
AND THE WILD WOMAN
n

/^NK iliiy he rpMilvcil to iwt fHilli on u vinil |o Ihc Saiiil

^^ of Ihc HiK'k, whii lived iiii llic oilier side of llie iiii-

tains. Traveller liud hruuf>lil the Hermit r»'|H)rt of this

soHlnry, how lie liveil in holinciut iind nuslerily in a

dcacrt place among the hills, where «now lay all winter,

and in summer the sun beat down cruelly. The Saint, it

a|>|icarcd, had vowed that he would withdraw from the

world to a s|iot where there was neither shack- nor water,

lest he should Ix- templed to take his ease and think leu

continually ijwn his Maker but wherever he went he

found a spreading tree or a gushing fountain, till at last

be climbed to Ihc bare heights where nothing grows, and

where the only water comes from the melting of the snow

in spring. Here he found a tall rock rising from the ^round,

and in it he scooped a hollow with his own hands, lo' Hir-

ing for five years and wearing his fingers to the hone. Then

he seated himself in the hollow, which faced the west, so

that in wintc r he should have small warmth of the sun and

in summer be consumed by it; and there he had sat with-

out moving for years beyond number.

The Hermit was greatly drawn by the tale of such austeri-

ties.which in his humility he did not dream of emulating, but

desired, for his soul's good, to contemplate and praise; so

one day he bound sandals to his feet, cut an alder staff

from the stream, and set out to visit the Saint of the Rock.
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