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Crawford.

iy

Crawford leaves town

shie will neyer return.
Morgan (rusts impileitly.

Nan saves Morgan from despal |
by forcing him more deeply into his |

work. For six months she acts as

I:‘ul-‘hhm housekeeper for him.
nhing the love of little Curtis, his
and bringing comfort to a mar
whe iromically thinks only of an-
Morgan finally stutters a pro- |
), and after a quiet wedding !
y arc prevented from going or
ir honeymoon by the unexpectet
arrival of a pleading client. XNax
mrges Morgan to stay with the casc
For three months their farcica
marriage continues. Nan is on th
verge of despair. She decides t
leave but Morgan finds her packing
Ho confesses he adores her but ha
ed she merried him out of pit;
confepses she thoughi the gho: |

of Iris was forever between then
The next worning, while they are a |
breakiast, Iris returns. !
|

NOW GO ON WITH THE STOR' |
CHAPTER XXXVI l

Nan Carroll Morgan was not orn
of those women who thrive o
drama. She had never lost her
litile-girl horror and sick distaste
of scenes. Her own well-bred home
had been singularly free of open dis-
cord, but onece, inadvertently, when
she was a child, she had overheard
her mother and father quarreling
bitterly. For days her shamed eyes

RIVAL

Iris, Morgan's wife, follow: |
closely, writing to Morgan that |
She cleverly !
omits reference to Crawford, whom

Sep— - —

© M9 &

fhad avoided them, fearful of seeing
those two shé had idolized in that
dreedful state of soul-nakedness to

which their quarrel had stripped
! *them.
Now, her hand on the knob of

*he door bevond which an unspeak-
ably shameful scene was being en-
acted, every ounce of physical cour-
e which the girl possessed had
o be desperately summoned before
the could foree herself to go on

A wave of nausea swept over her.
! she had had only herself to con-
sider she would still have done as
Sstelle had feared—she would have
"led the house, leaving Iris in pos-
session. But, as always, John Cur-
tis Morgan came first. What was
t he had sald last night?—"I was
v slave :n bondage—" Could she,
vhom he had loved as his deliverer,
qonsign him to slavery again? H@
1ad said, too. “I hope I shall never
ee Iris again.” Well, now that he
18d seen her again. . But h>
wmd sent Estelle to find her. Hv
weded her. She had never failel
im yet.

Nan's icy fingers turned the knob
owly, noiselessly, though with no
iten:ion of muting her entrance.
e forced her eyes to take in every
.etail of the tableau before her:
Morgan standing tall and stiff.
his pale face stern and forbidding.
but such agony in his deep-set black
eves that Nan could have screamed.
Swaying zgainst his stiff body, her
hands locked behind his rigidly un-
bending neck, was an Iris Morgan
such &s Nan. in her most uncon-
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trolled flights ol imagination, could
not have pictured.

The divorced wife had torn off her
hat and thrown aside her fur coat—
the same mink coat in which she
had gone away to join Bert Craw-
ford. The vlorious red-gold hair
was in wlid disorder, the thick knot
on her neck almost shaken free by
the violence of her emotion.

Before Nan wecame aware of th:
words Iris was pouring out upon
her former husband her eyes took
in. with curious detachment, th2
facr that Iris' normally slender body
had become wvainfully thin. But!
somehow, subtly., her beauty had
fed upon the wasting of her body.
Undoubtedly Iris had suffered. and
as a result was far lovelier than
ever. Even her voice had a new
quality, a throb of sincerity in what
had formerly been an artificial,
beautifully modulated ripple of
music. Gradually her words beat
into Nan's still half-dazed brain:

INC,

“It can't be true. Jack! You've
said these horrible things to pun-

ish me. 1in punished! See! I'm
crying. Jack! Now pul your arms
about me. Kiss me! Hold me o

tight I can never leave you again'
And then tell me—tell me!” With
her hands still locked behind his
neck, she tried frantically to shake
the rigid figure—"“Tell me you were
lying—that you haven't divorced me
and married that girl—"

Over the wild disorder of red-gold
curls Morgan's harassed eyes caught
sight of the small, erect figure oi
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Ve Dlack Pigeonis

his new wife, waiting before the
door she had closed toftly behind
her. Nan's wide brown eyes met his
steadily, unflinchingly, withou'
question or reproach. As if theu
aloof gravity had a magic powe!
over him, the man suddenly raised
his hands and tore apart the locked
fingers of the woman who was 1.
longer his wife.

