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LIBERTY FELLOWSHIP
PRINCIPLES AND STANDARDS

Liberty Fellowship infuses South Carolina with values-based, enlightened leaders having diverse
perspectives and a wide range of thought who impact South Carolina positively. This symphony of
voices is a network of leaders who have made lifetime commitments to moving South Carolina
forward.

Liberty Fellowship is a nonpartisan, nonsectarian, non-dogmatic educational organization which
operates independently of the positions and views of its funders.

Liberty Fellowship does not act; its Fellows do.

As a model of leadership, a Liberty Fellow is expected to uphold the highest ethical standards
personally and professionally.

Open and frank, civil discourse is an enduring quality of the Liberty Fellowship experience. Liberty
Fellows trust and respect each other, even when they disagree, and are honest and courteous to
each other.

Liberty Fellowship provides a space for Fellows to discuss personal and professional matters with
complete assurance that what is said — whether at the seminar table or any other venue or form —
will remain confidential.

Governing and policy-making responsibilities of Liberty Fellowship shall be vested in a Board of
Directors whose members owe the highest fiduciary responsibility to Liberty Fellowship.

Liberty Fellowship retains editorial control of its brand use, all its publications, events and content
at seminars. It has the final say over what is presented, what gets published, what topics are
covered and who speaks at any Liberty Fellowship convening.

As a fellowship within the Aspen Global Leadership Network, Liberty Fellowship maintains a strong
relationship with the Aspen Institute and AGLN and uses only Aspen-certified moderators at its
seminars.

Liberty Fellowship seeks to maintain a diversity of funding sources to retain its independence and
avoid the potential for any funder to compromise the integrity of the Board of Directors, the class
selection process, the content or the discourse at Liberty Fellowship events.

Wholesale or broad-based solicitation for support, financial or otherwise, by Liberty Fellows
among Liberty Fellows is prohibited. Targeted, specific solicitation based upon prior relationship is
permitted.






Principles of the Aspen Institute
Adopted by the Board of Trustees April 8, 2022

Preamble

As the Aspen Institute pursues its mission of promoting a free, just, and equitable society, our
founding vision continues to animate us. Seven decades ago, the Institute’s founders were
inspired by the unique challenges of their day: the Holocaust, a World War, and the
enormous geopolitical uncertainty of the Cold War. Even as the challenges have changed,
the essential elements of the founders’ vision have remained sharply relevant and provide

the undergirding for the Principles that follow.

Our founding commitment to a humanistic outlook remains at our core and reflects our
beliefs that the dignity of every person is paramount, that social progress is imperative and
attainable, that we can achieve breakthroughs by engaging with humanity’s accumulated
wisdom, and that the inner life and values-based leadership require nurturing. As we have
gained new insights and understanding over the years, our conception of these points has

changed. But our commitment to this humanistic outlook endures.

Our programs today reflect our foundational belief that dialogue among diverse people and
across diverse perspectives is essential both to improving our understanding and to finding
solutions to modern challenges. This enduring commitment has enabled the Institute to
make unique contributions in the search for understanding and solutions. We seek to engage
people of integrity and outstanding character from an ever more diverse cross-section of

society.

Throughout the Institute’s history, humanism and dialogue have been not our ends but our
tools: we rely on them to enrich our understanding of our own cherished ideals and to
facilitate the building of relationships across our differences. At the same time, our
understanding of the “Good Society” continues to evolve. Just as our founders saw their task
as tackling the great challenges of their own era, we continue to tackle the challenges of
today — from racial injustice to our fractured politics to the perils of rapid technological
advance — and to prepare new leaders to face the challenges of tomorrow. And we continue

to foster the values-based leadership that is essential for a free, just, and equitable society.






Principles

The principles that follow constitute the official position of the Aspen Institute, adopted by a
vote of the Board of Trustees, who are the fiduciaries of the organization. The principles are

intended to guide all programs and constituencies of the Aspen Institute.

Principle 1: We are committed to dialogue.

Our convictions must always arise from understanding and should therefore be amenable to
the testing and criticism that arises from dialogue. All activities of the Aspen Institute rest

upon the proposition that the path to truth is paved with dialogue and disagreement.

Principle 2: We are committed to civility.

All Aspen Institute programs and activities are conducted in an atmosphere of civility and

mutual respect. Personal attacks are unacceptable.

Principle 3: We are committed to the diversity of thought.

The search for knowledge, understanding, self-awareness and mutual respect requires
diversity of thought and perspective. Because we cannot know where the best ideas will

come from, we must seek the widest possible spectrum of speakers and viewpoints.

All Aspen Institute programs and activities deliberately and proactively seek participants
from a diversity of perspectives and backgrounds, even those some might find objectionable
on political, ideological, or moral grounds. Participants in all activities of the Institute
should welcome challenges to and critiques of their ideas. We welcome groups that have
been historically marginalized, not as “representatives” but because their background and

experiences will enable a richer dialogue.

Principle 4: We are committed to broad freedom of expression.

