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“] have been hungry,

dime on a loaf of bread.

which is of no import. I have spent my last
1 have had to stall landladies. But what
man with a taste for life hasn’t had the same experiences?”’

River, flowing down, majes
from the north, to meet the
Mississippi. Eagles soaring i

PART I

stars and clinical experiments, I should have definite rea-
sons for being what I am. I should have rules that im-

IAM somewhat at a loss in starting this story. By all the
and kept me from

pelled me to do what I have done,
committing murder or arson.

I should have a definite analysis of the thing that made me
Gary Cooper, motion picture actor, and kept me from being
Gary Cooper, cattleman.

And yet I can no more analyze the motives and jugglings of
Fate, than I can explain to you why the lone call of a coyote,
rippling through the breathless, dark silence of a canyon, gives
me an infinitely greater reaction than any honors Hollywood
could hand me. And what there is about the “whoo whoo” of
the hoot owl, asking his eternal question in a shadowing cotton-
wood tree, that strikes a vibrant chord, deep within me.” Those
are the things that must be answered first. They come before
all the fuss and flurry of the present. The ceaseless chattering
of “what is success and why?”

1 have always felt that I must be free. It was that primordial
urge that sent me clambering up where the eagles nested when
I was a child, when my brother and the neighbors’ kids con-

tented themselves with chasing rabbits, or the flat-tailed bea-

vers that dammed Andy’s creek before it joined the Missouri
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lofty sky, nesting in the ‘highest
of the mountains in back of the
house, screaming as they fled through space, were to
very spirit of freedom and defiance to the world. Even
Montana ranch that I loved I felt that I must not be fi
tied-down.

Perhaps it was that which kept me from going, evel
to New York City. I knew there was no freedom of
So I turned my face westW:

space and openness, there.
arrived in Los Angeles. That is where, paradoxically,’

tacted with a business that is more exacting, more Dbil
That is

than any other, the motion picture business.
those funny tricks that Fate plays on us.

despite national debts, cals
stock exchange flurries and hoof-and-mouth epi
twenty-seven years ago at Helena, Montana. ‘Whether
raining or snowing or whether the Montana sun was
brighter that day for sheer joy, I cannot tell you. But Ido
that on that eventful day my dad stayed home from
documents and Blackstone to amuse my little brother
who was six and even then taking an interest in mathes
later to designate his life work—Dby counting the salft
that were to form a valuable part of my infant wardrolX

As I have said, my father was a lawyer. Today
retired judge of the Supreme Court of Montana.
that have bridged that time have been crammed Wi

T any rate, I was born,
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work. He has speculated and lost. He has worked nights and
foiled days over briefs and documents, to make money to cover
the loss of a lead mine that failed to yield, or a gold mine that
was barren. My brother Arthur must have been a tremendous
wnsolation to him. Arthur became a business man, he is now
wnnected with the Federal Reserve in Helena. Now there was
swmething tangible, a job like that. Something to lay your
hands on and wrestle with. You could know how to plan your
life, like so many formal gardens; you knew each week, come
Tuesday, that a pay check would be given you.

I'l‘ wasn’t until I had played several good parts in films that
my family countenanced my adventure into pictures. Until
then, although not considered an out-and-out black sheep, I
gertainly was not a lamb of snowy hue, barging about the
country as I did.

T have been hungry, which is of no import. I have spent my
Jast dime on a loaf of bread. I have had to stall landladies and
turn collars and wash socks. I never have been reduced to
panhandling. One time a loaf of bread lasted four days, and

Gary, with his mother and father, Charles H. Cooper, a former judge in
Montana. ‘It wasn’t,” says Gary, ‘“‘until I played several good parts in
films that my family countenanced my adventure into pictures”

1 bought a whole roasted chicken on the fifth day’s extra work
check. But what man with a taste for life hasn’t had the same
experiences?

My father, himself, could well understand that. When he
Wi eventeen he left his snug home in Bedfordshire, in the
midlands of England, for the strangeness of America. But he
was not chasing a siren will o’ the wisp like pictures. He had a
profession. Ten years after he left England, Alice Brazier, of
distant French stock transplanted to Britain, followed him to
this country and they were married. Today after all these
years of married life I look to them as the supreme example
of wedded happiness.

It is not strange, then, that, despite my love of freedom, I
stood twice on the brink of matrimony, anxious to marry and
raise children, to have a home of my own.

But if I had married the girl to whom I was engaged in
Grinnell, Towa, where I was a student, and settled down to the
life of a reporter or cartoonist, there would still be that strange
desire tearing at me. I feel it now, in Hollywood. I would
feel it anywhere I went—to Thibet or Bengal. It is as real as
a pain, and as crucifying. Itgives
a sense of incompleteness. A vast
nostalgia.

