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MANY men go a bit green-eyed when they
see Gary Cooper on the screen. Women just
sigh and wish there were enough Coopers to go
around.

One male Cooper-resenter was coming out
of a showing of Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, in
which not only Mr. Deeds but Mr. Cooper, the
star, Frank Capra, the director, Robert Riskin,
the scenarist, and Clarence Budington Kelland,
author of the original story, went to town with
their throttles wide open. Said this critic, “No
fellow has a right to be that good-looking and,
on top of it, to make all that money.”

Another said, “Yes, it's a swell picture, all
right. But that big stiff is not an actor. He
just plays himself.”

A third man chipped in with the thought
that he wouldn’t mind Gary’s good looks so
much if he were just plain Frank Cooper, and
worked in a factory.

The three women with them said nothing.
They just looked wistful.

The fact is that Gary once was Frank Cooper,
though never plain, and that he did work as a
hand in a canning factory to help pay his way
through Grinnell College, Iowa. Also, as Frank

star who started from scratch.

The inside story of a great romantic

James Cooper, he served as a guide in Yellov
stone Park, and tried to earn his cakes ar
coffee drawing cartoons and peddling adve
tising space in Los Angeles, to which mode:
Mecca he had drifted to look for work, thou
not picture work. He'd done no acting, a
he did not want to be an actor; but, broke ai
jobless, he did what hundreds of other you
men in and about Hollywood have done befo
and since; he joined the movie army as a pr
vate. It was not fame he was after but t
seven dollars and fifty cents a day movie extr
get—some days.
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in a Tom Mix “horse opera” when he was
twenty-three; and his long fingers closed on
.the check for seven fifty.

Now, for a single picture, he gets seventy-
five thousand dollars, or enough to pay the
salary of the President of the United States.
As he can do eight pictures a year, he con-

~ tributes to the government in taxes enough to

i- keep the incumbent of the White House, and

- the Supreme Court justices as well.

THIS is not a rags-to-riches fable, how-

ever. Gary is not the perfect Horatio Alger
hero. True, he did work hard, and he works
even harder now; but he comes from a family
of some means, not rich perhaps, but well able
to send a check to a roaming son if he wrote
home for one. Gary never did. So states his
father, a Helena, Montana, lawyer with ranch-
ing interests and a former justice of the state
supreme court.
Helena is Gary’s home town. Among the
mines and ranches he came out of the every-
where into the here on May 7, 1901. He is of
sound middle-class English stock; both parents
- come from Bedfordshire, where the Coopers
~ have been substantial yeoman farmers for gen-
© erations. As a small boy Gary was shipped on
. the hoof to England and exposed to two years
of schooling there without catching the accent.
Returning to Helena, he went through high
school, a gangling lad who attained his present
height (six feet, two and one-half inches) be-
 fore he was sixteen.

Feminine hearts nearly lost one of their big-
gest throbs when Gary was almost demolished
in a motor crack-up. He took his broken leg
- and other injuries to a ranch, where, while
Trecuperating, he became an expert horseman.

That broken leg was a lucky break for Gary.
It made a first-class cowboy of an indifferent
artist. His ability to sit a bronco won him his

chance in pictures,

After two and a half years at Grinnell he
headed west once more. Fate, and the need of
that seven fifty, pushed him into picture work.
T a year's apprenticeship as an extra he
began to get small bits. They needed a hand-
some cattle-valet to play Abe Lee in The Win-
ning of Barbara Worth, by Harold Bell Wright,
' and a keen-eyed executive saw Gary sticking
up out of the mob and gave him the job. He
clicked. Salary, fifty dollars a week.
Nowadays the press department of his studio
as a tough time publicizing the quiet, unas-
ing Cooper. Bulletins are issued telling
E thrilling facts as: Gary has a lucky hat—
an old sombrero; Gary’s Sealyham won a blue

The hero as a Bengal Lancer

Tibbon at a dog show; Gary is very fond of the
pomegranates and passion fruit raised on his
ranch; and similar choice tidbits.

However, there was a time before his mar-
riage when Gary was better copy. As a fancy-
free bachelor he had his moments. One of
them was Clara Bow, flamboyant exponent of
“It,” and now out of the hurlyburly of Holly-
wood and living the headlineless life of a con-
tented wife and mother. She spied the big, shy,
unaffected Westerner, then an unknown, and
was instantly seized with cardiac palpitations.

“I fell in love with Gary,” says Clara in a
signed life story. “It was wonderful while it
lasted.”

