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EX-COWBOY

ARY COOPER is a lean,

dark young man completely
surrounded by silenc

The longest speeches he

has ever made in his entire life

have been made before the studio

microphone. Nobody enjoys good talk more than

Gary, but he prefers to listen, his six-feet-some-

thing stretched out comf rtably and resting, if the

i on permits, somewhere on the middle of

spine.

If anybody knows what Gar,

I am unable to discover who it is

because when the dust blows a

really thinks of it all,
He thinks plenty,
y you will always

Gary Cooper and Carole Lombard,

photographed exclusively for The New

Movie Magazine

while they were on a recent yachting
trip off Santa Monica.

observe young Mr. Cooper on top
of the heap. But he goes about
Irving Lippman, it in a silent, unobtrusive sort of
way and is, therefore, extremely
dangerous.

In almost every detail of looks
and character, Gary Cooper is ¢ complete and living
reproduction of one of America’s greatest fiction
characte Owen Wister’s Virginian. 1 have never
been able to read the book, which I do about once a
year because it remains one of the ten best American
novels and by all odds the best western ever written,
since I met Gary without seeing him movin through
its pages.
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ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS’

dramatic story of

GARY COOPER

THERE is just one topic upon which Mr.
Cooper becomes talkative, in fact, volumi-
nously wordy. In fact, he will go on for ten or
fifteen minutes, which for Gary is something.
That topic is horses.

I found out about that in a peculiar way.

A certain young lady in Hollywood admired
Mr. Cooper very much. Most young ladies, in
Hollywood and elsewhere, seem to admire Mr.
Cooper. But, as you will see later in the story,
Gary usually goes his own silent way and makes
few moves in their direction. Anyhow, this
young lady wanted to meet him under proper
circumstances and as she was a good friend of
mine she suggested that I invite him to dinner
in her company. So I did.

I had known Gary practically from the day
Sam Goldwyn roped him off the range, during
the filming of “The Winning of Barbara Worth”
and brought him to Hollywood “for to be” a
movie actor. We had made a couple of pictures
together and I liked him, but we had never, as
far as I could remember, sat down alone to ex-
change views upon life.

The evening of the dinner party arrived and
with it Gary, who has really excellent manners
and, therefore, was on time. The rest of*the
guests keep Hollywood time—which means that
they were all from an hour to an hour and a half
late. (Which is one of the answers to the ser-
vant problem in Hollywood.) So Gary and I
sat down to talk. Or rather, for half an hour
I did a monologue to Mr. Cooper’s pleasant and
smiling attention.

\
NO one likes to talk any better than I do,

but after a while my throat began to
wear out and somehow or other I mentioned horses.
If I had thought of that earlier, all would have been
well. For Gary talked, delightfully, whimsically,
with humor and emotion, telling tales of horses
he had met, owned and ridden, until the others
came.

Then the well of speech dried up and he said noth-
ing further throughout the evening. (Nothing came
of the young lady’s meeting with him. She was very
beautiful and very popular and used to being pursued.
And with Gary, that doesn’t work. Because, as far
as he is concerned, he would continue the even tenor
of his way without feminine companionship to the end
of his days unless the lady, as sports writers say, did
all the leading. Once you get him roused, he is a
world-beater, so they tell me. But he is very, very
hard to get.) But just remember that when you want
him to talk to you, mention horses.

There has been in the last year a tremendous and
amazing change in Gary. And it is a proof of the
boy’s deep, inherent strength that the change has been
one, really, of development rather than alteration. In

Photographed exclusively for The New Movie Magazine by Irving Lippman

"There is just one topic upon which Mr. Cooper becomes talkative. In
fact, he will go on for ten or fifteen minutes, which, for Gary, is some-

thing. That topic is horses.”

fact, when you come to analyze it, it is growtl:l rather
than change, for none of the essentials of his char-
acter have become different in any way. :

The awkward, terribly shy, embarrassed boy, with
his dark charm and his painful reserve, has grown
into a man, who is still shy, charming and re-
served. But the awkwardness, the embarrassment
and the pain, which often used to be apparent, have
vanished. :

He doesn’t talk any more than he ever did, but his
silence is easy and graceful. He smiles oftener, and
without that hint of panic that used to make you
sorry for him. His clothes still have a careless air
upon his tall figure, but it is the studied carelessness
of Bond Street and the Prince of Wales, not the care-
lessness of the cowboy in his “store clothes.”

And you are more conscious now of his strength
than of his awkwardness, though that somehow en-
dearing awkwardness remains. And for all their shy-
ness, his eyes now have a thoughtful purpose and at
times an almost philosophical twinkle.

