[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]


image1.jpeg
S Shreas,
i lie Gyt th loea
s s Wb i
Do, Rammor cuen had
T eniased, A, war
Randic swrpried

byt

I “Gary Cooper wonders
how e s with Lope
Aol monthe aihs
el ekl el
e 100 18 o read his
sites. Tulpe s Frgoten
e e wrore her” sher
ey pareed i she's v
{esions of the Counisss he.
et

Is Lupe Velez Still in Love
with Gary Cooper?

Volcanic Lupe has been keeping everybody guessing—for there has been one

romance rumor after another trailing her, ever since they parted. But she relesses

some pent-up emotions in this story—and tells how she feels toward the men in her

life, especially her Geree!

BY MARGARET REID

HAT has happened to Lupe Velez since her
break with Gary Cooper? What s there to
these rumors of a romance with a prominent

flm executive —with John Gilbert—with

Randolph Scott, 2 newcomer at Paramount who looks

like he Garee? Not a thing, vows Lupe. Moreover, she

adds, talking of Gary, “Never again shall I loff anyone
mich. 1 loff him as lon as 1 live,

1c sl came out when | asked her, “What about the
fuie, Lupe? What do you want of it2”

She wat in bed—a huge bed, really two beds made
cogether. The question made her sit up straight

T don't think sbout the furure,” she crcd defiantly.
think about it. | take every bit of fun,” she

enched her hands greedily, “every bit o happincss and
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ovg by an automobiler”
o o W e daw? Hove 3 a2
Lupe flune her arms up- Taughed aloud: - Me? No. .
L am ot the type. To 0o thats you plan shead. 1 wonfs:
T Tree—thats wht 1 wan. That's why I broke with
e paused, struck by 2 houghe, Herexes grew intense,
anarsAnd 1050 breuk vty him. | read Shese sories——
hous how his fomily made i Iesve me.. Nobody could
fave made Gary Jeave me, 11et g
The ride o the Lacin woman. whise scatus in smours
(Coninsed m po 69





image2.jpeg
is_of paramount importance, flared up.
“Nobody can dare say Gary left me. [ did
it myself. Look! I prove to you!"

Had to Find Gary’s Letters
EEDLESS of protest, she hurled the
covers back and leapt out of bed. In
bare feet, filmy lace nightgown feebly abet-
ted by a short, scarlet satin jacket over her
shoulders, she rushed to a tall cabinet. *‘I
prove to you!" she reiterated, pulling open
drawers, tumbling lingerie out onto the
floor.

“My God!" she screamed suddenly.
“Where are they? \Where are my letters?"'
She raised her voice, importuning alternate-
ly in English and Spanish. From every
direction, excited figures came running. Her
mother, moaning and chattering; a house-
maid, eyes wild; a cook, exclaiming, " Well,
where could yon have put them, baby?":
the butler, expressing gentlemanly concern
from the door.

“Where are my letters?" cried Lupe.
And rushed from cabinet to closet, to dresser,
to desk, pulling out drawers, dumping their
contents on the floor. ller hair careened
about her face. The other women ran
futilely after her. ally, after a mighty
dive into her dressing table, Lupe rose
triumphant.

“I've got them!" she cried, her terrible
furies vanishing in the gentle, happy smile
she turned on the room.

*‘She’s got them,” the cry went over the
house. "She’s got them'" ~it was repeated
throughout all the rooms. Abruptly the
pandemonium subsided. Like an operetta
chorus when the number is finished, the
others receded from the room and Lupe,
clutching a huge pile of letters tied in a rib-
bon, clambered back into bed. She hesi-
tated a moment, as if in the exciteiient she
had momentarily forgotten the purposc.
Then, recollecting, drew out a letter.

What Gary Wrote—After Break

“JOOK," she said. “Read that.” Re-
monstrances were of no avail. She
thrust the letter under my eves, pointed to
certain lines and read them aloud. *'lLook.
Look at this. And this,” reading passages
ol letters written from Europe, heart-
breaking and embarrassing for alien eyes to
look upon. Yes, it was obvious that Gary—
when these were written, which was after
the break—still loved Lupe and hoped she
would marry him. From all over Europe
had come these wistful, pleading letters—
he “prayed that next time he saw Rome,
his little Lupe would be with him; that he
could bring her to Paris as his bride; that
they might honeymoon peacefully through
southern France i
“You see now. He loves me. And 1 loff
him. Never again shall I loff anyone so
much. [ loff him as long as | live. i ever
he needed me in any way, 1'd go to him. 1f
he were broke, I'd sell my house, even my
jewelry, to help him. If he were seeck, I'd
go to him if it meant walking for miles
through storms.

*“We had troubles, yes." Her eyes snap-
ped with anger. ''It make me so mad to
sec him have to work so hard. It make me
furious. Poor sweet boy!

“And now guess what!" she exclaimed,
giving vent to the inevitable little demons
of jealousy present in any feminine heart.
“Now Cary is going with a Countess. She
is crazy about him. She followed him back
to America, the first time he went abroad.
Ile is with her all the time. She is old. She
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is probably forty and her arms are like
this—"" Lupe gave a graphic illustration of
wonderfully fat arms sagging fleshily. * Well,
his mother will be pleased anyway, because
it is a Countess.”

