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The shadowy desert, unfrequented woods.
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns:
There can I sit alone, unseen of any.
And o tho nlshtlnrale's cor.irlalslng notes
Tune my distresses, and record my woes.

Shakespeare.
Removed from the haunts of men, living

solitary and alone, is the subject of this
sketch Edw.ln Kemera. the Hermit of
Woodlawn. Obscured by trees, overgrown
by vines and surrounded by a dense thick-
et of verdure. Is the story-and-a-h- cot-
tage this singular man calls home. Leav-
ing the electric car. either at Piedmont or
Woodlawn. and plunging into the wild
woods for the matter or a mile or so, one
may find this quiet, gentle man.
To him who In the love of nature holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks
A various language; for his gayer hours
Phe has a volco of gladness, and a 'smile
And eloquence of beauty; and she glides
lrto his darker musings with a mild
And gentle sympathy that steals away
Their sbarrncss ere he is aware.

It was thus Edwin Kemera found it.
"Wearied of the bustle of life, where men
(revel tho pace that kills; tired of the
emptiness of human society and the

and hypocrisy- - of men; longing for'
that sweet solitude where Nature "speaks
a various language," Kemera sought the
weeds, for there Is rest and peace. Fa-
tigued with the grinding exactions of toil,
he sought this peaceful cot, where he.
m'ght be alone, where there Is surcease
frcm fret and .worry, and. caref.. .,.-- A

Dldcovcry.
It was a warm June day. when the wri-

ter, trudging along dusty pathways, de-

scried an opening through the tangled un-

derbrush to what appeared to be a vacant
house. Neglected vines, unpruned for
many a year, ran rampant over the outer
walls. The blinds were tightly closed.
The panes of glass of what had once been
a window In a dopr were missing a lack
partly supplied by weather-beate- n boards
nailed on within. Against the door there
leared a small fir tree, with brown and
deadfned leaves.

To stuff a crack.
To keep tho wind away.

The gate was closed and tightly wired.
There is always a peculiar shade of sad-
ness and desolation about a place like this.
left deserted and alone. No one. to Judge
by outward appearances, would for a mo-
ment have Imagined that the place was
then a human habitation. Off to the right
were the sweeping vistas of gently undu-
lating woodland, bound, in the distance,
by the broad Willamette, that glistened'
in the morning sun, like molten silver.
Beyond were those faithful sentinels St.
Helens and Mount Hood. In clear relief
they stood, outlined against the blue.
Their diadems of trackless and eternal
snows shone pure and resplendent.

Stretching far away were the lower
peaks of the mountain range, lost In the
distant haze. Now and then some happy
bird caroled Its song of gladness, while
the "drowsy tinklinge" of cow bells fell
upon the ear, like some sweet minor
chord. In the pastoral melody. The green
leaves rustled with the passing breeze,
and the insects hummed, while marguer-
ites in myriads turned tfheir white faces
toward the kindly azure sky.

Drawing nearer, a walk of gray-hue- d

planks that led 'round the house, was
discovered. At the rear was a cistern,
covered with boards, and these were wet
At hand was a bucket, to which was at-
tached a piece of rope. Close by was" a
small Jar of brown earthenware. The back
door stood ajar. Upon this the scribe
softly rapped. The sound of shuffling
feet came from within, and then the oc-
cupant appeared. It was the hermit of
Woodlawn.

The Hermit.
The man was no ascetic, with tangled

hair end beard, and sour visage. Ah, no,
A pleasant, genial face, kissed by sun-
shine and winds to rich tan. A pair oi
large, brown, kindly eyes to match the
beard, grown longer on the chin than on
the cheek, through which the red blood
glowed with healthful tinge. The heavy
mustache drooped gracefully from the full
red lips. Behind these gleamed the firm
white teeth, as he smiled a welcome.

Truly, he was a man.
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his very look there was cordiality. En-
couraged by his friendly air, the man of
the pencil ' craved of this young- hermit
he said be was but 40 a drink of cold
water, and the privilege of rest In his
cool retreat.

"Certainly," and he brought out a brim-
ming cup. It is doubtful whether the
cooling beverage was ever more comfort-
ing. "I would ask you m." he said, half--
apologetically, "but the "place is all topsy-
turvy. "Walt a moment;. I'll bring you
out a chair."

