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i HUMANITY ON ICE.

LEs CAVES Du_VATICAN. By André Gide.
TNouvelle “Revue " Frangaisc, Paris,
Tfrs. 50.

A new edition of “ Lies Caves du Vati-
can’ is to he welcomed, since M. André
Gide’s work has a place in modern litera-
inre entirely apart, and it is to be hoped
a7 will

Poor Amédée sets out all by himself to
Rome to deliver the Pope, and, after un-
speakable misadventures, is the victim of
an experiment. Lafceadio, M. Gide’s hero,
pushes him out of a moving irain, partly
to see what it is like to commit a murder,
partly to puzzle the police with an abso-
infely motiveless crime. Tt cannot be said
that Lafeadio as a hero is a great success.
vince he enlists no sympathy, yet M.
Gide's failnre in this matter is perhaps a
triumph. sinze the essence of his phileso
phy is the unlovable nature of humarity
at its hest,

Ir any case he works up the secret plot
against the Pope to bewildering heights
and makes the most of every situation as
it arises, hut why he ends on a note that is §
hoth sensual and sentimental is a problemw.
¢ The sentiment seems to kiil the philosephy
of all that has preceded. M. Gide’s style ]
is extraordinarily clever in its deliberate
smoloyment of solecisms to nttract atten-
tion.

Behind the scenes there is an arch-
villain called Protos, who has divided
mankind inlo two elasses: the < subtles ™
and the ° erustacea.”” The ‘‘subtle’
is a man who changed his appearance as
nceasion  demands, while the ‘fcrus-
tacea 7 are alwaye the sawre. That change
of appearance is all a philoophy. After
all in very troth the scoundre: is the man
wlho is never the same two days running,
who adapts his code of life to cireum-
stances and who because he is un-
scrupulous is a very chameleon.

The great heauty of *‘ Les Caves du §
Vatican ' is that it brings back the reader |
to ordinary morality quite reconciled to
its horedom. Humagity is heir to much
humiliation ; murder and other abomina-
tions may suggest a cheerful reaction, but
iu truth the only possible rule of conduct
was discovered many generations ago and
clone offers to the unwilling pilgrim s,
reasonable path. g

that ¢ Tie Prométhée mal ¥nchainé
also be reissned. M. Gide describes boih
these works as ‘“ soties.” and the defini-
tion of the “sotic ' is a dramatic genve,
popular in the Fourteenth and Fifteenth
Centuries, in which all the charactors are I
supposed {o he mad: its key-note, in a L
word, is the idea that the world s the
kingdom of madness.

The glorification of human nature is cer- !
tainly not M. Gide's intention. He cxcels !
in describing those little humiliating dis-
comforts which degrade the nolility of
man. The description of poor pious
Amédée Fleurissoire’s journey to Rome is i
| almost Homerie in its account of battles'
T with punraises, fieas, and mosquitoes, What
traveflor has not switched on the tight.

roused Bivethe hideons ping of the mos-
quito?

therve, sitting quietly ;
inside the mesquito curtuwin ab the very top. |
Though he was rather short-sighted, Amédée
could make it out quite clearly, ridiculousy '

Yes, the mesquiio w

thin and jong, balanced on four of its feet, with
another pair of long legs curled up behind, a!
picture of insolence, Amédée stoed upright on
the bed.  But how was ke to crush the insect
against the yielding muslin? . .. No matter.
He slapped at it with the palm of his hand, so
hard and so suddenly that be thought he had
torn the curtain. Certainly he must have
killed the mosquito. He looked everywhete for
§ iis corpse, saw nothing, but felt a new bite
unider his knee.

There is something very cold and merci-
ess in M. Gide's satire; yet the reader
cannot help fecling sorry for his more
foolish cliaracters. The plot centres round
an ingenious fraud. A band of swindlers
collect money from the pious by a cock-
¢ and-bull story to the effect that Pope Leo
XIII. has been kidnapped by the ¥Free-
masons, and that while his Holiness is lan-
guishing in the cellars of the Vatican or!
in the castle of Sant Angelo, an impostor
is sitting in the place of God's Vicegerent
herr on earth.  They demand from the
faithful funds for the Crusade for the de-
liverance of
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