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TWO SHOWS EVERY NIGHT AT 6:30 AND 8:30
atines Saturday at 2:30 Sunday Continuous 2:30 to 10:30

MARIE LINDANGER at .(ho Organ

A Great Week for You!

. Thursday-Friday, May 26-27
“McFADDEN’S FLATS”

‘ Saturday, May 28
«A REGULAR SCOUT”
Sunday, May 29
“HEAVEN ON EARTH”
and Vaudeville

Monday-Tuesday, May 30-31

“SEE YOU IN JAIL”

SPECIAL ADDED ATTRACTION
MARSHALL and SHANNON in

“BURSTS OF MELODY”

Both Qlyu

—_—

———

——
Continuous Shows Monday
From 2:30

T
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THE STORY

LOGUE.—While despondent over

the enforced hiding of her fiance, Ji
1 slayer in self-defense of
Homer Parkinson, ember of an in-

m
fluential family, Sybil Saunde; -
aotr is m.y‘M to lny V&L

)
friend,
brother Joe, young wastrel; and Aleck
Stokes, an actor infatuated with Sybil.

CHAPTER L—After the play, which
s a big_hit, Wally Shine, 'official

P earns of the
3 rofessional and otherwise,
existing in the company.

CHAPTER IL—Bugh Bassett, di-
rector of the play, and Anne Tracy's
has heard

fiance, tells Joe he he is
spying on Sybil in an effort to learn
Dallag and

Wednesday-Thursday-Friday, June 1-2-3
“THE YANKEE CLIPPER”

——
Also Selected Comedies and News Reels
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earn the reward offered bdv the Park-
on family. The boy's denial is not

convincing. s

/ CHAPTER IIL.—Joe Tracy is ar-
ranging for a vacation trip. To Anne
he betrays his enmity toward Sybil
stoll:‘en tells Sybil he has news of Jim
8,
privac:
small

to secure the necessary
they arrange to meet in a
main

¥
summer house near the

, —from our desk

—the spirit to serve
to produce for “YOU”
Much better financial
conditions . . . to render
i each of you our fullest
co-operation . . . ....18 the
\d one “REASON” we buy this
4 space each week and say to
¢ ‘  you “SAVE-HERE-HAVE-MORE"

The First National Bank

_community helpfulness
—community co-operation.

‘TORRANCE’S OWN""
—_a strictly community bank

| I STONE & MYERS

k LICENSED AMBULANCE
Y EMBALMERS SERVICE
1 TORRANCE LOMITA
32 Carillo Phone 196 1204 Narbonne Phone 347

Salary Loans to Wage Earners
Repayable in weekly or monthly installments.

, RATES REASONABLE )
an Pedro Industrial Loan Corporation

359 Seventh St. (Opposite Postoffice)
Tel. 33-J San Pedro, Calif.

16th YEAR

The MISSION PLAY

The World's Greatest Pageant Drama
“How California Began”

Now Playing in the

New Mission Playhouse .
at San Gabriel
R. D. MacLean as Fray Junipero Serra
and Cast of Over 100 Players

Matinees: Daily, except Monday, at 2:15
Evenings: Wednesdays and Saturdays, at 8:15

Tickets on Sale at

ific Flectric Station, 6th'and Main Sts., Los Ai\ge]es
3 Mission Playhouse, San Gabriel

Principal Cities Throughout Southern California

ific Electric trains leave Main Street Station, Los Angeles,
y Thirty Minutes. Special trains at 1:15 p.m. for Afternoon
7:16 p.m. for Evening Performances.

C. H. MUELLER, Agent, Torrance
Phone

CHAPTER IV.—The sound of a
pistol shot startles the assembled
company. Investigation shows a_re-
volver has been taken from a desk
in the library, Flora, Stokes’ wife,
bursts in with the announcement that
been shot and her body
ca off by the swift tide that
races by the island.

