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agination replaces the cruder
age,

The skirts are to be “very, very short” leaving a hiatus

nbove the rolled sox making

Boreas gets into action. However, white monkey fur trim-
mings will keep the hintus warm. The rapidly receding waist
Jine lands below the 'hips, somewhere in the hiatus—if it
lands at all, “Nude visionette vests” whatever they may be,
with gun-metal buttons are featured, while the
gilhouette has joined tha. htlop-skir.t in the discard.”

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

finite variety of fashion,
As my Iady's complexion

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 agnin be glimpsed, but they must be tinted from

flesh color to deep cerese, to

environment, while finger-nails will be painted in various
hues to mateh the gown., We never knew what finger nails

were for beforve, hut there is

should not have ten resplendent gems to adorn her digits,
changing their hues along with her costumes,
When it comes to woman crowning beauly, her shorn

Aresses, a wonderful vista is

wrees. There is leewny 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

hide their baldness. It will be permissible with longer frocks,
instend 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

neck for n resplendent bu::kle‘.

However, masculinity is interested, not so much in the
mysterious processes, by which
beauty or strugyrle 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 avcrchanging 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

to convention, and entirely lacking either in artistry or im-
agination, he is further than the shwvage from either comfort-
Apparently he must wait until
e superior sex, having attained -their objective, and re-
vered the fashions of the Garden of Eden, takes him vig-
orously in hand and reforms his apparel to harmonize with

Ele or beauteous apparel.

Rheirs,

The New Fashions

More miles to the gallon is the popular slogan for the
autolst and more dresses to the yard seems to be the maxim
of dame fashion, for the press dispatches are veplete with
delineations of new styles absorbingly interesting to femin-
inity but mystifying to mere man.
of the fair sex towards Mother Eve's simple and hygenic
fig leaf continues uninteruptedly as a flimsiness lighter than
thistle-down and a transparency that leaves little to the im-

—T‘IYTEDV

Evidently the progress

fabries of the unemancipated

for chapped knees when old

"“flapper

nowandays, changes like the

blend harmoniously with the

no reason why lovely woman

opened by fashion's new de-

middle-agged men secking to

the fmr sex enhance their

worse than nothing. A slave

'The Man the Women Loved

By RUBY M. AYRES

OLLIE LEARNS THE TIWUTIH.

During the afternoon Mry, Dawa
t:mlnr Into the room, waw tho
nra. on hor daughter's elioeln

“What nre you orying for? sho
Hemanded  truculently. SAhout
Dorothy still? Well, sad as It s, T
Ebnalder sho haa only horself Lo
et
VON, Mother, don't say that'

VI do omay 1LY M, Dawe main-
Rilned nhortly, “Whitt d0d Mo want
0 Lo riding horspbook abont tho
Wnge nlone for, I should like to
Know

Y8ho Do alwayn elddon nliput
Rione! Mollle defended hioe felond
Lremulovsly, “TL wam Just o dronds
ful noelitent.” o :

My, Dawa sat down ll‘l nrl nrm-
ehnie nnd dragged o cushion he-
neath her untidy head,

YJohn Morland whl marey apain,
zf enurno,” alio sald complacently)
And o Line ealeh ha will o o
pomin fortunante ghel.'

*Oh, Mather!™ Thore wan ghamae
El'lﬂ hopror fn Mollle’'s volee, “How

jn you think of wuch things
ow

Mra. Dawe laughed unkindiy.

“Don't be no abaurd, Molile, I
know the warld and I knosw. mon,
B I know thot they are flelle
roatupes.. In noyeor's (mo, por-

118 less, Johin Wil He loking Hig

potita and mooning about after
ambaor Twal'

Mollls Teft hee work and wallod
out of tha room. In ler Drave, uns
lﬂflnh wonl whe felt that fife wns
Bruel and unjust, Bl mel ner (n
the haill,

YA Jady,' ha  annsunced , and
jointing a not over-cléan fingoer
jwarda the front donr.
~ Moille hantily brushed away her

i and opened It to find [mabel

d on the step, her fnco
her eyes dark  whih
For & montent the two
ed nt one another In el
Mpllio  Wreke  out

t" W0 AOTTY, f0
l TU's llke & fright-
‘t. pulli\'t that in
mhl up and

‘“_V :"M‘“
i a

(M I thought—son wers Dorothy’s

and :I;l\ and cont and lnld them down

pushed open the library door,

knew thera wan mnothing T could
do."

