HILLDSFORD'S HERMIT,

COhristmas Story not After the Regnin-
' tion Pattern.

—_—

BY GRERTRUDE aARRINON,

f“.
STLLSFORD I8 n pretty little
village on a river s pure as
truth, In the heart of the
Iresquissus  valley, with
mountains  walling it in
north and south, At the time |
£ writo of it had all the requisitesa of a
thriving town, including & population

cle with envy In thelr hearts, though
they cheersd the noble Ilanllu-n‘thh
roundly. The at the corner ¢ rug
store were all ontslde waving their ha
and making other demonstrations of
good will and interest.  The {:‘m
spinners at  Bim N Id
their tobaceo firmly botween their teeth
and their hands in their trousers’ pockets
as the sled went by, This was their
manner of expressing a very warm in-
terest, Women watched from  dooms,
windows and porches, ns women always
do, and & swarm of enthusinstio small
boys hung on to the sled until driven
back when half n mile out of town,

The philnmlmq‘vim reached Woenver's
eabin Inte in the day, after tll;:g!lzsllwlr
way through great snowdrifts. I this
hoerole exertion made thom feel more
dominant in spirit than ever. The very
first rap on the hermit's door had the
sound of authority in it, delivered an it
was by the formidable fist of the town
marshal, backed by the approbation of
the other prominent citizens who accom-
paniod hin,

There was no response,

The expression of decision on the mar-
shal's fuce deepened ns he began 10 beat
upon the door with both fiste and kick
It with the thick solos of his tremendous

o

Btill there was no answer,

While they were parleying about
whether it wan time to use the ax or
not the closed shutter of the hermit's
pingle window opened, revealing his
haggard face, In which blazed a puir of
eyes whoso wrathful lightning fairly ane

which dripped with self satisfaotion, |
This very comfortablo commaodity was
#0 dense and universal that it fairly cove |
ared the place like a fog,
Hillsford's most remarkable citizen was
& hermit, an unkempt and eccontrio ins
dividual, who lived In a cabin high up
on the North mountain, and was known
o “Old Weaver,” In winter, when the
wia less abundant, his small
dwelling could be seen from the village,
s little speck of orude architecture, the
@moke from which curled sometimes into
the vory sky. It was pointed out to vis-
who wore told, without loss of
of the hermit, his civilization defy-
habits and unspeakablo appearance,
it was difficult to exhibit the man
He came down to the vi
t Intervals and then tarried

long enough to ure some sim
wﬁ and without hold lu
with any one. Tho mwmpool:o
tried to break into the privacy of his
without avail. They had been re-
with looks and gestures which
fear and helped to confirm the
fon that “Old Weaver was crazy and
better be let alone,"
And surcly no man in his right mind
live tho life he lived. His hair and
showed no for the pre-
fashion In hirsute trimming, and
wero a alap at all decen ﬁ
w
h‘l‘l

He rarel oat all, but
mih'hfnml
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nililated the prominent citizons,

*What o vou want?" ho asked, aftor
a moment of discomfiting silenee, e
they stood, wordless, under the spell of
his umqlmknn angoer,

“We heard you were sick,” said the
marshal,
“Well?
“We knew you would need help,” sald
the justice of the peace, “and so caine
to try to do something for yon."
“You have put yourselves to unneces
sary trouble, 1 want nothing.”
“But our duty as citizens will not
allow usto let o fellow being sufler,"
said Descon White,
“Your first duty is to mind your own
business," said tho hermit,

“Hero is Dr. llomﬂr, who will hel
Lou right off, if you will let us in," s

r. Bmollett, also a prominent citizon.

llage | The doctor stood gilent, medicine cuse In

hand, thoe rigidity of the regular's code
ting his do any trumpeting on
own account,
“When I s weary of life T shall send
tor Dr. Horsefly, Until then he must
excose me," urned the hermit, with
something like merriment dancing in his
wild eyes.
The doctor colored under this deadly
Insult, feeling it the more becauso the
earth was yot fresh over hin two last
patienta. is offensive deflance of their
authority was the tacitly understood
signal for a concerted rally of the rescu-
ers, Instinctively they drew nearer fo-
gether, and one said:

MOANING ON HIS RUDE COUCH.

