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the best doctir yom
sickpess COMPS. Youl
druggist is just 8=
We use onkv the Dest,
drucs. Prescnipticins
always compound-

¥éd Bet
KOOW of when
choice of a
important.
and purest

brought to us are
ed with absolute accuracy, b¥

experienced pharmacists, We have
everything requisite in a first class

drug store. \

. HIGINBOTHAM

NEXT PYM’'S HOTEL

Smokers’
Supplies

You can always rely

on getting the very
best brands of Tobac-
cos and Cigars at this

store.

THE BEST isnone

too good for my cus-
tomers.

A share of your pat-
ronage for 1902 re-

spectfully solicited.

JOS. GARROLL,

The Leading Tobacco Store in Lindsay

JOHN MALLETT

-

ORGANS AND PIANOS 3

....AGENTFOR....

B

Best makes and, moderate prices.
Office at

ORGANS REPAIRED-
dwelling, 490 Wellington-st.

LONG BARTON'S RACE

In a gloomy room, made more dis-

mal by a spluttering candle set in a

| domestic life under the SNOW.

The
entire male population had dug the
Bartons out, as in previous winters,
the operation consisting in begin-
ding a shoot 50 feet from the front
of the house, or where it was sup-
posed to be, and sinking a burrow
or shoot at an angle of 45 dEfl‘EEB in
the direction of the second story.
It took some time to accomplish this
after the last storm, but finally the
niiners reached the attic window,
giving a rousing cheer as Mrs. Bar-

ton and her son

tic window had been the fre at door
Georee had cut steps up?*”_ = :
e tgl:a Batons. 957 .he burrow,
remarked, wWere ... society agair

%z top reached the s
rnow, and as Geo
vlentiful supply

o
house in September
of candles, oil

had piled a

under the snow.
But there is a skeleton in every

ton home it was

to expire, and
risk where the securi

were fimous for heav gnowfalls.

George Barton had not
gave nnnuﬁh mone

guge. Avalanches
mines and kept him from work.

he could not find the shoot and had

in the village for the
going to work to plant a

a T
their homes if a storm came up.
the wind had blown Barton’'s

down.

ton had been a contestant in the ski
races which are the principal
ment of the peop

wabbled, then slipped
down the slide upon

the crowd of spectators.
Geor
ways 1ays
jest as well try to ride

for skiin. They’d make a good
for a bridge.

ride skis ?”

ed a listener, laughing.

at]i?a‘:red to we'
come them. From this time tb'_ £ ‘E_

. %" the postmaster b v -
s _ W = m-

The chimhe”, 3.3 o eed with gave a mighty shove and p jected

{ pleces ¥7 ot for the purpose, so that

of the

wood in the
and there was
and | jt. The speed increased rapidly, and
srovisions things were as comforta-
Jle in the Barton home as in any
house in the place 20 or more feet

household, it is said,and in the Bar-
pride and debl
The elder Barton had left a mort-
gage on the house, which-was soon
the mortgagee wished
the money. He lived in the city, 500
miles distant, and did not care for a
was liable to
be erdshiéd beneath 30 feet of snow,
as both Plumas and Sierra counties

n able to
for the mort-
ad covered the

Then one night in returning home

wandered off and when discovered
wns badl;,' frozen. It was the custom

miners when
stafl with
streamer at the entrance of
the shoots, so, that they could find

But
flag

Then there was another trouble.
For a number of years George Bar-

amuse-
le of these counties
of California in winter, but in every
one he had been defeated—more,
humiliated, as twice, unable to con-
trol his long legs, he had at first
and gone
his back amid
the roars of laughter and gibes of

«The funniest thing about it,” re-
marked the storekeeper, “is that
thinks he can ride and al-
it to his skis or the ‘dope.’
But, bless your heart, a;man might,
on stilts as
them legs of his'n. They ain’t built
skid
y, how he did tan-
gle up, legs and arms all in knots!

