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Coming to tlie Elsinore For Three Days
put her gently from hlin. -

"Leave me alone now Just for
a little while" And Molllo stumbled
to her feet and went out of the
room and out of the house, for-

getting her hat and coat, half blind
with her own tears and ohoking
with sobs, so that she had reached
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at 190 s. Commercial btreet Telephone si; News 82 the dark road before she realized
that she was not alone, and thatGISOHOB PUTNAM. Editor and Publisher
Patrick Heffron walked with her.Entered ai second etnas mall matter at Salem, Oregon She stopped then, and tried to
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spealf, but he said gently:
"It's all right. Never mind me,

dear."
And they went on again silently,

till Mollie broke out into sudden
uncontrollable passion.

"Oh, I think God is cruel, cruel

months $1.25, months 12.25, l year 14.00. Elsewhere fiO cent a
month, $5 a year In advunce.

logical but unexpected denoument
and has moments of suspense that
no previous hint of the plot should
be permitted to spoil, The contin-
uity follows the shooting of Gene
CaBsenas as he sits In a chair in
his luxurious home at a gay re-

sort. Circumstantlat e v d e nee
points to six possible persons.

One of the costliest mystery mel-

odramas over made In extravajent
Hollywood, "The Bat," will be of-

fered at the Elsinore beginning
Saturday and closing Mondny night
Tho photoplay is Roland West's
production of the famous novel by
Mary Roberts Itinehnrt nnd Avery
Hopwood, and the stage play pro-
duced by Wagenhals nnd Kemper.
Wherever exhibited "The But" has
drawn capacity audiences which
have been baffled ns to tho identi-

ty of the title character until tho
closing moment of the attraction.
Kvciy member of tho coat of "The
Hut" was required to take an oath
not ,4a roveul the roles portrayed
and no one was permitted beyond
a "deadline" on the sets while the
scene wero being taken. While tho
general plot of the novel and stage
production has been followed, new
complications to baffle the audi-
ence and to provldo plenty of com-

edy have been Included to avoid
the. maxim that "all gasps and no
laughs" produce a dull picture.
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"Mollie, for God's sake "
But she went on recklessly.

"Without or with offense to friends or foes
1 sketch your world exacthj aft it noes."

BYRON.
"It's broken John's heart. Ho'll

never be the same again. And she
was so young and happy."The New Fashions "Happy!" He caught, the word

the air was heavy with the scent
of lilies.

Mollle gave one swift glance at
the white shrouded figure on tho
couch, and for a second she
blenched and her heart seemed to
stop beating before her eyes fell
upon the tragic man crouched be-
side It; then she forgot everything
else in a great rush of pity as she
swiftly crossed the room.

"John, dear John!" She went
down on her knees beside him and
Morland raised his head from be-

tween his hands and looked at her.
Such stony despair, such utter
hopelessness! Mollle had never
seen anything tike It,' had never
dreamt that such things could bo,
but all the mother In her sprang
into being as she gazed upon this
man's ruined life, and with a sud-
den beautiful impulse sho put her
arms round his neck, drawing his
head on to her shoulder.

"Oh, John, poor, poor John!"
She felt him tromble against her,

felt how his whole body was torn
with sudden agonized emotion.

"I want her, Mollle, I want her!"
There was such dreadful

in the cry the utter-
ance of a despairing soul on the
very brink of hell, that for an In-

stant even Mol!ie's brave heart
quailed, then with a great effort
she controlled herself.

Sho smoothed his hair with tre-

mendous fingers, and eager sym-

pathy and understanding pent the
right words to her lips.

"You've got her, dear, she's
your's, always yours. Death can't
take away people we love. It can
only pull a blind down In between
us for a little while. She's yours
more now than she ever was."

The simple words touched the
right chord, laying warm, gentle
fingers on the Ice which bound his
broken heart, and suddenly the
tears came and then dreadful sob-

bing, as he clung to her as if she
had been his mother and ha a boy
at her knee, seoking for comfort.

up almost with a groan.
"Mollie, do you think she wasMore miles to the gallon is the popular slogan for the

happy? Do you really think sheautoist and more dresses to the yard seems to be the maxim
of dame fashion, for the press dispatches are replete with

was? i d give my soul if I could
believe It too."

delineations of new styles absorbingly interesting to femin They were at the Vicarage gates
now where only last night theyinity but mystifying to mere man. Evidently the progress

of. the fair sex towards Mother Eve's simple and hygenic
had said goodbye with no thought
of this tragedy, and the pale moon
light from the cloudy sky fell full ScenePom ROLAND WESTS protection ofupon Herfron s drawn face as Mol
lle looked up at him and dashed
her tears away. ,

- fig leaf continues uninteruptedly as a flimsiness lighter than
thistle-dow- n and a transparency that leaves little to the im-

agination replaces the cruder fabrics of the unemancipated
age.

