COLD 12 HOURS

¢ will keep an Elec-
tric Refrigerator '
-

THE operating cost of electrical
refrigeration is lower than you
have been paying for inadequate
methods of refrigeration in the

s past.

Five Cents worth of electricity
will keep an electric refrigerator
cold for TweLve Hours!
Compare this—the cost of crisp,
dry cold—with the price you are
now paying. Then think what
electric refrigeration will mean to-
your home—labor saved, tempt-
ing menus and frozen desserts
heretofore unobtainable, an ab-
undance of clean ice at all times
and food delightfully fresh days
after you have placed it in the
refrigerator. ,
Five Cenrs is little enough t
pay for,this modern method of
refrigeration.

Come into our nearest office or
your dealet’s store and see the
newest models in operation.
Bring your refrigeration problems
in and let us dgiscuss them with.
you.

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

EDISON COMPANY

Omned by Those it Serves

1915 Gramercy

Pacific Dye Works

Phone 3356-W

Men’s Suit Cleaned and Pressed

$1.00

LADIES’ FANCY SILKS A SPECIALTY;

We Call and Deliver 3

Use Our Want Ads for Results! !
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THE STORY

PROLOGURE.—WHhilé despondent over
the enforced hiding of her fiance, Jim

las, slayer in self-defense of
Homer Parkinson, member of an in-
fluential family, 8ybil Saunders, @Pu-
lar actress, Is engaged to ph* ola
in a charity performance of *“Twelfth
Night” on Gull Island, on the Maine
coast. In the company are Sybil's
bosom friend, Anne Tracy;
brother Joe, young wastrel; and Alecl
Stokes, an actor infatuated with Sybil.

CHAPTER I.—After the play, which
is a big hit, Wally Shine, ol;lctlgl
e

earns o
Jealousy, professional and otherwise,
existing in the company.

APTER IL—Bugh Bassett, di-
rector of the play, and Anne Tracy’s
fiance, tells Joe he has heard he is
agying on Sybil in an_effort to learn
the whereabouts of Jim as and
earn the reward offered by the Park-
inson family. The boy's denial is not
convincing.

CHAPTER In.—Joe Tracy s ar-
ranging for a vacation trip. To Anne
he betrays his enmity toward Sybil
8tokes tells Sybil he has news’ of Jim
Dal and
privacy they arrange to mieet in a
summer house near the main
building.

CHAPTER 1V.—Bhe sound of
plstol - shot startles  the assembled
company. .- Investigation shows a re-
volver has been en from a desk
in- the library.,” Flora, Stokes’ wife,
bursts in with the announcement taat
SybH been and her body
carrled off by the swift tiie that
races by the istansi.

see the mu
fles the sheriff, V
arrives. with Raw! district attor-
ney, and a man called Patrick. All
the company is accounted for with
the exception of Joe Tracy, presum-
ably on his trip. Flora gives her evi-
dence, and the authorities arrange so
that no one can leave the island.

CHAPTER VI — Discussing
tragedy with Rawson and Bai y
Willlams voices the opinion that

Flora Stokes is the xulltﬂ person, the
ac Yy Jealou:

the

deed being tuated Y.
While they are , the sound
of a crash in the living room makes

them hasten there.
CHAPTER VIl — Anne Tnclw;.
shocked at her friend’'s awful death,

alzing she is not hs left the
island, her imagination pictures him

and

as Sybil's murderer, hldlngh in
the house, the upper story of which
unoccupied,  Seeking to inform

=43

dimly sees Joe and warns him not to
. He disappears, and in
her agitation she knocks over a lamp.

e

e cam
downstairs for a book, and her ex-
planation is accepted.

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

CHAPTER IX.—Stokes denies all
knowledge of the crime, and deftly
throws suspicion on Joe. wson,
somewhat impressed by the story put
forward by Stokes, goes to the main-
land to investigate Joe's movements,

CHAPTER X.— Tortured by her
thoughts,Anne visits the unoccupied
upper story, seeking Joe, but finds
nothing. Rawson returns with the
information that young Tracy had not
left the island. Suspicion is at once
turned toward him, and arrangefents
are made for a search of the top
story of the building, about the only
spot on the island where a person
could find a hiding place. Rawson
and Williams return, having found
no trace of Joe, or anybody else, in
the upper part of the building.

