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our speculative éyes upon things that
may really happen.,

| Safeguards for Industrial
Democracy

“Atlantic Monthly,” the first in the

issue for last January, the second
in the current issue, Professor William
Z. Ripley, of Harvard, has done good
service to others besides investors.
Sometimes Americans are represented as
being all investors; but there are excep-
tions. And even among investors there
are many who do not always look at
public questions from the investors
point of view, There are some investors,
moreover, who think of their ownership
of stock, not merely as an opportunity
to make money, but also as an obligation
that accompanies ownership—an obliga-
tion to society in general and to em-
ployees and customers in particular.

As Professor Ripley points out, the
wider the distribution of the ownership
of a corporation, the less chance has any
one owner of having his voice heard by
the management. More than that, in
the organization of corporations owner-
ship of the property and management of
the business have become to a large ex-
tent divorced. Not only are the holders
of bonds without a voice in the manage-
ment, but also owners of great classes of
stocks. The ownership of corporations
may have passed to Main Street, but the
control of corporations seems still to be,
perhaps more securely than ever, in Wall
Street. ’ , '

We shall not here endeavor to outline
Professor Ripley’s articles, or even to
enumerate the evils he describes or the
remedies he proposes. It is sufficient for
our purpose here to say that the princi-
pal remedy which Professor Ripley urges
is the exercise by the Federal Trade
Commission of the powers that it al-
ready possesses to secure and dissemi-
nate knowledge now generally withheld
from stockholders concerning the organi-
zation, business, and management of
large corporations (except banks and
common carriers) engaged in inter-State
commerce. What concerns us here is
the need of keeping clearly in mind cer-
tain distinctions which we think have
tended to become obscure.

In the first place, the dangers that

IN his two articles printed in the

come from divorce of ownership and
management or control are not to be re-
garded as dangers inherent in industrial
democracy, We have found some read-
ers of The Outlook inclined to dread the
distribution of stock-ownership among
employees and consumers, on the ground
that such distribution creates an interest
hostile to corporation control by the
Government and indifferent to the evils
of irresponsible management so long as
dividends are forthcoming, It seems to
us, on the contrary, that the more wide-
spread the ownership of corporations,
the more general will be the interest in
all that pertains to their proper manage-
ment and control, Indeed, it is signifi-
cant that among the companies which

have the best and most informative re-

ports are to be found some of those with
the most widely distributed stock-ownet-
ship. '

In the second place, it should be borne
in mind that the evils attendant upon
the wide distribution of stock-ownership
are primarily not evils of industrial
democracy, but evils of political legisla-
tion or administration. Tool users are
increasingly becoming tool owners. In
the old days the man who handled a
plane or wheelbarrow owned his plane or
wheelbarrow. Then, when the plane be-
came a power lathe and the wheelbarrow
a derrick, he worked for men who owned
the lathe or derrick,. Now the man who
works with the lathe is as likely as not
to be part owner in derricks that other
men work with, and the man who works

The Outlook for

with a derrick is as likely as not to be
part owner in lathes that other- men
work with; and in some instances
derrick-tender and lathe-worker may be
part owners in their own derricks and
lathes, Now this is industrial democ-
racy. It does not necessarily follow that
either derrick-tender or lathe-worker will
have much or anything to say about the
choice of lathe or detrick. Perhaps he
ought to have, If so, the remedy lies in
the law which creates the corporation
through whose instrumentality he exer-

. cises ownership,

In the third place, the remedy for
irresponsible management will be gained
neither by the destruction of big cor-
porations nor by the mere enfranchise-
ment: of the stockholder. Indeed, it is
doubtful whether the evils of irresponsi-
ble management are as great in some of
the biggest corporations as they are in
many of the smaller ones; and it is quite
certain that even if all stockholders were
enfranchised they could not, as Professor
Ripley points out, have very much to
say about corporate management. Al-
though it is the widespread ownership of
corporations that has made democracy
in industry possible, it is not through the
owners of corporations as such that the
management of corporations will be
made responsible. = It will be public
opinion acting partly through Govern-
ment authority but mainly by economic
forces that will ultimately see that in-
dustry by the people will be industry for
the people. '

