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The Story Thus Far.

Nathaniei Harwood, a handsome
lawyer, 43 years old, a widower,
has lost most of the blg fortune
his wifte left him and his daugh-
ter. To recoup, Harwood has prac-
tically engaged himself to Letitia
Helknap, & widow worth $10,000,-
ooe To Harwood come Adolph
Krom, a sinlster looking lens
grinder, and a “Professor.” Stein.
man, with an inventlon to pro-
duca motion pictures in  natural
colors and in relief, This inven-
tlon they have stolen from Simon
Curlln, thelr employer The three
reach an agreement. Harwood In-
stalls the workmen In the rosn on
the roof, a curious retreat he has
bullt himself on top of the Belk-
nap kuilding, an office skyscraper.
Steinman fears Curlin's wrath, s0
Harwond talkes him and Krom to
Slow River, Mich, and there finds
a workshop for them in an_ old
factory Slow River was Har-
wood's birthplace, There he meels
Elizabetls  Malden, Judge Lis-
comb's secrotary, and falls in love
with her. He takes her to Chicago
a8 his secrciary at 376 a week.
Curlin and his  nephew, Hobert
Whiteslde, appear at the Slow Riv-
er factory amd are thrown out.
Whiteside yvoung and fearless,
stirs  Klizabeth. Exploring the
room on the roof, Elizabeth finds
Curlin  and Whiteside (trying 1o
open the safe. Whiteslde telis her
they=are sceeking plans and a eam-
ern stolen from his uncle, Eliza.
beth permits them to leave Har-
wood's slster, Sarah Otwell, Intro-
duces Elizabeth to Chicago soclety
The oexpensive gowns Elizabeth
now orders tax her salary Har
wood proposes  and Elizabeth
agrees ta mparry him, She goes to

Slow River to tell her mother
Stelnman hus Asappeared Ellza-
beth again  meels Robert White-
glde, still hunting the stolen cam-
era. He speaks slightingly of Har-
wood, but apologizes when she
tells him whe (8 to marry the
lawyer

FIFTH INSTALLMENT
Elizabeth left Slow River at eight
o'clock, reaching Chicage at noon,
and went directly to the office. Har-
wood greeted her loverlike, asked a
smiling guestion about her mother.
But it at once appeared that he was
much annoyed:

“You didn't see Krom up there?”
he asked anxiously.

“No," she replied.

He ran a nervous hand over his
sleek mane, and exclaimed irritably:
“Doggone  the blockhend! Judge
Liscomb telephoned about half past
nine. Somebody broke into the shop

up there last night—rummaged
around the office, breaking open
gome locked drawers and so on.

The judge said everybody had clear-
ed out—Krom and Steinman, I
mean: Peter Green on a spree.
There may have been something
important—things connected with
with this inventlon, you know;
something may have been stolen, I
ean't find hide or hair of Krom."
In his irritation he gave her a con-
fidence: *The fellow drinks—a
spree every now and then. Some-
thing important may have been
stoleri, An old ecurmudgeon named
Curlin is after this invention."
‘llis anxious, irritated manner
ghowed how deeply he was disturbed.
She listened to him with wide eyes;
at  onee recalling—naturally—the
lubberly young man whom she had
geen at Slow River, It raised a
clear issne of loyalty, and she met
it loyally.

“I enn tell you somehting about
that, Nat."” ¥or she had resolved
to call him “Nat.'" “Mr. Curlin's
nephew—a Mr, Whiteside— was at
Slow River yesterday."

She told him how, sitting on her
mother's porch, she had eeen
Whiteside across the street and he
had come over and talked to her a
few minutes.

“l first saw him at Slow River
the Saturday before I came here—
hitm and his unecle,” She related
that episode. “And then I saw them
up here in the roof room.” 8She
described that also.

“I thought, perhaps, I oughl to
tell you about that—but it didn’t
seem necessary. The safe was
locked; 1 felt sure no harm had
been done, And he—Mr, White-
side—sanid this Invemtion belonged
to his uncle and had been stolen
from him, He sald his uncle had
made @ camera that contained the
fdeas for the invention, only not
worked out fully, and if they could
find the camera they could prove it
was his uncle's invention. 1 knew
it wasn't stolen or you wouldn't
be handling it. It didn't secm worth
while to mention it to you.”’

