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IV
OF WORK AND WEALTH

FOR FIFTEEN years [ was a teacher of youth. They were years out of the
fullness and bloom of my younger manhood. They were years mingled
of half breathless work, of anxious self-questionings, of planning and
replanning, of disillusion, or mounting wonder.

_ The teacher’s life is a double one. He stands in a certain fear. He
tends to be stilted, almost dishonest, veiling himself before those awful
eyes. Not the eyes of Almighty God are so straight, so penetrating, so
all-seeing as the wonder-swept eyes of youth. You walk into a room: to_
the left is a tall window, bright with colors of crimson and gold and sun-
shine. Here are rows of books and there is a table. Somber blackboards

clothe the walls to the right and beside your desk is the delicate ivory
of a nobly cast head. But you see nothing of this: you see only a silence

and eyes, —fringed, soft eyes; hard eyes; eyes-great and small; eyes here
so poignant with beauty that the sob struggles in your throat; eyes there
so hard with sorrow that laughter wells up to meet and beat it back; eyes
through which the mockery and ridicule of hell or some pulse of high
heaven may suddenly flash. Ah! That mighty pause before the class,— -
that orison and benediction —how much of my life it has been and made.
I fought earnestly against posing before my class. I tried to be natural
and honest and frank, but it was a bitter hard. What would you say to a
soft, brown face, aureoled in a thousand ripples of gray-black hair,
which knells suddenly: “Do you trust white people?” You do not and .
you know that you do not, much as you want to; yet you rise and lie and
say you do; you must say it for her salvation and the world’s; you repeat
that she must trust them, that most white folks are honest, and all the
while you are lying and every level, silent eye there knows you are
lying; and miserably you sit and lie on, to the greater glory of God.
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48 . Du Bois

I taught history and economies'and something called “soci ”
history ang s
Atlant? University, where, as our Mr, Webster usegd to say wzcg:fl:t)%zso?st
:)r::%l;[‘);;d se:ttgdes‘ ax:}c]l not nzleré fé«hairs. I was fortunate with this teaching
1aving vivid in the minds of my pupils a concrete social probl
which we all were parts and which we des; el 1o sohve
‘ S an perately desired t
g‘here was little danger,. then, of my teaching oryof their ﬂcu,ixsl(l)(li‘:le.
ecoming purely theoretical. Work and wage were thrilling realities t§
us all. What did we study? I can tell you best by taking a concrete
human case, such as was continually leaping to our eyes and thought

and demandi i i :
bring ofparr(;pl}lllegc ;nderstandmg and interpretation and what I could-

St. Louis sprawls where mighty ri
. : ghty rivers meet,—

;’Illlélz:i(l:_l:éphlaésut ]t]hree stories high instead of two ewitha\svicll)er:) :geeag

_ er atmosphere, over the dull-brown of wide, calm ri

city overflows into the valleys of Illinois and lies ther’e, wlrllltl:i‘r’xegl.ilr’llgl}:::
;S\}ggsr]n)ypcigéd. The gltl'{?/[ city is dusty and hot beyond all dream, —a

. ttsburg in the Mississippi Valley—a great, ruthless. tery;

thing! It is the sort that crushes man and invoﬁes some liﬁ;’gtigl]ﬁr?
m?Ir'I};—a giant of things done, a clang of awful accomplishment P
" Tee men came wandering across this place. They were neither

Ings nor wise men, but they cathe with every significance —perhaps
::V\;esnmg:atlc;r—than gat wﬂlhxcl&_the kings bore in the days of old Thelr)e

c who came from the North,—brawny and riot ith

a man of concentrated power, who held all thye thuni‘loe;)l;](fltvsv l;}flniggre%yn’
cgpxtalhm his great fists and made flour and meat, iron and steel, cun-
gilsr;ilcb :VI;II(;E:]Ig,e ;Nrct)lc])d, I—II)amt and pape}':, transforming to endless tools a

i rth. He was one who saw nothing, kne i
:‘ﬁ;ﬁ}i gg;lfqg b}]i} ghi ma(llkmﬁ a(?d buying of that whgich se]‘lj‘;- rvlvci]t};lgfi
| gic of his hand rolled over miles of iron road, ton 4
of food and metal and wood, of coal and o] umber, unti the

