
they seldom laugh.

“However, one night after I had taken
a shot at one of the whooping things,
a pack of them came back to the out-
skirts of the camp and made a noise
that sounded suspiciously like the razz-
berry! The whole camp laughed.

WE made many camps, pressing far-
ther and farther into the jungle
at last, it seemed to me that we
must have reached the ends of the
earth. At dusk we could hear the
grunting of lions, not more than a
hundred yards distant.

“When the fires flared in a circle
around the camp, the light reflected in
the eyes of the wild beasts beyond. Tt
looked like thousands of eyes peering
at us out of the darkness. Yet there
is an eerie beauty about the whole
thing that makes everything else in life
seem trivial and unimportant.

“There were moments out there in
those black jungle nights when T felt
I could never return to the petty trials,
tribulations and artificialities of Holly-
wood life. i

“Man is only cheating himself when
he robs his life of adventure,” said
Gary. “The ruts and the ties of civil-
ization hamper the spirit of man, make
him timid. If nothing else, my jaunt
into Africa taught me to have a sense
of values, of which I can never be
robbed. I know that I am my own
master. I know that luxuries and the
hot house tidbits of life which are part
and parcel of the movie game, are not
truly important to me. I was born with
the roving fever and a pulse that quick-
ens at the very mention of adventure.
I have a hunch that when I am at the
end of my road, Hollywood will have
been but only one, and not one of the
most important, episodes of my life!”

until,





