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\ FRIEND
TREASURE

By GARY COOPER

\ [

of Guy Standing, above, was drawn

Gary was at one time a newspaper

OU may have noticed that I drew

I two sketches to illustrate this story. You

see, this is the first time in my life I have
ever written a story about anything or any-
body, particularly about someone whose friend-
ship I value. So the sketches are for the bene-
fit of those who can’t quite get the drift of my
initial literary effort . . . and the story is for
those who can’t quite get the drift of the
sketches.

If I were a great deal more articulate than
I am (and I’ve never been accused of glibness
in expressing myself) I still doubt that I would
be able to do justice to the charm of this man
with whom I have worked . . . with whom I
have stretched legs lazily before the roaring
fire, and whom I have gradually come to know
as one of the most colorful personalities Holly-
wood has to offer.

I am proud to call Sir Guy Standing my
friend. His interest and his curiosity about
his fellow man know no bounds, but I believe
his friendship is given to few. Certainly ours
has been a process of evolution and typical
British unhurriedness that began when we met
casually during the first days of “Now and
Forever,” but did not really gain momentum
until that mutual adventure, the filming of
“The Lives of a Bengal Lancer.”

Frankly, I knew very little of Sir Guy the
day we shook hands over the curly head of
little Shirley Temple. Naturally I knew his
distinguished reputation in the theater of two
continents . . . the long and successful tours
he had made with Jane Cowl in “The Road to
Rome” and “Jennie.” T had seen him in “The
Road to Rome” and later in “Cynara” when
those companies played Los Angeles. I heard
Paramount was interested in signing him for
the-screem.—But the deal did not actually go
through until almost a year later when he
suddenly decided against opening a new
Broadway show in favor of Hollywood.

Though he had been on the Paramount lot
several months in the making of such pictures
as “Death Takes a Holiday,” “Cradle Song”
and several others, we did not meet until “Now
and Forever” went into production.

I wish I could promise to tell you “all about”
him now. But that would be highly pre-
sumptuous and an exaggeration on my part.
Getting to know Sir Guy is like drinking a
highball in London. Just as one Scotch and
soda will suffice a British gentleman for an en-
tire evening, so will one incident, one event,
one confidence gained be sufficient unto the
meeting between friends when one of
them is Sir Guy.

Because describing his ap-
pearance is far easier than
catching his personality on
paper, I can step out quite
boldly and say ‘that he is one
of the finest looking men I have
ever seen. In years he is well
over the fifty mark and there
are two hundred pounds of
muscle and brawn perfectly dis-
tributed over his six-foot

Immediately at the left is a
photograph of Standing. At
the right is a charcoal sketch
of Gary drawn, to return the
compliment, by Sir Guy.
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an inspiring friendship between two famous movie stars

physique. His hair is thoroughly grayed, but
heither the color nor the expression of youth has
left his eyes. His are the most alert eyes 1 know.
Everything and everyone are a source of interest to
him . . . even Hollywood. He once told me as we
lunched in my dressing-room during the early
stages of our acquaintance (when we were feeling
each other out to see if we really liked each other
as well as we suspected we did) that he considered
Hollywood a fascinating adventure. In his clipped
British accent he said he didn’t see how it was pos-
sible to be bored here. Which is certainly a fresh
slant to many who have complained of Hollywood’s
“staleness” and “small town spirit.”

T remember I once said to him when things had
been going particularly badly on location: “Why
in the world do you fool around in this crazy racket
when you could lead any kind of life you want

. 'the stage in London or on Broadway . . .
the life of a country gentleman . . . devote your-
self to your painting or your music . . . anything
your heart desires?” At that moment I was think-
ing about Africa and shooting trips and intriguing
names and places far removed from Hollywood.
He said, his eyes crinkling at the corners:

“But that is only playing at life. Behaving as if
a novelist wrote you, don’t you know!”

This from a man who could have any life he
chose, who merited Knighthood by the King of
England, who fought with distinction in the war
and who understands music and art as few men
do, gave me a new respect for my profession . . .
and more than partially explains w/y Sir Guy is in

Hollywood now. He doesn’t have to be, Money
has lon ceased to be any part of an incen-
tive to anything. Soon after the war there

was a period when he decided to retire from the
stage and during that time he made a fortune. He
was one of a syndicate which bought up all the
motor transport equipment which the United
States left along the Rhine. Later they took over
the British war motor transport.

“_ . . took us over nine years to get rid of the
lot . . . seventy millions it cost us and we got a
few more than that for it . . . tractors and that
sort of thing. Sort of set me up for life . which

The New Movie Magazine, March, 1935

is a more or less uninteresting outlook, what?”

