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At this.he laughed, but not very 
heartily, and walked slowly to the 
bouse, leaving her bending over a rose 
toush, and a shade more pensive than 
the most pensive garden lady In any 
Victorian engraving. . . . Next day, 
It happened that this same "Vendo-
nah" or "Rldes-Down-Everything" be
came the subject of a chance conver
sation between Eugene and his old 
friend Kinney, father of the fire-topped 
Fred. The two gentlemen found them
selves smoking In neighboring leather 
chairs beside a broad window at the 
club, after lunch. 

Mr. Kinney had remarked that he 
expected to get his family established" 
at the seashore by the Fourth of July, 
and, following a train of thouLht, he 
paused and chuckled. "Fourth of July 
reminds me," he said. "Have you heard 
what that Georgie Minafer Is doing?" 

"No, I haven't," said Eugene, and his 
friend failed to notice the crispness of 
the utterance. 

"Well, sir," Kinney chuckled again, 
"it beats the devil! My boy Fred told 
me about it yesterday. He's a friend 
of this young Henry Akers, son of F. 
P. Akers of the Akers Chemical com
pany. It seems this young Akers asked 
Fred if he knew a fellow named Mina
fer, because he knew Fred had always 
4lved here, and young Akers had heard 
some way that Minafer used to be an 
old family name here, and was sort of 
curious about It. Well, sir, you re
member this young Georgie sort of dis
appeared, after his grandfather's 
death, and nobody seemed to know 
much what had become of him— 
though I did hear, once or twice, that 
tie was still around somewhere. Well, 
sir, he's working for the Akers Chem
ical company, out at their plant on the 
Thomasville road." 

He paused^ seeming to reserve some
thing to be delivered only upon inquiry, 
and Eugene offered him the expected 
question, but only after a cold glance 
through the nose-glasses he had lately 
found It necessary to adopt. "What 
does he do?" , 

Kinney laughed and slapped the arm 
<if his chair. "He's a nitro-glycerin ex
pert I" 

He was gratified to see that Eugene 
was surprised, If not, Indeed, a little 
startled. 

"He's what?" 
**He*s an expert on nitro-glycerin. 

Doesn't that beat the devil! Yes, sir! 
Young Akers told Fred that this 
George Minafer had worked like a 
houn'-dog ever since he got started 
out at the works. They have a special 
plant for nitro-glycerin, way off from 
the main plant, o* course—in the 
woods somewhere—and George Mlna-
fer's been working there, and lately 
they put him in charge of it. He qprer-
sees shooting oil wells, too, and shoots 
•em himself, sometimes. They aren't 
allowed to carry it on the railroads, 
you know—have t o team It Young 
Akers says George rides around over 
the bumpy roads, sitting on as much as 
three hundred, quarts of nitro-glycerin 1 
My Lord! Talk about romantic tum
bles ! If he gets blown sky-high some 
day he won't have a bigger drop, when 
be comes down, than he's already had I 
Don't it beat the devil! Young Akers 
said he's got all the nerve there Is in 
the world. Says he gets a fair salaryi 
and I should think he ought to 1 Seems 
to me I've heard the average life in 
that sort of work is somewhere around 
tfour years, and agents don't write any 
Insurance at all for nitro-glycerin ex
perts. Hardly 1" 

"No," said Eugene. "I suppose not." 
Kinney rose to go. "Well, It's a 

pretty funny thing—pretty odd, I mean 
—and I suppose It would be pass-
around-the-hat for old Fanny Minafer 
If he blew up. Fred told me that 
they're living In some apartment house, 
and said Georgie supports her. He was 
going to study law, but couldn't earn 
enough that way to- take care of 
Fanny, so he gave it up. Fred's wife 
told him all this. Says Fanny doesn't 
do anything but play bridge these 
days. Got to playing too high for 
awhile and lost more than she wanted 
to tell Georgie about, and borrowed 
a Kttle from old Frank Bronson. Paid 
aim back, though. Don't know how 
Fred's wife heard It. Women do hear 
the darndest things!" 

"They do," Eugene agreed. 
i "Well, I'm off to the store," said Mr. 
Kinney briskly; yet he lingered. "I 
suppose we'll all have to club In and 
keep old Fanny out of the poorhouse 
i f he dees blow up. From all I hear 
f fs usually only a question of time. 
fThey say she hasn't got anything else 
to depend on." 