“(lertainly there ras nothing
stolen about it," Harwood declared
testily “This old ecodger Cuarlin
proposed  to have Steinman  and
Kromn make a big invention and
then take it away from them. Ha's
sore now because they got out of
his ciutches, With me they're go-
ing to get two-thirds of all the roy-
alties,  Thoey've no money. 1 could
have held them up myself if 1 had
wanted to, but T didon't want to,'"

Naturally he wouldn't want to!
He would want only to teeat them
and generously! She
wiharmed toward him anew, DBut he
was evidently much disturbed—in a

more frrvitated state than she had
p\-l‘l sHueen Iljll'

A further reason for that state
foon transpived ITe hind an npor

tant appointment in New York the
next day—something in connection
with the motion picture merger
which he had mentioned to her. He
wished very much to keep that ap-
pointment; otherwise a fine oppor-
tunity might slip by. But here he
was all in the dark as to whether
or not some disaster to his plans
had arisen through the burglary of
the factory at Slow River,

“Krom could hardly be such an
awful fool as to leave clues to the
Invention laying around that of-
fice, where anybody might break
In and steal them,"” he speculated
unhappily. *“I warned him about
that and he said there was no
danger; everything was secure,
But the fellow drinks, you see—no
telling wha a drunkard might do.”
In exasperation he struck hi=z hand
across his mane again.

She had “never before scen him
like this, but always serene like a
player with the game well in his
own hands. She syvmpathized with
his distress; she, too, thinking it Im-
possible that Krom c¢ould have left
his invention laying around where
anybody might steal it.

He saw great things in that con-
ference in New York, and his san-
guine mind soon ran toward the
checrful view of the situation. Of
course, Krom would be turning up;
evervthing would be all right.

During the afternoon, however,
Krom djd not turn up. It came
on toward train time. Prudence,
no doubt, would have counseled

Harwood to wait. But he couldn't
tolerate the idea of a real disaster
to his plans: he'd set hls heart on
the New York conference; he kept
arguing himself into the cheerful
view, and, after walting as long as
possible, dashed out of the office
just in time to cateh his train.
Blizabeth had the schedule of the
train; she was to send him a wire
en route, if Krom appeared, or to
telephone him at his hotel in New
York. As he dashed out of the of-
fice she felt herself quite in the
thick of the fight, holding an im-
portant post,

But it was 11 o'clock next mron-
ing before she had any word of
Krom. Then he came leisurely into
her eabinet, carrying his small black
bag. He was freshly barbered and
she was quite sure, at a glance,
that he was perfectly sober. She
lighted up at sight of him. [Her
volee lilted galy:

“0! We've been looking for you!"
FExcitement brought a faint tinge
of color to her cheeks.  She
laughed. “We were thinking
of advertising in the ‘Lost and
Found.,” Mr. Harwood's gone to
New York. She had risen, ad-
vancing, eager: ‘“He was anxious
Somebody broke Into the factory at
Slow River night before last—
broke open some drawers, Mr.
Harwoeod was afrald something had
been stolen.”

.The burglary appeared to  be
news to Krom, but he took it calm-
ly, commenting: “Curlin probably."

“Mr. Iarwood thought something

milght have been stolen,'” she re-
peated.

Krom gave a gurgling little
chuckle: “Swell chance! 1 knew

Curlin was prowling around. Swell
chance to steal anything! Mr, Har-
wood needn’'t worry about that.”

That assurarce calmed her. “T'll
tlephone him,” she said and stepped
back to her desk.

Standing solidly in the middle of
the room, black bag in hand, Krom
regarded her as she slipped lithely
into the seat by the desk. He
pinched his chin between thumb
and forefinger and suggested: "Like
to see something pretty?"”

“Of course!” she replied.

“Come upstairs in 16 minutes,”
he said, a smile under his mustache,

“You don't mean"—she asked
breathlessly—"the picture?"”

He gave hia little chuckle and
repeated, “"Come upstairs in 15
minutes. Then you'll have some
real news to telephone.” That must
mean the picture! She though.

