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Like the Nose of

de Bergerac,
Dorothy Green’s
T hroat Would
Make Angels
Weep, for Its
Music Was Like
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a Kilkenny Cat’s. She Nursed
an Abiding Fever for the Stage, but Her Fog-
horn Voice Barred Her, and Turning to

the Silent Drama She Won Fame in a Day

YRANO DE BER-
A GERAC hdll anose
that made the an-
gels weep, but
when he spolie the
angels dried their
tears and smiled
as only angels can.
That was one
Bergerac” -was a

“Cyrano de

refson why
great play.
But that was long ago,

The day of the Cyrano is past. The
songs of the heart are now sung with the
eyéa and the throbs of passion and of emo-
tion and of sentiment are now expressed
with lipsa that move but do not utter.

That is why this story—that
Dorothy Green.

Dorothy is the latter-day antithesis of
Cyrano, and she points a moral of today as
well as adorning a tale with a face as good
to look upon as was Oyrano's melting voice
to hear.

Deorothy—silently eloquent, wordlessly
mellifiuent, with music In her glances and
poetry in her smile—now wins the multi-
tuodes, for she is a plcture star.

Managers Would Have Laughed.

Like every other girl ghe nursed through

iIs why

childhood, into her adolescence and along:

to young womainhood, an abiding fever for
the stage. In 1005 the managers would
have laughed her out of their offices except
as A candidate for a living picture model,
to exploit the artful rather than the artis-
tle. But this is 1015 and she is luminous
desplite her secret.
And this is the secret—

Dorothy Green, an idol of the screems,

has a voice that squeaks and is pitifully
cracked. It sounds like the rattle of broken
crockery. It Is an affliction. It is probahly
the most wretched voice in the world. Baut,
for the camera stage, she is perfect.

Dorothy was born not so many years
ago in a New York tenement. The sun
lookd in on her through dirty windows
and so she thought the sun a dim and
dusty thing, and it promised to shine little
cheer into her future,

In tenements there lodge germs and
bacilll, apd these work their way into the
throats of little girls who don’t have
enough sunshine, and they worked into the
dellcate throat of little Dorothy and the
got sick and her mother wrapped a flannel
rag around Dorothy's throat, which was
sheer nonsense.

Surgeon Ruins Her Voice.

The throat grew sorer. They took her
to a “dispeusary.” An interne, whose ex-
perience at surgery included watching a
teacher in night school remove a carbuncle
and apother wisard set a broken ankle,
stropped his knife and went at little Doro-
thy's throat. He started fo remove the
tonsils. He did. He removed a plece of
the vocal chord with them,

When Dorothy's throat grew together,
for childhood. it seems, can withstand a

great deal, she started to express her joy -

at recovery. It was not a joyous expres-
slon. She started with a whisper and flo-
ished with & scream.

She shut her little ears with ber little
hands. Her mother jumped. The volce
was wrecked—and forever. .

All through her years at school and into
the estate of long dresses and bralds
turned under Dorothy suffered the humilia-
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tion of her poor, crippled volce. Wherever
she went folks loved her, for she was fair
as a tHger llly, with her brown, silky hair
that curled lovingly and her deep eyes that
had little reflecting pools 'way down near
her sonl.

The Awakening of Genius.

Gole with the happiness of life was
Dorothy's life ambition—the stage. She
grew bitter. Her heart longed for dramatic
expression. She was full of it—she was
alilve with pathos and sentiment that dled
like the lovemaking of a Plerrot when she
squeaked -words with her funny MNtlle
hucked throat

Then, one night, her mother took her to
a "nickel show.” Dorothy dido't know
much about theaiters. Khe had avolded
them for two reasons—she couldn't afford
much amusement, and, whenever she hehrd
the actresses sing or talk with modulated
and reverberating tones, it made ber sad—
it made her realize the extremity of her
own misfortune.

She went rather listlessly to the "nickel
show." Khe saw action flash on ‘the sheet
and she saw a girl—a girl oot older than
herself, not half as pretty, not one-tenth as
gifted—register the thoughts and impulses
and heart throbs that were buruing in her
own bosom. And she enunclated them
without & volce.

It was the shrine of eilent art. It was
Mecca come to her—the little vietim whom
the tenements and the dispensary had
robbed of the outlet for her inspiration.

