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and convictions into forms of words, 
which we may repeat together, in 
which we may rejoice to express the 
unity of our faith. But they will prob
ably be very simple forms, because 
such will be the demand of a generation 
whose face is set toward unity. 

The creeds of the past have largely 
been weapons of polemics. They have 
recorded thediffennces between those 
who adopted the in and those from 
whom they sought to withdraw them
selves. The period of differentiation is 
past, the period of integration has be
gun. Henceforth the significant ex
pression of religious endeavors after 
unity must indicate a purpose to in
clude and harmonize, rather than to 

discriminate and divide. Instead of 
being treated as clubs to fight heretics 
with, they will be olive-branches to 
welcome believers. 

Let no one imagine, then, that there 
is to be any reaction, in economics or 
in religion. In economics we are not 
going back from individualism to feu
dalism; we are going forward to the 
higher cooperations for which our 
training in individual initiative has 
prepared us. In religion we are not 
going back from individualism to me
diaeval dogma and sacerdotal control; 
we are going forward to the unity of the 
spirit, and to that accord of consenting 
minds which can be won only through 
liberty. 

OUR CULTURAL HUMILITY 

BY RANDOLPH S. BOURNE 

IT was Matthew Arnold, read and 
reverenced by the generation immedi
ately preceding our own, who set to our 
eyes a definition and a goal of culture 
which has become the common prop
erty of all our world. To know the best 
that had been thought and said, to ap
preciate the master-works which the 
previous civilizations had produced, to 
put our minds and appreciations in 
contact with the great of all ages, — 
here was a clear ideal which dissolved 
the mists in which the vaguenesses of 
culture had been lost. And it was an 
ideal that appealed with peculiar force 
to Americans. For it was a democratic 
ideal; every one who had the energy 
and perseverance could reasonably ex
pect to acquire by taking thought that 

orientation of soul to which Arnold 
gave the magic name of culture. And 
it was a quantitative ideal; culture was 
a matter of acquisition — with appre
ciation and prayerfulness perhaps, but 
still a matter of adding little by little 
to one's store until one should have a 
vision of that radiant limit, when one 
knew all the best that had been thought 
and said and pictured in the world. 

I do not know in just what way the 
British public responded to Arnold's 
eloquence; if the prophetic wrath of 
Ruskin failed to stir them, it is not 
probable that they were moved by the 
persuasiveness of Arnold. But I do 
know that, coming at a time when 
America was producing rapidly an 
enormous number of people who were 
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'comfortably off,' as the phrase goes, 
and who were sufficiently awake to feel 
their limitations, with the broader ho
rizons of Europe just opening on the 
view, the new doctrine had the most 
decisive effect on our succeeding spir
itual history. The ' land-of-liberty' 
American of the era of Dickens still ex
ists in the British weeklies and in ob
servations of America by callow young 
journalists, but as a living species he 
has long been extinct. His place has 
been taken by a person whose pride is 
measured not by the greatness of the 
' land of the free,' but by his own orien
tation in Europe. 

Already in the nineties, our college 
professors and our artists were begin
ning to require the seal of a European 
training to justify their existence. We 
appropriated the German system of 
education. Our millionaires began the 
collecting of pictures and the endow
ment of museums with foreign works 
of art. We began the exportation of 
school-teachers for a summer tour of 
Europe. American art and music col
onies sprang up in Paris and Berlin 
and Munich. The movement became 
a rush. That mystical premonition of 
Europe, which Henry James tells us 
he had from his earliest boyhood, be
came the common property of the tal
ented young American, who felt a 
certain starvation in his own land, and 
longed for the fleshpots of European 
culture. But the bourgeoisie soon fol
lowed the artistic and the semi-artistic, 
and Europe became so much the fash
ion that it is now almost a test of re
spectability to have traveled at least 
once abroad. 

Underlying all this vivacious emi
gration, there was of course a real if 
vague thirst for 'culture,' and, in strict 
accord with Arnold's definition, the 
idea that somehow culture could be im
bibed, that from the contact with the 
treasures of Europe there would be 

rubbed off on us a little of that grace 
which had made the art. So for those 
who could not travel abroad, our mil
lionaires transported, in almost terrify
ing bulk and at staggering cost, sam
ples of everything that the foreign 
galleries had to show. We were to ac
quire culture at any cost, and we had 
no doubt that we had discovered the 
royal road to it. We followed it, at 
any rate, with eye single to the goal. 
The naturally sensitive, who really 
found in the European literature and 
arts some sort of spiritual nourishment, 
set the pace, and the crowd followed at 
their heels. 

