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The Magnificent Ambersons

By BOOTH TARKINGTON
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“EVERYTHING

then.

pessiminstic predictions.

meost Important family In the weorld,

the young lady's father. Tl
Bighurg, and hoe s returning
corriages of his own Invention,
and they

slong famously, Their “friendship”

“aimost engaged."”

Ermnmoppis~~Major Amberson has made 3 fortune In 1872 when other
peeple were loging fortunes, and the magnifleence of the Ambersons began
Major Amberson Isxld out a 200-acre "dovalopment™
and statuary, and in the center af a four-acre truct, on Amberson avenue,
buMt for himself the most magnificent mansion Midland City had ever
peen. When the major's daughter married young Wilhur Minafer the
wailghbore predicted that am Isabel could never
Rher love would be bestowed upon the ohlldren,
howaver, George Amherson Minafer, and his upbringing and his youthful
aecomplinhments ns a mischlef maker are gquits In keeping with the most
By the time Oevorge goes away to collage he
doen not attempt to conceal his bellef that the Ambersons are about the

he returns from cellegs, George monopolives Luocy Morghn, 4 stranger and
the prettiest girl present, and gets on famously with her until he learns
that a “queer looking duck” at whom he had been poking much fun, In

Eugene Morgan, a former resldent of

eréct a factory and to bulld horseless ||
Hugenes had been an old ndmirer of Isabel
hnd besn sngaged when Ieabel threw him over becihuse of &
youthful Indiseretion and married Wilbur Minafer.
progroas In his courtahip of Luey. A eotilllon helps thelr acquantance

college CGeorge and Lucy become “almost engnged.” Thera Is a family
quarrel over a divislon of property which reveals that both Greorge's
Aunt Fanny and George's mother are more or loas Intercsted in Fugene
Morgan, Oeorge’s fathor dies, George lo gradunted

I8 §0-—80 UNSBSETTLED.” lI

with roadns

really love Wilbur all
There In only one child,

At u ball given In his honor when

Oeorge makes rapld

continues during hia absences at

He and Lucy remaln

— —_
— —

CHAPTER X!—Continued.
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When they went down to the dining
goom, he pronounced accepteble the
snimon salad, cold beef, cheese and
eake which Fanny made reandy for
them without disturbing the servants
The journey had fatigued Isabel, she
ate nothing, but gat to observe with
#ired pleasure the manifeatantions of
ker eon's appetite, meanwhile glving
fer sisterin-daw a brief summary of
the events of commencement. Buat
presently she kissed them both good-
might and left nunt and nephew alone
together.

"It mever was becoming to her to look
pale,” Fanny sald absently, a few mo-
ments after Isabel's departure, “1
auppose your mother's been belog
pretty gay?! Oolng a lot?

“How could she? George asked
¢heerfully. “In mourning, of course
all ghe could do was Just sit around
«nd look on. That's all Lucy could do
«lther, for the matter of that.”

“1 sappose 80," his aunt asseated,
*How did Lucy get home? Did you
drive out to their house with her be-
fora you came here?"

“No. She drove home with her fa-
ther, of course,”

“Oh, 1 see. 8o Hugene came to the

“To meet us? George echoed, re-
mewing his attack upon the salmon
ealnd. “How could he?"

“I dom't know what yom mean,”
Fanny sald drearlly, fo the desolate
wolce that had become hor hablt, *I
haven't seen him while your mother's
been away.”

“Naturally,” sald George,
®ecn Bast himself.”

At this Fanny's drooping eyellds
epened wide,

“Did you see him?®"

“Wel, naturally, since he made the
ip home with us'

Famny's eyellds drooped, and she
mat #lent untll George pushed back his
chiir and Ut & clgarette, declaring his
satisfacsion with what she lnd pro-
vided. “You're m filne housekesper,”
be saM benevolently, *I don't belleve
you'd stay single very long If some of
the Vachelors and widowers around
fown voold Just once see—"

She did not hear him. “It's a lttle
odd,” ghe sald.

“What's oda?

