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| all manoper of canuille!”

[ “They make ready, then.” queried

' ol finality, “are beasts”

‘| Americavs are cunnlug, but not lotel

| wasion like mine,” nsserted De Valette

f curse of Yankee locusis

: .plenty there. Then came the Ameri-

il overseors. They counted thelr pence.

| two stilks of cape grow where my
L Overseers grew one.

| famliy grew rich, and 1 grew poor.

and the chapel yonder—that s all

- Novelized by
Porter Emer-
son Browne
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CHAPTER I—M. de Valette
dwells on his plantation in Louis-
iana during the period of Andrew
Jackson’s military career, 1815.
The servants procure eandles to
burn before the coffin of & dead

slave. II—Raoul middle aged
consin of De Valette, comes to
meet the beantiful 17-year-old
daughter, Madeleine de Valette,
who has been pledged to him in
nmarriage.
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O the ears of the three men sit-
ting in the greatr. thwe dulled
room came the space softened
strains of fife and drum. They

enme even #s Iather O'Mara was pro-
testing the safety of the wons.

De Valette anid:
~ “Hear them! The woods nor any-
where Is safe with these corsed Amer-
fcans about. The village is full of
them today—back woodsmen, roflinns—

Iu response to unspoken interroga-
tlon from Raoul de Valeite, Fatler
O'Mdra-explained,

“They're recrulting a company In
the village and bereabouts,” he said,
“for this everlasting second war of
theirs with England. They march to-
night”

Raoul, “for the great battle down the
river under thelr chief, eh—how do
they call that nome of a barbarian?—
Andrew Jackson? TEh, but they are
Borribly nafraid, 1hese  Americans!
They are hiding belind bags of saud
down there above Now Orieans. The
Eoglish will apuplhilate them. Observe
the impl.lﬂt’l.n-e of thut vile music, To-
morrow it will be the sgqueak of a
mouse, Ha, how they will run! Thes:
Americans,” he declared. with nn air

Father O'Mara protested:

“Ah, but we must not be bitter, not
‘even toward Americans”

“}t i8 a virtue to hate them,” de-

clared Raoul “Heaven loves us for
t'l

“Heaven hated us when that traftor
Bogaparte sold this benutiful  pew

Franpce to them,” De Valeite, who
spoke. spoke with deep Dbitierness
“Now they descend upon us lu hordes
. —peasants. low born men, rascals who
‘work with their own hands.”

Rdoul said lightiy:

“[t {a a curse that wiil pass. These

ligent. Intelligeuce Is o monopoly of
gentiemen, nnd the good God knows
that the Amerfcaus are uot gentlemen

fast. The English will drive them oo
for mg. Imitate me. wy cousin. and
desplse the Yankees lightiy.”

“Your parish has not kuown the in

darkly. “You have not seen every-
thifg you bave melt away before this
Before the
Americane came my ncres stretched
way to the river. The overseers
-l but what of that? There was

enns, & thrice acenrsed family of Yan.
ksewt, Who took up land from wy bound
arfes. Thelr overseers did pot steal
from them, They were their owe

They lived like tradesmen. They made

They undersold
my crop. What could 1 do? That
began to buy. 1 had to sell
by mcre they have absorbed my
land—eaten it up. And now what
have 1 left of all Valette? This hoase

You say these Americans will pass,
Raonl? What, when one famiiy alone
has taken all this from joe? A nd even
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offer.”
squeal of fife apd the mutter of
bad come yet louder. Raoul

“That dirty ea-

SPRINGTIM

From the Play of
the Same Name
by Booth Tark-
ington and Harry
Leon Wilson Je
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song and dnnee togorner, and, with a
flourish of the tnmliourine, she stopd
gazing In mocking merriment upon the
three men

A stringe, wild, dark woman she
was, with full, insolent red llps, great
biack eyes and fgure graceful and
sluvons and lithe, A colured handker-
chilef was wound turbauwise around
the lonse masses of her hiack balr.
She ware a skirt of vivid red, and her
rounded nrms were bare to the elbow.
Large gold enr ornaments she hnd, and
many rings upon her fingers, and her
shoes were doat Inden,

At De Valette she looked nod at the
priest.  Put upon Raoul she looked
longer. He torned a  little  She
laugzhed,

“Who are you?' demanded De Vo
lette coldly.

