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PLEASURES OF |

' ROMAN MORNINGSj By Ja-.mes Lees-Milne. (Wé;g&te. 17s.) .
. By CYRIL CONNOLLY . _

THERE is one' architectural.

critic: to every hundred
others. I can think off-
hand only of Mr. Sacheverell
Sitwell, Mr. John Betieman and

Mr. John Summerson, and .the
first of these alone is an expert on
European architecture as well as
our own. It is, therefore, fitting
that “ Roman Mornings ” should be
dedicated to the poet who for so
many of us has been an enricher
of .the imagination and a revealer
of visual ‘pleasure.

Now Mr. TLees-Milne comes to
establish himself as & companion for
the difficult task of an architectural
outing. He is sensitive, well-informed,
civilised, like many other critics, but,
unlike them. he really understands
architecture and tries to bridge the
gulf between the dilettante
enthusiasts like oneself and the
technical expert—no easy- task—{for
it is so much harder to build e
church or palace than Dpaint a
picture or write a poem that the
main problems often totally' escape

the mere admirer of filne buildings. -

“ Well-bullding " according to .Sir
Henry Wotton (adepting Vitruvius)
must combine “ commodity, firmness
and delight " and this half-scientific
half-humanist criterion informs Mr.
Lees-Milne's eight Roman mornings,
each devoted to a single building,
the masterplece of a particular
period. .

They are: the Pantheon (Roman),
Santa Costanza (Early Christian),
Santa Maris in Cosmedin (Roman-
esque), Bramante's * Tempietto " and
the Palazzo Massimo (Renaissance),
Bernini’'s Sant' Andrea and Borro-
minl’'s San Carlo (Baroque) and the
Trevi fountain (Rococo). It so
happens that I have seen six of these
within the last year or I would have
felt quite unable to discuss this stiff
but rewarding book. I think it is
under-illustrated and that one photo-
graph per building is not nearly
enough—each chapter is a lecture
and what is a lecture without slides?
The written word is incapable of
describing the inside of a bullding so
that we actually see it—learning,
enthusiasm, the general impression
can be ‘conveyed—but photographs
are - essential, . especially for an
ensemble like the Trevi fountain or
for effects of great subtlety, Ilke
Borrominl's. 1 suggest sixteen new
photographs for the next edition, and
8 simple map.

The Pantheon, 1 think, is one of
the great buildings of all time. It
moves me more than the Parthenon,
because I iike a building to have an
jnside. Mr. Lees-Milne describes. the
emotion which it has produced down
the centuries, makes clear that it is
the masterpiece of Hadrian rather
than Agrippa and explains the so
un-Christian symbolism of the Dome,

the * Pantheon, plain and round, of .

this our world .majestic emblem " as
Dyer wrote. " The concave dome was
the finite sky and the central circu-
lar opening the sun. the. only source
of light. and life, the law-giver. the
Gens Julia round which the lesser
luminaries of the universe revolved.”

He chronicles the appalling depre-
dations to which this queen of
Domes and Dome of kings has been
subjected, both by Pope and Bar-
barian; and here I should like t{o say
that the restoration of gilt-bronze

| -

plaques to cover the ceiling and
bring back to the burnished sky its
ancient magnificence would seem to
me the worthiest memorial which a
rich man or group or industry could
erect to the most beautiful of cities.

Santa Costanza possesses the. won-
derful Early Christian mosaics which
express both the galety and hope of
the new religion, like certain exhibits
in the Coptic museum' of Calro, and

revivify the pagan .symbols in- the

process. This -is. most-true of the
vineyard scenes, . . -

Slowly indeed .the nxen strain,
tugging their loads towards the
presg houses, These are rustic
structures with ‘pediments - and
tiled roofs. Within them .men,
naked ..but for loin -clofhs, are