He has developed, he has (Please turn to page 97)

Hollywood’s famous authoress tells of her

years of friendship with the boy who hasn’t

changed—who has merely grown up
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been polished, he has learned drawing-
room manners and the ways of the
great world—but he has remained
Gary Cooper. That doesn’t, I assure
you, always happen in Hollywood.

HREE things are responsible for
the new Gary Cooper, I think,

His desperate illness a year and a
half ago, when he left Hollywood with-
out anyone knowing whether he would
return.

The companionship of Douglas Fair-
banks, who is his idol, and of that
really great lady, Mary Pickford.

And the deep friendship of a woman
who is internationally famous as a
hostess, a horsewoman and a traveler,
the Countess Dorothy Frasso, who be-
fore her marriage to an Italian noble-
man and diplomat was Dorothy Taylor
of New York, sister of Bertrand Taylor
and aunt of this season’s most beauti-
ful débutante.

When you have watched Hollywood
stars in their swift, skyrocketing flight
from obscurity to fame as many times
as I have, you seldom look upon them
just as they are today. Contrasting
pictures come into your mind and be-
side them stand the ghosts of their
yesterdays.

Often when I see Mary Pickford as
the gracious and delightful hostess,
exquisitely gowned, intellectually equal
to any company, I am aware of the
little Irish girl I first knew, trying so
hard to be grown up in her mother’s
clothes. Mary, like Gary, has kept the
best of herself. Or, in the case of Joan
Crawford, you see beside the affected,
pretentious, tiresome movie star of to-
day the honest, dynamic real girl of
% few years ago and wish she were

ack.

HAVE in my mind two contrasting

pictures of Gary Cooper that always
tickle me.

The first in his initial appearance
on a Paramount set.

The second at a recent dinner party
at Pickfair.

After he had made his first appear-
ance on the screen as a cowboy in
“Barbara Worth” he went over to
Paramount to play the lead in a pic-
ture I had helped to write, “Children
of Divorce.” The part was that of a
young polo player, a rich youth who
belonged to the most exclusive of New
York’s social sets. And the studio sent
him down to Eddie Schmidt, Holly-

wood’s tailor de luxe, to get his ward-
robe.

Never will I forget the first day in
dinner clothes. I may be wrong but
I'm pretty sure he’d never had on any
before. And he was frozen stiff. He
looked simply elegant. He looked the
part, just a hundred per cent., but he
could not move. Fortunately it was a
silent, so he didn’t have to speak, for in
that case the picture would never have
been shot. It took Frank Lloyd, who di-
rected it, and who has just made that
triumphant success “Cavalcade,” ex-
actly two days to get a scene of him
walking across a room and opening a
door.

Yet in spite of that, Frank wouldn’t
give up, because he knew the boy’s
outstanding personality and his un-
usual type of good looks would in-
evitably be successful if he could “get
going.”

No screen happening of recent years
delighted me as much as Gary’s truly
great performance as the young soldier
in “A Farewell to Arms.” Thinking
back to those early days, when so great
a director as Frank Lloyd wondered
desperately whether it was possible to
teach this big cowboy enough about
acting to get his looks and his person-
ality by on the screen, it is an achieve-
ment second to none the camera has
recorded. Playing opposite so great an
artist as Helen Hayes, he all but stole
the acting honors from her with his
power and sincerity.

NOT many people, even in his own

studio, knew how ill Gary Cooper
was when he left Hollywood almost
two years ago in a restless search for
rest and health. It was like Gary to
refuse to tell anyone. In fact, he didn’t
even admit it to himself any more
than he could help, he tried to go on
as he had always done. It wasn’t, in
his estimation, manly to be ill and he
ignored it as long as possible. A sea
trip, getting away from Hollywood, a
complete rest from work, would put
him on his feet again.

But they did not. And in Italy he
had a complete collapse which, except
for the woman who befriended him,
might easily have proved fatal.

Some of his friends wrote to the
Countess Frasso that Gary Cooper was
touring Italy and it would be nice for
her to look him up. She did, and
found him desperately ill, discouraged

(Please turn to page 98)
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ind terribly lonely. Just outside Rome
s the beautiful villa where she and her
husband live, one of the most famous
palaces in Italy, and there she took the
boy and slowly, with the aid of the
best doctors available, they nursed him
back to health.

His vision and his understanding
broadened with his contacts, and with
his opportunity to see the wealth of im-
mortal and unequalled art which re-
mains Italy’s great gift to the world.
He met the Crown Prince of Italy and
found him a delightful and simple
young man, with the most delightful
manners. He went, with a group of
ardent hunters, on a hunting trip into
Africa, where he slept beneath the stars
and shot lions and rode all day in the
healing air of the veldt. He came home
by way of London and was the guest
of Dorothy’s close friends, the Earl and
Countess of Port Arlington, leaders of
%h{e exclusive younger set in the British
sles.

