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THIS HAS HAPPENED
John Curtis Morgan, lawyer, is d--

seried by his wife, Iris Morgan. She
elopes with Bort Crawford for whom

\S

Morgan has recently won acquitial. -
though Morgan dees mnol suspoct

Crawford. Nan Carroll, Morg. " E ¢ N2 &
secretary, is deeply in love with him

and by cleverly forcine him into  Curtis nodded forlornly. “1 told

his work, saves him fron: utter des- him to,” he admitted slowly. “And
palr after lIris’ departure. 1 was awful glad when you came i©
For six months, she acts as long- live with us. Bul now my T€ al
distance housekeeper for him, win- mother's comc back. . . .” He was
ning the love of little six-year-oid obviously wres.ing with the prob-
Ciartis. Nan passes ber bar examin- lem. Nan's hearl ached with pity
allons and Morgan takes her into gs she watched him. Finally he
the firm as junior partner. He tells | drew a deep, quivering breath, thea
her he Is divorcing Iris and begs | blurted out: “Mother sald I'd have
her to marry him. She accepts. to choose between you and her,
Their farcical marriagze continucs | Nan. Did she mean you'd go and
for threc months, when Nan decides she'd come back, if I— if I sald
she will have to leave. The nest so?”
tnorning Iris, deserted by Crawiord.| Nans impulse—the quick demand
returns. She feigns iliness in ar ef-  of her pride—was to stake every-
fort to bring Morgan to his knees. ' thing then and there on the bov's
Nan determines to iight and has choice. She couldn't stay where she
the doctor rermove Iris to 2 hospitai. | was not wanted! But as the hot
Curtis is hostile to Nan ai dinuer ' ljttle fingers grivped her hand, they
and Morgan sends him to his room. sent an imperative messace to her
Me tells Nan he will have to do brain. The bov was feverish. In
something for Iris and proposes u | one brief visit Iris had done that to
monthly allowance. Nan goes to tell | him, by feeding him all the choco-

Curtis good night.

come home. She tells him

He asks her if
it is true she won't let his mother | tongue to hold back
it is | answer, the girl studied the child,

Eiting her
a too hasty

lates he could stuff.

against the law for a man to have | placing a mental picture of him as

two wives.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XL

“Heaven knows,” Nan Morgan re-
flected desparingly, “it would be
hard enough to be a second wiile
under any circumstances, but to be
called upon to explain and justifx
one's status to the T-vear-old chii
of the first wife. . . ."

But tne boy's eyes were fixed
upon her, in an inexorable, unchild-
llke demand for an answer to his
question. By simply answering
“Yes."” Nan knew she could win thr
fi-s: skirmish in the battle between
harself and Iris for the loyvalty of
the child. For he was just and log-
ical beyond his years. And the
answer would be the simple truth.

Iris had known that she was giv-
ing John Curtis Morgan his free-

dom to marry again when she de- |

serted him. But somehow shr |
could not fight that way. In later
years, Curtis could not truthfully

sav that his stepmother had de-
siroyed his ideal of his mother. If
it were to be destroyed, Iris hersell
must be the destroyer. . .

And so Nan answered: “I don't
think your mother thought aboui
the law when she went away, darl-
ing But you see, your father didn't
know she was ever coming back—"
Her vojce choked on a sob. That
was true, true! If he had had the
faintest hope, he would never have
married again. “And so he married
me, Curtis, because he thought you
both needed me.”

he had been a year ago beside the
i boy he had become since she had
been in charge of his life.
The Curtis of a year ago had been
thin, anemiec, neurotic; ionz2ly, wisi-
| fully unhappy. violent of tembper.
' The product of more than six years
of Iris Morgan’'s mothering. In less
than one vear she — Nan — had

| changed that Curtis into a sturdy

healthy, happy. obedient little boy.
seautifuily adjusted to school and
home life. Did she have the right
‘0o abandonn him now? Him, and

' the father who had needed her jus:

1s sorely and profited as obviously
inder her care?

