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and do a splendid business, and we heartily congratulate them; but

GREENSBORO,

5.756.850.00 IN ONE Y

The magnificent record of the Pioneer North Carolina Lite Insurance Company has made it possible for other Home Companies to organize

rity Life and Annuity Company
RTH CAROLINA.

[S STILL IN THE LEAD. From July 21ist, 1906, it issued $5,756,850.00 of insurance. This is nearly $2,000,000 rﬁore than any other home or

foreign company wrote in the same territory. The record of no other North Carolina Company approaches this splendid record.

Whenever it is sutpassed we will take off our hat to the RECORD BREAKER. The best agency force in

the State, and the best, clearest-cut policy contracts on the market did the work.

J. VAN LINDLEY, President.

s

AR -:-:

C. C. TAYLOR, Agency Director.
- G. A. GRIMSLLEY, Seccretaury.

Office, Room 7 Wilkinson Building, Over News Office.

D. C. Moore, Agent, - Charlotte, N. C.

I good chance of my being killed, and | to stay housed as if I were a prisoner
| Clara

defenseless. ]

and the girl left

| His revolver earried six deaths in it.
'It wonld all have depended upon thel

n \quickness of the dog, and L _should .

“"have left too much hanging nupon that.”

I “I don’t see what else vou could do,”

All rights Reserved) James said in a low voice. He was
pale himself. He did not blame Gordon.

(Copyright, 1906, by Mary D. Wilkins-Freeman,

CHAPTER XI

Gordon smiled at James. “God bless

ou, hoy!"” he said.

“What possible difference do
think that ecould make?’ demanded
James hotly. **Could that poor little

| help it?”

“0Of covrse she could not, but some
mizht objeet, and with reason,
o marrving a girl who -came of such
inck on her father's side.”

“] am not one of those men."”

“No, I don't think you are, but it is
orly my duty to put the case plainly
before vou. That man who was buried

is alternoon was simply unspeakable.

: a monstrosity of perverted
morality, I cannot even- bring myself

t=]! vou what I know of him. I ean-
ot even bring myself to give you the

13t hint of what my poor young sis-
ter, Clemency’s mother, suffered in her
brief life with him. You may fear
ke redity o

“Heredity,
Clemeney ?”

“1 myself really think that you have
cthing whatever to fear. Clemency is

mother’s living and breathing im-
age as far as looks go, and as far as
can judge in the innermost workings
her mind. I have not seen in her
slightest taint from her evil father,
hongh God knows I have watched for

t with horrors as the years have pass-

I. After she was born I smuggled her
away by night, and gave out word that
the child had died a2t the same time
vith the mother. There was a private
funeral, and the casket was closed. I

I hard work to carry it through suc-

sfuily, for I was young in those

:vs, and broken-hearted at losing my

ter, but carry it through 1 did, and
no one knew except a nurse. I trusted
ter, I was obliged to do 8o, and I fear

t she has betraved me. I established
vractice in another town in another
State, and there I met Clara. She has

Id4 me that she informed vou of the
2cl that she was my wife, but not of

r reasons for concealing it. Just be-

re we were married I became prac-
teally eertain that Clemency’s father
ad gained in some way Information
that led him to suspect, if not to be
absolhntely certain, that his child had
not died with his wife. I had a widowed
sister, Mrg. Ewing, who lived in Towa
with only daughter just about
'_:i—mr_-nr'_\",'.-i age. Just before our mar-
riage she decided to remove to Eng-
lend 1o live with some relatives of her
deceased husband. They had considera-
ble property, and she had very littie.
I hezged her to go seeretly, or rather
0 hint that she was going Hast to

‘ve with me, which she did. Nobody in
Lie little Towa village, so far as T knew,
wis aware of the faet that my sister
and dauzhter had gone to England,
“nd not East to live with me. Clara
ind T were married privately in an ob-
sture little Western hamlet, and came
Ilast at once, We have lived in various

men

nothing! - Don’'t I know

her

\ loealities,

you |

T —

being driven from one to
another by the danger of Clemency's
father ascertaining the truth; and my
wife has always been known as Mrs.
Ewing, and Clemency as her daughter.
i It has been a life of constant watchful-
ness and deception, and I have been
hound hand and foot. Even had Clem-
[ency’s father not been so exceedingly

to reach him by legal methods, there
was the poor child to be considered,
and the ignominy which would come
upon her at the exposure of her father.

