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RMIq//\s‘ He Really Suffered?

The Ladies Say Giary Ceoper Has
Can’t

But He Himself Quite Tell

great  sighs, they  gasped

By HELEN
LOUISE, WALKER

I 1s constantly happen
g on the studio lot
at openings 1 res-
taurants —on Holly-
wood Boulevard. Sud-
denly all the women in
sight will gee dewy-eyed
and will clasp their hands
and yearn and languish in
the most astonishing
manner.

It is a sign that Gary
Cooper has just crossed
the horizon or entered
the room or driven past.
If he only passes by, he
leaves behind him a trail
of women in a sort of
melted condition, if you
know what I mean. Com-

cestatically that, “Oh! He
looks as if he had suffered
Sl).”
Well, ooked and looked
at him. He does have
rather sud cyes and a
morose expression.  And
he is undoubtedly chin.
But, try as I would, 1
could not sce anything
but a young man who
looked as if he really
should be taking yeast.
[t was all very puzzling.
But the more [ looked
and the more 1 heard
about him, the more curi-
ous 1 became. So the
other day [ decided that
[ would just go and ask
him if he had really suf-
fered.

He was on location at
the Lasky ranch and when
I arrived, after a forty-

mile drive, we had some

pletely devastated. And
I assure you it is not only
flappers and congenital fans
and frustrated middle-aged
women who react in this
surprising way. No, indeed!
Hard-boiled newspaper
women and script girls and
cven lady press-agents melt
down in exactly the same
mushy manner.

For a long time I couldn’t see why
they did it. Not that I'm really hard
to subjugate, you know. But I never
cared especially for cadaverous
young men; | seemed to prefer them
round and cheery. Gary always
looked to me as if he had rather
bad dreams.

So I inquired about the matter
from one or two of my acquaint-
ances. That is, I asked them as soon
as I could contrive to arouse them
from the trance into which they in-
evitably fell at sight of him.

trouble finding him on the
adobe village set where
the company was working.
In fact, we passed him sev-
eral times, thinking he was
a prop. Dressed in torn and
ragged leather garments, his
face and arms and chest
smeared with sticky brown
grease paint, he was sleeping
on top of a covered well.
A press agent roused him
as politely as he could and murmured
in his ear that a girl wanted to inter-
view him. He looked rather depressed
about that, I thought. But he sat up
and rubbed his eyes and shook his
head, trying to waken. And then we
found seats in the shade.

Richee

SLEEPY AND GLOOPY
JITTING hunched over, his hands
clasped between his knees and
smeared with all that brown stuff, he was
rather a sad spectacle, I decided. And yet
—yet—under all the gloopy paint—there
was—something—charm—.

“Have you—really suffered?”” I asked him.
He blinked at me. Not that I blame him.
“People keep on saying-that you look as if you

to you?”’ had,” I explained. ‘““And I just wondered.”
%he result of questioning was to throw them right back I thought he might be annoyed, and 1 was prepared to
into languishing again. Clasping their hands, and heaving (Continued on page 9o)

WHAT’S THE BOY GOT?

< HAKING their shoulders and applying
smelling salts, 1 urged, “What is 1c?
What is there about this man that does this
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Skin Clears
Right Up!

In any case of pimples, blackheads, sore
or itching skin, you must do TWO things!
You must clear the skin of the pimples,
blackheads, scales and blotches and also
heal the sore and broken tissue. That’s
what Rowles Mentho Sulphur does—the
sulphur clears the skin while the menthol
heals. ‘That’s why this great combination
is putting an end to skin troubles. One
night sees a great change in the skin. In
two or three days the skin is of a new, clear
healthy whiteness.  All druggists carry
Rowles Mentho Sulphur. Be sure it’s Rowles.

Fasmon prcares that the figure be slender
and graceful. Women who arefatin spots—
in the abdomen, hips, throat, underarm or
elsewhere—need no longer worry !