She measured off the 15 minutes
impatiently by her watch, and once
more ran up the mysterious stairs
with a high beating heart,

Krom had closed the wooden shut-
ters over the round windows, ex-
cluding daylight, and turned on
the electrics, A white sereen stood
in the further end of the voom, and
in the pearer end a motion picture
projecting machine on a tripod, She

took this in at a glance, and the
vacant chalr in front of the pro-
jecting  machine toward which

Krom nodded, saying:
place,"”

"That's your

The lighte went out, éxcept the
broadening funnel that shot above
her head from projecting machine
to screen.  An lmage came upon the
sereen  that made her eatch her
breath. It was a familisar bend in
Slow River., water Ny pads in the

poo! near shorve: some wild fleur-de-

lis in tha marshy ground further
ek Krom in o red skiff drifted
intea the picture, polled some llv

pads, tossed and caught a coupe of
oranges, waved a green scarf. The
camera caught a small, leaping fish;
the lily pads swayed in a gentle
current made by the boat Then the
scene changed to a country road
running along a wood—which, also,
she could fairly f{dentify. Again
Krom came nto the picture, walking
along the road, plucking red flowers
known as Indian paintbrush.

There was a vividness in these
pictures such as she had never seen
before—not only the natural colors
in all their freshness, but a depth
in the views, objects in rellef, so
tha it seemed one could walk away
back into the plcture and fairly look
around the trees. The screen be-
came white sgain, Krom was turn-
ing on the electriec lghts. She was
not sure of time, but thought the

exhibition could not have lasted
over 10 minutes,

“Wall, that's all the show for
the present,”  Krom announced,
smiling
“It's  wvery beautiful,' she sald,

“and wonderful.” She wished him
to know how much she admired it,
and him.

So Krom had a sort of attraction
for her which she took no pains to
conceal, This vulgar man's brain—
and funny little Steinman's—had
thought out this wonder which she
had just seen. He'd said “Fiat!”
and evoked it out of the void. And
beeause he was a beefy, vulgar ap-
pearing man one should be more
careful than ever to pay him the

+ honor that was his due.

“It's a fine thing to bave done
that,” she said, her eyes more clo-
quent than the words. "It must
have taken endless work."

Krom's hand went up to his big
mustache and he replied gravely,
«I've had it in mind ten years. It's
really all in that lens I showed you.
Of course,”” he added modestly,
“Steinman has worked at it even
longer."”

That reminded her again and she
asked, quickly, “Where is Mr. Stein-
man? You know, I was up at Slow
River day before yesterday. Good
old Aunty Prothroe was all in a
flutter about him—suspecting he'd

been kidnaped or somehting had
happenced to him."” She smiled as
she sald it.

“He's all right,” Krom replied.

“You know how he is—odd and ner-
vous. He's always been nervous
about old man Curlin. Curlin's
sore, you know, because we didn't
turn this inventlon over to him.
Now that we've got it done, Stein-
man wanted to get awny and rest a

while, I told him I wouldn’t tell
anybody where he'd gone. Ie's all
right.”

“I knew he was,'W she assured
him. *“It's no trouble to get up a
sensation in Slow- River!” But he
observed that she was not really
thinking about Slow River, or Stein-
man. The last part of her sentence
had sort of trailed off, mechanically,
as happens when the speaker's at-
tention is diverted, Her attention
appeared to have been diverted by
the big safe in the corner. _

She had, just then, looked around
into the corner of the room where
the eafe stood and noticed—with n
litle start—that it was wide open,
Tha safe, Robert Whiteside had
gaid, probably contained a stolen
camera, which he had sketched for
her so that she could hardly fall
to recognize It

“What a big safe,” she commented,
guilefully, and walked toward it. A
few steps took her where she could
gee the whole interlor, which was
divided into two compartmentis by
a horizontal shelf, and she could
see, Indubitably, that it contalned
no such article ags Whiteside hail
described. In fact, it econtained
nothing whatever,

“T Keep thls projecting machine
in there,"” Krom informed her. “The
lens is the real thing, but there's a
new wrinkle or two in the propect-
ing machine; just as wel to keep it
locked up. I've got our camera
safe, too.”

At any rate, Curlin’s camera was
certainly not there; and, since this
safe waz the only locked up thing
in the room, it couldm't be any-
where in the room. That was a
sort of trinmph over Robhert, to be
sure, DBut she must go down and
telephone Harwood, who was anx-
ious for news,

“I'll tell him how wonderful the
_pic:uri-s are," she said. "But he
must sce them for himself.”

“He'll be  coming back
Krom inquiced.

“Probably Sunday morning,” she
replied; and sfhone at him: “The
pictures are splendid! I'm proud of
yvou?' With a backward smile she
glided to the door and out of view.

