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A HOUSE DIVIDED AGAINST ITSELF

By Edward Arthur Wicher
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Mmen today who are toil-
up in the world's work,
ass?r:eat commercial enter-
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themselves spacious houses, in which
to dwell and display their goods, en-
larging their power to the four cor-
ners of the earth, and, at the same
time, hating their work, their wealth,
their power, and themselves and feel-
ing the utter staleness and futility of
their days. There has probably been
no time since the decadent days of
the Roman empire when so many men
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 bhrave
exceptions its books are not restful
or contented. Society shivers while
it dances. Labor knocks at the door
of the palace of the rich man; and the
frightened occupants are trying to
hold the handle from the inside. Some
of the social prophets foresce violenee.
repeated and
in no form more characteristie
of our day than in the endeavour of
some men to partition off the house
into several rooms, where the contra-
dictory activities of their souls may
be conducted without coming violent-
ly into collision with one another. The
house 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 persecution 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-

under  many  forms,



