
PICTUREGOER’S FAMOUS FILMS SUPPLEMENT (1933) 
 
During 1933 and 1934, Canadian-born actress Marie Dressler reached the absolute peak of her 
global fame as Hollywood’s number-one box office attraction. 
 
The British film magazine Picturegoer published a special souvenir supplement1, 2 dedicated to 
iconic Canadian-born Hollywood star Marie Dressler around the release of her final 1933 
film, Christopher Bean. She was at her peak and the writers had an obvious affection and 
admiration for her. 
 
 

 
 
In 1933, the last Marie Dressler movie Christopher Bean was released.  
Also starring Lionel Barrymore it was not her greatest film but is remembered as her last. 



 
 
 
  



  

 
 
The Most Popular Woman in the World being feted on her last birthday. 
Louis B. Mayer, M.G.M.'s head, is on her left and the Governor of California is on her right. 
 
More Honours for a Genius 
THE union of Marie Dressler and Lionel Barrymore brings to the screen a distinguished new co-
starring "Team."  
They did a scene together once - two years ago. That was when they appeared at the academy 
of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences Banquet, the beloved Marie to receive the award for the 
actress and Barrymore the trophy for the actor, when the Academy proclaimed their 
performances the best the screen had produced that year. 
Lionel, incidentally, borrowed "tails" from brother John for the occasion. 
 
Building Scenes 
The combination of two of the screen's most brilliant veterans not unnaturally caused 
something of a flutter at Culver City and there was a constant audience of the studio's younger 
stars and players on the Christopher Bean set to watch Lionel and Marie in action. 
Ever since, Sam Wood, the director, has been hunting for two more Academy Award winners to 
direct. 
Every scene, Mr. Wood declares, was " built'" by the two artistes, just as carefully as an architect 
would build a house. 

"A scene might call for the exchange of several speeches," he explains. They would start 
reading. Lionel watched every detail of Marie's work and speech, and she watched his, 
as the 'business' was worked out." 



Lesson for Younger Stars 
"Did I give you enough time for that line, Marie?" Barrymore might ask. Or "Shall I turn and look 
at you sooner, Lionel" Miss Dressler might inquire.  
Together they analysed and timed each scene as it was rehearsed, examining all sides of the 
situation. 
 
"I never realised before, " Wood tells us, "what two people knowing the business as they do can 
do for a scene. 
"I think they are the greatest lesson I know for the younger generation on the screen." 
 
Barrymore's One Suit 
Perhaps it was not quite fair to spill the beans just now about Lionel's borrowed dress coat. 
It was necessitated by an accident. Barrymore, as a matter of tact, has a reputation in 
Hollywood for being fastidious about clothes. 
 
At any rate he had to put up with a little gentle" ragging" on the home lot as a result of the fact 
that in Christopher Bean he had to wear the same suit of clothes for a month. 
The reason of this was because the entire action of the play occurs within the space of a single 
day. 
Christopher Bean was one of the favourite pictures of the chief of the costume costs 
department! 
 
Marie or Edith Evans? 
While we pay deference to the precept that comparisons are odious, comparisons that are 
afforded by the interpretation by two great actresses of the same character are inevitable - and 
interesting. 
 
Particularly when the artistes concerned are Marie Dressler, a screen actress - so great that she 
has solely by her art triumphed over all the conventions of film land and all the handicaps of age 
and looks - and Edith Evans widely acknowledged to be one of the greatest of the" moderns" in 
the London theatre. 
 
How widely different two players can be in a role and still tell the same story has, in my 
memory, at any rate, never been more strikingly demonstrated than in this case of Christopher 
Bean. 
 
Both have claim to genius 
Both stars scored triumphs in the role in their own medium. Perhaps it is best summed up by 
the PICTUREGOER critic, who, of course, saw both performances. 

"I remember," he wrote, "when a film version of The Late Christopher Bean, the record 
success at the St. James Theatre, London, was being discussed, many people could not 
imagine anybody but Edith Evans in the principal woman's part. 



"If you have seen Miss Evans in her brilliant creation, go and see Marie Dressler and you will 
realise that the word genius can be applied equally to more than one interpretation of the same 
role." 
 
How role was conceived 
Miss Dressler, of course, has not seen the West End stage star's creation of the character, but 
she has a great admiration for Edith Evans' prestige in the theatre. 
It was necessary, however, she points out, to create an entirely new interpretation for the 
screen. 
 