With an odd commotion in his
breast Krom sat down deliberately
to think it over. She was a queen
—anAd then some! She didn't think
80 badly of him after all; that was
evident. She didn't think so badly
of Adolph Krom Well, mavhbe
Adolph Krom wasn't such a bad

soon?’’

looker; and a girl like this Miss

Malden probably  wouldn't care
much for the lap-dog, lady's-man
sort.

He wonderad how much of a crook
Harwood was. TIrobably as Lig a

crook as anybody; but it was lLin
portant to Know.
Meanwhile EHzabeth was  tele

phoning Harwood that Krom was
back: nothing had been stolen at
Slow River: she had seen the pic
tures and they were wonderful! So
Harwood pushed on with hls ambi
tious plans,

There was a reason aside from
husginess for Harwood's trip to New
York e left Chicago Wednesday
afternoon anl Mrs. Belknap ar
rived Thursday morning. The trip
to New York would defer a ineet
ing that was bound to be disagrec
ahle

Unleas, indecd, the situation so
amply explained itself to Mrs Dol
knap that no faceto-face explana
tion would be necessary. That was
what Harwood hoped. Certainly Le
titla Belknap was no fool and no
greenhorn. She must have noticed
the altered character of his letters
of late—when he got around to writ
ing a letter, or mere note. Plenty
of other peopla would be writing her

. the local gossip, which could hard

ly fail to hint at Nathaniel Ha-
wood's evident interest Ina Miss Ma!
den. So Harwood hoped that Leti
tia would simply understand the
gituation; and he usually believed
what he hoped.

Breaking faith with a woman was
unplesant, even when the woman
was as ripely experienced as Letitia
Belknap and as well buttressed
against life's little disappointments
by ten million dollars and an envia-
ble mocial position. DBut Harwood
waved that unpleasantness aside
His mind was hot with Hess' enthu
slnstie reports about the pletures
The mnegotlations in New York hal
opened most encouragingly. Above
all, there was Bess, the witch, giv
ing him back love and youth., Let]
tia Belknaps one could, more or less
pick up at any time; but this Dess
at every thought of her he was pen
etrated by a conviction that such a
miracle could never possibly happen
over again to hini, If he missed her
he would be an old man on the down
hill road thenceforward. He didn't
intend to miss. Letitia and whal-
ever else was in the path must he
swept aside.

He got home Sunday morning,
dutifully klssed his sister; told her
he'd had a succeasful trip; a big af-
fair that he was engaged with was
coming on capitally, He knew bet-
ter than to tell voluble Andy any

secret that he dldn't wish their
frlends to know before the week
was out.

Presently she laughed and re

marked, “Letitia's been over.” The
laugh seemed tq say there was going
to be a row—a prospect which
amused Amy, whom Mra. Belknap
had never particularly cultivated.
Harwood still hoped the situation

would explain itself. But he was
calledd from the luncheon table to
gpeak with Mrs. Belknap on the

telephone. There was a polite greet.
ing, a perfunctory inquiry about the
comfort of the journey from New
York: then the real message, ©on]
and conclusive.

“Come over in half an hour, Nat
I want a talk with you."

Hanging up the receiver, Il
wood reflected, rather dismally, that
he might have known letting things
explain themselves wouldn't be Le
titla's way. Apparently, she meant
to have it out with him, Disagree
able, but, after all, he might as well
have it out once for all.

Half an hour later, therefore, he
left his house—na handsome figure,
with an air of alert, competent dis
tinction—and walked briskly up the
drive, The scene furnished a back
ground to his thoughts. This house
of his was a good one, yet a modest
structure in comparison with ts
neighbors, And Josiah Cutter's
money had built it; Nathanfel Har-

wood had merely inberited it
through a woman, He knew that
some men said he had inherited

everything—his partnership in the
big lnw firm, his fortune, his house,
and his soelal position—through
woman, That had always been b
ritating to his pride. He'd been i
fortunate In those investments, His
present situation in regard to money
was galling—pinched, beggarly,
hand-to-mouth, the law firm scarce
ly producing enough to meet hizs cut
rent expenses, But that was only
a passing cloud over the sun, The
were the pletures, and Bess,

He meant to plant himself her
not necessarily in this particula:
street, but in the rich, solil en
vironment which this street con
noted; plant himself on his ow
hottom, spaciously and high. He
would have a fine house, all his
own, and all that went therewith
and the golid milliones to back it
and a beautiful, bewitchigg young
wifel

Such thoughts drifted enpidly In
his mind as he walked up the drive.
e came to a corner.  Aliead, across
the intersecting  street, loomed @
formidable plle of grim ande dyn
stone, with wueh plate glass, A
woman had said that the architec-
tural style of the Wullding waos “hao-
apectacled Noriman.” At any rate,
It vepresented the lnte Arthar Belk-
nap's fdea of a dwelling-—un
movable, impervious mass.