“Your mother's not mentioning that
Mr, Morgan had been with you"

“Didn't think of It, I suppose,” sald
George careloxsly ; and, lils benevolent
mood Inerensing, he concelved the iden
that a lttle harmless rallying might
serve to elevate his aunt's drooplng
spirits, “U'll tell you momething, In
confidence," he sald solemnly,

She looked up, startled. “What1"

“Well, it struck me that Mr. Mor-
@an was looking pretty absent-minded,
oSt of the time; and he certalnly is
dressing better than he used to. J
shouldn't be a bit surprised if all the
young fellow had been walting for was
te know Lo had an assured income be-
Pore he proposed.”

“What ‘young fellow? ”

*Ihis young fellow Morgan,” laughed
Qoorge. “Homestly, Aunt Fanny, I
phouldn’t be a bit sorprised to have
him request an Interview with me any
day, and declare that his {ntentions are
henorable, and ask my permission to
pay his addresses to you. What had I
better tell him?”

Fanny burst Into tears.

“Qoofl heavens!" George cried. *“I
Wus oply teaging. I didn’t mean—"

“Let me alone,” she sald lifelessly ;
and, continulng to weep, rose and be-
gan to clear away the china and silver,

George was distressed. Y1 didn't
wmean anything, Aunt Fanny! T didn't
know you'd got 8o sensitive as all
w‘lt.“

“You'd better go up to bed,” ghe
o d desoiately, golng on with her work
aid her weeping.

e obeyed, and could still hear w
pothetie gnifing from the dinlng room
ws he went up the stalrs,

“By Georgel"” he grunted., as he
wenched his own room ; and his thought
was that lving with a person go senst-
tive to kindly ralllery might prove
Bugubrious. He went to the window
and looked through the darkoess to

“He's

ther's houre, Lights were buming over
there, upstalrs; probably his newly
arrived uncle was engaged In talk with
the Muojor,

George's glance lowered, resting cns-
ually wpon the Indistinet ground, and
he beheld some vague shapes, unfa-
miliar to him. Formless heaps, they
seemed ; but, withont much curiosity,
he supponed that sewer connectlons or
whter pipes might be out of order,
making necessary some excavations,
Not greatly disturbed, he pulled down'
the shade, yawned, and began to un-
dress, leaving further Investigation for
the morning.

But In the morning he had forgotten
all about it, nnd ralsed his shade, to
let in the light, without even glancling
toward the ground, Not untll he had
finished dressing dald he look forth
from his window, nnd then his glance
was casual. The next instant hls at-
titude became electrie, and he ran
from his room, plunged down the
stalrs, out of the front door, and, upon
& nearer view of the destroyed lawn,
began to relemse profanity upon the
breezeless summer air, which remained
unnffected. Between hls mother's
house and hls grandfather's, excava-
tlong for the cellars of five new
houses were In process, ench within a
few feat of Its neighbor,

It was Sunday, and so the workmen
implicated In these defacings were de-
nled what unguestionably they would
have considered a treat; but as the
fanatle orator continued the mono-
logue, a gentleman In fiannels emerged
upward from one of the excavations,
and regarded him contemplatively.
"Obtalning any rellef, nephew?" he
fnquired with some Interest. “You
must have learned quite 8 number of
those expresslons in childhood—It's so
long sincg I'd heard them 1 fancled
they were obsolete,”

“Who wouldn't swear?' George de-
manded hotly, “What does grandfa-
ther mean, dolng such things?"

“My private opinlon 18" snld Am-
berson gravely, “he desires to Inerease

“Who Wouldn't Swear?™ George De-
manded Hotly.

his income by bullding those houses to
rent.”

“Well, In the name of heaven, can't
he Incrense his income any other way
but this?"

“In the name of heaven, it would ap-
pear he couldn’t,”

“It's Lenstly! It's & damn degrada-

tlon! It's n erlme "
“I don’t know about Ita belng u
erime,” suld his uncle, stepping over

some plunks to join him. *“It might be
& mistake, though, Your mother salil
not to tell you until we gor home, so
as not to spoll commencement for you,
She rather feared you'd be upnet,”

“Upset! Oh, my Lord, 1 should think
I would be upset! He's o his second
childhood.”

—
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apnrtment bullding
honses,"
“An apartment bullding !
“Yen; that was my ldea.”
George struck his hands together de

Instead of these

Hore?™

apalringly, “An apartinent house! Oh,
my Lord 1
“Don't worry! Your grandfather

wouldn't listen to me, but he'll wish he
had, some day. He sticks it out that
apartment houscs will never do In a
town of this type, and when I poloted
out to him that a dozen or so of ‘em
alrendy ure doing, he clalmed it was
Just the novelly, and that they'd all be
emply o8 soon ns people got used to
‘om, So he's putting up these houses.”