CHAPTER V.—Flora Stokes tells
Bassett she saw_Sybil shot but did
not see the murderer, tt noti-
ties the sheriff, Abel Willlams. He
arrivés with wson, district attor-
ney, and a man called Patrick. All
the company is accounted for with
the exception of Joe Tracy,

s trip. Flora gives
dence, and the authorities arrange so
that no one can leave the island.

resum-

CHAPTER VI — Discussing
tragedy with Rawson and Bassett,
Willlams s the opinion that
Flora Stokes is the gullty person, the
d being actuated by Jealousy.
While they are talking, the sound
of a crash in_ the living room makes
them hasten there.

CHAPTER VII — Anne Tracy,
shocked at her friend’s awful death,
is also uneasy about Joe. emember-
ing his rage against Sybil, and re-
all she is not sure he left the
magination ylct&l&e‘s him
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try to escape. pe:

her agitation she knocks over a lamp.
She tells the three men she came
downstairs for & book, and her ex-
planation is accepted.

CHAPTER VIIL—In the summer
house the investigators find evidence
that Sybil has been there, and, know-
Stokes’ infatuation, Rawson
an Williams at once suspect him of
the murder.

CHAPTER IX.—Stokes denies all
knowledge of the crime, and deftly
throws suspicion on Joe. W
somewhat impressed by the story pu
forw: by Stokes, goes to the main
land to investigate Joe’s movements.

CHAPTER X

O the outside eye Anne had pre-
sented no more dolorous and
dejected an aspect than any of
the others. No one, not even Bas-
sett, noticed that her demeanor was
in any way other than what might
have been expected.

Had they been able to see into
her mind the group at Gull Island
would have received its second
staggering shock. ’
She kept as much to herself as
she could without rousing curios-
ity. She had to think and to be
‘alone where she could focus her
thoughts, hold them trained on
what she knew and what might
develop. She wanted to keep her
mind on the main issue, inhibit
any fruitless speculation, wait and
be ready. Joe was on the island,
and with the guarded causeway
would stay on the island till after

son,
t

im| of the party,

bered space, no stealthy body de-
tached itself from the shadows.
“Oh, answer me if you're there!”
Her volce rose the shade of a tone.
It came back from the raftered
roof in smothered supplication; the
silence it had severed closed again,
deep and secretive,

She feared to stay longer and
slipped, wraithlike, down the stairs,
in her room she sat down and con-
sidered, He must have been there.
Where else could he be unless in
one of the unoccupied apartments
in the lower floors? But he
hardly would have daréd that with
people coming and going. He hax
been afraid, doubted her, ns he had
always done, or possibly found a
hiding place too shut away for her
whisper to penetrate, Tonight she
would have to get food to him,
take it up when the men were in
the library and the others safe in
théir rooms.

She could do nothing more, and
went downstairs in the hope of
seeing Bassett. Since morning she
had longed for a word with him.
Not that she had any idea of tell-
fng him, the direful secret was
hers alone, to be confessed later,
some awful day of reckoning and
retribution. But she wanted to see
him, get courage from his pres-
ence, feel the solace of his arms
about her. She was lonely with
her intolerable burden.

The living room was empty, but
listening at the hall door she heard
the murmur of men's voices in the
library. They were in conference
again and might be long. She
passed out into the garden and
sank down on one of the benches.
The breeze moved among the flow-
ers and sent shivers down the
great wisteria vine trained up the
house wall and ascending the chim-
neys. She looked at it, its droop-
ing follage, stirred by a ‘quiver-
ing unrest, showing the fibrous
branches intertwined like ropes—
an old vine such as city dwellers
seldom see,

There were clouds in the sky,
hurrying white masses driving in-
jand and carrying the breath of
fog. They had blotted out the
sun and were sweeping their torn
edges over the blue. If they kept
on it would be dark tonight—no
moon—but there was the man at
the causeway.

She sat with drooped head, im-
mersed in thought, her hands
thrust into the pockets of her
sweater. It was thus that Bassett
found her. Life leaped into his
face at his voice and she stretched
a hand toward him.

