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IFAD THIS CAREFULLY?W

« Durham SUPP|Y Co,,

—-THE LARGEST——

|

Wholesale and Retail House

in this country,

Want tc Do Business With You.

. : . —
The wrent purcha®es for each of our large departments have arrived. and with |
T 4 ]T.I.flllfiih‘!‘t] facrhties for L_'ft'['f.l'! [gr N

Merchandise From Evéry Commercial Plaee

RIES

nown to the

v H00DbDs, GROCERY AND HARDWARE werld. It is

with eatraordigary pnae and pleasure that

we greet you in presenting the most
rmplete and low-priced stock of

Fall & Winter Dress Goods. |

S ks, Trimmings Velvets,  Carpets, Mo:n’s Clothing, Ha s,
fod e Mecvsund Infan's Wip<, Diankets, Comforts, Gloves and Shoes.
—— OUR —— > 1'
|
Grocery and Hardware Departments
Voo the lareest in the South.  We buv in CAR LOAD LOTS, and gurranto.

ttisfuction,

Old Hickory and Piedmont Wagons.

COME TO BEE US|

s are not cheaper than other merchants om dry geods. groceries
t. huts and hardware, we den’t ask you to buy.

Remember This Store is a City Within Itself.
Where You Can Get Anything You Want.

V& Pverjthing retailed at wholeeale prices.  Save money by calling on

Th2 Durham Supply Go.,

Durham, N. C.

CID FREELAND, Manager Grocery and Hard ware Departments.
\ MOSELEY, My

cor Iy Goods Department.

Fall and Winter ‘!

(‘4 0

OUR STOCK OF

CLOTHINGC

-

CMEN Y UTHS, BOYS AND CHILDREN.,

Cannot Be Matched Anywhere

N 1th Carohoa. 1o point of mua cnshund perfect form-fitting qualities, as
weilas eleyan + Mmnter Sowall insteh them with any stock, '
ind kiow thas tsowill s hear off the palm.
(] Speam—— N L TS Kk algn .,’.' s 1 = s

~* assortment of

Gents’ Furnishing Goods, Hats,

snft an 1 sUSl. ever show: \ lrae

of Boote and Shoes.

-

Leadine Clothiers'

|
|
|
‘-IF\TER & co-, l

CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS.

.

¥rom heaven to earth at night's high noan
There flashed a ray of sacred fire,
And Nature's voice was all a-tuna
With songs of sweet desire. 5
0O wondrous nizht! O holy morn!
When peace and barmony were born.

)

~heavthems of all Nations ring
Over the seas from shoreto shore:

The song the Christmas joy bells sing
Echoes forevermore.

0 Christ! to think Thy baby hands

Conld grasp and hold so many lands,

May joy abide in every breast!
Mav loving thouzbts and kindness sway
The souls of men to quiet rest,
For Christ was born to-day!
Let bitternesz and envy cease,
And all His children be at peace!

O spirit of this Christmastide,
Abide with us, and give us power
To conquer upon every side
The battls of life's hour, t

S ———
And grant that we may know with Thaa
The joy of immortatity,

~— Helen 8. Conant,

& CHRISTMAS MIRACLE.

———

BT MRE. M. C. HALE.

GH!” eaid John
Blake, stamping off
the suow and swing-
ing his arme about.
}) *This is the coldest
“#» Chbristmas eve I re-
_'%) member in a long
time. Whew! Shut
the door, Frank
Quick! What : on
earth do you let in
\ any more air than
‘necessary
night us this?”

Farmer Blake had finished the chores
early to-night, and had just come iu
‘*for good,” as he said. Everything had
been done, except the ‘lockin’ up,”
which Fraok, the oldest boy, was to at-
tend to, and all was to be ready for ‘‘the
Christmas fixin’." ‘‘the young’ uns had to
getto bed, so aseverything'd be done in
seasou.’’

The farmer sometimes grumbled that
‘it was mighty hard work keeping
Clristmas,” but if he had been given his
choice, he would not have had the day
omitted from his calendar for a good
sum of money. As fo- nis wife, for six
months she looked !orward to Christmas
with pleasure, and back upon it with

. delight for the otler six months.

““There'd be no use liring," she said,
*“if it weren't for Christmas and. chil-
dren.”

Frank was now to take the warm wa-
ter to the chickens, for, as the farmer
said, ‘‘Look's if it mizht set in for a

.good spell o' snow; an’the ecritters 'd

better have enough feed for the mornin’,
in case we couldn’t get to 'em.”

