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“Jie BiG Boy reus

The tale of how
Gary Cooper, six
feet, four of Mon-
tana Boy, comes
to Hollywood,
the city of dreams
—goes hungry,

loses, and wins!

This is the House that Gary Built—a beautiful Spanish bungalow in

the Beverly Hills district that is studded with bright stars. And

there is Big Boy himself, standing on the veranda, and looking very
much monarch of all he surveys!

In the first installment of Gary Cooper’s life story, printed last
month, he 10ld of his birth twenty-seven years ago in Helena, Montana—
o his father, a distinguished jurist, and his gentle Anglo-French mother.

Of ihe hardships of a ranch that turned out to be a white clephant, of
schooldays in England, of the homesickness for Montana’s plains and
mountains that never leaves him, cven during the hours of his film fame.

Now, in the second chapler, we find him on the brink of manhood,
ranch days and his Hollywood carcer still beyond the horizon.

PART II

Y latter teens were full of happenings. T spun up from a
kid into a spindling, lean boy of six feet, four. In less
than a year I grew ten inches, and then stopped. By
the time I was sixteen I was as tall as I am now. And

conscious of it.

My brother left for France at the beginning of the struggle, when
America went into the war, and left a kid brother. Arthur returned
to find me towering well over him.

Those years were not uneventful. Two of them were taken bodily
from my ‘school life by an automobile acci-
dent that forced me to the ranch to recover.

Ididn’t mind that. Idid not crave to go Gary Cooper and his
to school, but something within me wanted mother at the door
the amber and red sunsets, the clear bright of the Montana lad’s
days with a buzzard planing through the home in the hills
sky, not moving a wing for thousands of above Hollywood.
feet, and, as I turned my head, a bald eagle ~ Mamma Cooper and

circling, ominously, above a hidden prey. her husband were
There are things one remembers as if yes- dead set against a
terday. Wallops that life has handed you film career for their

remember, now, the sock in the ego that big boy, but now
I got when I was told that I had flopped in that success has
my first dramatic part, and that I was out come, theyare
of the cast. happy
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As told by
Gary Cooper

A is

Dorothy Spensley

as yest , th bil
secident that knocked me out of active life
“er many months and sent me to Sunnyside.
% can recall the big touring car I was driving
= it whizzed along. The sudden impact.
Sow it rolled over. How I got up and
walked to the curb, not dizzy, nor weak,
senses sharpened to a super-human
ezree. And then how my left side failed
== It hung like a heavy dead thing.
iad everything went-blue. I guess that is
“e way you feel when you faint.

I awakened in a hospital. They said T
%ad 2 broken leg, and other complications
e numerous to'mention.
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AVE you a problem of die? Let Dr. Willis of
L APHOTOPLAY be your adviser. Write to him
in care of PHOTOPLAY, 816 Taft Building,
Hollywood, Calif. And be sure to enclose a self-
addressed stamped envelope for reply. Dr. Willis
will give your question his personal attention.

Men need less iron than growing children, and womer

The very common iron deficit in the diet brings about

their sylph-like figures develop anemia.
wsile i s St i s D bten ol
1 recall, distinctly, that I thought of mother and dad. I didn’t have
any regrets about the car, or myself. I thought of the dirty trick life had
played on us, just as things were beginning to clear a bit, and the ranch
was showing signs of living up to its name.

ONVALESCENCE on the ranch was easy. There were always cow-

hands around to tell stories, play cards or to whang away at a two-
stringed mandolin. Some of the fellows that drifted in and out again as
soon as they had earned a couple of months’ pay, had harmonicas, and
we listened to “Pretty Baby” interpolated with some old buckaroo bar
room ditties picked up along the Borders, North and South.

I had great admiration for one taciturn old ranger. His name was
Ashburton Carter and his fame among the sweating, two-fisted punchers
was that one winter he had been snowbound for six months in
Colorado and had not spoken a word to a human being all that time.

It was my fun, when I was well enough to permit
it, to tag after Ash, begging him to tell me his ex-
periences, and to tell me again how, desperate to

A rare old print  hear the sound of a voice again, he held long con-
of Gary, at the versations with his horse. And how startled, at
age of 16, playing first, he would be at the strange grating sound of
Indian. The pic- his voice in his desolate throat. He thought he was
ture was taken going mad.

during his ranch ‘We had about five hundred head of cattle then
days. No doubt and when I was stronger, I helped to ride the range.
he is wearing the It was a good chance to think and plan and
tribal feathers of dream. Pleasant, too, to slouch down in your
old Chief Don’t- saddle, your firm-legged pony taking the rough
Hog-the-Camera spots like so much [ CONTINUED ON PAGE 84 ]

vy




image3.jpeg
The Big Boy Tells His Story

I'ghtning. Gave you a chance to think of what
life meant to you. Whether it meant sliding
along from day to day like this—happy, free,
getting no place, materially, but with a spirit-
ual contentment moistening your very roots—
or going into Helena or some big city and being
smothered by musty books and stifled by rows
of adding machines.

