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Maybe he was built for open skies, instead of stuf-
fy drawing-rooms. But for Rocky, Gary Cooper

would balance the daintiest teacup—and like it!

“OOO ”M Hodda Hoppor

B | couldn’t understand why everybody was laughing.
It was one night during the war and I had a real scoop
movie star on the stage at the Hollywood Canteen. Gary
Cooper had balked when I first asked him to appear. Shy
and embarrassed as always, he’d protested, “Those GI
guys don’t want to see me, Hedda. They want some pretty
gals. What in the world can / do?”

“Now, Coop,” I soothed, “leave it to me. I'll just ask
a few questions and you follow my lead. They’ll love it.”

I'm not exactly Bob Hope and Coop’s a plenty tough
subject. I did my best but what Gary mumbled back was
short and not designed to lay anyone in the aisles, either.
‘That’s why I couldn’t understand it when that gang of
boys began to snicker, then laugh and then roar out loud.
I was wearing a big hat with a long feather in it, and I
remember shaking it, puzzled at the panic we were hand-
ing that audience.

I wound up and turned around just in time to see Coop
spit out a mouthful of feathers, while the Canteen rocked.
My poor hat was as bare as a plucked chicken. All the
time I’d been knocking myself out for laughs, Gary had
quietly stolen the show by nibbling the feathers right off
my best bonnet!

I'd never in the world have guessed Gary Cooper would
come up with a natural bit of sly comedy like that. It
was worthy of Victor Moore or Jack Benny. It doubled
me up—and that’s something in the face of a ruined hat,

you can bet!
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myself is, I ought to know by now that
Gary’s as full of surprises as a Christmas
stocking. I've known him almost since the
world began, it seems. I played in the
second picture he ever made—Children of
Divorce—in which Gary’s job was an All-
American high in Hollywood miscasting.

The set was my swank Park Avenue
apartment. The characters were super-
sophisticated Manhattan youths merrily
going to Hell. Gary was a New York man-
about-town, the script said. And only a
few months before he’d been riding the
range in Montana!

Even in that miscast part, his scenes re-
vealed something so terrific that they fair-
ly shouted, “star stuff!” You couldn’t put
your finger on what it was—and I suppose
you can’t now. It’s pure inner power that
Coop has. I heard a director who ought to
know—C. B. DeMille, no less say, “If Gary
ever let loose all the power inside him, he’d
blow up the screen!”

young in heart . . .

Coop let some of it escape later on, and
it made unforgettably real roles for the
screen, like Sergeant York, Lou Gehrig
and Mr. Deeds. In person, though, he holds
it in with a boyish shyness which he’s
never capitalized on in his acting, as Jimmy
Stewart has, for instance. I can’t help
thinking of Coop as still a boy. even though
he’s in his middle forties.

1 was walking down the street in Beverly
Hills not long ago, when I heard a shout.
“Hey, Hedda—look what I just got!” I
thought it must be a letter from the Pres-
ident or something equally sensational.
Gary stuck out his wrist. He had a new
watch, one of those waterproof, shockproof,
everything proof kind that tells when it’s
going to rain and practically all the saints’
days. Gary could buy one, if he wanted
to, I'm sure, every day in the week. But
he’d run across the street like a kid with
a new B-B gun to show me his prize. He
stopped traffic for me another time, right
on Hollywood Boulevard—and he hates a
scene with a crowd—just to glow over a
new buggy he’d bought. I remember not
long ago when a foreign automobile, one
of those sleek hand-made English jobs,
broke up a perfectly good party at Merle
Oberon’s house. A British pal of Merle’s
rolled up in it and from that minute on
us gals—including Rocky, Gary’s pretty
wife—sat in the house and twiddled our
thumbs. Gary kept his head poked under
the hood all day investigating the works.

Gary wasn’t. exactly fresh off the range
when his wife, Rocky, met and married
him. He’d had the rough ranch edges
rounded off by Clara Bow and Lupe Velez,
the Countess Di Frasso and his other
bachelor-day girl friends. Come to think
of it, darned if I didn’t promote Gary’s
first date with Clara! Gary liked fun girls.
Lupe Velez, bless her memory, was as gay
a personality package as Hollywood ever
knew. Gary unlaxed and let go around
her. But he always remained at heart
the wild West kid he'd been. He used to
give all his best girls animals.

Lupe got an eagle—a wild one Coop
had caught, It flapped dismally around her
big house for months and she thought she
knew why it-had the blues. “’Eee needs a
mate, Gay-ree,” she explained. “Get one.”

Gary got one, all right. I've forgotten
how many scratches it cost his sun-tanned
hide, scrambling over - the cactus-spiked
hills of Catalina Island to do it. But he got
that eagle.

Gary presented Dorothy Di Frasso with
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a dog. The countess was the girl friend
who introduced Gary to the smart set,
rubbed off the last rough corral edges be-
fore Gary married Veronica Balfe.