*T suppose notf 
, •'Well—I wondered—" Kinney hesi
tated. T was wondering why you 
fcadn't thought of finding something 
around your works for him. You used 
to be such a tremendous friend of the 
family—I thought perhaps you—of 
course I know he's a queer lot—I know 

"Yes, I think he is," said Eugene. 
"No. I haven't anything to offer him." 

"I suppose not," Kinney returned 
thoughtfully, as he went on. "I don't 
know that I would myself. Well, we'll 
probably see his name in the napera 
some day if he stay? wtffll chat job!" 

. . . However, the nitroglycerin 
expert of whom they spoke did not get 
into the papers as a consequence of 
being blown up, although his daily life 
was certainly a continuous exposure to 
that risk. Destiny has a constant pas
sion for the incongruous, and It was 
George's lot to manipulate wholesale 
quantities of terrific and volatile ex
plosives in safety, and to be laid low 
by an accident so commonplace and In
consequent that It was a comedy. 
Fate had reserved for him the final in
sult of riding him down under the 
wheels of one of those juggernauts at 
which he had once shouted "Git a 
hoss!" Nevertheless, Fate's Ironic 
choice for Georgie's undoing was not a 
big and swift and momentous car, such, 
as Eugene manufactured; it was a spe
cimen of the hustling little type that 
was flooding the countryi the cheapest, 
commonest, hardiest little car ever 
made. 

The accident took place upon a Sun
day morning, on a downtown crossing, 
with the streets almost empty, and no 
reason in the world for such a thing 
to happen. He had gone out for his 
Sunday morning walk, and he was 
thinking of an automobile at the very 
moment when the little car struck 
him; he was thinking of a shiny lan-
daulet and a charming figure stepping 
into It, and of the quick gesture of a 
White glove toward the chauffeur, mo
tioning him to go on. George heard a 
shout, but did not look up, for he could 
not Imagine anybody's shouting at him, 
and he was too engrossed In the ques
tion "Was it Lucy?" He could not de
cide, and his lack of decision in this 
matter probably superinduced a lack 
of decision in another, more presslngly 
vital. At the second and louder shout 
he did look up; and the car was almost 
on him; but he could not make up his 
mind if the charming little figure he 
had seen was Lucy's and he coruld "not 
make up his mind whether to go back
ward or forward; these questions be
came entangled in his mind. Then, 
still not being able to decide which of 
two ways to go, he tried to go both— 
and the little car ran him down. It 
was not moving very rapidly, but it 
went all the way over George. 

He was conscious of gigantic vio
lence ; of roaring and jolting and con
cussion; of choking clouds of dust, 
shot with lightning, about his head; 
he heard snapping sounds as loud as 
shots from a small pistol, and was 
stabbed by excruciating pains in his 
legs. Then he became aware that the 
machine was being lifted off of him. 
People were gathering in a circle 
round him, gabbling. 

His forehead was bedewed with the 
sweat of anguish, and he tried to wipe 
off this dampness, but failed. He could 
not get his arm that far. 
- «Nev» mind," a policeman said; and 
George could see above his eyes the 
skirts of the blue, coat, covered with 
dust and sunshine. "Amb'lance here In 
a minute. Nev' mind tryln' to move 
any. You want 'em to send for some 
special doctor?" j 

"No." George's lips formed the word. 
"Or to take you to some private 

hospital?" 
"Tell them to take me," ho said 

faintly, "to the City hospital." 
"A' right." 
A smallish young man in a duster 

fidgeted among the crowd, explaining 
and protesting and a strldent-volced 
girl, his companion, supported his ar
gument, declaring to everyone her 
willingness to offer testimony In any 
court of law that every blessed word 
he said was the Go "s truth. 

"It's the fella that hit you," the po
liceman said, looking down on George. 
"I guess he's right; you must of b'en 
thinkin' about somep'n* or other. It's 
wunnerful the damage them little ma
chines can do—you'd never think it— 
but I guess they ain't much case ag'in 
this fella that was drlvin' It" 

"You bet your life they ain't no case 
on me I" the young man In the duster 
agreed, with great bitterness. He came 
and stood at George's feet, addressing 
him heatedly: "I'm sorry fer you all 
right, and I don't say I ain't. I hold 
nothin' against you, but it wasn't any 
more my fault than the statehouse! 
Wasn't goln' a step over eight miles 
an hour! I'm perfectly willing to say 
I'm sorry for you though, and so's the 
lady with me. We're both willing to 
say that much, but that's all, under
stand!" 

