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As told to Mary Jane Manners

ARY COOPER, behind brown glasses, entered The Players,
G and as unobtrusively as possible, sat down in a corner
booth for lunch. %

Out on the sun-splashed patio, lunching leisurely, was Phyllis
Brooks, chic in a new Edith Head three-piece-suit of tangerine
wool with beaver trim, her blonde hair smartly coiffured and
topped with a pert chapeau.

To the, casual observer it seemed incredible that either had
recently been flying over the South Pacific, to the Fijis, Aus-
tralia and New Guinea on a tour for the Hollywood Victory
Committee and USO Camp Shows.

“Coop” is the silent type, as Hollywaod knows. But according
to Phyllis, “How that trip changed Gary. It’s unbelievable!
Now Gary opens his mouth and talks!”

Literature, words,
phrases, are superfluous
in recounting Phyllis’ and
Gary’s adventure of high
thrills—in a typical Dor-
othy Lamour South Sea
Islands setting. Indeed,
diving into a slit-trench
during an air raid alert
is not quite the sarong-
role by a pool, bordered
with orchids and chatter-
ing monkeys.

Phyllis, exquisite and
blonde, and known for
her gorgeous clothes on

We had requested the South Pacific territory. An hour out
we opened oun seeret orders, which read, “Destination Gen-
eral MacArthur’s Headquarters, Brisbane.”

The ocean was full of ships traveling in all directions.
Occasionally other transports winged past us. We slept and
rested by turn as the propellers ground out’ the seemingly
endless miles over the water. And we anticipated vaguely,
what was ahead.

Poor Gary. His legs were so long. The space was so short.
He was squeezed in like a package. 2

Our first stop was Honolulu for three hours. Then on to
Christmas Island, half-way to the Samoas and Tahiti. We
stopped one night and put on three shows, without any pre-
vious rehearsals. Our material was in the rough, as we had
only read it on the plane.

Gary introduced me: “Gypsy Rose Lee was to come along,
but with the rubber
shortage, she couldn’t
get any balloons to
work with! Phyllis here
will do the best she
can.”

I wore a decollete eve-
ning gown and jacket
with white spangles. I
began by taking off the
jacket! How the boys
hollered and screamed.
Then Gary and I went
into a romantic_movie
skit. Una and I both
plied him with silly

the screen, has a story to
tell that is an adventure
thriller. Inher ownwords,

Gary Cooper, Andy Arcati, accordionist, Phyllis Brooks and Una
Merkel in the B-17 Bomber which transported them through the’
South Pacific. This photo taken as they arrived at Kirwinia Island.

questions, and his an-
swer would be “Yup.”

there on the patio of The
Players, she began to describe her memorable trip:
x o» %
IT IS a terrific experience and an amazing privilege for a
civilian to go overseas and see everything that is going on.
Everything but actual combat.

The first big thrill was pulling out of San Francisco in a
converted B-24A Liberator Bomber filled with military per-
sonnel. Gary Cooper, Una Merkel and Andy Arcari, the
accordionist, and myself with all of these officers. Now—we
were Teally going out. We were on our way.

Four years ago this photo could not have been taken, for at that
time the tribesmen, pictured with Gary, Phyllis and Una, were
cannibals and head-hunters. Photo taken in jungle on Buna Island.

p——

Una had some skits and
we sang, “They’re Either
Too Young Or Too Old.”

Gary had never been on a stage before in his life. He had
stage-fright. Both Una and I had been on Broadway, so we
really could sympathize. When he came out to sing “Pistol
Packin’ Mama,” off key, we almost burst with laughter. So
did every one else. And Gary began grinning degree by de-
gree—the men’s applause thawed him down—to where he
began enjoying being a stage actor.

Unexpectedly, at the close of the show. the men began
calling for Gary to make the speech he made in “Pride Of
The Yankees.” Well, Gary couldn’t remember it. But he
went and sat down and concentrated with a pencil and paper.
In a few minutes he came back and gave it. Everywhere he
went Gary was called on to make [Continued on page 60]
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“My South Sea Island F light

With Gary C
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from page 23]

Lou Gehrig’s speech.

ary was more than a big movie star
to those men. They sensed his humble-
ness and sincerity, and the love he felt
for the men in that audience, who are
doing such a terrific job in the toughest

spots of the world. Those boys had sat ~

in the rain and the mud and the muck
for hours, waiting for that show. Believe
e, any one going down there on a pub-
licity splurge would be completely re-
volting to the men. An audience  of
15,000 boys soon senses the purpose and
" the motives of the man or woman before
them. Whether it is sincere or super-
ficial.