Very slowly and carefuily she
nswered: “No. Curtis. Your
nother didn’'t mean that you could
shoose whether I went away end
;he came back. I am your father’s
ife now, you know, and unless he
ants me to go, I must stay and—

11 make you both as happy as 1
0sasibly can.”

“Oh!"” Curtis said, drawing the
wyllable out very long. Then, very
slowly: “I'm glad I don't have to
choose, Nan, 'cause—'cause I want
vou and mother both. If father
wants you to stay. I can see motcher
lots anyway, can't I, Nan I think
she'd feel bad if I didn't,” he ex-
plained, as if fearful of hurting

Nan's feelings.

Tears gushed into the girl's eyes.
Blinking at them, she stooped swift-
lv and kissed him with a fierceness
that embarrassed, while it pleased
him.

VIVES

Lt~

SERVICT  INC.
“¥ou do lovs Man, don't -you. had thought dead, and of n lov
darling?” she lLegged, pride com- that was still foo new and delica’
pletely routed for the moment. to weather the storm of fhat fisrc
“Bure I do!" Curtis answered reviving passion for a woman who
with mascuiin- brusqueness. “And I was unworthy but incredibly des.
love my mother ton, I.euess I love able. Poor John! She could a'
vou both nearly the same. A kid most hear him groan: “Cod forgiv
has to love his own mother the'me, for I love two women. .. "
best, don't he—I mean, doesn't he?" Mat n!wh; Nan ﬁept dtorhl;jg
The child's preoccupstion with rather than for berself, and so
grammar in [ncfnf the tremendous  inNg was the temporary forgetfulnes
tssues involved struck Nan as irre- Of self that soon she slept, and th
sistibly funny, She was laughing next morning felt more light hear!
almost hystericaily as she tucked the ©d and strong than she had eve

cavers showt h'm and gave him a hoped to feel again. _
good night kiss. She needed courage and streng!

‘ PLTEN o to carry her through the days thr

MGG BipaL. . he murmured. | ¢, wed immediately upon Iris Mor
suddenly drowsy. LsiNtnnaenupy gan's return. Her husband was
suddenly drowsy. “Listen, Nan! If stricken mnn' though he tried, Wit
you were iy real mother, I'd love oi:v!&ns and 'heartbreaking cc'msc:
vou best—lots ihe bost. Bul—" .. ...eness to present a normall
Conscientiousness, loyalty and his oo ey face to his family and
crieved bewilderment gave up the ... g witown world. He was p°
batiie then, routed by sleep. thetically grateful for Nan's qui

Nan stood locking down upon him qc¢peptance of his moodiness, ans
far a lonz time, and there was no she believed for her unmistakabl.
laughter in her heart or eyes. Then ' firm “Good night” In the drawing
she tiptoed from the room, her load | room each evening. Sometime
of despair a litile lghter. Thal| when she was thus making it cles
nalve confession of Curtis’ had crys-  that she did not expect him to pla;
tallized her indecision—turned it in- | the lover or husband while his hear
to firm determination. She would | was a battleground, his eyes me
fight Iris Morgen to the last diteh. | hers with wistful questioning, as it
Iris was polson for the man and ;'tney were mutely asking: “Do you
the ehild. No matter if they eried ! preally understand and forgive me,
for that sugar-coated poison, it was ' Nan? Do you see how it is will
her duty ‘o protect them. | me? Don’t you know that I love you

Standing in the middle of her | you, too, but that I éan't come (¢
room Nan Morgan crieddggi to the | you just yet?”
God she 30 sorely nee : “Dear; %
God. help me to win—for their | wigamel"?seﬂ.o(l\:“hﬁ&u?gi cl&iéldlls::‘dg‘,
sakss! You know it isn't because ! oo Bone vou worry your dea:
T'm in love with John Curtis Mor- y .4 ahout me now. But love m
gan that I want to hold him against | . 6 as you ot
Iris. Of course I love him with all | |

my heert, but if it were for his|
good, I would leave him tonight. | Curtis Morgan presented his legal

v T'm sinf ud. that if | wife with a smart little coupe, ex-
You know I'm sinfully pro | plai swiwardly: &
ike