George's drawn eyelids twitched; 
his misted glance rested fleetingly up
on the two protesting motorists, and 
the old Imperious spirit within him 
flickered up in a single worv. Lying 
on bis back In the middle of the street, 
where he was regarded by an Increas
ing public as an unpleasant curiosity, 
he spoke this word clearly from a 
mouth filled with dust, and from lips 
smeared with blood. 

. . . It was a word which Inter
ested the policeman. When the ambu
lance clanged away, he turned to a 
fellow patrolman who had joined him. 
"Funny what he says to the little cuss 
that done the damage. That's all he 
did call him—nothin* else at all—and 
the cuss had broke both his legs fer 
him and God-knows-what-all 1" 

"I wasn't here then. What was it?' 
"•Riffraff P" 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

Eugene's feeling about George had 
not been altered by his talk with Kin
ney in the club window, though he was 
somewhat disturbed. Kinney had rep
resented Georgie as a new Georgie— 
at least In spots—a Georgie who was 

I proving that decent stuff had been hid 
i In him; in fact, a Georgia who was do

ing rather a handsome thing in taking 
a risky job for the sake of his aunt, 
poor old silly Fanny Minafer! Eugene 
didn't care what risks Georgie took, or 
how much decent stuff he had in him •> 
nothing that Georgie would ever do In 
this world or the next could change 
Eugene Morgan's feeling toward him. 

If Eugene had wished, he could eas
ily have taken George out of the nitro
glycerin branch of the chemical works. 
Always Interested in apparent impos
sibilities of Invention, Eugene had en
couraged many experiments In such 
gropings as those for the discovery of 
substitutes for gasoline aud rubbers; 
and, though his mood had withheld the 
information from Kinney, he had re-
cently bought from the elder Akers a 
substantial quantity of stock on the 
condition that the chemical company 
should establish an experimental labo
ratory. He intended to buy more; 
Akers was anxious to please him; and 
a word from Eugene would have 
placed George almost anywhere In the 
chemical works. The possibility Just 
edged Itself Into Eugene's mind: that 
Is, he let it become part of his percep
tions long enough for It to prove to 
him that it was actually a possibility. 
Then he half started with disgust that 
he should be even idly coasidering 
such a thing over his last cigar for the 
night, in his library. "No!" And he 
threw, the cigar into the empty fire
place and went to bed. 

His bitterness for himself might 
have worn away, but never his bitter* 
ness for Isabel. He took that thought 
to bed with him—and it was true that 
nothing George could do would ever 
change this bitterness of Eugene. Only 
George's mother could have changed it. 

And as Eugene fell asleep that 
night, thinking thus bitterly of 
Georgie, Georgie in the hospital was 
thinking of Eugene. He thought of Eu
gene Morgan and of the Major; they 
seemed to bo the same person for 
awhile, but he manged to disentangle 
them and even to understand why he 
had confused them. Long ago his 
grandfather had been the most strik
ing figure of success in the town: "As 
rich as Major Amberson 1" they used to 
say. Now it was Eugene. "H I had 
Eugene Morgan's money," he would 
hear the. workmen day-dreaming at the 
chomlcal works; or, "If Eugene Mor
gan had hold of this place you'd see 
things hum!" And the boarders at the 
table d'hote spoke of "the Morgan 
Place" as an eighteenth-century 
Frenchman spoke of Versailles. Like 
his uncle, George had perceived that 
the "Morgan Place" was the new Am
berson mansion. His reverie went back 
to the palatial days of the mansion, In 
nis boyhood, when he would gallop his 
pony up the driveway and order the 
darkey stablemen about, while they 
whooped and obeyed, and his grandfa
ther, observing from a window, would 
laugh and call out to him: "That's 
right, Georgie. Make those lazy ras
cals jumpl" He remembered his gay 
young uncles, and how the town was 
eager concerning everything about 
them, and about himself. What a clean, 
pretty town it had been! And in his 
reverie he saw like a pageant before 
him the magnificence of the Amber-
sons—its passing, and the passing of 
the Ambersons themselves. They had 
been slowly engulfed without knowing 
how to prevent It, and almost without 
knowing what was happening to them. 
The family lot, in the shabby old quar-
ter, out at the cemetery, held most of 
them now; and the name was swept 
altogether from the new city. The 
Ambersons had passed, and the new 
people would pass, and the new people 
that came after them, and the next 
new ones, and the next—and the 
next— 

