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Gary, Lupe and Mark.
You can’t date up Lupe
without Gary

“Wild Mark” spends a

quiet evening at Lupe’s

Mexican menage

By

HIS campaign of mine to find out

how much it costs to step out with

the stars may come under. the

classification of social research, but
don't let anybody tell you it has anything to do with the
Camegie Foundation reports.

“You want to make date with me?
asked Lupe.

That was a direct question and fair enough, too.

Would Lupe, being Mexican, like to go to a bull fight? But,
mo, bulls aren’t allowed to squabble in Hollywood. Unfair
discrimination, says I. Everybody else can fight, why do
the poor little bulls have to go shrinking about? In Me:
it’s mighty different, but in Hollywood. a bull is just a cow’s
husband.

“Well, how would you like to start out with a Mexican
dinner, Lupe?”

¥ wouldn’t.”

“_and maybe go to a Mexican theater down in Sonora-
town?”

“T should say not. I tell you, you come out to my house
for dinner. I give you a nice dinner, and it be a better show
than any place in town. After that we decide what we do.”

You know that kind of date. “I'll come over and then we’ll
o something.”

What we do, eh?”

LEFT home with an open mind, not knowing whether we

would wind up at the Roosevelt or Ambassador for a little
friendly dancing, or at a Sunday School picnic. I had enough
money to amuse Lupe as long as she didn’t ask me to buy
the United Artists company.

When I leit her house I had more than I came with, or,
at least I should have had. Now that’s fair enough, but
Tl bet she’s sorry she ever brought up the subject of that
irick game of solitaire at five cents a card. It’s the first date
ever had where the girl friend owed me money after it wasover.

Marquis Busby

I had alwa

vs wondered who lived in the
most beautiful Mexican house in Beverly
Hills. Now I'll let you in on the secret.
Lupe lives there.

A colored butler ushered me into the hall.

“Who ees eet?” called Lupe, peering over the upstairs
balustrade. “Do you know Gar-ee? You talk to Gar-ee until
I come down.”

I don’t know for sure yet whether my date was with Lupe
or Gary Cooper. Gary was on hand when I got there, and
Gary was still on hand when I left at one A. M. Talk about
flag-pole sitters, and refueling aeroplanes in the air—Gary
and I should win some kind of endurance record, trying to
out-sit each other.

OW, understand, I'm very fond of Gary and I think he’s a

good scout and all that, but, oh, well, you know. Two’s
company, and so on. But Gary can shake an elegant Baccardi
cocktail, although I bet he never learned that in Montana.

“Come upstairs and see my room,” called Lupe.

You could hold the Yale-Harvard football game in that
room, and still have space for a golf tournament and tennis
match. Even the bed is eight feet square. Her room is
furnished in extreme modernistic s It’s a beautiful room
—for Lupe. I'd be afraid to sleep in it. I'd keep thinking
that the curtain would go up at eight forty-five evenings;
matinées Wednesday and Saturday.

Lupe is prouder of her home than anything else, unless it’s
Gary’s accomplishments. The house is new. As yet there is
nothing in the library but a stuffed owl that Gary shot in
Montana. But then, there is more than one library in Holly-
wood with nothing in it—not even a stuffed owl.

The butler began announcing dinner at eight o’clock. At
eight-thirty he was still announcing, although his voice was
getting weaker. Gary finally started the procession to the
dining room. Isatat the head of [ PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 135 ]
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there was nothing to be carved.

%ary was at the foot of the table, Lupe at my
right.

“ don’t like those dam’ big chairs,” said
Lupe. “They’re uncomfortable.”

The food was excellent and substantial, and
served perfectly.

Fruit cocktail, soup, chicken, lima beans,
chocolate pudding  with whipped cream,
cookies and coffee.

We topped off with a round of creme de
menthe liqueur.

. “Tsn’t this nicer than going out?” beamed

upe.
“Yes,” smiled T at Lupe, glaring at Gary
out of my other eye.

the table in the host’s chair. Darned lucky A

«7 RATHER stay home,” continued Lupe,

“and do what I dam’ please. I have to
pose when I go out. I have to be a lady. Here
T can sing and dance and have a good time. 1
get free tickets to shows. Idon’tgo. Ihaven't
been to Mayfair in a year. If I go out with | =
Gar-ee, people say I do it for publicity. We
are just friends, ‘wonderful friends. We are
not engaged.”

Darned good friends, sez I, when Lupe
can’t see another fellow without Gary play- V
ing guard for the home team.

