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out & fuctory
i homlnl carriages of his o::d

)
il CHAP'I‘ER IV.~Bugens was an old ad-
of Isabel's and they had been en-
i when Isabel  threw him over be-
onuse of some ruu'hr'ﬂ Indigeretion and
o married Wilhur Minsfer,

Y :_. CHAPTER V.
| Having thus, In a ward, revealed
e his ambition for a carcer above
m marts and polling hooths
orge Dbreathed more deeply thag
M&I and, turning hils face from
‘the lovely companion whom he had
ust made his confidant, gazed out ut
chl‘.d:ncers with an expression In
. wyhich there was both sternness and a
tempt for the squalid lives of the
In,rst:hted Midlanders before him.
owever, among them he marked his
1' , and his somber grandeur re-
o momentarily; & more genial

ight came Into his eyes.

=

Isabel wans dancing with the queer :

- looking duck; und it was to be noted
_ that the llvely gentleman's galt was
more sedate than it had been with
s Fanny Minafer, but not less dex-
us and authoritative. He saw
gorge and the beautiful Lucy on the
rway and nodded to them. George
his hand wvaguely: he had n
mentary return of that Inexplicable
ness and resentment which had

ped him downstairs,
ow lovely your mother I8!” Lucy

.~ “I think she is," he agreed geotly.
. “She's the gracefulest woman lu that
‘ballroom. How wonderfully they dance
logether!” -
“Who"
“Your mother and—and the gqueer-
duek,” sald Luey. "I'm golng
p dance with him pretty soon.”
"I don't care—so long as you don't
five him one of the numbers that
 bel to me”
TN to remember,” she said,
And Ju’shtmny lifted to her face
bouguet. of violets and lllies, a
which George noted wlthmlt

“Lwt herel Who sent you thm
jowers you keep makln' such o fuss

LAre

“He did.”

"Who's he?"

. "The gueer-looking duck."

Gme feared no such rival; he

Iaughed loudly. “I ¢'pose he's some
old widower!” he %aid, the object

a8 described seeming Ignominlous

pugh to a person of eighteen, with-
out additional characterization.
* Lucy became serfous at once. “Yes,
‘he is a widower,” she said. “I ought
o haw told you before; he's my fa-
.Geo_ra stopped laughing abruptly.

Well, .that’s a horse on me. If I'd
known he was your father of course
T wolgldn't bave made fun of him. I'm

) ','M could make fun of him,"
"W cou.l{tn't they?"
“It wonldo't make him funny
ould only make themselves silly.”
um this George had a gleam of
gleldgence. “Well, I'm not going te

'imysel! ;m; any mare, then; T

ant to take chances llke that
you. But I thought he was the
il th‘!!' uncld. He came with

it

A

"!'u." she sald; “I'm alwiys Iate

: evurnhlnf I wouldn't let them

palt for me. We're visiting the
harons.” :

~ “About time I knew that! You for-

et my being so fresh ubout your fa-

ther, will you? Of course he's a dis-

pished-looking man, (n a way."
. wag still serlous. “'In a

' E" ghe repeated. “You mean,
pot in your way, don't you?"

~ Ceorge was perplesed. "How do
pu mean: not in my way?”

 “People often say ‘in n way' and

distinguished looking' or

i so-and-so, or ‘rather” anything,

 that they're superlor, don't

I a -of snob siang, 1

Ot course | g

W or Yin a way' to be.su-

T .
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e don't mlways

and a half m"
ghtforward soul,

“Are You Engaged to Anybody?"”

at least. “See herel” he sald, “Are
you engaged to anybody?”

*No.”

Not wholly mollified, he shrugged
his shoulders. “You seem to know a
good many peoplel Do you live in
New York?' 2 :

“No. We don't live anywhere.”

“Yghat do you mean: you don't live
anywhers?"

“We've lived all over,” she answered.
*Papa used to llve here in this town,
but that was befora I was born.”

“What do you keep moviog around
go for? Is he a promoter??

“No. He's an Inventor,”

“What's he Invented?”

“Just lately,” sald Lucy, “he's been
working on a new kind of horseless
carriage.”