f ] ! ! 0d, nd oil and lumb i
‘throggmg {)f knotfed ways in Edst and rea] St. Louislivrgs ?;lieut?lhl t}:ie
fesfﬁﬁ";f Fangha of some thighty heart. oree

en from the ‘East and called by th
] ' y the crash of thund

fquzedlgﬂz{me came the UHW{SS Man,—unwise by the hl:;ff {)li'ocl:t;d?;i
’:I?ée 1’111&::1?;]1:&?“1?:? :sn}};thggt GtBOd;lfveil made. He was the slave for
o DIACe maker, [t wis he that the thunderbolts struck and electrified
into gasping energ;i."The rasp of his hard breathi nidnigh
o Fieping energy’ ard breathing shook the midnights
ﬁ_a,tioz;i e &Zmislsj I;'t(ga:ljley and the pulse of his powerful arms set the great
ﬂ)i?(?dm t?en";ell)tl‘laskf’ out of the South, like a still, small voice, came the
third a(;),— ack, with great eyes and greater memories; hesitantly

ager and yet with the infinite softness and ancient calm which come

i e
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from that eternal race whose history is not the history of a day, but of
endless ages. Here, surely, was fit meeting-place for these curiously
_intent forces, for these epoch-making and age-twisting forces, for these
human feet on their super-human errands.
 Yesterday I rode in East St. Louis. It is the-kind of place one quickly
., ecognizes,—tireless and with no restful green of verdure; hard and
uneven of street; crude, cold, and even hateful of aspect; conventional,
.of course, in its business quarter, but quickly beyond one sees the ruts
_and the hollows, the stench of ill-tamed sewerage, unguarded railroad
trossings, saloons outnumbering churches and churches catering to
. saloons; homes impudently strait and new, prostitutes free and happy,
;. gamblers in paradise, the town “wide open,” shameless and frank; great
ot {ictories pouring out stench, filth, and flame—these and all other
ings so familiar in the world market places, where industry triumphs
. over thought and products overwhelm men. May I tell, too, how yes-
'terday I rode in this city past flame-swept walls"and over gray ashes; in
',s%treets almost-wet with blood and beside ruins, where the bones of dead
men new-bleached-peered out at me in sullen wonder?

Across the river, in the greater city, where bronze St. Louis,—that
just and austere king—looks with angry, fear-swept eyes down from the
rolling heights of Forest Park, which knows him not nor heeds him,

1t there is something of the same thing, but this-city is larger and older and
¢ ;the for&és of evil have had some curbing from those who have seen the
vision afid panted for life; but eastward from St. Louis there is a land of
no taxesfor great industries; there is a land where you may buy grafting

, politiciarisaf far less rate than you would pay for franchiges of privileges
in a modern town. There, too, you may escape the buying of indul-
gences from the great terminal fist, which squeezés industsy out of

. St Louis. In fact, East St. Louis is a paradise for highand frequent div-
idends and for the piling up of wealth to-be-spent in-8t. Louis and
Chicago and New York and when the world is sane again, across the seas.
“So the Unwise Mén pouring out of the East;—falling, scrambling,
rushing into America at the rate of a millionra-year, —ram, walked, and
crawled to this maelstrom of the workers. They garnered higher wage
than ever they had before, but not all of it came in cash. A part, and an
insidious part, was given to them transmuted into whiskey, prostitutes,
.and games of chance. They laughed and disported themselves. God!
«r.Had not their mothers wept enough? It was a,good town. There was no
veil of hypocrisy here, but a wickedness, frank, ungilded, and open. To

