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There are no pretenders to the throne of Gary Cooper. With his

genial smile that turns suddenly to a stern frown when the occa-

sion demands, he continues to reign supreme as the most popular
he-man among motion picture cowboys

lanky individual in dirty yellow bu’skin outfit, bronze
chest bared to the breezes, tattered yellow silk ker-
chief carelessly knotted about his neck, hove into view. But
no mere actor this, dressed up for Art and Fighting Caravans.

This is the Big Boy from Montana. Gary Cooper himself
—arrived to take me to lunch.

The incongruous thought flashed through my mind that
we’d cause a sensation if we were lunching at the Ritz. I
could imagine a snooty head waiter taking one look at this
tall, supple westerner, at the gun dangling so nonchalantly
from his belt, and promptly giving him any table he asked
for, regardless of whether it had a reserved card on it or not.

But, alas, we were headed for the studio commissary where
cowboys, synthetic or otherwise, cause no turning of heads.
We found a table for two. Gary picked up the menu, looked
longingly at a thick, juicy steak which had just gone by on
a tray, and then reluctantly ordered poached eggs on toast.
T couldn’t have been more surprised if he had spoken to the
waiter in French.

!. CLATTER of spurs preceded him. Then a long,
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Gary Cooper stepped out of his usual cowboy réle to become a

legionaire in Morocco, the picture which introduced Marlene

Dietrich to the American screen. Brilliant as this new star’s per-
formance was, Gary did much to help make her début a success

“That doesn’t sound like chow for a cowboy,” I com-
mented.

“It isn’t,” he replied, “but I don’t dare to eat a big
lunch.”

“You’re not worried about your figure, are you?”

He grinned. “No, it isn’t that. My figure could certainly
stand some extra calories. But if I eat a big lunch it makes
me sleepy and stupid. You can’t be that way when you have
lines to think of and business to concentrate on.”

A CONSIDERABLE silence followed, during which Gary
concentrated on the poached eggs. He’s difficult to talk
to. You ask him a question and he pauses before answering.
You wonder if he didn’t hear you or if he just doesn’t want
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Presentz'ng Gary Cooper, the demo-
cratic monarch among he-men, as
his Hollywood friends know him

The whimsical, tantalizing beauty
emphasized by Gary Cooper’s rough-hewn appearance in Morocco.

of Marlene Dietrich is strongly

This is Gary’s eighth picture this year and now he wants a rest

to answer. Then, slowly, he replies, seemingly weighing each
word before speaking. “He has no small talk. If you want
that kind of talk you do it yourself.

But, at the conclusion of an hour or so, when you piece
together the various things he has said, you realize that the
keynote of Gary Cooper’s nature, and the one thing which
he demands of life and people, is honesty.

For instance, in speaking of women, he said: “I like
women who know how to be honest—who say what they
mean and mean what they say. That’s what I like about
Lupe. She’s honest in everything that she does. The world
can like it or leave it, but she will not pose as something
which she is not just to make an impression. She is natural,
unaffected. Most women wear prop smiles and say ga-ga
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Gary Cooper did not climb to his enviable position as foremost of
all western stars by accident. He spent his youth on a ranch and
can rope a calf with every bit as much superb technique as he can
make love to a beautiful woman—and that is no small achievement
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things they don’t mean
of them.”

And then, in talking of pictures, he said: “I like stories
that are real. Where the characters behave like human beings
and not like puppets which some author has hatched out. I
like to watch Garbo on the screen. I particularly liked her
in Anna Christie. That was realism. Not very pretty, per-
haps, but it was like life. Then I saw Romance. It wasn’t
worth much as far as I was concerned. Even Garbo couldn’t
make you believe in that hooey. I admire Ruth Chatterton,
Her work is honest and sincere: I like Bill Powell, He’s real.
Makes you believe in the character he is playing.”

Our conversation progressed to books and again he ex-
pressed a preference for realism.

just because they think it’s expected

“BUT I never read any more,” he said frankly. “I can’t
just skim through a book to see what it is about. ]
have to read it slowly and laboriously to be able to enjoy it
I don’t have time for that, so I don’t read at all.”
[Please turn to page 96]