I listened to my pride, I'd make him | P'& .
choose between us this minute, But,{ “A prosperous firm ours
oh. dear God, he needs me, and the | ought to be able to afford two cars. |

child needs me. Help me to humble | don’t you think? I want you to feel
my pride, 50 that I can fight the | free to come and go as you please.

harder. Help me to win.” | without bothering about how I'm|
i v . | poing to get around.”

at peace] As she thanked him, Nan's heart
when she crept into bed. Both her contracted sharply. Was the car o
doors W band | clumsy attempt at peace-making’
doors were unlocked. Her hus nnd, : 3 : R g B

could come to her il he wished. But , Surely he did not t s;l heeto
she did noth lisien for m.; Ltl:pc;:,- ; }Jﬁt')e 'lll‘;rﬂioshbg g?;éle:;t‘e anmg . u;
steps, for she was sure tha C | : sus-
woiud not come. itfec:use ﬁjnﬁmy { [%iﬁgoréaars Eﬂﬁ‘;"ﬁ‘é’ :!glﬁ;; cgo:‘l::g;_
had meited out of her heart she = |
was able to put herself- in his place | 1ence. It would permit her to stay
that night. She feit the grief and  at home later in the mornings, 30
pain he must be suffering. Recoiled that she coulc: pﬁ‘; fi-kmater er:n;l
from the thought of love making, phasis upon hcr gheepins aaln
even of seeking comiort, just as he Z:Lnlflzn%g?&whoahad “x.xot wﬁ:

must be recoiling. Poor John!
Poor, torn victim of a passion he enough to turn the house into a

Her heart was almost

.
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_On Christmas Eve Morgan

Two Gays after Irls' return Joh: | .

' barrassment.

‘the boy.

yhome. Of course, she would mis

‘hose companionable trips down
' town together, Nan reflected rue
{ ally., but these last two days thr
vad been a sirain upon both ¢
hem. Was that, possibly, the rea
son he had contrived to make thes
| tnneccssary?

For four days father and so

«wade afternoon trips 'to the hos
sital to see the woman who had de
serted them and who had now flun
“erself upon their mercy. Aftr
‘hat first day, those trips were n
nentioned. Not even Curtis re
arred to them, but each evening b
had no appetite for his dinner, an
sTan realized, helplessly. ihat Ir
+as stuffing him with unwholesom
weeots. And she could not forbi
yim to accept. She counld imagir:
‘he boy's quick retort: “I guess m
wn mother knows what's good fc
me!” No: her hands were tied.

The fourth day afler Iris’' retur
7as Christmas Eve. Nan ha
Yought an eiaborate carpenterin

utfit for Curtis, as well as all th
vaterials he could need in con
structing a toy airplane. His fatho
~ad consulted her anxiously as
the advisability of giving the boy
bieyele. Knowing Curtis’ passiona!
lasire for the wheel, Nan had en-
couraged its purchase, with the ac
surance that he would obey their ir
functions to ride only on sidewalk
Aut the bicycle had not been bough!
¢on
fessed hesitatingly:

“His mother was afraid of an ac
sident. She—I thouzht perhaps -
toy automobile would be more safe
It's quite big. Operates with pedals
vou know. I hope he'll like ii.”

Nan flushed hotly as she applaud

. »4 the choice with apparent cheer

“ulness. Of course Iris had put hr
in the wrong, had made John fec
that his son's very lile was in dan
mer, so long as Nan had control of
him

Décorating the Christmas tree w2

rather ohastlv ordeal, for the
| ghost of the living mother whi
' should have been there hovered

| over the girl and the man during

the whole ceremony.

