e e e
Job n Hore.

AR

WHY

-

l

) CRNSTIS PRESEN

Gome St~
N

Machine.

B .

ist.—Because three-fourths of all sewing
hine purchasers buy the *'8{ . showisg
&nuvn:t majority th(’nk it nﬂﬁ."

2nd,—Because it is the simplest- needing less
Pepairs, :

3rd.—Because when it does need repairing, it
can be done at less cost than asy other,

4th.—1t is CHEAPER than suy other fivsl:
machine.

5th.—1t has taken the Firss Premfum overallf}

Other machines more than 380 ttmes:

In short, it is the best machine to Buy, t6 oWl
or to run.
1 sell the Genuine Singer,

JOHN HORE,

Gen. Agent, Lindesy.

Che Canadian Lost,

LINDSAY, FRIDAY, DEC. 18, 1885,

- “We ring the hells and we raise the strain,
We hang up garlands everywhers,
‘And bid the tapers twinkle fair,
And feast and frolic—and then we go
Back to the same old lives again.”
" SusaN CoOLIDGE.

CHRISTMAS SONNET,

HEN the high Son of
God would come to
earth

To overcome the au-

3 thor of its wos,

Yt And deal to sin its fi
and fatal blow,

He sought not robe of
state nor throne of
wealth,

But rose to manhood from a peasant birth,

The babe is laid where cattle bleat and low;

Pleased it the gracious I.ord of Heaven so

To charge the world with Heaven's holy

mirth. -

Whose ears first hear, whose eyes first gladly

see

The tokens of a god within our race?

They are not monarchs, proud in heart and

face,

But shepherds, listening to the harmony

Of angel voices. He must humble be

Whom God will visit and his love embraes,

Howarb CROSBY,

b

A FOOL'S CHRISTHAS

A& TRUE STORY WITHOUT ARTIFICTAL LIGWTE.

Everybody said that the Carson children
had done very well with themselves since
their parents died. Indeed, there were those
who considered it quite providential that
they had been thrown on their own resources,
since their father had been anythingbut a
model of financial success and their mother s
lily-like. woman who had never thrived im
the rude western garden into which shehad-
been transplanted.

Both died in thesame weelk, and the children
at once set about the business of life with
great good sense, They had not a dollar left
when everything was settled. Even theold
house was sold away from them. But they
decided to hold together and get their share of
the world’s chances, There were five of
them—George, Catherine, Julia; Annette and-
Davy.

Nobody cver mentioned Davy who did not
speak his name softly and with an accent of
gentle pity, for he was simple’ niinded, He
was a fool. Though he was large and well
formed, at sixteen his face was as vacant as
a baby’s. but there was “no harin in him,”
the neighbors said. He was just a big in-
fant, pleased with the trifles that delight the
very least of children, and of as little use, as
usefulness is reckoned in this blind old world,
as the weeds that grow on the hillsides or the
wild vines that choke the grain.

Yot he wasn't a disagreeable flgnire to look
at. ~ His appearanceé never ekcited repuision,
only pity. He was always well dressed, and
the yellow curls that covered his big head
like & fleace were always brushed and shin-
ing. Though his vacant brown eyes wers
sometinies 1nisty with teams, they knew noth-
ing of anger. He had a langh for every-
body and was imvariably happy. He could

)

#n prefevence to any other|

L

not & line 0» injunction, who had Bio idea of
reward or punifh.nent, of heaven®r hell, of
God or demon. Yet held all that the wisest
otuameommdcdb:\a :

i } the nature of & Gilithilly ind oo
curred  He tiptoed over the "#p6io
in whispers, not becamse he was awed by the
preésence of death, but for fear s noise wounld
disturb their s

When he saw no more he called them
often, searched for them agmin amd again,
1nd waifed for them always with a patience
that was more thas mortal, and a longing
tnat made bis chillish face a8 times look old
3ad sick,

There were days when he was so sure they
would come back that hesat by the gate from
morning until night, looking down the street
over which the long dark wagon bad driven
when it carried them away asleep—sat there
hopeful and happy, eager to be the first to
greet them.

