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ception of Mr. Mumford, all the writers more or less congratulate themselves on the final dissipation of error
which their age and their chosen author have jointly made possible by
taking a materialistic or scientific view
of things. The science, by t h e way,
which most of t h e writers think of,
refer to, and utilize as a standard
for judging men and ideas boils down
to Evolution on the one hand, and socio-economic determinism on the other.
The names of Darwin and Marx recur
on almost every other page. This
makes one wonder how much the books
here criticized changed the minds of
the critics, and how much they merely
came to stand, rightly or wrongly, as
markers for a stream of ideas which
are not of this century but of the last.

Salt of tke Eartk
THE CHANGING WEST: An Economic Theory about Our Golden
Age. By William Allen White. New
York: The Macmillan Co. 1939. 144
pp. $1.50.
Reviewed by H. BAILEY CARROLL

•-ILLIAM ALLEN WHITE
has produced in his new
book a penetrating character analysis of the people of the
West. The thesis is t h a t "the West became what it was because of a vast
increment of wealth from t h e rising
price of virgin land." Mr. White's West
begins a t Buffalo and Pittsburgh and
extends to Los Angeles and Seat-
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Skadow of War
A HALF INCH OF CANDLE. By A.
Hamilton
Gibbs. Boston:
Little,
Brown d Co. 1939. 315 pp. $2.50.

ka's pregnancy. This is the crisis in the
book and in John's conscience. F o r
the sake of his wife and child ought
he not to accept George's offer after
Reviewed by RICHARD ALDINGTON
all, keeping them all three safe? With
Natashka's full approval John decides
HE period of Major Gibbs's
they will go on as they are. Comes
novel is this year up to Septhe order of general mobilization and
tember, and the setting a rather
the men of the village are lined up to
idealized version of the French town
leave in three motorbuses. The Maire
of Vence, from which t h e author h a s
and the Abbe make speeches, followed
most sensibly excluded all foreigners
by John, who exhorts Lafleur to declare
but his hero and heroine. The foritself neutral. One of the bus drivers
mer is John Riversmead, a cosmopolithrows a large stone which knocks
tain with a British passport, ex-soldier,
John out and also his right eye. We
badly wounded, excellent linguist, a
leave
him still under an anesthetic,
painter living alone in idyllic frugality.
His brother George arrives; he is en- with Natashka kneeling beside him.
He will not have to serve.
gaged in the lucrative but
The weak point of this is
(except in moments of nathat
John would not have
tional danger) r e v i l e d
been called up anyway. He
trade of munition-making;
is 44, and the British Act
and George's Russian wife,
only includes men up to
Natashka, is parked in
41.
And the suggestion that
Nice for an indefinite peria French commune could
od with a strong hint that
declare itself neutral is
George is tired of her. Will
wholly impractical, l i k e
John keep a n eye on h e r
every other peace scheme
for George? He will. And
so far devised. I n every
promptly forgets a l l about
other respect the book has
her.
considerable merits. The
But Natashka h e r s e l f
A. Hamilton Gibbs
style is easy, rapid, and
turns up. She and John
extremely readable. The love affair
fall in love and she moves to his cotstrikes one as genuine—they really
tage. They a r e extremely happy, askare in love—and the dilemma of coning only to be left in peace. But there
science is real also. Major Gibbs eviare the rumblings of the coming w a r
dently knows t h e French language
and, of course, George. He reappears
and people remarkably well. Outside
and offers a divorce and a handsome
French literature I have never read a
salary if they will act as secret salesmore accurate presentation of the life,
men in Russia. They refuse.
characters, and talk in a French vilGeorge denounces them to the Paris
lage. His is a sensitive intelligent outauthorities as spies, and b u t for their
look on life, and he h a s given us a
friendly relations with the Maire life
vivid account of t h e Riviera scene in
would be intolerable. Then comes t h e
those anxious months preceding war.
British Conscription Act and Natash-