Next thing Gary knew he was supplying the

The hero and Mrs. Gary Cooper

masculine “It” in the picture of that name star-
ring Clara.

Hollywood, where the favorite dish is dirt,
promptly married off Gary to the spectacular
redhead, and he was kept busy for a couple of
years issuing statements that he and Miss Bow
were “just good pals.”

BE THAT as it may, he owes a lot to Clara
Bow and says so. She gave an impetus to his
career, and from her he learned many tricks of
the acting trade. His present-day technique,
however, is not tricky, unless it is a trick to be
natural. Actors say that his is not the art
which conceals art, but a native gift, like his
expressive eyes and lengthy legs.

“The secret of Gary’s appeal,” says astute
Jim Tully, “is that he is as natural as rain.”

Gary’s next romantic adventure was with
that temperamental firecracker, Lupe Velez,
still exploding as the untamed mate of Johnny
Weissmuller, aquatic Tarzan of the Apes.

In the public prints Gary and the mercurial
Mexican were engaged, not engaged, unen-
gaged, and re-engaged with a rapidity which
made dizzy those readers who were not already
that way.

He was fast rising in fan favor when, in 1931,
he said au revoir (though not good-by) to
Hollywood, and went to Africa on a big-game
hunting expedition. Soon pictures of him
standing on prone lions began to fill the papers.
Those charged with the duty of beating the
publicity tom-toms stated that he took the trip
to recuperate from overwork and because he
loved the great outdoors. The gossips, while
admitting he had been worked to a jittery
frazzle and that his addiction to the wide open
spaces was genuine, added that a long stay in
the deep, distant jungles is one tactful way to
terminate a romance. They suggested he might
find the tropical clime cooler than Hollywood.

In the African wilds he shot the legal bag of

lions and antelopes and had them stuffed
mounted. They now adorn the walls of
new home in Beverly Hills, a ten-room, w
Bermuda-type house set in three landse:
acres, an estate as unpretentious as its owr

He has two servants and a gardener, bu
chauffeur for his stable of cars. Gary is fr
and thrifty and has a tidy fortune tucked a

business manager collects his salary, d
out pocket money to Gary, and is adamar
about keeping down expenses, except w
Mr. Deeds-Cooper’s fancy is caught by so
thing big, new, fast, and glittery in the wa
an automobile. The bigger they are and
faster they are the better Gary likes them,
paid sixteen thousand dollars for one snor
monster; but these costly chariots are his
extravagance.

When Gary was married three years ag
was characteristic of him that the path he
lowed to the altar was the old-fashioned ]
conventional young men of good family }
followed since the Garden of Eden was in
and had not yet been moved to California,
met Miss Veronica Balfe, New York society |
at her uncle’s home, was formally introdu
and discovered that they had many interest
common, notably outdoor sports.

HE ASKED if he might call, and it
come as no surprise to a multitude of Ameri
girls that she said he might. He did call,
took her to dinner and the movies. He brou
her flowers and candy.

In short, he courted her in precisely the s¢
way that well-bred young men are court
nice girls this very minute in Bozeman, M
tana, Mobile, Alabama, and Pawtucket, Rh
Island.

The hero, on left, as a little boy

When, in due course, friendship had ripen
into something cozier, he made her the envy
some hundred million women by placing
seven-carat diamond, surrounded by rubies,
the proper finger; but first he asked the blessis
of her parents and his on the union. The Coo
ers were married in New York City. It was
small wedding, minus fanfare. No white dov
were released from cages.

Now the Coopers, though they have no chi
dren, lead a rather quiet domestic life. The
are not often seen in the garish night clubs ar
other hot spots patronized by picture fol
They do go out in society, but in a Pasader
or Santa Barbara, rather than a Hollywoo
way.

Gary works steadily for forty weeks of th
year. Often he has to be at the studio at seve

in the morning, and * Continued on page -
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Mr. Cooper Goes to Town

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 13

sometimes his day of grinding, repetitious
work does not end until dusk. Those
people who think the life of a star a soft
one have never seen pictures made.

When Gary has any free time, he likes
to go horseback riding with his wife. She
is an all-round sportswoman, and rather
better at games than he is. Once, for a
brief time, Mrs. Cooper, known to her
intimates as “Rockey,” played minor parts
in pictures. Her nom de film was Sandra
Shaw. She is a strikingly pretty brunette,
and was regarded as promising picture
material until she decided to marry a star
instead of be one.

