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one Cowboy

HEY tried to ride herd on Gary Cooper.
And they failed.
For more than a year and a half the Hollywood so-
cialites thought they had him thrown, tied—and branded
“society man.” Big chief on the colony’s stag line.

Then, quietly, gently, he slipped the ropes.

Maybe it was that accidental detour that did it. Gary was
driving his car, the “Yellow Peril,” and he turned off on the
wrong street, a funny little side street with devious twists, as
far removed from fashionable filmdom as a back alley. But
over one of the shops he spied a sign. The cut-out of a horse’s
head with the single word written across it— “Saddlery.”
Abruptly he pulled up the “Peril.”” It had been years since
Gary had seen such a place.

Inside, a lanky fellow two inches taller than himself was
stretching leather. You could fairly feel the tang of the wide
open ranges in that shop of Jeff Davis’. He had six teeth in his
head, did Jeff, and he was chewing a cigar. Now he looked up
and spat judiciously. “Hello, Gary. Sit yourself.”

No introductions needed. No effusive welcome. Just the
simple friendly manner of the West. And suddenly Gary was
at home.

He stayed two hours that first visit. Sometimes they didn’t
bother to talk. And an old dream of the Montana lad’s began
to take definite shape. The next day he was back. “I’ve been
thinking, Jeff, T ought to have a saddle.
I drew a design of one last night.”

‘What he didn’t tell the old cow-hand

By Frances Kellum

‘While Hollywood host-
esses moan, Gary and
Winnie, the mare, -are
allfortheopen. Henry,
the cook, is passing
Garya ‘‘handout’’

was that he’d been thinking that same thing since he was eight.
Never had had a saddle of his own. The one in his mind’s eye
was carved—so—and had silver studs along the pommel
quarter-strap.

“Where’s Coop hiding out these days?” ““What has become
of Gary?”

The Cocoanut Grove might have developed into a wilted
forest for all of him. The maiire d’hitel at the Vendome waited
in vain. There was no Cooper party to escort to a prominent
table. The gentleman from the plains had disappeared.

O one, you see, knew about that back street where he turned

in night after night. “How’sit going, Jeff? Think we ought
to slope it more here?”” There was a surprising look in his eyes.
The eager, anticipatory gleam of a twelve-year-old. He picked
up bits of leather. Began to work with them as he’d been
taught to do around long dead camp fires. While Jeff made the
saddle, Gary wove strips of soft leather through the thicker
pieces. Under those long intent fingers a case for his field
glasses evolved—and a watch case.

Something that had been stifled in him was released. It was
as if he had found the prairie again after protracted drawing-
room sessions.

And then, one blatantly brilliant afternoon, Jeff called him
at the studio. Gary is always the most tender conversationalist
over the telephone—he goes in for all
those nice, lingering vowel sounds like
“ha” and [ PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 105 ]
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Lone Cowboy

[ CONTINUED FROM PAGE 57 |

“oh.” And do the ladies love it! But when he
heard the nasal drawl, he uttered a sharp
“Mmm.” You knew things were happening.
They were. The saddle was finished.

It occurred to Mr. Cooper that he needed a
horse to go with it. ““I get a day off tomorrow,
don’t I?”” he demanded of Ernst Lubitsch, that
past master of the art of sparkling innuendo.
Lubitsch shrugged. “You do.”

'TARTLING to see all the sophistication

'Gary had assumed for “Design for ng”
drop from him like a cloak. The wicked,
worldly little devil in his eye had fled; the gay
banter was gone. He was a Westerner looking
for a horse.

“Here’s a thoroughbred Arab mount, Mr.
Cooper. He’s a beauty.” Gary nodded, and
drove on to another stable.

There he discovered what he wanted: a four-
year-old gray mare. Not a blue ribbon winner
perhaps, but . . . she was pretty similar to
that other gray mare he had had. The one he
had ridden at the ranch when he was a kid.
Do everything but talk, that horse. Knew his
footsteps a mile away and start whinnying.
She had broken loose and a train had caught
her. Gary found her an hour later, and had
been forced to shoot her to end her agony.

He didn’t say anything. Cooper wouldn’t.
He just sort of went off by himself. But
twenty years later he bought a horse that
looked as much like her as possible.

“She’s kinda used to the name of Winnie,”
the stableman remarked apologetically. “Bet-
ter keep callin’ her that.” Gary protested,
“That’s a terrible handle for a nag. Winnie!”
The mare gave an answering neigh and pawed
violently.  “Oh, well,” said Gary fecbly,

“maybe I’d better.”

That 1ftcmn0n he built a cor ral for her out
at the “place.” A six-acre “ranch” in the
vicinity of Van Nuys that’s as hard to locate
as a millionaire without a Wall Street grudge.

mesas—pleasant large house w g
swimming pool, and at night the deer come
down from the hills in back of it to drink.
The Beverly Hills mansion with all its elab-
orate trimmings that Gary took for a year was
merely a “prop” so far as he was concerned.

A lady, the wife of a friend of his, had prac-
tically saved his life over in Europe. He had a
debt to pay. He paid it in the only way he
thought  she’d enjoy—lavish entertainment.
And when it was over he moved to the “ranch.”

That corral looked lonely to Gary. So the
very next morning he bought a mate for
“Winnie.” Then he took Biff Grimes out to
pass official inspection.

Queer about Biff. He’s probably the home-
liest pit bull-dog that ever existed. Both ears
are chewed off and he’s scarred from nose to
tail. But he has a way of wheedling into your
affections and staying there. He and Gary got |
together rather dramatically.