The best thing, though, was to imagine you
were a heroic cowboy, like those in the wild
western films, and to stick your heels into your
s slats and go
hell-bent-for-sal-
vation after Indians.
Ride for miles like the
devil incarnate, wind
shricking past your
ears, head bent low
over the pony’s. Speed!
Speed!  The Indians
are coming and the
girl must be rescued.
Speed! The rabbits
scurry out of the way.
A wise hoot owl blinks
amazedly downat you,
The grass bows before
you. You stop. The
horse’s sides are heav-
ing like bellows.

(JHERE are the
Indians? That's
a bunch of mesquite.

Where is the girl?
That's only a clump of
greasewood. The girl

isincidental. She rep-
resents no ideal. She
is there because the
plot demands that
somebody be rescued.

“the

The pony is panting.
Its mane is flecked
with foam. You pat it
and fish out a piece of
sugar stolen from the
breakfast table. Oran

apple. It nibbles it,
upper lip thrust derlslvely b.’Lck and quivers.
Youpatitagain. Good horse!

‘What would a man do if he were harnessed to
a desk from nine until five every day except
Sundays?

In the Spring and Fall the cattle were driven
to the railroad siding, noisy, frightened,
stamping, to be herded into the cattle train
that took them to St. Paul, Chicago or another
stock marketing center. With the cattle went
the more experienced punchers, who had taken
cattle to markel before. With them, as I grew
older, T als o

ravelling was no particular thrill to me.
The biggest thaill was in getting home, In
watching for the first range of mountains—
X hink it i the Dear Paw range—and fecling
that at last T was back where I could take
decp breath. It had been that way when I re-
turned from England as a kid. It was always
that way.

I LIKED to go to market, though, with
the men. I liked to see them dicker with
the city men and watch them get their money
and stick it inside their flannel shirts or in the
little front pockets of their tight- fitting pants.
At night they went in for hell-raising, to
which I was usually an interested onlooker,
unless I went to a c eater, and later, lnemlly
picked them uj uF got them onto the right
train that would take us back to Montana.
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quartet is Gary Cooper.
the wicked holster and the cartridge belt.
80 were the other blades, here shown ready to set out to hunt var-

[ CoNTINUED FROM PAGE 71]

The liquor they got on their cattle-selling
expeditions was a lot more potent than the
\\h:te ‘mule they imported, secretly, to Sunny-

In the summer months, when the High
School at Bozeman was closed, I worked as
guide at Yellowstone National Park. I
wanted to do something that brought in
money, and the family agreed to it. I couldn’t
imagine myself in an office job. I was too rest-
less. Iam still that way.

Vacation days in Montana. The dashing figure on the left of the
Note the rakish slant to the sombrero,
Gary was about 14, and

mints in them thar hills

T can seldom finish a book. It takes too
many sedentary hours to sit, motionless, and
read. Hours that could be spent in riding or
walking or doing something vital. T think that
is one reason why I did not become a cartoonist.

T liked drawing, had a flair for it, so I
was told, but the tedium of sitting for hour:
=ketchmg‘ to get one little thing flawless was
too great a demand on a restless spirit.

So for three or four summers I took “dude
cowboys” from the East through Yellowstone
and kept white-collared campers in_crease
khaki from throwing bits of soap into Old
Faithful Geyser to see it spout; and clderly
Tadies from fa.mlmg by assuring them that the
cinnamon were harmless unless you
pulled their ears or kicked them

That was work to my lxk_\n" T could sneak
out of my bunk before the ““dudes” were stir-
ring, and steal out into the open to the tune of
their snores. I could watch the sun come up
from where the North Fork of the Shoshone
flowed. T could see an osprey come swooping
down for his morning meal, grab up a strug-
gling fish, only to drop it wl i huge cagle
swerved down on him, and see the eagle catch
tening morsel in mid-air.

%

Even when I leit high school and entered
Grinnell College the summer vacation found
me back at the Park.

Women always have much to do with mold-
ing a man’s life. I don’t mean the sentimental

atlachments that make you tramp on clouds.

