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PREFACE

kR EREkE R Rk kN

I do not believe in prefaces. The significance of e book should De
self-evident. Introductory notes revezl, if anything, an emberrassing
1rek of confidence on the part of the author, By pointing out the
timeliness of his work, he indicetes thet he distrusts his book or
his reader or both, ¥ The author's volce sounds shaky end unconvinclng
when he apolouizes for the cholce of his theme or his hero. "It may
seem surprising thet I picked just this or that topic," he be.ins,
petheticelly. "And yete.ss"

It may seem surprising thet I picked André Glde. Of course, he 1s
one of the most illustrious living writers and well-known everywheres;
nobody will contest his literary rank. But why devote, just now, =
whole book to the work and character of a French novelist, however
meritorious? /ire there not more vitsl things to write about, at this
juncture of history? why not teckle, bravely and directly, the .reat,
urgent issues confronting us?

But that 1s precisely what I try to do, by writing on sndré Gide,
His work is & microcosm involving the complete scope of modern man's
experiences and obsesslons, He does not dodge the eruclial conflicts
of our time but integrstes them with his personal drema. All humsn
velues on which our civilizetion is besed ere et stake 1n his inuner
dislogue, He echoes our uncertainties; he erticulates our dilemuas,
His biography mirrors, and in part anticipates, the tremendous erisis
we ere passing through, His vision end messe.e will prove relevsnt
to future intellectual developmenta.

One hes os1lled 0ide undecided end volatile «s he sccepts and cans
didly confesses his inherent contrsdictions and polerities, To me, his

spiritusl coure,e and integrity are more vealid snd more conatructive




eIl =
than eny orthodox program, The politicians end partisans simplify end
thus distort the vast ccmplexity of cur situetion. Gilde is truthful and
bold, His self-scrutiny delves into the innermost recesses, not only
of his own soul, but slso of ours,

His grece end hls gravity, his consclentiousness and his prlde,

his subtelties, his moral fervor, and his adventurous spirit - everys
» 3 I

thing he stends for 1s now mortally challenged. The barbarians mean to
extoerminate the humsn type represented by men llke Gide. It behooves us,
therefore, to reaffirm our falth in his imperiled randeur, In doing so,
we participate in the cruclal struggle between the forces of darkness

and the foreces of light.
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Feme is the sum of all misconceptions
cireculating about one individusl,
Reiner Maria Rilke
e
Ne me comprenez pas si vite, je
en prilel

vous

André Gilde
x % %
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§hen the first World Wer wss over the muddled snd mertyred peopled
knew nothinz sbout each other, or rather, they lmew the wrong things.
only too well informed of their respective enemy's disgraceful or
fatuous features, they completely ignored each other's spiritual eiforts
and sccomplishments, Internationel feme was reserved to :senerals, female
spies, the inventors of new formidable weapons, and the victims of tewwe
ji;:;ﬁ‘ inventions = thet is, to the unknown soldler.

Four years of hateful, relentless struggle hed sufficed to sap, or
to destroy, the concept of cosmopolitan culture.

The very nation thet was most responsible for these ominous develop=
ments wes slso most painfully affected by them. If the avera: e Germans
grosned under the economic blockade, the German intelligentsils - not
yot quite corrupted or exterminated, st the time - suffered oven more
eruelly from their intellectual isolation, For the Germans are leas
equipped then any other people for cultural self-sufficiency. The
Letin reces, together with the 'nglosexon world, constitute a vest and
independent wnity, which mey remain crestive end intact - even when
disconnected from the Cermenic or Slavic spheres, Nor does Russla
actually need the West: she cen always withdraw to her reistic sources
and memories,But the Cermsn genius becomes sterile or inimieal, as
soon ss it loses touch with the currents of internationsl life. The
lend of Burope's middle cen be productive only when 1t recelves and
gives, Its spiritusl equilidbrium, indeed, ite very existence es o
culturel potency, depends on a world-wide system of interconnections
and sffinities, Control and stimulue from abroad are indispenssable to
thet highly sifted but dengeronsly unbslenced people.

In 1919, & bankrupt end exhsusted Germeny - or at least e
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er intellectual é&lite
- was eg er to resume the internatlional contacts

disrupted by the War. The cultursl vuinguard of the defeated Reich wanted
to know what had happened out there, in the world, while they - the nation
of pagts snd thinkers -~ had had to content themselves with the dashing’
bon mots of their Kalser. Whst wus en vogue in London and New York?
How had Itelian muale, the Russlan novel developed, since 19147 What were
the newest discoveries of Internstional science? Where stood the americun
film? What direction prevelled in the realm of French lettersg

In the begimning this thirstwknowlodge wes unblassed anc comprehen=
sived - not confined to any perticuler country or tendency. Gradually,
however, the general curiosity took on more definite shepes and oriented

reqtaed ety OF

itself according to cer alnAinteresta.m there were young
Germens who sesmed exclusively concerned with the Russian experiment,
while others looked st for inapiration /F/' Itellen Fescism, Oriental
wisdom, or the business-conacious l1dealism of a Henry Ford. Othere again
looked%’ France.

To many of us the goinus-on in Peris seemed more attractive and signi=
ficant then what occurad in Moscow or in Home. France - mosi bitterly
loethed by German nationalists - remained, or became sgsin, the love end
hope of Uermen libersl intellectusls, It wes there, in the sphere of meibesw
French civilization, that we sought the patterns end formulas to complete
end counterbalance our omnm intense but [lraguentary vislon.

We, who had been children when the Wer begen, could hardly be familier
with the emplitude of French culture. In fact, we dld not even want the
advice of older gererstions, but spurned their vapld clichéas, It was our

(gtfendestln 20
embition to diecover cur owm snte] as etzse or Heinrich Helne had
once discovered theirs,

For too long a time elresdy ~ we thouzht - the concept ;f_‘,FI‘G o ulture
v
had been Latin trafltion, plus a to of JGallic esprit.

=
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At once flippent and boisterous, lesscivious and pedantic, the French
genius was represented - in the opinlon of the internstionsl cultured
mob = by Veltaire's ecrid wit and by the admirable le.s of ls Mistingnette.
The pompous rhetorics of Victor Hugo are typically French - according
to this cliché; so are the flerce probity of Geor es Clemenceau, the
rakish elegance of Maurice Chevelier, snd the hackneyed grendeur of
Dumes, Senior and Junior.
inetole France wes sccepted as the essence and acme of the French
contribution. L ?{(ﬂ m_f_§/
But in 1920 the time of :natolqkwas over, Not that he ceased to Dbe
a superb a:iliat and sagacious mind - naturally not, But his volce wms
no 10néé¥%?ﬁ3 voice of his nation and of our wer epoch. Hls sperkling wit
hed become somewhat stale. Hlis prose and his dbes ldeas were too trans=
parent and too smooth - too ressonable, bare of mystery. The .reat
sceptic utterly ignored - at any rate, he falled to dramatize - our
innermost desires and anxletles. He did not find adequste gestures and
formulas to express our protests and longlngs.
Anatole Frence did not suffice, any more.
Evidently, the Paris of 1920 was not the Parils of 18960 or 1lPoZ.
The Dreyfus Affuir seemed immeassurasbly remote - a mythlc event, something
like the Trojan War or Sarah Bernhard's first appeersnce. A new time
requires a new myth.
gmile Zola's myth had become dusty and cumbersome. The ponderous
devices of his naturzlism appeared devoid of all relevance and persuasion.
The same goes for Symbolism and 211 esoteric subteltles of the fln de
aiacls. Baudelaire and Degas were gorgeous memories like the histrionic

patterns of tne Comédie Frangelse or the stunning hats of the Empress

Eubénl e
We sensed thaet new, thrilling things were in the making on the

banks of the Seine River, No doubt, the French genius hed undergone, or
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was just passing through, one of his amaszing transformations. He quivered,
capered, phosphoresced - all in raptures with new insights, new uncer=
teinties., Bewitched, rejuvenated, he reveeled new, disquleting aspects

- a stringent sravity and youthful impetus, both of which he seemed to
have lost long agOe

#e were not disappointesd when we came to France, in those rousing,
riotous days followl: g World War One, We found indeed what we were lookln.
for - new idess, new rhythms, s new vision of life. There were new passlo
and problems, & new expansion of humen consclousness.

There were new names, too. Ur rather, most of these names were new to
us, at thet point, while the French vanguard was long familier with them.
But it was only now, in those post-War days, thet French letters reflected

- visible to us ell = the influence of such ploneers as Rimbaud and
Lautréemont. Bergson's philosophy challenzed and refuted the evaluations
of the Nineteenth Century. A new generation deserted the onerous doctrines
of materialism, The new spirit pleyed off intultion agalnst knowledge and

experience: the concept of the Creative Evolution egeinst the idea of

progress. Bergson glorified Change and lotion, not as means for any empl-
ricel purpose but es mystic priniples - autonomous, irresistible.

If Rimbaud's imege of the Drunken Bost trensported French snd Europesan
youth towerds unprecedented sdventures, it was Berygson's notion of the

6len vital which swelled the salls of the maglc vessel.

The seditious vazabond, Riubaud, unmasked, mercllessly, the cracks and
the corruptions of our waey of life; his uproarious drama snticipated
disasters and 1lluminations to come, Hzd the French genius ever indul:ed
in idle subtelties or complacent optimism? If so, Rimbaud's appesl ended
the epoch of elegant weuariness. irsgic and hazardous, he sings angulsh
and inspirationg - a new experience, a new violence. His approach to
God, life, and ar‘l;/* all comppomises and ccntrivamea-. Iphvek BTy,

\\d ¢ f i)
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S PR O S T Py,
"1e combat spirituel est sussl brutale gque la batallle d'hommes,"

says Rimbeud: "pDure nuitl le seng séché fume sur me facel"

([ alse)
From such suguries a new vision could spring andi'ﬁ new fsith,

(brutol and 2eglatic

Charles Péguy - killed in the Battle of the lMarne -~ was obsessed
with this new failth and vision, His were the sober discipline of a Romen
leglon=ry and the compelling fervor of rn suthentic prophet. This militent
lover of Frence revived the myth of Jeanne d'arc; his passion and purity
were the mirror in which French youth recognigzed their task and their
tredition.

Cherles Pézguy hed the passion of Integrity and Herolsm.

Peul Claudel has the passion of Faith. His song is burdened with
falth as trees are burdened with too heavy fruits. His powerful mind
seems at once illuminsted and derkened by his constant preoccupation with
1001, SR D b Lo 8. 8-uf b Vo OF HTIONE 8 - M PR S TUSB 0S8 L BTy PeseRl-ah
Amimsoifey An eerie twili ht prevulls in the)da‘rmeﬁaf his work; everythin.
is bathed in a solemn and somber purple. The austere splendor of Gothic
sculptures emanates from his invocations and tragedles. All sacerdotal
zeul and stern grevity, his work offers bountiful comfort to those who
believe with him, but challenges and condemns the lukewarm end faithless
ones,

Peul Valéry has the pession of Pwityjm
the gquasi-religious fervor of nrtiatic-,mora—than—artiatlc consclentious=
ness, In the prime of his life he renounced poetry for two decades and

modtcl Versé
concentrated on mathemastics. When he began (i:'?ﬂiﬁ , shortly after
the War, his style had assumed the erystal lucidity of mathematic formm=
les, "The 1life of the gods 1s methematics,” says the German poet Novalis.
And the French poet, Paul Valéry:

"La philvsophie est une affaire des formes."
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jndré Suares, whose anslytic:1l prose soars ¥ at times to the helght
of real inspirstion, hss the incurable obsession of a Christian who
does not went to saved, of s Jod-seeker who refuses to find what he 1s
looking for.

"yous Stes né pour la vie sainte, et meci pour ls vie tragique,” he con=

cludes his imaginary dialozue with Pascal.

Romain Rolland, like Suarés, has a sense of tragedy, but combined with
am avdounr of adMIASS oM
Mﬂncal of great reformers and humanita
risns. The monuments he erected for Beethoven, Tolstol, Michel ingelo
seem designed primsrily to immortalize the mortal tribulstions besetting
those trazic herces. "My beloved Beethovenl" exclaims this cosuopolitan
Frenchman - herald of Germen music and social consciousness -:"You are
the .reatest, most reliable friend of those who smed struggle and suffer."”
That goes also for that understanding biographer of genius end helpful
comrade of the underdog, Romein Rollends

He reaffirmed and deepened the ethical awareness of the French and
Europesn spirit. But while he

\(l'm:u‘ LA

was concerned with issues of such spectacular and of such re=
volutionury impact, snother French novelist - Marcel Proust - , even
more hazsrdous, ventured on the most devious and most delicate recesses
of the § individuel drama. #n explorer = he,too - he delved into the

abysmal secrets of time and memory, and, ‘i la recherche du temps perdu,

discovered new zones and potentislities of our undiscovered soul.

rhanks to Proust our psychological insights were widened and clarified.
It wes as if he had presented us with miraculous glasses through which
we could recognize mxfuté details and implications of our own experience

- shedes and overtones we could not discerny before Proust's prodiglous

sensibility disclosed their meaning to us.




(Thang The genivs of Fuale.

 uncovered mew long-forgzotten treasures or traced out new aspects
of our lives - the younger generation no less ingeniously than that of
nolland and Proust. Coolvetu vé)
Jules Homains attempted to integrete his own individual jmpesbemece
with the collective drama of one indivisible soclal organism. Abandoning
himself, he strove for a samiilesf mystic unification with the universe.

"Je cesse d'exister tellement je suis tout," he ssserted - while multi=

plying, simulteneously, his literary exlstence through the foundation
of a poetie school eslled Unanism.
The Surrealists, some time later, unveiled the rempant mysterles of
the unconscious, and publicized the splendor of peranois as if 1t were
a new tooth paste or fashionable resort.
vthers established themselves as experts in international sex hablts,
cosmopolitan
Paul Morend, e deshing Baedecker of vices, compiled and
analyzed the erotic particularities of all capitals from Shanghai to
Stockholm, He too, for all his snobbism and triviality, contributed his
bit to the intensificetion of the élan vital: if only by introducing
prize fighters and jazz into the sphere of French letters. His stream=
lined exotism has at times the juicy wit of a high-class coguotte and
the ssuciness of a successful gigolo = engaging qualitles which nelther
Chatesubriand nor Plerre Lotl commanded.
1f Paul Morend hes tne temperament end talent of an unusually gifted
pimp, Jesn Girsudoux remsins slweys the diplomate he happens to be by
profession, With remarkable tsct and skill he Juggles wisa incoherent
patterns and images - bringing about ever new and ever delightful coctells,
He has a lot of charm and fsntasy but no backbone. His poetic devices
and cerebral capriocles = though infinitely more refined and more original
than Korand's obvious gags = ere curiously lecking in persussion and

validity. Yet hbs sensitive craftsmanship has added a new dimension to
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he portrays have the pppetitea and the sttractiveness

their pranks and ve_aries ere g8 dlsermin;ly greceful

as gre the plays of mileless foaln or fauns. Colette
g new colour and s new arome to the reat French tradl

Then to econtinue with, "Jean/Cocteau contributesesss”

INSERTIONs Pa e 8, following fthe paragraph about Jullen Green;

The lescivious secrets boudolir assume & flavour of serene
innocence in Colette's subtle idiom, An experienced and tactful

uide, she tales us to gquite hezerdous festivities and mekes us
witness the most peculier asw divertissements, But the air in her
cherming tales 1ls never fulsome and suliry. A tonle fra rance prevsils

literatura. ller attitude towards 1ife in gonersl, snd in perticular
] on. o
aarmglev ({6t di~g
towards sex, is ss soverelgnly elegant and anmnsn!u-iﬁa*-iiiitn £
as that of a reel grande dame in the elghteenth-century may have been,
and 28 that of e reel twontieth-contury woman meYyY become, eventually.
4
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the traditionel elegance of French prose. For the Parisian drawing rooms
have an inevitable tendency to become a little provincisl. ¥ime and again,
they need the tonic touch of fresh air from sbroade. That is what Jern
Giraudoux brought along when ne returned from Bombay or Budapest. An agile
messenger of the quel d'Orsey and of French litersture, he rushed from
continent to continent - picking up whatever he could digest and fusing
it with his innate heritege: the heritage of Marcel Proust and De La
Rochefoucauld,Mademe de S&évigné and Charles Bsudelaire.

The danger of provinciallsm in French literature, if it ever existed,
was definitely done eway with, in 1920.

Henri de Montherlant - the spirited bard of bull fights and of other
forms of sublime sadism -~ introduced a Spenish glow and rhythm into the
receptive climat of the Parls Parnsssus., The cocky verve of his prose
reminds us of those toreros, whose t%&:lent crace he extols.

nriley
In the wondrous tales of the Franco-smeric:iny Julien Green, the stifling
air of French provincial to;na 15 imbued with the nostalgia of homeless=

4
ness md% saturnineku of British and German masters. The

bleak and idyllic setting of Madsme Bovary's tragzedy assumes, 1in W

Julien Green's vels, the sinister grandeur of puthering Helghts and
\ ? o\f&omﬁg

and the méIEhcholy of Sadewseswede romantic adeglios.

==

Jean Coctesu contributes a new magic ritual - the stabbyinb tours de
0« fzooﬁ / ktéo,j;fﬁd% ‘vl

force of an inspired e His art sdems “from bewitched zones

of elhkies
where the realltles of our life - the laws of gravity and)h‘-/ara not

relevant, eny more. A clairvoyent clown and clownish visionary, he gushes
puns and prophecles - performing, indefatigebly, the uncanny stunts of
his repertoire,

Colourful and yet monotonous, the program of Jean Cocteau includes acro-

batic acts and mscabre antics, great poetry and morbid dislocations.
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The sugust chrrecters of antique myths and medieval legends - pacing the
scene of a Parisien musie hall - displsy the feverish sgit tion of

rwentieth Century neurotics, while the enfants terribles of a decaying

boheme stylize their games end sgonies according to mythic patterns.
The magleian-pcet - frail but dynamic like one of picasso's revishing
arlequins - supervises the show, which 1s accompanied by the glorlous
discords of Stravinsky's music for the Russian Ballet. An oplum pipe
serves him as & baton to direct his op-lescent parade.
what delishtful specteclel And how frightfully chimerical.ee
Coctesu reslizes, at bottom, thet his astounding performence has
as little to do with human end living things es opium hsus with religlon.
*L'opium ressemble & 1ls religion dans ls mesure ot un illusioniste

ressenble & Jesus:" the confession of an opium smoker,

jie has long made his cholce - in favour of the 1llusion.
T

Something is lacking in all these brilliant efforts - even in the
work of the one genius among 8o many admirsble talents = Marcel Proust,
with the dogged diligence of a monk or an ant, he is all absorbed in
his specific mania - to perceive the unperceivable; to articulate the
unspeskable., The role of & moral leader his never eppealed to him,
How could he be interested in changing or in explaining a phenomenon
as sweet and as intriguing as is life on this eerth? He contents him=
self with registering its fluctuations and viciesitutes - anxlous not
to miss the tiniest detail and to intezrste everything into the
meticulous structure of his useless, immortal worlk,

Men like Péguy end Rollend, on the other hand, ere completely posse=
ssed by their respective politicel end ethiczl mission, The former vio=

i
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the idea of Occidental culture by l1.:151!.::1'.:1113 on the primscy of the
Latin, Cesarien tradition over ali:gther components, The latter deprives
the idlom of Voltaire and Rsbelails of ite tonle aroms - denationalizing

it for the sake of sn ansemic m, eu dessus de la mé‘lé&

their approech is blassed end one-sided, the architectonic

perfection of Paul Veléry's asccomplishment is hardly relevant to our
troubles end tesks. It may be that his aristocratic detachment and
august universalism anticipate# a higher 'and finer state of humen civi=
lization to be attained in the future.

Messaes like those of Suards end Clesudel have a more direct bearing
on the problems we haf;)“’:rcopo witbz" Bu}:_, acein, these two disclose
only some specliel aspects of our Besides both are
slightly irriteting, for all their authentic grestness: suar;a, because
of his mulish persistence in asking questions which he obviously does
not wish to have enswered; Claudel, se he accepts an axiomatic system
as e _priori truth, His apodictic faith benishs uncertainty - thus
negeting the cardinel end innermost experience of our uncertain lives.

where ﬁi’the synthesis of so many fragmentery vistes and rfewlationar
Where could we find dhe e mind ample and open enough to w all
potentialities of mbe-mmeemswd his epoch? whose lntultion and intelligence
do £ 5 the spiritual crisis we passed through?

We kept asking and seeking. There were plenty of prophets and
pedegogues who offered us their advice - in Paris;snd elsewhere To0O.
Some of them were attractive; most of them turned out to be fakes.

One name, however,

‘2{ s i W
sounded M. it was frequently mentioned, that neme,
and in contradictory weys -~ with hatred, admiration, fesr, or tenderness;
but never with indifference or disdain,

What sort of a charescter might he be ~ that much-praised, much
slandered men, :ndré Gide?

EL
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when I first ceme to Paris, 1n 192?, André Gide was still comparu-=

tively unknown in Germany. Only one of his works, The Return of the

Prodizal Son, enjoyed a certain popularity, thenks to Ralner Marie

Rilke's sdmirsble translation. As for his other books, some of them
were aveilsble in German adaeptations but almost completely iinored by
the public. Not even the intellectual vanguard - excepting a few experts
- was aware of Gide's slgnificance.

One of these experts, however, happened to be e great friend of
mine. #rnst Robert Curtius, Professor of Romance Languages et the univer=
sity of Heidelberg, was undoubtedly one of the wosT thorough connoisseurs
of French litersture outside Frence. Hls books and lectures were in=
strumental in revealing to Germen youth the tressures snd surprises
of contemporary French thought.

Urbene and openminded, Curtius combined the consclentiousness and
profundity of a real scholar with the easy-golng cherm and sparkling wit
in which German professors usually are lacking. He could not only lecture
but could also laugh. Small wonder, then, thet a lonesome and fastldious
man like Gide wes attracted by this mellow and engaging personality.
Curtius could pride himself on André Gide's cordial friendship.

while the professor elucidated, to his students end resders, the
strucuture and the impact of Gide's literary messa.e, he emused me with
meny en inside story about Gide's private hobbies and hablts. The plcture
of the great writer as it emer.ed from tWﬂn friend end
edmirer wes loveable, if somewhat involved and cuprilcilous.

“One hus to know him long and intimately to understand and like him,"
Curtius sald - beaming as usual when he dwelt on his favourite subject,

Wyt S aa Ly
Gide, "4nd one has to be familier with his h-%_ too.

vtherwise you'll see just his vaperies and the bewlldering paradoxes of
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wnieh his charscter consists entirely - so it seems., But 1n reellity and
at bottom, there 1s nothing paradoxical about the man. On the contrary,
he is more harmonious,in a sense, than anyone iI've known. Hermonious in
a complicated semee way, if you know what I mean, The way our grand old
doethe might heve been - all self-assured and serene, feswwisl notwlth-=
st-nding those notorious two souls dwelling together in his breast, alas.
But why shouldn't a strong and intelli ent fellow master half-a-dozen

of souls, 1f need be?" he concluded, lesughingly. “It's all a gquestion of
wit and equilibrium, I suppose,”

When I left for Paris, Curtius .eve me a letter to introduce me to
André Gide. Before we separated, at the station of Heldelberg, he furnished
me with a few last-minute advices.

"You'd better don't ask him questions ebout his literary work," Curtius
gdmonished me. "He doesn't like to discuss why he wroie this or that,
or what he is plenning to write, That's one of his funny features: he
loves to write about himself and to talk sbout other people. But it bores
him to talk gbout himself or about what he's writing,"

After a while he added: "The best thing is not to E_];_k too much with
him, anyhow. It's much more fun to do things with him - things he enjoys
doing, We had a wonderful time together, he and I, when we went to an
aquerium and looked at the fishes and the carnivoros plents: in fact, he
got qulte a kick out of palgis se ravenous blooms. They look so
innocent; but when it comes to catching a worm or something, they are
es swift and relentless as a shark - or a man,"

Ernst Robert had a good, hearty laugh, in memory of the greedy flowers
and of Gide's excitement when he studiei them,

Before the traln left, I received this last plece of advice:

"ind, sbove all, don't you ellow any gossip-monger to fool you with
dire stories sbout Gide's conduct and cheracterl People talk a gwe lot
of hooey, as you lknow. So you'd better Jjust lauzch at them when they
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tell you that Gide is a fiendish creature - full of vices and wiles,
He is not as digbolic as all that - really not. Take it from me, he 1is
an unusually nice old chap. and now, good luck to youl And tell him my
best rezardsl"

K

During the first weeks of my stay in Parls, Glde wes out of town.

"pPerti en voyage," was the succinct information I got when calling up

his apsrtment, "Naturslly, he would be," people told me, with an odd
mixture of respect and melignency. "That's oxactly; what you'll always
heer when you try to reach the great man, He becomes more and more
inaccessible,"”
It did not take me long to reslize how right #rnat Robert Curtius
gjl beer)

/P when warning me against the venomous rumours circulated by Gide's

enemies and fostered, unwittingly, by eertain naive sdmirers. st thaf

time - in the spring of 1925 - the gossip around Glde flourished rampant=
1y, in consequence of his recently published book, Corydon (1924.)

In this series of Pletonic diaslogues Gide had dared to tackle an un=
touchsble tople - namely, the phenomenon of homosexual love. ihe

treatise is a frank and semi-scientific examination rether than an

eulo.y of the matter it deals with. Yet even the more liberal critics
were shocked by this detached, candld study. The only response Corydon

received from the press was a glaclal silence or inordinste abuses,
e A,

Besides the cempaiin against Glde had elrecdy some
L SAeganvedeur bl cat:oa
time before thaceppeananes=gf theg .

The growth of Gide's international reputation got «hadeedds-on the
nerves of certain chauvinistic gentlemen, anedebrmmepbat-otbbonied -
gdbenay Of course, the antazonism between Gide, the cosmopolitan, and
the Netionslistic comp dated back to pre-War days, when the yo

autuor of L'Immoraliste and La Porte Etroite deanesdwbe chall:ng such

\
powerful conservatives as Maurice Barres and Charles Maurras. The old




-1
querrel gained new momentum, however, thanks to the rebld malice of
a populsr mediocrity named Henrl Béraud.
In a sheet called L'Eclsir this jolly citizen atarted';gim crusade
-ahainat what he termed "the long faces"™ of certein dreary scribblers
= thet is, the litersry circle around ,ndré Gide and the ma.azine

Nouvelle Revue Franceise, of which Gide is # founder. M. Béraud dis=

liked the whole gang of=shem - lercel Proust, Paul Valéry, Jean Girsu=
doux, and the like, In Bérgud's opinion, they were treacherous ss well
a8 tiresome, pretentious bores who believed neither in sound fun nor

in the Holy Church or in la grande natlion, Gide was the worst one of

the unpleasant lot, according to L'Eclair - at once stiff-shirted and
immorel, poisoned by German philosophy, utterly devold of esprit and
patriotism, Bé-w*ud.
“and what wss Monsieur Glde dolng during the Great wWarg asked Honsiaur/“

"Who has ever seen a patriotic statement from that uprooted inter=
netionalist?"

In reaslity Glde - instead of making statements - had worked  through-
out the War, for a vital organization, the Franco-Belglsn Center,
Bam But he did not condescend Lo rectify Béraud's gheses dlstortions.
On the contrary, the rampant invectives rather seemed to amuse hin,
He even considered to dedicate his new book to M. Béraud - as an ex=
pression of his gratitude for all the good laughs due to him,

But meanwhile the scandal started by L'Eclalr sassumed alarming
preoportions. The meanest, most resctionary journalists of pPsris went
to town sbout Glde's devastuting influence on French literature and
French youth.

The slanderers asserted by turns that Gﬁe wes powerful and wilcked

Lo avees
enough to corrupt the entire nation, and that)deplorably unsuccessful

A
end isolated, without any following = a pathetic fi.ure,peberthan.s.
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demzergus-emes "}, Gide does not even represent a litersry cligue,"

jeered the nationslist®® Hevue Francaises "not even the magazlne for

which he writes himself;"™ (l.0. the Houvelle Revue Frangalse.) #ifter

this almost sympathetic beginning the concluding statement sounds unduly
excited: "His work is the most revolting morel and intellectual scandal
of this eentury."”
pon't we recognize these shrill, hysterical accents? Accusations

of a wasy similar type were derted against D. He Lawrence in England,
ageinst Frank Wedekind by the German press., Those who challenge the
hypoerits and disregard their taboos, must expect to be stoned, or, even
worse, to be smeared with dirt.

In some cases the denouncements beceme almost DUMOrous, meiede

am To publish a pemphlet under the title, *Un Melfaiteur: sndré Gide,

sounds like a practical joke. Yet the anonymous morelist who thus

made an ass of self did not realize how very fumny he was. e meant
it seriously = if only in a symbolic way - when he blamed that "evil-
doer," Gide, for the suicide of his = the esnonymous author's = son.
The imazinary young man hed ostensibly taken his own life, out of sheer
depression and bewilderment in-qpeaesegeense, after having read one of
André Gide's books, Les Nourritures Terrestres. The saddened father

suggested that meny a fine French youth might follow his son's baleful
exemple, unlesa public opinion and the Government prevented the mal=
falteur from continuing his pessshedews practices.