The skirts are to be "very, very short" leaving a hiatus
above the rolled sox making for chapped knees when old
Boreas gets into action. However, white monkey fur trim

"She must- - have been happy, tion vaudeville. The attraction is
a serene adptatlon of Albert Pay- -

surely!" she said quickly, recog'

MISS HALL HOME
Woodburn, Aug. 13. Miss Merit

hall, who has been teaching the
past four years In the Lewiston
normal school, arrived home re-

cently to visit her parents, Mr. and
.Mrs. E, N. Hall. Miss Hull war ac-

companied by her friend, Miss
Faith Vlnce of Potloch, Idahc, and
tho two nro leaving today for a
week at Newport.

son Terhune s n novel,
"Driftwood," an unusually drama-tl-

story of the romance which en

nlzlng the pain in his voice and all
eagerness to comfort him. "She
had everything in the world shemings will keep the hiatus warm.. The rapidly receding waist tered the life of an entertainer In

a tawdry little cafe. Tho regener
could want, and John adored her.
And then there was tho baby oh,
the poor darling baby, Pat "

A swift Inexplicable look crossed
ating power of love is depicted In

seemed to catch suddenly at her
heart, almost Btopping it; that
something seemed to catch her
suddenly at her throat, choking
her, so that she almost cried out
wildly.

Then the moment passed, and a
black billowy cloud scudded up,
blotting out the moonlight and
Heffron's stricken face; but It
could not blot out the truth from!
Mollio's heart, the truth which in
a sudden blinding moment of

Instinct had been revealed
to her.

Tomorrow Four Years ILatcr.

graphic sequences.
Hoffron's face was It shame, or

Coming to the Oregon for a two- -fear, or sorrow or a strange mix-
ture of all three, which for a flash day run starting Friday night
ing moment revealed Itself to her

RETURN TO PORTLAND
Woodburn, Aug. 13. Mr. and

Mrs. Joseph Dubois and children
of Portland returned to their home
yesterday nfter three weeks at the
home of Mrs. Dubois' brothers Mat
and Ben Miller.

"Darling Love," with Elaino
Hummerstein, will be the photo-

play offered at the Elsinore thea-
tre Friday only in connection with
the varied program of Associa

"The Pleasure Buyers," from the
novel by Arthur Somers Roche,
a d mystery drama. The

before ho turned his head away?
Mollle did not know, could not tell;
sho only knew that something

Then after a long time he kissed
her cheek with shaking Hps and photoplay reaches a thrilllngly
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line lands below the hips, somewhere m the hiatus if it
lands at all. "Nude visionette vests" whatever they may be,
;with gun-met- buttons are featured, while the "flapper
3ilhouette has joined the hoop-ski- rt in the discard."

The prevailing colors are newly created for the occasion
and remind one of the new peonies and gladioli; neptune,
a light water green ; romance, a rose coral ; autumn, a golden
brown, and gypsy, a deep wine shade all attesting the in-

finite variety of fashion.
As my lady's

"

complexion nowadays, changes like the
chameleon's, with the color of her apparel, so must it reflect
the entrancing hues of her gossamer garb. Ears; after a long
eclipse, may again be glimpsed, but they must be tinted from
flesh color to deep cerese, to blend harmoniously with the
environment, while finger-nail- s will be painted in various
hues to match the gown. We never knew what finger nails
were for before, but there is no reason why lovely woman
should not have ten resplendent gems to adorn her digits,
changing their hues "along with her costumes.

When it comes to woman crowning beauty, her shorn
jtresses,. a wonderful vista-i- s opened by fashion's new de-

crees. There is leeway for artistry and temperament. The
"hair is to be cut on the bias, long on one side, bobbed the rest
of the way, and draped about the head to camouflage long
hair, after the fashion of middle-age- d men seeking to
hide their baldness. It will be permissible with longer frocks,
instead of draping, to wear the hair on one side of the head,
in two or three curls down the chin line, colored, we presume
to suit'the occasion. Another, or Madonna type, will part the
hair in the middle, smooth, with a knob at the nape of the
jieck for a resplendent buckle.

However, masculinity is interested, not so much in the
mysterious processes, by which the fair sex enhance their
beauty or struggle to attain it, for it has not the mentality
to master their mystery, but in the fearful and wonderful ef- -'

fects, and looks forward with as much joyful anticipation to
the everchanging panorama presented by the fantasies of
feminine fashion as it does to a performance of the gaiety
girls.

In the meantime, what is mere man doing to .emancipate
- himself from the rigid formula of uncomfortable and unat-
tractive clothes and seek his freedom in the evolution of a
'glorified BVD.? Nothing, or worse than nothing. A slave
to convention, and entirely lacking either in artistry or im-

agination, he is further than the savage from either comfort-iabl-e

or beauteous apparel. Apparently he must wait until
jthe superior sex, having attained their objective, and re-

covered the fashions of the Garden of Eden, takes him
in hand and reforms his apparel to harmonize with

Itheirs. .'.