On we went flying over the Pacific.
We were headed for stops at Tongereva,
Fiji, New Caledonia, Brisbane, Australia,
New Guinea. . . .

There are only two hours a day that
transports can fly over the Owen Stan-
ley Range before the ceiling closes. In a
C-47 we swooped down on the steaming
jungles. Fantastic, beautiful, horrible,
awesome jungles in which our boys fight.
Filled with disease and flamboyant with
beauty, the hot humidity is scented with
the odor of a million wild orchids, spicy
hibiscus and the overpowering sweetness
of mimosa. And the stench of decay and
mould intermingles.

The mosquitoes are huge. They attack
with direct hits, all day. Boring with
the buzz of a drill right into your. flesh.
At night the Malaria-carrying quiet mos-
quitoes take over. All day you are pour-
ing lotions on the visible part of your
body to escape their menace. At night
you wrap yourself up in mosquito net-
ting, like a Wisconsin Cheese.

Gary wore G.I’s. Una and I tried to
travel in feminine traveling clothes. That
was for the benefit of the men, who
never see girls, except their pin-up pic-
tures. They like to see lipstick—any-
thing feminine. And we'd wear the gor-
geous island leis and flowers for our hair
that the boys brought us.

From New Caledonia we flew into

Brisbane. We were received by a party
of generals, and taken to General Mac-
Arthur.
General MacArthur said to Gary, “I
was in_a Manila theatre seeing ‘Ser-
geant York’ when the bombs began
falling.”

We rather stayed in the background,
Una and I, and let Gary talk with the
General.

Mis. MacArthur invited us to tea, and
her little boy, Arthur, flirted with me.
He is very cute and the MacArthurs are
charming people.

From Brisbane we flew up to New
Guinea, over the kangaroo brush coun-
try, through the hot desert where the
heat is almost murder 24 hours a day.
And at Darwin we stopped to do a show.

General Marshall had flown in. He
addressed the men. We were disappoint-
ed not to have met him. But after our
show, who stepped up but the General
himself. “I thought you’d need a few

extra minutes to clean up,” he said. “So
I talked to the men before you came
on. I came over here to see your show
and see you.”

That was one of the-nicest speeches
we heard.

At ‘the New Guinea post we noted a
post card pin-up girl in a sarong, a-la
Dorothy Lamour. “As Hollywood Sees
Her,” it read. Then a real native fuzzy
black girl, black as the ace of spades,
captioned: “As We See Her.”

The islands in New Guinea are peopled
with black-skinned natives, Some, until
three or four years ago, were: head-
hunters and cannibals. But many are
trained as house-boys and are ammuni-
tion carriers. They are called “Homeny.”
The ‘interior is still peopled with wild
tribes. On every side is the evidence of
war, gaping craters, bomb-strafed trees,
empty trenches.

Pamphlets in pidgeon English are
dropped by plane in the dense jungles,
explaining that American soldiers are
friends. However, one flyer told us his
experience. Which happens to many:

Crashing in the jungle, he burned his
plaiie so it would not fall into the hands
of the Japs, and set out with a pistol to

make his way to an American base.
Coming to a village of natives, they
greeted him with knives, but in a friendly
manner, and led him to a hut. The floor
was covered with fresh blood stains, And
he observed the human heads on the
poles in the village square. These were
cannibals and head-hunters, and they
wore strings of human teeth around their
necks, and bones through their noses and
ears. The next morning they let him
out. He sensed his fate, and began firing
with his revolver, killing a chief. Even
the most remote native village senses
the deadliness of a gun, for they stepped
back. The flyer fled into the jungle. He
was pursued, and he killed several more
natives, but he did escape and made his
way miraculously to our base.

Many of,the tribes dye their hair pink
with lime. They wear hip sarongs and
the girls wear grass skirts that are sus-
pended on the edge of their hips. They
mature early, and at 40 are as old as
an American of 70 years of age. They
begin smoking cigarettes when they are
mere infants, and marry as children and
are wrinkled and old in their teens.

Some of the natives are quite civilized.
There was one who wore the Legion of
Merit. given him by the Aussies around
his waist. He had walked 400 miles to
the Wewak mountains to draw a map of
the Jap fortifications. And he had re-
turned with a Jap prisoner alive.

These natives served as carriers in the
New Guinea campaign, carrying ammu-
nition up the mountains and the wounded
down. Eight hundred were left of a tribe
of five thousand.

