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Why Gar

Rural

Have you felt the fine sensitive-
ness in Gary Cooper’s recent act-

ing? Here's the inside story

By Julie Lang Hunt

And the fact that the “ Main Streeter”” of this yarn hap-

pens to be Gary Cooper and the big city happens to be

Hollywood in no way lessens the drama of a struggle the pur-

pose of which was to shake off the fancy ways of city folks and
return, quite firmly, to a rustic routine.

Of course, “‘small towners” are not a phenomenon in Holly-
wood. The success-strata of film society is fairly jammed with
stars whose origins can be traced to the Pumpkin Centers of
America. But Gary is the only member of this populous agrar-
ian group who has deliberately plucked the thorns of bogus
formalities from his daily routine and picked up the business
of living much as he left it in Helena, Montana, almost a decade
ago.

I’ll grant you that four years ago there really wasn’t an out-
ward sign to distinguish Gary from Hollywood’s restless throng
of sophisticates. At that time he was automatically getting
into a black tie or a white tie five nights out of seven, enter-
taining cleverly in his ever-changing bachelor diggings and
being entertained smartly in return.

Several of the community’s undeniable social leaders elected
themselves as supervisors and hostesses for his elaborate pay-
back dinner parties. And all this was quite as it should be, for
Gary was the town’s super-eligible bachelor, recently returned
from a lengthy interlude in New York, London and Rome,
where his social triumphs had been acknowledged even in the
frostiest circles.

About this time pictures of Gary, standing or sitting in the
center of laughing, exquisitely groomed groups began to hit the
society pages and Sunday rotogravure sections with amazing
regularity. It was the publication of these gay party photo-
graphs (the accepted and inevitable prelude to every Holly-
wood gathering) that finally caused Gary’s initial twinges of
doubt concerning the venerable custom of “doing as the Ro-
mans do.”

THIS is a story about a small town guy in a big city.

JUST the other day, when Gary was showing me the year-

around vegetable “patch” on the grounds of his new home,
he suddenly decided (between the string beans and the lettuce)
to explain some of those first vague yearnings of nostalgia for a
homespun formula. He said:

“T looked so silly to myself in those society column pictures,
always grinning down at somebody, who in turn was grinning
up at me. And then I never looked as if I were really having
a good time in spite of my grin.
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“And then, I never could get used to the idea of giving a
party or going to a party and seeing it reproduced during the
following week in practically every newspaper in the country.

“I suddenly realized that it wasn’t fun, it was downright
hard work lining up for half a dozen photographers ten or
fifteen times during an evening of so-called entertainment.
Somehow the whole setup didn’t seem normal to me.”

Now that one word, normal, came to haunt Gary. He be-
gan to harrass himself with a lot of philosophical questions
concerning it.

Was it NORMAL, he would ponder driving home through a
cheerless dawn, to find amusement in noisy rooms packed with
people you half knew? Was it NORMAL, never to get to bed
before three o’clock in the morning? Was it NORMAL to
need people milling around you and some place to go the mo-
ment a lull raised its frightening head? Was it NORMAL to
accept invitations to dull parties and then feel obliged to give
dull parties in return?
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And for some reason all this self catechism usually dissolved
into a medley of memories concerning a bulky, square brick
Fouse in Helena, Montana. And Gary would remember that
he had lived twenty-two years in that house, hemmed in by
trees and neighbors, without experiencing a single pang of
restless boredom. He recalled that when he lived in the brick
house he saw and spoke to the same people day after day and
year after year, but somehow that fact always seemed a com-
fortable and normal thing in retrospect.

Then he would try to remember what he used to do during
the lulls. But, strangely enough, there were no lulls. There
were too many chores to keep a man hopping, ashes to be car-
ried out from the furnace in winter, the lawn to be mowed in
summer and the inevitable dish-drying to make things easier
for his mother (maids were so darned hard to get and keep in
that ranch district).

What had they done with themselves for amusement during
those long snowtrapped winters? Well, the older folks traded
dinners and played whist, and the young folks danced to home-
made music and indulged in midnight spreads. And when
those impromptu feasts took place in the big brick house they

were prepared by the two Cooper boys, Arthur having a knack
for sandwiches and Gary displaying a positive genius for
panocha fudge.

There were winter hikes into the snow-packed mountains,
especially the one just before December twenty-fifth, when the
crowd pulled a huge sleigh up to the pine forests and cut down
their own Christmas trees. The whole day was spent out in
the soft snow and biting cold with a giant fire for warmth and
for a piping hot lunch as well. Somehow, Christmas never
manages to seem like Christmas to Gary, with a store-bought
tree.

In 1932 Gary made his first tangible effort to shake the city
dust from his soul by moving to a ranch some twenty-five
miles from Hollywood. He soon discovered, however, that big
town sophistry is something you can’t side-step by putting a
few extra miles between your house and the nearest night club.

In fact, film circles were experiencing a rather hysterical
back-to-the-soil fancy about this time, and Gary’s retreat was
immediately surrounded with ranches of the guesthouse,
swimming pool, outdoor bar, variety. Even lots of fresh air
and space couldn’t give Gary a benevolent feeling again for a
mid-afternoon cocktail par-
ty for two hundred guests.
Getting back to normal, he
learned, was going to take
more heroic measures than
merely running away.

AMAZINGLY enough,
the heroic measures ac-
tually came to pass follow-
ing Gary’s marriage to Ver-
onica Balfe, whose sophis-
ticated background is pep-
pered with such significant
addresses as Park Avenue,
Southampton and Newport.
And let it be said to her
everlasting credit that this
authentic New York debu-
tante championed and abet-
ted Gary’s gropings toward
a life that held both sub-
stance and simplicity.

