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THE HOME OF GRAND MOGUL TEA

The Half-Pound PURPLE Package is Discontinued.

Brown Package, per lb., 25c Blue Package, 1/2 lb., 15c
Red Package, 1/2 lb., 20c Green Package, 1/2 Ib., 25c

Coupon in each package. We redeem for one cent in cash or two 
cents in premiums. The quality of “Grand Mogul" is unsurpassed.
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WHOLESALE 
STAPLE AND FANCY DRYGOODS'

MEN’S FURNISHINGS
LADIES’ READY-TO-WEAR GOODS 

HOUSEFURNISHINGS

Two Large Fully Assorted Stocks, In­
cluding Many Specialties and Leaders.

Mail Orders Carefully and Promptly Filled.
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1 MYRTLE BRAND COFFEE :
CHILD OF CHRISTMAS her happy.

There were other things she re­
membered, too—things that brought a 
heightened color to her face, and 
caused her sensitive lips to quiver. 
She told herself that though she 
ought to be happy, she was not happy 
at all. She wanted to go away, but 
durst not. Oh, there were times when 
a wild and frightened heart was flut­
tering in that innocent bossom—

It is, honey."
“I meant I want nothing but my 

father," replied Zepherine.
"Well, he’s a good chunk of a pres- 

ent,” said Mr. Sanders, and then he 
went on distributing the presents.

Suddenly Sarah Clopton asked where 
Randolph Dorrington had gone.

“He’s outside," said Zepherine. "I 
heard him walking.”

Sarah Clopton observed that the 
young woman had opened all her 
presents save one—the first she had 
received. But when Peter Vallcombe 
came and sat by her father she ex­
cused herself. She ran to her room

Continued From Page Twenty-five. I the effect of inducing Nan to tell what
------------------------------------------------------------she knew.
Randolph knows what it means,” he - The fall drifted into winter without 
replied; “an’ you couldn't a-whaled a producing any change in the season. 

The roses bloomed, the birds sang, and 
the apple trees, mistaking the portents, 
began to clothe themselves with blos-

chap that deserved it more." 
"Whale? Oh, I don’t know what you

mean!”
Zepherine was forced to fall back on soms. The sun shone with the warmth 

Sarah Clopton for an explanation, of spring, and the delicately crisp 
When the explanation was given it

especially when Randolph Dorring­
ton's step was heard on the gravelled 
walk.

She turned away from the parlor 
'door. If there was nothing else she 
could do she could finish a piece of 
,lace she was making; so she took her

i breezes were laden with the odors of 
Ithe season of flowers.

Well, it was upon the balmy wings 
of this perfect season that the days

took Zepherine’s breath away.
“Oh, I was rude to him,” she said,

and tore the envelope open. It con- 
Randolph 
had long 
to apolo-

weeping a little, and blushing a great
deal. "But how could I do? He was drifted toward Christmas, and when work and out of doors in the 
also rude. He would drive me away that day was near, the word went work and sat out of doors in the 
when I 60 to take care of his own around that Mr. Valicombe, the shoe- been set to watch all Zepherine’s gize for his rudeness on the occasion

“Why, my dear, he didn’t want you matter had returned to the village. He movements, gave a sigh of relief, of Nan’s illness, and would she kindly 
to catch the disease,” Sarah Clopton No, he had not been a patansach Thank goodness!" she cried. "Now permit him to speak with her a few- - - a. a 85 I can go into the parlor without

tained a brief note from 
he:Dorrington. He said

sought for an opportunity

not been a passenger on moments? She placed the note in her 
trunk, and then stood swinging herexplained.

“But if I catch it, what is that to
1the stage-coach. In Malvern he had climbing in at the window."

* * *
Christmas morning dawned bright 

and beautiful.
There was. not a cloud in the sky

hired a conveyance, and had timed his 
start from that city so as to arrive 
of Harmony Grove after nightfall;

hands, uncertain what to do. She 
looked at herself in the mirror, and 
made a mouth at the reflection she 
saw there. Then she went out upon

him?” cried Zepherine with some show 
of indignation. "If he have it I won’t 
take care of him—unless” she 
paused and gave Sarah Clopton a 
swift glance.