Before we left the table Lupe went into her
imitations of La Goudal, La Swanson and La
Del Rio. Lupe is as pleased as a child with
a red wagon to be told that she looks like
Swanson.

After dinner we all had a romp with the
dogs in the garden. Did you ever romp with
dogs in the garden? I hadn’t had so much fun
since the Civil War.

The Velez menagerie is varied and numerous.
There are two Chihuahuas, the kind with hair;
a Persian cat, a canary, & Great Dane, and
one of those English bull pups with a pushed-
in face and adenoids.

The bull pup belongs to Gary, but he knows
his way around the Velez garden. He has
to be fished out of the swimming pool at
regular intervals. 1

“The bull is a born comedian.

Being built so close to the ground he always
Jooks as if he were sitting down. He amused
us for half an hour by trying to catch the rays
of a flashlight. |

«T,0-00k at that dam’ dog,” screamed Lupe.
«Tsn't he sill-ee. I hate him.” And because
she hated him so much she held him on her
lap.

Lupe also says she hates Packards, but then
she doesn’t seem to be in any acute agony
when riding in Gary’s big tan touring car.
Lupe has two cars, a white Cadillac and the
town car.

«T used to long for a Rolls-Royce more than
anything in the world,” she said. “ Now I
don't care. I spend all my money on my
house and on diamonds. I love jewelry. It
jsn’t extravagant, either. You can’t sell cars,
but you know you can hock diamonds for
ninety per cent of their value.”

1 didn’t know, since I've never had any to
hock.

LOOP-THE-LUPE has just bought two dia-
mond bracelets, It’s her ambition to have
seven.

Another ambition is to have $300,000.

“Why do stars keep on working after they
have enough money?” she asked. “If T had
$300,000 I would go to Paris and buy all the
gowns and furs. For five years I would live
like hell. After that T don’t care what happens
to me. Five good years. What more you
want, eh?”

‘When
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After returning to the living room, Lupe
gave a guitar selection, did a number on the
piano, and turned “Piccolo Pete” on the
phonograph, as loud as it could be played.

“Nice and loud,” she called, “just like an
orchestra.”

“Yes, it’s loud enough,” said Gary, wincing.

SHE played her own Victor recording of the
theme song in “Lady of the Pavements.”

“You know,” she explained, “I'd just had
my tonsils out before I made that record.”

Well, tonsils or no tonsils, it’s a good record.

Her voice has developed amazingly since
that time. Then she was a contralto; now
she is becoming a really remarkable coloratura
soprano. She is studying with the same
teacher responsible for Bebe Daniels’ vocal
success.

But there are few voices on the screen that
can rival Lupe’s for warmth and beauty of
tone.

Never before had I realized just how far this
little tornado can go, if she can only keep in-
terested in pictures. There’s no one like her.

Card tricks were next on the program. Lupe
has some good ones, and she is as proud as
Punch in trotting out her stunts. The famous
solitaire game came next, played for five cents
a card. I don’t know yet exactly how it is
played, but it seems that I came out $2.55
to the good.

Nothing was said about paying it, and, after
all, T didn’t think it was my place to sug-
gest it.

By the time all the events of the evening
had been run off it was too late to go anywhere,

even to a dancing place for the “Home, Sweet
Home’” number.

“TI’ve got to go, Lupe,” I said, giving Gary
a, mean look. “It’s one fifteen. Don’t you
have to be at the studio early tomorrow morn-
ing, Gary?”

“No,” said Gary, making himself comfort-
able. :

“One fifteen?”” screamed Lupe. “I thought
it was about ten.”

It was darned nice of her to say that.

I said I had a swell time, and I meant it.
Lupe is a grand hostess.

If you don’t have a good time at her house
it is your own fault.

She, herself, is as free and natural as the air
she breathes. She expects her guests to be
the same.

GARY and Lupe both accompanied me out
into the patio. Gary must have had a
twinge of conscience.

“Come over to the studio and have lunch
with me some day,”” he said.

I bet Lupe will be there, too.
fool me twice.

I'm $2.55 to the good. This has been my
most successful date, financially.

I spent money on Sally Eilers and June
Collyer.

It didn’t cost a penny to spend an evening
with Anita Page, but I didn’t earn anything,
either.

But then, I'll give that $2.55 to a heathen
from the Sandwich Islands, when I collect it,
and the next time I see a heathen from the
Sandwich Isles.

You can’t




