mergence of a Best Seller

CAREER OF H. E. BATES

HERE IS PROBABLY NO MORE INTERESTING STUDY IN THE CURRENT
English literary scene than the development over the last 25 years or so
of an undistinguished Midlands youth into, first, a writer of realistic and
poweriul couniry tales in the Coppard manner and, later, Britain’s most
successful post-war novelist. By JH.

With a record of half o dozen| them are, of course, out of print. Be-

best-sellers in as many years, the fors the war he wrote seven novels

ear-ald Herbart Ernest and at least m dosen collectlons of

st yen Hisa i a8 short storles; but it 15 predicted that

ales  has Tulfille & prom ance you gtart to follow thelr trail

that eritic Edward Garnett first you will not destst until you hava
d In him when he was in read them all,

Bates once sald that the short
stary 18 “In every way s flner menns
of expresston of our age of unrést,
disbellef and distrust than either the
novel or postry.” BSuch B statement
Iz naturally debatable; but In the

of his own writing the short
oty does seem to be the best means
|of eonveying mood and feellng, for
which he has a natural and almost
unequalled talent.

A Danger

With the movel thers is & danger
that he will shortly be seduced into
the facile sentlmentallty, perhaps
even. bathos, that la found in the
pages of the Amerlecan “sHek" maga- |
zin He 15 not, T think, predomi-
nantly a storyteller. His forte s not
plot, even  though he has skilfully
crammed Incident upon dramatie in-
cident in his Burmese narratives,

Instead, he 18, and will probably be
best remembered /s, the master of
the lluminated moment, the Chek-
hovlan Incldent, that Js more memor-
able when It s presented within the
Umits of a few thousand words of |
Pyle, Ira Wollert and s dozen others | sensitive, bul passionate and always
| were turning out reams of similar, al- | Moterest-sustaining, prose, |
| tiough factusl, stull durlng the war. H. E. Bates Uves with his wife and |
| Could any of them, however, produce | four children in & soug, converted

started writing short
as soon as he left|

1 the elder Garnett and
ame across some of
als, and they helped |
first  published |

End and Other |

| e

was so impressed he

1 H. E. BATES,
turning out storles and|
t the bibliography of his
ed works now llsts more than
LT
Suth & tally may be rather sur-
Jrung to those readers who have

Sk to know him only through hls i i
};E. very surcessful Tecent novels of Can snyone honestly say that I

i | any better than fulr average gqualily
in wurtime — “The Purple| raporting 7 Quentin Reynalds, Ernie

the boy brought himself {o under-
stand  that this bundle had onece
been Jimmy, and that the tangle of
| hose was all that remained of the
| guts of the gunner-engineer.'

Fin” and *The Jacarands Tree
L
Prose Poems”

They way be even further sur-

Msed 1o lenrn that there are & num- |
Wrof people who insist that ]
nack, Setisual and sometimes wunfor- |
Peilubls short storles of prewar vint- I
Mt (ealled by Richard cl'l'mr::l].l
Aroge poema vedolent of the hedge- |
¥ flowers, the English scens, the
Mol mood") are superlor to the
moh, dramatlo and colorful best
mlery by iy pow producing.
¢ ® Wir changed H. E. Bates na
| changed few other writers, Com-
lssloned ax an officer in the RAF.
141, be was glven the task of llv-
flfl Bming bomber crews, and de.
[ulh.nz thelr  experiences In the
U gt short  storles Published
Mder the pseudonym of “Flying Of-
Moty X" these were propagands in
NiQUe garh, and sold o the ex-
feveral milllon coples,
WAL he saw matured Bates mnd
E_-;;: hn_n & soola] and ethical con-
o :ﬂm that 1s still dictating what
= shall w, Hin last novel, “Dear
chael Joseph), was a short
! Juvenile dolinquency. In it
il deteciad for the first time a
d WY (dus o a striving  for
And vigor, and thus, perhaps,

W0 ruthless  pruning)
mery TEDGrtags, = W towards

Currene Successes

BUt nutually (his w
. . ‘ua evident even
; e of the first of his eurrent erop
B "”'{“55!'! “The Cruise of the
_H-“I-d'hlnner published in 19486,
Yo ¢ ITéd & passage that has
o Quoted @y oy example of his

L e -

,,:R iy TE El’ deseription. Iti
18 hoy |uy th |

Sitaly § ere  staring in- |

';u ¥ M this thing th, lay on the |

It was lke g shapeless bundle |

T

National Library o

those lyrical, symbolle and emotlonal

| gems of the short story writer's art

that Hates was once content to glve
us ?

‘To those who admired "The Purple
Plain" and "The Jacarands Tree,” as
most of us could not help dolng, but
sawW a falllng off In “Dear Life,” a
parusal, or a reperusal, ls recoms-
mended of his earller stortes and
novals.

It 1s no ensy task, for

many of

e

A cherry

f Australia

bDarn ot Little Chart, in Kent. Like
most old practitioners of the craft,
he writes easily and quickly, and to
& schedule,

Like fow other lving writers, he ls
uble to respond to, and recreate, the
aimosphere of flowers, felds, woods
und sireams, the very serenity and
poignancy of nature itself. It s
there, I feel, where he will radiscover

and, ultimately, return to his true |

sphere.

orchard In blossom in Kaént,
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