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Gary Cooper isn'
the shy, timid soul
he used to be. The
change which has
come over him was
first apparent in his 8
animated character-
ization in “Lives of
a Bengal Lancer.”
As a result of his
excellent work, Par-
amount cast him
opposite Ann Hard-
ing in "Peter Ibbet
son.” He will be
Marlene Dietrich's
leading man in “The
Pearl Necklace.”
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ollywood has a new Gary Cooper! He is not, in Gary, reshaping  his life into a new pattern.
of course, a completely new human being but an Marriage! “The Tives of a Bengal Lancer!” A
adult who is the outgrowth of the bashful, gawky, ~series of fan-magazine stories ! X
L restless recruit who stumbled accidentally among Since all three came in a single year, it is im-
4s ten years ago. Ten years is a long time but it has possible to segregate their influences. We must look at
taken a long time for the boy-Gary to become the man- them together, as they were handed to him.

Cooper. Gary dislikes to have anyone write about him in his
Men are usually slow in slipping from tempestuous relation to women. In the old days, he hesitated to talk
jolescence to the more intriguing maturity. Some never about them because he did not know what to say. He
ke the transition. Many of us feared Gary was fated did not understand them and was afraid of sounding

{0 the perennial youth which has helped to wreck the dumb. Today, he refuses because he believes his private
personal happine: and professional career of many an life is nobody else’s business. A proof in itself that he
actor. And F believe there was this very real danger has graduated from fearful boyishness to firm adultism.
until that invisible Something which controls our But Gary understands, today, also that all men either
destinies  wielded three influences  8row up or remain like “ittle boys” largely because of
marking a terrific their experiences with women. To the boy, women ar¢
change mysterious, ethereal creatures never quite understood.
They are on that “other side” of an invisible
wall which they continually try to climb.  Until
v e (1] r they do, they are boys. 1f they never manage to
E a rv scale the top, they are still boys.

: Naturally, woman is clever. She does not want
man to make that jump—to come to really know,
completely understand her. For when he does,
5 w woman loses her most adroit weapon in bending
"v man to her will and her whims. She loses that
czarina domination!

Gary began wondering about women in Montana.
They were even more wondrous, more mysterious to
him than they are to most boys because Gary was
raised on the plains where his only companions were
tough, hard-drinking, story-spinning cowboys, scurrys
ing chipmunks, wise-eyed owls, threatening coyotes, and
his Victorian, idealistic mother and father. No sisters.
one brother. He understood these—he dreamed of
women as he dashed like a whirl of wind-itself on his
saddleless ponies. And he dreamed them to be more
delicate, more wonderful than any boy who has played
hide-and-seek or jumped rope with the neighborhood girls.
It was only natural he should become easily influenced
by what he had dreamed to be God’s most marvellous
creation.
A woman influenced Gary to enter Grinnell College in
Jowa. A white-haired, tender-hearted woman yearning in
her schoolroom over the destinies of other women’s chil-
dren. A girl influenced Gary to seek a security-for-living
in the big cities where quick advancement for quick marriage

seemed more assured than the former rustling cattle, guid-
sitting in small

ing tourists through national parks or
offices in small Montana cities. He considered New York.
“] couldn’t bear the thought of walking in those chasms

between false walls or watching the imitation pinnacles of
skyscrapers after the real chasms and pinnacles of nature in
our mountains in Montana,” he once told me. He heard that
Los Angeles sprawled over mountain top and desert, so he
went there.
He had intended to write the girl in Grinnell College daily let-
But a man who stumbles, half-starving, during the day
from door to door selling—or rather not selling—photograph
coupons can spend little energy writing letters at night. And
when he stumbled, through sheer accident, into his first extra
tole as an archer in a Tom Mix picture, wearing a pair of green
d with feather in cap, he caught sight of Billie Dove.
Tom’s leading lady. Now the sight of Billy Dove,
with her truly exquisite beauty, has made the
greatest male cynics decide they know little, after

ters.

