
AND THE WILD WOMAN
on his knees, and two red eye-sockets turned to the sunset

Near him was a young boy in skins who brushed the flies

from his face; but they always came back, and settled on

the rheum from his eyes.

He did not appear to hear or see the approach of the

Hermit, but sat quite still till the boy said: "Father, here

is a pilgrim."

Then he lifted up his voice and asked angrily who was

there and what the stranger sought.

The Hermit answered: "Father, the report of your holy

practices came to me a long way off, and being myself a

solitary, though not worthy to be named with you for god-

liness, it seemed fitting that I should cross the mountains

to visit you, that we might sit together and speak in praise

of solitude."

The Saint replied: "You fool, how can 'wo sit together

and praise solitude, since by so doing they put an end to the

thing they praise?"

The Hermit, at that, was sorely abashed, for he had

thought his speech out on the way, reciting it many times

over; and now it appt J to him vainer than the crac!:-

ling of thorns under a pot.

Nevertheless he took heart and said: "True, Father;

but may not two sinners sit together and praise Christ,

who has taught them the blessings of solitude?"

But the other only answered: " If you had really learned

the blessings of solitude you would not squander them
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