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M. André Gide has been spoken of as the finest
stylist of his generation—g faet that wii] hardly
intrigue English readers S0 much as the faet!
that since Proust ang Anatole France 5
o s probably_ ivi

eatest living - py
novelisg, M. Gide has w

psychologiczil ) hovelist, though he might
deplore the term, | d by, rather
than compareq i

any novel we know th
eliberate end. The author Jotg his plot ¢ gop
where it wil > @ obtrudes constantly, with-
out distracting the attention, ag confidentia) gnq
curious ohserver., © casual air iy ghje) he .
envelops the action is not the least masterly side !
of his art,  Ip Edouard we 416 to see Something
of “himselt, of his artistic solf as he states his
aims and  disey i

, and some.- |;

what becange of them, the rama  flows -on

naturally, unforcedly,
is is ‘not to say that he hag simply ¢ gq
down everything.”? e nas €Xpressed that gele,
tion in which art flowers, ang has made 5 ver:
li ice ‘of material, thongh

is introduced jars, slightly
 sulk © appreciated.” Legg easily F
acceptable, or comprehensib!e, is little Boris’s |

i serves as g climax, where one was §
i hardly needed, and it underlines the futility of

life perhaps more than the anthop intended, for
hi philosophy is not a negative one, but jg}.
decidedly hased on a bhelief in ag omuipresent |
deity, .




