
Nearly a million and a half war dead, 
more than two million fewer births
this was the price of victory ... 
France emerged from the conflict with 
a population of 39 millions. It faced a 
Germany with 63 millions. And soon 
the Germans would be increasing in 
number at twice the rate of the 
French. 

Shirer conducts an autopsy on the 
death of France with surgical preci
sion, cutting through the beautiful 
body to expose the cancers within: the 
senility of the generals; the blind greed 
of the middle classes, ,,;J.10 refused to 
pay taxes and sent their capital for 
investment abroad; the betrayal of 
France by the British, who negotiated 
with Hitler and Mussolini behind 
France's back and would not support 
any action to stop the Nazi aggressor. 
Perhaps the most important data in 
this exhaustive history is Shirer's de
scription and analysis of the defeatism 
and appeasement that blinded and 
paralyzed the British and the French, 
who could have stopped Hitler in the 
Rhineland and later in the Sudetenland 
without even firing a shot. The story of 
Munich is well known, but Shirer 
brings to it a mass of new source ma
terials and a gift for narrative that 
surmounts even the density of the 
documentation. 

History can be a valuable guide to 
the present and the future, but it is 
not automatically reliable. Its lessons 
are no more enlightening than the wis
dom of those who interpret them. His
tory can be a trap as well as a guide, 
particularly the history of this period 
that has so marked the men who lived 
through it to become the leaders of 
the Western world in the Fifties and 
Sixties. They all suffer a deep-rooted 
Munich syndrome. It could be argued 
that the United States would never 
have become involved in Vietnam if 
men like Truman, Acheson, Dulles, 
Rusk, Johnson, and Nixon had not in 
their youth been so traumatized by the 
appeasement of Hitler that they vowed 
they would never make that mistake. 

A generation of American historians, 
political scientists, and political lead
ers have remembered Munich and 
heeded the warning of Santayana that 
he who does not know history is con
demned to relive it. This aphorism is 
true enough, but it is not an excuse 
for failing to distinguish between cir
cumstances · of the past and of the 
present. Another aphorism might be 
coined, the opposite of Santayana's, 
yet equally true: he who looks con
stantly backward will fall on his face. 

That some leaders have been guilty 
of applying past lessons to a different 
set of present events is every day re
vealed. Rusk confused Ho Chi Minh, 

(Continued on page 60) 
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An essay review of "For You Departed," 
by Alan Paton (Scribners, 156 pp., $5.95) 

Song of Sorrow 
and Thanksgiving 

by EDWARD CALLAN 

Travel was one of Alan Paton's 
favorite pleasures. Indeed, it 
may have been a necessary spur 

to his creative imagination. He began 
writing his famous novel, Cry, the Be
loved Country, in a hotel room in 
Trondheim, Norway, on September 25, 
1946, after journeying by train across 
the mountains from Sweden, "through 
forest after forest of birch trees turn
ing yellow, and alongside of us a green 
and foaming river like no other river 
that I had ever seen." The South Afri
can author continued writing the 
novel in hotel rooms elsewhere in 
Scandinavia, in Canada, and the Unit
ed States until its completion, three 
months later, in San Francisco. Paton's 
second novel, Too Late the Phalarope, 
was composed equally rapidly at a 
seaside resort in Cornwall, England; 
and he wrote his long poem, Medita
tion for a Yowzg Boy Confirmed, in a 
cabin in a California redwood forest. 
In October 1960, shortly after he had 
been in the United States to receive 
the Freedom Award, his passport was 
revoked. Since there can be no san
guine expectation that his right to 
travel will ever be restored, we will 
never know what imaginative con
structions he might be prompted to 
by, say, Stonehenge revisited, or Chi
cago today. 

Paton's chosen path of active oppo
sition to apartheid would seem to have 
kept him from his art, but he'd con
sider it a waste of time to grieve over 
the thought of works left unwritten. 
On this point he has said, "This is how 
I lived, and if I lived again this is how 
I would choose to live." Yet from the 
very stresses and pressures of life that 
have kept him from his art, his crea
tive spirit has composed a new work 
worthy to stand with the best of its 
predecessors. 

For You Departed has as ·its under
lying theme the inner struggle to over-

EDWARD CALLAN, the author of Alan Paton 
and editor of Tfze Long View, by Alan 
Paton, teaches at Western Michigan Uni
versity in Kalamazoo. 

come conventional white South Afri
can prejudices. But this deep and fear
less book, which Paton began shortly 
after his wife's death on October 23, 
1967, is also a singular, elegiac work ol' 
art, lyric in mode and paradoxically 
triumphant in mood. Whereas proto
types may be found in Eastern liturgi
ca l forms, Western literature affords 
no exact counterparts. We are familiar 
with a few individual lines celebrating 
death-for instance, Francis of Assisi's 
"Praised be my Lord for our sister, the 
bodily death./ From which no living 
man can flee." Yet, however rich in 
mournful elegies, English literature 
has no notable form for rejoicing at 
funerals-and certainly none that 
solve the problem of how to say "alle
luya," and mean it, in the presence of 
death. Paton has created a literary 
form for this kind of intimate affirma
tion of life and its proper culmination 
in death. Although he may stumble 
here or there on unfamiliar ground, in 
its main thrust the work is a consider
able achievement. 

