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The shadowy desest, unflregquented woods,
]l better brook than flourishing peopisd towns:
Thete can ne, Unssen of any,
And 3 the e catipininibE notes
Tene my distresses, and rorord my woes
s krapoare.
Removed from the haunts of men, iiving
solitury and alone. i the sublect of this
sketvh—EAwin emern, the Hermit of
Weoendiawn. Obscured by trecs, overgrown
by vines and surrounded by a dense thick-
et of verdy F-and-a-half cot.
iis home. Leawv-
' er at Madmont or
n punging Inta the wild
woods for (he mntter or a mile or 80, ODe
may find this qulet, gentls man.
him who in the love of nature holds
mmunion wilh her visdbls 1
A in i
Flye has n! glsdnom, and & ‘emils
And eloguence d ahe glides
icio his darier with a 7
And pentlc »y that steals cway
Thedr shury = r - |* mware
It was thus Eiwin Kemera found fo
Wearied of the bustie of iife. where men
irsvel the pac that kills; tired of the
emptiness of human soc'ety the bol-
lowness and hypocrisy of men; longlng for
that awent salitude where Nature “'speaks
a various language,” Kemern sought the
woods, for there in rest apd prace. Fa-
tigued with the grinding exactions of toll,
he scught this peacefu! cot, where he
m'ght be alone, where there I8 surcease
frem fret and worry and care.
A Discovery.

It was a warm June day, when the wrl-
ter, trudging along duety pathways de-
sonied an opening throurh the tangled un-
dorbrosh to what appeared to be o vacant
house. Neglected vines unpruned for
many & year, ran mmpant cver the outer
wella The hinds wers tghtly closed.
The panes of glnss of what had once been
& window In o dogr were missing—a jack
partly supplird by weather-beaten boards
nalled on within, Against the door there
letred a small fir tres, with brown and
desdrned leaves,

To stufl a crark,
To keep the wind nway

The gale wns clows] and tichtly wired
There Is always o peculiar shade of sade
fieas and diosc fon about n pi
loft deseried and alone. No one
by outward appearances, would for a mo-
ment have Imagined that the place was
then & human habitatior. Off to the right
were the sweeplhg visteas of gently unda-
ladng wosllund, bo . In the disanoe,
by the bropd Willamette, that gl'stenod
n the m w #un, ke moiten silver.
Beyond were thote falthful sentinels—St
Helers and Mount Hood In clear relisf
they stood, oullined agninst the bive
Thelr dmdems of trackiews and etermal
EnGws ahone pare and resplendent

Mreiching fnr awny were the lower
peaks of the mounta'r wange, lost in the
distant haze Now and then some happy
bird ‘carcied t» smg of gladness whils
the “drowsy tinklings" of cow belle foll
wpont the ear, Wie somi sweet minor
chorg, in the pastoral melody. The green
leaves rustled with fthe pamsing brreeze,
and the insects hummed, while Marguer-
ites in myTinds *urned their white faces
toward the kindly axure sky

Dmawing nearer, & walk of gray-husd
planks that led ‘round the hones was
discoversd A the renr was o clstern,
coversd with bonrds, and thess wers wel.
At band was & bucket, to which was at.
ched & plece of rope.  Close by was &
amall jar of brown carthenware, The ok
Goor sood ajar. Ti'pon thin the scribe
softly rapped The sound of shufiing
feot came from withic and then the oo
cupAmt appeared. It was the hermit of
Woodinwn.

The Hermit.

The man was no ascetio, with ngled
beir and board. and sour visage AL no,
A pleasant, genial face, kissed by sun-
shine and winds to rich tan. A palr of
large, brown, kindly eres to match the
beard, grown longer on the ehin than on
the cheek, through whick the red blood
giowed with healthful tinge. The heavy

ache &rooped gracefully from the full
lips Behind these gleamed the firmm
as bhe smiled & weloome
. he was a fipe-appearing man

his wery look there was cordlallty. Eo-
couraged by his friendly alr, the man of
the pencll craved of this young bhermit—
he snid be was bur #—a drink of cold
water. and the priviiege of rest In his
coal retreat

“Certalnily,” and he brought out a brim-
ming cup, It ls doubtful whathar the
couling beverage was ever more comfort.
ing. T would ask you m*" he sald half.
apologetically, “but the Place is all topey-
wurvy. Walt & moment; I'll bring you
out a chair.*™

He dsappeared. Somewhere from that
mysteriouws (nterior he brought it forth.
It was a lawn chalr, one of those affairs
with & light but firm framework of wood,
over whirh wnz fastenesd a plece of rong
canvas. It was on fdeal armangement In
which to sit, to lean buck, (o dream
dreams; to take one's alter-dinner siesta
on & Bummer afternoon,

Of Genile Breeding.