Diversity of thought requires that participants across all Institute programs have a broad

freedom of expression. We do not attempt to shield participants, audiences, staff, or others



from ideas they might find disagreeable, erroneous, or offensive. All participants should be

accorded equal respect.

We believe that transparency, and the open confrontation of ideas and their messengers, not
their exclusion, is the surest path to truth and understanding. Freedom of expression
includes the freedom of listeners—at the appropriate time in an appropriate manner--to
express vigorous disagreement. Neither participants, audience, nor Institute staff may seek,
directly or indirectly, to suppress speech or expression in programs or activities of the Aspen
Institute. Also, they may not suggest, directly or indirectly, that their own objections to a

guest’s ideas represent the official position of the Institute.

Although the Aspen Institute is firm in its belief that knowledge and understanding emerge
from conversation and dialogue, the freedom granted to those we invite is not unlimited.
The Institute does not permit expression that violates the law, that defames specific
individuals, that invades substantial privacy or confidentiality interests, or that is otherwise

incompatible with the functioning of the Institute.
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the crow and the snake
by Joy Harjo!

The backyard patio had become the oasis for the neighborhood birds. The crows, starlings,
sparrows, and pigeons met there early every morning for gossip, their morning baths, and
their first meal of the day, attracted by the dog’s food and water supplies. As with all
creatures, some left refreshed and got on immediately with the business of the day, while
others couldn’t get enough dog chow or gossip as they lazed around all afternoon, hopping
around the patient and lonely dog who didn’t seem to mind the noisy gathering or sharing

his food and water.

One day the very busy humans who lived there thought things had gone too far. The dog’s
fresh water had become the bathing system for hundreds of birds, and though the birds are
relatively little they scattered dog food all over the patio and made a terrible clutter. The
humans were tired of cleaning up bird mess and the clatter of gossip broke their sleep and

set their teeth on edge. So they had a meeting to figure out what to do.

Snakes were one of the most feared enemies of the birds and they were few and far between
in the city. Cats were the most common enemy, one they battled daily, but no cat would
venture into dog’s territory. He was a huge dog and his greatest weakness was chasing cats.
He would break off a leash, leap over the wall at the sight of a cat. It was a compulsion with
him, though he never got close enough to catch one. He convinced himself it was the chase
that really mattered. It was deeply satisfying like nothing else. So as the birds talked, lazed,
and bathed he dreamed about chasing cats.

The humans decided to buy a huge rubber snake to frighten the birds. They weren’t
sure it would work but they were willing to try anything. That night they curled the snake
into an alert circle next to the food and water supplies. The next morning they awoke to the
alarmed cries of the birds, who were disturbed at the presence of this predator next to their

favorite hangout. The birds cried “snake” in their various languages and gathered in the

! Harjo, Joy, “the crow and the snake” from Reckonings: Contemporary Short Fiction
by Native American Women, Oxford University Press ©2008. Reprinted with
permission via Copyright.com
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the crow and the snake

large tree high above the house, above the patio, dog, and humans and now the invader
snake, which had ruined their prized meeting place. They discussed the situation for several
hours, sent scouts down to see if they could find out anything about the kind of snake it was,
where it came from, its intentions, and its plans for leaving. The snake was silent, stealthy

and so controlled it could appear dead. These were the most dangerous.

Now the birds would have to go back to their old routine in which they raided dog and cat
dishes in scavenger groups of two and three birds all over the neighborhood. It was a tricky
business to run the gauntlet of cats, and humans, particularly the young human males. In
this house they were protected by the dog, who had actually learned their names and
inquired after their families. And the humans had been tolerant in the beginning.

The dog didn’t fear snakes; he didn’t’ see any reason for alarm. The snake didn’t bother
him, nor was he too friendly. He came to miss his bird friends, who, though they were often
a nuisance, even standing on his back and wakening him while he was in the midst of a
particularly delicious dream chase, were his friends. The humans were glad that the snake
trick had worked but had to admit they missed some of the storytelling of the birds,

particularly that of the crows, whose language was closer to human languages.

For a long time the birds stayed away though sometimes they would fly by the patio,
nostalgic for the good times, the stories that seemed to naturally arise after a good meal, a
good bath.

The oldest crow, who happened to be the wisest (and this isn’t always the case), had this gut
feeling that something was strange about this snake who suddenly appeared on the patio. He
was like the others who when they saw the snake were guided by the primordial knot in the
brain that said “run.” There was no thinking involved, instinct took over the muscles, brain,
and heart.

He, too, like the others would reminisce about the good times. That was the place he had
met his favorite wife, a beautiful shiny one who had a gift for finding prized bits of food,
She always gave him the best pieces and they had great ties together the few years they had
and loved watching the sunrise together. She was killed by a cat who stalked her while she

scavenged the trash cans in the alley. He never paired with anyone else after that, preferred
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to contemplate the deeper meaning of life and picked the scab of his sorrow as he lived at

the edge of his crow community.

