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But a moment later aLhe tnrned,

from the shelves ot glass jars against

- he said “'F I hadnt been a brlght

. guick, ready-for-anything young felln

—she'd ‘s’ flummixed plum?! 1 was
watchin’ her out the window—talkin'

to some young s'iety fella, and she

~ was all right then. She was al right

- when she came-in the store; too. Yes;

sir; the prettiest girl that ever walk-

i in our place and took one good look

t me. I reckon it must be the truth |

_ what some you town wags-say about
“my facel”

.At that hour the heroine of the

‘g, susceptible clerk’s romance was en-

_gaged in brightening the rosy little|
_coal fire under the white mantelplece

in her pretty white and blue boudoir.

Four photographs all framed in-decor-
~ous plain silver went to the anthra-
__¢lte’s fierce destruction—frames and
~ all—and three packets of letters and
me ‘charming Florentine treas-
‘,'l‘lll WAS 115

pinted

8 ] thls ro -- finish
- heartily upon live coal, the fine wood
sparkled forth in stars, then burst in-
—m'alarming blaze which scorched

j e, but Lucy stood

——Lterowing and-changing-as-it-mever-had{§{—

wasinot Eugene ivho told her
~ what had happened at Isabel’s door.
When she got home, she found Fanny

vaiting for her—a secret.ex-

Fanny's for the purpose, pre-
sumably, of “letting out™ again; be-

“TARUuSe

mentable part in the production of the
recent miseries) and concluded with
a tribute to George; “The worst of »it
is, he thinks he's been such a hero,
and Isabel does, too. and that makes

Gh

ll.[

peen the same all his life; everything
he did was noble apd perfect. He had

*—a domineering nature to begin with,

and she let it go en, and fostered it
till it absolutely ruled her. 1 never
saw a plainer case of a person’s fault
__making them pay for having it! She
-~ goes about, overseeing the packing
-~ and praising George and pretending to
be perfectly cheerful about what he’s
done. She pretends_he did such a fine
_thing—se: manly and protective—go-{
~ ing to Mrs. Johnson. And so herolc—

__deing what his ‘principles’ made him |

—even though he knew what it would
cost him. with you! And all the while
. it's almost killing her—what he said
.to your father! ‘She's always been
~jofty enough, so to Speak, and had the
greatest idea of the Ambersons being
~ superior to the rest of the world, and
all that, but rudeness, or anything like
a ‘scene,’ or any bad manners—they
_always just made her sick! But she
could never see what George's man-
ners ‘were—oh, it's been a terrible
.Admatlon- PEEES | going to he a task

e ’Iﬁean"tifter“me\ ve gone, of:Emrse
T'll go crazy if I don’t see something

of people. I'm sure you'll come as
often as you can. I know you too well
to spink you'll be sensitive about com-
ing there, or being reminded of
George. Thank heaven you're too well-
pbalanced,” Miss Fanny concluded,
with a profound feryor, “you're too
well-balgnced to letanything affect
-~ you deeply about that—that monkey e
The four photographs and the paint-
ed Florentine box went to their crema-
tion within the same hour that Miss
Fanny spoke; and a little later Lucy
called her father in, as he passed her

__door, and pointed to the blackened area |

on the underside-of the mantelpiece,
and to the bupnt heap upon the coal,
where some metallic shapes- still re-
tained outline. She flung her arms
about his neck in passionate  sym-
pathy, telling him that she knew what
had happened to him; and presently
he hegan to comfort her and managed
an embarrassed laugh.

“Well, well—" he said. “I was too
MMMshness to be getting-
© into my head, anyhow. o

"No, no!” she sobbed. “And if wou

‘knew how 1 despise myself for—for
¢ having thought oné instant about
«-aﬁ; Miss Fanhy called him the right
" ‘monkey! He m
; B :L think I agree with you,”
m ‘gaid grimly, and in his eyes
was a steady light of anger that

M“Ieslthlnkl agree with |

about that!”
“There’s only one tung to do with
| person,” she said vehemently.
quputhim out of our thoughts
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m Fempty. and ecold and—(most-of ail) wn—|
{interesting. Something more—sombre]
| thanNevember -dusk took the ecolor-

hrown |

-that-was what she did. She told |
Luecy everything (except her own la-|
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“++xvhere had been the fine lawn of the

