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was ad? el Nl Saad

“A GOOD-LOOKING FOOL-BOYWITH THE PRIDE OF SATANS"

mutter what it s, 1 guess we're proet-
ty fresh sometimes; but I knew your
neme was Morgan beeause my mother

“1 don't eare—so long as you don't

give him one of the numbers that
helong to me"

daughter marrled young Wibur Minafer the neighbors predicted that as
Isabel could pever really love Wiibur ull her love would be bestowed upon the
Il children, There l& only one child, however, George Amberson Minafer, and
hin upbringing and hin youthful accomplishments as a mischlef maker are
quits In keeping with ths most pessimintie predictions, By the tUme CGeorge
goes away to college he does not atlempt to coneeal his bellef that the
Ambarsons are about the most important famlly in the world. At a ball glven

“I don’t really know myself,”

“What do you mean:
really know yourself 1

“l mean 1 only
fell me, I bolleve them,

you don't

know what they
of course,

upproval,
“Look hera! Who gent you those
flowers you keep makin' such a fuss
overt
“He d1d."

In the young Iady's father.
of hig own Invention.

tion and married Wilbur Minafer

in his honor when he returns from college, Goorge manopolives Lucy Morgan,
A strangzer and the pretilest girl present, and gets on fumously with her until
he learns thot a “queor looking Muck” at whom he had beon poking much fun,
MHe Is Fugene Morgan, a former resident of
Bigburg, und he Is returning to ereot o factory and to bulld horseless carriagoes
Bugens md been an old admirer of Inabol's and they
bad been enenged when Ianbel threw him over bacnums of a youthful Indinore-

but belleving (an't renlly knowing,'
“Look here!” gald George. Do you
always tnlk ke this?"
Miss Lucy Morgnn laughed forgly-
Ingly, put her young head on one alde
like a bird and responded cheerfully:

“Who's ‘he? "™

“The queerlooking duck."

George fenred no such rival; he
luughed loudly. *“I s'pose he's some
old widower!" he sald, the object

“I'm willing to legrn wisdom.

-—

—

IV—Continued.
——

“Give me the next and the ons after | nll
that,” he sald hurriedly, recovering
some presence of mind, Just as the
neniest applicant renched them. “And
give me every third one the rest of
the evening.”

Bhe Inughed. "Are yon sasking?"

“What do you mean, ‘asking? ™

“It gouuded as though you were just

CHAPTER conples, malntaining
the while laughing

with his partner.

and

n place: he

home,

geemed

telllng me to give you nll those|the gallery stalrwny, he disengnged |ly. “I don't expect to go Into any “Why couldn’t they?” and how your own poor mother man-
dances." his hand from Miss Faony's for an in- | ‘business or profession’ “It wouldn't make him funny: it|2ged to provide those genuine pearl
“Well, I want "em " George Insisted, | stant, and not pausing In the dance,| “No?" would only mnke themselves silly."” studs for you out of her allowance

suflicient grace
throughout his wildest moments, and
tnlking
Whnt was most re-
murknble to George, and a ltile Irrl-
tnting, this stranger In the Amberson
mansion had no vestige of the air of
deference proper th a stranger in such
thoroughly at
He seemed offensively so, In-
dead, when, passing the entrance to

are you studying at school?"
“College !
"At the unlversity!
yon &tudying there?"

useful guff?"
“What do you mean: 'Useful?™

business or profoasion 7

What

Yex, What are

George Inughed.  "Lot o' useless
guff ™
“Then why don't you study some

“Something you'd use later, In your

George waved his hand impatient-

thus described seeming Ignominious
vnough to a person of elghteen, with-
out additional characterization.,

Lucy beeame seriong at once, “Yes,
he Is o widower,” she sald. *T onght
to have told you before; he's my fa-
thiee™

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

“Nobody could make fun of him,"
she sald quletly,

especinlly if they used to have him
at the house n good deal, as he told
yon."

“I don’t think he meant to boast of
It,” she sald, “He spoke quite
*imly,” she retorted, ns her partner
for the pext dance arrived,

She took wing away on the breeze
of the waltz, and George, having
gtnred gloomlly after her for a few
moments, postponed filllng an engnge-
ment, and sirolled round the fluctu-
nting ontskirts of the dance to where
his uncle, George Amberson, stood
smilingly watching, under one of the
rose-vine arches at the entrance to
the room.

