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Why Hays?

Sometime since Will H. Hays, then post-master _genera.!
of the United States, was appointed “arbiter” or “dictator
or “czar” of the movie picture industry—whatever the
proper title may be, at a of $150,000 a year. His
vaguely defined duties presumably were to purify the indus-
try and rescue it from the odium incurred by the Taylor
murder and dope ring expose, the fatal Arbuckle pajama
party and other evidences of degeneracy permeating the too
prosperous profession. One of Mr. Hays' first acts was to bar
the Arbuckle films. His latest act is to “pardon” Fatty and
restore his films to exhibition. In the interim he has been
writing long winded missives to editors felicitating himself
upon his success as a purifier. .

As a matter of fact, Hays merely bowed to outraged public
opinion when the ban was placed upon Arbuckle and in réstor-
ing Arbuckle to the films he has endeavored to favorably
impress people to again commercialize the big boob and reim-
burse producers who financed his trial. But while Hays
edict may be final and authoritative with the movie actors,
it will not affect thé public in the least. Arbuckle offended
decency and has not and will not be forgiven. If he or his
rproducers had any sense of the proprieties, they would not
attempt to exploit him again. His sun has set as a popular
film actor.

Mr. Hays' action in this matter shows that he has no more
conception of what the public demands of those it cle!nghts to
honor, than those crass commercialists who employ him. His
appointment in the first place was public admission that
producers by their greed in presenting offensive pictures
wera destroying the industry, as much as the actors by their
seandalous orgies, and Mr. Hays was popularly supposed to
aupPJy the deficiency in good taste the producers lacked as
well ag reform the private life of the celluloid stars.

Inh view of his failure to do both, the question is raised,
why Hays? Why pay $1560,000 a year to anyone who senses

ublic opinfon so poorly? He was evidently really employed
Eecause of his political pull, to head off efforts to censor
productions, and the purification part was a gallery play for
popularity. The public doesn’t need any “czar” to tell it what
actors to see—it i amply able to determine that issue
for itself. Again, why Hays?
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Ol',ll' New Boss

According to editor E. A. Koen of the Dallas Observer,

Tom Neuhausen of Portland,, who during the land fraud

rosecutions was chief of the federal land agents under

. 4. Burns and afterwards prominent in the affairs of the

Bull Moose party, is the man who really runs Oregon, makes

and unmakes officials, and is the real political boss of the
state.

Editor Koen ought to know, for during the recent guber-
natorial campaign he was chief publicist and propagandist for
the “Federation of Patriotic Societies,” and this outfit, along
with other secret mociety combinations, claims to have been
responsible for the success of the yellow ticket. Mr.
Neuhausen is presumably one of the chiefs of the federation.

Neuhausen, says Mr. Koen, is also responsible for electing
McNary and Stanfield senators, as well as for electing Pierce
governor, which will be news to those of us who do the voting.
He is described by his Boswell as a professional politician who
accepts consultations, and charges for his advice, whose ear
is always to the ground, who has no convictions, and advo-
cates whatever seems popular, but who advises politicians to
“stay bought, for even Tammany has respect for the man who
stays bought.”

Small wonder that Oregon politics are in a demoralized
condition when they are commercialized for the money in
them by those who have no convictions, yet working through
secrels organizations, boss the state, and whose chief claim
to virtue seems to be that they do not sell out to both sides
at the same time,

_L Qlong State Street

Many a “joy ride” ends at a telephone pole,

Our idea of a foolish man is one who argues with a
woman,

- l“E who can make his “I's" behave is an exceptional ego-
ist.

A baby grand costs more than a grand baby, but doesn’t
last so0 long.

Some people appear to have cash to pay for everything
except their debts.

A. boy can learn more in one classroom than a hundred
can in a poolroom,

People are more often judged by the money they have
than by the meney they want.

There is truly no difference between being driven to drink
and going to Canada by automobile,

By trying to keep up appearances some people often find
it necessary to keep up disappearance later on.

It is funny how a man who is too smart to hunt gas with
a lighted mateh will go right out and step on it.

GRAND JURORS 10 ATLANTIC STORM
PROBE BOB PLOT TAKES TWO LIVES

Columbug, Gn.,, Des, 28.—The Plymouth, Eng,, Dee. 28.—(RBy
Muscogee county grand Jury has|Associated Press)—Two fatalities
convened today to investigate an|at sea, directly attributable to
slleged bomb plot unearthed yes-|the terrific storms encountersd

PANTOMIME—ByJ. H.Striebél

terdny which caused the police to
place guards around the homes of
the fiva eity commisaloners, an
apartmesnt house and a large fac-
tory.

The polles was sald to be ready
o present to the grand jury full
details of the so-called plot which
they claimed had been formulated
to bring about wholesals destrue.
tion fo this elty.

