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Blair Hall of Science, where Gary Cooper attended
many classes during his college days at Grinnell

Clara Bow in one of her first important pic-

tures at the Strand Theatre in Grinnell, Iowa.
One of the boys was tall, square shouldered, and a
typical westerner. The other was myself. The
film was an exhibition of the titian-haired Clara in
some of her most potent amours. We boys were
duly enthralled and, as we emerged from the
theatre, my companion remarked: “Boy, how I'd
like to have been in that leading man’s shoes.”

Two years later I was again a patron of the same
theatre and before my eyes flashed the image of the
same “It” girl playing opposite my companion of
an earlier day in Children of Divorce.

Thus rapidly did Gary Cooper become a well-
known figure of the screen.

When Gary and 1 saw the Clara Bow picture
little did either one of us think that the strong,
silent man of the campus would later be the strong, silent
man of the screen.

In fact, that campus of the small Iowa college took Gary
calmly enough. “Cowboy” he was to everyone in school,
even as “cowboy” he is now to thousands of movie fans.
He came by the nick-name naturally enough. When a
man is a freshman at Grinnell, he is expected to join a line
of several hundred other uninitiated men and parade over
to the women's dormitories to perform. Gary was from
the great open spaces of Montana, and what was more
natural than that he should bring forth a cowboy dance
when called upon to perform for the amusement of upper
classmen and fair damsels seated on the fire escapes. As
1 recall the dance in question, it was everything but a
riot. From then on Gary was definitely “Cowboy” Cooper.
After the impromptu show the paddle parade was started.
The upper classmen lined the street and, as the frosh were
dispatched homeward, each took a swat at the fleeting
hinder part of the onrushing prep. Gary’s long legs aided
him materially but he afterwards remarked that he never
wanted to ride horseback so much in his life. Since Gary
and I have departed from the campus, the padlle parade
has become a thing of the past.
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TWO Grinnell College students were viewing

The circle in the above photo

marks Gary’s room in Langan Hall.
Here the lean Montanan entertained his classmates on winter evenings
with cowboy ballads

FOLLOWING the paddle parade, the freshman-sopho-
more scrap was the main event. Gary, tall and well-
built, was the logical choice for captain of the freshmen.
When the crisp fall morning arrived for the battle, Gary
had his gang supplied with ropes to tie the sophomores and
what a job they did! Many of the unfortunate sophomore
class who fell into the hands of the lanky Montanan have
always felt sorry for the poor cattle that Gary’s rope hap-
pened to ensnare. A bunch of the sophs thought that it
would be best to tie up Gary instead of being tied up and
that is where they made a mistake. Cooper’s six-foot-three
was a little too much distance to surround with rope and he
emerged a winner.

Dramatic talent at that time seemed to be one of
Gary's lesser possessions.
Grinnell, which was, I suppose,
ganization as such things go. “Cowboy” and I each took
a turn at bidding for membership in the order, but, as I
recall the event, not even some expert wire-pulling on the
part of a fair damsel or two could induce the members to
swing the portals and. let Gary’s, then undiscovered, talents
expose themselves. Somehow the club managed to wend
its peaceful way without the service of the aspiring Mr.

We had a Dramatic Club at !
a rather respectable or- ]
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A former classmate tells of “Cowboy” Cooper’s Campus Capers

Cooper. Perhaps I should have said “perspiring” rather
than “aspiring”, since in the tryouts “Cowboy” struggled
rather lamely through several stanzas of “The Shooting of
Dan McGrew” or some such piece, which he had under-
taken to memorize all of five minutes before the ordeal.
Gary, however, cherishes the invitation sent him after he
had ‘achieved fame on the screen, asking him if he would
become an honorary member of the organization.

HOWEVER, if the adherents of the dramatic club were
denied a view of the future western star, not so the in-
formal gatherings of the men’s halls. Grinnell is a school
with small dormitory units, each housing about forty men
or women. In the clubroom of Langan Hall might be
heard frequently the drawling strains of many a cow-
puncher ditty. Gary’s skill on a guitar was proverbial and
his repertoire of western ranch songs seemed inexhaust-
ible. “Bury Me Not On the Lone Prairie” has caused
more than one leather cushion on the overstuffed chairs
to be hurled through the air at the elongated Cooper as he
sat near the fireplace. Such ballads as that never mixed
with calculus or trig.

