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THE JOURNALS OF ANORE GIDE. 2y
Andre Gide. lianslated and Edited
by Justin O'Buen. 457 pp. New
York: Alfred A. Kropi. $6.

By HARVEY BREIT
ETWEEN the publicstion of
his first volume of “The
Journals” last year and his sec-
ond volume this year, André Gide
was awarded the Nobel Prize for
Literature. Since this distin-
guished literary prize is given on
the basis not of a single book
but of 8 body of work there can
be no quarrel with th» award,
except perhaps aa it is belated.
How Gide, at 78, reacted to the
choice, onc cannot know. .

In the volume of “The Journals
(1814-27) just published, Gide
records an earlier honor: “A let-
ter from Gosse Informs that 1
have been ‘unanimously’ named
an honorary member of the Royal
Academy to replace Anatole
France.” And when, later, in
August, 1926, the London Royal)
Soclety of Literature requests
from him the titles and decora-
tions which should follow his
nume, -Gide makes his c_lassic re.
ply: “Honors began by fleeing
me. Later I fled honors. On the
list of Honorary Fellows of the
Royal Society my name is not to
be followed by any tille. Tne
F. R. 8. L. wili only stand ou: the
better.”

In reading these chronological
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jeurnals one is reminded of the
kid of youthful discuss:ons that
took place relating to whether
man changes or whether he mere-
¥ takes on various guises. Does
Gide change from Volume 1 to
Volume 1{? How ig Gide at 50
different, it at all, from Gide at
307  Growing _older (perhaps
wiser, perhaps more towardly),
one formulates the question dif-
ferently.

The reader may take up his
positions from at least two van-
tapes: At a distance snd close
up. From the former ground the
current journals show Gide to be
the same, He is stili-—and one
must be grateful for this. - the
intransigeant searcher and re-
searcher, whose goals are true
conclusions and knowledge. He
continues to remain austere and
serious toward art and by main-
taining such attitudes, reveals a2
rare and loncly courage (for there
arc plenty of face saving light-
nesses that Gide might have
adapted). He is exact and exact-
ing toward others and cven raorve

go. if that is possible, toward
_himself.
ROM close up, though, the

reader will detect changes. Gide
in a constant man, but as he
grows older he grows wiser {as-
suredly not an iron rule of
growth). There is in the Gide of
these journals (from his forty-
fifth to his fifty-eighth year) less
pusturing, less of the cngaging
but adolescent Julinn Sorel. Cor-
relatively, there is a diminution
of ecstasy and agony, & finer or-
ganization, as it were, between
sabject and object, a truer pro-
portion betweem the exterior
cause and the interior effect. The
sensibility remains complex and
susceptible, but is no longer en-
gaged with the superfluous.
The style, toc, has grown up,

.~ has become deci-

sive and free of
rhetoric, just as
the theught has
become more pre-
cise and leaner.
“Preciosity,"
Gide notes, “be-
gins with useless
expense. All our
writers of today
(T am speaking of
the best; are pre-
cious. 1 hope to
acquire even more
poverty.” It isin
such ways that
the new jour-
nals, though they
evolve gracefully
from the earller
ones, are an
them.

The period, of course, contrib-
utes decisively to Gide's growth,
It is his most fruitful one. In
these notebooks he records his
vnique reading of the Scriptures
--which he titles “Numquid et
Tu . .?"-—-and which become a
creative act in readng, marred
neither by dogma nor ¢rude ma-
terialistic interprefations. It is
in this period of the tat years
(following the ican ones: that he
writes “Lafradio’s Adventures,”
“The Pastoral Symphony,” “Co-
ryvdon,” “The Counterfeitcrs,” his
Letares on Destoevsky and his
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“Travets in the Congo™ (an ex-
traordinary travel book that
shook the toundations of French
en.pire and shattered the tenta-
cies of the French Companies).

In {hese journals, too, is re-
corded the eruption of the First
World War. Just before it, Gide
writes: "We are getting teady to
enter a long tunnel full of blood
and darkness.” Gide is a patriot.
“Why don't we mobilize?" he
asks. But he does not exchange
his irony for frenzy. “Every
moement we delay is that much
more advantage for Germany,
Perhaps we owe it to th» Social-
ist party to let ourselves be at-
tacked.”

OBVT()USLY the war causes
Gide profound anguish, but in
epite of the mobilization of the
mind that war imposes he man-
ages to resist its hideous alchemy
and remains intact. It isthis fact,
implicit between the lines rather
than explicit in them, that is in-
spiring. There are many sec-
tions and fragments, lines and
phrases, ruminations and brief
pensées, that are wonlderful in
their own ways too. Among my
favorites, of which I$ list only a
few, are the fascinating, too brief
meetings with T roust; an experi-
ence with a wounded srarling (a
truly touching little heroine);
the notations on books read and
translations worked on: any and
all of the notes on domestir ani-
mals (*“This morning 1 had to go
and fetch Toby who ran away
yestlerday to the Domonts’, at.
tracted by their bitch * = *
Miquette went along with me,
like a legitimate wife going to
get her husband at a prosti-
tute's”); a discussion nf amour-
propre by way of La Rochefou-
cauld, an exarination into the
reasons for quoting other au-
thors; a bit on Romain Rolland
. ("He is an un-
4 sophisticated per-
o son, but an im-
passioned unso-
phisticated per-
son. He early took
frankness for
virtue, and, since
it is somewhat
summary, he
considered hypo-
crites those who
were less rudi-
mentary than
he"). .

“Enough is too
much,'* wrote
William  Blake.
This reviewer
proposes to halt

. here, though he

has not said enough. After the
appearance of Volume I, the erit-
jcism he heard most often was
that Gide had failed to claborate
certain intriguing points. 8uch
criticism is proper to the reading
of a novel but not to "“The Jour-
nals,” which are by their nature
fragments and indications, an in-
terrupted series of footnotes to a
life. If the life is significant, the
footnotes will be, toc. In qu_e's
life, in its development and coh-
stancy, in its thought and strug-
gle, there i deep meaning for our
age; so in the journals—as illu-
mination of the man. of ourselves
and of our time,
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