“Men eall me L'Acadlennr—and oth-
er thingg. " she sald. She lnoked again
at Maoul, and ngain she langhed. She
went on: *Eh, then, messienrs! A 1.
tle sllver to earry on the war? Chaorl
ty for the wounded, eh "

O'Mara asked quickly:

*“What are you doing here, my girl?”

“Me?" ghe asked, “I'm a wanderer,

“ He turnéd to face the woman In the
doorway. The expression of mockery
—the light, scornful mirthb—bad gone
from ber face now. She looked anx-
lous, almost haggard. He rounded on

her angrily.
“You come here? he cried.
Again  she was smiling—smiling

mockingly. 8She sald:

“Eh, s0! You are not hard to follow,
M'steur Raoul de Valette, You ride
your bay horse with the one white
foot all the way from your plantation,
When I meet people | ask, *You have
s¢en n bay horse with one white foot
and o very ugly Iittle gentleman who
rides him? Everybody then zay, ‘Yes:
be went yonder.' o I come to Va-
lette. Oh, so easy!” Bhe laughed
agnin, the while looking at him curi-
ougly. At length she went on, “You
think you could hide when youn ‘went
from me?’

He replied:

“1 did not try. Why should 17

“Because you would be afrald to
have me find out you ride here to
marry your cousin, Mlle. Valette.”

“Why,” he queried composedly,
“should | be afrald of you knowing
that¥

Agaln her mood changed; she asked,
almost tremulouvsly:

“Youn don't care If 1
Raonl ¥

“No," he replled coolly. "1 was fool-

. Ish not to tell you
before | left.”

A little ery left
her lips; she sank
to the floor nt his
feet,

“Then It 18 troe!™
she cried plaintive.
ly. “Ah, he ls go-
Ing to get marri’!
They told me so!
But 1 wouldn't be-
lleve It.”

know that,

M'slenr L'Abbe. Today I find your vil-
lage and some soldiers. 1 dance for|
them, 8hall I dunce r{nr_\*ml.nlessai-.~||rs?"|
Her dark eves flew to Itmonl. Ehe
sald, with mocking laugh: “Here Ia]
one who would litke It. No? His face
is so kind" B8he torned to bim de-

He, looking down
on her, cried sharp-
Iy:

“Dou't do that!™

Bhe asked:

“Haven't 1 been

kind to you?"'

liberntely, *“Bhall I dance for you.
m'eleur?"

“You DON'T CARE  “Yoo'll make
IF-1 KXOW THAT, vonrself ridiculons

HE LIFTED HER LITTLE HAND

AND KISSED IT, BRUBHING
WITH HIS LIPS, .

He answered guickly:

“No!"

Came from cutside n hall
lette torued.

“Do they summon me?' he demand-
&l. He started swiftly toward the
door. But ere he could reach It there
had walked into the room a tall man of
bone and blood and sinew, clad In the
dress of a woodsman. A powderhomn
was slung over his shoulder, and he
carried in his hand a long barreled
rifle, At his heels there followed a
ghrinking youth of twenty—a youth
with a great shock of straw colored
balr and scared eyes, who earried
awkwardly & guo thag reached from
feet 1o meck,

The first of the two with long
gtrides ndvanced to the center of the
room, surveying coolly those therein.

“I'm Wolf!" be erled. His volee
was deep and resonant, his mlmn:
the loose, independent SWAgReT - O
those who fear pot and are feared
“'m Wolf," be repeated. "1 want re
crults—volunteers (o serve in General
Jackson's army. Who'll ‘strike oD®
blow for liberty? Who'll joln Wolf'»
gharpshooters? Tl promise you B;hl_-
ing enough within twenty-four bhours.

De Valette turned upos him coldty,
h—wmm. gir™ he said grimly, “if 1
pad any dogs left In the kenoels of

De Va-

Valette, ayes from ber. thinking
:Hﬂt“_ﬁ“dﬁ
priest. i
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| you'll make me ridiculous.”

