
THIS HAS HAPPENED 
.John Curtis Morgan. successful 

lawyer. Is passionately in love with 
his beautiful wife. Iris, and does not 
suspect Ilia' Nan Carroll. Ms pri- 
vate secretary, has fal’r n in love 
with him. Nan. havin'* a high 
senst- of honor, decides to resign. 
:>»t cost pone* her resignation br- 
e.use •-he feels Morgan will have 
'articular need of her in his de- 

fense of a supposed friend. Bert 
Crawf.trd, indiclod for cmbctzle- 
w etif. On the Iasi day of the Mai 
ijtile Cu*,is Morgan, six-vear-old 
Min of Iris and Morgan. innocent!; 
p*4ees in Nan's h inds a note ap- 
parently taken from his mother's 
handbag. It is from Crawford and 
reveal his guilt and Ivs and Iris’ 
intention to elope after the Iria!. 
Crawford leave town and Iris de- 
part!* ior a pleasure t a few 
day I;: ter. 

,m announ-es her desertion in a 
'letter which cleverly emits mention 
of Crawford and pleads with Mor- 
gan not to try to flrrl her. Morgan 
is tiearlproken. Nan convinces Moi- 
st: lie should not place little Cur- 
tis fn a boarding seiioa! a:iJ tlia< hr 
hould keep l'is home intact. Wh’le 

fjorgnn is, at the capital on busi- 
ness, Nan Slavs at tnr Morgan 
house with little Curtis and organ- 
ize?, thr housekeeping so father and 
son mi1, carry on. sh- place little 
Cart is in public school. 

Nan nips the love and confidence 
ni Curtis and is herself hr.;;;: 
serving the man she loves, hat who 
.ronically loves another woman. 

Morgan returns unexpectedly from 
ib< capital to report a commuta- 
tion from death to life imprison 
ni'-nt for a client. Nan is radian, 
as she. Morgan and Curtis go in 
to the dinner that Nan has planned 

NOW GO ON WIT'I THE STORE 

CHAPTER XXIV 

"Weil Nan." John Curtis Morgan 
dropped to the couch beside the 
Girl and stretched his long legs to 
the warmth of the fire in the grate. 
"Now that between us we've man- 

aged to get that young hellion of 
mine to bed. I'd like to have a first- 
hand account of how certain mir- 
acles have been wrought. 

"I go away and 28 hours later I 
return to find my son not only en- 
tered in public school but crazy 
about it. and provided not only with 
a bey playmate but with a whole 
delightful family to look after him. 
The O'Briens were a stroke of 
genius on your part. Nan. Suppose 
you take the stand and tell tin 
whole story in your own words," he 
added, burlesquing his own manner 
in the courtroom. 

Nan obeyed, giving her employer 
a vivid account of her activities in 
liis home, as well as the reasoning 
which had motivated her. Morgan 
listened attentively, but his eyes 
were fixed, throughout her recital, 
upon the startling life-like portrait 
of Iris wife that hung above the 
mantel. 

I think you've been inspired in 
your handling of the boy." Morgan 
said, when Nan had finished her 
"defense.” 

"Inspired by my love for you. 
which you don't even suspect, thank 
God!” Nan agreed in her heart. 

"I suppose wou haven't ye* had 
time to hire a housekeeper. Lord, 
but I dread having one of those 
middle-aged, genteel women in re- 
duced circumstances pervading the 
house, Morgan sighed. "She will 
inevitably be stout, afflicted with 
varicose veins, hay fever ancl a wart 
on the side of her nose. And she'll 
have a dozen pesky little legal 
troubles that she’ll want to consult 
me on every night I'm at home.” 

Nan giggled, thrust out both legs 
and regarded them with rueful hu- 
mor. "And I was just flatterin': 
r.ivself tonight that they’re quite 
nice legs. And at sis o'clock thi. 
cvcnin.g the last time I consulted a 

mirror, there was absolutely no hint 
of a wart on this insignificant bi: 
satisfactory nose of mine.” 

