TELLING THEIR
OWN STORIES

By David Holloway
from the Shadows. By Robin Maugham. (Hodder.

H. E. Bates. (Michael Joseph.

50y

The World in Ripeness. By
£3.)

ERE are roughly speak-

ing two ways in which a
novelist Ca?i write l:;ls a;lt‘g-.
biography. He can either p!
ducge ap novel of his life with
the events smoothed down or
roughed up to make a better
read or he can provide a
sketch book giving the back-
ground in which he came to
think up his plots.

In “Escape from the
Shadows ” Robin Maugham em-
loys the first while
gl. E. Bates in a third, very slim
slice of autobiography, * The
World in Ripeness’”, uses the
second. A pity this, for the first
two volumes, very much novels
of his life, were more enter-

taining.

- The “Shadows” in Lord
. laugham’s life were the austere
figure of his father who tended
to treat his son in childhood as
a hostile witness and as a young
man as someone appealing a
very bad case, and the glamor-
ous and slightly scandalous
figur2 of his Uncle Willy, Somer-
set Maugham, a Jaunn’ng
presence for any young writer

to have in the background.

Lord Maugham has already
recorded something about these
two in “ Somerset and All the
Maughams” but now he goes
into further detail, as well as
repeating some of his best
stories, If it is true that Willy
sent his pander, Gerald Haxton,
to oomupt his nephew, he
appears now das an even more
dislikeable figure. Lord
Maugham’s father, for all his
lack of capacity for inspiring or
giving affection, certainly to me,
reappears in a better light,
though it was monstrous of him
even to try to suppress his son’s
first novel because he dis-
approved .° it.

I like particularly the story
of his buying a car, although he
could not drive, and being
shown how things worked by a
mechanic between lLondon and
Reading and then sending the
man back and continuing to
Bath alone. True he removed
both mudguards but he made it.
And there is a splendid story
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other on to dangerous experi-
ments with a tragic and vulner-
able victim whom they nickname
the Tsar.

Miss Bainbridge’s imagination
18 dark, her landscapes —
Formby, Lancs, just after the
last war—reek and threaten,

anvd.her images smell of cor-
ruption.

Harriet said he was like the
witch i1n Hansel and Gretel,
who had a house made of
sweets and candy, only instead

of a house it was he himself
who was made of sugar.

“If we broke a piece off him,”
she said, “even a bit of his
little finger, it would be sweet
through and through.”

One publisher to whom this
novel was submitted remarked:
“What repulsive little creatures
you have made the two central
characters, repulsive almost be-
yond belief!” He was wrong—
they are all too credible,

*

CANNIBALISM in fiction (pace
Evelyn Waugh) retains its power
to shock. David Sale in “The
Love Bite” envisages a time
when the mentally subnormal
wil be bred and kept alive
solely to feed the rest of us—

they may not be subnormal
either!

Despite its sensational sub-
ject and readability—it Dbelts
along at a great pace—this is a
tawdry novel, and its heroine, a
sensual little beast, remains
shadowy. Although at one point
““the burden of unbearable
yearning and horror” sent her
“tottering over the brink of
sanity,” it was hard to bring one.
self to care,

*

KEITRON DORRITY is a mer-
chant seaman, extremely able-
bodied, who returns a hero from
an explosion at sea. He takes a
job stoking the boilers at a num-
nery (!), and works away, in
between drunken benders, homo-
sexual orgies, and consepling the
wife of his best friend killed
in the disaster, writing the
Great Novel of the Sea. He
also writes a journal, which
forms the bulk of *“ Jackarandy.”

The tranquility of the convent
is contrasted with the squalour
of his whoredom, his gaiety,
innocence and zeal (‘“to write
simple things simply . . .”—if
only we oould!) with the victims
he leaves scattered in his wake.

“Jackarandy,” rude, exuberant,
shapeless and clumsy marks a
fascinating début, and when Leo
Madigan settles his debts to
Genet, Montsarrat, and a host
of other curiously assorted
creditors, he might do anything.

One man

. res ; illy

illy writing him a &l
fatt-r saying the two of o g
might be confused like ﬁr:t.
speare and Bacon. 'I.‘he
Lord Maugham replied:

Dear Willie,

pular press,
g?'otherly advi
the sonnets.

Stories, half
half malicious, about these two

“ shadows ” take only a part of
th?g sizeable autobiography. The
main theme is to show how these
two played their part 11 making
the author what he 1s, a x)og
particularly happy bi-sexual wx‘t1
a greater affection for young
men than young women. :
We are told of his refusin
seduction at his prep. schoo
but accepting it at Eton. .Whe.n
later he shared a lover with his

_uncle, it is possible to feel mild

distaste, not so much at the 1n-
cident which does not seem to
have done either of them much
harm, and certainly none to the
male prostitute involved, but
because the author found it
necessary to t.ll the story.