But I had begun to suspect even before this that
money could never be anything but an adventure
in his life, the adventure of getting it, not holding
onto it. The war was an adventure to him. So
was the stage. And now, so is Hollywood.

He takes his adventure so seriously that when
he is working on a picture he allows nothing to
divert him from his work. During those hectic
months when we were on location and all hell was
popping with one thing and another . . . changes
in the cast . . . trouble with our brigade of riders

. unsettled weather . . . rewritten scripts . . .
scene after scene reshot until our nerves were
frayed and many of the troupe were heartily sick
of the whole undertaking, never once did his in-
terest falter. So engrossed was Sir Guy that he did
not even read his daily mail. Mail, in fact, is a
particular aversion of his. “. . . Usually bills or
bad news. Diverts your attention from interest-
ing things. . . .”

He even took his own private location calamity
(when he was bitten on the ankle by a Black
Widow spider) with that casual mental shrug that
is so much a part of his personality. He was far
more upset when the publicity department released
the story of his accident than he was with his
bandaged foot and cane. . can’t stand to be
wet nursed about, you know. Hate solicitude. . . .”

It is impossible to question Sir Guy. I found
we got to know each other far better when the con-
versation was not prompted and he “just talked.”
Tt is not wholly due to reticence, either. When in
the mood he can entertain the listener for hours
with anecdotes from his colorful store of experience.
When not, wild horses couldn’t drag anything out
of him.

As T look back I am amused at the various locales
he chose for some of his confidences. He once told

me a bit about his childhood when we had obtained
“Dutch leave” from the company and gone shoot-
He is one of the finest

ing in the Malibu Hills.

shots I have ever seen . . . and it goes without
saying he is the kind of man who would take only
a sporting shot. But I hardly suspected a gun in
his hand would bring up memories of his childhood.
He said he had always done a “bit” of shooting
ever since he was a tike and that he had once had
the idea he would like to be a game warden, an
ambition which had greatly amused his father.
The father, Herbert Standing was a distinguished
actor in London, but from what I am able to gather
from Sir Guy’s abrupt confidences, he managed to
retain close comradeship with his four sons, all of
whom became actors in his footsteps . . . two of
them, Sir Guy and Wyndham, achieving outstand-
ing distinction in this country as well as England.

“_ . . but my real dream was the sea. It was
my first ambition. Wanted to run away and join
up, you know . . . that sort of thing. First time
I tried I used the family table cloth for a sail.
When T finally got back I was deathly sick. Very
mortifying. . . .”

It is typical that the only other thing he has
ever told me about his childhood was that he was
always too big for his age which made him diffi-
cult to handle. . . . discipline and schooling
didn’t take my rambunctiousness out of me . . .
Life did SSeie

At the age of fifteen he decided to make his own
way in the world. “Kicked up quite a row in the
family . . . Father really angry . . . he told me
if T cut the family apron strings I could jolly well
skip writing home for money when I got in a hole.”

But he did cut the strings and for eight years he
divided his time between the sea and small parts
on the London stage. He toured this country,
England and Australia in more shows than space
would permit to be recorded here. He knew the
perilous ups and downs of both the careers he fol-
lowed. “Beastly bad actor I was . . . left stranded
many times in most inconvenient places . . . usu-
ally had to work my way back to London on a
boat.” During one slack spell he peddled his water
color canvases (which were later
exhibited by invitation five times)
from door to door in London.

Years went by in his hectic life

. and then the War!

It is amazing how casually Sir
(,_uy_refers to this important part of
his life. In the five years he served
he became Commander in the
British Navy. In June, 1919, he
was created a Knight Commander
in recognition of distinguished
service to' His Majesty, The King.
It was not from Guy I learned that
his particular service had been es-
corting troop ships across the mine
infested English channel. And he
is almost (Please turn to page 52)

Left, a“photograph of

Standing;and: Gooper fo.

gether. - Above is one of

Gary's hasty pen sketches of
his friend.
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SCORCHED PANS

BUT THAT'S
NOT ALL”

'VERY day women are
writing us so many good uses for S.0.S.,
we wonder if there’s any limit.

How many have you tried?

Here are a few suggestions. And, if
‘we thought the list would reach the
man of the house, we’d add several
more—like shining the golf sticks and
de-rusting the tools.