Morgan stared at the girl for a 
moment as if he thought she was 
crazy, then she saw dismay and em- 

barrassment leap into his black eyes. 
She hastened to reassure him. in- 
directly: "Yes, I've hired myself a 

your housekeeper, if you please, sir, 
but a new sort—a long-distance 
housekeeper. I can furnish the best 
of references and I promise to be- 
come neither stout nor genteel, and 
not to pervade the house. In fact 
your housekeeper's desk has a 

strange resemblance to your private 
secretary’s.” 

"3ut—Nan! My dear girl! Mor- 

gan remonstrated. Then he did 
something that completely unnerved 
the girl who was already trembling 
at her own audacity. He reached 
lor her hand and lilted it to hr. 
lips. She closed her eyes so that 
he could not possibly see in the.n 
that which he must not guess. 

"You should have been named 
Martha •” he said gently, when he 
had released her hand, "because 
your joy is in service. ..." She 
saw his eyes sweep upward to Iris’ 
pictured beauty, and she wondered 
ii John Curtis Morgan was, ior the 
(irst time, comparing or contrasting 
these two women who had been 
closest to him. He sighed, then 
said almost abruptly: "But ol course 

I can't let you take on the burden 
el my house as well as ol my office. 
Nan. Not even your splendid healtn 
and your enormous capacity for 
work could stand up under the 
strain." 

"Bunk!" Nan retorted inelegantly. 
"I intend to be a home efficiency 
cxpcTt,' and whoever heard of a:i 

»ftifnencv eim^rt working0 There 
Isn't a great deal more to be done— 
just supervising mainly. I’ve al- 
ready made an appointment to take 
Curtis to Dr. Blake, the child spe- 
cialist.. tomorrow—” 

Morgan was startled and alarmed. 
"Is the boy sick?” 

"Not exactly sick, but malnour- 
ished," Nan explained, firmly. “I’m 
going to ask Dr. Black to prescrih" 
a diet for Curtis, then exercise all 
the ingenuity I possess to keep tae 
kid from knowing he’s on a diet 
and to gel him to eat it. Tonight s 

"Hidden Treasure was the first gun 
lired in that campaign. Curtis sim- 
ply must eat lots of milk and green 
vegetables, and he refuses to touch 
cither—until he dug into my famous 
Hidden Treasure’ tonight. You’d 
never expected to see him eat spin- 
ach. had you?" she challenged th>- 
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"Ob. Willi: ! Why didn't you take m e up when 1 said I'd marry you?" 

thoughtful man beside her 
"No. I'm arfaid I"—re let him 

dictate his owr diet Morgan re- 

mitted ruefully. Was there a hint 
of accusation in the glance he flash- 
ed at Iris's picture? 

“Tm going to trick him in;o eat- ; 
ing some of the things he thinks i 
he doesn’t like, and let I_ ttls Pa 

bully him into consuming the oth- 
ers. I'm counting heavily on Little 
Pat—for assistance In mor- waj 1 

than cite." Nan told c,n::- fa 'cr 

gravely. But to get back to mv oh 
as long-distance housekeeper. Ever*: 
Monday morning I’ll furnish, the 
cook with complete menus for the 
week. She ” do most of her mar- 

kcting Monday. bovine t resit 1 cge- 
tables. eggs. etc., during the week s.-- 

they're needed. I might add .'wu 1 
took a thorough course in dietetic- 
in' collet:'' and ’hat I'm no slouch a 

a cook, myself." 
"You're no slouch at anythin; 

Nan. dear Morgan laughed. "G > 

on! You ; c< r1 inlj glu 01 

punishment, child! 
"Maybe I like shewing off." Nan 

retorted. "Anyway, there arc your 
meals taken care of; Curtis looked 
after by the O'Briens, moll, r and 
son. when he's no' in school; and 
vour house kept in apple-pie order 
by the efficient Estelle. Then win 
remains? Shopping lor C and 
for the house, of course, as equip- 
ment and Imens wear out. Pooh! 
I can do it ;■!! in this or four 
hours a week, a 'd you woai'.i: 
cheat a poor girl out of her fun 
would you?" 