Tsnbel broke Int

“You, thore In. That's why I've
come. It'a Johnl Mollle, he Kpan't
spolien. of mhed & fear slnes this
morning when she died. It's too
pwlul to sce him, We "can't rouse
Wi It'a just as It only his body
in thersy and that the rest of him
hus gone #o far awny that we can't
refch him, Molher ls brenking hee
heart, and the dootors nre worrlpd
to death, They sy ho must oy, or
Iie wvill loso his Fohson.”

I ho-—In heo alone?™

“Patrlele’ Helfyon s with him,
but aven he can'de no good—and

feiond—alie wan fand of you, and
I thought ihat J6 you would speak
to John—If you would Jost spenl
to him aboul—hep!™

ATl convildnion of fear swopt
through Mollio'a heart, To nak thia,
of her! Bhe could hot bear 11 Then
nlio ecaught heeaolt  wharply  to-
gother, ahin was selfish to tofuse,
Sho hnd _been [Dorothy'a freiend,

“Vory well,” sho maid quletly. "It
you'll Just walt widle I get my hint
nnd contt

Mrs, Dnwe called ahrilly to her

ns who cime downstalis
“Whore are yon ol
But for onea Maollle .'II|| not an-
nwors Sheanit fnabel went but into
the road togethor. 10 wis growling
dark, nad the eky win  full of

clouds, from behind which o phle
moon  eccarlonally peopnd. Thero
seemed naflilng (o be sald. In the

honita of both' givls 1fe had suil-
denly ealled a full mtoge. Tt wan
unly when they reathed the houes
with: Iin  teagieally  drawn blinda
that Mollle anked;

Mian't Mr. Heffron going nway,
nfter all ™

“No, not for the present, any.
L A

They went Into the hni), and Taas
el touched Maollle's arm and whis-
pared s she polated to the closed
Ubrary door:

“He's In (hepe—wilh herl"

Mollio ntood still, Bho win afrild,
without knowing why, but ahe
nodded, though hor rllmll nhool,
s mechanleally ahe took off her

ghalr. Then ahe went on and

the alr wan heavy with the scent
of Miies,

Mollle gave ons mwift glance at
the white shrouded figures om tho
couch, and for & wecond amha
blenchied and her heart seemed to
atop boating befors her eyea fell
upon the tragle man crouched be-
alda it; then she forgot everything
elsg In & great ruah of plty as aho
ewliftly c¢rossed the room,

“John, dpar John!" She went
down on ber knees bealds him and
Morland ralsed his head from be-
tween his hands and looked at her,
Bueh stony despald, such utter
hopelessncas! AMollle had  mover
#ean anything ke M, bad noever
dreamt that such things could be,
but mil the mother in her sprang
Into belng nd ahe gared upon this
man's rulned life, and with n sud-
den beautiful Impulss she put her
arma round hils neeclt, drawing his
hend on to her whoulder,

“oh, Joln, poor, poor John!"

Bha felt him tromble againet her,
felt how his wholo hody, was torn
with sudden ugonlzed emotion,

1 want hor, Mollle, I want hor!”

Thora was stich dreadinl self-
revelation In the ery—the uller-
ance of a deapniring poul on the
yvory belnlk of hell, that for an In-
siant even Mollle's brave heart
qunlled, thon with n great offort
ahie contralied herself.

Hhoe nmoothed hix halr with tre-
mendous fingers, and eager syms
pathy and understunding sent the
vlght words 1o her lipw.

“You've got her, dear, aha's
your's, alwnys yours. Death can't
take awany peoplo we love, "It can
only pull & biind down In between
us for a little while, ‘Bhe's yours
more now than she over was'

The slmple words touched the
right chord, laying warm, gentle
fingers on the lea which bound his
broken heart, and suddenly the
tearn camo and then dreadful sob-
Wing, ns he clung to her as If she
had beon his mofher and ha n boy
at her knee, nooking for comfort,
Then after n long time ha kisasd

put her gently from him.

“Leave me nloms now—just for
a little while" And Mollle stumbled
to hor foet and went out of the
room and out of the house, for-
golting her hat and coat, half blind
with her own tears and choking
with mobs, so that she had reached
the dark road before she realized
that she was not alons, and that
Patrick Heffron walked with her,
Bhe mtopped then, and  tried to
npeal, but he sald gently:

HIva all right. Never mind ime,
denr.*

And they weont on again sllently,
til Mollie broks out Into sudden
uncontrallable phsston, .