“Come, come, Weaver, this Is no way
te do. We are here in the friendliest
spirit, and are sincerely anxious to have

“Now, that is kind, 1 admit,” said the
hermit, and ho looked at them with a

used
nt:'n‘“ expression
tho"‘lwbukler.
“Yes, wo wish to be kind. We can't

let up you know.”
” do you propose to take

me?”
m?:’ Hillatond ' fas' no" hospiate

“But you have fixed upon some place
for me.,l presumet” qunmul thsplwrh
m‘l:g'n the tone of one about to sur~
‘ L]

“Y-e-s," moke up another, “We

gougkl wa would you to Johns-
wh.
"{h. that's the county seat, isn't it™
“Yes."

“And the county house is ncar there,
Isn't it?"

GIY“.

“Well, that's a enough place for
mw}whomtﬁ:dpm pldou‘t.
Now it is time for you to leave,” and ho
m&w ferred tr:fnthsr and

con :
began to beat upon t}t‘w oar. Feel-
more when Weaver's
l:ﬁd oyes mm them they called
to him that he must consent to go
them, or they would take him by force,

The window opened once more and re-
vealed the gaunt tonnl orl th? l;ornd'i:
grasping a ll)lFllll. nstinctive
lttuck?n‘k party fell back a few |'4u:zo.

The hermit spoke: “I will blow the
head off any man who again lays a hand

upon my door. lam in own house,
onpo::yhn’wu nd'bﬁld lll?gm i.nl not law
enough in ro ¢ o permit you to
enter and lay a hand on awumn \:lao is
neither criminal nor pauper. Had you

come here proffering private charity 1
should have resented it, but 1 should
have respected you. As it is I will kill
you like dnplf you trouble me a mo-
ment more,” And he pointed the
at them in a way that was convincin
Grumblingly they moved away, *
:SM." said l‘o Jjustice, who had a mor-
foar of firearms; “*he's not a pauper,
He owns this ground and he owns the
house, If he won't come with us wil-
ly we shall have to let him alone.”
“He's as orazy as o kite," piped up two
or three olhers, anxious to cover up their
ht to be confined as a
" said the doctor, in w
still runkled Weaver's poisoned

"m&maauwm in o crestfallen

"
A/

“He
ous

m%?om tlmuu:u‘h:dh;

a'# 3

with | It

they wonia “r‘ themseives out o ao
uwnln. for him again,

woeoks later, when the weather
was bitter cold, Robby Hart, a sturdy
12-yenr-old, rushed into his mother's
sitting room one afternoon, bursting
with n|nwn. +Old Weaver's in town,” he

1texl,

His mother looked up from her sewing
machine with interest, Like everybody
else in Hillsford she knew the history of
the fruitless siege of the hermit's eabin,

“You, he's here; awful sick, too; out
of his head, and is lying on the floor in
the back part of Hunt's grocery. They're

in' to send him o the poorhouse at
j:-lmsinwn."

“Not in this terrible weather,” said
Mrs, Hart, looking nlarmed,

“Yes; right off.  There's no place here
for him, they say."”

“No place for a poor old sick man In
all Hillsford? We are not so bad as that,
Robby, | nm sure.”

“Oh, but T heard Jud
Deacon White and all o
It's settled.”

Markle and
them say so,

~

= G vy
“I WILL KILL YOU LIKE poas."

“Perhaps not," sald Mra, Hart na she
began to put on her bonnet and cloak,
Bhe was, perhaps, the poorest person of
refinement and education in the town
and the most benevolent, She was a
widow, whose only dower were a boy of
19 and a girl of 0 years. By mwini -
most nlf t and day she managed to keep
the wolf out of sight.

