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HEALTH .

INSURANCE
The man who insures his iife is
is wise both for his family and
himsolf, __".h " .'. : £
You may instire hiealth by guard-
fng 1t. It is Yorth guarding.
At the first attack of disease,

which genéraily approsaches
through the LIVER and mani-
fests itself in innumerable ways
TAKE . -
'And.lﬁ-’bmhoalth.
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Springtime!  Springtime is
lovetime! And the breath of
spring and the spirit of love
were never more beaunfifully
franslated into words thaen in
this idyllic story, the combined
work of three men of literary
genius, Booth Tarkinglon, Harry
Leon Wilson and Porter Emer-
son Browne. The play, by the
first two named authors, capti-
vated hundreds of audiences.
The story, by Mr. Browne, can-
nol fail {o captivate an entire
nation. Madeleine de Valetle---
a heroine more bean(l‘fu!, more
innocent, more divinely inspired
wilh the innate purity of a young
girl's love, has never been por-
frayed in fiction. And in Cil-
bert Steele, the stalwar! young
American soldier Andrew
Jaclkson's army, is found a hero
who [ives up to the traditions
apon which this patriotic nalion
was founded. Rcad of 4l de
Valette, the stern French aristo-
crat; of his dissolute cousin,
to whom he wonld wed Made-
leine; of Father O'Mara; of
L’Acadienne, the wandering
dancer, who had a heart; of
Wolf's sturdy American sharp-
shooters; of old time French
cusfoms in Louisiana, where the
Code Napoleon yel prevails to
administer jusfice on American
sofl; of war and peace, of brav-
ery and cowardice, of love and
hate, of life and death, and you
will read a romance that creafes
a new standard in contempora-
neous American fiction.
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HE came through the mists of
the morning, a slender Tittle

S figure, fraglle as the dew laden
cobweb, delicate ns the henrt

of & violeL. Skirting the lushy edge ol
the bayuu, she came benepth the trall
Ing moss of the ouks, following the
old footpath that led to Valette. The
little shafts of sunllght plercing (he
tangle of the great trees ahove her losl
themselves on the tumbled masses of
ber gold brown halr, ‘There was laugh
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80 carcfully. so painstnkingly. mado | . . -
for lher; thit she I||.-uI "“.""1‘- :u ::rl:.l imulrlouu custom, father. “And the old
only a little wnr n-down the pat, m:ﬁm:;_ru it I;*(lh to a tragedy once
that led to 1he brood pepres thnt 0t | the De ‘_:T.?tp; nLdod}'on think that
once beew of Naleite vf came 1w they! Th o Vet e s
clutehing fingere of hard tneed pover: duuyvuar e "Ue Valettes do Lot abanp-
Ao wrenh chem thenee  she Wn:l.-.: “ om.
tell thew these things: she would o A tragedy?" The priest was Inter-
plalo about the tntrerflv  Bui waonhd e"“ﬂl: He lenped forward, resting his
these things. tlnt sxpianatlon, be sni elhj;m:s ou-hl.q cassocked knees.
clent?  She did not know  Her father "Ilu :r";.'e""[):“"‘_
Was o straoge wan, o prowd man, » the eru ’ l" flette who went to
man reserved  She loved him mneh I i Ha( “_ﬂ' they say. He wns a
But sometimes he wos sirange  Nhe over, father, and (he woman be loved

did not understand  She felt far from

Ly, very tar. And Aunt Muarguerie

was even the shadow of ber brother,
Aud so she burried on

. ® . . " . -

-
In the great room of the house of
Valette, a4 room ihat onee il had
eveny the splendor of the old chintenn

In the Norman hills. but now time
worn,  sunle dnte the dullness  that
murks decay, were they preparing to
do thelr last dead slave the honor of

the candles, for old Chiristhan had been
obedient, faithful--yes. even to the end
of bhis days. And for this Le was
to huve the houor that cowes to the
Valettes In thelr going.