•I'll agree to lot you try it, or, : 
two conditio:!- Morgan answered 
slowly. 'Fir::.:, th .r you let mo pay | 
you what I would have to pay a 

housekeeper; end second, thru you 
take an afternoon a week oft from 
the office and give Curtis and m. 

the great pleasure of your company 
for dinner. Otherwise I'm afraid it s 

going to be a bit lonely in the 
Morgan house for the men." 

"Good. I can use a tree dinner 
every Monday. Nan accepted flip- 
pjantly, to hide her joy. You can 

gamble that Monday's dinner v/iil 
always be a feat-. Now I’m going 
to pack my suitcase and toddle on 

home or you il be accusing your 
housekeeper of pervadin’.' the 
house." 

“I’ll take you home," said Mor- 
gan. 

During the :>: m >nths that to! 
lowed, Nan Carroll h. d from Mon- 
day to Monday, and all the word- 
in'the English language, the moat 
important, the most musical, arm 

the most hear;- ..aking became, s' 

far as Nan Carroll was concerned, 
"I’ll take you home." 

For during each of those Mon- 
day night drives from the Morgan 
home to the tiny apai ncnt which 
she also found time to keep im- 
macula.e. he girl played a pathetic 
little game with herself. She pre- 
tended that Morgan was not an 
abandoned and grief-stricken hus- 
band at all. but a young man er. 

tirely free to be m love; that he 
was in love, in fact and that these 
Monday night drives wore not at 

all a hosts duty to his guest, sec- 

retary and housekeeper-of-sorts, but 
dates. And so. while the Nan that 

Morgan knew carried on an ani- 

mated conversation about Curtis, 
domestic problems and legal tangles 
the Nan that only Nan knew whis- 
pered soft, sweet nonsense with her 
mythical ‘“steady.” 

Week by week Nan fount* joy in 
measuring John Curt.s Morgan s 

slow but definite recovery from the 
tragic depression into which Iris’ 
desertion had plunged him on tlrat 
drcadful Friday when be had re- 

ceived her cruelly curt ‘letter. At 
first, she knew, he fostered a ub- 
born hop** that Ire* lr_d decided 
hastily, that she would write and 
ask forgh eness that she would re- 

turn But when, after three months 
of utter silence from h:s wife, he 
evidently made up hr.-, mind to ac- 

cept her desertion as final, his sen- 

sitive face took on an expression of 
sad resignation. And after resigna- 
tion came a sort of peart for Nan 
was making him and his boy very 
comfortable indeed in the beautiful 

horns which she was managing from 
his oifit c». 

Of course it was not so easy as 

she had pretended to Morgan that 
it vctild be. A hundred trivial an- 

n ances and at leas half a dozen 
major problems came up during 
those six months, requiring far 
more of her time and energy than 
Morgan dreamer that she spent up- 
on his home affairs. She spared 
i i here, as she had spared him 

■ knowledge that his wife had j 
run away with another roan—a man 

whom he had called friend and 
whom lie had sav. d from prison. 

IT'1 would never know from her 
how nearly Curtis had come to di- 
grace in school for kicking a teacher 
until her shins bled. Neither would 
he know from her that Curtis had 
stoir;. mar. y from Estelle to go on 

i candy orgy which left him so ill: 
that candy had no appeal at all 
for the boy for weeks afterwards 
From these and many other miner 
'•ago •; she protected the man she 

loved. 
And every Monday night she sa* 

that he was a litrle more at. peace, 
a little more a' case with her and 
vith his son. riv sc friendship ;nd 

a* 
h were a little bit jealous of the 
> devotion to Nan. 

In June Nan went to the state 
capita! to take her bar examine; 

a.. for Morgan persisted in his 
icsire lo see his secretary become 

h.s junior partner. 
On her return Vvhlis Todd, with 

whom she was still having a date I 
...• two a week, met her at the sta- 
tion. It was 9 o'clock of a soft 
June night. 