One day Reverend Winthrop walked by
and was touched by the longing in the boy's
face. The hunger of the heart had tempor-
arily extingnished the look of vaecamcy in his
eyes, and they burned with a pathos that was
indeseribable. He sat rocking a. worn-out
doll ia his strong arms, alternately kissing
and holding it up that it might see those he
waited for while they were still far off.

. “What are you doing, Davy¢" said the min-
ister, kindly.

“Waitin' for mother'n father,” answered
the big child, his face breaking into a laugh
at the mention of their names.

Mr. Winthrop bad a kind heart, but was
sometimes clumsy in his methods of impart-
ing imstruction. He revered the truth, and
thought he ought to bring it within the com--
prehension of the child’s feeble mind: and so,
with the best intentions in the world, he be-
gan by trying to rob him of his sweet hepe:

$ will never come, Davy; never,
never in this world again.”

“Eh!" said the boy, and the momentary
look of hope gave way to one of bewilder-
ment. He did not understand.

The minister continued: ‘‘They will never
come, Davy. Not to-day, nor to-morrow,
nor next day, nor next. Never! never!
They cannot come; They are dead.”

“Dead? dead?’ echoed the child, locking
into distamce. ‘‘Dead like ﬁf-‘ birnts kep:m
can't'ffy-or s like the dogr 80
stilf and wu:zc into the ground; like the
squir'l that was killed on the old walmus
tree? No, they couwldn't die. My mother
couldn't die. My father couldn’t die.”

He said this with such calm aseursnce,
such unrufffed hope, that the minister stood
abuashed and rebuked. Here was the perfect
faith he had vainly tried to instil into
greater minds; the sum of all his teaching
The soul he had tried to enlighten was on
higher ground than he It kmew no doubt.

He repeated over and over the boy's words,
“They couldn’t die,” as he walked away,
seeing clearer than ever what is meamt by
the scriptural axsertion that outof the mouths
of babes cometh wisdom,

Yes, the ‘‘Carson children"—as the neigh-
bors called them, though they were all grown
up—had done weil with themselves since thetr
parents died. The four who constituted the
working force developed a genius for the
science of ‘‘getting along.” They were as
ambitious, practical and worldly as their
father had been dreamy and unworldly,
They reached out after the successes of life
with hungry hands. The prises hehad passed
by with indifference they strove for and
gained.

They held together, and in & yearor two
bought back the old home and brought it out
of dilapidation into smiling companionship
with its modern neighbors. They liked to
advance themselves in that never-to-be der
figed-circle which-calls itsslf soclety.
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At last it was decided to send him to the

poorhouse.

It was not that they grudged hims the little’
it cost to supply his mecemities; they wanted
him out of the way. Neither did they want
tosend bim to the almshouse 8sa pauper;
but as a persom of infirm mind—not de-
mented ensugh to be lodged in a hospital for
the insame, but too uucertaim to heve his

liberty.
The was perfectly easy. The law was
on ﬁ::ysﬂt, though Iomanity was ot

done more than their duty by him. They
were to pay his board and buy his clothes:
The idea was that they wanted him “looked
after.” This was the language im which
they clothed the very meanest act of their
lives, They measured out justice at a valua~
tion of dollars and cents, and took no ac—
cont of most precious things. They were
about to hurt the helpless, forgetting it is
written @t the strong shall share their
strength with the weank.

The evening before Davy was to leave an
ominous silence fell on the.household. A fire
burned in the grate of the pleasant little sit-
ting room: the lamp light was brighter than
ever, but the good cheer that comes from
well-doing was absent. Semething invisible
but dreadful was there, aud all felt its pres-
ence but Davy. The unkind deed planmed
for themorrow had siready taken evil shapeat
their hearth, intangible, butreal. The knowl.-
cdge of the invisible spectre, whose name
was Injustice, made them strangely silent—
allbut Davy. He was exacting unlimited
amuwsementfrom a toy fox that harked weakly
when it was squeezed. At the feeblest sound
that came from the mouth of the diminutive
Reynard he would break into peals of laugh-
ter. Curiously enough, the more he laughed
the graver grew the three other faces. His
Joyousness rebuked them. His inmocent hap-
piness embarrassed them. His perfect trust
put them.to shame.

Outside the wind was making wild musie.
Swuddenly it hlew open thegate, which swung
shut again with & clatter of its iron latch.