Gary was a school-girl crush of Rocky
Balfe’s. She lived in the East, but 'luckily,
she had two uncles in Hollywood, Cedric
Gibbons, Dolores Del Rio’s ex-husband
now married to Hazel Brooks, and Elliott
Gibbons, a screen writer who’s married
today to Irene, M-G-M’s famous dress
designer. Rocky had visits to Hollywood,
even as a girl, and on those visits she saw
her dream man in the flesh and knew what
she wanted.

I remember Rocky as a teen-ager. She
used to come out to Hollywood with her
mother. They stayed at the old Hollywood
Hotel and many days she’d play around
the Hollywood Hotel pool with my boy,
Bill. She’s always been poised and pretty,
a_little on the elegant side, the type of
girl boys dream about when they read
King Arthur and his Knights, a princess—
just a little aloof and unattainable. Rocky
has a-finely chiseled profile, big dark eyes,
a queenly air. She’s Gary’s queen and he
loves pleasing her slightest whim. It's a
marriage that's been perfect from the
start—and that I'll confess began as one
of those G. Cooper surprises for me, too.
Why would a Western guy with sagebrush
sticking out of his hair fall for a polished
Eastern pearl like Rocky—and vice versa?

They met back East once when Gary
was fancy free, and pretty soon Rocky was
out on another Hollywood visit—but this
time set to stay a while. They said she had
plans for a Hollywood career herself: her
step-dad, Paul Shields, a Wall Street finan-
cier, had some tie-up with a studio and
Rocky rated a contract try. I don’t think
she came out to be an actress. She came
out to marry Gary—and that’s what she
did.

They had a swank Park Avenue ‘wedding
with all the social trimmings. Then they
took a trip to Bermuda and came back
with the idea for the house they’ve lived
in ever since. They even had coral roofing
shingles and bricks freighted up by boat
from that island. But the house, tasteful,
unique and gem-like as it is, fits Rocky,
not Gary. There’s just one touch of Coop
in the front room, for instance, a zebra
rug, made from the skin of a trophy he
bagged on his bachelor African safari. In
a little sitting room off his bedroom, Coop
racks the guns and outdoor tackle he’s
so crazy about. The rest of the house is
a woman’s, filled with gorgeous antiques
and rich furnishings. The baseboard in the
bedroom is a running mirror, the draperies
are super exquisite.

When Gary’s house was robbed some-
time ago, the thieves piled up all the
silver and Rocky’s jewels on the bed, tied
their haul up in the bedspread and de-
parted. What they used for a loot bag was
a custom-woven, crushed plush bedspread,
so rich and rare that it took Rocky six
months to replace it.

Gary has fitted himself into this sophis-
ticated setting perfectly and without a
kick, as he has into the life his wife likes
—the top-drawer, smart, Hollywood life
of unending parties and quiet, luxury liv-
ing. Rocky’s a social spark-plug and there’s
always something for the Coopers to do
with their friends, Mary Jane and Doug
Fairbanks, Merle Oberon and Lucian
Ballard, Tyrone Power, Virginia and
Darryl Zanuck, Van Johnson and Evie
Wynn, Clark Gable, and scads more of
Hollywood’s social elite.

Gary and Rocky make an annual pil-
grimage back to Southampton, Long
Island, to visit her mother, Mrs. Paul
Shields, and to keep in touch with the
Eastern non-Hollywood upper crust. Last

year they took back Clark Gable as an
added attraction. He met Millicent Rogers,
a friend of Rocky’s, and they weré a hand-
some foursome for quite a while.

This sort of high life is not really Gary
Cooper’s natural style. He’s not a party
boy or greeter; he’s shy, built for open
skies and a saddle, not drawing rooms
and Hepplewhite chairs. Gary has never
cared about cocktails. He hates like fury
to dance. Small talk and clever conversa-
tion aren’t his strong points. Fluttery,
flirtatious society girls scare him to death
Yet he likes it—because Rocky does. He’s
completely devoted and happy to be
wherever she is, doing what she likes.

He’s a born gentleman and I'm sure it’s
as instinctive for him to want to please
Rocky or anyone he loves as it is to take
off his hat to a lady. He loves his wife
and is completely under her spell. But
every woman close to Gary always gets
the same devoted attention. I've always
admired Gary for the sweet way he’s
treated his wonderful mother and his late
dad, Judge Cooper. Despite his success
and fame, Gary was never anything but
their kid around them. That’s one depart-
ment where I know he never grew up.

Mrs. Cooper belongs to the Hollywood
Mothers’ Club and I'm a member myself.
I remember when Judge and Mrs. Cooper
celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniver-
sary, all of us Hollywood maws were in-
vited to their sweet little house in Holly-
wood. Gary was busy with a picture and
about the last person I expected to see
there. But in the midst of the gathering he
stalked shyly in, greeting all the mothers
separately, shaking their hands to make
them glow, and kissing his own mom
warmly as he handed her his golden roses
and gold gifts of all kinds for the golden
wedding day.

He’s every bit as kind and courtly to
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his hter, Maria, a big girl of twelve,
smart, pretty and talented. Maria’s a perfect
fifty-fifty combination of Gary and Rocky
and Gary's simply wild about her. She goes
to Marymount, a convent school nearby the
Cooper house, and because she wanted to
be raised as a Catholic, Gary and Rocky,
who were married in the Episcopal church,
took Catholic instruction.