Accompanied by Robby she went over
to Hunt's to see the hermit, and ot once
knew that he waas sick unto death. As

Johnstown drew up at the door Mra.
Hart touched the arm of Judgoe Russell,
who seemed to be clothed with more
authority just then than any of the other
“prominent citizens” who hovered about,
and said:

“I will take care of Weaver if you will
send him to my house. He is a very sick
man, already tly exhausted his
gumoy down the mountain. The drive

Johnstown might kill him.*

“Really, Mra. Hart, you're always do-

too much for others. Young Dr,

y was in here a bit ago, and he said
the old fellow oughtn't to be moved po
far. But you'd better think twice before
you take him. He'l be an awful

“I know that,” she answered; “but I
will take him and do the best I can for
him.” Bo the hermit was put upon the
slod and delivered at Mr, Hart's like a
bale of merchandise. The widow's un-
selfishness kindled a tem flame of
the same nature in other

passed
old e DPr. Clay alone re-
mained Talthful. The donationsof others
had dwindled down toadvice. All inall

care of, k man.
m?kmt m to bam::: .y:]cm"u' cent. I"indln.gdhiﬂ‘flf in n home who;:
" i do reflnement an valled,
B T S0 P BSRSR TS e W | T e (e WA G Do o0 net
h"Why. why—take y:m wl;u you will ulnll .l.oll:r;lhl‘hh ‘ Hw to
cared course,” | © e, He gend-
J:i'uba Ilo&gim ally and charmingly, and seemed pos-

sessed of as much ormation as

gt

0 Y
umleruu‘mﬂ.gacuof the tailor and
the barber. He did not look a day over 485,

He was well now, but he showed
no

oy

l‘ to return to his mon‘luv-
a 0, 80 far as any one ou Mra
lmt‘l home kne'w. :

ford was t ";Jﬁ%‘f‘ mpmd' d
wis bus 1y ts ts an
mﬂng up leﬂvitlal. At Mrs. Hart's
‘W.-Tnnuom were on & scale so
simple that they were almost pathetic,
Two days re Christmas the town

had something new to talk about. A
middle aged gentleman and lady of the
u class, apparently, arrived at the
Moﬂl hotel and asked for Weaver,
While they rested and dined they were
regaled with the story of the hermit's
gueer doings, the ineffectual attempt o
send him to the poorhouse, the widow
Hart's interference and everything.
Then they were piloted to the Hart door,
and for two days afterward; although
the town was almost eaten up by curios-
ity, it could find out nothing at all about

them,
on Christmas
cle.

t the whole
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THEIR CHRISTMAS GIFT,
Our readers will be surprwed and gratified to

the sled which was to transport him to| 1g

CAPITAL CITY COURIER — CHRISTMAS NUMBER.
A ———————— .

Jearn that Mra URroiIne AN WEA marmen
before last to Mr. Viecent 11. Weaver, of

York. The took place at the brida's
hoie at B o'clock. W wister, M O P,
Btovenson, and aleo of New York,

and two or three of the bride's closest friends
were the only guests,

M Hart, now Mr. Weaver, as everybody
anows, 4 one of the most highly respected ladies
of Millsford, Although far from rich, she has
beon philanthroplo to an extrmordioary degree

Every one knows how Weaver, the hermit, fell
wlok one day early in the wintor whon he came
Into town to buy some supplies, and Mra. Hart had
him removed to her cottage to prevent his being
taken to the county house at Johinstown. Put not
until recently did any one know that Herman
Weaver the it, and Viocent . Weaver the
colebrated author were one and the same.

It has boon belleved that our hermit
had been the victlm of some cruelty at Cupid's
hands, and for this reason had deserted the so-
clety of his fellow men. We learn from good
authority that this diagnosis was incorrect. e
lived in his mountaln cabin becauss he could there
devote himmself to the work of writing his books
without the risk of being lured away by any of
the thousand diversions which tempt him from
histoll in the city. His character of semisavage
wins assumed Lo protect him from intraderms.

