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“I'm Through Bein
Bossed.”

Says Gary Cooper. There’s a
wallop in his words that makes
the studio and his women
friends open their eyes

HEN Gary Cooper

returned to Holly-

wood from his

amazing tripto
Europe and points East with
his Bond Street clothes, his de-
cidedly. Continental manner
and his debonair attitude, Hol-
lywood gasped a couple of
times and then did what Holly-
wood always does—began ask-
ing itself questions.

What’s happened to Gary?

‘What is this strange change
that has come over the strong,
silent lad from Montana?

And when Gary, the affable,
kicked up a bit of a row at the
studio over playing “ Devil and
the Deep,” because he said it was a woman’s picture and
wouldn’t give him a fair chance and was only persuaded to act
in the film when he was definitely promised “A Farewell to
Arms”’—well, Hollywood’s eyes stood out on stems. Why,
Gary had never acted like that before. Gary had always done
exactly as he was told—without saying a word!

‘Which is just the point. Gary has stopped doing what he is
told. He is a new Gary Cooper.

Gone is the gaunt, melancholy, forlorn lad over whom women
languished and cooed, “He looks as if he has suffered.” And
in that boy’s place stands an assured, poised, grown-up man
who thinks for himself and meets the world upon its own terms.
He has lost even his gauntness. His face has filled out and his
figure straightened. Eleven months away from Hollywood has
wrought the change.

“I was licked when I left Hollywood,” he told me. ‘‘Sunk.
Washed up. I wasill. I had
been working day and night. I
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toward my work has changed
You are right. It isn’t as im:
portant to me as it used to be.
And, therefore, I shall do be
ter at it. I shall have a p
spective on it. I can examine
my problems reasonably and in
a detached manner because
am no longer blinded by the
glamour of pictures. (I ha
learned that it is no use to ha
ideas unless you express them,
And that no one will have any
respect for your ideas unles
you are willing to fight fol
them. The initial plunge into
expressing them and fightin
for them is the hardest!
“When I returned to Ne
York after my trip abroad, they told me that things would b
different for me out here. That things would be arranged to
my advantage. Well—when I came back, things weren’t dif:
ferent. I had been meek for so long, had done just as I w:
told for so long, that no one could believe that I wouldn’t con:
tinue to do it. They took me for granted. That is bad—very
bad—for you in a career, in your relations with your family:
or in love. Never let anyone take your amiability and your
pliability for granted!”

ID I tell you that Gary had grown up? It hasn’t been eas;

for the slow, easy-going, inarticulate Gary to learn that
lesson of self-assertion. He was as dreamy, as impractical, as
amiable a chap as you would imagine. He was a quiet child
and his sweet, dignified, conservative parents adored him and
gave him all their anxious, clinging attention.
The women in his life have

dominated him. Clara Bow.

was unhappy about the way
things were going at the studio.
My private affairs had reached
a crisis. . . . I had an attack
of jaundice, which is a terribly
depressing thing, anyhow.
And with all these other things
on my mind—well, it was
pretty awful!

“Y SHALL never get into such
a state, mentally, again.
Life can never do anything like
that to me again. I have
learned something. . . .

“In the first place, I shall
never be dominated by other
people again as I had allowed
myself to be until that time. I
had drifted, taken advice, let
people get at me through my
emotions, my sympathy, my
affections. Perhaps through a
sort of apathy, too, because I
was not well. You don’t real-
ize the hold you are letting
people get on you until you find
yourself enmeshed and en-
tangled and helpless. You have
to shake yourself freeand begin
all over again. Itisn’teasy!

“But I am my own man—
now!

“You say that my attitude
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Gary’s mother is a charming, conservative
woman. Loving her boy, she tried her best
to shield him. But Gary discovered that
he had to do his thinking for himself

Evelyn Brent. Then the r
doubtable Lupe. When that
fiery little Mexican swooped
upon his heart, there began
stormy time for Gary. The
worshipping! mother—deeply
concerned about the results of!
this impetuous romance—and
the primitive child-woman who
enthralled him could never,
never have reached a glimmer
ing of mutual understanding or
sympathy.
Although I think they both
tried at first. Gary loved
them both and their feminine
tug-of-war over the mastery of
his affections must have torn
him nearly to ribbons!
He tried to please every:
body. His producers, Evelyn
Brent, Clara Bow, Lupe Velez
his mother and his father—who
was forever investing hi
money for him. He tried to
please even those friends who
were continually advising him
And when he didn’t pleas
he was baffled rather than dis
illusioned. Like a small boj
who has been spanked fo
something he cannot under:
stand.
[ PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 98]
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” “FPm Throulvgh Being Bossed”

His first step toward a new independence,
when he returned from abroad, was to take a
house by himself. Bachelor’s quarters! To
live alone, to order his own life, to decide things
for himself. One can only guess a little of what
that means to Gary. Not that he cares for his
family less—I think that he will love them more
wisely and more tolerantly if he lives apart
from them.

LUNCHED with him in “the dump,” as he

calls it, a few days after he moved in.