Are you ? lawyer vet?" he tens- 
ed. his gray eyes very fond and 
tender. 

Nan squeezed his arm. '“Oh. if 
sA 'ays nice u see you. Willis! 

Of court * I'm not a lawyer 
yet. I won’t hear irom my exam:, 

for weeks and there’s all sorts of 
red tape before I can be admitted 
to the ber. Whew! I’m tired! And 
1 feel as if I'd been gone for weeks. 
I v the” haven't built a new sta- 
uon yet! Doesn't anything ever 
happen in this town?" 

■ Wait! V.’illis stopped her as she 
took a newspaper from the seat of 
•••is car. I didn't want to tell you 
tonight, but you'll see it in the pa- 
ter; the little Morgan kid was in an 

accident today— 

CHAPTER XXV 
Nun’’; heart, stood still. Her eyes. 

Pack v.'ilh fear, asked Willis Todd 
the question which she could not 
make her lips form. 

"No. he isn't dead.—not even badly 
hurt.’’ Willis reassured her gently. 

"Oh! Nan drew a shuddering 
breath of relief. I'hank God!" She 
relaxed against the cushions of the 
•ui for a minute, trembling violent- 
ly. Then. "What are you waiting 
for, Willis Todd? Start the car! 
Get me there as quick as you can! 
fell me what happened. Willis, but 
drive—drive!” 

trial s nov you ieoi: ins 

grimly. Goodbye. Hope !'. Ali 
tight, honey-girl! Don’t worry about 
me. I d rather have your friendship 
than any other girl’s love.It 
seems that the tvo youngsters. Pat 
0’3ricn and Curtis, were playing 
with i he police dog on the lawn thu 
mornin: teaching him to retrieve 
so that it landed in the middle of 
sticks. Curtis flung a stick too far, 
the street, and of course the dog 
dashed after it. and Curtis after the 
dog. Little Pat, it seems, shouted to 
Curtis to come back, then tore out 
alter him. Curtis was stooping over 

to take the stick from Cop’s mouth 
when a taxi swerved around the 
corner, too fast to stop in time." 

-Oh!" Nan gasped, and clung 
sickly to Willis’ arm. 

It seems that your laitn in Little 
Pat a:: the kind’s beday guard was 

amply justified, for Pat flung Cur i; 

out of the way of the taxi and took 
bot b wheels across his own legs. 
Both broken. Little Pats in the 
hospital, poor tad—” 

•And Curtis?” Nan whispered, a 

shaking hand over her eyes to shut 
out the horrible picture that Willis 
had described. 

Little Pat must have flung him 

pretty hard, for the kid has a 

broken arm. He struck the crub. X 

believe.' Wilks continued, as he 
maneuvered his car out of down- 
town traffic into a side street. “Tli0 
pap!::' says it's a clean break, be- 
tween the elbow and the wrist, and 
that the boy won’t be in bed more 
than a day or two. It’s the hern 
of the story that’s out of luck. Poor 
Little Pet will be In the hospital 
for weeks. Morgan will pay the 
bills of course, and the afternoon 
paper says he's going to give the 
youngster a college and medical 
school education.” 

-Mr. Morgan was going to do that 
anyway.” Nan interrupted. "Oh. 
Willis you are sure Curtis isn’t hurt 
badly? You're not keeping some- 
thing from me?" 

••I knew you a be like cnio so i 

celled up the Morgan home just be- 
fore I went to the station. Talked 
-with Morgan himself. Toid him i; 
was going to meet you at the train, i 

He said that the arm had been set 
and that outside of howling for you 
the kid's ail right." 

Oh Willis, \ou are a darling' j 
Nan ducked her head swiftly and I 
laid her lips against the tanned 
hand that was gripping the steering 
wheel. 