Why don’t some of you chaps tell
him nature didnt intend him to

“Why don’t you tell him ?” retort-

“Waal, it ain’t my business, and

were Beifig given thelr final polish,
every contestant having his espe”,
“dope,” which was his secret. spart
from the others stood Lon” Barton
strapping on his skis, W ich had a
olish such as hag " or heen seen
fore. They glé# 03 in the sun
with dlﬂ].i.ng hflﬂiﬂ.ﬂﬂ‘ﬂi If “do
cpu:éadﬁ E"FJ were those who ﬁ
hﬂTh ;,,, o “Tanglefoot” would win.
18 * 1ot gignal was given, and the
me” _ined up, their long skis extend-
«d forward, their bodies in various
positions. Each racer bore a long
staff, or starter. Some held it on
one side, some between their legs,
while others extended it ahead, ahd
as the word was given each man

himself down the terrific slide. They
shot over the edge like a wave of
water over a fall and seemed to rush
into space, then sank so rapidly
¢rom view that they were gone be-
fore the excited onlookers

in 10 seconds was like that of a fast
trotter, at 15 it was equal to the
fastest train of cars, and at 20 the
best men were holding their breath,
as it was ible to breathe -at
such speed, and the slightest swerve
would send them off the track. From
the side the scene was a frightful
one, as it was hard to believe that
human beings could preserve their
position and not be dashed to pieces
under such extreme velocity. But
the line swept on, a few of the racers
surging ahead. Half way down, and
four are in advance, two-thirds, and

one tall figure is lndlng.
It is Long Barton. He is rushing
ht. The new

with the speed of li

“dope” is carrying him on to victo-
ry. He know it; his teeth were set;
his heart was in his mouth-—-the
goal was just ahead. Then some-
thing happened. He swerved a
tenth of an inch; a piece of ice
caught the channel of his polished
ski, perhaps, and the next second
the line of racers rushed like the
wind by a figure rolling over and
over, its legs, arms and long skis
naemingliz led in a hopeless
knot. “Tanglefoot” had lost again,
and the loud laughter and gibes o
the spectators rang in his ears as
half stunned, he slid to the bottom
and picked himself up. To their
credit, the winners did not laugh.
It was the crowd on the hill, and
Barton took off his skis and, avoid-
ing them, over the snow and
was lost to sight in the shoot that
led to his home.

That night, as was the custom,
there was a ball, and at the earnest
wish of his mother Long Barton
went. But he took no part in the
entertainment and sat by the stove
and watched the merrymakers,
knowing well that he was the butt
of them all. Late at night, while
he still looked on, a crowd gathered
at the door around & man who had
just arrived—Reel Stacey, the stage
driver.

“Hope vou folks has extra splices
on yvour chimneys and flags out,” he
gsaid. “It’s banked 50 feet at Ev-
ans, and the 30 foot marks on the

ines are covered, and it’s snowing
ike it will never stop. But that’s
not what I come for,” he continued,
a bundle, blanket after

£ | carryin

exclaimed Reel Stacey,
#Pd have picked ‘Tanglefoot’ the
last one for such a proposition. But,
boys, we've mistook him. He’s got
gand, for he’s going to his funeral.”
What George Barton said to his
mother no one knew. Time was the
essence of this transaction, and in a
very short while he came up the
shoot clad in his furs, the baby
wrapped in a fur bag which was
glung under his arm. He carried his
staff in his hand, a revolver in his
et for wolves, and on his booted

“Well,”

ble “dope” had polished so that
E;nmulﬂ hardly stand. A moment
later he was lost to view.

The same do persistency
which had led Long Barton to be-

limthnthacuuldmthammadn
him think that he could carry the
baby to safety. If he had been ask-
ed an hour before if a man could
do this, he would have said no. He
strode up the little valley, keeping
in the center, with the walls of the
sierras, snowclad, trembli with
avalanches on either side and in an

hour struck the ltr:ﬁghng forest.
He knew the trees well and for five
miles kept the trail. Then he came
to the first slope. By the aid of his
stafl he made a rapid slide, reaching
the bottom of the canyon safely in
a fow seconds. And this was to be
his rience—climbing and slid-
ing. The next hill was so soft that
ho was breathing hard when he
roached half way. Then he felt a
tremble, a nameless thrill, and the
entire side of the mountain seemed
to give way, and he was carried irro-
sistibly down on the wings of an av-
alanche. He made desperate strug-
gles and by a miracle kept near the
tof{ and after much labor dug him-
sell out.