This cultural humility of ours as
tonished and still astonishes Europe. 
In England, where 'culture' is taken 
very frivolously, the bated breath of 
the American, when he speaks of 
Shakespeare or Tennyson or Browning, 
is always cause for amusement. And 
the Frenchman is always a little puz
zled at the crowds who attend lectures 
in Paris on 'How to See Europe Intelli
gently,' or are taken in vast parties 
through the Louvre. The European 
objects a little to being so constantly 
regarded as the keeper of a huge mu
seum. If you speak to him of culture, 
you find him frankly more interested 
in contemporaneous literature and art 
and music than in his worthies of the 
olden time, more interested in discrim
inating the good of to-day than in 
accepting the classics. If he is a culti
vated person, he is much more inter
ested usually in quarreling about a 
living dog than in reverencing a dead 
lion. If he is a French 'lettre,' for in
stance, he will be producing a book on 
the psychology of some living writer, 
while the Anglo-Saxon will be writing 
another on Shakespeare. His whole 
attitude toward the things of culture, 
be it noted, is one of daily apprecia
tion and intimacy, not that attitude of 
reverence with which we Americans 
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approach alien art, and which penalizes 
cultural heresy among us. 

The European may be enthusiastic, 
polemic, radiant, concerninghis culture; 
he is never humble. And he is, above 
all, never humble before the culture of 
another country. The Frenchman will 
hear nothing but French music, read 
nothing but French literature, and pre
fers his own art to i hat of any other na
tion. He can hardly understand our al
most pathetic eagerness to learn of the 
culture of other nations, our humility 
of worship in the presence of art that 
in no sense represents the expression 
of any of our ideals and motivating 
forces. 

To a genuinely patriotic American 
this cultural humility of ours is some
what humiliating. In response to this 
eager inexhaustible interest in Europe, 
where is Europe's interest in us? Eu
rope is to us the land of history, of mel
low tradition, of the arts and graces of 
life, of the best that has been said and 
thought in the world. To Europe we 
are the land of crude racial chaos, of 
skyscrapers and bluff, of millionaires 
and 'bosses.' A French philosopher 
visits us, and we arc all eagerness to get 
from him an orientation in all that is 
moving in the world of thought across 
the seas. But does he ask about our 
philosophy, does he seek an orientation 
in the American thought of the day? 
No. at all. Our humility has kept us 
from forcing it upon his attention, and 
it scarcely exists for him. Our adver
tising genius, so powerful and universal 
where soap and biscuits are concerned, 
wilts and languishes before the task of 
trumpeting our inl ellectual and spirit
ual products before the world. Yet 
there can be little doubt which is the 
more intrinsically worth advertising. 
But our humility causes us to be taken 
at our own face value, and for all this 
patient fixity of gaze upon Europe, we 
get little reward except to be ignored, 

or to have our interest somewhat con
temptuously dismissed as parasitic. 

And with justice! For our very goal 
and ideal of culture has made us para
sites. Our method has been exactly 
wrong. For the truth is that the defin
ition of culture, which we have accept
ed with such devastating enthusiasm, 
is a definition emanating from that very 
barbarism from which its author re
coiled in such horror. If it were not 
that all our attitude showed that we 
had adopted a quite different standard, 
it would be the merest platitude to say 
that culture is not an acquired familiar
ity with things outside, but an inner 
and constantly operating taste, a fresh 
and responsive power of discrimination, 
and the insistent judging of everything 
that comes to our minds and senses. I t 
is clear that such a sensitive taste can
not be acquired by torturing our ap
preciations into conformity with the 
judgments of others, no matter how 
'authoritative' those judgments may 
be. Such a method means a hypnotiza-
tion of judgment, not a true develop
ment of soul. 