“Well, I'm sorry for him" George
said, in no unkindly spirit. *“Thosc
things are never golng to umouut to
anything, People aren't going to
spend thelr Hves lying on thelr hacks
in the road and letting grease drip iu
their faces."

“Papa'd be so grateful” she re
turned, *“if he could have your ad-
vice.”

,Instantly George's face became
flushed, “I don't know that I've done
anything to be Insulted for!" he said.
“I don't see that what I sald was pur-
Ricularly fresh.”

“No, indeed 1™

“Then what do you—"

She laughed gayly, “I don't! And

e

'ﬂn mqp!c Hlne wzmr ulmue! gon-
r

"'l don’t know nlmm g-mrrnn; I
nm he gets plnmy of’ toadying; but
there's certuinty a lot nf people thet

giad to express their opibions.
t him.”

“What's the matter with Kim?7"

. - “Too much Amberson, I snppou.

ore he lﬂl
question qu'niu'r’ely mér-
e It: you wiant to km

ﬁhl true wgl‘th before praceeding fur|

i

with the danghter.
form you, though I potice signs

1 cannot .

condlderable prosperity in that be |

coming dress of hers, However, you

never can tell. It is an age when ev-

m sacrifice is mude for the young,

and how your own poor mother man-
aged (o provide those genulne pearl
you out of her allowance

atudh for

\ father I can't—"

nndmtg'?d This Morgan—"
“Mr, Rugene Morgan,”

the young should—

upl” gald the nephew. *I|

his uncle|
wPolitepess requires that!
s~ eat

“I guess the ‘young' didn't know

‘much about pollteness in your duy,”
“I understand
that Mr. Eugene Morgan used to be

George  Interrupted.

a great friend of the familyy The way
he was dabcing withh Aunt Fanpny—"

Amberson laughed,  “I'm
your Aunt Funny's heart was stirred
by -anclent recollections, Georgie”

“Fou meant she used to be silly
about him?" \

“She wasn't considersd singular®
dalil the uncle, “Ha was—he was
popuinr, Could you begr a question*

“What do you mean:
bonp—"

“l unly wanted to ask: Do you take
this same passlopits Interpst In the
pirents of every girl yon dagce with?
Rarhaps 1ty neve feshion wa, old
bachelorsionght o ke up. Is It the
thing thia year to—""

“Oh, #o onl" suaid George;
away. “I only ®anted to know—" He
ieft the senlence unitmished, and
und crossed thé rooln tb where a girl
st waiting for him. nobility to find
time to fultHd his contragt with her
for this duuce. !

“Pardon € keep' walt,” he muttered,
as she rose brighdly to meet him; and
she seemed pleased that he came at
all. He daoced with her perfunctor-
rily, thinking the while of Mr. Bugene
Morgan and his daughter. Strangely
enough his thoughts dwelt more upon
the father than the daughter, though
George could not possibly have given
a reason—even to himself—for this
disturbing preponderance,

By a colocldence, though

i
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moving

not an

odd one, the thoughts and conversa-
tion of Mr, Eugene Morgan at this
with
George Amberson Minafer, rather cas

very tlme were concerned

ually, It Is true, Mr. Morgin had re
tiredl to a room set apart for smok-

I don't mind your being such a lofty | (UM

person at all, I think It's ever so
Interesting—but papa’s a great mun!"

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

Looking at him keenly, she saw that
the magnificent youth was ineredibly
gincere Jn this bit of graciousness.
She shook her head in gentle wonder.
“I'm just begioning to understand,”
she suld.

“Understand what?”

“What It means to be a real Am-
barson In this town. Papa told me
something about it before we came,
but I see he didn't suy hulf enougb 1"

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

“Yes. 1 belleve he was particularly
e friend of your Uncle George; and
he didn’t say so, but 1 Imagine he
must have known your mother very
well, too., He wasn't an inventor
then; he wus a young lawyer. The
town was simoaller In those days, and
I believe Le was quite well known"

“] dare say. I've no doubt the/fum-|
fly are all very glad to see him back,
especinlly if they used to have him*
at the house n good denl, a8 he told®
you."