It had stop snowing as he
started down the canyon, now slid-
ing, now leaping, the famous “dope”
him well and fast, ¥rom a
ey he must climb the next
range, but when he was half way up
the snow began to fall again, and he
became bewildered. He could not
sea the stars and would have to trust
to luck. So he swung himself over
the divide and rushed down the
slo Another range to climb, and
it snowed, and later the wind
rose snd tossed the smow aloft in

t spectral wraiths that locked to

is distorted vision like shrouds.
But that warm bundle so close to his
heart gave him courage, and he

pushed on. _
Five hours he had been traveling
not remember

steadily. He could
how many ranges he had passed

He had forgotten how mm:g ranges
he was to cross to reach the town
He made some descents that equaled
the famous race course, narrowly es-
caping trees and rocks, holding one
arm about the bundle, patting it as
he heard fitful cries. Again he was
caught in an avalanche, reachin the
bottom waist deep in snow, the

deep v

and after digging his feet out he un-

eet were the skis.which the incom- |.

by |
almost buried. It was now da{llight, -.

.
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J. J, Wetherup

DEALER I[N THE NOTED

. Bell Organ and Piag
Dominion Organ & P?auu.
Mason & Risch Piang
RotaryStandard and Ney,

Williams iz Machipeg,
Tribune and Columbi;
hslcyclf_'& |

ene lhermal Vapgr

, Baths. | 2
The above will be sold on libery

terms, A few second-hand Orpane
at from $5 to $25. Organs

Organs Repaired

Box 415, Offce Corner of Sussex and Pesl-sti.. LINDRy
r

—
e —

Rudd Harness Co
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e or e ¥ Harness and Horse Goods

Dargaine on every side. Special bargains on Baturdaya. Owing to

repairs having to e done to our llore wo
Are co led dizrpose
uurlunt.irn stock before the first of April. e :
‘artios wanting a good harness, robes, bell
) . R or '
you to call and Inspect our stoel, b e Bt
Remoember we sell cheap for cash

Repairing Neatly and Promptly Done

HERB.J. LITTLE, Mg.

LITTLE'S OLD STAND

- We are Satisied EE=E

doz. Children’s Handk
ge White Cambric Hax
y White Hemstitched
jpea, 10c and 8¢ i
50c Vests, bargain

That our customers were satisfied with our
iea’ 75c Vesta,
jren's Vests, 2he kind,

ﬁ;::o?s i.l;ﬁ {;ur mﬁﬂ of doing business, from

e fact that we did a large busin Ing e Vesta, 180 kind.

the Xmas holidays. T:{:ghave alﬁ}f u;l;g ::I"-:

to serve our many friends and the public

generally in such a way that they are sure to E

come back. Our repairing and engraving are - v

second to none in the country. R
We shall always do our best to merit the

patronage so largely given us. Wishing all

a happy and prosperous yedr.

S. J. PETTY

THE JEWELLER
Milne's Block, . 099 Kent'st.

ies’ White

joa’ White Embroidery
- ' White Em Oo y
I;Tbrrthlnﬂ qurln!m! satlinlact --:. hw‘ '
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Stﬂfm}ﬁ all the
your feet with
comfortable E

unrolling

I get heaps of fun out of him, but
it’s the truth, he ain’t got any
sense.”

“He’s entered for next week,” said

one of the group.

“What for —the sweepstakes?”

asked the storekeeper.