'
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O 1M Iwi. Ftw Sw bw.The Man the Women Loved
By RUBY M. AYRES

BARNEY GOOGLE Barney Favors Free Education By Billy de Beckfll iknew there was nothing I could,
do."

Isabel broke In:
"Yes, there Is. That's why I've

MOLLIE xeakns this truth.
' During the aftornoon Mrs. Dawe

tomlng Into the room, saw tho
leara on her daughter's cheeks. Latest developments, ih

THEGRErtT Trans continent"What are you crying for? she
'demanded truculently. "About
Dorothy still? Well, snd as It Is, I

RACE.'
RACING OFFICIALS GET TIP

come. It's JohnI Molllo, he hasn't
spoken or shed a tear Blnce this
morning when she died. It's too
awful to see him. We 'can't rouse
him. It's Just as If only his body
Is there, and that the rest of him
has gone so for away that wo can't
reach him. Mother Is breaking her

TMftT. SEVERAL LEADING CITIIEui
(consider she has only herself to
thank."

"Oh, Mother, don't soy that."
'I do say it," Mrs. Dawo main

PF PLYMOUTH .INfciOBJECT
IO I3E1N& WftKED UP 07 HORSE

heart, and tho doctors are worried
TEARING THROUGH THE TOWN
PIT UNSEEHLY HOURS OF THE

tained shortly. "What did she want
Jo be rldlnff horseback about the
Village alone for, I should like to to doath. They say he must cry, or
Jcnow? NIGHT, SO A DETOUR TO SOUTH "

BEND, THE CITY OF SOFT SP6SH"Sho lias nlways riddon about
he will loso his reason."

"Is ho Is he alono?"
"Patrick Hcffron is with him,

but even he can do no good and
Alone. Molllo defonded her friend AND DIMPLED DARLINGS HAS i
trimuIously. "It was just a drood- - litEN UKIDED UPON. STUDENTS

so I thought you wore Dorothy's OF NOTRE mtlE BEE PLANKING
mend sho was fond of you, and
I thought that if you would speak

Zul accident." , .
Mrs. Dawo sat down in an arm-

chair and dragged a cushion
her untidy head.

"John Morland will marry again
of course," sho said complacently

BIG CELEBRATION. TO WELCOME
FAMOUS .THOROUGH BR ED i
WHEN TriEy STVV5GER.,'

to John If you would Just speak
to him about her! '

convulsion of fear swept
''And a fine catch ho will be for
(remo fortunato Rlrl."

through Mollio's heart. To nsk this,
of her! She could not bear 111 Then
alio caught hersolf sharply to-

gether, she was selfish to refuse.
Sho hod been Dorothy's friend.

"Oh, Mother!" There was aim me
knd horror In Mollio's voice. "How

"Very well," sho said quietly. "If
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can you think of such things
fiow?"

Mrs. Dawe laughed unkindly.
"Don't be so absurd, Molllo, I

know the world and I know mon,
fend I know that they are fickle
creatures. In a year's time, per-
haps less, John will be loHlng his

tppetit 0 and mooning; about after
umber Two!"
Mollle left her work and walked

(put f I'10 room. In her bravo, un-
selfish soul she felt that life was
cruel and unjust. Blm met her In
the hall.

' "A lady," he announced , and
bolntlns; a not over-clea- n finger
owards the front door.

Mclllc hastily brushed away her
tears' and opened .It to find Isabel
Morland on the step, her face
White and her eyes dark with
Weeping. For a moment the two
Wrls looked at one another hi si-

lence before Molllo broke out

haklly:
. "Oh, Isabel, I'm so sorry, so

dreadfully sorry t It's like a fright-
ful dream. I can't bollove that in
ft moment t shan't wake up and
find It's not true." '

"I know. That'i how X feel."
Mollie put out faer hand And

look Isabel'.
"14 have come up, only I wan

" "frnfd of being In the war I

you'll just wait white I get my hat
and coot."

Mrs. Dawo called shrilly to her
ns sho came downstairs ngain.

"Whore are you going?"
But for once Molllo did not an-

swer. Sho and Isabel went tut Into
tho rood together. It was growing
dark, and the sky was full of
clouds, from behind which a pnlo
moon occasionally peeped. There
seemed nothing to be said. In the
hearts of both girls life had sud-
denly called a full stop. It was
only when they reached tho house
with Its tragically drawn blinds
that Mollle asked:

"Isn't Mr. H off ion going away,
after all?" .

"No, not for. the present,

They went Into (he hall, and Isa-
bel touched Mollio's arm and whis-
pered as sho pointed to the closed
library door:

"He's In there with her!"
Mollie stood still. She was afraid,

without knowing why, but sho
noddod, though her hands shook,
ns mechanically she took off her
hat and coat and laid them down
on a chair. Then she went on and
pushed open the library door.

The room was almost dark, an