“-Jubllantl treadlnF the” grapes,
from which the juice gushes into
vats beneath. The. men have
black, curly halr, almond-shaped
eyes and muscular limbs. | They
wield flails and sticks, and one
eats 8 bunch of grapes as he

dances. . . . Saint Augustine tells
us that it was customary for Early
Christian mourners to visit the
tombsg of the martyra cup in hand,
to make libations and indeed to
dance over, the remains of the
deceased in a state: of wildl

foyous, but not disrespectiul,
nebriation. - -

Once past the ravishing “ Tem-
pletto” of Bramante, I particularly
enjoyed the comparison between the.
gay. extrovert Bernini “and "Borro-
mini, the sufferer from - religious
melancholy who killed ‘. himself.
While giving due. praise to the
opulent oval elegance of Sant’
Andresa . del Quirinale, *a perfectly
integrated specimen of a. -Roman
baroque church,” Mr, Lees-Milne is
more moved, I feel, by the con-
trasting rhythms .of Borrominl's

“ San Carlo alle quatre fontane™ in

whose chapels * like exotic boudoirs ”
he sees the germ of the Rococo. 1t
shows how much our taste - has
changed or i3 changing when we
remember that Dickens could write
that “the works of Bernini and
Borromini are, I verily. belleve, the
most detestable class of productions
in the wide world.” - .

The Rococo, beloved above all
ather styles, incidentally, by Sir Max i
Beerbohm, 1is still generally mis-
understood. Mr. Lees-Milne is dis-
inclined to accept the theory that it
originated In France and holds
Bernini directly responsible. He
descrtbes ft as "8 reflection of
the classical style in a pool of mov-
ing water, whose straight lines are
mirrored into a thousand refrac-
tions and sinuosities.” It is there-
fore particularly sulted to {foun-
tains and worthy of the Trevi, which
is the purest water in Rome.

Rococo is a style of decoration,
not architecture, and so Mr. Lees-
Milne blames the reaction against it,
as if it were architecture, for the
return to a neo-classical style and
hence all the other revivals which
have deprived Europe of an original
style of its own. “ Modern" archi-
tecture, he feels, since it employs
materials which are not weathered
by time, iIs a kind of engineering.
“They would be appalled,” he writes
of the Roman Emperors, patron
Popes and Renaissance princes, " by
our indifference to the architecture
of our own time, by the meanness of
our A twentieth-century monuments
and the hideous vulgarity of our
streets. In these respects they would
consider us very decadent. I think
they would be quite right.".
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By MARIE SCOTT-JAMES

R. ROBERT PENN
WARREN has never
aroused in England the

enthusiastic response reserved
for Southern writers 1llke
Faulkner and Carsoq
McCullers. Strictly American,
untouched by European Iin-
fluences, he has eschewed the

poetic symholism of the Southern
school which has been so much
appreciated: over here. Yet his
straightforward narrative method,
his taste for action and his his-
torical approach conceal a remark-
‘able complexity of mind and pur-
pose. ‘“ Band of Angels,” set in the
period of the American Civil War,
is perhaps his best novel.

It is the story of Amantha Starr,
the adopted daughter of a Ken-
tucky planter who discovers on her
father’'s death that her mother was
8 slave. Educated as a Southern
lady, she is now snatched from
her father's graveside, transported
to New Orleans and sold to an ex-
slave-runner in whom remorse has
made “ kindness a disease.” Her
subsequent career in the hot-house
of benevolent feudallsm, in
emancipation during the Civil War,
and finally as the wife of a
Northern liberator, resolves itself
into the search for freedom: free-
dom not merely from the taint of
slavery but from prejudice, evasion
and fear. -

On one level, this is a novel
about the Civil War, perhaps the
most lluminating that has ever
been written, disclosing as it does

with complete Iimpartiality the
ambivalent feelings and mixed
motives of both sides. On another
it is & commentary, disguised .as
history, on current events in the
South. On vet another, it is a

searching analysis of human be-.