He disappeared. Somewhere from that
mysterious Interior he brought It forth.
It was a lawn chair, one of those affairs
with a light but Arm framework of .wood,
over which was fastened- a piece of strong
canvas. It was an Ideal arrangement in
which to sit, to lean back, to dream
dreams; to take one's after-dinn- siesta
on'a Summer afternoon.

Of Gentle Breeding:.
Mr. Kemera sat down upon the steps.

He' accepted the proffered cigar, with a
polite acknowledgment. He was evident-
ly a man of good breeding. If, there was
any of the Ice of formality left between"
us. It was fast being broken.

My host struck a match. As he did so
the outlines of his hands were shown.
They, were clearly not those of the toller,
but bespoke a man of fine Instincts and
tastes. In conversing with him It was no- -
tlceable that he used the simplest and
plainest language possible. He avoided
coarse expressions.

"I like to smoke." he remarked, lacon-
ically. For a moment or two he

v
puffed

away at his cigar In silence. "Away off
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here la the woods," he continued. "I very
seldom get a cigar, but I have my pipes

three of them. One has a cherry-woo- d

bowl; anottwr is a briar, and then I have
my meerschaum, too. With these, and
a little good tobacco not too strong I get
along very well. Do you know that a
pipe is a, great deal of company? I get
much comfort out of my pipes. Tobacco
Is a pretty good friend to have around
when a man's lonesome."

Pietnreiiqne Flfpare.
Kemera seemed thoroughly to enjoy that

cigar, and he smoked it with the' air of
a connoisseur. As he sat there in the
doorway, he presented a picturesque and
Interesting ilgure. His well-shap- head
was surmounted by a queer little felt hat.
It had long since bees divorced from its
band; was had a turned-u- p

brim, and was sadly battered by the ele-

ments.
He woro a dark, navy-blu- e sweater, .with

tho regulation "turtle-neck.- "" turned up
closely about his throat, albeit the . day
was warm. A pair of dark trousers that'
had seen better days, and old shoes, com-
pleted his attire.

"Don't you sometimes get lonely" out
here in tho woods?" asked the visitor.

"No; not generally. - I like It; It's so
nice and quiet here."

"How do you spend your time? Do you
ever go hunting or fishing?"

"Oh, I don't know; the time seems to
pass some way. To hunt? It's too far
to go where there's game. I don't care
very much for fishing, altsough I did go
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once since I came here-t- live. I read and I

sleep; eat and" enjo' my pip and rest"
and he sighed contentedly.

"I have sometimes thought I'd like such
a life," volunteered the newspaper ' man,
for the sake of saying something. "What
do you read books?"

Beads the Papers.
"No; I get the San Francisco and the

big New York Sunday papers;, occasion-
ally I read The Orcgonlan."

Then he fell to talking about the recent
election. He showed perfect familiarity
with the subject. He explained the numer-
ous tickets- that were in the field, and
evinced an Intelllgenc understanding of
tho issues Involved. no longer
an Integral portion of tho great outside
world, he has by no means lost his inter-
est in It. lie seemed glad to have" a vis-

itor, and he chatted freely on various
topics.

"Oh, I can sleep out here Bleep 10 hours
a day, If I want to and I do. I go to
bed usually about 9:15. and I arisewh'cn
I please."

"What do you eat? Do you do your
own cooking? Hava you a vegetable
garden V "

The young hermit did not resent this
triple bombardment of lnterrpgaUons. As i

he talked, on. In his low, pleasantly moa- - ;

nlated tones, one forgot all about his at-- '

tire. Knocking the ashes from his cigar, !

he answered:
"I walk over to Woodlawn once a day to

get tho things I want. I need very little,
f -- -
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All I get does not amount to more than
$3 a week. My house rent Is free. I've
spent considerable In fixing up this old
place. I get a little bread and some milk;
sometimes a little meat, besides vegetables
and fruit. I like oranges very much. What
little cooking I have to do Is on a coal oil
stove. I manage to get along very well.

I don't bother about a garden."
"I stippose you do your own washing,

toor;
"Yes," and an amused smile crossed'hij

features; "that is, mrs.ly. Some things
of course, I send to the laundry."

Wondering if he had any pets about him,
the vialtor next inquired:

"Have you a dog or cat anything ,

that

matter, all the things Sh"

said about not for-

gotten.
Tme Humanity.

trouble would be, said
thoughtfully, "If shodld a

dog I might have tie keep '

him Tha would be wrong; kJs
always wrong deprive, any living
of its liberty." ' ' .