CHAPTER XI.—Anne insists that
Joe must somehow have left the
i . Anne tells the amazed Bas-
sett she saw Joe in the living room

summer

the night before, and that he must
be hiding in the house.

&1fort to deceive

CHAPTER XIL—That night Shine

arranges to take a snapshot of any-
one seeking to leave the house.
Someone makes the attempt, and a
picture is taken. Developed, to
everyone's astonishment it shows the
face of Sybil.Snunders. Overcome by
the sight, Stokes insists it can’t be
Sybil, because he had shot her, and
collapses.

CHAPTER XIIL.—Flora Stokes
mits her husband is a morphia
dict.  His supply cut off on
island,» he had collapsed under the
strain of the shooting and denial of
the drug. Flora ha nown . of her
husband’s guilt, and in her loyalty
shields him. Shine is deeply puzzled
over the picture, finally concluding it
must have been one he had taken of,
Miss Saunders the day of his arrival.
Stokes' confession apparently clears
up the mystery, the accepted idea be-
ing that Joe T must have left
the island, in some manner, before
the tragedy, n

CHAPTER XIV.—Piecing together
happenings since the shooting, Anne
Tracy convinces herself it must have
been  Joe, dressed in the costume of
Viola, whom Stokes had shot, an
that the living Sybil was hiding on
the floor above. Anne steals upstairs
ﬁ!‘d finds her friend. The two women
finally reach this conclusion of events
preceding the shooting: Joe must
have heard Stokes tell Sybil of his
knowledge f Jim allas’  where-
and, the Parkinson
reward, gone to his death in an ef-
Stokes into thinking
it was Sybil and telling him where
Jim was. Sybil had hidden because,
believing her dead, Jim's enemies
would no longer spy upon her, and
she could join him in his exile. Anne
promises to keep the secret ‘“‘forever,”
and in the darkness Sybil leaves the
island and her world.

CHAPTER XIV
ANYONE watching Gull Island

ad-
ad-
the

from the shore would have
seen the yellow shape of one
bright window set like a small
golden square in the darkness. The
bright window was Anne's, and
over against it Anne sat on the
side of the bed looking at the floor.
She sat perfectly still, held in a
staring concentration of thought,
reviewing the happenings of the
night.
While Bassett had talked to her
she had accepted his theory. His
belief in it had been so absolute
and it was so plausible. Of course
a person in her state might have
imagined anything. And as she
dwelt on the sentence to persuade
herself, the vision of the dim
shadowy room rose before her with
the figure coming toward her from
the darkness of the gallery, mov-
ing spiritlike as an hallucination
might move. But as the memory
rrew in vividness the shape took
form and solidity, the slim boy’s
S| She saw again  its rapid
advance, its sudden stoppage at
her words, its lightning-quick turn
and soundless flight. The snap of
the closing door came to her mind
as a last confirmation, and she
knew it was no delusion.

“I did,” she said in a whisper,
and raised her eyes as if confront-

ing a doubter with the truth. *“I
know it—I did see somebody.”
Somebody!
The word struck her ear with a
startling effect, an effect of dis-
covery, of impending disclosures.

Her body shrank together as if in
fear of them, her riveted glance
grew fixed as a sleep walker’s. She
lost all sense of her surroundings,
her entire being contracted to a
point of inner activity. Before that
intensified mental vision a series of
pictures passed like the slides in a
magic lantern—Shine’s phetograph,
the worn, wide-eyed face of Sybil;
Joe playing Sebastian, his costume,
his movements, u replica of Viola's;
the living room as they heard the
shot, dusk falling outside; in the

hous ith its shrouding

Here, Madam, Is Your Laundry

We're Taking Out
All the Drudgery!

Every piece is washed CLEAN with pure soap and
And every piece is NEATLY IRONED.

soft water.

