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Lumber Yard,

R.BRYANS

PROPRIETOR,

Corner of Russell-st. and
Victoria Avenue. |

SPECIAL NOTICE
10 Plﬂﬂif BUILDING

We can supply all kiads of Bill
Stufl, including Scaatling,
Joists and other ma-
terials, at prices
to suit wheat
at T8¢ per
bus.

A Iarge gunniity of Pine and
Cedar Shingles, (o e vofd
&t from 735¢ per 1,000
WPpWarde.

Dried Dressed and Matched
- Lumber of all Kinds,
Kept in 3tock.

fpecial Aatesoffered in & Iarge
quantity of PRIFED HBEY-
LOCK LUMBER, which
will be cold for lees
thauniétcan be
manafaciared for.

STOVE COAL OF ALL KINOS ELIVERED TO ANY
PART OF THE TOWN 03 SHiPPED BY CAR
T0 A DISTANCE AT LOW RATES.

Kard and Soft Wood. in Long and Skevt
8iges. 3t aud s f1.)

ROBT. BRYANS.

Lindsay, Deo. ith, 1881,

LINDSAY, CHRISTMAS, T+,
i ey e

No clariofi note wne ratsed on highiy
Ko trinnpet sonnded tn the eky,
On that first Christmae morn;
Only e riey of purest light
Di-peiiod the dearkness of ége might,
And theough the air wed pornes
An avuel’s song, surpwesag full of harmony and
CIROS,
Whose snered achoes ne'er shall ceass, While laste
the hnman rees.

“T'was ntot to men of noble name,
Of croat renown, and worldly fame,

-

| away; and certainly Fan and Sue have

‘The blessad news was told,
Poor chephorde hesrd the inessage swoet,
- 'They hastened first their Lord to groet,
Those lowly mon of old;
And still 10 oach cuccsading age, the hamble i
poor nud weak,
Beforathint Infant kneslinglow, ®ill find the ross
they <ok,

[Hunrned by a guiding star,
The Magi journeyod from ofa¥,
Hejoicing off their way ;
Thus wisdom olstmed Him for her Lord, !
And all her riohest «ifts outponred |
To il the birth of Day. i
ere man's proud intellect muet bow, or o’er the
strife will copns,
For only Itothlshewn's story oan bring his spiris l
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A SAILORS CRRISTHAS.

L ‘
Jimn Waiteloy was coming home tha!
night. His ship had arrived at New
York from Hong Kong, and he ha¢
written to his mother that he would be .
with her two daye hefore Cliristmas
sud would spend the winter holidays ir
the dear old New Kngland home. =
Jiny was the only son of his widowes
mother, the joy and pride of his twe
sistors, I'anny and Susan, and 8 goners ;
fuvorite in the little New Fanglend vil
lago which he h&d left two yesars hefore
to begin the life of & sailor. He had ¥
natural liking for the sea. His father

~ had been captain of & whaler in the ol¢

days when whaling was ‘tgl;o“ in.
dustry ; and although he left the sea tc
settle down as & farmer when Jim wae
only a yoar old, Captain Waiteley neves
lost his fondness for blue water, noy
concealod his wish that his boy shoule
rome day become & sailor. like many
country hoys, Jim was always fond of
soa storion; and his father, who had
passod through many ;isorﬂn and ad.
vonture, and who was capital at spinning
yornms, loved to pass long wintes
évenings in recounting sceties of danger
in the Northern .seas, of shipwrecks
ariid fields of ice, of long voyages iv
open bonts, when water and food urew
- mearce, and stont hearts slmost failec
bofore reseno came, Jim was always
more intcrested in the dan anc
horrors than in the pleasures-of & sailor's
life. His boyish heart wounld best
quicker and quicker when his father told
of perils that brought tears to his
mother's eyes, and made her move her
chair closer to her husband's side, that
she might lay her hand on his srm, as i
to assure herself that he was reslly
there.  “And after sll,” the old captait
would sometimes say, taking her
in his groat brawny fiat, I shall die ov
& farm, instead of on an iceberg.” !
And he did. One winter morni
when hauling out logs for the saw-
& hugo tres trunk, which he was help.
ing the men to load on the sledge rolled
gvc?' upon l&mnd thl: l;tnvo sailor whe
ad survie twenty arctie
winters wasg mm to desth withir
sight of Lix peacefiil home. |
Jim was t%nm fourteen yearnold. He'
Was &.fine, manly fellow, and for four
yoars he worked lly sud