Mr. Kemera st down upon the ateps.
He nooepled the proffered clgar, with a
prilte acknowledgment He was evidant-
Iy & man of good breeding. If there was
any of the loe of formality ieft between
us, it was fast being broken

My host miruck a match., As he dM =
the outlines of his hands were shown
They were clearly not those of the toller,
but bespoke a man of fne Instinots and
tastéen. In conversing with him It was no.
ticeable that he used the simplest and
pialnest language possible. He avolded
CORIPE eXpPTeasions,

“1 ke to smoke,” he remarked, meon-
lcally, For a moment or two he puffed
away at his cigar in silence “Away off

B
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here in the wooda," he continued, “T very
midom get A cigar, dbut I have my pipes
~three of them., One bas & cherry-wood
bowi; andther is a brinr, and then I have
my meerschaugn, too. With these, and
a lttle good tobacco—not too strong—I get
along very well. Do you know that a
plpe 13 a great deal of company? 1 pot
much comfort out of my plpes. Tobacco
2 a pretty good friend to bave arcund
when a man's lonesome.”™
Plotaresgue Figure.

Kemema seemed thoroughly to enjoy that
cigar, and he smoked It with the atr of
s connolssenr. As be sat there in the
doorway, he presented a plcturesque and
interesting fAgure. His well-ahaped head
was surmonnted by a queer Httle falt har
It had loog aince been divorced from Ita
band; was low-créwned; had a turned-up
brim, and was sadly battered by the ele.
ments.

He wore & dark, navy-Dlue sweater, with
the regulazon ‘“‘turtle-neck’ tuMmed wup
closely about his throat, slbeit the day
was warm. A pair of dark trousers that
had seen better daye, and old shoes, com-
pleted his attire.

“Don’t you sometimes get lomely out
hers In the wooda™ asked the visitor.

“No., not genernlly. - I like K; it's 0
nice and quiet here.”

“How (o you spend your time? Do you
ever go hunting or fishing?*

“Oh, I den't know; the time seems to
pass some way. To hunt? It's too far
to go whare there's game I don't care
very much for fishing, altnough 1 did go
once aince [ came here 1o live. [ read and
#leap; oat and enjoy my plpé—and rest”—
and he sighed contentedly.

"1 have sometimes thought I'd Mke such
a e wolonteered the newspaper man,
for the sake of saying something, “"What
doc you read—books?"

Reads the Papers.

*No: I get the San Francleseo and tha
big New York Sunday papers, ocoasion.
ally 1 read The Oregondan.'

Then he fell to talking about the recent
tlection. He showed perfect famiMarity
with the subject. He sxplained the numer.
ous tiokets. that wire in the fsid, and
evinced an Intelligene understanding of
the imsues involved. Although no longer
an Integral portion of the great outaide
wor,d, he has by no means lost hia inger-
est In . He seemed giad to have a vis-
itor, and he c¢hatied [reely on warious
toplos.

“Oh, 1 can sleep out here—altep 10 hours
a day, if I want to—and I do 1 go to
bed usually nbout §:35 and I arise when
I plesse.™

"What do you eat? In you do your
own cooking? Hava you a vegetabls
garden™

The young hermit did not present this
triple bombtardment of Interrpgations. As
he talked on, in his low, picasantly moo-
niated tones, one forgot all about his at-
tre. KEnocking the ashes from his cigar,
be answered:

“1 wailk over to Woodlawn ooce a day to
got tho things I want. [ need very iittls

All I get does not amount (0 more than
B a weck, My house rent bn free. I'va
spent considerabia In fixing vp this old
place. I get a little bread and some miik;
sometimes a [tile meat, besldes vegotables
ard frult. I like oranges very much, What
lttls cooking I have to do l» on a con! all
stove. ] manage to get along very well
1 don't bother about & garden.”

“] suppose you do your own washing,
too T

“Yes"” and an amusel smile crossed” hils
features: “that is, meerly. Bome things,
of coursa, 1 send to the laundry.”

Wondering 1T he had any pets about him,
the vistor next inquired:

“Have you a 40f or a cat or anything
of that sort? I should think such would,
prove companionable’

“No; sometimes I've thought I would got
a good dog, but I'm afrald he weouldn'l
say bere long: It might be too guiet for
him."