“Stop. Iris!” his hoarse voice ccm-
manded sternly. “I can't have vou
humiliate yourself and me like this
I've told you the truth. I'm sorry
you had to learn the truth in this
way. If you had written before re-
turning I could have spared you--
all this—"

“So I should have written, should
12" Iris panted, stepping back from
him and rubbing the delicate wrists
which his repudiating hands had
bruised. “As your wife, I had &
right to return without warning if I
pleased. And I am your wife! Do
you think for a minute that I'll let
you cast me off like this—?"

“It was not I who cast you oil,
Iris,” he reminded her sternly. “You
dissolved our marriage by deserting
me., I merely made the divorce
legal—"

“Legal?" Irls shrilled. “When 1
had no chance to contest it? I
wasn't a lawyer's wife eight years
for nothing, Jack Morgan! And I'm
& lawyer's wife still! TI'll fight you
through every court in the land—'

~Iris, piease! Morgan interrupte:
sternly, but with a betraying tone
of pity in his voice. "I'm more sorry
than I can say that you could not
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I we reached before the suit was filed.
iwpt 1 edve vou mv word that it is
| perfectiy lexal and that Nan is my
lawful wife.”

“Nan? Nan!"” Iris cried, her voice
risine on hvsterical laughter,
‘Nan! Oh, oh!” What starled as
‘auehter rose until it was a nerve-

shattering scream.

Then. abruptly, when Nan felt)

that human ears could no longer en-
dure the agony of that dreadful as-
seult. the sound broke off. Iris’
slenched hands, which had been
lung over her head, drooped sud-
denly, wavered. Then, before either
Nan or her husband could move to
{ mive her help, the tall, fragile bodv
crumpled and fell in a heap at Jonnp
“urtis Morgan's feet.

“Nan! 8ne’s fainted!” Morgan
ralled hoarsely, as he dropped (o
“is knées. “Brandy — quick! The
sideboard! . T'll carry her into the
living room—"'

Nan was too sick and dazed to
sbey quickly, but somehow she man-
aged to find the brandy bottle,
suilled some into a glass, caught up
{from the breakfast table her own
untouched glass of water, ran with
them jerkily, on icy feet But just
on the threshold of the living room
she halted involuntarily. Her hus-
band had laid the unconscious body
of his former wife upcn the big
couch and was kneeling beside her,
hid head bowed upon her breast, his
hands locked above his head in a
gesture of such profound despair
that Nan's heart cried out in a pas-
sionate prayer for unconscliousness
for herself.

As if the prayer had reached him.
| instead of the God to which it had
been directed, John Curtis Morgan
suddenly raised his head and turned
it toward the door where Nan stood.
In his eves was no recognition of
the girl as his wife, only a wild
urgency.

“For God's sake,
afraid she’s cead—"

Nan stood beside him, watching

with that queer grave alooiness
which had come upon her, as his
shaking hands held the tiny glass
of brandy te Iris' pale, parted lips.
She did not speak. What could she
! possibly say that would help him
(now? But when Iris' bronze lashes
began to flutter against her almoct
transparent white cheeks, Nan
quistly moved out of range of Iris"
returning vision, took her place al
the head of the couch, her grave
cves fixed in an unwinking star:
upon her husband’s ravaged face.

A white hand rose feebly, wavered

then fluttered to rest upon Morgan's
black and silver head.
| *“Such a horrid dream, Jack)” a
thread of a wvoice whispered. “I|
knew all the time I was dreaming,
'but I couldn't wake myself up.|
| Dear, silly Jack!” The long while
fingers rumpled his hair feebly.