routine tlaf ; armer's [ife. i

WaN fieAT teen yesrsold, & friend

of his h&«?hmmi of » fiue bark

#siling from New York m‘ Koug
other F.astern ports,

snd.
bim
losr [reiton st iy ¥,

i~ “It won't keep us from talking.”
| did it full justice.
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nervops hauds,

r the sonnd of returning
« They wonld do nothing but listen.
Waiteley's knitting-work which
had mecglmkdl%h.taken up, now
in lap. girls had laid
their books. F.ver and again they
‘anced at the gress clock in the corner.
Surely it never ticked so solemnly and
slow. Was the train late ? Had there

o]
;

weven. Deliberately, as became ite
vonerable age, and with a premonitory
whirring sound of turning wheel. work.
the old clock began striking: one, two.
three—hark! Ob the clear night aia
comes the tinkle of merry hells. The
quick step of horses is heard. In s
moment more the sleigh turnsin through
the open gate snd stops at the porch.
Refore the mother and sisters can reack
it the door is thrown open, and Jim is

&t home ayaia,
IL

The warm greeting over, Jim took
off his heavy overcoat and boots, slid
his feet into the slippers brought by
his sister Fanay, aud seated himself iv
the wide easy-chair before the stove.
.For a moment his eyes rested atfection-
‘ately on his mother’s face, and ther
'dlanced over the brightly decorated
room. :

*You have preparod a gay reception
for me." he said, with a pleasaut smile.
i*The old honse never seemed so beauti.

ful to me before. But what is best of
all is to see everybody looking so wel
and happy. I declare, mother, you look
ten years younger than when I went

‘lost none of their good looks in my
absence."

"*You foolish boy!" said Mrs. Waiteley,
with & woft light laugh. *‘But you must
be hungry after your long ride, and
supper is waiting for you.” ,

I am ready forit,” said Jim, heartily.

The supper was bounteous, and Jim
For a little while it
cortainly did keep him from talking;
but when his keen appetite was ap.
peased, and the nuts, apples, raisins,
and sparkling cider were bronght on,
Bis tongue yrew voluble sgain, and his
delighted auditors listened eagerly to
his stories of ship life, and the strange
Fh‘x‘gs he had witnessed in foreign
m ’.

It was late when they rose from the
table and returned to the Jpsrlor.

“I am sorry,” said Jim, “that I
couldn’t bring my big ‘ chest' in the
sleigh, so that I could show you to-
pight some of the things which I have
But John
will drivo over sud fetoh it early in the
morving.”

“You bring us the best Christmas gift
in yourrelf, my dear boy,” said his
mother, in her gentlest tones. *“Now
you must go to bed, and take & good
rest after your journey.”

They said good-night; but something
in Jim's face made his sister Fanny stop
3 m&mgnt at his :ehambor Q::(;-

'Is Ressie—'" he began, stopped,
& blush spreading over his handsoms,
mnbmeﬁ face.

*Yes, Bessie is well,” answered Fanny,
with & smile. “Now go to sleep,
dream about her. I dou's think she
quite forgotten you."

I

John did not go for the chest the nexs
morning. Sunow had begun falling be-
fore midnight, and when the late da:
broke it was falling still. The rou{

B

which was narrow, winding, and rarely
travelled, was siready impassable for
horres; and Cucle A ing fur-

tively at Jim's rueful sud impatient
face, remarked that “it warn't no use
o’ ont the oxen aud snow-plough till

I
b

m spow-flakes sto comin’ down |
so all-fired thick so’
the road clos't behind ye.” ;

Jim was obliged to acknowledge the
force of Uncle Abe's observation. He
stood st the window, gazing out upom
the falling snow, which every moment
seemed to come down thicker and faster.
“Idon't believe it will stop before night,”
he grumbled, ‘‘and then it will be toe
lm'}'o do aunything for our Christmas- l

“There's no sign of holdin' up yet, |
sure’s you'rs born,” put in Uncle Abe. .
‘*Such storms as begin soft like an’ no
wind most gin'ally lasts all day.”

