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The best of H. E. qu? With so
much to choose out of the cornu-
copia of a lifetime’s fictional stuff—
twenty. mg novels, 4 and more
of stories—some

aem:zes are hnlmd to want to argue
about th

£6.95.

e A
Llll’ll Far- » an
l:rnell shortlived ul.-r wllh a

fi e helj nd th The
mn: or belp; there is The
Mlnhhrlt of the

dblld Llrluﬂ nuull gﬂdm
fanciers would want to q
fanciers woul uest
inclusion of the novella The Thplt
Echo (1971), one of the finest of
Bates's later rewrnings (o wartit
themes ; The Purpl in, first of
the great lrllﬂulnf nnvels that_he
i al ar

&

Eastern theatres of conflict in_the
Second World War ; and, of course,
Jor Frge

(1944), with reason _thought by

many to be the best British ovel of
the ‘war

. E. Bates does best, and

aptly

ows 3 satistving, his
characters’ and deep
cravings for pastorals. Repeatedly

he proves the delights that attend
the pastoral enclave, the

not only recall when the “medder
were veller ”, “ yeller as a guinea ™
but—like Uncle Crow in “Greaf
Uncle Crow "—they can actually re.
create those times. model of
avuncular beneficence on  Dicken-
sian  lines, micely lubricated by
doses from his “meck-0il ™ botrle,
Crow conjures .up for  Lukey Boy
the entrancing edible components
of his awn blissful past: watercress
(“He found the watercresses in the
cool in the dow of the
‘moor-hens’  eggs
¢ Now you the cresses on that
there plate t re and then put youe
nside that there basin and

bread *, “pasted
golden ‘butter * nature’s good-
ness, in fact, handed to the lad on
« eplden plite: < Bur nor on

plate ? 7, he inquires. But yes,
nr “lhe sun was a gold plate 1
the sky ™.

This generous artfulness with the
powerful components of idyll has
become, of course, so
Sred cifect of Bad. movelists. and
devisers of television ~ advertise-
ments for_brown bread and such
that better”writers tend now to sy

H
3

wi

e the capy-
writers (and, for that matter, the
television adapters of his own
stories, whose work does, rather

Pastoral perfick

By Valentine Cunningham

slightly distorted taken

Water

i ]
h! is shut up in a
ity and hiding under & tarpaulin in
a rowing boat. rm in The
Triple Echo * vas one o
small half-lost fasms that are cut off
from, the main, roads in summer
barriers of beech

thenmuz and_repeatedly
d and fog and snow
Criomes Jhe farmers wifs lnnn

Il I'l! smx:de

and
wuuer

for snow to keep her AWOL m:
10 herself. "But maialy Bates's
blessed s come in the rural
outof-doors amidst the agricul:

tural fruitfulnesses of summer and
early autus
,lune. Jaly and August are Bates’

lﬂ!ll

M; H]I’El
ac Things ‘that pros
“se yuccas in France, frangipant
lnﬂ lime and jasmine in Burms

the E Iﬁ ':l is
zestlully nq,
sniffinj

the apples a pears that will
remain forever English :
There was' no break in the

her, and in the orchard, after

weatl

we'e many treés of pears, too,
Ui and golden now, bending the

Hily st he walked, thinking of
chards in Worcestershire where
the pear

had been ripe, too, in

the late September weather, and
th

hac them often ' with
summery, juicy sweetness
aing down_his chin,
Naturaly, this abundance can on
occasions seem 3 o not
have to wait for the appearance of

rapes’ or erapejuice (*16 was
v d ‘yery cool. Once
d k but let his lips

s, s thar the cool

remain_on the cracked di
skin ") to start discerning lhe purple
patch. But the lushness is always

savingly rooted in country lore—
life-savingly
Frawklin warns his men not to cross
a sugar beet ficld (* Going through
will make a hell of a noise”) or
Torrester ekes out his water-supply

by sucking pebbles (“He re
bered how, as a boy, he had
stay with/an unc e, oo &
farm, in_harvest-time ; and

the August heat, in the
e labour

met

ne to

uﬂalk
in

adjectives :)wiys
ingly preci
Bates's ey: always alights acutely
on the ol The unseeing eyes ol
lh: lmvtr:lmem have, in fact, to
be educatec into the author’s, the
countryman’s way of acute noticing,
“Oh!'no” Roger of “The Simple
Life”, a boy wah "extemwnnlly
bright ™ correcting
townee " Bartholomew's _mis.
impressions of marshland wildlife.
And in their dlsrm:(ly quiet way,

sound “eanvine:

blur into the golde
veyors® material) i g irediit
relish for it. He likes nothing
better than creating the isolated
space, lace ullnded from
lrnllble and war, within whose calm
precincts love can live, feelings of
time-off can reign, and recollec-
tions of clnldiﬂl 't\lldcell:e are
inevitable. scapin, ﬁ
France by bicyele il IlI Fllr Slani the
Wind, the flyer Franklin “rode

es  with his feet on the
hndiebars, as he had dﬂn! when a
was very happ;

