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IX years ago when I went to interview him I had

never met Gary Cooper. I was ushered into his dress-

ing room by one of the publicity department. There

was no sign of Mr. Cooper. “Confound that guy,”
muttered my guide. “He’s always taking a run-out powder.
He’s probably decided he doesn’t want to be interviewed, or
else he’s forgotten it.”

Just then there was a muffled sound from the rear of the
suite and a voice said, “Be with you in a minute.”

“Here is Dick Mook,” shouted the publicist to the invisible
voice, “waiting for you” He turned to me, “I've got to
go now. You'll be all right.”

I thumbed through magazines for about fifteen minutes.
Suddenly a voice at my elbow demanded, “What kind of
razor do you use?”

I glanced up and there stood Gary. At the moment he
was not a figure to cause the hearts of a palpitant female
populace to race and flutter. ~ Upstairs he had on only a
tired old undershirt. One side of his face was lathered. The
other side had been shaved. His hair was mussed, too. In
his hand he grasped a safety razor which he shook at me to
emphasize the importance of his
question. Some of the lather
and whiskers flew off onto my
new suit.

only compelled the respect of the entire film colony but
which has buried Gary’s past romances as completely as
though they had never been.

We chatted for perhaps ten or fifteen minutes. When I
left T was as firm an admirer of his as any member of his
fan clubs.

“Come over and have lunch with me next week—any
day,” he said as we shook hands at parting, and added, “I
mean it.”

I wished he hadn’t said that. It was the only thing about
him that smacked of Hollywood. Later on I mentioned
something of the sort to a friend of his in describing the
meeting. “The only difference between his invitation and
those other Hollywood invitations you receive,” retorted
the friend, “is that Gary did mean it.”

The next couple of years were punctuated by occasional
chance meetings on sets when he'd give me a quick, friendly
nod.

I had never availed myself of his invitation nor had there
been any further conversation between us. Then, one
Sunday afternoon, Dick and Joby Arlen took me out to his

o

“I—er—I use a straight edge
razor,” I gasped when I re-
covered from my astonishment.

He digested this momentous

Throughout the years, Gary's
kept the same friends. On the
opposite page — with Dolores
Del Rio Gibbons, Sandra Shaw
Cooper, and Cedric Gibbons.

bit of news for a moment. “I
wish I could, too,” he muttered.
Then, without another word, he
returned to the bathroom and
finished his ablutions. After
that, he put on a shirt, combed
his hair, came in and sat down
with me.

I had gone there prepared to
thoroughly dislike the man. It
was before he was married and
I didn’t at all care for the pub-
licity that had been going the
rounds about him. I thought it
in bad taste, cheap and common.
I'm not a particularly discerning
person but five minutes’ con-
versation with Gary could not
have failed to convince a moron
that that publicity was even less
to his liking than mine.

On December 15, 1933, he
married Sandra Balfe in New
York. Since then there has
been absolutely nothing printed
of Gary’s private life. He and
his wife have conducted them-
selves in a manner that has not
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ranch. A week later he, Dick, Jack Oakie and I left for a
cruise on Dick’s yacht. We were thrown together constantly
for ten days. When you're with a man twenty-four hours
a day for that long you get to know him pretty well.

IN THE years that have elapsed since that cruise I have

come tc know Gary better and better. He isn’t a person
who indulges in chance friendships. You might meet him
a hundred times without ever getting close to him. I don’t
know that he, himself, is conscious of doing it; but he
weighs people, mentally, until he is sure there is at least one
common bond of interest between them before he permits
himself to become really friendly with them.

Once that friendship is established, however, it is rare
that anything disrupts it. Friendship with him isn’t the
sort that is dependent upon frequent meetings for life. You

P may not see Gary for six months or a year. When you do,
. the friendship is taken up where it left off. There is no time
lost in getting back to the old status; no fencing around to
see if either of you has changed, if it is safe to trust each
* other with confidences. You could be trusted once, there-

He has never lost his passion
for high-powered automobiles,
either, and he still loves to
tinker around with an engine.

fore you are to be trusted again.

I should say his most character-
istic trait is his speech. He talks
as laconically off screen as on. I
know of no one who uses words as
sparingly as he. He uses them as
though he had only a limited num-
ber to serve him the rest of his
life and he has to make them last
as long as possible. Yet this
monosyllabic quality of his has no
relationship to taciturnity.

