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16E HA§™hievér been a popular writer. Unlike Barrés and
Wells, he has been the voice of no faith to which groups could rally.
Yet his influence on individuals not only in France but in Germany,
the smaller countries and both the Americas has been incalculable.
In England he is still a neglected author. A few.of his.books
have been admirably translated by Dorothy Bussy, and he has
made his mark upon a few writers now in their fortics—
Aldous Huxley, for instance, who has, however, been more ready
to learn from him than to praise him. I count my first happening,
during the last war, upon Les Nouiritures Terrestres as a crucial
experience ¢ it is discreditable thar so potent a book has not yet
been pubhshed in England and, ever since, I have read and reread
Gide with continuous interest. He secmns to me the most dis-
tiiguished writer-alive. His genius is nourished by a fervour
alike of the brain and of the senses : a scientifically trained intcliect
serves his_devotion to truth, while an elastic, peliucid and melo-
dious style reflects every tremor of his sensibility. He is a poer,

‘8. humourist and a loglcxan Bur he has always refused to be

- half way.

" bold sorties.

" Government ‘in’ ‘which he-Had lost his faith.

'vu'moso) Bat
. unprepossessmg, for if ‘he

““when depressed—and

: 7ournal ‘that he has kept for-fifty years (N R.F.; 130 francs).
’ contams over'a half.a million words, and is'of unique interest, for
* no other. writer of Gide’s importance has confided to.us any com-
Tt contains many cnlxghtemng, often malicious, -
~details about a’ variety of personages; Mallarmé, Degas;- Claudel,

’ parable document.

'hcto_ncnl or explicit, requiring the reader to meet him at least
‘He belongs, in fact, to the clan not of Voltaire or Hugo,
but of Racine and" Stendhal, .He does not want his tower to be
of ivory, he tells us—rathet is it of glass, a vulnerable observatory.
Outsxde of it, he adds, he is worth nothing ; but there have been
In Corydon he tried to popularise his opinion that
homoosexuality: was not necessarily either unnatural or ‘antisocial

then ' he ‘became a Communist, -proclaimed his faith, went to
Russxa, and proclaimed his disillusionment. (This was the more
courageous, becabse his Communism had brought him for the
first time a. wide public:) It was not Communism but the Soviet
In any case the
effect of these cxcursxons has ‘been to antagonise in turn almost
avery province.of opinion. " How indeed could a man make himself

more: generally distiked than by behcvmg in the Gospels,

disbe ‘vmg in - private property, and pracnsmg pederasty ?

“But 1f it-is impossible to agree with it seems to me difficult
aot, to-be- fascinated: by +him.. *An as’ now published: the
It

Valéry, Iammes, Charles-Louis Philippe, Roger Martin du-Gard,

Schlumberger,” Copeau, Blum; and ' a wealth of comment: upon )

Titerature ‘and music; -~ (Gide s ‘a ‘pianist who- could have been a
superlanvely fascinating ‘subject- is "Gide

himself:: The "pottrait he

does niot ‘spare h1mse1f Moreover, “he takes to his 10umal c}ueﬂy
~gloom "one- mevxtably resorts’ to in-
It is surprising to find him

elegant self-pity and self-justification:

: complalmng about the failure of hxs books (m 1922, when  he
- akqady en)oyed a: Eutopean repumuon) 3 and ‘it is nomcal that

" fourteen - years? later ‘He is groaning- over  théir success;
- Fheureux temps. ou je m’érais pas éouté-!
tant qu’on’ patle” dans le dcsert'”

tortuous
emotions.
. senses, abnegatlon and ' incontinence::
. of, Christ,”to-whom his devotion i$ profound, and he finds in
debarichéry not merely pleasiire bur. deep, nntroubled happmess
Theé : Jouinal illuiminates, far, better than “any ‘critic could, this

“Al 1
Et que I'on par]e bien,
‘The diary of the last few
,,hxs dccxslon o pubhsh it in. his

“'He seems 1o, ﬁnd‘no difficultv in reconcxlmg contrary

- he pores.over. the Iogm

Aouble: thread.’
double d’un pasteur protestant :qui_ I'ennuie.”’

