CHRISTMAS
I Eore;
Winds whistle
whrill,
Tey and chill,
Little care we;
Liitls we femr
Watther with-
o,
Sheltered aboot

"L OMG AFORZE | KNOWED."
BY JAMES WHITCOMEB RILEY.

This deficious gem of the Hoosier poet
= hera presented, with due apologies to
Judge, which first printed it:

Jes' a little bit o° fefler—1 romember stili—

Ust to alimost cry for Chiristmas, like a youngster
wilk

Fourth o" July’'s nothin® to ft!—New Year'sain't a
amet] ' —

Easter Sunday—Cireus day—jes’ all dead in the
shelit

Lordy, thouazh! at night, you know, to s=t around
and hear

The old follss work thestory off about the sledge |
mnd deor,

And “SBanty" skontia' roand ths roof, all srapped
fn fur amd! fuzz— |

I afore

= B 1 knowed who

“Santy Clans™ wur!
Cet to wait, and set ap inter & wosk or two alesud:
Couldnt bardiy bvep awake, ner woukint go to
bed:

Kittle stewin® on the fire. and Mother settin® near
Daruin’ socis and rockin® la the skreeky rocking
cheer: -
Pop gap’, and wonder where it wuz the money
wenl,
And<guar] with bis frosted hoeels, and spill his
linimant:
And we a<ireamin’ sleigh beils when the clock "ud
whir and buzz— .
Long afore
1 knowed who |
“Santy Clams™ waz! l
Eize the fireplaco, and fizger bhow “Ok Sanry™ l
could
Manago 1o come Jown the chimbly, like they sald
b wombd: d
Wisht that | conld hide and see him—wondered |
what he'd say 1
Ef be ketched a feller layin' fer him thatavrays?
Bt I bet on him, and liked him., samne ss of he had
Turned to pat ;o on the back and say, *Look a
bere, my lad:
Hera's my peck—jes” he'p yourse’l like all good
“bays does !

“Santa Claus’ wue.

Wisht that yarn suz true about him as it "peared |

w0 be—

Truih mads out o° lies like that-un's good encugh
fer me

Wisht 1 =il wuz w0 confidin’ [ coudd jos* go wild I

Cver hangin™wp my stockin’s likke the little child |

Climbin® In my e~ *o-night, aml bozzin® me to tell

*Bout them roindiess, and Okl Santy™ that she
lorees & well; .

I'm baif serry for this littlegirlswectheart of
his— 1

Loog afore
Fhe koows whe
“Santy Claus™ is!

@& wmapd soe sweete,
@ 8yrd soe neate,
@End gt;:irc of §olfpday checre.
friends we'ff mecic ‘
@End wit§ fand clasy greets,
Bor Xmas now is Heve, ’

- —

ment, about the curious reciu!’

——_dans. It lifted him from the .

e ma

HILLSFORD'S HERMIT.

A CHRISTMAS STORY, NOT ATTER THR
REGULATION PATTERN,

o+
*TLLSFORD is a protty little
village on a river as. pure as
truth, in the heart of the
Iresquissus  valley, with
mountains walling it in
north and south. At the time
I write of it had all the requisites of a
thriving town, including a population

| which dripped with self satisfaction.
This verv comfortable commodity was |

g0 densze and universal that it fairly cov-
ered the place like a fog.

Hillsford s most remarkable citizen was
a hermit, an unkempt and eccentric in-
dividdnal, who lived in a ecabin high up
on the North mountain, and wns known
as Okl Weaver." In winter, when the
foliaze was less abundant, his small
dwelling could be seen from the village,
a little speck of crude architecturs, the
smaoke from which curlad sometimes into
the very sky. It was pointed out to vis-
ftors, who were told, withont loss of

| time, of the hermit, his civilization defy-

ing habitz and unspeakable appearance.

