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THERE IS JOY IN BEING IN THE THICK OF LIFE'S BATTLE WITH ITS
BLENDING OF BITTER AND SWEET

BY JANE WHITAKER.
A few words of a letter from home

brought the doubt for a moment to
my mind:

"I have pressed the leaves of June
roses between these pages with the
hope that their fragrance may make
you think of the bushes, voluptuously
laden with buds and courageous flow-
ers that have dared the blight of cold
in their eagerness to respond to the
call of June; of the sweetness of the
honeysuckle that clings green to the
old springhouse, with just here and
there a creamy bud that will soon
open to the greedy caress of the bees;
of the little creek that wends its
quiet way under the wooden bridge,
and the frogs that nest in it and boom
their bass croak at night; of the rob-bi- ns

that are so tame they wait for
us to fling them crumbs in the morn-
ing and reward us with their joyous
song.

"In the hope that the all of it might
make you dissatisfied with the strife,
of the city and willing to forsake its
nerve-racki- existence for the quiet
of country life again."

The doubt was born as I read the
letter and the odor of the roses came
faintly from the pages. The brood-
ing quiet of it all; the peacefulness,
the sameness of the days and the
nights and the shutting out of all
strife.

For a moment I longed for it so
avidly that it was a pain, and then
the roar of the city drifted up to my
window so high above the street the
honk of an auto horn and somebody's
laughter as they sped along; in the
alley the call of a belated huckster;
children's 'musical, cries as they
played spme fascinating childhood
game, and I knew itwas the life I
loved. $

Loved the roar pf it,.loved the fight
of it, loved its bitterness and its
weet Joyed in its struggle, sor-

rowed in its defeat, but clutched it
passionately to my heart as the one

thing worth while.
For those who have earned the

right to step out, the quiet df the
country is a reward, but for those of
us who have just begun the fight, it
is cowardice to run from it.

Sometimes its struggle seems hope-
less; sometimes the struggles of oth-
ers seem pitiful, but the joy in trying
to help, the joy in battling back
against the odds that would crush us,
the joy in defending even by a single
word some one who is unjustly
maligned, the joy of pillowing some
one stricken who clings to us in their
hour of sorrow and gains from us the
courage to rise up and fight again!

The joy of laughing with some one
in their hour of victory, and knowing
that they have chosen us to share it!

The joy of feeling the pulse of life
as it is lived of knowing that here is
a man, or a woman, or a child that is
bappy, and here is a man, or a wom-
an, or a child who is brave enough to
show happiness to the world even
while they are suffering.

The joy of the touch of one's fel-
low creatures crowded together per-
haps in a street car in the early
morning hours! The joy of seeing
some splendid boy give his seat to a
weak old woman or the joy of see-
ing some girl, who hasn't got the
sleep out of her eyes, insist that an
old man shall sit down while she
stands!

The joy of watching a business
man, with a thousand worries and
struggles, taking the time to bring
crumbs to his office and spread them
on the window for the pigeons!

The joy of seeing a fight that
seems hopeless carried on as buoy-
antly as though success were writ-
ten on the wall! The joy of seeing
workers who have lost, smilingly
deny that they have lost and busily
plan to fight again!

The joy of seeing humanity gradu-
ally awakening to a sense pf its debt,
to humanity. Of seeing big employ- -

K.afcj,r.A- - - rj&'iti,.,jiiiija.atjA..A..vas ,. ,rt.
MaBH