He had begun to murmur, and the 
man on duty as night nurse for the 
ward came and bent over him. 

"Did you want something?" 
•There's nothing in this family busi

ness," George told him confidentially. 
"Even George Washington is only 
something in a book." 

• • • * • • • 
Eugene read a report of the accident 

In the next morning's paper. He was 
on the train, having just left for New 
York, on business, and with less leis
ure would probably have overlooked 
the obscure item: 

* i t 
LEGS BROKEN. 

Q. A. Minafer, an employee of the Ak
ers Chemical company, was run down by 
an automobile yesterday at the corner of 
Tennessee and Main and had both legs 
broken. Minafer was to blame for the 
accident, according to Patrolman F. A. 
Kax, who witnessed the affair. The auto
mobile was a small one driven by Herbert 
Cottleman of 2TO Noble avenue, who stat
ed that he was making less than four 
miles an hour. Minafer is said to belong 
to a family formerly of considerable prom
inence in the city. He was taken to the 
City hospital, where physicians stated 
later that he was suffering from Internal 
injuries besides the fracture of his legs, 
but might recover. 

Eugene read the item twice, then 
tossed the paper upon the opposite seat 
of his compartment, and sat looking 
out of t ie window. His feeling toward 
Georgie was changed not a jot by his 
human pity for Georgie's human pain 
and injury. He thought of Georgie's 
tall and graceful figure, and he shiv
ered, but his bitterness was untouched. 
He had never blamed Isabel for the 
weakness which had cost Jthem the few 
years of happiness they might have 
had together; he had put the blame 
all on the son, and It stayed there. , 

He began to think poignantly of Ka-
bel. He closed his eyes and saw her 
as she had been long ago. He saw the 
brown-eyed, brown-haired, proud, gen
tle, laughing girl he had known when 
first he> came to town, a boy just out 
of the State college. He remembered 
—as he had remembered ten thousand 
times before—the look she gave him 
when her brother George introduced 
him to her at a picnic; it was "like 
hazel starlight'* he had written her. In 

la poem, afterward. He remembered 

his first call at the Amberson mansion, 
and what a great personage she 
seemed, at home In that magnificence; 
and yet so gay and friendly. He re
membered the first time he had danced 
with her—and the old waltz song be
gan to beat hi his ears and in his 
heart. 

All the way to New York It seemed 
to him that Isabel was near him, and 
he wrote of her to Lucy from his hotel 
the nest night: / 

"I saw an account of the accident 
of George Minafer. I'm sorry, though 
the paper states that it was plainly 
his own fault. I suppose it may have 
been as a result of my attention fall
ing upon the item that I thought of his 
mother a great deal on the way here. 
It seemed to me that I had never seen 
her more distinctly or so constantly, 
but, as you know, thinking of his moth
er is not very apt to make me admire 
him! Of course, however, he has my 
best wishes for his recovery*" 

He posted the letter, and by the 
morning's mall received one from Lucy 
written a few hours after his depar
ture from home. She inclosed the item 
he had read on the train and wrote: 

"I thought you might not see It. 
"I have seen Miss Fanny and she 

has got him put into a room by him
self. Oh, poor Bldes-Down-Everything! 
I have been thinking so constantly of 
his mother and it seemed to me that I 
have never seen her more distinctly. 
How lovely she was—and how she 
loved him!" 

If Lucy had not written this letter 
Eugene might not have done the odd 
thing he did that day. He was an ad
venturer; If he had lived in the six
teenth century he would have sailed 
the unknown new seas, but having 
been born in the latter part of the 
nineteenth, when geography was a 
fairly well-settled matter, he had be
come an explorer In mechanics. But 
the fact that he was a "hard-headed 
business man" as well as an adven
turer did not keep him from having a 
queer spot In his brain, because hard-
headed business men are as suscep
tible to such spots as adventurers are. 