' be sure, there were things sometimes to reveal the basic savagery and
thin veneer. Once; for-instance, a man was lynched for brawling on the
public square of the county seat; once a mayor who sought to “clean
up” was publicly assassinated; always there was theft and rumors of theft,
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until St. Clair County was a hissing in good men’s ears; but always, too
there were good wages and jolly hoodlums and unchecked wassail of
Saturday nights. Gamblers, big and little, rioted in East St. Louis. The
little gamblers used cards and roulette wheels and filched the weekly
wage of the workers. The greater gamblers used meat and iron and
undid the foundations of the world. All the gods of chance flaunted
their wild raiment here, above the brown flood of the Mississippi.
_ Then the world changed; then civilization, built for culture, rebuilt
itself for wilful murder in Europe, Asia, America, and the S:)uthem
Seas. Hands that made food made powder, and iron for railways was
iron for guns. The wants of common men were forgotten before the
grcﬁutx pi 1gl:étln.ts.t Sttr};eamhs o(f1 golfd, los{) from the world’s workers, filtered
and trickled into the hands of gambler. i
thunderbolts of East St. Louis. i > and put new power into the
i War. Slowly b
lessly the skilled and intelligent, banding themselves, had ﬂlreatenrer:lg fc;lee-
coffers of the milgh_ty‘ and slowl% the mighty had disgorfed. tven the com-
mon workers, the poor and un ettered, had again and a in gri
sills of the city walls and pulled themselves togt?leir chinsg;abut% aﬂglefhtgz
were so many hands and so many mouths and the feet of the Disinherited
kept coming across the wet paths of the sea to this old El Dorado.

War brought subtle changes. Waies stood still while prices fattened, It
was not that the white American worker was threatened with starvation, but

if was what was, affer all, a more important question, —whether or not he
SM@MMM@%%
,, ) orkers, —the
foigtcach otz thes el s hecke The T and
intelligent, banding themselves even better than before bargained with
the meén of might and held them by bitter threats; thedéss skilled and
more ignorant seethed at the bottom and tried, as of.old, to bring it

about that the, ignorant and unlettered shou her
against both capital and skilled labor,

- It was heYe that there came out of the East a beam of un
light,—a t{jumdpl_l of possible good in evil so strange that the \:c:::lt(};lr)s’
hardly believed it. 31mmqmuwminfimrmlé>gga
slowly the footsteps of the yearly million men became fainter and fainter
until the stream of immigrants overseas was stopped by the shadow of
death at the very time when new murder opened new rarkets over all
the world to American industry; and the gi ' j Its
Zt;l(llnped and rageg and peered out across the world and called for men
‘The Unwise Men laughed and squeezed reluctant dollars oul
fists of thé’ mighty and saw in the?r dream the vision ofaa da; (x)j}:}c}rel
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labor, as they knew it, should come into its own; saw this day and saw
it with justice and with right, save for one thing, and that was the sound
of the moan of the Disinherited, who still lay without the walls. When
they heard this moan and saw that it came not across the seas, they were
at first amazed and said it was not true; and then they were mad and
said it should not be. Quiickly they turned and looked into the red
blackrtess of the South and in their hearts were fear and hate!

What did they see? They saw something at which they had been
faught to laugh and make sport; they saw that which the heading of
every newspaper column, the lie of every cub reporter, the exaggera-
tion of every press dispatch, and the distortion of every speech and book
had taught them was a mass of despicable men, inhuman; at best,
'laughable; at worst, the meat of mobs and fury.

What did they see? They saw nine and one-half millions of human
béings. They saw the spawn of slavery, ygnorant by law and by deviltry,
crushed by insult and debatiched by systematic and criminal injustice.
They saw a people whose helpless women have been raped by thousands
.4nd whose men lynched by hundreds in the face of a sneering world.

They saw a people with heads bloody, but unbowed, working faithfullyf .

at wages fifty per cent. lower than the wages of the nation and under
conditions which shame civilization, saving homes, training children,
hoping against hope. They saw the greatest industrial miracle of modern

days,—slaves transforming themselves to freemen and climbing out of
ptible opposi-

_perdition by their owp efforts, despite the most contem
tion God ever saw, MMMMMMM
employers of America saw, t00/”
= North called to the South. A scream of rage went up from the
cotton monopolists and industrial barg TIEW_ SO
i who dared fo “interfere” with their labor? Who sou eir
black slaves but they? Who Tronored and loved “niggers” as they did?
They mobilized all the Thachinery of modern oppression: taxes, City
ordinances, licenses, state laws, municipal regulations, wholesale police
arrests and, of course, the peculiarly Southern method of the mob
ahd the lyncher. They appealed antically to the United States
Government; they groveled on their knees and shed wild tears at the
“suffering” of their poor, misguided black friends, and yet, despite this,
the N i had to offe ollars 3 day
and from one-quarter to one-half a million dark workers arose a d

poured themselves 1o 0 ey went ines of West

€ .
Virgtnta because war needs coal: they went to the industries of New
Jérsey and Penns vania, because i Jm;_thgx_wgnt
tgthe aufomobiles of Detroit and the load-carrying of Chicago; and

‘they went 1o ~Tous.