“QOh, I've been hoping to see you,”
she breathed, already trained to a
low wariness of tone,

The words, the gesture, pierced
his heart. She looked so discon-
solate, so wan, her face the pallor
of ivory, her black hair, always
shining and smooth, pushed back
from her brow in roughened
strands. He had charged himself
to keep from her any knowledge of
the interest in Joe, but had he been
of the loose-tongued sort that un-
burdened itself, the sight of her
devastated beauty would have
sealed his lips.

“I thought I was never going to
get a word with you” he sald.
“This is the first moment I've had.
How are you?”

She asserted her well-being, and
he studied her face with anxious
eyes.

“Dear Anne,” he murmured, and
lifting her hand, pressed it to his
lips. The two hands remained to-
gether, the woman's upcurled in-
side the man's enveloping grasp.

conclusions were they coming to
behind the closed doors of the li-
brary—had they fixed on some one
the obvious ones,
Flora or Stokes?

She checked these disintegrating
surmises, drew her mind back with
a fierce tug of will. That would
come later, If Joe got away she
would tell, confess it all, go to jail.
It didn't matter what happened
then. Only what was here before
her counted now.

When the search of the island
started she went up to the side of
the gallery that skirted the line of
windows. The group of men came
into her line of vision, moving
across the flat land between the
house and the ocean. She sat
crouched, watching with set jaw.
Presently they dropped over the
edge of the cliffs, then inarticulate
surges of prayer rose in her, blind
pleadings; and, her hands clasped
against her breast, she rocked back
and forth as if in unassuageable
pain. But they always reappeared
without him. When they returned
to the house she fell back in the
chair, her eyes closed, whispering
broken words of thanksgiving.

With her breath’ and her voice
under control she went downstairs.
She knew now that he must be in
the house.

After lunch she drifted out on
the balcony with the others, and
from 'there saw Bassett and the
two officers of the law go down
the path to the pine grove. Fol-
lowing Sybil's movements on the
Point—that would take them some
time. Mrs. Cornell said she was
going to the kitchen to help Miss
Pinkney (if it wasn't for that work
she thought she’d go crazy), and
she advised Anne to go upstairs
and lie down.

“You look like the wrath of God,
honey,” she said, hooking her hand
through Anne's arm and drawing
her with her. “You can't sleep, no
one expects that of you. But
stretch out en the bed and relax—
you get some sort of rest that
way."

Anne went with her, Mrs. Cor-
nell's step dropping to a crawling
pace 4s they crossed the living
room, her arm drawing Anne closer,
her hearty voice dwindling to a
whisper:

“Do you know anything?”

“No, how should I? Do you
think they have any one in mind?”

“They have two, dearie, as we all
have.” They had reached the door
and she opened it warily. “And
one moment I'm thinking it's the
other and the third moment I'm
thinking it's neither of them.”

They passed through the door-
way and went down the hall, stop-
ping at the foot of the stairs. Mrs. “Phat faint feeling last night, I
Cornell offered a last consoling | suppose that will bleach you out
word: for a while?”

\“You can be thankful for one “Oh, I'm all over that. It was a
thing, Anne, Joe's not being here.” | crazy thing for me to do, going

“Joe?" down and then knocking the lamp

“Oh, 'm not saying he had any- | over. They didn't think anything
thing to do with it. But these|of it, did they?”
cases—you read about them in the| *“Anything of it? Why, no, what
papers. Every little thing traced|would they think? You explained
up. 4And she and Joe having been | it to them and they were satisfied
at loggerheads they'd be pouncing | with what you sald. And afterward
on that—not telling you anything,|I told Williams that he could ab-
sending up your blood pressure |solutely trust your word.”
with their questions. You're spared “] gave a great deal of trouble
that, and it's worth keeping your jand—" Her voice was husky and
mind on. Nothing is bad but what | she cleared her throat. After a
it might be worse.” moment she went on:

She went on down the hall “I.suppose you can't tell me any-
Anne, on the stairs, waited till she | thing—anything of what they're
heard -the sound of the opening | doing?”
door and Miss Pinkney’s welcoming “No. It's all a mess so far—
voice, then she stole upward very | feeling about in the dark—nothing
softly. She did not go to her room, | sure.”
as Mrs. Cornell had advised, but| “But they must be feeling about
tiptoed to the end of the hall where | after some one?”