"Don', do that ! Willis command-» 
cd sharply. They did not speak | 
again until ms car swept up to thi 
curb teforu the Morgan home. Then 
T'll wait out here for you. honey," 
Willis saiu. She understood that :t, 
v. as intolerable to him to see her—i 
.'.horn he ioved so devotedly-*-with 
tli: man whom she loved even more 

devotedly arid hopelessly. 
tCWflie opened the door. "Good 

■. nine .v;...s Nan. Dr. Black and 
Mr. Morgan are up in Curtis’ room 
now. Curtis has t; in crying lor 

you ever since he got hurt.-* 
Nan hurried upstairs, then her- 

..Ur,! for a moment, unnoticed, ir 
‘i doetway of the room which sh 
lied transformed from an overciecc- 
rr.:::l nursery into a "regular boy s’ 
room. A uniformed trained nurse 
l.ent ov r the bed in which Curtis 

lay. hit splinted and bandaged lef 
arm propped upon pillows. Dr. 
Black and John Curtis Morgan, 
both with their backs toward the 
d icr. stood at the foot of the bed, 
joking for the benefit of the petu- 
lant little patient. 

"I won’t have a nurse either!" 
Curt’s shrilled, slapping at a white 
linen sleeve with his uninjured 
hand. Nana said I didn’t have to 
have a nurse any more. I m too big 
to have a nurse. I want Nana to 
stay with me!" 

Hello, Man-child!’ Nan sang out 
huskily.from the doorway. So this 
is the way you behave when I go lo 
the capital to take my bar ex- 
aminations!" 

it's Nana.1" Curtis shouted, sit- 
ting bolt upright in bed and looking 
heartbreakingly pale and dizzy from 
.lie effort. Father, you and Dr. 
Black go eff and tell your old jokes 
somewhere else. I want to tell Nana 
ail about my accident. Nobody's 
going to tell her but me!" 

hello, junior partner!" Morgan 
put his arm about her shoulders and 
drew the girl close to him. with 
frank affection, as iie turned to Dr. 
Black. Doctor, Isn't she a ridicu- 
lous mite to be a lawyer? All our 
: nest young men will be commit- 
ting murder for the pleasure of hav- 
ing the prettiest little lawyer in the 
state to defend them. You ought 
to be disbarred tor that reason 
alone. Nan Carroll!" 

"Aw. Nana, make ’em go away 
:o f can tell yon about my acci- 
dent!” Curtis implored disgustedly. 

"Maybe” the nurse contributed, 
in the professionally arch tone that 
so many nurses use toward small 
patrents, "this bad little boy will go 
to sleep if he can tell his sweet- 
heart all about his accident." 

Curtis let out a howl of indigna- 
-icn. "Nana ain't my sweetheart! 
dhes—she's my parent pro tern, 
cause I heard my teacher, Miss An- 
ierson say so to the principal, 

she saut. 'Better take that up with 
Miss Nan Carroll. She's Curtis’ 
parent pro tern.' What's a parent 1 
pro tern Nan?" 

Nan could have kissed the nurse 
for the delicate diplomacy which 

nade her engage both the father 
aid the doctor in conversation 
/hl!e Curtis was still shouting his 
xplanation. Her face was flaming 
s she drew up a chair to the in- 
ured boy's bedside, blit when the 
.oor closed upon the three whom 
Uirtis had ordered out of the royal 
iresence she bent and kissed him 
nth the passionate love of a 

nother, rather than like a “parent 
pro tem." 

“Little Pai s a hero. Nana.” Cur- 
is began eagerly, holding fast to 
icr hand, “like 'The boy stood on 
he burning deck.' But he aint 
lead. Both his legs got broke and 
inly iust one of my arms, and Cop 
.vasn't hurt at all. In the story 
rooks the dog always gets killed 
aving his little master, but I’m 
dad Cop didn't get killed." 

Nan let him talk on, telling her 
he whole story, “hind art before.' 

but sometimes her attention wan- 

dered. so that Curtis scolded hei 
petulantly. She was reliving over 
tnd over, that precious minute 
when Morgan had drawn her close, 
his arm about her shoulders; then, 
vith sickening embarassment. that 
jther minute when Curtis’ amazing 
designation of her had been hurled 
ike a bomb into the room. What 
vas he thinking?" 