"Oh, I thinke God Is erael, croel
to have taken her awny! Why
couldn’t It have Lieen me, or some-
ohn elve who lsn't wanted "

“Mollle, for God's mie—"

Hut she wont on voslilessty.

“It'a brolien John's heart, He'll
never he the same ngidne And shs
was W0 young and happy."

“Happy!" Ho caught, the word
up nlmost with a groan,

“Maollte, do you think ahe was
hagpy? Do you roally think she
wan? 1I'd glve my soul It I could
bplleveo It too."

They weee 2t the Vicarnge gates
now—whore only last night they
had mald goodbye with no thought
of this tragedy, amd the pals moon-
lght from the cloudy sky fell full
upon Heffron's drawn face as Mols
le looked up at him and duabed
her tears away.

“She must have been happy,
surely!"” wshe sald qulekly, ruecog-
plzing the pain In his volce and nll
eagerness to comfort him. “Hhe
had everyithlng In the world she
could want, and John adored hor.
And then there was the baby—oh,
the poor dnrling baby, Pat—"

A pwlitt Inexplicalble look erossed
Hoffron's face—wns It shame, op
fear, or sorrow—or n strange mix-
ture of nll three, which for a flash-
Ing moment rovenlod ltwelf to her
befors he turped his hond nway?
Mollle d1d not know, could not tell;

Coming to the Elsinore For Three Days

loglenl but unexpected denoument
and has moments of suspense that
1o previous hint of the plot should
tie pormittod to mpoll, The contin,

Stene frorn ROLAND 'VV'EST'S prodactic

y
2 ¢

b b dahl

ncemed to catch ddenly mt hor
heart, nlmoat stopplng It; that
nomething seemed to ecatch  her

nuddenly at hor throant, choking
her, mo that ahe almost cried out
wildly,

Then the moment passed, and o
binek billowy cloud wmeudded up,
blotting out the moonlight and
Heffyon's strioken face; Dbut It
conld not blot out the truth from
Mollle's heard, the truth which In
a mudden blinding moment of nu-
erving inutinet lad been revoaled
to her.

“Darling  Love,” with Elaine
Hummierstaln, will ha ths photo-
play offered at the Kiilnoro thea-
tra Friday only In connoction with

tion vaudevilie;
# sereno adptation of Albert Pay-
#on Terhiune's

The attraction (a

well-known  novel,
“Driftwood,” an unusually drams-
te story of the romance which en-
tered the life of an entertainer in

o tawdry lttle ecafe. The regoner-
atlng power of love lo depleted In

graphle wequences,
. . -

Coming to the Oregon for n two-
day vun stacting Friday nlght la
"The Pleasurs Buvers,” from the
novel by Arthur Someras Roche,
a high-apeed mystery drama, The

uity follown the shoollng of Genn
c as he slts In a chale In
hin luxurious home at & gy re-
sorl. Clreumilantial evide ncae
polnls to sl ponsible peraoiis,

L] . -

Cine of the costllest mysiery mels
odritnas evor made in exiraWizent
Holtyweoed, “The Bat,™ will be of-
fered at the BElulnore beglining
Ralucday and cloaing Mondny night
The phetoplay I8 Roland West's
producilon of the famous novel by
Mary oberis Rinehnrt and Avery
Hopiwaad, n
dieed I»\ Wa

nudienees

i
v eppaely which
Have Boon hoffled as o the fdenti=
ty of the titlo chameter untll the

ing moment of tho e
Avery member of the qust of * Jlm
Behd™ wwas pequired to ke an oath

not 40 roveal the eales portedyel
and no one was permitted boyond
dine' ‘on the sels whila the
« wirg holng tnkon. Wihils tho
penieral plot of the novel andl slage
production how beer followed, now
complications 1o baffle the pudis
enoe and Lo provide plealy of goms
dily hiave heen Included to avold
the maxim that “all gaspp and no
lotugha' produece o dull pielure.