“No fair peeping or shaking thre
hox,” Morean warned Nan, with &
forced jocularity . that made her

want anha with tenrs, as he tied
her present to a branch of the tres

“] wonder if he's giving Iris &
Christmas present.” she could no
help asking hersell. “Of coursa he

helped Curtis choose something for
her, and I'm glad he did. But ob |

™11 he relicved when Chrisumas is
over!”
But when Christmas Day actually

dawned, all her own private heart- |
ache was swallowed up in a ter-/

rible anxiety about Curtis. Nan and
Morgan had said to each other with
pretended ruefullness that they sup-
ncsed the boy would be up before
daylight, whooping over his free
and presents, and making it impos-
siblie for anyone else to sleep, but
when 8 o'clock came there had been
no sound from his room. Vaguslv
worried, Nan went to wake him and

"found him heavy-eyed with {iever.

Within half an hour Dr. Black was
there, looking grave, and pronounc-
ing the trouble an upset digestion.

“And I've been holding you up
as an example to all the mothers
on my list,” the doctor chided Nan
gently. “Have you been falling
down on your job?"

John Curtis Morgan, who was
standing beside his wife, answered
for her his face flushed with em-
“I'll take the blamz,
doctor. I'm afraid I've been indulg-
ing the boy behind his moth—Nan's
bacikk. She never lets him eat be-
tween meals, but I—" He stuinbled
over ithe lie, shifted his eyes.

The doctor nodded, his eyes nar-
rowed. “I think I understand, Mor-
gan. But no oue must be permitted |
tn tamper with Nan's discipline of
NO ONE!"

At :the end of the long, anxious
dav eame & telegram for John Cur-
tis Morgan.

CHAPTER XLI

For once, at least, Nan's justly
famed “woman’s intuition” played
her false. She was so sure that the
telegram just delivered into her hus-
band's hands was from his former
wife, making some new, insolent de-
mand upon his time, purse, or love,

' that she was turning sharply away.

“What rotten luck!" Morgan ex-
claimed disgustedly. “The wire's
from the capital. By a shift in the
supreme court calendar, that Brad-
ley case comes up Friday, if I can
be ready with my witnesses by then.
I don't like to ask for another ad-
journment, because I'd like to get
the Bradley case of my hands be-
fore the Blackhull trial reopens in

/ January. But with the kid sick and

His hesitation and the dark flusia
which accompanied it told Nan that
the “and all” referred to Iris and
all the complications which her un-
expected return had brought into
her husband's life.

“Curtis isn't dangerous ill," Nan
reminded him coldly. “I think it's
really quite lucky that you can dis-
pose of the Bradley case belore you
have to go back into the Blackhull
trial. You know you can trust me
to take good carc of Curtis—"

“Of course, dear,” he intdrrupted
auickly, as if she had reminded him
that it was not she, but Iris, who
had made the child ill by stuffing
him with chocolates and candied
fruits. “I suppose there's nothing
for it but to go. TI'll have to put in
a hectic two days getting hold of
my witnesses. ., . .1 wonder if you'd
mind very much if I put in two or
three hours at the office today? 1'll
have to go over the transeript of
the first trial pretty thoroughly—"

“Of eourse you will,"" Nan agreed,
still in that unnaturally cold voice.
Bhe wanted to act as il nothing
stood between them, to give her
usual warm, eager assistance, but
Iris WAS between them now; there
was no possible blinking of that
fact. Until Morgan himself banish-
ed her. ... But Nan forced herself
to add, as cheerfully as possible: “I'll
be glad to help, if you want to bring
the records home.”

She felt that Morgan's eyes, still
{ixed upon the telegram, vere de-
liberately avoiding hers. His flush

(eepened. “T don’t think that will for, the child was asleep. Her hand
pt- necessary, Nan. You'll have your upon his forehead told her that,
nands full with the boy. . . . What despite the excitement of receiving

viine are we to have dinner?”
“It was planned for two, 50 that
Curtis might safely eat as much us

¢ pleased, but now that he's ill, I

Twice, during the long afternoon, :

an set the hour ahead to six, if Nan was sorely tempted to call the

ou lke™

office. It would make her even

Her jealous eyes told her that he | more happy to be absolutely sure

was relieved.

e several hours of good. hard
rerk, Of course, 1f Curtis gets worse,
r calls for me, I'll cut the work
thort and hurry home.”