“Hello, young nomesanke,” sald the

me somewhere,” sald George. “See
here: Who is this faellow Morgan that
Aunt Fanny Minafer was dancing
with a while ago?”

Amberson Inughed. “He's a man
with a pretty daughter, Georgie. Me
geemed you've been spending the eves
ning noticlng something of that sort—
or do I err?

“Never mind! What sort Is he?”

“I think we'll have to give him a
character, Georgle. 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 question Is purely mer-
cenary, I take it: yon want to know
hls troe worth before proceeding fur-
ther with the daughter. I cannot In-
form you, though I npotice slgns of
considerable prosperity in that Dbe
coming dress of hers. However, yon
never con tell. It 18 an age when ev-
ery sacrifice |18 made for the young,

for one thing. And for another, hie
mother just fell down and worshiped
him from the day he wns born, Hu
thinks he's a little tin god on wheels
=nand honestly It rmkes some people
wenk and sick just to think abonl
him! Yet that high-spirited, intelll
gent woman, Isabel Amberson, ncfu-
ally sits and worships him! Yon ean
liear It in her volce vhen ahe spenke
to him or spenks of*him, You ean ses
it In her eyes when she looks at him
My Lord! What does she see when
ahe looks at him?"

Morgan's odd expression of grniafl
apprehension  deepened  whimsieally,
“She sees something that we don'
see,” he sald,

ar unele. “Why lingers the el “What does
Bynopnis—=Major Amberson had made a fortunae in 1¥73 when other peopls snld 8o downstalrs, 1 meant: what's I'fl try to remember,” she sald, £ 1l a '. I_’ ;'“ N l, Iu;:gnrd he " at d 1 she see?”
were boalng fortupes, and the magnificence of the Ambaersons beifan then, the rest of 117 und thoughtfully lifted to her face OfF. tiie ,“m'"' avent you got a An angel.
Mialer Amberson lald out a M-acre “developtent,” with rouds and statuary, o ) . partner? Kinney Inughed aloud. Wenl, 1
.mf In the contar of & four-acra tract, on Amboerson avenus, bullt for himself Lucy. - S bouquet of violets and lilles, a "She's sltting around waltin for | #he sees an angel when she looks at
the mont magnifcent mansion Midiand City had ever seots, When the major's “How old are you? George asked. | ;vsture which George noted without e K g r

Georgle Minafer she's a funnler wome-
nn than I thought she was ™

“Perhaps she In,” sald Morgan, "But
that's what she sces"

“My Lord! It's ensy to see you've
only known him an hour er so. In
that time have you looked at Georgle
und seen an angel 7

“No. All I saw wans n remarkably
good-looking fool-bov with the pride
of Satan and a set of nilce mew draw-
Ing'room manners that be probably
couldn’t use more than half an bour
ot o time without busting.”

"Then what="

“Mothers are right,” sald Morgan.
“Mothera see the angel In us bechuse
the angel {8 there. If It's shown to
the mother the son hns got-an angel
to show, hasn't he? When a son cuts

T

"Are you golng to glve me—" wuved n loaughing salutation more “Certainly not!” George was em- from father I can't—"

“Good gracious!" she Ilaughed,
"Yes!™
The npplicants focked round her,

she falled to comprehend the kind of | don't want to take chances like that “Mr. Ilugene Morgnn,” his uncle
urging contracta ™r what remuined, | festation, responding nelther by word | person he was, - | with you. But I thought be was the | suggested. ' “Politeness requires that
but they did not disledge George from | nor sign. “How's that for a bit of “Why not?" she gsked mildly. sSharon girls’' uncle. He came with | the young should—"
ber side, though he made 1t evident | freehness?” murmuired, “Just look at 'em!" he sald, almost | them—" “I guess the ‘young’ didn't know
that they succeeded In annoying him; "IWhot wns?" Miss Morgan asked. with bitterness, nnd he made a ges- “Yes,” she said; "I'm always late | much about politeness in your day,”
and pregently he extrieated her from "That queerlooking duck waving | ture presumably {ntended to indiente | to everything: I wouldn't let them | George Interrupted. *“I understand
an accumulating slege—she must have| his hand at me like that. Except he's | the business and professional men | walt for me. We're wvisiting the| that Mr, Fugene Morgan used to be
conplved In the extrieation—and bore | the Shoaron girls' vncle I don't know | now danciog within range of vision. | Sharons.” n grent friend of the family. The way
ber off to git beslde him upon the | him from Adam." “That's a fine cnrcer for a man, Isn't “About time I knew that! You for-| he was danciog with Aunt Fanoy—" ||
stalrwny that led to the musiclans'| “You don't need to” she sald. “Fle|{t1 Lawyers, bankers, politicians!| set my belng so fresh about your fa- [

