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Gary Cooper
(indicated by
arrow), his
brother Arthur,
and friends at
the swimming
hole near the
family ranch in
Montana

Gary at the age of
fifteen, At sixteen
he was managing
the Cooper ranch
as capably as a
grown man

- Boy, oh, boy! See
them there bulging
muscles! At eight-
een, Gary’s husky
physique ~ was  the
envy of his less stal-

Arthur Cooper and Gary (in-
wart schoolmates
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dicated by arrow) during their play days along
the Missouri river in Montana

An intimate friend reveals the

fascinating secrets of Gary

Cooper’s glamorous past and
present

By PATSY DuBUIS

AYBE it's just an old Castilian custom to sit
M around the fireside after dinner and talk about

the past. Or maybe I've just managed to get in
on a great deal of it because my closest friends are the
Coopers—Mother, Father and Gary—and they happen to
be the homey sort of folk who get a glow of pleasure out
of memories.

My special joy has always been the funny discrepancies
in the stories told by Mother and by Gary.” Mother likes
to think that Gary’s childhood was a model one. Gary
chuckles at her tales and reminds her what a small demon
he really was. They argue. And out of the arguments
and the ensuing agreements I've managed to get a true and
rather intimate knowledge of Gary's life.

Gary—a Thursday’s child—was born on the seventh of
May, 1901, at a quarter to one in the morning.

We find in the Baby Book that Mother kept for her

Father and Mother Cooper,
Gary, on the hobby horse;
and Arthur in front of the
house where they lived for ten.
years in Helena, Montana
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blondest child, “Baby made his first sound other than a
cry or a grunt on July 15, 1901. The sound was ‘aw-ah.’
On July 16 he increased his vocabulary to ‘beh’ and
‘ungah.” So far all uninterpreted.”

Then there is his first feeding from a spoon—his first
cold shower (at the age of three months, if you please)
and his first scolding. The latter came on his third-month
birthday when he cried for two hours with temper.
Mother doesn’t remember what she said to scold him, and
Gary doesn’t remember feeling particularly crushed
about it.

HEN he was eleven months old, Mother bundled

together diapers, thermometers, prepared milk, and
Gary and with her elder boy, Arthur, journeyed to Eng-
land. A visit to the paternal relatives.

After a year in England the three returned to Mon-
tana—Helena, in case you've never read that before.
There they found that Father had purchased a thousand-
acre cattle ranch about fifty miles up the Missouri river.
It was to be their summer home—and a good place for
the boys to work off energy.

Gary’s first real memories begin at this point. There
was the matter with the Dutch bob. Mother thinks Gary
looked adorable with his ear-length tresses and bangs.
Gary groans and wishes she didn’t have snapshots to
prove that he actually did look like that once.

He grew older and Mother was afraid he’d get drowned
swimming in the river. Gary says it’s a wonder he didn't
—but he had no idea that Mother was worried about it.

Nor did he realize that she was worried because his
only playmates during the summer were the little Indian
boys on the ranch. Arthur, you see, was eight years
older and much too superior and grown up to play with
“the baby.” So Gary had a swell time playing Indian
games and following their customs. But Mother says
that her hair probably started turning gray when she
would see Gary and his dusky playmates scaling the huge
rock, which is an historic Lewis and Clark landmark of
the ranch.

Then there’s the story of the flood. Mother and Edith
Blessing—her best friend and Gary’s schoolteacher—and
seven-year-old Gary were at the ranch one fine day when

[Please turn to page 66]
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Gary Cooper chuckles at tales of his
youth as told by his mother but

fondly recalls the days when she
helped him in hisstruggle for success

When Gary was a
sixteen-year-old high
school student he be-
came interested in
Indian lore. He
made this jacket
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clouds burst, rain poured and dams
broke. All of which resulted in one of

the biggest floods in Montana history.
The three were completely marooned
for a month. Mother says that Gary
took on his shoulders the responsibility
of being “boss” of the house. When the
waters finally had receded enough so
that dry land could be seen—it was Gary
who swam across the space and ran to
the next ranch to get the necessary aid.