Then the conversaiion turned upon 4o
in peceamal, and what =ome of the great
writers have sald abou! man's fa'thiul
four-footed companlon. Of course, In such
a matter, all the things Sir Walter Boott
a0 fnely sald about dogs were not for-
gotten.

True Humanity.

*The frouble would be, I fear."” sald
Kemem, thourhtfully, "1f | shodld get a
dog I might have 1o tie him up to keep
him heme. Thet would e wrong: Ko le
always wrong to deprive any lving thing
of Itx lderty.”

How true these words! Elnce time was

young, the buman mmce has vigorously
supportad thie principle. ' Natlons have
struggled for §t: imdividaais Dave will-
ingly died that liberty might live.

When essked If be very often had visi-
tors, Kemera replied:

“Very stldom. Sometimes a boy or two
comets along. Occastonally & man does
80, as you have done™

“Tour made of e, I remarked, “1a 80
wnususal and out of the ordinary that It
really Interesta me. Would you mind teli-
ing me how it was you oame to rptire 10
this apot?

Impertinent as suich a query would bave
stemed to many., Eemerm did not so con-
skier It, for hé said, very frankiy:

“Not at all. You ses, I became tired
of working—tired of mociety: 1 d4!4 not
feel well. There's so much of empll-
mess In f all. Then there's the noise—
the nolve of the city, 1 never llked that;
1 couldn't rest well por sleep. 1 tmought
the matter ali over for 'a Jong time before
I decided. I kept Inoking around to find
& place that was ‘quiet, and that wouwd
sgit me. Fimmily, I bit vpon this. It
caosts me po rent; 1 get the place for tak-
Ing care of 1L

Sinee the Holldayw.

“How long bave you lived here?™

“Since the holldays™

Wil you make this your permanent
home?"

“That depends; 1 can't say as lo that
If 1 should get tired of this sort of life,
I may go away somewhere cite—down into
Callfornin, perhaps.”

“Are you a natlve Ovegonian? Have
you any reiatives around hsre?’ 5

“No; 1 ecaxe from back Enst. My
relatives live there”

Then the conversation turped to the
work-a-day worlkd. Mr. Kemem vaguely
referred to having been an accountant
in Portand, shruggiog his shoulders, ne
though the experience had been dissmste-
ful. He added, with an evident =igh of
relief, as though glad to have escaped the
thrulidom of balance sheets and ledgers:
“But 1 gave it all up to come out here,
to be by myself—t0 rest and slpsp.”

Suddenly springing to him fest, evidantly
having forgotien all about hisa home be-
ing all “topsy-turvy,” be Invited his visl-
tor (o eater the house. There were three
or four rooms In the dwelling. All the
floors ware bare, save bere and theres an
old rug.

Living Quarters.

In the room off his bedroom was an
apartment that &d duty as dining-room.
kitchen, . parior and sitting-room. Mr:

Kemsma admitted that the old house, :

which: bad been  tepantlese for four or
five years, wis rather cold In Winter. In
the brick fireplace were a heap of ashim
and & few pactially burned pileces ol
wood. In one cormer was a gultar, In a
oeat, brown dade. Several fine etchings,
tastofuily Jframed, sdorned: the walls
There, too, were saveral Japatess land-
sonpes—pectiiar productions, in wlich the

In the

low. window, piled upon the floor, was a
Jot of flluetrated newspapers,

Here, then, were all the evidences of
this man's finer [nstincta—Iipve of musio,
of art, of reading. Upon the papers was
B Sardful of omange peblings. As they
were dry, they must have been thers for
some time. Across the room, his cosl-cil
stove rested against the wall, upon which
oo A number of kitchen utensile

Mr. Kemera's bed is o rustic contrivance,
mafe of the bended boughs of dogwood
He has several chalrs and a center-tabie
of the zame materinl. Perbape the odd-
est thung (n the room was the tmproviesd
charndeller. Four branches of dogwood, ro
Nigper than one's lirtls fnger, attached
to the four sorners of a pine boand, about
a fool mguare, comprired this gqueer bt of
furniture The branches were fastmned to-
gother at the top, and the whole was sus-
pended from a lamphook !n the celMnx.
On the gheif rested o cutgioss Ink bottle,
Into which was thrust a short piece of tal
low candle

in another room Mr, Kemera kept kis
provivions. Hangiog from a hook In the
plastering overhend was o plece of ciothes.
line, the two ends of which were fan-
tans! to rings on the aides of the de-
tached tin oven of hin ofl stove. He open-
ed Lhe door, and thers, dangiing !n mid-
alr, be kopt part of his suppiies

“You see,” be explained, “this plan keeps
the mts out. In this wooden box here.
polsting to ome on the floor, I have pome
ooffes, efxs and salt"™

On the rustic cepter table lay ome of

T

Kemeru's pipes. The carpeticss floors, the
windows without curtains, would not com-
port with most people’s ideas of home
comfort, yet this singuiar man finds bap-
pinesa there. In his bedroom there B a
single window. Between the tightly closed
msh and binds were stuffed dead fir
branches to excinds ihe light.