T

tie, excluding t h e South and Southwest.
The story of the West is oft-told and
never old, b u t it appears that this
little book may be found particularly
challenging. Its sub-title announces:
"An Economic Theory a b o u t Our
Golden Age," but this is only the setting of the book. The increment of
land in the West was not unique; the
increment appeared when settlement
and urbanization first brought realestate value into civilization. This is
an essay on spiritual values, a story
about new and unique things of t h e
spirit in a rich land. The Allegheny
crest is for Mr. White a Platonistic
height from which he descends with
his Western immigrant to endow him
not only with t h e known tangibles:
the mechanistic advances of civilization; but also with intangibles: spiritual qualities built around justice,
neighborliness, liberty, altruism, democracy, tolerance, and faith, almost
all of which were exemplified in t h e
plain white church and t h e little red
schoolhouse, symbols to William Allen
White for t h e West t h a t was. The
W e s t e r n man—plain, middle-class,
with homely virtues in abundance—
is frankly idealized; he is the tie-beam
which made and kept America great
until static land values b r o u g h t
frustration and change, a decline
that was reflected in the national
set-up.
To recapture the Golden Age, Mr.
White says t h a t the three basic identities of democracy, Christianity, and
capitalism—"the trinity of the American Middle Class"—^must be reinstituted so t h a t the products of t h e Machine shall be altruistically and widely distributed, but always with t h e
preservation of profits. In short, society must prosper, and in the absence
of the rising value of land, t h e increment must accrue from the increasing
productivity of the machine.
There is something in the book for
every American—a challenge or an
inspiration—for here is the good h e a r t
of William Allen White, the good
heart of Mid-America, offered t o a n
age of science and sophistication as
a way out of present dilemmas. H e
writes expertly—and that is just t h e
word for it—with a strong Biblical
fiavor. He virtually says that only t h e
way of the Cross leads home—and
quien sabe, in this age of conflict, contradiction, and confusion on fundamentals, he may be right.
H. Bailey Carroll is on the faculty
of the North Texas Agricultural
College.
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Here for a lecture tour: Philip Guedalla ( a b o v e ) , author of "The Hundredth Year."
. . . (Below) at a muwieal party for Catherine Drinker Bowen's "Free Artist: The
Story of the Rubinsteins"—Mrs. Bowen. \\ aller Diniroseh, Joseph Lhevinne.

niinois poet completes his biography of the great
Illinois lawyer: Carl Sandburg (above) whose "Abraham Lincoln: The War Years" has just been published (see page 3 ) . . . . (Below) Kurt Steel, author
of "Crooked Shadow," decorates his daughter's room.
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Ralph Bates and Constantia de la Mora, author of "In
Place of Splendor," at a l e a g u e of American Writers party
for Spanish refugee writers. . . . (Below) Bronx folklorist Arthur Kober, author of "Pardon Me for Pointing."

Henry F. Pringle (above) with the typeJ^writer
that produced the 1 1 0 0 pages of
' "The Life and Times of William Howard Taft." . . . (Left) Robert O. Ballou,
,editor of "The Bible of the World."
J (News pictures by Robert
Disraeli)
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"Endless River

9»

(Felix Riescnberg, 1879-1959)

BY CHRISTOPHER MORLEY

B

LESSED old Felix has, in his
own pnrase, cast off on Endless
River. He was certainly the best
loved man in the Three Hours for
Lunch Club. The importance of t h a t
sodality, as will and idea, goes far beyond its actual membership; therefore
I will not apologize for hoisting in
Felix's honor the kind of language he
would relish and understand. Surely
in a man's obit one may talk his own
tongue. One of many exciting things
about Felix Riesenberg was how instantly the right kind of people recognized his quality—the incorruptible,
the humorous, the hard-working, the
odd. He was as amiably unspecified
as anyone in the poems of Edward
Lear. To see him quarter-decking
down the pavement on the rubbery
balls of those outward-canting feet,
wearing t h a t bottle-green surtout
from Hamburg and the incredible
tweed topgallant, his bright eyes looking inward upon some fantastic pragmatic scheme, was to see life's most
endearing triumph—the intrepid idealist who has forgotten the first of the
month. And more than likely it was
the first of last month.
I regard it as ominous t h a t the two
most remarkable men I have known
killed themselves by overwork. Perhaps there is no other death worth
dying.
Felix wrote me last summer, after
he had performed what he called "the
clubhauling of the Diomede" (a famous and dangerous nautical exploit on
a lee shore, where you gain your offing by sacrificing an anchor and
cable). "If my tide has turned I may
yet enjoy a few years of peace." I t
would have been worthy for us all
if he had, and yet somehow Felix was
a t his best with breakers almost underfoot. He had made preparation for
peace. A year ago he spread a full
suit of whiskers in the old maritime
tradition of shipmasters' dignity. Suddenly, with that Herman Melville rig
he became an old man infinitely wise.
He had run his easting down and
doubled Cape Stiff.
If Felix had to go I a m almost glad
he slipped his cable before the defilement of clean seawater and the torture of decent ships grows any filthier.
A t the end of his last and greatest
book. Cape Horn, there is a beautiful
Valhalla fancy in which the seamen
of all ages who have known t h a t iron
hypotenuse talk it over together. And
these were Felix's last considered
words for print:—

