Child

lurkana
nNOrt[ern K(‘ﬂ\a_
carry rg ~ fich.
probab'v a giant
Nile perch, caught
N Lake Rudﬂgh
This DI T
faken ftrom

“"Vanishin
A’n(.a a A

the
peopie,

of

.
ure

"™

o T lals B
pROITORrapns
aurng 3
’ AR A 0')

riters’ journeys

By David Holloway

The Blossoming World. By H. E. Bates.

£2-50.)
Beyond the Vicarage.

The Tiger and the Rose.
Hamilton. £2:25.)
TH

- awt)e
E opening of the second
volume of H. E. Bates's
autobiogra
ing World

ph_\' *“The Blossom-

'1s a splendid ex-
ample of memoir wriling at
its best.

Mr Bates, just 20, has had his
first novel pubiished and 1= com
ng up to London from m< home
in Northants to meet his pub
lishers tor the first time They
take him inevitably to lunch (1t
Is 4 strange fact of the publish-
nz world that no membe 1t
feels able to discuss business
unless he 1 chewing {ood at the
ame tyme.) And there he
their L.iterary Adviser (v €1\
much capital letters) who has not
hitherto been identified e
Ldward Garnett.
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This most potent of hizures was
the man who gmided Conrad and
made (;alsmworthy rewrite evenry
centence of " The Man 'ro-
pertv.”” He shaped tor good or
Il the work of many maijor
novelists 1in the hrst two decades
the century. In 1926 when he
took Mr Bates undecr nmis wing
he was perhaps past s peak
but he was still a formidable
indee of a book and. what was
almost more important for a
ing writer. controlled a wide
amount of patronage. Short
stories with his 1mprimatur
would be accepted by several
literdarv magazines.
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arrival in the world of
books \NMr Bates describes well:
the meetings 1n book shops,
lunches withh Giraham Greene at
a pub where the helping: were
largce and the hills small. the
pleasures of acceptance and the
utier dismay when a mayor work,

a vear i the writing, was 'aurned

down Then suddeniv he bezins
tn lose 1nterest i people.  He s
happily married, the father ot a
orowing familvy and the siave 1o
a large garden

Somechow *“ The Blossoming
World” becomes a landscape
without figures, and it 1s not
until he reaches 1939 and pro-

duces some happv pictures of a
village at war and describes his
own efforts to offer his tilents
to his countrv that the book
reawakens. No one wanted hun.
In desperation he bocame
L.iterary Editor of the Speciator
—but not for long. Then. quite
suddenly, and we shall have to

By Noel Streatfeild.
Bv Vernon Scannell.

(Michael Joseph.

(Colline. £2.)

(Hami-h

wait till the next volume to hear
about 1t, he was given the per-
fect job for him: short story
writer to the RAF. It is a pity
that the muddle of this book
does not have the guahty of the
beginning and the end

\Mr Bates's career as a writer
was mostlv ups, but there were
downs, and he was pot at tms
period hnancially successiul tor
Noel  Streatieild the wiiting
iourney, as she desciibes 1t n
the thurd 1instalment of her «uto-
biociaphy, " Bevond the Vicar-
age.’ was smeotnly and usuailly
lncratively ever upwards. Her
hrst manuscrpt was accepted by
the hirst pubhsher to whom she

mmitted ot Galsworthy took
the ;».'.'c(' in h(‘r hie ot Garnett
mm \Nir Bates's, though only by
long letters of encouragement,
When they were 1introduced at
their publisher's garden party,
he bowed pohitely and moved on.

Novels and children’s books
followed at regular intervals.
One book, " Ballet Shoes,” was so
successful that a London book-
shop set up a special department
to handle 1t alone. Miss Streat-
feild a good raconteur and
helps to smooth the rough edges
at her storv by telling it in the

rd person with herself as a
character called \'l(‘TOT:a.

“Bevond the Vicarage” does
not nretend to be revealing and
tells not a word more than the
author 1< willing to let drop.
Vernon Scannell. on the other
hand. tells all. In " The Tiger
and the Rose ' he pours nut his
storyv in good poet’s prose (=pare.
direct. clear 1mages) His was
no easv path to publication. At
the end of the war. fed up with
the armv, he deserted and !ived
by his Wils and \\'na! h(‘ (nn'.d
carn  as a professional boxer.
| .ater he attached himself to
l.eeds University as a sort of
othicial student and captain of

boxing team
| hhere tollow (l a4 Success|on Of
inbs, in the underbelly of

iCning, much drnnl\lnz and
several casunal affairs. before he
became established as a poet and
Nnes el e booz ng and the
t-pity o are at times tiresome
but those put off bv them shouid
Pres<s on The ﬁml ('hd}‘“'l’ des-

bing the death of a handi-
capped child almost unbear-
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ICTION Freed

of Forster

er Allen

With an Introduction by P. N.
id. £2.)