’ally a man who hates deception, and
wishes above all things to lead a life
with its windows open and shades up,
| but I have been forced into the very
reverse. My life has been as closely
shuttered and curtained as my house.
I have been obliged to force my own
wife to live after the same fashion.
Now the cause for this secrecy is re-
moved, but as far as she is concerned
the truth must still be concealed for
Clemency’s sake. It must not be known
that the dead man was her father, and
the very instant we let go one thread
of the mystery the whole fabrie will
unravel. Poor Clara can never be ac-
knowledged openly as my wife, the
best and most natient wife a man ever
had, and under a heavier sentence of
death this moment than the utmost in-
genuity of man could contrive.” Gor-

upon his hands.

“She told me some time ago that she
was ill,” James said pityinglv.

“111? She has been upon the execw
tioner’s block for years. It is not ill-
ness; that is too tame a word for it.
It is torture, prafonged as only the evil
forces of Nature herself can prolong
it.” .

Gordon rose and shook himself angri-
ly¥. “I am keeping her now almost con-
stantly under morplhine,” he said. “She
ihas suffered more lately. The attacks
heve been more frecuent. There has
lmwer heen the slightest possibility of
a surgical operation. From the very
first it was utterlv hopeless, and if it
had been the dog there, I should have
put a bullet through his head and con-
sidered myself a friend."” Gerdon gazed
with mhiserable reflection at the dog.
“T am glad that the direct cause of that
man's death was not what it might
have been,” he said.

He shook himself again as a dog
shakes off water. He laughed a mis-
erable laugh. “Well,” he said, “Clem-
ency is free now. She can go her ways
as she will. You see she resembles her
mother so closely that I had to guard
her from even the sight of her father.
He world have known the truth at
onece. - Clemency is free, but I have
paid an awful price for her fresdom
apd for vour life. If 1 had nof dome

night, von would have been shot, and
it would have been a struggle between
myself and her father, with the very

careful that it would have been difficult |

{1 have done whsat I could. I am natur- |

don groaned, and let his head sink

what vou donbtless knew I did that |,

| He felt that he himself, in Gordon’s
| place, would have done as he had done.
| and yvet he felt as if faced close to a
| herror of murder and death, and he
knew from the look upon the other
man's countenance that he was the
| same with him.
| “I saw no other way,” Gordon said
|in a broken voice.,” but—but I don’t
| know whether I am a murderer or an
| executioner, and I never shall know.
God help me! Well.” he added with a
| sigh, “what is done, is done. Let us
| go to bed.” :

James said when they parted at his
room door that he hoped Mrs. Ewing
i would have a comfortable night.

“Yes, she will,” replied Gordon
quaintly. Then he gave the young
man’s: hand a warm clasp. God bless
you!” he whisnered. *“If this had
turned yvou against the child, it would
have driven me madder than 1 am now.
!I love her as she were my own. You
and your loyalty are all I have to hold
to.”

“You can hold to that to the end,”
James returned with warmth, and he
looked a2t Gordon as he might have
looked at his own father.

Late as it was, he wrote that night
1 to his own father and mother, telling
them of his engagement to Clemency.
| There now can be no possible need for
| geerecy with regard to it. James, in
| spite of his vague sense of horror, felt
| an exhilaration at the thought that
now all could he above board, that the
 shutters could be flung open. He felt
as if an inevbus had rolled from his
mental consciousness: Clemency her-
self experienced something of the
same feeling, She appeared at the
breakfast-table the next morning with
her hat. “Unecle says I may go with you
on your rounds,” she said to James.
She beamed, and vet there was a
froubled and puzzled exnression on
her pretty face. When she and James
had started, and were moving swiftly
along the country road, she said sud-|
denly, “Will you tell me something?”

James hesitated.

“Will vou?” she repeated.

“f can’t promise, dear,' he said.

“Why not?” she asked pettishly.

“Because it might be - something
viHich I ought not to tell you.”

