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The Magnificent Ambersons

By BOOTH TARKINGTON
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Bynopma —Major Amberson has mads & fortunas in 1570 whan cther people
were loning fortunes, and the mugnificancs of the Ambersois began than
Major Amberson lald out a 00-ucre "dovelopment,” with roads and statuary,
and In the center of & four-acre tract,an Amberson avenus, bullt fer himaelf

the most magnificent mansion Midland

diughter married young Wilbur Minafer the nelghbors predicted
Inabial could never really love WHbur all her love would he bestowed upon the
There in only one child, howear, Gedrgs Amberson Minafer, and
his uphringing and hie youthful acoomplishiments a8 s mischlef maker are
guite in keeping with the mont pessimistic predictions,
goea away to colloge he does not altompt
Ambersons are about the most important family in the world, At a hall given
In his honor whean he returns from college, George monopollzes Luacy Morgan,
& stranger and the pretilest girl prepent, and gets on famounsly with her until
he lonrns that a "quear loaking duck” at whom ke had been poking much fun,
in the young Indy's father, He Is Kugane Morgan, a former resident of Blg-
burg, and he {8 returning to srect a factory und to bulld horspless carriages
of his own Invention, Eugene kad been an old admirer of Isabel's and they
hnd been engaged when Isabisl threw him over becauss of a youthful Indiscre-
tlon and married Wilbur Minafer. (George mnkes rapid progress in his court-
ship of Luoy. A cotillion helpa thelr acquaintance along
“friendship” continues during his absences at college

shildron,

become ‘‘almost engaged.’”

“BEING A GENTLEMAN, | SUPPOSE."™

ity had ever seen. Whan the major's

that as

By the time Jeorge
o concenl his bellef that the

famounsly. Their
George and Lucy
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CHAPTER X-—Continued.

o,

"Poot 1" Aunt Amella wan evidently |
in & pagsion, - “You know what's been
going on over there, well enough,
Frank Bronson! [T thought you were
a man of the world: don't tell me
you're blind! For nearly two years
Isabel's been pretending to chaperone
Fanny Minafer with Bugene, and all
the time she's been dragging that poor
fool Fanny around teo chaperone her
and Bugene ! Under the elrcumstances,
she knows people will get to thinking
Fanny's a pretty slim kind of chap-
erone, and lsabel wants to please
George becnuse she thinks there'll be
less talk If she can keep her own
brother around, seeming to approve.
*Talk!'" B8he'd better look out! The
whole town will be talking, the first
thing she knows! She—"

Amelln stopped, and stared at the
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Amelia Stopped, and Stared at the
Doorway in a Panle.

doorway In a panie, for her nephew
stood there,

She kept her eyes upon his white
#ace for a few stralned moments, then,
regaining her nerve, looked away and
shrogged her shoulders,

“You weren't intended to hear what
Fve been saylng, George,” she sald
quletly, “Buot since you seem—"

i “Yes, I dla"

“801" She shrugged her shoulders
sgaln, “After all, I don't know but
it's Just as well, in the long run.”

He walked up to where she sat. “You
=you—" he suld thickly, "It seems—
it seoms to me you're—you're pretty
®ommon |

Old Bronson had risen from his
#halr In great distress, "“Your aunt
was talking nonsense because she's
pigued over a business matter,
George,” he sald. “She doesn’t mean
what she sald, and nelther she nor
anyone else gives the slightest credit
te wsuch foolishness—npoe one In the
world i

George gulped, and wet lines shone
suddenly along his lower eyellds,
“They—they'd better not!™ he sald,
then stalked out of the room, and out
of the house.

Ten minuvtes later, George Amber-
bon, somewhat in the semblance of an
sugry persen plungiong out of the Mun-
shn, toumd a pale nephew waiting to
aecont 2im,

*1 haven't tkne to talk, Georgle"

*¥ou, you have, You'd better|”

*What's the matter, then?"

His namesake drew him away from
the vielnlty of the house. “I want to
tell you something I just heard Aunt

mother's on your side about this divi-
ston of the property because you're
Eugone Morgan's best friend. She
sald—" George pnused to swallow,
“fhe sald—" He faltered.