And I don’t mean marriage. Something beside
the biological urge. I mean the women who
are our mothers. And the mothering souls who
have to do with forming ideals and aspirations.
School teachers, for instance. In their con-
structive hands, kids are so much human clay.
Everyone can look back in his life and recall
a school teacher who stands out as a sort of
beacon light to kids who were groping anc
grasping at life.

Miss Davis was that
sortof person. Through
her I decided to enter
Grinnell College in

c was my
Englishteacher. Slight,
a grey-haired womas
that a big wind from
the prairie could easily
have blown away, she
was of the type that is
born to mother somes
body else’s sons.
liked her, and hstenfd
to her, because she had
the same fundamen-
tally sound ideas that
my mother had.

WENT to Grinnell
for two and a half
years, during which
time T absorbed all the

engaged. T was goins
into the advertising
business and make =
success, either as am
artist or as an execu-
1 was going te
marry and have 2
home and family.

Iwastwenty. After
two and a half years I
left college. Our ex
gagement was brokes.
Perhaps it was well

At twenty life has =
different hue than it has at twenty-seven, o=
thirty-seven. Dad was assisting Joseph Disox
in his campaign for Governor of Montana and &
tried my hand at cartooning on one of the
Helena papers. I could have stayed in Helems
and done cartooning.

I felt that my choice of occupation bousé
me toacity.

HY not to a bigger city where the poss:

bilities of advancement would be greates®
‘Why not go to New York or Los Angeles? &
could not get myself to go to New York. I
knew I could not love its canyons of big builé
ings and the rugged crags of its skyscrapes.
They could never take the place of the Wess.
Los Angeles, on the other hand, was a Westess.
city, sprav\led over desert and mountain:

I arrived in Hollywood on Thanksgivise
Day four years ago. It was the first big R
off from home. The family didn’t like to s==
me go. Summers at Yellowstone were all righe.
and so was school at Bozeman and Grinmel
and that job as timekeeper in an Iowa

canning factory that L held a part of one

They felt in closer contact with me.
we were separated by the Rockies.

Once in Los Angeles, it was the usual
of trying to get work in a new town.
were no horses to break or cattle to herd.

[ coNTINUED ON PAGE 110 ]
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THIS
FACE POWDER
allows me to be
nonchalant about

my complesion,

“I ruB this smooth, fragrant powder into
my puff when I apply it. T have never
Lnown anything like the way it stays on.
Armand Cold Cream Powder is the per-
fect powder for my complexion.” $1 at
good stores.

Send 10c for this beauty treatment that takes
bul ten minutes of your day. It contains:
1 copy Armand’s mew “Ten Minute a
Day” beauty treatment.
trial package Armand Cold Cream Pow-
er—Zanzibar shade.
1 trial package Armand Foundation Creme
—a marvelous discovery for powder base.
1 trial package Armand Eau de Cologne
Cleansing Cream—that liquefies the mo-
ment it touches the skin.
1 trial package Armand Lip and Check

ouge—a new creation!

v vy
You must try one of these new Armand,
Powder shades: Zanzibar, light sun-
5 Tl liok

f blondes.

for day or evening.

ARMAND, 142Des Moines St., Des Moines, Ia.
T enclose: 10: for which please send me *“The
‘en_Minute auty Treatment,” in-

cluding the four sssential proparations.

N,

Add

Cit;

tate
In Canada, Armand Ltd., St. Thomas, Ontario
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tried all the local papers to get on as an artist.
No use. The advertising agencies were full,
too. And I was told that all the big adver-
tising accounts were handled in New York
City of Chicago. Idid the only thing I could.

T got work by the day or the hour. Any-
thing to eat. I sold photograph coupons from
door to door. I tried to sell real estate. The
papers were full of ads for suckers to come and
invest money.

IT wasn’t so much fun living in a_dinky,
smelly room and eating sinkers and ccffée.
But I wouldn’t write home for money. Tt was
when T was flatter than a beaver’s tail that T
discovered motion pictures. Extras w erc
getting five a day and I thought I'd try

luck. That, at Jeast, was better than hm mg

angry housewives slam the door in my

Sl kiR e
coupons.

I got my first day’s extra work at Fox. It
was in a Tom Mix picture. He was using two
hundred extras in some sort of legendary
flash-back taking place in Sherwood Forest
in Robin Hood’s heyday 1 crawled into a pair
of green tights, slipped on a leather jerkin, put
a funny little cap with a feather in it on my
head, and someone shoved a bow and arrow at
me. T wasan archer. My picture carcer had
begun. In the distance I saw Mix’s leading
woman, Billie Dove. I thought she was
beautiful. I decided Hollywood wasinteresting.

I was bowled over by studio life. I was drunk
on what, at first glimpse, appeared to be its
utter freedom and lack of restraint, and what T
learned later is the mostdelusive thing about
it. There is no real freedom in Hollywood.