The poliee say there are 12 men

involyed In the alleged plot, which
included members of the Calumbus
pollod’ department, maloontents.
crimigals and one or two persons
from Alabama eitles nerosa the
#.vnr from hers, >4

on tha Atlantic during the past
week, wers reported by vessels
reaching this pert today.

Willism Helmes, traveling with
his wife and five children on the
German steamer Halmon, which
arrived from Baltimore, was kill-
#d during the voyage when he
was thrown to the deck, sustaln-
ing a fractured skull. He was
buried at pea,

Tha second male of the steam-
er ‘Neotsfield, bound from New-
foundland to Bremerhaven was
wiashed overboard and several

rg of the erew seriously in-
jured “while tha vessel was luhor-

fiald put In at this port before

proceding to Bramerhaven
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Katie O'Toole
“Are you going back to the camj
directly, Mul?"’ asked Packer rather
searchingly,

“Why should IT T haven't tuber-
qulosis.  Eddia  Devlin ig getting
alone wurprisingly. He is practically
living out doors and bearing the pain
ke o little major, all the waile in-
sisting wpon telling you when he
soos you that his feot are on stroight
You really should go up and see
him, Ted."

“And how Is Mary, Malt"

“Maory is down here for a day
pe two,  You'll be surprised jvhen
vou see her, I haven't seon hor my-
solf yol as ehe only got in on the
nfternoon triin yesterday and went
ont enrly this morning with Miss
Jeffries shopping.

“Sg you scée | have renlly nothing
to take me up to the camp.'

“Are you sure, Mal? Dne of the
boyg at the club the other night sald
that you had taken anofher tangle
on your honds, A Mrs Van Eisen
and her daughter. From whit he
said 1 gathered that the Iady had
boen making herself rather conspie-
wons and bousting over whatever at-
tention you have been paying her”

“Nothing doing, Ted, Mrs. Van
Eison is all right, but she just won't
o, that's all, To tell the truth, 1
would like to get this moess cleared
ip some way proify soon as I am
Iinking of tuliing a teip around the
world, Want fo coma with met™

Ted Parker looked at his friend
snmowhat solicitously as he wondoer-
¢l whut had ehanged WMo since he
had seen him Inst. Then he was
full of enthusinam and his whole
plan of living elustered around the
Upyling and their future. Now he
tad evidently tired of the whole
husiness,

Starmount eonfirmed this opinion
by asking: '"What dre you going to
do tonight, TedI*'

“I have reully nothing ou but |
thonght perhaps we might drop inti
the opening of the Winter Gardon.”

Ol dovs the WidTer Garden open
tomight? T'1 get a couple of sents
Do we know of uny girls? We
might take o conple of them over to
the Little Club for somothing to eat.
I have to feol that Courtency has
put the akids under me us far 08 o
good time goos"’

“Hat, Mnl, what abont Mary?
Don't you think she wanld like to go
somowhere tonight? [ suspieet she
hag never boon inside of a first-eluans
thestre in her life.'”

“Plenty of timo for that and be-
slidey T do not  think she is well
snough to go out tonight., T tell
vou the teuth, Ted, | am rather fed
i on hiing pare and good,*?

“All right, Mal' nequivseed Park-
or after o moment's hesitation, “1'm

Malcolm Starmount

By IDAH McGLONE GIBSON
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off now to have your suit postponed
if possible, ™

After Parker had left; Starmonnt
vntered his ear and drove out into
the eountry for the mere sake of
tanring off the miles in & way that
would stop lim from thinking, but
all the while one thought was go-
ing roond and round his Hewd,

“1 cunnot  understand what she
meant by siying she wanted to tulk
ta meo if she only wanted to buy
some clothes” he kept saying over
und over to himself,

He arrived home in time to dress
for dinner, Found a note foom Ted
saying n box had been ordered at
the Winter Guarden and one of the
girls had promisid to brilk to a
supper. afterward the new French
daneer who had boen adverfised na
the “coming Broadway kusckoot.”

“You will be the observed of all
nhservers,’! wrote Tod, ' atithe Lit-
tle Club and I suspect that ix just
what you want." |

Some way the whole zest had gone
out of It, thought Starmount us
e passed .through the libmary on
hin way to his room, All atsoneo -in
a dark corner he saw Murf ¢urjed

hair 1 s ]
up on one of the great diyins. and nrrive absolutely uns w.ouncsd

She looked particnlarly fragils and
small, Her long bluck Inshes enrlod
ngainst her white eheks aad™Biar-
mount involuntarily steppd Wodrer
aq he thought he discorned the
traces of tears on her sad litfle face.

Ag he stood looking down npon
her slhe opened her eyes and & new
light eame into their somber depths.

