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3 men to read his books and promptiy ran away from their parents
Current therature that he trics to make himself ke it, and that the result is :\highc;
oy exee . N deyree of morbidity than before, so that he ean hardly describe
NEW NOVIELS aplate of fruit without waking one feel it is indecent, or a noble
The Counterfeiters. By Axvui Gor. Kunopf. 1os. 6d. impubie without swzaesting that it is impure.

N N L o The peentiae quality of his work is a kind of desultory lytie

In Such a Night. DBy DBasrerre Deursci.  Secker. tid. Y

The Counterfeiters is the most important. work of Gide's to
be translated into English and its appearancee is an oecasion
to consider in what the nerit of Gide's work consists.

There is probably ne Freuch author whose reputation it is
harder for an English eritic to appreciate 1 we are accustomed
10 have our neglect of Ravine and Corneille ftune in our faees,
with our inwpacity to appreciate a certain esoterie perfeetion
in La Foniaine, which muakes Freneh crities think that however
much he is praised in England. be is never praised right,. In
these cases it is something essentindly Gallic that we are supposed
not to be able to understand. With Gide, however, it is obviousiy
because his essential quality is o English that we are not
impressed by i, and that the Freneh, who have had no Pater
to give an zeademie Lwist to the sensuous world or clarify the
distress of adolescence, derive sueh absorbing and elusive
excitement from his work,

Yot Gide is the most creedless of all teaders of Freneh
thought.  Valéry is an intellectual who applies his peespieacity
tike a hose to the problems of metaphysies, or the most finicky
refinements of elassical verse.  Fle belongs to the main Freneh
tradition, though to a highly varcticd development of it 5 Gide,
thoush intellectual, would suppress his gifts in favour of «
apacity to grasp physical sepsations and transmit them in
poetry. He'woudd fecd that the dilennas of the intellect do more
to wreek a poet than all the temptations of the world, and that
he who is master of his emotions is generally his reason’s slave.

Where there is a rigidly defined tradition, there is an cqually
defined revolt from it, and this the surréulisles now lead.
English literature, being less rigid, drives its prodigals into o
hazier and wilder opposition 1 they know nobody will try to
chase them, so it is absurd to run away.  Gide is in this position
in France; romantic in outlook, classical in style, with ne
political background to his work. and a horror of being taped,
of being defined or captured—-like Proteus—in his original shape,
or killed—like Mercutio— at o battle to which he was not usked.
e is the apostle of the hybrids, a cluss in England so nunerous
as not to deserve the name, in France so rare that no provision
has vet been made for them in any literary code.

The hybrid is perpetually haunted by o convietion of exile, his
spirit is expended in howmesickness, his intellect in trying to
discover what'is his home. 'This central joneliness, this npative
hue of indecision causes the hybrid to cling desperately to all
sociclies that are at case in the world ; complex himselt, he is
drawn to the simple, sceptical to the religious, meditative to the
men of action, homeless to the homwely.  Of course the hybrid,
as we are familiar with him, is not so deeply tainted as this ;
he is usually an aristocrat turned intellectual, an artist who
distikes his art, a Bohemiun turned respectable or sotncone
unable to choose between two values, art or cthics, action or
thought. These are the hybrids of circumstance. who have not
had the courage to suppress their possible sclves, Lo prune
themselves of half the buds that weaken the fruit by being
allowed to flower. They ure torn between conflieting vocations,
not realising that they have only one vocation and that is to be
torn. VWith the spirituat hybrids, it is worse. Homeless since
the loss of Tiden, these Cains and Ishmaels zequire a convietion
of guilt as profound as their sensation of exile. This leads to a
passionate curiosity that sends them experitnenting everywhere
to find where they belong, but dictuled as it is by conscience,
and not by seience, it trails away into sensationalisn, or the rich
tuxurious wail that is the war cry of those dangerously articulate
people, and which, loaded with lyric beauty and sclf-pity, must
surely drown all refrains of hymuos and psalm tunes. and aequaint
the Creator of the amount of subjects He has left on the earth
- erroneous there to wander and forlorn.”

M. Gide poussesses all these churacteristios, and almost every
nossible combination of hyvhridity : without his puritan sense
of sin he woukl not read into the pln sical world so much cal-
calated sensuality ; without his cassic style he would not be
able to enrry off so much that is abandoned or sentimental; and
without his intcliectual integrity, he would not be able to affect
a rolative indifference us to how peeple behave., The effect of
this is a kind of dankness which pervades all his work, something
vacillating aund incffectual which procceds from his sensuovs
comprehension of so many contrdiclory schewes of life. Then
one feels that be is not naturally a rebell that he bates younyg

