WIZARD

H.E. BaTEs: A Moment in Time. 248pp.

An attractive, uncomplicated girl of
nineteen is the narratorin Mr. Bates’s
new novel, The time is 1940, England
was never more lovely, the earth
more bountiful. *The weather was
wizard, as it was to be all summer
being young and alive and loved was
(the wizardest thing of all.” Mr. Bates,
from the heights of his present
euphoria, turns the Battle of Britain
intoa gay summer frolic in a pastoral
setting.

The young narrator dnu m:L m
him unduly,  She is
imaginative of girls md her m!a"l-
gence and literary abilities are no
more than average.. When the [aml{sv
house is rcqulsmonad by the R.A
she falls understandably for the first
man she sees with Jarge moustaches.
He is subsequently burned and
mutilated to such an extent that
weaklings faint on sight of bim, but
he_remains a good friend and_his
mety is in nu way impail

marries his_frien

Splcdge who has " h:nrlbuakmgly 2
or  sometimes
young eyes,
into mourning. But it has been clear
from the start that the farmer's son
she has known all hes life has been
sumdmg hy, pr=par=d to wait for the
happy en

Mr. Bim recalls with relish the
air force slang, some of which has
entered the language, though not
perhaps to enrich it. It was an irrele-
vant, esseotially cxclusive, school-
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boy’s private language, !S‘_Du'lllg
neither to aptness nor to euphem
It contributes something to the mr ut
unreality that pervades the novel
“Bought it ” or * gone for a Bur-
ton ", are very odd ways of deserib-
ing death: * had it ", by comparison,
is_tersely to the point. The summer
of 1940 was no doubt unreal to those
who weat through it, but the task of
a novelist almost twenty-five years
later is to_see beneath the surface
and make it less unreal—rather than
to allow his nostalgia to make it
more so, Those who were nat there
will have a strange idea of what
these heroes and what that summer's
anxieties were like. By evoking them
in these cloyingly pastoral tetms,
with the “fresh, gay young gods "
and the laughing girls in their ﬂymz
skirts and pink brassieres, Mr.
relies almost entirely for his deqm'
effects on the hanourable stock-
of those for whom
Our Finest
Hour can catch at every heartstring.
Young people, whn may share his
faith in gaiety, co told more
about that buunl\(ul summer. The
nineteen-year-old girl is now a
mature woman after al

ell-produced ook
jackets and covers will be on dlsp]sy
in the exhibition British Book Pro-
duction 1964 at the National Book
League, 7 Albemarle Street, London,
W.1, from September 30 to
October 31.
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