It was all very well to sneer at such a primitive slander, But the
matter became much graver when men of talent and reputetion jolined in
the infemous chorus. A shrewd Catholle philosopher like Henrl Kassis =
the most gifted representative of the Neo-Thomist movement - was more
dengerous an enemy then thet insidious old busy-body of a Henri Béraud,

Messis wes eruel and sagacious - a real fanatic, not a gerrulous fool.
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Wwith serid wit and flerce determinetion he kept hurling maledictions
azeinst that paresgon of vices and blusphemies, andré Glde. Evidently,
the sacerdotal polemicist deemed it his duty as a Christien and a patriot
to exorcize the tempter and ilmpostor like an evil ghost. Many dlstingul=
shed minds of literary French Catholicism assisted Kassls in hls dogged,
passionate efforts., It is noteworthy, however, that some of the purest
and most eminent Catholic writers - men like Franfois Msuriasc or
Geor.es Bernanos - abstained from jolning the furious "anti~gideans."
The seme goes, incidentally, for the';;tionaliat campe. While the rank
and file jingoists vied with each other in abusing Glde, some of the
more enli.htened putriots came out in favour of him, Léon Daudet, for

one - the editor of the royalist paper, L'.ction Francalse - dlsapproved

expressly of the "absurd malignaney” of certain attacks directed
against Glde.

Yet the insipid campalgns sufficed, not to sap (Gide's intellectual
influence, but to distort his legend. Thenks to Bérasud, Hessls, and some
dozens of leas prominent enemles, ! tgﬁgained the provlematicel distine=

MO rta f‘au‘!‘ﬂ'&d‘r?‘onr
tion of a veritable demon. No Rommedsmsn aould combine s0 meny
features in his charsecter. The prodigious villnin whom those ilmsginstive

ftaf*ﬁﬁp/
gentlemen described appeared as uillso'-the—wisp ?nd at
wa;fw
the seme time as a pedantic borej - half Caglliostro, halfﬂgu.ﬁll.lﬂr
deetmdmaleey. at once dry and sta.y. He was defamed as un-French, un-
Christisn, and un-guropean. Some of his foes thyought him too irreverent;
others, too ecleetic, ¥hey blamed him for his mysticism and hls flippancy;
for his wit end for his seriousness, To them, he was both a hypoerit and
a cynic, l“Tnere is one thing worse than hypocrisy: cynliecism," proclalmed
pPaul Cleudel, referring to André (Gide. Thepmeelded-lnr-sbinspesndaPiies,
Daesod-=-allantry gid Tiwenserof~mmoury..
His destructive teachin.s - they sald, - undermined the ancient
¢

Prench ideals but offered nothing place, siems Without falth end




. -17~-
without direction - an irresponsible sdventurer - he lured youth awey
from the Pantheon of their rece, into a msze of lies snd psradoxes,

His whole life wes a challenge end & mystery. skeussfes Descended
from a wealthy, bLourgeols family, he did whetever he could to hold in
derision the dignity of bourgeols institutions. An aristocrat by nature
and upbri:r-.,_.,in\a_-;, he seemed attracted by all sorts of risky eccentricities,
"Po live dangerously" wes one of his maein espiretions. So he did, by
falling from one extreme into the other; one day, given to a paroxysm of
religious feeling; the next, to veritable eestasies of carnal lust. He
posed as the immorslist but was constantly preoccuplied with morsal issues.
His married 1life wes full of happiness, according to his esm reports;
but he prided himself on his objectionable penchants for dark-skinned
israblan boyse

Even his friends and followers were puzzled by his iridescent charact
which fascinated even his opponents, In fact, his adversarles seemed us
much under his spell as were his edmirers. wWhether they called him
fiendish or tiresome, they kept talking and wondering sbout him,

I recall the bewitched, apprehensive smlile on the face of a young
French writer - a recent convert and Catholic priest in the meking - ,
with whom I lvoked at a portralt of indré Glde. As usual, I was taken
with the noble shape of this physiognomy, end expressed my delight,

"Mais oui,"” sdmitted the devout young man, "1l est besu."

ind he added, with a transient shudder:
"Que voulez-vousy C'est la be=uté du dieble.”

EL 2
Early in tne summer I had word from Gide. He was back in town - only
for s short while, though, as he indicated. Yet he wanted to see me,
Could I make 1t for luncheon, next Tuesdsy, about one o'clock?
I called on me st his epartment, in the rue Vaneau - a drowsy and

dignified 1ittle street, "la tranguille rue Vaneau," as Glde ecalls 1t
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in one of his nerraetives, Les Caves du Vatican.

The young man who received me introduced himself as Marc Allegret.
He was svelte and swarthy - pleasant to look at, with Jeunty, self-
assured motions and a hard, handsome face. I found him occupled with
rummaging books end papers, which were piled up on shelves, chairs, and
tables = inundsting even the floor,

Allegret apologized for the mess and told me th:et Glde and he were
on the point of lesving for a long journey imto the interior of sfriea,
Gide needed badly a drastic chenge of alr - the young men explained to me

~« whereas he, .llegret, was looking forwerd to the expedition mainly
a8 an opportunity to test and to improve his ability as a camera man,

ss for the books, they were destined to be sold st auctlon. 1 opened

one of them at random, and was surprised to find it adorned with a cordiel

dedication autographed by the author - & well-known, respected man,
Wouldn't the writer in guestion be rather hurt - I dared ask - by such
an obvious lack of esteem and courtesy? Merc's smile was wry and not
without bitterness, Precisely this - he told me -~ was what his great
friend was driving at. He meent to shock some of his dear colleagues and
to teach them a lesson, For most of them had let him down, in the most
dastard, obnoxious way, when it would have behoved them, as friends and
drﬂ [ oy~ ol

as intullectuals, to pmeSees the author of Corydon -the insults of
half-wits and hypocrits, .

"HNot that the whole hullabeloo::é; anything to worry sbouti" young
Allegret assured me with a deflant leughter, "Why should we get excited

because of some greasy foocls? It really isn't worthwhile, Ridlculous =-

that's what it is., I can't help glggling when I see a lot of Feewmsh
so-called French patriots rioting sgainst the man, who hes been elected,
unanimously, by the Royal icedemy of london to take over the membership
of the late Anstole France, 1t's too siliy for words} The nution of
Volteire end Kabelals apparently has become more prudish than even those
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demure gentlemen on the other side of the Channel."

Curiously, I cennot recall the moment of Glde's entrence, nor do I
recollect what he said or looked like when I wss presented to him. It is
es though he had inslnuated into the room, nolselessly - emer_ ing from a
trep-door, es it were = and spirited me awsy in the pleats of his loose,
weather-worn cloak. The firat picture of him thst looms up ln my memory 1is
that of r quaint, haggerd wanderer striding by uy slde,

Lean and vi.orous, he makxes the impression of 2 men who is in the hubit
of spending a good deul of time outdoors wlth ph;g'ﬁlgal exerclses, (In resli=
ty Gide ls fond of exitensive walks but refuses to do any sport,) His geit
nes » swin_ing, eneryetic guality, althou.li he stoops a littles In his
wlde, discoloured pelerine and his broed slouch hat, he migoht be a sllghtly
eccentric professor or» a somewhet dlabollc priest. iHis face ls expressive
and delicate, with a high, asdwirably shaped forehesd, strelight, nerrow
lips, and strsngely Mongollan eyes peering from under derk, bushy eyebrows,

His whole attitude 1s that of & man who tries very hsrd to sppear
placid and sedate while quiverlng with ilnner nervousness., All hls gestures,
even his volice and the scholsrly elegence of his speech, seem to vibrate
with aisclplined agltation. Only some minor hablts - llike & frequent
snuffing end his constant smoking of cl.arettes - betray the tension
behind this consclious snd consistent self-control. There can be a sudden,
disconcerting twinkle in his eye - an uncenny flash like a wurning sign
from tie volcanic deptih of his belng. .

Daring this first luncheon I hed with him, in a modest brssserile
near the Luxewbourg Gardens, lt happened twice thrt sueh a littling sperkle
altered the plecidness of his brow. The first little "exploslon" took
place when I offered him u ci erette., He had smoked lucessantly before and
efter the luncheon, Iswee Surprisingly, he foruot o M. ht himself snother

Gruloise Bleue when our meal was over, aAs I offered him e Lucky Strike,

vl

-~
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he shook his herd audc_&in rlght erm, with & gesture expresalng protest




-20;

rather then ordinsry refus: l, "It's & terrible vice," he saldy, with an
pmbl uous ;rin - and there wus the twinklel ile mdded, sucddenly pensive
end greve: "Usually I sm too weak to resist. It is really disgrecefuls.."

Later he took up the ci_arette theme once wore, in a different context,
We discussed &« mutuul friend who wes addicted to morphium, snd I asked
Glde whether he hed eVezitried narcoticas, Hle aaiu.curtly,kigg f and then
stered into spece for ﬂ woment, "I ﬁlht_rettas ureF enough,” he seld,
musing end absent-minded, es 1f talking to himself, "If I ever touched
en oplum pipe, morphium, or such as that, I would Le certainly doomed.
1 don't heve the fortitude to resist evil. Yes, in wanting thin.s I am
strong, end 1 ususlly get what I want. But when it comes to rejecting

8 temptatione.s.e 8lors cs, c'est une euire hlstoires.."

The seccnd incldent to provoke the flash in his eyes was equally harm=
less end undrem tlce A young boy pessed uy end tried to sell us & bunch of
roses - withered, colourless stuff, He couldn't be more than ten or eleven
years 0ld - a rickety little creeture with large, sulny eyes in & sallow
and clever [uce, Ulde geve him e hundful of chsnge but did not take any
flowers - & caprice which cbviously perturbed end puzzled tue lad.

"pia you notice the wry .lence ne gave mef" Glide whispered, exceedinu=
ly rnizeted, as soon as the boy had left, "He is profoundly shocked. How
extreordineryl Of course, he stole the flowers, and he would steal my
money if ne hed the opportunity. A But no charityl A helpful, disinterested

gesture upsets his philosophy and even offends his honor. C'est bien

curisf-xygsl Clest tout & falt remerquablesss"”

4e trlked about other things - sbout Goethe or Proust or the beautles
of Tunisle, After & short whlle, however, Gide interrupted himself with
g nervous stert - electrified, as it were, by something I could not see.
"I have a hunch," he seld = half-gravely, hslf-rogulshly, "in fact, I em
positive thet tihe little one is still asround somewhere, e makes faces

behind uy back, I am &freild he curses me = just nowl I feel it in my
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spine.s."

fhen he shrug ed hls shoulders, ss if resigning himself to un unescepeble
danger, and resumed the litersry conversation, He has ean odd wey of telking
without opening his mouth = producing, between his teeth, siblilant sounds
punctuated by brief, nervous sniffs,

There was no mention of his own work or projects, nor did 1 ask &ny
mestions - remembering Ernst Kobert's admonition.

I &em not positive ss to the exsct dete on which this first meetlng tTook

place; ——

Miinchner Stadti 100 T




it muset have some day between the seventh end the fourteenth of June.
Years afterwsrds I read, under the date of June 8th, 1925, this
laconic entry in Gide's dlary:

"pinished The Counterfeiters."”

:nd the next note, of June l4ths
"Lesvin,. for the Congo."

hE

lle is plways on the point of leaving. It scems incompatible with
his temnerament to settle down, to stey enywhere. 10 a superficial
observer, end according to the gosslpy legend, nldets 1ife la ceises
rampent 1y nomedic, an eimless, neurotic roving from place to places.
In reelity, however, his vagrent hablts ere not as inordinste as all
thet. lie is & vagabond, all right; but a va zbond with a system. HER
The direetion and the scope of his wanderings /C;fdeter:nined and limited
by certaln preferences and definite aversions. 1 remember how surprised,
almo:t shocked he wes when I told him sbout a journey to the polsr
zones I was planning for at the time. "To go up there, to the fo. gy
North, for the fun of it?" he exclaimed. "What e weird thing to doi"

His o'n route 1s cenfined to the Mediterrsnean sphere and to Central
qurope = Germany, Austrila, gwitzerlend, Czechoslovekis. also, he went to
London repeatedly, but not far as often as to Berlin or to Mersellle.
For half a century Northern africe = Morocco, funisia, Al erie = re=
meined for hl the essence and the symbol of adventure and relaxation.
iie has never crossed 3h9 A;.-J.antlc, nor did he sl carry out
his long=cherlshed ‘jguu;' of a Far-gastern journey. liis two most
extensive voya.es were those to the Con_o, in 1925, and to the Soviet
Union, in 18356.

fle kept movin., throughout the years; but it was not an errstic

zizag;, rether an endless revolving asround certain treditionel centers =
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- Berlin and Biskra, Nice znd Haples, Munich and Narskesh, ~eneva and

Genoss And 1f 1t true that his flat in the rue Vansau meant herdly more

to him than en ocecesionsl pied.} terre, it 1ls also true that there was

e plece to which he could slways return and feel truly at home - Cuver=
ville, the estate in the Normandy, where his wife, alwost invisible to

the world, would be slways waiting for him, "Ma peuvre femme..." Glde

would say, with a curious expression of embgrrssamént end infinite affec=
tione lie has never acknowledged, not even in his Journsl, whet all his
intimates knew: that Emmanuéle and Cuver@@ville were reslly Indlspensable
to him -« the heart and herbour of his restless life,

Isa né:pnrticulnrly puzzling man - that evesive nomade end devoted
husband, André Glde of Cuverville snd the world? But, then, all men are
puzzling. Cne hrs to be fond of a humen being to understand his ections.
One has to conslder the whole complexity of an indlvidual character be=
fore evaluating the gestures through which thils character manifests
itself,

In the speclal cese of Glde it is comparatively easy tc .rasp the

interreletions between the accessories of hils life and 1ts essence.
Even his most casual, proseic actlons ere somehow relevant to his general
piidlosophye Alresdy my first meeting with him ylelded souwe information
as to this remarkeble congruity.

The seemingly trivial sction of the book-sale, for instance, assumes
a newjlni slgnificaent aspect when visualized in this context. cide
parted from his library, certasiniy not for the sske of a few thousand
franes nor exclusively or meinly in ordsr to annoy his colleagues. He had
to do =0, rather, compelled by one of hls besic obsesslons - namely, his
eversion to, lndeed, his feer of any earthly possession. Even lnnocuous
souvenirs can become a burden: they stick to their owner as sin sticks
to the sinner, Belon:ln:s are sin, perhaps? Or what else is the meaning
of Christ's ominous perable about the rich man, the camsl, and the eye

of & needle?

R i bibliothek
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It may be that Gide thought of this dresdful warning when he wrote in
his journal:"There are extremely few things that reslly mesn something to
me, But I do not know how to get rid of them in a decent fashion, At times
I undertake journeys - just in order to escape from my belongin.s."

Satan has many faces, he employs many traps and balts., Are clarettes
a contrivance of the Evll one? Glde seems to think so - at any rate,that
is the impression he gave m® when he discussed the cigarette issue with
such extraordinary gravity.

i wes all the more startled when I noticed, some time afterwards, that
the whole tobacco incident was a sort of paradoxicel self-guotation -
paradoxical: for Gide amused, or tortured, himself by assuming the charac=

ter, end actually using the words, of a rather unpleasent personality he
hed just portrayed - namely, Pastor Vedel, an unctuous hypocrite who be=

longs to the personnel of Les Faux-Monnayeurs, His lack of resistance

towards cigerettes is one of Vedel's whimsical cbsessions - an unending
source of struggle and remorses,

Whet strange discoveryl wesrbminenpiteoebloupdayl Why did he choose, among
ell disgulses, all ldentities at his disposal, just the one that must be
most h::::lx‘? :.n him? why did he quote, or even personate for s while,
that Mﬂl— pedagogue, when his fantasy was pregnant with
80 meny more asttractive charccterst Evidently, he ridiculed and humilisteu
himself by repeating Vedel's petty scuples as though they were his own.

ihe pastor's a ethlcal views are primitive and distorted; clde's,
complicated end truthful., Vedel adheres to clear-cut principles (which he

(trans resses by stealth)
M‘uﬁiﬁen Gide strives for a new moral code, in the

complex structure of which "good" and "evil" overlep and ebtepsmemmiete
can hardly be separated, H® realizes thet it is by no means always good,

and not even alweys Christian, to svoild risks and resist temptations,

To comply with evil can be advisable, indeed, necessary, in the interest
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of both Ged and man,

Gide = constantly precccupied with such problems - goes as far, at
times, as to felgn hypocerisy and accept the role of a lliar, as a sort of

gself-chastisement and psrsdoxical self=-denial,

[
JW@e was more like hinself - in fact, he was typleally, strikingly
"Gidean" ~ when he wondered about the little peddler's feelings and

grimaces, As a psychologlst and &8 an ethical thinker, Glde has always

been fascinatad prec fe
Frrom 15 Raxly Ypu
conceal, * he was haunted by the idee of exciting things

hfae reactions and impulses people try to

occuring behind his back, "At times it seemed to me," he tells us in
his memoirs, "that I might catch a glimpse of I-do-not-know-what, if
only I turned around swiftly enough,"

lioreover, he takes it for granted that others are possessed by sk
equal curlosity, When one of his friends = Julien Green - complsined to
him about the indiscretion of a chambermaid, Gide smirked mysteriously
end seid that he expected, in fact, rather liked his servants to be
inquisitive, Time and agein « Glde disclosed = he would leave some slightly
objectionsble letiers or dlary notes on his desk, unlocked and visible,
with the definite purpose of inciting the curiosity of his butler or
chambermelids "0f course, I would be deeply disappointed, even a llttle
hurt, if I had to find out that they did not care tu penetrate my
secretas, Such a reserve would simply prove an offensive lack of interest

in my private affairs,"

Are Gide's enemles right, then, when they eall him "morbidly in-

discreet?"
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Meybe they,not quite wrong; but, at any rate, they are grossly indis=
creet themselves. For what they do is to exploit malignantly cide's own
voluntary confessions,. Slander becomes all the more unfalr and indelicate
when the slanderers use material provided by their candlid and generous
vietinm,

How cheep and meun, to "discover" and denounce (ide's curloslity, since
he indiceted himself - not once but hundred of times - that this Inquisi=
tive impulse 18 one of his basic and essentlal features, i¥rue, this fervent
thirst a?knowlsdﬂe - the main source of Glde's inspiration = can menifest
itself as wanton intrusiveness, But this denger is balanced, in Gide's
particular case, by another fundsmental element inherent in his being =
his inexorable, absolute sincerety.

It is bad taste to blame a man for certain quaelities which he constantly
exposes and analyzes himself, It strikes me as superfluous and vulgsr to
arraign the "vanity" os a writer who divulges in his dlary that his
"perpetual question" % "morbid obsession" 1s: agm I loveable?

No doubt, Gide 1is eoquiﬁtiah; he nnta to please, to seducey 1ln fect,
he is a bit of an actor, Whoever nstor‘k to him when he reads aloud out
of his eem writings, 1is inevitably charmed, even spellbound, by the subtle

Cehmlgar g
effectiveness of his hiatrloniehtz. He can be irresistibly el
a person, whose

when he wants to conquer
affection seems worthwhile to him, But this ecoquetry 1is controled - or
ol

M suppressed altogether - in virtue of his lesste tact aps,reserve,

L

self-irony,

According to his legend Gide is arrogant, He may actually seem so when

o
he kegps a moroaa, disoourabing sllence in of an elegant crowdy

'en obtrusive journalist, There are
things thet get on his nerves, The soclety woman who succeeds, by some

mirecle, in getting hold of him for ner literary soirée may have a
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terrible time, The "lion", whom she expected to thrill her party with

his risqué bon mots, is likely to hide in a corner = petrified by bore=

dom - or to pace the room, near the door m through which he

O-L&'{"
intends to sneslk.ss soon as poasible,

He may uppéz; conceited when one of the ladies addresses herself to
him with en idle but innocouos remark, say#, about the current best-selling
novel, I do not forget his disgusted grimace when I asked him whether he
liked David Golder - a sensational success, at the time, "Colder?" he sald
Ligitded . Qababi 4" :i:baentminded and scornful as & Proustien snob might resect

when asked sbout a social parvenu who is not admitted to the exclusive

monde: "David Golder? Je regrette, Connals pas.”

I ventured to sey that I have a prejudice against best-sellers myself,
but that the thriller in question happens to be indeed feirly interesting:
whereupon Gide shrugged his shoulders: s

"Maybe it is, I don't cere,"

It wes impossible to demur# to this scathing verdict, without having
read the book, Glde knew what sort of stuff it was, and to what type
of readers it owed its sweeping popularity., He considered the whole
affeir not worthy essen talldng about. M

He 18 awsre of his renk, for all his modesty and notwithstanding
his qualms concerning his own achievement, Used %o compere his efforts
with the sublime patterns of classie literature, he refuses to condescend
to the sphere of sensational, trashy writing.

But while exclusive in the realm of letters, he is genial and
responsive in all other domains of life, The same men who c¢an be chilly,
even frightening, when dealing with lion hunters or tawdry celebrities,
will always be of exquisite politeness in his attitude towards those
socially inferior to him. An old gardener's tsle about flowers and cnimals,
the . ossip of an experienced oonciir(e, are much more attractive to him

then the eloquence of an Academlclan,
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He enjoys the company of primitive, unspoiled people more than being
with highbrows, and he seems more fascinsted by ehildren than by any grown-
upse Mindful of the Gospel, once again, he suffers little children end
forbids them not to come unto him - rather, he claembe=ghes, -0es out of
his way to find them, His penchant for Arabisn adolescents constitutes an
integral pert of his "wicked" legend., But I have seen him ravished, without
any evil back thoughts, also by ordinary, white children,

When he was our guest in Munich, my youngest brother and sister were
presented to him - the little girl about eleven, the boy about ten yeers
old, at the time, Gide's fece was all flushed with delight and with
curlosity as he looked at them end asked ;::'variaua questions, in his
quaintly well-turned German,

"How do you like my youngsters?" the proud mother inquired as soon az
the two had withdrawn., "Michael already is quite a fellow, isn't he?"

"Muls, Madamel" Gide exclaimed - beaming with admirations "Mais vous

savez bien gu'il est superbe, Il est robuste comme tout: clest un plaiser

de le voir,."

It waes wore then just a compliment, His Journal confirms the sincerety
of his enthuslsam, We read, under the date of July 1, 1951:

"Excurslon by car to the Lake of Starnberg, with Thomas Mann and his
famlly, The two youngest children accompany us - both gloriously handsome..."

He seemed in high spirits, throughout that fine summer daye Yet in
his diary he complains about a headsche that hsrassed him, at that time,
It was this disturbing migraine he held responsible for what he thou:ht

his "muv:slu grece" - his poor manners, What actually happened was a

L]

bentering argument between my mother and o conecerning a zoologlical
moot question - the propagation of butterflies, to be quite precise.
The @k whole incident wes ss harmless and inconsequential as could be.
And still Glde worried subsequently about his imaginary ineivility,
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His rueful report continuess "Curious, this disposition to impolite
obstinecy which often results from headGghe. At the dinner, which succeeded
'rhnman lann's lecture at the University, I was pleced between Thomas Mann
and Bruno Frenk, whose conversatlon is unusually enjoyable, I maintained
against both that there is, besides Goethe's Prometheus monologue, a
ghort play in three ascts of which the monologue is a part, and that this
play is not the Pandora; moreover, that the Haflz traductlon by Hammer
is the one Goethe stud§led and which stimulated him to write his Divan,
To be verifieds <es Was it also the migralne which induced me to leave
a very insdequete tip for the waiter?"

—fd the published version of his Journalt, Glde added a special foot=
note to the effect that "Bruno Frank asctually mistook the lafliz trans=
lator Hamner with another man of the seme name, born considerably later,
after Goethe's time."

30 Ggide is 1n‘doad a pedant?

His minute conscientlousness even in trifling matters is but one

sspect end manifestation of his extreme intellectual probity. A misquo=

dAaCe
tation is to him as shocking as mey be a crime tom

His extraordinery memory not only protects him from making mistakes
himself but elso renders him perticularly sensitive to the mistekes of
otheres, I em sure that he often renounces - out of modesty and politeness

- an er;ument in which he could easily prove his point, An incorrect
eitetion of his own text can annoy him more than the mesnest invective.
His Puritan righteousness revolts ﬁw every lie, But no other
deceit vexes him to the desree as does a wanton distortion of the written,
verifisble word.

A secevds .

—_pmetier detall ococuring in the Munich disry note seems to confirm
another unpleasent feature of Glde's lo end,apened—hbo—htaconombosy
His remark sbout the insdquate tip suggests a certaln pettiness in

financial matters, It sounds as 1:‘@‘5:*1011 - but unsuceessfullyl =
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to overcome his inborn avarice. ‘¢

One of the mosterepested snti-Gide anecdotes ,(ﬁe the one about the
pennyless young writer whom he took ewt for luncheon Id’ a fairly expensive
. resteurant, when the meal wes over, Glde continued to chat - oblivious,
as it wero, of so trifling a necesaity ss to take cere of the bill. A
querter of an hour passed - half an hour, and more. ihe last diners left
the restsurant, The waiter, lingering near the table, repeatedly cleared

his throast to remind "ces messieurs" of their duty, The broke young man

beceme more and more fiduety, tie glanced at the mesd ominous péaca of
paper; then et Gide, at the walter, th@n at the bill again, Cide still
did not move = gloating on the embarrassment of his "guest." Finally
he sald, with one of those notorlious twinkles in his eyes:

"Que voulez-vous, mon emif Je suis avere - c'est tout,"

Most probebly the story is all made up., But even presumin: that Glde
nad actuslly pulled such a cruel trick on a poor little esdlisegwe, fellow,
it would by no meens prove his stinginess, He might heve done so out of
sheer curiosity - just in order to watch the perplexed face of his victim,
Or he wanted the incident to be repeated, perhaps, a8 en additional touch
to his demonisc nimbus, A reversed impostor, #& attempted at times to
appear more diabolic than he asctually is, While others display thelr
virtues and conceal their vices, it is the other way round with him,

In a cherecter sketeh entitled "Converseation with a German" - a queer
pilece, in verious respects = Cide describes a rather unpleasant msn, who
came from Cologne to Paris ,m the sole purpose e of paying a visit to
him, For one reason or eanother, Glde expzected the stranger to tap him,

end prepared in advance his refusal.
I But the visitor spered him the

speech: surprisingly, he did not ask i for money. Why, then, does Glde

emphesize his determingtion to deny what Jp was not entreated of nim?
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mlte apart from the fsct that I am
a déeadent,I em also the contrary.
S Friedrlich Nietzache
%

F"l-“l.iirl‘-" de nouveau. Qublier ce que
utres hommes ont écrit, on peint,
I , cé que l'on a pensé sol-
néme. Naftre & neuf,

" s Fl
ANnara ide

Miinchner Stadti 1S 4



-5#—

André Glde was born in Paris, on November 22, 1869,
"on November 22," his diary informs us, "our planet shifts from
the influence of the Scorpion to that of the Sagltterius,”

And he adds = sddressing himself to those who blamed him for his
ombemmtbdy ‘uprootedness -: "Is 1t my fault that your God elected to
make me come to this earth between two stars, as a product of two races,
two provinces, and two confessionst"

The "two races™ are the peasant stock from which he is descended
on his father's side, and the well-to-do, petriclan family of his
mother, Mademe Juliette Gide, née Rondesux, from Rouen. Hls maternal
elun is rooted in the fertile Normandy, wherees the Gldes came from
a barren mountain zone in the middle of Fresnce: these are the "two
provinces" he refers to,

A8 for the "two confessions", Gide alludes to the Cstholic-pProtestant
polarity which is such an integral pert of his heritage. True, his
childhood and youth were domineted, almost exclusively, by a Purltanism
of Culvinist austerity., Yet the Catholic streek -~ derlved from certain
sectors of his mother's parentase - never cessed sltogether to influence
the atmosphere in his home,

A8 @& half-gro#ﬁ youth, André toyed with the idea of converting to
the Catholic creed, It wes the time when a Protestant pastor prepared
him for the solemn rituzl of the Pirst Communion. The dryness of these
perfunctory lessons could not satisfy the metephyslicel appetites of
a passionste, striving heart, André began to wonder whether the form
of religion in which he was being instrueted did actually respond to
;;2 innermost requirements of his soul., The more colourful apparatus
of the Catholle faith intrigued and attracted him, Welvely, he went to
the Minister with his qualms and deslires, This very gesture - futlile,
even unsuitable in itself - indicates what he was really longing for =
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the purifying balm of Confession.
& e
He had sins to confess - even when still a child,

The sketch of little André as drewn by Gide in his memoirs (S1 le

rain ne meurt) is indeed appalling; "At an a e when you would expect

every soul to be all transparency, innocence, «nd affeection, I find
in myself nothing but derkness, ugliness, snd stealth."

A photo.rasphy taken at that time shows him in a ridiculous outfit
= a kind of chequered crinoline - c¢linging to the skirts of his mother;
a sickly «nd nasty younyster with an eskance look in a sallow and
twisted face.

fhis is indeed the problematical infent who indul.ed in "evil

mpavt
habits"™ when he was ndﬂﬂii-r than five or six years old. He was lone=

some and always haunted by a feeling of guilt, At times an indescribable
aprprenension would overwhelm himj without any visible reason.
It occured that he caume home from school and)burst intc teasrs at the
dinner table, His horrified mother tried to comfort him, but in vailn:

he would not even disclose what caused his abrupt distress, His sole
explenation were these terrifying words he repeated - convalsed with
sobs:

"Je ne suis pas pereil sux sutresl Je ne suls pss pareil aux

autres}"
"I «m not like the others..." What an alerming wail to be hurled

by a led of elevenl

This incident took place about the time when #sndré lost his father,
From that point on the climate of his youth seems lmbued even more
intensely with that extreofdinary flavour of sorrow end moral stru.gle,

The ombesaegsessisiees Doyv's entoura.e consisted of three a.ing women

- all of them dressed in black: his mourning mother, Anna Shackleton =

a wretched spinster kept by churity - , and the bigoted, bourpeols
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aunt Clara, It was she, sunt Clare = the embodiment of Joved=encalicnee

- who watched jeslously over the dignity of the house. She decided
upon what was "done", and whet not. Hers was the lesst word in all
matters of virtue and etiquette,.

Is 1t surprising, then, that a sensitive boy should have reacted
arainst such a rigid and whimsical rule? Caen we blame him for heving
subsequently developed a bitter resentment agalnst the institution and
authority of the Family as such?

