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Marie Doro the spirituelle, is a real person, though you might not have thought it

By Randolph Bartlett

REAT discoveries are often accidental. Colum-
bus ran into America when he thought he was
headed for India. I was looking for Elliott Dex-
ter and discovered Marie Doro. And when
[ say “discovered” I mean it. I had seen Miss Doro—
most perfect of names, the Golden Girl—on the screen
and on the stage. Still I had not discovered her.

In my quest for Mr. Dexter I had been referred by
the Paramount publicists to a certain telephone number.
Upon taking Mr. Bell’'s well known invention into my

confidence, there floated through the receiver a voice that
no mechanical contrivance could disguise. Then, with
all the sudden illumination of a bursting rocket, the idea
arrived. Mrs. Dexter is Miss Doro.

It never had occurred to me before, except as a bit
of abstract knowledge. I had seen Miss Doro in a play,
“Barbara,” a week or so before the adventure of the tele-
phone. She was a creature of such airy lightness, that,
if T had given the matter serious thought, I should have
come to the conclusion that when the performance was
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over she was put away carefully
and tenderly in a nest of roseleaves
until the next performance. It
was 1mpossible to think of her as stepping out of the the-
atre Into a common automobile, driving to a restaurant
and partaking of common food, buying gowns and hats,
or talking over telephones.

Yet there it was. The voice coming over the telephone
was, unmistakably, the voice I had heard in “Barbara’—
a voice of velvet shot with threads of silver; a voice that,
without physical effort, made music of our too hard Eng-
lish words; a voice designed by nature for reading the
poetry of Keats.

From the discovery that Miss Doro does not live in an
invisible, enchanted palace, issuing forth from time to
time 1n form visible to men only at the call of the camera
or the footlights, but in just such a Fifth Avenue apart-
ment as you or I might live in (if we could afford it)
equipped with telephone and everything—from this dis-
covery to the invasion of that apartment was a step soon
taken. And just as its mistress is unlike any other person,
so 1s the apartment unlike any other apartment. It has
windows, doors, floor, ceiling, and so on, of course, but
there the similarity ends. Nor does it conform to any
period or follow any mode. There is a tapestry from Spain,
an antique table from England, a still more antique leather
screen from somewhere else (for by law of contrast it 1s
natural that Miss Doro revels in antiques), there is a fire-
place that 1s chummy and dreamful, chintzes that merrily
tease the dignified antiques with their graceful youth,
candlesticks of dateless Flemish origin, and so on, not
forgetting a piano whose exquisite tone vou unhesitatingly
ascribe to the fact that the instrument enjoys the privilege
of daily association with the Doro voice.

In this quaint setting, Miss Doro is a figure as enchant-
ing as that which she presented in “The Wood Nymph,”
her one—to my notion—unforgettable picture, directed by
the master dreamer, Griffith. I could not quite hit upon
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the word to describe it all—a word
which flitted back and forth and
eluded me just as I thought I had
it. And I never did find it until the lady herself supplied
it in describing someone else. She was speaking of Charles
Frohman, under whose management she played until he
was murdered by William Hohenzollern.

“We all loved Mr. Frohman,”’ she said. ‘““He was the
oreatest theatrical genius of modern times. He had such
a fund of unfailing humor, whimsical and fine. He was
really elfin—"”

That was the word—elfin. Her word for Charles Froh-
man was the word I had been wanting for her. “Wistful”

Doro voice.

-1s the word certain superficial observers have used in and

out of season, but it will not do, for wistfulness 1s essen-
tially sad, and Marie Doro is anything but that. In such
a naive tale as ‘“The Morals of Marcus,” or such a drama
of the drawing room as “Diplomacy,” no matter how dif-
ferent may be the characters, the elfin quality 1s always
there.

How did she happen to go on the stage? It didn't hap-
pen. Marie Stewart of Kansas City wanted to be an
actress. She persuaded her mother to bring her to New
York where she studied all things useful to such a career.
Incidentally, she became a great favorite in a group of Ital-
1an artists, ‘who, dev oting much serious consideration to the
matter, decided that qteu art would never do as a name for
her, and after earnest conferences christened her Marie
Doro. It may be unpatriotic, but I insist that no American
could have done it. We haven’t the sense of poetry In
names that is the birthright of the Latin. Then Charles
Frohman met her, name and all, fully equipped for a career,
and because she could sing and dance, gave her a part in a
musical comedy, “The Girl From Kays.”