“Is he getting miserly ln his old
age?"

“Hardly! Look what he gave Syd-
ney and Amelin "

“T don't mean he's a miser, of
course,” aald George. *But why on
earth didn't he sell something or other
rather than do a thing like this?"

“Asg a matter of fact,” Amberson re-
turned coolly, “I helleve he has sold
something or other, from time to
time,"

“T suppose you're joking—or trying
to!"

“T'hat's the best way to look at It,"
Amberson sald amiably, “Take the
whole thing as a Joke—and In the
meantime, If yon baven't hod your
brenkfast—"

“1 haven't 1"

“Then If T were you I'd go in and get
some.  And"—paused, becoming seri-
ous— “and If I were you I wouldn't
say anything to your grandfather
about this”

“l don't think I could trust myself
to wpeak to him about It,"” sald George.
“1 want to treat him respectfully, be.
cause he {s my grandfather, but I don't
belleve I could If I talked to him about
such a thing as this!”

And with a gesture of despair, plain-
Iy signifylog that all too soon after
leaving bright college years belind
him he had entered Into the full
tragedy of life, George tumed bitterly
upon his heel and went Into the house
for his breakfast.

His uncle, with his head whimsieally
npon one side, gazed after him not al-
together unsympathetieally, Belng =&
philosopher he was not surprlsed, that
afternoon, In the course of a drive he
took In the old carriage with the Ma-
jor, when George was encountered
upon the highway finshing along In his
runabout with Lucy beslde him and
Pendennis dolng better than three
minutes.

“He seems to have recovered,” Am-
berson remarked,

“I beg your pardon.”

*Your grandson,” Amberson ex-
plained, “¥Fe was inclined to melan-
choly this morning, but seemed Jolly
enough just now when they passed
us.li

“What was he melancholy about?
Not getting remorseful about all the
money he's spent at college, wns hei”
The Mujor chuckled feebly, but with
sufficlent grimness. “I wonder what
he thinks I'm made of,” he concluded
querulously,

"Gold," his son suggested, adding
gently, “and he's right about part of
you, father.”

“Whnt part?™

“Your heart.”

The Major Inughed ruefully. *I sup-
pose that may account for how henvy
it feels, sometlmes, nowndays, This
town seems to be rolling right over
thnt old heart you mentloned, George
—rolling over It and burying 1t under!
When I think of those devilish work-
men diggiog up my lawn, yelling
around my houge—"

“Never mind, father. Don't think of
1t, When things are a nulsance it's a
good lden not to keep remembering
‘e,

I try not to,” the old gentleman
murmured. I try to keep remember-
Ing that T won't be remembering any-
thing very long" And, somshow con-
vineed that this thought was & mirth-
ful one, he langhed lopdly and slapped
his knee. “Not so very long now, my
boy 1" he chuckled, continuing to echo
hig own amusement. “Not so very
long. Not so very long!"

CHAPTER XII,

Young George pald his respects to
his grandfnther the followlng morning,
having been oveupled with various af-
fulrs and engigements on Sunday un-
tl ufter the Major's bedtime: and top-
les concerned with bullding or exca-
vations were not Introduced Into the
conversation, which was n cheerful
one untll George lightly mentloned
some new plans of his. Ile spoke of
his desire to extend his proficlency In
driving: in fact, ho entertained the
ambition to drive n fourdn-hand, How-
ever, as the Major suid nothing, and
merely sat still, looking surprised,
George went on to say that he did uot
propose to “go in for coschlng Just
nt the start;" he thought it would be
better to begin with a tandem. He
was sure Pendennls could be tralned
0 work as a leader; and ull that one
needed to buy at preseut, he sald,
would be “compnratively lnexpensive—
n new trap, and the hurness, of course,
and a good bay to wateh Pendengls.”

“Wall, T thought, myself, It was a

the povad sillousite of his grandfu.

tlstuke. T wanted him to put up ln‘

He did not care for u #peciul Rroom ;
one of the stablemen would do,

At this point the Major dectded 1o
spoalk. “You say one of the stablomen
would do%' he Inguired, his widened
eéyes remalnlig fixed upon his grand-
gon. “That's lucky, because one's all
there I8 Just at present, George, Ol
fat Tom does It all.”