1 wrong at just the wrong time! People |

{man! he digs away at his ledgers by
| his old gas drop-light lamp almest

[vember dusk; and in Epife of every"

Sonable power withi |
‘her, i pain of loneliness struck through
Ther_ ix_eart The dim street below her
window, the dark houses across the

way, the vague air -itself—all looked

descrtion

The light of her ﬁre ﬁlckerlng up
behind her, showed suddenly a flying
group of tlnv inowﬂnkes nearing the
windew-pane; and for an instant she
felt the sensation of belng dragged
-through—a snow=drift- under a broken
cutter, with a boy's arms about her—
an arrogant, handsome, too-conquering
boy, who nevertheless did his best to
| get-hurt-himself; keep’mgherfrormtny“
possible harm.

She shook the picture out of her
eyes indignantly, then came and sat
before her fire, and looked long and -
tong —at the blackened mantelpieee.
She did not have the mantelpiece re-
painted—and, since she did not,
might as well have kept his photo-
graphs. One forgets what made the-
scar upon his hand but not what made
the sear upon his wall.

W%T”Tﬁ?"wrnter; hew faces had |
-béen—appearing—everywhere,—for—that-
‘matter, and familiar ones were disap-
pearing, merged in the increasing
‘crowd, or gone forever and missed a
jittie and not long; for the town-was

grown and changed before.

It was heaving up in the middle in-
credibly;
And as Tt Beaved and spread, it be-
fouled itself and darkened its sky.
You drove between pleasant fields and

woodland groves one spring day; and
in the autumn, passing over the same
ground, you were warned off the tracks
by an ‘interurban trolley-car’'s gong-
ing, and beheld, beyond cement side-
walks just dry, new house-owners busy
“moving in.” Gasoline and electricity
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T were sittlng‘npon the veranda at Tsa- |

| making motor cars:

it was @promllng incredibl) s E
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Amberson laughed ruefully, and Fan-
yiﬂmifer mﬁ’i “How the Major could-

bol's one evening during the third sum-
mer of the absence of their nephew
had_turned toward Amberson-finances.
_“T caid-it- was-a‘painful satisfaction’+
?nnny:’"ﬁ explained,——The_property {
has gone dawn in value, and they as-
sessed - it lm\er than they did fifteen
years ago.”

“But farther out—"

“Oh, yes, ‘farther out!’ Prices are
magnificent ‘farther out,’ and farther
in;—toot+—We just—happen—to—be the |
wrong spot, ~that’s all. Not that I
don't think something could be done if
father would let me have a hand; but

to say. He's ‘always done his own fig-
uring,’ he says; and it's his lifelong
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case nnythmg should go wrong.” !
Fauny decehed him. In the im-
possible .-event “of “anything going
- wrong” she would have enough left
{o—%}%veﬁﬂ,lshedeeiared—tm}-}aughed—
excitedly, for she-was having the best-
time that lmdme to- her since- WiL
W hom money has always been pro-
vided without their understanding
how, she was prepared to be a thor-
ough and irresponsible plunger,
““Amberson, in his  ‘wearier  way,
shared her excitement, and in the
Lwinter,when—the —exploiting company |
had —been formed, and he brought
Fanny her impertantly —engraved
shares of stock, he reverted to his pre:
| dietion —of —peossibilities,—made—when-
they first spoke of the new light. :
“We seem to be partners, all right,”
he laughed. “Now let’s go ahead and
be millionaires before Isabel and young |

habit to keep his affairs, and even his
books, to himself, and just hand us
out the money. Heaven knows he's
done enough of that!”

“There seem to be so many ways of
making money nowadays,” Fanny sald
thoughtfully. “Every day I hear of a |
new fortune some person has got hold
of, one way or unother—-nearly always-

George come home.”

