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THE BIG EXCITEMENT IN GARY COOPER'S
LIFE IS BEING A FATHER. LIKE ALL DOTING
DADDIES HE'S MAKING THE MOST OF IT

T SEEMS screwy (doesn’t it?) to start a story about the
new baby in Gary Cooper’s life by talking about automo-
biles . .. ! But it can’t be helped. That's the way I've got
to start this story. Simply because this business about the
auto shows so pointedly and significantly what the baby's
arrival means to Gary. So—

You remember (don't you?) that next to his wife, Sandra
Shaw, (for whom his pet name's Rocky), the greatest pride
and joy of Gary Cooper’s life has been that huge, low-slung and
high-powered racing Deusenberg car of his. He used to tinker
with it by the hour, greasing himself from head to foot. He
used to take it out on long desert straightaways and see if he
couldn’t push the speedometer needle up over the 100-per mark,
to the infinite horror of Sam Goldwyn, who could only, too
poignantly, envision his $5,000,000 star going up in a $3.98
heap of junk. It was probably the fastest—and most danger-
ous—car in Hollywood.

But today it’s deserted, neglected, abandoned. If automobiles
can have broken hearts, then the bustedest heart in all California
must quiver feebly under the long hood of that Deusenberg in
Gary's garage. And if automobiles talk, then I can just hear
that racer, standing all forlorn and alone and neglected in the
garage behind the Cooper house, sobbing softly to itself ir. the
Tonely r:acl‘xei of the night: “Aw, Gary doesn’t love me any
more "

That's it. No longer does Coop ride the range in his fast,
open, neck-breaking Deusenberg. Instead, Gary today ride:
sedately and carefully to and from work at Mr. Goldwyn
movie factory in a new car that's solid and firm and un-racy,
with an all-steel body, and shatter-proof glass in the windshield
and windows, and an all-steel crash-proof turret top. That
the kind of bus Gary drives now, as [Continued on page
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behooves a new father with a baby to
think of.

And that, dear reader, is one of the most
significant items I could lay before you,
to give you the flavor of this yarn. For it
shows with what completeness, and what
high mtens:ty, Gary is discovering the in-
finite meanings and ramifications of this
new excitement that's entered his life. The
big racer used to be one of his greatest off-
stage obsessions. He was as excited over
it as a kid over the things under the Christ-
mas tree. But precisely like that kid, some-
thing new has come to Gary and the car is
a “has been.” Gary's greatest excitement
now is this absolutely, fascinatingly new ad-
venture into which Gary, adventure-lover
above everything, has suddenly fallen—
fatherhood.

R, precisely as you'd expect from the
high-hearted, colorful, what's-next-on-
life's-program sort of guy Gary is, that's
how he approaches fatherhood. Not as a
stupid, stolid, staid and dull sort of thing,
but as one of the grander thrills life can
offer to a man who wants and loves thrills.
And as such, Gary's making the most of
fatherhood, now that it’s his.

Those who have known Gary through
the period of his Hollywood stardom are
marveling at what the man's doing now
that Maria's arrived. Before the baby
came, there was betting on the boulevards
as to how Gary'd take it—that's Hollywood
all over; bet on anything at all, you know.
Some there were who insisted that Gary'd
just turn a stolid countenance on the whole
affair, and shrug it off with a shoulder-lift
and a grunt, as he does so many things in
life. Others offered to bet he'd go more
ga-ga than all the sob sisters in captivity,
when his own baby squalled its first hello
at him. Still others there were, however,
who knew their Gary pretty well. They
just sat back and waited, knowing darned
well that whatever he did, he'd throw the
full flavor of that inimitable Gary person-
ality into it—and that whatever it would be,
it'd be neither wooden-Indian stuff, nor goo.

And they saw a lot of things that have
given Hollywood chuckles and amusement
over Gary, as well as a few surprises. They
saw, for instance, that in one item, at least,
Gary ran true to basic fatherhood form.
No expectant papa was ever more jittery
than Coop was, during the hours he paced
the hospital corridors, waiting until the
nurse came out and lold him "it's a girl.”