striin that runs throngh all Eaglish lilerature, but is ver
uneommon in Freaeh 5 this, however, is more apparent in his
earlier work, and has given way to a kind ol philosophising
that is the raot of his great infliience on the young, beeause he
teaches them to drunatise, and scutimentalise the values of
their own life. This is what Wilde and Pater did for England, and
Gide comthines the Juxurianee of the one with the applied
philosophy of the othier. There is no scene so typical of Gide
as that in Marius where the young Marius and Flavian read
through The Golden Ass in the burn, or the yvoung Sebastiun
refuses to be painted in the family group because he is un-
sociably under the influence of Spinoza.  Gide is, however, an
extremely intelligent man with 2 much wider curiosity than
Pater, and a profounder insight than Wilde's. Moreover, he
writes enlirely on the side of youth, his mission scems to be to
elorify the distress and the idealism of adolescenee, and sound
for the fiest time the depths, if any, of the Freneh sehoolboy’s
reserve.  Childhoad has long been idealised in England, and we
have hid a host of publie school stories and groupings of the
different shades of prison house that close round the growing
boy. In Vranee, however, adolescence has almost passed un-
noticed, there has heen no transition in literature from the
spoilt, preeoacious French child to the pale and serious  young
man.  For this reason Gide’s romanticism, his sympathy and
restless babit of troubling all the waters where the young
reissus sees his face, is invatnable to French thought---hoth
as steeving amiddle course between the Academy and the
wild men, and as tapping a new reseeve of intelligence and
beauty, which is that birth of intelectual values and sensuous
pereeplion that oceurs to all youth in all lands.  But this, how-
ever valuable to France, has long heea understood in England,
and it is absurd to treat Gide, whom we have in res lity f.n.lured.
as representing cither a new way of life, oe of litevature, and
feast of all as ene of those nysterious cults from across the
Channel which it requires a sixth sense to appreciate, and an
intelligence greater than our own o understand.  France is
SN wrapplivg with Butler, Wilde, and Pater; il they are to
cateh us up, they cannot do better thun by Ulll\ .hsunlhtmg
them, with a strong dash of Swinburne, and all rolled into one.

The Connterfeiters is a novel about a novelist writing a novel
catled 'I‘Iw (‘ruu'lwf('ilers; we sec the characters through a
series of receding mirrors, the nearest reflection being all tllat
we get of lh(‘lr real selves.  The novelist is Gide, or a novelist’s
ule.z of Gide, and we sce him. noble, umlustdndmg, helpless,
brewing indccision and distress all round. 1lis countc.type,
or Anli-Gide. is another novelist, de Passavant, who is in the true
Lowd lenry Wotton style, modernised, so as to be a curicature
of the rich, slick, amateur, fashionable writer whose book Tihe
Horizontu! Bar--whose epigrams (** what is deepest in man is
his «kin ") point very much to the leaders of the motion for
motion’s sake, wagon-lit, dancing dervish school.  Then we have
two hoys, Obivier and Bernard, who represent the emotional
and the intellectual aspeets of Gide's approach to a way of life.
The novelist is on the whole a disappointing character. He scems,
like most hybrids, to lack vitality, or rather to find it tidal, so
that he is forced to prey on the spirits of his young friends
and bhecomes easily afilicted with that kind of prcnuturc old
age, which is the punishment of those who are afraid to grow up
with their contemporaries.  The p]ut is intricate and .ﬂ)aorbmg
and this is the kind of book that is very much casier to read in
fngdish than in Freneh., ‘There is u large amount of profound
i siste und irony seattered through the hook, as well as many
wions on the novel itsclf. Oceasionally, however,
the soph ation becomtes irritating, and in Edouard's long
5 of fove one hopes in vain for some Metbourne to break
in with * O can’t you let it alone !°

What really is preposterous, beyond even the author's morbid
e ntuncnmlxlv is the gang of Borstal hoys which he depicts.
Apart from Bernard “md Olivier, the schoolLoy, whennot engaged
in bringing out a literary manifesto, are thsco\u'ul organising
w brothel, stealing books, blackmailing their parents with
stolen love letters. passing false coins on a large scale, and
finally hounding the weakest to death by means of an extensive
suicide puct.  Not since Jude's little son hanged himself and his
brothers, have book-children shown snch enterprise in the
control of their lives. Granted Gide's preoccupation with
cide, or certain cases like the Loeh murders, the depravity
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is just credible, but one certainly feris that it shows a dccadent
necessity for feeding on the extremes of action, for scarching
out the perverse in nature or the innocent in order to pervert
it. Mis love of life scems a passion malheurcuse, and his curiosity
about it a soif malsaine. 'The book is very well translated and
well worth trying to read in spite of the impatience which one is
bound to feel. It is an excellent book to have brought out
in England, bccause, although it will not influence English
intellectual life in any way, it docs help us to understand the
kind of revolution that is going on in France. Besides, to
appreciate an author who'is intoxicating the younger generation
is always an experience, especially when one is not intoxicated.
In Such a Night is a novel about a party in New York. The
whole book records one evening from the points of view of the
chief guests there asscmbled. It is one of those brilliant feats
of technical accomplishment that we are beginning to receive
from across the Atlantic. The party is hectic and Bohemian,
the guests embittered and vital; it is not such a good party
as Mrs. Dalloway’s but a better party than the two in Latterday
Symphony ; everybody is very unhappy and wears o mask, but
there is nothing to be done for them, except to feel grateful for
the way in which the author has understood them. These
smart and aching Bohemians probably err in being so much
in love with life that they are abjectly afraid of it. This is the
danger of finding nothing in life preferable to life itself, a danger
that some sort of code, or a moral standard, perhaps, might
enable them to avoid. It is a versatile and impressive book.
One enjoys the truculent confidences, the hopes and fears of the
guests at the housewarming, the ultra-modern, over-metallic
glitter of the style. CyriL ConNoLLY.
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