“It"s mother! I¥’s mother!” shouted Da.;y,
springing to the door amd opening it; but
only the raw December night wind rushed
in. At least that seemed to be all, but it
brought with it a chill. The word “mother;"”
as Davy spoke it, had rent her grave and

felt her calm eyes look into their
hearts with sorrowful surprise and ssw her
vwrap her arms lovingly and protectingly
around Davy, as they had seen her do in
life & thousand times, They did not see this
with their natural eyes, but their slumbering
consciences aroused by her name took this
shape.

Davy shut the doors and sat down with &
look of disappointment in his face;

“She didn’t come,” he said, “but I thought
all day she would.”

He sat stlent for s minute and then said to
Catherine: :

‘‘If mother comes to-night you'll wake me;
Katy, won't you! She’ll be so glad to ses
me,” and at the very thought he was all sun-
shine agnim,

This irmocent faith i his own importance
touched them. There was not ome of the
three at that moment who wouild not gladly
bave undone everything and declared that
Davy should stay there forever; butno one
put the wish into words, It is asdifffcult to

the lips when the noblest feelings
utterance held them silent: And se the
goldent moment whiclr might have: beex glori-
fled by a deed of

place settled upon Davy at last, and he laid
bis hesd upon Julia's lsp and: fell asieep,

Tt was temr o'clocle the mext morning when
Jobm Keller, who drove-the wagon from the-
poor farm to the town every day baited be-
fore the Carson

The December sunshime was glorious; the:

she was the pretifess doll i the: werld sl
should go forsride: Withthe Durking fox

beppy & child as ever foumd pliwwrs iw |

They even plumed themselves upon havimg |

brought her there—an actwal presemce: All |-
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tell of that ride afterward:

“I never saw any human bein’ as happy as
that beit” Weewy that crossed the
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see how them ‘Carsem ehildren’
- could. him away; I really don't. If he
Bed beexmean or stubborn or ugly in any
way I'could understand it; but Davy—why,
Davy was as sweet-
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“Are they Kind to yom at home, Davy™
asked Kellor:

‘““Ya-as,” he answered, hardly understand-

*Do they never seold youf™

“N ”

“Do you love them, Davyt—iove George
and Katy and Julia?”

the fox—and—Liszie Ann” (the dol).

“But Lizzie Ann and the fox are here with
you, and you ought to be contented. Come,
my boy, make up your mind to stay here
awhile and visit us,” said the kind Keller,

“I want to go home; I want to go home,”
wailed Davy.

(o

“He bent and: kissed the shiny face of
: Davy's doll™

All attempts to please orcomfort him were
useless. He had never beem away from his
bome a night in his life, and to be-out of his
familiar little world When the darkness fell
was & calamity. The matron’s heart was
touched, and she did her best to pacify him,
butin vain. The paupers, old and young,
foolisk and sensible; daft and sane,
about him and tried in their poor way to
win him from his misery.

It was the same the next day and the next
and: ail other days: He-did not walk about,
be did not talk, he-did not look at anything,
and he scarcely ate & mouthful. His mind

tage agmin, and Jobw Heller went in. He
tolt the story of Davy’s bomesickness in few
butstroag words:

sbeut it Maybe if you knew how Dery
took o you wouldn't want him to stay there:
but if he is to stay we’'ll all do our bestto
comfort him, though nothin' gives him amy
besrt. He never says anything but: ‘T want
tegobome:’ IIringsinmy esrs so I can't
Ioar what folks is sayin! to me haif the
thme”

Aftersome talk

were ﬁw 3 ﬁ
chubby lands were thin 42 BéveuL—S=

was like Davy’s wan and weary and
of the county’s children #r half a domen
Years, noliced the ghanmgs in th dee
meanor., mwnmm?a re
membered that it had bee and glows

he suffered. He was too old and imbeeile to
vhn.vethecanseotitallstmightin his mind;
;butsorrowbnih own more elo-
quent than words; and this ke understood.
“Poor Davy! Poor Davy!” he muttered,
as he patted the boy's head. Then as his
sympathies overwheled him he bent and
Kissed the shivy faqe of Davy's doll, lsaving

Phoy all m'::emd OM

: gathered around rised
and § st his sflense and patience, They
were a Sivafige . of consolers—
mned,erippﬁ‘mclad in mean
garments-and ow: but their im-
perishable-souls and- their battered bodies,
Yet all that they had—kindness—they gave.
Each one forgot his own grief, whatever it
was, in the presence of the boy's more un-
O

vy said to all their kind words.
He only held Lizzie Ann close to his hreast,
as though there was comfort in her compan-
ionship, and rocked the harder.