PO —

They discovered, to their intense amuse-
ment, that Gary isn’t the dead-panned,
taciturn guy he's cracked up to be, when
there's really something to excite him, For
he's gotten really excited about the new ex-
perience in his crowded life—and in that
excitement, Gary’s as loquacious as you'd
want anybody to be. With the enthusiasm
that's bred of a new and great thrill, Gary's
willing and ready, for one time in his life,
to talk at the drop of a hat. In fact, you
don't even have to drop a hat. He'll talk
about the baby plenty—but NOT for pub-
lication.

ND out of one other angle, Hollywood
got chuckles: they discovered that no
person in the world could possibly have
been more embarrassed and fussed than
Gary was, when the gang at the studio be-
gan pulling “daddy” gags on him, the first
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day he showed for work in Marco Polo,
after the baby Maria arrived. The first gag
they pulled was to hail him as “papa” or
“daddy.” Of course that made Gary blush.
But that gag soon died of its own absurdity.
No man in Hollywood could be less the dot-
ing-papa type than Gary. Not even the most
determined ribbers could possibly 2o on call-
ing him “Papa Gary.” It just doesn't fit. So
they ve switched to other ribs—like sug-
gesting names for the baby, and that sort
of thing. Or giving him gag presents for
the baby—but maybe we'd better not go
into details on that. Hollywood ribbers
have a bit unpublishable sense of humor, at
times.

One development in Gary's mode of living
does stand out, however. That is that the
boys down at Jim Davis' harness shop, at
Cosmo and Selma streets, haven’t seen Gary
at all since the baby came!

Jim’s, you may remember, is the leather-
and-saddle-and-boot shop where all the real
cowboys in Hollywood gather. It's like the
water-hole, or the fence near the cook-shack,
back on the range. When they're done with
their day’s work, all the cowhands and range
riders that have drifted into Hollywood
to make some of this easy moom-pitcha
money, foregather at Jim Davis’ joint, be-
cause Jim's an old-timer, too. There they
sit and talk range-talk by the hour. There,
Hollywood caste and position are forgotten
—and Gary has always been just another
one of the gang, despite stardom. There,
hour after hour, day after day, when he
wasn't at the studio, Gary used to sprawl
and chin with fellow-cowhands, about
things that were as far removed from the
subjec’ of wimmen an’ kids as hell is from
heaven.

OR a long time the boys down at Jim's

have been wondering (ever since they
heard there was a baby due at Gary’s)
whether it'd make any change in the guy
they called “Coop.”
h, theyll prohably have “Coop” back
among them, sooner or later. But right now,
he's spending his spare time at home, and
the boys haven't seen him for weeks. When
he does come back, mos” likely he'll want to
chin about that kid o' his'n, they speculate.
But they don’t say it with rancor. They say
it with envy.

They'd have laughed to sec their hard-
boiled “Coop™ at the hospital, the night the
Baby arrived. The nurses in the maternity
division will giggle, from now on, every
time thev go to a movie and sce Gary being
cool and calm and imperturbable through
any and all screen situations. Because
they'll always remember the wild-eyed, jit-
tery, worried guy whose long, lanky legs
must have paced off a hundred miles in the
corridors. It was a break for Gary that he
wasn't all alone that night—Director Frank
Capra paced with him, for Capra’s wife was
there too, awaiting the stork. The Coopers’
came first—but not until Gary and Frank
had walked and jittered themselves pretty
close to a nervous and physical collapse.

The Hollywood chatterers have made
much of Gary’s ability to make a wisecrack
right there at the hospital. It seems that
when he first visited the maternity ward,
he saw the big sign:

‘NO CHILDREN ADMITTED

He looked at it quizzically, and then, be-

tween teeth that were chattering from
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nervousness, he japed: “Kinda difficult,
ain't it?”

The nurses laughed dutifully, and the
press-agents pointed out that that showed
how cool and self-possessed was Gary. But
the fact is that every daddy-to-be who en-
ters that ward inevitably makes the same
wisecrack, in a hey-hi-ho effort to show
how calm he is. And the nurses are sick
to death laughing at it , . .!