So Frank pulled down anowser armful
of hay, packing it into the manger. He
patted old Dobbin and Molly, as, turn-

ing the lantern trom side to side, he
glanced around.
““There!"” he said to himself, *‘if [

haven't forgrotten the hig key? Too eold
to come out azain. Fatoer won't think
of asking abour it, and they are as safe
a8 they ever are.”

The soiemn, slow munching of the

. animals as they drew out the hay in long

wisps, only shightly disturbed the silence
as the boy stood still for 4 moment. It
was not a very important matter. It had
happened before that the barn had been
left unlocked, but ouly when it had been
forgotten. and as Frank thought, *‘If
an_ﬂhinu should happen, father would
blame me.” But the wild sweep of
scow, as he opened the barn door, blew

out the light, ani in the dark, half
blinded by the sleet, ie fumbled at the
latch | until at last, having secured it,
he hurried into the house, and then—he
really forgot.

A sturdy boy of eleven he showed
himself to be, as he stamped the snow
from his rubber boots, and tossed his
wet cap ard “‘comforter’” into a chair.

Rob. a little fellow of about five years,
had been drawing pictures, as he called
his marke, and looked up with a dreamy
Rlr.

‘Is issiowinz. father?” he asked.

“Now, father!” exclaimed Frank.
“‘Do sou hear that’ Who would ask

such a question but Rob?
boy, it 18 snowins, aad
an {or & good woile. [
will last all night, father.”
**Can’t tell,” =aid the farmer.
time o year ain't

Yes, you silly
'Ikely to Kkeep
you thipk 1t

" I‘Thi!
wuth bettin' on.

Might keep on for a week, an' might

zlear off ‘fore mornin’, an’ the stars
come out. ™

“Mother,"” sa1d Rob, suddealy raising
his head ; **D:id it spow when Jesus was
bornt” :

“‘Land sakes!” exclaimed Mr. Blake.
““Hear that now! How d'you suppose
we spow, child?  We weren't there!”

Mrs. Blake patted the lttle golden
bead, but thought it wise not to attempt
AL EDSWET.

“‘Eversthing in shape, Frank?”’ eaid

- his father.

And Frank, s littleconseienea-stricken,
lovsed out toward the bara door. and
said )

““Yes, sir; 1t's awfuliy cold, too.”

‘] hope nu one is out-oi-doors to-
aight.” said Mrs. Blake. © *:Did the lan-
tern blow out, Fraok? Well, pow, the
spow s driving aroucd so, it seems as if
{'d feel betrer 1f toere was a light in it
ard 1t was hung out oo the porch. Some
one rught be losing their way, just fer

- — o — g e
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want _-? the licht it ;ives. There's very ‘ ¢“Why,” he answered slowly. Y

| ttle :'._;!.1! bet -\i.er.i the Cranford station

e —
v .

and the
better. "'
“‘Psaaw ' mother,” caid her husband ;
*‘dou’t sou think the windows give light
enougn ¢’
“Well, the

"Mills,” aud anyway,

l-\‘l feel

windows will be dark
whén we go to bed," she answered. ‘and
besides, no one can see them till they
Zel in freat of the house. 1 guess I'0)
2ang it out."”
And with the turped up to give
2 bright, clear light) she hung it by a
2ail on the outer post of the porch, where
* baa oiten hune before
The kitchen diniug-room taced
"hf’_ Cranford - road, as it was tsually
calicd, because 1t was npear the point
where several roads from Rahway, from
the “*Mills,” und from Roselie, turned
nto the one leadin: to the village of
Cranford. The construction of the house
Was very odd, but as the neighbors said
*Whea Jane a#d John Blake set out

|
wick

and

‘o build a house, you- might be sure 1t

wouldn’t e Like any other.” And it
nad not altered their gpinion when Mr.
Blake explained thar as they were to
spend most of their lives in it, he didn’t
see why they should build the best part
for somebodv eise. When he built the
Larn beside the house, its doer directly
onposite one from the side of the kit-
chen, the neighbors only laughed good-
naturedly and said: *‘That’s like them,
too,

hongh Frank was old en ough to stay

' up and help with the ‘“fixin’s,” he made

no vbjection to going to bed with Rob,
and the two boys snuggled together in
the effort to get warm. -

