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matter that was never intended for publication and that
would undoubtedly have wounded the writer greatly if he
had ever seen it between book-covers. It is Gauguin with-
out his armor. It is the despairing outcry of a man who
sees nothing ahead but destruction.

For the superficial reader there can be nothing but dis-
appointment in these letters, for the note they harp upon
is practically a single one—the painter’s abject need of
money. Page after page is taken up with pitiful pleas to
Monfreid to raise a few hundred francs by the sale of the
Tahitian canvases. Can the friend in Paris not get fifteen
art lovers to promise that each one of them will purchase
one of Gauguin’s paintings a year for 160 francs, thus as-
suring Gauguin of a yearly income of 2400 francs? Can
Chaudet—a Parisian dealer—not be hurried up in his pay-
ments? The pleas are repeated time and again. Hardly
a letter is not taken up with frantic appeals for money,
threats of suicide, descriptions of illness. All this is dreary
but at the same time it is illuminating. In the first place,
it throws a sudden light upon Gauguin’s painting. He
cannot lay his paint on thickly for he does not possess
enough money to acquire the amount of paint necessary.
Neither can he paint carefully for he must finish his pic-
tures hurriedly in order to ship them off to Monfreid
and, even while he is handling the brushes, he is shaken
with illness, with nervous worry and the fatalistic vision
of the destruction that looms before him. These are things
that one must take into consideration when viewing the
1897-1903 canvases of Gauguin. They are the work of
a man whom life has crowded aside and who is inexorably
disintegrating under the strain of torturous months.

No one looks for style in these letters. Neither does
one look for comments on art and life. The style may
be found in Noa Noa. The comments on art and life
are in the pages of the Intimate Journals. Here is noth-
ing but Gauguin, a painting done in harsh lines and with
no softening colors. ‘

In spite of the books about Gauguin already mentioned
and others, too (Mr. John Gould Fletcher’s readable but
superficial little biography, for instance), the real book
about the French painter is vet to be done. It is possibly
many years too soon for such a volume, but when it is
written it will present a pioneer who lost his way.

HEerperT S. Gorman.

This Freedom

This Freedom, by A. 8. M. Hutchinson. Boston: Little,
Brown £ Co. $2.00.
O reader with a temperament less easily excited to
" ecstasy than Mr. Hutchinson’s own, will dispute
him when he says, in his Postscript to This Freedom:
“There was to have been some more of it; but there,
they’re in each other’s arms, and one has suffered so with
them one cannot any more go on. One’s suffered so!”
One has! This Freedom portrays Rosalie Occleve, a cool,
talented, aloof young Englishwoman, putting up a gallant
fight to pursue her carcer as a business woman—a con-
spicuously successful department-head at Field and Com-
pany’s, private bankers—alongside her career as wife and
mother. But after it is too late—when Huggo, her eldest,
has come to a bad end, and Benji, her youngest, has thrown
himself under a train in the underground for grief over
his sister Doda’s death from an abortion—Rosalie suc-
cumbs, and in that ecstasy of self-abnegation which, in fic-
tion at least, brings peace, gives up her work. One suspects

REPUBLIC October 4, 1922
that Mr. Hutchinson’s intention has been defeatist all
along: of course it may be true that not even an exceptional
woman can bring up a family and carry on a career at the
same time, but this story of Rosalie Occleve does not prove
it; the evidence has been tampered with. Throughout,
This Freedom is written with that peculiar emotional in-
coherence which marred the later chapters of If Winter
Comes. There is here a hard kernel of sound characteriza-
tion and interesting event blighted by an emotional in-
stability that throws the author into gusty rhythmic prose
and interlards his narrative with such_incredible asides as
“The thing’s too poignant for the words a man has.”
Frorence Haxron.
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