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A Gide Translation with a
Tainted Theme, on

A valuable opportunity  of making  the
acquaintance, in English, “of André  Gide is
offered by the publication of *“ The " Caunter-
feiters ** (Kunopf, 10s,

Gd.), a translation of hig’
novel ““Iag .l"uux-.\lmm:t.\'curs.”

1t is strange how incurious 1he English read-
ing public is about medorn French literature, 1%
keeps more or less in touch with new German
“yliteratare, hut of French jt knows Ppractically
nothing, and scems not to care cither. Whethe
his is any great loss, “PThe Counterfes
helps us to decide, for Gido rank:
among the big Fronch maderns,
I, reading him here for the first time, shoulq
answer the guestion with n No.  The novel js}
prolix and raggediy constructed, the characters | -
M arouse only a tepid interest; their ideas about; -
fe and Wb oare smart * without being jm. .
portant, and, when critically considered—1 is is
the principal reasen for my ““No ”—the moral
atmosphere of tho book is cxtremely disagrecable
o English taste. The fact that T read it—all
y of ity lengthy as it is—with considerable interest
was due partly to its » clear prose and
partly {o ‘this naive pleasure which comes of
being in a strange conniry ‘n ihe company of |
pecple whose cenduct astonishes,

" WASTING THE READER'S TIME.
As to its vrolixity this effect naturally fo
lows M. Gide’s réfusal o select and arrange.
For instance, he speaks of something hoing
| *“inexplicable,” and then adds: ¢ coufess [
don’t like the word ‘ inexplicable,’ and ‘use it
only because I am momentarily at a loss. s
This is an impudent waste of the reader’s time: |
his business was to find the word he wanted

So with the construction : sometimes M. Gid

1s. telling the story, at others if jg lold hy
Ldouard’s diary, but

as (ide and Fdouard
take exactly the same point  of view about
everything ‘the device on

ly delays and confuses.
Gide follows this method quite deliberately.
i This, he tells us, is what t

he novel should be.
To boasts of having no idea where his charae-
°rs are leading the story. He exclaims an
aments over their conduct, How foolish th
{ pose, when in blant truth he has invented, an
{ dirocts, the show like any other novelist |
Finally, - there iy the ‘brisiness of ~the moral}
atmosphere, most importaitt of all ‘the reasons!
why the modern French novel, if this repre.
sents it truly, cannot ever be acceptable here.
One mneed” not. claim any morql superiorit;
it is cnough to say that to the
mind the relationship that exis
of Gide's characters—s
coolly troated ag & toler:
{ thing—is c0 horrible th
obliterated by " disgust.
Jwhether the whole work

average Engl
ts between some
relationship that - js
able and even laudable;
ab interest 1n them jsi)
We wonder amgzedly
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