Out went her thin livtle blue-vein-
e hands dnd she guve a little indes-
eribable ory of weleome,

An be tourhed her [fingers he
found them eolld us fee. “Mary, you
have been erying,'” he aeensed. Al
his annorance had wanished ay ho
looked at her,

“Yes, my lord,” she answerad
meekly. “You seo I thooght you
wore pof coming bavk tomight and
it seemed g0 Jong untll tomorrow.'

“But my child, you rhn away
from me this morning, Don't you
know that if you reully whanted to
buy new gew guws all yon would
have had to bave dome would have
beon 1o have nsked ma to take you
to Marchmont's and yon eounld hava
botght out the piace?"

“But, my lord, I did not want
them at Marechmont's to know that 1
knew vou."

“What hng aequaintonce with me
got to do with your buying & gown
or two, I assure you, Mary, that
my ermdit is very good at March-
mont's. "’

“1 didn’t go to buy gowns, my
loed,  Although I had to buy three
or four bafore 1 got through, so
that T could get hold of and talk to
Katie O'Toole.*

Tomorrow—The Shaopping Tonr.
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Author of **Kindred of the
iCopyrighted 1821 by Peter

““About tem thovsand—ono to
every ten aeres. 1f I could develop
water for irrigation in the San Gre-
gorio valley, 1 eonldl raise nlfalfa

wnd Int-foed n couply of thousand
more.""

“What is the ranch worth?"
**About cight pear acro is the aver-
age price of good eattle-range nowa-
days,  With plenty of water for ir-
rigntion, the valloy-land wounld he
worth ‘five byndrod dollnrs an scre.
1t?s a3 rich as cream, and will grow’
anything—with water."

“Well, 1 hope vour dad takes m
hack seat and gives vou a free hand,
Farrel, T think you'll make good
with half a chance.”

"1 foel that way alss,” Farrol ro-
piiad saricusly, y

“Are you Roing- sonth tepighti"
“Oh, no, Indesd not! I don't want
ta go hmoe in tha dark, sii?® The

. >

L enptain was puzled. “Becanse | love

ing In the terrifle seas The UVeats

‘my California, and [ haven't seom

her for two yenrs,” PFarrel repliod,

The Pride of Palomar

BY PETER B. KYNE

1o the othor’y unspoken query. “'It's

Yy

Dust.'* “'Cappy Ricks", E;c,
B. Kyne, all rights reserved)

been go fogey sinee we lnnded in San
Franciseo 1'vo had 4 hard fobomak-
ing my way round the Presidio. But
if I take the eight-o'cloek train tos
morrow moruing, 1?1l run out of the
fog-bielt in farty-five mi and
be in the sunshing for the remaind-
er of the journay. Yes, by Jupiter
—and for the remninder of my
fife!™

“You want to: fenst yougeles on
the countryside, shi"

“I do. It’s April, and -law'ni to
soe the Salinns valley with its oaks;

[ want to ses the beneh-lands with |

the grape vines just: ‘buddiug; T
wint to see some bald-facod caws
clinging to the Santa Barbara Bill-
sides, and T want to meat wome fol-
low on ths train who speaks the
language of my tribe.” o
Furrel, you're all Trish. You'fe
romantic and poetienl, and feol the
eall of kind to kind. . That'y dise
tinetly a Cletie trait.*”
_ “Quich Sabe? But I have a groat

somebody, It’s my mother tongue.”

“There must me another reason,”
the eaptain bantered him, “Sore
there isn't w girl somowhere along
the right of way and you are fears
ful, if you take the night train,
that the porter may fail to waken
you in tim eto wave to lher as you
go by her station?

Fhirrel shook his head.

“There’s another reason. bui that
isn't it. Captain, haven't you been
visunlizing every little detml of your
home-coming 1"

“You forget; Farrel, hiat I'm a
regular army man, and we poor dev-
ils get accustomed to being uproot-
ed, I've loarnéd not to build enatleg
in Spain, and [ never believe I'm go-
ing to get a leave until tho old man
hands me the ordeér. Even then, T'm
always fearful of an order rocall-
ing it

“You're missing a lot of happi-
noss, sir, Why, | really believe L've
had more fun out of the anticipa-
tino of my home coming ithan I
may get out of the realization, ['ve
planned every detail for months,
wnd, if anything slips, I’m liable to
sit right down nnd bawl like a kid.”
“Leot’s listen to your plan of opera
tions, Farrel,"” the enptaio suggest-
ed, *I'll never have one myself, in
all probability, but I'm ehild snough
to want to listen to yours.'’

““Well, in the firat place, I haven't
communicated with my futler since
landing here. He doesn’ knuw I'm
Faek in Californin, and o+ do not
want lim to know until I drop in on
him."