On the cruise we used to lie for
hours, stretched out in the sun on
the deck, without a word passing
between us. But there was never
any feeling of strain or restraint
during the silences. He is one of
the few people I know with whom
one can be silent and still be at
ease. There is something about him
that makes you feel he is paying
you a compliment when he feels he

He's still the same likable chap, knows you well enough not 1o ry
but'what'is he really like? One of = Ge it e
his best friends gins the lowdowrf1 s 2 joke or pulls a wiserack, i

is done with a minimum expenditure
By DICK MOOK

(Continued on page 77)
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Fame Doesn't Change

Gary Cooper
(Continued from page 43)

of words. No extra adjectives for Gary.

Many people have commented on the
fact that “Mr. Deeds” is his finest per-
formance to date. As far as I'm concerned,
it was no performance at all. Gary
playing himself as I know him, and I think
you'll agree a more lovable character was
never put on the screen.

From seeing him in pictures or know-
ing him only casually you gather the im-
pression that nothing is really important
to him, that he is quite casual about every-
thing. Quite the contrary is true. The
most trifling things are important to him.

It was on that same cruise he decided
suddenly he must have one particular make
of sunburn lotion. We were in Coronado
a* the time. None of the drugstores there
stocked that brand. There were dozens of
other lotions on sale but none of them
would do. He must have that certain one.

He rented a car and we drove all over
San Diego looking for it. I don’t believe
we skipped a store in the town. We finally
found it at a place haliway back to Los
Angeles. It cost a dollar a bottle. The
rental of the car came to something like
twenty-five dollars. That unimportant.
Gary was triumphantly waving his sun-
burn lotion when we returned to the yacht.

E is one of the laziest people I have
ever met—until something arises that
he really wants to do. He is a crack shot
with a rifle or pistol and is never too tired
to go hunting or even go out on a rifle
range for target practice. He loves horse-
back riding and rides at every opportunit;
Many of our movie stars don't get an
awful lot of fun out of life. They're too
worried over scarring their faces or break-
ing their bones. But not Gary. No hurdle
is too high or too hazardous for him to
put a horse over, just for the thrill of it.
The quantity of food he consumes is un-
believable. On that cruise I used to cook
the breakfasts. Gary would come up, drink
a huge beaker of orange juice, down half
a dozen eggs, half a pound of bacon, four
or five slices of toast and nobody knows
how many cups of coffee. Half an hour
after he had finished, Oakie would put in
an appearance and Gary would put away
three or four more eggs—just to keep
Jack company !

His favorite foods are steak and lobster.
There is no limit to the number of lobsters
he can get outside of.

Before I knew him well T had an idea
about him I have since found is shared by
many others not intimately acquainted with
him. I used to think he might enjoy some-
thing momentarily and then forget it. On
the contrary, he has a memory like an
elephant.

Someone gave him a dozen quail and I
fixed them for breakfast one morning. He
ate several in appreciative silence. A year
later a number of us were sitting in the
Brown Derby one night. Suddenly Gary
turned to me. “Remember those quail you
fixed on the boat that time?”

I nodded, surprised.

“They were good,” he announced.

He
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" SURE, TWAS NONE OF
MY BUSINESS. BUT.... QI

COPR. FELS & CO.. 1937

‘TIS GRIEF THE LITTLE BRIDE
NEXT DOOR IS HAVING, JIMMIE. |
SO, LIKE A GOOD LAD, SLIP THIS

DARLING, I'M
SORRY. BUT |
SIMPLY WON'T

THERE YOU GO

AGAIN! 1 WEAR GRAY— NOTE BENEATH HER DOOR AND
WISH D NEVER Bl LOOKING SHIRTS NOT A WHISPER OUT OF YOU.
MARRIED YOU! FORVER! =

= I'LL KEEP MUM,
MRS. CASEY.

AND A FEW WEEKS LATER

YOU'RE A WONDER, HONEY. THESE SHIRTS ARE SO
WHITE NOW | REALLY AM "THE WELL-DRESSED MAN."

SURE ‘TS
CLEVER 1 AM!
AND ‘TIS MYSELF
THAT KNOWS IT!

GIVE FELS-NAPTHA THE CREDIT.
1 WISH | COULD THANK THE WOMAN
WHO WROTE ME ABOUT IT. [

Vo
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Have Clearer, Lovelier Skin

with these

GrernTree

“JACK, I HAVEN’T

Beauty Creams

“YOU LOOK GORGEOUS

THE HEART to go to tonight, dear! What a

the dance tonight.
Look! A blemish!”

lovely complexion!”