MOh, that will be all right, slr, My
mother can lend me her man.*”

“Cnn she? The old gentleman
smiled falotly, *“I wonder—" He
paused,

"What, sire?”

“Whether you mightn't cara to go
to lnw school sowmewhere porhaps, I'd
be glad to get uslde & sum that would
gee you through.”

Thuls senlle divergence from the tople
in hend surprised George painfully, *I
have no Interest whatever In the law,”
he sald.  “I don't care for It, and the
ides of being a professionnl man has
never appenled to me. I was spenking
of driving & tandem—"

“I know you were,"” sald the Major
quletly,

George looked hurt. “I beg your
pardon, Of course If the idea doesn't
appeal to you—" And he rose to go,

The Major ran a tremulons hand
through his halr, sighing deeply. “1—
I don't like to refuse you anything,
Georgle,” he gald. “I don't know that
I often have refused you whatever
yon wanted—In reanson—"

“Yon've always been more than gen-
erous, sir,” George Interrupted quickly,
“And if the idea of a 'andom doesn't

*The Idea of Being a Professional
Man Has Never Appealed to Me™

appeal to you, why—ef course—" Anf
he waved his hand, heroically dismiss.
ing the tandem,

The Major's distress became obvl-
ops. “Georgle, I'd llke to, but—but
I've an ldea tandems are dangerouns to
drive, and your mother might be anx-
lous, She—"

“No, sir; I think not. She falt-it
would be rather a good thing—lelp to
keep me out In the open alr. But If
perhaps your flunnces—"

“Oh, It isn't that so much,” the old
gentleman langhed uncomfortably. “I
guess we could stlll afford a new horse
or two, If need bo—"

“I thought you safd—"

The Major waved his hand alrlly.
“Oh, a few retrenchments where
things were useless. And if yon want
this thing so very much—"

“It's not Important enongh to bother
ubout, really, of course.”

“Well, let's walt till autumn, then,”
sild the Mujor in & tone of rellef.
“We'll see about it iIn the autumn, It
vou're stlll In the mind for It then.
You remind me of It, along in Sep-
tember—or October, We'll see what
cin be done.,” He rubbed his hands
cheerfully. “We'll see what ean be
flone about It then, Georgle. We'll
H(‘x‘."

And George, In reporting this con-
versation (o his mother, was ruefully
humorous, “In fact, the old boy
cheered up 80 much,” he told her,
“you'd have thought he'd pot n resl
load off his mind. OF course I know
he's anything but miserly ; still I ean't
help thinking he must be salting a lot
of moncy away. I know prices are
higher than they used to be, but he
docsn’t spend within thousands of
what he used to, and we certainly
can’t be spending more than we nlways
have spent. Where does it all go to?
Uncle George told me grandfather had
sold some pleces of property, and It
looks a lttle queer. 1 have a faint
susplelon, not that he's getting miserly
—not that at all—but that old age has
begun to make him timid about money.
There's no doubt about It, he's get-
ting a Uttle gqueer: he ean't keep his
mind on & subject long, Itight In the
middlie of talking about one thing he'l)
wander off to somcthing else; and I
shouldn’'t be surprised if he turned
out to be a lot beiter off than any of
us guess,"

Iaubel had a bright den. “Georgle!
Instead of a tandom woulda't it inter-
est you to get one of Eugene's automo-
biles "

"I dow’t think so, ‘They're fast
enough, of course, In fact, running
one of those things Is getting to bhe
quite on the cards for sport, and
people go all over the eountry in ‘em.
But they're dirty thiugs, ‘ausl they keop
gelting out of order, =0 that you're
nlways lylog down on your bock in the
mud and—"

“Oh, no" she Interrupted ongerly,
“Huven't yon noticed? The way they
muke them now you cun get at most of
the machinery from the top. 1 o
think yon'd be Interested, dear.”

Goeorge remsined indifferent, *Ios.

{ sibly—but i hurd_.ir think so. I know

f 1ot of goond peopie are really taking | gerated ecolor to Blm, “By the Lord,

them up, but stil}—""

“'But still' what?" she sald ag he
paused,

“But still-——well, T suppose I'm a
lttle old-fashioned and fastidious, but

I'm afrald belug a sort of engine
driver never will appenl to  me,
mother. It's exelting, and 1'd like that

part of It, but etill it doesn't seem to
me precisaly the thing a gentleman
ought to do. Too much overalls and
monkey wrenches and grease! No: 1
bélleve I'd rather walt for September
und a tandem, mother."”