haviour everywhere, exposing the
constant fuctuations of good and
evil in the individual mind. This
.{s a novel rich In character,
philosophy and incident.
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NE must as usual pay tribute
to Mr. H E., Bates. No
living novelist writes better, none
can evoke with such perfect
art the smells, slights and sounds
of the countryside or depict the
sensual pleasures with so sure a
touch. “ The Sleepless Moon " 15 in
some ways one of his best novels.
This Bovaryesque story of an un-
happy marriage in a small Mid-
land town provides opportunity for
the display of all his special gifts.
From the
which the quiet girl, Constance,
hopeful yet subdued, drifts to her
wedding through a fitful shower of
cherry blossom to the final one in
which she falls like & snowfijrke
from the church tower, the slow,
1] repetitive unfolding of the seasons
+ faithfully reflects the .changes of
her mood. -

Constance and her hushand,
Melford Turner, the ,grocer who
will later be .mayor, are not
only- morally Iincompatible, thcy
are both also Inhibited and shy.
There is no consummation of the
pretty marriage, no companionship
other than the proximity of meals
when Melford., creature of habit,
bullds his.maddening little towers
of biscuits, celery and cheese.
Constance, frustrated and pining,
finds temporary consolation with a
philandering cinems planist.
Melford discovers a cheerfully
unspiritual barmeid who brings
him release, The' pianist departs,

opening chapter In!

the barmaid dies bearing Melford’s
son, and the inevitable tragedy is
fulfilled.

Why is one left totally unmoved?
It is all so exquisitely done,
especially the summer idyll in the
heat-impregnated marsh. Perhaps
it is because Mr. Bates approaches
human beings, asdistinct from their
passions, with too- much reserve, or
perhaps, as in this case, the careful
artistry is too clearly seen. True,
there is gne touching moment when
Melford, hearing of the death of
his girl, crles out the name of the
old horse, Piifer, the only other
creature he has loved. His purely
sensual passion is something which
Mr. Bates can vividly convey. But
the death of Constance, gracefully
and poetically devised, leaves one
completely cold. She is part of a
picture, beautifully designed, into
\ghic‘l;'l the painter has not put h

eart. -
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HE title and Symbolism of Miss

Boros's story are extremely apt.
“ The Mermaigds,” delightful, un-
real, fantastic creatw.res, are the
inmates of a consu.aptive home in
Budapest. The enclosed half-life
of the sanatorium is a familiar
theme in fiction, but Miss Boros,
treating it with resigned, half-
tragic Hungarian charm, and
using her lovely clty to the best
advantage, has produced an
original little tale.

A young man strolling along the
Corso encounters -one of the
mermaids when she 18 on parole.
He divines at once that her story
of being a dancer is untrue, but
fails to realise that her retreat
from illness into a fantasy world
{s total. Later he .calls at the
sanatorium, meets the - other
nymphs and falls under their spell.
As in a fairy story, all goes well
until the young man begins. to
treat these strange belngs as if
they were real and well. His
mermalid, alarmed by his offer of
marriage and his hopes of a cure
no longer desired, disappears, Miss
Boros, In spite of her lightness, -is
frighteningly successfiul in her
evocation of the artificial world of
the chronically ill. -

* \I* *

HE incoherence and archalc

language of the first section of
“* My Cousin Geoffrey,” & &trange
novel about possession, may well
prevent the reader from savour-
ing Mr. Metcalfe’'s exceptional,
almost Dickensian gift for por-
traying the seedy .quarfers and
eccentric . figures of suburban
London. In. his earlier books, he
has made his effect by extracting
the sinister from. the ordinary,
Here his Insistence on the super-
natural has overlaid his special
talents as well 8s having a most
deplorable effect upon his style.
Yet for the sake of -the weird
minor characters and the frighten-
ing hinterland of, suburbia, which
it reveals, the novel is worth

reading. .
* ¥ 3

LWAYS readable in an unexact-

ing way, Miss Ertz has made 8
good story out .of a Jamesian
family so devoted to each other
and the aesthetic life that they are
unable to break away from the
“ Charmed Cirele " into the outside |
world. The moral crippling of the
children by a possessive love 1s
effectively suggested, but_surely in
& family as complex and tivated
as this one s represented to _be,
possessiveness would have taken a
more subtle form?
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