
THIS HAS HAPPENED 
Because shr is in love with her 

employer, John Curtis Morgan, suc- 

cessful lawyer. Nan Cam»u. secre- 

tary, decides to resign. She lilts-r 
however when she hears Morgan is 
to defend a supposed friend, lie:-; 
Crawford. Nan suspects that Craw- 
ford and Iris Morgan, wife of John 
Ctirtis Morgan, are lore. .. 

After Crawford's acquittal h ■ 

leave at on<followed dosci. ’»y 
Iris. Si:e writes Morgan she will 
never rrtu. n to hrm. clrver.'v omit- 

ting reference to Crawford. Nan 
save;. Morgan from despair by di- 
recting him more deeply into hi 
work. For six months site acts a. 

long-distance housekeeper for him. 
winning th: love of iiittr Curti.,, his 
son. and bringing comfort to a m >n 

who ironically thinks on! of an- 

other. | 
Nan return' from her bar e\ar*i-. 

and Morgan tells her he ha' de- 
cided to divorce Iris. He propose*, 
and Nan marries Iiiir.. 

They are prevented from going on 

their hor-ymoon hv the arrival of 
David Blackbol, accused of the 
murder of hi' father, who tiegs Mor- 

gai> io defend him. Nan adds her 
entreaty an'l Morgan agrees. 

lor three months the farcical 
marriage eontinoes. Nan believing 
Morgan "annot banish thoughts of 
Iris, and Moreau believing Nan 
marriid hiir. oat of pity and love 
for littlf Curtis. Nan tells herself 
-he can f.o on w> longer in this 
r.iannrr. Hysterically she goes to 
her room to paelt. She is cramming 
clothes inio a suitcase when a Ion 
Knock interrupt-- her. 

NOW t.O ON WITH TUI. STOM 

CHAPTER XXXIV 
For the rir.ot time since she had 

route to occupy it three months be- 
forc. John Curtis Morgan stepped 
into his wife's bedroom. Nan. cling- 
ing to the Knob, retreated slowly to 
make way for him. His face war. 
llttrhfrl bn* grim with detormina- 
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tion. He ti.J mt see the disorder of 
the room. thr half-packed suitcase; 
his black eyes bore dinto hers, 

Nan! Nail" How thick and que»r 
his voice was; What did you mean, 
when you said T was ‘stupid, blind'? 
Nan!! Tell me!" he urged with curi- 
ous violence. 

"I won’t tell you anything!" she 
rasped, retreating from him until 
the door banced against the wall. 

"Xv'e got to know!' He was al- 
most shouting at her. and the flush 
on his gram, lean face grew darker. 
Did you mean could you possibly 

mean—that you—love me?" 
Nan's hunas released the door 

knob, flew to her cheeks, pressed 
hard into them, but she did not trv 
to hide her eves from him. She had 
never looked so proud as she did in 
her moment of supreme humiliation. 
"Of course I love you!" Her nostrils 
and lips quivered. "Why did you 
think I married you?" Why was h? 
staring at her so blankly, so in- 
credulously? “And now that you’ve 
made me say it—go away, oh gj 
away! You might have left me my 
pride—" 

She whirled sharply away from 
him. but the next instant her small 
body was spun abouf again, but 
this time not in obedience to her 
will, but by the strength of his 
aims, a strength that for a moment 
threatened to crush in her ribs. Not 
tha: she felt the pain. 

"I—don't want—your pity!" she 
gasped against his coat. “Let me 

go—" 
•fityy ne laugnca. in a voice 

ro"gh with emotion “Oh. Nan!” 
Somehow he shifted her so that 

h°>- head lay in the crook of lvs 
right arm. Above her. coming 
closer and closer, were his black 
eyes, liquidly brilliant, wider than 
she had ever seen them. It was like 
trying to face twin suns. Blinded, 
she closed her own eyes. 

A thousand times Nan had 
dreamed of his first kiss, and now 

she learned what pallid things 
di earns can be beside the ecstacy of 
reality. If he had released her 
when he lifted his head at last she 
would nave fallen to the floor. But 
he did not release her. Oh. no. no! 
she exulted, as he held her head 
against his breast, so that she heard 
the deep, quick throbbing of his 
heart. 

