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Cary versus Gary

Was Cary Grant being
groomed to take Gary
Cooper’s place when
the latter went abroad?

By Jack Jamison

for a while and take a trip. Some said he was sick. Others
said he was merely tired.
He had a right to be tired, heaven knows; he had turned
out something like six full-length features in a year.

But that does not matter. Nor does it matter that other
rumorites claimed that he was
simply trying to kid the stu-
dio into giving him a raise—
for when an actor whose pic-
tures are selling well asks for
a vacation, you know, the
studio sometimes responds
with a boost in salary to keep
him before the cameras.

But what matters is that,
when Gary Cooper walked in-
to the front office and said,
“T’d like to go away for a
while,” the studio promptly
came back with, “Go to it!”

“My doctor says that I
ought to take a rest,” Gary
explained.

“All right. Fine,” they
told him. “Take a nice trip.
We'll see you when you come
back.”

That last sounded a bit om-
inous. Gary’s contract was
coming up soon, for re-sign-
ing. Why was the studio so
willing to let him leave town?
Were they glad to get rid of
him? Was he done? Whispers
came to his ears.

Hollywood was saying that
he was done, that Paramount
was angling for a New York
boy named Cary Grant, to
replace him. That was round one. And Gary Cooper lost it.

Round two began when, almost simultaneously, Gary sailed
from New York on his trip and Cary Grant arrived in Holly-
wood “on an auto tour.” The whisperers began to feel surer
of themselves. It was an open secret that Cooper had been
weakening at the box-office. Nothing was more natural, then,
than to suppose that the studio might be looking for another
lad. And Cary Grant, scouts reported, certainly looked likely!

IT all started back when Gary decided to leave Hollywood

same sort of rdles.

IF Paramount were to put him under contract, the suspicions
would be confirmed. And, as you know, that is exactly what
Paramount did.

“Ah-h-h!” The “I-told-you-so’s” swelled into a veritable
chorus. It was noticed instantly that Cary looked enough like
Gary to be his brother. He weighed 172 pounds to Gary’s
160, and he photographed dark as against Cooper’s sandy hair
and blue eyes; but they are both tall, lithe, ““threat men.”

“They not only picked a man that looks like Gary, but they
even picked a name like Coop’s,” the wiseacres observed,
pointing out further that Grant’s initials, C. G., were Gary’s

Cary looks enough like Gary to be his brother. Both
are tall, they weigh about the same, and they fit the

Even their names are similar!

Have these two young
men — Gary Cooper
(above) and Cary Grant
been matched in the
screen ring, with the de-
cision left to the public?

reversed. Round two, there
is no doubt of it, went to
Cary Grant. He began im-
mediately to appear in ex-
actly the same sort of parts
that had always been given
to Cooper—*‘This Is the
Night,” for instance, and
“Sinners in the Sun.”

ARY COOPER was in

Africa, shooting lions.
What would happen when
he came home? Would the
studio take him back, with
Cary Grant on the pay-roll?
“Not a chance!” said those
who believed that Gary was
through.

But Gary won round three, for all that. For, the instant he
set foot on Hollywood soil, Paramount signed him to a nice
new contract. Of course, he arrived with a pet monkey whose
name sounded a lot like Tallulah, thus acquiring for himself a
lot of splendid, free publicity. That may have had something
to do with it. It looked, from the reaction of the public to that
publicity, as though theater-goers were still interested in Coop-
er’s name.

Maybe the studio took him back because of a sudden fear
that he might, after all, have too much appeal to make it sound
business to let him go. .That monkey was a master touch.
Gary had trained for a longer time in the Publicity Gymnasium
than Cary Grant. He knew the ropes. And he won round
three.

And so round four started with both boys on the same studio
Jot—two men who look a great deal alike, and who fit the same
sort of parts. No wonder Hollywood is watching the fight with
bated breath! For there is trouble brewing whenever a studio
has the misfortune to own two or more stars who fit equally
well into one type of part—as [ PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 111]
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M-G-M has learned, with its Shearer-Garbo-
Crawford tangle!