J anation, grimly bade him lift his

sition, trylng to hide what you
think, trying to state only what you
know, fairly, without personal feel-
ing or prejudice. But it's up to me
to do it till we round up something.
I don't wnat to get anybody in
wrong, but, good Lord, if I knew
any one was—didn't guess, was
gure of it--I'd give tne Information
up just as quick as I could get
across to that library.”

Her hope was over and she saw
now how wild it had been. With
a heart like stone she sat by him,
feeling the contact of his body, his
arm pressec against her side,
knowing herselt as far removed
from his comfort and help as
though an ocean lay between them.

For-
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Suddenly the doorway of the liv-

ing room sprang into the

an illumined square, and Miss
Pinkney was ¥isible moving about
lighting the lamps.

“No moon tonight,” said Bassett,
and, getting up, drew her to her
feet. “Come, let's go in. It's too
chilly for you out here.”

It was not till they had gathered
round the supper table that Raw-
son's absence was revealed. Miss
Pinkney, coming in with the tea-
saw the empty chair and

Rawson comlng’ to his
supper?” she remarked with an
acid note.

“Mr, Rawson's away on business,”
Willlams answered. “You can keep
something for him.”

No more was said, and the meal
proceeded on its dismal way.

After supper Bassett and Will-
iams retired to the library. They
were surprised and intrigued by the
length of Rawson's absence. Will-
iams wondered if he could have
come on anything about Joe Tracy;
but Bassett shook the suggestion
off with a shraug. He could check
up on Joe in half an hour; besides,
there was nothing to be looked for
in that line. His confidence was
not assumed, his mind was un-
troubled by any fears about Joe.
That something had turned up
which might lead the chase in a
new direction was so encouraging
a thought that, by contrast to his
sensations for the last twenty-four
hours, he felt almost cheerful.

In the relaxation of the strain
he was conscious of fatigue for the
first. time. He threw himself on
the sofa and in a moment had sunk
into the deep deathlike sleep of ex-
haustion. Williams, sitting near
the telephone, also nodded, his big
body sagged together in the chair,
his chin embedded in his chest.

The group in the living room,
viewed by the uninformed spec-
tator, might have been the usual
evening gathering of an informral
Gull TIsland house party. They
made a deceptively quiet picture,
pleasant, agreeabl¢ looking people
resting in reposeful attitudes after
a day in the open air. Stokes was
the sole member of the company
whose inner unrest broke out in
movement. He paced back and
forth before the fireplace, quick
long strides over the bear rug to
the hall door and back again.
Once or twice the edge of the rug
caught his toe and he kicked it out
of his way with a violent angry
jerk of his foot.

When the minutes ticked away
and no one came to overlook or
overhear, a cautious trickle of talk
began to flow. Question and an-
swer crossed, low-toned; inter-
rupted by warning looks at the hall
door. Where had Rawson gone,
what could he be after? That the
question lay uppermost in all their
minds was shown by the quick re-
sponse to the first murmured ten-
tative, the comprehension of sen-
tences left unfinished with only the
query in the eyes to point their
meaning.

Rawson must have got hold of
some information, gone afield on a
new clue. Then followed specu-
lations, surmises, suggestions—wild,
fantastic, probable. It might have
been nothing, Shine thought, simply
a trip to the county seat on busi-
ness connected with the case. At
this Anne crept into the circle of
lamplight, nodding an avid agree-
ment. Stokes coming forward
caught his foot in the edge of the
bear rug, stumbled, and broke into
a stream of curses. Miss Pinkney,
who thought oaths anywhere repre-
hensible and on Gull Island prof-

feet. He glared at her, more curses
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BR. C. W. ALLEN
Chiropractor
Graduate Palmer School
Neurocalometer Service
Aesetag: 1337 E1 Prado, Torrance
Prones: Office, 100-W
Residence, 98-R