“1 shan't telephone unless you're
sally needed,” Nan promised. If he
ranted the assurance that he would
ave time to slip in & Christmas
‘ay visit with Iris, let him have it
she had always done everything in
1er power to make him happy. Why
top now?

o

When her husband was gone, Nan
-andered into the drawing room

» vhere the neglected Christmas tree

till offered all its treasures. Mor-
zan, obviously, had forgatien the
*ee, The seals were unbroken on

+ 'he packages which contained hers
' and Curtis' gifts for him,

Her steps, made very slow by the
weariness of despair, Nan walked
boat the tree, untying the gold and
ilver cord which bound the tissue-

. vrapped parcels tagged with her

:tepson’s name. They made quite a
{ormideble little pile, exclusive oi

it said merely “For

 “1I wonder

he big toy automobile and the well-

*ocked tool chest., “For Curtis from
| dstelle”; “For Curtis from Little
Dat™: “Por Curtis from Maude and
Big Pat”; “For Curtis from his
Father.” High up on the tree, just
below the big silver Star of Beth-
‘ehem, Nan found a parcel she had
not seen before, This time hor in-
ruition did not play her false. The
ard, which bore a highly colored
picture of the Madonna and Child,

'as inscribed: “For my lover, from |

nis adoring mother.”

“John slipped down, here last

; night after I was asleep and put it |

| there” Nan told herseli \with the
curious detachment of despair.
Without being conscious of any
curiosity as to what the small box
:ontained, Nan added it to-the pile
+f gifts she would carry upstairs to
;he sick child. Then she walked
ddowly about the tree again, her eyes
dully taking in her own name, writ-
ten on half a dozen tags. A gift
from each of the servants, even from
Little Pat. Sweet of them, dear of
them to spend their money on her.
(| But Nan felt no uplifting of the
heart. What would it avail her if
she gained the love of the whole
world and lost that of the on2 man
she could ever love?

package which she knew contained
his gift to her.
the courage to look at the tag.
Nan, from
John,” she could not bhear it. Better
uncertainty than that. . ..

“Am I losing my nerve com-
pletely?” Nan whipped up anger
and disgust against herself. “Look
at it, you idiot! Better to know the
worst than to kid yourself.”

She did not have |
It |

With a quick resolute jerk she |

tore the package from a branch of
the gaily decked tree.

“Oh!” she cried. The card was
inseribed in the handwriting she |
knew and loved so well: “For mv
dear wifle, from John.”

With gentle fingers Nan retied the
rarcel, still unopened. S8he and John
would open their gifts together when |
he came back. Christmas was a |
heavenly time, after all. Gathering
Curtis" gifts into her arms, Nan ran
from the room, up the stairs. Just
before reaching the child’'s door, her
clear, untrained but true voice lift-
ed in joyous song:

“It came upon the midnight
clear,
That glorious
%

As she opened the door, still car-
oling softly, an insistent query push-
ed its way through her exultation:
how he addressed Iris'
gift—'For my former wife, from
Jack?" How she had hated to hear
Iris call him ‘Jack,’ making him |
small and trivial by the simple de-
vice of using a nickname which was
a gross misfit! Then shame and.
contrition flooded Nan's heart, for
the words her lips were singing
vere: i

“Peace on the earth,
Gooed will to men
From I-'Ileaven's All-gracious

song of old—"

“That’s é Christmas carol,” Cur-
tis called weakly from his bed. “We |

learned two Christmas carols to !

sing at school last Friday. Can you
sing ‘Little Town of Bethlehem,”
Nan? Can you? I can!”

“0Of course I can! But look who
I am! Santa Claus! And there are .
some big presents dewnstairs for
vou, as soon as you're well enough
to play with them,” Nan answered.

