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SOMETHING SHORT AND SWEET.

Stories. By H. E. Bates. Cape. Ts. 6d.
The first thing that needs to be said about
almost any book of stories by Mr. Bates is
that it stands in a class by ||qu for vitality
and, up to a point, variety. Though, allowing
for the one broad distinction between lown
and country background, he tends o write
wvery much of the same kind of people in u;g
same kind of setting, he can.

the sea was the plunging into it
had looked in vain for his masu
into which he had been hauled
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VICTORIA FOUR-THIRTY
Roeerts. Hodder and Stoug
There is always n (-igu suggestio

Jeast, chan; Im mood as orlen and rlpldly
as the English weather. Deeply, he changes
Jess, for fruﬂmmn is the note of at leasi a
dozen of these sixieen stories, and in the
others fulfilment, where that term is not too
positive to apply, is on the lowest physical
Jevel, whose more than temporary ameliora-
tion Mr. Bates himself would seem 1o re; rd
with extremie scepticism. Life is vain effort
and bitler defeai, whether the mode of its
expression be an old man and woman labour-
ing to mow their precious field of barley
before the devastating cloudburst comes; &
midget finding refuge from her own strange-
mess in a midget-show, until she falls in love
with the proprietor: a boy's cruel revenge
u n a brutal employer; a man caught for a
fetime by irresistible sexual passion; an
IﬂWllolll' friendship between Iwo uﬁ
broken by the reappearance of the elderly
lover of one of them; or a woman dying for
a love not scorned because never realized.
Even Uncle Silas .eema not quite his bright
self in the two stori him anew.

about a Ci press, anc
has nuu|h| this and developed i
blooded and colourful novel.
train .nd his 400 pages with m
young men, more lavely girls,
who are both rich and kind, ar
tragic destinies than the average
meets in u life-time. It is true
many of his characters there
nexion beyond the accident of t
together, but each one provide
story in himself until the mome
barking on the four-thirty at Vic
There are Herr Gollwitzer,
Viennese conductor, who has le
indispensable valet, minus an ap
Blake, a bride of that afternoo
in search of a plot ; a schoolboy |
whose father has just been ast

Berlm film-star rumed by the d
ndmof i

Rumanian convent ; an Austriat
betrayed by a French count; ¢

In the least and |||hxes| trifle of all, about an
:'Ieclrml cure for baldness, nothing happens.
* Somehow my hair is as bad as ever.”

These are all good Bates stories, if not,
despite " Cloudburst,” * The Kimono,” and
* Breeze Anstey," among the best. They
represent. one feels, no development, and one
is frankly often curious lo sée wtmc Mr.
Bates will, where he can, develop. e has
been more than once compared o T:hehnv.
and there are evident resemblances, yel one
hesitates to admit a true identity. The sense
of life he can inject into the most static situa-
tion is often remarkable, but savours at fimes
almost of the galvanic, applied from without
rather than, as always in Tchehov save

most broadly farcical, underly flowe:

from within. With rare exceptiol r. Bates's
characters end with their st Tchclmv:
live on. Mr. Bates too often gi ‘the impres-
sion of knowing no more of his men and
women than he puls into his wriling:
they are beings without roots. Tchehov al-

ways suggesls reserves, a lotal society standing
behind the individual. The distinction may in-
volve no defect in Mr. Bates's work, but it
does define a limitation.

d Russian aristocral
iouching of all, Nicholas Meta
from Athens, who after parti
Xenia on a “sad, enchanted afti
woods of Daphni, with the ming
pine and thyme, and the clusters
and the shepherd piping down th
now, five years later, returnii
hundmd pounds to claim his bri
e find th
whlcd whlle the train u still spt
Europe. Others have 1o wait ti
their successive lovely destinatior
Buda-Pest, Alhem, which, mu
Roberts's glasses, al ome
Tragedy is inevitable for the ﬁll
ment for the Mother Superior, a
ment for the Berkshire doctor w
has gone Tyrolean rustic; but
Nicholas might have been alla
completely happy ending to his
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The fure of islands, very small it
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