Harwood paused at the doof for
an affable moment with the butler,

e

and went on, alone, through the
familiar rooms

A woman of waple figure and
some thrends of gray in her halr

as in hils own was standing up to
receive him Lotitin: did not dyve
her halr or use 1rotuge excessively,
The matronly amplitude of her fig-
inre was well corrected by stays ex-
cept that no stay maker's art eougld

voneenl the generous swell of her
gnst She must hinve heen
handsome girl e noted that she

stood up to receive him, offering her
hands, not her llps; but her tace was
composed. Pleaxantly, or at  any
rate composedly, she asked hilm to
sit down, and ecame at once to the
lmint—couolly:

“What are
girl?!

There were endless opportunitiea
for eluding the point; but he had
come there to have it out with her,
He took a desperate grip of his reso-
lution, his head turned
v bit to one slde, and replied with
a childlike siepliciiy:

“I'm going to marry her, Letitia.'
It was even quite kindly said
I"inal ballots,

Mi's,
evst plump
ilarh though holding steadily
Lo his, were inserutuble. She pepliod
in an even volce with a faint adge of
banter In it:

“Even at that vou needn’t have
treated me s0 much ke a dog. A
night elegram would have cost you
only half a dollar., yvou lknow—or
might even have taken forty-
hours to come down and tell
Didn't that necur te you?

He only smiled a little. For he
perccived now how Letitia meant to
lay him coolly, deliberately, dex-
trously, the even. lght edged volcs
lifting a bit of crucible with
sentence.

*Or
how

voull dolng with this

hindsome

nrinted on posteards

moment to
hey

Belknap took a

that utatemeont;

OYes,

you
eight

me.,

every

know
those

cCOUrse, you perfectly
things from
she went on. “So
must know what's been hap
pening to me—everybody that came
along tacking a placard on m)
back: ‘Mra. Belknap will now re
celve condolences upon having bevn
ditehed by Nathanlel Harwood.' |
was alwnys fair with you, and 1
must say this was a dirty trick to
play on an old friend—pushing me
over the wall to the lions that way
withput notice. You might have
went me a wire: ‘On second thought
have decided to elops with a chorus
girl! Then I ecould have thrown n
rag or two over me befora I steppu!
out in the limelight, simpering.*

Her shafts went home, for he Know
well what wounds the light words
covered in the breast of as proud u
woman a8 ever lived. That they
were as good as enguged had bee:
an open secret to many of thei
friends. Soclally at least she was :
shining mark. Undoubtedly many lit
tle darts had flown at her, many n
little elaw had come out of a vel
vet paw to scratch her. He felt con-
trition. Somehow he ought to have
managed it better in regard to Dess;
not practically taking her.into the
famlly and advertising his attach
ment to her. Undoubledly nmuany
sharp eyes had watched them.

He leaned toward her, looking her
in the face, speaking earnestly,
pleadingly: “You're perfectly right,
Letitia, It was a dirty trick. I'm
tremendously sorryv—truly I am.
You always were squire with me
inid I never dreamed 1°d be anything
else with you., All [ can say is 1
didn't do it, It happened itself, 1
saw her and went off my head abour
her—knocked into hat, It
Just happened.”

Mrs. Belknap gave
but rather bitter
"And you're the
exactly beecause he
his head! You came
teed—blown in the
man is dependable’
wanted—a rellable
fortable, no temperamental rows, nuo
foolishness, And here comes iy
guarantecd article to tell me he's
cracked from top to bottom at the
first jar! You can't wonder {f T
annoyed.’

She contemplated him a moment
with a derisive smile and shook her
head, *It jsn’t in character, Nat
Copservatism is stamped all oves

one learns

one's friends,”

vou

2 1
n cocked

a well-bred but

replying
plcked out
g0 off

laugh,
man [
wonuldn't
O ma guariai-
st le *“¥Fhi
That's what |
husband—com

vou. You've jumped the fence af
ter this butterfly now. 1 suppose
you'll have to chase her a while

But you'll soon get sick of it—toun

dering around {n the weeds and net

tles. You'll be glad to come back
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