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One day, early in the tour, we were at
a camp. It was raining, as usual. Our stage
was a small plank platform with a tar-
paulin stretched over for a roof. Every so
often someone would ram a pole up and tilt
it to let the water spill out. Someone called
out and asked for the Lou Gehrig speech.
That was the one we did in the Gehrig
picture, where Lou said goodbye to base-
ball in his last appearance at Yankee Sta-
dium. I told the boys I had forgotten it—
it had been over two years since we made
that picture—but I went off to one side
with a pencil and a piece of paper and man-
aged to scribble most of it down from
memory.

Then I got up and read it off. I told
the boys it was a speech which Lou him-
self and his wife, Eleanor, had composed
the night before the occasion; that it was
the speech of one of the greatest guys in
the world, a man who had lived a clean life,
and was one of the greatest athletes of all
time. Then, I said, he ran into misfortune
and an illness that took his life, but that he
had faced the bad break with the same
courage and spirit that he had met every-
thing else with.

the rest of the United States had declared
war yet or was Texas still fighting it alone.
That broke it up.

We didn’t have time for much personal
relaxation, but once we did get to slip off
on a picnic to a little island in a PT boeat.
I got to shoot a carbine during the ride.
Another time we took a reconnaissance
flight over some bad country, flying less

MP's had to open aisles, so big were the crowds
that turned out fo listen to the touring stars

plain, but those boys—well, something
about them just gets you and it's no wonder
the girls had to let loose and cry once in
awhile.

We all want to go again, and again. We
don’t pretend to be brave or courageous.
We are just grateful for the opportunity
given us to see and meet the greatest bunch
of boys in the world. ol

The crowd gets a big laugh when Cooper

off, frots out a joke even he admits isgm.
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by Gary Cooper
As Told To TSgt, IRobert H. Myers
Gary Cooper escaped bombing but came
home thrilled with humility and pride over

the job Marines are doing in the Pacific
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his dressing room at the Samuel Goldwyn

Studio in Hollywood, and led the way in-
side. He’s tall, about 6 feet 2 or 3, and built like
one of the fence posts he used to wire on his father’s
ranch in Montana. He wore grey flannel slacks,
sport shoes, a canary yellow wool shirt and a coat
that was unquestionably expensive but whose ma-
terial seemed more appropriate for a bathroom mat.

GARY COOPER answered the doorbell of

“They're just fixing this joint up. Smells like
hell. Have a seat.” He talks in the same clipped
fashion you hear on the screen. He waved toward a
sofa and seemed very seli-conscious. He was, and
invariably is, when confronted with an interview.

“Smells pretty bad, doesn’t it?” he asked. It did,
but merely of fresh paint.

“Room’ll be all right if I get a bed in it,” Cooper
ambled on, still ill at ease and sparring for time.
“They're just fixing it up for me.” He said he
hadn't occupied the dressing room suite for some-

sup

time. Years before it had been the luxurious dress-
ing quarters of the late Douglas Fairbanks, Sr.
Only Cooper didn’t say “luxurious.” He doesn’t
use big words. He doesn’t use any words, large or
small, any more than he has to.

He settled his frame into an overstuffed chair
and bent one leg over the right arm. Presently he
had both legs dangling over the side, and soon he
had reversed positions and was hanging over the
left arm of the chair. Midway in the switch he
would stretch, yawn, or remove and replace his
silver-rimmed spectacles. Cooper being interviewed
is like a man about to get the third degree. He's
as fidgety as a dog with fleas.

It seemed hours before the major topic of the
interview—the tour Cooper and three others took
to the South Pacific—had been launched. It prob-
ably seemed even longer to Cooper.

He was reluctant about the matter because he
was genuinely afraid someone would think he

was boasting or cashing in on the trip. Ha is
modest and self-effacing to a fault when it comes
to discussing himself. It isn’t an act. He is just
that way. Una Merkel, one of the tour members,
said Cooper was never one to hog the spotlight
during the trip; on the contrary, he made them the
stars of the troupe.

The lanky Coop, as his intimates call him, has
been a movie star since 1925, but he hasn't acted
like one. Once, caught in the middle of a legal
tangle between two studios fighting over his con-
tract, he was valued as a $4,000,000 asset. He's a
diamond still somewhat in the rough.

Once he started talking for The LEATHER-
NECK about the trip—not about himself, but
about the men he met, and the pride he felt in
being permitted to meet them—he forgot his mis-
givings and became as easy as an old shoe. No
wonder he’s worth $4,000,000 to any studio.

RHM
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HE four of us who made the trip to the Southwest

Pacific have been most reluctant to talk about it for

publication since we returned. We were afraid it might
appear that we were trying to capitalize on the tour. Our
feelings are the exact opposite. We feel we were honored
to be permitted to go into this theater of the war, and it was
a privilege and an experience, I assure you, that left us all
deeply touched. We will never forget it. We never want to
forget it. Whatever small morale benefit we accomplished,
we were repaid over and over again by having been given
the chance to see and meet the men who are fighting for us.