“Unless what?"

and the driver who had his supper at 
the tavern, declared that Mr. Vali­
combe had brought a companion with

or a hint of frost in the air. The the veranda, and saw Dorrington sit- 
1: r::.... mocking-birds were singing in the ting on one of the low double seats 
th This driver further said that orchard, and the blue-jays were vig- scattered about the lawn. She hesi- 
the two passengers talked outlandish; orously chiding a gray squirrel in one tated, but finally gulped down her 
they talked all the way, and he of the big oaks. An early breakfast shyness or fear, or whatever the feel- 
coulant understand a word they 

she continued to smile after the girl said.

"Unless you or Nan want me to go
there." The older woman regarded 
Zepherine with a curious smile, and of the big oaks, 

was the rule at Shady Dale, and ing was. and ran down the steps and
Christmas morning was no exception, went toward him. Dorrington rosehad gone for her embroidery frame.

Whatever the smile may have meant, 
it had no effect on Zepherine, for 
whenever Dorrington came to Shady 
Dale, which was often, the young wo­
man promptly disappeared and was

The day after his return Mr. Vali- The negroes 
combe appeared to be in very high the back 
spirits. He saw Mr. Sanders on the

were crowding around to meet her, hat in hand, and wanted
door, ready to cry out her to be seated, but she shook her

“Christmas gift!" to all who came in head. and immediately opened the at.street, and called to him, and after 
the two had talked together for a few 
moments, they went to Mr. Vali- 
combe's shop, and here they had an-

sight. Then Sarah Clopton made her tack.
appearance, and the negroes were! "When you make fun of me as you 
soon in possession of the presents in- I do you are too cruel,” she declared in-seen no more until after his departure. 

More than once he made inquiries 
: about her, and on one occasion he 
said he wanted to see her for the pur- 
|pose of apologising for his rudeness.

tended for them; and not one was 
forgotten.

!dignantly. "You are too cruel when
: other consultation, which lasted an 
hour or two.

After that they went to the tavern,

you speak to me of apology. You do 
that because you know how hurt I am 
because of the way I spoke to you 

!when Nan was ill. Yes, I think it is 
cruel." Tears were in her eyes, and 
her lips quivered.

“But, Zepherine,” he said, a little 
sadly, “I remember nothing but my 
own rough speech and manner. If you 

Iwere rude you had a right to be. But

Following this came the justly fam-
Christmas tree.ous Mr. Sanderswhere Mr. Sanders made a very pecu-

“Why, I hope you haven’t been rude liar inquiry. He asked if : 2 _____ 
to the child, Randolph," remarked seen Nan Dorrington. Well, of course, 
Sarah Clopon when he mentioned the somebody had seen her, but nobody had been drawn together to exclude 
matter. She thinks that she was rude knew where she was at that particular 
to you.” moment. Home was the last place to

“Well, only properly so. I was ir- look for Nan, but she happened to be 
ritated when she came into that there when the two men went by on 
house, but not for long. I soon found their way to Shady Dale. They called 

for her, and then the three went on

I threw open the door of the parlor, 
anybody had The room presented a very beautiful

appearance. The heavy red curtains

the light of day. The illumination
|came from the six big candlesticks 
that had done duty in the Clopton

The isn’t there some excuse for me? Will 
burden of i you forgive me?"

family for many generations..
Christmas tree, also, tore athat she knows more about the treat-i 

ment of the small-pox than I do. She small candles attached to its boughs, “It is I who should say that,” Zep- 
herine declared; but Dorrington no-their way.

threw my medicine out of the window | Mrs. Abraham Goodlett. Dorring- 
and refused positively to follow my ton’s housekeeper, watched from her

land was furthermore loaded with 
packages of various shapes and sizes. ticed that she was very particular to 

leave it unsaid.
“You haven't answered my ques­

tion," he insisted.
"Because it has no need of answer,” 

she replied.
“Well, I will ask you another that 

you will be compelled to answer,” he 
said.

“Oh, compelled!” She smiled at 
him, but there was trouble in the 
smile. "Will be compelled! Well, that 
it different.”

"Will you marry me?" he asked.
Will I ------" All the color left her

face.
“Will you be my wife?"
“Why, you must be in great trouble, 

if you come to me. Have you no 
others to go to?" She had suddenly 
recovered her composure, and was

It made a very brave show, indeed.
directions, and yet Nan tells me she is window, saw the three plotters stop It was placed at one end of the large 
the timidest, gentlest little thing in in the middle of the road and stand I a at one ena or tne large 
the world, I'm sure I don’t under- ■ --- room, being flanked on either side by

there talking. Then all of a sudden; curtains, which completely concealed 
the corners.Stand her at all.” Later when Sarah 

|Clopton had informed Zepherine that 
|the doctor had made inquiries for her, 
ishe raised her eyebrows in astonish­
ment.

