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The home has been praised as the nucleus
of society, its center, its heart. Its virtues
have been so unanimously extolled that one
need but recite them. It is the embodiment
of family, the soul of mother, father, and
children. It is the place where morality
and modesty are taught. In it arise the basic
virtues of love of parents, love of children,
love of brothers and sisters; sympathy is
thus engendered ; loyalty has here its source.
The privacy of the home is a refuge from
excitement and struggle and gives rest and
peace to the weary battler with the world.
It is a sanctuary where safety is to be sought,
and this finds expression in the English prov-
erb, “Every Englishman’s home is his
castle.”” It is a reward, a purpose in that
men and women dream of their own home and
are thrilled by the thought. Throughout its
quiet runs the scarlet thread of its sex life.
Home is where love is legitimate and en-
couraged.

Yet the home has great faults; it is no
more a divine institution than anything else
human is. Without at all detracting from its
great, its indispensable virtues, let us, as
realists, study its defects.