“You bet!” was the reply. “He's
ot some ‘dope’ that’s like greased
ightning, and you can’t get the se-

cret out of him with a team of wild
horses. Gus Lindberg offered him
$10 for a cupful, but he wouldn’t

rolled the bundle and, protecting it,

gave the baby a ration of the milk,
gainst his

S e I Victorlal.0anand Savings

body. It looked wonderingly at him | - MEAD OFFICE .

the whi{e, and George, who knew . :
very little about babies, made up his MONEY TO LOAN on f »d

mind that it must be a very good | rates, repayable in tern::n t:r ::.:F bqr:::nm.pm?;ﬁ:al:n town way W

natured one. or build and repay on the monthly plan, by paying a Mttle more the
He did not realize how ordinary rert each month your home becomes your own in a few yea®

he
was until he started u lﬂm g:ulii:t“ﬁi:‘hm‘mﬁ;ﬂ" than any outside company and the advantage!
he found that his foot had beenm company is apparent to every ome. Office hof

9 a.m. to 4.830 Py P
twisted and he was lame. The cold Pl 0 p.m. every lawful Ylay,
was increasing, the snow was finer W. FLAVELLE, President

bottle, the sides of which were cov-
ered with a copious overflow of tal-
low, a young man sat, attempting to
decipher the words on a small piece
of paper. Near him, with her head
bent forward in an anxious, half ex-
pectant attitude, was his mother, on
whose not unattractive face were
the lines of toil and suffering.

‘“Well, Georgé,” she finally said,
“why don’t you read it ?”

«] can hardly make it out, moth-

compank

LINDSAY ONT.

blanket, and producing a baby that
looked up at the men with a wonder-
ing gaze.
“A baby!” they shouted in chorus,
and half a dozen arms reached for
the child,

“Hold on, boys,” said the driver;
“business first. This is Jim Gray-
son’s baby. His wife died last night,
and he’s flat on his back. The cow
was killed in the snow, and there
ain’t any milk in this town but

Men’s Grain Klond
pulls out, now

Men’s Klondike lace
You save 20 p

Children's 2 buck
qlﬂjﬂf WitC’fpr

lowest curnds

JAMES LOW, Mans}

er,” her son replied, “but it’s new,
and he says he got the receipt from
one of the great piano makers in
New York. It’s the stuff that makes
the cases shine so. Think of it! If
I could get such a polish on my skis,
why, I’d win that $200 and pay off
the mortgage and get you a thick
cloak and all the things you need.”
“Yes, George,” said the woman, a
slight flush tingeing her pale face;
“hut you’ve tried so many kinds of
‘dope, and they all failed. I'm
afraid it’s your way of riding, dear.”
“My way of riding!” exclaimed
the young man, and he looked up
and ran his hands throngh his curiy
air. “Why, there isn’t & man in
Plumas county who can toss more
snow in a day, lift more, stand more,
than can L”
- His mother said mnothing. She
sighed as she looked up at the snow
covered windows, then glanced at
her companion with an expression
that combined Eride and pity. The
young man had not overstated his
prowess. He was a giant, a colossus
in strength, seven feet tall, but so
thin, so long of limb, so’strangely
drawn out that for miles around he
was known as “Long Barfon” and
“Tanglefoot.” He was a miner, like
his father, who had been killed in
an avalanche two seasons before.
The winter had set in early, and a
succession of snowstorms kad buried
the little hamlet of a dozen houses
so deep in the snow that around the
Barton home it was nearly 30 feet
on the level, and the hamlet, so far
as appearances went, had been wiped
of existence and Iy, with all its

that he expects to win.”
“«He’ll win if the prize is for ty-

a log of redwood—a mile a minufe.
struck it feet first and landed right
in the party, his legs all in knots.”

entered. The grand prize was $250,
1 and he beiieved he could win it. bHui
on the morning of the event his
mother made some excuse for re-
man in the hamlet not present at
witness his defeat.

did hill 2,000 feet long, slippery as

ontoa
where the little village lay buried.

and Sierra counties of any
the members were experts Who had

slide, while an admi crowd of
men, women and girls looked om.

which were

s

Hors

look at him, and he’s given it out

ing his legs into knots,” laughed the
storekeeper. “He can’t cqual the
time he went to Miss Bates’ party
and slipped at the head of their
| shoot. “It was 75 feet if it was a
foot, and he went sliding down like