Forster's. Yet I am bound to
sav that of all his novels it
seems to me the least in literary
value. He himself reahsed it
was dated. Dated, [ think, in a
wayv in which the earlier novel,
“The Longest Journev.” over
which, If | read rght, the
cshadow of homosexuality hovers,
is not. Simply, " The Longest
fournev"” contains more of
Forster.
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In *“Maurice” Forster was
writing a thesis novel. It was a
brave thing to do and would
have been a braver one if he
had striven to publish it. But
the faults are those of the thesis
novel, the over-concentration on
a single issue. And reading
“Maurice,” one can't fail to be
struck by the difference 60 vears
have made n our attitude to-
wards homosexuality. The novel,
of course, has its interest for
this very reason, but the inter-
est. it seems to me, must be
mainly historical.

And there is something else.
In his “terminal note” Forster
“In Maurice I tried to
create a character who was com-
pletelyv unhike mvself . . .. some.
oneé handsome. healthv. bod I
attractive. mentally torpd.
a bad business man and rather
a snnb.”" Maurice becomes a
stockbroker i1ntere<'ed in the
Territorial Armyv. He s 3 near
relation to the Wilcoxes of
“Howards End.” the novel that
preceded ** Maurice . | must sav
| found him a bore, as Rickie in
“The Longest Journev'. who
seems to me a version of Forster
humself, 1s not.

SAVS:
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In 1913 or thereabouts some.
thing happened to Forster. What.
ever 1t was, havinz re-d
“Maurice,” I can oniv wish
Forster had written abou! it
autobiographicallv, whether
directly or in fictiton. He was
as 4a man more interesting than
Maurice and oo hne a novels!
to waste himselif on the thes:s
novei. however worthy the thesis
m4ay have seemed to nim.

". S. NAIPAUL., that aifted

and versatile writer who
understands the expatriate <o
well, has turned his attention
to certamm aspects of the mis-
used and misunderstood term
“freedom.”

“In a Free State” c(on-
tains  four studies of people
looking for it, far from home.
A tramp, observed with Chekho-
vian exactitude, crossing from
Piraeus to Alexandria, pavs for
h's freedom from responsibility,
with solitude and loss of human
dignitv.,  The Indian diplomat’s
servant, transiated from the
pavements of Calcutta to a com-
fortable cupboard in Washing-
ton, discovers that loss of i1den-
titv is the price of freedom from
poverty. So do the two West
Indian brothers, bettering them-

selves in London.

The long novella of the title
explores the consequences of
colonialism. A free state in
Africa 1s *orn bv civil war. and
motoring back from the capital
to the peripheral safetv of the
European compound are two 1!l-
assorted Fnglish people: Bobby,
a homosexual official in the new
black government. and Linda,
the wife of a colleague, who
loves Africa but not the emer-
gent African.

Their long. frightening drive
throngh a countrv thev both
need but which no longer needs
them 18 sunerbhly done. Selected
incidents build up menace: a
pack of dozc gone wild among
*he ruined villas of a lakeside
resnrt: campfires fickering n
wrecked drawing-rooms: the
<idden gra‘uitons vinlence
to Bobbv, placatory in
native shirt.
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We are left. even without the
somewhat tacked-on Fpilogue,
with a feeling of futilitv. All
these people demand a freedom
something aunthor:ty,
nunger, responsibili'v. Perhaps
\Mr Naipaul is too subtle a
writer to spell out the indisput-
ab'e fact that the onlyv true free-
dom (to twist Hazhtt a little) s
the retiremen® of the passions.
the renonse of the spirit.

*

STYLISTICALLY adroit, wise
and funnv, “ Lion Country ™ i< a
bracon among autumn books,
Frederick Bueckner was or-
daired a Precsbvterian Minister
in the 1950<, and in his current
nove,, the hero. one Antomo
Parr, JS4%ear-old ex-teacher,
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