tights an

Gary admits all, about women. Gary decided to remain in
that he owes this strange, new pasture into which he had ridden.
alot to women. 1 do not know that he ever saw Billie again.
Above, Sandra But it wasn't very long before all the women in
Shaw, his  Hollywood were eyeing this tall, well-knit figure
charming  wife. who ambled around Hollywood with a com-

bination of wistful (Continued on page 80) .
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and restless demeanor. 1 have always
thought it was his great capacity for silence
rather than his virility which thrilled Hol-
lywood’s army of women. Men had
always talked to Clara Bow, Evelyn
Brent, Lupe Velez. In fact, woman has
always had to lean forward, elbows on
the dinner table, and listen eagerly to man.
But here was a man who listened. He was
like a great sponge absorbing each word
of theirs as though it were a precious
drop of clear wisdom. By his very si-
lence he made them feel important and
made himself mysterious and “different.”

It is strange to watch Gary’s effect
upon women. Take Lupe, for example.
Lupe is always a cartridge in the constant
act of exploding but she has never ex-
ploded so graciously as when she was
with Gary Cooper. People who visited at
her dinner table were wont to comment,
“Why does she not sit at the head of her
own table?” She would answer, “I cannot
see Gary, then. Flowers and dishes and
things are in the way. He never says any-
thing but I am always watching him to
see if I can know what he is thinking.”

Clara Bow did her best work while
she was in love with him. Remember
when they played in “It” together? Evelyn
Brent reached her greatest success, too,
while she was playing opposite Gary.

And the effect on Gary? Gary had
slipped away from the ranks of the extra
in “Wings.” He had become a leading
man in “It” The most glamorous girl
in Hollywood (Clara) had fallen in love
with him. He told me, then, “I don’t just
see how all this could have happened to
me but it did and I've just got to make
good and prove I deserve it.”

There is pathos in the gratitude of the
very young. Imagine a barefooted strag-
gler welcomed into the regular army and
made immediately into a sergeant. How
much he believes he owes that army! He
must prove even to himself his right to
such honor.

The duty of Hollywood’s army is mak-
ing pictures. After his miraculous, story-
book beginning in “Wings” and “It,” Gary
made pictures. One monotonous, hum-
drum picture after another. Many pictures
that seemed exactly like those he had made

before. Certainly nothing noble; not one
to make him feel he was becoming a
great actor. He found himself making
Jove on the screen, making love off. His
fame as a lover had spread around the
world. Everything he did off the screen—
whether he was escorting Clara, Evelyn
or Lupe—was photographed and broadcast
in the magazines and newspapers.

It was then that he made two very
startling statements to me. First, b
would not dare to marry. I've been mar-
ried so many times on the screen that I'd
feel T was doing something I'd done be-
fore. I'd feel it was just another piece of
acting. It wouldn’t mean anything.” And
second: “All women are alike. I don't
know what they want but they all say the
same things trying to get it.”

Most people believe the change in Gary !
came when Lupe Velez drove him to the
train in Pasadena and saw him off on his
secret, run-away-from-Hollywood trip to
the hot sands of Egypt. Gary was ill
Most ill. The strain of one picture after
another with no rest in between, with not
even a very good picture to relieve the
monotony, had taxed his strength until the
doctors told him he must skip. And still
the young boy, he slipped away without
telling anyone, not even his studio. Only
Lupe.

Gary had changed outwardly when he
returned to us. His clothes were from
Bond Street, London. His manners were
from homes of the smartest nobility of
Ttaly and England. I ate breakfast with
him one morning soon after his return. He
repeated his remark about women. “All
women are alike—"

Certain European women were planning
on following him to Hollywood. Gary
was half-planning to dash away to China
to get the Pacific Ocean between himself
and the women of America and Europe!
He was half-planning to leave pictures for-
ever because he couldn’t understand him-
self, pictures or women.

When he didn’t go, Gary took his first
firm step out of boyish adolescence. He
didn’t step far. He still ran a yellow
car at breakneck speed. He even courted
Sanda Shaw in it. But he was beginning
to think in terms of life as it is rather
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than as he had pictured it in Montana. I
talked with him shortly before he married
Sandra. He was trying to find his way
back into his proper niche in Hollywood’s
army of actors. That is not easy when
one has been away as long as had Gary.

