aured her
soyhody onght to be able to do abont

The Magnificent Ambersons

By BOOTH TARKINGTON
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“A GOOD-LOOKING FOOL-BOY

—Major Amberzon

and = the center of a (our-acos tract,
the mest magnificeni mansion Midland
daughder married young

chibiren. There s only ene child, ho
bis upbringing and his youthhcl acco

quite in keeplng with the enost pessimistic

Eves away to oollege e does not o

Ambersons are shout the imost inportant family in the world. At a ball given

in hin konor whea be refarms from col

& stxzaper and the prettiest gird present, and gots on {amously with her until

he learns that a “gneer Isaking duck™
iz the young lady's Caiber,
Bigburg, and he s returmning to erect n

of his own invealion. Eugenc had baen
bad been engaged whan Isabel thréw bim over becaugs of o youthtul indlscre-

tion and married Wilbur

Symopsia. had made a fortune In 1573 when other peopla
were losing fortunes, and the magnificence of the Ambersons began then.
Major Amberson lald out & Miacre “development,”

Wilhur Minafer the nelghbora predicted that as
Isabed opuld never ml!s lowe Wilbur all her love would be bestowed upon the

He = Eugens Morgnn,

WITH THE PRIDE OF SATAN"

with roads and statuary,
on Amberson avanue, built for himself
City had ever seen. When the major's

wever, George Amberson Minafer, and
rnpllahmo.nta as a mischie! maker are
predictions, By the time CGeorge
ttempt Yo conceal his bellef that the

lege, George monopolizes Lucy Morgan,

at whom he had been poking much fun,
A former resident of
factory and to build horselesa carriages

an old admirer of Isabel's and they

that™ he eaid hurriedly, recovering
some presence of mind, just as the
nearest applicant resched them. “And
give me every third one the rest of
the eveaing™
She jaughed. *“Are youw ns=king 7™
“What do you menn, ‘asking?™

“It sounded ns thouzh yon were jn=r |

with his partner. What was most re-
markable to George, and a lttle irrl-
il:nln-.:, this stranger in the Amberson
' mansion had no vestlzge of the air of
deference proper to o straager in such
n plece: he seemed thoroughly at
home. He seemed offensively so, in-
deed, when, passing the entrance to

matter what It is. T guess we're pret-
ty fresh sometimes; but 1 koew yout
name was Morgan becpuse my mother
giald so downstairs, 1 meant: what's
the rest of it

“Lucy.”

“How old are you?" George asked.

“I don't really know myself.”

“What do you mean: you don't
really know yourself?”

“l mean I only know what they
tell me, I belleve them, of course,
but believing isn't renily knowing.”

“Look here!" sald George. “Do you
always talk like this?"

Miss Luey Morgan lavghed: forgiv-
ingly, put her young head on gae side
like a bird and responded cheerfully :
“I'm willing to learn wWisdom.  What
are you studying at school?”

George laughed. “Lot o' 'useless
guftl®
“Then why
useful guff?™
“What do you mean: ‘Usefal?”
“Something you'd use later, in yout
business or profession®"

George waved his hand impatient-

don't you study some

“] don't care—so long as you don't
give him one of the numbers that
belong to me”

“I'l try to remember,” she eaid,
and thoughtfully lifted to her face
the bouquet of violets and lilles, a
gesture which George noted without
approval,

“Look here! Who sent you those
flowers you keep makin' such a fuss
over?"

“He did."

“Who's ‘he? "

“The gueer-looking duck.”

George fesred no such rival; he
laughed loudly. *I s'pose he's some
old widower!” he said, the object
thus described seeming ignominious
enough to a person of elghteen, with-
out additional characterization,

CHAPTER IV—Continuad. { eouples, maintaining sufficlent grace| “College!™ Lucy became serfous at once. “Yes,
e i | throughout his wildest moments, and “At the university! Yes. What are | he is a widower,”" she said. “I ought
i “Glve me the next and the one aftfrl all the while laughing and talking | ¥ou studying thera?™ to have told vou before; he's my fa-

ther”

George stopped laughing abruptly.
“Well, that's a horse on me., If I'd
known he was your father of course
I wounldn't have made fun of him. I'm
sorry.”