. “You leok sick,” sald his uncle, and
mughed shortly, “If It's because of
mything Amelia’s been saying, 1 don't
blame you! What else did she say?™

nnusen, but under his uncle's enconr-
ngement he was able to be expilelt,
"Ehe sald my mother wanted you to be
friendly 1o her asbout Bugene Morgan.
Bhe sald my mother had been using
Aunt Fanny as a chaperone."
Amberson emitted a laugh of dis-
gust. “It's wanderful what tommy-rot
a woman In a state'of spite can think
of! 1 suppose you don't doubt that
Amelia Amberson created this spect-
men of tommy-rot herself? Of all the
donmn nonsense "

George looked nt him haggardly.
“You're sure people are not talking?"
“Rubbish! Your mother’'s on my
#lde about this divislon because she
knows Sydney's o plg and always has
been a plg, and so bhas his splteful
wife. I'm trylng to keep them from
gottime the better of your mother as
well ns from getting the better of me,
Aon't you suppose? Well, they're in a
rage because Sydney always could do
what he llked with father unless your
mother interfered, and they know I got
Izabel to ask him not to do what they
wanted, That's all there is to "
“But she sald,"” George persisted
wretchedly ; “she sald there was tnlk,
She sald—"

“Look here, young fellow!" Amber-
fon Inughed goodennturedly, *There
probably Is some harmless talk about
the wny your Aunt Fanny goes after
poor Eogene, and I've no doubt I've
abotted It myself, Fanny was always
Iangulshing at him, twenty-odd years
Ago, before he left here, Well, we
can't blame the poor thing If she's got
her hopes up agaln, and I don't know
that 1 blame her, myself, for using
your mother the way she does,"”

“How do you mean?"

Ambersan put his hand on George's
shoulder. “You like to tease Fanny,"
he anld, “but I wonldn't tease her
nbout this, if I were you, 'anny hasn't
got much In her life. In fact, 1 don't
know of anything muck that Fanny
has got, except her feeling about Hu-
gene, She's always had {it—and what's
funny to us Is pretty omch fe-and-
death to her, 1 suspect. Now, I'll not
deny that Eugene Morgan is anttracted
to your mother., He 18; and that's an-
other cose of ‘nlways was;' but I know
him, and he's a kolght, George—a
crazy one, perhaps, If you've read ‘Don
Quixote,' Aund 1 think your mother
likes him better than she likes any
mun outside her own family, and that
he iInterests her more than anybody
else—and ‘always has' And that's all
there I8 to 1t, except—"

“Except what?” George asked quick-
Iy, ns he paused,

“Except that I suspect—" Amberson
chuckled, aud began daver: “I'l tell
you In confidence,. Fanny uses your
mother for a decoy duck. She does
everything In the world she can to
keep your mother's friendship with
Hugene golng, because she thinks
that's what keeps Eugene about the
place, so e speak. Fanny's always
with your mother, you see; nnd when-
ever he sees Isahel he sees Fanny,
Fanny thinks he'll get used to the dea
of her belng around, and some day her

chanee may comel There! D'yon
soe
“Well=—=I suppose s0." George's

brow was stlll dark, however. “If
you're sure whatever talk there Is, Is
nbout Aunt Fanny. If that's so—"

“Don't be an ass” his uncle advised
him lightly, moving away. “I'm off for
n week's flshing to forget thut woman
in there, and her pig of a husband.”
(His gesture toward the Manslon indl-
cated Mr, and Mra, Sydoney Amber
son.) “1 recommend a like course to
you, If you're sllly enough to pay any
attentlon to such rubbishings! Good-
b,lln

+ + « George was partially reas-
sured, but still troubled : 1 word haunt-
ed him like the recollection of a night
mare. “Talk!”

He walked rapi®y toward his own
front gute. The victorin was there
with Fanny alone; she jumped out
bLirlskly wnd the victorin walted,

“Where's mother? George
sharply,

“Al Lucy's. 1 only came back to get
some embroldery, becnuse we fonn)
the sun too hot for driving. 1 haven't
thme to talk now, Georgle; I'm golng
right back. 1 promised your mother—"

*You listen 1" sald George,

“What on earth—"

He repeated what Amelin bhad sald.

urked

fleorge swallowed aguin, as with

This tlme, however, he spoke coldly,

and without the emotion he had ex-
hiblted during the recital to his unecle:
Fanny was the one who showed aglita-
tlon durlng this Interview, for she
grew flery red, and her eyes dilated.
“What on earth do you want to bring
guch trash to me for?* she demanded,
breathlng fast, i

“l merely wished to know two
things: whether It 18 your duty or
mine to speak to father of what Aunt
Amelin—"

Fanny stamped her foot.
tle fool 1" she eried. “You awful littie
fool! Your father's a sick man, and
you want to go troubling him with an
Amberson family row! It's just what
that eat would love you to do!"