"You're not listening again 
Nana," Curtis complained, but his 
oice was dragging with drowsiness. 
Can I go to the hospital to see 

.ittle Pat? And take Cop? Can I. 
Nana?? Can I?" 

“Yes. yes." Nan pouted rashly. 
Then, because his hand was drag- 
ring at her shyly she knelt down 
jesicie his bed and laid her hot 
meek against his pale cheek until 
ic was sound asleep. 

Nan slipped out of the house 
athout saying pood-night to her 
'mployer. Prom the hall she heard 
he masculine rumble of what 
earned to be a very earnest convoc- 

ation which she had no inclinu- 
ion at ail to interrupt. She found 

Willis Todd patiently waiting for 
ier and the glow of his cigaret was 

strangely comforting to the over- 

wrought girl. 
"The kid all right, honey?" Wil- 

is asked gently as she climbed in- 
o the seat beside him. 
"Yes. Oh. Willis, what an 

nvful fool I've been!" She slumped 
mo a forlorn little huddle and be- 
an to sob graspingly against his 

:oatsleeve. 
"Who says so?" Willis challenged. 
I do!" Nan sobbed. Oh. Willis, 

Willis! Why didn’t you take me; 
•hen I said I'd marry you?” 

Tve often wondered myself." ! 
Willis Todd answered gruffly. “Just 
selfish. I suppose. I wanted you to 
je as-crazy in love with me as I am 

pith you. It never happens that 
vay. I suppose. One always loves 
nore than the other. Morgan and 
his Iris—sorry, honey!—.you and I 
—you and Morgan: Heigh-ho, dar- 
ling. it's a great life—if you don't 
weaken. And I’ve weakened—so 
have you! 

"Will you try it with me now. 
Nan? I’m licked. I'll take what I 
can get and be thankful for that. 
Maybe it's better to be privileged to 
devote your life to the person you 
'.ove than to be a hog about ro- 

mance. which doesn't wear any to 
veil, if the cynical young poets are 

"o bo believed, as well as the evi- 
dence of our own eyes—" 

Nan giggle through a sob. “Thar 
sentence is becoming terribly in- 
volved, dear, and so is the senti- 
ment! But—I know what you 
mean. You are a'darling. Willis!” 

Then—will you?" 
T want to, Willis.” Nan con- 

fessed miserably. "I want to—with 
all my common sense and all my 
weak feminine yearnings to be pro-; 
tected and pampered. But—it's 
too late now, Willis, dear. All my ! 
heart's gone clear out of my body 
to—another man and—Iris child. 
They do need me so and I'm not 
unhappy—all the time. In fact." 
ind she sat up determinedly and 
dabbed away her tears. "I'm so 

happy most of the time that I'm in 
mortal terror that something will 
happen to take what I have away 
from me.” 

The next morning, after more1 
sleep than she had hoped to get, 
Nan Carroll took up her temporarily 
neglected duties in Morgan's of- 
fices. It was good to have to work 
like a whirlwind, nice to be teased 
by Evans and Blake about her pros- 
pective status as a "flapper lawyer.” 

'You'll have to grow a new crop 
of hair and straddle that babyish 
nose of yours with a black-ribboned 
pince nez,” Blake told her. Even 
groumpy old Evans had his jokes, 
addressing her ponderously as "At- 
torney Carroll." 

It was into this genial atmos- 
phere of work and jest that John 
Curtis Morgan stepped at 10 o'clock, 
accompanied by old Judge Jennifer, 
retired from the bench these 20 
years but still practicing law. Mor- 
gan, who was only 36. in spite of his 
eminence in the profession, had be- 
gun his career as a very humble 
clerk in Judge Jennifer's office 15 
years before, and the two were 
more like father and son than any- 
thing else. 