“You ought to tell! me everything
if—if—" she hesitated. and blushed.

“If what?” asked James tenderly.

She nestled un to him. “If you—feel

toward me say.you.do.”

S, Oh, aﬂ?ﬁcyz F &

‘“Then: you, aught N.are. No, you
needn’t kiss me. I want vou te tell me
something. I don’t want to be Kissed.”

“Well, what is that you want to
know, dear?”

“Will vou nromise to tell me?”

“No, dear, 1 ean’'t promise, but I will |
tell you if I am able without doing!
you harm.” '
“Who was that man who was buried |

/vesterday, who has been hunting me so
long, and frightened me and Uncle ]

| “She said that she might not be home

Tom, and why have I been con;pelled] her head and went out. Nobod.ir kknew

much of my life?”
“Because you were in danger, dear,
from that man!, .. :

50

how much she wished to listen at the
kitchen door, but she was iwbove such a
course.

“Clemeney and I had a bit of a

uff)” James-exvlained to Gordon, ''She

- TOUL QG ANENCHRE We.{a & circlo’
Ciemency sat up —and looked at
James, and the blue fire in her eyes
glowed. “Who was the man?” she ask-
ed peremrptorily,

“l ean’t tel! vou dear.”

“But vou know.”

“Yes.”

“Why can’t von tell me! then?”

“Because it is. got best.” =

Clemency shrugged her ! shoulders.
“Why, did he hunt me so?”

“l ean’t tell you dear.”

“But you know.”

“l am not sure.”

scemed vexed becanse 1 would not tell
Ler what you told me last night. She is
curious to know more about—that
man.’’ y

“She must not know,”
quickly. “Never mind if she does seem
a little vexed. She will got over it.
I know Clemeney. She isg like her-imoths |
er. The power of sustaiped indigna-
tion against one she'loves is not in the
child, and she must not know. It

iordon said

| would he a dreadful thing for her to

know. I myself cannot have it. It is
enough of a horror as it is, but to

“But vou think you know.”

“Yes. i

“Then tell me.” : |

“l can’'t dear.” |

“When wil! vou fell me?”

“Never.” 2, .

Clemency looked at him, and ag:lin[
she blushed. “You #ill tell me after—
we are—married. You will have to)|

have the child look at me, and think—"
Gordon broke off abruptly.

“She will never know thrcugh me,”
James said. “and I think with you
that her resentment will not last.”

“She will be at home this afternoon,”
said Gordon, “and the walk will do her
cood.” ;

But the two returned from

|

i = S

hair as smooth as silver, “Oh, mether,

Clemeéency has not got home!” Annie

cried. “Dr.. Elliot, this is my mother. |

Mother Clemency has nof got home.

| What do you think has happened?’...
The lady came out in the hall. She | S

had a guiet serenity of manner, but..

her soft eves looked anxious, “Could !

she have stopped anywhere, dear?’|

she said.

“You know. mother, there is not !
single house bhetween here and hcr:
‘oWn  Where ' Clemency ~eyor: stops,”
said  Annie.” Stie wiis “freinblikg all |
over. n K |

James made a movement: to go. |
‘“What are you going to do?” cried
Annie.

&

and Doctor Gordon's, and ask il the
people have seen her,” replied James,

Then he ran back to the buggy, and
heard as he went a little nervogs;call

from Annie; “Oh, let us know if——
“I wiH let vou know when I find ‘her,
Miss Lipton,” he called back as he

their| gathered up the lines. He kept his | ..ip

]
“Stop at every house between here l

#Has Drunk Nothing Stronger (han

: Coftee Since the Third Day
~ Mter Entering the Keeley In-

stitute at Greersboro.
T]}_E‘ Keeley Institute, Greensboro, N.
When but a boy I formed the habit
of taking &n oceasional drink which
grew as L grew older. until when I
had grown tp be a man, 1 was a con-
firmed drinker—rulned as I thonght —
socially, mevrally, finanelally, and spir-
itually, with help gone, hopes blight-
ed, and with no control of appetite or
But over seven vears agzo | wasd

tell me evervihing then,” she whis. afternoen calls; and still' Clemency | word. He did stop at every housc.ll,em“aded by a praving mother and

pered.