"Was that pity, Nan?.At 
least.” he laughed, his voicr vibrat- 
ing joyously. ”‘we talk the same 

language. For three months I’ve 
been telling myself that I didn’t 
want your pity—that until you 

, learned to love me I’d not touch 

you—Oh. Nan. my darling, what 
stupid blind fools we've both been! 
Two sitppotx dly intelligent adults, 
sick with love for each other, keep- 
ing each other at a distance.” 

But a little later she had to de- 
fend herself against his charge, of 
course. "I don't sec how you can 

say. I kept you at a distance." she 
gasped jerkily, for Iter whole body 
was trembling. 

You locked me mil on our wed- 
ding night,'’ he reminded her gently. 
•T didn't reproach you. How could 
I? 1 thought you had married me 

out of pity—and because you 
wanted to be a mother to the boy. 
All that day I had felt like an 

■ exiled king about to be led into a 

new kingdom—and then—I was 
banished again. $ blamed only my- 
self. not you. I tried to resign my- 
self to the truth—that no woman 
could love me. 1 blamed you no 
more than I blamed—Iris—" 

It was the first time that name 
had passed his lips since their 
wedding day. Nan turned in l .s 

arms and stared up at him. search- 
l ing his eyes with the last flare-up 
! of the old sickening fear. No. thar.K 

| God. the name had not brought 
i back the shadow of pain to his bc- 
! loved eyes. 

Nan summoned all her courage, 
j They must speak of Iris now. or 

i the name would forever stanl a 

barrier between them. ‘‘I thought 
l you still loveci Iris." she said stead- 
ily. 

He answered, “I thought I dn 
too, until—I wanted to take my real 
wife in my arms and found the 
door locked against me." 

“Oh!” The word was a little wail 
of pain. She forced herself to con- 
fess: "I—that night—when you'd 
gone to see Nina Blackhull—” 

"You made me go," he reminded 
her. “I didn't care a damn about 
a murder case that night, but you'd 
held yourself aloof all day. and at 
dinner poor, funny little Curtis had 
said terrible things unconsciously— 
but go on. darling.” 

You hadn't kissed me." Nan ac- 
cused him. “You hadn't even said 
you loved me, and— No, let me 

finish. John! When you had gone. 
I went into the library and there, 
among your law books I found a 
book of poems. I read the one ; 
you'd been reading a few days be- 
fore, for you'd left a marker in it—” ! 

"A poem?” he frowned, in ap-1 
parently genuine bewilderment. 

Nan quoted that last dreadful i 
stanza: 

And I shall find some girl, I 
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perhaps. 
And a better one than you, 

Wfth §ye.« S# wise, but kindlier. 
And lips soft, but true. 
And I daresay slid will do.’" 

Her husbands' puzzled frown dir 

j not clear. ”1 never read any sucl 
! poem. darling Nan—" 

-No? You don't remember these 
lines, dithw?" she challenged, and 
gave him the first stanza. 

•• 'Your hands, my dear. adorable 
Your lips of tenderness 

i —Oh. I’ve loved you faithfull> 
add wail. 

Three years, of 3 bit less—’ 
O • * 

But Morgan interrupted, giving 
the last line himself: ’“It wasn't a 

success.' Poor Nan! I rend no fur- 
ther than that first verse and thr 

beginning of the next: "Thank God 
that's done!' I echoed those woras 

Nan. with ail my heart—'Than.; 
God. that's done!' 

"You man—?" Nan qulvdred. “Oh 
John, don't lie to me now! I car 

bear the truth, if you love me as well 
as Iris*--'" 

-I'm trying td tel! you the truth 
Nan," he interrupted gravely. He 
held her away from him for a mo- 

ment. tiled Stooped and Ii®rc! he: 
into his arms, cdfriau her to the 
one big armchair that the room of- 
fered. But one was enough. She 
lay. child-small in his lap. her head 
against his breast, so that she could 
listen to the healing of his heart 
as well as to his words. "You must 
know." he began haltingly, "how it 
was with me. You saw—us togeth- 
er for three years. Would you have 
said I was a—happy man, Nan?” 

