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ate life and men; but at once his

innocence is enveloped in darkness, at
once the reader fears him .., . be-
cause of an art which shows the aunt
who is his companion fearing him. At
once Archdeacon Brandon is brought
into the story on the very pinnacle of
his glory, a pinnacle, seemingly, as
high and fixed as the utmost high
thrust of the Cathedral, and beside
him Ronder, with all his unpredictable
qualities and hidden power, is thrust
modestly into the scene.

All else that happens, settings and
avocations and beliefs and philoso-
phies, are subservient to a struggle

which is the mirror of a larger and,
at bottom, impersonal affair; I mean
that in Brandon and Ronder other
men, a measure of universality, are
present; but that is there because the
individuals are seen in relation to
their purpose in “The Cathedral”’, a
novel. Mr. Walpole is not a sentimen-
talist about the individual, he under-
stands that an individual is not of
very great importance in his or her-
gelf — this is clear in his treatment of
Annie Hogg — and, I believe, he real-
izes that one man is not very different
from another, one women’s being from
another’s.

A SHELF OF RECENT BOOKS

OPEN DIPLOMACY
By Maurice Francis Egan

HE revelations of Mr. Page and
Mr. Lane, taken together, are ag
interesting and as shocking as “The
Memoirs of the Duc de Saint-Simon”
would have been had they been printed
during the life of Louis XIV. They
both reveal attractive personalities;
they are full of charm. Mr. Lane is
generally very serious, introspective,
and, although he shows an occasional
flash of ambition, he seems to have
taken the Good Samaritan. very seri-
ously as his model. Mr. Page has wit
and humor; when he is most serious,
he is often most delicately humorous.
In fact, foreign students of American
literature will find in his pages that
delicate chastity of thought indicating
a state of mind of many cultivated
Americans,. for which foreigners sel-
dom give credit.
But Mr. Page’s naiveté would seem

almost incredible, as made evident in
cold type, if we did not know that his
letters were not written to be printed.
No student of the psychology of the
modern American can afford to neglect

- these three volumes; and it is doubtful

whether in Germany and in France
especially they will ever cease to be
a handbook of the American attitude
of our best educated statesmen during
the late war.

The reticence of Dr. Woodrow Wil-
son in not permitting himself to print
his impressions of that terrible time
is the more admirable, since he must
have much to say that would soften
the picture that both these gentlemen,
one his appointee as a Cabinet officer,
the other his appointee as Ambassa-
dor, have given of him. It is evident
that he regarded Mr. Page as too
greatly affected by the English point
of view. In fact, Mr. Page did suffer

~from that hereditary tendency of some

modern Americans who have been
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brought up to be tremendously proud
of their English ancestors, who never
forget that their country is a branch —
broken off, it is true — of the great
English stem. Not for a moment in
these “Letters’” does Mr. Page show
a touch of snobbishness; but never-
theless the English are so intensely
interesting to him that he cannot cast
off what may be called an obsession —
that they have the greatest superiority
over other nations.
trigues him, but at times makes him
too nationally introspective.

His “Life” is very well expressed
by Mr. Hendrick. If the perfection of
style is that it is the man, Mr. Page
has in these graphic, expressive, and
appallingly frank “Letters” shown
himself to be a master of literature.

*“The Letters of Franklin K. Lane”,
taken with “The Life and Letters of
Walter H. Page’”, are looked on by
many Americans as premature publi-
cations; but this same criticism was
made of the books of Mr. Lansing and
Mr. Tumulty. In truth, if Dr. Wilson
really believed in “open diplomacy” —
even to an immoderate degree — he has
lived to see it at its worst or at its
best, in the writings of these two gen-
tlemen! In these volumes there seem
to be no concealments. It must be
said that both Mr. Page and Mr. Lane
were never hypocritical, and as a cor-
ollary it may be added that Dr. Wilson
would stand a great deal of talk from
his friends without its at all affecting
his amiable intention to do as he
pleased!

When one has become accustomed,
after the first shiver, to the revela-
tions of these volumes, one enjoys
them thoroughly. If we have any
enemies as a nation, these delightful
books leave us perfectly naked to them.
They have torn away from modern
American diplomacy and statesman-

This not only in--

ship even the vestige of a fig leaf;
but it will be a long time before any
national enemy of ours can profit by
them. If we leave this suggestion out
of the question, there are no two books
printed in the last twenty-five years
more enlightening than these —en-
tirely apart from the personal attrac-
tiveness of the authors. As the
villager once said, after his first as-
sistance at the play of “Hamlet”, these
volumes are “full of quotations” — -
quotations which will become house-
hold words to the students and read-
ers of history in the United States.
They are full of quotations for the
future!
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By Robert Cortes Holliday

HE new one volume edition of

“Steeplejack” contains an excel-
lent frontispiece portrait in photo-
gravure. The very deftly reproduced
signature directly beneath gives it the
effect of having been autographed by
“James Gibbons Huneker”. The portly
volyme is admirably made, and in-
cludes a number of good half tone
illustrations, one of Mr. Huneker in
1890. In the frontispiece portrait
that nobly sculptured, handsome, dis-
tinguished mask is presented full face.
We behold the commanding counte-
nance of a Roman emperor, surmount-
ing an afternoon coat, a batwing
collar and a polka dot tie. And an em-