So far the heroic meas-
ures encompass such defi-
ances as the completion and
occupation of a new home
without the customary cere-
mony of a housewarming
party, big or little. The
floor plan includes but a
single small guest room and
a dining room that accom-
modates but eight, thereby
eliminating the faintest pos-
sibility of large formal gath-
erings. Polite regrets are
sent to ninety-five percent
of the invitations to parties
(it’s too bad, of course, if
you hurt sensitive hostesses,
but your own life is more
important). Finally, there
was this unique couple’s de-
cision to consider their new
Bermuda cottage a lifelong
home, to do some solid liv-

Despite his British schooling, his Grinnell college education and
his ten years in Hollywood, the Montana cowboy has always
yearned for the simple life. Veronica from Park Avenue likes it too

ing in it, and to be tied
down, willingly and gladly,
[PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 112]
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by it’s numerous cares and obligations.

The net result is found in the quiet routine
of the Cooper household that duplicates in so
many ways the sturdy normalities of the big
red brick house in Helena.

The day starts promptly at eight o’clock be-
cause there are so many chores to do. After
breakfast Gary disappears in his machine shop,
installed in a space originally planned for a
playroom. With the aid of a highly profes-
sional electric sharpener he gets his gardening
tools ready for the daily battle with weeds and
devil grass. There is a gardener on the place
but both the Coopers have taken over the com-
plete responsibility of weeds and bugs in order
to keep their four acres of flowers, lawn and
vegetables in the garden prize-winning class.

At one o'clock there is time out for lunch
and then Gary returns to the machine shop to
tune up his carpenter’s tools, the current odd
job being additions to the dog kennel. Gary
is planning to raise Sealyham terriers.

At four o’clock the Coopers put down their
hoes and hammers, get into fresh shorts and
shirts and go hiking into the hills and poppy-
carpeted canyons near their home.

Now and then when the weather is especially
fine they play hookey. Bathing suits, lunch
and the current pair of Sealyham pups are

stowed into the car and off they drive fifty
miles up the coast to a certain secluded cove
on a strip of fine white beach. They swim,
build a big fire for warmth and a hot lunch,
sun themiselves thoroughly and swim again.
Folks drop in now and then for dinner and
a game of bridge, but the Cooper curfew never
varies from the established hour of eleven-

thirty.
“And this isn’t a health measure,” Gary as-
sured me, “you just can’t keep your eyes open

after fourteen hours of physical work and fresh
it

When Gary is working on a picture, Veronica
takes over the weed and bug battle single
handed, with some direction and assistance
from the master of the house when he returns
from work at night.

There are Saturday night movies, books,
backgammon and the Amateur Gardener’s
Planting Manual. There are Gary’s drawing
boards, sketching pencils, paints and brushes
in a little studio loft next to the machine shop.

Gary’s black tie and white tie are still freshly
pressed and ready for duty, but banished now
to his studio dressing room closet. There
doesn’t seem to be an available hook for them
at home, what with boots and dungarees,
sweaters and flannels taking up all the space.

Boos and

Bouquets
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WHY DO THEY?

Why do they waste Gene Raymond in
modern wise-cracking stories? They don’t
suit him any more than the role of a burlesque
queen would suit Garbo. His best picture to
date was “Zoo in Budapest.” Why can’t they
find him another story of that type? Or why
not plant his blonde beauty in a costume pic-
ture? He would make a perfect Ivanhoe, Sir
Galahad or General LaFayette.

Ruta KiNg, Cranford, N. J.

MIRIAM IS AFIRE

At last I understand that phrase “a bundle
of charm” . it’s Miriam Hopkins personi-
fied . . . and no bulky bundle either—rather
a nicely streamlined one. She is afire with
verve and energy. Even in graver moments,
she seems to be contemplating some new, ex-
hilarating move. There is a wealth of comedy
and drama in that one small person. Miriam
doesn’t need a glamorous background; she
furnishes the glamour.

MARGARET HAGEN, Roland, Towa

A COMER

A new star on the horizon! Young, boyish,
good looking, with attractive expressive eyes.
When he’s serious he melts your heart; when
he’s funny, you adore him. He is sincere and
eager—a comer if there ever was one—Ross

| Alexander.

Mgs. BEN JeENkiNs, Terre Haute, Ind.

WITHOUT FURTHER ADO

Without further ado, my personal nomina-
tion for the best acting this year goes to Gary
Cooper. In “Desire” and “Mr. Deeds Goes
to Town” he has stamped himself the most
natural actor on the screen. He has the ability
to make one feel himself in the person of Gary
Cooper. It’s not so much what he does, as the
way he does it that makes him so popular.
RoBERT KUDERER, Norwood, Ohio

AUSTRALIANS VS. AMERICANS

Both offshoots of the same parent stem,
Australians are very like Americans. This
notion is supported by a similarity of taste in
pictures and players. Generally, the pictures
Americans like, we like (though we have not
America’s mania for jazz, dancing, and crudely
sentimental songs; few of us can stand croon-
ers).

In general, again, Australians admire the
stars you admire. We have the same differ-
ences of opinion over Miss Garbo; she is either
wonderful or woeful. We do not tolerate male
conceit, cocksureness, and boasting so readily
as Americans, James Cagney and Pat O’Brien,
for instance, are less popular than Gary
Cooper and Ricardo Cortez.

American pictures are great workers for in-
ternational peace. And this is mo simple-
minded idea. Who would want to fight
against the nation that gave the world Charles
Chaplin, Margaret Sullavan, “The Thin
Man” and “Duck Soup”?

H. R. UnpErWOOD, South Australia