Simply, it is the yearning for
the range, the feel of the land, the
soil. The million things that go
to make an outdoor existence.

To anyone who has not lived
in the West, on a ranch, it is hard
to communicate just what the
feel of it is, and the intensity. It
is more powerful than passion,
which can be appeased. Itis more
spiritual than passion, in that it is
a balm to the soul.

Nights, lying very quietly in
your bunk, you attune your ears
to every sound that the darkness
gives. [ CONTINUED ON PAGE 133 ]

A picture taken during
Gary’s stay in England.
Our hero is the small boy
in the Buster Brown col-
lar. His brother, Arthur,
is next to him. At the
right are two auntsand a
cousin
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The Big Boy Tells
His Story

[ CONTINUED FROM PAGE 65 ]

The faint mournful note of the loon, in the far
\distance. The round gurgle of Andy’s creek
asit parts to pass the huge boulder inits center.
The soft patter of the chipmunks as they
stealthily come to nuzzle at the door, in search
of food.  The coyotes, and the deep howl of a
wolf, tracking a lamed mountain lion.

Out in the corral the horses are neighing,
disturbed by a skulking coyote. You learn to
recognize your favorite mount’s whinny, over
all others. The cattle are stamping restlessly,
and lowing. You wriggle out of bed, climb into
pants and sweater, grab a rifle and speed out
to the corral.

Overhead a harvest moon is shining, and the
Missouri is gliding by, painted in silver. Al-
ready at the corral is Roy Smith, who always
packs a Luger, chews Durham and spits through
his teeth. No one knows where he came from.
No one asks. It would do no good anyway.
He is one of the cowboys. There are always
a few about the ranch, no matter how great a
drain on our purse.

A few shots are fired at a speck that is fast
disappearing into the hills. Roy goes back to
the bunkhouse, and I wander down to the ‘
river. In the cottonwoods, etched against the
moonlit sky, is a hoot owl. All is very quiet
now. The sky is set with stars. To a boy,
alone like this, it seems that God, himself, ]

might brush aside the canopy of the heavens
to look down and see how His world is pro-

gressing. It

T the edge of Andy’s creek, I pause, my

toes squirming among the cool, damp
grasses, then I throw myself onto the ground,
belly to the kind earth, arms stretched out, | i
utterly relaxed. The earth has its message of
" health and vitality that seeps through the pores. C
I roll over on my back. Perhaps I am the
Erotor of all this bliss, ‘Who knows? Surely, | T
at midnight, and all by myself, I am king of | §
the world. A Genghis Kahn of this one perfect
moment. Alexander and Napoleon an(‘f)gl' am-
erlane were puny midgets, rushing madly about
like frighteneds gnomes with their stunted
ideals.

Thoughts race on. What of the Indians who
once roamed over here? Threw themselves
flat on the cool grass, as I had done, slaked
their thirst in the icy water. Pitched their
tepees, perhaps, on this very spot. Lived and
loved and fought and died—and loved. What
was this mystery about women, anyway? |,
There were few women on our rahch—mother, | '
the school teacher, a few little girls who were
neighbors, a few slatternly women who cooked
and scrubbed and kept the bunkhouse clean.
But what was all this mystery of sex? Some-
day, when I was older, I would meet a girl and
ask her to marry me, and she would. I would
get a little house and then there would be
children. Perhaps I would be a lawyer, like
dad. But always I would return, return here
where the far horizons beckon.
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HIS night is mine. And the day that fol-

lows, and the high noon, sun baking the
earth, and the red and amber sunsets, staining
the skies, coloring the cliffs that rise in back of
the house, painting their slake sides in tawny
hues, then fading to layers of purple, like chif-
fon, or whatever you call that thin stuff a
woman wears.

It’s hard to explain this to a person who
hasn’t lived in the West, lived out in the open,
and sniffed the tangy mesquite and sage.

T was six when dad bought Sunnyside. Tt
was a ranch about sixty miles from Helena.
A thousand acres of rolling plain. At one
boundary was the Missouri River, shaped like
. a side-winder snake in a sort of “S,” in the
upper loop of which lay our ranch. The other

When yo
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extremity of Sunnyside was elevated by moun-
tains, not as high as the Tetons over in Wyom-
ing, that are something like twelve thousand
feet, but gentler, more friendly giants. In the
shadow of these was built our rambling ranch

If there was ever a more ironic
name for a place. It was called that because
it lay on the sunny side of the river. It
caused us more grief, sorrow and joy than
anything in the world. Dad bought it with
the idea of raising cattle on a large scale. It
was overgrown with lush grass. A cattleman’s
paradise.