The grace of such ummenls can
be afforded under varying circum-
stances, just as some circumstances
can mock the absence of
even as they evoke i
* persuaded himself
‘moment ” that the fraught

wrain
Journey towards the Spanish fron.

tier ed
to trudge hroug n!ﬂnmtmmv hot
wastes in The rple Plain, the air-
Foon Fortoster thmgh ™ ten Dittacs
was of some holiday scene, with

Bates’s pro
as mllmg as Aud:n s beﬂ
In the evening sun the shadow of
the walnut tree lay on the dull
erey
hat had
not been painted for years. It
Jay across the surface of the pond
:nm:d by duck-weed. Tt
e

gcept one thing ; Edna Tohnson's
light-yellow hair.

Bates is always working manifestly
hard for the exact descnpnon He
1l ers‘ adjective by adjective.
Golden-pink, grey-green, green plnk,
g purple,  oi gree:
white: 3 3 dou kbﬂrrelled
eucmu es pile up. prose
not only |ll impn;.
sions, it keeps nn h:l-

confi
ing, 'seeking out the sharpest
s S

P e el o are
ig as china _breakfast cups”.

“There was 5o much ham in the

zolls ", in'*The Major of Hussars ™,

hung over the side like

B it SArs". 1 the heat of

he Purple Plain s, towel dries + to

the uukmdly roughness of a loofah

Some poets have rested

to distinction

ﬁnir mal n  claim

. If is, for
by it he keeps underscoring’ the
force of hu women as part of the
natural woi
Bates is one of the most tender!
affectionate describers of desirs
women in Eaglish literature (re!l

der, tenderly, tenderness are,

surprisingly, among his most used
vocables). es love
women of all soris, and lore 1o
ress, as well as , women in

it.

Bur, noticeably,
he does prefer his women
in, grocnLahe green s bt For

vise in Far Stood, the pale green
blouse of Forrester’s girl In The
Purple Plain, the limegreen silk
dress of Mariette in rling
Buds of May, the vivid emerald
taffeta of Mrs in *The
Wild Cl-errv T nd  these
green-clad become more

“vidently still the aptest of pastoral

oveds the transformations
wrought on by ‘Bates's meta.
phors. Like the fruits of the earth,
they by hings to sat

hmr

Bl lie. o ke the. sheawherties
they chew . (“Mr . Charlton_ looked
the " iips of Mariette
laughter, half in the
nto some glistening
ark ripe flesh ™)
coise, open as she

“like a black cherry hel
opened

hoess
ping up his wife's
:unversely. Mrs Boor-
ve affair with a pass-
‘rg stranger 15 enacted when shes
iscerned to be, as it were, an apri-
Then . suddenly he caught

fghe of the apricat drese”

oorman  seemed to her
tually to be walking as if
The

!Inf! of Bates’s Dlslvrll ﬁ. like that
thically pre.

Ilpurmn huuln:sx_ and that
or be sustained entire because
are all more or ]u; fallen
Ill [be :as: of Bates, a 1930s
r kept on writing into
the 1970, 1I|z all repeated itself
many - times. The entre deux
fuerres his writing grew up in
turned out no ' consolatory
pastoral enclosure away from dis-
wess and violence, bur a cage
into  which writing and  writers
were wll!y nilly Socked,- a. prison

i

by wars and rumoars
i se  boundaries
were ‘ot defensive pales b“l

threatening borders across which, in
1939, the world was vmlem[-r ﬂmv:d
0 yet more sl ugl-le And after
the: igar, Thore. dem wintry
greyness (as Betee | peﬂ:cwes in) of
socialism iﬂd lll!llklan and ti
accelerated ruination of the land by
petral-driven machines,
ized vulgarity, and
their ~weekend cottages

Al] f
ich, however, Bates also_bravely

w
acknowledges, sternly facing his
gentle mythologies w‘]‘;h the harder
realities of our time:

his fine pastoral enclaves
keep being smashed apart, Sophie
swims among the water-filies on
a hot summer's day in “The Four
Beauties ". bm drowns shortly after.
All oo the Mlu-ry Police
winkle « The ¥ Triple Echo " ’s desert-
iug woldler gut 6f kie farm, hide:

away and, with mixed feclings,
his “beloved shoots him and his
captor dead, Like Blore in The

urple , Francoise’s father
mits messy  swicide (" the
cushion, the revolver and the head
fere one: a mess of brilliant and
bloody confusion 7).
ilkman ‘of The Little
Flrm" drives out the farmer’s
prlfﬂend with threats and cajol-
ings. Blissfulness, in other words,
might_be achieved, but it does
Jast. Troubles patrol its froni
O'Connor will die, in Fair Stood

the Wind, quite
frontier: ar and death
gainsayable interveners.:
blast snatches . awav
even ias
|nmh=r (h- heu.u
tender body: t thin silk
dr Hilhrl‘lvll‘l. the airmen
B&:sx war fictions, those heroes
ll the 1930s style, superior in. their
big ' boots, supreihe ty
Sb come inevitably  to
ief md landing, burat to death,

