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ATTENTION 
PROPERTY OWNERS 

LAWYERS 

REAL ESTATERS! 
Before making any definite 

decision in the matter of sell- 

ing your Business, residential 
or acreage properties, write us 

fully what you are offering 
and you will profit. 

Moulder Darn 
Realty Syndicate 

734 Santa Monica Bivd. 

SANTA MONICA, CAL. 

Papers Received 
For Extradition 

Of W. H. Colvin 
Sheriff Delayed In Start For 

Forgery Suspect By Pres- 
sure of Other Matters: 
Man Held in Chicago. 

-<•-- 

Extradition papers for Colvin 
were received yesterday afternoon 
by the sheriff, who was authorized 
by Governor Fred Balzar to go after 
Colvin, who is charged with passing 
several checks in Las Vegas forged 
on the Tower Market. 

The Union Cafe was one of the re- 

cipients of the checks which Colvin 
wrote on company forms and cashed 
among persons with whom he was 

acquainted in the city of Las Vegas 
and had become acquainted through 
his business dealing he had had 
previously in his connection with the 
Tower Market, his former employers 
here in this city. 

Colvin was caught it has been re- 

ported in Chicago a short time ago, 
and as he refused to waive extradi- 
tion, which means that proceedings 
will have to be filed against him 
in the Illinois state capitol before 
he can be brought back to this city 
and the slate of Nevada for trial on 
the charges lodged agaist him here. 

July Sees 54 Wedding 
Licenses Issued Here 
The fifty-fourth marriage license 

for the month of July was taken out 
Tuesday, making a weak finish on 
what promised at the first part of 
the month to be another record- 
breaking month. There were no 
licenses issued yesterday. 

The last license for July was 
taken by a Colton. California, cou- 
ple, August P. Snook and Kather- 
ine Blase Herrick. 

UNUSUAL BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY 
IN SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 

Tourist camp, health resort, chicken 
ranch, fruit orchard and gasoline station, 
including 40 acres with irrigation water 

supply. Located in a beautiful desert valley 
in Southern California. Your opportunity 
to secure a fascinating business which is 

already established. Total price $15,000. 
Terms half cash. Address liox X, care Age. 

c M. A. C. Time 
Faem'ent Pi»n"* 
Small Down Pay 

Lowest 
Finance Chargee. 

Bargain seekers—here’s a rare oppor- 
tunity to secure a low-priced used car at 
a big saving. For three days only wo are 

offering all of the cheaper cars in our 

stock at special clearance prices. We 
have n big selection of makes and models, 
and we must sell them at once to make 
room for recent trade-ins. Buy now and 
get a good used car at the lowest possible 
cost. Our prices are so low that you can- 

not afford to overlook this chance. Come 
in and Nlect vour bar-tia—tndav. 

1925 Oakland Coupe 
1927 Oakland Coupe. 9 
1927 Dodge Coupe. ^ 
1927 Chevrolet Coach. * 

1926 Jewett Sedan. / 
1926 Hupmobile Sedan. 

Southern Nevada Motors, Inc. 
207 So. Main St. Phone 1G0 

[Q imVJ t 

ARE YOUR BEST 
AND CHEAPEST 

MEDIUM OF 
ADVERTISING 

WE HAVE ONE FOR 
EVERY PURPOSE 

Painting and Paper-hanging 
JONDAHL PAINT CO., Inc 
117 South Main St. Phone 312 

LAS VEGAS 

Blueprinting 
SERVICE 

307 South Third Telephone 16 

J. B. MARKHAM, Mgr. 

“I'm not down and out yet, and I never will be. If you don't want the money give it to Iris.” 

THIS HAS HAPPENED 
NAN CARROLL discovers after' 

three year's work with ATTORNEY 
JOHN CURTIS MORGAN that she 
is in love with him. and. having a 

high sense of honor, determines to 
resign. Her resignation is postponed 
however, because she believes Mor- 

gan is going to need the services 
of a faithful secretary during his 
defense of BERT CRAWFORD, a 

suposed friend who is indicted for 
embezzlement. Nan distrusts Craw- 
for and IRIS MORGAN, beautiful 
wife of the lawyer. 