Worse fhin That,

“Haven't 1 loved you better than I
have loved any one?”

He stooped, trying to lift ber to ber
feet.

“You must get up,” be commanded.

Bhe selzed his arm, clinging to= it

“Raoul!” sbe cried. “Haoul! You
can't drive me away! For three years
1 have not look’ at any one but you!
And yon—you have love’ me! Yoo
cannot ssy you did not! You will not
find any ove to love you lke mel™
Suddesly sbe thrust him from ber
percely, “You want to throw mwe
awny (o marry a baby! Hal | see
her come |oto that garden outside
there: | look at her well A litle
white fool. You would go mad with
such a child—s baby for a wife!™

“Do not speak of Mile. de Valette”
be commanded harshly,

Her dark eyes gleamed; she longhed

swered’ Impatientiy, 80 that you go.”

She turndl a little. She said pit-
eously:

“I make myself obey you., 1 am go-
Ing. You see how good 1 am? You
see how | obey?"

Blowly she turned. Blowly she
crossed the room. At the door she
turned,

“Goodby,” she sald. “Goodby for a
little while.” And she was gone,
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ADELEINE DE VALETTE

hurrfed on and on along the

long path that led from the

acres that had once been of

Valette, A heron, tralling long legs,
rose from 'the ‘marsh by the bayou's
edge. Bhe did not stop to look. Butter
flles Innumerable, of inn le glo-
rlous colors, futtered across her path,
but she stesled her heart mgainst thelr
beguilements. She was late. 8he was
Iate in weeting her betrothed. Burely
that wns 8 very grave crime Indeed.

A tiny strand of halr golden browr
kissed of the sun fell from its fusten
ings and, tossed by -the playful fingers
of the Lreeze, quivered about a pink
cheek—a cheek made more than usval-
ly plok by exertion. Bhe brushed I
back with slender fingers, but it would
not stay.

Aunt Marguerite saw her as she came
through the garden gate—the gate of
fallen bricks and with the heavy,
clinging vines. They were walting for
her there In the great, somber room—
ber father, the priest, Aunt Marguerite
and the betrothed whom she had never
seen. Bhe looked at him with the round,
wondering. curlous eyes of an little
chlld.

Bhe looked for a long momeni. Then
she remembered herself and courtesled
profoundly, as she had been told to do.
Her father came to her then and took
ber by the haud, He ntroduced her
formally to the man that was to be
her busband.

“M. Raoul de Valette.” he said, “I
have the bomor to present you to my
daughter, Mile. Madeloine de Valette™

M. Raonl de Valette bowed grandl:.
Madelelne in watching herself almost
forgot to courtesy. But then she re-
membered, and so she returned his
“ greeting, as Aunt Marguoerite bad taught
her. And all the while her violet eyes
were round with the wonder of It all
He came acrowa to her. did M. Raoul
de Valette. He took her hand in his.
He lifted ber little hand and Kkissed
it, brushing It with his lips—Aunt Mar-
guerite had told her pothing of this;
she wondered what It might be for—
then he let go ber hand gently.

He sald sofily:
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f "What else could T mean,” her be-
trothed was asking, “when I speak of

my greatest felicity 7"

Again she forgot,
quickly;
| “It will mnke youn happy that we
* sbould marry, you mean. monsieur?
Bhe turned to Auut Marguerite. “lsn’t
it strange that” Then shz stanped
quite suddenly, for Auut Mirsuerile
had “sshed” agnlu.

“1 presume Yo hope” wenl on M
Raoul de Valeltte, “ihat v aonr
self by that e way relard the
alliance wiili ot faver™

This time she remembered.
eyes on the floor, she snld:

“I am confident that a mutunl felle-
ity, monsfeur, can be only the result
of our alliance. I have been carefullr
Instructed so that I understand quite
well that not only the excellence of a
daughter’s character, but her bappl-
ness also, consists in dbedlence to her
parents’ wishes,”

He sald, smiling:

“Yet my own present happlness does
not spring from obedience.

“How Is that?" she asked guickly,
then yet more quickly, “Ob, I forgot!"