He knew this wasn’t all there was, this struggle for food, territory, and survival in a city that
kept churning up more trash. Dreams came to him and gave insight into the history of crows
and possibilities for their evolving place in this world. The respect for his knowledge grew
in the birds’ world, even as he contemplated the appearance of the snake, an event that

destroyed a happy rhythm in their lives.

No one thought to further question the identity of the snake, to understand why the snake did
not move and keep silent vigil at the water and food oasis. The old crow decided to solve
the mystery. He knew he would die soon and he was too wise to fear death. If it be by

snake, so be it.

Without the knowledge of the others the crow began to keep vigil and stood on a chair in the
patio watching this snake. The humans saw him, perceived him thinking, measuring and
weighing the curled snake. Even they were impressed by the wisdom in his eyes, the careful

way he observed and pondered the monster that had changed his world.

He walked around the snake, then touched the dreaded enemy and stepped back, blinking his
eyes as he waited for the strike. He touched the cold snake again. Nothing! He then kicked
at the snake. Again, nothing! This snake was not alive, never had been they’d been fooled
by the humans. Before traveling to call a meeting to tell the others he stopped for a bite to

eat, a bath, and a visit with the dog, who greeted him warmly.

The bird meeting went long into the night and ended with a bitter disagreement and
separation between those who thought the crow was lying, because they had seen the snake
themselves and they were going to believe what they saw, and those who believed the
wisdom of the crow and prepared to return to their beloved meeting place. Those who
thought the crow was lying wished to protect their friends they thought were foolish for
wishing to believe what they considered a lie. When they could not garner agreement they

turned and walked away and were never seen again by those who believed.
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The next morning a few birds were gathered at the meeting place though they were raw with
the hurt of the separation. They bathed, ate of the plentiful dog good nuggets, and recounted
the history of the place and discussed what they had learned.

The humans saw that the crow had discovered the secret of the snake and took it back into
the house. They often looked for the wise crow and would catch a glimpse of him once in a

while; then there came a time they never saw him again.

And it was never quite the same in the neighborhood for the crows, pigeons, starlings, and
sparrows, or the humans and the dog, who missed his old crow friend. But there were new
creatures born: human, dog, and bird, and they were always told the story of the birds and

the snake.
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“Employees Are People Too”

by Simon Sinek!

Before there was empathy at the company, going to work felt like, well, work. On any
given morning, the factory employees would stand at their machines waiting to start at the
sound of the bell. And when it rang, on cue they would flip the switches and power up the
machines in front of them. Within a few seconds, the whir of the machinery drowned out the
sound of their voices. The workday had begun.

About two hours into the day, another bell would ring, announcing the time the workers
could take a break. The machines would stop and nearly every worker would leave their
post. Some went to the bathroom. Some went to grab another cup of coffee. And some just
sat by their machines, resting until the bell told them to start work again. A few hours later,
the bell would sound again, this time to let them know they were now allowed to leave the
building for lunch. This was the way it had always been done.

"I didn't know any better," said Mike Merck, an assembly team leader with a thick
Southern drawl who had been with HayssenSandiacre for fourteen years. “I think anyone in
the building would have told you the same thing.”

But things would change after Bob Chapman took over the South Carolina company.
Chapman is CEO of the equally cumbersomely named Barry-Wehmiller, a collection of
predominantly manufacturing companies that Chapman had been steadily buying over the
years. Most of the companies that Chapman bought were in distress. Their financials were
weak, and, in some cases, their cultures were worse. HayssenSandiacre was his latest
acquisition. Other CEOs may have brought with them a team of consultants and a new
strategy, ready to tell everyone what they had to do to "return the company to profit- ability."
What Chapman brought, in stark contrast, was a willingness to listen. As he did with every
company he acquired, he started by sitting down to hear what employees had to say.

Ron Campbell, a twenty-seven-year veteran of the company, had just returned from three
months in Puerto Rico, where he had been responsible for installing HayssenSandiacre's
manufacturing equipment in a customer's plant. Sitting in the room with Chapman,
Campbell was hesitant to talk about what life was like at the company. "First of all,"
Campbell asked, "if I tell the truth, will I still have a job tomorrow?" Chapman smiled. "If

' Sinek, Simon, Chapter 2, Employees Are People Too, published in Leaders Eat Last Penguin Group LLC
Publishers ©2014. Reprinted with permission via Copyright.com.
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you have any trouble tomorrow about what you say today," he assured him, "you give me a
call."

And with that, Campbell started to open up. "Well, Mr. Chapman," he started, "it seems
like you trust me a lot more when you can't see me than when I'm right here. I had more
freedom while I was away at a customer site than I do here," he said, referring to his time
away in Puerto Rico. "As soon as I stepped in the plant, it's like all my freedom just slipped
away. It feels like someone has their thumb on me. I had to punch a time clock when I walked
in and again when I left for lunch, came back and when I was done for the day. I didn't have
to do that in Puerto Rico." This was nothing Chapman hadn't heard before at other factories.