gallery, where they were sufliclently
retired, yet had a view of the room,
“How'd all those ducks get to know

; by uancient recollections, Georgle," | i
George was not mol- | ahout real things? Where do they Lucy was still serlons. “‘In a “You meant she used to be silly

you so quick?" George inquired, with |lifled by the explanation, “Everyone | ever get?” way? ™ ghe repeated. “You mean,| ..o him? ' [

Nttle enthuslasm. Foems to mean you! )

“Oh, I've been here a week."”

of sight,

thon eordinl, then capered lightly out

George gazed stonily at this mani-

wasn't waving his hand to you: he
meant me."
“Oh, he dia?"

seem to have been pretty busy this

Upon this George had a gleam of
intelligence, “Well, I'm not golng to
make mysclf &llly any more, then; I

phatie, belng sineerely annoyed by a
suggestion which showed how utterly

What do they get out of life, I'd Hke
to know! What do they ever know

ther, will you? Of course he's a dis-
tingulshed-looking man, in a way."

You certninly do He wns so earpest that she waa

not In your way, don't you?"
surprised and Impressed. She had n

George wus -perplexed. “How do

“Looks ms If you'd been pretty | week you've been here!™ vaugue, momentary vision of Pitt, at| you mean: not In my way?" s Ithe gnc]e' . m? NS “".lf
busy I'" he sald. “Most of those ducks, She pressed her bonquet to her face | twanty-one, prime minlster of Eng- “People often say Yo a way' and '"'_"'",“r' DUld Fou DRsF X guestionl
I don't know what my mother wanted | ngain and laughed Into it, not dis-|land; and she spoke, involuntarily in| ‘sather distinguished looking,' or “’hf_'l do you mean: could 1
to Invite "em here for.," pleased. She made no other com-|a lowered voice, with deference: ‘rather' go-and-so, or ‘rather’ anything, bean—

“Perhaps It wns on account of thelr
mirents,” Miss Morgan suggested
mildly, “Maybe she didn't want to
offend thelr futhers and mothers.”

“Oh, hardly! I don't think my
mother need worry much about offend-
Ing anybody In this old town."

*It must be wonderful,” snid Miss
Morgan, “It must be wonderful, Mr,
Amberson—Mr. Minafer, I mean”

“What must be wonderful?"

*To be wo Ilmportant ns that!™

*That isn't ‘Important,’ ™ Georgo as-
sured her. “Anybody that really 15
unybody onght to be able’ to do about
an they llke in thelr own town, I
should think 1"

S8he looked at him critically from
under her shoding lashes—but her
eyes grew gentler almost at once, In
truth, they became more appreciative
than eritleal. George’s lmperlous good
looks were altogether manly, yet ap-
proached actual beauty ns closely an
a boy's good looks should dare; and
dance musie apd flowers have some

spoke,

prattler.

never saying much.
tallke at all?"

answered,

smile.
snld,
college anbout a year:
tomorrow afternoon?*

ute filled up”
“All right"” sald George.

ment, and for another perlod nelther

“Well," sald George finally, “I must
say you don't seem to be much of a
They suy It's a great way
to get n reputation for belng wise—

“When people can understund,” she

He had begn looking moodily out
nt the ballroom, but he turned to her
quickly, at this, saw that her eyes
were sunny and content, over the top
of her bouquet, and he consented to

“Glrls are usually pretty fresh!” he
“They ought to go to & man's
they'd get
taught a fow things ahout freshness!
What you got to do after two o'cock

"A whole lot of thinga. Every min-

“The

“What do you
asked,

George answered promptly.
“A yochtsman," he sald.

want to be?"