“Nobordy could make fun of him,"
she sald quietly,

telling me teo give you ot ,musa the gallery stairway, he disengaged |ly. “I don’t expect to go into any “Why couldn't they?"
dances.™ [ hls hand from Miss Fanny's for an In- | ‘Dusiness or profession.’” “It wouldn't make him funny: it

“Well, I wan! "em " Gewrze indistod.
“Ara you going to give me—"

“Good gracious!™ sbe Janghed.
“Yes™

The applicants flocked round her,
urging contracts for what remained,

| stant, and not pausing In the llulu_v,
waved a laugling salutation mor

|71: i cordial, then capered lightly l'll'.l.l
{ of sight,

[ George gnzed stonily at this mani-
festation, responding nelther by woril

“No?"

“Certainly not!"™ George was em-
phatie, being sincerely annoyed by a
suggestion which showed how utterly
she falled to comprehend the kind of
person he was.

would only make themselves silly."”
Upon this George had a gleam of
intellligence. *Well, I'm not going to
make myself sllly any more, then; I
don't want to take chances llke that
with you. But I thought he was the

but they did not disfodze George from | nor sign.  “How's that for a bit of *Why not?" she asked mildly, Sharon girls' unecle. He came with
her side, though he made Bt evident | frashness? he murmuared, “Just lopk at 'em!" he sald, almost | them—"
that they sueceeded in annoying him; “What was?* Miss Morgan nsked. with bitterness, and he made a ges- “Yes" she sald; “I'm always late
aml presently he exiricated her fmm] "That queer-looking duck waving | ture presumably intended to lndicate | to everything: I wouldn't let them
an accumulating sicge—she mrist have | his hand at me lke that. Except he's [ the business and professlonal’ men | wait for me. We're visiting the
connived in the extrication—and b-m Y the Sharon girls® uncla I don't know | now danclog within range of vision. | Sharons.”

her off to git beside him upon the
sinirway that led to the wusicinns'
gallery, where they were suiciontly
retired, yet had a view of the roem.

kita from Adam.”

“You don’'t need to,” she said, “He
wasn't waving hils hund to you: he
mennt me,"

“That's a fine earecr for o man, isn't
it! Lawyers, bankers, politiclans!
What do they get out of life, I'd like
to know! What do they ever kuow

“About time T knew that! You for-
got my belng so fresh about your fa-
ther, will yon? Of course he's a dis-
tingulshed-looking man, In a woy."

“How'd all those ducks get 0 know “Oh, he did?" George was not mol- | about real things? Where do they| Lucy was still serious. “‘In a
Fou 5o guick? Geerge inguired, with |lifled by the explanation. “Everytne | ever get?” way?" she repeated. *“You menn,

little enthusinsm.
“Oa, I've been here 3 woek™
“looks as if yon'd beem pretty
busy ™ he sald. “Most of those ducks,
I don't know what my mether wanted
tn inviie ‘em here for™

“Pevhaps it was on aceonnt of thelr |

roems to mean you! You certainly do
seem to have been pretty busy this
week you've been here!"

She pressed her bouguet to her foce
1gnin and lavghed ioto it, not dis-
pleased. She made no other com-
ment, and for another period neither

He wns so carnest that she waa
surprised and ijwpressed. She had n
vigue, momentary vision of Pitt, at
twenty-one, prime minister of Eng-
land; and she spoke, involuntarily in
a lowered volee, with deference:

“What do you want to be?!" she

not In your way, don't you?"

George was perplexed, “How do
you mean: not in my way?"

“People often saoy ‘in a way' and
‘rather distingulshed looking,' or
‘rather' so-and-so, or ‘rather’ anything,
to shiow that they're superior, don't

p:\_mnrﬁ.,"‘ Wiss lluv"*m_.«.‘ . suggested | gpoke. asked. they. It's a kind of snob slang, 1
milfly. “Maybe she dida’t want 10| Well"” sald George finally, “I must| George answered promptly.

offend their fathers amd mothers™
“Oh, bardly! I don't think my

mother need worry mnch abont offend- [

ing anybody In this oid town."
“If onst be wonderfol,” sald Miss
Morgan., “It mnst be wonderful, Mr,

=2ay vou don't geem to be much of a
prattler. They say it's a great way
to get a reputation for being wise—
never saying much. Don't you ever
talk at all?"

