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White and he made an ineffective but highly honorable 
protest. Though he does not mention it, he made an 
effective and honorable protest against certain aspects of 
the war criminals business. He has given the most reveal
ing account of the Fiume episode so far written by an 
American. Yet it is plain from his account that he could 
tell more if he wished. On a variety of matters, such as 
the wisdom of the President's becoming a delegate, the 
planlessness of the delegation, the concrete evils of secret 
diplomacy, the autocratic composition of the League, and 
the desirability of a prompt preliminary peace, his com
ments are illuminating and worthy of careful attention. 
Many who were at Paris, and many who were not, will 
agree with his judgment on some or all of these matters. 
But for me his wisdom on these points cannot be taken at 
its face value. It has to be considered in the light of Mr. 
Lansing's acceptance of and acquiescence in a position that 
stultified all his judgments. 

V 
There is a lesson in this melancholy record of an amiable 

man. It is not merely a demonstration of what planless 
administration costs, though that lesson is written all over 
the affair. It is something deeper, something in the Amer
ican political tradition. And that is the almost total in
ability of Americans to decline an appointment or to re
sign a post. Mr. Lansing did not know how to decline 
or how to resign. Yet if democracy is to work men must 
learn how to do both. When they take a position it must 
be on some agreement about what they are to do with it. 
And when they are not able to do that, they must learn 
to give the office up without scandal. That is very simple 
and very important. It goes deep. For once you approach 
public office in that spirit, the office ceases to be a place and 
becomes a function. So inverted is our tradition, that when 
a man resigns everybody wonders whether he is disloyal. 
Yet what could be more disloyal than to work at cross-
purposes with the administration to which you belong, or 
to abandon your convictions about what is right? The 
true doctrine of public service, surely, is perfectly frank 
agreement when agreement exists, and perfectly frank dis
agreement when that is necessary. Only then does anyone 
know where he is at. 

What sense is there in having a Secretary of State totally 
at odds with his chief, when he could clear up the whole 
matter before the mischief is done by offering his resigna
tion ? It is only because so few men ever resign on prin
ciple, that all resignations seem an intolerable scandal. 
It is not so in other countries, in England, for example. 
There men manage to resign without feeling, as Mr. Lans
ing did, that by their departure they would wreck the peace 
of the world. 

The ultimate reason why American officials find it so 
hard to resign is that we have in our form of government 
no official opposition. One day you aj-e at the pinnacle. 
The next day ĵ ou are back in Lincoln, Nebraska, with noth
ing to do. One day your every word counts. The next 
day you are considering how to make a living at the bar. 
It is a case of everything or nothing, it or nit. And so 
men think twice, and then think again, and find reasons 
of the highest public order for not passing from greatness 
into obscurity. If they did not pass out of public life, 
but only into the opposition, perhaps they would not cling 
so grirt^ly to their jobs. 

WALTER LIPPMANN. 

The New Spirit 
The New Spirit, by Havelock Ellis. The Modern 

Library. New York: Boni ^ Liveright. 

IT is a pleasure to see this excellent book reprinted. 
Havelock Ellis isn't a rambunctious critic. He never 

raises his voice and he seldom permits himself to laugh, but 
though his language is moderate and his irony subdued, 
he isn't one of those critical weeping willows that turn the 
garden of literature into a cemetery. For all his austere 
manner and his style endimanche he has a wide and 
steadily searching mind. His word "new" does not mean 
novel or fashionable. It really means revolutionary. And 
when Havelock Ellis looks backward to the "old" he isn't 
thinking of the age when New York had steam-engines on 
its Elevateds. He is thinking of the time when man was 
literally up a tree. "The greatest manifestation of the new 
spirit that I know of took place long since in the zoological 
history of the race when the immediate ancestor of man 
began to walk on his hind legs, so developing the skilful 
hands and restless brain that brought sin into the world. 
That strange and perilous method of locomotion—^which 
carried other diseases and disabilities in its train, more con
crete than sin—marked a revolutionary outburst of new 
life worth contemplating." 

It is for similar "outbursts" that Havelock Ellis searched 
the literary horizons thirty years ago, and composed his 
New Spirit. Diderot is the first name in it, chosen as a 
precursor of detested romanticism, with Heine and Whit
man and Ibsen and Tolstoi and Huysmans to follow. But 
romanticism is not the theme of Ellis's book. The deep-
down underlying theme is something to which he gives the 
name religion—perhaps as good a name as any. But by 
religion he doesn't mean the activities of Mr. Blue Law. 
He doesn't mean a "force on the side of repression." He 
means instead a force that exalts and liberates us, lifts us 
above the rim of the ego that cups us in. This ia vague, 
but he tries to give it biological definition. "Whenever 
an impulse from the world strikes against the organism, 
and the resultant is not discomfort or pain, not even the 
muscular contraction of strenuous manhood, but a joyous 
expansion or aspiration of the whole soul—there is re
ligion." A broad definition, into which may fit almost 
anything aesthetic. "De Hooge, by means of mere sun
light and the rubbish of a back-yard, awakes in us an 
enlarging thrill of joy." Van Gogh does it without even 
sunlight. The "enlarging thrill of joy" is the essence of 
religion for Havelock Ellis, and this he celebrates in the 
New Spirit. 