The Priesthood and Materialism

By LAWRENCE F. ABBOTT
Contributing Editor of The Outlook

R. H. G, WELLS has just pub-
_ lished a new novel which has

created a temporary furor in
London because it deals with living per-
sonalities, ~The cable despatches say
that it is written with his usual brill-
iance. He has no usual brilliance—that
is to say, if the adjective usual is em-
ployed as a synonym of the adjectives
uniform or consistent. Sometimes his
brilliance is genuine, sometimes it is as
shiny as tinsel. An example of Wells’s
tinsel wit is found in the following para-
graph from his new novel:
Were some one to discover some in-

teresting, well-paid employment for
ex-priests, I do not know what would

happen to the Roman Catholic
Church. I believe it would collapse
like a pricked sawdust doll. Its per-
sonnel would come pouring out,

Now I hold no brief for the Roman
Catholic Church. It has its hard and
repellent side. Its superstitious theology
is offensive to reason. Its political des-
potism is offensive to a sense of justice.
A terrible picture of its iniquities may be
drawn with historical accuracy. What
happens when it attempts to assert its
vast physical power in conflict with the
civil authority may be learned hy a

.study of the Italian Risorgimento, the

French Concordat, and the present un-
happy struggle in Mexico. But to say,
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as Wells does, that all the priests of the
Roman Church are selfish and hypocriti-
cal materialists is as extravagant and
unintelligent as the most superstitious
article which he can find in the Catholic
creed. The trouble with Mr. Wells is
that he is one of the most superstitious
men of the age. He has a childlike faith
in crass materialism. ~He pooh-poohs
any belief in the power of spiritual
beauty. If he is as logical as he thinks
he is, he must secretly cherish the opin-
ion that all artists would like to be
linen-drapers, that Keats would rather
have been a livery-stable keeper than
the author of “The Grecian Urn” if So-
ciety had only let him follow his bent.
But, as Mr. Wells so thoroughly knows,
Society, as at present organized, is, next
to the Catholic Church, the most cruel
and selfish combination in human his-
tory!

The fact is that the Roman Catholic
Church has a beautiful side which ap-
pears to be wholly beyond Mr. Wells’s
comprehension. I happened upon, the
other day, a charming little aquarelle in
the New York “Sun” which in a few
simple strokes reveals this spiritual
beauty:

The girl had spent last summer in
the south of France, visiting old
churches and gazing out over the blue
Mediterranean. A longing to be back
there grips her occasionally. She

sighs for the lovely peace of the eve-
nings, when she watched the peasants

coming home across the fields and -

along the shaded roads, and saw their
heads bend reverently at the sound of
the Angelus.

Last Sunday, a glorious day, clear,
cool, with deep-blue skies, lazy white
clouds, and leaves shimmering in the
sun, she spent an hour up at the Clois-
ters on Washington Heights. Amid
the ruins of the old French abbey and
in the sweet, quiet walled garden she
lived again the serene spirit of life as
she had experienced it last summer.

Outside the Cloisters she wandered
along the road. The river was blue,
blue as the Mediterranean, and across
rose the Palisades, purple-black,
brooding, majestic, :

Two big houses were set back from
the street, surrounded by lawn and
trees. Nuns were walking softly across
the grass. In the front yard stood a
large statue of the Gentle One with
outstretched hands. An old woman
with a white handkerchief on her head
stopped before it, made a deep genu-

. flection, crossed herself, whispered a
prayer, and then went on down the
hill,

The girl smiled. Here was a bit of
the Old World. An old abbey, blue
water, and peasants praying at a way-
side shrine.

This recalls an experience of my own.

. Many years ago I was leaving Milan on

a very early train. Desiring to have a
last glimpse of the (Cathedral-—which,
in spite of its bizarre exterior, has one
of the most beautiful interiors in Europe
—I left my hotel soon after sunrise and
stepped inside the great church. The
early morning sun-rays piercing the
superb stained-glass windows filled the
mysterious building with a truly “dim
religious light.” As I stood just inside
the great entrance, listening to the into-
nations of early mass coming from the
distant chancel, an old man, evidently
of the peasant class, entered, holding a
small boy of nine or ten years by the
hand—probably, I thought, his grand-
son, The man was of the. tall, spare,
finely chiseled Italian type. His cloth-
ing, old and evidently mended here and
there, was scrupulously neat and clean.
He took out a red bandanna handker-
chief, spread it on the stone floor to pro-
tect his carefully cherished garments and
those of his equally neat charge, and
showed the boy how to kneel. I was the
spectator of a first lesson in reverence.
As 1 stepped out into the piazza to re-
turn to my hotel, I left the old man and
his grandson kneeling there with bowed
heads bathed in delicately tinted sun-
light and in the faint strains of the dis-
tant organ, Mr, Wells would perhaps
call this a pitiful display of superstition.
But I have remembered it, and often
thought of it with benefit, as a manifes-
tation of that irrepressible belief of man-
kind that there is a mysterious spirit in
the universe which elicits our recogni-
tion, adoration, and loyalty,
Longfellow, certainly not a Romanist,
has described a similar experience in a
beautiful sonnet which he prefixed to his
translation of Dante’s “Inferno:”