Mr, Weaver roally did not live In his mountain
lodge half the time he was supposed to.  Often,
for months Wwgrether, ho would be abwont, mixing
with the wits and litteratours of the metropolis.
He has even been soveral times to Europe, while
tho people of Hillsford supposed bhim o be within
his wolltary cabin

Ecoentric e is, 1o ba sure. For Iostancs, we
haye been told that beforoe he spoke of marriage
to Mre. Hart ho put $90,000 (o her name in & sube
stantinl New York baok and sottled s bandsome
sutn upon each of her two ehildron. e wished
to make ber independent before the question of
marriage was dincussed, and he considersd her
entitls to all he could do for her for having taken
him to hior home, thereby saving his life when he
wan at doath's door

This ks & troe love mateh, without doubt. Their
Clirtstmas gift s the very best In Banta Claus'
[::-k It ia labeled “Love,” and comprebends the

Lot |

it of earth and a portion of heaven
Mr. Weaver niade a filnal trip to his cabin on the
mountaln the other day, and wrote across its door
In big letters, It is not good for man to be alope.™
My, and Mrs. Weaver will bulld s splendid house
hero for thelr siimmer home, but will spead their

winterw In Lew York. They left yesterday to
Mrlsh the season thera,  We wish thow every hap-
plness under the sun,

This startling plece of news caused
many an oye to ‘lﬂ'lﬂl(l(‘ when it was
read. I always thought that Mrs. Hart
was a designing thing, Sly, oh, so sly,
I'll warrans uhninuwtlmt Weaver wasa
rich man or she never would have tuken
him in,” said a woman who, only a
month lwl‘urc'. had expressed the fear
that the widow “would have old Weaver
on her bands for life."

"LONG AFORE | KNOWED."
BY JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY,

This delicious gem of the Hoosler poet
here presented, with due apologies to

Judge, which first printed it;

Jew' a little bit o feller—1I remember still—

Ust to almost ery fer Christmas, like a youngster
will

Fourth o' |.Ilu19"l nothin' to it!—New Year's aln't &
smell!—
Easter Sunday--Clrous day—jes’ all dead In the
shell!
Lordy, though! at night, you know, to set around
i hwar

and
The old folks work the story off about thealedge
and deor,
And “Santy* skootin' round the reof, all wrapped
in fur and fuss—
Long afore
1 knowed who
“Santy Clauns" wus!
Ust to walt, and set up later & wook er two ahead:
Couldn't hardly keep awake, per wouldn't go to
bed:

Kittle stewin® on the fire, and Mother settin’ near
Daruin® socks and rockin® in the akreeky rocking

cheer:

Pap gap', and wemder where it wuz the money
wont,

And quar'l with his frosted bheels, and spill his
liniment:

And we a<ireamin’ sleigh bells when the cloak ‘ud
whir and buss -
1 knowed who
*“Santy Claus" wus!

Blzs the firoplace, and figger how “Old Samty™
Manage to coma down the chimbly, ke they sald
bhe would:

Wisht what 1 could hide and see him—wondered
what he'd say

Ef he ketched a feller layin® fer him thataways?

But 1 bet on him, and liked him, same as of he had

Turned to pat mo on the back and say, “Look &

hers, my lad:
Here's uyml-j-‘ he'p yoursel like all good
b" ™

Long afore
I knowed who
“Santa Claus" wus

Wisht that yarn wus trus about him as it ‘peared
1o be—

Truth made out o' lles like that-un's good enough
fer mo,
Wisht 1 still wuz so confidin' I could jes' go wild
Over bangin' up my stockin's like the little child
Clmbin’ in my lap to-uight, and beggin' me to tell
*Bout them reindesrs, and “Old SBanty" that she
loves no well;
I'm balf sorry for this Mitle-girleweetheart of
et
ore
Bho knows who
“Santy Claus" lal