“It’s not very big,” he said, as 1 followed
him obediently on an enthusiastic tour of in-
spection, “but it’s mine. It’s what 1 want.
Nobody decides what to do about things in it
but me.” He was as smug about it as a small
boy who has been given a shack on the vacant
lot next door for his very own. He was full of
plans for the disposition of his trophies from
his African trip. Heads, skins, antlers and
what-not to bedeck walls and couches and fire-
places. “Maybe it will look like a museum.
But I want them.”

That was the first thing. Then thcie was
that little tilt with the studio over his part in

the first picture he made upon his return. He
| considered the part an unsympathetic one.
| And he astounded Paramount executives by
walking into their offices and saying so! Gary!
The dawdling, good-tempered Gary, speaking
his mind!

Well! He didn’t get upset over the thing.
Fe didn’t tear his hair or beat his breast or in-
dulge in a commonplace, “temperamental”’
outburst. He stated his case, reasonably, and
indicated his firm: intention of taking a stand
and staying put.

He says he hasn’t had any trouble since.
“It’s amazing how easy it is, once you learn
to discover what you want and then go after
it. Once you convince people that you aren’t
just a puppet or an unreasonable child. They
want to be fair and they will listen to reason—
if you give it to them. Things are swell—
now!” He loves his role in “A Farewell to
Arms.” He loves working with Helen Hayes,
whom he admires intensely, both as an actress
and as a person. He admires Frank Borzage,
who is directing the piece to Gary’s complete
satisfaction.

“The thing works out in the same way in
your life,” he told me. “You have to know
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what you want and then you have to be smart
enough not to want it too much! That’s what
licks you. You have lo _hold back something of
vourself—a little part of your ego or whatever
you call it. You mustn’t give everything in
any human relationship. Tspecially in love.
The person who falls in love—all the way—is
bound to lose. He loses control of himself and
of the whole situation. He ceases to be a
whole person. You have to keep a part of
yourself detached so as to get a perspective on
things and to know what is happening to you!
1 ought to know. . . .”

In addition to this strength and this new
assurance that he has gained, Gary has ac-
quired a new and very engaging sophistication.
He fences nimbly with words. He makes adroit
and audacious bon mots. He has—this shy
boy from Montana—acquired a little of the
Continental manner!

Of course, there are the Count and Countess
di Frasso. That friendship which sprang up
while Gary was abroad, and which led to the
distinguished pair coming to Hollywood to take
a house almost next door to his own, probably
accounts for much of this new and interesting
polish. Hollywood has been pretty agog over
that situation. Well, there it is. The Count
and Countess are among us. They spend a
part of every day with Gary. The trio are in-
separable.

And the elder couple are intelligent, sophisti-~
cated, worldly people. No disadvantage at
all to a young man!

Talking with him recently, I recalled the
Christmas Eve before he went away. He came
to spend the afternoon with me. His mother
called me two or three times before he finally
appeared. s

“Please tell Gary he had better bring his
suit-case in the house with him,” she directed
me. worriedly. ‘“He has his new evening
clothes in it and it would be a shame if they’
were stolen out of the car. . . .”

The second time, she wanted to know
whether he had arrived. “Maybe you’d better
watch for him and call to him when he appears.
You know, he’s just as likely as not to forget
where he is going and drive right past your
house in that vague way of his. . . .” :

Good gosh! Wasn’t the man able to drive
a few blocks from his house to mine, by him-
self, T wondered? What had come over Gary?
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e arrived, eventually, withcut our having to
out the police, and strolled in—as limp, as
n, as miserable a human being as you ever
w. That day, in addition to his other
troubles, he had a cold in his head. He helped
me trim my Christmas tree but it wasn’t a
very gala occasion. Gary was so depressed
that he could hardly speak.

~ He didn’t talk about his troubles very much.

mew. One knew of the rift between Gary and
Jupe (and there was real grief in that parting).
e talked a little about his worries over his
work. But he didn’t seem to think that any-
thing could be done about anything.

He was hurt and ill and silent. He was a
man who had given up.

I believe Gary’s mother came to Hollywood
o save her son from the tangled web of Holly-
wood. It has been said that Gary’s mother
caused the break between Lupe and Gary.
et’s think of that mother for a moment.

‘A TYPICAL Middle-Western, old-fashioned
woman, she had nourished the thought
that Gary might some day become great.
She read the publicity about him and Clara
Bow, Evelyn Brent, Lupe Velez. What more
natural than for her to come to Hollywood to
save him from what, to her, were ‘“those
‘women’'?

Lupe once said that every time Gary didn’t
do as his mother wanted him to, she became ill.
“She is just trying to hold him by sickness,”
upe sobbed. I can easily imagine his mother
saying, “These women are trying to take my
‘boy from me with their appeal.”

- Each woman behaved according to her own
lights; her own background.

But the Gary of today is different. This one
is sure that he has mastered himself and his
destiny. At least, he will put up a fight and
that other Gary wouldn’t have. . . .

This Gary is self-sufficient. “I shall always

live alone,” he said. ‘“No one to tell me what
to do—or when—. No one to make scenes or
cry or have hurt feelings. . . . I am my own
man—now!”
- Idoubt whether Gary will always live alone!
He will marry one day, almost surely. But no
one will ever dominate him, wholly, again. I
think he is right about that. Gary has learned
a great deal in the past year. . . .
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has never been a complainer. But one |
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