In Tongereva we saw the Polynesian
Camaru race, who have light skins, Their
women are beautiful. And their babies
are cute and adorable. These women are
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MEDICAL AUTHORITIES
/WK PHILIP MORRIS

distinguished doctors.

not unlike Dottie Lamour’s jungle island
princess.

Gary Cooper is probably the nicest
man in the world. He'd say, “Quite an
experience traveling in the South Seas
with two women,” and he'd grin. Every
one would laugh. “Blondes, too,” he’d
add.

Coop stopped being that “quiet Mr.
Cooper” that social Hollywood knows.
Exposed to the highly infectious enthusi.
asm of the G.I’s, he’d get up on the
stage and do everything to please those
boys. In the beginning, Gary was off.
stage before the applause began. Later,
he’d be back on, jumping up and down
yelling “Ahhhhhh! Ahhh!” with the
G.L’s, to applaud Una’s and my num-
bers. If the applause wasn’t loud enough,
Gary would pound his fists and shout, to
make it louder.

Una and I nearly fell on our faces one
morning when Coop, without warning,
got up on the stage and started singing,
“Oh What a Beautiful Morning.” He’d
learned and rehearsed it on the side as a
surprise.

Genial and amiable Gary talked his
head off to every one, everywhere. Which
meant he was usually ambling a 100
yards or so in the rear. Una and I were
always running back: “Coop, we've got
to move. We'll be late.” “Flash Cooper”
we called him.

A mosquito bit me on the chin, and
Gary was all concerned. “Can’t have
anything open in the face in-this coun-
try,” he said. He insisted on putting
antiseptic foot powder on my bite, and

e - e

roved less irritating to
the smoker’s nose and throat!

: \WH SMOKERS CHANGED TO PHILIP MORRIS,
EVERY CASE OF IRRITATION OF NOSE OR THROAT
—DUE TO SMOKING — EITHER CLEARED UP COM-
PLETELY, OR DEFINITELY IMPROVED !

Facts reported in medical iournals on clinical tests made by
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Finer flavor...less irritation. America’s FINEST Cigarette!

told us to put it on our feet. Well, we
didn’t. We got athlete’s foot. But not
cautious Coop.

How Gary’s face lighted when he rec-
ognized an Indian boy, with whom he
played at school back in Montana. Then
a Chinese, who had been a butler to Bing
Crosby. It was “old home” week.

Gary’s biggest surprise though, was
meeting his cousin Delbert, who was a
veteran of the Guadalcanal campaign
Delbert topped Gary’s height by an inch.
being six-feet-four.

I never saw so many devastating, sen-
sational guys, as the men in uniform in
the South Pacific area. Gary teased me
continually. We stopped at one air base
Just twenty minutes. Said Gary, “Have
you fallen in love here? You've had
plenty of time!”

Poor Gary, though. We'd shove and
push, to jam him into some of the plane
space that we were to occupy in the
B-24’s. Gary, his six-feet-three would be
squeezed behind the gunner’s seat. or be.
hind the pilot’s, in a space about three
by four. He would wonder if he'd ever
get himself untangled, while the rest of
us speculated if we’d ever get him out in
one piece. “If we could only take you
out by sections, and then assemble you,
Coop!”

Gary sat straight and erect as we rode
the jeeps from the bases into camp. And
Una and I flopped over on his shoul-
ders, sleeping from weariness.

We all got jeep seat bumps from riding
the hard seats, and there’s no soft
cushions either in converted bombers.

That, coupled with dysentery and mos-
quitoes, and . . . well, T attracted every-
thing it seemed. And I encountered
Trangipongi bush, and was literally cov-
ered with giant cannibal red ants. T was
always in the care of an Army dermatol-
ogist or Dr. Cooper!

Our boys not -only fight Japs. but
snakes and crecodiles, and insects and all
manners of disease, that permeate the
Jjungles. They ask if the folks back home
understand just how they are fighting,
and under what conditions. Not that
they are complaining. No. Not a w him-
per. “Golden Gate in 1948” is the pass-
word out there.

These boys, the majority, have been
here since the beginning of the Solomons
campaign. They are now experienced,
trained jungle fighters. They’ve fought
the Guadalcanal, New Guinea, and now,
New Britain campaigns. Perhaps, that is

*whv _our losses now are comparatively

small.

We met so many of the great air
heroes, “Bong,” Lt. Commander Jack
Hennerby; Col. Neil Kearby, etc.

It was almost like a movie meeting
Hugo Rasmussen, to whom “Mutiny On
The Bounty” was dedicated. He lives in
Tongereva, and is married to an attrac-
tive native woman. She was the Queen
Of The Islands. Una and T were the sec-
ond and third white women to ever set
foot on Tongereva. Mrs. Eleanor Roose-
velt was the first.