"For me?" she cried.
“Yes: he said he wanted to apolo­

gize,” replied the older woman dryly.
"Apologize to me!" exclaimed Zep­

herine.
"Well, poor man! If he knew noth­

ing of the small-pox. and know not 
who should apologize, he must have a 
deep trouble somewhere. I am quite 
sorrowful for him." Whereupon Sarah

she saw Nan jump at the shoemaker;
and throw her arms around him. This 1 From behind of these curtainsone
done, the child seized Mr. Sanders by came Peter Valicombe, who said that 
both hands, and tried to swing him * • - —everything was ready. Then, turning 
round in a wild dance. Owing to to Miss Johns, he said in French: 
circumstances, Mr. Sanders was not 
swingable. He simply turned on his

“Mademoiselle, will you please play for 
us one of the songs you heard when

heels and allowed Nan to whirl around 
him, and when she had finished this

a child, one that your good father
: taught you?"

Zepherine hesitated. herseries of gyrations, she threw her arms 
him a good squeezing.
a good squeezing. asked; and then, without waiting for

And certainly Nan seemed to be very an answer, she went 
pleased this time, for when she and

hands
clasped together. "But, why?" she

to the piano,
drew a deep breath, and began a little 

her companions reached Shady Dale melody that her father had composed 
she rushed at Miss Johns and came 
near smothering her with hugs and 
kisses, and she repeated the same per­
formance with Sarah Clopton.

Clopton renewed the dry smile with 
which she had regarded Zepherine on 
a former occasion. This time, how­
ever, Zepherine saw it, and seemed to

for his violin. It was very beautiful;

divine its import. * Oh, now you are | "Nan, Nan! you are smothering me!” 
laughing at me!” she cried, blushing I cried Sarah Clopton, struggling and 
violently. “I am very foolish; I can- laughing. "What does it mean?” 
not tell why poor Doctor Randolph I "Oh, don’t you know?” exclaimed 
cause me to be out of temper all the Nan; “it’s only two days 
time, day and night.”

to Christ- 9mas. Nonny”—her pet name for Mrs.
“Why, he’s not nearly so Important Absalom—“was saying t’other day thati 

at that," replied Sarah Clopton: "he’s if this spell of weather keeps up we’ll1 
nothing but a great, big, blundering, have ripe peaches on April Fool’s Day: 
good-natured man." j and figs in May.”

A.

|Zepherine tossed her head and her This being a mater beyond dispute, 
eyes flashed. “Well, I wish I could see : Nan’s small audience could only laugh 
some of that great good-nature," she at her enthusiasm. However, when no 

|said scornfully. one else was looking, Mr. Sanders
“Well, my dear, I’m thinking you’ll winked, and Mr. Valicombe shrugged 

have plenty of opportunities," the older his shoulders after the manner of his 
woman suggested. "After a while people. And then—how it was done 
you’ll come to the conclusion that no one seemed to know—Nan inveigled 
Randolph is not important enough for Miss Johns into taking a walk; where- 
you to jump up and run away every upon Mr. Sanders reinforced and sup- 
time you hear his fotosteps on the ported by Mr. Valicombe’s eloquent 
gravel outside. He’s been coming here shoulders and hands, gave Sarah Clop- 
regularly many years, but I’ve never ton to understand that it was the de-

-=

V(

taken the trouble to try and disting- sire of certain influential individuals 
|uish his footsteps from that of other over Nan who was in ato set out a Christmas tree for the 

especial pleasure of Miss Johns.I people.”
"Oh, but if you were in my place,” but few among those who were list- now, to use one of Mr. Sander’s com­

parisons, as cool as a cucumber.
"I want no other,” he answered.
"Do you think I would come be­

tween you and Nan? She would break 
my heart by hating me."

“Then, let us leave the matter to 
Nan," he suggested.

