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TO HIM WHO WAITS-

. (lermit of the Hudson was)  The hermit folded his arms and leaned
ihout his cave with un- | agalnst a tree. Beatrix, with a sigh, o
nimation. settled down upon the mat of pine nee- f
| e was on or in the top | dles like a bluebird upon her nest. 1he
; the Catsklils that had | hermit followed sult, drawing his feet|
\ river's edwe, andy paihor awkwardly under his gunnv-|
ferry ticket had to Stop | gq king, |
mountaing were densely | wpy st be nice to be a mountain,” |
- ¢ infested by feroclons g, pa with ponderous lightness, “and
. Ipeckers that forever |, .o angels in blue elimb up you In-

mitsor dlents
me ReL AR stead of Aving over you

ewn strip of white Leaid, | “Mamma had neuralgls

" sald Beatrlx,

4 | road ran he l‘""" e iand went to bed, of T couldn't have
x e hills and UI. ""'ml‘ come, It's drendfully hot In that hor-
5 " \“,-.. -‘IL |"\-,.' ;-I.I|.| [I'"'II: I' rid old inn. But we hadn't the money
. : .“L M“:h-l i:.-x.-nm'-«' I|'.l\(! lh’._m' ﬂl\.\\fh--r..-. else this summer.”
L was {he Viewpoint | . Last night,” sald the hermit, “I
i mimar folk from ”“_‘ﬂlmlncl to the top of that big rock above
electris fanned s I could see the lights of the Inn and
Lt mi he driven | Dear a strain or two of the music when
d we. shrieking in|the wind was right. I imagined you
] aindle  legged | Moving gracefully In the arms of others
inkest of ahieds, | to the dreamy music of the waltz amid
" vtte upon the hermit the fragrance of flowers Think how
: ve the personal  lonely I must have been!"
:' endear you to the hero. The youngest, handsomest and poor-
deing him falrly, with est of the famous Trenholme sisters
it the ends, dramatic sighed.
: wl brown beard liKe “"You haven't qulte hit 1t,” she sald
mposed upon the West ! plaintively., “1 was moving gracefully
S i by self-appointed “di=lat the arms of another. Mamma had
¥ vho ceeded the “'““"‘!l‘nr' of her periodieal attacks of rheu-
M I iw :l-l Vesture ap- imatism In both elbows and shoulders
kind of gunnysacking | ang 1 had to rub them for an hour with
\ garment I.h it wonld that horrid old diniment. T hope you |
"""H."‘ :'| 'n..;;:i‘.l;-l\."‘I']“““ think that smelled like flowers
.I‘ ‘ L por ..-»rr.m‘-ul;-‘r ralged | You know there were some \\'-:'I
b e 188 of hermits who Point _!' 'va and - yachtload of young -
‘ | ¢ money in oyster . Men from the city at last evening’
v 1 gpota indlcated ' Wes Iy dance I've known mamma to
oped In the one ! €l by an open window for three hours
o with one-half of her registering 85
I me was not altogether | Brees and the other half frostbltten, anid
" | wwee wns an addition to ] never sneeze once.  But just let a bunch
i W was a rude hut!of Ineligibhles come around where T am
d A [ ind Land she'll begin to awell at the knuckle
i \ «land shriek with pain. And T have to
| take her to her room and rub her arms
rthere were glone . “Py gee mamma dressed you'd he sur
rustic bookease made I prigad to know the number of squnte N
."‘ i'; ““I“‘ ".“'I a table finches of surface there are to her arms by
slab lald across I“':, “l think it must be delightful to be a
L'"'r“ L e m"'h‘" hermit That —caszock -—or gabardine
3o '\\L l.-l.|l='.i{;‘l;l‘iglil-w Ian't It?—that you wear Is 80 becom
y "‘_‘ ot ’.‘,_‘ u ing Do you make it—or them—of)
7“' purchased course voun must have changes—vour
eot and Unive:r sty elf? And what a blessed rellef it must
he to wear sandals instead of shoes!
bin merged i1 pe Think how we must suffir-—no matter
yoked hise meals  how small T buy my shoes, they alway
With inflnite Pinch my toes. Oh, why can't there |
1 axe he had chopped lady hermita too'"
v 1) wky walls, On The most beautiful and most ad
\ tores of flour, bacon,|cent Trenholme slster extended tw
vder, Kerosene, baking| siender blue ankles that ended In tw {
cta, pepper. salt|{enormous blue silk bows that alm . ’