"No.” she whispered Her fingers 
took fierce hold on the lapel of hit 
coat. It was still necessary to con- 
vince herself every now and then 
that it wasn't all a dream. 

"I was a slave in bondage. Nan. 
Lord! I don't mean to sound pa- 
thetic, but it's so unnecessary that 1 
try to make you underscant? now. 
so that we can forget the past and 
be happy. You know. Nan. I used 
to get a dim sort of feeling that it 
made you angry to sec us to- 
gether—" 

“It did!" she agreed, vehemently 
nodding her shining brown head 
against his breast. "She didn’t 
love you. and saw you small, made 
you small when she as with you. 
I loved you. and saw you big—" 

"And made me big.” Morgan In- 
terrupted, laughing exultantly 
"Don't you think I realize that Nan 
has ‘made me what I am today — 

whether she's satisfied or not? But 
—did you really love me then?” 

"Won't you leave me a shred of 
my pride?” Nan protested, blood 
rushing into her cheeks. “But— 
oh’ what does pride matter now? I 
loved you from the first day I 
worked for you. I tried to be de- 
cent enough to resign, when I found 
out what was the matter with me." 

"When was that?” he demanded 
eagerly as a boy with his firs; 
sweetheart. 
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marry me and was jealous of you 
and tried to make me say I loved 
him and didn't love you,” she 
answered. 

“‘Ancl for three months I've been 
tormented by the suspicions that you 
loved Willis Todd and married me 

only because I needed you more 

than he did,” Morgan confessed. 
•'But—about Iris. It had better be 
said—all of it, and then we can 

talk about US. I did love her, Nan, 
with the most painful, shameful, 
degrading, enslaving love that a man 

ever felt tor a woman who could not 
love him. She didn’t try to pretend 
that she loved me. As I said a 

wjiilc ago. I don’t blame her. But I 
used to pray to God in my agony, to 
wake up the next morning and find 
myself free of my love. 

"I knew Iris would be relieved, 
even if her vanity would have suf- 
fered. I must have bored her and i 
annoyed her unbearably with my 
passion. It made her despise me 
and hurt me in thousands of little 

; 
ways. But—I couldn't cure myself. | 
My malady was so malignant that 
it required a surgeon’s knife—and 
Iris elected to be the surgeon.” 

He paunsed and Nan's heart 
lunged sickeningly. Was he livihg 
again the agony worse than death 
which that major operation had 
caused him? She held her breath. 

His arms tightened about her. 
One hand cupped her little face 
with such infinite tenderness that 
tears sprang into the girl’s eyes. “I 
had a marvelous nurse after the 
operation,' he pursued th'e meta- 
phor whimsically. “It was her de- 
voted care which made the opera- 
tion a success, more than the sur- 

geon’s knife. And as most patients 
do, I—fell in love with my nurse. 

And, oh, Nan! The winder of it— 
to be free of the malady!” 

“Are you—sure—you’re cured?” 
Nan whispered. “Sometimes such 
maladies break out—again—” 

XUU Lull lllgilLCll 111C, iVlUlgan 

laughed,' bending his head to kiss 
her again. “Of course, if you want 
to torture yourself— You see, darl- 
ing, the whole thing was so purely 
physical. I never loved Iris’ mind 
or her soul. ... I don’t even know 
whether she had either. I loved 
her beauty. With you it was so 

different. No, wait, you little 
devil!’’ he commanded sternly as 

she was about to take him up on 

that. “I was going to say that I 
loved your mind and your brave, 
fine soul long before I loved your 
body. I loved you in those ways 
from the very first, but physically 
I was enslaved to another woman. 

When she was—gone, I Iwas free to 
discover and fall in love with your 
beauty—” 

“I’m not beautiful," Nan pro- 
tested, a little forlorn note creeping 
into her voice. “Not—like Iris—’’ 

“No, thank God.” he agreed fer- 
vently. "Not like Iris. Her beauty 
is devlish, yours is—divine. Now 
—is it all said? Can we be— 
happy?” 