#'Jé ne suis qu’un-petit gar;on; qui “s’amuse—
(Note. that ‘the

- pastor 1s not: bored but boring—I first read-the word, most mis~

¢-s’enmuie.””). The cause he discovers in his heredity,

le..dmgly, as
In

which'-crosses - in"-him wo vcry dlﬂ'erent sys!ems of life.
consequénce: -

Rien ne se nent, rien n'est constant ni sur, dans ma vie. Tour

& tour je.fessemble et differe’ il n'yia pas’de. créature si étmngcrc

.. que je'ne puisse jurer d’ approcher Je ne sais encore, 4 36 ans, si je

suis avare ou prodigue, sobre ou glouton . .. ou plutbt, me sentant

aints ‘of himself is in many: ways,
‘often’ unkind about his’ friends, he -

‘With equal ardour- he- preac.:és the spirit and the’

parté soudain de Fun 3 I'autre extréme, dans ce balancement méme je
seas que ma fatalité s"accomplit. Pourquoi formerais-je, en m’imitant
facticement moi-méme, la factice unité de ma vie? Cest dans le
mouvement que j¢ peux trouver équilibre,

A passage written twenty years later continues the explanation—
it is attributed to “ T,” but we cannot doubt that Gide is speaking
of himself :

Je n’ai jamais rien su renoncer ; et pmtc’gcam en moj 4 la fois Ie
meilleur et le pire, c'est en écartelé que j'ai vécu. Mais comment
expliquer que cette cohubitation en moi des extrémes n'amenit point
tant d'inquiétude et de souffrance; gu’une intensification pathétique du
sentiment de l’cxlstencc, de la vie? Les tendances les plus opposées
n'ont jamais réussi & faire de moi un étre tourmenté ; mais petplexe
—car le tourment accompagne un état dont on souhaltc de sortir, et
je ne souhaitais point d'échapper a ce qui mettait en vigueur toutes
les virtualités de mon &tre ; cet dtar de dialogue qui, pour tant d'autres,
est & peu pres intolérable, d it pour moi né ()

To suppress the dialogue within oneself, he writes again, is to
arrest the development of life; “ Je ne sais plus bien qui je suis;
ou, si-I’on préfére : je ne suis jamais ; je deviens.”

The explanation of this duality, one may- suggest, is more
likely to be found in Gide's childhood than in his heredity. A
more obvious instance of the Oedipus situation could hardly be
found.  Unfortunately, he has cxcised from his Journal almost
all the references to his wife-—which, fie admits, results in his
self-portrait being mutililated and incomprehensible. One can
only guess at the influence upon his life of this saintly Protestant
lady. We sce that he loved her deeply, and while hating and
fearing to wound her, forced himself continuaily to do s0. : One
can furthér deduce that in her he rediscovered his mother. (Like
Alissa in La Porte Erroite she wa$ a cousin, older than himself ;
and Alissa—Gide emphasises the fact—resembled Jéréme’s
mother.) Upon this hypothesis we understand why for ‘Gide
Iove and desire have, as he tells us, always been séparated. And
this dichotomy in turn seems the source of the perpctual dialogue
within him. On rhe one hand, in his country house in Normandy;
the enveloping gentleness of domesticity, days at the writing-table,
evenings of reading aloud in the lamplight; upruffled nights. On the
other hand, travel, unfamiliar places, the desert and the waterfront,
new faces, young bodies, the intoxication of the chase. For him both
types of experience are fruitful, and the fact that the two cannot

" be enjoyed sunulbaneously does fiot diminish’the validity of either.

It is'not Gide but his.critics to whom ‘this altcmauon is disquieting.
The trouble is that he sometimes persuades ‘himself ‘that the
Gospels authorise his libertinage ; the ‘boy amusing himself
borrows the voice of the Protestant pastor.

