
next appears the effect is that of Venus 
arising from the sea. This is Gabriela. 
Not only is she young, beautiful, merry, 
sweet, but such a cook and, very soon, 
such a bedfellow as Nacib has never 
encountered. Word of her presence 
quicklv spreads, and business at the 
Vesuvius booms. 

But, alas, Nacib falls head over heels 
in love with her, and nothing will do 
but he must marry her, against the ad
vice of his friends and of Gabriela, 
who sees no need to change their com
pletely satisfactory relationship. Sub
sequent events more than justify her 
misgivings. Nacib has become a man 
of substance, and his wife has to be a 
lady. No longer can she serve in the 
bar and revel in the compliments to her 
cooking and her beauty. She has to 
wear shoes that pinch her feet, go to 
lectures instead of the circus, and to 
the Christmas Eve dance at the Prog
ress Club instead of joining the street 
revelers. Amado's solution to this and 
the manv other problems the new order 
in Ilheus gives rise to is wise, witt)', 
and profoundly Brazilian. 

How complete the revolution has 
been can be seen from the "Postscript": 

Some time afterwards Colonel Jesu-
ino Mendonga stood before a jury, 
accused of having shot to death his 
wife . . . and the dental surgeon. 
The lawyers talked, all in all, for 
twenty-eight hours. Dr. Mauricio 
Caires quoted the Bible and referred 
to scandalous black stockings, moral
ity, and depravity. Dr. Ezequiel 
Prado said that Ilheus was no longer 
a land of bandits, a paradi.se of as
sassins; his theme was civilization 
and progress. . . . f̂ 'or the first time 
in the history of Ilheus a cacao colo
nel found himself sentenced to prison 
for having murdered his adulterous 
wife and her lover. 

The translators have done full justice 
to the novel's rollicking, nimble style-
no easy task. Amado's earlier writings 
have been translated into all the Iron 
Curtain languages, including Chinese. 
In 1951 "Seara Vermelha" received the 
Stalin Award for Literature. "Gabriela," 
which has sold more than a quarter 
of a million copies in Brazil, has re
ceived five literary awards there, and 
is being adapted for the cinema, will 
soon appear not only in all the Com
mon Market languages, but also in 
Russian, Bulgarian, Rumanian, et al. 
What the comrades will make of it is 
difficult to imagine, for it has as much 
Party line as the Uncle Wiggly stories. 
Perhaps they will guiltily just enjoy it. 
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Violence Unexplained 
"The Thin Red Line," by James 
Jones (Scribners. 496 pp. $5.95), 
the account of an infantry company 
at Guadalcanal, conveys a sense that 
the meaning of war is its hck of 
meaning. David Dempsey served as 
a correspondent with the Marine 
Corps during the Second World War. 

By DAVID DEMPSEY 

ΊΤΗΑΤ "thin red line of heroes" that 
Kipling celebrated, rather concisely, 

in his poem "Tommv" is the inspiration 
for James Jones's new novel about the 
last few weeks of fighting on Guadal
canal. It is a somewhat dated book in 
many ways, one that could just as well 
have been written fifteen years ago and, 
to be sure, frequently was, although not 
always so skilfully as it is done here. In 
choosing such well-worked subject mat
ter, with its now-familiar details of 
jungle combat, its typical "cross-section" 
of infantrymen acting out the non se-
quiturs of human behavior that pass 
for bravery or cowardice, Jones has 
handicapped himself so severelv that 
onlv his extraordinar\' narrative sense 
saves the novel from banality. In writ
ing, too, the line that separates the 
superior from the ordinary is sometimes 
very thin. 

The story begins with the debark
ation of "C" Company, the typical line 
outfit that is found in almost all war 
novels. Theirs is a mopping-up assign
ment, for the First Marine Division has 
already done most of the dirty work, 
although as an Army man Jones cannot 
be expected to go too far beyond the 
call of duty in drawing attention to this. 
At any rate, within a few weeks C-for-
Charlie Company, as it is called 
throughout, has reduced the last strong
holds of resistance. To accomplish this, 
two major assaults are launched, a seem
ingly endless number of hills are climb
ed and fought over, numerous soldiers 
lose their lives, dozens of others are 
evacuated to aid stations, officers are 
relieved of their command, field pro
motions are handed out like prizes at a 
Sunday-school picnic, and great quanti
ties of homemade jungle juice are con
sumed. In short, what happens in this 
battle is very similar, give or take a hill 
or two, to all battles everywhere. The 
final impression is not that fictitious 
warfare has been made real, as most of 
our war novelists have tried to make 
it, but that actual war has been shown 
to have a frighteningly fictitious quality. 

About half of the 496 pages are de
voted to the capture of one position, 
Hill 209, which is part of a terrain com-
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"if we return from a 
voyage without a feeling 
that our own ways are 

a little peculiar, 
we might as well stay 

at home." 
During a five-year tour of 
duty for the U. S. Foreign 
Service, John Anthony 
went beyond the bounds of 
officialdom to penetra te 
every strata of Tunisian 
life. This provocative ac
count of Tunisian scenes, 
events and people dravs 
its special charm from the 
author's insistence on in
dulging his own taste for 
the original and exotic. 
In this book you will mec-t 
the scandalous Mrs. Pres
ton; Laila, the exuberant 
negress; Jamila, queen of 
the Arab belly dancers; 
Beshir, the Moorish An-
dalusian painter. You will 
explore polyglot Tunis; the 
lost desert empire of the 
Tuareg; both the ruined 
and the modern Carthage; 
and Hammammet, the 
colony of intei'national ex
patriates. 
Here is a land of astonish
ing variety, where history 
encompasses myth—re
vealed in a book v.ith a re
markable blend of history, 
journalism, travel writintf 
and personal adventure. 