She flung herself sideways on the bed,
her face doleful, speculating unhappily on
what might have come to pass, had Gary's
family considered her “good enough for
him."” Iler simple, honest little heart had
received a wound it would always carry.

Her Life Since Their Parting

ORE than eight months have passed

since Lupe broke with Gary. In the
succeeding interval, she has been pictured
as being gayer than ever, she has seen
Lurope, hersell, in company with John
Gilbert, and has been widely headlined as
about to marry Randolph Scott. Things
happen to Lupe.

n fact, so fast do things happen to Lupe
that she is several degrees beyond the re-
porter’s dream of “good copy.” By the
time a breathless interviewer has reached
his office and knocked out the Great \elez
Scoop, Lupe has alrcady forgotten her in-
tent of the moment. [t is impossible to
write “‘spot news'' about Lupe. When it
appears, it is just history.

The day I interviewed her, in her huge
bedroom —a room whose decorative schene
will still be futuristic many years from now

she happened to be ill, a rare experience
in Lupe’s life.

“1 had one of my spells. A sinking srell.
Suddenly, 1 feel all funy e—Ilike an air-
plane in ailspin, I guess. I didn't get
home till five this morning. Never have |
had so much fun! [ laugh—oh, how I
Jaugh. That is why [ am seeck now. I
laugh mysell seeck!"

jut she wanted to forget herself. What did
I want—cigarettes, another cushion, a stool
for my [eet, a little cogn “It's so cold
to-day. Have cognac, yes A maid re-
sponded to Lupe’s commands. From her
deep concern, it was evident that she was
convinced I would be fainting on the spot
if the girl didn't hurry. And then [ asked
her about Randolph Scott.

Swears Rumors Aren’t True

“T SWEAR to you—on the Bible and my
mother's life!—that it isnot so!" Thus
Lupe, her voice shaking with rage, indigna-
tion and her cold, denied any intention of
marrying Randolph Scott, who was a bit
startled by the rumors, himself,
Lupe's outhuest again brought her mother
—-a very stout woman with a broad, smiling
fa She joined Lupe in a shrill, excited
conversation in which both appeared to be
talking at once. Their gestures were large,
profoundly excited. Whenever there was,
accidentally, a pause, Lupe's mother re-
lapsed into what seemed a habitual attitude
—hands clasped on ample bosom, eyes
focused in passionate admiration and deep
amazement on this remarkable flower she
had produced and who had precipitated
her simple family into incredible luxury.
When Lupe explained that she was having
an interview, her mother cried out in com-
prehension and trotted from the room, her
wide, kindly face wreathed in polite smiles.
Lupeis now making ' The Broken Wing,”
with Melvyn Douglas at Paramount—her
first picture since her return from Europe,
and a picture, incidentally, that was once
scheduled for Gary Cooper. She had never
been to Europe before. IHow had she liked
it?
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As has lwen nationally headlined, Lupe
mide the return juurney in the con pany ol
John Gallert This detuite hint of . new
ematic romance made reporters happy for
several weeks.

“But at is wot ! She sat up in bl
*When [ am o lotf, | shout it from the
roof. You know thut. Juck is a wonderiul
man, So sweet. So cheerful We Liugh —
ah, how we laugh, Sure, we have a tlirca-
tion. [ut that 15 all.”

Iter eurnestness mountal, the actress in
her uncons inusly responding with pleasure
to the ocvason, “\Vhy, | have not seen
him in seven days. Sometimes he calls up
and says, “How s Miss Velez?” Sometiies
¥ call up and ~ay, *How i Mister Gilbere? '™

She was wradually constructing a case of
proof that she scarcely knew the man.
Pleased, she continued. " Look, | prove to
you! | prote to you how there is nothing
to the story.”

She snatched up the telephone and dialed
Gilbert's number, her simple, guileless heart
delighted with this triumph of subtlety.
“Hello,” she said briskly. “Could | speak
to Mr. Gilbere? llello dar—, hello Jack.
tlow are yvou?"

John Didn’t Get the Cue

B SFORE she could go on, Gilbert's voice,

inescapably audible, charged the ‘phone
with a stream of conversation sprinkled with
endearments, intimacics, Lupe’s jaw fell,
her eyes grew round with dismay. Her plan
had somehow gone awry—she didn’t quite
know why and her unaccustomed subtlety
had deserted her. She didn’t know what to
do. Finishing her call in confusion, she hung
up and Jooked at me in embarrassment.

“Well," she said weakly, " | didn’t expect
all that. I don’t ... " her voice trailed oif
to futility.

Desperately she cast about for something
to distract my attention, " Ever since |
come back from Europe, | am happier than
I have been in all my life! [ loif Californin.
b loif it truly. When [ went away, | am
miserible, Mr. Ziegfeld wuants me to go
into the Follies, but | am miserable in New
York, after the first few days—aw
my mother and my family. And it
there, | like to lic in the sun. | like o go to
sleep in the sun. Think! | have my family,
niy dear friends, my frecdom, my jewelry.
I have everything. llow could | be not
ha‘q-y!"

3y the time | Ieft, she was gay, excited,
voluble.

For Lupe, the last hour is forgotten, the
approaching hour without importance. This
moment is hers. She has her famity, her
freedom, her dear friends, her jewelry. She
is happy. And Gary will be back in'Holly-
wood in a few days—Dback from hi
trip up the Nile—within telephone
again.