Yot we must not for.et that this very resentment, with all its
stimileting implicetions, is one of the preclous things Gide owes to
his sustere upbringing, His sense of independence was aroused and
sharpened by the oppressive tutelasge he endured, the signal persplca=
eity of his ethical ev:luetions may in parts be due to his early
experience, By watching and criticizing his cranky relatives and
unctuous peds.ogues, he became famillar with meny shades of furtive
viciousness and ostentatious virtue.

But the adventsces of Gide's Puritan educ:ation were not only of
this indirect nature, For if 1t is true that they were stin.y and

narrow-minded - those demure females and smug L_ta'an.tlemu\uu by whom young

André was surrounded - , it 1ls also tiia ;hat ;ﬂ-qy their wey of life
Sieatalble

was determined by certsin tenets of,}hn-llhu‘vhliditya the moral code

they adhered to = if only for conventional reasons, in order to be

comme 1l faut - consisted by no means solely of obsolete clichés,

fhe Huguenot gentry, to which Gide's clan belon.ed, considered themselves
the 1l-8t trustees of morel traditions gleringly disre_srded by most
other sectors of soclety. Presuning even that their Jrebestamt ril ht=
eousness wus not elways genuine but primarily meant to impress or to

dupe thg'world, %Pe fact remains # and 1is aignifioant & thet those

L= W )

wall-to-dgafamiliea deemed virtue indispensable onoubE:E!!:::f:::;#_

“

!
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to feign obedience to its rules at least, of not to my obey them in
earnest, rhe cant of the Pherisees implies the acceptance of 3§f§91ﬂ
basic morsl prineiples, De La Rochefoucauld is right when hs ﬁlJi;ﬁ-a that
hypoerisy is the homa.e vice renders to morality.

Thenks to his Protestant dducation Gide 1ear:;d a8 a child to appre=
. elate and exercise such qualities as self-control, pride, patience, and
truthfulness, The morel climete in his mother's house was apt to tesch
him the painstaking conscientiousness typleal of his style. In the pecu=
lisr milieu in which young ,.ndré grew up, the rank of an individual did
not depend completely on the slze of his bank account, nor was money
believed to be the only value worth aspiring to, Idealistic notions like
honor, loyalty, and rectitude were still taken seriously - if not always
followed = by the pastors and advocates of which the Gide clan consisted.

Even the concept of culture maintained a definite meaning in this
orderly, bour.eois world., Not that sunt Clara or the née Rondeaux were

somedbdve connolsseurs of art and litersture = naturally not. But they

considered it comme 1l feut to be femilier - in some degree at least =

with the works of French classicel writers, German composers, Dutch and
Italian painters, Needless to say thet anything ri or frivolous was
strictly out of the question. As long, however, as the genius respected
the teboos of prudishness, his work was tolerated, even enjoyed at times,
by the eivilized Puritans,

lMademe Gide wes in the habit of taking her son to all art exhibitions
recomnended by the conservetive sheet, Le Tempss Consclentious as she was,
she would cut out, af~she«papery and carry along to the show, the article
in which le Temps aéraiaad the peintin.s in questions. Instead of looking
at the canvases, Madame would reread, in front of them, the verdicts of

the critic, ggqgha feared to be iupressed by the wrong things otherwise,

%
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or to be not impressed altobether;? o
As for music, the widow prefered Mozart and Beethoven, ﬁt did not

really object to her boy's fancy for Schumann, Smt chéx:i-n“waa :liISapproved
of on amecount of his’morbidity." When the great Rubinsteln geve a series
of pleno recitals, 1in 1883, André wes not allowed to attend the evening
devoted to Chopin's work, It may be that his subsequent passion for the
polish romanticist results from such memories, several decades leter, in

his Notes sur Chopin (1851), Gide speaks derisively of certain reproaches

to which Chopin end Baudelaire were equally gubjected: 'Unsound music, one

said ebout Chopin; unsound poetry, about Baudelaire..." Charscteristcelly,

Beudeleire was long Gide's favourite poet, whereas the love for Chopin
accompenied him throu hout life. Not only did he never get tired of
listening to his Ew and Préludes, but it remained one of his meat
desrest pastimes to play them at the plano himself,

puring a certain period of gide's youth the spell of the thester almost

superseded that of art, books, and music, The Odéon, the Comédie Frangaise,

the Opéra Comique, became the focus of hie imegination, the temporary

center of his life. But this fervent hobby did not last nor did it have
heve significant conseguences for André's further development. The same
dpamatic devices that once ceptivated and enchanted hium, became later

unbesrable to his taste. "Maybe I had too much of it, at the time?" the

! As
former theater fan wonders, in Si le Grain ne meurt, "gverything jt the

thester now strikes me as pre-arranged, conventional, exesggerated, and
dull,"

Be thls as 1t may, w&mt.;o-ﬂ-a 1s thet 0lde's tutors and relatives,
end bist above all his mother, considered artistic impressions & vitel
part of tneir educational scheme, No matter how cautiously end arbitrerily
selected these impressions mey heve been, the gtimulus due to them 1s
indsodednoaloniabier ST U iavqontont % ongh o

It was from his famlly that Gide received a first ﬁ-& inkling
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of science and literature., The contact with his uncle, Charles Glde =
an economist of international reputstion = could not but enrich his
young minde. Even more veluable 1s, perhaps, whet he owes to the humble
spinster, /inne Shackleton, A remsrksble linguiste, the pennyless

mademolselle spent her spewe time by translating the masterworks of

foreign literatures into the French language, Gide dwells in his memoirs
on the merits of her adaptations - preising especlally the fine job she did

in the case of Goethe's hexameter epos, Relnecke Fuchs,Thanks to the meek

0ld lady, he became first acquainted with Goethe and also with the deli.hts
of botany. For Mademolselle snna was at leasst as interested in plants as
in poebty = an amiable spleen which .reatly appealed to her young friend
«nd pupil, In fact, botanic studies S —— remain 4, like

muaic;-r one of the occupations he could always have recourse to when
g i

0 e f;'.{..

his mind rebelled against the perpetusl strein of creative emdesvotr,

it was within the ecirele of his family that andré found the girl
whom he never ceased to love, nay, to worship with a ML‘H,
almost reli ious devotion, His future wife, Emmanﬁlp, wes higs cousin
from the maternal side. 'NeseRkiio-Prontnee-Dewsirsonilyrg Er.tm:mu‘éle and André
were children when they met, in gumenudle's home at Rouen, She wes plous
ard sensitive, Hep cousin and admirer later described the mysterious

e (pon et by
in her look and snile)webeimmenes-and=enohemton.

h4ws "Not that I knew she was sad; for she never told me., But between
my cousin and me there sdme slready was that conscious affinity ‘fof all
thoughts and feelings, which I wholeheartedly want ufadpeepe;f, -
e tEST Y

They played and they prayed together. Together, they explored and
relished the miracles of nature. And, some years later, they embarked
together - two congeniasl wanderers = on the infinite excursions into

the realm of letters. "The extreme interest I now took in everything

chiefly sprang from the fact that m:r.anu‘éle accompanied me everywhere,"




Py -
Glde said when reviewing this period of his spiritusl awekening., "I
would presently inform her of any new discovery,j-i-d---, end my
Joy wee not perfect unless she shared in it."
ERE
The three cruclal discoverles of his youth were the Bible, e
Greek mytholoyy, and the Arsblan Nights.The complicated structure of
his intellectual or.enism is entirely based upon this triune revelstion.
Of course, the intimete and thorough knowledse of the Scripture wes
taken for .ranted in the Gide ména.e, But André's relizlous obsession
had nothing to do with the obli,etory routine. At & time when others
lads busy themselves with fbogigall or stamp collections, he was sbsorbed
in a fervent and meticulous exe esls of the GQospels. "I read the Bible

avidly, gluttonously, but methodieally,”™ he reports, in Si le crain ne

meurt. He perused the sacred text with the se:urching enthusiesm g
scientist may experience in deciphering the traces of nebuleswrmes
ancient civilizations, As a boy of fifteen, :ilde tusted the double
ecatasy of faith and criticism, lHe ommeadmaseser studied the Holy Word

reat work of art
like a

but at the same time conceived [t as

what It is - nemely, the revealed essence of Divinity,

The Book of Books disclosed .reciously its intrinsic balm to the
ea.erness of this precocious youth, So powerful was indeed the flame of
this eerly ecstasy that it shed its light throughout a long and eventful
life. The prayers cried out by the aging man will resound his Juvenile
impetrations. Fifty years after his First Communion he will not have to
discover Christ any more: he will rediscover Him, By remembering his
own childhood he will remember the Lords

"Je reviens ﬁ vous, Selgneur Christ, comme & Dieu donf vous dtes

la forme vivante. Je mmime suis las de mentir & mon coeur, C'est vous

gue Je retrouve partout, alors gque je croyais de vous fuir, smi divin

de mon enfance,"
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This candid invocation appears in one of Glde's more recent works -

one of the finest testimonies of his mature thought and feith, Les

Nouvelles Nourritures (1935). In the seme volume, however, we find slso

it R g e [ s—
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s
e belief in Hellas andthe immortality of her gods. "Who dares sey that

the Great Pan i1s dead?" exclsims Gide, at the age of almost seventy.

"Through the haze of my own breath I have seen him. My lips are longing
TAVYEry

for his“yesmR,,,"

"The first condition to understand the freek myths 1s to belleve in
them," with these words opens a brilliant essey about Greek Mytholoyuy
Gide composed in the prime of his manhood,

He never betrayed the 0lympus which comforted and elated him when he
was hardly more than a child, Early versed in all kinds of darkness and
entan.lement, he responded ratefully to the serene persuasion of Hellenie
Beauty, han'go:ffggf and sufferings appesr less bitter, easier to bear,
when o he majestic smile of Apollo end Aphrodite. The lonesome,
sensitive child - André, cloistered with his mourning maman - recognized
in Ulysses the hero-wanderer he would have wished to be. Oh, to join
this illustrious brother in his wondrous adventures] To shure the hard=
ships of his pilgrimage would also meen to enjoy - bound with him at the
mest - the inconceivable sweetness of the siren sonys; it would mean to
perticipate in his wiles end pranks; would mean freedom and danger, pride
and happiness,

moas ey fanl
Or would it be even mn;e ; to be the companion

of Sindbad the Sailor orjthe disgulsed caliph when he loitered, incognito,
in the midst of his gaudy subjects?

The grsbien Nights were the first book, after the Bible, Gide read
and loved. Twenty yesrs afterwards he Seid that "the prodigious inven=

tions" of these tales hed never ceased to appeal to his curlosity; (the
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itelics are Gide's;) that he remained csptivated by the sensual flavour

the .
uriental world.

It is the rumpant avidity of both spirit and senses which enthralls

him in the Arsblan Nights. In comperison, all Occidental va.aries and

romances sppear csutlious and lustreless, "How fer are we from Greecel"
#xclaims Gide, and then quotes Ulysses, whose figure and destiny seems
relatively akin to the oriental pettern, But even Eg'ﬁ)the most daring,

moat i?nning one among the Hellenic heroes s ,cannvt cope with Sindbgdt‘

M. For Sindbad hes no Itfacka awaiting him, no wife, no
E +

v ooy
son, no dog. Nor are there any feelings to restrain his s NO belng
A Ay feanl
could be freer, more +, more detached, It even seems that Sinbad

moe  AnS
hasﬂface -j;Lir'now masquerades for every new adventure, iHis character

consists but of one sole impulse, which is preclisely the one impelling
him to ever new risks - that is, an insatisble and inordinate curiosity,

Curlosity - an unquenchable thirst for action and suspense - is the
one motive power behind ¥me all horrors and splendors of the Arablan
Nights, There are no divine restrictions = none of the threats or
promises so lavishly used by Jehovah., In the bedevilin: meze of oriental
cities instinct alone decides upon whet #1lah allows, what not,

Yet Glde pzoes as far as to compare the Arablan Ni hts to the pible,

Those who fell to understand end love either the one of the other, are
equally stranie to him, He might have added the Hellenis myth as the third

fomponent without which he could not have become what he is and we could

Mo
L':F?'ﬁnderatand him,

LR
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"yow I envied him his Protestant childhoodl" Jeen (Cocteau %,
referrin. to indré Gide. “I1 visuelized him skating with sin ulsr .race
on the waters of Russis, with a Bible in his hand. In be:zutiful English
style he wrote his neme on the ice..."

fle foryot to mention the yrend setting 1in the elessical grench style
in front of which the dering pirouettes were executed, end the thunde;bus
germen ochestre thet sccompanied the performance.

f#he seion of Puritsn pastors, peassnts, and lawyers - the heir of a
ripe bour eols civilization and of an a.reeable bank account, was keen
end resilient enough to sbsorb and integrate the most incongruous elements
of E?o vceidental genius, Diligent and methodic, for all his erratic

%&, he delved into the treasure-laden labyrinth of Europeen Thought -
explorin. the cosmic .randeur of Dante, Shakespesre, and Goethe; Raclne's
,;;;gi: perfection and Molieres revealing drollérian; the barcoque sacrata\
of Germen Romenticism; the bountiful wisdom and #smie wit of the English ,

ComlAAsionms
nerrators; the divinéﬁ*n:lr'sf'ﬁusainn mysticism, and the transparent
depth of E;t:::lmi. azii:::fﬁ%&ira WERT R 6!—44-1-

Glde's W!g‘ﬁ!‘ not limited by frontiers or prejudices. It comprises
Dickens ané Montalgne, Pushkin and Lefontaine, Rimbaud and Hlderlin,
Whitmen and Verlsine, Coethe meant elmost as much to him as Racine; Nietzsch
, more then Mp Pascal, The scquaintance with postojeveki wmam wes one of
the turning points in his development#. The frantic struggle of the
Russlsn visionsry seems more moving and significant to him than Balzac's
royel self-assur-nce and " .enerous imperfection.," Also, he plays Dosto=
jevaki off sgeinst Tolstol = the inspired agonles of the eplleptic ageinst
the Homeric equilibrium of the amezing squire who composed the saca of
War snd Peace.

For 0lde's enthusissm was at no point indiscriminate, kven in the

days of youthful receptivity, he felt it necessary to make his cholce




emong the manifold riches offered to him -~ to select whatever he deemed

most wholesome and adequate , fer=his—ssppoutivommensy, True, he wes

disposed to accepﬁ{oo meny influences, rz&hﬁr than ®® reject a single
w i Qi g
ew atimilus. In = g’é—ttnb address, De L'Influence

en litterature (1900), he ventured to defend all fluences as such =
ot sk [lexi ble
no matter if "good" or "evil," A nature = Gide holds

- may succeed in transforming pebbles into bread - dublous advices into

one that promisedA

real inspirastion, Did not Goethe pride himself on devouring everything
recommended to him by Herder?

But in this purticulsr case a selection wes made all the ssme - as
Gide must have rezlized but falled to mention - 3if not by Goethe him=
self, then by his trusted mentor, As for Gide, he had no experienced
friend ‘mhoaem;i could have followed without questioning. In fact,
he was not the men to follow blindly asny kind of advice, Notwithstending
his unconditional eulogy of all influences, he knew very well how to
pick out the right ‘;g% = that is to say, ;ﬁfshiagﬁthat could help him
to recognize and fulflll another potentiality of his own being,.

For this hes always been, and still is, the essential purpose of
his rovin, curiosity - to scrutinize and clarify himself by penetrating

the spiritusl substance and experience of others, Self-identification

is the ultimate ;0al of all his intellectuasl esdventures and trz.uuform
ations, Those who are afrsid to jeopardize their personality #evgh the
contact with others, are likely to be of rather tenuous substance them=
selves, How absurd and how undignified are their fears) They mean to
protect their "original character", while in reality preventing it
from deepening and growing,

2
(G1de belleves in, and reaffirms, the old saying, thet nobody can be
teught from without what he does not have within - 1f only latently and
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subconselously., The admiration one crestive individuel feels for another
will not chan.e his own intrinsic being: quite the contrary, it will
awaken and legitimate what might heve remained, otherwise, in a state of
unecertainty and repression.

Later, in the dsys of his maturityJaﬁm Glde was inclined
to modify even more drasticelly the asignificance of outslde influences,
"It mey be pretty hezardous to assert," he wrote in 1924, "that one would
heve had wdeaa, even without having read the suthors from whom
these ldeas seem to be derived, snd still I cannot help feeling that
my views would be about the same if I had known neither Dostojewski nor
Freud nor Nietzaéhe nor X or ¥, and that what 1 found in them was a

confirmation rather then an awakening cally (plu.tﬁt une autorisation

qu'un éveils). Above all, they taught me no longer to doubt myself,not
- Qret
to be afreid of my own thought but to its guighnce,

es it turned out to be their guidance too,"

The youns man, however, wwish with whom this chepter deals, had not yet
atteined such a high degree of spiritual independence, To him, influences
meant something more decisive than "encouragement,"” His impressionable
mind wes easlly touched and seized by any appeal that carried a congenial
tune, a welcome stimalus,

He who was destinad to revive and resffirm the clsssical French tra=
dition, first abandoned himself to the sweet narcotlic of extreme roman=
ticism, It wes not the romentic poets of France by whom he felt attracted

= not Chateaubrisnd or Musset. Reading the works of Brownling he thought,
with patriotic pride: "But we have Victor Hugol" But a new occupation with
Hugo's pompous oratory was rather emberrassing. "Nothing could be more
L Votansg weodér
magnificent, nothing more absurd," observed In his dlary., and when
he was asked, some time sfterwards, whom he deemed the most outstanding

French poet his succintt answer was:

"Victor Hugo, alas,"
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His heroes, at that point, were moatly British or Germun. He was all
taken with Keats and Hdlderlin, el and Novelis, Shelley and Heinrich
Helne, Byron cast his saturnine spell on him, as did grthur Schopenhauer -
in e different, more cerebral fashion. e reveled in Schumann's floating
melsncholy - so well in keeping with Manfred's bombastiec gloom, It was
his @mbition to translate the fragmentary novel of Novelis, Heinrich

von Ofterdingen, and Chemisso's lovely falry-tale, Peter Schlemihl,

But later, when he really adapted foreign masterworks, the originals he
chose were mostly written in English. He prafeéZd Shakespeare and Whitmen,
Conrad snd Tazore to the German romanticlsts, The two exceptions are
Goethe and Pushkin - two classics of highly cosmopolitan stamp,

This gradual shift from the Germanic sphere to the English is character=
i1stic und significant, In his later Yyears, Gide rather distrusted the
Teutonic attraction, to which he had hitherto been only too sensible,

True, he had no passion for Wagner to overcomes this typlcal disesse of

his epoch and generation was entirely spared to him, cide hsd always
been impervious to the massive seduction of the Sorcerer of Bayreuth:

he did not need "overcome" the sirens of Tristan and pParsifal,

.ﬁa xlgra.’u,- hacl Iongr 19:1; muf P
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This complete immunity to the Wagnerlan bacillus 1is indeed a striking
proof of Glde's exireme independence in all matters conecerning taste
end style. while "whole Paris" was smitten with the portly heroes and
heroines of the "musicel drama", he remsined yleacialy wunoved. His
lenguece 18 as blunt as could be when he answers sn inquiry of the

Berliner Tazeblatt concerning Richard Wegner's influence in France:

"I have a horror of Wagner's work snd personality; wny passionate
aversion h:s constently increased since my childhood. This prodigious
genius is crushing rather then exelting. He has encoura,ed scores of
snobs, scribblers, and half-wits to think that they ere fond of music,

and hes made some artists believe that genius 1s something that ecould

be learned. Germany h:s never produced, perhaps, anything equally .reat
end equally barbaric.”

Did Gide deem Wagner typlcally German? It may be, alas, that he
thought him more chsrscteristic than, for instance, Goethe, whom he
alweys admired and at times nearly worshipped. But while he never denied
his vast indebtment to the author of Faust and Tassoy he questioned
occasionally Goethe's indebtment to Germany. In s Gide's "Reflections
sbout Germeny" (1919) we find this eloquent passages

"¥#ho could be more Spanish than Cervantes? More English than Shake=
speare? lMore Italien than Dante? lore French than Voltalre or Kontaigne,
than Descartes or Pascal? Who could be more Russien than Dostojevsii,

and still more universally humen than all these meng But I hardly dare

ask: Who could be more German than Goethe? For, in Germany's case,
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Prussia 1s responsible for a terrible misconception., For Prussia has sub=

jugated Germany so completely that we are forced to thinks Goethe was the

most un-cerman one of all Germans,"

It may lﬁﬁrfin fect, 1t seems certain to me = that the German veln
in the compound of Gide's vislion has been greatly exeg_erated f:parbl:r
by his Germesn admirers who claimed him as & disciple of their natlve
masters; partly by the French nationslists who took him to tekN for his
sympathy with the Teutonic anti-Christ, But it is elso true that Gide
at times unduly belittled what he owes to the German genlus. It sounds
gomewhat surprising to hear from hin this reply to an 1nqu.1r?’ about the
influence of German culture:

"I can hardly formulate an opinion sabomt 'Cermen influence'; for
I do not have any opinion in this perticular metter, True, § in my youth
1 was considerebly impressed by Cermany; but, after all, the best thing
I learned from tGoethe, Heine, Schopenhasuer, Nletzsche is, perhaps, thelr
admiration for France."

This he wrote in 1903 - twelve years after the publication of his first
book, Les Cahiers d'André Walter., The anti-German resction wes meybe
inevitable, according to the dieslectic law seeesetme-ioomiskeivebandmtols
lesbeslehocimnbonsdunatifona,. innerent in his mental structure, He had
gone very far - as far as possible - into the direction of musical

pessimism, which is precisely the mood he confounded with the notion of

jerman, What he had most deeply loved in German romsnticism, and what he
e leon cloly €5twonas wt L
subsequently tried to eliminate, was the

reality - the Hamlet complex of the Cermen genius,

ai'..t(_.-\‘ f"l'f i '-'
Julien Creen reports lmmsinbwesidews on o mwost 1llunmineting converuation/\-

he once hed with Glde. Hamlet's question = "And what meke you from

Wittenberg, Horatio?" - sugpests, according to Green's interlocutor, that

the Prince of Denmark feels like in exile outside Germany. This nostalgia
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for wittenberg msy be understood as an additional hint at the essentially
Germen charscter of Hamlet's problem and tra.edy. To be or not to be -

A(h. COT A td
seys Gide - could have smxis, almost, by Arthur Schoperhauer, This con=

stant hesitatlion, this inubi].%ty to l?ot, this infirmity of purpose 1s
f|"tﬁ.
nelither British nor French buy:Germadi

The young André Gide, and his first herc, André Walter, indulge, indeed
revel in Hamlet-like dilemmas end inhibitions. Hyper-sensitive and hyper-

vulner bl&, they belon:# to those who have "thought themselves weary" =
orthed
to use A form le .cobmpe—pp-gosbiroy André - Gide or Walter - is paralyzed

by introspection, incapsable of copling with reality.

Thus consclence does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sickly'd o'er with the pale cast of thou.ht;
And enterprises of yreat pith and moment,

with this regard, their currents turn awry,
:nd lose the name of sctlon...*

Hemlet's wall might be set as a mottof at the be.inning of Les Cahilers

d'sndré walter,

The book is neilther a novel nor a treatise or a prose poamjbut a loose
compiletion of lyric g¢ philosophic mstms - the posthumous confesslon,
alle;edly, of a young man who was destroyed by an overdose of music,
madness, and meditatiop,

Ets o
He enjoy¢# 1ife in 4, way #iwhich 1s e highly morbid and complicated
way, to be sure, While mewisspt fighting his carnal Gbesbessmd oppe=
tites, he ralishjf the more delicete sensations (" Hemedwtewwewimebinim-
wamdyi - perfumes and sounds and tints; tears and smiles and .rand, wasted

gestures; white blooms, end music - music above all: "de la musique

avant toute chose... de la musique encore et touj‘[aux-s...“

He loveq also a uirl: the lmag Zary André Walter pay homege, ecstatl=
Sweetlea~t
cally, to the quausl-ima_.inary jewe, Bunenudle, of the real 4ndré Gide.

But his love is as airy, as floating and noncommittal as everything in




-mraut
this book. How could he 10“’F’ reaslly end completely, since he is 1in
love with his solitude, and wants to remain pure - to overcome the coarse

temptetions of the flesh. "Les corps me iénent," admits this eblessiie

bomepsewd ascetic flancé, Surely he desires the ultimate and perfect

comnunion with Em-mﬂu\ale; but it 1s only in another world that he hopes
tlow,
to attain it, Here he would have to sacrifice his chestity hassslaswsee

A
W - too high e price for a happiness that could not but be lmperfect
and 1llusionery. Leavin, poor Enmsnudle to her own silvery reverieafblm
spends the summer nizhts with Chopin and Baudelaire = intoxicated -n-tt;

b ¢ Aorbid
sterile subtelties and W&pride:w "Oh

Seigneur} je suls pur] je suis purl je suis purl"

fihet an odd, disguietiny prelude is this hallucinatory confesslonl
Gide himself wes pretty hard on it, in a prefece he added to a new

edition of Les Cahlers, in 1830 JJ almost forty yeers after the first

publieation, He sharply disapproved, from the point of view of nhls maturli=

-

Ma e M.gi:_f
ty, of both the style and the moral attitude w his juvenile

outburst, "What embarrasses me most in re-reading my Cahlers," he seys,
"is the self-indulgence with which every pa.e is talnted.,"
Yes, the young msn - hi h-minded but callow = who appear§yf in the
sentimentsl mesquerade of sn 4ndré Walter, certainly ind.uli;ec‘. in al
aldew shapel?ss
kinds of vagsrlies and eccentric poses, His rhapsodic Wﬂ
turgld, teemlng with stylistic mennerisms and incongrulties, But it 1s

also full of superb and erresting thin.s ;‘;insplrad lme.es and persussive

accents, Les Cahlers
P TRt T T £ irr-n‘-h?‘
‘Meey are, in their own 'wes, as jyewshéed and authentlic as anything Gide

has written, In fact, this opening song is indispensable to understand
mow

the symphony of Glde's work, which 1is MMW

on the point of unfolding.

X * +
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“In order to oppose myself I first had to scrutinize my own belng,"

Gide says in his retrospective remarks about Les Cshiers d!'gndré walter.

The first period of his crestive writing is completely devoted to this
painsteking effort of self-analysis, After having abandoned himself, in the
Cahiers, to his rampant emotions, he found a more restrained wme aspproach
to the mysteries of his ego. Fhe new pattern was a kind of poetic treatilse
or dialectic sermon in which he exposed certailn aspects of his lnner drams.

Le Treité cdu Nercisse (1892) - the first and most slgnificant achleve =

[ I,arqnc ¢
ment & that tame - present{the :rtist in the mythic disgulse of thed

antique youth who was too perfectly handsome to fell in love with anybody
but himself., Absorbed in the reflection of his own lmmsculate Mhe
despised the flattering propositions of the nymphs, who m rightly
shocked by such a grossness, Poor Nercissus! Envisble, deplorsble ladl
How eﬁﬂ he know that he hurt those ladies as he cf-[l.-adqnot even percs=ive
their existencet "The poet is the one who contemplates,” tells us the
Tractete of nercissus, “What does he contemplate? The Paradise,"

The Paradise is the perfection - the ori inal pattern of which all
thin,s are but inadequate coples. The Paradise is the archetype of em thils
imperfect creation, the idea inherent in all palpable and perishable

Aerang
-

gvery artiatj::fliankerin_, for the Paradise, His incureble nostelgle
for the Ides behind the thin,s 1s his innate curse, his permanent afflict=
ion, and also the source of his genius, the heart and life of his vision.

where can he hope to find it - his Paradise Lost, hls Ides, hils
perfection? Not in reslity, to be sure: reality is impure and distorted.
only the reflection of his own nostalgis - only the ilmages of hls drean
contein the memory of the "pure Eden", the "Garden of Ideas."

Reality is unreal, Only the symbol has reslity.
nide's juvenile treatise beasrs the subtitle, Théorie du Symbole,
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i1t is an cloquent and candld testimony of the Symbolist movement, to
which Clde edhered at the time.
The same goes for the other products typical of that phese =

La Tentstive pmoureuse (1893), Le Voyaue d'Urlen (1699,, ana Paludes

(1595.)
Az for the last, 1t s=lready msrks, or st least foresh-dows, a

turnin, point snd libersting crisis. For in Paludes the "Hsmlet

couplex” 1s subjected, for the first time, to a satiric btreatment.
nere Uide pokes fun at his own double - a pPerisian décasdent who hss
lost the abllity to do anytiln., to make any decision - all entangled
i1n the lebyrinth of his psychologlcsal complicetions. ile neurotic
acsthete, whose follies and tribulations are dramstized and mocked

in paludes, is indeed the same who formerly described hls obsessions,
vithout eny self=-lirony, in such st once brittle and ponderous esssys

as La Tent=tive amoureuse.

Thls Tractate of Idle Desires exhales the same pethos of renun-
clstion end solitude which resounds throu hout the desperate mono-
logues of the miserable, lovable André walter. ‘The hero of La Tenta=
tive = a pensive young gentlewan named Luc - is no less harassed and
disconnected, notwithstanding the philosophical serenety he dlsplays.
If André Welter clamored for purity and strugglea s, ainst temptetion,
Luc placldly recognizes the venity of desire. A scholarly ascet, he
quotes Calderon's word to the effect that "the desire is like a flame:
whatever it touches falls to ushes: nothing remains but a welghtless
dust wihich a breath cun dispersee. Let us think, then, of what is
pure and lsstingt"

"Things are not worthwhile to go out of one's wasy for their scke,"
With these words Luc be ins nis eredo. "ile mey embrace them as we

pass Dyj; but our ultimate goal is infinitely beyond sll thin.s =
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why should we delude ourselves? Things are fleet and evasive, vur goal
hes to be immoveble, and we will wander to reach it. Our sole goal is
Gody; we will not lose Him of sizht, as we percelve Him throuch all thin,s.™

Does one reco:nize the double impact of this philosophy? It echoes
the Platonic concept of the Idea which 1s more real than reslity, and,
st the same time the Christian doctrine which warns us not to overrate
the importance of mortal stuff: the ultimate Truth is transcendental;
everything here below, only 11lusion and symbol, Luc, an inspired pil=
irim - at once ascetlic and hedonistic - continues hls march towards God.
His path is lined by works of art to nis right, by beautiful landscapes
to his left: but in front of him is slways the open road.