1 n for chaps and | soncealed two falry Oxfords, also of o i
-“ 1= and 1:.|1 o ) of the fortv-geven shades of blue, T L f
hermitted t.|--‘|-‘ f-"i""“ hermit, as If impelled by a kind of refl
£l T 14 guests hl.l-r\\tq]-; g:ul-'.‘.:;l telepathic action, drew his bare toe
v ki Sentartous Boko further beneath his gunnysacking. ‘
: ted Glon. And the Loavers' “T have heard about the romance ofl
f onlv & Tow SHehes, [1..‘-|‘-"‘” lfe” said Mlzss Trenholme s -l'r“_\'.‘
He was known far (hut not “They have it pr 1 on the back “'l
1o, on account of the topography) the menu card at the inn Was she
it of brilllant intellect wha | YerY beautiful and charming?"
worn the world because he hag| “On the Wils of fare!" muttered the
i in a love afrair. L hermit; “but what do I care for the
Saturday night the Viewpoint! worlds babble? Yes, ehe was of the | .. The others have been married off.
him surreptittously a tasiet |Dighest and grandest type. Then” he | A} 1o momy. Mamma i» 8o proud of
ns. He n .er left the imme-|continued, “then T thought the world | 1,y gisters, They send her the Toveliest
skirts of his hermitage. CGuestg|could never contain mnother equal t"‘polnwipmm and art calendars every
n who visited him sald his stores | her. 8o T forsook it und repaired to | ohpistmas. I'm the only one on the
wit and scintilating phi- | this mountain fastness to spend the | nyirket now. 1I'm forbidden to look at
were simply  wonderful, you | remainder of my ftife alone—to devote | 4nv one who hasn't money.”
That summer the Viewpolint Inn|and d!'lt-h.:.llt‘ my remaining years to her | “But——" began the hermit
vded with guests. 8Bo on Satur- | memory. " " ‘i -
I ts there were extra cans of “Tt'a grand,” =sald Miss Trenholm: l But, oh ﬁ';“ the beautifulest, o'.'
es and elrloin steak, instead of| “absolutely grand I think a hermit's COLFSS HAINILS HAVE greAl Piis f'r gold
in the hermit's basket 1life I8 the ideal one. No bill colhctors ind doubloons buried somewhere ".“.r:
: o . : three great oak trees. They all have.
1 have the material allegations| calling, no dressing for dinner—how 1'd z
80 make way for romance, | Hke to be one! But there's no such I have u " said the hermit, regret-
the hermit expected a vis=[luck for me. If I don't nmrry this fully.
He carefully combed his long halr| 8eason 1 honestly believe mamma will “I'm so sorry,” sald Miss Trenholme.
1 his n.ln stolic beard.  When | force me into settbment work or trim- | ‘1 always thought they had, T think I
nt alarm clock on a stone sholfl ming hats. It j&#n't becnuse I'm getting | Must go now."
1t hour of 6 he pleked up/old or ugly, but we haven't enough Oh, beyond questlon, she was the
¢ skirts. brushed them | money left to butt in at any of the | beautifuiest,
st g oaken staff and|swell places any more. And T don't “Fair lady began the hermit
wly into the thick woods that| whnt to marry-—unless it's somebody I “T am Beatrix Trenholme —soms
1 the hermitage | Tike. That's why 1'd like to be a hermit. | me Trix,” st sald, “You must come to
i1 not long to wailt Up the! Hermits don't ever marry, do they?” the inn to =ee me."
W lippery with its « |!|>-L! “Hundmds of 'em.” sald the hermit, “T haven't been a stone's throw from
necdles, tolled Beatrix, youagzest| “when theyv've found the nght one” my cave in ten years,” sald the hermii.
of the famous Trenholme | *“But they're hermiits,” gaild the young- “You must come to see me there,” she
She was all In blue from Mat|est and beautifulest, “because they've | pepeated. “Any evening except Thurs-
invas pumps, varylng in tint from)iost the right one, aren’t they?” day.” The hermit smiled weakly
de of the tinkle of a blicbell at| “Because they think they have,” an- “Good-by,” she suid, gathering the
k on a spring Saturday to the|gwered the recluse, fatuously. “Wis-|f,lds of her pale biue skirt. *“1 shall
of a Monday morning at 9.| dom comes to one in a mountain ecave | expect you But not on Thursday eve-