" As’a novelist Gide (like Mauriac) benefits vastly from feehng
the violent fascmauon of both the spirit and the senses. And his
refusal to 'opt’ (as Mauriac does) for one party to this contest is
a further aesthetic advuntage. - He defines-his ideal of the novel
as “a crossroads—a- meeting-place 'of problems Personally T-
prefer L’ Immoraliste and Leés Caves.du Vatican to La Porte Etrojte;
in ‘which the exquisiteness' of the writing cannot conceal a certain
mmsene, a flavour at”on¢e sweet and insipid; like that 'of sago—
even in Les. Faux Monnayeurs. Edouard seems to me a'touch foo
high-minded. *. The little boy. may be bored by the pastor, but
he keeps . looking, for his approval. Few writers :have been so
persistently autobxographxcal 48 'Gide, but his work not only
reflects ‘but modifies him. ~ He ' tells us :

que le hvrc, sitdt congu, dxspose de moi tout enner, et que, pour Tui,
tout en moi, jusqu’au plus profond de moi sinstrumente. .Je n’ai plus
d’autre personnahte que celle qu1 convient 3 cette ceuv:e——obucnve’
subjective ? - Ces mots perdent ici tout lear sens ; car §'il m'arrive de
_peindre ‘d’aprés moi (et parfois il me parait qu' 11 ne se peut d’autre
exacte pemmre,) c’est que ‘d’abord j 1 *ai commencc par devenir celui-la
méme. que je voulais portrauurer

I do not know what other novelist has made this admission, or
should one say this boast 2. In"Gide’s case one feels it to beé par-
ticularly irue. He has been not only Ménalque, Michel, the Prodigal
Son, :Lafcadio and: Edoward, but-Marcelline, Alissa, the pastor in
La Symphonie. Pastorale and. Robert, Perhaps indéed it is the
novelist’s vocation that has obliged him'to cultivate that duplicity
(in no pe)oranvc sense) which has. baffled many of his readers,
With ‘a more iniegrated pcrsonahty, the. novehst would have been
less richly equipped. * Chacun-de mes livres a é1é jusqu'd présent
(he notes in 1932) * la'mise ¢n valeur d’une incértitude * : .and if
his poeticpowersare declining, it is.because his perplexities decrease.
These  remarks cari ‘be commended to  critics of the novel.
There are others beside Gide; whose art.may be-the fruit and the
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reward of an unintegrated personality—Henry James, I suggest,
and Proust and perhaps even Tolstoy.

The most constant emotion in Gide—the thread that joins the
Christian and the pagan—is his hatred of conventions, of comfort,
of worldly bonds. *‘ M’a toujours tourmenté le souci du moindre
bagage,” and his love of denudation extends to style :  “ Je souhaite
une ¢loquence cachée.””  The result has sometimes been a certain
colourlessness.

Moins peintre que musicien, il est certain que c’est le mouvement,
de préférence &-la couleur, que je souhaitais & ma phrase.  Je voulais
qu'elle suivit fidelement les palpitations de mon coeur.