At the back of Arnold's definition is, 
of course, the implication that if we 
have only learned to appreciate the 
'best,' we shall have been trained 
thus to discriminate generally, that our 
appreciation of Shakespeare will some
how spill over into admiration of the 
incomparable art of Mr. G. Lowes 
Dickinson. This is, of course, exactly 
to reverse the psychological process. A 
true appreciation of the remote and 
the magnificent is acquired only after 
the judgment has learned to discrimi
nate with accuracy and taste between 
the good and bad, the sincere and the 
false, of the familiar and contempo
raneous art and writing of every day. 
To set up an alien standard of the clas
sics is merely to give our lazy taste a 
resting-point, and to prevent forever 
any genuine culture. 
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This virus of the 'best ' rages 
throughout all our Anglo-Saxon cam
paign for culture. Is it not a notorious 
fact that our professors of English lit
erature make no attempt to judge 
the work produced since the death of 
the last consecrated saint of the liter
ary canon,—Robert Louis Stevenson? 
In strict accordance with Arnold's doc
trine, they are waiting for the judg
ment upon our contemporaries which 
they call the test of time, that is, an au
thoritative objective judgment, upon 
which they can unquestioningly rely. 
Surely it seems as if the principle of 
authority, having been ousted from re
ligion and politics, had found a strong 
refuge in the sphere of culture. This 
tyranny of the 'best ' objectifies all our 
taste. I t is a ' best' that is always out
side of our native reactions to the fresh
nesses and sincerities of life, a 'best ' 
to which our spontaneities must be dis
ciplined. By fixing our eyes humbly 
on the ages that are past, and on foreign 
countries, we effectually protect our
selves from that inner taste which is the 
only sincere 'culture.' 

Our cultural humility before the civ
ilizations of Europe, then, is the chief 
obstacle which prevents us from pro
ducing any true indigenous culture of 
our own. I am far from saying, of 
course, that it is not necessary for our 
arts to be fertilized by the civilizations 
of other nations past and present. The 
culture of Europe has arisen only from 
such an extensive cross-fertilization in 
the past. But we have passed through 
that period of learning, and it is time 
for us now to set up our individual 
standards. We are already 'heir to all 
the ages' through our English ancestry, 
and our last half-century of European 
idolatry has done for us all that can be 
expected. But, with our eyes fixed on 
Europe, we continue to strangle what
ever native genius springs up. Is it 
not a tragedy that the American artist 

feels the imperative need of foreign ap
proval before he can be assured of his 
attainment? Through our inability or 
unwillingness to judge him, through 
our cultural humility, through our in
sistence on the objective standard, we 
drive him to depend on a foreign clien
tele, to live even in foreign countries, 
where taste is more confident of itself 
and does not require the label, to be as
sured of the worth of what it appreci
ates. 

The only remedy for this deplorable 
situation is the cultivatioft of a new 
American nationalism. We need that 
keen introspection into the beauties 
and vitalities and sincerities of our own 
life and ideals that characterizes the 
French. The French culture is ani
mated by principles and tastes which 
are as old as'art itself. There are ' clas
sics,' not in the English and Arnoldian 
sense of a consecrated canon, dissent 
from which is heresy, but in the sense 
that each successive generation, put
ting them to the test, finds them redol
ent of those qualities which are charac
teristically French, and so preserves 
them as a precious heritage. This cul
tural chauvinism is the most harmless 
of patriotisms; indeed it is absolutely 
necessary for a true life of civilization. 
And it can hardly be too intense, or too 
exaggerated. Such an international 
art exhibition as was held recently in 
New York, with the frankly avowed 
purpose of showing American artists 
how bad they were in comparison with 
the modern French, represents an ap
palling degradation of attitude which 
would be quite impossible in any other 
country. Such groveling humility can 
only have the effect of making us feeble 
imitators, instead of making us assert, 
with all the power at our command, 
the genius and individuality which we 
already possess in quantity, if we 
would only see it. 