Oft have I seen at some cathedral
door
A laborer, pausing in the dust and
heat,
Lay down his burden and with rev-
erent feet :
Enter, and . cross himself, and on
the floor
Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er;
Far off the noises of the world re-
treat;
The loud vociferations of the street
Become an undistinguishable roar,
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So, as T enter here from day to day,
And leave my burden at this min-
ster gate, ’
Kneeling in prayer and not ashamed
to pray,
The tumult of the time disconsolate
To inarticulate murmurs dies away,

- While the eternal ages watch and

wait.

It is this belief which has produced
some beautiful characters in the Roman
Catholic priesthood whom no other “in-
teresting, well-paid employment” could
have diverted from their faith and works
-—St. Francis, Cardinal Mercier, and
Father Damien, for example.

At the risk of making this article too
long, T venture to offer another illustra-
tion of the influence which the Roman
Catholic Church has had in the cultiva-
tion of an appreciation of spiritual
beauty. It may be found in the auto-
biographical reminiscences of Frarcois
Millet, the French painter, whom no
one, I think, would undertake to call
conventional or superstitious:

This 1 remember hearing about my

great-uncle, who was the brother of
my paternal grandfather, He had

~ been a laborer in his youth, and had

become a priest rather late in life. I-
think he had a small parish at the
time of the Revolution, I know that
he was persecuted at that time, and
1 have heard how a party of men
came to search my grandfathet’s
house, when he was hidden there.
They prosecuted their search in the
most brutal fashion; but being of an
ingenious turn of mind, he managed
to make a hiding-place which com-
municated with his bed, where he took
refuge when his enemies came. One
day they arrived so unexpectedly that
his bed had not yet time to get cold,
and when they were told that he was
gone, they exclaimed, “He was here
just now; the bed is still warm, but
he has managed to escape!” And all
the while he could hear them talking.

- In their fury they turned the whole

house upside down, and then went
away.

My uncle said mass, when he could,
in the house; and I have still the
leaden chalice which he used. After
the Revolution he lived on with his

~ brother, and held the office of Vicar of

the parish. Every morning he went
to church to say mass; after breakfast
he went to work in the fields, and al-
most always took me with him., When
we reached the field, he took off his
cassock, and set to work in shirt-
sleeves and breeches., He had the
strength of Hercules. Some great
walls which he built to support a piece
of sloping ground are still standing,
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and are likely to last for many years
to come. ~ These walls are very high,
and are built of immense stones.
They give one an impression of Cyclo-
pean strength. T have heard both my
grandmother and my father say that
he would allow no one to help him to
lift even the heaviest stones, and
there' are some which would . require
the united strength of five or six ordi-
nary men with levers to move them.
He had an excellent heart. He
taught the poor children of the village,
whose parents could not send them to
school, for the love of God. - He even
gave them simple Latin lessons. This
excited the jealousy of his fellow-

priests, who complained of him to the
Bishop of Coutances, I once found,
among some old papers, a rough draft
of a letter which he addressed in self-
defense to the bishop, saying that he
lived at home with his peasant brother
and that in the Commune there were
some poor children who had no sort of
instruction, He had therefore decided
to teach them as much as he could,
out of pity, and begged the bishop,
for the love of God, not to prevent
these poor children from learning to
read. I believe the bishop at length
consented to let him have his own
way—a truly generous permission.

As he grew old my great-uncle be-

came very heavy, and often walked
faster than he wished. I remember
how often he used to say, “Ah! the
head bears away the limbs.” At his
death I was about seven years old. It
is very curious to recall these early
impressions, and to see how inefface-
able is the mark which they leave
upon the mind.

No, Mr. Wells, criticise the iniquities
of the Church all you will, but do nst
forget that all revolutions are not fault-
less, all persecutions are not ecclesiasti-
cal, and all priests are not self-pampered
materialists,

The Finest Spring in the World

Y suit-case is on a garden
‘\/I chair, my typewriter on the

suit-case. 1 am on another
garden chair, and all of us are in the
shade of an ash tree on a hillside over-
looking the gorge of Natural Bridge.