BR. C. L. INGOLD

1508 Cabrillo Ave.
Phone 167-R Torranes

Dr. Norman A. Leake
‘Physician and Surgeon
Office, First National Bank Bldg.
Telephone 90

Residence, 16256 Marcelina Ave.
Telephone 13-M

ELSIE TEAL

Concert Plafnl:t and Teacher
of

Piano

1304 Portola Ave., Torrance
Teleohone 254-J

J. R. JENSEN

, Attorney at Law

State HExchange Bank Bldg,

Torrance, California
Phone Torranes 8

Torrance

Drs. Lancaster
and Shidler

PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONE
Phones

frice, 1% House, 16 and 118

ffice, First National Bank Bldg.

Res.,, Cor. Post. and Arlingtos

Californls

Dr. A. P. Stevenson
Physiclan and Surgeon

Office, Levy Bldg., 1311 Sartori Ave,

Phones:
House, 187-J Office, 98
Torrance, Calif.

Phone 206

Dr. C. E. Hotchkisa
Chiropractor
X-Ray and Laboratory Service

1311 sartgri Ave., Levy Blag.
Torranes

DR. R. A. HOAG
DENTIST
Negw Edison Bldg.

© 1419 Marcelina Ave.
Just West of Postoffice

Complete X-Ray Servioé

Torrance Phone 198

DR. W. H. BRUCE

Osteopathy and
Light Ray Therapy

CASTLE APARTMENTS
Torrance, Calif. Phone 128

imminent, and Flora groaned,
clutching the arms of her chair
and rolling her eyes upward.

“For God’'s sake, don't mind any-

the’staircase led to the top story. “Darling, what's the good of talk-

She ascended with delicate care- | ing about it? ‘We don’t get many
fulness, letting her weight come |minutes together and we don't want
gradually on each step. Despite|to spoil them. Let's try to forget

they had gone. Her hope, giving
her strength to go through the
automatic actions of behavior, was
that, suspicion not being directed
to him, he could lie hidden till they
Jeft and then make his getaway.
She knew that Gabriel had gone
to White Beach for a week's deep-
sea fishing, and Gabriel was the
only person besides herself who
knew that Joe had not crossed to
the mainland. They surely would
be moved away before a week and
if, during that time, the belief that
he had gone remained unshaken,
he was safe.

So far she was confident that no
suspecion had touched him. She
did not see how it could. They
were all satisfied that he had left,
her answer to Rawson had been
accepted in good faith, There would
be no investigation of his move-
ments, for there would be no rea-
son for doing it. He had passed
outside the circle of the tragedy,
was eliminated, as the actors were
who had gone on the earlier boat.

If they didn't find him!

Where was he? He had entered
the living room by the door that
led to the kitchen wing and rear
staircase. That would look as if
he was in the house, But she knew
that ‘no doors were locked on Gull

Island, and that he might have
come from outside, choosing the
passage through the darkened

building rather than expose him-
self to the moonlight. If he was in
the house heemust be in the vacant
top story, and she was certain—
every sound of heavy footsteps
had been noted by her listening
cars—that the men had not "been
there yet.. That would argue that

they felt no need of hurry. What

her precautions the boards creaked. | just while we're here.”
The sounds seemed portentously “Forget!” she exclaimed. “Noth-
loud in the deep quiet and she|ing would make me do that but
stopped for the silence to absorb | being dead myself.”
| them, and then, with chary foot, She leaned her head on his shoul-
went on. At the top she stood,!der and drew her hand from his
subduing her deep-drawn breaths, [to clasp it round nis arm. He sald
looking, listening. nothing for a moment, perturbed
The middle of the floor was oc- } by her words and tone. He had
cupled by a spacious central hall | thought of getting her away, hav-
furnished as a parlor and lit by a|ing her moved to Hayworth, Now
skylight. Giving on it were nu-|he felt he must do it at once, the
merous small bedrooms, the doors|shadow of the tragedy was too
open. The stirrings of the cur-|dark on' her spirit.
tains, billowing out and dropping, “I've got to get her out of here
were the only movements in the{if I go to jail for it,” he said to
place. She moved to the middle | himself. “She can't stand much
of the room and sent her voice out |\ more of this.”

in a whisper: She, too, was silent for a space,
“Joe, Joe—are you here? It's|stilled by the attack of a sudden
Anne.” temptation. She wanted to be close
Her ears were strained for an|to him again, break down the bar-

riers and extend her arms to him
for succor and support. The desire
to tell him gripped her, undermined
her will like a disintegrating drug.
She did not dare to broach it sud-
denly, sense enough remained in
her to go carefully step by step.