“T wasn’t starred, of course,” says Miss Doro, “and 1
shall never forget the curious incident of my first intima-
tion that such an honor had been selected for me. We
were playing up state somewhere, and Mr. Frohman had
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come from New York to see the performance again. As
[ was going to my dressing room between the acts the
stage manager stopped me and said:

“ ‘Mr. Frohman 1s going to star you, Miss Doro.’

“It sounded preposterous to me, and like all novices 1
was suspicious of everyone. I thought he was trying to
be fresh, and told him not to dare talk to me like that.
I was furious, and not until they brought me a copy of
a paper with Mr. Frohman’s announcement would I believe
that my innocence and ignorance were not being imposed
upon. Then I was delighted, not only because of the
success but because dancing did not agree with me.

“The play in which I made my first dra-

meanness, or at least made me stop talking about it. Mr.
Dexter went on with only two rehearsals and, naturally, was
tearfully nervous. That renewed my spiteful attitude
toward him. 1 told Mr. Frohman he would never do. 1
sald 1t simply was ruining the whole play. Both he and
Mr. Gillette argued with me, but 1 wouldn’t be soothed.

‘I like this boy,” Mr. Frohman said. ‘I like everything
about him. Please try to get along with him.’

“When I saw that I couldn’t get them to give Elliott
his notice, I thought I might as well make the béest of a
bad situation, and began to try to help him, and show

(Continued on page 107)

matic appearance was not a success, and =
Sam Bernard who was starred in ‘The Girl
From Kays’ sent word to Mr. Frohman
that he must have me back in the cast, as
he could not dance with my successor.
When Mr. Frohman told me, I wept bit-
terly, and said I simply could not do it, as
the dancing was ruining my health. A few
days later, Mr. Frohman told me he had
decided upon my next play, and the way he
broke the news was typical of his whimsical
humor.

“‘lI have selected a part for you In
“Little Mary,”’ he said, ‘with great care
and due consideration for your delicate
health. You will be wheeled about the
stage in a rolling chair throughout the
entire piece.” ”

Whether or not it was because Mr. Froh-
man took such excellent care of her health,
at least Miss Doro thrived, and soon was
a star in her own right. In “The Morals
of Marcus” and “Oliver Twist” she scored
successes which are now stage history, later
repeating these successes on the screen.
One of her greatest triumphs, however, was
in a brilliant cast of “Diplomacy,” which
she played first in London for two years.
Perhaps for this reason, perhaps because
of her lifelong interest in antiques, Europe
always fascinated her after her first visit,
and until the war she was one of the most
regular patrons of the liners. She returned
to America shortly before the war, intend-
ing to ask Mr. Frohman to relieve her from
her American engagements entirely.

It was in the American revival of “Di-
plomacy” that Miss Doro met Elliott
Dexter and, simultaneously, her fate. Her
own version of the romance is delicious.

“It was while we were playing ‘Diplo-
macy’ that Mr. Frohman suggested that 1
try moving pictures. I didn’t want to do
it, but he had a way of persuading peo-
ple. It was ‘The Morals of Marcus.” The
scenes were being made at Lakewood, New
Jersey, and the new work was so trying
that what with traveling back and forth
every day and playing in ‘Diplomacy’ as
well, I was almost a nervous wreck. On
top of all that, they informed me one day
that a change would be made in the cast
of the play, and Mr. Dexter would play
Julian. I rebelled. I never had met Mr.
Dexter. 1 didn’t want to meet him.
I knew he must be an inferior actor. 1
didn’t see how 1 could find time to rehearse

with him, and do everything else I had on
hand as well.
“Of course they talked me out of my
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him little points about the part as it was
played in the London company. Then 1
noticed how quickly he picked up ideas,
and that he was really a very remarkable
actor. I decided I would like to do a
good deal for him, and then—well, when
a woman begins to feel like that about a
man, she’s gone.”

The chapter which should appear at
this point in the chronicle of Miss Doro’s
career was told so well by Mr. Dexter
himself in PHoTtorPLAY last month, that it
would never do to paraphrase it.