CHAPTER V,

Don't you ever -

Having thus, In & word, revealed
his ambition for a career above
courts, marte and polling booths
George brenthed more deeply than
usual, and, tourning his face from
the lovely companlon whom he hod
just made his confidant, gazed out nt
the dancers with an expression Io
which there was both sternness and o
contempt for the squulld lves of the
unyachted Midianders before him,
However, among them he marked his
mother, and his somber grundeur re
Inxed momentarily; a more genlal
light came Into his eyes.

Isabel wns daocing with the queer-
looking duck; and it was to be noted
that the lively gentleman’s galt was

she

effect upon nincteen-year-old girls as
well as upon elghteen-yearold boys,
The stalrway was deafty: the steps
were narrow and uncomfortnble; no
older person would have remalned in

such n place, Moreover, these two

young people were strangers to each

mnow's fine for slelghing: I'll come for
you in a cutter at ten minutes after
two"”

“I enn't possibly go™

“If you don't,” he sald, “I'm going
to «it In the cutter In front of the
gate, wherever you're visiting, all
afternoon, and if you try to go out

more sedate than it had been with

eother; neither had sald anything In
which the other had discovered the
slightest Intrinsle Iuterest; there had
not arisen between them {he begln-
nlngs of congenlality, or even of
friendlipess—but stalrways near ball-
rooms have more to answer for thun
have moonllt Inkes and mountaln sun-
weta.

Age, confussd by Its own long ac-
eumulation of follles, is everlastingly
Inquiring, “what does she gee In blm?™
as If young love came anbout through
thinklng—or through econduct, At
slghteen one goes to o dance, sits with
A& stranger on a stalrway, fecls pe-

me before he gets you"

She laughed again.

short notlee—and yet 1
I'l go with you."

don't

two”
“No, I won't”
"Yes, you wiln®

eullar, thinks nothing, and becomes “Yes," she sald, I will!" And her

incapable of any plan whatevoer. Miss | partuner for the next doapce arrived,

Morgun and George stnyed where they | breaihless with searching,

were, “Don’t forget I've got the third
They had agreed to this in silence | from now,"” George called after her.

and without kpowing it; certninly When “the third from now" camo

awithout exchanging glances of intelll-
'gence—they had exchaaged no glunces | without any greeting, ke
at all. Both sat staring vagucly out) or a mannerless old friend.
into the ballroom, and, for o time,
‘they dld not speak., MHere and there
were to be seen couples so carried
away that, cenking to move uat the
decorous, even glide, considered most
knewing, they pranced and whirled
through the throng, from wall to wall,
galloplpg  bounteously in  abandon,
'@eorge suffered a shock of vugue sur

George presentod

more to everyone else
thaon te each other,
nothlng at all at

thut
und
this time.

when he percelved that his nunt, | stalrway, seeming to have reached | waved his hand veguely: he had a
'Fanny Minafer, was the Indyhalf of | un understanding without any verbal | momentary return of that inexplienble
ione of those wild couples, Ehe flew | consultation that this =uburb was ] uneasiness and resentment which had

|over the floor In the capable arms of
‘the queer-looking duck; for thlg per-
|mon was her partoer,

The queer-looking duck had been a
peal dancer in his day, It nppenred;
mnd evidently his day was not yet
over. In eplie of the beadlong, poy
mpldity with which he bore Miss
Panny about the big room he danced
authoritatively, avolding without ef.
fort the lightest esllision with other

aguin the place for them.
"Wl sald George coolly,

your name wasi"

“Mﬁraﬂn‘"
“Funny name ™

George explnined.

with anybody else he's got to whip
And as she
lnughed—though she blushed a lttle,
too—he continued, seriously: “If you
think I'm not In earnest you're at lib-
erty to make quite a blg experiment I
“I don't think
I've often had so large a compliment
ug that,” she sald, “especlally on such
think

“You be rendy at ten minutes ufter

himself before her
a brother
Both
George nnd Miss Morgan talked much
evening
they sald
Both
looked preoccupled as they begun to
dance, nnd preserved a gravity of ex-
pression to the end of the number,
And their next pumber they did not
dance, but went back to the gallery

when
they were seated, “what did you say

“Everybody else's name always is"
“I didn’t mean 1t was really funny,™
“That's just one
of my crowd's bits of horsing at ecol-
lege. We always say ‘funny name,’ no

“Are You Engaged to Anybody!™

terous and aunthoritative. He snw
George and the beautiful Luacy on the
stalrway und nodded to them,

troubled him downstalrs,

“How lovely your mother I&8!" Lucy
snld.