It was not often, however, that 
the old man honored the younger 
with a visit to his offices, and some- 

how Nan received the impression, 
after a quick glance at he. em- 

ployer's face, that this was not a 

visit at ail, but a professional con- 
sultation. And yet—there was no 

case in Morgan's office at the time 
that seemed to call for Judge Jen- 
nifer's well-seasoned advice. In 
fact, the old man, grown weary of 
criminal law, had been devoting 
himself almost exclusively for sev- 

eral years to the less objectionable 
types of divorce suits. 

The conference—if such it was— 

lasted until almost noon. Oddly 
enough, Morgan did not accompany 
his old friend to the door, did not. 
in fact, emerge from his private ol- 
tice. Judge Jennifer came out alone 
and stopped before Nan's desk. 

•Well, well, Nan my child, he 
rumbled, with grandlatherly affec- 
tion, “John tells me you’re going to 
he a lawyer Been up to the capital 
to take your bar examinations. 
You’re a smart girl, Nan. and we're 
proud of you, but—” and he lowered 
the rumble to a gusty, strangely sig- 
nificant whisper— “take an old 
man’s advice and leave these dirty 

criminal cases to the men. Marry 
a lawyer, raise up a boy to be a 

law.vqr. if you've got to meddle 
with the law. but—leave the ccurt- 

11 join fights to the men. my dear.” 
“You find me a nice young law- 

yer for a husband. Judge Jennifer, 
and maybe I'll take your advice," 
Nan retorated flippantly, but she 
had an uneasy suspicion that Judge 
Jennifer knew exactly what her hot 
blush meant. 

"That's a bargain — remember!" 
the old lawyer chuckled from the 
doorway. 

For nearly an hour there was no 

sound from the private office of 
John Curtis Morgan. Nan forced 
herself to go on working at hign 
pressure, but three times she made 
typographical errors in letters she 
was writing—an inefficiency record 
she had never sunk to before. 

Something was afoot. Judge 
Jennifer—divorce. Light poured 
in. Iris, of course! She had writ- 
ten to Judge Jennifer, as her a'- 

torney. had asked him to approach 
her husband on the subject of a 

divorce Of course! Oh. poor man! 
Yesterday Curtis' accident, which 
might so easily have been fatal; to- 

day this new blow, killing the last 
stubborn hope the deserted husband 
had clung to. For six months she 
had fought to give him peace and | 
to help him banish the de"ils of 
despair which had taken possession 
of him when Iris had left him. Now 
the battle would have to be fought 
all over again. 

The buzzer at last. Nan caught 
up notebook and pencil and has- 
tened into the private office, but 
those tools of her trade were not 
needed after all. 

"Have you lunched yet, Nan 
Then I wonder if you'd go; 

with me? I—want to talk with I 
you." Morgan said, not looking up. 
as if he were unable to meet her 
eyes. 

They had never lunched together; 
I “socially” before, not even since Nan { 
had worked herself into the curious 
post of long-distance housekeeper 
of his home, and as she walked be- 
side Morgan into the big, rather 
magnificent dining room of the 
Traylor Hotel. Nan felt ridiculous- 
ly self-conscious. 

Morgan tried, rather awkwardly, 
to make an occasion of their lunch i 

in the matter of food, but Nan 
chose a single dish and firmly re- 

fused everything else. 
Nan knew that he expected his' 

news to be upsetting, for he con- 

scientiously gav« her plenty of time 
to eat before plunging into whatever 
it was that he had to tell her. 

When he did begin it was ab-, 
ruptiy, even harshly: “I’m going to 
apply for.a divorce, Nan.” As badly! 
as that! 

Nan felt for a moment as if she \ 
were on the deck of a tossing ship. 
Her hand groped for her water j 
glass, found it. brought it so jerk- j 
ily to her lips that a little of the 
water spilled on the cloth. 
Thoughts hurtled and clashed 
through her mind. Not Iris who 
wanted a divorce! It was he! Why? 
What did it mean? She could j 
not speak. 