“When they come home!” she
echoed sorrowfully—and it was a
phrase which found an evasive echo
in Isabel's. letters.
Isabel was always planning pleasant
thingsthat-she and Fanny and the
Major and George and ‘“brother

Tié sajd. You must be careful fo leave]
yourself enough to fall back on, inj|

In these letters|
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“Let her” was gorrect hut the time.
came—and it came in the spring of
the next year—when it was no longer
a__question of George’s letting his |

—mother—eome—home. —He had to bring{
_her, and te bring her- guickly if she |
_nas 1o -see-her-father againj;-and-Am-{

ihad-been right:-her danger of |
never seeing him again lay not in the
“Major's feebleness of heart but in her-
own. As it was George telegraphed
his uncle to have a wheeled chair at
the station, for the journey had’been
disastrous, and to this hybrid vehicle,
L placed-elose-to-the-ear platform; her
son carried her in his arms when she
arrived. She was unable to speak,
but patted her brother’s and Fanny’s
‘hands and looked “very sweet,” Fanny |
found the desperate courage to tell
her. She was lifted from the chair
into a carriage, and seemed a little
stronger as they drove home ; for once

“All you needed?”

“Yes, mother.,”

mmmmgﬁfm' ¢
thon. “Are you sure you didn’t—dldn't

97 | catch cold—coming home?” -

“P'm all right, mother.”
“That’s good. It's
sweet—"
“What is, mother darling?”

“4mo feel—my hand on .your cheek.
I-—I can feel it.”

But this frightened him horribly—
that she seemed so glad she could feel
it, like a child proud of some miracu-

sweet—it’s

m;htened hini so that he could not _

“know how he trembied: but she wu
‘unaware, and again was silent. Final-
ly she spoke again: :

ot & wondet lt—lt Eugene a.nd Luey

lous seeming thing sccomplished, It — -

—"Bm—sure—theyﬁoL

~“Has he=—asked about me?"
_“Yes, he was- ’L,._

»—mﬁas he—pgone?’

“Yes mother.”
~— She sighed faintly. “T'd Tmez-"
~ “What, mother?”,

“T'd like to have—seen him.” It was
audible, this little regretful murmur.
Several minutes passed before there
| was —anether. -
whispered, a.nd then was stlll.

e seemed to have fallen asleep,
and George moved to go, but a faint

3

him, and he remained, with her hand
still pressed against his cheek. After
a while he made sure she was asleep,
and moved again, to let the nurse

She took her hand from George’s and
waved it feebly toward the carriage
window.

“Changed,”
changed.”

“You mean the town,” Amberson
said, “You mean the old place is
changed, don’t you, dear?”

she whispered. “So

come in, and this time there was no
pressure of the fingers to keep him.
She was not asleep, but, thinking that
if he went he might get some rest, and
be better prepared for what she knew
was’,coming, she commanded those
longing fingers of hers—and let him
go.

| it's somebody you never have heard
L of. It deoesn’t—seem—all—to—-be—in—just:
1 hear the

had predicted.

But -the great change was. in the
citizenry itself. What was left of the
patriotic old-stock generation that had
fought the Civil war, and subsequently
controlled politics, had become vener-
able and was little heeded. What hap-
pened to Boston and to Broadway hap-
pened in degree to the Midland city;
the old stock became less and less typ-
Hieal, and of the grown people. who
called the place home,  less than a
third had been born in it.

[~ A new spirit of citizenship had al-
ready  sharply defined itself. It was
idealistic, and its ideals were ex-
pressed in the new kind of young men
in business downtown. They were op-

“The Property Has Gone Down in
Value" S

~

timists—optimists to the point of bel-
ligerence—their motto being “Boost !
Don't Knock!” And they were hus-
tlers, believing in hustling and in hon-
esty because both paid. They loved
their city and worked for it with a
plutonic energy which was always ar-
dentlv vocal. They were viciously go

great . deal in nmuufacturing -these
things that motor cars use—new inven-
tions particularly. I met dear old
Frank Bronson the other day, nnd he
told me—"

“Oh,. )e>. even dear old Frnnk’s got
the fever,” Amberson laughed. “He’s

| son came home.
| pretty changed, I'm afraid,” Fanny

4 tura-in-October:

Gﬂ}fgﬁ::’“ﬁﬂ}d -do—when-—she-and-her
“They’ll find things

| She smiled and moved her —npsn:
L1 CY es ”

“If they ever do come home!”
-* * - L miger *

said.
- * TR % o %
— Amberson went over-the ?neit'7~3s'uin-

-

| | mer-and-joined-his-sister-and-nephew-—

in Paris, where they were living. “Isa-
bel does want to come home,” he-told
Fanny gravely on the day of his re-
AShe's-wanted-to for
a long while—and she ought to come
while she can stand the journey—"

And he amplified this statement, leav-

ing Fanny looking startled and solemn
when Lucy came by to drive him out
to dinner at the new house Eugene
had just completed.