Our 1\1@\\' presses make it possible for us to give you
this IRON-ALL FAMILY SERVICE that is a boon to
the housewife all year 'round, at a trifling cost.

PHONE 141—-THE DRIVER WILL CALL

Torrance Laundry Co.

17% Border Avenue

We Are Not
Going to Return It

vines—it would have been almost
dark.

The pictures were disconnected
like spots of light breaking through
darkness. If the darkness could
be dispelled and the spots of light
joined, fused into continuity, she
would reach something, something
she was groping toward, fearfully
groping toward.

Suddenly a recollection flashed
clairvoyantly distinct—Joe at
flat trying to make Bassett
him the part of Sebastian,
imitating Sybil's walk. That pic-
ture brought her to her feet,
brought a smothered cry to her
lips. The spots of light had joined,
run together in a leaping illumina-
tion,

up,
the

On the bureau lay the key of
Joe's trunk that she had brought
from his room after their last in-
terview She snatched it up and
| ran to the door, out of it, along the
gallery. In Joe's room she turned
on the light and unlocked his
“'runli, She went through it to
{ the bottom, looking for his Sebas-
| tian costume. It was gone, e
| appointment of it. _She had not
needed the proof, she knew that
;th- would not find it, that it was
Joe, dressed in that costume Stokes
| had killed.

The rest of it—Sybil alive, hid-
ing somewhere!  She saw the gray
dawn on the window—the night
was over, the house would soon be
stirring She  locked the trunk,
turned off the light und stole out
|on the gallery. She did not go to
her room, but kept on down the
hall to the top floor staircase. Half

from the floor

TORRANCE HER

The door of the bedNoom oppo-

LD

figure—surely the figure she had
seen in the living room two

sure, and
ned gait,
fearfullyy

that she could not yet
went forward, with slac
peering and murmuring

“Sybil, g it you?”

The figure left the win
nearer, silently, creepingly,
hand raised for caution. §
the face then, pinched and
strangely altered, with the curling
frame of hair clipped close, but
still Sybil's,

It was so extraordinary—such a
gulf of unknown happenings lay
between them—that at first -they
said nothing. Anne spoke first,

“Joe,” she said. “It's Joe that's
dead.”

“Yes.

Do they know ?"

“They know nothing. They think
it was you. TIt's all over. Stokes
has told. But. oh, what is it? I
't understand—it's like a fearful
dream,"

The words died away and a sud-
den violent ttembling shook her.
With the joints of her knees like
water she sank to the side of the
bed, gripping the other with her
shaking hands, pulling her down
beside her.

“Tell me, tell me,” she implored.
“Why is he dead? Why did he
pretend he was you? What was
he doing?"

They sat clinging together, two
small huddled figures in the gray
light. Though the house below was
silent as the tomb they spoke in
subdued voices, question, answer,
surmise. Each knew a different
aspect of the story, brought her
own knowledge of Joe's motives
and actions. In that whispered ex-
change they pieced together the
separate facts, combined them in
coherent sequence, and came to 'a
final enlightenment. .

Joe had met his death in his last
effort as a police spy, his last ef-
fort to get the Parkinson reward.
leaving his room to come down
and make ready for his departure,
he had heard the voices of Stokes
and Sybil in the living room. Sybil
remembered Stokes’ upward look
and .question about some one mov-
ing in the gallery—Joe creeping to
conccalment behind the arch. The
nature of their conversation would
have held him listening: here was

site  the stair-héad open,
Against the pale light of\ the Wwin-
dow, poised with one han\ resting
on the raised sash, was boy's

nights

before. It was so completely\boy-
ish, the cropped round hon;V, the
knickerbockers and  belted jacket,

formation he sought.
the rendezvous in the summer
house. It's open situation offered
no hiding place outside, but know-
ing that it would be almost dark
inside, he had conceived the iden
of putting on his Sebastian cos-
tume and impersohating Sybil

His room was next to Sybil's.
H d heard her come upstairs
/112; ';f'om his window could com-
mand/ the Point. When Shine left
it hg had gone down, passed the
balcony where Stokes was waiting,
and heard his following footsteps,
moved with that close imitation of
Sybil's gait to the summer house.
There the dim light and the droop-
ing curls of his wig enabled him to
carry through the deception. Stokes’
wild speech, followed by the draw-
ing of the pistol, had terrified him.
Confronted by a man armed and
half mad, panic had seized him
and he had made a rush from the
place.