Simply use the wonderful Frances Jordan
Reducer 10 minutes daily |1 tdoesaway with
massage treatments—with hot baths, dieting,
strenuous exercise, and drugs. It removes
the fat _just whereyou want it removed—nor
where else. Therei sno discomfort—no exer-
tion—no wrinklesnor flabby flesh {

‘The Frances Jordan stimulates the circula-
tion and thefa tspotsare absorbed. I trelieves
constipation and tones up the nerves.

Thisremarkable Frances Jordan originally
soldfor $ 15.00. Verylarge sales now permit
us toselldirectto you for $5.00. Act today !
Send $5.00 in cash, money order or check.
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded.

REDUCER
FRANCES JORDAN, INC,
$02-A FINANCE BUILDING, PHILADELPHIA

Thoroughly hearth-hearted, Ronald Colman is. And likewise his very close

friend, Charles Lane.

Both show a strong predilection for pipes and pups

Has He Really Suffered ?

(Continued from page 48)

withdraw in great haste in case he glared.
But he didn’t. He looked rather patient and
resigned. He even -smiled a little. Not
much. But a flicker.

“Suffered?” he repeated, shaking his
head. “I hardly think so. Not real suffer-
ing. I am only twenty-seven, you see.

“Youth doesn’t suffer. Not really. It
thinks it does. But it isn’t capable of real
suffering.” He lapsed into silence again.

After some moments he lifted his head.
“Youth sometimes thinks it suffers when it
falls in love,” he remarked.

‘There was another silence. The conversa-
tion proceeded like that. A brief remark or
two and then a long silence before the next
one. You get used to it.

After this silence he admitted, “I have
been in love.”

A long pause and then I murmured, “Did
you suffer?”

He nodded. *Sometimes. But not for
long. Not more than a month or two.”

HE WONDERS IF HE HAS

THERE was a nice breeze and a warm
sun and I was getting a little sleepy. So
1 jumped when he finally said, “I wonder
now whether I have ever been in love
really.”

1 might as well sit still and wait, I con-
cluded. The conversation couldn't exactly
be called animated, but what there was of
it seemed to be approaching some sort of
answer to my question. I nearly missed the
next one—his voice was so low.

“T'm not going to fall in love,” he was
muttering. ‘‘It—it hurts. That’s why I'm
—fickle—now."”"

“Then you have suffered!” I was quite
triumphant.

“Mmmm.” He nodded again, slowly.
“I'm so self-conscious!” he added, irrele-
vantly. I could see that.

“There was a time,” he went on, “the
time when I was going to play in ‘Children
of Divorce.” 1 had had only two real parts
before that. The one in ‘The Winning of

Barbara Worth’ and a bit in ‘Wings.” T was
scared. All the cast were experienced troup-
ers. I worked two days and then they called
me in and told me they guessed I wasn't
quite ready to handle that part.

“That hurt. I went away—into the hills
—alone. Meanwhile they had seen the
rushes of the third day and they decided I
could do it. They couldn’t find me. I came
into town and went into Henri's to get
something to eat. I was starving. Frank
Lloyd saw me and rushed over.

“‘Gary!” he cried. ‘We’ve been hunting
everywhere for you! We're holding up the
picture. We're going to use you.’

HIS LONGEST STRETCH

“I HAD the funniest feeling—something
inside of me changed. I didn’t know
until that moment how much that thing
had hurt!”

He smoked a while in silence and then he
said, looking straight ahead of him, “But
it is love—really—that makes you suffer.”

In a surprising little burst of confidence,
he went on, “I did suffer once—for five
months. You know—that business of
doubt—of knowing something is wrong and
not being able to put your finger on it. That
awful business of going to bed and not being
able to sleep—of getting up in the morning
and wishing you need never wake to face
another day—of that. I would go to see her
and try to find out what it was—between us.
There would be explanations and protests.
My mind would be set at ease. Then two or
three days later—something would happen.
It would begin all over again. Not to be
able to trust the one you love—it’s hell!

“Then one day I found I couldn’t suffer
any more. It was over—done with. So I
went and said so.

“What I want from love is—security. I
want to be sure. People say men are natur-
ally polygamists. I think that is not true.
It isn’t true of me. If I am in love, I want
just one woman. But I want her wholly.

“I don't know whether I shall ever be