“I don't think he meant to boast of
IL" she sald. “He spoke quite
calmfly,” she retorted, as her partner
for the next dunce arrived,

#he took wing away on the breeze
of the waltz, and George, having
stared gloomily after her for a few
moments, postponed filling an engage-
ment, and strolled round the flucty-
ating outskirts of the dance te where
his uncle, rge Ambergon, stood |
smilingly: watching, under one of the |

rose-vine arches at the entrance te
the room, ;

“Hello, young namesake” sald the
uncle. “Why lingers the luggard hoel
of the dancer? Haven't you got a
partner?"

i Mmm 'Ilﬂll Mi

h.
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“Gene Morgan!’

ing, on the second floor, and had
found n grizzled gentleman lounging
in solitary possession,

“'Gene Morgan!" this person ex-|
clalmed, rising with great heartiness.
“I don't helieve o4 Enow me!”

“Yes, I do, Fred Kinney!" Mr, Hor-
gan returned with equal friendliness,
“Your real face—the one I used to
Eknow—It's Just underneath the one
you're masquerading in tonight. You
ought to have ghanged it more If you
wianted a disgul

“Twenty years!” sald Mr. Kinney,

{9t makes some différence In faces,

but more In behavior!™

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

They sat and smoked,

“However," Mr. Morgan remarked
presently, “I still dance like an In-
dign. Don't you?'

“No. I leave that to my boy Pred.
He does the dancing for the fumily.”

afruld

could 1

one thing, And for another, his
NWm from the day he was born, He
Ahinks he's n little tin god on wheels
| —und bLonestly |t makes somie people
weak and sick Just to think abont
Yet -gwmmed, Intellis
woman Amberson, actu-
tly sits and worships nim! You canm
r It in her volee when she speaks
to him or cnoaks of hirn. You can sea
It In her eyes when she Tooks at him.
My Lord! What does she see when

S mother Just fell down and worshiped |

j&he looks at him?” ,
- Morgan's odd expreasion of genial
apprehension deepened whimsleally,
“ﬂhe sees something that we don’t

" he sald,
“Whut does ghe see?"

pr‘rr,.l " a s ean e RTCReT,

. Kinn?' laughed aloud  “Well, H
#he gees an angel when she looks at
Georgie Minafer she's a funnler wom.
an than 1 thought she was!”

S MPerhaps she 18, sald Morgan. “But
that's what aho seeg”

“My Loril! It's ensy to see you've
uply known him an hodr or s0. In
thitt’ thme have you looked at Ggm-glel
and geen ‘an angel P

#No. All T saw was a remarknbly
good-looking foolhoy with the pride
of Satan and a set of nice new deaw-
Higsro0om monners that he probably
sopldn't use more than half an hour
at a time witl tsting."™

“Tllt'l: Wikl

Mot . it
Mthers ¢
the angel 1s 1 shown to
the mother has got an angel
fo'show, husn't When o son citti
somebody's ¢ the mother only
Sees IUs possible for g misguided an-
gel to nel llke a devil—and she's en-
tirety right chout thar!™

Kinney laughed and put
on: his friend's =houlder, “I remem-
her what o follow you always were
toargne,” he sai “You mean Geor-
gie Minufer Is much of an angel
a8 any murderer Is, and that Georgie's
motheér is nlway= right.”

“I'm afrold she wlways has been,”
Morgan said lightly,

The friendly hand remained upon
his shoulder. “She was wrong once,
old fellow. At leust, so It seemed to
me,”

“No," sald Morgan,
wuridly, *“No—"

Kinney relleved the slight embar-
ragssment that bad come upon both
of them : he laughed ngaln, “Walt tn
vou kmow young Georgie a little bet-

suld Morgan.
I‘| | Ll

If It's

his hand

a little awk-

us becpuse |G

ter, he said. “Something telld me
vou're going to ol your mind |
\hout having an angel to show, If you
¢ anything of him!"