"Why, I never heard of such a

“Are you deserting Nan?" the lady., :, 
said Zephereine, blushing; “If you asked, ening heard it to the end. The curtains
heard him walking as I did, all through "By no mariner of means,” replied behind the Christmas tree slowly 
the long night, while Nan was so ill Mr. Sanders. “Nan is to be the ring- parted, and a stranger made his ap- 
—well, I think you would know his master, an’ me an’ Peter will be the pearance. He moved toward the 

An piano, smiling. His hair was white as;
X snow, but his face was that of a man 

so hard to know the step of those you something from this tree. The ruit in the prime of life. His features 
it’ll b’ar will surprise mightly." were at once fine and strong, and his 

(TXTAll eyes were brilliant.Well, what kind of a present will 1 1
you give the child?” Sarah Clopton Oh’ how beautiful! exclaimed the

step when you heard it. I know yours, trick clowns, as you may say. 
and I know Nan’s. I don’t think it how Sarah, you’re likely to l’arn

The ruit
—oh, I mean those you like or dis­
like; do you think so?”

“No, I -suppose not," replied Sarah 
Clopton.

|thing!" protested Zepherine. “You
must be

impulsive Nan. Zepherine thought "I certainly am," he answered. At 
that moment Nan came out of the 
house, and when she saw Zepherine

inquired. "I have a number of things
Zepherine was only too glad of an j to give her, and I've been trying to 

excuse to get away from this friend, j think of some way to surprise her 
who had suddenly developed a desire pleasantly. I confess I like the old

she was enraptured by the melody, but| 
Nan was no longer listening to the
piano. and her father she ran to them.

"Nan, I have just asked this young 
lady here to leave her home here and 
live with us.”

Nan gave a shrill scream of delight. 
“Oh, won't that be fun?”

"But you don’t understand," said

For some reason or other which he 
never could explain to himself Ran­
dolph Dorrington stepped forward and 
took the stranger by the hand and led

to tease, so she ran off to meet Nan. ! way the best. I'm a great believer in 
As soon as she saw Zepherine, she | Santa Claus, old as I am, and I once| 

took it for granted that all girls are 
alike in that respect. But it is not so. 
Zepherine tells me that among her him nearer the piano.

truly romance. She had gone round to people Christmas is a religious cele-

threw up her hands with a shrill
scream of delight, and she just knew
it would turn out to be a real and

As Flavian Dion listened to his own
presents Is music, played by the daughter who Zepherine.

the had been all in all to him, he broke "Oh, don’t I? Why, goosey, you must 
down; the tears began to roll down think I’m a baby and I will be one 
his face. He fumbled awkwardly for when you come. You’ll be my itsey- 
his handkerchief, saying, "I beg you’ bitsey mamma.

Mr. Valicombe’s shop to find out why bration, and the giving of 
he didn’t come to Shady Dale any reserved for New Year’s, when
more, and one of the men there—he 
had two now—had told her that Mr. 
Valicombe was not in town at all; 
that he had gone to New Orleans, and 
that he didn’t propose to return until 
—-at this point she placed both hands 
over her mouth and gave Zepherine a 
wild look.

“What then, is the matter with 
you? Why do you begin to tell some-| 
thing, and then pause in that way?”! 
inquired the thoroughly puzzled Miss

young people come from far and near
to kneel before their parents and ask 
their blessing." “Oh, for shame!" cried Zepherine, 

getting very red in the face. Where-"Yes, yes; that Is so," said Mr. Vali- pardon. That ees my liT girl! That 
— - - -- - ees my li’l’ child! I have seen her,

oh, not for many a long time!” upon. Nan seized her dear friend and 
“Well, it’s mighty different here” ! When Zephereine turned around the squeezed her as only Nan could 

remarked Mr. Sanders. "In this State first thing she saw was Randolph Dor-squeeze. "You’ll break every bone in 
an’ section even the half-grown child- rington holding the hand of— my body,” protested Zepherine.
ren give their parents a blessing out Her thoughts flew no further. “Oh, I "You haven't answered my question," 

what is this?” she cried. But there said the doctor.
was no need to tell her; she knew. She Say it. goose;, and be done with 
had been expecting something like |it," insisted Nan.

combe. “It is the old, the very old
habitude.'

any day in the year, an’ they are so
superior to them that raised ’em that

Johns.
- "Oh, I want to tell you, but I must- 
;n’t. Oh, Mr. Sanders will never for­
give me. Indeed he wouldn’t; he told 
me so. It is the most perfectly love-

[they seem to git along mighty well 1 - ---------- - --------, - T ,,wi’out a blessin’ of any kind But that this. She ran into her father's arms ! "Oh, Nan, 1 love you:; you know it 
a gray boss of another color. This is and held him tightly, while he stroked well. 1 will do anything to please 
la case what we can’t hang up stock- her hair and fondled her face, calling you. ,„
in’s an* even bags is barred One of her by all the pet names that were ! Popsy, there’s your answer, said 
the presents we’ll have, the honor to dear to her childhood’s memory. Nan; and then she ran away to the