It was during the early part of our college days together
that I first noted Gary’s knack of drawing. He literally
“drew” himself all over the campus. Books, desks, walls,
sidewalks—everything suffered a baptism of artistic dec-
oration. Text books were his chief easel, and nearly every
class period would result in the addition of a host of mas-
terpieces to the collection. The Malteaser, humorous pub-
lication of the college and edited by Harold N. Swanson,
who is now editor of College Humor, printed a number of
Gary’s sketches at various times but otherwise his art
work was not viewed by many. Recently in a room in
Gary’s home in Hollywood, I came across some of those
old school books still carrying their record of his impres-
sions of campus life, and, as I looked closer, they brought
memories of various classmates that even these few years
have swept aside.

Perhaps it was partly this obsession for drawing which
led him to be regarded by certain members of the faculty
as not always paying proper attention to his academic
work. Peculiarly, Spanish seems to have been one of
Gary's particular disfavorites. During one class period,
in which he had failed miserably in pronouncing a number
of words as Miss Curtis, the instructor, desired—Gary
rose, circled his chair, reseated himself and said, “Per-
haps if I sit this way I can get the proper accent.” This
incident, I believe, had its immediate result in his ex-
pulsion from class. However, I have always thought that
later events proved conclusively that Spanish was not an
impossible acquisition for Gary, for what Spanish he has
not learned from one Lupe Velez is perhaps not worth
knowing.

PERSONS with really individual personalities seem to
stand out wherever they are. Gary was a real per-
sonality on Grinnell's campus. His costume was always
distinctive, Large hats . . . ten gallons or more . . . a
loud vest . . . and how loud . . . almost everything that
goes with the usual conception of a real westerner, appeared
on his person at some time or another during his college
career. The vest in particular was the most brilliantly
colored thing you could imagine. I can see Cooper now as
he strolled up to the classroom to recite, open his coat
and let that bright vest burst forth with a suddenness
that made you think that the sun was falling at you.
And what a laugh it got! The brightness of the ap-

parel seemed to cover the weak spots in Gary’s recitation.

EVEN Gary’s pajamas must have had a tinge of the
western about them, for it was during the annual
freshman pajama parade that he particularly distin-
guished himself, and carved a niche that will long remain
in the annals of the old college. The ardent freshmen,
freed from the restraint of upper class discipline, used to
play havoc with the town. A sturdy policeman or so
battled valiantly to save the merchants from total annihila-
tion, but not always with too much success. On this par-
ticular occasion, one policeman was standing his ground
firmly at the door of a restaurant, guarding the delicacies
within, until Gary and a couple of his pals, Porter Martin
and Clarence Ahlstrand, arrived on the scene. Pushing
their way through the crowd of yelling frosh, they came to
the doorway where the brave copper stood brandishing two
big six-shooters in a threatening manner.

Gary and the other two strode up to the officer. Gary
[Please turn to page 106]

“Don’t let this go to your head, Bill,” Gary warns William

Crouch, his former Grinnell College classmate. They were
buddies at a time when the now famous star failed to win a
Place in the dramatic club at his alma mater
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[Continued from page 27]

Gary Cooper’s former school teacher,

Mrs. John F. Johnson, of Gary,

Montana, recently visited him on the

set. According to her, Gary was a

bright lad, but had a habit of sketching

Indians on his slate instead of doing
his lessons

said, “Sorry, Connie, but I reckon you
wouldn’t be able to hit anything with
those so you better let me have them.”
‘Whereupon he took hold of the barrels
of the young cannons and quickly had
them away from the surprised officer.
One of the older fellows took Connie’s
badge and the law was no longer a men-
ace to the foraging freshmen who
stormed the place and emerged with
what was once a respectable stock of
candy and cigars. The guns were later
returned sans bullets and with a note
that they needed cleaning.

IT IS rather unusual that a man of
such athletic build should not have
distinguished himself in some sort of
inter-collegiate competition. That Gary
did not do so is due to the fact that he
financed his way through college, and,
consequently, had little time to devote to
sports, When he did engage in athletic
competition, however, it was usually to
the discomfiture of his opponent. Box-
ing was Cooper’s favorite exercise and
that gorilla-like reach of his was some-
thing to contend with.

I recall especially a boxing class in
which several of us battled each other
about twice a week. Whenever I drew
Cooper for a partner one lesson a week
was about twice too often. My nose,
which always was large, is now immense,
for the rapid fire contact it had with
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—Don English
Great popularity has not seemingly af-

fected Gary. He is still the same quiet,

unassuming young man that he was be-

fore he came to Hollywood. He would

rather spend a quiet evening reading than

attend premiéres or make public appear-
ances

Cooper’s gloved fist caused a swelling
that never went down. Highlights of
the boxing class were bouts, those in
which “Cowboy” was matched with
“Red” Fitch, a fellow about his size and
a former fistic champ at another school.
How those two did mix, with Cooper
usually emerging winner by several
rounds. No one ever licked the lanky
Montanan but some would have liked to
turn the trick.