With a groan of sheer agony the

. man dropped his head to her breast '
again. Nan knew he did not even
remember that she was there. The
| thread-like voice went on:

| ““Bo tired, Jack—so tired! Poor
Iris has been awfully sick. Did you
know? 8o sick! Tried to—commit
suicide. So sick, Jack! . . . Wanted
' you Jack. So lonely. Ashamed to
come home—but I did—I came
home—" The thread spun itself
gossamer fine and broke; the eye-
lids fluttered over the blue-green
eves,

“Oh, my God!” The words wers2
wrung from the man on a sob that
shook his body.

“Jack! Silly Jack!" There was a
ghost of a laugh. “Everything's all
right. Iris has come back to you.|
You're glad, aren't you, Jack? In!
~that horrid dream you told me
you'd divorced me and married Naa
Carroll. Wasn't that a foolish
dream, Jack?"

The long white fingers twined
about a.lock of the man's hair,
tugged at it with feeble playfulness,
which suddenly became [rantic ‘as
his head remained bowed on her
breast. “It was just a dream, wasn't
it, Jack? Tell me!”

Suddenly, though hoy she knew
she could not have told to save her
life, Nan was sure that Iris Morgan
was shamming, that the fainting
spell had been faked, just as this
feebleness of voice and hand, this
childlike. prattling of a “horrid
dream’” were faked—for the purpose
which had been so completely ac-
complished—of bringing John Curtis
Morgan to his knees.

hurry! I'm

" o

She might mave known—she told
herself with that queer, aloof calm
that had descended upon her—that
Iris would [fight like this. What
other weapon had been left to her?
Well—Nan shrugged mentally—Iit
seemed to be a very elfective
weapon. Odd how little pain she
felt; just an absorbed, grave curi-
osity, as if she were looking upon
the melodramatic second act of a
drama whose conclusion she couiil
not guess. Her queerly aloof mind
elaborated the metaphor: “A mod-
ern problem play entitled RIVAL
WIVES, starring Iris Morgan, with
a notable cast, including John Cur-
"tis Morgan and Nan Carroll Mor-
gan—"

She felt a smile twist at her
lips; wondered “Am I going crazy?
Or am I just having what Iris calls
a ‘horrid dream'?”

But if it was a dream her hus-
band's volce—or was he Iris' hus-
band, really?—seemed amazingly
rea. She listened with grave atten-
tiveness.

“you mustn't talk just now, Iris,”
he was saying slowly, hoarsely, as
if each word was wrung from him.
“Close your eyes and try to sleep,
darling—" He caught himself, re-
membered Nan, flashed her a look
of such "piteous appeal that her
numbed heart stirved, lunged sick-
eningly.

Il was not a play any longer. It
was bitter reality and happiness was
peing snatched out of her lax hands.
Aloof no longer, Nan was swept -into
the whirlpoo! of pain and *horror
into which Iris' return had plunged
her husband. If she did not do
something both of them would be
lost.

Before she realized what she was
doing, Nan haa fled from the living
oom, found herself shut into tHe

brary, the receiver of the phone

essed hard agalnst her ear, a
rantic hand shaking the hook.

“Crescent 3400," che gasped into
the mouthpiece, and leaned back In

ll'wr husband's desk chair, shudder-‘and Mr. Blake have told me how |

| incredibly lovely and frail, lying on

' we should meet again—like this.”

. voice harsh

— .
! ing and trembling as she waited for ,' you used to bring lunches in for

| AN answer.

“Dr. Black, please! Oh, Mr. Morgan and simply bully him |
this is Nan Carroll, Dr. Black—I | into eating when he was so busy ¢

mean Mrs. John Curtis Morgan,” | forgot all about food. My greatest

she corrected herself. The ver;
powerful stimulant.
ceased suddenly. *“Can you come ai
ance, Doctor? . ... No. no! It is
—Mrs. Iris Morgan. . . Yes! I can't
i explain now She's been ill.
& hospital.
| your car? . ... No,
need an ambulance.”
zled laugh must have startled the
doctor. . .
tor! Thank you.

she

eat

| embiticn iz b ba as anntt A Drivaie |
, speaking of the name acted as a | secretary as you were, Mrs. Mor- !
The trembling ' gan.