I am not going to walk down there
to see that finest, perhaps; of all our
natural wonders, It is not that I mind
the walk., The distance is only a quar-
ter of a mile, and I love walking—love
it, in moderation, even on a hot day
such as this is. It is not that T would
begrudge the fifty cents which I should
have to pay at the gate—though I do
think that the Federal Government
ought to take the Natural Bridge out of
private hands.

Here is my reason for sitting up here
and looking across the gorge to the blue
Blue Ridge beyond, instead of going
down there to see a thing that clings in
my memory as the most impressive nat-
ural object that my eyes have ever be-
held. -

This morning T climbed .up out of the
Shenandoah Valley onto the divide.
Back of me were the numerous streams
of the Shenandoah head-waters. Away
off to my left were the little streams,
threading their way among hills, that go
to make the James. Off to my right
were other little streams, winding among
hills equally big and blue, that go to
make up the Tennessee, which, far
away, loses itself in the Ohio, which
joins the Mississippi. Waters starting
on their way to the Chesapeake and to
the Atlantic; other waters starting to
the much more distant Gulf of Mexico!

1 wanted a drink.

A big old house stood on a gentle
slope above the road. An old lady,
white-haired and gentle, sat on the
porch with a strapping big and finely
dressed man, thirty-five years old at a

guess. I took my water-jug out of its
nest of newspapers, walked into the
yard, and said to the lady, “I am won-
dering if you will give me a jugful of
awfully cold mountain water?” She
pointed to the fountain, but apologized.
The water was piped down from the
mountainside, she said, and got some-
what warm on the way. I was hiding
my disappointment under the pretense
that, anyhow, it would be better than
the water I was accustomed to, when
the big man reached for his straw hat.

“If you don’t mind walking a quarter
of a mile,” he said, “I'll take you to the
finest spring you ever saw—at least, it
is the finest one I ever saw. And,” he
continued, after introducing himself, “I
have seen several springs, We have
them right here in these mountains,
where I was born and brought up. I
know hundreds of them. And I know
hundreds of others all over the country.
I am something of an electrical engi-
neer, and have worked on power-line
construction in various parts of the
country for fifteen years, Oh, I've seen
fine springs East, West, North, and
South, but nothing to equal this one
where we are going right now to fill
your jug. I haven’t seen it since I went
away to college twenty years ago. Iam
having a real vacation now, and mother
and I came back to the old farm,
though it is in the hands of strangers, to
be together—and alone—for a while, "I
haven’t been down to the spring yet.
T'm awfully glad you came along with
your jug; gives me an excuse for getting
away from that iron-pipe swill.”

By that time we were, I could see,

approaching the spring. The location

did not seem to me ideal. The ground
was low, almost marshy. On closer
approach, the spring confirmed my
fears, It did not flow with the sparkle

and splash that a mountain spring ought
to bhave. It was sluggish—a big, lazy
hole full of water which had a milky
look. Perhaps it carried no surface
mud, but it carried mud just the same.

But a man cannot belittle another
man’s favorite spring, can he?

I stooped and filled my jug. When
it was full, it was opaque. I lingered
for a moment, stooping over. - And I

think, in my heart, I was sneering at
this big mountain man, come home to
boast of a spring so poor as this.

Then I straightened up and faced
him.

- His eyes were red.
twitched at the corners,
ming his handkerchief back . into
pocket,

“It”—he hesitated—“it doesn’t look
right. I'm sure—I don’t know. - T can’t
see that anything has been changed.
And I know it was the finest spring I
ever saw.” :

Of course, it never was really a fine

His  mouth

He was cram-
his

'spring. His finest spring was the imag-

ination of memory. ,

He was a saddened man as we walked
back up the hill. He said nothing until
we were half-way up. Then he broke .
into over-done enthusiasm for a power-
line project that he is going to survey in .
Florida this winter,

I was a saddened man, too, as I drove
on to Natural Bridge. And here T sit
under this ash tree looking out to the
blue hills over a great chasm. What is
in that chasm I do not know. What is
in my mind concerning it I do know.
For a long, long time it has been a de-
light to me when my memory has re-
verted to it. And I will be dad-blamed
if I am going to have my hallucinations
shattered by a prodding, peering, prying
reporter’s probe in the hands of

DixoN MERRITT,



