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PREFACE 
ONCERNING one so much written about as Wood- C row Wilson there is not a great deal that is new to  be 

said-yet. Even one who knew him intimately for forty 
years, as did this writer, is between two perils, trivial recol- 
lections of constant intercourse, o r  a bookish analysis, or 
attempted analysis of his mind and acts. 

Ray Stannard Baker, the official biographer; Colonel E. 
M. House, the political confidant; William Allen White, 
the unfavorable critic ; Joseph Tumulty, the devoted friend 
and secretary; Dr. William E. Dodd, the learned historian; 
Mrs. Edith Reid, to whom he wrote long letters, with whom 
he spent many hours of companionship in which he bared the 
heart and spirit of a singularly humble beloved egoist ; “Ike” 
Hoover, whose illiterate reminiscences have been edited by a 
ghost writer, reminiscences in which there is some innocent 
misrepresentation; the charm of Mrs. Peck’s, or Mrs. Hurl-  
burt’s book; the scattered memorabilia of relatives, and so 
on almost ad infinitum-from none of them does the real 
Woodrow Wilson emerge. Woodrow Wilson had no Bos- 
well, perhaps none ever had except Samuel Johnson. 

W e  who thought we knew him most intimately, realize 
as we read the many books and articles about him that there 
was a penumbra around him-though he once said that the 
minds of his ancestors were without penumbra-he was more 
complex than his forebears. What  he himself said of Lin- 
coln applies to himself: “I have read many biographies of 
Lincoln; I have sought out with the greatest interest the 
many intimate stories that are told of him, the narratives 

195 



196 Preface 
of nearby friends, the sketches at  close quarters, in which 
those who had the privilege of being associated with him 
have tried to depict for us the very man himself ‘in his habit 
as he lived’; but I have nowhere found a real intimate of 
Lincoln’s. I nowhere get the impression in any narrative 
or  reminiscence that the writer had in fact penetrated to the 
heart of his mystery, or that any man could penetrate to 
the heart of it. T h a t  brooding spirit had no real familiars. 
I get the impression that it never spoke out in complete self- 
revelation and that it could not reveal itself completely to 
anyone.” 

Perhaps no greatly many-sided man can. T h e  mature 
Wilson talked and wrote of himself much more than the 
mature Lincoln talked and wrote of himself, but much that 
Wilson said was self-contradictory. Some of it has misled 
even so faithful a narrator as Baker. For  instance, Baker is 
much impressed by what Wilson said of “secondary suc- 
cesses,” of being “tired of a talking profession,’’ of his eager 
interest in politics, and concludes that through all the years 
Wilson was itching to get into practical politics. But if there 
is anything of which some of us who knew him intimately, 
saw him almost daily in the 1890’s on down to about 1909, 
are convinced, it is that this is a misrepresentation. W e  think 
we know from his daily pursuits, from his conversations, 
that he had quite relinquished his youthful political ambi- 
tions, and was dedicated to literature and to his executive 
duties as President of Princeton University. This writer is 
particularly sure of that, for Wilson twice commissioned him 
to act as his spokesman and do his best t o  call off the political 
promoters, saying once, in effect : “This linking of my name 
with political office is doing no good to either Princeton or 
me.” This writer thinks he knows that if Wilson could have 
succeeded in his Princeton projects, he would have lived his 
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life to the end as active head of the college or  President 
Emeritus. 

It may be that a hundred years hence, some one with 
genius of insight, with all the writings of Wilson and about 
Wilson before him, may possibly give the world a portrait 
of the real Woodrow Wilson. Though nobody has yet given 
the world a full and convincingly true George Washington, 
and more than fifty years after Lincoln’s death there appear 
such divergent books about him as those by Beveridge, Sand- 
burg, Masters. Wilson was much more mercurial than 
Washington. H e  was not so mystical as Lincoln, but equally 
sui generis. I t  may be that the heart of the mystery of a very 
great man (great in himself, not only in his deeds) may 
never be plucked out completely. 

One fancies it not so difficult to make a book correspond 
to the realities of a Grover Cleveland, of a Franklin Roose- 
velt. Their lights and shadows of personality are not so 
confusing as those of a Lincoln, or  a Wilson. 

Meanwhile “slants” on Wilson may be given. Such is 
the attempt in this little pamphlet, rewritten lectures de- 
livered a t  the Rice Institute in Houston, Texas. 

STOCKTON AXSON. 