"I walk in the same door with engineers, accountants and other people who work in the
office," Campbell went on. "They turn left to go to the office, and I go straight into the plant,
and we are treated completely differently. You trust them to decide when to get a soda or a
cup of coffee or take a break; you make me wait for a bell."

Others felt the same. It was like there were two different companies. No matter how much
effort they put in, those who stood by the machines didn't feel like the company trusted them
sim- ply because they stood on a factory floor instead of sitting at desks. If an office
employee needed to call home to let their kids know they would be late, they would simply
pick up the phone and call them. On the factory floor, however, if a worker needed to do the
same thing, they had to ask permission to use the pay phone.

When Campbell finished, Chapman turned to the personnel leader and told him they
needed to take down the time docks. The bells were to go too. Without making any grand
proclamations and without asking for anything in return from the employees, Chapman
decided that things were going to be different from now on. And that was just the start.

Empathy would be injected into the company and trust would be the new
standard. Preferring to see everyone as human instead of as a factory worker or office
employee, Chapman made other changes so that everyone would be treated the same way.

Spare machine parts had always been kept inside a locked cage. If a worker needed a
part, they would have to stand in line outside the cage and ask a parts employee to get
what they needed. Workers were not allowed to go into the cage themselves. This was
management's way of protecting against theft. It may have prevented theft, but it was also a
powerful reminder, that management didn't trust people. Chapman ordered all the locks
removed and all the fences taken down and allowed any employee to go into the area to
check out any part or tool they felt they needed.

Chapman took out all the pay phones and made company phones available that any

employee could use at any time. No coins needed, no permission required. Any employee'
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would be allowed to go through any door and visit any part of the company whenever
they wanted. Every employee would be treated the same way regardless of whether they
worked in the administrative offices or on the factory floor. This was going to be the new
normal.

Chapman understood that to earn the trust of people, the leaders of an organization
must first treat them like people. To earn trust, he must extend trust. He didn't believe
that simply because someone went to college or was good at accounting they were more
trustworthy than someone who had a GED and was good with their hands. Chapman
believed in the fundamental goodness of people, and he was going to treat them as such.

In a short period of time, the company started to feel more like a family. Simply by
changing the environment in which people worked, the same people started acting
differently toward each other. They felt like they belonged and that enabled them to relax
and feel valued. People started to care for others as they felt cared for. This caring
environment allowed people to fully engage "their heads and hearts," as Chapman likes
to say, and the organization began to thrive

An employee in the paint department faced a personal crisis. His wife, a diabetic, was
going to lose her leg. He needed time to help her, but as an hourly worker, he could not
afford to lose any pay. He couldn't afford not to work. But this was a different company
now. Without being asked, his fellow employees quickly came up with a plan: to transfer
their own paid vacation days so he could have more days off. Nothing like this had ever
been done before at the company. What's more, it was in clear violation of official
company policy. But that didn't matter. "We're thinking about other people more,"
Merck said. And so, with the help of those in the administrative office, that is exactly
what they did.

I never thought you could enjoy a job," said Campbell. "When you have people who
trust you, they're going to do a better job for you to earn or keep that trust." In the more
than ten years since the chain-link fence came down, there has been almost no theft.
And if an employee has a personal problem, they know the leaders of the company—and
their fellow employees—will be there for them.

Employees didn't just become more willing to help each other solve problems, however.
They also looked after their machines better. This meant fewer breakdowns and fewer work
stoppages (which also meant expenses were kept in check). The changes were not only good
for the people, they were good for the company too. In the period since Chapman took over,
HayssenSandiacre saw revenue increase from $55 million to $95 million, which reflected
organic and acquisition growth. They grew without any debt and without the help of a

management consultant-driven reorganization. The company grew because of the people
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who already worked there. They had a renewed commitment to the organization, and it
didn't come as a result of any promises of bonuses or threats. They were more committed
because they wanted to be. A new culture of caring allowed the people and strategies to
flourish.

This is what happens when the leaders of an organization listen to the people who
work there. Without coercion, pressure or force, the people naturally work together to help
each other and advance the company. Working with a sense of obligation is replaced by
working with a sense of pride. And coming to work for the company is replaced by coming

to work for each other. Work is no longer a place to dread. It is a place to feel valued.

We See What We Want to See

Chapman likes to tell the story about the first time he visited HayssenSandiacre, which was
five years before the transition that Mike Merck and Ron Campbell talk about. It was shortly
after Chapman had acquired the company. As the new CEO, no one knew who he was or
paid any attention to him as he sipped a cup of coffee before his first meeting. They just went
about their business as usual, waiting for the day to start. And it was what Chapman saw
while sitting in the cafeteria that March morning in 1997 that started his experiment
with the company. He saw something he had never seen before in all of his years in
business. It was a scene powerful enough to force him to reexamine nearly every lesson
he had ever learned about how to run a company. What he did at HayssenSandiacre
would become the basis for how Chapman would run his entire operation. More
important, it would transform how he managed the people who worked for him.