>4



52 . Du Bois

Now theré came fear in the hearts of the Unwise Men. It was not that
their wages were loweréd, —they went even higher. They received, not
simply, gEhvmg wage, but a wage that paid for some of the decencies,
and, in East St. Louis, many of the indecencies of life. What ‘they
feared was not deprivation of the things they were used to and the

man was born in a hoiisg of fear; to him ‘poverty of the ugliest and
straitest type was father, mother, and blood-brother. He was sli ing
stealthily northward twmmmmm&
ston, and the shadow of death.

Here, then, in the wide valley which Father Marquette saw peaceful

and golden, lazy with fruit and river, halfasleep beneath the nod of

God, +here, then, was staged every element for humari tragedy, every

*{ glem\é':‘n_g of|the modern economic garadogg

. J M
I t9 A lb’toA?nl That hot, wide plain of East St. Louis is a gripping thing, The
' rivers are dirty with sweat and toil and lip, like lakes, along the low and
burdened-shores; flatboats ramble and tﬁread among them, and above
the steamers bridges swing on great arches of steel, striding with
mighty grace from shore to shore. Everywhere are brick kennels,—tall,
black and red chimneys, tongues of flame. The ground is littered with
cars and irdn, tracks and trucks, boxes and crates, metals and coal and
rubber. Nature-défying cranes, grim elevators rise above pile on pile of
-black and grimy hirtiber. And everbelow is the water, —wide and silent,

ay-brown and yellow. :

This is the stage-for the tragedy: the armored might of the modern
‘wo‘rld urged by the bloody needs ofthe world wants, fevered today by a
fabulqu%}nsion of gain and ngeding only hands, hands, hands! Fear of
Iossggévgree&of gain irt the hearts of the giants; the clustered cunning
of the modern workmiap, skilled as artificer and skilled in the rhythm
of the habit of work, tasting the world’s good and panting for more; fear
o{ poyertyj;‘mdﬁ hate of “scabs” in the hearts of the workers; the dumb
yearning in the hearts of the oppressed; the echo of laughter heard at
the foot of the Pyramids; the faithfuil, plodding slouch of thie laborers;

- fear of the Shadow of eath in the hearts of b%ack men,

C asif,,%qd perhaps thete is rioapswer, how far maythe captain of

. ithe world’s imdustry-do™his deeds, despite the grinding tragedy of
A~ jts ﬂbmg?j-lpw“fai:‘mdy men fight for the beginning.of comfort, out
beyond-the' ltorrid shadow of poverty, at-the cost-of starying-other-and
what the world calls lésset mien? How far may those whe reach up out
of the-slime-thatfills the pits of the world’s damned..c‘f),mpé] men with
loaves to divide with men who starve?

-

shadow of poverty, but rather the definite death of g
But if fear was new-born jn the hearts of the Unwise Men, the black

U —

e —

e —— o e o g ey - — P ——
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+The answers to these questions are hard, but yet one answer looms
s above all,—justice lies with the lowest; the plight of the lowest man, —
the plight of the black man—deserves the first answer, and the plight
of the giants of Industry, the 1ast. .
Tiefte cared East ST Louss for all this bandying of human problems,
%0 long as its grocers and saloon-keepers flourished and its industries
stéamed and screamed arid smoked and its bankers grew rich. Stupidity,
lﬁ:‘ehse, and graft sat enthroned in the City Hall. The new black folk
wére exploited as cheerfully as white Polacks and Italians; the rent of
i{:acks mounted herrily, the street car lines counted gleeful gains, and
‘the crimes’ of white men and black menflourished in the dark. The
. h’igh and skilled and smart climbed on the bent backs of the ignorant;
harder the mass of laborers strove to unionize their fellows and to bar-
gain with employers. S }