It wus old Louise who counted the
candles now for the Inst slave, the
sluve that was dead. Stout, beavy fea.
tured, c¢ind In rough gray gown and
cap of spotless white, she bent over
the leather box that lay upon the
old tnble, taking therefrom the candles
and counting them os she did so. And
as she counted there came to the kind.
Iy old face a look of worriment,

Al length she turned, hearing foot-
steps. Came through the door the sls-
ter of M. de Valette. Across the som-
ber room she came, a Lighborn, high

was his wife. He left her there a
bride and very beautiful, He was a
grent eoldier, and King Philip, In the
Holy Land, made bhim count of all
Valette, {n Normandy. "So he rode
home gayly all the long journey to
kliss his bride ugaln, But as he passed
by she chapel before he came to the
chatenu he maw by the lighted win-
dow there were candles on the altar,
So he went in to count them. They
were twenty. His wife, she was twen.

- Novelized by PORTER EMERSON BROWNE From the Play of
the Same Name by Booth Tarkington and Harry Leon Wilson
BY AMERICAN PRESS ASSOCIATION

IXTY years bhad come and had
ne plpce the birth of M. de
afette, They bad been years

of joy, yeurs of sorrow, years

of wealth, years of poverty. But allke
they had falled to move him from that
which he was—a De Valette. A De

Valette, yon must know, ls-a De Va-

lette, and whep one has said that one

has enld all. And now he stoed In the
doorway, tall. erect. qulet, commnng-

Ing, possessing In all its fullness the

innate dignity mothered of birth. fa-

thered of pride, a spare, unbend¥g Ng-
ure dressed plainly In black, with ean
bric stock, €ollar and wristhands. ITls
halr was gray, yet his eyebrows were
etill In thelr primal Linck. '

-

bred woman of slxty, o woman of del-
cate, pale, gentle fuce and sleuder tig-
ure. Old Loulse courtesled.

“You are counting the candles 7" ask-
ed Mlle. de Valette, It was a ques-
tlon that was not a question. 8he went
on, “My brother tolls the bell for old |
Chiristian with his own bands.”

The old servant shrugged her shoul-
ders,

“Who else Is there to do it¥' she |
queried.

Mile, de Valette sald, “Le maltre will |
play the requiem.” She wius counting
the eandles. Finishing, she excinimed: ]
“My good Loulse, there nre not enought
Ol Christian was sixty-three”

Apuin Loulse shrugged her shoulders

“Here are thirty-elght,” she ygroin-
Old

Wed. *That should be enough.
Chiristinn!  He was but n black slave,
after all” She shook her hend.

In the year of our Lord 1815, you
know, slaves, especially dead sinves,
weore not of much value. Candles were.

Mile. de Valette, pity in her gentle
heart, would have mude reply, but erp
upportunity was bers there had en-
{ared the room Father O'Marn, priest
of the parish—a kindly man Father
O'Mars, who lived much in the out of
doors, a strong man and rugged and
a man of the kind that it were good
for God to hnve in bis labor.

He spoke In a full, deep volce that
echoed resonantly from the dim raft-
ors with barely a trace of brogue, The
old servant courtesied. Mlle. de Va
lette Inclined ber lm.ul graciously.

“You are welcome, Father O'Mara”
she sald. “We are preparing the can-
dles, you see. But there are Dot
enough. Loulse!

The old servant tornad.

Mlle. de Valette, with & light gestore,
indicated where, upon the walls, tar-
nished sconces upheld blackened can-
dles.

“Take those” she commandad. *~1
will look through the house for oth-
era.”

8he bowed to Father O'Marn, whe
bimself bowed, and passed through the
door. Old Louise obediently went
from sconce to sconce, gathering the
balf burned bité of wax and wick that
were to be the last earthly tribute tc
the dead slave. At length she came
again to the table, laying the old be-
pide the new

Father O'Mara took & pineh of snoff,
watching ber with shrewd. kindly gray
eyes.

«“Xot enough candles? he sald at
length.

The old servant shook ber head,
“Xo, father,” she returned. “not un
sy you can convince the master that
old Christian was much younger thap
bhe sald he was Wouldn't you Say,
pow, that be wouldn't bave been more
than”—sbe stopped, counting the new
sandles sod the old—*forty-four?" she

finisbed.
«Much more than forty-four, Louise,”

chapel altar.”
“f{is age bas all to do with L™ she
replied. *You haven't been long In
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GILBERT STEELE

AND MADELEINE,

ty, fathgr. So he knew. And then he
set his dagger st the armpit where
the breastplate does not meet Lhe
shoulder plece, reaching his heart that
way, Next day the candles were for
him.”