“And your mother, Farrets”

“DHed when I was a litile ehap.
No brothers or sisters. Well if 1
had written bim or wired him when
[ first arrived, he would have hnd
u week of the wiost damnable sue-
pense, beensn, owing to the unea:-
tminty of the exact date of our de-
mobilisntion, 1 could mot have io-
formed him of the exnet time of my
arvival home. Consequently, ho'd
hawve hud old Curolina, our ecok, dis)
ing up nightly fearful gquansdties of
the sort of grub 1 was raised on
And that would be wasteful, Ao,
he'd kit wiader the catalpn tree o o
side the western wall of the haciends
and never take his oyes off the bigh-
way from El Toro or the trau from
Sespo, And every night after the sup
had set and ' failed to show up,
Le'd go to bed heavy-hesrtold, Sus-
pense is hard on dn old man. sir,”

“Un young men, too. Go on.”

“Well, I'll deop off the truin toe
orrew afterncon dbout four o’elock
at u lonely little flag station eailed
Sespe. After the train leavetr Sespe
it rung suthwest for almost (wenly
miles to the const, and turng south
tp El Toro. Nearly everylody entors
the San Gregorlo from El Toro but,
vin the short cut trail from Sespo,
1 ean hike it hame in theiss Yonrs

und unheralded,

"XNaow, as I pop up over the mile-
high ridge back of Sespe, I'' be look
g down on the San Grigorio while
the Jast of the sunlight still lingers
there. You aee, sir, 1'm only look-
ing at an old picture I've alwhys
lpved, Toeked away down in the
hoart of the valley, there is an old
ruin of n mission—the Mission de
la Madre Dolorosa—the Mother of
Sorrows, The light will be shining
on its dirty white walls and red-
tiled roof, nnd I'Il it ‘me down in
the shade of a moanzanita bush and
wait, becnose that's my valley and
I know what's coming,

“Exactly at six o’eloek, I shall
swe & figure come out wupon the
raof of the mison ond stond in
front of the old gallows-f:ame on
which hang eight chimes that were
oarried in on mules from the City of
Mexico when Junipero Serra planted
the cross of Caiholicism at San Die-
go, in 1768, That distant figure will
be Brother Flavio, of the Francisean
Order, and the old boy s guiﬂg to |
ramp up and down in front of Ihﬂﬂl“
¢himes ®ith a hammer and give me u
coneert, He'll bung out *Adesie|
Fideles' and ‘Glorin  in  Exeelsis. |
That's o einch, beeause he's n ereat-
ure of bubit, Oceasionally e plays
'Lead, Kindly Light' asnd fAve
Marin?!" |

|
|

Farrel pnused, n faint smile of
amsement fringing his bandseme

arette and continved:

{To Be Continued,)

Phoenix, Arlz.~Arizona univer-
sity football team won ffom Utah
Aggles 7 Lo 6,

“MARY
CATCHES
EVERY-
THING”

How often mothers
worry needlessly when
an epidemic of contag~
ious cough is in the
neighborhood seri

con

| Never be without ﬁ!

“NIP IT
IN THE BUD
WITH BINZ
PRODUCTS”

TRY YOUR DRUGGIST FIRST

Every Garment in the House Reduced

Portland Silk Shop
383 Alder Street

Salem Store
466 State Street

DAY, DECEMBER 28, 1922

REND SALE

‘Women’s Ready-to-Wear
Children’s Coats
And All Furs

Big Price Reductions

Continues

mouth. He rolled and lighted a eig-|

$ 8.25 Chocolate Leather
$14.00 Shark grain Lea

No.136 ...........
$16.00 Shark Grain Leather,

yosming 1o spiak Spdsishwith

861, $5.70

AT COST AND LESS|

For many good pieces in

THIS SALE
Genuine Leather Handbags

$10.00 Black Leather, 14-inch, No. 172 .....
$ 600 Black Leather, cloth lined, 16-inch, No. 100 ........$495
$10.00 Black Leather, leather lined, 16-inch, No. 33 ..
$12.00 Black Leather, cloth lined, 16-inch, No. 302
$16.00 Black Leather, leather lined, 18-inch, No. 125 . .
Numerous other black bags at prices to correspond.

ANOTHER HAND BAG SACRIFICE
$10.00 Tan Leather, leather lined, 16-inch, No. 20
$15.00 Tan Leather, leather lined, 18-inch, No. 271
$18.00 Tan Leather, leather lined, 18-inch, No. 277

SOME MORE REAL BARGAINS

, Karatol lining, 18-inch, No.
ther,, leather lining, 16-inch,
s kh b ale Y0d e $10.003
leather lining, 18-inch,

LI e S T T T

ALSO INCLUDED IN THIS SALE,
BOSTON BAGS

BRIEF CASES, LEATHER ENVELOPES AND CATA-
LOGUE CASES

See my windows, examine and
real Ha.nd Bag Clean Up,

MAX O.B

179 N. Commercial St.

errvereneys $490

LI T T

IS A FULL LINE OF

compare the goods. This is a
which spells economy for those who

UREN, FURNITURE

 Satem, O