“"Well, 1"

“Tell your father If yon llke! It
will anly make him a little sicker to |
think he's got n son silly enough to
listen to such craziness!”

“Then you're sure there Isn't any
talk 7"

Fanny disdained a reply In words
8She made a hissing sound of utter con
tempt and snapped her fingers. Then
she arked scornfully: “What's the
other thing you wanted to know?"

George's pallor increased. “Whether
it mightn't be better, under the cir-
cumstances,” he sald, “If this famlly
were not so Intimate with the Morgan
family—at least for a time. It might
be hetter—"

Fanny stered at him ineredulously.
“Youo menn yon'd quit seeing Lucy?”
“I hadno't thought of that side of it,
but If such a thing were necessary on
account of talk about my mother, 1—
I—=" He hesitated unhapplly. "I sug- |
gested that if all of us—for a time—
pérhaps only for a time—it might be
better I1—"

“See here,”" she Interrupted. “We'll
sottle this nonsense right now, 1f Eu-
gene Morgan comes to thes hoyse, for
Instance, to see me, youy mother can'’t
get up and leave the place the minute
he gets here, ean she? What do you
want her to do: Insult him? Or per
hups yon'd prefer she'd Ingult Luey?
That would do just as well, What s
it you're up to, anyhow? Do you really
love your Aunt Amelln so much that
you want to please her? Or do you |
really hate your Aunt Fanny so much |
that you want to—that you want to—"
She choked and sought for her hand.
kerchief; suddenly she began to cry.
“Oh, see here,” George sald. “I don™t
hate you, Aunt Fanny. That's silly. 1
don't—""

“Youn do! You do! You want to-—
you want to destroy the only thing—
that I—that I ever—" And, unable to
continue, she became Inaudible in her
handkerchief.

George felt remorseful, and his own
troubles were lghtened: all at once It
hecame clear to him that he had heen
worrying about nothing. He percelved
that his Aunt Amela was indeed an
old eat, and that (o glve ger scondal-
ous mennderings anothve  thought
would be the height of folly. By no
means insusceptible to such pathos as
that now exposed before him, he did
not lnck pity for Faong whose almost
spokem confession was lamentable;
and he was granted the wislon to un-
derstandd that hils mother aslso pitied
Fanny [L.dnitely more than he did.
This seemed to expluin everything.

He patted the unhappy lady awk-
wardly upon her shoulder. “There,
there!" he sald, “T didn't mean any-
thing. Of course the omly thing to do
about Aunt Amelia Is to pay no atten-
tion to her, It's all right, Aunt Fanny.
Don't ery. I feel a lot better now, my-
self, Come on; I'll drive back there
with you. It's all over, and nothing's
the matter. Can't you cheer up?*
Fanny cheered up; and presently the
customarily hostlle aunt and nephew
were driving out Amberson boulevard
amiably together In the hot sunshine.

“You lit-

CHAPTER XI.

| Luey's.

“Almost" was Lucy's last word on
the lnst night of George's vacution—
that vital evening which ghe had half
consented to agree upon for “sertling
things" between them. “Almost eu-|
guged,” she meant, And George, dls- |
contented with the “almost,” but con-
tented that she seemed glad to wear n
sapphire locket with a $iny photograph
of George Amberson Minafer inslde It,
fomd himself wonderful iIn a new
world at the final Instant of thelr part-
Ing. For, after declining to let him
Klss her “good-by," as if his desira for
such a ceremony were the most pre-
posterous absurdity In the world, she
hud leaned suddenly close to him and
left upon his cheek the verlest feather
from a falry's wing,

She wrote him a month later:

“No. It must keep on being almost,

“Isn't almost pretty pleasant? Yon
know well enough that 1 care for you.
1 did from the first minute I saw you,
and I'm pretty sure you knew (t—I'm
afrald you did. T'm afrald you nlwanys
knew it, But 1t's such a solemn thing
It seares me, It means a good deal to
a lot of people hesides you and e
pnd that scares me, too, 1 shoulda't
be n bit surprised to {nd myself an
old lady, some day, still thinking or
you—while you'd be away and away
with somebody elge perhaps, and me
forgotten ages ago! ‘Luecy Morgan,

‘Lmey Morgan? Let me see: [ sefm
to remember the name, Didn't I know
some Lucy Morgan or othér, once upon
2 time? Then yon'd shake your big
white head and stroke your long white
beard—you'd have such a distingulshed
long white beard! and you'd say, ‘No,
[ don't seem to remember nny Lucy
Morgan ; I wonder what made me think
I did? And poor me! I'd be deep in
the ground, wondering If you'd heard
about it and what you were saying!
Good-by for today. Don't work too
hard—dear!"

George Immedintely selzed pen and
paper, plaintively but vigorously re-
questing Luey not to lmagine him with
a heard, distingulshed or otherwlise,
even in the extremitlies of age. Then,
after Inscribing his protest in the mat-
ter of this visloned benrd, he con-
cluded his missive in a tone mollified
tr tenderness, and proceeded to read a
letter from his mother which
reached him simultaneously with
Isahel wrote from Asheville,
where she had just arsived with her
husband :

“I think your father looks better al-
ready, derling, though we've been here
only a few hours. It may be we've
found just the place to bulld him up.
The doctors sald they hoped It would
prove to be and If it Is, It would be
worth the long struggle we had with
him to get him to give up and come.
I'm afrald that In my anxlety to get
him to do whut the dectors wanted
him to, I wasn't able to back up Broth-
er George as 1 should ia his difficulty
with Sydney and Amella. I'm so sorry |
George I8 more upset than I've ever
seen him—they've got what they want-
ed, and they're salling before long, I
hear, to live in Florence. Father sald
he coukdn’t dtand the constant per
sunding—I'm afrald the word he used
wns ‘nagging. I can't understand peo-
ple behaving llke that. George says
they may he Ambersons, but they're
vulgar! I'm afrald I almost agree with
him. At least, I think they were in-
conslderate.

“We plan to stay six weeks If the
place agrees with him. 1t does really
seem to already! He's just ecalled In
the door to esay he's walting. Don't
smoke too much, darling boy.

“Devotedly, your mother,
“ISABEL."

But she dld not keep her hushahd
there for the slx weeks she snticpated,
She dld not keep him anywhere that
long. Three weeks after writing this
letter, she telegraphed suddenly to
George that they were leaving for
home at once; and four days later,
when he and a friend came whistling
info his study, from lunch at the club,
he found another telegram upon his
desk,

He read it twice before he compre-
hended its import.

“Papa left us at ten this morning,
dearest.

“MOTHER."

The friend saw the change in his
face, “Not bad news?"

George lifted utterly dumfounded
eyes from the yellow paper.

“My father,” he sald weakly.
snys—she says he's dead.
go home,”

"Hhe
T've got to

- Hig Uncle George and the
Major met him at the statlon when he
arrived—the first time the Mnjor had
ever come to meet his grandson, The
old gentleman sat In his closed car-
riage (which still needed paint) at the
entrance to the station, but he got out
and advanced to grasp George's hand

g LS

“There, There!” He Said. *I Didn't
Mean Anything"

tremulousiy, when the latter appeared,
“Poor fellow 1" he sald, und patted him
repedatedly upon the shoulder.
fellow ! Poor Georgle I
George noticed that the Major's
ptreamulonsness did not disappenr, os
they dvove up the street, and that he

summer. Principally, owever, George

you'd say, whon you saw my obltuary.

was copncerned with hls own ewotion,

had |

seemed much feebler than during the

'|or rather, with hix lack of emotion;
and the anxions sympathy of his grand.
father and his uncle made him feel
hypoeritical. He was not grief-strick-
en; but he felt that he ought to be,
and, with a secret shame concealed
his eallonsness beneath an affectation
of solemnity,