“A yachtsman,” he sald,

CHAPTER V.,

Having thus, in a word, revealed

think, Of course people don't always
say ‘rather’ or ‘In a way' to be su-
perior.”

“I should say not! I use hoth of
'em a great deal myself,” said George.
“One thing I don't see, though:

. “When people cnn understand,” she | his ambition for a ecarveer above| What's the use of a man being six

Amberson—Mr. Minafer, I mean.” answered, courts, marts and polling booths, | feet three? Men that size can't
“What must be wonderfuf T He had been looking moodily out|George breathed more deeply than | handle themselves as well as a man
“To be so important as that™ at the ballropm, but he turned to her |usual, and, turning his face from |about five feet eleven and a half can.”

“That ism't ‘important ™ George as-

“Anyhody that really Is

quickly, at this, saw that her eyes
were sunny and content, over the top
of her bouquet, and he consented to

the lovely companlon whom he had
just made his confidant, gnzed out nt
the dancers with an expression in

George was a stralghtforward soul,
at least. “See here!" he sald, “Are

you engnged to anybody?"

NNo."

Not wholly mollifled, he shrugged
his shonlders. “You seem to know n
zood many people! Do you lve In
New York?

“No, We don't live anywhere,"

“What do you mean: you don't live
anywhere 1"

“We've lived all over,” she answered.
“Papa used to live here in this town,

as they Uke ia their owm fown, I
siakid chinkT™

She fookell at him coritieally from
under fher shading bshes—but ber
eyes grew gentler aimost at once. In
truik, fhey 'became more apgreciative
thae oriticdl. Geerge's imperisss good
Nooks were altogether manls, yet ap-
proacksd nctunl besmty ss closoly as|
‘& boy's good looks shoudd dare; snd|
«dance music and flowerns have syme |

smile,

“Girls are usnally pretty fresh!” he
sald. *“They ought to go to a man's
college about a year: they'd get
taught a few things about freshness!
What you got to do after two o'clock
tomorrow afternoon?”

“A whole lot of things, Tvery min-
ute filled np”

“All right,” sald George. “The

which there was both sternness and a
contempt for the squalld lives of the
unyachted Midlanders before him.
However, among them he marke. his
mother, and his somber grindeur re-
laxed momentarily; a more genial
lHght came Into his eyes,

Isabel was dancing with the quenr-
looking duck; and it was to be noted
that the lively gentlemnn's gait was
more sednte than It had been with

effect upon nincteen-yearos givls s
well as upon eighteen yearoid ‘Boye.

Leslightest intrinsic fmterest; thewe hail
snot srisem between thems the ‘begin-|
rvalngs of congeniafity, ar
sfricndliness—but staireys near hall-
smoams have more ta answer Tor than
i’barre moaonlit lakes aod poanéain sun-
Laets.

iinquiring, “what does she seedn Him?"

The stairwvay was draity: the stops )
were narrow and unoenforiabie; ne
aolder person would have semained {n|
such m place. Moregver, these two
young people were strungers 'iy each
other; neither W=l said 'amyihing in
which the other &ad diseovercd! the

even  of

Age, cunfused by fts evm ooy ac-
vanrlation of follies, is eveslostingly

ws If young love eame showt through
thinking—or through eofiduci. Al
cighteen one goes (o 2 damee, £#its with
o sfranger on a sinirwsy, Tedls po
«mlior, thinks nothiag wmd becomes
incapoble of any plan whatever. Biss
Morgan and Gowrpe staged swhare they
IR

They had agreed to m- in silonece:

end withoot Eknowing b, <certainly

without exchanging glances of intolll-

ints the balicoom, amd, for a thoe,
they did not speak. Heve onil there
were i be seem couples wo .carriedl,

away that, ceasing @ move 1l !lm:

decomus, even glide, eousidared 1uost
fhey pronced and whitled

Enowing,

4hrough the throng, from wall 4o wall,!
@iloping boupteswsly: in dhanden.
George suffered 8 shock of wngue sw)
mmumﬂmmbununt.,
Funny Minafer, wus the Iody-hllf of
ane of these wild esaples. She flew

i ¥ou in a cutter at ten minutes after

| ton—he continued, serlously: “If you

oy | “Byerybody elsé’s name always 18"

‘avoliiny witlsmet eof- | of my crowd's bifs of horsing at col-

sunow's fine for sleighing: I'll come for

iwao."