But, womanlike, Nan could not 
forbear to ask the forbidden ques- 
tion, the one question which she 
should have avoided above all oth- 
ers. “But—John—what if you saw 

Iris again?" 
He did not try to lie to her. Per- 

haps it would have been better if 
he had lied. Certainly a great deal 
that happened later might have 
been very different if he had. His 
answer came slowly, conscientious- 
ly: “I—don’t know. I can only say, 
Nan, I love you with all my heart 

ind soul and mind. I hope I shall 

j never see Iris again.’ 
"I—see.” She said very quietly, 

flien. raising her head, she looked 
it him with wide, solemn eyes 
•John Curtis Morgan. I love you 
vith all my heart and soul and 
mind. And thank you for loving 
ne." she added childishly, as she 
flung her arms about his neck. 

CHAPTER XXXV 
"Good morning. Father. Good 

•nortiing. Nan.” Curtis, panting a 

little as usual from his hurried ef- 
forts to bathe, dress himself and 
reach the breakfast tabic on time, 
slipped into his chair the next 

I morning and was making a dive for 
! the cream pitcher when something 

about his stepmother halted his 
I greedy hand in mid-air. "My gosh 
■ Nan! Whassa matter with you? 

You look all—all glory* Don’t she. 
Father—don't she?” 

1 He stared at Nan's vivid, spark- 
i ling little face with avid curiosity. 

He groped in his small vocabulary 
ffor more potent words of descrip- 
i tion: “I never saw you look so—so 
1 .parkly. Nan. Von look like you got 

about a million 'lectric lights turn- 

ed on inside of you. Don't she. Fa- 

ther?” He turned to his father 

eagerly for confirmation, then his 

black elcs blared even wider. "Golly! 1 

Father, you look the same way! 
Wha^a matter with you two? You 

look like it was already Christmas—” 
John Curtis Morgan laughed 

aloud, so unrestrainedly, so joyous- 
lv that his son's bewilderment In- j 
creased. "You're right. Curtis. Nan 

and I simply couldn’t wait another | 
minute for Christmas. We gave | 
tach other our Christmas ptossntr ; 
last night.” 

Nan biushed vividly, but laughed.’ 
too. a throaty little sound that was \ 
rather tremulous, but rich with hap- i 

piness. 
• Aw—no fair;” Curtis accused j 

them, his expressive black eyes J 
clouding sulkily. Then he bright- 
ened: "What did you give each 

other? Don't grown-ups have a( 
Santa Claus like kids do? Did Fa- 

ther give you a swell present. Nan. j 
O&n I see it?** 

Nan and John glanced at each 
other, then their eyes caught and 

clung. And In the newness and 
wonder of their happiness they for- 

got the child who was watching 
them so intently. Laughter fled 
from their faces: a solemn, almost 

prayerful exultation took its place. 
"Aw!” Curtis exclaimed at last, 

in deep chagrin. “Guess it s se- 

crets. Grown folks are always hav- 

ing secrets from kids. It ain’t; 
fair.” 

_ ...I 
Inal Drone me sixth. 

returned with bright blushes of em- 

barassment. Nan was about to at- 

tempt to make some sort of answer 

to the child when Estelle pushed in J 
from the kitchen with a plate of 
bran muffins. 

"Hi! Muffins! Have they got 
raisins in ’em. Estelle? Have they?" 
Curtis was happy again; his eyes 
sparkled greedily. 

•'Currants," Estelle grinned. Then. 
"Oh, there’s the doorbell. Excuse! 
me, ma’am. Wonder who it can be | 
at the front door this time of the | 
morning? Looks like they wouldn’t 
let a family have their breakfast in 

peace—” 

Nan wondered, too—aloud. j 
"Oh," her husband shrugged, | 

probably a magazine subscription 
solicitor whose future college course 

depends on our kindness of heart— ] 
Why. Estelle! What’s the matter?” 
he broke off to demand of the maid 
who had run into the dining room, 

her hands clasping and unclasping 
in pitiful distress. 

With a fearful glance over her 
shoulder toward the hall door j 
which she had just closed upon her- | 
self, Estelle darted to the break- 
fast table, her face quite white, her 
pale blue eyes rolling. 

"She—she’s, back, sir!" the maid 
gasped hoarsely. 

Both Nan and her husband rose 

from their chairs, like a pair of 
morionettes jerked by unseen wires. 
No need to ask who “she” was. 