“1 think ahe 18"

ballroor,
together !
*Who?"
“Your mother nod—and the queer
looking duck,"” suld Lucy.
to dunce with him pretty sovn

Migs Faonny Minafer, but not less dox-

Georgn

he agreod gently,
“She's the geraceMmlest womnn In that
How wonderfully they dunce

“I'm going

to show that they're superior, don't
they. It's a kind of snob slang, 1
think. Of course people don't always
say ‘rather’ or ‘in a way' to be su-
perior.”

“I should say mot! I use both of
‘em a great deal myself,” sald George.
“One thing I doa't see, though:
What's the use of a man belng six
feet three? Men that slze can't
handle themselves as well as a man
about five feet eleven and a half can.”

George was a stralghtforward soul,

at least. “See here!" he gaid, “Are
you engaged to anybody?”

IlNo.‘l

Not wholly mollified, he shrugged

his shoulders. “You scem to know n
good many people! Do you live in
New York?

“No. We don't live anywhere."

“What do you menn: you don't live
anywhere?"

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

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

“No. He's an Inventor.™

“What's he Invented?"

“Just lately,” suaid Lucy, “he's been
workilng on a new kind of horseless
carringe.”

“Well, I'm sorry for him,"” George
sald, In no unkindly spirit. *“Those
things are never going to amount to
anything. People aren’t golng to
gpend thelre lives lylog on their backs
in the road and letting grease drip o
thelr faces.”

“Papa'd be so
turned, “if he
vice"

Instuntly George's face became
flushed, “T1 don't know thiat Ive done
anything to be Insulted for!™ he sald.
51 don't see that what 1 sald was pur-
ticularly fresh”

“No, Indeed 1™

“Then what do you—"

She lnughed gaviy, *1 don't!
1 don't mind your belng such o lafty
person at all. I think It's ever s
Interesting—but papa’s o great moan!l”

“Is he?' QGeorge decided
gootd-natured “Well, let
1 hope so, I'm sure.”

Looking at ilin keenly, sho suw that
the magnificent youth was ineredibly
slncers in bit of
She shook her hend In gentle wondey,
“I'm Jjust beginning to understand,”
she sald,

“Understund what?”

“Whnt #t

she
your

grateful,”
couldd have

b oA
udl-

s hope so0

this graclousness,

real Am-
told 1
“aniee,

menns o be &
berson In this town, Papa
gomething anbounr it belore
but 1 see he dido't say hall enough
George superhbly took this all for

Wt

tribute. “IMd  your futber say h
knew the famlly before he loft hered"
“Yesu, 1 believe he was particularly |

a friend of your Uncle Goorge:

he didn't say =0, but I lmpgioe he
must have Enown your mother very |
well, too, Ie wasn't an inventor

then; he wans a young lawyer. The
town was smaller In those days, and
1 belleve he was guite well known”

“l dare say. I've no doubt the fam-

“Oh, dry up!™ egald the nephew. “I
understand this Morgun—"

Amberson laughed. “I'm afrald|
your Aunt Fanny's heart was stirred |

“She wasn't consldered singular” |

“I only wanted 1o ask: Do you tﬂke} :

this snme passionate interest In the
parents of every girl you dance with?
Perhaps it's a new fashion we old
bachelors ought to take up. Is It the
thing this year to—"

“Oh, go on!"™ sald George, movihg
away. “I only wanted to know—" He
left the sentence unfinished, and
and croxsed the room to where a girl
sat walting for his pobillty to find
time to fulfil his contract with her
for this dance.

