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N* Sunto tbe forest, 0) my lover,
tnîy lover, duo nul lead me to the forest.

J 0v is wbere the temples are, hines ut
(lancers swinging ft

l)rurns an't Ivres and viols in the towIi,
And the flapping leaves would blind me

and tbe clingii g vî,.es would bind mie
An<l the tborny rose-bougbs tear my

saffron gown.
1 will love yuu by the ligbl, and the

lieat of uleunis at nigbt,
And the ecbuing of laugbter in my cars,
But 1 tear tbe forest.'

-(;eeek Folk Song.

I t is as o>1( as civilizatioli, ibis
tear ut tbe lonely ruad. Tbe warmtb
and iigbt and laugbîer ot tbe crowd
and tbe swinging (lurs ot the tull
bouse are alluring, su we bave few
îioneers in ncw or forlîidden pîlaces;
tbe spirit is not lacking but tbe stanmna
is wcak. The very day tbat the
idealist begins to live out bis dreains,
subtie foîrces set lu work lu make bim
une ut tbe berd instead of an indi-
vidual. Sonietimieseven, the levelling
process begins rigbt whcre be goes to
get bis training for living. The broad-
ness that should corne througb college
lite, may prove tu be notbing more
than a certain smooîhness, a by.
product wbich the studeuut gels by
rulîbing against the walls ot college
buildings. We flatter oursclves that
we have gained a breadtb ot vision,
or at least that WC can take a broad
view of tbings rigbt around us. The
(langer is that our estimale if tbings
may have broadened au a spider's web,
stretchcd by the tossings of a tbuusand
littie winds until il is ready tu lose ils
grip with the first real gale. We have
just iost our identity in the crowd.

L.ong ruws of street îigbts stretched
aiter une anuther, and under tho' light,

ple swarmed. Mo ths .also (lo thai,
andl lizar<ls. W'hole squads ut izaul'.
'Al III amber up from the cool water,
ut the pond and crawl, grinning, right
into a brusb fire. Thcy love the
dazzle. And a yo,:ng man stood at
thbe e<lge of1 the crowd and won<iered
the lizard in 1dm wantcd compan>.
Theni an old man rode up in a limousine,
a shifting-eyed, red.faced oWd nmaî

whomn Time liait brought su near the
gales that hc should almost have lîeen
listening for the music, but he stiii
revelle<l in the flesh-pots. At an
oppolsrtune moment be hail tallen in
with the herd and rushed for the' cuni-
mon ulîject, an<l he gut il. I t hait
gis un himi the flesh-pots but it had
given hlmi nothing cise. At the ligne
when the effort of bis whule lite bail
about reacbed the sum total uf ils

accumiplishment, his namne was knu'An
onlv b)v a certain wavering market
value, just like coal or mutton. When
hc might have been guiding pubîlic
opinion, he was merely guiding a
part),o ut ur.a nd.jewel -and -flowcr-des -k-
ci wonien into an expensive showu.

The soung man thougbî, "Fitty years
froni now will 1 bc l1ke t bat?'' lie
was just fighting througb the crisis that
everv individual bas to face sometime
the choice hetwccn commercialismn and
achievemient-litcrally the ebuice >t a
ji.

Ami he went off by bimselfto f0ilt
it out. He worked witb the crowd
ail day, but in the cvening be wandered
out from the city to a meadow wbere
the air was couler and the stars a
liltile nearer, and strangcly enough.
while the probiemt of a carcer %%as
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