“You menn heauty's in the eye of
*he beholder, and the angel Is all in
he eye of the mgther, If you were
. painter, Fred, you'd paint mothers

ange

Lwith Isnbel Amberson !

with angels' gyes holding imps In
helv laps. Me, T'll stick to the old

sl the cherphs,”

looked nt him musingiy.
must have Dbeen
=ald,
that Georgle

L Kinney
amitbody’s eyes
ottty angelie he
wn persuading  you

Minnfer ig a cherub "

“They are,” said Morgan heartily.
“They're more angelle than  ever.”
And as a new flourish of musle sound-
ed overhend he threw away his clga-
reite and jumped up briskly, “Good-
by I've got this dance with her.”

“With whom?"

“With Isabeli*

The grizzled Mr. Kinney affected to
rub his eyes. "It startles me, your
Jjumping up lke that to go and dance |
Twenty years

|seem to have passed—but have they?

Tell me, hayve you danced with poor
old Fanny, too, this evenlng?"

| L
“Pwlce 1" |

“My Lord!” Kinney groaned half |
in earnest. “Old times starting all |
over again! My Lord!"

“Old times?" Morean laughed gay-
Iy from the doorway. “Not a bit!
There aren't any old times. When
times are gone they're not old ; they're
dend! There aren't any times but
new timeg!™ |

And he vanished in such a manner
that he seemed already to bhave be-
,;un dancing, '

CHAPTER VI.

The appearance of Miss Lucy Mor
gun the next day, as she sat in
George’s fast cutter, proved so charm-
ing that her escort was stricken to

| oft words Instadfly and failed to com- |

“I suppose he's upstalrs hard at!

nr
“No, he's not here” Mr. Kinney

glanced toward the open ‘door and

lowered his volee, “He wouldn't come

It seems thut u eouple of yeurs o

s0 ago he had a row with ;nung!

of a literary club they had,

suld this Georgle Minafer got himself |

elected fustead, in an overbearing

trol & poetle Impulse. “You look |
ilke—" he.said. “Your face looks |
like—It looks llke a snowfluke on a |
lump of coal. I mean a—a snowfinke
that would be a rose-leaf too!" |

“Perhaps you'd better look at the
reins,” she returned. “We almost up-
set just then'

George declined to heed this advice,
“Because fhere’s too much pink in
vour cheeks for a snowflake," he con- |
tinued. “What's that falry story about |
spow-white and rose-red—"
“We're golng pretty fast, Mr, Mina- |
fer!™

“Well, you see, I'm only here for |
wo weeks"

*T mean the sleigh!™ she explalned.
t, you know,"

“Oh, they'll keep out of the way."
“That's very patricilan chariotecers

| sort of way. Fred's very bitter about|ing, but It seems to me a horse llka|

his row with Georgle Minater. He/ this needs guidance. I'm sure he's

be'd ruther . mmmu
= g e

-

]“1""'-||-- T S L |_

mmmmnum' |

with hundreds of
“f they've 1 hundreds o

| horses,
| doesn't

y W lose

| "’ﬁst’i nutlung.

lu eongented to look forward np.ln.
"He ean trot under three minutes, gll
rlght® He Jagghed. “T suppose your
fatlier thinks he ean bulld a horseless
carriage to go that fast!”

"They go that fast already, some
tlmes,”

“Yos" sald George; “they do—for
about a handred feet! Then they give
a yell and burn up.”

Evidently she decided not to defend

iher fatber's falth In horseless car-

riages, for she laughed and sald noth-
g, The cold air was polka-dotted
with snowflakes, and trembled to the
ir.aul,. continuons Jingling of sleigh
bells. Boys and girls, all aglow and
panting jets of vapor, darted at the
pasgsing sielghs to ride on the runners,
or sought (o rope their sleds to any
yehlclg whytever, buf the fleetest no
more than just touched the flying cut-
ter, though a huodred soggy mittens
grasped for It, thea reeled and whirled
dll sometimes the wearers of those
daring mittens plunged flat In the
snow and lay a-sprawl, reflecting.