$.0.S. SHINES

DULL ALUMINUM
GREASY STOVES
CHARRED BROILERS
STAINED LINOLEUM
TARNISHED NICKEL
SCORCHED COFFEE POTS
CRUSTED BAKING GLASS
BURNED POTS
BLACKENED PANS
in double-quick time
[

Really, if you haven’t discovered this
magic shine-dispenser, you owe it to
yourself to get a package of S.0.S. the
very next time you visit your grocer,
your hardware, department or five and
ten cent store. Or, if you will snip off
and mail the coupon we’ll send you a

generous free trial package.

Mail this coupon o a post-card to
The S.0.S. Company, 6204 W. 65th
Street, Chicago, IlL., for a free trial

package of 5.0.8. Youw'll like ic!

(Continued on page 27)

touchy on the subject of his Knighting.
Only once, when Sandra and I were
dining with him in the new home he re-
cently purchased at Malibu Lake, did he
refer to an injury in service which ne-
cessitated his transfer to the Intelli-
gence Department. Naturally we wanted
to hear more about that, but he replied,
“Dashed secret. Branch of the service
no man talks much about. Most inter-
esting two years of my life, I think.
Maybe some time . . .”

Speaking of that house at Malibu
Lake, he is quite crazy about it in spite
of the fact that it is so located that he
has to drive about fifty miles to and
from the studios, to his weekly hangout,
the prize-fights, or that his friends have
to drive fifty miles to see him. He
jokingly insists that old Mac, the studio
gateman, is the only friend he cares to
see, anyway, and as long as the drive
isn’t too difficult for Mac, it is all right
with Sir Guy.

He spotted the little white house
when we were making “The Lancer”
and he couldn’t be satisfied until he
owned it. It is filled with trophies that
would warm the heart of any adven-
turer, and both Sandra and I are de-
lighted when we are invited to spend
an.evening with him before the roaring
fire. Usually there are just the three
of us present, for Sir Guy glories in his
present bachelor existence. And it isn’t
that he is not attractive to the ladies,
either. I overheard one pretty and
popular star say: “That man is simply
fascinating. I wonder what he was like
at twenty?” The gossip about the
studio is that practically all his mail is
from women—a fact which I much pre-
fer writing here than actually saying to
him face to face. It would amuse him
too much.

There is only one thing about my
association with Guy I could gladly
skip—and that is the little matter of
the .22 Hornet rifle. I'd like to make
this as brief as possible (I don’t know
why I do him the satisfaction of telling
it), but, anyway, I told Guy I had
sent away to New York for this trea-
sure, and also that I had sent along a
check for $375 of my hard-earned du-
cats to pay for it. The next time
Sandra and I dined with him, Sir Guy
produced an exact duplicate of my
heartthrob, telescopic sight and aM, and
informed us he kad “picked it up” on a
little shopping expedition right here in
Los Angeles for only $75 of his hard-
earned ducats. Did I ever hear the end
of that from Sandra .. .? I did not!

I suppose I shall eventually forgive
him. He is too grand a friend and too
inspiring a person to be banned from
my life—even over that treasured .22
Hornet.  The last time I saw him, we
walked down to the edge of the lake
and stood looking at the distant moun-
tains. Sir Guy was in a rare mood. He
had some advice for me . . . and when I
get this off my chest I think you’ll know
as much about him and like him as well
as I do. He said:

“Live your life to the fullest . . .
don’t get in any sort of rut . . . and be
proud you lived as hard as you could
...dashit! ... that’s what life’s for!”

Do you like to read Herb Howe's
humorous comments on Hollywood
foibles? Herb has an exira fine
article in NEW

\ AANIE

next month's
T

With a Needle

Modern Table Linen
Must Be Beautiful.
Here Are Six Smart
Diagram Patterns

Beautiful tables make food seem more
exciting! And no one has to long for
lovely table linen when it's so easy to
make. These diagram patterns will
show you how to make six exquisite
cloths. All six patterns and complete
directions for 15¢c. Get started right

away on:

A Peasant Table Cover. Designs and
diagrams for making cross-stitch de-
signs—flowers, animals, people.

Smart Crochet Designs. For bridge or
luncheon cloths. So very good-looking
and so easy to make.

Coarse Linen Doilies. Made gay and
bright with stripes from colored seam
binding. Very decorative.

Inexpensive Cloths. material
trimmed in gingham with gingham
napkins to match. Clever as can be.

Plain

New Crochet Edgings. New edgings
which are sure fo bring out the "ahs"
and the “ohs". For many trimmings.

Six Applique Designs. Made from
colored linen or cotton in fruit designs.
For table spreads or doilies.

Send your request to Miss Frances Cowles
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