In the contemporary talent that 
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Europe is exhibiting, or even in the gen
ius of the last half-century, one will go 
far to find greater poets than our Walt 
Whitman, philosophers than William 
James, essayists than Emerson and 
Thoreau, composers than MacDowell, 
sculptors than Saint-Gaudens. In any 
other country such names would be 
focuses to which interest and enthusi
asms would converge, symbols of a 
national spirit about which judgments 
and tastes would revolve. For none of 
them could have been born in another 
country than our own. If some of 
them had their training abroad, it was 
still the indigenous America that their 
works expressed, — the American ideals 
and qualities, our pulsating democracy, 
the vigor and daring of our pioneer 
spirit, our sense of camaraderie, our 
dynamism, the bijj;-heartedness of our 
scenery, our hospitality to all the world. 
In the music of MacDowell, the poetry 
of Whitman, the philosophy of James, 
I recognize a national spirit, '1'esprit 
americain,' as superbly clear and grip
ping as anything the culture of Eu
rope has to offer us, and immensely 
more stimulating, because of the very 
body and soul of to-day's interests and 
aspirations. 

To come to an intense self-conscious

ness of these qualities, to feel them in 
the work of these masters, and to search 
for them everywhere among the lesser 
artists and thinkers who are trying to 
express the soul of this hot chaos of 
America, •—• this will be the attainment 
of culture for us. Not to look on rav
ished while our marvelous millionaires 
fill our museums with 'old masters,' 
armor, and porcelains, but to turn our 
eyes upon our own art for a time, shut 
ourselves in with our own genius, and 
cultivate with an intense and partial 
pride what we have already achieved 
against the obstacles of our cultural 
humility. Only thus shall we conserve 
the American spirit and saturate the 
next generation with those qualities 
which are our strength. Only thus can 
we take our rightful place among the 
cultures of the world, to which we are 
entitled if we would but recognize it. 
We shall never be able to perpetuate 
our ideals except in the form of art and 
literature; the world will never under
stand our spirit except in terms of art. 
When shall we learn t ha t ' culture,' like 
the kingdom of heaven, lies within us, 
in the heart of our national soul, and 
not in foreign galleries and books? 
When shall we learn to be proud? For 
only pride is creative. 
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IV. GEORGE B. McCLELLAN 

BY GAMALIEL BRADFORD 

GOOD fortune seemed to wait on Mc-
Clellan's early career. He graduated 
from West Point in 1846, just at the 
beginning of the Mexican War, and 
plunged into active service at once. In 
Mexico every one spoke well of him. 
He showed energy, resource, and un
questioned personal courage. He was 
handsome, thoroughly martial in ap
pearance, kindly, and popular. After 
his return from Mexico he taught at 
West Point, took part, as an engineer, 
in Western exploration, then served as 
one of the government's military com
mission in the Crimea, and so acquired 
a technical knowledge much beyond 
that of the average United States offi
cer. In the later fifties he resigned 
from the service and went into railroad 
management, which probably gave him 
practical experience more valuable than 
could have been gained by fighting 
Indians. 

At the beginning of the war, in 1861, 
McClellan seems to have been gener
ally looked upon as a most competent 
soldier. He was decidedly successful in 
his first campaign in Ohio and West 
Virginia, and when he was called to 
Washington to command the Army of 
the Potomac, it appeared as if a bril
liant and distinguished future were be
fore him. During more than a year he 
commanded that army, through two 
great campaigns. Then the President, 
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anxious and impatient for more deci
sive results, dismissed his subordinate 
to the obscurity from which, as a sol
dier, he never reemerged. 

In studying the man's career and his 
character in relation to it, it will be in
teresting to begin by getting his own 
view. This is easily done. He was one 
who spoke of himself quite liberally 
with the pen, though reticent in con
versation. In his book, McClellan's 
Own Story, he gives a minute account 
of his experiences, and the editor of the 
book added to the text an extensive se
lection from the general's intimate per
sonal letters to his wife. The letters 
are so intimate that, in one aspect, it 
seems unfair to use them as damaging 
evidence. I t should be pointed out, 
however, that while the correspond
ence amplifies our knowledge and gives 
us admirable illustration, it really 
brings out no qualities that are not im
plied for the careful observer in the 
text of the book itself, and even in the 
general's formal reports and letters. 

What haunts me most, as I read these 
domestic outpourings, is the desire to 
know what Mrs. McClellan thought of 
them. Did she accept everything loyal
ly? Was she like the widow of the regi
cide Harrison, of whom Pepys records, 
with one of his exquisite touches,' I t is 
said that he said that he was sure to 
come shortly at the right hand of Christ 
to judge them that now had judged 
him; and that his wife do expect his 
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