Of less prurient interest is
Lord Maugham’s exatng ac
count of his war in a tank in
the Western Desert, his wound-
ing and invaliding out with
shrapnel lodged (and to this day
still lodged) in his brain and his
subsequent intelligence work in
the Arab countries,

A few years ago Lord
Maugham, staying at a new
hotel at the suggestion of T. S.
Eliot, was buried in the rubble
after the Agadir earthquake.
He was extraordinarily lucky to
survive, The stories, indeed,
throughout are good, so much
so that one could wish that the
author had had that slice of
luck and success that would
have enabled him to remove the
strong strain of self piaty.

H. E. Bates had that slice of
luck. Hilary St George Saunders
conceived the brilliant idea of
recruiting Mr Bates to the
R.A.F. as short-story writer. He
was sent to various air force
stations to live in the mess and
listen to aircrew and then write
fiction. This led to the series of
“Flying Officer X ” storres which
greatly 1 agnified Mr Bates's
reputation and later led to the
novels, “Fair Stood the Wind
for France” and “The Purple
Plain.”

Mr Bates writes of his war
with some gusto (on the whole
it must have been one of the
most pleasant of service careers)
and shows how he turned hints
from here and there and casual
meetings into finished prose.
His post-war life seems perhaps
to have bored him a little as an
autobiographer,

The author do-s sav how he
came to invent the Larkin
family though I wish he would
not describe these undoubtedly
successful though rather vulgar
novels as Chaucerian. They
aren’t.

Dramatists

in outline

By John Barber

Modern World Drama: an
Encyclopedia. By Myron
Matlaw. (Secker & War-
burg. £8:75.)

HIS monumental compendium
1S as easy to read as it is
heavy to hold (3lb 100z). It is
up-to-date enough to include
references to drama in 1971, but
the bulk of the work consists of
synopses, and J have not found
one later than 1968. The author,
an America professor of remark-
able industry, has a forgivable
tendency to feature old Broad-
way hits like “Dinpner at 8”
(which rates two pages).

No play by Joe Orton, Peter
Nichols, or David Storey gets a
separate entry, though all these
writers are treated briefly, and
ample space is given to major
dramatists of the period. There
are synopses of virtually all
Shaw’s plays, besides 40 by
Strindberg and almost as many
by Brecht.

To take a random sample, full
synopses are provided of Albee’s
“Who's Afraid of Virginia
Woolf ? ”, Wedekind's “ Spring’s
Awakening,” and all of Coward’s
nine “ Tonight at 8.30 ” playlets.

What practical use is a play
synopsis? It helps to recall a
half-forgotten evening and is no
substitute for 10 minutes with
the text. But I found myself
skipping the useful biographies
so as to remind myself exactly
what happened to Giraudoux’s
Ondine” or the hero of
Andreev’s “He Who Gets
Slapped.” These outlines have
an individual touch and are en-
livened with juicy scraps of the
ogilgmal dialogue. Unputdown-
able.

v. the SS

The Odessa File. By Frederick Forsyth. (Hutchinson. £2.)

T hardly needs to be recalled

that “ The Day of the Jackal”
was what its publishers aall, for
omte without exaggeration, “a
phenomenal success.” What is
even more phenomenal is that
Frederick Forsyth looks like
achieving the same thing with
his second book.

Peter Miller is an enterprising
young Hamburg journalist who
gets possession of the diary of
a former victim of one of the
oconcentration camps. Some-
thing he reads in it makes him
decide to hunt down and des-
troy the SS captain who had
been in charge.

He is soon approacheq by a
member of Mossad, the Israeli
Intelligence Service, who offers
to help him infiltrate an organi-
sation of former SS men in Ger-
many, the Odessa of the title, if
he is prepared to pass on to
them anything learns of
Odessa activities. In particular
the Israelis are concerned about

rocket warheads
waste and bubonic

which Odessa is supplvi
Egyptians. i i, O

Miller’s faked credential
accepted by Odessa, but befn:r :
pig-headed young man he dis-
obeys Israeli orders and sticks
to his very distinctive car, thus
putting the SS on his ‘track
and soon the hunter becomes
the hunted. _He is saved only
by a timely mtervention at the
last second of the O9th minute
i s 1 P
at swallowing. * Yousled

But that ig the on] itd

Yyon
I can make of 3 superbly téc):‘igg

ing story. Mr For ’
has been so pajnor

ghéng else—S

€ sufierings of concentratio
camp victims, the reactions ot;
present-day Germans—is utterly

convincing,
Violet Grant
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