A new hope was born that night. The
girl walked in a pew-fonnd Paradise.
There was room for her! The world had
a place for her! Her born genius called to
her. And slie was réady.

Modestly the girl walked into a mana-

Miss Green after a day af the studios.

ger's office pext day. The manager looked
up gruffly, tarned his eyes oh Dorothy and
held his eyes there. She was about to
speak—speak in her little rattling voice.
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And, as years had accustomed her to do,
she hesitated in fear of its effect.

But she had entered the portal of the
world of silent speech. Bhe dido't even
have to use the wrecked chords,

The manager rose half out of his chalr,
His eyes never left her face.

“Do you want a Job?" he asked.

Dorothy nodded that she did.

“Take this slip,” said the manager, and
he gave her a peremptory order ot the di.
rector to put her to work.

Already she had entered the mystle land
of volceless communication,

The director didn't ask her many gues-
tions, either. He took a couple of keen
looks, smiled and assigned her to a minor
part in a pleture under process of unfold-
ing. QGreat! The girl whose every faculty
had been developed for dumb expression,
becaude for years she had hid the voice of
which #he was ashamed, wag a revelation

From her soul, through eyes shadlowed
with Soft and silky Iashes, she l&mka the
deepest thoughts that a woman may es-
press. Her lips of gentle rurl babbled in
smiles, purred 1n romauces, wept (n de-
spalr, crooned in tenderpess,

They gave her the principal role in “The
Spirit of the Poppy.” a seusationa] William
Fox thriller. It is sald that she achieved
& masterplece, though the eensors shelrwﬁ
it betause of the subject matter. But the

OROTHY GREEN,

famed as one of filmland's
fairest favorites, is af peace
with the world after defeating
a cruel fate that robbed her of
a charming voice.

directors and the producers knew that they
had found a'star. They had found a per-
fect heroloe In a girl who for the spoken
drama would have been impossible !

Now Dorothy Green {8 one of the fore-
most Fox leading womem. She was cast us
prineipal support to Willlam Farnum and
built up & reputation with astopishing
speed. In “The Wonderful Adventure"
they pronounced the girl—the girl who
hintes her- voice and fears it so that she is
almost ashamed to pray aloud—divine, In
“Her Mother's Necrel” she is superb.

Aod more men and commune
with the deepest throbs and the sweetest
thoughts of Dorothy In a night through thes
messages of her eyes than can hear the
superhuman !Nlls of Calve In a lifetime or
the harmonlous speech of Maude Adams
in a whole career.

The fictlon-conceptlon of n Cyrano, who
rose above the misery of a physical short-
coming and commanded the heart response
of a world of lovera of the beautiful in
theme and story.

Dorothy freen In real life, transcends
that faumous falry tale of fantasy. She
axks no background of sympathy for what
has been taken from her. Khe faces the
world with what she has left and It is
rnough—enough and resoundingly more.

The cinema has revolved many times
and has unreeled many welrd and fanciful
romances, But none that 1t has projected
has more of beart Interest, real heroism
and modern poetry than its own pot of gold
at the end of its own ralnbow for little
Dorothy Green, ravished of nature's
preclous gift, yet singing symphonies, lulla-
bys, oratorios and love wsongs with her
eyes.
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How the Old May Look Young

HE thyroid gland in the back of the
neck has far greater influence for
good or evil in the womian than in
‘he man. It is her beauty gshop. Here are
atnufsctured the julcee which, with the
help of the side shops—the other glands—
20 into her blood and keep away wrinkles,
cause the flesh to retain its plumpness,
give her elastieity and plasticity, snd fur-
nish foree and vigor to the pervous system.
The glan@é in the brain ald woman in
keeping her particular functions in good
working order, regulate her fatness or lean-
ness, ke#p her mentally active.
Any action or indiscretion which dis-
turbs the barmonious working of these

+glands goes to muke some age sign loug
before its time. These glands must have
a period of rest in order to sfore up their
flulds. If they do not get this rest their
materinl is soon exhausted. The glands are
deprived of that quantity and quality,
strength and power of youth-making stuff
needed hotrly by the blood for repair work.
+ + +
Nothing dries up the thyrold gland #so
quickly as undue nervous straln. There
. are many kinds of nervous stralns that de
not seriously affect the thyrold—those duoe
to patural conditions; gr.ief. worry over lit-
tie failures and things, and married wor-
ries of the ordinary kind