Jin. turned away from the window
with a gesture of impatience. To tell

: the truth, he was not concerned about

his baggage alone. His thonghts were
m.'s{ingto & farm-house on a quiet hill
two or three miles from his own

home, whers lived an old couple, ples-
ssut sud le-minded cgeopl:; who had
been with the Waiteley

family since his earliest recollection. Of
course it must not bemoud that
Farmer Chase snd wife, nice

§

on the

mall but

hloyn each -i;tw-
v."X
o oRE

"ioworse; crem hia_ peti

even his pstience hecame
exbausted as the day wore on, and when
the early supper was over be

j
|
;
i

I wouldn’s, Jim!”
claimed in onme breath, “in all this ter-
rible storm I”

“You, Uncle Abe !” exclsimed Fanny.
“I don’t believe you ever looked at &
girl in all your born days.”

* “Good-by, "’ cried Jim, heartily, while
they were talking. *‘Don’t feel anxions
about me. Put & lantern in the porch
to light me home.”

Before another word could be said he
had vauished into the storm.

Iv

Ji::“ll:nowd‘tho road g)erl:, bui':dl:: hﬁ;:nd
it rough work wading ugh
drifts. In some places, where the sno'z i

lay level with the fence-tops across the
road, he was obliged to climb over into |
the wind.swept to find & pathway.

But he was warmly clad, stout of heart
and limb, and the thought of the meet-
ing in the hill.side cottage kept the
blood aglow in his young veins.

Jim’s real troubles when he

turned into the little side road that
wound and zigzagged up the steep |
ascent. It was narrow, flanked on :
side by a stone wall, and the drifts were
decper and of greater extent than those
which he had encountered on the level.
The wind roared and blustered about
him, blinding him with snow, and almost
taking away his breath.

At length he came to a halt at a bend
in the road. There was here a straight-
cut across the fields to the farm-house,

wl_xlich weild save him npearly half a
mile. ;

“The snow can't be so deep on the |
meadows,” he said to himself, “and I
guess I can find the old foot-bridge over
the %reok gorge. At any rate, hera'

8- ,

Climbing over the stone wall, Jimn |

made his way across the fleld. I was |

.easier walking than by the road, bus

the wind blew the snow his |
face, and hindered bim from seeing the |
well-remembered landmarks. * Con-
found this snow!” he exclaimed. “If I
could onlly make out the lights in the '
window I should know just where o

find the bridge. My God—"

Jim had disappeared.

v
The evening slowly in the
little parior st Jim’'s home. The old
clock dowtlg:nd solemuly tolled off the
8, half-hours, and the hours.
As ten o'clock ap
lsid aside her knitting, the girls closed

:
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him,” said the mother; he will be
very cold when he comes in. Girls, see
if the lantern is all right in the porch.
I will go to the kitchen sud malke every-
thing ready for him.”

But ten o'clock passed. Itwas w
waiting till eleven, and still Jim di
not return. The storm w fiercer.
The windows shook and rattled with
the fury of the blast, which roared
hosrsely through the fir-trees in front

“of the honse. Twelve o'clock came, and |

the household, now thoroughly alarmed,
asked one another in hushed tones what '
was to be done. Uncle Abe and John
went to the door twenty times and
geered anxiously out into the storm. '
nce they started out in search of him, |
but after going s short distance were
ohli{w:h to turn mbe 2 a ;
**Nothing can one till morning, !
said Uncle Abe, coming in from the
orch. *Most likely, too, they wonldn't |
t him come back in such a storm.” f
“Let us pray that God may protect
him,” said tﬁe mother, solemnly. }
They knelt close together while Uncle '
Abe :{ed fervently that the God '
who kept the son through perils
on the stormy deep would bring him
home in safety in the momin?. At |
the close of the prayer John said Amen '
with great vigor; but the mother and |
sisters wept silently. There was no |
sleep in the house that night; and as
soon as morning brcke, Uncle Abe and |
John set out upon their search. A few '
neighbors joined them, for Jim was &
favorite with all. - f
VL ;
The morning broke clear and peace- .
ful. The snow had ceased falling, and |
the wind had gone down. White and |
sgarklin%hl:y the snow over hill and
plain. roads were filled with great |
drifts, that in many places concealed
even the top of the stone walls. !
Farmer Chase was out long ‘

