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A HOUSE DIVIDED AGAINST ITSELF
By Edward Arthur Wicher

ushotle divided against itself-this
It eart.

t ek to love the Father, and I lovethe world; I aspire after heavenly
nodSe i want the gains and pleas-

0f Of this life; I have high ideals
Pi ee for my fellow-men, but I

tiye no Way of niaking them opera-
e the day's work.

thleree and deeper still in my soul
that i a cleavage between the man

u ait and the man that I fain
ver My experience contradicts
or aspiration of my soul. I long

lfality, yet ain doomed to
sali everything that I behold is

feOt ed to (lie; I dreai of a per-
nî Durity , and in the next moment

t grievous sin; I find myself
Whichthe narrowness of the room1Ch s stand, and gasp for breath-

fe ae;a Struggle for air that is
e1 tae infinity; and immediately I

job tha Il)ulsion of the next small
A udges ny elbow.

a thfr sight it would almost seem
der o 1h God had made man in or-
es.e noc bi, so far apart are hislin
divin ana his attainnents. Was it

ation . irony that prompted the cre-
0f the Universe?

Sor0 s any worldly success which

I)r Ce t0 us deliver us from the
av1 of the human paradox. What

olfOrt he accunulation of material
4ar s c if the soull is not satisfied?canIiajot 1.

Il ive by bread alone. Nor
ik h ive by work alone. lie must

th 11self. ',
\rk e What is the value oftork for the soul?" There are

succtU of men today who are toil-
ding essflly in the world's work,

, up great commercial enter-
lMing wealth, erecting for

themselves spacious bouses, in which
to dwell and display their goods, en-
larging their power to the four cor-
ners of the earth, and, at the sane
time, hating their work, their wealth,
their power, and themselves, and feel-
ing the utter staleness and futility of
their days. There bas probably been
no time since the decadent days of
the Roman empire when so many mien
have felt in their souls the constant
reluctation against the tasks of their
hands.

The current literature of the world
is, on the whole, either wistful or
pessimistic. With some few brave
exceptions its books are not restful
or contented. Society shivers while
it dances. Labor knocks at the door
of the palace of the ricli -man; and the
f.rightened occupants are trying to
hold the handle from the inside. Sone
of the social propihets foresee violence.
repeatedI under mianv forits, and

in f0 lorm i ore charavteristio

of our day than in the endeavour of
some men to partition off the bouse
into several rooms, where the contra-

dictory activities of their souls may
be conducted without coming violent-
]y into collision with one another. The

bouse is divided into several compart-
ments for the several classes of busi-

ness. Men who are good husbands
and generous fathers are also hard and

oppressive employers. Men who are
tenacious of their grasp of the prin-
ciples of orthodoxy are also implaca-
ble in their persecition of those who
are opposed to them. One part of
their heart is kind; another part is
cruel. One part is upright and honest;
another is tricky and circuitous. Re-
ligion is religion, and business is busi-