But it was diffienlt to exhibit the man
himaell. He came down to the village
at infrequent intervals and then tarried
only long enomigzh to procuro some simple
necessities and departed without holding
speech with any one.  The townspeople
bad tried] to break into the privacy of Lis
home without avail. They had been re-

Ised with looks and gestures which

spivedd fear and helped to confirm the
opinion that ““Old Weaver was erazy and
had better be let alone.™

And surely no man in his right mind
could live the life he lived. His bair and
whiskers showed no vespect for the pre-
vailing (ashion in hirsute trimming, and
his clothes were a slap at all decent gar-
ments,  He marvely spoke at all, but swhen
be did his words were briefness itself.

In summer they who went near his
ecabin pometimes found him sitting out-
side reading the Bible, an occupation
fl'll'mn which they could not easily divert

im.

This caused some to decide that he

{ was *“‘a religions erank,” and helped to

dissipate the theory that he had com-
mitted some terrible crime, Ilillsford
was full of wonder about the hermit's
past lifo and antecedents, but as there
was absolutely no way of finding out it
was obliged to remain in cruel ignorance.
All it know about him was that several
years before the time I speak of he had
arrived in the village, purchased a piece

'of land omn the top of th¢ mountain,
| reared a cabinand beguna life of solitude |

perfectly incomprehensible to the people
of the valley.

At last they mostly settled down to
the belief that “Old ‘Weaver had been
crossed in love.,” Everybody knew that
love, if it did not ran smoothly, could
upset people completely. This gave him |
exceptional interest in the eyves of the
young and sentimental, although the
most imoginative among them could not
picture him as having ever been a per-
gonage capable of inspiring the divine

| lunacy. |

Never were they fully sensible of his
value as a romantic ﬂﬁnm until after he
had been “*written up” for a New York
journal. A mnewspaper correspondent, |
on his summer vacation, wandered into
Hillsford. and. of course, soon heard
about the hermit, since ha was all there
was outside of the usual and uninterest-
ing in tho place,.  He at onco spags

umn and o half of solide

mostly spoculation, tinged < wnpareil,

wilth semti-

I aignified

Thia had a I
Yo Miltord-

g'r‘nd result,
tho old man in the minds of

< old mountainesr to ¥

hermit. ‘with estracndingrr . occenteic
-I .ilm .

S—

alto do. Wo nre hero in,

sentimental |

fty, but it ended
exactly the kindg

WS one to e

n the hm:n of the hermit's last
winter on ntain some hun
driven by cold to his eabin, entered
found h m;::ing on l'x‘nh ,mdo %
They spread news ford,
*the authoritiea” conferred

ot abould they do with bim? - Nobody
what shou | 8 ¥ do wit m
eonld go up to his on the mountuin
to take care of him: kis wretched dwell-
ing contained no comforts.  And nobody
wanted to take him into his home.
There was the county honss, where all
[:;ltwm were gent, but that was near

CcOUNtY seat, seven miles nway.

They who were most outspoken in the
matter of having him *‘looked after™ and
' who owned the and most com-
| fortable houses, “hemmed and hawed"

when it came to a question of taking

him in. Some one, in n moment of hu-

mane feeling, suggested that the seven

miles’ journey to the poorhouse might
| prove dangerous to the sick man, and
! might even throw serions blame on those
who bocame responsible for it.

However, after much thought and
mrore talk had been put upon the subject,
the poorhonse faction prevailed, and the
fiat went forth that Old Weaver must be
taken charge of by the county, willing or
unwilling.

'l‘ht-i Pxpt;dilion st fnnl:| the m
morning. It waa nei v com
of ‘“the malh(u'itin':.{“ 0131051?{.* hard
headed and dietatorial personages, with
that degree of heartlessness peculiar to
the class known as *‘prominent citizens.™
A beavy snow lny upon the ground, and
the mountain roads were unbroken, A
big sled, generously supplied with straw
and lunch baskets, was moade ready.

