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~= GARY COOPER

] GAVE MYSELF A YEAR
TO MAKE GOOD

to pounding the pavements in Hollywood. But that’s

just what I was doing when I first landed here. Back in

Montana I had spent much of my boyhood in the wide
open spaces. Then I went to college in Iowa. Finally, I
had become a cartoonist on a Helena, Montana newspaper.
Restlessness got me and, as my parents were then living here
in Hollywood, it seemed a good idea to join them—and maybe
get a job cartooning on a Los Angeles newspaper.

The Los Angeles newspaper editors were unimpressed with
my work so that phase of my career came to a halt as fast as a
roped steer drops to the ground. I thought maybe I would
try the advertising business. At the suggestion of a frierd,
who told me that the whole basis of advertising was salesman-
ship, I took a job selling from door to door. This seemed a
good way to get some background. I was always a bit bashful

and, as a result, had to sell myself the idea each time before
I could get up enough courage to knock on someone’s door.

It was tough going.
Yes, the movies had been suggested to me. Rankin, a
lawyer and brother of America’s first congresswoman,

Jeanette Rankin, a fellow who had taught me to

box, was always after me to take a whirl at per-

forming in front of the camera. Valentino was

the matinee idol of the day and Rankin would

say, in between bouts at the gym, * Look

at that Valentino guy, all he does is make

love to gals in front of the camera—and gets paid for it !” Rankin knew nothing about

pictures but he did observe and comment on one thing I've since remembered many

tmes. “The trick Valentino has,” he said, ““is a way of making every love scene look

as though he really was making love—not just play acting.” I listened, as I always did to

Wellington Rankin, but didn’t take his suggestion about trying for the movies seriously.
I’d never thought of myself as an actor.

IT was a far cry from riding the range in my native Montana
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Then one day after I had been confronted
with more than my usual quota of doors
slammed in my face while on my selling
rounds, I bumped into a couple of kids I’d
known in Montana. They had been cow-
boying around the country and blew into
Hollywood to find something to do and
earn some much needed money. Someone
had tipped them off that Fox Studios were
shooting some cavalry battle scenes and
having a hard time finding actors who
could look natural on horseback—and not
fall off at the wrong moment. * They need
a lot of riders, Gary,” the boys told me,
“ why don’t you come with us in the
morning ? ”

I was darned discouraged with trying to
be a salesman so I thought it would be a
welcome change to try something different.
I got dressed up in my one and only good
suit and went along with my friends to the
studio. The casting director took one look
at me and muttered to my pals, ““ This
guy don’t look like no cowboy to me.”
The kids vouched for me, though, and as
the casting director was in dire need of
riders, he took a chance. They stuck a
beard on me, thrust an old Winchester in
my hand and gave me a horse. I was in
the Boer War—and the movies !

A few days later I picked up some extra
dough with some trick riding, falling off a
horse! That was my first taste of the
incongruities of Hollywood. Here they
hired me because I could stay on a horse
—then they pay me extra money to fall off !
The trick, though, was to fall off at the
right moment—and also not to bust a
collar bone.

After this job was over I was just about
to go back to selling, having regarded my
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In Warner Bros. “ The Fountainhead,” Gary Cooper
portrays the role of Howard Roark, an idealistic architect.
Here he is seen examining the floor plan of a modern
home, which will be used in the film.

movie career as no more than a lark, when
I got another picture job. This was in a
film in which Tom Mix, the late great
Western hero, was the star. I was just an
< extra > and when I wasn’t in a scene I’d
stand and watch Mix—I thought I’d pick
up a few pointers about this acting business.
Why, shucks, all the big star seemed to be
doing was to make love to his leading lady,
lovely Billie Dove. He’d ride up a wide,
sweeping staircase, doff his sombrero with
a broad flourish, and bow low to Miss
Dove, who was playing the part of a
princess. Why, there was nothing to it
—or, at least, so I thought then. Who
couldn’t play up to a gal like Miss Dove
and make it look convincing? Maybe my
friend Rankin had been right. And boy,
I thought to myself, Tom Mix gets
$17,500 a week for that!
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I had heard that it
sometimes took years to
get anywhere in pictures.
Well, perhaps it did—
perhaps not. Anyway, I
thought, I’ll give myself
one year—no less, no
more—to have a whirl at
this picture game. I’ve
been on the whirl ever
since—but not without
some rough riding along
the way.

For almost all of that
try-out year, I was just
one of the nameless
hundreds who figured
obscurely in a lot of mob
scenes in easily a dozen films. My one big
advantage was that I could ride—there
weren’t too many cowboys in Hollywood
in those days. Most of the aspiring actors
had come from New York or other cities
where horses were familiar only as the
locomotive power for milk wagons.

My first step out of the crowd came
when I was the boots and spurs in an
inexpensive little two-reeler. Then came
a few good parts in bigger features.

The thing that cinched my getting my
really big chance, in “The Winning of
Barbara Worth,” was a screen test. My
agent had suggested I have one, and since
none of the studios would give me one,
I hired a camera man and made a screen
test on my own. I sent it around and
Henry King, who was directing “ The
Winning of Barbara Worth,” saw it and
made another test of me. I got
the part, but I didn’t quite hit
stardom—I had to give up the
girl. But that break opened the
door so wide I decided to stay.

I'started workingin pictures for
no more important reason than

Gary. Cooper is one
established stars, and is still right at the 10p
of the bill.
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of Hollywood’s longest

the dough. Now, though,
I really /ike acting. And
I’ve found out since those
early days that there’s a
bit more to it than making
love and riding a horse.
But, whatever 1 did, I
tried to do it realistically,
sincerely.

The big test, of course,
was when sound came in.
Lots of good actors—Nils
Asther, John Gilbert,
Ramon Navarro—failed to
make the transition. I
think they lost out on their
stardom because of the
technical imperfections in
early talkies. Both Nils and Ramon have
recently made successful comebacks. Per-
haps I got by in the early talkies—
““ squawkies > we once called them in the era
when some people said “ they won’t last »—
because most of my parts called for more
action and not so much talk. Maybe, too,
those early parts I played gave me the
reputation for being close-mouthed. But,
as you can see right here in FiLm PARADE,
I can get wound up just like any actor !

It looks like a teaser the children have set mother and
father, Ann' Sheridan and Gary Cooper, in R.K.O.s
“ Good Sam.”