Launeh of the Future,

The first of a fleet of electrically propelled
boats has been launched in the Thames, in
London. [t will carry eighty passungers at
a rate of six miles an hour, and its machinery
has nothing in common with the mechanism
that has driven vessels since the time of
Watt and Fulton. No boller, no steam, no
coal, no smoke, no heat, no soot or cinders,
no ashes; simply & store of the electrie Quid,
ready to be converted into power at the pres-
sure of the hand—the ideal motive power for
water craft. The near future must witness
the adoption of this force for the propelling
of mmall vessels over short routes, and subse-
quent improvements in the slorage of eleo-
tricity must render (ts services available for
pleasupe boats over long routes, Nothing
except the enchanted oarpet of the Arabian
Nights coulid be more desirable than a pretty
launch, fitted with an electric motor capable
of keeping it going throughout a summer
day's continuance, There are little fellows
cutting their first teeth today who will own
such a launch, and read with pitying sur-
prise of the clumsy craft their fathers termed
pleasure boats, in which an iron kettle full of
hot water and a fire box full of smoky, scoty
conl occupled balf the available space, —Pitts-
burg Bulletin,

Willow and Willow Wares,

The willow ware industry has been slowly
Increasing in our eastern states of lute years,
but s as yeb In Ita infancy. The immense
unutiliged areas of land along our many
rivers, portions of the sea const, and of some
uplands and prairies not suitable for any
other agrioultural pursuit, invite cap and
energy to invest in the production of osier,
chiefly for the manufacture of basket ware,
Aceording to the census of 1580, there were
in the country S04 willow ware establish-
ments, with a capital of §1,852.017, engag-
ing 8,119 bands, paying annually the sum
of $667,405 for wages, and producing §1,002,-
81, Tbe value of materials consumed was
8807081, of which, however, but a on

J was produced here.  The importation of both

raw and manufactured material will be
greatly reduced, and the demand for willow
ware materially increased, if the profit to be
derived from a systematic production of osier
becomes onoe JeMter gensrally nnderstood,—

Insect Life,

(YRAND ¢« XMAS ¢« SALE

OF HANDKERCHIEFS, MUFFLERS, APRONS,

FANS, BASKETS, PILLOW SHAMS, BED SETS,
FURS, EIDER-DOWN COMFORTERS, AND A
THOUSAND OTHER USEFUL ITEMS APPRO-
PRIATE FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

We invite special attention to our line of
BLACK SILKS from $1.00 to $2.25 per yard,
fully guaranteed.

Ashby & Millspaugh.

—n
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Diamond Drug Store

Where can now be found the choicest and finest line of HOLIDAY
GOODS in the City.

0

The varlety embraces the

~ Tandsomest Plush GGoods,

Such as Manicure Setts, Toilet Cases, Sachets, Perfume Cabinets, and dozens
of other articles, This New Pharmacy has the purest and finest line of
Drugs in the City, and all

Prescriptions are Carefully Compounded,

At reasonable prices. A clerk will answer all calls at any hour of the night.

Night Bell at right side of front door.

We. B, HOWRRD, Diamond Druggist,

New Zehrung Block. Cor. r2th and N.

—
Le Figaro Illustre,

Grand hristmas

Paris Iustre,

DOUBLE London Graphie.
N k .

Holiday Issues ex York Miror :

London News.
oF THE -
llustrated % Puck and Judge.
X Publications O AT
ARE NOW IN, c.,‘.}?.'m.&“ o of
Periodicals, which wo
;,:‘ lk‘; at publishers’
They make Fine

I. C. WISE & CO
Presents. " P -4

CARRY THE NEWwWS!

H C. MCARTHUR & SON.

e HAVE OPENED A BEAUTIFUL LINE OF —

HORIDAY - GOQDS

7O SEE IS TO PURCHASE., VISIT THE

"PEOPLE'S DRUG STORR”

— ) P e

McARTHUR & SON, 11th and N Streets.

Ghe Heautiful in et

Is ever altractive, and a Fine Photo is a thing of beauty and a joy forever,

kuch is the work of

H, W. KELLEY & €O,
lsincoln’s Eeading Photographers.

Their work needs no extensive advertising, for such superb Pllulngrupln
always speak more for them than columns of advertising, Specimens alwayw

cheerfully shown,

Call and See Us. 1026 O Street.
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