An Kemem's hand sought his beard, he
#ald he was glad v have escaped the
custom of shaving. "It saves such a lot
of bother.” eald he

When his guest started to go, Mr. Ke-
mera cordially shook his hand He In-
vited him 20 “drop n  agsin” ehould
chance lend his fovtsteps thmt way.

His Past and Preaent.

A few facta In regard to Edwin Ke-
mera's past Hfe, to which hia present
shows 20 startiing a cobtrast, greatly
adde in Interest to the study of his char-
acter. About i1l years ago he was In the
service of the Ovegom Ralrwny & Navies-
tion Company, In this clty. He wans em-
ployed In the auditing department, under
Robert Fyfa st that time assistant au-
$tor, and bad charge of the accounts of
Mation agenta:. His ability and the con-
sclentious manmer #n which he performed
Rhis dugles. have nsver been questioned.
Later on, he entered Ladd & Tiitou's

‘bank; whemn his famliliarity witk account-

ing, made him a vajued clerk, and where
he was always well-llked

Little by Uttle, as the years rolled on,
Kemera becamg waary of Hfe's monoto-
nots tresdmill of toll. He became ab-
mracted. In meeting acquainmtances, bhe
Simply nodded his bead, holding but little
converse with sny. His mind was seem-
ingly fized upon one absorbing idea, and
be was ‘careless ‘in hls attire. Thyee or
four yesar=s ago, he vislted his reiatives
who are sadd to Hve at Bethlehem, Pa.
This brief relaxation did pot suffice He
longed for a retreat—"a lodge In some
vast wildernesa” a sylvan solitude, “far
from the maddiog orowd.”

Premeditated Retirement.

Just prior to Kemera's self-imposed os-
traciem, an acquAntance says be Oover-
heard him comversing m o Pine-street
restaurant with two friends To them
he dwelt on the pleasures and advantages
of the very mode of life be has now
adopted. About January 1 of the pres-
ent year he voluniarily surrendered his
clerkahip in the bank, emnd retired from
the accustomed haunts of men

Hia late associates csteem his act as a
prcul'ar whim—an inexplicabls idiosyn-
crasy. Homema himseif sees nothing pe-
eculiar in it He says he pesded re=t, and
one must halleve that, in communion with
nature, he has foursl . The dolos far
nients: the companionship of the tress,
the flowers and birds, amid the sternal
calm; the sweet, pore ale—they have been
the factom that Mave worked out the
change Kemera Jonged for. He zawvs his
health has greatly improved. He has
metoly dared to do the very thng of
which many ancther man mas oreamad
ard wished for in hiz sounl

Perhaps Kemerm may be right, after
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allL. Who knows? The man
nerves might Inquire "Cul
simple, pure Hfe: a conteniad Ir
yous system at rost—let these
wer., Could & reasonable man, 5
anlde the galling trammels of modern
life, ask for more?
Hermiin of the Past.

History i» filled with notable examploa
of men who bave abandoned huam =0
dlety, to work out wvarfous ends in e
groat problems. Bt. Paul was the fi
hermit. He fled from the persscutd »
Decius to a lonely eavern. A palm ires
growing near, gave him ita leaves Jor
clmhing and ita fruit for food. Thus nNe
Mved untll he was 42 For more than
half a century more, says the legernd, a
raven daily fed him

John Bigg the Dinton hermit, dled In
England in 189 He wos a man of in-
tellect, and as lnoffensive as the gentis
hermit to whom Goldsmith 4
only things he ever asked of men werTo
bits of leather. These he sewed upon his
shoea, patch upon patch. To thix day,
ota of his odd foot-coverings, it Is sald, i
still preserved at Dinton Hall, near Ayles-
bury, an object for the curioux

Peter tha Hermit, the Instignior of the
first erusade, who fourished 1850 o 1115,
is the Dest-known of all the long lst of
reciumes.  “With the stature asd angaln-
linese of a dwarf, emaclated by the aus-
teritlea of his seif-Imposed discipline™
he hoped to whest the Holy Sepulcher
from Moslem profanation. His slogan was
the parase, caught from Fope Urban's im.