How words! Elnce-tim:w- a

ll."

youns. the human race has vigorously
supported principle. 'Nations have
struggled for It; Individuals .have will-

ingly died- - that liberty " might live.
"When asked If he very often had visi-

tors, Kemera replied:
"Very seldom. Sometimes a. boy two

alone. Occasionally a man does
so, you have done."..- -

"Tour mode of life," I remarked, 'Is
unusual and out of the ordinary that It
really Interests roe. "Would, you mind tell-
ing me how was you came to retire
this spot?"

Impertinent a3 such a query, would have
seemed many. Kemera did not so con-

sider it. for he said, very frankly: -
"Not at all. You see.. I became tired

of working" tired of society: I did not
feel well. There's so much of empti-
ness la It all. Then the noise
the of the I never liked that;
I couldn't rest well nor sleep. I tnought

. the roaster all ,6ver for 'a long time before
I decided. I"' kept looking' around to find
a placer that was 'quiet; and that wou'.d
suit roe. Finally", I hit upon this. It
costs no" rent; I get "the place'for tak-
ing care . .'

L

Si nee -- the Holidays.
"How long have' you lived liere?"
"Since the holidays." '

you make this your permanent
home?"

."That- depends; I can't say to that.
If I "should get tired of .this !sort of life.
I may go away somewhere else-do- into
California, perhaps."

"Are you a native Oregonian? Have
you relatives around here?" 'x

' I 'came' from, back East. My
relatives live there." '
. Then the conversation turped to the

work-a-da- y' world. Mr. Kemera vaguely
referred to having been an accountant
in shrugging his shoulders,
though the experience had been dlsraste-fu- l.

He added, with an evident sigh of
though glad to have escaped the

throildom of" balance sheets and ledgers:
"But I gave It all to come but here,
to be by; myself to rest and 6leep."

Suddenly springing hia feet, evidently
having forgotten all about Ms home be-

ing all "topsy-turvy- ," be Invited his visi-

tor: to enter the house. ' There were three
or four rooms in the dwelling. All the
floors were bare, save- here and there an
old rug.1

Living- Quarter.
In the room off his bedroom was an

apartment that did dining-roo-

kitchen, , parlor, and slttIng7ro6m.
Kemera admitted that the ojd house,
which; had .; been, tenontlesa for four or
five years, was rather cold n Winter. In.
the brick fireplace were a heap of- ashea
and a few partially burned pieces of
wood. In one corner was a guitar, In a
neat, brown case: Several fine etchings,
tastefully .framed. . adorned- - the walls,
There, too, ,weret several Japanese land- -
scapes peculiar productions, in which the
perspective Is always wanting. In the

low window, piled upon the floor, was a
lot of Illustrated newspapers.

Here, then, were all the of
this man's finer Instincts Ipve of music,
of art, of reading. Upon the papers was
a handful of orange peelings. As they
were dry, they must have been there for
some time. Across the room, his coal-c- ll

stove rested against the wall, upon which
stood a number of kitchen utensils.

Mr. Kemera's bed Is a rustic contrivance,
made of the bended boughs of dogwood.
He has several chairs and a center-tabl- e

of the same material. Perhaps the odd-
est tlung In the room was the Improvised
chandelier. Four branches of dogwood, no
hlgger than one's little finger, attached

plastering overhead was a piece of clothes-
line, the two ends of which were fas-

tened to rings the sides of the de-

tached tin oven of his oil etove. He open-

ed the door, and there, dangling in mid-

air, he part of his supplies.
.'Tou. explained, "this plan keeps

the rats out. In this wooden box here.
pointing to one. on the floor, I have corns
coffee, eggs and salt."

On the rustic center table lay one of

of sort? I should think such would to the four comers of a pine board, about
prove companionable." a" foot square, comprCced this queer bit of

"No; sometimes I've thought I wouldget furhlture. branches were fastened to-- a
good dog. but I'm afraid he wouldn't gether at the top. and the whole was sus-st-

here long; It might be too quiet for. ponded from a lamphook In the ceiHng.
him." On the shelf rested a cutglass Ink, bottle.