He was loud in praxse of the house
after Eugene arn\ed and gave them

““Tf'Il change to a happier place, old
dear,” he said, “now that you’re back
in it, and gomg to get well again

fully, her eyes a httle l’atlgued G

“When the carrlage stopped her son
carried her into the house and up the
stairs to her own room, where a nurse
was waiting; and he came out a mo-
ment later, as the doctor went in. At
the end of the hall a stricken group

| was elustered: Amberson:-and Fanny

and the Major. George, deathly pale
and speechless, took his grandfather’s
hand, but the old gentleman did not
seem to notice his action.

“When are they going to let-me see
my daughter?’ he asked querulously.
“They told me to keep out of the way

the nurse in the hall; and, temng
them that his mother was drowsing

' room, where he was startled to find

- | hig-grandfather lying on the bed, and———

his uncle leaning against the wall.

A He fo@d mm Eanaing - -with———————

now, George went back to his own «

{They had gone home two hours before, g
and he did not know they had return- .

ed. ;
“The doctor thought we’d better
come over,” Amberson said, then was
silent, and George, shaking violently,
sat-down on-the edge-of the bed: His
shaking continued, and from time fto
time he wiped heavy sweat from his
forehead,

* The hours passed, and sometimes
~the old man upon the bed would snore
a little, stop suddenly, and move as if
to rise, but _George Amberson_ would _

—until—they-
ad retl ed trom thé dinner table to
Eugene’s-library, a gray and shadowy
room, where their -coffee was brought.
Then, equipped. with a cigar, which
seemed to occupy ‘His attention, Am-
berson spoke in a casual tone of his
sister and her son.

“I found Isabel as well as usual,”
he _said, “only T'm afraid ‘as usual’
isn’t particularly well. Sydney and
Amelia had been up to Paris in the
spring, but- she hadn’t seen " them.
Somebody told her they were there,
| it_seems.  They'd left Florence and
were living in Rome; Amelia’s becorqe
a Catholic and is said to give great
sums to charity and to go about with
the gentry in consequence, but Syd-

most of the time. It struck me Isabel
gught to be doing the same thing.”
He pauseq, bestowing mmute care
upon the remaqval of the little band
from his cigar; and as he seemed to
have concluded his narrative Eugene
onke out of the ‘shadow beyond a

as \uld ns _any of them. He told me

as to struggie for

'h ; ei\a’e cheg_[fulgn;g;glL 2

woecount of the helpful t of good
government on the price of real estate
and “betterment” generally; the politi-
cians could-not go too far with them,
and knew it. The idealists planned and
strove and shouted that their city
Should become a better, better, and
better city—and what they  meant,
when they used the word “better,” was
“more prosperous,” and the core of
their idealism was this: “The more
prosperous my beloved ¢ity, the more
prosperous beloved I!” ;

These were bad times for Amberson
addition. This quarter, alreadwold, lay
within a mile of the center of the
town, but business mov ed in- other
directions; and the Addition’s share of |
Prosperity was only the smoke.and
dirt, with the bank credit left out. The
owners of the original big houses sold
them. or rented them to boarding-house
keepers, and the tenants of the multi-
tude of small houses moved “farther
out” (where the smoke was thinner)
or into apartment houses, which were
built by dozens now. Cheaper tenants
took their places, and the rents were
Tower and lower, and the houses shab-
bier and shabbiér—for all these shabby
houses, burning soft. coal, did their
best to help in the destruction of their
own value. Distances ‘had ‘ceased to
matter.

The five new hduses, built so closely

Amberson mansion, did not look new.
When they were a year old they looked
as old as they would ever look; and
two of them were vacant, haviang never
been rented, for the Major's mistake
about apartment houses had been a
disastrous one. “He guessed wrong,”
George Amberson said. “He guessed

were crazy  for apartments—too bad
he couldn’t have seen it in time. Poor

every night—he still refuses to let the
Mansion be torn up for wiring, you

/

Bathehadonepalntnlnﬂs-
thls
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tric headlight hetter ‘than any thing
yet—‘every car in America can't help
but have ’em,’ and all that. He's put-
ting half he’s laid by into it, and the
fact is he almost talked me into get-
ting father to ‘finance me’ enough for
me to go into it. Poor father! he's
financed me before! I suppose he
would again if I had the heart to ask
him. At any rate I've been thinking
over.”