To the great number of inquiries that
keep arriving from screen friends want-
ing to know where Miss Doro has disap-
peared to, and why, the answer 1s, obvi-
ously, that she has not disappeared. But
she is not satisfied with any of her pic-
tures, though she feels that “The Morals
of Marcus”, “The Wood Nymph” and
“The White Pearl” approximated her
ideals 1n a measure.

“I do not want to make any more pic-
tures,” she says, “until I can have some
guarantee that they will be done 1in a way
of which I can be proud. Until then I shall
stay with the stage. But I believe that
the public i1s far in advance of the ma-
jority of the producers. I believe that
there 1s a splendid opportunity for pro-
ductions of the very highest type. But
this calls for faith and vision. The busi-
ness element rules so arbitrarily that the
idealist has little opportunity. However,
there are splendid things being done—the
sort of things I should like to have a part
in. For instance, ‘Revelation’ is a mag-
nificent achievement, fascinating, wonder-
ful, and Nazimova i1s superb. It is fun-
damentally right in every respect. It
could not be an accident, the making of
such a picture. And creations such as
this elevate standards very quickly.

“l1 am anxious to appear In pictures,
not because they are easy, but because
they are hard. Acting before the cam-
era must be much more subtle than acting
for an audience. In the theatre the voice
takes so much attention away from the
action, that you do not have to guard
every slight movement so carefully. But
with the camera watching, the least turn
of the head may make or unmake a
scene.”’

So this 1s Marie Doro, our lady o’
dreams, very real though not a whit the
less charming, and with a quick intelli-
gence In her dreaming that explains her
success, a success known to two conti-
nents, ranging from the sartorially per-

fect society girl in “Diplomacy” to ragged
little “Oliver Twist.”

Interference Fever

Albert Capellani was directing scenes
for May Allison’s new Metro, when an
assistant manager of productions was
seized with an attack of interference fever.
He stood off the set and waved wildly to
attract Capellani’s attention. The French-
man didn't notice him until some sym-
pathetic soul said, “What does he want?
What’s the matter with him, waving like
that?” Capellani paused long enough to
say, “Oh, never mind him—you get that
way 1n pictures.”
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Stains — odor — that won’t come out

The cleaner’s bill itself is bad enough, but how
aretched to find your wery prettiest waist still
has the marks of perspiration on 1t! And even
an odor that just won’t comeout! Odoronowould
have prevented even the tiniest odor or stain

Another way to economize
| and yet be daintier than ever

OUR dresses, blouses, coats can be kept as dainty, as
unspoiled by any mark or odor of perspiration as on anh o?:ésAtljlg:mno
the day yOu‘ bought them' “ff'f do not Gelieve thal

anyharmcanconefrone

The excessive perspiration—that spoils your clothes, that stopping theexcretionof
causes so many embarrassments—is not healthy. Odorono,a 277 #eranen o fonitea

areas.sucltas, undertiie

toilet water formulated by a physician, corrects this condi-  armsseer forenead,ecc.
Fxperimental and

tion completely. Used twice or three times a week, it keeps B T e s I D
the underarms, feet, hands or forehead always dry and that Odorono is harm-

. . less, economical and
sweet. And daily baths affect it not at all, eflective when employed
as direcled, and will

Use Odorono tonight—the directions are so simple! Pat  @wiore neither the skir

nor tire healit.’’

it on—it dries—use cold cream—do not rub the skin for a J A
while. You are free from perspiration troubles for days! Westfield, Mass.

At all toilet counters in the United States and Canada, 50c and
$1.00. ‘I'rial size, 30c. By mall, postpaid. if your dealer hasn't it.
Address 'l he Odorono Co., 509 Blair Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio.

If you live in Canadn, address mail orders or requests for booklets
to The Arthur Sales Co., 29 Colborne St., Toronto, Unt.

Write for our booklet, ‘“The Appealing Charm of Daintiness’ —
to know more about perspiration and how to relieve it. Suggest to
the men in your family that they write for " The Assurance of
I’erfect Grooming.”

DO-RO-NO

Jhe toilet water for excessive perspiration
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When you write to advertisers please mention PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE.




	Photoplay Article (1918-06) - Marie Doro_Page_1
	Photoplay Article (1918-06) - Marie Doro_Page_2
	Photoplay Article (1918-06) - Marie Doro_Page_3
	Photoplay Article (1918-06) - Marie Doro_Page_4

