LITERARY AUTHOR

E. BATES is a name
* that you hear litle of
in  higher literary circles

these days, although it is still
magic to lens of thousands
of ordinary readers.

Bates. however, was not al-
the darling of the
common reader. In the 19305
and 19408 he was a writer for
the connoisseur, No survey of
modern English literature dare
omit at least & mention of his
name, no anthology of stories
dare go to print without one
of his tales. Even as late as
the 19505 his novel, 'The
Jacaranda Tree', was studied
in umiversity Eng Lit courses,
Bates was a man of mark, not
a writer of the front rank, but
nevertheless  one o be
rechkoned with.

Then came the angry young
men  and  the new s
realism and 1he critics  had

le time for a rural writer, a
prose Ivricist, even one who
had turned his hand to writ-
ing about the war and
Burma,

The trouble with Bates s
that he ouwtlived his own lier-
ary era, then had the cheek
10 become a hustselling
novelist, and ended up hy
unahashedly pandering to his
public in a period in which
British reviewing was still con-
ducted in the twilight of ro-
maniic aesthetics. As a man
af letters he was dead; as a
man of money he was made.

Today higher literary
circles  label him  as  the
author  of  those  rubbishy
Rabkelaisian books  akont the
Larkins family, ‘The Darling
Rads of May'. ‘When the
Green Woods Laugh' and "A
Breath of French Air',

His devolion 1o the form
comes through strongly in his
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autobiography,  the third
volume of which has just
been published ('The Vanished
World", “The Blossoming
World', 'The World in Ripe-
ness', Michael Joseph, §6.20,
$6.90, $9.50).

As any reader of his stories
could have guessed, Bates was
a provincial bhoy and is a
countryman. He grew up in
the boot-making village of
Rushden, Northamptonshire,
fell in Ilove with the English
countryside as & hoy, and
spent most of his adult life in
a converted granary in Kent

He came from a working
class family, had hnle educa-
tion, a strict Methodist up-
bringing and an early amhi-
tivn 1o be a writer, In fact he
conceived  his ambition =0
early that the second volume
of his autobiography opens
with his going up e London
in }926 at ne age of I0 o
discuss the publication of his
first novel, "The Two Sisters'.
with Jomathan Cape.

To e Bates properiy in
the stream of twenticth cen-
tury English  liesature  you
have to pead "The Two &
ters” which s sull in print
after 47 vears. ‘Ihe book i
mamnly Conrad and water but
already there iv evidence of
that sensuous fezling for the
phvsical world that came to
matk eversthing Bates mrote
There are also some fine ex-
amples of s Jvrical prose and
of his ahiliiv to creare mood
and atmosphere,

When Cape's reader, Fd-
ward Garnelt, recognised the
talent displaved in “The Two
Sisters' the 20-vear-old auther
wenl om writing elatedly hot
after working for a vear on
another novel and having Gar-
neft reject it he was brought
hack to earth,

Bates then the

turned  to

short story and it has always
remained his great love,

Reading those early stories
today (collected in  'Dav's
End’) it is difficult to under-
stand why they altracted so
much praise. The hest of them
rely on the poetic evocation
of atmosphere, but few are
more than sketches.

Nevertheless they wcre the
beginning of a brilliant career
as a short story writer, When
the Readers’ Union published
30 of his best stories in
‘Country Talex' in 1938 the
coliection inzluded such
pieces as "The Black Boxer’,
*The Woman Wha Had Imagi-
nation', ‘Sally Round the
Moon', ‘The Mill', “The Sta-
tion’ he House with fthe
Apricot’. 'The Kimono' and
‘Brecze Anstey’ — a group of
staries that might he 1the envy
of any other English short
slory writer of his Lme.
the critics pro-

them wdded
use of the circum-

hich they  were

v a  freelunce

argely  on
hid ta live
for long periods onoas hole
as £2 a week. He savs he
olten wroie @ shory helare
lunch, an article in the alter-
fnoon, and a review  betore
hed. At the same time he
producing  thase novels of
rural Fogland that established
his repitation among connois-
seurs of fine prose hut ecained
him little as a conncissenr of
hard cash: "The Fallow Land'
and ‘The Poacher’.

His first commercial siccess
came amly am 1UIH when
Spella Ho' was feprinted three

1w wilthin vear and was
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of

came he seemad
to he an the wayv 10 comlor

and security. He had published
more than 200 short stories
and seven novels. He at last
was reaching a tairly wide but
discriminating  audience. Hut
then he could ne longer con-
centrale on fiction. He spent
the first vear of the war wril-
ing a critical survey, ‘The
Modern Short Story ", which is
still the best book in its field.

Then he got one of the
strangest commissions ol
World War Il, The RAF re-
cruited him at the age of 16
ay a short story writer and
sent him off 10 a bomber hase
to write fiztion  about  tha
Battle of Britain pilals,

It was then that he dis-
conered that he could reach a
popular audience by Lailoring
his foenon to it pedds dui-
though he does nat admit thas
in  his autohiographybt. The
tales e write we
in a papular n
News Chronicle, and explo
the popular sentimencs
papulur  propaganda of  the
time. The e bl ip print
lembarrassingly 1 uld
thinkt under the pseidonvm
he wsed at the nme,
Officer X,

Thix  eyperience
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one of his hest no
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and ¢
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Iydia’, the autobiographical
love story he wrote in the
1950s, are still worth reading
todav.

Fortunately for the short
story and the novella Bates
became disillusioned with the
novel after even his friends

icised the synthetic lyricism

t 'The Sleepless Moon' and
so he turned in the mid-1950s
10 the novella, “The novella
won't sell”. said his puhlishers,
hut by then Bates had the
Midas touch and “The Nature
of love, that collection of
three nosellas which have sl
last mone of their pociry, also

seller ond even
vonew callec-
e'fas or short
peres avtomabicallv nta
paperhieh, People will snll
read stories by Bates while
thev [gnore the short story in
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slary, They i strong
nmarralive lne
contribiied  w
that € hekhow,
(iﬂl’l\\ h"-"_l”h| [
when n M-
W narral
new

netes
miuist A

tance

impar-

came  full

v perind of Ch
ncisme o the
perienl 10 whicn he aisn
plavs all rhe stan
al Man I.
earl ¢
WS A

from the
havian

Ting 1
Morcover his
rsnphy of art,
kimd
ppovith
has come

whick

of art for art's

shast

rovnd 11 one

sike tn the

sy



Inam Ulhaq


Inam Ulhaq



	Page 10
	THE SCOURGE OF THE POLITICIANS
	TALES FOR TEENAGERS
	Advertising
	H. E. BATES AS POPULAR AND LITERARY AUTHOR
	AN ARTY PARTY
	A GULF IN IDEAS
	Advertising