Gide commenced author among the Symbolists and for a long while
he allowed himself a preciosity, particularly in the syntax and placing
of the words. In the Journal he quotes twice a phrase that lingers
in his memory from an early poem of which he has no copy;
« Froide A mes mains mais pour elles ti¢de, je sens, ah! dans cette
eau brunie, ces vivantes racines hecurcuses.”  Affected, musical
deliciously, accurate, this linc reveals in Gide the scientist as well as
the poet—the imagination of a Barrés would never have considered
‘what was the temperature natural to a water-plant ! Gide has been
indefatigable in his pursuit of truth, and so exacting in regard to
his own-sincerity, that his candour has been called narcissism and
exhibitionism. He refused in 1931 to write about the heroic anti-
fascist de: Bosis, despite his admiration, because he himself lacked
faith in'liberty : approving, as he then did, of the absence of liberty
in Russia; he would not condemn a similar absence in Ttaly, different
as he considered the purposes of the two states to be.  And he makes
his own the words of a. Jansenist, words that every inteliectual
should have by heart : “ Whatever your station or country,” I
marislate as 'best'I can, “you should believe only what is true,
and what. you would be disposed to believe if you were of another
country, another station, another profession.” Indeed the human
‘quahty dearest to-Gide, is- disinterestedness, and his judgment on
characters, -whether in life or.in -his novels, depends upon the
extent to whxch this quality obtains in them. This is the explana-
‘tion of the famous acte gratuit, which has been. so much- misinter~
preted, in"Les Caves- du:Vatican—the murder of a stranger in a
train... The act is- unmonvated——or, it would ‘be. more- accuzate to
say,.it can be of no conceivable advantage to the murderer.. Gide
wished, he' cxplams, to show that-disinterestédness is not necessarily
_charitable; . and; I think- it ‘fair to add, so fascinated is he by the
- -beauty-of dlmnterestedness, that he. admlrcs it even in the form
~of . crime;
The 'writer - whom Glde is- closest is certainly Blake (whose
. Marriage. of Heaven and Hell he has translated). : His reserve, his
dislike of the explicit; his obliquetiess oftén remind me of Mr, E. M.
B Forster, though Gideis more adventurous and incomparably more
Iyrical. " But imagine what the interest would be of a diary kept
by Mr. Forster: throughout }us life, and you have a‘notion of: the
~enjoyment to be derived from the Gide Jourpal. It i is; X supposc,
unreasonable to expect a pubhsher torgive us an English translation
of 50 vast a’work.” Bur it scems to me not only the most illumin-
ating of Gide’s. works but one of the salient books .of our time,
RAYMOND Mom-mm

THE FRIENDLY NO RTH

loxth Cape. "By F. D OMMANNEY Longmans £08. 6d
'I Wen”t%g the Sovieét Arctic. By Ruth GRUBI-.'R. Gallar:c~

ersol‘red teries - .of thc Arc.xc. By VILHJALMUR

Snzmnsson arrap. 1os. €t

lee backmg horsesideep-sea trawling is known to’ the initiate
 as'a’‘mug’s game.; and gx\hq‘;neraturg of work the mug’s games
" are .the: best subjects. | T teady /job or the shock worker’s
= competizee - grind -has, ﬂms;"aq:\mt, its “virtue' and perhaps‘
with & aapital ‘V:;. but it is onl'y hufhiap o’ welcome a touch of
sabotage 1o rehevc the tedlqu's hosdnnas oi"'the Ten-Year Planners,,
-and. to have a_special fer:)zﬁ'g for work which 8-a gamblc A good
‘many Wnters on the s dangerous - tradés ‘neverthelgss .conceritrate
fasti ardours suffered by men‘in mings and ships
and perve:t the e by overlooking the curious satxsfacﬁ which
_the chancey. ¢ of a job provides. Stoicism and: fatdlism are
not- necessgrily - vices because ‘they. happen to irritate reformcr<
and revglffitionaries.

Mr.~Ommanney’s story of his voyage with a ermsby trawlcr,
matﬁ: North-Sea-and Iceland has a proper appreciation of these:

points. - The result is not merely a vivid sea book, of which there

-there had been no air losses in the Polar sea.

are plenty, but something more resenant with human character.