The departureof this hermit capturing
expedition was an event. The postofiice
loafers gazed upon the imposing specta-
cle with envy in their hearts. though
they cheered the noble ilanthropists
roundly. The people at the coier drug
store wero all outside waving their hats
|and making other demonstrations of
| good  will Il;;' interest. The _1":“!1:

Mnners at Simpson's  grocery el

their tobaceo firmily between their teeth

ey

| and their hands in their trovsers’ pockets |
This was their |

las the sled went by,
| manner of expressing a very warm in-
[ terest. Woraen watched from doors,
| windows ar | porches, a8 women always
'do, and a swarm of enthusiastic

boys bung on to the sled until driven
back when halff a mile out of town,

The philantl
cabin lste in the day, after digging their
way through great snowdrifta. Al this
heroic exertion made them feel more
dominant in spirit than ever. The
first rapon the hermit's door had the
sound of authority in it. delivered as it
was by the formidable fist of the town
marshal, backed by the approbation of

| grasping a
| attacking party

| enter and lay a

have
| you like dogs if

| at them in a way that was convincing,

|
|
|
|
|

|
I
|

reachod Weaver's |

very l

the other prominent citizens who accom- |

panied him.

There was no rt-nronﬂ-.

The expression of decision on the mar-
shal's fnce deepenad as he bogan to bent
upon the door with both fists and kick
it with the thick soles of his tremendous
boota,

Still there was no answer.

While they were parleving about
whether it was time to nss the nx er
not the closed shutter of the hermit’s
single window opened, revealing his
haggand face, in which blazed a pair of

10U L it to
“Well, what

*‘ﬂ‘%wh&‘wh kind. We can't
let you perish up here, you know."
“Well, where do you propose to take

me?"

“Hem, h'm: w
you see Hillsf
SE0I ol BiVe fizaBupon #lEe place

' ¥ o x
q oned the her-

gn ::. Weaver—

for me, | |
mit, in the tone of one about to sur-
render.

“Y.o4," spoke up anothet. “Wa

thought we would take you to Johns
town."

\h. that's the eounty seat, lsn't it#
(1] 'm-"

“And the county house is near there,
fsn't it
.a'ﬁ

“Well, that's a good enough place for
rny one who wants to go there. pl don’t.
Now it is time for you to leave,” and he
shut the window.

The besiegers conferred t her and
ngain began to beat upon the . Feel-

more courngeous when Weaver's |

wild eyes were not on them they ealled
to him that he must consent to go with
them, or they wonld take him by force, |

The window opened once more and re-
vealed the gaunt form of the hermit
mIFun. Instinetively the |

ell back & few paces.

The bhermit spoke: 1 will blow the
hend off any man who again lays a hand
upon my door. [am in my own house,
on my own ground, and there is not law |
enough in the republic to permit you to
on a man who is
neither criminal nor panper. Had you
vome here proffering vate charity 1
should bhave resented it, but 1 should

respected you. As it is I will kill

you trouble me & mo-
And he pointed the gun

ment more.”

Grumblingly they moved away. “He's
t,” snid the justice, who had a mor-
tal fear of firearms: “he’s not a pauper.
He owns this ground and he owns the
house, If he won't come with us wil- |
lingly we shall have to let him alone.”
“He's a8 cruzy a8 o kite,” piped up two
or three others, anxious to cover up their
chagrin.

“He ought to be confined as a danger-
ous lunatic,” said the doctor, in whose
bosom still rankled Weaver's poisoned
arrow,

They reached Hillsford in a erestfallen
frame of mind, ull agreeing that the lher-
mit might die n dozen times over before
they would "rul. themselves out™ to do
anvthing for him again. |

wo weels later, when the wenther
was bitter cold, Robby Hart, a sturd
1&-vear-old, . rushed into bis mothers
sitting room one afternoon, bursting
with news. “Old Weaver's in town,” he
panted.