James shook his head.

“Won't you then?” -

“No, dear, 1 shall never tell
while I live.” !

Clemency made a sudden grasp
al the reins. “Then I will never marry
you,” she said.” “I will® never marry |
vou, if yvou keep things from me.” [

“I never will keep things from you
that yvou ought to know, dear.”

“I ouzht to know this!"”

James remained silent. Clemency
had brought: the horses te a full stop. |
“Won't you ever tell me?” she asked.

“No, never! dear.” ¢

“Then let me get out. Thig is Annie
Lipton's street. I am going to see her.
I have not seen her for a long time.
1 will walk home. It is safe enough
now. You ecan tell me that much?”

“¥Yes, it is, but Clemenecy, dear.”

“l am not Clemency, dear. I am not
going to marry you. You say you wrote
your father  and mother last night
that we were going to get married:
Well, you can iust write again and
tell them we are not. No, vou need
not try to stop me. I will get out. Good-

you |

I.shall thay with Annie. I like her|his reason kept dinning in.his ears,|for the missing girl.
‘very much better than I like youn.”

With that Clemeney had slipped out
of the buggy and hurried up a street
without lookine back. James drove on.
He felt disturbed, but not seriously
so. It was imwpossible to take Clem-
ency’s anger as a real thing. It was
50 whimsic¢al and childishy: He h#d
counied upon his long morning with
her, brt he went on with a little smile
on his face.

He was half inclined to think, so
slightly did he estimate Clemency's
anger, that she would not keen her
word, and would be home for lnncheon.
But when he returned she was not
there, and she had not come when the
bell rang.

“Why, where is Clemency?” Gordon
said . when they entered the dining-
room. i

“She insisted upon stopping it® ses
her friend Miss Linton,” said James

to Junch.” Emma  gave one of her
sharp, baffled glaneces at him, then,
having served the two men, she tossed

| had not returned. Emma met them at  and at every one all knowledge of me[ father to take a course f#f the Creens-

1I_1(-,:1d_o}or. tJ.\‘T\'lj? ‘Ezflmg sa,\"s"sht;] is v'.’t_nl'- | g:rlI W;‘b dlscl&tlll-:l‘lefl. '{I‘Ir;er.e werle n?t_‘lmrn Keotw® Institute, and the treat-
1ied about Miss Clemency,” she said. | Inany houses, e road bemmg a lonely | mmant there effected a nermanent cure,

Gordon ran unstairs. When he came
down he ioined James in the . office.

one. He was met mostly by women who |
seemed al once to share his anxiety. |

I have never tasted a drop of anything
stronger than coffee since the third

i = . V] ay goch *? J hgad | a 3 = = e Pah iy ¥
I have pacified Clard,” he said, “but | Ono woman especially asked very care-| qayv after entering the Institute at

suppose you jumpe into the
Aaron has not unharnessed’ yet, and

buggy, | fully

for a description of Clemency, |
and he gZave a minute one. “You say |

Greensboros
To-day I am a successful farmer with

drive over to Anmie Lipton's for her. her mother is ill, too,” said the Wo- |5 happy wife and three bri .
- g ) - hree bright little
It is growing colder, and Clemency has | man. She was elderly, but still pretty. childl‘(lm tPvine to s-l:::* (:m,rr :;mil_

not been outdoors muech lately, and

She had kept her tints of youth as

I give (he Keeley credit for all that

she has rather a delicate throat. It is |seme withered flowers do, and there |1 am and.ail that I have todav
I seemed still to cling to her the atnms-’ ' -

James smiled. “Suppose she will :]ahere of youth, as fragrance clings
'to dry rose leaves. She was dressed in |

“Nonsense,” said Gerdon. “She will | rather a snperior fashion to most of
be only too glad if vou meet her half- |the  countrywomen, in soft lavender
]ca.shmere which fitted her slight, tall

| time now that she ,was home.”

not come with me?” he suggested.

way. She will come. Tell her I said that
she must.” '

“All right,” replied James.