* The skipper and crew of the Lincoln Star went out on their

rcgul.ir expeditions, inured to a hard trade and with only .onc
passion, which was to get back to Grumby for another thirty-six
hours and blow a good part of their carnings on beer an
beforc the filthy job got them once more ; and they were
dour, dul! lot of men on the surface. One gapes at their
for physxcal suffering ; they seem to have the mcomprchensxble
stamp o§ those who, for some reason, just have to be knocked
about—atkind of stupor. The obvious thing is to Mbel them
fools, hcmgs or victims.. But in Mr. Ommanney’s gages‘these men
gradually cease to be types and cases, and become individuals,
held rogether by a sort of ritual. The Lincoln Staé was full of
ritual, Fnaay night, filling in the football coupo Saturday,
eating the codk’s special iced cake ; and there were éhmgs like the
1mpcnetrab1hty of the fo’castle occupied by the ‘“deckies ” and
the’ sacredness’of the cook’s tea kettle. Monotonty is the great
creator of eccenrnm, and the sea turns out ai extraordina
collection. Mr, Ommanney does not do the easy thmg and
them up. He reveals each man, skin by skin, wrth the care of o
pcchng the subth if common and pungent onjon. . There is-
engineer, for exarrple, with his preoccupation;with dmth rep
ing not out of obsession but with a kind of séentific artistry, i
story of the death of his mother. There is’the ship’s gamb
There is the shxp ] ’boy, a half-caste, who seems to.be merely
melancholy, gazing énigmna until one day Be puts his.head i
the saloon and casually announces he has’knocked out the. co
The skipper, unexpectedly dapper and more like-one’s plcture
an expert salesman thin the ordinary medmmve and omnisci
nautical wisehead, has ‘his moment of revelation. It is. refres
ing and unexpected. ¢ catch is hedvy and he is seem in
cabin shadow-boxing mihls delight. ‘;'

Mr. Ommanney has shown bis powér of giving simple men H
due of life before; he s also an,eﬁ'ecuve descriptive: wril
quietly getting it across bécanse hie pever overdoes it. The st
of going into the ruined to%m of Blyth to coal and the accoant
the evening ashore in the?-.dxsmal, Tyneside pubs is admiral
It is a picture of half industral England and, incidentaily, contg
a reflection” which is worth % ‘quoting. Cinemas, tarts, O
drink are not the only cscaps There are foreign pol,mm_:”

“—our colon

“ Tell:you what it will be next,” he was saying,
Thar’s what i1l bv: 'E wantg: Tanganyika and South-West Afi] .
and thie Cameroons: You seef Burt we shan’t give ¢m back., Can’t™ -
do. Sacred duty to-the nauv And look at Japan. She wants
*Ong Kong. Direcdy thcre’ uble here she’ll pinch it. - And
look. at Mussol:m, he’s got his eye on our interests in the Mediter-
tanean. . . .

Who, I wondered had z an cye

North Cape is an excelleﬁt and hving documnent.

our mterests m Blyth ?

I don’t feel the same¢ warmth about Miss Gruber’s lively and
enthusiastic: plccc of reportmg So;nehow the noté is too high,
personal and msxsten Sheé wert toithe Soviet Arctic to discover
how the Status of women had been gffected by .the North. ~She
had learnéd, as-weall have,. from Skefansson that the Arctic is
or ough: to be friendly, and that nevertheless “ north of the tree
line ” in Alaska there are not.more, than a dozen or so European
women ; asa femmrst she was therefore jubilant to discover that
Russia’s new ber. port, Igarka, has ihe normal supply. And
even a yather fcrbxddmg woman leader. ‘Miss Gruber' is too much
the cmphatxc stunt journalist-(““ the youngﬁt Doctor of Philosophy
in' the-world ”} to be very readable, but the non-feminist material
i.c, the picture of Soviet-colonisation in the North, is interesting
and “specially to those who followed Stefagssons theory of the
northward gourse of ‘empire.

HL‘; bool iof unsolved Arctic mysteries is more than a“popular
reiglling  of “the “dramati¢” disappearances of ikc “Arctic : “'the
vanished fFranklin expedition; the story of Ahdrée, the peculiar
détectivg tale of the murders-associated with Thomas Simpson,
who put rhe final -touches- o the discovery of, the North-West

3 iris a re ination: of the problems these mysteries
raxse, in the light of the enormously increased khowledge of the .
Arcnc which péople like Stefansson have given 'us. The most I
Mummaung ¢ssay concerns the fate of the Soviet ﬂxers who were H
lost not.so very long ago, and.in it Stefansson givel.a fascrnamng
aceount of whar——by the “ friendly Arctic schod——would be
lec. the amenities of Polar flying. Up to the Russ:an tragedy
(Stefansson gives-any Arctic disaster six years to'co: Afirm itself)
V.S, P\ncmzn