His mother looked up from her sewing
machine with interest.  Like everyvbody
clse in Hillstord she knew the history of
the fruitless stege of the hermit's cabin

“Yesq. he's here; nwiul sick, too: out |
of his head, and is Iying on the loor in
the back part of Hunt's grocery. Theyre

goin’ to send him to the poorhouse at
| Johinstown.”™

eves whose wrathful lightning fairly an- |

nihilated the prominent citizens,

“What do you want?™ he asked, after
n moment of discomfiting silence;, as
they stood, wordless, under the spell of
his unspoken anger.

“We heard you were sick,” said the
marshal,

Well?™

“We knew vou would need help,” said
the justice of the peace, “and so came
to try to Jdo something for vou."

“You have put yourselves to unneces-
sary trouble. 1 want nothing.”

“But our duty as citizens will not
allow usto let a fellow being suffer,”
sanid Deacon Whita.

“*Your first duty iz to mind your own
business,” said tho hermit.

“Here is Dr. Horsefly, who will hel
vou right off, if vou will let ua "

Mr. Smollett, also a prominent citizen.
The doctor stood silent, medivine cose in
hand, the rigidity of the regulars code
reventing his doing any trumpeting on
18 owi aocount. !

“When [ am weary of life I shall send
for Dr. Horsefly. Until then he must
excuse me,” returned the hermit, with
something like merriment dancing in his
wild eves,

The doctor colored under this deadly |
insult, feeling it the more becauso the |
carth was v+t fresh over his two last |
patients, is offenrive deflance of their
authority was the tacitly understood
signal for a concerted rally of the rescu-
ers. Instinctively they drew negrer to-
gether, and one said:

MOANING ONX KIS RUDE COUCH.
“Come, come, Weaver, his is no way

est
snxious to have
are a man.

spirit, and aro
vor1 taken care of,

“Not in this terrible weather,” said
Mrs. Lart, looking alarined.

“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, 1 am sure.”

“Oh, but 1 heard Juidge Markle and
Deacon White and all of them say so.
s settlel”

-I.Z]

: | '
"I WILL KILL ¥YOU LIKE DOGS.”
“Perhaps not.,” said Mra. Hart as she
began (o put on her bonnet and eloak.
She was, perhaps, the poorest porson of
retinement and education in the town
and the most benevolent. She was a
?-2“0‘;' w I:uis:;;mol, dower ;;m a boy of
and a girl years. -‘2% al-
most night and she manuge}
ceompan mlhl went over
to Hunt'a Wﬂz’h&nﬂ. and nt once l
knew A%as sick unto death. As/
the sled w Tich was to

\

who seemed
authority just then than any of the other
“mmdﬁm" who hovered about,
an s

*I will take care of Weaver if you will
send him to my house. He is a very sick
man, already his

tly exhausted by
ourney down tm mountain, The drive
Johnstown nuﬁhl. ill "
“Really, Mrs. Hart, you're always do-
Ing too much for others. Yo Dr. |
Clay was in here n bit ago, and he said |
the old follow oughtn't to be moved so |
far. But you'd better think twice before |
you take him. He'll be an awful |

) | that,” sho answered; “but 1
take him and do the best 1 can for

ﬁ'“-qgodmw

| under the good offices of the t

:]:hl'!'liu: up foativities. At Mrs Hart's
L

i

omnt.  Finding himself in o home where
refinement and _kindness prevailed, he
fell into the ways of its inmate: ns nat-
urally as if he had been necustomed to
civilizntion all his life. He talked geni-
ally pnd charmingly. and scemed pos-
sessed of as much information as an

man of the world. Clad in his
mind and conventional clothes, he
his chameter of hermit entirely, Man
of the signs of age, wo, had disa; n{l
and

the baorber, Hedid not look aday over 45,
He wa quite well now, but he showed

nes {!i-?-u-itlull to return to  his semi-aav-

:.:_i.::.n life, 5o far as any one outside of Mrs.
art s

home kuew.
e
Christmas was Jm at hand. Hills-
ford was busy buyi its presents and

e proparations were on a8 scale so
simple that they were almost pathetie.

Two days lefore Christmas the tmrn]
had something new o talk about. A
middle sl gentleman and Indy of the
upper «olass, u;]-pnmnll_v. arrived at the
lMIun-r.i hotel and asked for Weaver.