In a picture sense, and that means in a
box-office sense, Gary Cooper has gone to
town in a big way in the past few years.
Popular since his first outstanding tri-
umph in The Virginian, he has added to
his following by his work in Morocco, A
Farewell to Arms, Design for Living,
Lives of a Bengal Lancer, Desire, Mr.
Deeds Goes to Town, and The General
Died at Dawn, until now he ranks as tops
—with Clark Gable and young Robert
Taylor, latest cinema comet—among the
romantic male stars.

How did he do it?

“Gary’s had the breaks,” said a producer.

“Sure,” agreed a director. “His first
break was to be born the way he is. His
second was to stay that way.”

One factor which has contributed to his
success is his good nature. Directors find
him easy to work with. One director said
of him, “Gary is a trouper. No tempera-
ment. No fuss. He never pouts, or sulks,
or kicks up a row. He’s as steady and
reliable as a grandfather’s clock. He's
more humble about taking direction than
many an extra, and, while he’s not exactly
brilliant, he’s thoughtful and thorough
and amazingly docile and tractable. Noth-
ing ruffles him. Between scenes he has

the faculty of relaxing completely, and he
often falls asleep; but he’s always on tap
when you want him, ready to snap into
it. Gary knows his stuff, but he’s never
pig-headed and big-headed like—well, Mr.
This or Miss That or many another star
less capable than he is.

“His attitude is, I'm paid to do a job of
acting, and the director is paid to direct.
If he didn’t know his business he wouldn’t
be a big-time director; so if he tells me to
play a scene a certain way, it's up to me
to play it that way as well as I can.” Can
you wonder that among directors Gary is
the best-liked actor in pictures?”

; ‘HAT is he like?” is the common-
est question asked about Cooper, or any
other celebrity.

It is a question that takes a bit of an-
swering, since no man is exactly like any-
thing but himself. No man is all white,
or all black, but a blur of many shades
of gray. One human shell may house a
hero and a villain, a being capable of be-
ing good and bad, in short, a blend of
angel and ape. Just try to tell, clearly
and simply, what your husband is like, or
your sweetheart!

To continue the testimony in the case of
G. Cooper, Esq., let us call to the stand
an actor who has played with him in sev-
eral pictures. Actors, of course, are the
severest critics of other members of their
profession when talking in the privacy of
their dressing room, as this one was.

“I'm jealous of Gary,” he said, “and I
admit it. I'd like to be in his spot and get
his dough. I'd knock him, if I could, but
I can’t. I've heard him called dumb, but
don’t you believe it. He is inarticulate,
doesn’t talk easily. I never heard him get
off a wisecrack, but I never heard him
get off a mean crack, either. Most actors
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3 UE saying to himself,
‘How long is this luck going to last? When
will I wake up and find myself an extra
again?”

“It’s a joy to act with him because he
never tries to hog a scene. That makes
him just about unique, if you know pic-
tures. T don't say Gary is a great actor,
mind you. He hasn't the finish and range
of Charlie Laughton, Fred March, and a
dozen more, including me, but he always
gives a good performance, whether he’s
cast as a pearl diver or Donald Duck.
He's always polite and considerate whether
youre a five-grand-a-week star or a
green bit-player.”

INQUIRY among a score of actors and
actresses who have worked with Cooper,
ranging from veteran character players
of sixty to fresh young sprouts of eighteen,
unearthed no evidence to upset this en-
comium. The worst any of his fellow
workers said of him was that he is “slow,”
that he is “hard to talk to,” and that he
s “so blasted nice he makes you feel like
a louse.”

Gary Cooper, physically, stands up well
under the public's pitiless gaze. In fact,
he is considered even handsomer off the
- screen, than on, for his coloring is good, a
ruddy-bronze, and his eyes are unusually
luminous. His figure is not good, judged
by classic standards of symmetry. Nearly
three inches over six feet, he weighs but
one hundred and seventy-five pounds, and
he could play the Thin Man’s brother
without makeup. His slender arms and
legs go on indefinitely. He is of the type
usually described as rangy, raw-boned,
even gaunt; but he does not look ‘weak;
he gives an impression of being as tough
and leathery as a saddle.

At the start of his career in pictures his
skyscraping altitude was a bit of a handi-
@p, for ten years ago the ideal leading
man was five feet ten and of chesty mold.
The favored actresses then, as now, were
tiny, assaying about nineteen and a quar-
ter to the ton. The screen makes people
look considerably bigger than they are in
real life. At first producers were dubious
about the wisdom of casting one so alpine
as Gary opposite diminutive heroines, lest
the public think the spectacle faintly
comic, like the wedding of a monkey and
a giraffe.