\
.. Nor were the,new blacks-fools. They had“no-love-for nothings in
',ihbor; they had no wish to make e'rMer,
E&xt tﬁey were determined fo make Eqr own Tar erZFhey, too, were
iwxmnﬁ To join in the new union movemer% -"But the unions did not
vant “them. Just as employers monopolized_meat and steel, so they
_ ' beat a giant's bargaina the highe 2t
‘trades they succeeded. The best electrician in the- city was refused
. admittance to the union and driven from thé twn becatise he-wad.
black. No black builder, printer, or machinist, could-joitr:a ynion or } »
; work in East St. Louis, no matter what his skill or-character, Butaut of -

the stink of the stockyards arid the dust of the aluminum works'and the
, sweat of the Jumber yards the willing blacks could not Ee kept.

.
I

joined. White workers a 11y
en again in the

Bpqt R
the employer,

in the fall and won higher wages and bgﬂcb £ hours ,?‘n
¢ ORI 1
spring they struck to make bargaining ‘compulsory or
but this time they fronted new things. The conflagration of war had
spread to America; government and court steppéd’in 4nd ordered no
egitation, no strikes; the work mus
~ Deeper was the ¢ ik

ned i ¢ anger ‘was against the

wielders of the thunderbolts, but here it was impqtent because employers

stood with the hand of thé government before their faces; it was against

entrenched union labor, which had risen'én thie backs of the unskilled

apd unintelligent and o backs of those whor of{.
race or prejudicé or chicane they eat beyond the bars of com- a,.
pehtionZand hinally the anger of the mdss of'white workers was tarne

’ ese [lew bR Interlopers, who seémed to come to spoll their

last dream of a great monopoly 6f common labor.
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These angers flamed and the union leaders, fearing their fury and
knowing-their own guilt, not only in the larger and subtler matter of
biddirig their way to power across the weakness of their less fortunate
fellows, but also conscious of their part in making East St. Louis a mis-
erable town of liquor and lust, leaped quickly to ward the gathering
thinder from their own heads. The thing they wanted was even at their
hands: here were black men, guilty not only of bidding for jobs which
white men could have held at war prices, even if they could not fill, but
also guilty of being black! is black nions

pointed the accusing finger, It was here that they committed the
unpardonable crime. It was here that they entered the Shadow of Hell,
where suddenly from a fight for wage and protection against indystrial

oppressi st St._Louis became the center of the oldést and nastiest

f@f_ﬂzummamsﬂm_—mhat@- —
The whole situation lent itself to -this terrible transformation.

Everything in the history of the United States, from slavery to Sunday
upplements, from disfranchisement to residence segregation, from
“Iim-Crow” cars to a “Jim-Crow” army draft—al%__tjjs_hiils:tmyiglis_

criminafiori-and insult festered to make think-and willing to think

that-the veriting of their unbridled anger against lZ,QQOEOOO umble,
upstriving work ing the industrial tangle of the ages.
It was i i I its pat-

t was the logic of the hroken plate_which, seared of old acrossits p
tern; cracks never again, save along the old destruction.

So'hell Hamed in East St. Louis! The white men drove even black
union-men out of their unions and when.the black men, beaten by pight

and assaulted: flew to arms-and-shat hack at the maraudese-frvetheusand
rioters arose’ind sufged like a crested stormwave, from noonday until
midnight; thej¥illed and beat and murdered; they dashed out the brains
of children anld stripped off the clothes of women; they drove victims
into the flarnes and hanged the helpless to the lighting poles. Fathers
were killed béfore the faces of mothers; children were burned; heads
4 were cut off with axes; pregnant women crawled and spawned in dark,
- wet fields; thieves went through houses and firebrands followed; bodies
were thrown from"bridges; and rocks and bricks flew through the air.
' The Negroes fouglit, They grappled with the mob like beasts at bay.
They drove themi back from the thickest cluster of their homes and Eiled
thé white dead on'the street, but the cunning mob caught the black
men between the ficfories and their homes, where they knew they were
armed only’ with théir dinner pails: Firemen; policemen, and militia-
men stood-with hanging hands or even joined eagerly with the-mob.
It was the ol&wor%ﬁjdr{or come to life again: all that Jews suffered
in Spain and Poland; all that peasants suffered in France, and-Indians
in Calcutta; all that.aroused human deviltry had accomplished in ages’,

3
R,
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past they did in East St. Louis, while the rags of six thousand half-naked
Dblack men and women fluttered across the bridges of the calm
Mississippi. - ' .

