Novelists
mﬁ N  the very

fibre of H. E.

Bates's being,
more powerful
than con-
sciousness
ond more
lasting than any other
emotion, is a deep, rich love
far the land—an appreciation
not of the ideal life of @ coun-
try gentlernan, but of the
justy, inarticulate  country
folk who for centuries have
lived so near the very soil of
Englond that they have be-
come part of it.

His writings all tend in one direc-
fion. 'They emphasise the elemen-
jal tragedy of human lfe, with lts
wpending  processtorn  of life  and
death, against the background of
sensons which recur with rhythmic
persiatence.

Bates does not draw upon ‘A large
eanvis, nor does he ereate sophistl-
wted personalities. His storytelling
pletures one phase of Engllsh life,
p phise quickly pessing. His an-
eestors  were  extremely humble;
nalf-lilerate country working folk,
put. into this young ardent writer
they have poured their unspoken
fstlowshlp with Nature.

Fully consclous personallties do not |

find & place in his writings, nor

#o highly educated people;, he lives |

in anoiber, older, but not less ur-
gent, world, A lovely strip of South
Midland England, rich In memories
and shot with the hopes, struggles
and sulterings of numberless gene-
mitons. suffices for his background,
1 confess that there 13 something
about this young writer that touches
my heart sbrings. Hls view of exis-
tempe 15 sad, Frusiration 1s the
moitf of his writlngs; fulfilment,
ewen when found, Is phiysical, a3

Mr. H. E. Bates.

weet emotional,  ¥al there s such

rllty and real about It all:
shd antid life's vain effort and bit-
tgr defeat, such humor as well as
stoielsm that  ndmiratlon  grows
eien while agreemenl lingers.

A Passing Era

lhe many books deallng
e passing of the old, stifong.
teutal, rural England of the nine-
feenth century. I do not remember
me so intimately and profoundly
deseriptive as ““The Poacher” And
[ew paint so0 polgnantly the lomeli-
uess of the ecountryman who s at
spossessed of all that makes

th  lving.
Bishop i3 o skilful poacher,
n Luke admires him above
He Is strong, daring, re-
surceful;  symbolising  the eternal
struggle of Lthe “have-nots'’ agalnst

“haves.

Here are iwo moving  episodes.
'ul features the death of Buck
ob by a gamckecper, bt

! Luke asked. Bishop did
not answer him. He had A momen-
fary fear that his falher had been
B by the shot, but it passed, his
od admiration ot the strong,
smooth siride  returning instead
sguln ., , They went on alter
that  with  constautly incressing
pauses during which Bishop half-
wropched on Lhe ground on ohe knee,
Uke & runner resting before a race,'
They veach a friendly farm, and the
_bn&‘ returns in the merning 0 fAnd
s father dead.

Nearly hnlf a eentury passes. Like
frows, works, tries {o adapt himself
ln_ 8 changlng warld, 1t i valn.
His dnughlers desplse him, but there
& consolation with his Hitle grand-
un, whese understanding of the
tld man I5 stronger than the gap of
years. ‘They ate out logether one
diy, und the habit of nly early boy-

Bsserts itself. He snares o rab-

b, 8 caught by the gamekeeper,
and kerves & sentence in gaol, w?fen
he comes out the family have gone.
#od surveyors mre at work over the
4ld ground he kélﬁwhw ‘retn'hii &

F Wele s usy, holding e
pale, E{HI looking t.hfougl? t.h: in-
krument and signalling
oher a5 though In some
languag, another world.

to  each

stiange
Every

tme he paused he would wait a

lttle longer. and each time he went

o llhaeln he walked more slowly

thlnn fore. It was only then be-
hlg

to occur to him fully that
nowhere to go.''
The Early Scenes

Inlo thie story, surely, Bates has
wralght romething of his own fepl-
Ihgs,  His earliest memories were
o his maternal grandfather, white-
halred, brown-skinned, and slightly
Hooping, who worked u small farm
 the edge of the river valley & few
mles from Rushden, where, In the
sring of 1805, Bates was borr.

He spent much of his childhood
irund that farm, gazing slong the
- of green pastures where the

B came down. Tt was full of cold,

Ruty, sprinkled with qulls,
He watched

old, muzale-loading
In the corner.

hllg begin Lo write at 15, Two years

he took up journalism, left i,

N wal . and in his

time wrote a novel, He quar-

with the elders of the church,

the timg he was 18 had writ-

lny. The Best Bread. At 19,

926, he produced "The Two Sis-

i, ollowed in 1827 by “Day's

atherine Foster," which
I20: “‘Beven Tales" and
A T
rears follo , tha

L before the

uiring eyes
ose, surmounted

the' tharactsrine
. L] € chAarac L
work, There |s ‘delicacy
and u style the grace of
more than surface perfee-

I8 niready distinguish =
ublished “seven novels e-dimh?;:
ber of books aof short

National Library c

H. E. Bates:
Reformist
Disguise

‘IVID
STORYTELLER
By RK.

storles, Tt is perhaps in thls form
of writlng that he Is pre-eminent,
being regarded as a master of the
difficuit art, his name bracketed with
Tchekov and Katherine Mansfield.

A Social Urge

His eighth veolume, *'The Firing
Gosat,”” contains storles that have
great xoclal significance. Without
obtrustun, Bates s & left-winger.
“Perhaps we shall meel agein,'' de-
picis an upper-class woman who has
grown so fat that she actually thinks
of dieting, talking to & gir! who is
starving.

He 1s a_ working-class writer, un-
derslood by those farm girls and
laborers of whom he writes, Under
the influence, first of Conrad, then
of Stephen Crane, he has developed
A clear-cut  mascullne  method,
which places him in the forefront
of England’s younger writers, His
limitations are those of his creed,
which sees no significance In the
act or the aftermath; life, which

. turna with

there s no fulure

for It is rooted in the
flesh,

‘Thera s a lyrical note in his work
which eomes oul strongly in “The
Poacher,"" and n&)rencm_matlon with
madness., degict.e In A House of
Women'' (18361, There

aled in

a deep i
"Dowil the River'' (1837, with ita
lovely descriptions of wild hbirds,

flower sects and ite loathing of

POTLS.
“Spella Ho'' (1838) plctures the
powerful Bruno Shadbolt, whose
presecupation 15 money and women,
while “The Fallow Land™ (1982,
the story of life on & small English
farm, brings  out some of Bates's
most beautiful descriptive  Souches.
Hls portralls of old people are es-
pecially fine, as “Uncle Silas"

OWs. Here 1s & passage from
ne Fallow Land.'

“The old woman In & pink flan-
nel nightdr who lay asleep on
the pillows did not . Bhe was
incredibly ugly., She wns llke a
splteful caricature of a woman fash-
e n clay that had begun to
shirink and crack, ner skin having
about it a curlous vellow pallor that
looked unclean and hideous, her
head s0 nearly bald thal the re-
maining threads of hair looked as
though hastily ghied on as part of
some clumsy and impossible make-

however,

Az m novelist, Bates i3 alwaye giv
Ing promise of something bebter.
Good as lus work is, there is about
1. the suggestion ol thin yet to
e, The difference between him
and Tehekov is thal his characters
owe their virility to his power, while
those of the greal Russtan are
tivated from within, But
nat eritlcism; it is ex

Bales reads omilvoro
slonate deslre 1= to -
really beauliful thing. Nor s this

stified, for Edward Gar-
; said his “'sensitiveness to

ale  some

!
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