As he sat there, Chapman watched a group of employees having their morning coffee
together before work...and they were having fun. Joking, laughing like they were old
friends. They were placing bets for the NCAA March Madness basketball tournament
airing that night. They were getting along and seemed to really enjoy each other's
company. But as soon as they stood up to start their day, Chapman noticed a dramatic
change in their demeanor. As if on cue, their smiles were replaced with sullenness. The
laughing stopped. The camaraderie evaporated. "The energy seemed to drain from
them," said Chapman.

Chapman was overcome with a feeling of despair. He had bought distressed companies
like this before. He had been around their employees before. But, for some reason, he had
never been able to see what he saw that day. He couldn't help but feel touched by what he

just witnessed, which spurred a thought: Why can't we enjoy ourselves at work like we do
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when we're not at work?

Up until that day, Chapman had been exactly the kind of executive we teach our MBAs
to be. He was good with numbers, and he loved the game of business. He made decisions
based on data, market conditions and financial opportunities. He was tough when he
needed to be and could charm the pants off someone, if that's what was required. He
thought business was something that was measured on spreadsheets, and he saw people
as one of the many assets he had to manage to help him achieve his financial goals. And as
that kind of executive, he was very effective.

Before that moment in the cafeteria, Chapman was able to make hard decisions far too
easily. The St. Louis-based company with the hard-to-spell name was saddled with debt and
close to bankruptcy when Chapman took over after his father died in 1975. And given the
dire situation, he did what any re- sponsible CEO would do in his position. He laid off
employees when he felt it was needed to achieve the desired financial goal, renegotiated his
debt obligations, was dependent on banks to support growth and took big risks that would
create growth that any high-flying executive would have understood. And as a result, the
company slowly built back up to profitability.

Chapman left the cafeteria and headed to his first meeting. It was supposed to be a meet-
and-greet, a simple formality. He, the new CEO, was to introduce himself to the customer
service team, and they were to bring the new CEO up to speed. But based on what
Chapman saw that morning, he realized that he and his team had the power to make the
company a place people wanted to go every day. So, he set out to create an environment in
which people felt they could express themselves honestly and be recognized and
celebrated for their progress. This is the basis of what Chapman calls truly human
leadership.

When the people have to manage dangers from inside the organization, the

organization itself becomes less able to face the dangers from outside.

Truly human leadership protects an organization from the internal rivalries that can
shatter a culture. When we have to protect ourselves from each other, the whole organization
suffers. But when trust and cooperation thrive internally, we pull together and the
organization grows stronger as a result.

Nearly every system in the human body exists to help us survive and thrive. Thousands of
years ago, other hominid species died off while we lived on and on and on. And even

though we have been on the planet for a relatively short period of time compared to other
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species, we have fast become the most successful and the only unrivaled animal on earth. So
successful, in fact, that the decisions we make affect the ability of other animals—even
other human beings—to survive or thrive.

The systems inside us that protect us from danger and encourage us to repeat behavior in
our best interest respond to the environments in which we live and work. If we sense danger
our defenses go up. If we feel safe among our own people, in our own tribes or
organizations, we relax and are more open to trust and cooperation.

A close study of high-performing organizations, the ones in which the people feel safe
when they come to work, reveals something astounding. Their cultures have an eerie
resemblance to the conditions under which the human animal was designed to operate.
Operating in a hostile, competitive world in which each group was in pursuit of finite
resources, the systems that helped us survive and thrive as a species also work to help
organizations achieve the same. There are no fancy management theories, and it is not about
hiring dream teams. It is just a matter of biology and anthropology. If certain conditions are
met and the people inside an organization feel safe among each other, they will work
together to achieve things none of them could have ever achieved alone. The result is that
their organization towers over their competitors.

This is what Chapman did at Barry-Wehmiller. Quite by accident, he created a work
environment and company culture that, biologically, gets the best out of people. Chapman
and others like him didn't set out to change their employees—they set out to change the
conditions in which their employees operate. To create cultures that inspire people to give all
they have to give simply because they love where they work.

This book attempts to help us understand why we do what we do. Almost all of the systems
in our bodies have evolved to help us find food, stay alive and advance the species. However,
for a lot of the world, and certainly throughout the developed world, finding food and
avoiding danger no longer preoccupy our days. We no longer hunt and gather, at least not in
the caveman sense. In our modern world, advancing our careers and trying to find happiness
and fulfillment are the definition of success. But the systems inside us that guide our
behavior, and decisions still function as they did tens of thousands of years ago. Our
primitive minds still perceive the world around us in terms of threats to our well-being or
opportunities to find safety. If we under- stand how these systems work, we are better
equipped to reach our goals. At the same time, the groups in which we work are better able
to succeed and thrive as well.

Yet sadly in our modern world, given the systems we've developed to manage our

companies, the number of organizations that inspire employees to truly commit themselves is
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a slim minority. The cultural norms of the majority of companies and organizations
today actually work against our natural biological inclinations. This means that happy,
inspired and fulfilled employees are the exception rather than the rule. According to the
Deloitte Shift Index, 80 percent of people are dissatisfied with their jobs. When people
don't even want to be at work, progress comes at much greater cost and effort ... and
often doesn't last. We don't even bother measuring a company's success in decades, instead
we focus on successive quarters.