The white South laughed,~it was infinitely funny—the “niggers”
who had gone North to escape slavery and lynching had-met the fury
of the mob which they had fled. Delegations rushed North from
Mississippi and Texas, with suspicious timeliness and with great-
hearted offers to take these workers back to a lesser hell. The man from
Greensville, Mississippi, who wanted a thousand got six, because, after
all, the end was not so simple. . .

No, the end was not simple. On the contrary, the problem raised by
East St. Louis was curiously complex. The ordinary American, tired of
the persistence of “the Negro problem,” sees only another anti-Negro
.mob and wonders, not when we shall settle this problem, but when we
shall be well rid of it. The student of social things sees another mile-
post in the triumphant march of union labor; he is sorry that blood and
rapine should mark its march,—but, what will you? War is life!

., Despite these smug reasonings the bare facts were these: East St.
Louis, a great industrial center, lost 5,000 laborers,—good, honest,
hard-working laborers. It was not the criminals, either black or white,
who were driven from East St. Louis. They are still there. They will stay
there. But half the honest black laborers were, gone. The crippled ranks
of industrial organization in the mid-Mississippi Valley cannot be re-
¢ruited from Ellis Island, because in Eurgpe men are dead and
maimed, and restoration, when restoration comes, will raise a
European demand for labar such as this age has never seen. The vision
of industrial supremacy has come to the giants who lead American
industry and finance. But it can never be realized, unless the laborers
are here to do the work,—the skilled la orers, the common laborers,
the willing laborers, the well-paid laborers. The present forces, organized
however cunningly, aré not large enough to do what America wants;
but there is another group of laborers, 12,000,000 strong, the natural
heirs, by every logic of justice, to the fruits of America’s industrial -
‘advance. They will be used simply because they must be used, —but
their using means East St. LouisI ™,

. Eastward trom St. Louis [ie great centers, like Chicago, Indianapolis,
Detroit, Cleveland, Pittsburg, Philadelphia, and New York; in, every
one of these and in lesser centers there is not only the industrial unrest

of war and revolutionized Eork, but there is the call for, workers, the

coming of black folk, and e deli ohts of

men, and particularly of workingmen, into channels of race hatred
agalns; E!ac?E_E.ﬁ{. "&very one of these centers what Eappénea in Fast St
Lot has Been attempted, with more or less success. Yet the American

¥



56 Du Bois

Negroes stand today as the greatest strategic group in the world. Their
services are indispensable, their temper and character are fine, and
their souls have seen a vision more beautiful than any other mass of
workers. They may win back culture to the world if their strength can
be used with the forces of the world that make for justice and not
against the hidden hates that fight for barbarism. For fight they must.
and fight they willl ’ '

Rising on wings we cross again the rivers of St. Louis, winding and
threading between the towers of industry that threaten and drown the
towers of God. Far, far beyond, we sight the green of fields and hills;
but ever below lies the river, blue,—brownish-gray, touched with the
hint of hidden gold. Drifting through halfflooded lowlands, with shanties
and crops and stunted trees, past struggling corn and straggling village, we
rysh toward the Battle of the Marne and the West, from this dread Battle
of the East. Westward, dedt ‘God, the fire of Thy Mad Wotld crimsons
our Heaven. Out dnswering Hell rolls eastward from St. Louis.