‘What on earth can Paramount do with Cary
and Gary under the roof of the same sound-
stages? One of them must go! One must be
climinated. Everybody knows that. But no-
body knows how the elimination is to be done,
nor who of the two will be eliminated.

PUT it up to the public? The studio, delib-

erately opposing the two men, made “Devil
and the Deep.” That was putting Cary and
Gary into the same ring, with a vengeance!
Gary had the lead. Cary had a supporting
part. Gary was good. So was Cary. Nothing
was settled. Nothing happened at all, indeed
—except that the public went home from the
show mumbling, ““But then who was that other
tall fellow? Was that—? No. Which was
which?”  The only result was an increase in
the general confusion, a heightening of the
realization that one of the two, Cary or Gary
must go. They are too much alike! Round
four, “Devil and the Deep” was a draw, with
honors even.

The sad part of it is that both Gary and
Cary know what is happening. They know
that they’re pitted against each other, and
that when the final gong sounds, one of them
will be on the floor. It’srather a shame. Both
of them are such regular guys! They admire,
like, and respect each other. Neither of them
will win without regrets for the man he has
vanquished. Life should be softer, gentler;
there ought to be a way in which both men
could win. But life isn’t that way. For every
winner there must be a loser.

Round five is going on right now. And just
as in a real prize ring, the glaring lights over-
head bring the straining torsos of the boxers
into sharp relief, so the present state of affairs
is bringing into clear sight the strong points
and the weak points on either side. What we
are really watching is a battle between a slugger
and a boxer.

Grant is the boxer. You’d know that, just
to_look at him. He’s suave, distinguished,
griceful in every move he makes before the
camera. The word “polished” fits him as
closely as one of his own well-fitting gloves.
And it’s no wonder. His grandfather was an
actor—the stage is in his blood. He’s been
connected with the theater since he was twelve
years old, when he ran away from home, in
England, to join up with a vagabond troupe
of acrobat-comedians.

He’s been in vaudeville, he’s been in stock
companies, he has played the lead in a dozen
operettas for the St. Louis Repertoire Com-
pany. He was in musical comedy for the
Shuberts. He made a Broadway success in
“The Street Singer.” The theater has been his
life. He knows everything there is to know
about it. From the tip of his glossy shoes to
the last curl of his equally glossy black hair,
he’s an actor.

Gary Cooper came to Hollywood, not from
the theater, but from a cattle ranch. He never
acted in anything else besides the movies.
He’s an ex-cow-puncher, ex-commercial artist.
He lacks, as an actor, “finesse.” He doesn’t
know how to walk, doesn’t know how to talk,
doesn’t know how to put over a scene with
gestures and tricks of expression, the way a
trained actor does. And yet Gary has some-
thing that transcends finish, technique. He
has one thing which may prove stronger than
all of Grant’s polish!

Gary Cooper has personality!

YOU can learn technique, but you have to be

born with personality. Gary was! Why, as a
matter of fact, he got his original contract
without so much as a screen-test! He merely
walked into the office, and they took one look
at him and grabbed for a pen. "And the public
has confirmed that verdict! Gary has been
tremendously popular, and he still is. He is
not adept, he is not trained, he is not really an
actor at all—but when he stands up before that
camera, mama and grandma fall off their
seats, and pa and the boys swell out their
chests! That’s personality!

And that’s the set-up for the championship
bout that’s going on. It would be a very
smart gambler who could lay odds. At present,
true, Cary Grant seems to have the edge. But
don’t forget that, time and time again, the
public has overwhelmingly shouted, “To heck
with the fine points. Give us personality!”
Nobody knows how it’s going to end. Who
will win, the boxer or the slugger?

It’s a fair fight. No cleaner pair of scrappers
has ever stood on the blood-stained canvas of
the Hollywood ring. All blows will be clean,
and all breaks will be clean. There will be no
fouls.

And, when the fight ends, no one will be
swifter to shake the winner’s hand than the
man on the canvas. But, the fight must end—
soon! Only one can win.

Round six . . . GONG.
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