;t:uu.aly to;'u of the I::m
t consistod of one struggling strees,
bonutifled by five r =, each
splendid specimen of e
contasted wrongly with the Tows
the Corn Exchange, suxd the Markes
which were modern buildings, and unplessant
to loak at.

“Mr. Stadilen,” said Mr. Dawbnrn to the
voung gentlenoan of sporting appearance,
“1 have totalk 1o you, sir, very seriously;
sit down, if vou plense.™

Mr, Stodden sat (n a chalir os If it vere
saddie, shut one sye knowingly, and ex-
amined the thong of hia whip with the other:

“Mr. Sigdden,” continned thé banker
solemnly, **1 have been informed that yoo
hkave overdrann your necouunt to the nmoant
of " —

“Yes: 1 know nll about that, governor,”
broke in Mr. Stodden.  “I've boen told so
twice”

i

While 1hey rested and dined they were
regalied with the story of the bermit's
queer doings, the ineffectual attempt to
send him to the poorhouse, the w
Hart's imterference and
Then they were piloted to the Hart door,
and for two dayvs afterward, although
the town was alnost eaten up by curios-
itl.‘y. it could find out nothing st all about
them.

It got the whole story on Christmas
from The Weekly Chronicle. |

i Sl. A )
W hd;’ =S\

THEIR CHRISTMAS GIFT.

Onir readers will b surpriss) asd pratifed o |
learn that Nrs Carolioe Fart was marvied  might |

befiore last to Mr Vineent 1. Weaver, of New |
York The ceremony took piace at the bride's |
homent # polock  The groom's sister, M . P
Bteverson, and bor hushand, also of New York, |
end two or thrve of the bride's closest fricmds |
wire the only guesta |
Mra Mot now Mra Wenver, an et ¥ |
knows, s one of the most highly ladlies
of Hillsfosl Although far from rich. sho hos
been philasthropic to an extmondinary degree

Fyery oow bnows how Weaver, the hermmit, fell i
| sick ons day carly in the winter when he came |

Into town to hay some mapplics, and Mrs. Hart had |

him el o e cottage to prevent  his being
taloen 1o The counly bouse nt Johnstown.  But not
netil recently did any one know that Herthan |

celebrated aut hor were ope and the same.

everything. |

1 therefore gave directions tint the nexs
time yon presenzod n check, vou shoald be.
shomrn I bere to me.” sald the Lenker,

“Thot is—a eneck of mF owndrawing.™

“Quite s0.™

“Well, now [ am here,” snid Mr. Studden,
goading the side of his imaginary borse with
his left beel; “respectful comps, and should
like to know your littls game, What's to Le

donef
“My, den, 1 have known you from a
SWell, I know that.”

“ A1 T now ses you a rained man™——
“Hold bard, Mstilda," interrupted Stnd-

'den: “not ruined—pushed for the moment—

ou my krces, but not staked  [I've been un-
Incky on the races this last year—unlucky at
play. Why, last night | lst a pot at loo,
uml then that girl bebaved to me in™——

Mr. Studden,” said the banker, closing his
eves, 1 eannot listen to a eataiogue of your
cri—eri—improdences.  } am the father of &
family, and™—

“Cot that, " hroke in the amiable
My Studden. What | want is mouey, and
not preaching —no preaches and fozges too.
Thi= is the state of tho odds. I've overdrawn
my account, good: will you let me bave
some more! tin, 1 mean.  If you will, 1 am
sure to retrieve myself. I've somso splendid
things on, but must have the ready—ti—id-
dity—rhino.” X

“Mr. Stipdden,” said Mr. Dawbarn, *Ido
pot understand yoar jargon, por is such lan-
guage tho sort of thing [ am accustomed to
bear. You Eave lost the fortune left you by
your father in gambling, borse racing, and
—and the like. For thoe last seven years I
bave seen going to irretrievable roin. As yon
bad n lonz minority, and no friends to advies
vou, | bave tried to belp you, but I
regret to say, your complels ruin is inevita-
ble —inevitahle.™

“Bet yoo fifteen to one it isn’t” said Mr
Strodden.