Two weeks after Isabel's death, Eu
gene was in New York on urgent busi
ness and found that the delayed ar
rival of a steamer eave him a day with 
nothing to do. His room at the hotel 
had become intolerable; outdoors was 
intolerable; everything was Intolera
ble. It seemed to him that he must 

-No, Just to Take His Hand—Gently." 

see Isabel once more, hear her voice 
once more; that he must find some 
way to her, or lose his mind. Under 
this pressure he had gone, with com
plete scepticism, to a "trance-medium" 
of whom he had heard wild accounts 
from the wife of a business acquaint
ance. / 

The experience had been grotesque, 
and he came away with an encourag
ing message from his father, who had 
failed to Identify himself satisfactor
ily, but declared that everything was 
"on a higher plane" hi his present 
state of being, and that all life was 
"continuous and progressive/* Mrs. 
Horner spoke of herself as a 
"psychic;" but otherwise she seemed 
oddly unptetentious and matter-of-
fact; and Eugene had no doubt at all 
of her sincerity. He went to Mrs. 
Horner's after his directors' meeting 
today. He used the telephone booth in 
the directors' room to make the ap
pointment; and he laughed feebly at 
himself, and wondered what the group 
of men in that mahogany apartment 
would think If they knew what he was 
doing. Mrs. Horner had changed her 
address, but he found the new one, 
and somebody purporting to be a niece 
of hers talked to him and made an ap
pointment for a "sitting" at five o'clock. 

Mrs. Horner appeared hi the door
way, a wan and unenterprising look
ing woman in brown, with thin hair 
artificially waved—but not recently— 
and parted In the middle over a bluish 
forehead. Her eyes were small and 
seemed weak, but she recognized the 
visitor. 

"Oh, you been here before," she said, 
in a thin voice, not unmusical. "I rec
ollect you. Quite a time ago, wa*n't 
i t r 

"Yes, quite a long time." 
"I recollect because I recollect you 

was disappointed. Anyway, yon was 
kmd of cross." She laughed faintly. 

Tin sorry If I seemed so," Eugene 
•aid. "Shall we—" 

"All right," she assented, dropped 
Into the leather chair, with her back to 
The shaded window. "You better set 
down, too, I reckon. I hope youTl get 

something this time so you won't feel 
cross, but I dunno. I can't never tell 
what they'll do. Well—" 

She sighed, closed her eyes, and was 
silent, while Eugene, seated in the stiff 
chair across the table from her, 
watched her profile, thought himself 
an idiot, and called himself that and 
other names. And as the silence con
tinued, and the impassive woman in 
the easy-chair remained Impassive, he 
began to wonder what had led him to 
be such a fool. What had brought him 
back to this absurd place and caused 
him to be watching this absurd wom
an taking a nap in a chair? In brief: 
What the devil did he mean by it? He 
had not the slightest Interest in Mrs. 

7Horner's naps—or in her teeth, which 
were being slightly revealed by the un
conscious parting of her lips, as her 
breathing became heavier. 

How long was' he going to sit here 
presiding over this unknown woman's 
slumbers? It struck him that to make 
the picture complete he ought to be 
shooing flies away from her with a 
palm-leaf fan. 

Mrs. Horner's parted lips closed 
again abruptly, and became com
pressed ; her shoulders moved a lltye, 
then jerked repeatedly; her small 
chest heaved; she gasped, and the 
compressed lips relaxed to a slight 
contortion, then began to move, Whis
pering and bringing forth indistin
guishable mutterings. 

Suddenly she spoke In a loud, husky 
voice: 

"Lopa is here!" 
"Yes," Eugene said dryly. "That's 

what you said last time., I remember 
•Lopa.* She's your 'control' I think 
you said." 

'Tin Lopa," said the husky voice. 
*Tm Lopa herself." , 

"You mean Tm to suppose you're 
not Mrs. Horner how?" 