. &t her half-averted tell-tale face,

&
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widening dp asortof cavern.
The lowbuhslzpwhmh the crevice
was fringed had lept the snow from

drifting in, so thathe had a sheltered

udco:g::uawly‘mplweotufuge.
‘But was tooe done? He could
not get out, and to remain there until
help came—why, l» might starve to
before any me discovered him.
Visions of being fomd a mere heap of
bones when sprig threw open his
rison doors flashe¢ across his mind.
ically he put his well hand into
a pocket, and to his sreat joy Le found
a box of matches; not only a box of
matches, but a brierwood pipe and to-
bacco pouch. “Now” thought Jim, “I
can light a fire with this old rubbish,
which seems to be pretty dry: only I
must be careful no to sct the whole
beap burning at ome, and perish like
an early martyr aithe stake.” Jim
was already beginnirg to feel cheerful.
“Bessie doesn’t knaw I am here, and
the folks at home will think they kept
me overnight.”

With great diffimlty and several
bruises against the rocky sides of his
cell, Jim managed toseparate a heap of
wood and brush fron the main pile cn

I

which he had fallen, aiding himself by
the fitful light of a natch, and then ven-
tured to kindle his fite. The wood was |
somewhat damp, but Jim succeeded in |
making it burn, and F, itslizht wasenabl-
ed to takea betterlookat his surroundings. ’
He saw that he mustshove his fire more |
to one side in order ® avoid an uto du |
[»and also that hetad fuel enough tc |
last, with economy, till morning. He |
was dismayed, too, tosee that the mouth |
of the gorge was tilled with snow, ’
through which, in hisdisabled condition,
it would be very hart to dig a passage. |

“I must wait till morning, at any
rate,” he said to himself. ‘I am better |
off here than out in he open field, and |
perhaps help will cane with daylight. |
Let’s try the comforing intluence of a '

ipe.’ ;

So Jim smoked ad tended the fire. |
The draught was ot good, and at
first he suffered mudh discomfort from |
the smoke. He thoight of Bessie, of |
his mother and sisters, and wondered in
a dreamy way whether he would be !
found in the morning. “I must keep '
awake,” he thought, catching hi
nodding, ‘‘or my tire will go out.” i

Jim found it hard work to keep his
eyes from shutting. The pain in his'
wrist and ankle helped him for a while. !
But at last his pipe fdl from his mouth. |
Hc started up at that, and muttering, |
“I must keep awale,” leaned back '
against the rock, azd did not start
again.

VIIL

The party on Farmer Chase's stoop
were still debating what was hest to be
done, when Bessie joined them. She !
bad on winter wraps and heavy shoes. |
Her pale face wore & resolute” expres-.
sion.

“What does this mean, Bessie ?” ex-
claimed her father.

“I am going with yon,” she said,
nimgly; “I can not stay behind.”

“But, Bessie—"

“Look, father—look there! What is
gmt? Smoll':le from the gorge!” cried

essie, eagerly, pointi own the hill
to & thin column of b,ll:ish vapor that
seemed to issue from the snow.

Animated by a wild hope, she led the
way down the hill so rapidly that the |
men counld hardly keep up with her
flying steps. Out of lreath, she was
first to reach the mouth of the chasm.
Leaning over the brink, she had hardly
strength in her excitemwent to call the
name of the missingsaibr boy. An an-
swering voice, cheery but faint, came
from the bottom of the gorge, calling
her name in return.

Bessie did not faint new. _

“Why hadn’t some ore the sense to
bring a rope?” she demanded, rather
sharply, forgetting thas she had not
thought of it herself.

The rope was quickl and
Jim, who bhad just ted his fire
after a sound slee&on the dry drift-
wood, was gently drawn sp.

“What under the canopy made ye try
to cross the medder in such a storm?” |
asked Farmer Chase, as Uncle Abe and
John lifted Jim in their arms.

+I—1I was hunting rabbits,” stammer- |
ed Jim, saying in his confusion the first ;
thing that came into his head.

“We doun't ginnerally hunt rabbits in
& blindin’ snow-storm, leastways not !
arter dark,” remarked the farmer, dryly. |

“I kinder reckon,” putin Uncle Abe,
with a sly wink at geme , “that Jim |
was arter another sort o’ game.”