But when he was taken into the
room where lay what was left of Wil-
bur Minafer, George had no longer to
pretend ; his grief was sufficlent, It
needed only the sight of that forever
inert semblance of the guiet man who
had been nlways =0 qulet a part of his
son's life—so gquiet a part that George
had seldom been consciously aware
that his father was Indeed o part of
hik life. “As the figure lay there, Its
very quietness was what was most 1ife.
lHke; and suddenly It struck George
hard. And in that unexpected, racking
grief of his son, Wilbur Minafer be-
came more vividly George's father
than he had ever been In life
[ When George left the room, his arm

wns ahout his black-robed mother, his
shoulders were still shaken with sobs,
He leaned upon his mother ; she gently
| eomforted him; and presently he re-
| covereéd his composure nnd becaine
| gelf-conmcions enough to wonder If he
had not been making an unmanly dis-
play of himself. “I"'m all right again,
mother,” he sald awkwardly. *“Don't
worry ahout me: you'd better go lle
down, or something; you look pretty
pale”

Isnbel did iook pretty pale, but not
ghastly pale, as Fanny did. Fanny's
grief was overwhelming ; she staved In
her room, and George did not see her
until the next day, n few minutes be-
fore the funeral, when her haggard
face appalled him.

The annoyance gave way before a
recollection of the sweet mournfulness
of his mother's fuce, as she had sald
good-by to him at the station, and of
how lovely she looked In her mourning.
He thought of Lucy, whom he had seen
only twice, and he could not help feel-
ing that in these quiet interviews he
had appeared to her as tinged with
herolem—she had shown, rather than
anld, how brave she thought him,
When he went back to college, what
came most vividly to George's mind,
during rotrospections, was the despair-
ing face of his Aunt Fanny. Agaln and
aginin he thought of it; he could not
uvold Its hnunting. Her grief had been
s0 silent, yet It had so amazed him.

George felt more and more compas-
glon for thls anclent antagonist of his
and he wrote to his mother about Iu-r';

“T'm afrald poor Aunt Fanny might
think now futher's gone we won't want
her to live with ns any longer and be-
cenuse I always teased her so much she
might think I'd be for turning her out,
I don't know where on earth she'd go
or what she could live on If we did do
something Hke this, and of course we
never would do such a thing, but I'm
pretty sure she had something of the
kind on her mind. She didn't say any-
thing, but the way she looked Is what
mnkes me think so. Honestly, to me
she looked fust scared sick. You tell
her there isn't any danger In the world
of my treating ber like that, Tell her
everything i8 to go on Just as it al-
ways has, Tell bher to cheer up!"™

Isabel did more for Fanny than tell-
ing her to cheer up. Everyvthing that
Fanny Inherited from her father, old
Aleck Minafer, had been Invested in
Wilbur's business; and Wilbur's busi-
ness, after a perlod of llness corre-
sponding in dates to the lllness of Wil
bur's body, had died just before Wil-
bur did, George Amberson and Fanny
wera both “wiped out to a miracle of
precision,” as Amberson sald, They
“owned not & peony and owed not a
penny,” he continued, explaining his
phrase, “It's like the moment just be-
fore drowning: you're not under water
and you're not out of it. All you know
Is that you're not dend yet,”

He spoke philosophically, having his
“prospects” from his father to fall
back upon; but Fanny had nelther
“prospects” nor philosophy, However,
& legal survey of Wilbur's estate re-
vealed the faet that his life Insurance
was left clear of the wreck; and Isa-
bel, with the cheerful consent of her
son, promptly turned this salvige over
to her sister-in-law. Invested, it would
yield something better than nine hun-
dred dollars a year, and thus she was
assured of becoming nelther a panper
nor a dependent, but proved to be, as
Amberson sald, adding his efforis to
the cheering up of Fanny, "an helress,
after all, in spite of rolling mills and
the devil,"

The collegian did not return to his
home for the holldays. Instead, Isa-
hel Jolned him, and they went South
for the two weeks., She was proud of
her stalwart, good-looking son nt the
hotel where they stayed, and it was
meat and drink to her when she saw
how people stared at bim in the lobby
and on the big verandas-—indeed, her
vanity In him was so dominant that
she wus unaware of thelr staring at

her with more Interest and an ad
miration friendller than George
evoked,

Both of them felt constuntly the dif-
ference between this Ohrelstmas time
and other Christmas times of thelrs
in all, It wasg n sorrowful hollday. Bur
when Isabel enme Enst for George's
commencement, In June, she brought
Lucy with her—and things began 1o
seem different, especinlly when George
Amberson arrived with Lucy's father
on ¢lnss day. Bugene hind bheen in New
York, on business; Amberson easily
persuaded him to this outing; and thes
made a cheerful party of (t, with he

“Poor | new graduate of coorse the hero and

center of It all,

Hia uncle was a fellow alumnus,
“Yonder wag where 1 roomed when 1
was here,"” he sald, poionting out one of
the univertzity bulldings to BEugene. “1
don't know whether George would let
wy admlrers pluce a tablet to mark

the spot, or not. He owns all these
bulldings now, you know."