A business environment with an unbalanced focus on short-term results and money
before people affects society at large. When we struggle to find happiness or a sense of
belonging at work, we take that struggle home. Those who have an opportunity to work in
organizations that treat them like human beings to be protected rather than a resource to be
exploited come home at the end of the day with an intense feeling of fulfillment and
gratitude. This should be the rule for all of us, not the exception.

Returning from work feeling inspired, safe, fulfilled and grateful is a natural human right
to which we are all entitled and not a modern luxury that only a few lucky ones are able
to find.

There was no "one thing" that Chapman did to transform his organization. It was a series
of little things that, over time, dramatically affected how his company operates. Lots and lots
of little things, some successful, some less so, but all focused on what he understood in his
gut needed to happen. It wasn't until years later, while attending a wedding, that Chapman
was able to articulate in much clearer and more human terms what was driving his decisions.
Given his love and tenacity for business, how Bob Chapman explains why he made the

course change he did may surprise you.
The Awesome Responsibility

Sitting in the pews of a church, Chapman and his wife watched a wedding ceremony
unfold. The groom stood, staring at his approaching bride. Toe feeling of love the two
had for each other was palpable. Everyone there could feel it. And then, as tradition
dictated, the father handed his daughter, his baby girl, to her future husband.

"That's it!" Chapman realized. A father who would do anything to protect his daughter
now ceremonially hands the responsibility of that care to another. After he gives her hand
away, he will take his place in the pews and trust that her new husband will protect her as he

did. "It's exactly the same for a company," Chapman realized.
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Employees Are People Too

Every single employee is someone's son or someone's daughter. Like

a parent, a leader of a company is responsible for their precious lives.

Every single employee is someone's son or someone's daughter. Parents work to offer their
children a good life and a good education and to teach them the lessons that will help them
grow up to be happy, confident and able to use all the talents they were blessed with. Those
parents then hand their children over to a company with the hope the leaders of that
company will exercise the same love and care as they have. "It is we, the companies, who
are now responsible for these precious lives," says Chapman, as he balls his hands into fists
with the conviction of a devoted preacher.

This is what it means to be a leader. This is what it means to build a strong company.
Being a leader is like being a parent, and the company is like a new family to join. One that
will care for us like we are their own ... in sickness and in health. And if we are successful,
our people will take on our company's name as a sign of the family to which they are loyal.
Those who work at Barry-Wehmiller talk of their "love" for the company and each other.
They proudly wear the logo or the company's name as if it were their own name. They will
defend the company and their colleagues like they were their own flesh and blood. And in
the case of nearly every one of these kinds of organizations, the people use the company's
name as a very symbol of their own identity.

The great irony of all this is that capitalism actually does better when we work as we were
designed-when we have a chance to fulfill our very human obligations. To ask our employees
not simply for their hands to do our labor, but to inspire their cooperation, their trust and their
loyalty so that they will commit to our cause. To treat people like family and not as mere
employees. To sacrifice the numbers to save the people and not sacrifice the people to save
the numbers.

Leaders of organizations who create a working environment better suited for how we are
designed do not sacrifice excellence or performance simply because they put people first.
Quite the contrary. These organizations are among the most stable, innovative and high-
performing companies in their industries. Sadly, it is more common for leaders of companies
to see the people as the means to drive the numbers. The leaders of great organizations do
not see people as a commodity to be managed to help grow the money. They see the money as
the commodity to be managed to help grow their people. This is why performance really
matters. The better the organization performs, the more fuel there is to build an even bigger,
more robust organization that feeds the hearts and souls of those who work there. In return,
their people give everything they've got to see the organization grow...and grow...and grow.
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To see money as subordinate to people and not the other way around is fundamental to
creating a culture in which the people naturally pull together to advance the business. And
it is the ability to grow one's people to do that needs to be done that creates stable,
lasting success. It is not the genius at the top giving directions that makes people great. It is
great people that make the guy at the top look like a genius.

I cannot be accused of being a crazy idealist, of imagining a world in which people love
going to work. I can't be accused of being out of touch with reality to believe in the
possibility of a world in which the majority of company leaders trust their people and the
majority of people trust their leaders. I can't be an idealist if these organizations exist in
reality.

From manufacturing to high tech, from the United States Marine Corps to the halls of
government, there are shining examples of the positive results an organization will enjoy
when the people inside are willing to treat each other not as adversaries, competitors or
opposition but rather as trusted allies. We face enough danger from the outside. There is no
value in building organizations that compound that danger by adding more threats from the
inside.

Only 20 percent of Americans "love" their jobs. Chapman und those like him have called
upon us to join them to make that metric grow. The question is, do we have the courage?

We need to build more organizations that prioritize the care of human beings. As
leaders, it is our sole responsibility to protect our people and, in turn, our people will
protect each other and advance the organization together. As employees or members of
the group, we need the courage to take care of each other when our leaders don't. And in
doing so, we become the leaders we wish we had.






