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OW it’s Gary and Sandra. . . .
Gary and Lupe . . . Gary and Dorothy, Countessa

. di Frasso. . . . These, with others, belong to the
past. In their own time they were important enough. But
their time has gone. They were phases in Gary’s life. Just
as he, no doubt, was a phase in theirs. Romantic phases.
Glamorous, colorful phases.

So far life owes Gary Cooper nothing. I doubt it ever
will. He'll take the things he wants as he goes along. And
being a curious mixture, half the long, lean, inarticulate
ranchman from Montana and half young gentleman about
town, top hat at a jaunty angle type Gary always will be
aware of the great variety of things from which there are
to choose.

Right now Gary wants marriage. Not that he wants to
settle down. He doesn’t at all. That’s the last thing in the
world he wants, as a matter of fact. And the last thing in
the world he intends to do. He says, in that slow, gentle
way he has, “I don’t expect marriage to change my life at
all.” 2

It won't, I venture to say.
fuller.

Gary wants marriage, first of all, because of Sandra Shaw.
He liked her tremendously the very first time he saw her.
But he waited eight months before he put that big diamond
on her finger.

He was entirely frank about it.

“I was skeptical,” he told me. “For her sake. For my
sake. For our sakes, I wanted to be sure.”

1 saw Gary while he was in New York for the premiére
of “Design for Living.” He was
stopping in a tower suite at the
Waldorf. Further up Park Ave-
nue Sandra or Veronica Balfe, as
she really is named, was living
with her mother. On the writing-
table in the Regency drawing-
room lay Gary's top hat. The
night before he and Sandra had
been dancing at the Casino. She

Except to make it richer,

called him on the telephone. T
couldn’t help overhearing his
“Hello, Sweet,” soft as it was.

And I knew how she must feel

The women in Gary's life, who he admits were phases;

the Countessa di Frasso, Lupe, the wild woman, and the

the aristocratic Veronica Balfe, who played bits in
movies under the name of Sandra Shaw

Gary, the Romantic Has at Last
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there on the other end of the wire, her heart trembling.
I knew how others had felt. In Hollywood Gary has a
Reputation. In his quiet way Gary has more charm and
attraction than a dozen smoother gentlemen who fancy
themselves with the ladies.

Today Gary is older and wiser than he was when he first
came riding out of Montana.

“You know how it is,” he said, leaning in the doorway.
He prowls around while he talks. “You meet someone, man
or woman, and you're keen about them. Terribly keen.
You see them as a certain personality. You like their color.
You're stuck on their point of view or their humor. You
make it up in your own mind that they’re one thing. Then
gaps start appearing in the personality you've given them
until you must admit to yourself that once again you've
hoped for too much, that once again you're mistaken.

“I do that anyway. So—even though I liked Sandra more
than a little the first time I saw her I practised caution and
patience. For her sake. For my own sake. For our sakes.
I wanted to be sure.”
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However, when the gaps didn’t appear in the personality
Gary found Sandra, when every day she proved even more
companionable, when every week she seemed even more
lovely, well . . . he went out and bought a ring, a darn beau-
tiful ring. Sandra wears it proudly.

Secondly, Gary wants marriage for a good, practical
reason.

“Marriage,” he says, “helps you keep your perspective.
And if you're working in pictures anything that will do
this for you is fine. Marriage gives you roots, responsi-
bilities. They’re both excellent things to have.”

And, let me add, they’re both things that Gary wouldn’t
have thanked anybody for several years ago. As I said
before, today he’s older and wiser. Even while he remains
very young. When you live as fully as he has lived, when
an equal zest for life interests you in many things, you
learn rapidly.

The women in Gary's life tell so very dramatically, so
very colorfully of the phases which he has undergone as an
individual. . . .

The Gary who loved Lupe and the Gary Lupe loved was
the boy who not too many years previously, about to leave
Montana for a school in England, had flung himself upon
the ground and dug his hands into the earth that he might
make a wish. For there was in that country an Indian
legend to the effect that you could have whatever you
wished if you could get close enough to the earth, close
enough to Nature. And Gary wished that he might soon
return.