I hope I haven’t given the impression
that Gary and Rocky Cooper’s marriage
is one-sided, because that’s not the truth.
I'd say Rocky’s the domestic boss of the
team, but since becoming Mrs. Cooper, she’s
learned to enjoy the things Gary likes,
and she’s darned good at them, too.

They're forever taking trips, that pair,
because Gary loves trips. Sun Valley’s the
favorite spot, and if they don’t fly they
roll up in the deluxe station wagon
Henry Ford II had made for Gary. Gary
loves hunting better than anything, and
next to that, plain skeet shooting. Rocky’s
taken up both, so now, half the time, she
beats her old man. The only time I had any
trouble pinning Gary down to doing some-
thing I wanted was when I nabbed him in
the middle of a hunting expedition.

He was up near Sun Valley with Rocky
and Ernest Hemingway and his then new
bride, Martha Gelhorn, and I wanted to
make a short movie subject of the dove
and jackrabbit hunt they were on. As
usual, when I wired Coop, he replied
“Sure, Hedda, anything for you.” The

cameraman I sent up had to track him |

down like a coyote to pull him away from
those doves and rabbits. But when he final-
ly did, Gary delivered not only himself but
the elusive Mr. Hemingway who'd said,
“No,” at first. It made a wonderful film,
with those two expert hunters and celeb-
rities and it was just one of the many
favors Gary has done me through the years.

the master at work . . .

Sometimes, when I haven’t seen Coop
for a long time I suddenly get the urge
to check up on him in person. The other
day I spied Rocky at a luncheon party.

“What's Gary up to?” I asked.

“He's painting,” smiled Rocky. “Why
don’t you come see the master at work?”

I hurried right over the next day. Rocky
led me through Gary’s abandoned gun
room and outside. “In here,” she indicated.

“Why,” I gasped. “It’s the doghouse!”

“It was,” grinned Rocky. “But it’s Gary’s
studio now. He’s off on a new project.”

Inside I found the same gangling Gary
I knew years ago—maybe a touch of gray
and a line or two—and a familiar bell
rang in my memory. The last thing he
looks like is an artist, but before he landed
in the movies, Gary traveled around, door
to door, selling his own Western sketches
to keep himself alive in Hollywood. “Hi,
Hedda,” he said, daubing busily away.
“What color’s a nasturtium?”

“Red,” I said, trying not to look too sur-
prised, “some are yellow, some orange.”

“Pve tried mixing ’em,” he sighed. “And
all T seem to get is a nasty brown.”

True enough, it wasn’t- Cézanne on the
canvas, but it was his first try at oils. “I'm
going to lick this,” swore Gary, hitching
up his Levis, “if it takes all summer.” Well,
summer’s almost over and I haven’t seen
Coop’s masterpieces yet. I don’t expect
them to be any Rembrandts for a lot of
reasons, including the fact that Gary’s been
busy with Good Sam, his next film.

But I'm staking out a spot on my wall
to hang one—to remind me always of my
April fool favorite star—and I'll bet it’s
good. I've watched Gary leap up the ladder
from the awkward cowboy to an Oscar-
owning actor who’s worth $500,000 for
every movie he makes. I'd bet on Gary
Cooper to travel far in any direction he
picks. He’s got mighty long legs.
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How thousands who are pale and tired because of this blood
deficiency may find renewed energy with Ironized Yeast Tablets

ISTLESS girls — girls who are low on
pep and “personality”, color and
charm — often may blame a blood con-
dition. They may have a Borderline
Anemia, due to a ferro-nutritional
blood deficiency. Yes, if you're pale
and weary your red blood cells may be
to blame. They may be too puny and
faded to transmit full energy to your
body. Results of medical surveys show
that up to 68% of the women exam-
ined — many men and children —have
this Borderline Anemia.

How Ironized Yeast Tablets
Build Up Your Blood and Vigor
Take Ironized Yeast Tablets if this
Borderline Anemia is sapping your
strength and stealing the blush from
your cheek. They are formulated to
help build up faded red blood cells to
healthy color and size — to help restore
your usual vigor and good looks. Of
course, continuing tiredness and pallor
may be due to other conditions—so con-
sult your doctor regularly. But in this
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TABLETS

Borderline Anemia, take Ironized Yeast
Tablets to help build up your blood.
Take them to start your energy shift-
ing back into “high”, to help restore
your natural color! Take them so you
really can enjoy life again! Ask your

druggist for the big economy size.

#Resulting from ferro-nutritional blood deficiency

BORDERLINE ANEMIA
why it can make you
TIRED * PALE ¢ LISTLESS

Energy-Building Blood. This
is a microscopic view of
blood rich in energy ele-
ments. Here are big,
plentiful red cells that
release energy to every
muscle, limb, tissue.

Borderline Anemia. Many
have blood like' this;
never know it. Cells are
puny, faded. Blood like
this can’t release the
energy you need to feel
and look your best.
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