Nan overhears by means of a 

listening-in devise a conversation 
between Crawford and his switch- 
board operator in which he “fixes” 
the girl’s testimony to divert sus- 

picious evidence from him. When 
Nan confronts Crawford with what 
she has heard, and tells him her 
price of silence is that he give up 
Iris Morgan, he angrily agrees. 

Morgan defends Crawford ably. 
On the last day of the trial. Nan 
prepares to go to the courtroom 
when Iris rushes in, accompanied 

I with little CURTIS MORGAN, 
whom she leaves on Nan's hands 
for the morning. Nan is furious. 
When the little boy is asleep. Nan 
finds beside him a note, evidently 
stolen fro’ : bis mothers handbag, 
in which (!ra..""'*d protests his love 
for Iris, admits ;* < guilt, and lays 
plans for their cloy, •'lit. 

Nan hurries to tv -ourthouse. 
She is too late. The jur. “mes in 
with a “not guilty” vferdict. Outside 
the courthouse she meets WILLIS ; 
TODD, an old suitor, who is trust- 
worthy, she shows him the note 
and he advises her to tear it up. 
She tucks it in her handbag, konw- 
ing well she w ould have died before 
she would have hurt Morgan with 
that note. i 
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER XIV 
“NICE Christmas, Nan?" John j 

Curtis Morgan greeted his secre- 

tary cheerfully on Tuesday morn- | 
ing. "Look! I'm wearing the tie you 
gave me. Best-looking one I ever; 
had." * 

Nan Ctrroll could have burst into 
tears with relief. The two days 
since she had seen him had been 
a period of almost intolerable sus- 

pense. Her mildest nightmare had J 
pictured him alone on Christmas j 
Day, deserted by his wife for his 1 

“best friend.” her worst fear had 
been that he might be lying dead 
on his living room floor, his sight- 
les eyes turned toward the portrait 
of the woman who had betrayed 
him. She had actually not possess- 
ed the courage to read the papers. 

“You always say that!” she 
forced her trembling lips to retort 
flippantly, hoping that her eyes did 
not too shamelessly betray her. The 
cravat of dark-blue and silvery- 
gray striped silk did suit him 
amazingly well. "Yes. I had a nice 
Christmas." she lied. "I've been 
trying to frame a letter that would 
adequately express my thanks for { 
the roses and the check, but—” 

"Don't be a goose!" Morgan in- 
terrupted brusquely. "I'm so in- 
debted to you for your help on the 
Grace Cox case and the Crawford 
case, to say nothing of all the other 
cases, that all the thanks passed 
between us should come from me. 

Consider the hundred a salary 
bonus and not a tenth of what 
you're entitled to." 

He passed on into his private | 
office and Nan sat staring at her j 
typewriter, the tears, which she had 
had to control in his presence, slip- 
ping hotly down her cheeks. Her 
need to resign, to get away from 
this man whom she loved so much 
and so hopelessly, had become a 

desperate pain on Christmas Eve, 
when his roses had been delivered 
to her and the card and check 
which had accompanied them had 
made her ill with too great joy. 

$ * * 

THE BUZZER on her desk 
sounded. Nan dabbed furiously at 
the tears on her cheeks, snatched a 

powder puff from the top drawer 
of her desk and covered the traces 
of her self-pity ;then took notebook 
and pencil and went into him, smil- 
ing. 

A few minutes later, when he 
W'as dictating with a day-after- 
Christmas leisureliness and tenden- 
cy to irrelevant conversation. Ben 
Crawford charged into the private 
office without knocking. 

"Hello. Jack! How's the greatest 
criminal lawyer in the United 
States? By Golly, you're certainly 

a demon for work! Why don't you' 
knock off for a few days? Hello, j 
Nan! Happy New Year.!1' 

Mori an frowned slightly. For the 
first time Crawford's blithe badin- 
age seemed to annoy him. “Any- 
thing special. Bert? Were pretty 
busy this morning.” 

Crawford laughed boisterously, 
and slapped his friend on the back. 
"Nothing very special, old timer, j 
Just thought I d get rid of a scrap j 
of paper while I was in the neigh- 
borhood." And he drew his wallet 
from his pocket, abstracted a check. ] 
and ostentatiously laid it before the j 
lawyer. "You wouldn't give me a J 
bill, old man. so I let my conscience 
be my guide.” 