For one thing, she was older than and different in appearance to the artistes who played the 
role on the stage. (Pauline Lord, the famous American actress did it in New York.) 
Their personalities were completely different, as were their methods of telling a story. 

"The first thing, therefore," she says, "was to abandon all thought of the stage character 
and seek a new conception. Mr. Barrymore and I were to co-star, hence we had to work 
together and find a joint conception.” 

 
They wouldn't believe me 

"I must confess," she adds, "that when I was first told that I was to play the role I had 
some misgiving. 
"The stage characterisation was warm, slightly bewildered, tremulous. Miss Lord told the 
story of a faithful servant who had loved in secret, with arrested gesture and speech. 
She played a passionate but inarticulate type of woman. 
"Now, I can't be tremulous. I wouldn't be believed. The public has a different conception 
of me, born of former roles. A screen actress, incidentally is always up against that 
difficulty. 
"So we hit upon a more positive and direct personage - an old servant who through 
years of service had come to take the burdens of her employer on her own shoulders." 

 
Had to take out the meekness 
Marie believes that the nearest role she has ever played to the present one was in Emma, the 
role, incidentally, which won her the PICTUREGOER Gold Medal for the best acting performance 
by a feminine player in 1932. 
 

"But Emma," she explains, "was an entirely different character. She was the motherly 
type, whereas the servant in this picture is more the chum and confidante of the 
younger child, but more or less suspicious of the others in the family. 

 
I had to take out some of the meekness of the character as originally written for people 
don't believe that Tugboat Annie or Min or Old Marthy could be meek. 
"But by careful adapting I think we told the story so that people can believe it." 

 
They wouldn't fool you... 



The movie camera never lies -- or so they say. A house with a front door thirty miles from the 
living-room on which it opened, nevertheless provides one of the most interesting production 
secrets of Christopher Bean. 
 
The home of the doctor (enacted by Barrymore) played an important part in the drama and 
great care was necessary to make it real and convincing. 
It was to be a rambling house with rooms for a large family and perhaps a couple of spare 
rooms for hospitable purposes. 
 
A "property" structure was considered unsuitable and a search had to be made for a ready-
made building that was "in character" for the part. 
 
...Well, not much 
Eventually the exact type of home required was found at Norwalk, thirty miles from the Metro-
Goldwyn Studios at Culver City. 
Here all the "location shots" were made. On several occasions Barrymore, Miss Dressler and 
other members of the cast were filmed entering the front door of the house. 
But the living-room on the other side of the door was on a studio set where the interiors were 
made. Separate "entrances" bridged the gap. 
 
A "money spinner" 
Christopher Bean, incidentally must have proved a wonderful money-spinner for its French 
author, Rene Fanchois. 
 
It must be the most "adapted" play of the year. Sidney Howard the famous Broadway 
playwright, translated it, adapted it to a New England setting and put it on New York. 
In Fanchois' original version the jealous elder daughter of the family concerned was the heroine, 
but Howard, while retaining the basic idea, made Abby, the maid, the central character. 
Emlyn Williams, one of our most brilliant actor dramatists also chose to make Abby the heroine 
when he came to adapt the piece for London audiences -- this time as a story of an English 
family and with a British setting. Edith Evans, incidentally, played the part with a Welsh accent. 
The play has been a tremendous hit and has made "big money" in both capitals as well as in 
Paris. 
 
Painting as Star 
I wonder how many people who have seen the new M.G.M. talkie have admired the painting of 
"Abby" which has one of the most important parts in the picture. 
It was painted from an old, faded photo of Marie Dressler, taken long before even her musical 
comedy successes in New York. 
 
The picture precipitates the entire dramatic climax of the story and it had to be accurate 
because it is constantly on view. 



An artist took the photograph and the script of the play. He made a painting exactly following 
the descriptions in the lines spoken by the players, then used the old photo as a guide in 
painting the face. The illusion was perfect. 
 
Lionel's Formula 

"To play a character on the screen one has not only to learn the nature of that character, 
but find its actual soul." 

 
That is the formula that Lionel Barrymore invariably uses when he is given a role to play and 
that is what he did in the case of the characterisation of the old country doctor in Christopher 
Bean. 
 