. . . Now, will you promise to |
every bit of it?”

The tender white meat of the'!
chicken sandwich might have been |

I want | jeather ¢ )
you to come, please, and take her to | mmu:or &m’:wﬁne“‘ R

Kathleen

Oan you take Ber i»|O'Hara’s thoughtfulness had done
e ‘;95“ t ' Nan one good service at least.
Al stran- had released the tears which had |

3 pressed, unshed, against
At once, please, Doc- ‘syebails all day.

!ti

her hot
It did net occur '

And will you to her that she looked like a pa-

make her g¢ to a hospital whether thetic but absurd chil it |
she wants L go or not? Oh, hurr¥!” | there at her desk. dog;'ed]a; .f‘hlfnfﬁf |

It was several minutes before she ing a sandwich while tears trickled
had sufficient command of herself Steadily down her cheeks.

‘

For she

‘of his peace of mind and to

i

| told, as plainly as if he had spo
the words, that he was going
spend the noon recess hour at
hospital with his former wife.
had felt no resentment toward hi
only & dull despair. Of course
had to see Iris, both for the

range some sort of financial sett
ment with her. Iris' tragic wai
“IIl, broken, cast-off, penniles:
must have tormented him all d
like a dagger in his heart. Ev
if he no longer loved or desire
her, Iris had made herself his r
sponsibility again.

That started the mad whirlig
of thought again. Could it be po:
sible that it was only last night th:
she—Nan—had asked him, “Bi
John—what if you saw Iris again’

to dare return to the scene she Was not thinking of herself at all, | And he answered, scorning to li

had fled.

Her husband was still on e€xcept as herself was bound up in-

| “I—don't know.

I can only sa

his knees beside his former wife, but extricably with John Curtis Mor- | ‘Nan, I love you with all my hea:

now his head was bowed upon hic Ean.
eaten at all

hands, not upon her breast. Iris

She was sure he
that #ay

had not |
and the

was speaking, her voice no longer thought made her tears flow faster.

feeble.

“Look at me, Jack! ... Oh, you
don't dare look at me and tell me
you don't love me. Thal unspeak-
able girl has wormed herself into
your life. trapped you. I tell you
—your marriage isn't legal!! T
make the courts annul it—you be-
long to me—""

“John!" Nan called from the li-
brary door. The man dropped his !
hands, stared at her as if he did
not recognize her. “I've called Dr.
Black. He's coming right over to
take Iris to the hospital. It's get-
ting late, dear. Hadn't you betler
leave for the courthouse? You're
to open the Blackhull case today,
you know.” -

CHAPTER XXXVII

At 3 o'clock that day Nan Carroil
Morgan, junior partner in the law
firm of Morgan & Morgan, was|
sitting at her desk i nthe richly
furnished prison which was labled
“Mrs. Morgan—Private.”

Her brown eyes brooded unsee-
ingly upon & neat stack of letters
whichh she had somehow managed
to dictate that morning and which |
Kathleen O'Hara had delivered to
her hours before. They were still
unsigned, unread,

tain pen in readiness to affix her
signature. She did not realize she
had been holding it thus for more
than an hour.

Slow, terrible thoughts milled
about in her feverish brain. Dis- |
jointed pictures flitted across her
mind, like a badly assembled film |
run off on a poor projector. Scraps |
of one of those new “talkie” pic-
tures, Nan thought, with bltter’
amusement. Iris Morgan, looking |

the big couch and streiching out a
fegbly trembling hand to Dr. Black; |
Iris' lovely voice, like the sobbing of
a violin:

“Dear Dr. Black! I never thought

Dr. Black’s gruff voice: “What
seems to be the trouble, Mrs. Mor-
gan? Any serious pain?" |
Iris' blue-green cyes widening at

He

haa telephoned from

end soul and mind. I hope I sha
never see Iris again.'"