"Never was Mrs. Horner!" the voice 
declared, speaking undeniably from 
Mrs. Horner's lips—but with such con
viction that Eugene, in spite of every
thing, began to feel himself in the 
presence of a third party, who was 
none the less an individual, even 
though she might be another edition 
of the apparently somnambulistic Mrs. 
Horner. "Never was Mrs. Horner or 
anybody but just Lopa. Guide." 

"You mean you're Mrs. Horner's 
guide?" he asked. 

"Your guide now," said the voice 
with emphasis, to which was incon
gruous^ added a low laugh. "You 
came here once before. Lopa remem
bers." 

"Yes—so did Mrs. Horner." 
Lopa overlooked his implication, and 

continued quickly: "You build. Build 
things that go. You came here once 
and old gentleman on this side,' he 
spoke to you. Same old gentleman 
here now. He tell Lopa he's your 
grandfather—no, he says father.' He's 
your father." \ 

"What's his appearance?'' 
"How?" 
"What does he look like?' • 
"Very fine! White beard, but not 

long beard. He says some one else 
wants to speak to you. See here. 
Lady. Not his wife, though. No. 
Very fine lady! Fine lady, fine ladyI" 

"Is it my "sister?" Eugene asked. 
"Sister? No. She is shaking her 

head. She has pretty brown hair. She 
is fond of you. She Is some one who 
knows you very well, but she Is not 
your sister. She is very anxious to 
say something to you—very anxious. 
Very fond of you; very anxious to talk 
to you. Very glad you came here—oh, 
very glad!" 

"What is her name?" 
"Name," the voice repeated, and 

seemed to ruminate. "Name hard to 
get—always very hard for Lopa. 
Name. She wants to tell me her name 
to tell you. She wants you to under
stand names are hard to make. She 
says you must think of something that 
makes a sound." Here the voice 
seemed to put a question to aa invis
ible presence and to receive an an
swer. "A little sound or a big sound? 
She says it might be a little sound or 
a big sound. She says a ring—oh, 
Lopa knows! She means a belli That's 
it, a bell." 

Eugene looked grave. "Does she 
mean her name is Belle?" 

"Not quite. Her name is longer." 
"Perhaps," he suggested, "she means 

that she was a belle." 
"No. She says she thinks you know 

what she means. She says you must 
think of a color. What color?" Again 
Lopa addressed -the unknown, but this 
time seemed to wait for an answer. 

"Perhaps she means the color of her 
eyes?" said Eugene. 

"No. She says her color is l ight-
it's a light color and you can see 
through It." 

"Amber?" he said, and was.startled, 
for Mrs. Horner, with her eyes still 
closed, clapped her hands, and the 
voice cried out In delight: 

"Yes! She says you know who she 
Is from amber. Amber! Amber! 
That's ltl She says you understand 
what her name is from' a bell and 
from amber. She Is laughing and 
waving a lace handkerchief at me be
cause she is pleased. She says I 
have made you know who It Is;" 

This was the strangest moment of 
Eugene's life, because, while it lasted, 
he believed that, Isabel Amberson, 
who was dead, had found means to 
speak, to him. Though within ten 
minutes he doubted it, he believed It 
then. 

His elbows pressed hard upon the 
table, and, his head between his 
hands, he leaned forward, staring at 
the commonplace figure In the easy-
chair. "What does she wish to say 
to me?" 

"She is happy because you know 
her. No—she Is troubled. Oh—a 
great trouble! Something she wants 
to tell you. She wants so much to 
tail joa. She wants Lopa to ten yon, 

This is a great tronble. She says— 
oh, yes, she want* you to be—to be 
kind I That's what she says. That's 
it. To be kind." 

"Does she—" 
"She wonts you to be kind," said 

the voice. "She nods when I tell you 
this. Yes; It must be right. She is 
a very fine lady. Very pretty. She 
is so anxious for you to understand. 
She hopes and hopes you, will. Some
one eise wants'to speak to you. This 
is a man. He says—" 

"I don't want to speak to any one 
else," said . Eugene quickly. "1 
want—" 

"This man who has come says that 
he Is a friend of yours. He says—" 

Eugene struck the table with his 
fist. "I don't want to speak to any 
one else, I tell you!" he cried pas
sionately. "If she is tbere I—" He 
caught his breath sharply, checked 
himself, and sat in amazement. Could 
bis mind so easily accept so stupend
ous a thing as true? Evidently it 
could! 