e washerwoman hos fuiled to] as well as to one in the world of ‘swells,’

i as I believe they are cilled in the
X dug her cerulean parasol deep!l argot.’
pine needles and sighed, The “When one of the ‘swells’ brings it to
on the q. t., removed a grass|them,” said Miss Trenholme. “And my
m the ankle of one sandalled foot | folks are swells. That's the trouble
1 toe of hie other one, She But there are so many swells at the
nd almost starched and Ironed|seashore in the summer time that we
th her cobalt eyes. hardly amount to more than rippks,

15t be 8o nice,” she sald in little
gasps, “to hermit and|
climb mountains to ta'k|

S0 we've had to put &ll our money into
river and harbor appropriations

“We were all girls, you know. There
were four of us. I'm the only surviving

be a

"l can see how you

ning, remember.”

What an interest it would give (o the
future menu cards of the Viewpoint Inn
to have these printed lines added to
them: “Only once during the more
than ten years of his tonely existence
did the muountain hermk leave his fa-
mous cave, That was when he was ir-
resistibly drawn to the inn by the fas-
cinationg of Miss Beatrix Trenholme,
voungest and most beautiful of the cele-
braoted Trenholme sisters, whose brill-
lant marrage
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The Awakeni f the Hermi th
s dslfTa—BY O. HENRY

Aye, to whom?

The hermit walked back to the her-
mitage. At the door stood Bob Binkles
his wld friend and companion of the days
before he had renounced the world-
[ Iiob, himself arrayed like the orchids ol
greenhouse in the summer man's
peychromatiec garb—RBob, the millin-
aire, with his fat, firm, smooth, shrewd
face, his dlamond rings, sparkling fob
chaln and pleated bosom. He was two
older than the hermit, and looked
flve years younger,

the

“You're Hamp Ellison, in spite of
those whiskers and that going away
bathrobe,” he shouted. “I read about
you on the bill of fare at the inn

"l‘ln-y'vn run your blography in between

the cheese’ and ‘Not Responsible for
Coats and Umbrellas,” What'd you do it
for, Hamp? And ten years too—gee-
whillkins!'"

“You're just the same,” sald the
mit. “Come in and sit down. 8il
that limestone rock over Lthere,
| softer than the granite.”

“1 can't understand it, old man,” said
Binkiey, "1 can see how you could give
lup a woman for ten years, but not ten

her-
un
it's

could give up a woman for ten years, but not ten years for a woman.’

“It's grand,” said Miss -'I‘renholmc. “absolutely grand. I think a

hermit's life is
vears for a woman, Of course 1 hnow
why vou did it, Everybody does, Kdith
Carr, She Jilted four or five besides you,
But you were the only one who took to
a hole in the ground. The others had
recourse to whiskey, the Klondike, poli-
tice and that similia simillbus cure
“But, say—Hamp: Edith Carr was
Just about the finest woman in the
world-—hightoned and proud and noble,
and playing her ideals to win at all
Kinds of odds. She certalnly was a
crackerjack.”
“After T renounced the world,” sald
the hermit, “1 never heard of her again."
“She married sald Binkley,
The hermit leaned aginst the wooden
walls of hls ante-cave, and wrigeled

me,"

| hig toes.

“I know how you feel about it,” said
Binkley., “What else could she do?
There were four sisters and her mother
and old man Carr--you remember how
he put all the money he had into dirlgi-
ble balloons? Well, everything was
coming down and nothing going up with
'¢in, as you might say.
“Well, I know Edith as

although 1 married
worth a million then, but I've run It
up since to between filve and six. It
wa=n't me she wanted as much as
well, it was about llke this, She had
that bunch on her hands, and they had

well ag you

do her 1 was

to be taken care of. Edith married
me  two months after you did the
ground squirrel act I thought she
llked me, too, at the time”
“And now?" Inquired the recluse
“We're better friends than ever now.
She got a divoree from me [wo Vears

ago,  Just incompatibllity. 1 didn't put
in any defence. Well, well, well, Hamp,
this is certalnly a funny dugout you've

built here. But you were always a
hero of fletion, Seems llke you'd have
wen the very one to strike Edith's
fancy, Maybe you did--but it's the
bank roll that catches 'em, my boy

vour eaves and whiskers won't do [t

Honestly, Hamp, don't you think you've
been a darned fool?"

