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Weritten with the frankness of friendship, this is
the portrait of an adoring father and devoted

husband, of a man both stubborn and generous,

shuighiforwurd and sensiﬁve—Gary Cooper

N this complex world of today, more particu-
larly in this complex town of Hollywood,
where emotion distorts many a resolve and

ambition many an ideal, it is good to see a man
traveling in a single, unconfused path, calling
his shots as he sees them, being quietly true to
himself.

Gary Cooper is such a man. I call hi
“Coop.” He calls me, for no good reason,
“McFee.” We've known each other for ten or
a dozen years. We are both very busy. Our
paths often lead in opposite directions. But
when we get together again, we pick up where
we left off.

When I was asked to contrive this “portrait”
of Coop, I said I'd be glad to do it, and proud.
“Although,” I added, “it may sound too compli-
mentary to ring true. You see, I regard him

But the editor of PmoToPLAY said,
be him as you see him. That is all I

... I give you the Gary Cooper I know.
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They might have been
rivals, instead they
are friends. Because,
in Gary Cooper, Joel
found a quality that
is rare in humanity—
a man, rue fo himself





image3.jpeg
] e“ker:a'\“‘f

ary et

G\orY ‘::om
waYr

I could start out with a long list of adjec-
tives which fit him, I suppose—quiet, straight-
forward, straight-thinking, strong, kind, stub-
born, generous, sensitive—but I would rather
tell a little story about him first, an anecdote
which is so typical of him that it comes to mind
whenever anyone says to me, “What is Gary

_Cooper really like?”

It happened two or three years ago. Coop
had been away from Hollywood for some time
and had been ill, too. Finally, he returned and
came to see me at the ranch. He was still un-
der the weather.

“Know what I'd like, McFee?” he offered,
straight off. “T'd like to take a walk. I've got
a new gun and I want to try it out.”

So we did. We walked for an hour or more,
with never a word from him. That was like
him. He had been away. It would take a while
for him to feel at home again. It had always
been that way. So we walked on and on—up
a long hill, finally. And then, on the crest, we
stopped, looking off across miles of rolling green

_quite as suddenly as he had begun.

When the Coo
Mrs. Paul Shier

hills and fields, a beautiful vista, We stood
there for five or ten minutes, perhaps, both of
us silent. Finally, Coop drew a long breath
and turned to me. I was certain that when he
spoke, it would be to say something about how
swell it was to be back again in God’s country,
or something like that. But instead—

“You know, McFee, that European situation
is a hell of a mess,” he remarked.

I think I laughed at the unexpectedness of it,
but he didn’t even notice. He launched into as
intelligent a discussion of international affairs
as I have ever heard. He knew everything that
had happened—names, places, dates and facts.
He also had figured out what was going to hap-
pen in the future and he was right, too, as sub-
sequent events have proved. He talked fluently
for fifteen or twenty minutes; then he stopped
He had
studied the situation. It had interested him.
He considered that I would be interested, also,
so he spoke his mind. When he had finished,
he shut up again.

ers arrived for a vacation with Sandra's mother,
ds (center) with Mr. Shiolds, New York lensers
scooped the Hollywood ones—by snatching a picture of baby Maria

There is no small talk in Coop. He doesn’t
say, “Hello-how-are-you” and never wait for
or care about your answer. If he asks you how
you are, you can be darned well certain he
would like to know. If he talks about the
weather you can be sure he is interested in it.
He reads prodigiously; remembers what he
reads, and when he figures he has this or that
subject all summed up, he may discuss it, if he
feels he has a sympathetic listener. But never
under any other circumstances.

BARY and I first met at a party at Pickfair, but
each of us had heard about the other through
mutual friends long before that. We weren't
introduced, We simply encountered each other,
shook hands and with one accord went over to
a corner and sat down. We must have sat there
an hour or so, talking some but not much, per-
fectly companionable all the while. That was
the beginning. We've been friends ever since.
No, we are not inseparable. We each have a

(Continued on page 85)
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My Friend Coopl

home, a family, a career, many diverse
interests. But, in the back of our minds,
we know there is something that has
clicked between us which won’t change.
It’s a fine thing, to know that. It is for
me, at least, and, knowing Coop, I am
certain he wouldn’t bother if he didn’t
feel the same way. He is no hypocrite.
He couldn’t pretend a regard he didn’t
feel, to save his life.