“So have 1,” Fanny admitted “He
seemed to be certain it would pay
twenty-five per cent the first year, and
enormously more after that; and I'm
only getting four on my little prifici-

pal. People are making such enor-
‘mous fortunes out of everything to do
with motorcars, it does seem as if—"
She paused. *“Well, I told him Id
think it over seriously.”

“We may ‘turn out to be partners
and millionaires then,” Amberson
laughed. *I thought I'd ask Eugene’s’
advice.”

“] wish you would,” said Fanny. “He
probably knows exactly how much
there *would be in this.”

Efigene’s advice was to “go slow:”
he thought electric lights for automo-
biles avere “‘coming—some day.” but
probably not yptil certain difficulties
could be overcome. - Altogether he was
discouraging, but by this time his two
friends “had the fever™ as thoroughly
&8s old Frank Bronson himself had it;
for they had been with Bronson to see
the light working beautifully in a ma-
_chine shop. “Perfect!” Fanny cried.
“And if it worked in. the shop if's
botind to work any place else,” isnt
it

Eugene would not agree it was
“bound to"-—yet being pressed, ~was

retiring from what was geveloping in-
to an 'oratorieal contest, repeated a
warning about not “pnttlng too mnch
into it." | \
Amberson also laid stress on
| caution later, though the’ l(njov had
“financed him” again, and he was “go-
ing in.” “You must be careful to leave

‘| day that she feared.it might e

Amb rson, still not looking at either
his young hostess or. her father. “At
least,” he said, “she manages to seem
so. I'm afraid she hasn't been really
well for several years. Of course she
makes nothing of it, but it seemed
rather serious to me when I noticed
she had to stop and rest twice to
get up one short flight of stairs in
their two-floor apartment. I told her
I thought she ought to make George
let her come home.”

“ et her?” Eugene repeated in a
low voice. “Does she want to?”

“She doesn’t urge it. George seems
to like ‘the life there—in his grand,
gloomy —and peeuliar —way; and- ~of |
course she'll never change about, be:
ing proud of him and all that—he’s
quite a swell. But in spite of anything
she said, rather than because, I know
she does indeed want to come. She'd
like to be with: father, of course; and
I think she's—well, she intiméd one
hap-
pen that she wouldn't get to see’ him
again. At the time I thought she re-
ferred to his age and feebleness, but
on the boat coming home I remem-
bered the little look of wistfulness,
vet of resignation, with which. she
said it, and it struck me all at" once
that I'd been mistaken: I saw she was
really thinking of her own state of
health.”

“T see,” Engene said, his voice even
lower than it had_been before. “And
you say he won't ‘let’ her come home?”

- Amberson laughed, but still contin-

ued to be interested in his cigar., “Oh,
1 don’t think.he uses force! He's very
gentle with her. I doubt if the sub-
ject is mentioned between them, and
| yet—and yet, knowin,
nephew as you do, wouldn't you think
that ‘twas about the\ray to pat it?"

- “Enowing him as I do—;es," sald
Bugene slowly. “Yes, I should think
thatmahontthemtopntit.”

* A murmur out of the shadows be-
yond him—a fuint sound, musical and’
feminine, yet exwelllw of a notable
Intensity — indicate:, that

ney's ailing and lives in a wheel ehair{-

~my interesting | ¢

I wish they d let me
1

might upset her.
go in and-speak to my daughter.
think she wants to see me.”

He was right—presently the doctor
came out and beckoned to him, and tl e
Major shuffled forward, -leaning on a
shaking cane; his figure, after all its
years of proud soldierliness, had
grown stooping at last, ‘and his un-
trimmed white hair straggled over the
back of his collar. He looked old—
old and divested of the world—as he
crept toward his daughter’s room. Her
—voice was stronger, for the waiting
group heard a low cry of tenderness
and welcome as the old man reached
the open doorway. Then the door was
closed, -

George began to pace the ﬂoor, “tak- |
ing -care not to go near Isabel’s door,
and that his footsteps were mufifled by
the long, thick hall reg. After a while
‘he went to where Amberson, with fold-
ed arms and bowed head, had seated
himself near the front window. “Uncle
George." he sald hoarsely. “I didn t—

“vhilte they carried her ino, “necause Tt

set a hand upon his shoulder “and -
murmur_a_reassuring word” or two..