Nevertholess George sometimes con-
sented to sit In an automoblile, while
wiliting for September, and he fre-
quently went driving in one of Eu-
gene's ears with Luey and her father.
He even allowad himself to be escort-
ed with his mother and Fauny through
the growing factory, which was now,
as the foreman of the paint sliop In-
formed the visitors, “turning out a car
and a quarter a day."

From the factory Eugene took them
to lunch at a new restaurant, just
openad In the town, a place which sur-
prised lsabel with {ts metropolitan
nlr, and, thouszh Georee made fun of
her, in a whisper, she offered every-
thing the tribute of pleased exclama-
tions ; and her gayety helped Eugene's
to make the little oceasion almost a
festive one,

George's ennul disappeared In spite
of himeelf, and he laughed to see his
maother In such spirits. T didn't know
mineral waters could go to a person's
hend," he sald, “Or perhaps it's this
place. It might pay to huve a new res-
tanrant opened somewhere In town
every time you get the blues.”

“No," Isabel sald, “what makes me
Inugh so much at nothing Is Eugene's
fnetory. Wouldn't anybody be dellght-
ed tnp see an old friend take an idea
out of the air like that—an idea that
most people laughed at him for—
wouldn't any old friend of Nlis be
happy to see how he'd made hig Idea
inte such a splendid, homming thing
ns that factory—all shiny steel, ellick-
Ing, buzzing away, and with all those
workmen, such muscled-looking men
and yet so Intelligent looking? Ii's
beautiful to see such a thing,” she

#ald. “It makes us all happy, dear old
Eugens !"

And with a hrave pgesture she
stretched out her hand te him across
the small table. He took It quickly,
glving her a look in which his lnughter
tried to remain but vanished hefore a
gratitude threatening to become emo-
tiopal In spite of him. Isabel, how-
ever, turned instantly te Fanny. “Give
him your hand, Fanny,” she sald gay-
ly; and as Fanny mechanically
obeyed, “Therel” Isabel crled. “If
brother George were here, Fugene
would have his three oldest and best
friends congratulating him all at once,
We know what brother George thinks
about it, though. It's jJust beautiful,
Lugene 1"

lycy leaned toward George and
whisyered, “Did you ever see anything
8o lovaly?”

“As what?' GQeorge Inquired, not
because he misunderstood but be-
cause he %ished to prolong the plens-
ant neighbéeliness of whispering.

“As your nother! Think of her do-
ing that! Mye's a darling! And
papa’—here sly \mperfectly repressetl
a tendency to hugh—“pupa looks as
If he were either wing to explode or
utter loud sobs("

Eugene commanded his features,
however, and they resuhed their cus-
tomary apprehensiveness. ] psed to
writa verses,” he sald—"if %y remem-
ber—""

“Yes," Isabel interrupted getrly,
remember.” 1

“I don't recall that I've writteh wyy
for twenty vears or s0," he continuen
“But I'm almost thinklog I could do
it again, to thauk you for making a
factory visit Into such a kind cele-
bration.”

“Graclous!™ Luey whisperel, gig-
gling. *“Aren't they sentimental!™

“People thut sage always are"
George returned. “They get seitlmen.
tal over anything at all. Factdries or
restaurants, it doesn’t matter what !

And both of them were selzed with
fits of laughter which they mamgged
to eover under the general movenent
of departure, as Isabel hnd risen togo,

Outside upon the crowded striet
George helped Lucy into his runabowyg
und drove off, waving triumphantly
and laughing at KRugene, wWho was
atruggling with the engine of his ecar,
in the tonneau of which Isnbel aund
Fanny had established themselves,
“Looks llke a hand-orgnn man grind-
Ing away for pennles,” sald George, as
the runabout turned the corner loto
Nutional avenue. *“I'l still take a
horse, any day."

He was not so cocksure half an hour
later, on an open road, when n slren
whistle walled behind him, nod before
the sound had died away Eugene's car,
coming from behind with what seemed
fairly 'ke one long leap, went by the
runnbout and dwindled nlmost instan-
taneously In perspective, with a lace
handkerchlef In a black-gloved hand
fluttering sweet derislon as It was
swept onward into minuteness—a mere
white speck—und then out of sight.