“Forgot what?" he asked, again
smiling.

*“To keep my eyes on the floor,” she
returned naively.

He laughed. *“My dear cousin,” hs

She querled

With

eyes on the floor. | much prefer that
you keep them on me."

It was Aunt Marguerite who thiy
time rebuked M, Raoul de Valette,

“Monsieur!” she cried.

M. Raounl de Valette rose, He turned
to Aunt Marguerite,

“Dear lady,” he sald, "permit me.
It will basten the acquaintance. I
might»even presume to look forward
to a time when she will llke to look
at me. When one likes to look at a
cerinin nerson oue llkes that person.”

sald, *1 hope you will pot keep your |F

pot to be. The excitement of this in.
terview™ —

Mundeleine sald musingly:

“It was exciting, wasn't it—trying to
remember all the things yon told me?"
Aunt Marguerite shook her head a
little dublonsly.

“He was very daring,” she com-
mented, “The next interview must be

less agitating.™
Madeleine had sunk back among the
cushlons, She =ald at length thought-

“l LOVE THE PEOrLE

—

I LIKE TO LOOK AT”

“Ob, bow frud that 18! Thed Made-
lefne, clapplug her bands a little, *1
jove the people | like to look at.”

“Ah!" exclaimed M. Raoul de Valette
gravely. “May 1 ask at whom you
like to look. mademaolselle?”

“At my father,” she answered, all in
4 breath, “and at Aunt Marguerite, of
course, and Father O'Mara, and—and
old Louise.and sometimes at myself."”
He said lightly:

“] presume you speak of apother

Aunt Marguerite agaln warned him.

“Monsleur!"” she cried.

*No; Jet him!" besought Madeleine.

He continued evenly:

“Of a feoling that sometimes comes
in one ilnstant, it may be with the
very first glance Into another palr of
eyes—a feellng’ which abworbs and
being, a feeling
cling to another
or shame or death,
soul lose Itsell In
fts whole universe

Aunt Marguerite half rose protest-
ingly.

“Indeed. Indesd. monsieur,” she be-
gan, but Madelelne interrupted.

“Ob, bot Aunt Mar te, do ls-
ten!” And then, balf 1/ier betroth-
od, half to herself: “flow strange It
would be to feel like that. Does it

“That is my bope.”

Madeleine was guist for a moment;
then she cried suddenly:

*“It must have come o you, mon-
sleur! You have known ™

Aunt Marguerite was agaln militant.

“My niece!” abe eried In protest,

*But it must bave™ persisted Made
ine. “Flow would be kpow ™
cousin is right,” said M. Raoul
alette calmly. “My preseuce here
this occasion s proof of L™ He
taking Madeleine's hand. “Ms-

i
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“] think Cousin Itaoul Is very nles
and Interesting. But I'm not agitat-
ed, Aunt Marguerite. T think 1 shall
like him very much, Perhaps T shall

Hke bim sometime next to my father
and you and Father O'Mara and old
Loulse. [ suppose I onght to after
awhile. He was very Interesting when
he spoke of that"— She turned on
ber elbow and looked at her aunt
“Aunt Marguerite, did you ever feel
that way he sald ¥ n

“Ruch toples,” returned Aunt Mar
guerite shortly, “are not for the young."™

“But M. ldoul fsu't young." -

“It was indelicate of bim te mentios
Ay

Madelelne was silent for a moment.
At length nhe sald slowly, drowsily:

“ie s quite an old gevtleman, fsn'l
heT*

Her annt went to her, bending ovet
and smoothing her tumbled halr.

“Child,” she sald gently, “you are
tired. Yoo walked too far"™

Madeleine de Valette siretched ber
slender imbs out upon the great semi.
One deolicate little arm was thrown
sbove ber head. She yawned Bhe
sald aleeplly:

“3. Raoul de Valette Is quite an old
gentleman”—she yawned again—"lsa’t

het™
And by and by she slept,

sald the clerk who was showiog paje-
was to the precisely dressad mau
“The latest style b what | want”
remiarked the msn as he opened bis
purse. “1 seldom get to bed unll after
midaight”—Brookiyn Life
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