WO weeks after we moved in, a dam broke

fifty miles upstream and the water swept
and heaved down, coming just to the dooryard
of our house. It was a miracle that we weren’t
carried along with it. The flood no sooner
abated, than it commenced to rain. It rained
for thirty-eight days. We thought of Noah and
retribution and a few other divine things and
decided we were being punished for unborn
sins.

The idea of building an Ark was suggested,
and vetoed. The mountains, towering over us,
offered a haven.

Those were the trying days, that, small as
I was, I remember. What a brave fellow my
mother was, eking out sufficient meals with
dwindling supplies, and how my father wal-
lowed through muck and gravel and mud and
water to get to the nearest town for potatoes
and flour and bacon.

When the clouds lifted and the rains ceased,
we discovered our fertile grazing land had a
three-foot covering of gravel and rock. Boul-
ders as big around as kegs were strewn over
what was recently ripe ground.

We had on our hands a thousand acre white
elephant, named Sunnyside.

Gradually, by sweating and slaving, part of
the ground w. vaged. We bought a few
milk cows. I went to a little log school on the
ranch and learned the necessary preliminary
studies.

Arthur went along, too. His slate was al-
ways neater than mine. His columns were
always added correctly. His handwriting
rounder, handsomer.

The way things were, we spent our winters

in Helena; our Springs, Summers and Falls at
the ranch.

When I was nine or ten, the whole family
went to England to visit my grandparents, and
1 was given a few years schooling at Dunstable
in Bedford.

1 didn’t like England, particularly, although
I did admire the extraordinary heroics of Eng-
lish history. I didn’t like the Eton collars and
the long trousers and short jacks and high hats
we were made to wear on Sundays. I didn't
like the close compactness of the tiny gardens,
tended for centuries, and the ultra-formal
parks. It weighed down on me, all the evis
dences of this country’s terrific age. I wanted
to feel the stark youth of America. I wanted
the noisy wind from the plains as it whistled
and tossed my hair.

My grandfather, on my father’s side, was
something of a nabob in Bedfordshire. His
little estate was next to the vast estate of the
Duke of Bedfordshire and Arthur and I used
to peep with disgust through our privet hedge
at the graveled paths and trimmed cypress of
His Lordship’s carefully tended ducal gardens.

And there was no hunting of the kind I
liked. We tried hunting once, on the Dukes
estate, and had the seats of our pants tanned
for poaching. There was no game in it. It was
nothing like chasing along for hours on a slim
little pony with the devil in him, and, any
minute, a chance to shoot a mountain lion or
coyote.

E went to London, and saw the theaters

and the puppet shows. But nothing
quenched my burning thirst for the sight ofa
cottonwood, of the rifle-like report of a beaver
slamming his flat tail against the water as he
hastily scuttled out of sight. <

In my early teens, returning from London
long since, and completing my grammar school
education in Helena, I was sent to Bozeman,
a nearby town, and smaller, to cram four years
of high schooling into two and a half.

It was during the period of the War and
every town, all over the states, was more of
less hysterical. Bozeman was no exception.
I got to running around in one of the school
sets. The boy who looked the most adultin
our crowd would buy a couple of quarts of
hard liquor and then we would start in to

One of Life’s Great Moments—when a boy buys his first motorcycle.

At the age of seventeen, Gary began to burn up the roads. During

his more restrained hours, he attended high school in Helena,
Montana
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ink it. There was nothing vicious about our
inking bouts. It was harder on our stomachs
nour morals. We thought we were a bunch
hell-raising, two-fisted guys. Everyone goes
ough that liberating period. And I, with
y freedom fetish, took it big.
But it wasn’t that which put an official halt
our activities -as much as the.fact that I
el in love. I'd hardly call it love, looking
k now. It was more or less a symbol of
y maturity. We danced, skated and drank
gether, the whole crowd. I don’t believe I
er saw the girl alone, except, perhaps, to
ort her to her home.

E school board heard of our little set’s es-
L capades and seized upon me to save, as a
rand from the burning. I was a boy from
nother town who needed protection and guid-
nce. I was warned against my sinful life, the
ges of Jim Crow and shapely ankles. The
il and T were separated, with long lectures,
fore we had even thought of a romance.
Nevertheless, it was a suggestion. I began
to contemplate the other sex with favor, all
e while turning, with the fervor equal to
t of a young ascetic, to my studies.

[Next month Gary Cooper will relate his ad-
wntures in reaching Hollywood. Be sure to
waich for the May issue of PHOTOPLAY.]