‘‘Say, mother,” said Rob, as she leaned
over the bed to give them the good-

' night kiss she never omitted, ‘‘do angels

such g |

cever come down now " d
“I'm not sure,” she answered. *Some
people think they do, but others don’t.’,
As she went down stairs she added to
herself  *‘I'm one of the people that
think they do—for awhile.”
She was thinking of the baby girl who

had lain in her arms, and blessed her’

life, for one short year. _

When she came into the kitchen her
husband sat beside the bright fire, with
both hands on his knees, gazing at the
light, a troubled look on his face. :

What s the watler, father?”’ said his
wife, who knew the sighs of meptal
disturbance. §

‘““Well, there is somethin’ that both-
ers me, sure enourh,” he answered.
**You see, when I was driving back
from Elizabeth, this afternoon, Istopped
at Derby’s and Crane’s to leave some
things, and get the turkey trimmings
you wanted; an’ they both mentioned 't
they'd heard that John Granger 'd been
on a spree, an’ driven his wife an' child
out o' the house, an' locked ‘em out,
too. [ suppose the poor critters ’ll be
taken in an’ cared fur by the neighbors
near there ‘{ore this thme; but it makes
me feel kinder shivery to think she may
be out 1n this storm. Ugh! the wind
goes throngh one like 4 mowin’ machine
through the grass'”’

Mr=. Black went toward the front
window and looked out on the road.

“Yes. itis a hitter night," she said,
thougbtiully.  *“I'd like To feel sure the
girl was under shelter. Ah, John, it
was a bad day for Anna when she mar-
ried him. Poor orphan! Ihaven't ever
laid it up against her when she got the
idea that murrying anybody was hetter
than being “bound out' to us. Pretty,
gentle-spoken child, aad I don't see how
any one could iil-treat her. “Mr. Wins-
low says he's heard her erying out;
‘Don’t strike me again, John!" Ab,
poor girl, poor ziri! And a baby, too,

only about six moaths old. A girl
baby !

**I ain’t stopped there of'en lately,”
« eaid Mr. Blake; ‘-John has been so

A

of’en half drunk, or all drunk, that it
ain’'t been pleasant. Well,I suppose we'd
better begin t xin® the tree, hadn't we?”

“Tsuppose so," Lis wife answered,but
she <till lingervd  beside the window,
She pressed her face close to the pane,
and peered out.
sent sht stream of licht vut 1oto the
read. Al lagdern the flakes

aitr

AD0ONY i

were whirling, like flles and gaats on a
summer's night,

Jobu had Lrought in the tree, placing
it 1o a roroer of the dining-room, while
his wife was upstairs with the boys, and
taking the lamp with them, they now
proceeded to trim the tree. The orna-
ments saved from ooe vear to another
were hrousht out and fasteaed, the rosy-
cheeken apypies and golden oranges were
hungz on, popcorn  they had spent
several avenings 1o stringing were flung
over the brancaes,
of snow had frozen there.
orpaments, and last the
pleted the pretty etfect.

““My!" exclarzed Mr. Biake. ““Who'd
think you could Leat up on such a night?
It makes one as warm as i-hayin'. . Most
ione, ain’t we, motheri”

“‘Almost,” said nis wile,as she stepped”
toward the Kitchen door. The light
from the porci was taintly reflected on
both of the windows, waile the inside of
of the kitcoen was without light except
from the fire.

As Mrs. Blake l6ozed toward the win.
dow facioz fer, sne repressed a scream
as she saw = womans face outside.
With a beatics heari at the apparation,
she drew gedarer tie window. As she
did so she siw s- white hand rased,
and a sligst tap sounded on the glass.
T «Whoat is that, mother?”’ called Mr.
Blake from the next room.

His wife hurnied o his side.

“Did you hear i, Joha,' she saieed.

(S04

The

The candy
cagdles, com-

The lunp on the porch -

leokinr as if a flurry .

“other lantern from the

=
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boys’ bare feet gn the

heard a tappin,’ sorter.” S

She was worried and troubled.

*‘I saw a face, a womsan's I think,
against the window,” she answered.
““And she tapped at the glass.” It did
frighten me a little, but 1t must be soms
poor creature, cold and faint, miybe,
We must go oat and look for her.”

But John, who hated to leave the
warm comfort indoors, for the cold dis-
comtort without, suggested that who-
ever it was, would probably be glad to
come in.  But thouzh he opened the
door and peerel out and around, he
§aW DO one.

*-There'r n> one there, Jane,” he said.
Then he added, cuaricusly, *“‘Did you say
you hung the lantern on the porcht
Well, it ain’t there!” -

“‘Now, we must go,” said Jane, de-
cidedly. *‘Some poor soul is out thcre,
and must be brought in. 8et the lamp
in the kitchen window, so we can tell
where to come back to, and we'll et the
barn.  Wrap up
warm, John. Ready? All right.”