“I can't possibly go."

“If you don't,” bhe sald, “I'm going
t® sit in the cotter in front of the
gate, wherever you're visiting, all
afternoon, and If you try to go out
with anybody else he's got to whip
me before he gets you" And as she
langhed—thouzh she blushed a lttle,

think I'm not in earnest you're at Ub-
erty to moke qulte a big experiment |I™
She langhed ngaln. "I don't think
Tve often had so large a compliment
ag that," she said, “especially on such
short nnt!r-v—md yet 1 dom't think
T'll go with you.”
“You be ready at ten minutes nl’tor
two,"
“No, I won't."”
“Yos, yon willi”
*Yes," she said, *I will!™ And her
partner for the next dance arrived,
Lreathless with searching.
*Don't forget I've got the thind
from now,” George called after her.
When “the third from now” came
George presented himself before her
withbut any greeting, llke a brother
lor a moonerless old friend. Both
Weorge and Miss Morgan talked muoch
moreé to everyone else thot evening
flian to ecach other, and they sald
nothing at all at this time. - Both
Tooked preoccupled as they began to
il dance, and preserved a geavity of ex-
prossion to the end of the pumber,
And thelr next number they did not
danee, but went back to the gallery
stalrway, seeming to have reached
un upderstanding without any wverbal
consnltation that this suburb was
agnin the place for them.
“Well,” said George coolly, when
they were seated, “what did you eny
your nime was®”
"l!nrgnn."
“Funny name ™

“L o't mean-It was really fonny,"
Genrge expiniped. “That's just ond

“Are You Engaged to Anyhodyi"
Miss Fanny Minafer, but not less dex-

terous and authoritative. He saw
George and the heautiful Luey on the
stalrway and nodded to tlimu. George
waved his hand vaguely: he had a
momentary return of that Inexplicable
uneasiness and resentment which had
troubled him downstates,

snid.
“] think she 18" he agreed gently.
“ghe's the grocefulest womnn in that
ballroom, How wonderfully they dance
together!”
“Who?"
“Your mother and—and the queer-
lIooking duek,” eald Lucy, “I'm golog

L4

“How lovely your mother is!" Lucy |

but that was before I was born."”

“What do you keep moving around
g0 for? Is he a promoter?"”

Y“No. He's an inventor.,”

“What's he Invented?"

“Just lately," said Lucy, “he's been
working on a new kind of horseless
carringe,”

“Well, I'm sorry for him," George
said, In no unkindly spirit. “Those
things are never going to amount to
anything. “People aren't going to
spend their lives lying on their backs
in the road and letting grease drip In
their foces.™

“Papa’d be so grateful,” uha re-
turned, “if he could bave your ad-
vlce-ll

Instantly George's face became
flushed. *I don’t know that I've done
anything to be Insulted for!" he sald.
“I don't see that what I sald was par-
tieularly fresh."

“No, indeed "

“Then what do you—"

8he lnughed gayly, *“I don't! And
I don't mind your belng such a lofty
person at all. I think it's ever so
Interesting—Dbut papa's a great man!"

“Is he?" George decided to be
good-nntured. *“Well, let us hope so.
I hope so, I'm sure.”

Looking at him keenly, she saw that
the magnificent youth was Incredibly
sineere In this bit of graclousness.
She shoolk her head in gentle wonder.
“I'm just begioning to understend,”
she sald.

“Understand what?"

“What It menns to be & renl Am-
berson in this town, Papa told me
something ahout it before we came,
but I see he didn’t eay half enough!”