“I TRIED THE GERM-

“DEAR, ISN'T THERE
some way to prevent
those pesky spots?”

Woodbury Creams.
s been freer from
blemishes ever since.”

Your skin can better resist blemishes and

dryness with Woodbury’s . . . and now Vitamin D in this

famous Cold Cream helps keep skin youthful!

Ts far easier today to have a satin-
I smooth complexion. You have
Woodbury’s Germ-free Creams, the
oroducts of skin scientists, to help you.

Fine emollients in Woodbury’s Cold
ream help restore dry skin to moist
reshness. And when this germ-free
ream is on your face, it arrests germ-
rowth...stands guard over tiny
racks and fissures in your skin that
ave opened the door to the germs
hich cause so many blemishes.

Besides, this famous cold cream now
ontains Sunshine Vitamin D. In order
) maintain its health and youthful
igor, your skin must take up oxygen
- a rapid rate, breathe quickly. That

why Vitamin D has been added to

‘oodbury’s Cold Cream . . . to coax
ew life and loveliness into “tired”
ymplexions.

Woodbury’s Facial Cream forms a
ittering base for your make-up. Pro-

cts your skin, too, from wind and
ist. With all their benefits to clear

in beauty, these exquisite germ-free
eams are each only $1.00, 50¢, 25¢,
¢ in jars; 25¢, 10¢, in tubes.

Wovctbury s

Germ-Free BEAUTY CREAMS

SEND for 10-PIECE COMPLEXION KIT

It contains trial tubes of Woodbury's Cold and Facial
Creams; guest-size Woodbury's Facial Soap; 7 shades
Woodbury’s Facial Powder. Send 10¢ to cover mail-
ing costs. Address John H. Woodbury, Inc., 7477
Alfred Street, Cincinnati, Ohio. (In Canada) John
H. Woodbury, Ltd., Perth, Ontario.

Name.
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has mentioned them once or twice since
then.

He is kiddingly referred to by some of
his friends as “The Cow Hand,” in memory
of his days as a cowboy, and as “Long
Tack Sam,” because of his leanness and
Eeight.  Often the latter name is shortened
to “Tack.” He seems to enjoy it.

No one could ever have accused Gary
o being gauche. Whatever he did was
done with instinctive good taste. But it was
not until after his Africen safari that he
acquired what might be termed a polish or
veneer of sophistication. His wardrobe,
when he returned from Europe, was the
envy of masculine Hollywood. He gave
a couple of large parties any Blue Book
hostess might have been proud of engineer-
ing. He was seen around the night spots.
Some of his friends were worried. Gary
was changing. But Gary didn’t change.
It was a passing phase. Something new.
When the novelty wore off he went back
to his old habits. I doubt that he and his
wife are seen around the gay places half
a dozen times a year now. They rarely
80 to parties and I don’t believe they’ve
given a large one since their marriage.
They have a few intimate friends—Gary's
manager, Jack Moss, Cedric Gibbons and
his wife, Dolores Del Rio; Elliott Gibbons
and his wife, Irene Jones. For the most
part the Coopers are content to sit at
home—either in their own place or one
of their friends’—and gab.

He still has an extensive wardrobe, but
now it is for use in his pictures.

His passion is high-powered automobiles.
Knowing Gary as I do, 1 know that
whether he had become a high-salaried
motion picture star or not he would still
have contrived to have one.

HTS closest friend is his business man-

ager, Col. Jack Moss. Their meeting
and the forming of their business associa.
tion is characteristic of Gary. He was in
New York making a picture at Paramount’s
Long Island studio. Jack was the as-
sistant director. Gary watched him closely
without seeming to pay much attention
to him. He liked the way Jack worked.
They had dinner together a few times and
he liked Jack's company.

“How'd you like to be my manager ?”
he asked once.

“I'd like it,” Jack answered.

The picture was finished and Gary went
to Africa on his big game hunt. When
he returned nine months later the first
thing he did was look Jack up. “I'm ready
for you,” he announced.

That was six years ago. Their friend-
ship has grown with their association and
it has been a profitable one. That his
judgment of his man was sound is evi-
denced by the fact he is one of the highest
paid stars in the business.

Today he relies wholly on Jack’s judg-
ment, although he has decided ideas of his
own about the kind of parts he should
play. He feels that heroes shouldn’t win
every fight (because right doesn’t always
triumph) and by the same token they
shouldn’t always win the girl.