The front door was shut, and he

The ski races had been announced
for a_week, and Long Barton had

maining home and was the only wo-

the races. She could mnot bear to
The course was
on the slopes of the sierras, a splen-

glass, and of so sharp an angle that
a man could not ascend it, and once
on it with skis, it was a race like the
wind for nearly half a mile, then out
gradual slope into the valley,

Every town or village in Plumas
] preten-
sions had a ski club, and many. of
performed wonderful feats, and for

this race the pick of every club was_
on hand at the top of the glassy

this,” and the old driver held up a
quart bottle. “Now, the doctor
says that the only thing to save the
baby is to get it out where there’s
milk. If we don’t, it will starve.”

“Why, Reel,” said the storekeeper
in an awed whisper, “it’s death to
try the mountains in such a storm!”

“So I told the doctor,” replicd
the stage driver, “and I haven’t the
nerve to try it. I know what it is—
a man’s life against the kid’s. &t
I said I’d state the case. He’s a'¥lew-
comer at Sierra. He got here and
can’t get away.”

“If’s 50 miles to milk if it’s’a
foot,” remarked a red whiskered
miner in the group. “Won’t bread
and water do?”

“It might for some,” retortad the
driver, “but this baby’s not built
that way. She wants milk, and she
won’t touch anything else. They've
been trying it for days. Is there any
man here that can suggest any-
thing?” And the speaker raised his
voice.

Every miner present knew that it
was impossible to get out of the
mountains, even if it was not snow-
ing, until the snow had settled. Ev-
ery one recalled the names and faces
of men who had met death trying to

eross the sierras in storms, and for

a few moments no one answered.
Then, as the driver pulled the blan-
ket over the little %nm, which he
helgli closer to his breast, a voice
said:. | |

The Eﬂl‘iﬂm Hﬁm '

and filled his eyes, and he felt that
this was the beginning of the end.
But on he pressed until the after-
noon, when the baby cried, and he
stopped to give it the remainder of
the milk, looking at the little face
with red and desperate eyes. On he
went again, now running, now limp-
ing, plunging down the slopes until
he began to experience a strange
oppression, as though a band of iron
was about his head. Then he seem-
ed to be at home, and he tried to ask
his mother to take the baby. He
suddenly stopped, trembling, realiz-
ing that his.mind was not clear, and
dashed snow upon his forehead.
Then he rushed on again like a
madman.

How far he went no ofie knows to
this day, but it had been many miles
in the wrong direction, when, with a
wild laugh, which frightened those
who heard it, Long Berton unsl
a bundle and pluaged into a

which sparks were rising
reached for their firearms at &i
the gigantic and wild eyed

but the squaw, laying her papoose
among the blankets, with unerring
instinct caught the bundle from the
hands of the falling man, and Jim
Grayson’s baby was saved. As for
“Tanglefoot” Barton, dne of the
half breeds, who came in to the vil-
lage from another 'mi,“ﬁ and who
understood ) id he was

t of

.e[moﬂhk%
5

had won a race.—Charles F.
in New York Evening Post.
dvertise in The _; bt Wardors
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- Farmers' Wants

{ SALT—Windsor 300 Ib. barrels, ordinary fin¢}

™ coarse Land Salt, 200 Ib. sacks, Dairy Salt {8 s,
; packages of all sizes. 4 local agent fo
¥ LAND PLASTER—200 |b. cotton bags, Oil Cakﬂ S dtdtdad

-Linseed Meal, Herbageum, etc. This is

good time to get these heavy goods hom¢
g  while the sleighing is good. |
} SUGARS BY' THE BARREL---1t will pay you to come here and e

buried wickiup, from the top of |4
. 'Theé men |,

t he

| i

quire our prices. FISH.-Sialted or fresh, we carry a full stock

¥ 3 STORES—Groceries, China and Glassware, Floo’ |
Feed, Grain, Salt, etc. 3 ;
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