I don’t think the Coopers liked the
ranch so much aiter the flood. Or
maybe it was the tradition in the Cooper
family that for two hundred years
Cooper boys had had part of their
schooling in Dunstable, Bedfordshire,
England. Anyway, when Gary was
eight, Mrs. Cooper and the two boys
went back to England.

There were three years of England.
It was much to Gary’s delight when
they returned to Helena.

Nothing momentous happened to Gary
until the war was declared and Arthur
enlisted. Arthur, you see, had been
managing the ranch. His absence left
the job to sixteen-year old Gary. His

first duty was the transporting of two
hundred head of cattle back to Michigan
where there was plenty of grass on the

range. The men with whom he trans-
acted the business in Michigan thought
he was Arthur, who was then barely
twenty-four. They wrote to Father and
congratulated him upon having such an
able and intelligent elder son. They
marveled that at twenty-four he could
do as good a job as the ranchers who
usually came with the cattle.

'VENTUALLY Gary got to high
school—the Wesleyan in Helena.
Mother says he didn't like it because

he was so much larger and older in
mind than the other children of his
age. Gary says he just didn't like it—
and anyway there were too many girls
and he was afraid of girls.

Mother states that she and Father
took Gary out of Wesleyan and sent
him to Bozeman High School because
they thought he would have a better
opportunity there. But Gary says he
was kicked out of Wesleyan after a
mild insurrection with the principal.
Unfortunately he doesn’t remember
what the argument was all about—and
it would have made such a good story!

So Gary went to Bozeman and be-
came, as far as any evidence I can glean,
a model student. Interested in Indian
lore and knowing a good deal of it, he
haunted the libraries gathering informa-
tion on beadwork and headdresses. He
beaded an entire jacket—quite cor-
rectly—and made himself a feather
headgear that would do credit to any
chieftain. These Mother still treasures
tenderly.

HERE'S an interesting story that,

so far as I know, has never been
told outside the Cooper circle of inti-
mates. During the summers Gary and
his chum, Wayne Blankenship, drove
tourist busses in Yellowstone Park. One
day two women fell over a three hun-
dred foot cliff and were killed. Vol-
unteers were called for to go over the
side on a rope and bring back the

bodies. Gary offered—and was twice
let down over the long drop. He won’t
talk of the incident now. “Somebody

had to do it,” he says simply.

Back in Bozeman his ability in public
speaking began to ripen. Now I can’t
imagine Gary as a public speaker—but
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there’s every evidence to prove that he
not only was judged the best declamer
at Bozeman, but won one of the first
places in the state declamation contest!

He graduated. And for two years at-
tended college at Grinnell, Iowa. He
wrote for the school paper—and drew
cartoons. His ambition was to be an
artist.

So with that high aim in mind Gary
journeyed to Los Angeles. Mother tells
that he was supposed to meet her in
San Diego on Thanksgiving Day, but
that he missed connections and lan-
guished alone in Los Angeles until she
arrived to rescue him two days later.

Gary says he messed the plans up
purposely because he thought he'd like
to be on his own resources just to see
what he’d do about it. Whatever the
truth is, when Mother arrived in Los
Angeles Gary had a job writing adver-
tising copy for an obscure but tangible
agency.

A few months later when the agency
became totally obscure and decidedly
not tangible—Gary was found painting
backdrops for a theatre.

There’s not much money in backdrops,
but Gary heard that the motion picture
studios gave a good day’s work on Sat-
urdays to anyone who could .ably ride
a horse. So for a while Gary ably rode
horses on Saturdays and doubled for
various western stars.

When Gary became so much in de-
mand for his riding that he could make
more money than the back dropping of-
fered, he definitely started a career in
pictures.

OU should hear Mother tell of those
two or three years when Gary was
first in Hollywood.

“I was his valet, his chauffeur and
his only feminine companion,” she
laughs. “T'd get up early in the morn-
ing, get his clothes ready for his day’s
work, and then after breakfast I'd drive
him to whatever lot he was called. We
had an old sedan that threatened to
break down at any moment. Once it
did and Gary had to walk three miles to
a garage to get a tow-car.”