"Twenty thousand!" Morgan ex- 

claimed. "I should judge then that 
you had a very troublesome con- 

science!” 
"Twelve good men and true said 

not guilty.'" Crawford reminded j 
him, laughing good-naturedly. “But j 
that and more too. and T'll be glad i 

to make the check bigger if you'll 
let me." 

"I told you there wouldn't be any j 
fee. Bert." Morgan frowned. “This' 
business cost you dear enough, God ( 
knows." 

’Fortunes ot war, Jack! Craw- 
ford shrugged. “I'm not down and 
out yet. and I never wil be. If 
you don't want the money, give it 
to Iris. A woman likes to have a 

little fortune of her own tucked 
away in the bank." 

Morgan's face lighted up with the 
tenderness which his wife's namej 
alwey:; evoked. “That's not a bad 
idea. Bert, if you insist on paying. 
I'll open an account in her name 

today. She’ll certainly be surprised 
and pleased. Mighty decent of you 

But Nan. siting quietly, with! 
pencil poised over her notebook, 
did not for a moment believe that 
it was “decent” of Crawford. He 
was either being diabolically clever 
or insolently caddish. If he was 

really going to run away with Iris 
Morgan. Bert Crawford would not1 
lose the $20,000 so grandly pre-! 
sented to the man he had used and 
decived; he and Iris would have 
every penny of it in addition to the 
quarter of a million that Crawford 
had stolen from Mid-West Pack- 
ing Company. 

And if he was not going to keep 
his promise to Iris, was planning1 
to abandon her as he had doubtless 
abandoned many other women, then 
this $20.000—a small sum for a man 

who had salted away a quarter of 
a million—was a cad’s way of can- 

celling his love debt. And John 
Curtis Morgan—blind, trusting dar- 
ling that he was thought Bert 
Crawford was “mighty decent." 

"I didn't like to throw a damper 
over the Christmas gayeties yester- 
day. but the fact is. Jack, that I'm 

going to shake the dust of this 
man’s town from my heels.” 

"What!" Morgan exclaimed. “Is- 
n't this a hasty decision, Bert?” 

* C » 

CRAWFORD SHOOK his hand- 
some blond head emphatically. "No 
old man, I've been mulling it over 

since the blow fell. The Mid-West 
Packing company is bound to bust. 
It'll be in the hands of a receiver 
by the first of the year. And in 
,pite of the fact that I was acquitt- 
ed, my name won’t be any too fra- 
>,rant in these quarters. 

"I’ll move on to fresher, greener 
lands. In fact. I've already sent in 

my resignation and signed over my 
stock, whatever it may be worth, 
o help reimburse the poor devils 

who will suffer most from Bland's 
rascality—the small stockholders 
I'll make a fresh start somewhere 
else. So it's good-by. Jack. 

No. keep the check! Give to to 

Iris like I told you. Lord man., I'm 
not a pauper!" 

"You're really leaving?" Morgan 
nsisted incredulously. "When?" 

"Today." Crawford answered.' "On 
he two-forty-five eastbound. Don't 

ask me where I'm going, or what 
,ny plans are. I don't know myself 
vet, but I’m keen to get away." 

Morgan, still frowning, nodded 
comprehension if not approval. 
Have you told Iris good-by? This 

is going to be a blow to her, Bert 
She thinks a lot of you. I’m not 
much good at playing around and 
whooping it up. and she loves it. 
! m afraid she's going to find life 
pretty dull for a while. 

"I'm going to have lunch with 
ner at the Traylor and break the 
’lews then." Crawford admitted 
candidly, his blue eyes flickering a; 

glance of triumph at Nan. She no 

longer had the power to keep him 
from seeing Iris Morgan, his mock- 
ing eyes reminded her. "But don’t 
you worry about Iris, old boy. She- 
'll bear up under the loss of her 
playmate too well to suit me. By 
the way, I'll tell her to meet you 
at the bank at half past two, if 
you're really going to open an ac- 
count for her with that check." 

Thanks, Bert. I wish you would.” 
Morgan agreed, a little stiffly. It 
was obvious that he was a little 
hurt at not being included in the 
luncheon invitation. 