Then the conversation turned upon dogs into whldh was thrust a short piece of tal-i- n

general, and what some of the great low candle.
writers have sold about man's faithrul in another room Mr. Kemera kept his
four-foot- companion. Of course. In such provisions. Hanging from a hook in the
a Walter Scott
so finely dogs were

"The I" fear,"
Kemera, I. get

to him up to
heme.

to thing

true these
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It to
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me
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relief,

up

duty
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evidences

kept
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Kemera'B pipes. The carpetloss floors, the
windows without curtains, would not com-
port with most people's ideas of homo
comfort, yet this singular man finds hap-
piness there. In his bedroom there is a
single window. Between the tightly closed
sash and blinds were stuffed dead fir
branches to exclude the light.

As Kemera's hand, sought his beard, he
said ho was glad to have escaped the
custom of shaving. "It saves such a lot
of bother," said he.

"When his gue3t started to go, Mr. Ke-
mera cordially shook his . hand. He In-

vited him "drop In again," should
chance lead his footsteps that way.

Ills Past nnd Present.
A few facta in regard to Edwin Ke-

mera's past life, to which his present
shows so startling a contrast, greatly
adds In interest the study of his char-
acter. About 11 years ago he was in the
service of the Oregon. Halfway Naviga-
tion Company, In this city. He was em-
ployed In the department, under
Robert Fyfe, , at that time assistant au-

ditor, arid had charge of the accounts of
Station agents "His ability and - the con-

scientious manner in which he performed

ijw: ..,:

Although

or

as

Portland, as

as

to

as

on

to

to

&

auditing,

his, duties,, have neyor been, questioned..
Later on. he entered Ladd & Tilton's
bank; where his familiarity with account- -
ingraade him a valued clerk, and where
he' wa3 always well-like- d.

L'lttlo by little, as the years rolled op,
Kemera became weary of life's monoto-
nous treadmill of toll. He' became ab-

stracted. In meeting acquaintances, he
.simply, nodded his head, holding but little
.converse with any. His mind, was seem- -
ingly fixed upon' one absorbing Idea, and

' hQ, was "careless 'ln: hfe attire. Three or
four "years 'ago,' he visited his relatives
who are said to Jive at Bethlehem, Pa.
This brief relaxation did not suffice. ,He

a retreat "a lodge In some
vast w'ildernese," a sylvan solitude, "far
from tho madding crowd."

Premeditated Retirement.
Just prior to Kemera's os-

tracism, an acquaintance says he over-

heard him conversing in a Pine-stre- et

restaurant with two friends. To them
he dwelt on- the pleasures and advantages
of the ' very mode of life he has now
adopted. About January 1 of the pres-
ent year he voluntarily surrendered his
clerkship in the bank, end retired from
tho accustomed haunts - of men.

His late associates esteem his act as a
peculiar whim on inexplicable Idiosyn-

crasy. Kemera himself sees nothing pe-

culiar in It. He says he needed rest, and
one must believe that, in communion with

f nature, he has found it. The dolce far
nlente; tho companionship of the trees,
the' fiowers and. birds,, amid, the eternal
calm; the sweet, pure ali they have been
the factors that .have worked- out the
change Kemera kmced for. He says his
health has greatly Improved. He- - has
merely dared to do the very . thing of
which many another man nas areamed
and wished forln his soul. .

Perhaps Kemera may be right, after

all. Who knows? The man with steady
nerves might Inquire "Cui bono?" A
simple, pure life; a contented lot; a ner-

vous system at rest let these be the ans-
wer. Could a reasonable man, casting
aside the galling trammels of modern
life, aek for more?

Hermits of the Pant.
History Is filled with notable examples

of men who have abandoned human so-

ciety, to work out various ends in life's
great problems. St. Paul was the first
hermit. He fled from the persecutions of
Declus to a lonely cavern. A palm tree,
growing near, gave htm Its leaves for
clothing and its fruit for food. Thus ne
lived until he was 43. For more than
half a century more, says the legend, a
raven daily fed him.

John Bigg, the Dinton hermit, died In
England in 1696. He was a man of in-

tellect, and as inoffensive as the gentle
hermit to whom Goldsmith sang. The
only things he ever asked of men were
bits of leather. These he sewed upon h!s
shoes, patch upon patch. To this day,
one of his odd it is said, is
still preserved at Dinton Hall, near Ayles-
bury, an object for the curious.