EBhe finlshed. The priest sat back In
his chalr, folding his hands.

“But that,” he sald, “wna in the ¢ld
world and bundreds of years ago.”

Bhe turned a Hitle to him.

“What Is that to the master?’ she
demanded, *It is enough for him
that be 1s a De Valette. Here are weo
in Loulsiana, But what difference has
the new world made to the De Valettes
when they come here and bLring thelr
customs with them? They bulld our
chupel yonder' She Lhrust ler arm
behind her, indleating the window
through which one might see the
heavy spire of stone “like the one In
Normandy.” close by the house. “Yen,"
she wen! on grumblingly, “they must
have their chapel—even an organisi
old Lemaitre. the master keeps here—
one more mouth to feed! And be can
do pothing In the world but play
the organ. And now the master hns
sald that old Christian, though be was
1 slave, must recelve the honor of the
randles becanse he has been a mem-
ber of the bouschold all his life™

Father O'Mara sald:

“That does honor to your muster's
bheart.”

“In his place,” muttered Loulse, ™1
would rather save some for my stom-
ach. Ol Christian was siziythree
years old. Here, with these others
from the sconcen, 1 can make B0 more
than forty-four candles. If the master
~akes us buy more to 0811 the counnt,
there will be no more than salad to
eat tomorrow.”

Father O'Mara rose, wandering to
the window,

%o Christian was the last dlave be
louging to M. de Valefte?" be suid.

“The very last of all the bundreds
All are sold
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Father O° turned and bent to
his quiet To Loulse turned
the master,

“You have the candles for the chap-
el?" ho asked.

“Yeou, Miche, all of them.”

“There aro sixty-three?™

The old servant paused hesitatingly.

She sald:

1 think Christian was not
be looked. He had to me
belng not more than forty-

means,” stated M. de Va-
lette, “that yom bave but forty-fowm
candles.”

Take the box. Bee that it is fAlled
You know where the money Is kept.”

Bhe made a gesture of lmploration,
but the master stood before ber Inex:
orable. Slowly sbe opened the drawet
in the table. Bhe took therefrom a
few colus of small denomination,

“It s the last,” sbe whispered-“the
very last"”

He sald stoply:

“Have the box filled.” He turned

.
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) PATHED O'MABA.
trothed”

De Valette smiled a Jittle, bis fin:
gers playing with the cover of his
suuffbox, -

“An arrangement of many yeara,"

he said. “M. Raoul de Valepp# s my
cousin."”
“And.” querled the pries slowly,

“Madelelne adores him?"
“That will be ber duty w

ahall know him."

* “Hhe has never seen him?”
De Valette replied: .
“I'his is M., de Valette's first visit

here. He enme Inte last night. They

are to be presented to each other to-
day”

“And,” persisted the priest, “she Is
docile? Bhe acrepts this betrothal te
one she has never seen?”

De Valette smiled a little. Burely
this good priest koew little of him and
of his.

“Counld there be any question of
that?" he asked. "It Is wo that the
demolselleh De Valette are brought up.
Bhe has always understood the ar
rangement.”

The good priest shrugged his showl-
ders a litgle. He said:

“Faith, 1 have kpown young ladies
of seventeen to make thelr owa ar-
rangements.”

“They were not ladles of this fami-
ly, Father O'Marn,” returned De
Valette quietly. “Madeleine han pever
even seen n young man of ber own
clasa. The first, my cousln, is to be
her busband.”

The good priest snld pnoe word He
raised his eyobrows. There came with
In his glance oo approaching fgure. It
was of a man of thirty-five o so, &

uhe

"MADELEINE ADONES mIMP"

man dressed carefully, even foppishly,
with graying Lalr elaborately arranged
and well turued calves set off with
stocklngs of black slik. His coat wan
of dark. rich material, his walsteoat
white with stripes of yellow, and his
ptock was of white silk, while his
collar, frills and wristbands were of
delicate eambric, With hend erect,
chin beld high, be sauntered towand
them slowly, Indolentiy

Father O'Mara watched him clossly
He was woot to read men by thelr
fucen, yot bere was one that puzzied
BMm He was worried a little, buf
pothing of his features might have
shown

Euotering the reom, M, taoul de Va-
Jette turned to his coustn, bowing elab-
orutely.