The hermit smiled behind his tangied
beard, He was and always had been
=0 superior to the erude and mercenary
Binkley that even his vulgarities could

not anger him. Moreover, his studies
and meditations in his  retreat  had
ralsed him far above the little vanitles
of the world, His kttle mountainside

had been almogt an Olympus, over the
edge of which he saw, smiling, the
bolts hurled in the valleys of man be-
low,

Had his ten years of renunciation, of
thought, of devotion to an ideal, of liv-
ing scorn of a sordid world, been In

B

off his can, but he hid It again under
his sacking robe. He could see her great
eves shining sadly through the twilight;
but he stood inflexible In the doorway
of his shack and made no sign,

Just as the moon rose on Thursday
evening the hermit was seized by the
world madness,

Up from the inn, fainter than the
horns of elffand, came now and then a
few bars of music played by the casino
hund. The Hudson was broudened by
the night into an Mimitable sea—thoss
hghts, Kimly seen on s opposite shore,
were not beacons for prosadc trolley
lines, but low set stars millions of miles
away. The waters in front of the inn
were guy with fireflies—or were they
motor boats, smelling of gasolene and
dil? Onoe the hermit had known these
things and had sported with Amaryllis
in the shade of the red and white striped
awnings. But for ten Jears he ‘had
turned a heedless ear to these far off
echoes of a frivolous world. But to-
night there was something wrong.

The casino band was playing o waltz
—a waltz,. What & fool he had been to
tear deliberately ten years of his life
from the calendar of existence for one
who had &ven him up for the false
Joys that wealth—"tum ti tum tum ti"-
how did that waltz go? But those years
hiid not been sacrificed—had they not
brought him the star and pearl of all

the world, the youngest and beautiful-
est of ——

"But do not come on Thursday eve-
ning,” she had insisted. Perhaps now
ahwe would be moving slowly and Brace -
fully to the strains of that waltz held
closely by West Pointers or city com-
muters, while he, who had read in her
eyes things that hud recompensed him
for ten years of life, moped like some
wHd animal in its mountain den. Why
dhould - —

“Damn it,
“I'N do 1t."

He threw down his Marcus Aurdius
iand threw off his gunnysack toga. He
dragged a dust covered trunk from a
corner of the ¢ave and with ditticulty
wrenched open ts lid.

Cundles he had in plenty and the cave
was soon aglow., Clothes—ten yvars
old in cut—scissors, razors, hats, shoes,
all his discarded attire and belongings,
were dragged ruthlessly from their re-
 hunciatory rest and strewn in
painful disonder

A pair of scissors soon reduced hie
| beard sufficlently for the dulled rozors
to perform approximately their office,
Cutting his own hair was beyond the
hermit's skill. 8o he only combed and
| brushed it backward as smoothly as he
could. OCharity forblds us to consider
the heartburnings and exertions of one
80 long removed from haberdashery
| and soctety.

At the last the hermit went to an
Inner corner of his cave and began to
dig In the soft earth with a long lron
spoon, Out of the cavity he thus made
he drew @ tin can, and out of the can
$3,000 in bills tightly rolled and wrapped
in olled =ilk. He was a real hermit,
as this may assure you.

You may take a brlef look at him
as he hastens down the llttle mountain-
slde. A long, wrinkled black frock
coat reached to his calves. White duck
trousers, unacquainted with the tailor's
goose, a pink shirt, white standing col-
1 lar with brilllant blue butterfly tle and
buttoned congress galters. But think,
gir and madam—ten years! From be-
neath a narrow brimmed straw hat with
a striped band flowed his hair.

Seeing him, with all your shrewdness
yvou could not have guessed him. You
would have sald that he played Ham-
or the tuba—or pinochle—you
would never have lald your hand on
yvour heart and said: "He is a hermit
who lived ten years in a cave for love
f one lady—to win another.”