Here, in microcosm, is the sort of economic snarl that arose contin-
ually for me and my papils to solve. We could bring to its unraveling
little of the scholatly aloofness and academic calm of most white uni-
versities.’ T6 us this thing was Life and Hope and Deathl’

How should we think such 4 problem through, not simply as Negroes,
but as men and women of a new cehtury; Helping to build a new world?
And first of all, here is no simple question of race antagonism. There
are rio races, in the sense’of great, sepatate, pure breeds of men, differing
in attainrent, development, and capacity. There are great groups,—now
with‘common history, how with common interests, now with common
aricestry; ‘Mdre’ and ‘more common expetience and piesent interest
drive back Hié‘comimon blood and the world today consists, not of
races, bit of thé"imperial commercial group of master capitalists,
infernationil and predominantly white; the national middle classes of
the seyeral natioris, white, yellow, and brown, with strong blood bonds,

~ commoh langiiagés, and common history; the international laboring

¢ldss df all colors; the backward, oppressed groups of nature-folk, pre-
dominantly yellow, brown, and black.. .

“Two questions arise from the work and relations of these groups: how
to-furnish goods and sérvites for the wants of men and how equitably

. &nd sufficiently to $atisfy these wants. There can be no doubt that we have

t

..\;" i-

pés’séd'-ﬂin%iu ddy from a world-that could hardly satjsfy the physical
wantsof the massof men, by the greatest effort; te dworld Wwhose technique
supplies-enough for all, if all can claimn, their right._Ohr great'ethical
- dl'ue’éfiori todais, therefore, how may we justly distribute the World’s
godds td satisfy the necessary wants of the mass df men. '
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What hinders tile answer to this question? Dislikes, jealousiés,

“hatreds, —undoubtedly like the race hatred in East St. Louis; the jeal-
L oﬁlsjf‘ of English and German,; the dislike of the Jew and the Gentile.
;' B}Jt ﬁxbse are, after all, surface disturbances, sprung from ancient habit
. more than from present reason. They persist and are encolrage

' bpcéﬁé}é of deeper, mightier currents.Jf thewhite workingmen of Fast
. : i 1 v L ¢ ‘i

s The shiadow of hunger, 1n a wor ]
gry, drives us to war and murder and hate. But why does hunger shadow

men for work a few of the participants come out with morg wealth than
“they can possibly use, while 2 vast nurnber emerge with less than can
decently support life. In earlier economic stages.we defended this. as
the reward of Thrift and Sacrifice, and g5 the punjshment of Ignorance
and Crime. To this the answer is sharp: Sacrifice calls for nqép‘(ﬁ:reward
and Ignorance deserves no such punishment. The chief meaning of our
present thinking is that the disproportion between wealth and poverty
‘today cannot be adequately accounted for by the thrift and ignorance
of the rich and the poor. .

esterday we righted one great mistake’ when we realized that the
ownership of the laborer did not tend to increase production. The
world at large had learned this long since, but black slavery arse again
,inAmerica as an inexplicable anachronjsm, a wilfil crime: The fgree-
.ing of the black slaves freed America. ][0 allenging
another ownership, —the ownership of materials which go to make the
goods we need. anﬁt‘e‘SWrTeusq)cMﬁ'ﬁWxMay
arone stage of economic development be a method of stimulating
production and one which does not greatly interfere with equitable
distribution. When, however, the intricacy and length of technical pro-
,duction increased, the ownership of these things becomes a monopoly,
?rhich-easily makes thie rich richer'and the poor poorer. T ay, there-

- . ¥ . . . ) s
ore, we are challengitig this’ ownership; we.are demandin ral

’ when we
rials and, tools and

® e do thig and still make suthcient goods, justly
of men, and rightly decide who are to be considered “men”? How do

'sq vast a mags of men? Manifestly becduse in the great organizing of

W osd

justly ga.uge the needs .




r‘f‘
i
t
{
i

P

58 s ' Du Bois

fve arratige to accomplish these things today? Somebody decides whose
wants should be satisfied. Sémebody organizes industry so as to satisfy
‘these wants. What is to hinder the same ability and foresight from

"being used in the future as in the past? The amount and kind of human

ab,iIity nécessary need not be decreased,—it may even be vastly increased,
with proper encouragement and rewards. Are we today evoking the