“At your command, behold me" he
said. His volce was well modulated
It was a volee that, even as his face.

puxtied
De Valette turned to the prisst, then

he protested. 1t was he who lost us
our estate In Frapce”

De Valette sald quickly, gravely:

“But bhe saved the falr fame of his

glster, whom n king of France de-
sired too greatly to honor. He put an
oeean between ber and the king's pur
sult. We lost the estates In Norman-
dy, but we kept the good name of our
women.” [e stood a moment, con-
templating in sllenve tbe scroll upon
the bottom of the old frame whereln
Iny the portrait of him who had done
these things. He sald, at length, slow-
ly: “Untaruished! That s the motto
of De Valette, We keep our women
sacred, And that I8 our proudest tra-
ditlon—pot even the breath of a
king.”
Rnoul, gazing disloterestedly at the
polut of his shinlng pump, sald lightly:
“The world knows that, my cousin.”
De Vallette turned to him abraptly.
“Raoul”” he sald slowly, gravely,
“you are to recelve a bride whose ev-
ery moment since her biabyhood bhas
been :ulnlﬂ'l. protected und clolstered
from the world—from all knowledge of
that nolsome beast, the world. Bhe
comes to you in that white Innocence
which 18 the tmmemorial heritage of
the demolselles De Valette'”

Raoul sald softly:
“A fjewel never taken from Iis
canket." -
“Ah, not a jewel," asserted O'Mars,
rislng; “not a jewel, M. Haoul, for,
though they shine to dazzle you, jew-
els are hard. Of Madelelne 1 never
know which she la the more—a flower
or & ehild. Perhaps yon will declde
that for me when you mect her.”

+ Raoul sald, smiling, “1 grow a little
impatient for the momeht, sir.”

“T'he moment, cousin, is at hand"
sald De Valette,

“Not quite yet" declared O'Marn.
1 passed Madelelhe an hour ago deep
in the woods,"

“On her way home?" asked De
Valette quickly.

Father O'Mara shook his head, His
gray eyes twinkled.

“No,” he returned mlowlg—~ “I be-
| lleve she was chasing a botterfly.”
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One Conductor who was Cured.

Mr. Wilford Adams is his name,
and he writes about it—‘‘Some
time ago 1 was confined to my bed
with ehronic rhenmatism. I used
two bottles of Foley's Kidney
Remedy with good effect, and the
third bottle put me on my feet
and I resumed work as eonduetor
on the Lexington, Ky., Street
Railway. It gave me more relief
than any medicine I had ever us-
ed, and it will do all you elaim in
cases of rheumatism.” Foley's
Kidney Remedy cures rheuma-
tism by eliminating the urio aeid
from the blood Sold by all drug-
gists.

By a premature explosion in the
stone quarry of the Nazareth-
Portland Cement Company, be
tween Eaton, Pa., Nazareth Wed-
nesday, eleven men were buried
under 5,000 tons of rock snd kill-
ed and one other was injured so
seriously that he cannot recover.
All the vietims are Hungarians
and Haliaus.

Every family and especially
thoso who reside it the eountry
should be provided at all times
with a bottle of Chamberlain’s
Liniment. There is no telling
when it may be wanted in case of
an socident or emergency. In is
most excellent in all cases of
rheumatism, sprains and bruises.
Sold by all dealers.

Read the pain formuls on the
box of Pink Pain Tablets. Then

ter one. Pain means
—blood re somewhere, Dr.
Shoop's

———————————m
Differences between the nﬂ‘y‘?\;
neers of the Seabosrd Air Lime
railway. and the . nent of
that system have m
adjusted, resulting in ‘& 6 per
cent. increase for engineers im all
branches of the systems. =~

—AGENTS WANTED: Men or
Women to work in Alamance' goun~
ty’ Can  easilymake $15 to $25 p
week. Address “V,” Drawer
Raleigh, N. C, 4

PROFESSIONAL mnm e

DR. WILL §, LONG,:
‘4 DENTIST . , .

OFFICE v STMMONS BUILDI
—‘"‘h

TACOB A. LONG.

s |

fomN URAY HywuR., W, P.Brag, u‘_"-:‘

BYNUM & BYNUM,

Attorneys und mu:&k_ "

GnEENSBORO, M . -~
Pracilos regularly in the comrts of Al -
nance county. m '
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