“Pardon * keep' walt,” he muttered,

ng she roge brightly to meet him; and
ghe secemed pleased that he came at |
all, ¥e danced with her perfunctor-

Morgan and his daughter, Strangely
enough his thoughts dwelt more upon |
the father than the dnughter, though
George could not powssibly have given |
n reason—even to himself——for this
disturbing preponderance.

By a coineidence, though not an
oidd one, the thoughts amd conversn-
tion of Mr. Fugene Morgan at this |
very time were concerned  with
George Amberson Minafer, rather ons
ually, It is true. Mr, Morgan had re- |
tired to a room set apart for smok- |
ingg, on the second floor, and hod!
found n grizeled gentleman lounging
in solltary possession.

“"Gene Morgan!™ thls person ex
clalmed, rising with grect heartiness
“1 don't belleve you know me "

“*Yeq T do, Frad l\"!‘.ln-\"." Mr, Mor-
gnn returned

with equnl friendiiness:

And !

tn he|

antd {

“Four real face—the one™1 used to
know—It"s just underpenth the oue
you're musquesrnding o f night, Yau
ought to have changed It more If you
wionled o disgulis

“Twenty seurs! snld My, Kianey,
“It mnlkes some dl ronee ln Taces,
but more in beoavior

ST bk E acrreed with
explosive emph

They sl il s Kol

“Tnwever Alr. Morgan remarked
! . - 1 T

il on '

No. Tk to m IPradl
Flee v e o for fumliy

] | hatd =0
ite

h | =i i A 1L im
| glanced toward the open oot snd
| loweredl hils veles He wouldn't come,
It siems th n ovouple of yehrs of
g0 apo he hwl ciy with  youni
Georgle Minafs Fred wns prosident
of a Hterary ¢lub they bad, and he!l
#ndd thix Georgie Minator got himself
clected  Instiasd in #n overbenring

| gart of wn) Froal's very bitter abhont

his row with Goorgie Minafer e
sive he'd rathe burn his foot off
thon st 1t Inside nny Amberson hotise
or any place else where young Geor-
gle 187

“Do people ke young Minafer gens
erally 7"

“I don't know abont ‘generally, 1
guess he gets plenty of toadylng; but
there's certainly a lot of people that
are glad to express thelr opinions

about him." l

“What's the matter with hual™

rily, thinking the while of Mr. Bugene |

| of them @ he lgughed again,

“Gene Morgan!’

somebody’s thiroat the mother eonly
sces It's possible for a misguided an-
gel to act like n devll—and she's en-
tirely right about that!"

Kinnpey (aughed and put his hond
on his friend's shoulder., *I remem-
ber what a fellow yon always were
to argue,” he sald. “Yon mean Geors
gle “finafer is as much of an nngel
as auy murderer 8, and that Georgie's
mother is always right."

“I'm afrald she alwayvs has been,*
Morgan said lightly.

The friendly
his shoulder,
old fellow,

hand remnined wpon
"She wng wrong once,
At least, so It seemed 10

"

me.

"No" snid Morgan, a lttle awl
wardly. “No—"

Kinney relleved the slight embar-

ragsment that hoa come opon both
“Walt vl
von know voung Georgie n little bLet-

ter, he sald, “Something tells me
you're going te change your miind

nbout having an angel to show, If you
see nnything of him!™

“You mean henuiv's o the oyve of
the beholder, und the angel is all In
the eye of the mother, If you were
a painter, red, you'd paint mothers
with nngels’ yyes holding imps in
thedr lups. Me, Ul stick to the nid
winsters uud the cherubs,™

Mr, Kinney lopked st hirg omsing'y,
“Sonuebody” ) have eaen
profty angelie he eald, " they've
Liren persupding o that Georgle
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iy Lar inney gronned ol
N earnest “fHd L whing |
aovoer paaln My Lopal”™

A tHues Y Marcan bingied v
Iy trom (he doorway.  “Net n
There nren’'t ony old thwes. Wlien
flanes pre gone ey e not old: thes're
dead! Thoere aren’t any times Lt
new times!

And he vanished in such
thut he seemed alrendy
gun dancing

8 ninnner
tey have he

“It was friendly of you.
'l not—I"ll not forget it.”
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