They still laugh about the first time
Gary was called upon to wear a tuxedo.
It was in an independent picture, which
meant that Gary had to furnish his own.
When Mother took it out of the moth
balls the night before he was to use it,
they found that he had definitely out-
grown the trousers. The ends of them
hit him coyly above the ankle. What
to do about it! No costume companies
open that late—and none open early
enough in the morning for him to make
his eight o’clock call.

With the resourcefulness which only
the fondest mother could exhibit, Mrs.
Cooper found several yards of half-inch
black ribbon and glued it down the sides
of a pair of Gary’s plain black trousers!
And did they both pray the next day
that there would be no rain to mar the
pasted perfection of those pants!

Gary’s first real break came, of course,
when he was given the part of “Abe” in
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The Winning of Barbara Worth. Only
Gary didn’t know he had the part until
after he had played it! He thought he

was making a test for a part all the

time he was actually working in the
necessary scenes. The director wanted
him to think what he did, so that he'd
give his best efforts to the picture.

Gary and I have our friendly argu-
ments over things he does. And there’s
a lot of laughter in his eyes when we
do. That’s one of the pleasantest things
about Gary. He is utterly natural and
happily able to laugh at the crazy things
he has done—and the crazy things he
will probably continue to do

The Man They Fight For

[Continued from page 43]

wrinkled, and he stayed in Palm Springs.

Marion Davies wanted Leslie very
very badly. She threw caution to the
winds, as had all the others, and dangled
vast sums seductively before him.

She offered him $65,000 to play oppo-
site her in Peg O’ My Heart. When
Leslie demurred because he honestly
didn’t like the part, Marion upped the
offer another $10,000.

It is very profitable to be coy in
Hollywood. They love it. But he
wasn’t being coy. He didn’t want the
réle, although $75,000 is a lot of money
in these days.

HE Howards used to be very poor.

Leslie, like all adventurous and hope-
ful actors—young actors—hoped and
prayed for a great play which would
give him an opportunity to get on
Broadway.

In those days before the war, the suc-
cess and the wealth he has today weren't
even dreamed of. Now it is really get-
ting to be funny, and most bewildering.
In every good part that comes up for
casting, Leslie Howard is almost always
first choice, And if he no like, he no do.

Hollywood can’t be angry with Leslie,
because he is sincere in his refusal to
make pictures which he does not think
are adequate. And it takes plenty of sin-
cerity to turn down the staggering cash
offers they have waved at him so often.

Fox held up production for days, hop-

ing Leslie would make Pleasure Cruise.
The director brought all the influence
possible on Mrs. Howard, in a vain
hope that she might be able to entice her
husband to agree to play the part.

It didn’t work. Nothing did. Leslie
refused to make Pleasure Cruise at any
time, for anybody. Not his kind of meat
at all.

There are many exciting things in
store from this superlative actor—treats
for the future. The first news from this
amusing war zone is that Leslie and
Helen Hayes are to appear together in
one of Philip Barry’s plays—brand new
and fresh from the pen. Doesn’t that
sound grand? It happens as soon as
Leslie finishes making Berkeley Square
for Jesse Lasky.

“This,” says Leslie Howard, “is the
first time I have been really excited
about making a picture. I am truly de-
lighted to be able to make my favorite
play into a picture.” Right at home, he

feels.
There is a marvelous war story in the
offing, too, which Warner Brothers

bought from Sir Phillip Gibbs.

So we are to see him, in the sort of
role he himself picks. It is grand to
see an actor, acting the sort of thing he
likes, in pictures. They always extend
themselves to the limit for the part.

And when Leslie Howard exerts him-
self, the results are marvelous.

Odd Events in the Life of
Constance Bennett
52

She receives an average of
twenty letters a day propos-
ing marriage to her although
she is now happily married.

She made her first trip to
Europe when she was twenty-
two months old.

During her school days she
was captain of a girls’ basket-
ball team.

An unhappy love affair end-
ing in divorce drove her to
pictures as a means of for-
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