I “I reckon,” said Mr. Sanders, wiping house, ____________
jsharp ends and corners that It can’t his eyes with his big red handker-sid ra ' per orm: noe.
be shoved into anything less’n a hogs- chief; “I reckon we’d just as well L von „ SATA zetherine after they 
I head. Havin’ no hogshead, we’ll have | postpone the case and leave the wit- hated y’

ly idea I ever heard of." the presents we’ll have, the honor t.
“But what can it be? Is it about give the young lady has got so many 

me?" As she spoke Miss Johns began ’
a very thoughtful and con-

“Oh! I thought all the time that I|to blush even as she blushed before 
Sarah Clopton. had talked a while . “But when I saw 

you holding my dear father’s hand INan paid no attention to the 
blushes. She simply placed her hand 
over her mouth and shook her head. 
When she did speak she pretended to 
be angry. “You know I am just dy- 

: ing to tell you. Oh, if you knew how 
|wild I am you wouldn’t dare to ask 
me!”

"Dare? It is something terrible, 
then,” said Miss Johns, her face be­
coming pale. "Oh, if you care for me, 
please tell me."

Nan seized her in a furious embrace. 
"Oh, you sweet goose! Oh, you dear­
est! Don’t drive me crazy. I would 
tell you but for Mr. Sanders. When 
he saw me coming from the shoe- 
maker’s he called me, and asked me 
how much I knew about somebody, 
and I pretended to know a great deal, 
and I kept on hinting and asking him 
how much he knew. And, oh! It’s 
the most wonderful thing!" Up went 
the hand to the mouth again, and no-

to stand it up by the tree.” ness wi‘ her.” He went out, and all;
And so the matter was arranged.

That afternoon a tree, a lusty young Clopton going last and closing the 
holly, with a rank growth of foliage, door behind her. At the end of half claimed, "What a Christmas this is for 
was brought in from the woods and an hour Mr. Sanders knocked, and

the rest followed his example, Sarah ;knew the feeling was something else." 
She paused a moment, and then ex-

me!
“And for me!" said Dorrington.concealed in the carriage-house. The the door was opened by Zepherine, 

next day there were various myster- whose happiness had somewhat sub- 
ions consultations going on. Miss dued her. An hour before she was a 
Johns was with Nan, and if she ob- girl, but now she was a woman, with

Steel bands are now used in Ger­
many in place of leather belting. On

served anything out of the ordinary I responsibility tugging her sleeve. Not account of their solidity these hands 
she gave no sign. one of her friends but could see the are much narrower than leather beltsBut the day before Christmas she change. She could hardly bear to used for the 
could hardly fail to note that some- leave her father, and she sat holding same loads, being about

one-sixth of, the usual 
The steel band Is not

leather belt, 
so heavy asthing extraordinary was on foot. Nan his hand and stroking it and fre-

was not visible, and when Miss Johns 
would play on the piano she found the 
parlor door locked, and, pausing a 
moment she heard muffled and mys­
terious sounds within. For a second— 
oh, it was the briefest moment—a 
sharp pang of loneliness (or was it 
jealously?) seized and took possession 
of her: and then. In a flash, she re­
membered her pleasant surroundings

quently looking up in his face.
Mr. Sanders went up to the leather, and it can be very tightly,. .,... tre adjusted the 

and took a package from it. For Miss’ distance between the 
mat-engine and the machine being aNan Dorrington. A thrlp’s worth of

ter of little importance. Careful andcandy from an old lover. An’ here’s
a letter marked Zepherine. It’s badly repeated experiments have revealed 

the fact that the entire loss of powerspelt, an’ they don t seem to be much 
in it."

“I want nothing but this," said Zep-
|does not exceed 1 per cent. Owing to 
the tightness of the belt, the Influence 
of centrifugal force is small and allows 
of a much increased velocity.

herine.
“Nothin’ but the letter? Well, herething Miss Johns could say or do had and all that had been done to make
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One and two pound tins, whole and ground. Those who enjoy a 
good cup of coffee will appreciate the delicate rich flavor of this brand. 
The price is no higher than unreliable brands, and may be obtained 
from leading grocers.