He delves into the psychology of the character he is to portray until he really feels that he knows 
him intimately - that he is a vital living creature, not just a figment of imagination. It was in this 
way that he has so successfully depicted the varied emotions of the doctor, who, urged by 
greed, becomes a dishonest and cunning schemer, but becomes his old, honest self again when 
he realises the. depth of one woman's faith. 
 
Believing in the Character 

"The thing to ask oneself," says Barrymore, "is, first, if what the character is to do and 
feel is possible. It has to be worked out so that the actor can believe it himself. 
"Then he can make his audience do so too. To do that one must take into consideration 
every little quirk in the character. When you know what you are telling, the business of 
telling it becomes fairly simple. The lines, the inflections, the business of the part - all 
these things are means by which the story of the character is convincing and worth the 
telling." 

 
A Proud Boast 
By the way, Lionel Barrymore pays a graceful tribute to Marie Dressler. He says it was a rare 
treat to act with her because she is not only a great artiste but a great personality. 

"To have shared an entire play with her," he says, "is something I shall always boast 
about, just as I boast of my friendship in years gone by for John L. Sullivan. Such things 
are more than mere memories. They are events of a lifetime." 

 
Studio Reunion 
In all the bustle and hubbub of the film studio there sometimes comes a happy reunion of old 
friends perhaps separated for some time. 
This happened to Marie Dressler whilst working on this picture. 
 
A quiet little man walked on to the set to be received by such a boisterous greeting of which 
only Marie is capable.  
He was Jack Pearl, who is famous on the radio in New York as "Baron Munchausen," and he had 
come to make his screen debut in Meet the Baron. 



Jack Pearl, some years ago, was one of the cast of the last stage show in which Marie Dressler 
appeared, a Shubert Winter Garden Revue in New York. 
Marie is like that - she never forgets a friend. 
 
An Old-timer 
Jean Hersholt, who is quite one of the most dependable of character actors, had been back 
holidaying in his native Denmark and this picture marks his first role since he returned. He has 
often proved to be the backbone of a picture of indifferent quality and here he fits into the 
construction of the plot with all his accustomed polish and naturalness. 
Jean Hersholt, by the way, has appeared twice before with Marie Dressler, in Dinner at 
Eight and Emma. 
 
Here is an Intimate Picture of Marie Dressler 
by Eleanor Packer 
In a comfortable armchair placed in an open doorway, so that the golden warmth of the sun 
could reach her, Marie Dressler sat alone. Behind her was the deserted, lunch-hour quiet of a 
darkened sound stage. Before her was the white asphalt of a studio street, separating her from 
the tree-shaded green of a little garden bordering the long row of dressing-rooms. 
 
Miss Dressler was resting and lunching, midst peace and quiet. The food was spread on a 
napkin, in the seat of a chair before her. 
Never had I seen Marie quite like that. She is usually surrounded by people, the centre of 
excitement. 



 
Marie Dressler at home 
 
That Marie, sitting in the sunlight, was a peaceful, middle-aged, contented woman, resting and 
thinking probably in the past. There was something heart-touchingly pathetic about her. And 
something beautiful. 
 
She did not seem to be a world-famed actress at all. At that moment Marie might have been 
someone's grandmother, enjoying a well-earned rest, before the children and the family 
descended upon her in a noisy horde. 
 
The soft, lavender shawl tucked around her shoulders, the loose, comfortable, slippers on her 
feet were all a part of the picture. All the morning though she had been working before the 
cameras, recording in celluloid new touches of amusement for the world that loves her. In a 
short time she would go back again, the actress. 
 
She glanced up and saw me standing there, and motioned me to an empty chair beside her. 

"Let's visit here," she invited cordially, "where it's so nice and quiet and sunny." 



"I don't want to bother you--" I began. Somehow it seemed entirely wrong to intrude on 
the peace of that rare quiet hour in Marie Dressler's busy life. Indeed, I would have gone 
away without speaking to her, if she hadn't seen me. 
"Bother?" she echoed, her voice as mellow as her smile. "You aren't bothering. I like to 
be simply lazy, and just sit and talk, on a day like this." 

 
Marie says everything in that way, firmly, convincingly. There is a vast heartiness in her voice, in 
her laugh, which sends new strength and warmth into the veins of her listeners. 

"You don't have to worry about bothering me. Everybody 'babies' me too much these 
days. You'd think I was a china doll the way people look after me," she pretended to 
complain, but one could tell by the softness of her eyes and the little smile at the comers 
of her firm mouth how much she really enjoyed this "babying." 