-uu]n
putated after his
Wellhnuns crash, Frantlin: finds
himsel ome a mnll!ll aircraft,
a_dickey plane with
engine ", struggling 1o knot his tie
and do up his trousers. The Purple
Plain's Mr_Phang is

Aiterally on the
are non.

bomb’s
Forrester's

. O et

r Prang . “1¢s an fmpor.
us. 1¢s a kind of
asserts  Fr e
means 1o crash. An seropland
an accident, at's
I"l!l‘x B H'nw " his wor ‘wants

know, “is it l:nmlr 8,
Tndecd 7 But one of Bates's astutont
stratagems for coping with ihe end
of pastorals as he has known them

to r=:unsluu|e the Garde
Eden ironically, ing its grotes-
que modern in erl!nn IIIE Larkins,

blackly but also endearingly funmy

s,

The Ls theii tdx
fiddles, exploiting of _ the
“National _EIf with Pop's

vish old Rolls, e lymrace o

illiteracy and their host of tel
thelr groesome oosiness and
excessive gourman

beringly fat

parent nightie and
refinements of sexual *1
the Larkins are everything that
Leavis and the old Organic Cort-
munards feared m;
per, the older demum of the coun.
tryside, the Brigadier, the Anglo-
Indian ladies, Sir G:urge Blufi-Gore,
0 down the hill, fraying and
paiched, diluting !Isen whisky sadiy,
wondering  whether Bluff

might as well be s
scrap, Yet, rough Cockney pastoral
ists nmuxh the Larkins be, they've

e,
imiy
lum-

lal‘-ved the genuine lh.alnim lllurm

fer, all, mself w

’Acacﬁmyf onalis, {2
unliké them. And though thé borp-
ing and the irank chat.about howels,
not "to mention the menu ches
Larkin—ice.cre jom and
ﬂll s, iced-bun’ with' tontaro-sduce

lurid rarku.ls,—m.gm |||"| the
Detter stomac P

fick”, as he mnr:rs his Para
G:rdsn and anticipates ‘the fruit.
3 Jume:‘stawberries, the
Sy checries, the August appies and
lums es, the mber

ops, seems just the
- MU SR 166 prevaill
whether there are pe
v violences ‘oc _loud

Uncouthnasses. the. uist. strain of

Bates's preferred rur. 1d_are

continued. ~Bates is always paying
o o0 cling

Hercely 't Miarpaar etowd. of

women who trekked north ln !!tlpe
ﬂlu JlPﬁ m The Purple P
same nml

civilization

o aftection. for the
very livingness of the boy”). And
despite_everything working to the
contrary, Bates makes trust and
p iness, love and tenderness

softly touch or kiss the naked

casts of their female beloveds
never fail to compel—makes these
virtues seem feasible as well as

iftues of ord
fe eanie " that-Fuit Sioed
d 'so sticks up for, the
Inkabitanes o the *

. 100, in the im
keeping up the homane lisks D[ IJ!E
traditional novel, It is no accident
that the lovers' long row to safety
in Fair Stood the Wind should
remind one so piercingly of Pip

4

Expectations—that
journey “where their ‘love emerges
triumphantly as they hold hands
at last—nor that when O'Connor
performs his final act of self-
sacrifice at the end of the same
Bates novel he should be tur
himself so movingly into a co
ing la ney Carton.

| Confents :
| ¢ Turner nud the Sea’
Yorkshire by
tures in Focu:

appeared  previously abroad.

| . material will

Size: 64 pages per issue

Price : £6.00 pel
overseas rate $16.00 or
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HIS ART AND'EPOCH ™7
1775-1851
Edited by Eric Shanes

Published by The Mallord Press in association with The
3 * Tate Gallery ' LAl
| Numbér ‘One now available

* Luke Herrmann "I'urler uul
elyn Jall and other articles; book-reviews,

"[’lns twice-yearly Jﬂullﬂl is devoted 1o
Turner and his contemporaries.
sioned material as well as articles an

b
s0 be reprinted. Fhe journal will be pro-
duced to the Bighest arthistorical ‘and praduction Standards
+ with copious notes and illustrations.

r year (two
£8.00.

Subscriptions to: 40 Leythe Road, London W3 8AW.
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National Bo
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*
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The Books in Progress register (formerly administered by
League) s an information service open to
writers currently working on non-fiction works, including

Writers already working on a book or piece of research

ister their subject

% Writers considering a topic can make an enquiry in order
o find out what wark, il any, is baing done in their
Further m!mmnun and Registration and Enquiry Forms

are uy Iabl. trom Sally Pearson (reference 02), Ars Council

Li e Dopartment, 9 Long Acre, London WGZ2E 9LH.
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