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Rexyxused Thore was & common saying that once Alberta got into your blood

you never winlly eould be weanod from it., You might go away, but you would alway

ocome back, The place was like & magnet. It wuld pull you back, One
heard all sorts of terms applied to it: "Veampire landl" "God's land}"
"Man's Lend}"” and so forth, I tiink it was liks the country in Service's
Tukon, which made or broke & mAN—a place where only the strong could -
survive. A place that strafed one almost to death ut which gave eventually
the greatest of rewards,
Some poet once wrote; iUnless we ocarry the besutiful with us

we will £ind it not" § One did not need to ocarry beauty with him to

gee it out there. I'rmlm that; tut even beauty does not wholly

satisfy the oravings of a lngry soul, I think I was mngry all the time,
It vas 'nt that I wanted so much to return to New York and my friends e-but
xkix deep in me was the overpowering urge to -—writel I realized that
whon I went down to Calgary, simt myself in a room for two weeks, aud 1t seemed
as 1f I had turned on & mental faucet. Bverything wanted to come tumbling
out ofme at oncel I had so much to write-—80 much t0 telle— the words
ran owér each oth;r —thoy Jostled for room and space,

And now I am back in New York} The roayr of the city resounds
in my ears. My life 1s in Jeopardy“ every time I go out on the streets,
Iike Rip Van Winkle I foel as 1f I had come up out of a long slesp and ail
the world had changed for me, But time wings along. Time acclimates
us to all things, as I have said., &kxtksx Thousands of milos awey from me
now the magnet of the ranch may be turning toward me. Will I go back?

I do not Imow,