But there came pantlng and chug-
ging up that flat thoroughfare a thing
which some day was (o spoll all thelr
sleightime merrlmont—save for the
rashest and most disobedlent. It was
vaguely Tike a topless surrey, but cum-
prous with unwholesome excrescences
fore and aft, while underneath were
sploning leather belts and something
that whirred and howled and seemed
‘o stngger. The ride-stealers made no
ittempt to fasten thair sleds to a con-
irivance s0 nonsensicnl and yet so
fenrsome, Instend they gave over thefr
sport dand concentrated all thelr ener-
gles 1o thelr lungs, so that up and
down the street the one cry shrilled
increasingly : “Git & hoss! (it a hoss!
Git o hogs! Mister, why don't youn git
But the mahout In charge,
front sent, was
Inpghed, and ne

whall without
d-nntgare IL wan
who exhibited so
D I,-r-!'.h'-'--il the

[ a dedér-stalle
| ar of a Toxzy gy ulk er
“3it a hors!" the ehildren shr n_l-.\-l
i gruffer voldes jeined them, “GI
a hoss! Gita hogs! Git a hoss|"

George Minufer wus correct thus
far; the twelve miles an hour of such
- machine wowld never avertake
(zoorge's trotter, The cutter was al-
ready seurrying between the stona pil-
lars at the entrance to Amberson ad-
ditinn.

“That's my grandfather's,” said
George, nodding toward the Amberson
mansion,

“I ought to know that!” Lucy ex-
clalmed. “We stayed there late enough
Inst night: papa and [ were almost
the Iast to go. He and your mother
and Miss Fanny Minafer got the mu-
siclans to play another wallz when
everybody else had gone downstalrs
and the fiddles were belng put away
in thelr cases, Papa danced part of
It with Miss Minafer and the rest with
your mother. Miss Mloufer's your
wunt, isn't she?"

“Yes; she llves with us. That's our
house just beyond grandfather's,” He
wavil o senlskin gauntlet to lndleata
the house Major Amberson had buflt
for Isabel as a wedding gift. He
srowned ns they passed n cloged car
riage and pair. The body of this com-
tortable vehlele sngg htly to one

ide; the puint was

& hoss?™
Bitting solltary on the
he
duckad a
f his ;

tNNceErmed—

Lhen

i

Caf

the col

ol slie
ald
minuta

und seamed
crucks like
rivers on a bilnck map;: the
couwchman, a fat und elderly darky,
seemed to drowse upon the box: but

litile

Your Grandfather
Sald Lucy.

the open window afforded the oceuns
pants of the cutter a glimpse of a
tired, fine old face, & silk hat, a pearl
tie and un astrachan collar, evidently
out to take the air.

“here's your grandfather now™
sald Lucy. “Isn't It?"

George's frown was not relaxed,
“Yes, it Is; and he ought to give that
rat irap away and eell those old

They're a disgrace, nll shaggy
even clipped. 1 suppose he

notice It—people get awful
funny when they get old; they seem
thelr self-respect, sort of.”

"There's Now,™

—not

“ITe spemed a real Brommell to me™

| Geargie Mipafer. Fred was president “Wg're not the only people on the ! Ebe suid.
nnd he ! st

“Oh, bhe keeps up about what he
wears, well enough, but— Another
thing T dont think he ought to allow:
a good many people bought big lota

they bulit houses on 'em; then
m ﬂ.ﬂ land kevt setting

m—h--t J"“-’,__
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'thelr yards thut way. All he'd have h'

hlgher, 5 ...er‘d mjl purt of m g

yards and let the people that

It builld on it to live la, till thly
hayen't hardly sny of 'em got big, open
yards any more, and It's getting all
bollt up. The,wny It used to be it was
g gentleman's country estate, and
thut's the wny my grandfather onght
to keep it. He lets these people take
too many liberties: they do anything
they want to.*

“But how could he stop them?*
Lucy asked, surely with reason. “If
?;’ sold them the land It's thelrs, Isn't
t

George remained sereme In the fuee
of this apperently difficult question.
“Hg ought to have all the tradespeople
boycott the familles that sell part of

do would be to tell the mdaspeoplo
ther' wouldn't get any more orders
from the family If they dido't do It

“From ‘the family? What family?®,

“Our famlly," sald George, unpérs .
turbed, “The Ambersons."” '

“I see!" she murmured, and evident-
ly she did see something that he diff
not, for, as she lifted her mufl to h-
face he asked:

“Whn;alro you laughing at now? Al

¥y

“You always seem to have somd
liftle secret of your own to get happy
over!"