“Judge Jennifer assures me that 
it can be—done very quietly, very | 
easily,” Morgan went on in u 

strained, harsh monotone. The— i 

letter, you know.’ He still could not 
bring himself to utter Iris’ name, 

“And—desertion. It has been six 
months—all that our divorce laws 
require under the circumstances. 1 

The letter makes it—easy. I never ; 
thought—” His voice broke, then he 1 

cleared his throat sternly and went | 
on: “But the petition can be heard 
‘in chambers'—no publicity at all, of 
course. My—she will be served by 
publication, since I don’t know 
where she is. It should all be over 
in a month. Judge Jennifer says. | 
Over. he repeated. 

At the pain in his voice Kan's i 
love for him rose to its greatest 
height. She would have been a fool 
not to have suspected why he was 

divorcing Iris, whom he still loved,, 
whom he probably would always! 
love. But she loved him too much 
to realize the joy of the first hope j 
she had ever had any real right to | 
feel. She leaned toward him, and ; 

her brown eyes were indescribably ! 

tender. 
“Mr. Morgan, don’t let anyone 

talk you into this if you don't really j 
want to do it." 

Morgan’s lips jerked into a sort 
of smile. “But until—that’s done. 
Nan. I can't do something else that 
I really want to do. and that Curtis | 
very much wants me to do. It 
isn’t fair to you. Nan, and I’ve 
sworn to myself a dozen times I j 
wouldn’t let you do it even if you 
were willing, but—I’ afraid you’ve j 
encouraged me to be selfish. Nan. 

dear! Before I go ahead with—| 
with Judge Jennifer’s plans I’d like 
to know if you— Otherwise I won't 
do it, Nan—no real reason—” 

“Mr. Morgan,” Nan interrupted j 
his floundering speech, her voice j 
low but steady, we don’t have tc j 
put it into words, do we? But— ! 

whenever you want me—for any- i 
thing—” And she smiled at him j 
through tears that she hadn’t in the 
least expected, for she was so very 
happy. 

(To Be Continued) 

The rocking chair marathons re- 

mind one that there are a lot of 
champs sitting still in a straight- 
back chair. 

ATTENTION 
PROPERTY OWNERS 

LAWYERS 

REAL ESTATERS! 
Before makln; any definite 

decision in the matter of sell- 

ins your Business, residential 
or acreage properties, write us 

fully what you are offering 
and you will profit. 

Boulder Dam 
Realty Syndicate 

721 Santa Monica Blvd. 

SANTA MONICA, CAL. 

SYDNEY. Australia. Aug. 21—(/Pi 
General Evan Wisdom, administra- 
tor of New Guinea. formerly a Ger- 
man colony and now an Australian 
mandate, has reported a striking 

progress in trade there since 1920. 
Great stretches of the country re- 

main to be explored and he says it 
offers particular facilities for cattle 
raising. 

$TJ60 
SEVEN DOLLARS AND SIXTY CENTS 

TO 

LOS ANGELES 
One Way Faro From Las Vegfis 

August 15th to Sept. 15th, 1929 
GOOD ONLY IN COACHES AND CHAIR CARS 

Also on Sami* Dates From All Nevada Stations 

LOW ONE WAY FARES 

To The East and South 
GOOD ONLY IN COACHES AND CHAIR CARS 

ASK AGENTS FOR PARTICULARS AND TRAVEL COM- 

FORTABLY VIA THE 

UNION PACIFIC 

Community Builders 
AS THE BUSINESS Houses 

grow, so grows the Com- 

munity- Towns like Las Vegas 
where a close laison is main- 
tained between Bank and Busi- 
ness, thus insuring the develop- 
ment that wisely invested capi- 
tal always brings, owe much 
to these two communuity build- 
ers. j.. 

FIRST STATE BANK 
“Since 1905” 

I Your 
; Iceman Says: 

I "Lady, I’ve been delivering lco 

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 

i water. 

i Just ask me for an Ice card. It’s 

your badge of summer coolness 

Phone 75 NATIONAL ICE CO. 

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. 