It had taken them several minutes for
preparation, and as Jane glanced toward
the clock, 1t was with a slizht thrill that
the saw |t was a few minutes before
twelve,

Like the lovers they hal heen fifteen
years before, they stood upou the front
porch, hand in hand, and peered shead
of them.

Down the road, a few lichts from the
village glowed faint as a glowworm's
torch, but ia the oppasite direction noue
could be scen. Slight marks, partially
covered, showed here and there, but the
white enace ssemed endless, lookiny like
white capped waves. The Jamp in the
window threw its beams far out on the
road, and the snow, now falling soffly,
formed a golden haze in the light.

The lantern wa: not where Mrs. Blake
had placed it, certainly, and they passed
to the side of the house. There, hang-
inz on the latch of the barn door, was
the lantern.

Slowly, for the snow had drifted here,
they pressed toward the glmmering
light, keepinz their eves fixed on it as
if it were a beacon. The snow around
and about it, the soft flakes falling over
it, gave it a weird, uncanny look, like a
halo spreading indefinitely until loss in
the whiteness around.

John shiverel and wished he had
- stayed in, but Mrs. Blake drew him for-

ward. Some one had been here. Some
one had moved the lantern. In her

mind were the words, ‘“And they fol-

Jowed the star.” ,

They reached the barn, unhooked the
Jantern, and John then discovered that
the door was not locked.

**That little scamp!” he muttered.
‘‘But as we are here we may's well soe
if the critters are all rigcht.” And they
went in. Old Molly had been led from
her stall, and was standing on the other
side. This so startled John that he
raised his lantern, swinginyz it from side
to side.

—- “There there! John,"” said Mrs.
Blake, catching at his arm. “In
Mollv's mancer. What is that?"

» They drew nearer, till tne light

flashed down on the fragrant hav huaped
in the manger, on which a woman was
crouching; while pressed closeiy to her
breast was a little baby, fast asleep.
The mother's dark eges gleam:d at
them questioningly; fear and joy at
once showing in her face.

“‘The baby, John. A little bahy in
the manger,"” said Jane, in a tremblnz
voice. *‘Oh, vou poor girl! Oh, Anns,
Anna, why did you not come to me at
firati”

But the young mother, the cruclly
treated wife, had fainted. Johao carried
the slight form in his strong arms *‘into

the light out of the nigzht,” while Jane
held the baby—the baby girl—pressed
closely to her heart.

A short journey, but to the youns
mother the change seemed like thar
from death to heaven. To Jane Blake
it seemed like a realization ot the ever
new Christmas story. They, too, had
followed the lizht where it led; they,

too, had seen the babe lyinz a0 a
manger,

Waoen Aona had toid how she had
tried to reach the 'h-‘n.-:} before derk—

how, when she did reach 1t, her bDeart
had [ailed her, and knowingz how Mrs,
Blake- had pleaded with her
marry John Graazer, she hal feared :he
might not befriend her—how
eptcred the barn and laid the baby in
the warm hay—nasw she had pasaed from
one window to another, hal almost en

tered several times—when al this was
told the rest remained uncaid, because «o
well understood Ly -all. Anna, wnom
they had al! loved for macy jears, had

not tao

shie had

come back to her home. That was all,

When in the early morning Mrz.
Blake and Anna arose and began the
dally work, Jane

supgested tnat tne
bovs' room, which was ueate | P
from the kitchen. would be a bDetter

place for the baby.

DY a ;'

» toe corfaie (0

which Jane and Jane's mother hind been
rocked, with it3 solid sides and soodiike
top of mahogany,
other room. o

Jane smiled to herself asshes Leard tne
overaead.

. . -
WaE MoOved o

:'-!_,,,J-

| She imagined their start of surprise at

t» carry her imaziniogs

it g e —

sight of the cradle. Bat she did not

A strill whisper o!
¢:Mother!” came from the stairi. Boin
mothers bhurried ioto nall.
quivering wita excitemesnt, stood ou
middie star, woile Frauk, =
balf mystified, but wholly cur:
as the top both nightowned, barefooted.

]
o
&

|
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*'Ob, mother!"” said Rob, *‘Angels do
comie nowadays! One has been 1n our
room and left & Christmas baby there.
Come and seei"—New York Observer.