The next morning he rose with dry eyes
and made a heroic effort to be hopefal. *Is
it to-day Igo home#” was his first question.
His Hps trembled when told that it was not,
but he shed no tears. John Kéller appeared
early on the scene and removed ome of the
black beans from the string, which now
ornamented Davy’s person as a necklace.

Yet the boy did not seem hopeful. He was
only quiet. His tears fell no more, but his
silent patience was even sadder than his re-
bellious lamentations. Not being a creature
otstoutw;:l,dhh spirit was as wretched in
woe as it had been buoyant in happiness. He
seemed'h to have suffered beyond the point

ere a ray of hope brings strength. He had

his wail, “I want to go home,” to
“I'm going home,” but he said it without
lpir!tua.nd apparently without hopeti’::d hﬁ
was, if possible, more heartrending
first wail.

His spirit was broken and'so was his phys-
fcal health. He had grown so weak he couid
not sit up long at a time, and so would lie
hours of every day on his cos, staring at the
wall, though secing it not. His eyes were
looking into some realm outside of all mate-
rial things, for they had changed strangely.
Instead of the simple, vacantlook of his
pleasant days, they had grewn deep and

luminous, with that wonderful beauty which
is seen in the eyes of those who have suffered
greag angnish of spirit.

And so the days went on until all the beans
were gone from the string but one; and the
next day would be Christmas. :

John Keller had counted the hours of the
long week with even greater impatience than
Davy. He had grown into the thought that
be would rather set that homesick boy down
on the doorstep of his old home than to come
in for a princely inheritance. Before he
started to town in his wagon thas morning
hehadsaidtoDavywhenarra.ngingthe
bean necklace, ‘‘To-morrow vou g0, my
boy; to-morrow;” and Davy had repeated
his usual refrain, “I'm going home.”

Keller brought letters home with him that
evening, which was nothing unusual: but
among them was one that took all the life
out of his face when he heard its contents.
It was from Davy's brother and counter-
manded the order to bring Davy into town
on Christmas. They had decided not to have
him come until New Year's. “Unforeseen
circumstances made the delay necessary.”
To atone for the delay he shounid ‘“‘stay a day
or two when he did come,” ete.

Some tears were shed over the cruel news,
but not by Davy. Hours before the letter
arrived he had been lying in his cot, his sad
eyes staring through the walls that impris-
oned him into the land of his dreams, When
they went to tell him they found him asleep,
the now crumpled but comforting doll
clutched in one hand and held close to his
woe-begone face,

Christmas davwned. white and wintry.
Smow covered the carth and clung to the
bare trees like garments of white fur. The
air was full of whirling crystalets and the
earth was full of music. It was the kind of
Christmas which nature intends shall be
“merry”; when every sound clinks throngh
the air; when the horse?’ feet are heard
grinding the gritty snow haif a mile away;
when bells ring out crisp and clear; when
laughter-isheard far out upon the hills; when
joy is spontaneous and sorrow forgotten;
when the north wind brings courage and the
day brings peace on earth and good will to
men,

Davy was brighter than ussal that morn-
ing. The huzgle which had no# before been
strong eno! to lighten his heavy heart
beamed over his wan face like sunshine. His
eyes were very bright and very eager:

“I'm going home;” were his first words,
spoken with something like giadness in his
voice. At sight of John Keller he
from his chair with his old-time alscrity-and
handed him the last black beaw of the seven
which had stood between hiny amd paradise.

He gathered together his smail possessions
—a few giass buttons, a lame top, the fox
that had not barked since it became amin-
mate of the peorhouse, a whittled wooden
monkey with holloweyes, and similar gifts
of the sympathizingbut impoverished friends
who swrrounded him, and placed them inma
row on the window sill Sitting down be-
side them, with Lizzie Ann in hisarms, he
announced that he was ready.