"Eight bells are striking in the final
hour of time. Everything t h a t ever
was or will be has come to its end . . .
the bickering scum of the earth has
perished; only memories of nobility
and suffering, and of faith, survive,
world without end. Amen."
What an extraordinary fortune for
the world of print, when such a man
—the least likely or sophisticated to
do so—took to putting his thoughts
on paper. For something like twenty
years I have been proud to suggest
from time to time that in gravity
and in humor and in quite unconscious
skill no writer in our time has surpassed the virile coefficient of Riesenberg's brief sketches. In fiction he

Felix Riesenberg
was powerful but uncertain, but in
the Rough Log which he wrote weekly through sixteen years for the Nautical Gazette (and reprinted in several
full-rigged volumes) he lavished the
extraordinary richness of man's unashamed experience. He said once
t h a t the shrewdest way to hide a
secret was to put it in print and make
it available. Suppose his queer soliloquy Endless River had been written
by someone with a reputation in
Bloomsbury or Greenwich Village,
what an uproar it might have caused.
Santayana would have recognized it.
I t was magnificent how Felix went
out of his way to attack the toughest
things. He went to sea in the focsle
in his teens in the ship A. J. Fuller.
She was a holy memory to him; hardships were transformed in his alembic
mind; he loved to quote his shipmate
Frenchy who spoke of the cockroaches
in the hash, "They're no worse nor
shrimps." In his remarkable autobiog-

raphy Living Again, which was too
savagely cut by timid editors, you can
trace his fantastic career. He was
navigator of the Wellman dirigible
which made the first attempt to con
the North Pole from the air—and
was blown after only four hours aloft
into a glacier gully in Spitzbergen.
Like everything else that ever happened to Felix, the failure of that expedition was more valuable than its
success could have been. He spent nine
months in a hut in Spitzbergen alone
with two simple Norsemen and nothing to read but a few New York newspapers. He memorized them and drew
his own conclusions as to the value
of our sophistication. Now and then
in talk or print he has given noble testimony of the value of t h a t honeymoon with solitude. And to the end he
deplored that he never was able to
find the bottle of fifty-year-old whiskey which Wellman had left as the
ultimate ration in case of despair. It
was wrapped up in such a way t h a t he
thought it a spare flagon of ink.
He went to Columbia University and
took a degree in engineering. He became a building inspector in New
York City. (This gave him entry to
such paradoxes of municipality as are
outlined with Walt Whitman fervor
in an incredible outburst of gallant
raving in East Side, West Side. Except
that Felix knew what he was talking
about and Walt only guessed.) He was
fired from an engineering job in
Queens because he tried to cut down
overhead. He helped drive the Croton
Tunnel four hundred feet under the
granite spine of Manhattan. Every
drink of good New York City water
we take has some of Felix behind it.
He was engineer in charge of construction at the great Presbyterian Medical Center. He was some sort of ranking engineer at one time for Columbia
University and always promised to
show me certain underground tunnels
which subreticulate that campus unguessed even by John Dewey or Irwin
Edman. I am inclined to think that
he knew a great many underground
communications professional litterateurs never suspect.
An example of his instantaneous
conversions of Life and A r t : as a
young husband and father, severely
beset by the necessities, he was sleeping late when awaked by a mischievous small boy climbing out of the
crib and leaping upon him. But instead of losing his temper he noticed
the angle of the child's leg as it surmounted the crib rail and used it as
a model for a compound lever to compress the sac of a fountain pen. This
was worth fifteen thousand dollars to
Felix and every time you fill your
(Continued on page 26)
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