“I guess the producers know their busi-
ness, after all,” he smiled, a bit crookedly.
“When I had a little success I thought I
should do something big. I hated doing
the same old thing over and over but,
after all, just what did I know about act-
ing? I was learning by that routine,
only I didn’t know it. I still want to do
something big. I'd like to do ‘The Bengal
Lancers’' I’ His eyes lit with a yearning I
had never seen in them even when he was
working on “Wings!” “Why, I couldn’t
even wear clothes. I was going through
a course of training. Necessary training.
I didn’t like it. None of us do. Perhaps
I'll be able to act so well someday that
I won't really act at all but just be natural.
If I do, how much will I owe to that neces-
sary routine I hated!

“T don’t know much more about wo-
men. But I do owe them a lot. I still
remember the face of my dream girl in the
clouds. Always one woman. One who
was different. If I could find her now—"

And only a little later, he decided he
had found her. Not a Hollywood
woman, whose pictures would circle the
globe in newspapers, but a girl from social
circles who detested newspaper notoriety.

I talked to him a few days after he re-
turned from their honeymoon. The
transition was definitely beginning. Gary
Cooper was either to grow up or slip back
into a permanent, happy-today, unhappy-
tomorrow, boyish adolescence. This state-
ment showed he was standing on the bridge
of life: “I don’t know about marriage. I
den’t want to talk about it. It’s between
us. It should help. A married man
knows where he is going to be. He has
time for his work because he has found
routine in his private life just as he must
have found it in his work if he is to be
successful.” -
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but Gary nhad always IldalCl 1OULL? L. i
had side-stepped it in Montana. He had
hated it when he was in school in England.
He had even hated the English gardens
because they had been so formal. “Flow-
ers couldn’t grow their own way,” he had
told me. He had hated the Hollywood
training, the formality of his membership
in Hollywood’s army.

Marriage is a routine. He didn’t know
it yet. But I did. And Sandra Shaw was
the product of a routine of America’s finest
and highest culture. What would Gary
Cooper, the boy who had raced at will
with coyotes and dashed ahead of rain and
wind storms for the thrill he felt from
mere dashing, do about it?

He was cast in “The Lives of a Bengal
Lancer.”

Five magazine stories were written
questioning the permanence of Gary Coop-
er's marriage.

I wrote two of them. I don’t pretend I
wrote them to help Gary. I didn't. 1
wrote them because the magazines would
pay for them. Gary was furious. He was
angered as I have never seen him angered.
“This marriage is my own. Who in Hell
are you to mix in it?” Not only to me
but to all the other writers. He gave out
2 statement to the newspapers, “I will
never see another magazine writer and
these five stories are the reason.” T noted
my two among the list and I am afraid
I chuckled. For I knew then that Gary
Cooper had squared his ‘well-formed shoul-
ders, buckled his belt firmly around his
slim waist and decided to run his own life
without interference:.’

And then he started work in “The Ben-
gal Lancers.”
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You saw Gary in that picture. You
knew it was a new man before you. Gary
Cooper was no longer a young boy looking
the well-trained lover. There was no
woman to love in the picture. He was a
man proving he is a well-trained actor.

And when he was finished, he went to
the mountains to shoot lions. His wife,
not much more than a bride, remained at
home, waiting for him to bring his
trophies to her.

And I knew then, Gary and Sandra had
adjusted that difficult problem of mar-
riage. Although I did not see the scene,
I imagined it clearly. The new, grown-
up Gary standing solidly on two feet, see-
ing his little woman as she is—not a
dream but a real person to admire him for
wanting to shoot lions and get away,
alone, once in a while, to the freedom

of his chasms and pinnacles of Nature.

Gary Cooper was never able in the old
days to refuse a woman—not even an in-
terview to a woman reporter. When a
lady friend hit him with a slipper, he let
her hit him. When a studio overworked
him, he took the overworking until his
health forced him to run away. That was
the little boy from Montana learning his
practical lessons. But he learned them!
And when we are big enough, fine
enough, unselfish enough and intelligent
enough to learn from the cards shuffled by
life, we become real men and women.
Gary had grown up and the man who
stands firmly straight today and says “No”
and means it, is twice as interesting, ro-
mantic and exciting as the boy who in-
trigued you rather than commanded your
sincere admiration.