We will wender to resch Himesss This leitmotif, intonated at first

in the trectate of Idle Desires, anticipates one of the leadin; thoughts
woven to and fro throughout the texture of Gide's entire work, With
this ennouncement = that he will have to wander -,5;‘rafutea and overs=
comes, at least in prineiple, his Nercissic isolation, André Walter wes
ecstatic but motionless - all ebsorbed in his own image, like Nercissus.
Both André and Nercissus édsésinecd—ancs avolded reality. Luc, however

- one degree more mature and more virlile - alranay attempts to perceive
sod without o~ noj emedmsld longer excluaival's' wit.him At this
point his quest beglns.

It begins timldly and reluctantly, to be sures Le Voya.e d'Urlen

shows us how difficult SEe@EEEeR. 1t must be to break througch an IVory
Tower, The will to escape, to rove, to take chances, may precede the
getusl sbility to do so. Gide made up his adventures before he dasred to
fece them in reelity. How blurred and pellid are the baroque uuapgéyn'ou
of his invented travelers) How pleyful and precious - compared with

the striking simplicity of his later accountsl The skles that witness

the fights and romsnces of these errent kni hts seem illumlnated Dy

P8 Bibliothek
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heetie suns and artificial stars. the fruits they eat are dream frults;
the oceans they cross do not exlst in reelity., In the end the author
has to sdmit, to the lady to whom his fantasy 1s dedicateds "I have fooled
you, Madame, %e hsve never made this journey. 1 beg your pardon for
having lied to you. All these sdventures took place in my imagination,
i did not leave the cave of my reveries, I passed throuch life without
geeing it., I spent my life reeding books,"

He might ss well heve said that he remained cloistered in the soli=
tude of his dreams - even when traveling, For at that time f}about 1390J
w dide began to travel, or rather, he began to move from one place to
another: not so much because he was avid for new impressions but impelled
by disgust with the thinus and faces surrounding him. The occasional

7—
notes he took during these eerly trips sound indeed rather dreagdy. In

e ——

Mﬂel;lm/ our weary tourlist confildes

to his dliary:

"Seen Brucge and Ostende, yesterday. Such a boredom, such a Lu,ubr éovg
lenguidness overwhelms me as soon a8 I am 1n a new city, that my sole
desire is to leave immediately. I have been strolling slong the avenues
in a state of veritsble distress, Kven if these thinis are admirsble -
the mere idea that I should look at them asppals me,"

And, apgein, on the last day of the same journey:

i grottes de Hen. August 7, 1891:

Just finished War and Peace.

Began to read it the first day of this trip; ended, the last day. Never
before, I believe, I have lived 80 completely in end with e book. Really,

I did not travel. The other day, in the famous . rottos, I could hardly

Tomeea-tralt

Tooie—st—them, I kept thinking of Schopenhsuer who awaited me 1n the cer,
irked *

and it $t=rtbeted me thit I had had to stop reading. Se—ieeiad—e-

P S
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The only reality he recognized as such - the only sphere where he
felt at eese and nmot in exile; the only dimension elmilse ho actually
knew and loved, 1is Art - art as en alm in itself, for its own sake,

l'art pour 1l'art #:at once the essence of 1life and the balm that mekes

its bitterness endurable, "The work of art," cide sald iﬁin one of his

early esseys, Littérature et Morale, # "has en equllibrium beyond time,

an artificlel soundness.,"™ and he ¥ loved Delacroix for seyings

"There is a sort of validity in art which ia lecking in men,"

It was not an artist's fame that attracted the shy and hau hty youn,
men - quite the contrary., Acain and agein he insisted on his indifference
to, even his contempt of, quick and noisy success. The author of Les

Cehiers d'.ndré Walter met did not only not run asfter popularity but

actually avoided and spurned 1t. He tried to hide behind the charascter
he created: his first book was published anonymously, as though it were
really the legacy of a defunct va.ebond, The volume was brought out at
Gide's own expenses and read (not always boughtl) by a few hundred people.

Decades afterwards, at the peak of his fame, Gide remembered, with
sincere nostalzia, the peaceful days of darknesss "Ohl happy time when
I was not yet heardl .nd how well one speaks as long as one speaks in
the deserti"

4@ "Of course, I spoke in order to be heard," he added, "but by no
means in order to be heard at once.“

e
He spoke, he wrote, he sang, and he lemented in order to be heard

by ¥e other artists - by his peers, his colleasues, his friends, For
there 1s no such thing as art for its own sake, But there is such a thing
as art for artists., And that is precisely what flourished in the paris
of 1890 - the intellectual center of the fin de aiécle, the artistic

cepital of the world.
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Life was ,regarious, in the ILvory Tower. The eremites stuck together,
# sneering collectively at the Philistines and at those fellow~artists
who fawnes upon the Philistines - namely, the outdated, tiresome, cluusy,
plebeisan y~enppememmbapde Naturalists,

The embittered reaction agesinst Zola and Taine, Renen and the Gonecourts,
was the motive power behind all Parnmssisn and Symbolist devices, The
naturalistic school had desraded art to a parrot or propa.andist of
scientific theories or political programs, ‘fhe Symbolists = clustering
around their poet, Stéphane Mallarmé - despised as trivial and journa=
listic the faintest trace of soclal eriticlam, the most cssuel allusion
tof;:rtOpical issues that crept to the werk ¢f art. Only "the Absolute*
counted, only the form, the disinterested pley of rhythms, colours, and

sounds. eymics o Sybaw:les y

They were not M, those intense young men of Montmartre and

the Latin gQuarter. rthey took their métler end mission es serilously

a8 seints or strateglsts take theirs, At once blasé and exacting, they
eriticized gnd analyzed each other - exclusively concerned with their
own problems, their own eveluations, their own hiersrchy. The heirs of
# mellow snd secure civilization, they, commended

Lman tial
in most cascs, jemimewenmssmo sufficlent,funds to indulge in their

plenty of lelsure and,

ceprices and iptultions fJ resaerdless of the tastes and the reguirements
A 4 :

of the meadde-sswisd. The painters portrayed the poets, the poets wrote

lyrics for the musiciens, the writers dedicated their books to each

other, Glde dedicsted every new tractate to another friend: La Tentative

Ameureuse to Prancis Jammes; Le Trelté du Narcisse to Paul veléry, ¢

and so forth.

The time when terms like "solitude", "estrangement", “iaolationﬂ
occured most frequently 1in Glde's writinha’ was, parauoxlcal;y, the
most scoclal time in his life. He was one of the Symbolist cllique. He

belonged to a cotery.




On Tuesday aflernoons
Mellarmé received his disciples - including the young André Gide - in
his modest spertmant. While the men discussed the highest &nd finest
thincs, Madsme Mellermé concentrated on her embroldery, and Mademolselle
:eneviéve, her daughter, prepared a grog for the poets. Sometimes a

peinter would join the literary gathering - Gauguln, for linstance, or

#histler., Or one of the high priests of the slightly outdated Parnassus
would drop in asnd displey the most affable susvity towards the young
colleagues. The celebrated Parnassians, Viconte de Lisle and Herédia,
were frequently seen emong Hallermé's Tuesday puests, while many of
the Symbolist crowd showed up et Herédila's Saturdey receptions.
Herédia's home, in the rue Balzac, wes more worldly and sumptuous

then Mallarmé's austere dwelling in the rue de Rome. Not only the poets

flocked to his "Ssturdays", but also diplomates, journalists, and

society women. 4s for andré Gide, he felt swkward end inhiblted in the
LSS @van bliey

midst of th&aiprilliant ewewd, "I would have dled with ewmbarrassment,"

he confesses in S1i le Grain ne meurt, "if it had not been for Plerre

Louys."

His disries of that time are full of references to this raklsh,
emiable pel - Plerre louys (or Louls), who played the role of a mundane
mentor in his relastion to the grave and bashful young Gide. They had

[
met et the Ecole #8 Alsacienne, where they were classmates and rivals.

_ _.;.-«+--q.-'-u-""‘""""“"‘ - ™ L
- were the two brightest boys of the 1“?) | André and Plerre y¢ , and

as - - Ctde
both wrote poetry/i)l*_ Louys found out when he surprised\}ndhb“
absorbed in a volume of Heinrich Helne, "You're fond of that kind of
stuff?" Louys crinned. "I bet you try to write verse yourself."
> bater,
The two hed the time of their liveakwﬁﬂn they sauntered together
through the narrow streets of the Latin Quarter - provoking the

bour;eols and evaluating the cosmos, Plerre read poetry to .ndré,

André plsyed Schumann and Chopin to Plerre. They needed no other
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audience. To woo popularity, to become professional, would have meant
to betray the intrinsic rules of this friendship.

Louys made himself guilty of this unpardonsble trespess when he
condescenced to the cheap taste of the messes and produced a novel,
sphrodite, that appealed to the "Boulevard.," It waéz;uccana, and success
was tantemount to betrayal.

Others remained failthful to the romantic innocence of the Vangusrd)
f the exclusiveness of a high-minded dilettantism. Paul valéry, for

one, never acgulesced 1n the requirements of vuluarity. iils affeesienate
Jitahshie adill A

£ ta

s Bl 8 L
ilde wes destined toc survive all other comradeships of that

period, Long before Valéry had written any of the things to which his

glory 1s due, (lde sensed the awra of his coumlng . reatness, Bothh were
effusively young, and both fescinsted by the promise emenstin, from the
otherts yet unproved genius, Forty years afterwards Gide could assert =
in gn article appraising the work of e third writer - that, in his
opinion, the art of that novelist is "“one of the most admireble
accomplishments in our time: I would indeed say, the most admirable
one, if Paul Veléry did not exist,"”

The novellst in question wes Marcel Proust, who, ln the early

nineties, mede his timid entrance in the literary sclons, under the

auspioes of fnatole PFrance. But Glide, whose attitude towards the grand
0ld man of French letters was aslways rather chilly, was scarcely in=
terested in France's protezé = a coy and sickly young snob. The story

hes often been told - also by (Glde himself - how the Nouvelle Revue

Francalse turned down tne opening volume of Proust's A la Recherche du
_-_...-._.r__.._

Temps Perdud), thanks to, or rather, by the fault of, 1ts reader of

that time # nemely indré Gide,

In 1890 and 1895, however, there was no Nouvelle Revue Francaise

as yet, and Gide wss by no means in a position to declide upon the

policy of any msjor publishing house. There were only little ms.azines
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springing up like mushrooms esnd wostly disappearlng with equal swiftness.
;ide was involved in many of these ventures. First he founded the

little Potache Revue ("Schoolboy's Masazine"), together with Louys and

g number of other psls. Then 1t was La Congue ("The 3hell"} - about
|ﬁ4haf‘14J3£

as shortlived and as wmesefessiens® ns its predecessor. As for 1e

Centaure - following Le Conque - 1t could pride itself on orizinal

11lustrations by vudilon Redon and Puvis de Chavannes, AL the Revue

Blenche Gide suceceed-d Léon Blum as literary critic. At L'srmitage,

he wes a fellow-contributor of Rémy de Gourmont, whose cultural chauvi=

nisw he was to oppose so violently in lster times. i1t was from L'Ermi=

tege that the wouvelle Revue Frengasise emer.ed, in 1908 f;afuer a

_ G (R GoY- -V L éj.
pood deal of inside lntrigues,rfruE9@uﬁtvn-nﬁ-n-piiuubiuﬂur

But we are not yet as far, at this point of our report. Frankly,
Dernag

we enjoy lingering, for a little while, on those wemdsews years of
expectation and obscurity. How curious! how stimmlating, to imagine
the savaze pranks Gide performed together with Henrl yhéon - a young
writer of oferflowing vitality, and André's most iIntimste friend when
the relation to Pierre Louys cooled off., How amusingl to visualize
Gide chatting with Henrl de Régnier - one of the most colourful Par=

nassisns and & brillisnt man of the world.Wbels iide was heertlly

devoted to hime. "Je l'aime énormément,” he exclalms in his journal.

one evening Glde found de Régnier sll downhearted asnd despondent.

"uhat's the matter?" asked Gide.

"ahl mon amil"™ sighed the poet f)shruULina his shoulders and dropping

his monoelef,"I'm retting old - that's all., Almost thirty alreadye.s"
"How long all this seems azol" the aging Gide muses in his memolrs,
it AP @Rl LA RS Gtmietie
Long 8gOs«e It was the time when Gide, after the publication of

Les Cehiers d'sndré Walter, received an enthusiastic note from

Miinchner StadTSTSTOATTY
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Yaeterlinck and a scathing jud.ement from Huysmans, who described (Glde's
Amw a8 a "produet of hideous vulgerities." The time
it was when the eacer beginner could jot down in his dlary these three

laconic, suggestive words:

~
"yisite a Verlsine,"

or, in Bruxelles - under the dste of July 23rd, 1891:
"sade ferewell to Maeterlinck" (who hed read te him, the preceding

day, The Seven Princesses.) "We just began to chet. I recret all the

things we might have told each other, I would like to write to him.
tYhe desire to work in solitude possesses me agaln,

¥aeterlinck is of admirsble ener:y."

There m&con.._enlal minds scattered all over Burope. The erestive
61ite, entirely cosmopolitan, formed something like a masonic order}f-
whose members recognized each other, everywhere, by certain rites
end pestures, From St, Petersburg to Lisbon a ewseshn set of people

‘:::'occupied with the same issues: the antagonism between Nletzsche
and #agner, Ruskin's style, the Pre-Raphaelites the Lake poets, the

\é'l".-.-’_..f__' Bl [ A pALff Oan T Sha )
8] n mots of

chances of the poetic drema, Debusay'

A
Oscer wilde, the revolutionary impact in the works of Ibsen, Heuptmenn,

Sh
/ jinction fiamiod ovmit
iide - t‘neﬁ touechy Gide of 1890 - meintalned personal con=

\
tacts with the whole Pantheon of the fin de slecle. He knew verheersn

and Rodin, D'annunzio end Hofmannsthal. to A<t
A8 for the last, he might haveéﬁ'g‘n-ﬂo more] than =

to sccept, at the time. No doubt, there are signal affinities between

was willing

Hofmannsthal's early style end André Gide's be.lnnings: the same blend
of fastidious sensitivity and melsncholy reserve in their approach to
life; the same jJuvenlle grace, the same solemn elegance of expression,
Yot 1t seems that Gide wes unaware of this similerity, or that this

rapport hed elresdy ceased to exist when the two writers met, in 1900.
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At any rate, Glde's remarks about the Viennese poet convey only g some=
whet desultory interest on his part. "It is rather strange," he says, @{
"that I find nothing worthwhile to repeast, after aiﬁﬁo houra!cOnversatioﬁh
with him, and still I 1like him a lot. But there seems not quite enough
darimess in his character, nor does he have great mysteries to conceal.
1 enjoy chatting with him ell the more as it is needdy he who does wmost
of the talking, It would be very pleasant to see more of him,"

They did not see a . reat deal of each other, though, during the years
to come,

Yet it was in partd thanks to Hofmannsthal thet Glde came to know

quite a few of the Austrisn and German sesthetes who, in their turn,
were instrumentel in iIntrodueing Gide's early books to the esoteriec

avantgcarde of the Germsnie countries., Franz Blei and Hermenn Bahr - two

leeders of the sesthetical rensissance in Vienna = spread Gide's reputatio
through the many little maegazines they controlled. In Wunich he made the
acqualntance of Rudolf Kessner - one of the most saracious Germen critics
and connolisseurs - , who was the first to spesk to him of Klerkegaserd,

the religzious thinker of Denmark, This waes indeed a valusble tip. Gide
used it presently, in a speech he delivered on the occasion of a French
ert exhibition which just opened in Welmer, under the ausplces of the
Grand=-Ducal court. (1de's host in the Goethe-town was Count Harry Kesalerf
ﬁ e cosmopolitan man of letters and of the world; one of Hofmannsthal’s
life-lon; intimates,

The finest translation, probably, ever mede of any of sndré Glde's

works into any foreign languagze, is the Germsn version of ILe Retour de

1'Enfant Prodigue, by Rainer Maris Rilke.

The contact with Rilke wss more lively and, sbove all, more lasting
thin the transient repports with his two peers in the domaln of German

poetry - Hofmannsthal and Stefan Geori.e. The latter crossed ;ide's path but
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once, in 1904 - at a time, that 1is, when ceor.e was already the 1dolized
center of e mystic cult, 1de, sccording to his own account, was lookin
forwaerd to;shaking ds with the msn whose work he _reatly édmired =
"thet 1= to say, whatever I am able to understand of 1t," &8 edds with

a queer mixture of wmodesty and malice. For Gilde realized of course that

eor.e's ornate sugurles were considered utterly obscure, even Dy Cerman
readers,
ot Glde and deorge have in common, amon, other thin.s, is their
enthualisam for Eellarmé, There wasg e period in Geor_ _ete life¢ when he was
cleser to the pParisisn Symbolists than to the Teutonie professors, who
leter usurped his le.end and tried to corrupt his style. When he met
André Glde he wes just at the juncture between the amestheticist phase of

hls development &nd his subsequent role of a hero snd herald of sublime

Netionsllam,

The conversstion at the luncheon teble may have been interesting
enouch, lowever, Clde contents nlmself, in his journal, with registering
ell detells of 'ecrbéﬁ appesrance = includin. the shape of als hends,
the colour of hils complexion, snd the meterial of which his clothes were
made, The resau ) 18 elfort is a nervy sketeh showii. en iupressive

sacerdotal beauly and dignity. But, ales, the au.ust spparition

ls mate.

lde's D'innunzio is wore eloquent. He talks not only literture but
slso hyclenies; in fect, we hear him outline a couplete stratery of
wholescme life, with plenty of horsebsck riding, extensive walks, and
ell kinds of tonic exercises. as for literture, the Itelisn genius
ennounced his dislike of aaﬁierlinck, whose style he deemed 'toco simple,”
end elso of Hemrlk Ibsen, in whose works he missed beautly. fils inquiries
ebout French writers indicete knowledge rather than curiosity. 5o stupen =

dous is the .reat men's femllisrity with litersry soln.s~on in peris
~ thet glde execlaimed >




claimed et last: "But you've read everything1"

¥¢p,¢-A-¢”-

"EverythingL"ﬁé confirmed i ravely. “I believe in reading everything,"

After a while he added: "We read everything as we don't cease to hope
thet we may find, eventually, the true masterwork awalted by all of us,"
R %
The true musterwork...: One mi:zht find it by reading everything, but
one is not likely to create it.ai long ss one reeds too much.

The young writer whoaegﬁﬂ;aéiiégutnth we accompeny became fri htened
by the perfumed narrowness surrounding him . The atmosphere in all
these drawing rooms wss at once stale and hectlc - unwholesome Lo
breethe. Was 1t a bedlam's climate? Or the sultry mist of a hothouse?
Or was it simply the stifling air of jell?

No matter what kind of air - this young man was sick and tired with
it, At one point he had already thought of suiclide - dis: raceful,

[C o alt ﬁ\,.',.,,,,.;,{’_,;-' Gron p

craven ideal He “111; (the tuberculosis that had killed

his fether}) He feared also that he might lose his mind.

He had to overcome his sscetic ideals and fastidious ve.aries, hls
depressions and inhibitions. ne had to forget all about his Puritan
past and his Symbolist presence, or else he would go to pleces.

He was doomed, mercilessly, if he could noF forzet about his belng
an heir = the heir of Protestant Ministers and;%téphane Mallarmé, of

wealthy industrislists end of the Parnasslans, of Mademolselle Shackle=

0 /
ton and Uncle Cnarles Gide and}the Ecole flseclenne.

To forget Chopin) and Baudelsire and Pushkin and even the Holy

Biblel To ebendon the heritegel

To forget what other men have ever written, and what they have
loved and thoughtl To forget what eme you have thought and loved
yourselfl

To be born anoVeesese

R
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The exemplary sinner - according to plous legends - inevitebly resaches
the point where he feels fed up with sin: whereupon he withdraws presently
to the desert to atone for the fun he had., There - surrounded by sand -
the penitent lives on ;rasshoppers and keeps striving for sanctity.

Our story, then, is a reversed legend - namely, the truthful account
on a man who went to the desert, not to sain sanctity, but to get rid
of it, Besides this tale contains the uninistakable ingredients of un
edifying parable - including a wicked tempter who is punished eventually,
As for the Devil's victim, we are sorry to say that he does not feel
remorseful et all but ragther re rets the irretrieveble years wasted with
senctity. A typical convert, he overdoes his new sdnfwl creed and makes
a8 little too much fuss about the vices he Just meqguired.,

The tempter has neither horns nor a club-foot but looks quite alert
and jolly - a enterprisingz colossus with wide, lustrous eyes and a proud,
sensual mouth in a pale, rather flabby face, His pure, beautiful forehead
is framed by rich, perfurmed halr, His cait has a voluptuous, heaving
quality, He wears too much Jewelry and smokes too meny cl.erettes (with
Zold tip).

ks for the victim, he is young and shy - slmost priest-like in his
dprk,ﬁﬁgiizit. The pallor of his fagece is =211 the more consplcuous as it
contrasts with s black beard and moustache = a peradoxicel asdornment of
this delicate paysio:nomy,.

Un a .loomy day in Januury, I8 1894, our traveler arrived in Algeria,
where he hoped to find sunshine and laughters and the perfumed breath of
Springe But Algeria looked as bleask esnd murky as could be - utterly devoid
of eny excotic charm. So the traveler, dlsappointed, packed up his affairs

mostly consisting of books - a heavy, cumbersome burden. The works of
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gnglish novelists end German thinkers had accompanied him from France to
switzerland, and scross the Hediterranean. He carried Dickens and Filchte
along as he now made for the desert,

He stopped at a plece named Blideh - nearer his goal, the Saharah; but
not yet gulte near enoug h.

He was diailii@sionec g;ain. where were the cloudless horlzons, the
glowing colours and sweet fra.rences he had hankered for - back there
in Paris snd the dreary mountain resorts of Switzerland? In Blideh, a

g and de=

=]

low, reiny sky hung over freezing palm trees. For three lon
pressing days the young man kept roving through squalid streets -~ almless,
joyless, and lonesomee

it the end of the third day he decided to leave.

Walting for his hotel bill, he loitered in the lobby, while his
book~char;ed lugga.e was already pilled up in the omnibus. Automaticelly
- put of boredom, rether than induced by curiosity - he studled the
bluck board, on which the hotel displeyed the names of its current
guests. The two last nemes of the list startled him - Oscar Wllde and
Lord ¢1fred Douglas, from London.

Glde's first resction wss to wipe out his own neme, inscribed on the

board not fer from the names of the English visitors.

yhat prompted him to make such a futlile and impolite geature?

He did not feel like seeing anybody, in the first place. sesldes the
ides of seeing Oscar Wilde emberrassed hiu particulsrlys. Forjeasbmbivel
our somber young wenderer was not yet quite free, at that point, of
conventional inhibitions, end people began to say funny things about
#wilde., While London soclety grew indignant at his provocative conduct,
the literary world of Paris wus rather inclined to ridicule his forced

and fetuous eccentricities. "On se scandalisait un peu," according to

Gide's report: "mais surtout on le prenait‘h la blagues"”
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Gide erased his neme as he feared Wilde mi ht discover it, =t the
last moment, and follow him to the station. A meeting with him seemed
undesirsble - first, because Glide wanted to be alone; secondly, on account
of Wilde's sceondelous reputation; thirdly... But the third point 1is
vague - a matter of conjecture, rather than of Xmowledge. In our opinion,
the priest-like tourist was simply scared in face of the unexpected
proximity of the tempter, He sensed danger, He wsnted to escape. He ran
eway, or rather, he tried to do so,

uf course, he did not succeed. Too chivalrous to dodge risks and insult
old acquaintances, he cheanged his mind as soon as he reached the railway
statlon, Before it mgartoo late he recognized, blushingly, the foolishness
of what he ;:é:%ugiiéﬁd;. How s1lly and ungratefull = he thought - to
cut a man to whom he owed so much delight and instruction. aAfter all, he
used to see a good deal of Wilde, three years ago, in Paris - and how

intensely he enjoyed sweing him, et the timel Then the enfant terrible

of English literature wms at the peak of his dszzling career: he possessed
and emanated what Thackeray calls "“the principal pift of .reat men'L
BUCCes e

"His .estures and looks were trliuuphant:"™ thus Gide described sub=
sequently the effulgent Wilde of 18t0. "Hls books startled and charmed,
His pleys drew jemmed houses in London, He wes rich; he wes grand; he
wes handsome, pempered, celebrated., Some of his admirers compsred him
with an #slatic Bacchus; others, with a Roman emperor; others a.sin,
with Apollo himself. And, in fact, he radiated,"”

This is the kind of thing Glde remembered, lingering in the dresary
walting room. What would Oscar think of him when he noticed that he had
effaced his neme from the black board? He could not but feel bitterly

hurt - betrayed by snother friend. "I heve alweys been looking for friendqr
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he had said to Plerre Louja; a few months ago: "And all I found were
lovers,*

Half becsuse the danger tempted him, half out of pity with the en=
dangered tempter, Glde walked back to the hotel and shook hends with
the Devil.

He found Wilde considerably chansed - not so much his appesrsasnce as
his spirit and attitude. Hls bon mots and motlons, his msnnerlisme snd
puns - his whole behaviou¥ had assumed a desperate violence, something
savege, almost frightening. Hls lsughter sounded forced when he told
André Glde:

"T am in #lierlia 8 I am fed up with art. From now on I refuse to
adore anything but the sun, Haven't you noticed that the sun ebominetes
and puralyzes thought?"

And, a.ain: "Do you know my real tragedy? I heve put my genius in my
life: in my work, just my talent.,"

What ominous undertones in his mirth es he ranted:

"¥y cardinal duty 1s to have a tremendous lot of fun. Fun = not
heppiness} Happiness doesn't count: I don't want 1t, we must always
aspire to the more tragic solutione.."

Haunted by his lust for fun and tra.edy, he paraded his vlices in the
streets of Blideh and Algeria - prodded and provoked by Lord #1lfred,
who relished scandal as a child relishs ecsndy. Surrounded by the scum
of the srabien underworld, Oscer, the "King of Life," strutted in front
of the shocked tourists from london, Rew York, and Perls. Indliscriminately
he distributed money eamong the attractive rascals te ging to hlm where=
aver he went. "I hope to demora:lize the whole place," he would boast,
cheerfully.

It may be doubtful whether there was much to dsmoralizé, in the case

of the nstive prostitutes end procurers, At any rate, the tempter did
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a remerkable job in demoralizing one young Puritan, sdesbagdees,. tj"*"\ff-"-"fr
al;

W6 -0 - CHE WO T T taefront-of-ne DaTHE
ek viotdiee His bDalt ves seediwbat-drgpeiebdbldess The svelle, derk-skinned

body of an irsbian youth,

The great pleesure of the debauchee is to debauch otheras. Wilde had
the time of his life when he revealed to his timid friend certain penchants
inherent in his na?yrerbut represzed hitherto, end also the appropriate
metnods to satlafwfgz;ﬁﬁesirea. Pickled "like a child and a devil," the
seducer watched the struggle taking place in his victim's soul and reflec=
ted in his twilsted face.

#he setting of aAndré's fall was a sordid joint in plgeria. The instru=
ment of corruption was & hendsome flutist nemed Nohammed - sweet and
slender, only fourteen of aje. Gide gazed at him -~ spellbound, bewlteched.
Suddenly he felt on his shoulder the blandishing touch of Wilde's soft

and enormous hands

whispered the tempter: "Dear, vous wvoulez le petit musicleng"

And the vietim - in a strengled voice, almost soundless -~ produced
his pivotal:

"Yes."

Setan burst out laughing, He shrieked, bellowed, almost suffocated -
overwhelmed by a veritable tempest of hilarity. "I beg your psrdon," he
panted. "But you're too funny for words.e.."

The Devil hed plenty of fun; and so had, indeed, the victlm.

Ty

The significance of the £lgerian eplisod in Glde's blography can be
gauged only when we fully consider the inordinate gualms and scruples
accompanying and preceding it. There is nothing reckless or cynlcal about
this ultimate complisnce to long-oppressed appetltes. The new experience

did not seem an aberrstion to him -~ rather a lileration., He rejolced at




INSERTION, PAGE 68:

fpirst line of the pate: to cut out " andréd Glde"; full stop alter "young
puritsan"; then to insert the following sentencess

] A fow yeers before, in Perias, #ilde hed seid, when he first met
I like the

i

s —

B e

1

3
&

The first sentence of the next par

André Gide: "I don't like your lips, They ere streight

1ips of those who have never lieds, I will tesch you Lle art of ing
! &

to the end thet your lips become besutiful end voluptuous like the

1ips of en antique mesk," Evidently, the teumpter did not follow =

sudden whim when he corrupted his inexperienced comprnions it wes
an old fevourite plen thet he could now cerry out et last.

a,raph to be cut out - iroca Not thatsee"

to “vietim.," To contipghe with: "His balteses’
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havin, found hils predestined form of eros, or what he ealled his own
inborn normalcye.

"aAhl de quel enfer je sortaisl" he exleimed - Dy no means In refer:

ence to his present deprsvity but alludin, to his past ombasdeone prive
tions. What he had passed tirou:h wes hell; what he now experlenced was
heaven.

"0 happy earthl reallty of Heavenl" Glde's hesrt echoed chelley's
jubilsation ss he wendered and ran through the desert - alone but no
lon;er lonesome; elsted, intoxicated, in reptures, nis heart lmwee win ed
and welghtless like & bird rising to the azure.