Rocky. feeling grand and proud, is home
now, with Baby Maria, in that low,
rambling house they live in, out Brentwood
way. They've had to add another room to
the house. Gary and Rocky are not os-
tentatious. There’s nothing “hollywood”
about them—so it wasn’t a big house with
a lot of extra rooms when they originally
built it. It was just a place for two. That's
why they had to add the nursery, now.
BUT—if you happen to hear or read that
they’ve built on one of those trick Holly-
wood nurseries—ith chromium-plated beds,
a dietary laboratory, a clinic, scales, kid-
naper alarms, germ-proofed bathrooms and
a million other hollywoodish gadgets and
whatnots, just skip it. It’s not the “holly-
wood nursery” you see in your nightmares.
It's just another bedroom, for Baby Maria
to live in,

S FOR that name. As this is written,
it's the only real name the Cooper in-
fant has. Hollywood calls it the baby’s
“working title.” “Working title” is what
they call the temporary title that's given
a movie before they've fixed on the name
it'll be released under. You see, hospital
records require that all babies be listed with
a name, and when the hospital asked Gary
and Rocky what their baby's was, they said
“call it Maria Vcronica until we choose a
final name for it.”” So “Maria Veronica”
it is on the records

~ Whether that name will sm:k is, at this
writing, a question. There's talk by the
Coopers that they may choose another name.
But days and days and days have already
gone by since that talk, and it's beginning
to look as though “Maria Veronica” will be
the final title for the Cooper production.
The “Maria” part of it has no significance
at all; it's merely a name that both Gary
and Rocky like: not the name of any loved
person. No—Gary’s mother's name is
Alice; his wife's mother's name is Veron-
ica. That's Rocky's real name, too—
Veronica Cooper. She was Veronica Balfe
before she married him: Sandra Shaw is
just her stage name; Rocky is her nick-
name. Veronica, too, is the baby’s middle
name. Maria Veronica Cooper.

At the studio, the boys who have been
kidding Gary are now trying to have him
call her “Garonica” because it'd be a com-
bination of Gary and Veronica.

GARY’S not at all averse to talking
about the baby. But he has made one
hard, firm rule. That is: the baby is not
to be publicized! Gary does not intend for
Baby Maria to be what so many other
Hollywood babies are—just a peg for the
press-agents to hang wordage on. And so
adamant, so hard-hoiled, is Gary about that
rule that Goldwyn's press-agents are dumb
as oysters if you even mention Gary’s baby
in their presence. A scared look comes over
their faces, their lips snap shut, and they act

[Continued on page 77]
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as though they'd never even heard of the
Coopers having a baby.

But all the time, Gary, down on the set
or in the Junch-room or around the lot will
talk gladly and happily about the baby—
just as long as he's sure you aren't going
1o print it. His attitude is worthy of re-
spect, and so there'll be no quotes here from
Gary's mouth about the baby.

Cary isn't being allowed to handle Baby
Maria an awful lot, much as he'd like to.
She may be his own daughter, but he's no
less the clumsy, awkward guy every new
father is—and 'babies ARE fragile. So
when he is allowed to hold it, you can be
sure that Rocky or the nurse are within
grabbing distance. And so Gary has to take
out his urge to do something about it with
his Tiands in other manners—

He alvays used to make little things
around the house, you know—a dart-game
for Rocky, for ‘instance; carved things.
Well, he finds little dolls just as easy to
carve as anything else. Too, he used to
have fun weaving Indian moccasins out of
leather scraps and strips he'd pick up at
Jim Davis'.  He has a houseful of leather
Scraps. He used to make moccasing for
Rocky, and bigger ones for himself, Right
now, hie's finding out that it's easier fo make

baby-sized moceasins, and he's getting a
Kick out of that. He's got a movie camera,
and he's a nut about candid-photography.
You can bet your last two bits that before.
2 month is past, Gary'll have a photo album
record and a 16-mm movie record of Maria
Veronica Cooper’s life-start.

(CURRENTLY, both, Gary and Rocky
are amazed at the flood of congratula-
tions and gits that have come to them since
the baby's arrival. ~Of course, Gary's al-
ways known he had fans. But the innda-
tion of presents that have arrived from all
over the world for his baby has astounded
him. Theres been things that have touched
him and Rocky deeply—things like a pair of
hand-knitted mittens from a litdle girl in
the midwest.

And by the way, I DID say that I
wouldn't quote Gary, didn't 12~ Well, T
malke one exception—because it is so char-
acteristic of the guy. A friend, who hadn't
seen the baby yer, hailed him on the lot the

other day. “Say, Coop,” he asked, during
the conversation, “is the baby pretty?”
“Pretty?” Gary crie ‘Say—the kid is

beautiful!” Then, witha sort of guilty grin,
he added: “—But, aw well, ALL kids are
beautiful.  Ain't they? Huh?"