He loathes arguments and gossip. Try-
ing to find out what Gary really thinks is
like throwing your weight against a hubber
wall. It gives but doesn’t break. You
think you have things going your way and
you relax your efforts for a second to take
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a breath. Immediately the wall snaps back
and you might as well have saved your
efforts for all the impression you've made.
He seems to agree with you but you never
really know what's in the back of his mind.

After a few unpleasant encounters with
the press it has become increasingly diffi-
cult to get a statement from him. In ex-
plaining this to me once, he said, “When
people start asking you questions about
your private life all you can do is deny
you have any. They'll print what they
please about you, anyhow, but if you deny
everything at least they can’t quote you.
If you give them anything at all to quote,
they twist it around and make a perfect
fool of you.”

I don't know anyone who makes as
little effort to conciliate or impress
people as Gary. Yet it is impossible

to be in his company any length of time
without becoming aware of his charm.
It is as intangible and, at the same time,
as potent as Jean Harlow’s perfume. I've
tried, unsuccessfully, to analyze it. The
only conclusion I can reach is that he is
himself at all times.

NE year the Arlens and the Bing Cros-

bys had a house at Palm Springs. We
were all out in the road one afternoon
playing “rounders” when Gary, Sandra,
John Gilbert, Virginia Bruce, Elliott Gib-
bons and Irene Jones drove up. We stopped
the ball game and went inside for a drink.
I don’t know whether it was because we
were tired or because we were all trying
to recover from a long siege of Holly-
wood, but conversation was forced and un-
interesting.

After a time, when the strain showed
no signs of easing, Gary put his glass
down and stood up. “I think,” he informed
us, “we’d all have more fun if we went
back out in the road and played ball.”

The most satisfactory explanation I've
been able to find of his attraction for wo-
men is that his apparent naiveté intrigues
them and his indifference spurs each one
on in an effort to arouse some spark of
interest.

His home life is ideal and he has wisely
refrained from publicizing it. The Coop-
ers have a Bermuda type of house that
includes a swimming pool and tennis court.
They keep only as many servants as are
actually needed to run the place—house-
keeper, maid and cook; no chauffeur and
no valet for Gary. He keeps two cars—
a high-powered, two-seated roadster for
himself and the family car. Their pets

consist of a poodle, a Doberman and a *|

Sealyham. Mrs. Cooper is thinking of
breeding dogs for a pastime.

Gary was born in Helena, Montana,
attended the public schools there and
afterwards Grinnell College in Towa. He
has one brother, older than himself, named
Arthur. He supports his parents in a com-
fortable but not lavish manner.

He smokes a pipe, has blue eves, dresses
simply, leisurely and comfortably. When
he goes out he dresses as any well-
dressed man would, never loudly. He
keeps a few bucks in his pockets and his
manager handles the rest of his money.

He sings—not only in the bathtub, but
everywhere. No matter what he sings it
all sounds the same. His favorite is “Oh,
Susanna,” but you can’t tell it from the
rest of his repertoire, except by the words.
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AN

1 USED TO BE AT MY WIT'S END TO KNOW

{ Sz —J|WHAT TO GIVE JUNIOR FOR LUNCH uniil I

N

-." )7 discovered Franco-American Spaghetti
-

Children Love This
Delicious, Nourishing Dish

that costs less than 3 £a portion

A’IPING»HOT plateful of Franco-Amer-
ican Spaghetti, a glass of milk, some
fruit—there’s a perfect lunch for a husky
boy and a lunch to help #eep him husky!

And 50 easy for you to prepare. No
cooking, just heat and serve. So eco-
nomical, too. A canholding three to four
portions is usually no more than ten
cents— less than 3¢ a portion. It would
cost more to buy all your ingredients
and prepare spaghetti and sauceathome.

Yet Franco-American is a regular

Franco-dmerican
SPAGHETTI

THE KIND WITH THE
£EXTRA GOOD SAUCE
MADE BY THE MAKERS
OF CAMPBELL'S SoUPS

“millionaire’sdish, ’asdifferentascanbe
from ordinary ready-cooked spaghetti,
with its savory cheese-and-tomato sauce
made with eleven different ingredients.
Serve it for dinner tonight in place of
potatoes or have this spaghetti meal.