Once George gasped defiantly:
“That doctor in New York said she
might get better! Don’t you know he

might?” :

Amberson made no answer.

Dawn had been murking through
the smoky windows, growing. strong-
er for half an hour, when both men
started violently at a sound in the
hall ; and the Major sat up on the bed.
It was the voice of the nurse speaking
to Fanny Minafer, and the next mo-
ment Fanny appeared in the doorway
making contorted efforts to speak.

Amberson said weakly: “Does she

But Fanny found her voice, and ut-
tered a long, loud cry. She threw her
arms about-George, and sobbed in an
agony of loss and compassion: ‘7

“She loved you!” she wailed. “She
ioved you! She loved you! Oh, how
she did love you £

did? Don’t you know he said she

| thing Ihe mat.ter‘with her' could ever

be serious! I—" He gasped. “When the
doctor I had meet us at the boat—"™
He could not go on.

Amberson only nodded his head, and.

did not otherwise change his attitude.

L sabel lived through the night.
At eleven o’clock Fanny came timidly
to George in his room. “Eugene is
here,” she whispered “He's down:
stairs. He wants—” She gulped. “He
wants to know if he can’t see her.
I didn’t know what to say. I said I'd
‘see.~ I didn’t know—the doctor said—"

“The doctor said -we ‘must keep her
peaceful,’” George said sharply. “Do
you think that man’s coming would be
very soothing? My God! if it hadn’t|{
been for him this mightn’t have hap-
pened: we could have gone on living
here quietly, and—why, it would be
like taking a stranger into her room!
She hasn’t even spoken of him more
than twice in all the time we’ve been
away. Doesn’t he know how sick she
is? You tell him the doctor said she
had to be quiet and’peaceful. That'’s
what he did say, isn’t it?”

Fanny acquiesced tearfully. “Fll tell
him. FI tell him the doctor said she
was to be kept very guiet. I—I didn’t
know—" ' And she pottered out.

-An hour later the nurse appeared
in George’s doorway; she came noise-
lessly, and his back was toward her;

'| but he jumped as if he had been shot, |

and his Jaw fell, he so feared ;what
she was going to say.

“She wants to see you.”

" The terrifled mouth shut with a cllck'
ana he nodded and followed her, but
she remained - outside his ‘mother’'s
room iwhile he went in. |

Isabel’s eyes were closed and she
did not open them or move her head, |
but she smiled and edged her han.d
toward him as he sat on a stool beside
the bed. He " that slender, cold
hand and put it to his cheek.

. “Da did you—get somethlnx to

She could only whisper slowly
ch difficulty. It was as if Isa-

Ma;lor Amberson remained drx-e}zed —
“through the time that followed; he
knew that this separation from his
daughtér would be short; that the

the long “one. He worked at his
ledgers no more under his old gas
drop-light, but would sit all evening
staring into the fire, in his bedroom,
and not speaking unless someone ask-
ed him a question. He seemed almost
unaware of what t on around him,
and those who were with him thought
him dazed by Isabel’s death, guessing
that he was lost in reminiscences and
vague dreams. *“Probably his mind is
full of pictures of his youth, or the

and all of us children were jolly little
things—and the city was a small town
with one cobbled street and the others
just dirt roads with board sidewalks.”
This was George Amberson’s conjec-
ture, and the others agreed; but they
were mistaken. The Major was en-
gaged in tie ‘profoundest thinking of
his life. No business plans which had
ever absorbed him could compare in
“momentousness with the plans- that
absorbed him now,. for he had -to plan
how to enter the unknown country .
where he was not even sure of being

recognized as an Amberson—not sure
of anything, except that Isabel would
help him if she could. The-Major was

tant matter that had taken his atten-
_} tion since- he came home invalided, af-
ter the. Gettysburg campaign, and
went into business, and he reallud

him or delighted him during this
time between then and today—all

separation which had preceded it was -

mother ‘were younb “married people

occupied with the first really mpor=

bel "herself uy/uny. and only
to : tmmtultolﬁ!.
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