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by Lawra Ellsworth Qitch

OU have to do something awfully radical in Holly-

wood these days to make the film colony sit up and

take notice. Four years ago Gary Cooper did it by

marrying the poised, sophisticated Sandra Shaw, mem-
ber of New York society’s “400,” in a swank but quiet cere-
mony at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel.

“Imagine it!” Hollywood exclaimed. “Gary, who was
brought up on a backwoods Montana ranch where they
think a Homburg is something you eat between bread . . .
Gary Cooper marrying such a girl. Why, they don’t even
speak the same language!”

They don’t? Well, they’ve managed to understand each
other pretty well in the last four years. You hear rumors
about this married couple and that married couple in movie-
dom being “on the verge,” “renovated,” et cetera, but nary
a word about the Gary Coopers. For a screen idol and a
prominent society gal they’ve achieved the Hollywood mira-
cle of not being gossiped about. They’ve lived as normally
as a movie star’s life has let them, and they’ve fulfilled most
of the traditions of conventional married life—even to hav-
ing a baby last September. Of course Gary really isn’t the
hick I have made him appear. He comes of a nice family;
had a whirl at school in England, and a college education.

But the Gary Coopers have not just been drifting along
with the tide. Oh, no. They have been readying a new
surprise for the film colony. Very quietly, because that is
the way they do things, they’ve been making plans. Impor-
tant plans for the future. They aren’t plans that Gary and

Sandra, Gary's wife, reminds you of softly lighted
drawing-rooms, Gardenia perfume, old French prints.
In Hollywood, Myrna Loy is one of her close friends.

Sandra went into a huddle about and thought it
might be cute to try out. These new plans, which
they have only just revealed, go way back—as far
back as May 7, 1901, when a boy child was born
to Charles M. and Alice H. Cooper on a Helena,
Montana, ranch. They named him “Frank.” He
was later to become the great Gary, idol of mil-
lions of film fans, but the pungent odor of sage-
brush, the rolling plains of his home State and
a great nostalgia to get back to it all was never to
leave him.

Even so—

Twelve years ago a tall, lanky young man sat
in a producer’s office in Hollywood. In his strong,
clean-cut features and shy reserve Samuel Gold-
wyn had seen the spark of a certain charm and
appeal which later was to mow women down like
a field of wheat.

The young man carefully studied a piece of pa-
per on a desk before him. It was a regulation
biographical list of questions which studios ask
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newcomers to answer, much as a doctor takes a
case history of a new patient. He extracted a
stubby pencil from the breast pocket of his suit
and began to fill in the blank spaces.

“Professional name—Gary Cooper,” he wrote.
“Real name—Frank J. Cooper.”

Then he went on to record in his tall, slanting
script that he had brown hair and blue eyes. He
weighed one hundred and eighty pounds and was
six feet two and one half inches tall. Among his
famous relatives was his father, who was Associate
Justice of the Supreme Court of Montana. His
education had included three years in England and
Grinnell College in Iowa. A smudge after that
showed he had misspelled Grinnell and had to
erase. X

His hobbies, the record continued, included
free-hand drawing, cartooning, and taxidermy.
Dumas was his favorite author, and his stage and
screen experience added up to one year, during
which he had played the male lead in a picture
called “Lightning Justice.” From that two-reel
Western he was jumping to the virile lead in “The
Winning of Barbara Worth.”

That was twelve years ago. The passing of
twelve years, in which he has achieved not only
fame and riches, but brilliant stardom, must have
taught Gary many things about ambition, about
himself, and what he wants from the rest of his
life.. For no longer does he see motion pictures
as the sum and substance of his existence. They
have been but a means to an end.
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"Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam," is
Gary's idea of living. For a long time now it has
been his dream to return to the great open spaces.

What, then, is his ambition now? What are his
plans for the future—those plans which, in his
usual tight-lipped fashion, he has kept pretty much
to himself as one does the things that are nearest
and dearest.

A man who has been Gary’s intimate friend and
associate, who knows him better than any one else
in Hollywood—better, I daresay, than Gary knows
himself, told me about them the other day.

When he closes the Hollywood chapter of his
life, Gary intends to establish his own vast cattle
ranch. There he will ride herd on bellowing cat-
tle in the free and easy life of the open range.
There he will smell the pungent smoke of the
branding iron and know the feverish excitement of
shipping his beasts to market. -There he will live
a life that is marked with hard physical activity
and mental peace.

So it will be ho! for the great open spaces when
he and Hollywood part. And I mean great open
spaces! One of those two-by-four ranch set-ups,
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such as dot the valley north of Hollywood and are
being developed with such eager enthusiasm by
many of the stars to-day, will never satisfy him.
The Cooper domain will stretch over some five to
ten thousand acres on which thousands of head of
cattle may graze.

I don’t believe Gary himself knows just where his
future ranch will be located. That is, the exact spot
on the map. But it probably will be somewhere
in his native Montana, or in (Continued on page 77)

This, folks, is the "Frank J. Cooper" of twelve years
ago, who left his father's Montana ranch to seek his
fortune in Hollywood via the application blank, above.




