
thought of general interest. "I don't know any­
thing about that," he answered, "I'm in socio­
logy." There was nothing to do but to beg his 
pardon and to apologise for not having noticed 
it. Another of these same men was studying 
classics on the same plan. He was engaged in 
composing a doctor's thesis on the genitive of 
value in Plautus. For eighteen months past he 
had read nothing but Plautus. The manner of his 
reading was as follows: first he read Plautus all 
through and picked out all the verbs of esti­
mating followed by the genitive, then he read it 
again and picked out the verbs of reckoning, 
then the verbs of wishing, praying, cursing and 
so on. Of all these he made lists and grouped 
them into little things called Tables of Relative 
Frequency, which, when completed, were about 
as interesting, about as useful and about as easy 
to compile as the list of wholesale prices of sugar 
at New Orleans. Yet this man's thesis was ad­
mittedly the best in his year and it was con­
sidered by his instructors that had he not died 
immediately after graduation he would have lived 
to publish some of the most daring speculations 
on the genitive of value in Plautus that the world 
had ever seen . . .

". . . the supreme import of the professor to 
the students now lies in the fact that he controls 
the examinations. He holds the golden key which 
will unlock the door of the temple of learning — 
unlock it, that is, not to let the student in, but 
to let him get out — into something decent. This 
fact gives to the professor a fictitious importance, 
easily confounded with his personality, similar to 
that of the gatekeeper at a dog show, or the 
ticket wicket man at a hockey match."

[men and women]

". . . Men are queer creatures. They are able to 
set up a code of rules or a standard, often an 
artificial one, and stick to it. They have acquired 
the art of playing the game. Eleven men can put 
on white flannel trousers and call themselves a 
cricket team, on which an entirely new set of 
obligations, almost a new set of personalities, are 
wrapped about them. Women could never be a 
team of anything. So it is in business. Men are 
able to maintain a sort of rough and ready code 
which prescribes the particular amount of cheat­
ing that a man may do under the rules. This is 
called business honesty and many men adhere to 
it with a dog-like tenacity, growing old in it, till 
it is stamped on their grizzled faces, visibly. They 
can feel it inside them like a virtue. So much will 
they cheat and no more. Hence men are able to 
trust one another, knowing the exact degree of 
dishonesty they are entitled to expect. With 
women it is entirely different. They bring to 
business an unimpaired vision. They see it as it is.

It would be impossible to trust them. They re­
fuse to play fair. Thus it comes about that 
women are excluded, to a great extent, from the 
world's work and the world's pay."

[on the unsolved riddle of social justice]

"The rewards and punishments of the economic 
world are singularly unequal. One man earns as 
much in a week or even in a day as another does 
in a year. This man by hard, manual labour 
makes only enough to pay for humble shelter 
and plain food. This other by what seems a con­
genial activity, fascinating as a game of chess, 
acquires uncounted millions. A third stands idle 
in the market place asking in vain for work. A 
fourth lives upon rent, dozing in his chair, and 
neither toils nor spins. A fifth by the sheer hazard 
of a lucky 'deal' acquires a fortune without work 
at all. A sixth, scorning to work, earns nothing 
and gets nothing; in him survives a primitive dis­
like of labour not yet fully 'evoluted out'; he slips 
through the meshes of civilization to become a 
'tramp,' cadges his food where he can, suns his 
tattered rags when it is warm and shivers when 
it is cold, migrating with the birds and reappear­
ing with the flowers of spring.
" Yet all are free. This is the distinguishing mark 
of them as children of our era. . . .
" But is the allotment correct and the reward 
proportioned by his efforts? Is it fair or unfair, 
and does it stand for the true measure of social 
justice?
" This is the profound problem of the twentieth 
century.
" The economists and the leading thinkers of the 
nineteenth century were in no doubt about this 
question. It was their firm conviction that the 
system under which we live was, in its broad out­
line, a system of even justice . . .
"And there is much in the common experience 

of life and the common conduct of business that 
seems to support this view. It is undoubtedly true 
if we look at any little portion of business activity 
taken as a fragment by itself. On the most purely 
selfish grounds I may find that it 'pays' to hire an 
expert at a hundred dollars a day, and might find 
that it spelled ruin to attempt to raise the wages 
of my working men beyond four dollars a day. 
Everybody knows that in any particular business 
at any particular place and time with prices at 
any particular point, there is a wage that can be 
paid and a wage that can not. And everybody, or 
nearly everybody, bases on these obvious facts a 
series of entirely erroneous conclusions. Because 
we cannot change the part we are apt to think 
we cannot change the whole. Because one brick 
in the wall is immovable, we forget that the wall 
itself might be rebuilt."
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