Where to, flying heart? To whet dizzlln, hei hts do you soar, dsrin,
bird? Be carefull Those who zo up too high are llkely to fall the
deepest. Look at your mester-f{ller, your arch-hedonist, your glamorous
prince of sin. Look how he provokes end precipltates his undolingt

pld Wilde not reslize what he risked when he returned to London to
challenge Lord f1fred's father, the gquarrelsome liarquis de Jueensberry?
It was his fate he challen;ed, and he knew what he dld.

ide remained in touch with him throughout the trasedy, 1f only with
intervels. lie sew Oscar, the King of Life, transformed into & ex=-con=
viet called Sebastian Melmoth, hiding in s humble villaze, Berneval nesr
Dieppe. lihat saddening contrast between that dresry hole end the
colourful settin s of Wilde's former adventuresi wWhat entl-climsctic
epllozue to & fine and hezardous dramal He who had once sparkled with
wit, now just lied and lsmented like eny broken-down adventurer, sny
stranded impostor. |

"pon't be hard on mel" Sebustisn Melmoth whimpered. "Don't be hard

on &8 man who hess been beatenl®

4a8 this the ineviteble result of "living dangerously"? Humiliation
and wretchedness - was thet the end of the flight? The intrigues and

treacheries of "Bosie", the once beloved friend; the herassing woint of
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money; the inability to work; the loneliness of sn outcast; finelly the

collepse, the squalid and triviel end - wes sll this the price that

had to be pald, inexorably, for defyin. soclety? jsut no warning example
o Wiwdled i Glote's Lloalod

could mar or moderate M= new Ecatasgg'! If there were risks involved

nebibe=sffenbPeuipites - he had to accept them, there was no cholce.

Besides he lmew at bottom that the dencers confronting him were not tae

same by which Oscer Wilde was crushed. For Wilde was a genius of life :

which means that his inward drams had to become menifest entirely in his

sctuel blo,rephy. ide, however, is e genius of thought. Hlis cruclal

sdventures teke place within himself - occasloned or illustrated by

the vieissitudes of his emplriesl 1life. The polsrities and tensions of

his cerebresl quest do not need to be punctusted or verified by any

extraneous triumphs or tribulations.

When pndré Gide read in the pspers = in December, 1800 = the news
of Wilde's pitiful end in Psris, he must have been moved snd  rieved.
For the 1life just extinguished hsd crossed and influenced hls own at
a juncture of extreme si;niflcance, Oscar ¥Wllde };purifled et last of
all distortions and manneriamn)had fulfilled his fate eccordin:. to the

lew inherent in hls being. André cide, deprived of a friend, continued

hie pilgrima;es
There 1s no resson to guestion the sincerety of the cha-rin with which

he stated « in hls pemphlet, In Memorlam Oscar ¥llde (19lo) = that

technical eircumstances prevented him from jolning the mea.re cortege

behind Oscer Wllde's coffin.
tndré Gilde, et the time,iggi?urnad in Biskra agaln.

tl.eris, Tunisis, and Morocco meant to him what Italy meent to
'oethe = a vital turning point and joyful revelation. lde was wont to

quote an enthusiastic word he attributed to Goethe = erroenously, a«s he
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he was to find out. In Gide's version, Joethe expressed his gratitude to

Rome end the Southern skies by excleiming: "Endlich bin ich  eboreni”

(Finally I em bornl): while his actual worling - more moderate snd less

beautiful - was, "Endlich bin ich useborgeni" (Flnally lem secure.) Glde's

misquotation - discovered and rectified by himself - rather lmproves the
orizinsl; or at least renders the citetion more appliceble to hls own
frame of mind,

For it wes indeed a psychological rebirth he experlenced in the
oeses of Biskre snd Touggourt, in Blidsh end Kelrousn. Suddenly, a8 by
mazic, he saw, felt, understood Life. The pallid cult of Wee Pure Ideas
faded swsy - superseded by this ssw ramp:nt sensation., Nothlng seemed
velid end relevant but the palpsble, perisheble, sdoreble stuff of which
earthly thin;s sre made.

of course, this ecstesy infinitely transcended the e sexusl lmpulse
from which it ori.inated. Nor can thls erotic-pantheistic credo De
reduced to theigxzz;;zf hedonism ms preached end demonstrated by Willde.
¢ide's emotion no lon,er 1s fastidious but has become cosmlc, ccmprehen=
sive, billow-1llke: its sweepin. cmbrace includes flowers end clouds,
fruits and rivers, statues end stars snd streams. All thin.s ever created
wxan bbvot

- thisAﬂ-ue eredo proclaims = all fleet formations and mortal
phenomena inhere end indicate God, but none of them cen reveal Him.
Therefore, who contents himself with one love inevitably misses dlvinity
in m?llious of other forms, The most vagrent tenderness = the most unfixed
de'h 5 ig the nesreat to the Supreme Belng.

I call 0OD everything I love, end I love everythin,: This 1s the

sisssspoade 1diom of the indiscriminate, universal lover = the rhapsodic,

bolsterocus style of Les Nourrltures Terrestres,

This dithyrambic outburst of sensusl :ratitude is the main product

O
of wwks phase Gide's development. Published in 1897, 1t marks the end

ﬂf_&,,;:,)
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Taveen
of Symbolist sestheticism, in Gide's personalﬁpuaﬁ“and #:leaa conapicuoualyj
f in French letters st ler.e. Not that the Symbollst school &8 such dis=
inte;rated; but it stagnated, lost momentum, westSienrieutimamprioddnsd
dapiisy, The decesse of Stéphene Mallermé, in 1898, seemed to seel p decline
which hed begun with Gide's epostasy.

For there can be no doubt thet the streaming eloquence of Les Nourrl=s

tures devistes entirely from the Symbollist petterm and disregerds the basic
principles of the movement = nsmely, the supremacy of ldea and symbol,
brief, of the Absolute over reality, The same Gide who hed hitherto
preached the vanity of desires, now cried out his powerful song-of-songs
slorifying all forms of passion end joy. Narcissus gave up nls splendld
isolation = sttracted by more palpsble splendors than his own beauty
mirrored in the well. e embarked on seeklng other besuties, other kisses,
other wells, Nercissus hed become thirsty - burning with unquenchable
thirst.

Les Nourrltures Terrestres are the song-of-songa of all thirsts,

Soatisfaclon

It extols the thirst even more hymnicelly than thequtﬂ-!e of drinking

or the frults that give the refreshing julece, Insstlably, the vagabond-
lover keeps searching for new liqulds, whose irretrievable flavours
would make for even more thirst,

\ [
Ou sont, Nathansel, dans nos voysa.es
De nouveaux frults pour nous donner d'eutres désirst

Nethansel is the imaginery disciple to whom Glde addresses his Jwwwhweed
sermon: the whole sbundance of pralses and ausuries 1ls meant to instruct,
to liberate, to eweken him, the mede-up youth and ideal listener - "toi,

mon Nathansel, gue Jje ne pas encore trouvé."

:ide tesches Nathsnacl what he, in his turn, has been tsught by
Kénalque. Ménalgue is #s unreel es Nathansel - or as resal,. perheps, as
is 21det's pession for both. He, who is tescher and diseiple in one, 1ls in

love with his teecher #nd with his disciple. He tells the famm lalier wimt
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what the former so often impressed on hims thet only Love counts =
" iove, not serenity pure, but strong from weekness,” (to uae Robert
B L 4 3 ] = ?

Browning's words); not compession but passion; ("Non point la sympszthie,

Nathensel = l‘amourl")Jnﬂt wlsdom, not wealth, not security - only Love.

¥émalque has teuzht andré Gide, who repeats it to Hethans®l, that
the more thin:ss and faces we know the more we can desire, end the more
we desire the better. We ought to know indeed all thin.s and faces to love
all of them with all our love, always.

oht my Nethanseel, I will teach you fervori

Nethaneel 18 ursed to keep moving, chenging, seeking. A strenuous, up=

rooted life is preferable to Lranquility. André 0lde contradicts, refutes
“'}"‘OW aonaSagfdve

indré Walter. The fear of risks and of actions 1g£dis raceful, rettealuns.
‘1de-Ménelque glorifies ection as such - quite re erdless of its ethical
implicetions:

"To gct without jud:ing whether the sctlon 1s good or evillt To love
without worrying whether it's right or wrongl"

The Hemlet complex seems infinitely remote. Nathanael is told that
act he must; for every perfect sction results in lust, and lust is what
we should a=pire to, always and above sll:

"Ohl Nethsnaél, dc not distinﬂpiah.between god and your hepplnessi"

e sio
The H!nuafﬁ Les Nourritures Terrestres 1s anti-intellectusl end

anti-nlntoricalw_mm

#a free of esll morel balast § opposed to all treditions and prineiples,

Hathena¥l is warned e einst memories end s ainst affilistions. He must
not stay enywhere. Hothing is more pernicious to him then his home, his
femily, his psast, He 1s to forget his past, to break off the brid es
behind him.

.ide wents Nathansel to throw all books away - even [Les Nourrltures

Terrestres:

"Nathansel, B present, jette mon livrel Bmencipe-t-ent guitte moil"




This is the master's farewell to hls beloved, nonexistent pupils

" imaneipete yourselft abandon me! Distrust this bookl Reallze that

ex qreges
it just one possible attitude towards life - just one £mong
thoussnd others. Seek yourst Don't waste your time by doing thin:s which
anybody else could do as well es youl Develop those qualities that ere
unique, that nobody else commsndsl Mske of yourself - patiently or im=

patiently = the most irreplaceable beingl"

Does one reco mnize the grand, rousing sccentst Glde-kénelgue echof

Nietzsche., Les Nourritures Terrestres read in pasrts like s French version

of Thus Spake Zarathustrae.

ola'seloge
André Gide laterm het he was not yet famillar with that
perticuler work when he composed his book, Foreover, M

he llkes Zarathustras less thsan snything else by Nietzesche. "Irled for

the seventh or elghth time (at lesst) to read Alsf sprach Zerathustra,"

we he ssys in his disry. "INPOSSIBLE. The very tone of this book 1s

unbearabls to me. And all my admiretion for Kietzasche will never mske me

bear 1t."
But this was 1in 1930) ——bemidne judinisdrey, vwhen 11de no lon.er approved

of his own early style, either, True, he never was guite so hard on

Les Nourritures ss he was on Les C-rhiers d4'indré Welter, Yet what he has

to sey about the former, in & postlmmous Preface {1926), sounds re=
P A0 8 Tg

and evgn gomewhat apolocetice ile explninﬂ\r lyrical paiestycnens
¥ as & naturasl and necessary resction sgaeinst Symbolist artifi=

ciality; psrtly, out of his personal state of mind end health, et the

e ottt
"Les Nourritures Terrestres,” we read, "ere théjpoe®, if not of an

invalide, at least of a convalescent - of somebody Jjust raouparatoc;rtr

a long dlsesse. There 1s, in its lyricism, the excesa of one who embraces

life like something he had slready thouzht lost,"
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But this is Nletzache ayelin - unwittingly so, perheps; out of a
netural affinity, rather than by direct influence; yet the resemblsnce
is strikin., unmistekeble. The stisulus inherent in the state of conva=
lescence - both spiritual snd sometic - 1s indeed a leltmotif wesen
throughout the second half of Nietzsche's lifework. Azain and A s:aln he
dwells on what he owes to his sufferinL}mnd describes, in dozens of suggest
ive veristions, the exuberant joy succeeding long periods of darkness snd

(2 LY A
epathy. In his . introduction to The Joyful Science - to take

one exsmple at random - he deduces the origin of his entire vision from

this one central, indivisible experience - mslady and recuperstion,
Accordling to Nietzsche's reports, the state of convelescence can be
tantamount to an ecstatic aweskening, e shock~like revelstion, "z joy,
stralned to a tremendous pltch which sometimes seeks relief in a flood
of tears," - thus he deseribes the dlvine hour when he conceived = or

rather, received, all resdy_mede - the complete structure of Zsrsthustra:

"4 perfect ecstasy, with the most distinct consclousness of an endless
number of delicate shocks and thrills to one's very toes; s feeling of
happiness, 1in which the most yloomy snd pasinful feelin;s act, not as a
contrast, but as something expected and inevitable, as an essential
colouring withia such an overflow of 14 ht.... This is my experlence

of inspiration. I have no doubt that we should have to zo beck many
thousands of years before we could find anyone who would dare say to me;
tIt is mine a8 well,' "

Was André Olde the one, perhaps, who might have dared ssy, "It 1s mine
es welll" - who passed throuzh the seme adventure, not thousends of years
before Nietzsche but hardly one decade after himy Hletzsche's boestful
and glorious eccount on Zarsthustra's not guite immasculate conception

AA
dates from 1888 - just nine yeurs before the appe=rance of Les Hosfritures

Terreastres,




It herdly matters whether Gide was directly inspired by the German
poet-philosopher when he composed his  lowlng eulo .y of desire, Suffice

it to ssy that Les Nourritures sre saturated with Nietzsche's spirit

and rhythme The emotional approach of Zerethustre and of the Glide of that
perlod is besically the same: both deny end disparage the esscetic ldeals;
both stress the supremscy of blological valuasdﬁgﬁg:it ethicel virtues;
both challenge Christlen morale and preach a Transvaluation of all
Values. :ide's exaltation of ener.y and action, his wvislon of Dionyslac
love = played off s,ainst Christiaen cherity - , hils whole ldolatry of
Life, even the cadence of his style, the fusion of sscerdotal and
iconoclantic gestures = all this is typically Nletzecheans

Of course, that is not to say that Gide embraced Nletzsche's 1ldeas
altogethers the will to Power philosophy, the rebld denouncements of
both Reformation end Revolution, the cult of the Superman, and many
another ingredient of that erbitrary prophecy 1ls essentlally stren_e
or even inimical to André clde's vision, Nor do I mesn to su..est that
Hletzsche's influence, predominant ss it may be, 1s the only one, or

the only important one, tracesble in the texture of Leés Nourritures

Terresatres. Lvidently, there are other currents, other overtones.

e mi_ht .o beck to Je:zn=Jascque Roursesu's Retour 2 le Nature to locate
— — S——

the spiritual sources of this sentimental pa.snlsm,

1 St _j@iblioth,ek, :
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The Paesdsaec 1r¥atio¥aliam of Gide's mﬁ:eats the influence

of Henri Bergson, whose first books ceme out shortly before the publice

tion of Les Nourritures. True, his most frmous work, the Creative Evolu=

EEE;L eppeared only ten years afterwards, in lvo7. But Bergson's new
epproach to physics and metaphysics, hls exsltation of Kotion end Intul=
tion, were already perceptible In the eir, if only as a promise, en in=
distinet nope snd chellen e, Clde's youthful enthusiasm sntlclpated the

philosophy of the &lan vitel, years before Bergson established 1t as a

system.
Also, certain fremments of Rimbaud's sava,e and tra.ic song are

interwoven in the milder symphony of Les Nourritures. arthur's pDrunken

Boet was one of the vehlcles André used to resch his African dream lend.
But he stopped 1n the lush oasescs of Morocco and Tunisla, while his
deaparﬁhte brother and predecessor hasd ventured on the sruesome sclitudes

——
of M@'Mfw:aﬁ!

Riwbeud went ferther then Gilde. That is why Glde had to write, in

18063 "The recdin. of Rimbaude.. makes me feel ashamed of uy own works"

But Rimbsud perished. His romenticism has the compelling grandeur of
cosmic catastrophes. ¥hatever he wrote foreshesdows end extols hls own
doos

0ide - less violent, more tenscious - continued to live. lie resisted,
His dithyrembs do not sing disaster: they sin. life:

*oh my Hathﬂnaﬁlt-l will sin. you the evening son. and the morning
son;; the songs of depasrture and the son s of sleep; lammehaihoesnme-
/ sonss about high-ways and parks end children and diseases; son.s of
cities end of soclitudes, of figg', crapes, and pome ranstes; son.s
about fountains and butterfllies snd tempests snd prostitutes, Did I
8lresdy tell you sbout the wvurious flavours of café? D1id I duly praise

the meny sorts of Arr-bian candy? Did I enumerate the lnnuuersble ways




=7 8=
of making love, playing with animels, prayin: to our Cod? Did I indlecate
at least the millionth purt of the blllions of mirecles of which our

11fe consists? .s to me, I know of nothin: else but miracles.”

Does the last line /AN SOuliNIvOETR~ Giffer in any reapect from
the preceding text? It is neither Gide's nor wmy own, but Galt whitmen's,

The :rest americen's grip of side's thought end feeling 1is as powerful

mat s 2
an ambivelent as the futhority Nietzsche wielded on hff;/"-'-ﬂ"‘i

oy : o

oo tee SN TS onesN Free of hysteria end eggresslveness,
hitamen s Frarcanils
j!li mighty appsalwntnniyi'eﬁﬂfidence end erestive passion. His epprosch to

thin.s is sturdy end reallstie, for 11 mystic exuberance involveds

#hitman is a%ﬂexﬁellent master for sn impressionable and yet independent
e

disciple like,young André Gide, Throu hout the Nourritures we recognize

A
the tonic enthusiasm of his transe-Atlantic inspirer. #foot and 1light=-

hearted, I take to the open road, - Healthy, free, the world before me...

whitmen's efful.ent carcl might be a part of nide's joyful sermon to
Nathensel.
It is in this spirit of Joy thet Whitman and Gide resemble and

find each other., Joyl Joyl all over Joyt - this is the messa,e of both

the Leaves of Grass and Les Nourritures Terrestres. without jeopardlzing

his origins=1lity, :ide was free to employ, in this psrticular context,
\hitmsn's technique of sweepin. enumerations, his famous wey of catalo=
gulng the splendors of this worlde The grendiose pedentry of ihltman's
cosmic surveys is en element also of Glide's style et thet point, wihilman
and 0ide a.ree that "all forms sre lovable as ell of them express od,"
and both - remsrksbly conscientious in sll their ecstasy -‘nre therefore
enxious not to omit sny phenomenon.

"Nathens$l, I will teach you that #ll thin.s ere divinely netural."
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#hitman could have addressed himself with these words to one of his
unknown brothers -;"Cemeradol Whoever you are; whereever you sre, 1
wish to talk to you about all divinely nstural thingSse."

"Nathenadl," ssys Gide, "je te parleral de tout."
!

R

0f course, the Leaves of Gress are a ,rester book than Wee Les

Hourritures Terrestres, Whitmen dellvered hls complete messa.e in this

cateractic hymn, which remains his definitive and slorious testimony.

The Leaves of (rass ARE Whitmane.
gt

As for sndré Gide, he mﬂﬂﬁﬁbe identifiled with any of his books.

is a complex whole and orgzsnic entirety, his writin,s inhere his beings;
but every individuel work discloses only aspects snd potentialitiles
of his chsracter end his messa.e.

In the case of Les Hourrltures it would be psrticulsrly dangerous

to take thlis document of one Gldeen veln for the expressioun of his
totality. Glde haf w;pﬁgd himself against such s misconception,
Yoo ofle~
"One jud.es me{aftéﬁ'thia work of my youth," he complains, in his
/

introduction to & leter edition, "as if the ethiecs of the Nourritures

were thaet of my entire life; es if I hed not been the first to follow
the sdvice I give to my young reader: 'Throw my book awsy and sbandon
mel! Yes, I abandoned presently the being I used to be when writing

Les Nourritures. In fect, when I exsmine my life the®predominant feature

I find is by no means unsteadiness but, quite the contrary, loyalty."
A critical reeder might object, at this point, that Gide, by re=
voking the doctrines of hls vernsl panegyric, paradoxicelly adhered to

them: he recommended inconsistency in Les Nourritures and behsved sccor=

dingly = namely, inconsistent. lils own stetement, that he followed the

Lart
advice of hiaM sermon, does not quite jibe, apparently, with

his subsequent assertion that his prevalling quality 1s loyelty = not
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the unsteadiness he praised in his cullow youths

The solntion of-this seemin. paredox is, perhsaps, thet Glde can be
loyel only by giving the impression of disloyelty. He would sy betray
the inmost law of hls nature if he became conalstent - that 1s, limited,

Lea Nourritures reveal the immeturity of their author, not by preaching

inconsistency, but by belng unduly consistent. In none of his lster works

Gide has been as one-sided as he mppears in Les Cshlers d'.ndré Walter

end in Les Nourrltures. His subsequent books all inhere, diaslectically,

the éntithesis to thelr central thesis, the counter-tendency whieh st once
modifies snd strengthens thelr predominsnt theme. But the two early works,
while balaneing one another, are unbelinced in themselves, The Dionysiac

hedonism of Les Nourrltures is as un-0ldean ss was ndr® Walter's hyster=

ieal senctity. One has to visu]alize the two extremea together to find the

human face behind the Jenus mask,
"They went to know my secret," King Seul seys in andré clde's drazas

"But do I know it myself? I have many secrets.,”
Phe holder of msny secrots hus to employ meny ldioms to express him=
self, to unloed his woeful and joyful heert. Kot aslways - or rather, not

more then once - he can indulie 1in the PEddndpnt vocabulary of Clde's

early work. After Les Nourritures Terrestres his satyle suddenly hardens,

contracts, becomes alwost rigid, as if afreld of too much melody. The King
squl, of whom I have just quoted a suugestive word, appeers at times almost
inrticulete. Harassed by his demons, torn by his fears and desires, he
cennot formulaste his tra,edy but only cry out his anguish, The intolerable
strein of suffering has reduced his roysl eloquence to rugged walls and
frenzied outbursts. David hes his volce and beauty; young Jonuthan has
youth and slso the love of David; but the King has nothing except his dem=
ons. Whatever he touches becomea terrible. Those he loves turn a,.sinst

hime "Tout ce gul t'est charmant t'est hostile," says the sorceress to
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the tormented King,
ruesome words, thesel - a scethin:, merciless verdict. It secems al=
most lnecredible that it should originate from the same suthor who
announced, about the same time, thet he did not want to miss "any sweet=
ness on earth.,"
ﬁgﬁl, 8 drama 1n five acts, was not released before 1905 but written

sihortly after Les Nourritures. Gide withheld the book edition as he

hoped to see his play on the stage and thought a premature publicstion
might hemper its theatricel chsnces, Yot the production which antolne
had been planning for was prevented by circumstances. 2 play by Brileux
thet the femous director brought out was s complete failure lesving the
company without any financiel funds. Thenks to the disestrous "gutcome
of the Race" (the title of Hriﬁux'a work) Antoine could run no more risks
and had to drop cide's philosophicel drama.

The diseppointed esuthor had better luck with snother dramatic effort,

Le Rol Candsule €1S0l). This time the plot is derived from Oreek snti=

quity. The drams 1s besed on lierodote's report on a .enerous kin,,
Cendesulus, who permitted {}or practically fbrcedjf a humble fisherman,
yees, to have a good look at his, the king's, wife, gueen Kyssie, who
was to appear, on the occasion, without snything one There are other things
involved ~ masgic rings and so forth, But the scandalous ‘enerosity of
the monarch 1s the central theme, especiszlly in cide's interpretation.
yges kills the king ufter heving glosted on the nakedness of his wife.
According to Friedrich Hebbel - a Germen playwrisht who used the Q;me
story fifty-five years before - the humilisted lady (who is eslled
Rhodope, in the German version) commits suicide, notwithstanding the fact
that her disgrace has been drustically revenced. Her French double, Nyssis,
has more common sense. She pets merriled to Yies, who has seen her snyhow.

The first commend of the new mester is that the Queen vell her facoe fee
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in front of every men - except, of course, her own, who happens to be the
murderer of her legitimste husband,

L.e Rol Cendaule was the first work of cide to be seen on the ste Qe

In Peris it wes produced by Lugnfs-poe, who played the part of the King,
while the femous De Max (to whom gééi is dedicated) wes Oyges, with Madame
Cleude Ferrere assistin. him in the role of Queen Nyssla. The experiment
was succoessfl enouzh to be repested in Prague, Vienna, and other cities.
In Berlin, where the play came out in 1908, the whole press dissapproved
sngrily of cldets effrontery in competing with Hebbel. £ living Frenchman
who dares to rivel a -rest old German classle? It was too much for the
& critics of the Imperisl capltal, Glde quotes in hls dlary some of the
155 newspaper clippings he received from Prussis - all of them "linsulting,
stupld, dishoneat, and infamous." Said one of the augures on the Spree
River:

"Hebbel's vision 18, in our opinion, as infinitely superlior to Glde's
as 1s Kleist's presentstion of the smphytrion le.end to that of Koliere."

nd the bilious gentlemsen dld not even know ss yet that =znother
impudent Frenchman, Jesn Girsudoux, wes to #dd asnother amphytrion, the
thirty-eigth, to those by Klelst, Eoliﬁre, end the thirty-five others.

*1de hardly sspired to the fame of a drematist, Hls ettitude towsrds
the thezter was slways reserved, st times even inimicel, The book editlion

of Le Rol Cendsule is preceded by a preface ’W

e in which the suthor reaffirmshis skepticlsm a8 re.srds the valldity
Logyny Lea
of dramstic art. "Even if my play ,L’to"_/aucc-ass,“ 0ide remarks, "it

P

\H-giz;be on account of a miscomprehension, The enthusissm wlth which the
plays of M. Rostend ere received by the public mekes it very plain that
success and literary gquelity heve nothing to do with each other as far

ag the thester 1s concerned."




ILe Rol Candsule, like ell other works of Gide, 1s concelv ri and com=

to -tx.’..h;.r Omnid T ‘fr T v faca,
posed, not for the sake of ~emiesln effects, but,fur—h—'e—nﬂ-ﬁ—ﬂ-ﬁ deas.
&t srant)
The lssue his time, ls the sntagonism betwsen generosity and dlscretlon,

Ao v fr‘nnkmess: and shame = a prcblem most relevent te Gide's work and
L ]
most appropriste to be tackled by the author of Les Nourritures ferrestrsa

For that book o published only four years before the Candeulus drame fu
,j' y

is ¢ gtrikin; menifestetion of frankness and of _enerosity - "

.enerous
to the point of vice," es NHietzsche sald ir referrence to the Candsulus-
yues situstione.

"It 1s a noteworthy fect,” Hietzsche observes, in another context,
"that excessive :enerosity involves, nscesssrily, the 10%3 of sheme."

det Ll va. A taaef

4 werning to artistsleees Thet is %qﬂ Nletzsche meenmt—t, and st
& what André Gide weant with his Candsulus parable. The king who reveals
the nakedness of hils wife symbolizes the artist who wants the whole world
to witness his most intimste, most dellcste experlences. The artist){
unduly expansive by nature and professlon)f prostitutes himself and
also what he loves by meklng a show out of his romence or tra.edy.
His exhibitionism shocks {) and rightly so){ the upright men who is Gyses.

He kills the decadent aristoerat - Candaulus = who Wgs cenerous sand

tectless enouzh to let him into the ssnctum of hls royel exlstence.

Those who sre invited to pertake in the refined entertaimments of
the happy few, prove sometimes leas democratic than thelr hosts try to
be., The messes may <row indignant when the &lite becomes indiscreet and
zives up itr splendid isolation. Far from feeling flettered and obliged,
the plein fellows m y turn out to be mrt and angered by the unwished=

for confldence of poets, royalties, and the like,
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candsulus wes too happy, es was the Gide of JLes Hourrltures.

The huppy King wanted to communicate his tremendous joy to others, as
wented 0ide when sherin,. his bliss end wisdom with Nathfansel - and with
the wor ld.

The priest who unvells the mystery of the tempel profanes the gods{
this is the meaning of cide's pley on King Candaulus.
Beware of prof-nationl
ok

"iisten, deer,” Oscer %Wilde sald to Glde, 1in Berneval. "Les Nourri=

tures Terrestres = that's fine, that's excellent,.. But now you must

promise me something: from now on never write the word I agalinl"
And es Clde dldn't quite understand:
"You see, there is no first person as far es art is concerned."
ide, who quotes this bit of dislogue mdewesdf in his booklet om ™

‘m )
oscar Wwilde, does not comment upon it, But he followed the sdvice = ény’

some degree at lesst; that 1s, as fer as seemed wholesome to him snd
compstible with the requirements of his genlus.
fie ventured on a resular novel - an objective nerrative, with a plot

end a hero., He wrote L'Immoraliste (1Sof.)

It is » confessional novel, couched in the first person singalar:
411de would have disapproved of it. The leeding cherscter, Michel, tells
his story. The novel is his confession.

sut Michel is not André Gide - or, rather, he ls not the whole
indré cide. The chrracter in the novel embodies and exaggerates certain
quelities of his author, He does not discuss or preach these qualities
but represents them, objectively. In other words, Gide, by writing

L' Immoreliste, has not contented himself with exposing his own drama

as he did 1ir his previous works, but has created something new. M

3

sutonomous cosmos, r miniature world with its own equilibrium, its own




justice and beeutye.