The next hour was almost pure
happiness, heightened, Nan was
half-ashamed later to realize, by the
casual way in which Curtis in-
spected and laid aside the exquisite |
miniature of herself which Iris had
sent to her son. In later years he
might—undoubtedly would — treas- |
ure it, take it with him everywhere, !
build untrue, poetic legends about
the woman whose beauty it immor- |
talized; but now he was only -
greedy, feverish little boy, tearing
open packages to find treaswue more |
suited to his tastes. Poor Iris! Naa
forced herself to say, but immedi-
ately came the strong suspicion that
the miniature had been really in-
tended for the father, not the son. |

“Wouldn't you like to write a note ,
to your mother at the hospital and |
thank her ifor her gift?" Nan sug-
gested. In her new happiness, she

could afford to be generous, had an« '

urgent need to be generous towapkd
that other woman, who, it seepred,
was to be vanquished. “Eer my.
dear wife—" her heart sapg, over
and over.

“Hunh? At the HOSPITAL?"
Curtis repeated, with childish scorn
for Nan's ignorgqce. “She ain't—I
mean, isn't at the hospital any
more. She went tg the Wellington
Arms yesterday. Father and I took
her. She's got a swell room, 'Als
a hotel. Why don't they say Well-
ington Hotel, Nan? 8illy, calling o
hotel an Arms!" He lay back upon

his pillows, looking suddenly tired|! Las Vegas

and peevish. “Sing to me, Nan.
You sing nretty.”

Before Nan, whose voice was a

She had resolutely ignored the :

“PFine! That will give |

that he was there, working on the
Bradley case. But each time she
refrained. Was she degenerating
into one of those jealous, suspicious
wives who can't trust thelr hus-
bands out of their sight, who resort
to low tricks to catch them in lies
and deceit?

At 5 Dr. Black came. When he
had completed his examination o.
the sick child, he drew Nan with
him out Into the hall. As the door
closed his jovial grin faded instant-

Jy, and was replaced by a grave

frown,

“Is it anything serious, doctor®”
Nan asked in a terrified whisper, as
they descended the stairs.

The doctor did not answer until
they reached the front hall. I
can't be sure. Children are pesky
patients. Scare ou to death one
day, and provoke you into spanking
them the next by their high spirits.
To be frank, Nan, it looks a little
like appendicitis. . . . Hey, hold on !
to yourself, girl, Nothing to hit the.

ceiling avout if it is. And it ma)
not be, of course, or. at worst, ;
very mild attack, which may neve
be repeated, if you watch his diet
That woman! That woman!" hi
added savagely

“1 have been very careful, D
Black,” Nan said bleakly. Not fol
her to utter accusations agamst the
boy's mother.

“Don't I know that?” Dr. Black
blustered. “Believe me, I gave Iri:
Morgan a piece of my mind today.'

“You saw her?” Nan cried. “But
Curtis told me she had left the hos-
pital—"

“Right! But the hotel manage
called me this afternoon. All ex
cited. Said Mrs. Morgan was in a
terrible state. I went, of course
though I was pretty sure what alled
her. Having hysierics because John
and the boy hadn't come to see he:
on Christmas Day.”

“Then—" Nan's hand went to he:
throat, for she felt that her hear!
was leaping from it with joy— “—he
didn't g0? He didn't see her 1o-
day?"

“No. That was the trouble.

(Continued on Page Five)
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Nevada

A. A. HINMAN
ATTORNEY and COUNSELOR

E. F. B. DAUDE
CONSULTING ENGINEER
Hotel Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah
Research

ARTESIAN WATERS SOILS

C. D. BAKER
CIVIL ENGINEER

U. §. Mineral Sarveyor

State Water Right Surveyor
: 11 Fremont Las Vegas, Nev.

LAS VEGAS HOSPITAL

Trained nurses are in constant
attendance. Laboratory. X-ray.
Fully equipped to handle both
Mewical and Surgical cases,

ROY W. MARTIN, M. D,

Physician and sSurgeon
New Hospital Bldg., Second 8t.

ENGINEER AND

SURVEYOR

HUGH A, SHAMBERGER
Let me figure with you on your
subdividing, clearing and street
work,

Maps and blueprints furnished
Swanson’s Arcade

Suite 201-2
Ray Professional Bldg.

Phone 22 Las Vegas, Nev. \

121 South Main Street
Tel. 380