The dancing pavilion extended above
walters of the river., Gay lanterns
wiid frosted electric globes shed a soft
glamour within it A fhundred Tades
and gentlemen from the fnn and sum-
mer coltages flitted Iin and about it.
To the left of the dusty roadway down
which the hermit had tramped was the
vain? Up from the world had come |inn and grillroom, Something seemed
to him the youngest and beautifulest-— | to be on there, too. The windows were
falrer than Edith—one and three-sev- | brilliantly lighted, and music was play-
enth times lovelier than the gseven years | ing—music different from the two-steps
served Rachel, 8o, the hermit smiled | and waltzes of the casino band.
in his beard. A negro man wearing a white jacket

sald the hermit suddenly,

about

le

the ideal one.”

When Binkley had relleved the her- | came through the inn gate with its im-
mitage from the blot of his presence | mense granite posts and wrought iron
and the first faint star showed above |lamp holders.
the pines the hermit t the can of | “What I8 going on here to-night?”
baking powder from his cupboard. He | jsked the hermit,
still smiled behind his beard | Well, sah,” sald the servitor, “dey

There was a light rustle In the door-|js havin' de regular Thursday evenin’
way. There stood Edith Carr, with allj dance In de casino. And in de grill-
the added beauty and stateliness and] room dere's a beefstvak dinner, sah.”

noble bearing that ten years had hp.u».:i:lM The hermit glanced up at the inn on

her, the hillside, whence burst suddeny a

She was never one to chatter, :-=!n-| triumphant straln of splendid harmony.
looked at t(he hermit with her large “And up there,” sald he, “they are
thinking dark eyes, The hermit stood| playing Mendelsschn-—what s going on
still, surprised into a pose as motlonless| up there?"

as her own. Only his subconscious sense | “Up in de inn,"” said the dusky one,

of the fitness of things caused him to| “dey is u weddin' goin' on. Mr. Bink-

turn the baking powder can slowly in|ley, a mighty rich man, am marryin’

his hands until its red label was hidden| Miss Trenholme, sah—de young lady

against his bosom who am quite de belle of de place, suh.”
“I am stopping at the inn,"” said Edith| (Copyright by the North American

in low but clear tones, I heard of you| Company.)

there, I told myself that 1 must see you

I want to ask your forgiveness., 1 sold o

my happiness for money There were

Office Hours

W men with offices in the Wall

T Sireet district, each employing a

clerical force of a dozen persons,

were talking shop at luncheon the other

day and one sald he was an carly riser

and usually was at the office before any
of the clerks.

“I'm an early riser too, and ge. up
because 1 llke to,” said the other, "but
I never get to my office before ¥ o'clock,
a half hour after the office opens for
business. 1 do this because after con-
siderable experience and obsarvation
I found that it is more effective with
the empLoyees,

others to be provided for—but that does
not excuse me, | Just wanted to see you
and ask your forgiveness,

“You have lived here
tell me, cherishing my memory!
blind, Hampton, [ could not see
that all the money in the world
welgh in the scales against a
heart If—but it Is late

they
I was
then
cannot
falthful
now of

len years,

too
course."

Her asscortion was a question clothed
as best it could be in a loving woman's
pride, But through the thin disguise
the hermit saw easily that his lady had
come back to him-—if he chose, Ie had
won a golden erown —If it pleased him
to take [t. The reward of his decade of

faithfulness was ready for his hand—i¢| “They are shrewd folks, they are, and
he desired to streteh it forth have thddr own methods of slzing up
For the space of one minute the olg|fhe boss, and 1 find that they conclude

that the employer who gets to his office
early elther needs the extra tine to do
his work In or he wants to see that his
employees are not beating time on him,
Either of these conditions is, in my opin-
ion, not to the interest of the employer,

“Pherefore T let them see that I trust
them to on hand |II'-;::||ptl.\ and also
that [ can do my part of the work in
less time than they can. I can’'t nlways,
but when I ean't [ do it at hom:, where

enchantment shone upon him with a re-
Hected radiance And then by turns he
[ felt the manly sensations of indignation
at having been discarded and of repug-
nance at having been, as it were, sought
ngain, And last of all—how strange that
it should have come at last! —the pale
Wue vislon of the beautifulest of the
Trenholme sisters [lluminated his mind's
eye and left him without a waver,

“It is too late,” he sald, in deep tones,

be

pressing the baking powder can against | hey can’t see me or knrnow anything

his heart, about it [ respect my people and they
Onee she turned after she had gone| respect me and I don’t have (o get to

slowly twenty yards down the path.]the office carly to do It elther,”
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