The affinities between Michel and #sndré sre evident enough, to be
sure. Many elements of Gide's own bilogrephy and clde's own dllemma are
interwoven in the Immor list's confession, lichel's youth, like Gide's,
h = been derkened by Puritanism and the constent intelleetusl straln.
Michel's wife, Marceline, bears cbviously the anzellic features which

ide loved in Bmmenudle,

The masn who wrote L'Immorallste got merried to his plous couslin, on

L=

October 8, 1895. Emmenuéle did not mind his erratic hsbits, or at any

rate did not prevent him from indulging in them, “ide, the husband, roved
through the world -~ no less unbound tha%f:fde, the bachelor, weeasowse,
Aes for Michel, he tekes his wife toc the very spots 1ln Northern
Africe where his author made the acquelnt:nee of Nohammed snd sthmen
(2ide's algerisn imuide and fsvourite compenion for s number of years)
and of meny others,
Michel falls slck with tuberculosis -~ the disesse with whlch Cide

feared to be astrlcken, mimrewilills lle recovers, and experlences the exuberant

euphoria described in Les Nourritures. The well=belin. of convalescence

assumes the chsuracter of & true paroxysm - slightly disquleting for
poor Marceline: particularly since her husband eppears only too sensibl
to the raklsh charm of Arablan youth,

In Italy he 1is bored, &s was Jide when he stopped there, on his way
nome from Tunisia, Here the novel takes up end reeffirms another theme

intonated in Les Nourrlitures Terrestres: the disgust with knowled; e and

eivilization. The Immorelist, intoxiceted with 1life, becomes irrevernt,

Ta /
enti-historice. Absndoning himself to every fleseting moment!?@#ery sendaa
tion, he srrives at scorning end dlisregerding the legacy of psst _ener=

stions,
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The eountry house in the Hormandy where Marceline and iichel settle
down for s while, is called La Moriniere and & meticulous reconstruction
of “ide's estste, La Rogque, that he inherited from hls mothers Madame
5ide, n%e Rondeaux, deceased shortly before her son got marrled: in fact,
andré's en;a_ement with Emmanﬁhla was decided upon in front of the mothsrg
bier. ¥ichel married Merceline to meake good a prom.se he gave to his
dying father.

¥ichel's conduct in La.EoriniBra is at igg; a8 nasty es it was 1n the
Afrisn ocses; if anything, it deteriorates. He loses all sense of dis=
eipline #nd duty; fools sround, promiscuously, with pessents and va.a=
bonds; worships the Urest Pan snd neglects hils wife. The lest 1is nall the
more objectionable as Marceline, at this point, 1s in a very bad way
indeed: she has contrascted the tubarculéug infection which her husband
cenght end cured in Northern Africa. It seems only naturel that the
new patlient should seek hesling in the same tonic climete, The young
couple leaves for Al.eria once ausin.

But Kichel turns out to be a pretty denserous travel compenion for
en invalid lady. The more her vitality dwindles, the more violent his
becomes: he runs wild esltogether. The renewsl of his contect with
K énelgue = you remember Ménalque, of cour§9? - cannot but exacerbste
his already critical stutes This ﬁzgantuar end enerchist gives
¥ichel the kind of telk slde used to convey to Nathansel: about the
irretrieveble seconds which heve to be relished, re ardless of pzst and
future; aboﬁrthe cumbersome inplications of en orderly lifey and the
dreeriness of moral principles, and other questionable ideas all apt to
undermine the last remnents of decency in Kichel's characters

Karcellne has to suffer from Ménalque's hazsrdous theories. Her
husbend - now absolutely reckless and cynical - dre.s her from place

to plece, from ossis to oasls = Touggourt, Kairouan, Biskra: the whole




1ist so femilier to s from ‘1de's Feuillles de Route. A nitive lad’

by the name of Moktir - a double, probably, of the febulous athman =
joins the ecurious mensge. Thils 1s more than @ ¥erceline can take., She
collepses. The description of her mgony 1is one of the most eruel and most
compelling thinge Glde hes ever written.

#hat, then, 1s the meaning of this dismal tele? No doubt, Michel
behaves in a criminal feshlone. ¥arcoline is as meek and patient as could
be - & truly seraphle flgure. Does that indiceste that the purport of the
book is a moral one, in a conventional sense? Does 31lde take his hero
to tesk? Does he arralgn and eondemn Kichel? Or does he approve, quilte
the contrary, of the young husbend'e sbomineble behaviour? Does the
suthor endorse kichel's irresponsible tenets? Is the tale meant, perhaps,
to vilify virtue (1l.e2. garceline) and to extol wickedness ,in the person
of & sedistic scoundrel?

According to Glde's own statement, his novel 1s neither =n accussa=
tion nor an apolosy. The author does not intend to Justify his hero
nor does he cere to indict hime, He 1s neither "in fevour" of Mercellne
end "e:ainst" Michel, nor the other way round. Is Shakespeare in favour
of Hemlet or of Ophelia? Does Coelhe side with Faust or with Mar.erite?
This is Gide zskini. He answers in the ne.ative - almost needless to
say. The writer, he sssertis, is not the one who judueé?ut the one
who forme. He is inherent in gll his characters: it do;S not behove hlm,
therefore, to come out for or ssailnst any of them. The artist is de=
teched, disinterested, God~llke. Like the supreme Creztor he contents
himself with demonstr-ting certaln energles.

“In ert," olde proclaims, "there sre no problems for which the work
of ert as such wé%g not en sdequete solution.”

Phis is wholly true but by no means the whole truth. Ibsen was not

wrong, olther, when he seld that erestive writlng is tentamount to
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exposing: and Jjudulng the devasteting forces latently inherent in one's
own self, How could the writer aspire to the aloofness of Jodf How 1s he

in ¢ position to know that God 1ls indeed impsrtiel? And is not The Immora=

list in itself a strikling and moving exemple for the subjectlivity of ell
art? Evicently, it is e document of self-scrutiny and of self-indictment;
in fact, the very effectiveness of the novel 1s due to its sutoblogrsphical
impsct.

No, it is also due to 1its objectivity,

To say that L'Immoraliste is a srest work of art « which it undoubted=

. s Sviewnotion .
ly 1s = imlples the twofold nature of 1its Mﬂ&

st itesmogs The work of srt ia st once personal and detached: the

real artist is confessor in the double sense of the term - he jud.es and -
confesses slmultansously; he is within esnd without hils crestions.

Yes, (Glde 1is Michel: the Immorellst ls derived from uls guthors inners
most substance. But Gide is also Mercellne: he shares in her martyrdom
by describlog its sinister details.

LY Immoraliste refutes and st the same time reeffirus the emotional

philosophy of Les § Nourritures Terrestres. The snslytical novel objecti=

fies snd pushs to the extreme what hes hitherto been presented Iin a
more nebulous menner = nemely, the idea of radlicsl hedonism, If Nathans@el
took Glde's advices literel, he would become like the Immoralist; that
is to ssy, he would ruin his 1life snd that of his wife to boot.

(:ide points out the dan ers inherent in his own doctrines but he does
not revoke what he has preasched before., There is no contrast between

L'Immoraliste and Les Nourritures which could be compared to the anta o=

nliem betwsen the letter snd Les Cmehilers d!'.indré Walter. For while those

two early works dramatically contradict each other, the novel drematlzes
the gbstractlons of the Dlonyslac & credo. If it is true that the story

of the Immor:llst demonstrates the luprecticaebllity of sbsolute miesbooiwie
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liberty and rempant libido, it is also true that it proves and pra

the .lorious sppeel of s lustful snd dan.erous 1life - 2 life beyon

and evil.

o
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Fichel who destr llarceline 1is o1 |

the slnister

"R
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Certeinly,

himself from now on?

, E
! Or are there still unprece n is to tackle? New experil

Mot

[ 44]

ues

erticulates the heart and the motive power of nlde's crestive effo

curlosity as ethical lmpulse; adventure as method and mission;

covery of msn ss the gosal.

EE

He who strives gles is neither right nor wrons. The

measure to jud:se him ere the fervor sand purity of hils effort,
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condemned, and doomed. But would the author prefer az tame, virtucus hero?
Would he like Michel more 1f he had not sbandoned his Celvinist home and
past? A Gemure, Puritaen Fichel could hardly coneceive the sort of reverie
end gu lons for the ss of which #ndré Gide remains fond of his hero
in splte of everything,

Fuses the murderous Michel:

'I want to perform new deeds, I em longing for unknown lands., Does
men already know everything? Has he scrutinized his own bein.? Hes he
disclosed elreedy his last, ultimate secrets? will he heve to repeat

ences

to édefimes Uninown miracles to gxwlore? Ko doubt, there must be tremen=
dous treasures yet undiscovered: with every new day I am more sure of it,
There must de splendors, somewhere - blocked and buried, for am.es, by
a labyrinth of conventions snd inhibitions,..!

Thia 1s the Immioraslist who is truly Andréd glde's brother. iHe intonstes
a theme th%t will reverberate throughout clde's thought and work. ile

rt:

dis=

only

ok

Is the Prodigal Son a sinner? He ls, from a bourgeols, or rather, from
every soclal viewpolnt. For he gsthered all his belon.inis, and to
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nis journey into s far country, end there wasted his substance with
o e er
riotous living. He is g perasite: any collective morale ~ -
conservetive or revolutlonary - must disapprove of hium,

But he is objectioneble to the lmmoralist ss well. For he is weak and
sibowesbler & Pfollure, Unasble Co endure the hardshipa of dan erous life,
he glves in, returns to his home, end prostrates himself: "Father, I
have sinned sgainst heaven, and before thee, and I am no more worthy
to be called thy SONeees"

All of us know the story submitted by our Lord to explain his lenlence
towards the outcssts and sinners, The Pharlsees, who were covetous,
haard all these things:; and they derided iim, But the poets snd dreamers
weme huve alwaye been especlally senslible to the magnanimous messe.e of
Jesu beautiful tale. The prospect of the fatted celf thet would be
killed tc celebrate his return, was comforting end eleting to many en
errant youthe And what infinite solace emenstes from Christ's generous
pesradox to the effect that he who was lost and devoured his living with
herlots will be not only foruiven but even preferred tc his brothers,
who stayed at home)nnd served;and never transgressed a commasndment.

To Andréd Glde the lovable parable Decame s wosbesiphs nine of
profound allusions and meeningful contradlctions. iie had never quite
cessed to visuelize himself as the prodl. sl son =~ tlie one who weates his
substance and leads a riotous life, He wes not completely sineere when
he proclaimed: “Nathanael, I no longer belleve in sini” He wanted to
impress Nethena®l and also to drown the soft but penetrsting volice of
his consclences. Hedbeliaved{;}wayé}in ain, with one part, one bemseses-
centrel element of nhls being. S

ni1de's pose towards Nathjanael resembles the sttitude of the Prodigel
son towsrds his younier brother, The dielogue of the two 1s the cohcluéia

and, perhaps, the most enchsnting scene in the enchanting composlition

of Le Retour de L'Enfant Prodiguey (1S07).
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This superbd plece of chamber music 1s, in 1ts minor, unasssuming wey,

the fineat, most nesrly perfect thin

th asiebweend playful .ravity and Hun-isnﬂ':pz!ﬁ:tx:#of the author resumes

-

and fuses sll smotional themes of his striving youth: the wesriness of

rhaps, Glde hass sver produced.
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obsolate conventlions end llmitatlons, but eslso the grandeur snd valldity
of the herlitase; the rousing sppeal of the distant end undiscovered,

and, again, the legitimaste power of the familier, indlsputsble hierarchy.

"leavini diffused and yet entangled the double inspliration that
k‘:ﬂ"‘dl{'fﬁ'f t A A \r’ v l’(‘-ﬁr{
h s I do not attempt to prove the victory of any god over
¥ E - 3 = = r 3 - 2y
me - nor mine." With these words the author presents the pious pycture

he has composad to hls own "secret enjoyment,”

: o : e
Nop=biae problous pmd sntagonisms sissligie sre gmd solved in these

dialosues; but they are purified aend transfijured by the maglc of art.
There is nothing proven, save the inevitebility of certain basiec polaritie
which have to De accepted &s intrinsic parts of our substsnce and of
OUr v ?nf‘ !.:'fn

The Proéihal :on was right when he ran away: he wanted to burn With
a more glorious flame, he sought new passions, new insplrations, He
was right -lso when he surrendersd end renounced hils rsmpent wve rancy.
He wes right to edmlt his deflfest, to follow the voice of his eonsclence
vhich ¥ waa too the volce of his love. For the Prodigal Son loves his
father, lie wes right to zo home,

fils first dielogue will be with the Father, who 1s all forbearance
and kindneas. asks the Pather:

"Son, why did you leave me?"

«nd the Prodigal Son: "Did I reelly leave you? Fatheri .re you not
everywhere? I have never ceased to love you,"

Qr Gray
& from

'y

nd a8 the PFather inquires whether the son wus happy,

him, the son says to him, truthfully: "I hrve never felt, from
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simple and solld things. She wants her boy to et married. fhe is glad
to heve hlm a .sln, But she 1s slso worried - not because of the Prodigel
Son, to be sure: he is back, he will be sll right, But there is another
boy, the youn.est. e seems restless, these days. Is it now his turn to
toy with dengerous thoughts? will he too run awaey and live riotously? In

tils cese Le will have to fill his belly, eventually, with the lmsks that

the swinea do eate. Mother knows life - or doeantTt she?

if she knows 1life, and if she knows her boys, why, then, does she ask
the Prodigal Son to talk to his younger bLrother? lHow ¢can she make such a
blunder? Does she expect in pll earnest that & the strended runaway will
heve a .o00d influence on her new problem chlld?p

Or does she want, a2t bDottom, that her kid po off snd take chances?

Would she prefer, perhaps, to ses him encoura ed, rather than warned snd
scarad?

HMothers sre often puzzling but hever entirely wrong.

S0 the Prodi.al Son has his fourth talk with the youn.ster,

Does Le corrupt the child? He only confirms what the other hus already
divined in his reveriess thet there ere other kin.doms to discover, outside
the hiersrchy of the House, and also lesnds without e king, The traveler -
exhsusted but stlll glewing with the scduction of forelgn zones = offers
the frult of adventure: not the spple of wisdom which quenches the thirst,
but the save e pome.ranate whose bitter-sweet arom: mskes for more thirst

and mekes you love your longinc. It is the seme frult Hénalque offered to

André, .ndré to Nathana¥l,
"lesve your home snd your dogmesl” says the Prodigal Son to his little
« "ol Be strongl Forget usi Mey you return no moré.e.s"
The younuer brother runs away. He 1s ri_ht.

EEEES

Pt hibliothek




Ihe .eometric pattern sccording to which 1life proceeds ls neither
a stral.ht line nor a zlgza, but a spiral curve, The spiral seems to
obey a double magnetism: its sscension is punctuated by an inherent
beckwerd tendency. The rlsin, swing: 1s more powerful then its opposits,

Toir

to be sure. ind yet the ener,y msnifest in the movin line,wmuldjéh&ﬁﬁgg
its intrinsiec lew 1f it followed exclusively the sppesl from above and
dlsre srded its proclivity back to the .round whence 1t ori.insted.

The curve of André Clde's bloirsphy 1s perticulsrly apt Lé 1llustrate
and drgmatlize this twofold trend., Evidently, hls advance ls constently
Interrupted and modified by what may look like relepses to lons over
come conflicts and eonceptions,. Every ldea that hss once been central
In his philosophy will remain relevant to his thou.ht: sconer or lster
he reverts Lo 1t snd reaffirms Its vellidity on.a kigher plane. The

elements of which his vision consists - incon.rucus, diver.ent as they

mey appesr = ere ot only .interrelated amoug each other but slso cohere

vith & common basis. One might almost ssy thet Jide's entire work is
.ﬂ*lu\.*a?’(a-'a"’h'f-
L——W e very few leadin: thoughts, which we find constantly resumed,

varied, and smplified,
shenever he has assimilated a-mew In.redient to the or auie compound

of his @ ldentity, he is likely to return to e previous sta.e.af

ﬁf-rqu-iii to transpose, as it were, hias older experlence up to the

newly attalned level., Thus he succeeds in meintaining the spiritusl
continuity indispenseble for a sound snd creative .rowth.

0f course, these reguler resumptions of slreedy famlliar themes
is lesa stimaleting than to i(pf_l.ore virgin sones and to welk on untrodden
pathis., Whet 1s really a ateéa’nj, consistent progress migsht be fely, subs=

f'}'ILJ
Jectively, es ' decline and self=repetitions It can,m be elaetin, to
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take up, once more, the sscetic ideals of one's youth, after having
foraworn end refuted them in glowin: manifestos, Waes André Glde not
through with the notions of “sacrifice," "sanctity," and the llike?

aAfter all, the suthor of L'Immoraliste and Les Nourritures Terrestres

could hardly exalt purity end virtus again. Couldn't he? He could: in fact
he had to - compelled by the inmost Eh;ﬂeu’of his nature. The concepta

of senctity -nd renunciation ere replities in his 1life, corent end valid
for ever; he 1s not free to deny them. A11 he can and mist. do 18 to
develop end deepen their purport,

Yet the formulas ancd demands of the escetlc morsle may have seemed
stale and tedious to him, after his bold excursions into more breezy,
more colourful spheres. He had .one deringly far into cne direction:
now the reverse tendency of the spirael line forced . him to tske & step
bsckw:rds., He followed, but grud.ingly.

There was e period of depression and uncertainty in nide's 1ife,

after the sppesrance of The Immecrelist. Not thet he wes rlbo.ether

despondent; The Return of the Prodigal Son, wrltten In that tine, does

not look like a downhesrted man's achlevement. 3t1ll e gloomy veln
prevalls in moet documents of that epoch. The euphorie of morel swakenlng
ehd physicel convaleséence was superseded by dsrzer end Geeper moods.
cide, who had prsina tne pture of pnative ;o*snc now dwelt on

{n 1’:‘“\, : 4,;,;.‘..‘. = m £
the profound stirﬂuI’sW disease, m Character=
istiecally, he gquoted Pascal who besoupht God to let him meke the right
use of his maladye. “ﬁjisaaae as source of restlessness,” andré glde
adds. "Hothin. to expect from the satlisfled ones. The value of Jean-
Jecques Roussesu, just like Nietzsche's, is due to thelr malady. Without
nis M’rﬂousqesu would hiﬁve been an unbearable rhetor in the line

of Clcero.”
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And what would Gide have ‘)een without, his, inqmmlg anc‘. ‘lis co,n‘ataht

.‘4 vl Y| '."-r_,

heedaches? -ﬁ complaints rbout WEM multiplv'in Wy
@twmpwnf thetl perlods. The herald of Joy appesrs moody, at tiues bilious
and sdmeei cranky. He Seems rather lonesome too, notwlthstanding the
?\- comparative populsrity of his novel, The public was fairly pleased

with The Immorslist, 4 real novel at lastl - something they could plgeon=

hole according to thelir sccustomed pstterns. But the vanguard's reaction
was £l1ll the more chilly.
ide had no ‘"ecirele", no followership, at that polnt, The group

around the NWouvelle Revue Frencalse & was not yet established, while his

former contacts hed definitely ceased to exlst, As for the Symbolisats,
ilde's jud,ements become increasingly m dercpatory. He blames

them for thelr complete lack of curiosity end &lan, thelr corroslve
St B e st £
pesaimion, thelr resl nation, Bven Henrl de Réinler, hitherio sojedmired,

is not ex'upted from this W" verdlet -« let slone plerre Louys, who

e

? de.reded his gifts to the nether world of tresh.

The sverslon was mutual, for thet matter, The Symbollsts, or what
1.?‘ [, (gp?"’_ﬂ;
remained of j@sem, were pretty haerd on (Glde, in thelr turn. L'Immoraliste

wes & .roas disappointuwent to them - even more natulalistic then Les

Nourritlures, e&nd, hence, even triter, Aumor haed it that the .reat Heredld,

briefly before he psssed sway, mumbled something to the effect that
"poor indré Cide will never do anything."

Swell wonder, then, thaet 3lde avolded Paris, where even the mori=
bund seemed malicious, More haunted then ever, he led his eswsinlmeshd
nopmadic life between Marselille and Morocco, Central zurope, Northern
Africa, snd is8ls Minor, It was at that time that he treanscended the
traditional scope of hils wfﬁom Berlin to Blscra, snd ventured
onhexrseditionf to (reece and Turkey, From the & trip resulted s

slim eollection of travel notes published under the title Ls larche

Turgue, The Criental dlary - e rs.tharm plece of writing,
é (e
Nicln)
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incidentally - cerrie€ « dedication to "im.", l.e. Mademe smenudle
;jides. The young husbend and solitery ve.abond spologizes for the "in=
adequete letters" he wrote to his wife from "down there", snd offers
her some "even more Inadequate pages" as a welleintended posiscriptum,

gnet an odd mdénarel =~ disor.enized, eccentrie, end yet not without
a certsin respectsbility. Everything wes done on & lar e scale. for =
while the 3ides had three homes, 1n none of which the master spent much
time, ;m;ynu;le had inherited an estate, Cuverville, in the [ormandy,
wheress André owned La Roque, that came to him from his mother. Moreover,
the young couple bouzht a villa in a feshlonable suburb of perlis, with
the intention of "making e house." But 1t wes not a bl success, (ilde,
who can be a cherming host in the country, ils scarcely equipped to

-

face the intricete requirements of metropolitan scoclel life.

N N PR

‘a8 he heppy, mith &ll hls co%mtry seats end Orlental impressionst

15 e

We are not entitled tc— rnka "Tlo diary is utterly discreet ss fer as

his married lli‘e is concerned. All we know, or are allcwed to guess, is
] vl

that it r{teant 8 more easentisl end more predominent exnarience;l’fnaﬁ

4 oSsm (O
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with Emwm?ele, 3lde's memolirs are deteiled snd eloquent enoughe. But

o o

e« AS ro.ards his romence &nd his engasement

whet follows, the marrisge proper, seems shrouded in wystery. In the

published version of the Journal everything in respect of Madame Glde

ol toecdhtod n Yde
is ohd.tted xcept & few rererrancas to Em. .
2, fo f/PP _._...,J>1*“'-” o fiend

,’}-h{,‘.';
noncos:.:r.l.tt.ah. aven men he has lost her, as sn eging man, he will con=

A

tent himself with one velled sllusion to "the secret dremg of my l1life."
Thnere can be no doubt, however, thet this "secret drama® iz of

carcdinal significance for (ide's develcpment snd production. I

/’ evidence of two master notm'h‘;t- after The Immoralist, 4 second work

immortelizing Em., nemely Streilt is the Gate..s(La Porte mtroite. 1P00,)

7:3 ?Nﬁvc z‘és) T léa@e \(% S?L:M,J:M?"
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If the former 1s a dramatic exposure of the author's "wicked" 1m=
pulses and doctrines, the latter was ori.inally conceived es a satlire on
his = and, perheps, on Em.'s - ascetic ssplrations. La Porte jtroite is the
ol o4 =

narrstive pendant to Les Cuhiers d'andré walter and to Lh%ﬁtfaéhhces,ﬁhﬂh

fardoresy just as L'Iumoraliste l1llustrates sgedeebdestdides the tenets of

Les lourritures Terrastres.

e —— — -

story )8 1.'Immoraliste is h!-%\of a & man who destroys his own

f V.
happlness, and the life of his wife, }p:ﬁﬁgﬁ'nis lmmoderete avidity; la

h

|
Porte Etrolte is the story of & & woman who destypoys her own happiness and
L7 g
'Jnlife, and the hepplness of the men she loves, ﬁpm-&%ﬂ her immoderate virtue.
G«.-' e 3w Py
fﬁﬁlﬁt it wes Glde's ldea to prove, even to ridicule, the futility of un=
wished=for sgcrifices.

The first reference to this theme occurs ss fur back ez 1854 - shortly

after the publlication of 'Les Cahiers d'andré walter. "It 1s good for a

vaoul to recoonize, a&s long as it 1s still young, tgat we cannct lose si ht
- e
of God, no matter.to .what direction we turn,” and: sads, omlnously:
"pPossibllity of distress: 4 soul that belleves it has served God in

a fellacious way. (Desth of Klle Cleire,)"

A Toot note Informs us that Desth of Mlle Claire is to become, fifteen

yeers afterwards, Stralt ls the Gate... Mademolselle Gleire, Who serves

od in & faé&acious way end perishs, will be resurrected in the more
~aje : . 1
efful ent ~of Alissa, the o@PeweEe heroine of Ls porte Etroite.

Even the failntest treaces of lrony are removed from the definitive version
of her adventure,

'
And yet 1t 1s not too difficult to lmagine the plot of La Porte Etrolte

treated in a satirlcal manner, ss Gide had first pmil planned to do.

Allssa's story would indeed deld materlal for & delleate, ub?eSZive
) G

owm endba &
comedy = the melancholy ferce of e high-minded but

youn; lady who makes a mess out of things - impelled by her fixed idea
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that Sod wrnta her Co do 80

4lisse loves her cousin Jerome; (yes, the boy she loves 1s her cou=
sin: just in order to stress, as it were, the sutoblo.raphicd impact
of the situation.) Jerome, in his turn, loves nobody but Allesse, But she
is not the only one who loves him: Alissa's slister, Julletle, falls too
in love with Jerome. The incident 1s in itself not .rave; for, in the
first plece, Juliette is rgther on the frivolous side; Desldes she will
be taken care of by enother admirer. lobody expects Allsss to glve Jerome
up for the suke of Jullette; but that is what she does: 1n fTact, she
ebildes by her noble gesture, even when Jullette has elready contentad

,—};,l-,;':"-_-"::-.-.r A DAA
nerself :lthlph&wbuy-sheﬁﬂ“u-nac“in~reuenae. As for Alissa, she is now
in love with her sserifice rather then with Jerome. She does not want to
renounce her renunciation. After hesving sent Jerome awey, she dies in
g stete of ecstasy and frustrition, P
r [Cta'r'a’:

It would be feasible end elso pardonsble to tackle thislﬂu‘tpiyl in
a diabolicel fushion, Allssa's sgerifice might be judged with the
sardonic {!ﬁi skepticism of a De la EE;;;& Rochefoucauld, that classical

deburker of fine emotions end bombastie words, His Meximes offer a pro=

fuslon of csustic wisdom revealing the petty motive powers behind our
bumpticus cestures, As for men's moral resistence to cernal passlon,

; - ~
the irreverent psychologist suygestss "S1 nous resistons s nos passions,

e'est plue par leur f{alblesse gue par notre force,"- & trutinful word,

mich is strikingly confirmed by Williem Bleke. "Those who restraln
desire, 40 so beceuse thelrs 1s wesk enough to be restrained," he observes

in The kerrla.e of Heaven snd Hell. and since we have alresdy referred

to thls astounding opus, the bearin. of which on Glde's thought will have

> te %? eluﬁggated later on, we wuy 8 well quote gnother"proverd of Hell"
A s FE S‘f LA,
r‘\i&& 7 £PP ieeble to allssas

"He who desires but scts not, breeds pestilences"




i
But renuncilation too 1s action - the most u?ﬁma}@?:pnd dynamic ection,
[ G TardvoL
perheps. For smest humen impulses and ;estwres)?ra cuhrupteu end dislocsted
by interest - the lnteréltﬂ of greed, venity, lust. Only tie dislnterested
the gratuitous asct®sm has the orliginel grandeur inherent in gll munifest=
&tions of nature of and & genius, 4 sscrifice, therefore, is the more

adnmirable the nore futile it seems, Was not Nethaneel ur ea, in Les

Nourritures Terrestires, "to act without worryin, whether the asction 1s

_,ood or evil"t Alisse, on her part, follows this advice, in s somewhat
modified, 1f not reversed, sense: she makes her sscrifice, repardless of

. SRR RS ’ i
its Ssesei-or-permbeotemd consequences. Thus Ls Porte itrolte resumes

another leitmotisw of Glde's work - the postulate of the sratuitous

ener y = snd fuses 1t, surprisin.ly, with the idees of renunciation end

self-denials Fer from mocking or disparaging Alissa's inutile gesture,

the novel exalls her martyrdom just on asccount of its Qf&féqiﬁ.futility.
Besldes Lhe gueatlon remalns, end 1s greatly relevant, whether a

disintereated ection is necessarily = voluntary one. Kaybe ilissa had

to act the way she didt "Sanctity is not a choice but s compulsion, "
she discdoses to her friend, underlining the word "compulsion" throe
Limes in the text of her letter. "If you are the one I have believed you
to be, you will not let yourself be distracted from it, either."

Llissa renocunces, in fact, refuses Jerome because she loves him too

much. ("Anl sasures-tu jemais combien je t'alme...") She is efraid to

talnt eieesetmbabesd the mirscle of her love by its fulfiluent in this
sordia world, osewsss Like andré Walter, she is unable to conceive the
ultimete and perfect communion with the beloved being, except in a purer,

Lranscendentel sphere, Like Iuc, in La Tentstive Amoureuse, she suspects

desire to corrode and burn whetever it may touch, But .she is also the

sister of énslque and Nethaneel, akin to those va.rant lovers, she

prefers the sensation of thirst to the satiafsotion of drinking: the

uneuding gquest to the transient illusion of heppiness,
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Her prayers end contemplations echo ¢ide's innermoat thoughtse Her
drama sprin.s from the same striving unrest which is his basic impulse,
Nelithsr Uide nor gllssa are surs of God end His unfathomgbls intentiona.

Both a.res that "to lknow God, is to seek Him,” You will not seek me,

¥

seys Christ sscording to Puscal, ®"unless you have found me already.

ied -~ ths God of aillssa, tho Jod of Gid¢, our god = 1s not a fact but

a8 problem; not a possesslon but a goal, The Pharisees, who desam themselves

close to Him, ere in reallty farthest from His Truth. Hot the knowledie
Co o 2t
of God 1s the truly rellglous experisnce, but the Jg-ﬁ for Him, He who

dares to locate the Stralt Gate, wlll go astray: he will find the broad

oné thal leadeth to destructlicon. Butb everyone whp esketh receliveth, snd
he that seekelh {iadeth.

2 s

The plous herolnes of Ls Porte Ltrglt

{3

speaktunmistekably 1n clde's

own volce, she woeallzes the heart and ¢rux of his phllosophy when
Bhe confides to her diery these bold and beagutiful words:

"I lmagline the celeatial bliés, not as a fusion wlth God, but as a
continuous, infinite approachees IN fact, 1f I were not efrald of pewddag
playing with words, I-might dsresay that I would sneer at & bliss that

is not prosreasive,’

- i

Thls is the wenderer's volee « the challenge and impetration of the
eternal seeker, lile does not belleve in dwellin. anywhere, not even in
paradise, To him paradlse is nothing stable or secure but an elusive
prosvect - infinltely attractive and intriguing in its perpetual flux.
:dde's whole work confirms what he divined in his youth, pleyfully dis=
gulsed as Narclssus: that the Kingdom of Hesven (i.e. the Faradise) will
not be given Lo us by grace but will have to be sought snd conquered.