Our outfit, Una Merkel, Phyllis Brooks, Andy Arcari and
myself, came home with feelings of humility and profound
appreciation. We wish everyone in civilian life could see the
things we saw and meet the Marines, soldiers and sailors we
were so fortunate to meet. They would then better appreciate
and understand what is being done for them in this war. They
would see for themselves the hardships these men endure
day in and day out; hardships we back in our safe homeland
cannot even imagine. They would be amazed and forever

(Turn Page)
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Darkskinned natives give you some idea
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of the isolated outposts Cooper and his

three partners visited during their travels in the South Pacific war zones while entertaining

grateful at the way our fighters accept
the dangers and hardships—undreamed
of risks and hardships taken with a smile.
They would be affected, as we were, by the
warm appreciation these men display for
just the slightest bit of attention or
thought. They would understand why we
came up with lumps in our throats many,
many times during the tour.

To start at the beginning, we left Holly-
wood on pretty short notice. We went by
train to San Francisco where we spent two
days rushing around getting passports and
credentials in order. Then we flew by army
transport to Hickam Field in Hawaii. All
of us were nervous, not so much about the
trip or the scenes we were to see, but
whether we would amount to anything as
entertainers for the troops. None of us

landed at one of those tiny little islands
and discovered we had a show to do for
the men stationed there.

We put on a show. I don’t know how,
but I guess it wasn't as bad as we thought.
Those men were so starved for anything
in the way of entertainment they even en-
joyed us. We were to find that this was
true almost everywhere else we went.
Those boys down there feel like they're the
forgotten men of the world, and sometimes
it seemed that they were, or had been.

Soon, however, we took off and it wasn’t
long before we were in Australia. We had
to fill out more credentials and passports,
and then they gave us some GI clothes.
I'd been wearing just my regular trousers
and shirt. The GI clothes felt good. The
gals had taken some nice clothes along, a

time. They'll jump ahead of you if you
don’t move fast. They’re an alert outfit,
and no one should ever try to “play down’
to them. We found that out everytime we
hit a Marine camp.

We saw a lot of Marines, of course, and
met many of the officers. Speaking in this
connection, we'd heard some criticism that
in some cases officers supposedly had mo-
nopilized visitors on a tour. We did not
find this at all. Instead, most of the officers
were insistent that we help with the recre-
ation of the enlisted men first, last and
always. This was true not only of the
Marines, but the other branches of the
service as well.

We met some of the finest people I ever
hope to meet. Colonel Whaling, who was
with General Rupertus’ outfit, also Gen-
eral Rupertus. Una had a funny experi-
ence. She met the son of a man who used
to work at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer when
she was over there. He was a Marine, an
enlisted man, named George Minnick. She
hadn’t seen him since he was a little kid
and he and his sister used to bring her
cakes baked by their mother. Those Ma-
rines were swell. One of them gave Phyllis
a handsome ashtray carved out of a shell,
and a big sergeant named Ward gave Una
a Jap rifle captured at Tulagi. She has to
have it cleared before she gets it into this
country, but she's going to auction it off
for war bonds.

It was this outfit, made up mostly of
veterans of Guadalcanal, which “decorat-
ed” us with Guadalcanal arm patches.
Colonel Whaling did the awarding. Do you
know the girls were so touched they both
cried? One Marine, a corporal, walked by
Phyllis afterward and said, “Treasure that,
sister. They were hard fought for, and
hard won.”
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could be considered singers or dancers, but

Ardy, the accordionist, was one of the best
musicians I've ever heard. But neither of
the girls have ever done much, if any, sing-
ing before a live audience, and certainly
I'm no singer, story teller or tap dancer.
And we didn’t even have our act ready.
Well, we thought we were going to Aus-
tralia first, and would have time there to
get our show together. I had some old jokes
and stuff—I stole them from Jack Benny
and Bob Hope—but we honestly didn’t
know what we were going to do. And we
found that we couldn’t rehearse in the ship.
We were lucky to have a place to sit. But
we didn’t go to Australia right away. We

few evening dresses and sports dresses and
whatnot. They had a tough time keeping
them in order.

At first our show was about 45 minutes
long, including Andy's playing. The boys
certainly went for him and his accordion
They’d yell out requesting songs, and he'd
always play 'em. He can play any tune,
popular or classical. He got a lot of re-
quests for classical pieces, too, which sur-
prised us. After awhile, though, we weren’t
surprised at anything we discovered with
those kids.

I'd like to say this about the Marines.
You never have to explain a joke or gag
to them. They’re right on the ball all the

And then when, after our show, the
whole bunch stood up and sang “From the
Halls of Montezuma,” the girls started
bawling again. I felt kind of like it myself.