IT was an amazing experience for a
young man whose existence had con-
sisted entirely of the great open spaces
of the West and Hollywood. It gave
him, inevitably, a wider understanding
and a new polish,

Besides that, he formed a deep and
lasting friendship with the Countess
herself. And Dorothy Frasso was dif-
ferent in every way from the women
he had known.

Because of his shyness and because
he loves masculine companionship, and
such pastimes as hunting and riding
and fishing better than anything else in
the world, Gary has never spent much
time seeking women.

His first Hollywood love affair, as
everyone knows, was with Clara Bow.
'he “It” girl waited, not for time nor
tide nor any man. And she admired
Gary from the first day they found
themselves playing in the same picture.«
He had only been in Hollywood a few
months then, and Clara, naturally,
swept him off his feet and into a hectic
and passionate romance. Clara, who
is in my opinion the most dynamic
personality we have ever had in pic-
tures, dramatizes everything  she
touches and she dramatized herself and
Gary until he didn’t know whether he
was on his head or his feet.

They parted in a blaze of some kind
and Gary, slightly burned, fought shy
of women until he met Evelyn Brent.
There isn’t any more regular girl in
Hollywood than Betty Brent, nor any
more happy marriage than hers to
Harry Edwards. But she was younger
then than she is now and nobody would
call her a placid sort of person. As it
happens, she isn’t much more talkative
than Gary himself but they seemed to
be happy enough, until one day Betty
walked off rather suddenly and mar-
ried Harry Edwards.

Then, like a whirlwind out of the
South, came Lupe.

NQW personally, I adore Lupe. She
is, without any exception, the most
amusing person I know. As natural
as a puppy, as frank as a parrot, and
entirely determined upon getting from
life exactly what Lupe wants. She is
beautiful and witty and shocking and
the best fun in the world, as everyone
who has spent anytime with her, knows.

The

Gary never had a chance. No man
living, under similar circumstances,
would have had a chance. Little as he
wanted to involve himself in another
love affair, he couldn’t resist Lupe. And
for a number of years she absorbed
him altogether. There can be no ques-
tion that they were madly in love. Too
much in love. They had no time for
the rest of the world and that is al-
ways a bad thing for young people.
And in the end it burned itself out,
as such things inevitably must, and it
very nearly burned Gary out along
with it.

SO in his young life, he had known
little or nothing of friendship with
women, and very little of women ex-
cept Hollywood motion picture ac-
tresses, who are swell but different.

In the Countess Frasso he found a
woman, older than himself a little, who
had traveled all over the world, lived
in many countries, been highly edu-
cated, and who knew life in practically
all its phases. A fascinating woman,
with a grand manner, amazing blue
eyes in a dark face, and beautiful
hands which were accustomed to wear
world-famous jewels. She knew every-
one of importance in Europe and
America, was joint master of hounds
with her husband, and knew nothing
about Hollywood except that it was a
place where they made pictures and
that Mary and Doug, who were her
friends, lived there.

You can see for yourself, I think,

just what such a friend meant to
Gary.
He had always been crazy about
Douglas Fairbanks. Like most men
in Hollywood he had a tremendous ad-
miration for his personality, his ath-
letic prowess and his joy of living. And
Douglas liked Gary and was very good
to him. Until finally Mary, who is one
of the sweetest people alive, took him
under her wing, too, and he began to
be one of the small and interesting and
select inner circle at Pickfair. Between
them, they greatly influenced Gary’s
whole life, as they have influenced so
much of Hollywood life and of motion-
picture progress. And when the Coun-
tess decided to visit Hollywood and be-
came Mary’s house guest for the Sum-
mer, Gary was a constant visitor. He
seems now almost as much a son of
Doug’s as Doug Jr. himself. Only of
course Doug and Doug Jr. seem more
like pals than father and son.

HUS the dark, silent cowboy has

become very much a man of the
world. But he is still silent.

Last year he had a serious battle
with Paramount. He said nothing. He
withdrew—into silence. They couldn’t
find him, and when they did he just
looked at them and said nothing. It
ended when instead of making him
play the dreadful rdle of Lieutenant
Pinkerton opposite Sylvia Sidney in
“Madame Butterfly,” they gave him the
boy opposite Helen Hayes in “A Fare-
well to Arms.”

He isn’t a bit like an actor—and
everybody likes him but nobody knows
him very well and unless I'm mistaken
nobody ever will.

Gary Coof)er is very much like the
cat Mr. Kipling wrote about—he walks
ll)‘y himself and all places are alike to

im.
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