So Joe had died, a body clad in
gala dress swirled out ‘on currents
that would never bring him back.
Anne sald nothing. She did not
feel any special grief, or feeling
of any kind. Too much had hap-
pened, she was benumbed. She had
a vague sense that in some future
time, when she had recpvered from
her dulled and battered state, she
might be sorry, cry perhaps. Her
eyes fell on her hanll with Sybil's
clasped around it, and the sight of
the linked fingers roused her. She
lifted her head and looked at the
face beside her.

“But—but—why did you do all
this? Hide, not say anything, let
them think you were dead?”

“I wanted to get away.”

“Get away! What for—where?”
“To Jim Dallas. I know where
he is.”

“You've known?"

“For a month. I've written him
telling him I'd come if T could—if
I ever could. Oh, but it's been
hopeless. I was spled on, dogged,
followed—" Her voice rose on a
hoarse note, stopped, and after
a scared, listening husn, went on
whispering: “I want to stay dead,
never to come to life again. It's
my chance—the only chance I'll
ever have. You've found me now,
and I'll tell you everything.” And

Heé had heard .

she told Anne the story—the story
that no one else had ever heard.
Since she had received his ad-
dress the longing to join her lover
had possessed her. She had writ-
ten she would come, she khew he
was waiting for her, but the watch
kept upon her made any move im-

(Continued on Next Page)
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Californians Jik to be associated
with active, wide-awake, energetic insti-
tutions. This applies to banks, as
much as to any other business.
Energetic banking benefits the people
because it builds and helps to create
prosperity.

The executives of the Bank of Italy
have taken the stand that no financial
institution can do its full duty unless
it broadens and improves its service to
meet the requirements of energetic

communities.
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wiy up she heard
above a sound, so faint, so furtive,
that it would only have been aud-
ible in the dead dawn hush. She
made a rush upward, sending her
volce, low-kKeyed but passionately
urgent, ahead of her:

“Sybil, Sybil, if it's you, wait!
It's Anne, I'm coming to help you.
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'CHEV

Scientifically balanced—swung low to the
road—and with the body resting on
chrome vanadium steel springs that are
88Y% as long as the wheelbase —the Most

evrolet provides the most

astonishing riding and driving comfort
ever offered in a low-priced car.

At every speed up to wide open throttle,
it holds the road with a surety that is a
revelation—while rough stretches are
negotiated in perfect comfort.
drive for hour after hour, mile after mile,
over any road, without the slightest sense
of forcing or
This exceptional riding and driving com-
s been engineered into Chevrolet,
cars as a result of the most gruelling road
tests ever conducted in cennection with
the development of an automobile.

You can

fatigue.

the new Chevrolet.
thrill of its smooth,

TORRANCE MOTOR CO.
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Come in Toda?rl
See for yourself the remarkable beauty of

reation
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after Hour over any Road
-and always in Comfort |

Eleets of Chevrolets are constantly under 7,
téstat the General Motors Proving Ground

driven day and night over every con- :
ceivable type of road, from concrete
straightaways to deep-rutted clay lan
Perfor: Its are d an
recorded with scientific accuracy by deli-
cately-exact electrical and mechanica
devices—invented and built by General
Motors engineers. Every unit of the car
has been tested and improved until it con-
tributes its full share of comfort.

We have a demonstrating car waiting for
you. Drive it over the roughest road you
know. You’ll find a type of performance
that will delight and amaze you—rid-
ing comfort that you never thought pos-
sible in a low-priced automobile.

Drive it and get the
werful performanes.

Then you'll know why eac thousaads
are buying the Most Beau &m'ln in
Chevrolet History. :

Salesroom at DAY AND NIGHT GARAGE

1506 Cabrillo Avenue, Torrance

AT

Phone 127 .
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