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With this third volume H. E. Butes
brings to un end. at least for the next
decade or two, his autobiogriphy
1t is. in a sense. the most rewarding
volume.  Must writers, having re

ursed their childhood and early
years, tend to splay oul, like rivers,
into deftas in which the early foree is
dissipated  into  sluggish chunncls
overgrown with names,  Mr Bates iy
almost unique in that, having
very early age established for Womscif
an artistic reputation as o short-story
writer of superb craftsmanship with
shioning gems from
y-seeming of stones
picked out through the genius
id Garnett and others 10 work
for the Air Ministry as the creative
interpreter belween the R Al
Force and the outside world.” It was
one of the most brilliunt buresuc
gambles of all I|mn. His. pay. that of
a Flying Office
what Somerset M,vugh am |.llar made
for his awards : but the facilities were.
immense. no less than o be at the
centre of the struggle for the freedom
of the West.

Perhaps no one could s have
risen to the occasion (V. S. Prilchett.
his nearest rival, did not respond
either so immediately of o simply).
But the assignment was one whic]
might have daunted many. Mr Bates's
Insiructioay werk that he must not
2o v operations. He was luckily
m lm thirtics and so he was an old

fions, he would have been a posiive
danger.
The

short-story  writer  catches

reality out of the corner of his eye.

ose fragments which set the imagi-
nation working. When he had been
ng his short stories before the
war for the New Statesiman and clse-
where, he had put in me taphorical
twiddly bits which his ers felt
were Literature. In the R'\I messes,
meeting recent schoolboys wha Faced
death and too often met it, Mr Butes
knew widdly bits were a sort of
blasphemy, and he wrofe simply,
pictorially. Being grounded, he could

Aot help being humble befare those
who rose and so often fell.  The
stories which he wrote under the
pseudonym  “ Flying  Officer X *
were so widely popular not merely
becaune they provided 1 link between
those i the air and those on the
ground, but also because Mr Bates
was an artist who was extending
himself.

The Flying Otficer X siories were
first published in the News Chromicle.
When the suggestion came that they
should be produced i book  form,
Mr Butes asked that they should be
isucd by his  own  publisher,
Jonuthan Cape, Wren Howard. 1
than Cape’s partner, was frigs
publishing the Flying Officer X
stories until he heard there an un-
limited paper ration for it at which
he suddenly became enthusiastic. He

did nat. however. pive Mr Bates even
4 token gift, for a book which sold at

censorship in that he selected those
inpects of experience which would

e his points simply and power-
mnyA but he wrote from  genuine
not to persuade but to
ate.

es’s wartime  experiences
form the natural <limax to his auto-
biographical trilogy. Duri

not worked hard in the twenty-seven
years of subsequent peace. He has
written  novels. short stories und
novellas, mcluding much of his fin-
est work. His search for new forms
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fist printing 100,000 copies. Since The Gudfather Papers und  Other
Mr Bates was married with four smal]  Confessions

children and had only  Flying 2Sipp. Heinemann. £2.50,
Officer’s pay. he was dth:

wheit he-wrale Fuir Mario Puzo rates his bestseller,

for France,
i-nhll\l\ under his v name and for
his own profit. he refused to allow
Cape to exercise their non-enforce-
able option and give the book 1o
Michacl Joseph. who becume  the
publisher of all his subsequent books.

His identity was penetrated almost
at once, The topiculity of the stories
and the size of the printing rocketed
him from the obscurity of being an
author known and cherished by the
few to the affluence of international
popularity.  Despite the envy this
provoked, his success was deserved,
He had risen to the occasion offered

by the Air Ministry ; and when. to-
wurds the end of the war i Furope,
he accepted the fur more difficult

posting 1o India and Hurma, he
prafited by the experience and pro-
duced The Purpic Plain and The Jac-
aranda Tree, in which he suecessfully
handled sturies ol action in exotic
settings.

His wits in csery sense i good war
despite llhealth, he served his conn-
try well, bringin,

imaginative  official
and at the same time he served his
muse. He did not write pro
There may hine been  some

da.
sell-

The Godfather, below his other
novels, The Dark Arena (1955) and
The Fornate Pilgrin (1965), and
frankly admits that he wrote it prim-
y to make money, He needed
AN i debr, but
0 the business of
writing he clearly found scape in

for the skill which thirty v
g\’\ely{n“‘ of story-telling. hid ghien

Hrr Godfather Papers  contains
reprinted and new  pieces- articles,
stories. reviews, anecdoles, memoirs,
diary-entries—all written since 1965
with the exception of Mr Puzo’s
first published story (1950). They
are understand:ibly uneven in qual-
ity. but cach has something to dd
to the portrait of the writer and his
worl ¢ iv o good deal about
Mr Puzos passioms, the chiel
which is writing (and how good it is
to find v writer who loves his crafi
and is proud of it), with gambling
pretty high m the scale. There are
some of hh Tikes and dislikes, much
u first-genera
tion \m\m n It , and there is
an_objective, amusing but in_some
respects predictable account of the
making of both the book and the
film of The Godfaiher

of

has been restless. Not everyone lihes
everything that he has written. (The
Larkin family. for cxample, hix
creation, is as |
some (o his old admirers at it is
large public, untouched
cy of his sublly poetic stor-
m-«) The Warld in Ripeness is his
seventieth book : and among such
profusion there is_something to ap-
peal o everyone. The autobiography
will be appreciated by oy
because it is the straightforward i
heartenina story of i life humbly and
consistently devoted 1o his art, to his
Family, 10" his counry. and 1o his
friends.

T is natural to he curious ahout
the author of a work which has
given pleasure ta millions of people,
and this frank, often pungent, mis-
cellany probably gives a better idea
than would 4 more studied auto-
biography, writien when rationaliza-
tion might have set in and the
impressionism of these often fugitive
pieces be overlaid,

What emerges is that Mr Puzo is
above all a man who loves stories.
the stringing of the George Mandel
anecdotes through the present col-
lection is a sign—and who loves
even more the act and art of telling
them. His imagination functions best
when it is engaged in narrative,
Nothing could be more indical
he kind of author he is than ¢
statement he makes ubout his \lu‘*

ko he confesses that he wrote it
“entirely from research. I never met
a real honest-to-god  gangster. |
knew the gambling world preity
good, but that’s all

Understandably. one of his curly
loves in fiction wis Rafuel Sabatini

Gerald  Kingsknd's
Whores  of Al

Kingsland Lot rhack 40p)
an autobiographical account o
thirteen-month spell as Forward Ob-
Post signaller in th K
ional
u recogmizable
cription of military ife both in
and behind the Tront Tne
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