We spent about five weeks in New
Guinea, playing two, three or more shows
a day. Between shows we visited hospitals,
ate chow with the men, and all the time we
were begging to be taken to a combat zone.
But they wouldn’t let us.

They treated us so. carefully we were

in any real danger. Once, while we
ing a hospital at Lei, which was
only 40 minutes from the Japs, we had an
alert. You should have seen those boys hit
the deck from their cots, dressed in night-

The

istol Packin'

Everywhere he went, the men out in the field discovered long, lanky Cooper to be a modest,
" regular quy, ever ready fo bat the breeze or put on a show fhat was calculated to please ‘em

Mama"—dished out with lots of the old-corn
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shirts, pajamas or less. We didn't lose any
time looking for cover either. But the Japs
didn't drop anything.

Another place we went to apparently
had been expecting us. They had four slit
trenches all marked off for us with signs
over cach lettered, “Una” “Phyllis,”
“Andy,” and one for me. Over them was a
big sign that read, “Falling Stars Dive
Here.”

That shows you what spirit those boys
have down there. They keep right on
punching all the time. Talk about morale.
We at home should take lessons from them.

We kept on building to our show and it
was about two hours long when we really
got going with it. I certainly was lucky to
have the two gals and Andy. All three were
simply swell. Phyllis had a song number,
and Una had another which she did called,
“I Couldn’t Say No.” It was a little spicy,
but not too much. We were careful not to
have anything off color in the show. We
found out that the kids down there don't
go for any dirty stuff when there are nice
girls around. For my part of the show, I
told a few bum jokes, and I sang the one
song I knew. Thing called “Ragtime Cow-
boy Joe.” Sure, I was lousy.

Tl never forget one day. We came to
one camp and it was raining like the devil
We found several thousand men waiting
for us. They were sitting in the mud. Not
on benches or logs, mind you, but in the
only place available, which was mud. We
were told they had been waiting
for us since 2 o'clock that after-
noon, and it was after 5 when we
managed to reach the spot.

That will give you an idea of
how lonely those boys were for
fun and the sight of someone.
anyone from home. You just
don't know how far away that
place seems and is until you get
down there. Some of the boys
told us that home, their real
home, seemed like a dim, pleas-
ant dream to them. Our faces,
they said, were sort of familiar
to them because they'd seen them
on the screen, and it was the
sight of something familiar, not
us, which meant so much to
them. Just anything that would
carry them back once again to

the homes they had known.

Tourists did you say?
“Phil," Una go native
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_ Those words were true, just as
Gehrig’s life was true and real
and an inspiration for anyone
who chooses to follow his Toot-
steps. Usually the boys out in the
audience kept up a line of play-
ful chatter, but when they
listened to the Gehrig speech
they were so quiet you could
have heard a pin drop.

Our big song number, how-
ever, came with all of us doing
“Pistol Packin' Mama.” We
really gave it to them corny, and
theyliked it, bad as it was. Of
course, the two gals were the hit
of the show. As soon as the kids
would see them they'd let out
a howl. Some of those boys,
as you know, hadn't seen a white
woman for two years or more. I
can't say enough for them. They
worked like real troupers, which
they are. They took a beating.
Riding through a jungle in a
jeep is not like taking a drive
down the boulevard in a limou-
sine, but they'd go anywhere,
anytime, in any kind of truck,
jeep or on foot. And they always
managed to arrive looking pretty.
1 don't know how they did it, but
they did. Once they told me they
stood under a barrel shower at
2 olclock in the morning to wash

their hair because that
was the only time
they'd had in days.

And T must say that
two girls were never
treated with more re-
spect than they were down there.
They said they never once heard
a cuss word, and it seemed that
everyone was so concerned with
their welfare that if anyone had
said anything out of the way, his
buddies “would have kicked his
teeth in.”

One day Una got into a big
discussion with a bunch of Ma:
rines. She's from Kentucky, and
speaks with a pretty deep accent,
50 all the southern boys always
flocked around her. They had
quite a session. Then one boy
from Texas wanted to know if

They traded i these civi ;
Australia, for the well known Gl style of work garb

The troupe traveled by plane, jeep and afoot, using
anything fo get them fo the places they were going

n “glad rags" at Sidney,

-

than 50 feet over the water. For the most
part, though, everyone was so considerate
of our safety we couldn't get anywher
near danger. We lived in whatever wal
available —native huts or ramshackle
shacks. Chow was good. They're apparently.
getting better food and supplies down
there now than they were at first. It
must have been rugged in those days.
In conclusion, it was an experience that
no entertainer should miss. I've never been
on the stage, but playing to those boys wa:

the greatest thrill in my life, and T know
it would be to anyone who has played to

audiences from the stage. It is hard to ex-