“Now.” thought Nan. her nar- 
rowed brown eyes trying to probe 
the tricky mind that lay behind 
the smiling blue eyes of Bert Craw- 
ford "just what does he mean to 
do? Is he going to take her with 
him or not? Would he have had the 
audacity to come here and say 
good-by to her husband if he were 
taking her. And if he doesn’t take 
her. what will Iris Morgan say and 
do when she leartis that her lover 
has left her $20,000 as heart balm?” 

J? V V 

AT TWO o'clock, after Nan had re- 
turned from an almost untasted 
luncheon. Morgan shrugged into his 
overcoat and anounced cheerfully— 
a little too cheerfully, so that Nan 
knew he was still hurt “I’m going 
to snatch a bite to eat. Nan. and 
then step over to the bank to meet 
Mrs. Morgan. If she calls tell her 
I'll be there at a quarter of three.” 

Nan had to watch him go, unpre- 
pared for the shock that might be 
."waiting him. If, after three, the 
hour the bank closed, lie came back 
to the office troubled and bewilder- 
ed, with the news that something 
must have detained Iris, since she 
had not met him, then she—Nan— 
would know that it was all over, 
that Iris had taken the train vnh 
Bert Crawford. What would ho do, 
oh what would lie do when he 
learned the truth? 

Her fingers were so cold wi.h 
nervousness that she could not 
type. An hour to be lived through! 
Wasn't there some way of annihi- 
lating time? Desperate, she invad- 
ed the private office where Evans, 
the clerk, and Blake, the young 
lawyer on salary, pursued their un- 

interesting duties. 
"Well, what kind of Christmas 

did you boys have?” she demanded 
with fictitious cheerfulness. 

Listening to their lengthy replies 
mercifully consumed almost half an 

hour three telephone calls provi- 
dentially disposed of nearly 30 more 

minutes. She was just hanging up 
the telephone receiver when Mor- 
gan's shadow loomed against the 
glass panel of the door. 

She braced herself to meet what- 
ever his beloved face might reveal, 
but as the door opened she heard 
Iris' musical, artificial laughter. 

“Of course I'll spend it! What is 
money for, silly old Jack!. 
Hello, there. Nan! You've heard of 
my sudden wealth. I suppose? Was- 
n't Bert a lamb to make Jack give 
it to me? And now this stupid old 
husband of mine wants me to let it 
lie in the bank, accumulating inter- 
est. I've been dying for a trip to 
New York and now I can take it. 
No. you can’t come along. Jack, and 
if you aren't awfuly nice to me I 
won't come back." 

"Oh. don't look at her like that, 
as if you could kiss her feet!" Nan 
wanted to scream at Morgan. "Don't 
you realized she's warned you?" 

(To Be Continued) 
A 

When your girl friend yawns dur- 
ing the evening it may not be a sign 
that you are staying too late. It 
may only mean that the other fel- 
low stayed too late on the previous 
night. 

ANY KIND 
309 No. Main 

Just North of Gateway Hotel 

Helping 
foe 

Homemaker 
By LOUISE BENNETT WEAVER 

Spired Beet Salad for Dinner 
Baked Stuffed Fish Baked Potato 

Escailoped Cabbage 
Queen Muffins Butter 

Watermelon Iced Tea 
Spiced Beet Salad 

Esi allnpeij c abbage. Serving 1 

3 cups cooked cabbage 
4 tablespoon* butter 
4 tablespoons Hour 
2 cups milk 
>2 teaspoon salt 

teaspoon paprika , 

One-third cup grated or finely 
cut chccsc. V 

Melt the butter and add the flour 
Mix and add the milk and cook 
until a creamy sauce forms. Stirij 
frequently to prevent lumping Add 
the salt, paprika and cabbage. Pour j 
into a shallow, butter baking dish ■ 

and sprinkle the top with the cheese 
3ake in a moderate oven for 20 min- 
utes. 

Queen Muffins 
2 cups pastry flour 
4 teaspoons baking powder 

teaspoon salt 
5 tablespoons sugar 
1 egg 
1 cup milk 
3 tablespoons butter, melted. 
Mix ingredients and beat for two 

minutes Half fill, greased muffin 

pans and bake in a moderate even 

for 15 minutes. 