“DNdn't you, when you were here?
Like uncle, like nephew.”

“I'm sure 1 didn’t have It so badly
at his age,” Amberson sald reflectively,
08 they strolled on through the com-
mencement crowd,

Eugene laughed. “You need only
threo things to expinin all that's goed
nnd bad about Georgle."

“Threst"

“He's Isabel's only child,
Amherson. He's a boy.”

“Well, Mister Hones, of these three
things which are the good ones and
which are the bad ones¥"

“All of them," sald Eugene,

George took no conspicuous part in
either the academle or the social celes
brautions of his class; he seemed fo re-
gnrd both sets of exerciges with a tol-
erant amusement, his own “crowd"™
“not golog In much for elther of those
sorts of things,” as he explalned to
Luey. What his erowd had gone in for
remained ambignous; some negligent
testimony Indleating that, except for
an astonlshing rellability which they
all seemed to have attained In matters
relating to musical comedy, they had
not gone In for anything. Certalnly
the question one of them put to Lucy,

He's an
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“I'm All Right Again, Mother” He

Sald Awkwardly.

in response to ipvestigutions of hers,
geemed to point that way: *Don't you
think,” he sanld, “reanlly, don't you
think that belng things Is rather better
than doing things?"

He sald “ruhithuh bettuh™ for “rather
better,” and seemed to do it deliberate.
ly, with petfect knowledge of what he
wns dolng, Later, Lucy mocked him
to George, and George refused to
smile: he somewhat Inclined to such
pronunciations, himself, This Inclina-
tion was one of the things that he had
acquired in the four yenrs.

What else he had aequired, it might
have puzzled him to state, had any-
body asked him and required a direct
reply within a reasonable space of
time. He had learned how to piass ex-
aminations by “cramming;" that is, in
three or four days and nights he could
get into his head enongh of a selected
fragment of some sclentitie of phllo-
sophical or lterary or linguoistie sub-
ject to reply plausibly to six questions
out of ten, He could retain the infor-
mation necessary for such a feat just
long enovugh to give a successful per-
formance : then It would evapornte ut-
terly from his braln, and leave him un-
disturbed. George, llke his “crowd,”
not only preferred "helng things" to
“dolng thingg,” but had contented him-
self with four years of “belng things"
as a preparntion for going on “being
things.” And when Luey rather shyly
pressed him for his friend’s probable
definition of the “things" it seemed so
superlor and beautiful to be, George
ralsed his eyebrows slightly, meaning
that she should have understood with-
out explanation; but he did explain:
“Oh, family and all that—being a gen-
tleman, I suppose.”

Lucy gave the horizon a long look,
but offered no commant,

- - L . L] -

“Aunt Fanny doesn't look much bet-
ter," Gieorge sald to hls mother, a few
minutes after thelr arrival, on the
night they got home. “Doesn’'t she get
over it at all? 1 thought she'd feel
better when we turned over the Insur-
ance to her—gnave it to her absolutely,
without any strings to . She iooks
ahout a thousand years old "

“She looks quite girlish, sometimes,
though,” his mother sald,

“Has she looked that way much
since father—"

“Not s0 much,” Isabel sald thought-
fully. “But she will, a8 tlme goes on."

“Time'll have to harry, then, It seems
to me,"” George observed, returning to
his own room.

“The idea of being a pro-
fessional man has never ap-
pealed to me.”

(1O BE CONTINUED.)

Raising Foxes on Ranches.

Ralsing runch-bred foxes |ls an In-
dustry that is being carried on ex-
tensively In all the Canadlan provinees,
In at least m dozen of the northern-
most states of the United States, and
beginning In Japan and Norway, all
Iying In much the same climate belt,
adapted to domesticating the black
fox, under the most favorable condi-

tona,
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