Day 2: Saturday, April 26

Shirley Jackson, “The Lottery,” The New Yorker

Gwendolyn Brooks, “One Wants a Teller,” The Essential Gwendolyn Brooks
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The Lottery

by Shirley Jackson!

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day;
the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the
village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten
o’clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two days and had to
be started on June 26th, but in this village, where there were only about three hundred
people, the whole lottery took only about two hours, so it could begin at ten o’clock in the
morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the
feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a
while before they broke into boisterous play, and their talk was still of the classroom and the
teacher, of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of
stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest
stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix—the villagers pronounced this name
“Dellacroy”—eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and guarded
it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves,
looking over their shoulders at the boys, and the very small children rolled in the dust or

clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather, surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain,
tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their
jokes were quiet, and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house
dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and
exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by
their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came reluctantly, having to
be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother’s grasping hand and ran,
laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly

and took his place between his father and his oldest brother.

" Jackson, Shirley, “The Lottery”, published in The New Yorker June 18, 1948. Reprinted with permission via
Copyright.com
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The lottery was conducted—as were the square dances, the teen-age club, the Halloween
program—by Mr. Summers, who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a
round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him,
because he had no children, and his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square,
carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers,
and he waved and called, “Little late today, folks.” The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed
him, carrying a three-legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr.
Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space
between themselves and the stool, and when Mr. Summers said, “Some of you fellows want
to give me a hand?,” there was a hesitation before two men, Mr. Martin and his oldest son,
Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the

papers inside it.

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now
resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in
town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but
no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was
a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it,
the one that had been constructed when the first people settled down to make a village here.
Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box, but every
year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything’s being done. The black box grew
shabbier each year; by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly along one

side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained.

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr.
Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had
been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper
substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr.
Summers had argued, had been all very well when the village was tiny, but now that the
population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was necessary to
use something that would fit more easily into the black box. The night before the lottery, Mr.
Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them into the box, and it was
then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers’ coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was
ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put away,

sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves’ barn and
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another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin

grocery and left there.

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open.
There were the lists to make up—of heads of families, heads of households in each family,
members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr.
Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people
remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a
perfunctory, tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some people believed
that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed
that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this part of the
ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of
the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but
this also had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak
to each person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt
and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly on the black box, he seemed very proper
and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins.

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs.
Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her
shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd. “Clean forgot what day it was,” she
said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. “Thought my
old man was out back stacking wood,” Mrs. Hutchinson went on, “and then I looked out the
window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came
a-running.” She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, “You’re in time,
though. They’re still talking away up there.”

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and
children standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and
began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her
through; two or three people said, in voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd,
“Here comes your Mrs., Hutchinson,” and “Bill, she made it after all.” Mrs. Hutchinson
reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, “Thought
we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie.” Mrs. Hutchinson said, grinning,
“Wouldn’t have me leave m’dishes in the sink, now, would you, Joe?,” and soft laughter ran
through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson’s arrival.
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“Well, now,” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get started, get this over with, so’s

we can go back to work. Anybody ain’t here?”
“Dunbar,” several people said. “Dunbar, Dunbar.”

Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar,” he said. “That’s right. He’s broke his leg,
hasn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?”

“Me, I guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. “Wife draws for her
husband,” Mr. Summers said. “Don’t you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?”’

Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it
was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers

waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.

“Horace’s not but sixteen yet,” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. “Guess I gotta fill in for the old

man this year.”

“Right,” Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked,
“Watson boy drawing this year?”

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I’m drawing for m’mother and
me.” He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said

things like “Good fellow, Jack,” and “Glad to see your mother’s got a man to do it.”
“Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man Warner make it?”
“Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the
list. “All ready?” he called. “Now, I'll read the names—heads of families first—and the men
come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without
looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?”

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions; most of
them were quiet, wetting their lips, not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand
high and said, “Adams.” A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. “Hi,
Steve,” Mr. Summers said, and Mr. Adams said, “Hi, Joe.” They grinned at one another
humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a
folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place

in the crowd, where he stood a little apart from his family, not looking down at his hand.
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“Allen,” Mr. Summers said. “Anderson. . .. Bentham.”

“Seems like there’s no time at all between lotteries anymore,” Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs.

Graves in the back row. “Seems like we got through with the last one only last week.”
“Time sure goes fast,” Mrs. Graves said.
“Clark. . .. Delacroix.”

“There goes my old man,” Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went

forward.

“Dunbar,” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the

women said, “Go on, Janey,” and another said, “There she goes.”

“We’re next,” Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side
of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely, and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now,
all through the crowd there were men holding the small, folded papers in their large hands,
turning them over and over nervously. Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs.

Dunbar holding the slip of paper.

“Harburt. . .. Hutchinson.”

“Get up there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed.
“Jones.”

“They do say,” Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, “that over in the
north village they’re talking of giving up the lottery.”