"Le Paradis est toujours a refeire:" thls axiocm connotes a complex

moral creed, from which a soclal snd politicel credo may emerge Eamiews

in the futurse,
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only he who hus overcome the inertia of selfishness will be admnt
omameie for the hezerdous merch towsrds Gode The metephysical quest
presupposes the physicel sacrifice. Thus the concept of Frogress fuses
with the ethos of Renunclatione Whoever wants to reach the Stralt Gate
must flrst pass through the bitterness of self=absndonueint. Says the
Lord:
For whoscever shall ssve his Jife shall lose 1%; GBS 11

Aapmeiss LUt whosoever shall lose his 1life, the seme shall find 1it,

It is this word - at once so comforting snd so fri.hiful - which we
will find guoted snd hinted at, throughout cide's entire work. He has
¢niterpreted it/ in meny weys and in many ¢ifferent contexis; s .aln and
a/ain he praised 1t s "the nysterious center of Christisn ethlcs, the
divine formule of happiness: the individuel triunphs Ly renouncing
the incdividusl.”

Tais sacred peradox is the plst end essence of thav fra,ile and

i
yet powerful composition, La porte Etroltes

EE
From an-artistic point of view, the novel marks a slgnal progress,

compared, not only with Les Canlers &'andré Walter, bul alsc with

LY Immorallste. As Alissz rencunces her fleshly passion for tihe smke of

)
& pfrar beabtitude, the lde of Las Porte stroite seems LO Leve forsworne
) ,‘5
all’{litarur;,r LEANOT L SIIE | e A ST ST e o I fem e G oy

edennbesiaetwdey [nere no longer sre shrill or redundsnt outbursts;
no glaring colourin;s, no hectlc exe:gerstions. sverything in this
Elﬁ!r novel is perfectly simple end, therefore, prefectiy besutifule.

If the stuwospnere in L'Immorclisie seems Lo phospnoresce with un=

canny flares snd i'luahea,thu landscspes and interiors lun La Porte

strolte &re bethed in an equeble llight ~ limpid snd asllvery. & pure,

nacreous hne is cast over all things end faces; we can perceive 1its

reflection in the sedate end yet passionate dleslogues snd, sbove all,
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in the fervent end delicate intonations of Alissa's voice. There is [

stran,.e W overtone of serenity, even in her sorrowful meditations,

1 s

she performs the g esture of sacrifice with =n elegance thet ls truly

herclec, iler sffliction becomes never ugly or hystericsl., fhie dies as she

hes lived and loved - placld end composed, a rellglous clasirvoyant wilith

SUuperd manners,es

wlasSieol
The whole ﬁoukfﬂaﬂ this tinge of conventionglity; 1lts shape

.‘::_:.{,!_.r.r.:"-.- ..Jt.aqr{_i,_,cf.'. ,od -5 L f..'_'.‘."'il'l‘.--i'.-‘*'fr",’-

and smmiee tempo seeng tsﬁbéfﬁiiﬁiﬁﬁ‘ﬁﬁtue sugust pdwkees of Corneille and
Racine. The drama develops without any superflucus bsllast -~ aklllfully
timed and messured, witi s minloum of epparatus snd perscnnels £11
char=cters introduced &re strlieitly necessary for Lhe proceedling plot:
begides Jerome end Alissa, there l1ls just the traditional second couple -
Alissa's sister, Jullette, und Che boy who ls in love with her-;#inally
Lhe mother of the two girls, HMademe Bucolin, whose objectlionable con=
duct incitesain Allssa the longlng for ssnctity, 4 few mlnor figures
remain completely faceless end impersonsls they ere employed end szban=
doned with thet lof'ty nesligence shown by elassical tra edlens towards
leckeys, confidants, and the likes
Rignt the opening scene is a maSterpiece in itself., The setting is
the garden of the Bucolin home, near Le Havre = & gserden wilch ls "not
very lar.e, not very beasutiful, snd which distingulsihs itself b0y no
particuler feabture from msny snother gerden in the Normandy." Yet 1t

bescomes Lhe gerden par excellence Lo everyeny wio reads, and can appre=

clate, the meticulous snd plastic description. small wonder that such

a faatidious expert in French letters ss indré Glde was fully setisfled
)é#ﬁﬂ thls initlul passa B.M "Certainly, the descrip-
tion of the garden is good," he notes 1ln his diary. "But ss for the

restees?"
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Cf course, Lhere are also hours of doubt: every creative mind ls
femilicr with the dewnhearted moods (ide registers In his journal.
"Yessterday 1 resd to Jacques Copeau what I have wrilten of La porte

Etroltes It dlspleased we enormously. I wes not far from throwing the

whole thing into the fire..a"

i

Copeeu - one of the foundera ol the Nouvelle Hevue Francelse and,

d‘dl."{'-":ﬂf = B
subsequently, the H of an experismental theater, le Vieux Colombler

¥

- saved the sliustion Uy his constructive sdvice. CUlde chenges lis mind

H
3
w
u

D

end speres his manuscrlipt, Bubt it will take fou yesrs Defore the
novel cun .0 Lo press, and 1ln Esy, 1910, & few months sfler publicstion
date, ihe author feels that, "if I died today, my whole work would dils=

/ .
eppear behind La Porte ikbtroltes il is uy only product Cthat does sctuelly

count,”

The write=

upe in the press were Jpwsmame sbout ss clumsy and insidious &s ususl;
e
but Gide seemed unusuglly sensitive thls time, The ssme crltics who hed

e , - - i
first been shwocked by L'Immorusliste now disspproved of La porte slrolte

es it differred too glaringly from the former., Whal waseeds: was he up to,
that vexutious imp of Glde? They hed just labeled him as demonlae end

e bit selscious: how could he dare surprlse the sentlemen of the press
with his sanctlity-stuffy

'ﬁr-r? ex ey
"It e ~ my reviewers thst these coniredictory velns have

coexisted, rnd stlll coexist, in my spirit," Glde observed, Ime=mafenence
vospEEEEETETTEterendbalEnEg " jliatever the book may be that occuples me,

et one point, I never - lve myselfl to it entirely: the subject which 1is
goln. to claim me next develops simmlteneously, st the other extreme of
my belng. If somebody belleves he might ldentify me with wy wost recent
product, he 1s utterly wrong: it is alwsys from my last-born child
that I sm most different.,”

Smell wonder, then, thet the hopes of hls rell.lous-mlinded friends




were presently dlsappointed. Dld they Proteus to abide b¥
a - = & 2 - ' s
his pletist disposition? Before long the mystic velin manlfest in Le
‘ 2 . X _
Pord Lroit i o JE. supergeded by rether irrever even Dlapsphemous
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v one cof the parsesdoxical

ures in the bilogrephies of both men end, liucidentally, testifies to

the spiritusl renk and independence.of both. helr congeniallity proved

sound end steble enough to cublastamny en occasicnel querrel and the

rineipsl divergencles of th Clerdel, the Cathwdic, could for=

ive indré Gide for his hereasles as he was ewére of hile fricnd's deep end
religlousness. as for olde, lie eould overleok Cleudel's almost
fanaticism, ss 1t wes free of any petty, Lypocritical features

end elweys ¥ radient with the fleme of genius,

Besldes Claudedl!s of Christlani

'ervoy BCsrcely effecta
morality ig Go him the

VY g e, Laasts . &
the ghristisn reliilon:

lerate the
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evaluations. No doubt, Gidé was irritated, 1f not outri ht disgusted,
when Cleudel rented ageinst "thst ass of ®w Goethe," or denounced - in

his poem Megniflcet - "les Voltalre, et les Rensn, et les Michelet,

e et
et les Hugo, et tous les sutres infamesl" Hls rabld meledictions are

indeed outra eously un-Christian, Or is it in Keeping with the ethles of

r T DT
Jesus (Christ tc:%%&!i thet the souls of those fallible but respectable men
(including Goethe and EKant) sare now with "the dead dogs,"” while their
works rot with the gargebe. 'They are desad," chides the Christlsn poet,

"and thelr nemes after their deeth still exhele polison and putrefaction."”

In other caeses Cluudel end Gide could admire togetner: Rimbaud snd

Beudelaire, for lnstsence, were their mutual hercves, and stlll there were
disa reements, even wnen thelr judsements a.reed, Claudel's }nteruretaticn
of Rimbgud's g rertness lrked ¢ide evén more, perhaps, thst A:Qcinorulnnte
dispars . ement of Goethe or Voltaire, The seditious poet of Le Bateseu

Ivre snd Une Saison en Enfer becsame, in Cleudel?s presentation, a

hersld of metaphysicel ecstasles, :ide had to witness how Rlmbaud, ths
rebel snd ruffisn, wes claimed, usurped by tlhe Holy Church., "irtour
Rinbaud 1s my friend," he insisted, "and if I love him otherwisc than
you do, 1 love him in the way he prefers t¢ be loved." But Claudel
was equally persistent, Rimbaud meant too much to him: he could not
give him up,

lils tenscily in this feud sbout Rimbeud's soul 1s couprelienslble

4400 lel

in view of the sésmed role the va rant genius plsyed in Clsudel's
conversion, Farsadoxicel as it may sound, it was under the iupresaion
of Rlmbaud's glorious blesphemies that FPeul Clsudel - elghteen yesrs old,
at the time - aiscovered the sources of Falth 1n the depth of his dried-

out and darkened heart, Rimbaud was the tool employed by Frovidence to

1llumineate thls muddled end blinded youths Claudel descrlbes the

Miinchner StadTSTSTATTY
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mirseulous experience in a moving secount, "My Conversion," (published

in 1913, twenty-seven yeers after the event.) The spectecle of the

vesrers at Notrs Deme confirmed and completed the revelstion first

started by Rimbauud's eppesls "41ll of a sudden my hesri was toucheds

I BELIZVED. It 1s truel God exists -~ there He isi He 1s souwebody, is
a being ma personal end real es I sm., He loves me, e calls for mel"

211 converts are possessed by the fixed ides of converting . others,
Cleudel is a persussive recruiting-officer for the holy rankss His
appeal iz effective, slmost Irresistsble, by virtie of hls dynamlc
personality end his iron felth, Cide often described how puny and wesk
he feels in fronmt of Cleudel's mighty steture: "jie domlnates § me, he
overwhelms me; he has more foundation end more surface, more health,
more money, more geniuns, more power, more children, more faith - he
is mores of everything than I have."

vet 0ide hed more tenscity in resisting then Claudel had in
wooling him, Clsndel mede scores of Catholle pronelytes; but Glde was
not among them.

"prop your hideous Nietzeenismi" he was urped by Francls Jammes,
who had seen the 1light, es far back es 1gob. "Don't hesitate any morel
Phe Chureh, Frence, your friends - 11 of us went you to Join us,”
But hls response was, No.

"marry upl® wrote him another beloved friend - Cherles-Louls

"y

Philippe, the author of Bubu de Montparnassa. "Make up your mindl

Be a men! I know in sdvance what you ere going to choose. We will choose
it e11,"

But Philippe's request was resh end emotionals He had not yet made
his cholce himself, and he never did; or rather, he made it agelnst
Catholicism. The exemple of Claudel's vlgorous heruony had elmost 1in=
duced him to take the declslve step.”I sm positive,"” Gide sald in his

fine obituary speech about Philippe, in 19lo, "that, &t s certelin polnt,

N c:!merm d m
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Everything he belleved in and loved appeared lmperlled, doomed. The
world he lmew - a hospitable world, boundless and bountiful - writhed and

crumble shaken, as 1t were, by the grip of a wrathful god. Obviously,

]
so sweeping a tribulation could not be without moral sense: it was im=
posed on men as # dlre warnlng, 1f not as punishment, Something must be
wrong, essentially, with our sets and thou:hts, to provoke, Lo justify
such devastabting lesson, ilobody should exclude himself from the colleetive

guilt as nobody 1ls exempted from the general casti ation,

shiet 1s my Lréspassp, lord? saked thls solltary sinmer, sndré gide.

Surely, 1 too heve falled. How? Why? What do you want me to dof

Maybe he had wissed the Strait Gate es he inslsted on seeking It
L T eanS I I nsy

by himself? His solitude was hié;ﬂu&ﬁt, perhaps? If so, he had to give
up s arrogant 1lsolatlon, to join in the prayers of the community, of
his peoplel.iihist tempbationl - to accept the shelter ma. nanimously offered
by the Papacy¥. "Tou just snticipate what I may do in the nearest future,"
}1de wircte to e friend who became Cathollc,

But 412 welted and wevered -~ torn by hils contradictory gqualma and
inapiratlons. #t one point he seemed incllned to slde with the Royslist=-
Cethollc-Rationallst movement of the Action Frencelse:; o mesgsege to

fhi v Coyes AL
Charlos Maurras, ln 1916, Mﬁﬂ/kﬁ this trenltory mood. But he

withdrow e.ein - always evasive, oscllleting between Emedews extremes.

11 1. 3 . 2 4 3 lllﬂ

It wes sasler and better to keep silence, @ rather than to adapt his
words Lo any palbern or proyram, Ao wrrrssukhdewmanssssiimammnddbmbie.

jﬁ. 4 briefl essay about Besudelalre = mastqrp; ce, by the way - 1s

everything 0lde published

Hot that he cessed to produce, on the contrary. The output of those

yesrs,is voluminous, with 85i le Grain ne Meurt and Corydon as the two
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major ltems, But both workes were published only several years after the

end of the War, The same goes for Numguld et Tu,..? a sllim booklet of
g
reli . lous meditations composed about 1916,
I'his gphoristic commentary on the Gospel is, 1n my copinion, by far

/ ~
- Er s (747
he most salgnificsent pleece of writine S5ide sccomplishe p-ég the Jap =

T

wembmpn definitely supsrior te both the somewhset dlessprointin: autoblo=

aphy and the painstaking treatise on hl*cq*muqli'y. A stirring document,
Fod 9 o o
profoundly marik "d b:,r the anxiaty of those,deys, it can s well gomrmmed.

ol o, P ?.g‘:l R e 1
T~ ¥ -
te _d?l Clsudel's Couversion. ind yet the differcnees between the two sccounts
/

are even more revesling than the parallels, How humble and human is Ccide's
zealous uncertainty in contrast to Clsudelts ¢rand and trlumphant felthi
Gide!s prayer seems to consist of W guestlons, whereas
Claudel's credo is positive, stern, a_gressive, Claudel's belisf rests
stolldly on the doctrines and the ritusl; Jide has to ponguer every

truth hinmself - constantly beset by new doubts, enthrallsd and bewildered
by new discoverles. The messa_e of the Lord remains always surprising

& 3 3 - T § ¥ - -
tonjours nouvelle d'uns promnasse

Clencdel's vision is primarlly transcendentel; his rell ious pathos

Q
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nds f-rw*l'r-h}v on his fesest faith in the existen

fmm ..

Our pew@ly affairs are real snd relevant only because, and aa far as,

they are conneected with the ultimate reslities of Heaven and Hell,

But i1de says: Mo« It ias here and now thet we experience the resl
thing, the eternal life. For Jesus says, I 2M the way; I A the truth;

I A the resurrection. Eae E_.’r.w )l 1ife is not only in the future.

It is here, Irom now on, present in all of us. wWe will posscss it es

soon a3 we consent to W abandon ourselves, to attain the renmuncistion
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thet _ives us the resurrectlon in eternity.
"Nelther behest nor rullng: slmply the secret of the supreme fellcity

revealed by Jesus Christ 1n the Cospels. 'If ye know these things, happy

ere ye if ye do them (John XIII, 1¥), Not ‘'happy shall ye be' but 4happy

are ye,! Here end now we can shere in that perfect bliseas.,"

This pars,reph is quoted, not from Humquld et Tu...?‘but from Glde's

extrsordinery esssy on Dostojevski, It wes only in 1925 that he concluded
end relessed his studles on the Rusaian novelist-vislonery, But the relli .k
ious iiar dlary proves eloguently, if lmplicitly, that Gide's passionate
concern in Dostojevski's work dates from long before. "1 am struck," says
Gide, "every time I read the Gospels, by the insistence wilh which the

words, 'Et nunec,! - 'And now'! - sre repeated over end over egaln. /nd

certainly nostojevakl too was struck by it,"

H@~quotaa 'ﬁEaa&aL9 from - The Possessed to prove the €Ifinlty between

¥ eoncepts -ami-Postejoveldle,s

yhat Glde says about Dostojevsikl often sounds as if it had been ssid
by somebody else about Gide. For lnstance:

"gut, you may well contend, if feeling is to overcome thought, and
the soul know no state but thls vegue expectancy susceptible to every
outside influence, what can result except complete anarchyy 1t has been
srid, and of late more frequently, thst anarchy is the consummation of
Dostojevski's doctrine, A discussion of his beliefs would lead us into e
far country, for I can enticipate the storm of protest I simuld provoke
if I dared to affirm thet Dostojeveski does not plunge us into enarchy,
but simply end neturslly lesds us to the Gospels, On this point we must
be clear, Christisn doetrine ss contained in the New Testement 1s ususlly
seen by people of our netion through the medium of the HOmaﬁ Catholie
Church, &s she haa'ppdiried it, moreover, in harmony with Lher own needs,
Now, Dostojevskl ebhors all churches, the Church of Rome 1n psrticulsr,

He elaims it is his rl ht to accept Christ's teaching directly from the
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Seirptures, end from them slone, which 1s precisely wes the Catholic
cennot poaslbly concede,"

[
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But 1t was 31ds, not Dostojevski, who said to paul Clsudels

"It is by no mesans free thoupht that prevents me}but the Gospel
itselrl,"

“ii?k E?@Ventﬂ you = from what?"

"ahy, from entering the Church, of course, You Cathollics don't
know the Gospel, aAnd not only that you don't know it, you don't even
know that you don't know it, You believe in ell carnest @ you know its
that 1s why you continue to ignore it,"

No, he could not come to terms with the Church. Like Dostojevskl,
like FKlerkegasrd he preferred the dlreect dlalojue with his Jord, without
any -o=vetweoen or Interpreter, There are Inthersan undertones in-his grim
defience to the Cmlhollc tutelace. But even the system of siriet Pro=
testantism seems oppressive to him, His credo is: ‘ ;

"i?ﬂ neither s Cetholiec nor a Protestant: I az a Ghﬁlhfian, quite
ginply,.” -

Was 1t not Christ himself who destroyed obsovlete formulas? Christ=
fgnlity willl sorve man as a prop and s spur, for many years and centuries
to ecma, But 1t mus 6_:':_-:_r;ﬂ: rid of 1ts outdated, cumbersome apparatus,

The churche,%&l\ Crtholic and Protestunt, have long become lnstruments
of hindrence and restriction curbing men's approach to the suPpreme Being,
The unfortunsete development begean with Paulus, whon Glde persecutes

with the same obstinate antipathy liletzsche had for that spostle. "It
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is never Christ ,it 1s Paul who hurts me: in hls sermons - never in the
ospel = I find azaln what once estran:zed me from the Lord."™ It 1s
eesler to him to believe in Christts miracles than to accept the sophlams
of Saint Pesul, There occur things in the Letters to the Cotinthiasns, snd
elsewhere 1n Paul's writings, that offend cide's teste end logic, FOr
there 1as one notlion he cherlshs even more thsn his PFalth = nsmely, Truth.
This uncompromising truthfulness is, perhaps, a part of his Puritan

herlitage. Honesty renks #bove sll other virtues iIn the hiersrchy of
11dets av luﬂtiona."hcnnStPté:'ne notes in his dlery. "Tout cs gu'll

e —————

3 e . e T
v a dens ce mot." e mavy remember that 1t is thils French term = honnet=

eté -~ which sppeere s ein and s.ein in the Germsn prose of Nietzsche,
Gide rejects sternly what we may call the Jesultlc morale -~ the

ugtifies the mesng snd that

doctrine, that 1s, which holds that the aim j
you can promote the truth by lyinge Clde hss dealt with thls double-~

faced morele In one of his dramstic trectetes, rhilnct%tc, written soon

efter Les Hourrltures Terrestres. Here it is Ulysses who represents

the ednditional ethies according to which even felony is sllowed, es
long =s it serves a noble causa = in this csse, the interests of the

Hellenle ermy, Philoctetus = sbendoned by the Greeks on e desert l1slaind

e

]

= gnd the young son of Achill ~ supposed to rob him of his lsst belonﬁin;
the ere of Herscles = refute thls purposeful morallity. The forssken
hero is touched by the .race of the Clympiena., ¥ He telks besutifully.
"You are very eloquent," says Ulysses, "for somsbody who suffers.”

fnd Philoctete: "gwherecver I go, I sm e gson of Hellss,"

Ulysses: "But you have nobody to talk to, any mnore."

Philoctete: "I have learned how to telk sinece I no lon.er address

myself to men. I reslize now thet words sre more besutliful when they

don't serve sny purpose,”
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Thus Glde adds hils sulo.y of the disinterested word tqaphilosonhy of

the disinterested sctiony - & highly toplesl concept, in the days of the

Dreyfus Affelr, For 1t was uander the impression of this rousing secandsl
that he conceived Philoctsts and reaffirmed hls unylelding notion of
truthfulness sbove all., The sdherents to ermy end church betrsyed the
truth_fc$I}hs aeke of lofty abstractlions which, in their turn, served
es FASLLA dis ulses of practicel interests. <ide took theo side of
the Jewish Captein - thst 1s to say, of truth,

We read in his journal, A propos de Maurice Barrés:

"what he calls 'the Protestent spirit! thet is in feet thet 'dan

erous' splrit of probity whieh induced the Jensenlsts to write:

tTo whatever country or whetev&rﬁéﬁgﬁk’you may belong, you mast not
belleve seve what is true snd what you would believe even if you be=
longed te another country, snother sect, or enother profession®

It sgemed to him that those of his friends who became Cathlle; elso
became untruthful. Not on%y Henrl Mesais, the cunning Neo=Thomist,
twiasted the truth, end izévﬂis quotations out of fide's writings,
eccording to his respective purpose. Even the candid Frsncls Jammes
indulied in dImmeessws fabricetions, ©lde hed to rectify publicly certsin
mispresentations spread by hils o0ld friend - some of them innocuous,
others fairly disegreeceble, After having enumerated and corrected several

"mistakes" end having closed his note, "blen affectueussment, ton...",

Glde had to add this rmusin, postscriptums

"1 Jjust happen to read, in the Revue Universelle, your poetic descrip=

tion of La Rogque: draw-brid.es, decsying walls, en owl in your slipper,
and so forth; ell thie is delightful. I cennot help believing, however,
that ¢ little bit of truth mi ht have been even more interesting. But

you feel, undoubtedly, that it wouldn't heve fit your style."
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It 1s a ferce and » morality, and a frrece abogt phony morelities, and .,
3

moral, merrymakin: challen.e to all fools and,all popes of fools end

T-n

A

4 811 popish follles end foollish poperies. In short, it is a gorieous

extravasansa snd the most ravishin. herlequinade.

Its agyressive wit is by no means one-sided but comprehensive. It
mocks not only the hizh eler y in Rome but elso the obtuse materialism
of certain "freee~thinkers" such es Professor Armend=pubois, the frece
meson, who dlssects rats, belleves in Progress, snd, in jocose veins,

would refer to God »s "Monsleur le Principal," But in the end a pretty

temwocus "mirscle" illuminates thls smug  entlemen: he foreswears free=
mesonry = thus rulning his worldly cereer - and becomes a reli ilous
fenatic,

Professor Armend-Dubols mekes an ass of himself, So does Julius de
Beraglioul, his brother-in-law, e successful novelist of the mindane-
Catholic type. He naﬁﬁép to the French scademy and ellows the assoclation
of merrymekers to mystify him with » vengeence, His sister, & éomtesse
Guy de Saint-prix, 1s no smerter: the chief of the merrymskers - a
phllosophic erook called Protos - pays a visit to her snd - oh, shamel
oh, -!ﬁ funl - she falls for# his preposterous rodomontades, The erook,

dis ulsed as a prliest, convinces the  rend lady thet His Holiness the

Pope hss been kidnapped by the fraﬂmasons and is lmprisoned somewhere

in the veults of the Vaticen, while s counterfeit Pope receives the homs , es|
of Christianity, It 1s a complicated Intri ue - shrewdly woven end
circulated, The kidnap affealr is somehow linked with the mystery of
Meyerlin;, where the Austrien Crown Prince wes found dead with his mistress
- & joint sulcide, recording to the offieisl version, but a dire crime,
according to the merrymskers, The murderer of prince Rudolph sheres the
prison of His Holiness, Seversl kin.s snd wicked cerdinsls sreo involved

in the Ilurid plot, Hverythin,: 1s extremely secret and dan erous, Comtesse
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ruy de Saint-prix ls expected to contribute a considersble sum to the
nds for the Crusade to rescue the Holy Pether,

Madame la Comtesse writes a check snd confides the secret to her best

friend, The best friend's husband, s certuin amédée Fleurlssolre, ventures
on o pil rime e to Rome = determined to unmssk the Pope of Fools and to
liberete His Real Holiness. He 1s & queer old chsp, amédée Fleurissoire =
awkward and pathetlic but not without enpaping quelitles. ll;ﬁua J‘-t:r’lle;'q:'-ilhl:n1E=
tiime with the bed bugs in Italien inns, In Rome, a member of the merry
gen_. lures him into a brothel. There amédée loses his lnnocence. An ex=
periencad Arl, Carols, seduces, or rather, rapes him, amédée bursts into
tesrs when the sinful sct is over. It is e moving scene, qulte apart

SV PA M an f‘-:'r
from its beingw f‘u.rm:;.

In Neples, Amédée meets a phony cerdinal - a cardinal of fools. Protos

shows up szaln es a prieat. His intelligence = remarkably developed by
neture - 1s somewhat obfuscated end confused by Nietzschean slogens,
He wants to be a superman, beyond :ood and evil, He, too, makes en sss
og hinself,

As for poor Amédée, somebody pushes him out ofﬂ running: express
treln, between Rome and Naples, He is .one for good: essassinsted by
the reckless merrymakers, we suppose?

Wrong, againe Protos had no interest in killing H. Fleurlissolre,
In fect, nobody could gein enything by the¥ crime, Yet 1t was committed,
Wwho, then, committed 1t - wantonly, senselessly, just for the murderous
fun? Who is that cyniecal, that monstruously eruel?

It's Lefeadio = who olse could it be? Lafcudlo, the old pal of Protos;
(but not mixed up with the pseudo=liletzean racket;) Ln:l'oadio, the halfe

brozh‘?r thf Julius de Bara.lioul snd of the Comtesse Guy de Saint-Prix,
&

(wlhose o
Aold “Coun de Bara lioul, @ hed once sn affeir

in Bucharest with a deme of sigznsl beeuty and hospitelityf. & son resulted

#Mbibliochel:
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from this frivolous lisiscn. And what e gson} what sn smazin. fellowi
From his jolly mamsn Lafeadlo inherited #= his looks, his a:naual
sttrection, his irresistible smile, snd the complete absence of any
scruples or inhibitions, His brilllent manners must come to him from his
father's side - thls nonchslant cle . nce typical of his _alt, speech, and
outfit, A badly fitting sult is to him whet a lie is to a Calvinist,.
He is nineteen yesrs old = Lafecedlo without a country snd without
s consclence, the spirited .cod=for-nothing end rakish adventurer. le
possesses nothing, except a fine veesbulery in six lengus es he picked
up in the boudoir of hls mother; nothing, axceﬁt his wit, his youth,
his pride, his instinet, his vitality. He ls very _enerous, Lafeadio, and
slarnin.ly errstic. He defies all sacred laws of soclety but luposes upon
himself the most cesti ation when he has somshow trans ressed his own
self-styled, capricious code of honor. Reckless to the polint of outright
brutelity, he still risks his life to rescue a child out of burning
building. He hes features of Belzac's Rastignec and of a young, well=bred
horse. lle resembles Stendhel's juvenlle hero, Jullien sorel, and he hes
alsc elements of sn ordinery impostor, He has something of # ehlld ana
of o genius end of s monster, He hes not much in common with Dosto jevski's
haunted smsteur criminal, Reskolnlkov, althou h hls, Lafcadlo's cher.cter,
seems st times to be concelved as a parody of the somber Russlens
Both young men, Lafeadlo end Reskolnlkov, coumit an unmotiveted crime
- the former,by pushing en innocuous old gentlemsn out of a ruming train;
the latter by sleughtering a pethetic old woman, But Raskolnlkov's
murderous impulse sprin s from an intellectual obsesslon: he wants to
prove thet he is a supermen, (lafcadio's crony, Protos, commlts felonies
out of sirmilar considerntions.,} Lafeadioc, however, acts under s sort of

facetious compulsion: he just feels like doing what he does, there 1s no
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principle or purpose behind his eetion, he does not care to prove enything

but is impelled by sheer ener y: his wanton misdeed 1s l'acte pratulte,

the disinterested effort 1n its purest form, pushed to its utwost, parado=

xle 1 extreme., He is sware of all risks involved while he acts; but to him
den_ er means an additional, or meybe the decisive, attraction. No doubt,
he would asccept hls punishment, even death, if need be: he is perfectly
prepared for 1t. But he does not seek it, as does his pensive cousin in
St. Petersburi. Raskolnikov is torn by remorsesg the whole novel is but
the story of his repents, c¢limexing in his final confession. Lefeadio,
much more buoysnt and more cyniccl, does not think of confessing, nor
would he fell in love with a humble prostitute, Not that he hes anything
azeinst prostitutes in principle: he hes an afrnzgdtizggone, at the
be.inning of our story. Carcla - the seme Caroles whquubsequently Anbdbe
= 1s gincerely in love with Lafeesdio = the same Lafcadio who lives with
her only "for hyslenic ressons" and who will essassinete poor Amédée
out of similer motives, Carola, the i!iﬁj-it bood—natured whore, 1s
dropped, bluntly and brutslly, by her p&ﬂ,—« boyfriend, who is all
nature, no goodness, In the end he is busy conguering a sweet and serlous
young creature of g finest stock - the stock couldn't be finer: 1t 1s
L:feadlo's owne The girl in whose arms we leave him hsppens to be the
deaughter of Julius de Baraglioul, the tiresome novellst, whose enter=
prising father @ begot also Lsfeedlo, nineteen yesrs apgo, in Bucherest,
Rumenlea. '

No, he is not going to glve himself up to the police. He 1s going to
live., He will sbandon the .irl who now covers hls face with & her klsses.
She loves him, end will continue to do so, notwithstending hls crime and
his instability, So does Glde, So do we, the readers. How could we help
loving ILaferdlo, the jester, the crook, the hero? Who would be an.ry at
him? sho would tske him to taks for hls dering follles, since the world
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surrounding him seems to be populated exclusively by swindlers and their
stoo es?