. ml::ow tnat ne naa seen her agai |
the | all nis old passion for hel
courthouse at the beginning of the 'burst into flame again? Could ju:

noon recess, to tell her that he one night of deep but sane happ
could not join her for lunch. By ness with his new wife avail no

the strained note of apology and 'to protect him against the terrif®

hurry in his voice Nan had been

(Continued on Page Five)
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ATTORNEYS AT LAW

Office: 431 Pacific Electrie
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Las Vegas, Nevada
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though Nan's '
limp hand held the new desk foun- |
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him reproachfully. “Only in my!
heart, Doctor. . . . No, no don't get
out your stethoscope!. .. Tell him,

Jack. I haven't the strength, or the !
Neart. . ..

John Curtis Morgan squaring his
shoulders to face the doctor. HMis
and uneven: “Mrs.
Morgan tells me she has not been .
well for some time, She came—
home, not knowing that I had se-
cured a divorce and married again.
The shock caused her to faint. My
wi—Nan called you."” ;

Eagles’ Bldg., Fremont St.
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I. S. THOMPSON
ATTORNEY AT LAW
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The film jerked; showed to Nan's
brooding eyes a close-up of the doc-
tor's professionally noncommital
face, one hand stroking his newly
shaved chin, his small, cold, gray
eves narrowed speculatively upon
the recumbent woman. “Hmm!
Neth'ng sericns, 1 tale it A Jew
days rest i bed will put you on
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OIL MASSAGE
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yvour fee*t again. . . . St. Luke's hos-

pital aii right, Morgan?"

“Oh!" a desolate wail from Iris.
“I can’t go to a hospital, Dr. Black.
I have no money—no money at ali.
111, broken, cast-off, penniless. . .

Another jerk of the film; a close-
up of John Curtis Morgan's face
this time. But Nan could not look |
upon it; closed the eyes of her mind
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Las Vegas, Nevada
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against it desperately. But she
could not shut out the memory of

his words::

“Any hosyital you say, Doctor. Of
course I'll pay. The best room avail-
ahle, naturally — a special nurse—"

* & %

“Oh, that won't be necessary—a
special nurse, I mean,”’ Nan heard
again the doclor’s eallous answer. “A
few days’ rest, plenty of sleep and
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good food and, I should say, a phil-

osophic acceptance of facts. .. ..
Now, now, a0 hysteria, Mrs. Morgan,,
please, or I shall have to give you a |
hypodermic. TI'll run her over fo
the hospital myself, Morgan, I sec:
by the papers that you'll be busy
in court today on the Blackhull
case. . . . Highly interesting trial,
that. Do you think you'll get the

boy off, Morgan—you and your,
brilliant young junior partner, I
Mean?"

The jerky “talkie” film was broken |
by a knock on the door. Nan raised
her head, blinked her eyes to clear '

her mental vision. “Come in!”
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F.athleen O'Hara's brightly sml!--l

ing, pretty face peeped in. Then she
pushed the door open with her foot
and entered Nan's private office, a
lb:a,ll dnlass of hot chocolate in one

and, a paper-napkin-covered plai*
in the other. - P

“I just couldn'l bare to think of
you working away ip Nere without
any lunch,” Migs O'Hara explained
coaxingly. “Please, for my sake, eat
every bit of it, Mrs, Morgan. I had
them put lots of thick whipped
cream in the chocolate, and—look!
A cglck.en sandwich — toasted!
Doean't it look good? Please don't
worry about the Blackhull case, dear
Mrs. Morgan. I just know Mr. Mor-
gan will win it, after all the mar-
Velt:lt.ls_! work both of you have dong’
on it.”

Nan flushed guiltily. She had,
scarcely given the murder trial a |
thought that day. “Thank vou, Miss |
O'Hara. You're a darling.

“Oh, no I'm not!" the little secre-
tary laughed and blushed, tremen-
| dously pleased. “I'm just taking a
leaf out of your book! Mr. Evans

111 So. Second St.  Phone 239
»
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