Mrs. Horner spoke languidly In her 
own voice: "Did you get anything sat
isfactory?" she asked. "I certainly 
hope it wasn't like that other time 
when you was cross because they 
couldn't get anything for you." 

"No, no," he said hastily. "This 
was different. It was very interest
ing." 

He paid her, went to his hotel, and 
thence to his train for home. Never 
did he so seem to move through a 
world of dream-stuff; for he knew 
that he was not more credulous than 
other men, and if he could believe 
what he had believed, though he had 
believed it for no longer than a mo
ment or two, what hold had he or 
any other human being on reality? 

His credulity vanished (or so he 
thought) with his recollection that it 
was he,^and not the alleged "Lopa," 
who had suggested the word "amber." 
Going over the mortifying, plain 
facts of his experience, he found that 
Mrs! Horner, or the subdivision of 
Mss. Horner known as "Lopa," had 
told him to think of a bell and of a 
color, and that being furnished with 
these scientific data, he had leaped 
to the conclusion that he spoke with 
Isabel Amberson! 

For a moment he had believed that 
Isabel was there, believed that she 
was close to him, entreating him—en
treating him "to be kind." But with 
this recollection a strange agitation 
came upon him. After all, had she 
not spoken to him? If his own un
known consciousness had told the 
"psychic's" unknown consciousness 
how to make the picture of the nret-
ty brown-haired, brown-eyed lady, 
hadn't the true Isabel—oh, indeed her 
very soul!—called to him out of his 
own true memory x of her? 

And as the train roared through the 
darkened evening he looked out be
yond his window, and saw her as he 
had seen her on his journey, a few 
days ago—an ethereal figure flying be
side the train, but now it seemed to 
him that she kept her face toward his 
window with an infinite wistfulness. 

. "To be kind!" If it had been 
Isabel, was that, what she would have 
said? If she were anywhere, and could 
come to him through the Invisible wall, 
what would be the first thing she 
would say to him? 

Ah, well enough, and perhaps bit
terly enough, he knew the answer to 
that question! "To be kind"—to 
Georgie! N ^ 

. . . A red cap at the station, 
when he arrived, leaped for his bag, 
abandoning another which the Pull
man porter had handed him. "Yessuh, 
Mist* Morgan. Yessuh. You' car wait-
in' front the station fer you, Mist' Mor
gan, sub!" 

And people In the crowd about the 
gates turned to stare, as he passed 
through, whispering, "frbat's Morgan." 

Outside, the neat chauffeur stood 
at the door of the touring car like a 
soldier in whipcord. 

'Til not go home now, Harry," said 
Eugene, when he had got in. "Drive 
to the City hospital." 

"Yes, sir," the man returned. "Miss 
Lucy's there. She said she expected 
you'd come there before you went 
home." , 
- "She did?" 

"Yes, sir." v 
Eugene stared. 'T suppose Mr. Mina, 

fer must be pretty bad," he said. 
"Yes, sir. I pnderstand he's liable 

to get well, though, sir." He moved 
his lever Into high speed, and the car 
went through the heavy traffic like 
some fast, faithful beast that knew its 
way about, and knew its master's need 
of haste. Eugene did not speak again! 
until they reached the hospital. 

Fanny met him hi the upper corri
dor, and took him to an open door. 

He stopped on the threshold, 
startled; for, from the waxen face on 
the pillow, almost it seemed the eyes 
of Isabel herself were looking at him: 
never before had the resemblance be
tween mother and son been so str.ong 
—and Eugene knew that now he had 
once seen it thus startlingly, he need 
divest himself of no bitterness "to be 
kind? to Georgie. 

George was startled, too. He lifted 
a white hand In a qUeer gesture, half-
forblddlng, half-Imploring, and then let, 
his arm fall back upon the coverlet. 
"You must have thought my mother 
wanted you to come," he said, "so that 
I could ask you to—to forgive me." 

But Lucy, who sat beside him, lifted 
ineffable eyes from him to her father, 
and shook her head. "No, just to take 
his hand—gently!" 

She was radiant 
But for Eugene another radiance 

filled the room. He knew that he had 
been true at last to his true love, and 
that through him she had brought 
boy under shelter again. ' 
would look wistful no more. 

[THE END.] 
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