Peter the Hermit, the Instigator of the
first crusade, who flourished 1050 to 1113,

is the best-know- n of all the long list of
recluses. "With the stature and ungaln-llne- ss

of a dwarf, emaciated by the-- aus-

terities of his discipline,"
he hoped to wFest the Holy Sepulcher
from Moslem profanation. His slogan was
the phrase, caught from Pope Urban's ira--

j

passioned tongue, "Deus vult" God wills!
Shakespeare speaks of the "old HerxnlC

of Prague," while Coleridge refers to a'
hermltress.

There lived in the latter part of th
17th century, in England, an odd character.
In seclusion Roger Crab. Three farth-
ings a week sufficed for his few wants,
and his diet consisted of bran, berba
roots, dock leaves and mallows. !

(

Enjoyed Pipe and Beer.
"William Lole was another eccentric Eng-

lishman. He was called "the-- old Hermit"
of Burgoland." He was still living la
1SS3, In Swepstono parish. In Leicester-
shire. True hermits ore "dead to "

Lole was anything but this, for
be lived In a comfortable cottage, and
there enjoyed his pipe and pot of beer.
His favorite sentiment was this: "Trua
hermits, throughout every age, have been
the firm abettors of freedom." Lole's fad
was the collection of a large and fantas-
tic wardrobe. He hod no less than 20 dif-
ferent styles of hats. Each of these was
labeled with a quaint motto.

Napoleon, while among .men, was not-o- f

them. In one sense he" was-- hermit. It
was to Charles PhllHns tftia.

word oweg tMs Qf t de3Criptlon of
the "Little Corporal":
..rnt, Mmv T,,--

upon the throne, a sceptered hermit,
wrapped In the solitude of his own. origi-
nality."

At Derwent Water, near Keswick, Eng-
land, are still visible the ruins of tha
hermitage of St. Herbert, who lived in tha
17th century.

The quiet home, near Nashville, Temu,
to which Andrew Jackson, the seventh
President of the United States, retired
from the cares of public life. Is known, by
all as "The Hermitage."

So far as recorded events show, thl
country has had but very few hermits.
Occasionally, however, .one Is heard from.
In 1S73, David Brown, the hermit of New-fan-e,

Vt, . died. His marked eccentricity,
was a mania for collecting books. These
were the sole companions of his lonely,
life.

The Duke of Savoy, of whom Addison
wrote, retired to a solitary spot, andj
"after a very glorious reign, took oa "J's

4tho habit of a hermit."

' Origin of Term Hermit..
The word hermit come3 from the Greek,

eremites; Latin, eremlta. It was origi-
nally applied to the solitary ascetics of tha
early Christian church. These anchorite
retire to places to live
alone and to escape the caTes and tempta-
tions of life. In the time of Constantino
(306-32- many of these ascetics, withdrew
to desert solitudes. Paul, Anthony and
Parhonlus were the most celebrated. Sim-
eon, the founder of the Styllae, Is said
to have perched for 20 years upon a pillar.

In India, too, there are recluses, of
whom Buddha was the greatest and fh-s-

It was not until a later time that the term
hermit wa3 applied to eccentric Individ-
uals who abandon thlr, fellows, eithet;
from hn inordinate fondness for belngt

alone, or a sense of morbjd aversion foi
human society.

Those who find happiness only In the
association with their follcw-me- n, and
who love to touch elbows with the bus-

tling world will not envy Edwin Kemera,
the hermit of Piedmont. To many such
an existence would savor too much of a
penitentiary sentence a sort of death in
life. Yet there will come a time some day
to one and all. when life's cares and Joys
will be thrust aside, when all must And re-

pose In the grave, "the wlndowless pal-

ace of rest." But most people do not cara
to anticipate this, and a hermit's life will
never be a popular one.

What we aro now.
The great, the wise, tho fair, the brave.

Shall all hereafter bo.
All heijnlts In the grave.

CHARLES E. SAWYER. .

BLASTED LOVE.

I thousht her divine as an angel above.
As sweet as a d rose.

From the crown of her head, like a Queen's,
held erect.

To the tips of her neat little toes.

As we walked through tho meadows of "lovo'
young dream."

Her Oxfords became untied.
And I knelt down to fasten tho strings for her.

And longingly wished her my bride.

But my wish took a turn 'round tho block &Q

at once,
Acd my love can stand lots of shocking

The fuse that blasted It up sky-blg-h was:
Sho'd pinned up the hole In her stocking I

--P.L.