Old Man Warner snorted. “Pack of crazy fools,” he said. “Listening to the young folks,
nothing’s good enough for them. Next thing you know, they’ll be wanting to go back to
living in caves, nobody work anymore, live that way for a while. Used to be a saying about
‘Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.’ First thing you know, we’d all be eating stewed
chickweed and acorns. There’s always been a lottery,” he added petulantly. “Bad enough to

see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody.”
“Some places have already quit lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said.
“Nothing but trouble in that,” Old Man Warner said stoutly. “Pack of young fools.”

“Martin.” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. “Overdyke. . .. Percy.”
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“I wish they’d hurry,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish they’d hurry.”
“They’re almost through,” her son said.
“You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs. Dunbar said.

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip

from the box. Then he called, “Warner.”

“Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery,” Old Man Warner said as he went through the

crowd. “Seventy-seventh time.”

“Watson.” The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, “Don’t be

nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said, “Take your time, son.”
“Zanini.”

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers, holding his
slip of paper in the air, said, “All right, fellows.” For a minute, no one moved, and then all
the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saying,
“Who is it?,” “Who’s got it?,” “Is it the Dunbars?,” “Is it the Watsons?”” Then the voices

began to say, “It’s Hutchinson. It’s Bill,” “Bill Hutchinson’s got it.”
“Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet,
staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers,
“You didn’t give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn’t fair!”

“Be a good sport, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, “All of us took the

same chance.”
“Shut up, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and now we’ve got to be
hurrying a little more to get done in time.” He consulted his next list. “Bill,” he said, “you

draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?”
“There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. “Make them take their chance!”

“Daughters draw with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mr. Summers said gently. “You

know that as well as anyone else.”
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“It wasn’t fair,” Tessie said.

“I guess not, Joe,” Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. “My daughter draws with her husband’s
family, that’s only fair. And I’ve got no other family except the kids.”

“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it’s you,” Mr. Summers said in

explanation, “and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that’s you, too. Right?”
“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.
“How many kids, Bill?”” Mr. Summers asked formally.

“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said. “There’s Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and

2

me.
“All right, then,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you got their tickets back?”

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. “Put them in the box, then,” Mr. Summers
directed. “Take Bill’s and put it in.”

“I think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. “I tell you it
wasn’t fair. You didn’t give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that.”

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box, and he dropped all the papers
but those onto the ground, where the breeze caught them and lifted them off.

“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.

“Ready, Bill?”” Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at
his wife and children, nodded.

“Remember,” Mr. Summers said, “take the slips and keep them folded until each person has
taken one. Harry, you help little Dave.” Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came
willingly with him up to the box. “Take a paper out of the box, Davy,” Mr. Summers said.
Davy put his hand into the box and laughed. “Take just one paper,” Mr. Summers said.
“Harry, you hold it for him.” Mr. Graves took the child’s hand and removed the folded paper
from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him

wonderingly.

“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed
heavily as she went forward, switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box. “Bill,

Jr.,” Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, nearly knocked the box
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over as he got a paper out. “Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking
around defiantly, and then set her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a paper out and
held it behind her.

“Bill,” Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around,

bringing his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,” and the sound of the

whisper reached the edges of the crowd.

“It’s not the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner said clearly. “People ain’t the way they

used to be.”
“All right,” Mr. Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave’s.”

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he
held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill, Jr., opened theirs at the
same time, and both beamed and laughed, turning around to the crowd and holding their

slips of paper above their heads.

“Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill

Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank.
“It’s Tessie,” Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. “Show us her paper, Bill.”

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a
black spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy
pencil in the coal-company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the

crowd.
“All right, folks,” Mr. Summers said. “Let’s finish quickly.”

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still
remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there
were stones on the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box.
Mrs. Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to

Mrs. Dunbar. “Come on,” she said. “Hurry up.”

Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping for breath. “I can’t run at

all. You’ll have to go ahead and I’ll catch up with you.”

The children had stones already, and someone gave little Davy Hutchinson a few pebbles.
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Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out
desperately as the villagers moved in on her. “It isn’t fair,” she said. A stone hit her on the
side of the head.

Old Man Warner was saying, “Come on, come on, everyone.” Steve Adams was in the front

of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.

“It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her.






One Wants a Teller

by Gwendolyn Brooks!

One wants a Teller in a time like this.

One’s not a man, one’s not a woman grown,

To bear enormous business all alone.

One cannot walk this winding street with pride,
Straight-shouldered, tranquil-eyed,
Knowing one knows for sure the way back home.

One wonders if one has a home.

One is not certain if or why or how.

On wants a Teller now: —

Put on your rubbers and you won 't catch cold.
Here's hell, there'’s heaven. Go to Sunday School.
Be patient, time brings all good things—(and cool
Strong balm to calm the burning at the brain?)—
Behold,

Love's true, and triumphs, and God's actual.

! Brooks, Gwendolyn, “One Wants a Teller” from The Essential
Gwendolyn Brooks, Nora Brooks Blakely ©2003. Reprinted
with permission of Brooks Permissions, Chicago Illinois.
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