Another thing about Coop . .. He
takes in stride whatever comes along,
good, bad, or indifferent. In a profes-
sion wherein competition is bitter and
every man is on his own, he won’t fight
for himself. He never has. If he gets
a bad role, he doesn’t raise hell about it.
He rises above it. Ihave seen this hap-
pen. He simply goes ahead and does
the best he can and when the picture is
released, you'll find that maybe it gets
panned, but not Coop. I've watched the
same thing happen on a set. Maybe the
actress he is working with is tempera-
mental, or maybe difficult to photograph
and keeps demanding this and that
change in script, action or what-have-
you. Coop never says a word. He
takes what he is given and does what
he is supposed to do. And—well, per-
haps I am prejudiced, but I think he
beats ’em all at their own game. They
may seem to have the whip hand, but
he emerges from any situation like that
with a gun in his hand. And all the
while he hasn’t raised a finger to do it.
He has merely been himself,

Now, Coop doesn’t comprehend a
thing like professional jealousy. He
can’t even be bothered when something
wholly false is said about him—this,

(Continued froim page 21)

despite the fact that it may put him in
a bad light personally or professionally.
For instance, a few months ago a cer-
tain Los Angeles newspaper came out
with the following headline: “GoLowyN
TRYING TO TRADE COOPER PLUS ScRIPT
ForR TYRONE Power!” Certamly, this
headline and the story that supported
it didn’t sound very complimentary.
Moreover, the thing wasn't true.

I was sore when I read it and I looked
for Coop to show him the story. “
don’t you do something about this?” I
yelled.

He had already read it but it was like
him to take the paper and quietly read
it again. Then he looked up and grinned
a little. “Wonder why they printed
that?” he remarked, conversationally.

“Aren’t you going to do anything
about it?” I demanded.

He shook his head.
should 1?”

That was that. The story wasn’t so,
so why should he get hot and bothered?
According to his lights, no reason at all.

“No. Why

[:oop is thoughtful. No “portrait” of
him would be complete without putting
in that. He is kind without to-do.
There was the matter of the Screen
Actors’ Guild. Personally, I hadn’t been
particularly interested in it. I am not
much of a “joiner.” But one night Coop
called me up.

“Listen,” he said, “I wish you'd join
the Guild.”

“Why?” I asked him. “T'd rather be
on my own. If I get along, I want to do
it myself. If I don't, it should be my
own fault.”

“Well, I've been figuring,” he told me
in that slow way of his, ‘and I think we
should belong. Maybe we don’t need a
Guild, but a lot of those who haven’t
been so lucky as us, do. We should
help them out.”

No, it wasn’t a very eloquent argu-
ment, but I got what he meant. He
thought it was the right thing to do and
suddenly I did, too. So I joined. And
I liked him all the more for taking the
stand he did.

Another side of Coop is his truly re-
markable ability to concentrate—or
perhaps it is a genius for ignoring petty
annoyances and distractions. I shall
never forget one night when he and
Rocky (his wife) and Frances and my-
self were attending a concert at the
Hollywood Bowl. You wouldn’t sus-
pect it, perhaps, but Coop loves music,
classical music as well as those cowboy
songs of his.

Anyway, in the middle of a splendid
symphony, an autograph seeker popped
up in the box back of us and concen-
trated on Gary.

“Mister Cooper,” he hissed.
Cooper.”

Well, I don't see how Coop could have
failed to hear, but if he did, he gave no
sign; just sat there listening to the
music. A moment later, the fellow
tried again. “Mister Cooper,” he in-
sisted, practically out loud, now. “MIS-
TER COOPER! Can I have your auto-
graph?”

But still, Coop just sat there, unheed-
ing. No, I couldn’t stand it! I turned
around and motioned the guy to be
quiet. But Coop never budged. And

“Mister

after the concert was over, he rose and
rubbed his hands together that way he
has when he is pleased.

“Fine program, wasn’t it?” he said.
Sure, he meant it. As far as he was
concerned, nothing had happened to
mar his evening. Not a thing. Ihad to
laugh, though, when as we were mak-
ing our way out of the Bowl, I heard
the autograph hunter’s companion say,
pityingly, “Why, Gary Cooper must be
deaf!”

No, my friends. I assure you he isn't
deaf. He just doesn’t hear what he
doesn’t want to.

A “PORTRAIT” of Coop must include,
too, his sense of humor. It isn't a very
boisterous one, nor is he given to play-
ing practical jokes on people, or mak-
ing wisecracks that scintillate in print.
The Cooper humor is far more likely to
be the kind that prompts him to tie
pieces of meat on each end of a string
when he is out deep-sea fishing, for in-
stance, throw them overboard and
chuckle quietly to himself as he watches
the squabbling of a couple of outraged
sea gulls who have gobbled them up
and are, therefore, “tied” together. No,
it wouldn’t be a very strong piece of
string because that might involve se-
rious consequences for the gulls. He is
careful about that.