The temperature and the sea in the
Fiji Islands remind you of a peaceful
Miami Sunday in Florida, Gary piled us
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into a jeep on our arrival, and we started
the usual hectic ride on the rutty roads
that wind through banana and cocoanut
groves to the headquarters base.

Una and I were quartered with the
nurses. Here the Army had farms. And
fresh vegetables are grown. However, as
Coop said, we could never be a judge of
Army food. We were always given the
very best they had. Here we had corn
and cucumbers and salads, which were
unheard of on the other islands.

In the combat areas we ate the same
as every one. K-Rations: malted milk
tablets, vitamin capsules, powdered lemon
for a drink, a rich chocolate bar for
energy and a tiny tin of scrambled eggs
and meat.

Most of the bases don’t have farm
Jands, and Una and I gained considerable
weight due to the heavy food. Beans
and potatoes and wonderful breads. But
Gary, already lean and lanky, lost 15
pounds.

The pineapples, bananas and cocoanuts
made us think of the people back home.
Here was enough to feed the entire world
if there was any means of importing the
tropical fruit. And mangoes and taros,
a native yam, that is orchid in color and
tastes like glue.

We had wonderful salads, such as “21”
never imagined, with a cocoanut cream
dressing. Gary remarked, “How Rocky
would like some of these bananas.”

We washed our own clothes, and
Gary’s. Ironing Gary’s shirts was our
way of repaying him for all of his pro-
tection and thoughtfulness of us. But
the moths were so big and so thick, that

SILVER SCREEN for

we never knew whether we ironed more
moths or clothes.

And the rats, as big as cats. We could
never leave a bite of food around, or
there they’d be.

The generals often moved out of their
quarters to let Una and me have them
At one point we were only 12 miles from
the Japs.

We soon learned to locate the nearest
slit-trench, wherever we stopped. When
we first arrived in that close combat
area, we were more scared of what we
were going to be scared of than of any-
thing that really happened.

Bombing starts in New Guinea under
“Tojo’s Moon.” The nights are the most
beautiful in the world. A great sky with
a blue moon haloed with rainbows. The
beauty is exquisite and breathtaking. And
it is almost unbelievable at times to real-
ize that thousands of Japs and thousands
of our men are fighting desperately—
foot by foot—and dying in the jungles.

One night in Oro Bay, Una and 1 were
quartered at some distance from Gary.
Over the radio came the news from
“Madam Tokyo,” saying 200 dive bomb-
ers were over Oro Bay on this night. The
Japs were furious because the week be-
fore our P-38’s had been on the tail of
a great formation of Jap dive bombers.
and had clipped them off, one by one.

Nothing happened! “Tourist stuff,”
we said. But we were always wishing we
could be close to- Coop. Not that he
could have saved us perhaps, but Gary
was our Rock of Gibraltar.

One night we were up until 2 A.M.
washing clothes. I took some sleeping

May 1944

tablets so I could sleep. It was raining
cats and dogs. Suddenly, the sirens and
then the ack-ack-ack began. It was pitch
black. Una pulled me out of bed. I was
staggering around, half asleep, trying to
get into my boots and raincoat to make

one dive into the slit trench. The sleep-
ing powders had dulled my nerves. A
nurse came running, “Don’t be fright-
ened, Miss Brooks.” She didn’t know
that my drowsiness prevented me from
being frightened of anything.

We got out into the slit trench and sat
there in water and mud. The sleeping
pills were still working and I couldn’t
hold my head up. Finally I said to Una:
“If T don’t get out of here, 'm going to
drown. I'd rather take a chance with
the bombs.” At last the release signal
sounded. - We groped our way back to
bed, covered with mud. Fifteen minutes
later the alert sounded, and I tried to
get up and got caught in my mosquito
netting. I struggled and so did Una. But
by the time we were free of that endless
netting, in'the pitch black of our tent,
the safety signal sounded.

Our trip made a decided change in all
of us. We felt a new sense of values
We had seen just what our kids are doing
out there. Only these youngsters of 18,
20, 22, are not kids anymore. They've
grown up inside in the last two years.
They think -of things deeply. They are
leveled down to the basic realities of life.

There’s no hay on “Father Cooper,”
as we called him. We'd sit and tell Gary
our problems, our careers, and 1, myj
romantic ones. There was a handsome
officer down there. I almost found my-

ADVERTISEMENT

<« .. Eagles on the shoulders. Pepsi-Cola on the table—
an officer and a gentleman if I ever seen one.”
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