“I wonder if any one here does
know something and is keeping it

answering whisper, her eyes swept
about for a shape creeping into
view, but the silence was unbroken,
the emptiness undisturbed. She
entered the rooms, peered about,
opeped cuphboards, looked for signs
of occupation. Again nothing—va-
cancy, dust in film on the bureau
tops, beds untouched in meticulous

turned trunks and boxes, pleces of | of it, all kinds of possibilities.

furniture, lines of clothés hanging | Now you, if you had suspicions of
on the walls, some one?"’

“Here,” she thought, and with He looked at the grass at his
her heart leaping in her throat]feet in harassed survey of his ob-
crossed the threshold. ligation.

“Joe, it's Anne, I've come to “I'm the only person here they
help you.” know anything about, that they

Nothing stirred In the encum-|care to trust. It's a devilish -po-

smoothness. b

One door was closed, near the “It may be—too f{rightened to
stairhead. Opening this, ghe looked | speak.” He gave her an uneasy
into a storeroom, a, large, dark in- | side glance. “Are you imagining
terior lit by two small windows. | that you know something you ought ||
They were dust-grimed, and the|to tel?”
light came in dimly, showing up- “No, oh, no. But I keep thinking

thing anybody says,” tmplored Mrs.
Cornell. “This is « murder case,
not a soclal function.”

They calmed down and presently,
with no more ideas to exchange,
grew silent, listening for the re-
turning launch. The significance
of what they awaited grew with
the minutes till the coming of the
launch seemed an event of fearful
import upon which their fates
hung.

The entrance of Willlams shook
them from their terrors. If his face
told them nothing, his manner was
kindly gruff—they must be tired,
best thing for them to go to bed.
As they rose and trailed limply to
the doors he beckoned Shine to re-
main. He would want him later,
had a job for him, so he'd better
go now and get some sleep.

Williams went back to the Ili-
brary, where Bassett still slept.
He looked at his watch—a quarter
to nine. He couldn’t understand it
—what could Rawson have got
hold of on the mainland when it
was as plain as printing Mrs.
Stokes was the guilty party? He
started and moved to the window;
- (Continued on Page Seven)
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i#SAN FRANCISCO'S
ONE PRICE HOTEL
i 174 ELLIS ST. NEAR POWELL

| ALL ROOMS ARE OUTSIDE"
ALL ROOMS HAVE PRIVATE BATH

1 Person $2.50 per day
2 Persons $3.00 per day
TELEPHONE GARFIELD 1000

See the famous Subma-
ne Gardens at Catalina
through Glass Bottom
Boats, An  experience
you'll always remember.
Round trfp from L. A.
8.10; from Harbor $2.25.
lass Bottom Boat ride

over _Submarine  Gar
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Pac, Blec. train lvs. 6th

A, 9 am.

. dally. Orchestra for
dancing.  You are back
in early evening.
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and Three Day Trips—all
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Dr. O. E. Fossum
Dentist
X- Ray Service
Hours Sam Levy Bldg.
1311 Sartori Ave
Phone 186—Torrance Calif.

PERRY G. BRINEY

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW

110 First National Bunk Bldg.
Phone 169 ‘Torrasies

'You will like—

LOS ANGELES
Better if You Stop at

Jlotel Jlayward

SIXTH and SPRING STREETS

**Get the Hayward Hoblt"

New Million Dollar Annex
550 Comfortable Rooms -

$2.00 per day up without bath
$2.50 per day up with bath
PERSONAL SERVICE
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and Grill
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AT THE DOOR
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