How could they tell hins that he was not to |-
£0; that all his patient:

lies;
the home he longed for had shut its doors
him¢

with the decisive amertion, “Pm going
beme,” as-though that were the sumpof ail
wisdom, selved ail problems, straightesed }
all misenderstandings amd settied ail difs- LF
cuities. But when the truth was made plaim
bﬁnmlil:Mho:ﬁbhn :
to his head in suddens agony with a:
“hihitdlhﬂreth‘sd»
| seul, siipped froms his chair te the foor:

ing a short time before and unflevstood that' |

its painted cheek stained with the tears that |

Of peaee on earth, good will te men.”

Rip Van Winkie.

elties and Seasonable Dry (ioods of every
deseription. Our Furs and Ready-made

clothing selling themsel nelves _91:?.!:0 prices we

R. SuvTa,

3 o o

; Sir John’s Mission.
Whuk the public to diseredit any re.
ports that may arise about our greatest
going off to England to consult

Millin
: 3!‘! th er{ and Clothing dealer to un.

tional right of R, SMYTH, the Lindsay Dry
! e clearing sale firms,

Boyecotted.
The eold cot (caught) the boy by the ears
and elsewhere and then the boy cot the
cold,then the boy’s parentscot thecontagion

from the public in their rush to R. SmyTa’S
for the great ns in Dry Goods and
bought the boy some Frost Proof Clothing,
gext time this happens may A B there to

A Liberal Meeting.
A public meeting will be held every law
fol business day from 7 a. m. till 6 p. m. and

later omy Saturdays in R. SayTa's Dry
Geads, Millinery and Clothing Store. The
obfeet of the &ezing is to meet the liber-
:ﬁ.";}’" o:bm-tréi 8 who mog‘iiving the ben-
great discounts in er to c! )i
new and seasonable goocs. Aear .

A Shocking Statement.
Itis to make that R. SMYTH is neeting
the close times by a close reduciion. If he
can’t make money freer he can make it K0

further. Drop in about Christmas time

and see cver how much you can stretch a
dollar or two. 4

Te Church-going People.
Popular opinion seems to insist that a
man at churchshould be fairly well dressed,
It is not an imperative point butonethat is
admitted. The sermon is just as
Iree to & man in Full-cloth, as to a man in
a black Beaver Over-Coat, In order to meet
the means of all classes we supply either of
above goods and oceans of other things
besides. See R. SmyTm’s bargains in all

Curlers.
Fewot the admirersof the Rcaricg game
know the right turn to give when they
want the correct Curion a Fur cap, coat or

Gauntlets, even the Tam O’Shanter, should
have he close in-turn inthe curl. R.SyyTH,

the genera! Dry Goods and Gent’s Clothing

I heard the bells on Christmas day dealer, can give the right goods at
Their old familiar carols play, right price, v T -
And wild and sweet
The words repeat Compliments.

I take this opportunity of extendicg my

Here we are again with Christmas Nov-

the authorities Imperial on the constity--

thanks and compliments to my customers
and friends for their genercus support and
encourazement during,the past year, Wish.
ing you one aud sli many happy returns of
the season. Believe me, Faithfully Yours,

R.SMYTH.

Lindsay, Dee. 10th 1885,—70.2,

Publisher' g Notice.

RENEWALS for THE POST

FOR 18S6.

= The Best Local Paper.
The Farmers Favorite.

paper. Renewals are now
dates on your address labels

give it :—

THE Post for 1886 will be maintained at its pres-
ent high standard of excellence as a local and farmers’

in order. Examine the
and send in the Dollars.

Subjoined is a form—cut it out, writing amount,
name and post office plainly. Write your first name
in full, and if you have a second name or initial,

CHAS. D. BARR,

o &

ProPRIETOR THE PosT,

Lindsay, Ont.

Dear Sir—Eunclosed you will find the sunm:

ZT/he Post
Name

Jor subscription to

Fost Ofkce. ..

READ TEIR

soul Jecked out from: them in pesce hefure it
staetod on {5 neiseles These cven

the beginning.

o rmece JEW CONTINUED STORY

This Weels.

The story is by the author of “Fated Fairfux,”
'a story that has appeared in our columns, and which
fwas liked and appreciated by all of our subscribers.
One dollar will pay to the end of next year for new
ibers. Send in name now and get the new story

CHARLES D. BARR,

Properietonr,
m’“