Bessie blushed high, and Jim, looking |
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track, I might wander over the bound-
less waste until my strength failed me,
as theirs had done, and, as they had
done, lie down exhausted to die.  As it

miles through the storm, I began to
grow feeble, my steps were slow, and
the light basket I carried on my arm
seemed to have grown strangely heavy.
Bufieted by the raging wind, I tottered
wearily on through the snow-heaps.
The farm, to the best of my belief,
was but about half a mile off; butI
began to doubt, benumbed as I was by
the intensity of the cold, and spent with
the toil of struggling with the tempest,
whether I should ever reach it. Ifelta
heavy drowsiness oppress me, and lo
ed to lie down and rest but for a few
mminutes, before resuming the battle with
the wild weather. But rest in sucha
case means sleep; and sleep, death.
Something of the instinct which makes
a hunted animal strain every nerve to
die at home urged me on. and I con-
tinued to press forward. As I did so, a
cry reached my ears—the cry of achild
in distress! It was repeated, and I
turned toward the quarter from whence
came the sound, and then hesitated.

‘Well I knew that if I expended the last

dregs of my strength in plodding

| through .the drifts, the chance of my
! reaching the farm was small indeed.

And then it might not be a child that
uttered that cry, but merely the bleat-
ing of a stray sheep. Prudence warned
me to hurry on homeward.

No,no,no! I dared not hearken to
the whispers of seltishness: dared not
salve my conscience with the pl:usible
idea that the cry which I had heard was
not a human one. I could not shut my
ears to the plaintive appeal that had
reached me, and, praving to God that I
might tind mercy for the sake of the
dear ones at home, I turned toward the
tiny suppliant. Yes, sure enough,
there were- the prints of little feet,
already half-blotted out in the snow ;
and following on the track. I came at
last to a high bank, and a deep, fleecy
drift, where in the white hollow crouch-
ed some score of shecp huddled together,
and amongst them, apparently asleep
or dead, a little child. her pale face pil-

. lowed on one of ler woolly compauions.

And then I knew her—my own, my only
one, my little three year old darling,
our Rosie, that I thought so safe and
warm at home; and I staguered forward,
and kpelt and took her to my bosow.
and chafed her cold hands, and wrapped
my shawl around her, and then—and
then, all grew dark.

How long the lethargy brought on by
extreme cold may have, in my case, en-
dured, I never knew. But I remember
that I heard a rough, kind voice call out,
“Keep Carstone back! Don’t let him
look—they're both dead, poor things!”

And then the swoon came on again.

But when I came back to life it seemed
like a foretaste of heaven, so gay and
checrful was the look of the warm, cozy
homeplace, with its glowing fire of

| crimson peat and blazing wood; and

wherever my wondering eyes turned.
was some kind neighborly face with
which I was well acquainted. . I lay on
a bed that had been drawn close to the
blaze, wrapped in cloaks and blankets,
while near me knelt a strong man.
Frank Carstone—dear. good Frank—my
own brave, kind young husband, to
whom I had been married but four short
years, since first he brought me to the
moorland farm. And there was Rosie.
darling, blue-eyed Rosie, no longer, as
when last I saw her, lying like a dead
white lamb among the sheep and drifted
snow, but well and strong, and with her
dear blue eyes tixed lovingly on *‘poor
mamma's” pale face. Then I must have
fainted again, but it was from surprise.
not pain; and soon I could speak and
stir, and be as one of the waking world
again,

“We had s merry Christmas dinner
next day, after the merriest I ever
knew, with Rosie’s tiny chair drawn
close to mine—I could not bear to be

- away from her—and Frank beside me,

blithe and loving, and thankful too, for
the wife and child that had been spared
to him.. Rosie had wandered out, it
seemed, following the strayed sheep - of
one of those very neighbors who had
joined with Frank in seeking for the
truant; but had I not come up when I
did, the ¢!ild could scarcely have sur-
vived till rescue came. That happened
years ago. Happy Christmases have
come and gcne since then, but never
can I think without a shudder of that
Christmas F ve upon Dartmoor.

weaaing Invitations
handsomely printed at THE PosT printing office,
Lindsay. New seript types and latest styles of
cards and paper. Work equal to the best en-
graved jobi—11 tf.

The Post ClubList.
Post and Weekly Globe, one year, for
newsubseribers to Jan. 1885............

j  For 1885
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- New Advertisements.