Practical joking then, as now, seemed
to be second nature with Gary. Among
many incidents which I recall, and some
of which, sad to say, can not best be

mentioned here, was the swiping of a
five gallon jug of sweet cider from Prof.
Henry Matlack. The cider, while very
delicious in its sacharrine form, did not
appease the lads who appropriated it, so
they stored it in the dormitory to await
its hardening. However, something went
amiss and the stuff blew up and jug and
cider were lost. The smell, however, re-
mained around the place for days and
even weeks, and it was not hard for
Prof. Matlack to find where his pet jug
had been taken. However, the jug was
all in pieces and the handles which hung
on Gary’s bedroom wall were the only
clew the honorable professor could get
as to who committed the crime,

NOTHER prank indulged in by all of
the fellows at various times was get-
ting into the pantry and “borrowing”
large supplies of cookies, cakes and cold
meats. Cooper, as well as all others, in-
dulged in such pranks and figured, like
the others, that their board money helped
pay for it so why not help themselves?

One smart precaution of Gary’s which
no doubt was fostered by his father, who
was then a justice of the Montana Su-
preme Court, was his rooming with
Mark Entorf, who was Judge of the
Student Court and a ranking student.
Living in the same suite with the head
of the student government body always
had its advantages and many a fellow
envied Gary his choice of room-mates.

However, there is another side to
Gary. He didn’t play pranks all of the
time, as this story might lead you to
believe. There were many hours of
study ‘and many hours of good hard
work. Cooper, as did most of the other
men, worked to pay his way through
school. He cut grass, cleaned yards,
trimmed shrubbery, chopped down trees,
and did all the odds and ends of jobs
that professor’s wives find for needy and
worthy students. Half of the house-
keepers in Grinnell now claim that he
washed their windows, mowed their
lawns, or shoveled snow off their walks.
He wasn’t quite as universal a man as
that, but he did spend all his spare hours
at labor of some kind or other. Cooper
had a real cowboy appetite and when he
was asked to stay for lunch or supper
at the home where he was working, he
could store away pancakes and fried eggs
beyond human belief.

Cooper always attended to business,
but found a little time to enjoy what
is listed in the college catalogue as
“Social Advantages”. He never earned
any reputation as a ladies’ man but con-
fined most of his attention to one girl,
Doris Virden, one of the local beauties
and one of the most popular girls on the
campus. They went together steadily
for over a year and made a striking
couple at dances, where Cooper was most
adept at stepping a mean tango.

As with all Grinnell students, dances
and movies at the two theatres were the
main forms of entertainment. A good
date at Grinnell used to cost $1. The
fellows all figured that no girl was worth

[Please turn to page 114]
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spending more than a dollar on, and to
go over that was plumb foolishness. As
did the other lads who worked their way
through school, Gary often found that
the dollar was scarce and many was the
time that he had to spend the afternoon
and early evening working for enough
to pay for the coming date. For it cost
seventy cents for two tickets to the show
and that left thirty cents for refreshments.
If the girl didn’t seem to mind picking
up a few calories, she usually ordered a
special twenty-five-cent sundae and that
left the fellow with five cents for a
“coke”. Sometimes, in emergencies,
one went to the show late and that made
it necessary to run for the girl’s dormi-
tories without having time to stop for
refreshments, thereby saving -thirty
cents, which was “big” money.

Grinnell is a college of liberal arts.
Like most of the other students there,
Gary and I were undecided as to what
line of work we would follow eventually.
Gary had a preference for advertising
and I for journalism. As it so happened,
I finally hit upon my chosen career, but
not until after I found that I wasn’t cut
out to be an insurance agent. Gary tried
advertising and cartooning, and later be-
came one of Hollywood’s extra mob. He
got a “break” and his rise to fame was
sensational.

In looking back over the college days,
Gary has always been glad that he went
to Grinnell, for there he lived with other
men and women and found out that real
friendship is the most valuable part of
life. Today he finds himself in a posi-
tion that is far removed from that of his
schoolmates, but when he meets them he
is again “Cowboy” Cooper and not a
screen star whose name is written all
over the world in electric lights. “Coop”
is, and always will be, the same. Fame
and success have not and will not change
him, I do now and will always cherish
as my best friend, “Cowboy” Cooper.
A real man.
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