Savory Spaghetti Platter
In center of hot platter arrange one can heated
Franco-American Spaghetti and surround it
with ring of crisp bacon strips. At each end
of platter put mound of cooked vegetables
(peas, carrots or string beans). Serves 4. Cost
(according to vegetable used), 40¢ to 50¢.
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It's a grand
old world
and you‘re
missing it

YOU’RE a pretty girl, Mary, and
you’re smart about most things. But
you're just a bit stupid about yourself.
You love a good time—Dbut you sel-
dom have one. Evening after evening
you sit at home alone.
You’ve met several grand men who

seemed interested at first. They took
you out once—and that was that.

WAKE UP, MARY!
(e T )
There are so many pretty Marys in the
world who never seem to sense the real
reason for their aloneness.

In this smart modern age, it’s against
the code for a girl (or a man, either) to
carry the repellent odor of underarm
perspiration on clothing and person.

It’s a fault which never fails to carry
its own punishment—unpopularity. And
justly. For it is a fault which can be over-
come in just half a minute—with Mum!

No bother to use Mum. Just smooth a
bit of Mum under each arm — and slip
into your dress without a minute lost. No
waiting for it to dry; no rinsing off.

Use it any time; harmless to clothing. If

MOVIE MIRROR

you forget to use Mum before you dress,
just use it afterwards. Mum is the only
deodorant which holds the Textile Ap-
proval Seal of the American Institute of
Laundering as being harmless to fabrics.

Soothing and cooling to skin. You'll love
this about Mum — you can shave your
underarms and use it at once. Even the
most delicate skin won’t mind!

Effective all day long. Mum never lets
you down. Its protection lasts, no matter
how strenuous your day or evening.

Does not prevent natural perspiration.

‘Mum just prevents the objectionable part

of perspiration — the unpleasant odor —
and not the natural perspiration itself.

Don’t let neglect cheat you of good
times which you were meant to have.
The daily Mum habit will keep you safe!
Bristol-Myers Co., 630 Fifth Ave., N.Y.

USE MUM ON
SANITARY NAPKINS
Know what com-
plete freedom
from doubt and
fear of this cause
of unpleasantness
can really mean.

MUM TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION

80

He reads anything pertaining to the out-
doors—travel, hunting, fishing, the jungles
—but he is particularly fond of anything
pertaining to the early pioneering days of
America,

He likes to dance in moderation. He
attends the prize fights religiously. He
never wears make-up of any kind on the
screen. I have never seen him mad and
Colonel Moss says that in six years of
the closest association he has never seen
Gary ruffled. Gary’s mother says the only
thing he wants is a child.

It is a point of pride with Gary that
he was d ered by audiences rather than
a He had a small part in
i another one in “Children of
starring Clara Bow and Esther
Ralston, and a larger one, Abe Lee, in “The
Winning of Barbara Worth,” starring
Ronald Coleman and Vilma Banky. Audi-
ences began writing in, demanding to see
more of Gary. Since then there has been
no stopping him.

Asked what he thinks of himself as an
actor, Gary is amazed that anyone con-
siders him an actor since he failed in the
dramatic class at Grinnell.

He draws and paints surprisingly well.
Character sketches are usually done in
charcoal and outdoor scenes (generally
Western) in water colors. I have seen
quite a little of his work, Almost any
artist might be proud of it.

INCE I have come to know Gary I have
seen him in many places and under
varying conditions but the mental picture T
have of him that I like best is one I never
really saw at all. It was told me by a friend.
It was when he and his wife were re-
turning recently from their vacation to
Bermuda. The train had stopped for a
few minutes at some small station. Gary
and Sandra had got out to stretch their
legs. It was dusk and they were walking
up and down the platform, rather close
together.  Almost unconsciou Gary
slipped his arm around her wais
I don't know why that should have
surprised me—except that they have been
married almost three years and you rather
expect people to get over that sort of thing
after awhile. When they don’t, it’s swell,
After pondering over it, I came to the
conclusion he couldn’t possibly have done
anything that would have been more typi-
cally Gary, and that’s what pleased me.
But then, when you know Gary, nearly
everything he does pleases you. He’s like

that!

HOW THE VOICE OF A DEAD
GIRL BROUGHT FAME TO
DOROTHY LAMOUR

There's pathos—and hope—in the
remarkable story of "Dowie's"
friendship with the ill-fated
Dorothy Dell, and what that friend-
ship-did for her, even after death!
In June MOVIE MIRROR, out

April 23rd.