 
 
Marie began her marvellous career, depending solely on her own efforts, when she was just a 
little girl of thirteen years, a mere child, named Leila Koerber. She has battled the world, fought 
her own battles, and protected herself, and members of her family. 
Yet she loves to be "babied" and domineered. Her maid, Mamie, who has lived with her for 
almost twenty years, takes care of her as though she were a child, and "bosses" and fusses over 
her. And Marie loves it. 
 
Even in the glaring yellow light of that sunshine, she looked fine. Her eyes were clear and bright; 
her skin soft and miraculously free of wrinkles. But it is that "babying" which has done it. 



Birth registration records and the members of her family confirm that she was born November 
9, 1871. But she wasn't. She's ageless. Hers is the eagerness of youth, with its vitality and 
energetic ambition, moulded by the poise and tolerance of middle age, and rounded off with 
the wisdom of final maturity. 
 
She dances with the grace and lightness of the young. She can touch the palms of her hands to 
the floor, without bending her knees, with the suppleness of a youngster. And she converses 
with the wise tolerance that comes only with long years of living. 

"You don't really begin to live until you're fifty," Marie Dressler has said, time and time 
again, and, looking at her, you know that it's true. "People are so silly. They rush around, 
worrying and fretting, making such a big fuss about unimportant things, and expecting 
so much from life. But when you're fifty, you begin to learn the foolishness of it all. If you 
don't expect much, you'll never be disappointed." 

 
After years of successes, great and small, after having read miles of newspaper reviews, and 
stories, about herself - remember that Marie has been a star since she was eighteen years old - 
she still thrills over a newspaper clipping, or an especially good review of one of her pictures. 
It's the same way with her "fan" mail. When letters arrive which tell of some good influence 
which she or her pictures have had in some unknown person's life, she carries them around in 
her always filled handbag, and reads parts of them to her friends, genuinely pleased, and 
grateful. 
 
So we "visited," that is, Marie talked and I listened, watching with amazed eyes as a current of 
energy seemed to flow through her body, transforming her from the tired, middle-aged woman 
of a few minutes before to a person filled with the vitality which ordinarily belongs only to 
youth.  
 

"I was just thinking what fools most people make of themselves, trying to be something 
or someone which they aren't," Marie said, leaning forward a little from the depths of 
her armchair. 
"One of the first things that I should teach a child of mine would be to be always natural. 
You don't fool anybody by pretending. Only yourself. 
"One of the best examples I know of a person always himself is Wallace Beery. No one 
can change Wally. He is just the same man, whether he be talking to a 'prop' boy or the 
president of a bank. It's the same way with Polly Moran." 

 
No wonder life is good to Marie. She refuses to let it be otherwise. And, because she has 
reached that point of wisdom where nothing is taken for granted, she is never hurt or 
disappointed. 
 

"Of course, I'm happy," she smiled, when I asked her about it. "Why shouldn't I be? I 
have everything that any woman could want. Even work. And how many women of my 
age do you know; who can have the work that they love? Now, what more could I ask 
for?" 



Marie's energy and vitality are limitless. She never seems to tire. The strenuous routine of her 
life would daunt the average young person. 
She plays bridge with ardent skill, and croquet, with equal enjoyment. She loves good food, but 
she eats very lightly. 
 
She likes young people around her because they stimulate her. Her closest friend is a woman of 
her own age, whom she has known for forty-odd years. 
 
The beginning of each new picture is as exciting and thrilling an event as if it were the first for 
Marie, and she is as nervous and trembling as if she were a raw beginner, eager to make good. 
And now Marie had finished her lunch. She settled back in her chair, pulling the shawl more 
closely around her shoulders, smiling contentedly, and waving to the passers-by in the studio 
street. 
 
There I left her, Marie Dressler, ageless, and wise with the wisdom of many hard and vigorous 
years, utterly at peace with life. 
 
 
Footnotes 
1 Picturegoer was a popular British film fan magazine published from 1911 to 1960. It featured 
celebrity news, movie reviews, studio gossip, and covers of major screen stars.  
 
2 Due to a generous donation, the Marie Dressler Foundation has a copy of this rare supplement 
and the highlights are reproduced in the article below. Not all the contents are reproduced here 
and due to the difference in media, it is not in a format identical to the original. 
 
 
 
 
 