It’s a mirage. Every movement, no matter
how slight, is commented on, and a motive,
often erroneous, is given to it. I thought this
freedom matched that which I had always
craved. AndsoIstayed.

My first part of any importance was secured
by hiring an agent who placed me in the part
of Abe Lee in “The \)\mnmg of Barbara
Worth.” T got an agent after playing Westerns
and going hungry and playing extra and going
hungry. It wasn't hard to play Lee. He wasa
lean, lanky cowboy. I knew him as I knew
myself.

IT was after the picture was released that

Mr. Schulberg signed me to a Paramount
contract, and gave me a bit in “\\'mgs After
that T phyed with Clara Bow in “It.”

Tt wasn'’t hard to do the stufi I did in those
pictures. The part in “Wings” was minor, and
William Wellman, the director, was a regu.lar
fellow. In “It” Clara was helpful. Sheis that
kind of a gil, generous with her friendship and
praise.

I had never before known an actress. She
was a new type of girl, glamorous, full of fun,
devoid of jealousy. I was grateful to her and
admired hes

We went around together.

It looked as if I was going to make a success
of pictures. But something was incomplete.
I knew, \ve]l what it was. I was homesick for
Montan:

rd try to compensate my desire by driving
up into the desert for a few days, between
pictures.

But it wasn’t like chucking a slab of bacon,
some flour, baking powder, coffee and sugar
into a roll, tying it on a horse and disappearing
into the mountains for a span of days.

1 sighted an eagle’s nest one day when T
was fishing off Catalina Island and scrambled
along a narrow path, high over the sea, bedded
with crushed rock where wild mountain goats
sleep, to look down into it.

ut it wasn’t like Montana. - I missed our
family life, too.

Erery advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.

The inevitable happened. I never laid claim
to being an actor. To this day I do not con-
r myself one. I don’t lhmk I have any
divine talent. Tam disappointed, many times,
in seeing myself on the screen. T fall so short of
what I think I should be as an actor. Only
on rare occasions have I seen traces of what T
am striving for.

P “The Shopworn Angel” T saw a faint

limi enng of the sort of characterization I
\\nuld

The me\'lmble was that I failed in my first
dramatic part. It was drawing room drama
and I was unqualified. We worked on one
scene for “Children of Dworce ” for a full day,
making shot after shot. By the time we had
photographed it seven times, my nerves got the

etter of me. My mind refused to govern my
body.
My limbs wouldn't function properly. I

went hay-wire,
Frank Lloyd was directing. The next morn-
ing he called me into his office. I knew what
was up. A sleepless night hadn’t been for
nothing. It was hard for Lloyd to tell me, but
1 knew I was out of the picture. It looked like
the upset of everything; that my career was
ended.
jumped into my car and beat it for the
Mojave, driving like the devil. I stayed all
night on the desert, in a ramshackle hotel. It
was quiet, like a balm.
The next day I came back down the coast
road, through Malibu, with the mountains
Tising on one side, the ocean beating on the

other.

T didn’t know just what I was going to do,
but T knew I could think straighter.

Tt was about noon and I was hungry. I went
straight to Henry’s. As I entered the door 2
man stood up and grabbed me,

(:ary' We've been looking all over town for

* Even had the police on the search. Thought
youmight have jumped off a Cliff.

“You're back in the picture.” It was Lloyd.
‘The rushes on the third day’s work had shown
improvement and I was back in the cast.

Experiences are valued by their effect. Be-
cause I went back to the picture after failing, I
helped to overcome a natural reticence—a self-
consciousness.

It is that reticence which prohibits me from
going into detail about a few feminine friend-
ships that T value.

Privacy, seems “to be a thing that is demed
a motion picture person. It is a thing th:
constitutionally, T crave, It happens That T
have made friendships with women who have
aided me in my work and that have been happy
contacts.

It was that way with Clara. In Evelyn
Brent I found the compamonshlp of a woman
who was wise and brill

T o o
had her feet on the ground and was not ridine
the clouds.

N Lupe Velez I find a girl who takes the same
joy out of primitive, elemental things that T
do. " In each friendship I have found that the
most casual linking of our names caused

1 am going to marry. I want, like almost
every man, a home and a family. I want =
permanent union, not one of these week-end
impermanencies.

1 want, eventually, to convert Sunnyside
into a “dude ranch,” but on the lower ridge
that slopes up into the higher mountains I want
to build a chalet, clinging to its side, where I
can go when my Hollywood days are over.

T want, before my life is over, to go back t=
Montana.