-

passdoned tongue, “Deus vult"—God wille{

Shakrepears speaks of the “old Hermis
of Pragua™ while Coleridge refers o &
hermitress.

There lived in the latter part of the
Dth century, in England, an odd charactsy
n seclusion—Roger Crab. Three furth-
ings a weok sufficed for his few wants,
and his diet consisted of bran, herbs,
rmoots, dock leaves and mallows.

Enjoyed Plpe and Beear.

Wiliam Lols was another scoentric Enge
lshman Ha was called “the old Hermit
of Burgoland." FHe was still Mving In
52, in Bwepstooe parish, in Lelcester-
shira. True hermits are "“dead to the
woril"™ lole was anything but thia, for
he lived in a comformble cottage, and
there enjoyed his pipe and pot of beer,
His favorite sentiment was this: “Truye
hermite, throughout svery age, have been
the firm abettors of freedom.” Lole's fad
wus the collection of a large and fantas.
tic wardrode. He had no less than 3 41¢-
ferent styles of hats, Each of these was
labeled with a quaint motto.

Napoleon, while among men, was not of
them. In obe sense he was a hermit. It
was 1o Charles Phillips (17T55-1558), that the
worki owes this oft-quoted - desoription of
the “Littio Corpoeal’:

“Grand, gloomy and peculiar, he =t
upon the throne, & sceplered hermit,
wruppad in the solitude of his own origl-
nality.”

At Derwent Water, near Keswick, Eng-
land, are still vislble the ruins of the
hermitage of St. Herbert, who Mved In the
I™h century.

The gulet bome, neoar Nashville, Tenn,
to which Andrew Jackson. the seventh
President of the Unitsd States, retired
from the cares of public life, Is known by
all as “The Hermitage.™

Bo far ss recorded events show, thie
country has had but very few hermitn
Occanionally, howsver, one Is heard from.
Ia 157, Duvid Brown, the hermit of New-
fane, Vi, dled. His marked eccentricity
was A mania for collecting books These
wers the sole companiona of his lonely
Hfe.

The Duke of Bavoy, of whom Addisom
wrote, retired to n solitgey spot, and,
“afier n very glorfous reign, took on Wmy
ths hablt of & hermit*™

Origin of Term Hermit.

The word hermit comes from the Grealy
eremites; Latin, sremitn. It was origl-
nally applied to the solltary ascetics of the
early Christinn church. Thess anchorileg
retire to out-af-the-way places to lve
alors and to eacape the cares and templa-
tiona of Iifa. In the time of Constantine
(08-137) many of these gscotics withdrew
to dessrt solltudes. Paul, Anthony and
Parhonlus were the most celebrated. Blm-
eon, the foundar of the Styliiae, i= sal@
to have perched for 20 years upon a piller,

In India, too, there are recluosas, of
whom Buddha wnas the greatest and first.
It was not untll = later time that the term
hermit was applied to eccentric Individ-
unls who abandon thelr feilows, eithes
from an inowdinate fondness for beingy

e of mortyd aversion fowP

rio fnd happt s anly in the
with thalr fellew-men, and
to touch elbows with the dus-
g world will pot envy Edwin Kemera,
the hermit of Pledmont. To many such
» would savor too much of &
e—na sort of death In
will come n time some day
to one and all, when !ife's cares and joye
wiil be thrust asids, when all must find re-
poss In the grave, “the windowliess pal-
ace of rest” But most people do not cars
to anticipate this, and a hermit's life will
pever be a popular one.
What we &re now
The great, the wise, the fatr, e brave,
Ennll all hersalter ba,
All hermits—in the grave
CHARLES E SAWYER.

—_——————————

BLASTED LOVE.

I thoucht her Adlvine as an angel above,
As swe=t a8 a fresk-opensd rose,
Prom the crown of her bead, ke & Queen's,
Breld crect,
To the tips of her neat [ttle toes

alked through the meadows of “low'@
youing dream,
Her Oxfords became unthed,
And 1 knsit down to faaten the strings for e,
Ard longingly wiahed ber my bride.

Put my wish took & torn ‘roond the bioek ol
at omes
Acd my Jova can stand lots of shocking—
The fuse that blasted 1t up sky-high was:
She'd pluned up the t.glq tn ber stocking!