He went out, got into the buggy,
and drove along rapidly. He had the
(team, and the herses were still gnite
| fresh,
| distanees that day. There was
| vague fear in the yeung man's mind,

| behind her

]

i

figure admirably. James had a glimpse |
of a pretty interior: a
room with windows full of blooming

irlants. aof: easy-chairs and many cush- |

oned sofas, beside “book-eases. The

jown. She kept peering up and down the

! E. J. GREEN.

Oxford, N. C.. R. F. D, No. b, Nov.

9, 1904,

The Shah of Persia has an extra-
ardinary museum in Teheran, his
capital. It is supposed to contain
his presents from foreign potentates,
but the exhibits include a hand glags
marked “Price 3s8.” and some fans
ticketed *“6 1-2d.”" Some captious

as they had not been long |woman looked, so he thonght, like one| critic declares they were purchased
a |'who had some priviate anxiety of her| py His Highness.

[ although he tried to dispel it by the |rcad, as they talked, as though she.|Tg Creditors of The Traders Insurance

{ force of argument. “What has the girl
|to fear now?”

| but, in spite of himself,
eldge, which se2med to him unreason,
made him anxious. When he reached
Annie Lipton’s home, a fine old house,

withered vines, he'saw Agnie’s pretty
head 2t = front window.. She opened
‘the door before I@" had ifme fo rifg
the bell. and ghe I6bked with alarrmed
grestioning at hime £
“I have come for Miss Ewing, her
uncle—"James began, but Annie inter-
rupted him, her face paling percep-

tibly. (?te cy,” she Bajc‘iin“why. ;&c
left he K%ectl { ncli. She
said shd Thrst f_“m fdit Anxidus

about her mother, and did not want to
leave her any longer. Hasn't she come
home yet?”

“No,” said James.
“And you didn’t
must have met her.”

“No." .
. - The two stood staring at edach other.
A delicate gld face peebgd, out of the
door at the right of the ‘halls. It was
like Annie’s, only dimmed by age, and

meat her? You

overhung- with a delicate tracecy of |

something |

She promised James to keep a lookout |
“Poor
thing,” she murmered. There
a slight phase of amusement, which
caused .James to stare keenly at her,
but it had passed, and her whole face
denoted’ thn  utmbse candor andd con-
cern. . "o :

When James reached home he had a

Jency

forlorn: Hope' thit, he should: find Clem-

chief she had taken some cross track
cver the fields to elnde him. But when
Aaron met him in the drive. and he
saw the njan's Trightened stare, he
kngw that she had pot come. It was un-
necessary to ask, but he did. “She has
not ccme?”

“No, Doctor Blict,” .eplied Aarpn.
He did not even chew. He tied” the
horses, and followed James iffto the
office, with his jaws stiff. Gordon stood
np wheh James entered, and lookesd
past him for Clemency. “She was not
there?” he.dlmost shoutdd.~*«.
7 Contifudd *Moniday. o - -

Mr. C. D. Harrls, of Raleigh, is regis-

i

shaded by two leaf-like folds of gray

tered at Hotel Buford. ]

too, were on the watch for some one,

little |
was |
scmething in her face as she said that,

tHérer that from a spirit of mis- |

| gaid June 29,

Caompany, of Chicago.

| Notice is hereby given to all credi-
tors  of The Traders Insurance Com-
pany, of Chieago, that June 20, 1906;
(an order was entered by the Circult
Court of Cook Connty, Illinois, in the
lecause wherein the undersigned was
appointed Receiver, directing that all
claims against The Traders Insurance
Company. of Chicago, (other than fire-
less claims): be filed, under oath, with
the Recelver on or before ninety days
\from said June 29, 1906, and that all
claims (other than firelossg claimsg)
not so filed; within ninety days from
be ferever bhoned from
any right to share in the distribution
of the estate by said court.

Notice is accordingly given hereby
to all credifors of said The Traders
Jdgsurance Company, of Chicago,(olther
than fire-loss claimants) to file their
claims, under oath, with me pursuani
to the terms of sald order; on or before
nipety days from Jume 29, 1806. Blank
{Arms for claims may be had on appil

| cation at'my offiee, - -

[ 3 BYRON Ls SMITH;,
Re¢celver of The Traders Insurance
Gompany, of Chicago, Rector.
T-9-0aw4l




