
On the Edge of the War Zone

that we have no fuel but twigs; that the
winter wheat was frozen; that we have
eaten part of our seed potatoes and that
another part of them was frost-bitten;
that butter is a dollar a pound (and none
to be had, even at that price, for days at
a time)

; that wood alcohol is sixty-five
cents a litre, and so on and so forth. I

even feel that it is not important that this
war came, since it could not be escaped,
and that what alone is important is— that
the major part of the peoples of the world
are standing upright on their feet, lifting
their arms with a great shout for Liberty,
Justice, and Honor; that a war of brute
force for conquest has defeated itself, and
set free those who were to have been its

victims. It is not, I know, today or to-
morrow that it will all end ; it is not next
year, or in many years, that poor Poland's
three mutilated parts can be joined and
healed into harmony; and oh! how 'ong
it is going to be before all the sorrow and
hatred that Germany has brought on the
world can be either comforted or forgot-
ten I But at least we are sure now of the
course the treatment is going to take—
so the sun shines and my heart is high, and
I do believe that though joy may lead no-
where, sorrow is never in vain.
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