Once Gary was launched and the fan let-
fers began to niagara in, a new vogue in
screen heroes began, and now a group of
‘male stars looks like a convention of stilt-
walkers. Joel McCrea, John Boles, Ran-
dolph Scott, Wallace Beery, and Henry
Wilcoxon are all about as tall as Gary,
and Fred MacMurray is a good inch
taller. The ladies, also, may now soar
over five feet two, weigh more than one
hundred and ten pounds, and be almost
asbig as Charlie Chaplin, Doug Fairbanks,
lack Barrymore, and Fred Astaire, who
not like to be called mighty midgets
but sometimes are.
Any career story about a successful man,
hether he be an actor, an aviator, a pug,
Poet, or a merchant prince, must take
o account the part played in every

’s life by fate, good or bad.

“T guess I was born with a silver horse-
in my mouth,” Gary Cooper once

id.

The seasoned chief of a studio remarked,
0 man can get to be a star and ‘win,
d, and move millions unless he has
ething, call it personality, magnetism,
appeal, or what you will. That's the
uality we look for; and believe me, it's
e. It does not matter if a man has the
matic ability of a Thespis, the beauty
Apollo, the physique of Hercules, and
e brains of Plato, he'll never get to the
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you haven't. Gary Cooper has, and plenty
of it. Otherwise he'd still be out there.”
He pointed across the studio lot to a
long line of men in evening clothes, wait-
ing at a window marked, “Extras get pay
checks here.”

“Look at those lads,” the executive said.
“Dozens of them are as good-looking as
Cooper, as well set up, as smart, as am-
bitious, and as skillful; but from them,
and the thousands like them, only one or
two will climb the steep hill and get to
a spot where they rate stardom and its
privileges.”

“What privileges?”

“Their names in lights, the chance to
pay half what they earn to Uncle Sam, a
palace in Beverly Hills, kidnaping threats
for their kids, being rubbered at and
mobbed when they appear in public, being
gossiped about if they treat any girl to a
nutberger sandwich at a drive-in beanery,
a lot of hard work, almost as much fame
as a champion fighter, and, if they're really
great, the opportunity to imprint their
hands, feet, and names in a concrete slab
in the lobby of the Chinese Theatre,” he
replied.

“Why won't more of them make the
grade?”

“First, they haven't that little thing we
were talking about. Second, most of them
haven't the character to stand the gaff.
Third, they won't get the breaks, Gary
Cooper has all three.”

Fortune seems to like to smile on Gary.
It stepped in and saved him from being
typed as a Western character fit only for
the ride-"em-cowboy, git-along-little-
dogie school of horse operas. As he was a
crack equestrian, and looked as Western
as the Sierras, early producers saw him
only as a hell-for-leather cowpuncher,
and he was groomed to step into the rid-
ing boots of William S. Hart, the benign
two-gun good-badman, a colossal screen
figure in his day.

SOMEBODY, perhaps Gary himself,
pointed out that a man who can make
love on the range so devastatingly can
transfer his amorous activities to a draw-
ing-room, and be just as effective in white
tie and tails as in sombrero and chaps. He
proved his point in a number of pictures
which  Hollywood calls sophisticated,
meaning that the hero is dressed for din-
ner by Eric Blore and the heroine lolls
around in a snow-white boudoir and
bounces bon mots off the modernistic
furniture.

He followed the modern trend toward
more human heroes, regular fellows who
take a drink and crack a joke, and ap-
proach love as if it were not something
solemn and funereal, but a perfectly nat-
ural and rather amusing phenomenon.
This style, which came as a relief to many
picture patrons bored by stiff and pom-
pous wooing, was set by the extremely
popular Gable-Colbert film, It Happened
One Night. This type of réle—calling for
a modern young man, easy-going, down-
to-earth, able to use his tongue and his
fists, sincere but not sanctimonious—suits
Gary Cooper very well indeed.

However, as this is written, Gary has
reverted to type, for the time being, and
is on location in his native Montana,
shooting outdoor scenes for The Plains-
man, a saga of frontier days in which he
plays that picturesque, straight-shooting
pioneer, “Wild Bill” Hickok.

One of his oldest and closest friends was
asked the old, old question, “What is
Gary Cooper really like?”

“Did you see Gary in Mr. Deeds Goes
to Town?” he inquired.

“Yes >

“Well, that’s what he’s like.”