Lupe then was even more unrestrained and tempestuous
than she is today. She was the child of an opera singer and

Gary Cooper
talks about
his
Marriage

an officer in Mexico’s insurrectionist army.
She had no diplomacy or guile. She treated
the moguls of the studios with far less con-
sideration than she showed those who, in
turn, worked for her. Suddenly overcome
with her adoration for Gary in public she
would push back her chair, run to him, and
rumple his hair with her brown, childish
hands. While he accepted her impulsive
demonstration with indulgence . . . and a
secret delight.

Their love was as wild and riotous as
waves rising at sea before a storm, as wind
travelling across the mountains. To have
seen them together in those days is to re-
member them.

Hollywood still likes to tell about the
huge eagle Gary gave Lupe one Christmas
when everybody expected him to give her
rubies or diamonds. And Hollywood lowers
its voice, a little awed, when it goes on to
tell how no one in the Velez menage, except Lupe, even
dared slip pans of water or food under the bars of that
eagle’s cage, it was such a vicious bird. And how Lupe,
knowing no fear at all, always confident the bird “Garree”
had sent her would do her no harm, used to laugh with
delight because she could reach between the bars with
perfect safety.

There are those who feel Gary’s mother was responsible
for the break-up, for him and Lupe not marrying. They
flatter Mrs. Cooper in my opinion. I doubt that any outside
force could have influenced either of them at the time. I
have good reason to know that they themselves realized that
the emotion they shared was not the patient love that goes
with marriage, the business of building a home, and the
responsibility of having children. They were wise in their
love. They accepted the thing they shared as part of their
youth, as something they must not attempt to cram down
into any set, conventional pattern. And they didn’t have too
much time for the future in any event. The very day, the
very hour they were living together they found enough.

With all due respect to Johnny Weissmuller, with all due
respect to Sandra Shaw, I doubt either Lupe or Gary ever
again will experience an emotion equal to that which they
knew together, an emotion as exciting, or as disturbing, or
as beautiful. Such an emotion doesn’t come more than once,
and too seldom even once. . . .

When Gary and Lupe split and he went traipsing off to
Africa to hunt big game he was ill and underweight. On
his way, however, he stopped off to become well acquainted
with London and European drawing-rooms. Can’t you
imagine the stir he caused over (Continued on page 72)
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TATTOO
YOUR LIPS

..and select your
proper color by
actual test on
your own skin

TarToo . . . is the
new, entirely pasteless lip
color that keeps lips evenly
and excitingly red, invit-
ingly smooth and seduc-
tively soft from dinner at
eight 'till morn. And-you
can buy it by actual test,
instead of by guess! In fact,
the better cosmetic coun-
ters everywhere feature the
Tarroo COLOR SELECTOR,
illustrated above, and in-
vite you to try all four
shades of TATTOO onyour
own skin. Just apply it
to your wrist as you
would toyourlips. Put,
it on...let it set...rub
it off ... only the CoLor
stays! $1 everywhere.
® No. 1 is an exciting orangish pink cast. Rather light,

Ravishing on blondes and titian blondes. It is called
*'CORAL."
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®No. 2 is an exotic, new shade, brilliant, yet trans-
parent. Somehow we just cannot find, the right words

to describe it. It is called ““EXOTIC."

@ No.3isamedium shade. A true, rich, blood color thatwill
TURAL.”

bean asset to any brunette. It'is called "NA' %

® No. 4 is of the type that changes color when applied to
the lips. Gives an unusually transparent richness and

a depth of warm color that is truly amazing. It is
called “PAST]&,."
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TATTOO

THE New Cransparent coLor
FOR SHAPELY LIPS
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MOVIE MIRROR

(Continued from page 70)