Again their eyes met. but this time 
they did not cling. Simultaneous- 
ly they glanced away, neither able | 
to bear what was to be read in the | 
other’s eyes. But as Nan’s eyes tore j 
themselves away from her hus- 
band’s they swept downward over 
his face. It was like the face of a 

ma nsuddenly smitten with death- 
ghastly pale, pinched. Lips, caught 
and frozen in the whimsical smile 
with which he had speculated on 

who his caller might be. had gone 
blue-gray in that sudden draining i 

of blood from his face. 
in an &<xw iiitti iui one tit- 

was unable to speak. Estelle's eyes 
were rolling wildly from one to the 
other, imploring help in such a 

crisis as no maid had ever had to 
deal with before. 

"Show Mrs. Morgan into the 
drawing room and tell her that Mr. 
Morgan will join her—” Nan began 
in a queer, strained voice that 
seemed to come from a great dis- 
tance. 

But she was not allowed to finish. 
Befor the frightened maid could 
stir to carry out the order the door 
into the hall was torn open and 
Iris Morgan was swept into the 
room on the rising tide of her own 

anger. 
"How dare you try to keep me 

from seeing my own husband, Es- 
telle?" The insolent voice, usually 
so musical, now shrill with anger, 
curled like a whip about the cower- 

ing maid. "I certainly shan’t keep 
you another day! You never heard 
anything so impudent in your life. 
Jack!” she rushed on, as if she had 
seen Morgan not longer ago than 
the day before. 

Nan gasped her amazement, then 
realized that the tall body of her 
husband formed an effectual screen 
between herself and the woman 

who had been his wife. Iris had 
not seen her—yet. 

"Leave the room,- Estelle!" Iris 
commanded imperiously. Then her 
voice changed, became arch, laugh- 
ter-rippled: "Dear Jack”! Are you 
too stunned to speak? It's Iris, 
darling, come home again!! And 
there's my little lover! ,You haven't 
fogotten Mother, have you, sweet- 
heart? Naughty mother, but she 
didn’t mean to be gone so long— 
Oh! Why—it’s Nan Carroll, isn't 
it?” 

Arrested In the act of stretching 

I out one lovely hand to her former 
husband and the other to her son. 
Iris Morgan stared blankly at the 

1 girl whose presence there was ap- 
parently the last thing she had ever 

dreamed of. Blue-green eyes grew 
wider and wider, then suddenly nar- 

rowed until the thick bronze lashes 
almost touched. Dropping her 
hands which had not yet touched 
either husband or son. Iris' tall, slim 
body straightened, stiffened. 

‘‘I—see!" she said slowly, icily. 
"No wonder Estelle tried to keep 
me out of my own house. Apparent- 
ly it's high time I came home! vSo 
this is what the saintly Sir Gala- 
had has come to.” 

Nan's head jerked up. Her brown 
eyes blazed. Involuntarily she took 
a step forward, but Morgan halted 
her and commanded her to silence 
with one imperative gesture. His 
task to explnin. Curtis was shrink- 
ing against the back of his chair, an 

utterly bewildered and frightened 
pawn in a drama whose significance 
he could not even faintly grasp. 

“Leave the room Curtis!” Mor- 
gan commanded sharply. 

The child cowered as if he had 
been struck. "‘Don't wanna go!” he 
whined. 'I wanna se my mother. 
Can’t I stay* Nan? Can’t I?" 

Unlisted Stores Were 
Closed Yesterday Toi 

Several stores which were close 
for Labor Day were omitted fron 
the list printed last week in the Age 
the names furnished by the Vega 
Credit Bureau having been submit 
ted as not necessariy a complete 
list. 

The Las Vegas Mercantile Corpo- 
ration was one of the stores which 
honored labor by closing its doors 

; yesterday, although it was not men- 
tioned in the published list. 
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PLEASE RETURN 
OVERDUE nOOKS 

All dues owing on books borrowed 
from the City Library will be can- 

I celled if the books are returned to 
i the Library by Saturday, Septcm- 
! ber 7th. 

“Of course he shall stay with his 
i mother!” Iris almost screamed. 
"Poor little lover! God knows what 
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