= :
Christmas Festavities,

Modern

ingenuity has wrought oc
many inveations, oot only 12 the ordinar
affairs of life, but in the maaner of conm -
ducting boliday festivities: The old
fashioned Chiristmas festival has been re
constructed, and uo doubt many person:
believe it to be greatly maproved upon.
Batit i1s a question whether there ever car
be anything better than the Christmas
tree and dearold Santa Claus with his
white coat, big fur hat and a bundle of
toys on his back.

How dear to every childish heart is
the story that begins =5

*"Twas the night Lef~ra Christmas,
When all through tte house
Nt a creature was stirring,
Not even a mouse

And the stockings hanginz in a row by
the chimney, what a flutter of excite-
ment s created in the littie hearta when
bed-time comes.  However can they go
to sleep with the house full of such de-
lightfu! possibilities, but try as hard as
they may to keep awake, the hittle lids.

will droop and cover the wondering
¢y23, The early bird is the happy bird
the next wmorning, »and  whetber the
carliest wide-avak trigs  Jdown-stairs

wlone to take a pecp, or wikens the whole
flock, when all 4o scampering down to-

gether, 1t matters ittle.  The excite-
ment 13 simpuv intense, Aad, it must
be econfessed, the! the interest 1n the
contents ol thaos Vouilerial stocsings 1
not confined alone to the voungsters.
Grav beads and wrinkled fares do not
insure exemption from the 1vierest in
sueh precious pa Muore than one
smile has appeared on 10 {ace of the

vrandfather or grandmother
unusually

wihen some

plegsant and  much-desired

gift Lias found it wav turouzh the
channels of Christmas 1o their hands,
audd more than onee the heal of ace has

been and tears have fallen in

ause the expectel memento

has been forcotten or negiected, or han'
dezenerated 1nto a duty gitt, which 1s of
all miving the most uusatisfactory,

Perbaps one of the mort iateresting

bowed

stlence, be

features of Christinas votertaiciments i
a magic-lantern, cither of  Scriptural
subjects something pertaining ta the

oceasion, or pure and unadulterated fun.
Possihly this idea is the more attractive,
and the educationsl and ser.ous wight
come in another shape. [t may be ques-
tioned whetner it 1s well to allow any-
tiior of an absolutely serious pature to
enter into Christmas rejoicings It has
been a1 i i;".‘ persons ul cxXpericuce that
the Christmas moamory tha! was the dear -
est, and remained in the mwioa with the
most clearness and pleasure; that
which was associated with uum ge 1 fun
and hilarity; and, iopdeed, there should
be nothing else mingled with tye Christ

mus3 joys. Tuere are ¢

Wins

] o sadness and
sombernesa in the worid at times.
Lec us keep for Chrnstmas good cheer,

Moy

Wt her

Kindness of heart, gentle thougats and
inaocent, even thouea bowtsterous and
rolicsome fon.—1,-1~

D —————— S —

The Christmas Spoon.

tJne ol the pieusantest aod p'.‘l’hlpl
one of the most desirable of old time
customs of prese.ting to the
mothier or ladies of the household at
Christamas a <ilver spoocu.  Tue custom
was iotroduced 1o the seventeenth
century, and was much in fashion in
En:land and on tue Coutinent, particu-
lariv  awmoog the uobility and upper
classe~, and it came to be of cousiderable
significance and importasce, inasmuch
as the donors vied with each other g~
securing tor their wives or otuer friends
sucn specimens of silver as were not only

1S thnat

of irtrinsic value, but of rare and un-
usual pattern and of exyusite flnish.
Anpsi each spoon paturalls came ta be
I A certain sense histop At least 1t
wotsd he a Ivenir particular
Chnristtnas festival whoen 8 wgs ',u?l,po_:i'rd.
i stroa of middie Life wolla have
scested muca of Ler famdiy history
1001 eXjerience | SINpLY lgokioz over
Her CUriS'INBs &30S Besidde, these
gifts came e valushie Leir.oome,
prized and hand vt the family line
ay witpesses of [ftagn i Fa81ti00, i
w boand antique e

in ienand {arpst EpOoOns
from | uariers ve iturally suimy
1 Alfrs Aar " r 5 lo sxercine
t COnius a0 SK L esaruinge and
xecnuing urusua' forms aad patterns,
ma i wlieh were very fan and
sugzgestive Fuese spoons of course

hore the name 0! the rec.pients na weil

h tnwal snl any other
end whir: - 3 r fancy

d¢iogz oo the roof, this time of niehtt?

Tom—*Wel, !'wve zut fyubts
about that Sagta Clgus stors, and L]
here to watch the chirozess, 2od tcd our
if there i= such a prrson