George superbly took this all for
tribute. “Did your father say he
knew the family before he left here?”

“Yes, I believe he was particularly
a friend of your Uncle George; ‘and
he didn’c say so, but I imagine he
must have known your mother very
well, too. He wasn't an inventor
then; he wns a young lawyer. ‘The
town was smaller In those

l.lnll.

ment, and strolled round the fluctu-
ating outskirts of the dance to where
his uncle, George Amberson, stood
smilingly watching, under one of the
rose-vine arches at the entrance fto
the room.

“Hello, young namesake" sald the
unele. “Why lingers the laggard heel
of the dancer? Haven't you got a
pariner®"

“She's sitting around walting for
me somewhere,” sald George, “See
here: Who [s this fellow Morgan that
Aunt Fanny Minafer was dancing
with n while ago?"

Amberson lnoughed. “He's a man
with a pretty davghter, Georgle, Me-
seemed you've been spending the eve-
ning poticing something of that sort—
or do I err?”

“Never mind! What sort is he?”

*“1 think we'll have to give him a
character, Georgie. He's an old
friend; used to practice law here—
perhaps he had more debts than cases,
but he paid 'em all up before he left
town. Your guestion is purely mer-
cenary, I take It: you want to know
his true worth before proceeding fur-
ther with the daughter, I ecannot in-
form you, though I notice signs of
conslderable prosperity in that be-
coming dress of hers, However, yon
never can tell, It is an age when ev-
ery sacrifice Is made for the young,
and how your own poor miother man-
nged to provide those genulne peatl
studs for you out of her allowance
from father 1 can't—

“Oh, "dry up!” sald the nephew. *“I
understund this Morgan—"

*Mr. BEugene Morgan,” his uncle
suggested. “Pollteness requires that
the young should—"

“I guess the ‘young' dido't know
much about politeness In your day,”
George Interrupted. ‘1 understand
that Mr, Eugene Morgan used to be
a great friend of the famlly. The way
he was dancing with Aunt Fanny—"

Amberson laughed. “I'm afraid
your Aunt Fanny's heart was stlrred
by ancient recoliections, Georgie.”

“You meant she wused to be silly
about him?"

“She wasn't considersd singular,”
said the uncle, *“He was—he was
popular, Could you bear a question?"

“What do you mean: could 1
bear—"

‘T only wanted to ask: Do you take
this same passionate interest in the
parents of every girl you dance with?
Perhaps It's a new fashion we old
buchelors ought to take up. Is it the
thing this year to—"

“Oh, go on!" sald George, moving
awny. “I only wanted to know—" He
left the sentence unfinished, and
and crossed the room to where a girl
sat waiting for his nobility to find
time to fulfill his contract with her
for this dance.

“Pardon ' keep' walt,”” he muttered,
ns she rose brightly to meet him; and
she seemed plensed that he eame at
all. He danced with her perfunctor-
rily, thinking the while of Mr. Eugena
Morgan and his daughter. Strangely
enough his thoughts dwelt more upon
the father than the doughter, though
George could not possibly have given
a reason—even to himseif—for this
disturbing preponderance.

By a coincidence, though not an
odd one, the thoughts and conversa-
tlon of Mr., Ilugene Morgan at this
very time  were concerned with
George Amberson Minafer, rather cas-
ually, it Is true. Mr, Morgan had re-
tired to a room set apart for smok-
ing, on the second floor, and had
found a grizzled gentleman lounging
in solitary possession.

“'Gene Morgan!" this person ex-
claimed, rising with great h
“1 don't belleve you know me!"

“Yés, I do, Fred Kinney|"” Mr. Mor-
gan returned with equal friendliness,
“Your real face—the one I used to
know—it's just undernenth the one
you're masquerading In tonight. You
ought to have changed it more if you
wanted a disgulse.”

“T'wenty years!" sald Mr. Kinney.
“It makes some difference in faces,
but more In behavior!”

“It does so!" his friend agreed with
explosive emphasis,

They sat and smoked,

“However,” Mr. Morgan remarkedl
presently, “I still dance ke an In-
diogn. Don't you?"