*necessary ability? On the-contrary, it is not the Inventor, the Manager,

and the Thinker who today are reaping the great rewards of industry,
but sather the Gambler and the Highwayman. Rightly-organized
iridustry might easily save-the Gambler’s Profit and the Monopolist's
Interest and by. paying 2 more discriminating reward in wealth and
honor bring to the service of the state more ability and sacrifice than
we can today command. If we do away with interest and profit, consider

the savings that could be made; but above all, think how great the rev-

%

e

olution would be when we ask the mysterious Somebody to decide in
tHe light of public opinion whose wants should be satisfied. This is the
grest.and teal revolution that is coming in future industry. :
‘Biit this i not the need of the revolution nor indeed, perhaps, its

real beginnihg. What we must decide sometime is who are to be con-
sidered “men.” Today, at the beginning of this industrial change, we are
4dmitting that economic classes must give way. The laborers’ hire must
incréase, the émplogers’ profit must be curbed. But how far shall this
change go? Must it apply to all human beings and to all work through-
out the world? ’ i

- Certainly not. We seek to apply it slowly and' with some reluctance
to white men and more slowly and with greater reserve to white
women, but black folk and brown and for the most part yellow folk we
have widely determinéd shall not be among those ‘whose needs must
justly be heard and whose wants must be ministered to in the great
organizatiori of world indstry.

_ In the teaching of my classes I was not willing to stop with showing
that'this was unfair,—~indeed 1did not have to do this. They knew
through ‘bitter expérience its rank injustice, because they were black.

‘What | Hiad to show was that no real reorganization of industry could

e.permanently made with the majority of mankind left out. These dis-

inherited darker peoples must either share}in. the future industrial

democracy or overhurn the wold. -
“OF &quise; the foundation of such a system must-be a-high,-ethical

ideal. We ‘must really envisage the wants-of-humanity. We. must want
the wants of all men. We must.get rid of the-fascination for exclusive-

- ness. Here, in 4 woild-full-of folk, men ate-lonely. The rich are lonely.
“We are all frantic for fellow-souls, yet we shut souls out and bar the

ways and bolster up the fiction of the Elect and the Superior when the
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great mass of meri is capable of producing larger and larger numbers
for every human height of attainment. To be sure, there are differences
between men and groups and there will ever be, but they will be dif-
ferences of beauty and genius and of interest and not necessarily of ug-
liness, imbecility, and hatred.

The meaning of America is the beginning of the discovery of the
Crowd. The crowd is not so well-trained as a Versailles garden party of
Louis XIV, but it is far better trained than the Sans-culottes and it has
infinite possibilities. What a world this will be when human possibili-
ties are freed, when we discover each other, when the stranger is no
longer the potential criminal and the certain inferior!

What hinders our approach to the ideals outlined above? Our profit
from degradation, our colonial exploitation, our American attitude
toward the Negro. Think again of East St. Louis! Think back of that

to, slavery and Reconstruction! Do we w

yant the wants

rica

Negroes satisfie
hindrance tod

n
est r
ay to the reorganization of work and redistribution of
wealth, not only in America %ut n the world. ]

~All Fumanity must share in the future industrial democracy of the
world. For this it must be trained in intelligence and:in appreciation of
the good and the beautiful. Present Big Business,—that Science of
Human Wants—must be perfected by eliminating the price paid:for
waste, which is Interest, and for Chance, which is Profit, and making
a]l income a personal wage for service rendered by the recipient; by
recognizing no possible human service as great enough to enable a-per-
son to designate another as an idler or as a worker at work which he
cannot do. Above all, industry must minister to the wants of the many,
and not to the few, and the Negro, the Indian, the Mongoliah, and
the South Sea Islander must be among the many as well as Germans,
Frenchmen, and Englishmen.

Imthis_ggmjnﬁ socialization_of indust_rE jve must guard against that
same tyranny of the majority that has marked democracy in Ee making
of laws. There must, for instance, persist in this future economics a
certain minimum of machine-like work and prompt obedience and sub-
mission. This necessity is a simple corollary from the hard facts of the
physical world. It must be accepted with the comforting thought that its
routine need not demand twelve hours a day or even gight. With Work
for All and All at Work probably from three to six hours would suffice,
and leave abundant &ime for leisure, exercise, study, and avocations.

But what shall we say of work where spiritual values and social
distinctions enter? Who shall be Artists and who shall be Servants in
the world to come? Or shall we all be artists and all serve?