Coop has a temper on occasion. Lack
of consideration or tact on the part of
someone else makes him furious. He
and Rocky invited Frances and me to
some sort of studio banquet one night,
and while we were there a certain pro-
ducer came around and tried to talk
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him into signing a contract. Coop re-
sented it. No, he didn’t sputter or pro-
test, but we saw his eyes get bluer and
bluer, as they always do when he’s mad,
and the slow crimson spread over his
face. Finally, he got out of his chair—
in that usual, deliberate Cooper manner
in which he hunches himself forward
like a jackknife, and then straightens up
until his lean, lanky height seems even
greater that it is.

“Will you please excuse me?” he re-
marked to the man and left him flat.

I followed him out. “That so-and-
so,” he muttered, darkly. “What did he
mean trying to cram business into an
evening’s pleasure that way!” And he
apologized all over the place to me, and
later, to Frances, for the fact that it had
happened. Yes, I know. It was a little
thing, after all, but he just didn’t like it.

He has an unfailing habit of going to
sleep whenever and wherever he can.
To me, 1t is funny to see him sitting
around between scenes, on a set, or
lying down, if he can find a place, and
sleeping peacefully amidst the bedlam
all about him ... Or, maybe, when
you're sitting on the set with him, to
suddenly find him asleep 1n his chair.

IN his fifteen years in Hollywood, Coop
may sometimes have gotten himself in-
volved in uncomfortable situations,
wherein a little more firmness and a lit-
tle more readiness to disappoint others
would have saved him a lot of trouble.
But be never kicks. He never men-
tions, even to me, any sort of problem
or difficulty he may have encountered.
He never discusses anything personal
with anybody. You know he loves his
wife. You know it because he wouldn’t
have gotten married if he hadn’t. You
know he loves his baby daughter. His
face lights up when you speak of them
and you see a sort of quiet pride and
happiness there that needs no ballyhoo-
ing.

For all his reticence, however, Coop
is a great one for enthusiasms, though I
have to laugh at them, sometimes, be-
cause they often burn themselves out
by their very intensity. That happened
on the occasion of a certain hunting
trip he planned. As soon as he finished
the picture he was making, his manager,
Jack Moss, told me he was going to set
forth. Meanwhile, he spent every spare
minute getting ready. He bought
special guns. He bought special camp-

ing equipment. He bought everything.
He spent hours selecting fishing tackle
and a grub stake and a cooking kit.
The expedition was all he could talk
about.

But when the picture was finished—
well, I went away about that time and
didn’t find out what happened until sev-
eral months later. Then I said to
Coop, “Did you have a good time on
your camping trip?” Whereupon he
grinned a little sheepishly, and told me,
“Well, as a matter of fact—well, we
didn’t go.” No, there hadn’t been any
special reason, and of course I kidded
him plenty. But I understood how it
was, just the same. As Jack Moss said,
he’d had such a good time getting ready,
he didn’t have to go.

I COULD go on and on about Coop.
There is a lot to him as perhaps you've
guessed by now. I could tell how, back
in the days when he wasn’t married,
the girls used to run after him, even
fight over him, and he never even knew
it. I could tell how he likes fine clothes
and wears the best that tailors can
make. I could tell how he loves swim-
ming in the ocean, and will stand up in
the waves and rub the salt water be-
tween his hands, and say, “Swell, eh?”
I could tell how he never forgets any-
thing and how, two years after he'd
heard me say I'd like to own a certain
kind of hunting knife, he brought me
one from New York; how, afraid of be-
ing thanked (he is always afraid of
thanks), he hurried to explain that “you
can whittle with a knife like this.” I
could describe the unexpectedness of
him, the canniness of him. I could tell
how he never pays any attention to the
weather, never complains that it’s too
hot or too cold; I could tell about his
hobbies—drawing, carving, designing
saddles, boats, special guns; how he al-
ways wears gloves; how he hates nag-
ging and show-offs; how reasonable he
is in an argument; what a fine host he
is. I could say that I consider him one
of the best actors on the screen, because
he is himself, when any actor knows it
is far easier to imitate; that I think he
should have had the Academy Award
for “Mr. Deeds,” hands down. But with
all this, if I should neglect to add one
thing more, then I shouldn’t have de-
scribed the real Gary Cooper. For that
one thing stands out above everything
else . .. He is a man.
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Coop at home, as seen only by such old friends as Joel (McFee)
McCrea—and as photographed for the first time in the workshop of
the Cooper home in Brentwood Heights. This is where Gary houses his
great collection of firearms, where he keeps his guns in topnotch
condition—and where he whips up his odd litle mechanical gadgets