“‘Always!'" she exclaimed. “What
a bilg word, when we only met last
night "

“That's another cnse of it" he aald
with obvious sincerity. “One of the
reasons 1 don't like you—much!—Il8
you've got that way of seeming qul-
etly superlor to everyhody else”

“I1" she cried. “I have?”

“Oh, you think you keep It sort pt
confidential to yourself, but it's plain
enough! I don't belleve In that kind
of thing, I think the world's like this?
there's a1 few people that their birth
and position, and, 80 on, puls them at
the top, and they ought to treat each
ather entirely a8 equals." [Ilig volce
hetraved a little emotion as he added,
“1 wonldn't speak !llke this to every-
body.”

“You mean you're confiding
deepest cresd—or code, what e
Is—to mel"

“Go on; make fun
George sald bitterly.
you're terribly cleverl
tred I

“Weall, ns you don't llke my sceming
‘quietly superior,’ after this I'll be nols
ily superior,” she returmed cheerfully,
“We alm to please!"

“I had a notlon before I came foe
you today that we were golog to quars
rel,” he sald.

“No, we won't; It takes two!" She
Irughed and waved her muff toward a
new house, not quite completed, stand-
ing In a feld upon thelr right. They
had passed beyond Amberson addition
and were leaving the northern fringes
of the town for the open country.
“Isn’'t that & beautiful house!"™ she ex-
clalmed. “Papa and I eall It our Bean-
tiful Hoosa"

George was not pleased.
belong to you?

“Of course not! Papa brought ma
out here the other day, driving In h's
machine, and we both loved It. It's so
spacious and dizonified and plain.”

“Yes, It's plain enough!™ George
grunted.

‘Yet it's lovely ; the gray-green roof
and shutters give just enough color,
swwith the trees, for the long white
walls. It seems to be the finest house
I've seen In this part of the country.”

George was outraged by an eothu-
glasm S0 Ignornnt—not ten minutes
‘ago they had pussed the Amberson
mansion. “Is that a sample of your
taste in architecture?” he asked.

“Yes, Why?"

“Because It strikes me you betier go
somewhere and study the sublect &
Httle 1™

Lucy looked puzzled. “What makes
you have so much feeling about ItY
Have [ offended you?"

“*Offended” nothlog!" George re
turned brusquely. “Girls usually
think they know It all as soon as
they've learned to dance and dress and
flirt a little. They never know any-|
thing about things llke architecture,
for Instance. That house was about
a8 bum s house ms any hounse I ever
saw !"

Hé spoke of it In the past tense, be-
cause they had now left It far behind
them—a human habit of curious sig-
nificance. “It was llke a house meant
for a street in the city. What kind
of & house was that for people of
any taste to build out here In the coun-
try?™ e

“But papa says It's bullt that way

on purpose, There are a ot of other
houses beilng bullt In this direction,
and papa says the city's coming out
this way; and In a year or two that
house will be right In town.”
. "It was a bum house, anyhow," said
George crossly. “I don’t even know
the people that are building 1. They
gay d lot of riffraff come to town every
year nowadays and there's ofher riff-
raff that have always lived here, and
have made a lttle money, and act as
If they owned the place, Uncle Syd-
ney wus talking about It yesterday:
he says he and some of his friends are
organizing a country club, and already
some of these riffraff are worming Inte
it—people he never heard of at alll
Anyhow I guess It's pretty clear you
don't know u great deal ahout archi
tecture.”

She demonstrated the completeness
of her amiability by Ianugting. “I'U

your
ver It

of Iit, then!"
“You do think
It mukes me

“Does it

( Continued on Page 7.)

Refuses His Own Medicine,
Reform I8 always inteaded for the
other man. Never was a reformer who
meﬂbcd it for himself~Columbla

Stata.
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