The Best an¢ Cheapest,

HEPOST

'FOR 8l1.00.

Send in Renewals and New
Subscriptions.

The circulation of THE
PosT is now 4,100 copies
per week, and it is steadily
increasing. Its progress
in this respect during the
past year has been most'en-’

couraging; and there is
good reason to hope that|
by the end of 1885 the cir-
culation will have reached
or slightly exceeded 5,000,
copies per week. It would !
warrant some improvel-_!
ments that would increase

wumm;

PETER TULLY

begs to intimate to the nublic that he still
maintaing his reputation for having the
choicest of meats, ":tm he has lately

some exrell cattle from some
m'hut stock-raisers in the country.

.| His stoek of

Beef, Mutton, Pork -
and Veal,

cannot be sarpassed. He will 2:s0 have a
choice lot of

CEESE, TURKEYS AND CHICKENS.
Give us a call. Our shop is opposite
Veitch’s Hotel.
Lindsay Deec. 3, 1884,

Robt. Nugent,

LITTLE BRITAIN,
MANUFACTURER

AND DEALER IN

FURNITURE,

begs to inform the farmers of
Mariposa, that he has in his
warerooms in Little Britain g

the value of the Daper, | good assortment of Furniture:

although THE PosT has
long been generally admit-
ted to be one of the most
interesting and wvaluable
local papers in the pro-,
vince, giving good value
every week for the sub-.
scription money. Progress !
is our motto, however, and !
we desire tu advance the;
circulation to 5,000 if pos-'
sible.

and active co-operation and |
assistance of all our friends, ‘
agents and subscribers,

"ESPECIALLY DURING DECEM-|

BER AND JANUARY. Itmust|
be remembered that the low |
subscription price of One

Dollar is payadle in mz’-!

To that end we re-'
spectfullyrequest the hearty | ™

Bedroom Setts,
Parlour Setts,
Sofas,

Common Tables,
Tentrs Tables,
Extension Tables,
Sideboards,
Bureaus,

fact everything Jouad in a
first-class Furniture Store.

ORDERED WORK

—AND-—

PICTURE FRAMING

A SPECIALTY.

vance, and it is only by a2 manusacturer of tie Celebrated

thorough adoption of and|
strict adherence to that ruleg
that serious losses can be;
avoided. Payments, there-|

fore, for the year 1883|

"MAGIC™

Washer and Wriner

should commence now, and |3 of which will be sold Cheap

should continue steadily|
and rapidly so as to have,
the whole list paid up by
the middle of January. No|
doubt the circulation of
THE Post would have al-
ready been over Five
Thousand if a considerable |
number who did not pay in
advance (or who did not
secem disposed to pay at
all) had not been removed
from the list a year ago, in!
accordance with our new|
rule. Let prompt renew-
als during the next four or
six weeks make the number
thus struck oft as small as
possible, and let us see if
the paid-up circulation can
not be raised to 5,000 dur-
ing 1885. This would be
a notable achievement fora
I ccal newspaper, and THE
Post-will'be made worthy
ot it. ,

A splendid new story is
commenced in THE Post
of Det. sth “EYRE S
ACQUITTAL” isasequel
to the thrilling and deeply
interesting ‘ Mystery of
Shifting Pool,” just con-
cluded in THE Post. This
will make an excellent time

for new subscribers to be-|

gin. A small extra edition
has been printed, and num-
bers beginning with the
story can be supplied to a
limited extent. Subscrip-
tions for the story should
be sent in early in order to
get the complete numbers.
 Address registered and
other letters — »

' CHAS. D. BARR,

. 'The Canndinn Pust, Eindsay, Gut.

The Poss and 3tosk-Raiser's sournal. ...... T 8

7

|
|

_ for Cash.

R. NUGENT

Little Britain.

Dec. 5, 1884,
/ A“nPPYl
%

A MERRY

CHRISTMAS

TO ALL,

and don’t you forget that

GEO. DOUGLAS

MANILLA,
HAS A LARGE 3TOCK OF

GOODS OF ALLKINDS|

AND GIVES

Good Value for Your
Money.

He Has Only One
Price.

He' @ives a Large Dis-
count For Cash,

And a Square Deal
Every Time

MANILLA.

| Lindeay, Dec. 5, 1884,

| Dee.3th, 1845

GEOD. DOUGLAS,.

D el