TUNISIA 
by John Anthony 

$4.50 at all bookstores 
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plex called "The Dancing E lephan t . " 
Once the Japanese are killed or driven 
off, the bone-weary soldiers press for
w a r d to another group of hills known 
as "The Giant Boiled Shr imp." This re
viewer would like to state that no sol
dier anywhere , ever, under any circum
stances, used such fanciful names as the 
Dancing E lephan t or the Giant Boiled 
Shr imp for a bunch of hills. Hills were 
known by number , or, if the action on 

ERICH 
FROMM 
"Psychoanalyst, historian,, 
sociologist... lover of 
human life," 

— N. Y. Herald Tribune 
i 

, His distinguished works: 
i 

I THE SANE SOCIETY 
An analysis of modern man's plight 
in a neurotic society "described with 

i profound insight and beauty of style. 
I . . . Fromm's contribution to our un

derstanding of love is one of his 
greatest achievements."-—-DR. PAUL 
TlLLiCH. 10th printing. $5.45 

ESCAPE FROM 
FREEDOM 
A study of modern man's loneliness, 

j his fear of freedom, the pressures 
j which drive him to totalitarianism. 

"Brilliant... illuminating."—Saturday 
Review. 22nd printing. .f4.00 

MAN FOR HIMSELF 
' An inquiry into the psychology of 

ethics. "A new trend in the study of 
man makes its first appearance in 
these pages." — Saturday Review. 

j 16th printing, $4.00 

JTHE FORGOTTEN 
LANGUAGE 
An introduction to the understanding 
of dreams, myths, and fairy tales. 
"Remarkable." — N, Y. Times Book 
Review. 6th printing. $4.00 

At your bookstore, or 

Holt, Rinehart and Winston, Inc. 
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one was especially tough, it was called 
T h e Meatgr inder . It is the novelist, and 
not t h e G.I.s, w h o has n a m e d the hills 
in "The Thin Red Line." 

But to press on wi th the book. Jones 
deploys over this terrain an infantry 
company of seventy-one men, plus thir
teen others. Full ν half of this number 
receive considerably more than passing 
mention, and perhaps a dozen play 
major par ts . One of the great merits of 
this novel is that we are able to keep 
the men in this oversized cast clearly 
in mind, so sharply individualized are 
their roles. There is no plot, nor even a 
story line, aside from the progress of 
the fighting which becomes the testing 
block for the mens ' characters ; the 
fighting itself, along wi th the command 
decisions that support it, is largely 
random and adventi t ious. Jones has de
liberately avoided playing heroes and 

villains with his characters ; in each m a n 
good and b a d are mixed. W a r is p re 
sented as a state of flux, unified b y its 
own confusion. 

T h e book's achievement , it seems to 
me, is tha t of pat iently fitting together 
an e laborate p ic ture puzz le of m e n in 
combat ; the enjoyment comes from 
watching the author br ing the puzzle 
to complet ion. 

However , when the reader looks for 
some design in the finished work, it is 
missing, and w h a t emerges is a sense 
tha t the mean ing of war is its absence 
of meaning. No doubt such is the 
novel's intention; b u t this kind of nat
uralism can be a negat ive vir tue, and 
in the end "The Thin Red Line" leaves 
us impressed wi th Jones's ability to re
port and document rather than to create 
in the very highest sense tha t art—and 
his own material—demand. 

Catcher in the Corn 

Pati Hill—"beHolden to biiini'iiiH 

'One Thing I Know—," by Pati 
Hill {Houghton, Mifflin. 93 pp. $3), 
has for heroine an unsaccharine 
sixteen-year-old who, soured on so-
eiety, gets scorched by amour. Joan 
Bostwick is a free-lance writer. 

By J O A N B O S T W I C K 

ONE T H I N G I wan t to say right 
now is that this Francesca Hollins, 

who is the heroine of this book called 
"One Thing I Know—," is not exactly 
wha t vou might call an original. Being 
sixteen and disillusioned with Adults 
and Love and the Phony World , she 
sort of s tepped out of this other book 
I read. If you really want to hear w h a t 
I think, I think that old Pati Hill, w h o 
wrote the book, is bef io lden to some-
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one for this Francesca character be
cause she is an awful lot like old Jane 
Gallagher w h o was aces wi th "Mad
m a n " Caulfield. I also th ink that be ing 
strictly for the girls it migh t outsell 
false eyelashes. Even though I 'm 
around a thousand years old, I can 
unders tand tha t girls aren ' t too crazy 
about Amy, Beth, and Jo any more. 
I 'm not exactly Granville Hicks or any
thing bu t I think I can d raw a Literary 
Conclusion once in a while. 

To get back to Francesca, she lives 
in Washington, D.C. , a n d she has this 
lazy old stepfather who takes naked 
s imbaths and gripes about American 
women, he being Italian and all. H e also 
sort of proposi t ioned Francesca once, 
which was a c rumby idea even for a 
pea-brain, so nothing came of that . 

Anyway, I wouldn ' t wan t you to get 
sick or anything, so I'll skip over the 
voinity par ts like how she fell in love 
wi th this Graham von Liddle , for Lord's 
sake, the minute she laid eyes on him. 
H e called her Ninotchka or something 
equally pukey and was always deliver
ing these monotonous sermons about 
Honor and Loyaltv and Fight ing the 
Good Fight . H e was clever as hell. 

So old Francesca was doing about as 
well as you can do if you h a p p e n to be 
in love wi th a clown, until Gloria at
tached herself to them. Gloria was this 
modest p l u m p girl w h o blushed, for 
God's sake, and wore a brave little 
smile and lΉittens, and she was always 
improuing them by haul ing them to 
things like lectures on T h e Life History 
of the Wate r Rat. Pret ty soon Graham 
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