It happened one night when Coop stopped at
a gas station on his way home. There was
plemy of traffic on the roadand a crazy dog was
staggering around in the middle of it. “That
fool pup is going to get killed in a minute,” he
told Jack Moss, his pal and manager, who was
on the seat beside him. The two of them got
out. Gary whistled. Seventy pounds of mud-
stained,
direction.
drunk.” There was no tag on him.
They put him in the car and headed for the
“ranch.”

ND now Biff runs it. Right from the start
Coop called him after the character he
played in “One Sunday Afternoon.” Dog and
master are a lot alike in a good many ways. Biff
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bloody pit bull lumbered in their |
“He's been in a fight. He's punch |
othing. |

doesn’t bark and Gary doesn’t talk. Not in the |

ordinary manner. But when they do give
utterance, it means something!

If you dropped in of a quiet evening you'd
hear a strange duet in progress, an obbligato
of short yelps accompanying a pleasant bari-
tone voice. What you might call close harmony
on “Bury Me On a Lone Prairic,” followed up
with some song like “Croonin’ Low.”

Yes, Biff takes his singing with Gary very
seriously. Almost as seriously as he does snake
hunting.

He wasn’t taught to do it. It’s just one of
those duties a fellow assumes when he takes
over a place like the “ranch.” He sniffed out a.
rattler the first day he was there. A number of
them were in the habit of rambling down from
those hills. They know better now. Biff calmly

It’s a love match! Lupe Velez and Johnny Weissmuller are here attending
the annual matches held at the Los Angeles Tennis Club, just before
their trip to Las Vegas, Nevada, where they obtained a marriage license
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grabs them by the throat, shakes them until
they're dead, and drops them in the incin-
crator. None of this show-off “look-what-I've-
done-for-you” stuff for Mr. Grimes. Another
little trait in which he resembles Mr. Cooper.
They’re capable of terrific devotion, those two,
but there’s no demonstration.

Frequently, along about four o’clock in the
morning, shadows emerge from the house. A
very tall, lean one stalked by, another of low
square proportions. Noiselessly they work their
way to the edge of the six acres where a chicken-
wire fence helps to keep out intruders. A
sudden glare from a flashlight on a dozen or
more coyotes tryingto get to thepool for water,
a wild scamper of fleet paws off into the dark-
ness, and an eager boy-like laugh: “Oh, you
here too, Biff? Grand sight to see those critters
run that way.” And later in the morning Mr.
Cooper will be putting that scene on paperwith
charcoal or pastel chalks.

SURPRISIXG, the boyishness that crops out
in this taciturn lad of the West. As when he
hikes up on the mesas in the rear of his “place’”
and stands for hours shooting milk bottles and
tin cans. Then shifts swiftly for a trick shot
ata bull’s eye.

The studio will be calling madly for him—
and he’ll be off on his bicycle talking to the
filling station boys down the road. And dressed
in his favorite togs. Not those impeccable Bond
Street clothes but an old pair of pants, the
beloved army shirt he stole from the wardrobe
department during the filming of “A Fare-
well to Arms,” and a decrepit hat that’s a cross
between the ten gallon variety and the regular
felt. You couldn’t buy that hat for any amount
of money. He wore it in “The Virginian” and
it has a sort of sentiment attached to it.

Gary’s like that. You couldn’t pry him loose
from those Indian vests and headdresses, for
example. Nor from that five year old automo-
bile known as the ““Yellow Peril.” A concern
offered him a $10,000 car, the last word in
motor_comfort, absolutely free if only he'd
drive it. Said Gary: “No thanks”—and he
went out and ordered a new $3,000body for the
“old boat.”

The truth is, in the midst of the most fan-
tastic success and fame possible for a man,
Coop has reverted to type. All the dreams he
had as a kid he’s fulfilling. All the things he’s
missed in this Hollywood hullabaloo, he is
finding gradually. Even to toothless old Henry.

A Chinese cook simply wasn’t compatible
with that prop mansion out Beverly way. But
can you imagine a ranch without one? So Coop
got Henry. He knows only one phrase,
“Eberyting okay?” Gary has to draw designs
of what he wants for dinner, but if you ever
tasted Henry’s seven minute bread you
wouldn’t mind using deaf and dumb language!

The one person lacking for “atmosphere”
was an Indian. And then Coop managed to
get him. He’s wooden, of course. And leans
against a saddle all day and night smoking an
eternal cigarette. Gary let out a whoop that
could be heard in Texarkana when his father
first saw the carved figure. For the old judge
had stopped in amazement: “Good Lord,
Gary, I thought Tamale Joe was dead!” He
was the Indian they’d had for thirty years up
in Montana.

AND Coop explained. Day after day as he
drove along Ventura Boulevard he had
seen a fellow sitting in the sun whittling a stick.
Gary and Jack Moss used to make bets as to
whether he’d moved or not every time they
passed. One time they pulled up—and dis-
covered he was of wood. A cowboy leaning
against the door, chuckled as they poked the
figure. “Can you make me one as natural as
that?” demanded Coop.

“Sure.”

Gary made a rough sketch and Tamale Joe
lived once more.

Cosmopolite?  Sophisticate? Not Gary
Cooper! He has broken those social shackles.
He is—and always will be—lone cowboy.
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It's Worse
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and new clothes to their children...
your boy and girl wondering why they
are passed by...not understanding
thatthe Blue Eagle can't help every one.

Long lists of needy families . . looking
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Christmas Dinners last year . . . 319,283
children made happy with gifts .

People don’t intend to be thoughtless . . .
they just forget . . . and Christmas passes.
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