“What you oweme,” contimmed the banker,
not noticing the imtermption—“what
pwo me | siiall pever tronble vou for.™

“Hless yon!” said the irreverent Stodden.

My, Dawbari's face reddened.  “3Mr. Stod-
den,” be choked out, “1 am not accustomed
to be treated with rudeness, and 1 don’t mean
to begin wow, | would bave given you scme
ndvies, sir.™

“Don't waut it, thank you.”

“(Food advice, parental advice; but it will
be of no vse, | can sea.™

s XNot a bin.™®

“1 shall leave yon thercfore to the

g 1 Weacer the hermit, and Viocent H. Weaver the*| 6f your carcer of proflizacy, and

it—
1m"=Mr. Dawbarn stlmmun;i-:ir ha

may

It hiaw beons genwerally belivved that our hermit | felt that bo was Mn‘.m“.m

the -
%?u}%' Ia always the Year of Our Imt

| Bad beess the victlm of some crnelty at Copld's

.| bands, andd for this renson had deserted the so-

(viety of his fellow mien. Wo loarn from good
nuthority that this diagnosis was incorrect. HHe
livwd L fbs montstain cabin becanse be could there
derote himsell to the work of writing his books
without the risk of being lured away by any of
the thousand diversions which tempt him from
bis toll In thecity. His chamcter of

wna asties] Lo pfotect bim from intraders,

Mr. Wearer veally did pot live In his moantain
loddige hall tho timo be was su to. Often,
for montha togeither, ho wotld absent, mixing
with the wits and litterateurs of the
He hos even been several times to Enrope, while
the people of Hilleford suppossd bim to be within
his solitary cabin.

Excentric bo is, to e sure,
have been told Lant before
to Mre Hart he put $00,000
stantial New York bank

Christmas gift Is the very best o
It s labeled "In:'v.-.;::llnd
sirt of earth and a

Mr \?\‘ler made a flaal trip to his cabin on the
mountaiu the sther day, and wrote across its door
In big lotters, It is not good for man to be alone.*
Mr. and Mre. Weaver will build o splendid houss
here for thelr summer homne, but will spetd their
winters In New Yorke They left yesterday to
finkah the seanon thero.  Wo wish them every bap-
plivesa undor the sun,

This startling plece of news caused
many an eye to rude when it was
read. *Y always thought that Mrs. Hart
WS o dmim:mi:hin% S‘l&'. oh, so sly.
I'll warrant ehe knew that Weaver wasa
rich man or she never would have taken
him in,” said a woman who, only a
month before, had ex the fear
that tho widow *“would have old Weaver
on kex hands Tor life.™

GERTRUDE GARRISON.

Beautiful and right it is that gifts and
wishes should fill the air like snow
beauntiful

kes at Christmas tide. © And
is the yrar in its and in its
—mosz beautiful and b because

mesting —“may it prove to youn that—that—
that™—

“Out with it, governor,” sakl the iosolent
young sporting man.

“No, sir, 1 will not out with it,” said the
banker, majestically. “I will not say whas
1 was going tosay.”

““Ave yon quite clear what you were going
to egy T inguired the young man, who re-
spected neither nge por wealth. =

Mr. Dawbarn covered bLis defeat grandly.
“1 will not detain you any longer. Mr. Stad-
den.” Herang thobeil. “1 wish you good
day, sir; my servant will show you out.™

"'h:r,r good, governor,” said Alr.

dismountiog from his chair, or saddle. “Yon

“Mnuro, how goes itF
“How do you do, Mr. Bmaddear inquired

the clerk.
“Don't U3 i cach a bwrry. Wl how i
tun, elf™
Ay, Ed—I"—
“Dou't be afraid, my boy. I'm not the

e

L
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