And then, what he has done may be  risly; but, after all, it's only
e merrymeker ecting in a Sotles..

%

411 living creatures mirror and explain their crestor, or at least
one aspect snd potentlality of the cueative‘izaaziiaf from which they
emer ed, Just as all men bear the mark of thelr divine descent = however
blurred or dislocuted = the characters concelved by one novellst are all
akin to each other as they ere all akin to their poet, Every work of
art 1s a self-portralt, '

¥We recosnize Glde's srave and spiritual physlio,nomy behlnd Lafcadlo's
impishly chermin_ grimace, Yes, this dashin: end dan_erous youth is msng
from the same stuff that is André Walter's end Allssa's and the Imgbraliagf
His inordinete entics and paradoxes, his innocence and his tricks, all
his emotions and actions are imbued with the unuistakable flavour of
Gilde's style and person:lity.

"It is ecertalnly essier for me to meke one of ny chsrscters speak than
to express myself ss myself, undls unised," This is proteus's confesslon,
He continues: "There 1s nothing in my work I have written with more
ensiness than Alissa's disry or the monologues of Lafeesdlo, nor 1is there
anythins better, When producin: tiesse such things, I forget who I am,
if I have ever knowm 1te.e"

Does he ebendon himself to become Lafcedio? Or is the fictitlous
individusl sn emenation of his own substence and ener y? But what 1s
the difference? Is there eny difference, really?

The quebtion becomes somewhat more perturbing in th¢case of an un=

pleasant end untruthful cherecter such #s the hero in Glde's followlng,

book, Le Symphonle Pastorsle (1919). The Calvinlst pinlster, whose dlery
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communicates the whole story, 1s an unctuous hypocrite whos cheats not
only his enviromment but also deludes himself, "with coumplacent circum=
stentiality he dwells on every detaeil of nis little drama. o see the
rinter lendscape of the remote mountein valley in Switzerland where his
parsons e is situated, end we sense the glaciel peace of the night when
the winister was called to s moribund old woman, somewhere in the snowy
solitnde, It wrs in her Imt that he found the wretched merbfsbenatdy.
creqture that wes to plsy such a déi&iaiva role in his life = Gertrude,

t iﬂw l niece of the defunct old women -; e pltiful half-wit, filthy,
&2 unable to spesk, eslmost beastly.

o doubt, the pastor's spontaneous impulee to take the poor ldiot
elon; is in itself noble end lsudlble, Ilie igiChriatian, he feels sorry
for the miserable orphan. But, a ain, is he not a llttle bit too pleased
about his own cherity and .oodness? And, beeldos, there is his wife at
home = e commonplsce, sturdy person without understandin, for his lmmo=
derete senerosity. He knowa, of course, that she wlll disapprove of hils
eccentric gesture. But he also knows that she wlll be, nevertheless, es
practicel and helpful ss ususl, It is she - the pestor's homespun wife,
not the inspired pastor -« who tuckles the uneppetizing job of transforming
ner unwished~for guest, Gertrude, from a fetid wreck Into a clean
humen beingz, As for the plous man, he contents himself with swakenin,,
little by little, the girl's derkened and frightened mind,

His dlery informs us of her  radual progresa., She learns how to spesk

to laugh, how to belleve in God in His earthig ropresentative,

pastor, She is innocent and lovsble, iHle loves her,

Is his love still pure and fatherlyt Hls notea divul e what he does
not admit to himself: that hls feelin; for Gertrude has lon, transcended
the sphere of paternal=peda;oglcal Interest, This 1n.rmtsympathw, sny
more: 1t 1s passion,

He refuses to (rasp the obvlious, palpeble truth, even hls wviolent

A
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. his emotionel entenglement,

His son falls in love with the sightlesa belle, The wlesa pastor = blinder
then his en elic prote 6 = raves but still fells to realize wiy. He

keeps lying - dozgedly, desperstly: lyin: to his wife, who looks through
his obvious devices; lying to his son, who ylelds to the paternsl suthority
and renounces Gertrude; lying to Gertrude herself, whose ldea of the world
end of his own 4%}5232233 he falsifles and confuses with his mendaclous,
purposeful eloquence.

The swindle ends ss Gertrude gains her eyesight, thanks to sn operetion.
Now she sees, and she understends, It 1s the young one she loves = the
pestor's son, not the pastore. She recognizes at last the true nature of
the old men's devotion, She shmdders, Everything pslls on her, She hes
percelved the existence end mi ht of Evil - too suddenly snd overwhelmingly
so as that she ecould besr 1it,

The end 1s tragedy = with the son jolning & Cathollc order (the most
seathing .esture of protest againat his Calvinist father he could possibly
think of); with Gertrude committing suleide, and the pestor left all
alone - alone with his homely, frustrated wife, his gullt end his distress,
He tries tojﬁﬂlﬁ{ but his heart ia "es arid s the desert." From his

withered heert rises his desolate prayer:

our Fether ﬁhieh art in HeavVoliees

Now, whet hes Gide in common with that broken~down old hypocrit?
Where 1a the affinity betwoen the created charscter end the ereator?

Or is Ppastoral Symphony Jjust snother tour de force executed with

detached mastorship?

. But there can be no doubt that Gide has furnlshed his dreary hero
with certein features inherent = more or leses latently - in his own
person:lity, In fact, le lays many an ldea of his own into the mouth
of the deceitful Minister, where they presently tarnish and lose all
validity. The cunning lover employs bi_, and besutiful words - :lde's
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words - to cemoufla e or to excuse his ille itimete pesslon, How cleverly
he tosseas about with such _rendiose notlions rs "pure love," 'Trué
Christisnity versus Puritan prejudices," "educationsl fervor," "self-
sacrifice," end so forth, When Gertrude = yet without eyesiht - esks
him whether there 1s anythin. evil sbout her bein_ so fond of him, he
answerg, slyly and evesively:"love can never be evil.," ind when hlis poor
wife reproaches him, rether esrly in the course of the story, with
preferrin. the blind stren er to his own children, he invokes the Gospel,
suerilegcously. Does not Jesus teach us thet e sheep that wes lost and
has been found s sin is more velueble, indeed, more lovable thsn the rest
of the floeck that never went astrey? And Gertrude - blind and dumb es
she wes = must she not be considered a lost sheep? So why should we
not msake merry end be gledti For this thy sister was dead, #nd is allve
a.ain; end was lost, and is found,

But the psstor's wife does not meke merry and ls not glad at all,
Hor was Gide, I suppose, when twlsting and poliuting hls own favorilte
tenete by lending them to his hideous double snd self=cariceture.ie
who never edmitted that a fine ceuse could ever justify evil means, nouw
mirrored himself in a man who sbuses the finest reasons for the sake of
an evil cause,

If it is an sct of paradoxicsl unselfishness to lnvent er_uments for
one's own enemy - es Gide does, at times « 1t luplies much more of a
self-inflicted torture to make a hateable person employ and mar ona's
own thou hts and prinsclples.

Coneelved es the utmost contrast to the cheerful escapade of Les,

Caves du Vetlican; ssturated with the gloom and the anxlety of the pre=

cedin;, War years, La Symphonlie Pastorsle 1s the subtlest snd most scathing

self=-indietment Glds hes ever issued - more relentless, indeed, than

L'Immoraliste, end ruch more bitter than thie hllerlous self-iroay of
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peludes, whers the most aerid eriticisnm 1s miti.eted by a hearty laughter.

But there is no trece of szalety in La Symphonie pestorele, The setting

ia of blesk austerity; the colouring, dismel sand murky. proteus does not
allow himself the failntest smirk or gigple. This time hls metemorphosis
looks terribly like a self-fle ellatlon,

Lafeadio is in the hsbit of tormenting himself with a _lowing knife
when Lie hes violeted one of his own arbitrary teboos. For what secret
trens ression did andré Gide went to atone when he lart himself with the
2lowing steel of his well-turned, reveallng word?

LR

"Thero is no monster or miracle on esrth that concerns me more than
my more characters ... The more I explore and scrutinize myself, tle
more rv deformetion emazes me - the less ean I understand myeelfs

It 1s with wholehesrted spproval that Gide quotes these words, in

his brilliant Eessil sur Montsigne (1929). The great French lmumsnlst of

the sizteenth eentury belon e to hls most beloved and most trusted

mesters, It is by no means Montalgne's femous “skepticisn"™ by which

side feels mostly attracted. The noncommittrl gesture - "gue sgal-jer" -

would not in itself be helpful and constructive, if it were not for

the new humanistic pride and probity slready inherent in such e s =y

sturcy a nosticlsm, AT gzeme, mrys ~ica, “that after-pentiua pilete!'s
hV\' stly question, What is Truthy, Montal ne resumes, in hils- burm™ -T""”l

quite lmmenly, though, in a strictly prafwd ve =
- o — - “-‘H
esus-Chrint: L am ™

This is the twofold lesson 0ide obteined from his illustrious friend,

Eichel Eyquem de Monteignes that self-scrutiny, self-analysis, complete
sincerety towards oneself, is the be inning end, perhesps, the crown of
ell wisdom; and, that the most pertlnent way of teachin. anything to
anybody 1s, to commnicate - franklyl without retouchl = whst one may

have found out sbout one's own inmost conflicts and conditions,.




' The sentefce continues with, whedefamed Nietzsches...etc,. .
| In tks following line, the woPd he 1e to be repleced-by ocorki (W

|
|

)

7. the e _af the?fonrth ﬁa?ﬁgrqﬁn,'froq@g“It;sg s,”lﬁaysﬁﬁ_da..azﬁ'ﬁ
niEuel,/ or Father; to be replaged by the fbiiowlﬂg{lin_ A

. 3T¢ Pilste's cruel questian, het 1s truthh_ which re-eénoea down

the eges,” writes Gide, "Monteigne seems to have assumed, thouih
in e quite humen end profane manner, and in a very different

sense, Christ's divine enswer, I am the Truth, That is to say,

he ean know nothing truly but himgelf.se"

Rerr—t s teXt-continmmes-with-thE hiew paragreph, This is the twofold
e880N.eees2tC, - : \

-

“t:gggl in line lg-f%Bm the top, folluwinﬁdbﬁgrworda, to s Narxist
anatic, the following words should bDe added:

and intransigent puritan .- |
!

"-@0/}.""-1{1 had to BaFTaesee Bﬁﬂ'r e
The word wse 1in the“esame line (followlng,noﬂtoavskij is to be chenged

into _
- sounds s pre:

The next séntence, beiinning with-~The euthor of Co don 1s-to be omifited.
(Cut £rdm The esuthor until s,einst soclety . The two opening words of|the
nexd” phrase, Whaet had, are also to be cut. The sentefice bep.ins with

AXese words: o

Phe suthor or L& Porte-gtroite—hes—aldiost nothing in common, s e

gre 'i""'“‘\
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gide 1s deli.hted by what he ealls Montalgne's "heureuse sudace dans

1'indiserétion personelle," He relishos all detalls the jolly nobleman con=

fides to him #8 to his most intimnte experiences, psycholo ical or somatice

To Gide, 1t 1s thrilling news that the suthor of the [Lssays nl; able to
hold his water for ten hours or so, If the ‘ﬁigaWe as such is not
startling, Montaline's indlscreet wish to dlsclose it 1s charming asnd
eignificant in itself, This WQMQH inplies much more than
sheer exhibitionism, according to André Glde. It connotes a vallisnt
protest a.alnst canting conventions: whet is conceeled in _enersl - every=
tning devious esnd stealthy ls precisely what faselnates him most end what
he likes to display.

Kinz Cendaulus, we remember, was prompted by similar impulses when he
he prostituted his wife = a flagrant slip for which he had To pey with
his life, Gide, who dramatized this edifyin; story, camnot be unfemiller
with the sntesgonism between shame and sincerety. And yet his “indiscreet
wish® to exhibit his secrets -« his pedagoglcal proclivity to teachh the
world e lesson by unveiling his privecy - this innete dlsposition to
expone himself sot the better, more often than not, of any conventlonel

seruples, "1e extensive sutoblo raphy, S1 le Gralin ne Mewrt, (published in

1926) is of & metieulous stral htforwardness compsred wlth which Montail ne!
" fortunate audacitles" look 1ike hypoeritical lies.

I am efraid that I way hsve been ;.:3:-(‘.7 hard on this particulsr
work of 3ide when I referred to 1t, in a preceding chapter, Dlda't I
call it "somewhat disappointin "? Whet a rash and superflcial judsement}
I am tenpted to take it back. But I can't, 1 want W this esssy to be as
gincere as is the suthor 1%t deals with, Hew, then, eould I mince or
modify my worde? The truth is thet I was disappolnted when I firast read

81 le ¢rein ne Meurt, snd thet I cannot help feellny the same wey whonever

I resd 1t a.aln,
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Thet 1s not to say that cide's memoirs are lacking in unfor.ettsble
scenes and ima, es: there ere many of them, particul:irly 1n the chilldhood
chepters, but slso in the followiny perts, 'het he tells us about his
first literary impressions and religious quelms oesse comes off besutl=
fully. The same goes for certain school souvenirs = especlally the first
contect with Plerre Louys, et the école Alssclenne, The thlird volume

offers a .ood deal of lively lnformation ebout the literary milieus in
Paris, about 1890; there are striking sketches of Mallarmé, Heredlas, snd
the sophisticated crowd thet flocked to thei{ receptions, The Algerian
episod, finelly, with its elsborete double-portralt of Oscar Wilde end
Lord Douglas, is perhaps the climax of the whole account,

It 1s there, in the African chapter weiiembsedé, near the end of the
atory &, that the "shocking" detalls occur - six pa.es, or 80, in a
work that comprises sbout six-hundred., Evidently, these risqué pas;a;aa
heve ettesined & populsrity entirely out of proportion. I have heard

people discuss S1 le Grain ne Meurt as a salaclous book = "the book,

you lnow, in which he tells all that dirty stuff about Wilde and Douglaes
end the little Moors," =: while, in reaelity, Oide's memoirs ere mainly
concerned with such esrnest metters as Symbolistic art, pPuritan pastors,
Beethoven, country life, botanizin, spinsters, and young mdréts innocent
romence with Mademolselle Bumanuele,

#hy, then, do so many resders choose to remember solely the dellcate
interlude with the rabien lads? There must be more sl serious reusons
for this undue emphasis than just the ordinsry predilection for the
sexunrl sphere, It mi ht be that the Algerian adventure strikes the reader
es particularly thrillin: end colourful as the rest of the book 1s
somewhet poor in colour and suspense, Moreover, the "revelation of the
desert" = as one of Gide's blographers, Léon Plerre-guint, terms the

African eplsod = seems to be the logleal climax, indeed, the solution
o

nissminkoinetion story ves uivimw at all alonge
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The angulish and spprehension of André's chlldhood; his gbrupt and irra-

tional outburst, "Je ne suls pas pareil aux autresi"; the moral struggle

of his later eyars; the strangely seraphiec flevour of his relation to
Emmanuele = all this becomes intelligible in the 1li ht of whet has hsppened
under Wilde's devilish suspices, By discdosing his "deformation" - to
quote Montailgne's formla - Glde provides us with the e¢lue to the laby=
rinth of his inner drams,

There can be no doubt, of course, that cide's erotic penchants and
experlences are of slgnal relevance to hls development in all respects.
One does not need be an uneonditionsl adherent to Freud's doctrines to
recognize the vital bearin;: of sex on the human life, It was not the
founder of the psychosnslyticel school but Nietzsche who called sex the
root end basis of all ertistic creation, According to him, a men's sexual
inelinations cun be traced even in the most lofty and disinterested
manlfestations of his genius, And still we ought to beware of premature
econelusions - in _eneral, I mean, and especlally as far es Gide 1s

concerned, "le me comprenez pes si vite, je wous en prlei" His request

is applicable to his erotic problem as to any other aspect of his
cheracter.,

Let us be frank and factuell Glde discloses, 1in his memolirs, that
he hes had sexual intercourse with youn, Arsbisns in Al .erla, fifty years
#z0s That 1s all, or rather, would be all, if it were not for a brief
but significant plrese following the scene with Mohammed = a sentence to
the effect that this escapade helped him in finding his "normality."

We are not told, however, whether this normelity implies e lifelong
fixetion on Arsblan boys. In fact, Gide is much more discreet than his
reputation suigests and than he wants to appear. As far as I can see,

hls whole work, ineluding his Journal, contalns no direet reference to
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his sexual experiences, except the one passege in 81 le Grain ne leurt,

We are not told whether the Al.erien incldent was followed by others of
a similer kind. There are scarcely sssy hints 'a(:;;oun& men amon; Gide's
acquaintences, save liarc Alle ret, the companion of the Congo journey, who
happens to be descended from a femlly very close to Gide's, Nor do we learn
gi?f?&fh°“t the women who might have pleyed & role in his life. I have
Eiiédhib atress Glde's extrsordinery reserve with re.ard to his marrin?t.
¥ He 1s not more expsnsive in respect of other romences. How sbout the
lieison whieh resulted in the birth of Gide's daughtert Tﬁe young lacy
was presented as hls nlece, as long as Mademe 0ide wes :live. But with
Enmermele deceased, the widower recognized his 1lle.itimste child offi=
clally, Yet the published version of his Journel offers no ese clue to
this love affalr of sreat consequences.

One of (G1lde's most intimate friends once sald to mes; "He 1s terribly

difficult to understand, our great André, It tickles him to bemboozle sll
of us, Take his relation to women, for instancel Most people teke 1t for
granted that he doesn't cere much for dames, Wrong} Women meen more to
him, in « sense, then do men. And it's not only Emmcnudle I «m thinking
ofs s for her, she has more power on him then any other being, male or
female, I belleve he would s-erifice his dearest friend if Emmenudle
inslsted, "

Glde's work seems to confirm what his intimate divul.ed to me, The
femele element smong his characters 1s st lesst es si nificant as the male,
As for the tpple of homosexuslity, it plays but e secondary role. One
voluminous treatise, Corydon, is devoted to this subject, end there occur

&1llusions - not very obvious ones,though = in L'Immoraliste snd Les

Faux-lonnayeurs. .nd yet it seems out of the question that Gide would
AGwlaor{vanmmes,
ever have recourse to oertaiﬁjﬁtﬁ!ﬁl’ié'employad by Mercel Proust, for

instiunce, On the contrery, Gide disapproved, repestedly end sh.rply, of
Proust's cunning policy which consists of presentin: the boys he was

®pibliothek/
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interested in dis;ulsed as girls. The 2lbertine, in } la Recherche du

Temps Perdu, wes sctually en Albert: ell those in the Imow were fully

swere of this trickery. "lide sounds indeed rather an,ry when he notes in
his d.'l.ary (1921]!
"Perplexed and indignent after having read the lsst pe,es of Sodome

et Comorrhe (ln the December issue of the Nouvelle Revue Frencelsej,

Knowing Proust's nature snd opinions the way I do, it 1s difficult for me
to see there enything but s fAint, prompted by the desire for self=-pro=
tection, His camoufla_e 1s as clever as could be; for nobody could be
interested in unmesking it, Yes, thls offence ‘#-lﬂt truth is likely to
pleese everybody - the heterosexuesls, as 1t justifies their prejudices snd
animosities; and the others, who will profit by the alibl and by the lack
of resemblance between them end the chsrecters Proust portrays, In shert,

Sodome et Gomorrhe, more than sny other plece of writing I huve ever read,

is apt to foster the generel cowerdice snd to encoura e public opinion to
abide by its fellacles,"

What ennoyed lde, furthermore, 1s the wey Proust seems to eonfound
homosexnality and effeminscy., Baron Cherlus, the mscabre hero of Sodome
£ . npracy :
&t Comorrhe, 1s Indeed the embodiment of eféeminate de.._c,epaﬁn/. fot that
the pertreit of Cherlus is unfeirly or mslignantly drewn in itself: of

course, there esre plenty of pentlemen very much like the Beron, What may
be consldered unfulr is only thet Proust presents this morbid snob as

the invert psr excellence, while transposing the more eppesling experiences

of enother cheracter, Swann, into the less controverslal sphere of hetero=
sexual love, According to Glde, however, a bumptious fresk = nemely, the
Baron Charlus = is by no means typlecal of the homosexuel as such, To
spesk of "the homosexual" is as erroneous ss to spesk of "the Jew" or
"the ertist,”

It ?.s the mein thesis of Corydon that homosexuelity, Jjust like
heterosexuality, "coumprises all degrees, all shades - from Platonism to
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saleclousness, from renunciation to ssdism, from joyful soundness to
pathologleal . loom, from the most primitive setisfactions to the most
refined perversitlies. The ‘'inversion' (l.c. effeminecy) ls just one
annex of it. Morecver, there are innumersble transitions between exclusive
homosexuality and exclusive heterosexuality, Yet, in _eneral people are
wont to contrast whet they cell 'normel love' wlith what they deem a form
of love ‘'opposed to nature! - and, for reasons of sheer convenlence, they
take 1t for grsnted that all noble pessions, all beauty of spirit end of
emotion, are reserved to the ‘'normal' side, whereas the others have to
content themselves with I don't lmow whet kind of scurvy substitutes..."

This distinction between the "invert" (or effemin:ute type) and the
"normel homosexual® (namely, the male lover of mele youth, in the Hellenlc
style) poes e#8 a leitmotiv throushout the didsetic dialogues of which
the treatise consists. Mr, Corydon - quite sn expert in his particulsr
field - tries aptly and pautiently to convinee his somewhat gooly inter=
locutor that homosexuslity is neither & crime nor a disease, A spirited end
consclentious teacher, he tsckles the matter from ell concelvable angles =
medical, literary, philosophie, soclologie, historie, and reli.lous, He
quotes lontaigne and Darwin, Pesecal and Coethe, Plato end Walt Whitman,
His argument includes the habits of dogs end genluses, Christlan and psgsn
ethics, the testimonies of statesmen, doctors, and priests. He 1s unusually
bright and brave = that imeginery Mr, Corydon, undaunted apologist of an
unpopuler cause,

Prenkly, I f«il to see why Gide's friends and advisors should have
been so worried and bewlldered about this seml-sclentifle, lupersonsl essay,
Nor do I quite understand why Glde wsa in such a state of excitement and
happiness when he composed Corydons According to his Journal, no other
work elated and thrilled him 1n en equal de.ree, since the hectlic deyas of

Les Cehiers d'André Walter., Only then, as a callow, inspired youth, he
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was possessed by the same enthusiasm. les Cahiers d'aAndré wWelter end

Corydon are the two only books 0ide belleved to be of utmost significance,

indeed, indispenseble, whlle he was enza ed in writing them.

Aa for the former, 1t may be deemed sn indlspensable doncument within
the whole of Gide's lifework: whoever needs and loves indré Glde's pro=

duction me in its entirety, would not went to miss ILes Cahlers, In the

case of Corydon, however, I do not feel quite the same waye If I hed to
sucrifice one of Glde's major works, I would choose Coryden, wlthout
hesitating, It is a useful book but not an inspirin. eeshesssslc ono,.
_Far from belng unduly emotionsl and bold, it is rather lacking in these
qualities, It presents and develops its thesis = sturdlly and effectively
80, with sn lmpresslve display of eloguence and erudition; but 1t does
not inelude the antithesis; 1n other words, it is not dialectle, not
musicel, not artlastle, not dislnterested. It just wants to prove its
point, In order to be persuasive, Gide sscrifices whet 1s Indeed the
source and secret of his persuasion = the iridescent complexlity of his
atyle and thoughte

Proteus seems & little swiowerd and unecomfortable in the role of a
propagandist, He is more himself = he is indeed at hls best when e
he pl:ys end puzzles, when he changes his shape snd shifts from one
position to another; when he phosphoresces end oscillstes and intri_ ues.

This explains, perhaps, the relative tenuity of 81 le . rain ne Heurt

end Corydon. In both cuses Gide tries to come out undis ulsed, as & man
who tells his story and who puts forwerd his argument. But, curiously,
the suthentic story and the direct, unconditioned testimony fall short

of his subtle, noncommittel devices, Paredoxical ss 1t may sound, nide
sounds less cogent, indeed, less truthful when he conveys the plain truth.

For the plein truth 1s never his truthe The plein truth ie a simplifice=)

f
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The more disguised, the more suthentic 1s Proteus. We recognize his
gesture and hils messa_e, whether 1t comes to us in the make-up of andré
Walter or Ménelque, of Narcissus or Cendeulus; with the seintly smile of
Alissa or with or with the feverish ;low of the Immoralist; with Lafcadlo's
triumphsnt turbulence or with the deceltful dignity of the Celvinist
pastor: they ere ell stigmetized end blessed with his mystery, his cherm,
his savour, his unmistakeble hue, .

And this is true,not only of Glde's rictigigagjselrhrrenontationn and
self-trensformetions, but elso of his essayletic mesquerades., Precisely

< OWn

like in his novels, he at once vells and reveals hIﬁIﬁE?aannlity when
serutinizin: end evaluating the works and cheructers of stendhal or
Dostojevski, Beudelsire or Nietzsche, Nontaline or Cherles-louls Philippe.
Hls polemics a sinst Barr:e-a, his notes on Chopin, his studles on Goethe
or Recine, sre indeed as integrel a part of his lifework as his stories
or plays, Gide's fervor and intuition are no less crestive end originel
in the field of literary criticism then they are in the nsrrative or
drematic spheres, The lmportance of his essayistic volumes equals thst
of his novels, tractates, and tra _edies,

There is a profusion of deli htful end illuminating thin a 1in the
collections of dide's literary-snalytical prose = Prétextes (1903),
Nouvesux Prétextes (1911), and Incidences (1924). But even more dell htful

and illuminating ere the countless reflectionsa and spergus scattered

throuchout his central and cardinel work, hls Jmgemedy dlarye The volume

I cherish most smong =1l thinﬁﬁﬂhﬂ %?a written, is the complete edition
G M

= move T 1300 tegts,
of his Journal, 1839-1939; hendsomely presented by the Bibliothdque

de la Pleladee It 1s a treasure of a2 bock - not inferior, in ny opinion,

to Montel; ne's Esseys or to Goethe's Conversatlions with Eckermann,
0f course, the srt of the journsl, like epos or tra _edy, hes ite own

inherent laws and logic, 1ts speclific style and 1ts specific dan ers.
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The Journal, as & particular medium of expresslon, must not be con=
founded with the Confession, of which we have so meny samples in world
liter ture, from St, Thomes Aquines to Jean=Jacques Rousseau, Thomnes
de guincey, »nd others, But the Confession, like the Autoblo _raphy, is
retrospective: its objective and function is to review the way that has
led to a certalin climax or terminus from which the confessor shows
back, The account 1s necessarily coloured and purposeful. The same 1s
true = for different but equally obvious rersons - of personal letters
as a literary device. Only the dlary is sincere, if it deserves to be
called a disry.

Some of the most illustrious journals can hardly be consldered genulne.
The dlery of PFriledrich Hebbel, for instance = the best-lknown document
of this type in Ghe=reelsssf Germen litersture - is en lupressive coms=
pillation of axioms and aphorisms rather than a day-to=-day report of its
suthor's fectual and emotional life. s for the brothers Goncourt, their
celebrated Journal 1s really a scclal and literary chronicle - entlirely
Jjournalistic in 1ts purport end polley.

In other cases, a ain, the journal 1is sincere but insignificant.
The dally notes of Goethe or Tolstol, Stendhel or Dostojevski, yleld
certainly a zood deerl of enjoyment and instructlion to any reader truly
interested in those masters; but nobody would ever count these casual
and desultory entries among the mein achievements of the great men who
Jotted them down to keep track of thelr delly doin s.

There are mich=vaunted Journﬁls by such suthors who hsave nothin. else,

or «lmost nothin, else, to thelr credit. The reputation of larle
Bashkirtseff, for instance, is due to her Journal entirely, as 1s that

of Madame de 34vigné to her letters, But a diary that constltutes a life=
work cen never have ss much fescination and significence as has a dlaery

thet sccompenles, elucldstes, end completes a  reat literary contribution.
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But if it is true thet /ndré Gide's Journal would be less attractlve
and less important if hls other writings did not exist, it is elso true
that his work would be fragmentery without his diary. This is not so in
most other cases. We are able to appreciate the s rendeur of chk‘hs or
Balzae, Poe or Byron, kllton or Descartes without imowin. their dlsriles,
But to kmow Glde we must lnow his Journale. Far from beln. an accessory, it
1s en essential = the heart and center of his creative effort.

Gide is e metchless mesater in this particuler field. All his novels

end tales, from Les Cshiers d'indré Walter over Les Caves du Vatican

and Les Feux-Monnayeurs to L'Ecole des Femmes and Ganeviava, are written,

partly or completely, in the form of personal dlerles. The Journal which
he slyns himself, sums up and reaffirms all those fictitious monologues
and imeginary confessions, It also contains the essence and the resumué of
his intellectual endeavour, the candld and contimucus chronlcle of his
inner adventures and sctual experilences, I¥ 1s not only the most walld

End conscientious aeuim/in modern litersture, but aloo sosiemstmd
fie
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