There is a trace of the soulful about it. The Gods seem 
to be own cousins of Edward Carpenter and James Hin-
ton. But at the centre of Havelock Ellis there is a vigor
ous conception that "religion cannot live nobly without 
science or without morals. It is only by a strenuous devo
tion to science, by a perpetual reference to the moral struc
ture of life, that religion—^so made conscious of its nature 
and its limits—can be rendered healthful." He says this 
more than once. "We cried for the moon for so many 
thousand years before we conquered the world. We know 
at last that it must be among our chief ethical rules to see 
that we build the lofty structure of human society on the 
sure and simple foundations of man's organism." 

Those "sure and simple foundations" are, of course, still 
bitterly in dispute. Where some agree that the "rational 
disgust which was once held to be common property has re-
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ceived from,science its death-blow," others are more full 
of pudor than Victoria herself. What are the foundations 
of man's organism? Has Walt Whitman really annunci
ated "the sense of purity" ? If one got to the root of con
servative criticism in America, in Paul Elmer More and 
Professor Babbitt as well as in Stuart Sherman, I think 
there would be found more reservations on this whole busi
ness of "man's organism" than on anything else. Disgust 
is still considered ethically splendiferous. That is why 
Rousseau and George Moore are anathema, and why if 
Walt Whitman is accepted he is imlmediately ticketed as a 
Puritan. But while Havelock Ellis does not define strin
gently in these matters, it is enough to say that he leads the 
discussion along a path where the healthy-minded can 
hardly fail to follow him, arid he does so with that com
bination of enthusiasm and tolerance which is so rare in a 
man of his sensitireness. 

Perhaps this can best be illustratecl by two quotations. 
The first contains a definition of art. The second passes 
judgment on the "decadent" Huysmans. 

"The road to the Kingdom of Heaven, as it was well 
said of old time, is narrow, and blessed are they who, haT-
ing reached it, stay but a little while! To drink deep of 
that cup is to haTe. all the motor energies of life paralyzed. 
Art remains to give us the same joy apd refreshment, in 
more various, wholesome and acceptable forms. For art 
is; nothing less than the world as we ourselves make it, the 
wprld re-molded nearer to the heart's desire. In this con
struction of a world around us, in harmonious response to 
all; our senses, we have at once a healthy exercise for our 
motor activities, and the restful satisfaction of our sensory 
needs. Art, as no mere passive hyperaesthesia to external 
impressions, or exclusive absorption in a single sense, but 
as a many-sided and active delight in the wholeness of 
things, is the great restorer of health and rest to the ener
gies distracted by our turbulent modern movements. Thus 
understood, it has the firmest of scientific foundations; it 
is but the reasonable satisfaction of the instinctive cravings 
of the organism, cravings that are not the less real for be
ing: often unconscious. Its satisfaction means the pres
ence of joy in our daily life, and joy is the prime tonic 
of life. It is the gratification of the art-instinct that 
makes the wholesome stimulation of labor joyous; it is 
in the gratification of the art-instinct that repose becomes 
joyous." 

How does a man with such a creed respond to the com
plexities of Huysmans? "Huysmans very exquisitely rep
resents one aspect of the cofiiplex modern soul, that aspect 
which shrinks from the grosser forces of Nature, from the 
bare simplicity of the naked sky or the naked body, the 
'incessant deluge of human foolishness,' the. eternal op
pression of the commonplace, to find a sedative for its 
exasperated nerves in the contemplation of esoteric beauty 
and the difficult search for the mystic peace which passes 
all understanding. . . . We see them on every hand, 
occultism, theosophy, spiritualism, all those vague forms 
on the border land of the unknown which call to tired 
men weary of too much living, or never strong enough to 
live at all', to hide their faces from the sun of nature and 
grope into cool, delicious darkness, soothing the fever of 
life. It is foolish to resent this tendency; it has its Tight
ness; it suits some, who may well cling to their private 
dream if life itself is but a dream. At the worst we may 
remember that, however repugnant such movements may 
be, to let fall remains a better way of putting Satan to 
flight than to cast away. And at the best one should know 

that this is part of the vital process by which the spiritual 
world moves on its axis, alternating between darkness and 
light." 

This is magnificent, especially frbm a man who is mainly 
and fundamentally interested in the "new"—the influence 
of̂  science, the influence of feminism, the influence of de
mocracy. It is an example of his unfailing urbanity, an 
urbanity which shows that the golden fruits of the scientific 
spirit are really "sincerity, patience, humility, the love of 
nature and the love of man." 

A new book on the New Spirit would be worth having, 
analyzing Freud, Shaw, Hardy, Chekhov, the Jameses, 
Meredith, Wells, Romain Rolland, Nexo, Gorky. Also 
Cezanne, Van Gogh, Strauss, and—as Ellis said in the 
preface to the third edition (why omitted?)—Rodin and 
Wagner. But it would only be an amplification of this 
splendid essay which already saw forward to the dissolution 
of the middle-class state, the antiquation of war, the 
growth of social organization, the end of the British Em
pire and the beginning of education. 

F. H. 

Selected Current Books 
Our Southern Highlanders, by Horace Kephart. Mac-
millan. 

A new edition of the book that grew out of 
Mr. Kephart's three years in the Carolina 

, mountains. 
The Menace of the Mob, by Dmitri Merejkovski. N. L. 
Brown. 

A book of essays, including a sketch of Anatole 
France, looking to the day "when Christ shall 
rise again." 

The Direction of Human Evolution, by Edwin Grant 
Conklin. Scribners. 

The "paths and possibilities of human evolu
tion," with its bearing on democracy and 
religion. The author is professor of biology 
at Princeton. 

The Voice of Jerusalem, by Israel Zangwill. Macmillan. 
Mr. Zangwill interprets the Jew, with the 
origins of anti-Semitism, in nineteen chapters. 
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