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CHAPTER IX

IFE and the attraction
of lifel Always until
we find another force as
miglity, wil the big
cities take their toil.
The young, the ,eager,

the hope-driven are liera for the ask-
ing. Like some great, heedless foster-
mother she gathers them ail, wanted
and unwanted; using what she can,
supremely careless of the rest. There
is always room, for there is always
growth. Life pours into her because
of the life she liolds.

Back in the country places and lit-
tle towns Nature sits with puekered
brow and wonders why lier chidren
leave lier. "m I flot beautiful and
bountiful and very kind?" alie muses.
"Do 1 flot give my sons and daughters
freeli, untainted air and winds of
morning? Do I flot spread my skies
with turquoise and pure gold, carpet
my fields witli emerald and bedew my
grass wîtk diamonds 1 Do I flot bring
forth plentifully, tempting my owxi
with fruits and seedlîngst Yet the
.young who should aow my aeed and
eat of my fruit desert me for a barreni
lieritage. Under curtains of smoke
they ait; wlien tliey walk their path-
wayo are of stone. Tliey breathe
poison and drink strange waters.
What 1 have given they aquander;
'wlat 1 would stili give they diadain il,

So, for a while, neglected Nature
muses and then, if atml ignored, turns
to lier own purposes and forgeta. The
trees leaf, the streams ru aud ail the
growing things push upward whether
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one eye or a thousand be there to sec.
Oniy wlief left too long unhusbanded
wvi1l Nature take lier just revenge. Let
man forsake lier utterly and lie finda
himself forsaken. Life tliat will flot
live with lier finds that witliout lier
there is nlo life. Left witli no one but
lierseif to care for Nature wiIl go back
to the old ways tlie ways alie loves the
best-the tangled vine, the matted
wood, the long luali grass-ail the
waste, the riot and the beauty of the
wild. Then man in lis man-made
cities wiil hunger and, liungering, will
turu to her begging to be taken back a
son once more.

Sueli would be the logic of the case
but it is logic wliidl is neyer strictly
tested. Tliere are always tliose wlio
stay behlind. Our fields are sown, our
liarvests are brouglit ini, our fruits are
gatliered. The city roars en, undis-
turbed, certain of being fed someliow,
by some one. And stil its hiddeu
magic draws tlie young and the cager
unto it-and always will 1

So, with tlie passage of a few swift
ycars, it is in the city that we look for
David afld, presently, for Rosme a"s.
Frances and Miss Mattie and Axigus
Greig are of tliose wlio stay behmnd...

Mms Carrs boarding-houae on
Arbutus Street was botli comfortable
and select. That is to, say, the house
was comfortable and Mms. Cari, ws
select, She wss a frosty person witli
a grim eye. Ber aspect was calm, lier
mouth tiglit and lier nose suspicioun&
Long ago there had been a Mr. Carr
but lie departed to a better world and