MISS HALL HOME

Woodbuyn, Aug. 18.—Miss Alorls
hall, who has been teaching the
past four yehrs In the Lewinton
normal school, arrived home re-
eontly to vigit her pardnte, Mr. and
Men, B N, Hall, Miss a1l war ae-
companied by her  felend, Al
Falth Vinge of 'otlneh, Idnhe, and
the two nre leaving todoy for n
wook at Newport,

RETURN TO IMORTLAND
Wogdhurn, Aug, 13—Mr. nnd
Mrw, Joneph Dubols and children
of Portland voturned Lo thelr home
yenterday after three wooks at the
home af Mrs, Dubals® brothers Mat

her chesk with shaking lipa and|she only lnew that wsomething| Tomorrow—Four Yenrs Later, | the worled program of Associa-| photoplay reaches a  thelllingly land Do Miller.
DUMB DORA By Chick Young
PLEASE DONST LEAVE | | BOT,GOSH. T OW, ROD, DON'T_ BE. ABSLRED -SALKS | %{) WELLO, THERE ,DORA. T CERTAINLY ENVY . [/ DON'T BE. |
2OD. NOU KNOW, WATE TO BEY AL RIGHT T UE'S [3ueT. ONE OF, !ﬁo\t‘cj How's e G\RL? HoU WHEN Yﬂ:;‘ = SoRE, DORA,
1'M HELPLESS w.ng  AROUND WHER S TAOSE B?E-C;CTUD'NATUQED, PLAYEUL x{ﬁ ‘_'/ A= —— LAUGH-THERE ) We's JBST
THIS AWEUL” STUAT sHE OFYouRrs o0 HAVE. T0 OMDE Q‘STMD g - = g MucH OF You TL-IATS | oraEoF WOSE!
[ SUNBURN " COMES - HE GIVES EE__%M—— FoTM N HA\-'NG “* GOOD ', PLANFUL
=< "_’jﬂw HERE HE 'mm{ L0 l FELLOWS You
. e Pl {NTTHT“' - HAVE O
UNDF‘RS'TN‘)D

.. rl”” |

BY GOLLY-1TS
LOMNE SOME,

,, \ CALL QIS

[ DUC.AH,C!\‘::EY

EVERY OMNE

I

ALL OF 'EM!

Y GOLLY
TO THIMIKE OF HOGAN
JAILHE'S SURE TOBRE M. 7
VL CALL O FiM

I JUST HARPPEMNED
CHE'S 1M

0 1526

“iEia
wr lurw Fekvung Scavice. Ine
Cormat Britain vights raserved

D LIKE TO
SEE JEREY
HOGaN

VLLSEND 1N

YOUR NAME, YOUTQ

KNDW HES NCT IN
o EW:R‘(BOU?

BARNEY GOOGLE

[LATEST DEVELOPMENTS, IN

RAcE.
P S il
RACING SFFICIALS GET TIP

OF PLYMOUTH  IND,,0BIECT

TEARING THROUSH THE TOWN
AT UNSEEHLY HOURS OF THE
NIGHT 30 A DETOUR T SOUTH

D DIAPLED DARLINGS HAS &

i CELENRATION 10 WELCONE
|| FAMEUS THOROUGH BREDS §
WHEN THEY STAGGER]
;'.nm"rown 1

A (B A

| THE GREAT TRANS CONTINENTAI

THAT, SEVERAL LEATING CITIZEN

TO BEING WAKED UP BY HOES

BEND, THE CiTY oF SOFT Sreai

BEEM DECIDED UPOM, STUDENTY
CF NOTRE DANE ARE PLANN NG

WJMELL IVE SEER AL,
* THERE 1S TO SeE ATy

“THE OTHER. S GH"S =

{TTHE STOOL WVARDS, MOLY
ILLTAVE |0 SOME oF ¥ B

ALLTHE SWELL” ]
[ AMID PANITINGS At

- R R g -y
SOULL MG TOo Buy A,
TCWET TO COME 15 ol
HERES § A1) ADMISSION]
JOF Z5CEMTS IS |
CHARGED EXCERT OM -
WEDRESDA /S, SATLRDAS

254 1s72s¢ !
Iu‘:r(?uéﬂ'%h Ga'é.t?
\H’EBNESDMS'

SATURDANS,
B
OMF.TiMES

SU&DH‘!S
shdmt

MUTT AND JEFF

By Bud Fishey

RUNNING A LAUNDRY (S
THE DISH FoR Mal T
WoAt HAVE "t Wolivy
AROUT MY HAR Anb

EGGS AS LoNG AS
MEM CoaTINuG TR
Soiw THEIR SHiRTs!

The room wus almost dark, an

HAVE ALl THe

Ascow AmbD
BEATING 1T Batic
™ CHiNA!

IN ANGTHER MaMTH L'LL

CHINKS HoPPIMG ON

You woRrMm,
LODlE WHAT
You Dib

I cAN'T See
ANYTHING

WRONG wiTH
™e LACE,

MuUTT.

LACE!! THAT
WAS MY

NIGRT-SHIRT"