Spired Bert Salad 
2 cups sliced, cocked beds 
4 tablespoons sugar 
< teaspoon salt 
\ teaspoon celery salt 
'k cup vinegar 
Vi cup water 

■, teaspoon powdei'ed cloves 
teaspoon cinnamon 

1 cup chopped cabbage 
1 tablespoon granulated gelatin. 
Boil for two minutes the sugar, 

salt, celery salt, vinegar, water, 
cloves and cinnamon. Pour over the 
beets and let stand for one hour. 
Drain off the liquid and reheat and 

pour over the gelatin which has 
soaked for five minutes with the 
water. Stir until the gelatin has 
dissolved. Cool and add the beets 
and cabbage and pour into a mold. 
Chill and serve with salad dressing 
on letttuce. 

SAVED FROM ARABS 

BY MASONIC SIGN j 
BIRMINGHAM. Ala.—An inter- 

esting story of how by use of Ma-. 
sonic signs his parental grand- 
father was saved from being killed 
by Arabs after having been wrecked 
on the Arabian coast is told by Gil- 
bert Hart, of this city, a member of 
Phoenix Lodge of Namaqualand No 

2082. O'okiep, South Africa. The 

[story goes as follows: 
The elder Capt. Gilbert Hart was 1 

in command of a whaler cruising 
in Indian Ocean some time in the 
fifties or sixties. After a tropical 
hurricane his ship was wrecked on 

the Arabian coast, a desert region 
with practically no shelter from the 
elements or wild beasts. The crew 

was partially wiped out in the 
wreck, and were entirely helpless i 

against a party of Arabs wdio came 

upon them and captured the few 

things they had salvaged from ihe 

ship. The Arabs were intent upon 
killing every man of the whites, but 
the Captain as a last resort gave 

I the Masonic sign of distress. Im- 

mediately slaughter was stopped, the 
Americans were treated as friends 1 

and taken with the greatest care to 
the nearest port. Aden, where they 
embarked for America. 

— 

Il s rather remarkable that the 
newspapers which seem to be 
afraid Uncle Sam will get into a 

tariff war if a new tariff bill is 
passed are the newspapers which 
favor little or no tariff of any kind. 

Tills' SlYT of crepe de chine 
trite seen on a smart bather at the 
Southampton Beach Club recently. 
Yellow.- the most flattering color 
to the sun-tanned skin, is com- 

bined with dark brown in a mod- 
ernistic pattern. The shorts aie 

pleated and quite full. 
_ 

A Good Plaee To Eat 

GREEN MILL 
CAFETERIA AND 

COFFEE SHOP 

JOHN VAN RYN, Prop. 

Featuring Home Cooked Footte 

in a Large Variety 
219 Fremont fit. 

Amusements, Refreshments, Lunches 
9 

25 degrees cooler and 40 minutes 

Drive to 

BLUE JAY INN 
GOODSPRINGS, NEVADA 

Open All Night 

Here Since 1925 

When we tell you that... 

Every one of our offerings 
have made money for our 

clients, you can know that 
there is real meaning in the 
words-- 

“Here Since 1925” 
“The Early Bird (Jets the Biff Fat Worm” 

—You Can Share It With Us 

Underwood 
PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS 

In Colors 

Rebuilt Machines. All Makes. Liberal 

Terms 

WHITE CROSS DRUG CO. 

I Your 
; Iceman Says: 

"Lady, I’ve been delivering lee 

for six years now and I've never 

had anyone complain about short 

'weight. What’s more, every ounce 

of the thousands of tons I’ve de- 

■ livered was pure, frozen distilled 

| water. 

I Just ask me for an ice card. It’s 

your badge of summer coolness" 

Phone 75 NATIONAL ICE CO. 

This Property Reserved 
FOR ANY ONE OF THE 

Large Chain Stores 
140 FEET FRONT on FREMONT STREET 
250 FEET DEPTH ON SEVENTH STREET 

Owner will BUILD to suit tenants, or SELL for that 

purpose only, or LEASE for a long term of years 
with option to buy. 
NEW YORK AND LAS VEGAS INVESTMENT CO. 

WALTER F. McLALLEN, Secretary 

NOTICE 
$25.00 REWARD 

THE COLORADO RIVER EXPLORATION CO. 
will pay $25.00 reward for information leading to 

arrest and conviction of any person dumping garb- 
age or refuse of any kind on any of its lands. 

W. F. McLALLEN, Secretary. 