George was undoubtedly Impressed—
“Your father does know how to drive
gome," the dashing exhibition forced
him to admit. “Of course Pendennis
't as young as he was, and I don't
caré 1o push him too hard. Well, I
enjoyed part of that lunch today quite
a lot, Lucy."

“The salnd?

“No, Your whispering to me."

George checked Pendennls to a walk,
Wheroupon Luecy protested qulckly :
“Oh, don't 1"

“Why

I know when you make him walk
It’s =0 you ean give ull your attention
te—to proposing to me again!™

And as she turned a fuce of exac-

hut you're a Uttle witeh
cried,

“George, do let
again !

“1 won't!"

She elucked to the horse.
Pendennis !
mence 1"

Pendennis pald no attentlon: she
meant nothing to him, and George
lavghed at her fondly., “You are the
prettiest thing in this world, Lucy !" he
exclaimed. “Are you golng to drop the
‘almost’ und say we're really engaged ™

“Oh, avt for years! So there's the
unawer, and let's trot agoin.”

But George was persistent; more
over, he had become sérlous during
the lost minute or two. *“I want to
know,"” he sald., “I really mean it.'

“Let's don't be serious, George,” she
begged him hopefully., “Let's talk of
something plensant.™

He was a litile offended. "“Then It
ien"t plensant for you to know that I
want to marry yont"

At thig she became as serlous as he
could have asked; she looked down,
and her lip quivered like that of a
child about to ¢ry, Suddenly she put
her hand upon one of his for just an
instant, and then withdrew it

“Lucy!" he sald huskily. *Dear,
what's the matter? You look as if
you were golng to cry.”

Her eyelids flickered, and then she
looked up at him with a sad gravity,
tears seeming Jost at the poise. “One
reazon's because I have a feeling that
it's never going to be.”

“Why

“It's Just a feellng.”

“You haven't any reason or—"

“It's Jvdt a feeling.™

“Well, if that's all," George sald,
reassured, and langhing confidently, “1
guess I won't be very much troubled "
jut at once he became serious again,
adopting the tone of argument. “Don't
you e¢are enough about me to marry
me?"

She looked down agalin, pathetically
troubled. *“Yes"

“Well, then, why In the world won't
you drop the ‘almost? "

Her distress Increased, “Everything
ls—everything—"

“What about ‘everything? ™

“Everything I8 so—so unsettled.®

And at that he uttered an exclama-
tion of Impatience. “If you aren'l
the queerest girll What 18 ‘up
settled? ™

"Well, for one thing,” she said, able
to smile at his wvehemence, “you
haven't settled on anything to do, At
least If you have you've never spoken
of it"

As she spoke she gave him the
quickest possible side glance of hope
ful scrutiny; then looked away, not
happlly. Surprise and displeasure
were intentlonally vislble upon the
countenance of her companlon; and
he permitted a significant perlod of
sllence to elapse before making any
response, “Liucy,” he sald finally, with
cold dignity, “haven't you perfectly
well understood that I don't mean teo
Eo into business or adopt a profes
glon "

“I wasn't qulte sure,” she sald
gently. *I really didn't know—quite.”

“Then of course it's time [ dld tell
you. You know yourself there are a
lot of people In the Bast—in the South
too, for that matter—that don't think
we've got any particular family or po-
sition or culture in this part of the
country. There were one or two 1o
my crowd at college; thelr famlilles

Goorge
Pendennls  trot

“Get up,
Trot! Go on! OComs

“l Have a Feeling That It's Never
Solng to Be”

had llved omn thelir noome for three
generations, avd they iagep dresmed

there was anybody In then ojg4e out
here. I had t¢ show them a tidng op
two, right at the start, and I Bucas
they won't faght It! Well, 1 think
it's time ull tler sort found out that
three generators can mean Just aa
much out hert a) anywhere elge,”

“But what ale you Eoing to do,
George? sha crid,

George's eunestness surpassed
hers: he hal bome flusheq and his
breathing vas motional, o | exXpect
to live au Wnorble life,” he sald. “r
expect to ¢ntritte my share to chapf.
ties, and ‘o tak part In—in move-
ments."”

Gerge gts excited anﬂ
aoctsas miat be expected
of hm,
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