Marion Nixon and Eddie Hillman can't
avoid each other unless they never leave
their homes. Lew Ayres and Lola Lane
have met innumerable times. The first
Mrs. Clark Gable writes fan magazine ar-
ticles occasionally about her ex-husband.
They're very friendly articles, but I've often
wondered what Clark thinks about them.
As time goes on Hollywood hostesses
have figured out a little formula for par-
ties. Immediately after the divorce it is
wise to invite only one of the injured
parties. When the wife marries again
it is reasonably safe to invite the ex-hus-
band, too. When both remarry there's
really very little to worry about. It’s all
just one big happy family. Sometimes, the
new wives and husbands don’t feel exactly

that way about it. The first Mrs. Glutz is
séldom passionately devoted to the second
Mrs. Glutz. It's a rare case when Constance
Talmadge Netcher gives a bon voyage party
for the first Mrs. Netcher.

I knew an even better one than that,
however, and it happened a few years ago
in Los Angeles. Willard Mack, the cur-
rent Mrs. Mack and an ex-Mrs. Mack
all appeared in the same stage play. Sit-
ting in an orchestra seat was Pauline
Frederick, and in a stage box was Mar-
jorie Rambeau. They, too, had been Mrs.
Mack at one time and another. That is
the only occasion I know where one man
has had four wives under one roof. But
if these Hollywood divorces and mar-
riages keep on, who can tell?

Gary Talks About His Marriage

(Continued from page 9)

there .. . in his way . . . in his quiet,
noncommittal ‘Montanian way ?

There were several European ladies,
social stars - in continental circles, who
sighed deeply when he sailed away.

In California the Countess di Frasso
and Gary were to continue the friend-
ship begun in her palace in Rome. Through
Gary the Countess, formerly Dorothy
Taylor, and an American heiress, became
one of a select motion picture group, a
good friend of Mary Pickford’s, and a
frequent house guest at Pickfair.

ERTAINLY between no two women

could there be a greater difference than
there is between Dorothy Frasso and Lupe
Velez. The former is a cosmopolite, at
home in the most famous and select Euro-
pean salons. A little raw in the begin-
ning, it was natural that Gary should not
seek anyone likely to remind him of Lupe.
So on his rebound he found this woman
who could introduce him to many new
things, to a different life, and leave him
little time to regret what had passed.

Gary, it is entirely reasonable to believe,
had had enough of youthful and physical
loveliness. Gary was intrigued and at-
tracted by other things. Countess di Frasso
could introduce him to the world of sports
and fashion, of books, of art, of music, a
world which has its own fascination, its
own charm.

And now the pendulum has swung back
somewhat, righted itself, found a happy
balance. Now there is Sandra. . . .

Were ‘you to see Sandra, you'd agree
that she has some of the attraction of
Lupe and much of the charm of Dorothy

Frasso. She’s young and lovely. Tall
and slim. With flashing eyes and star-
tling white teeth. Born and brought up
in better than comfortable circumstances
in New York, she is sophisticated with-
out being hard. A dinner party for eight
or twelve, as the case might be, will
not throw her into a case of dithers. Be-
sides handling a gun expertly herself, she’s
not likely to fly into a tantrum or go faint
during a hunting expedition.

“She didn’t like it much,” says Gary,
referring to Sandra’s reaction to screen
work. And he says this with obvious mas-
culine satisfaction. Because it's Gary’s
very definite opinion that one career is
quite enough for any family.

“Two. people, both working in the stu-
dios . . . ” his voice implying both hands
held up in horror “ . . . you can’t swing
that without a lot of luck on your side.

“Then, too, . . . not that there aren’t
dozens of charming, delightful girls in
pictures, mind you . . . but, well, having a
career to look after naturally makes a girl
more aggressive and more ambitious. I'm
glad Sandra decided against pictures.

“We're fortunate, I think, Sandra and
I. We like the same things. We want the
same things. It isn’t likely we’ll face a
day when we’ll suddenly discover we've
become strangers, when she’ll want to go
one way, do one thing, and T'll want to
go another way, do something else. .

“Between pictures, when I'm able to fly
to New York for a few weeks or go off
on a hunting trip, well, Sandra’ll be free
to come with me. That’s the way I figure
marriage . . . you know, two people going
along, working it out . . . together.”
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