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By JAMES MacBRIDE
¢t HY flocks of small banana-

green parrots,” Mr. Bates
begins, “had begun to come back
to the pipal trees about the
bombed pagoda. But across the
rice fields, scorched and barren
now from the long dry season,
only a few white egrets stepped
daintily like ghostly cranes about
the yellow dust in the heat haze.
Nothing else moved across the
great plain where for three years
no rice had grown.” To come
right down to cases, nothing
much else moves in this short
novel of an English flyer in a
psychotic fog. The tremulous
miasma of Mr. Bates' Lotiesque
proge counterpoints™ Forrester’s
mental mistiness: Mr. Bates’
sense of form is faultless. But,
though his hero meets and loves
a beautiful Burmese refugee, and
eventually rises above his neu-
rosis, Forrester seemed quite as

misty to this reader as he turned
the final page. :

We begin with Forrester in his
tent, sweating with- boredom,
hating his brother-officers,
haunted by the ghost of the wife
he lost in a London bombing. We
follow his wanderings among the
ruins of the vast, chromatic-
tinted plain—until he goes
through another bombing with a
live girl in his arms (point,
counterpoint). Forrester’s love
for Burmese Anna (who seems to
be almost as lovely as her coun-
terpart on the dust-jacket) gives

him the will to live again. And
when he's carried his wounded
navigator out of the green jungle
hell, following their crash-land-
ing, he finds that the world-at-
large is worth knowing, too.

Readers of Mr. Bates' early
short-stories (and of that recent
novella “The Cruise of the Bread-
winner”) may rest assured that
he has handled this standard
stencil expertly. But Mr. Bates
has let pattern take the place of
depth: instead of a genuine at-
titude toward life, there is far
too much posturing in the tradi-
tion of slick-paper romance. On
surface, it rings true, from the
pukka-sahib monosyllables at
mess-time to the de riguenr swim
in the river. But too much of
Forrester’s torment is stated: too
much promising drama is muffled
up in a pale cloak of rhetoric. In
the last analysis, Mr. Bates'
egrets and lizards are more con-
vincing than his humans. As for
Burmese Anna—well, Kipling
did a better job on that one once,
in g few hundred words.