“No. 1 leave that to my boy Fred.
He does the dancing for the family.”

“I suppose he's upstalrs hard at
it

“No, he's not here” Mr. Kloney
glanced toward the open door and
lowered his voice. “He wouldn't come.
It seeme that a couple of years or
80 ago he hnd a row with young
Georgie Minnfor. Fred was president
of n lterary club they bad, and he
sold this Georgle Minafer got himself
elected instead, In an overbearing
sort of wany. Fred's very bitter about
his row with Georgle Minafer. He

eays he'd rather born his foot off
-tlmu get It inslde any Amberson house
or any place else where young Geor-
gle Js"

“Do people like young Minafer gen-
ernlly?”

“l don't know shout ‘mleully’ I ‘

nuﬁlwmm 91!
thc#lmrtnm:lhtrd M'
are tlad to express ontnlm

in earnest.

ghe looks at him¥”

Morgan’s odd expression of genial
apprehension deepened whimsienlly,
“She sees something that we don't
sece,” he sald.

“What does she see?”

" An nntel."

Kintey laughed alound, “Well, it
she sees an angel when she looks at
Georgle Minafer she's a funnier wom-
an than I thought she was!"

“Perhaps she is,"” snid Morgan. “But
that's what she sces™

“My Lord! It's easy to see you've
only known him an hour or so. In
that time have you looked at Georgle
and seen an angel?”

“No. All T saw was a remarkably
good-looking fool-boy with the pride
of Satan and a set of nice new draw-
ing-toom manners that he probably
couldn't use more than half an hour
at & time without busting."

“Then what—"

“Mothers are right,” said Morgan.
“Mothers see the angel in us because
the angel is there. If it's shown to
the mother the son has got an angel
to show, hasn't he? When a son cuts

|
.

“Gene Morgan!’

somebody's throat the mother only
sees It's possible for a misguided an-
gel to act lke a devil—and she's en-
tirely right about that!"

Kinney I[aughed and put his hand
on his friend’s shoulder. “I remem-
ber what a fellow you always were
to argue,” Le sald. “You menn Geors
gle Minafer ks as much of an angel
a5 any murderer I8, and that Georgle's
mother is always right.”

“I'm ofrald she always has been™
Morgan said lightly,

The friendly hand remained upon
his shoulder. “She was wrong once,
old fellow. At least, so it seemed to

me."”
“No sald Morgan, a little awk-
wardly. “No—"

Kinney relieved the slight embar-
rassment that had come upon both
of them: he laughed again. “Walt till
you know young Georgle a little bets
ter,” he snld. “Something tells me
you're golng to change your mind
ahout having an angel to show, if you
see anything of him!"

“You mean beauty's in the eye of
the beholder, and the angel is all in
the eye of the mother. If yonu were
a painter, Fred, you'd paint mothers
with angels' pyes holding ifmps In
their laps. Me, I'll stick to the old
masters and the cherubs.”

Mr. Kinney looked at him musingly.
“Somebody’'s cyes must have been
pretty angelle,” he gald, “if they've
been persunding you that Georgle
Minafer is a cherub!”

“They are,” sald Morgan heartily.
“They're more angellc than ever”
And as a new flourish of musie sound-
ed overhead he threw away his ciga.
rette and jumped up briskly. “Good
hy; I've got this dance with her'*

“With whom?" \

“With Isabel "

The grizaled Mr. Kinney al!ected to
rub his eyes, "It startles me, your
Jumping up like that to go and dance
with Isubel Amberson! Twenty years
seem to have passed—but have they?
‘Tell me, have you danced with poor
old Fanny, too, thls evening?"

“Twice "

“My Lord!" Kinney groaned Iul!
*Old " times stlrtln: all
over agaln! My Lord!"

“01d times?"  Morgan Inughed u!'-
Iy from the doorway. “Not a bitl
There aren't nny old times. When
times are gone they're not old; they're
dead! There aren't any times hnt
new times "

And he vanlshed In such a manner
that he seemed already to have be-
gun dancing. /

lége. We nlways say ‘funhy nome,' no

wdueomammmtum*

lltnamm he was quite well known.”
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