rJ111c publisher should not have dc
_L leted from its title the word "kon

takion," which Paton draws from the 
climactic passage: "And this book is 
done too, this Kontakion for you de
parted . . . it is a strange story, and 
now it is done." Essentially, a konta
kion is an early Byzantine liturgical 
chant, elaborately composed of stan
zas and linking refrains, performed 
(like a Te Dcum in the Western 
church) in honor of a patron, or to 
celebrate some public event or deliver
ance. The final kontakion of the great 
composer Romanus (491-558) records 
the Constantinople earthquake of 
August 555; and the Patriarch Sergius 
composed a kontakion in 626 on the 
occasion of the deliverance of Constan
tinople from the Persians. Whether or 
not Paton was thinking of these his
torical instances of public commen
tary is relatively unimportant; he did 
have a particular kontakion in mind, 
the Russian Orthodox "Kontakion for 
the Departed," sometimes spoken of 
as "the Kief Kontakion" or "the Kief 
Melody," which is quoted in full in the 
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text. 1 t used to be sung as part of the 
annual Memorial Day services by the 
choir of St. John's College, Johannes
burg, where Paton's sons David and 
Jonathan went to school. Jonathan 
Paton remembers that his parents fre
quently attended this service, and that 
his father was especially moved by the 
beauty of the Russian "Kontakion." 
He owned a phonograph record of the 
St. John's choir Memorial Day service, 
and in replaying it after his wife's 
death, Paton found great comfort in 
the words of the song, which oppose 
to the pain of sorrow the a{ftrmalive 
words of rejoicing. 

Addressing his wife, For You De• 
parted is composed of sixty-nine mun
bered passages varying in length from 
a few lines to several pages. It is from 
the arrangement of these passages, al
ternately moving back and forth in 
time, that the book derives much of its 
power and effectiveness. 

P a ton starts with the early morning 
of his wife's death and the imme

diate task of the living: "I prayed may 
her soul rest in peace. I did not weep. I 
set about the business of preparing 
your funeral." The immediately suc
ceeding odd-numbered episodes re
count the experience of the funeral, 
unusual in segregated South Africa: 
"There was the church itself packed 
with people of all the nations under 
our sun, just the kind of company you 
would have wished to be about you .... 
There were many there who mourned 
for you, but it was above all else a serv
ice of thanksgiving ... the most won
derful funeral service I ever attended." 

Episode "Two," the first of the mem
ories evoked, recalls their initial meet
ing on the tennis courts at Ixopo in 
1925: she a married woman full of zest, 
laughter, mischief, and a touch of 
coquetry, who, emancipated for those 
days, smoked cigarettes and did not 
object to liquor; and he "a shy clear
eyed virgin" brought up among Chris
tadelphians in a home where liquor 
was prohibited and the belief that 
women should not smoke "enjoyed al
most the status of an article of faith." 

Thereafter the even-numbered pas
sages move forward in chronological 
time starting with the joy and pain 
of young complicated love-"the hal
cyon clays." The odd-numbered pas
sages remain in the present through
out. This method produces a deliberate 
opposition, or counterpointing, so that 
in its artistic form the book embodies 
its homiletic theme: that while yester
days may be recalled, they cannot be 
relived. This is a clear warning against 
the temptation to seek some Edenic 
or Arcadian past, a desire that can be
come a morbid growth in nations that 

(Continued on page SO) 

THE PRICE OF MY SOUL 
\ 
by Bernadette Devlin 
Knopf, 224 pµ., $5.95 

"TH J\TRAGEDY OF THE SITUATION," writes 
Bernadette Devlin, "is that by align
ing themselves with those who work 
against their interests but share their 
religion,' the working class of my coun
try, Protestant and Catholic, perpetu
ates its own misery." This feeling was 
stirred up, this alignment made more 
definite, by Ian Paisley, whose "hatred 
is not of the,_ Catholic Church; his ha
tred is of eve,rybody on the left, and 
his love is of hi'~ own power." 

The twenty-t,yo-year-olcl M.P. from 
Ulster sees the simpler Protestants 
hypnotized by Paisley and brought up 
to believe in what Sir Edward Carson 
had promised therl\: "'a Protestant 
state for a Protesta~t people.' What 
they've got after fifty y~ars of unionism 
is a Protestant state fo~~he Protestant 
rich." 

Perhaps the most impo tant thing in 
this impetuous, sometimes-_ biased, but 
always vivid and revealing\book is its 
account of the very slowly \ preading 
realization that the root of Ulster's 
troubles is more economic than reli
gious, that religion is being us_ed to 
keep alive a division which makes 
peace and progress impossible. In her 
childhood, after losing father and moth
er, who both died in their forties, 
Bernadette Devlin had found Protes
tant neighbors extraordinarily kind to 
her family, and it came as a fearful 
shock when one of the kindest, after 
the civil-rights marches began, shouted 
at her: "You Fenian scum!" 

The social problem came alive for 
Bernadette because her mother's back
ground was miclclle-class, her father's 
proletarian, and their marriage was re
sented by her mother's family. Before 
the wedding took place her grandmoth
er twice packed her mother's suitcases 
and put them outside the front door. 
Twice her mother brought them back 
into the house, asserting her determi
nation, however often she had to do · 
this, to be married from her own home. 

Bernadette's mother could neithe1· 
forget nor forgive, and one suspects 
that this has deepened a little the 
somber colors in which Miss Devlin 
paints the resented condescension im
plied (she feels) in every gesture of 
generosity to her impoverished family. 
There is a grim story of five one-pound 
notes thrown by an uncle to Bernadette, 

The critic, Maisie Ward, who is familiar 
with the milieu about which Berna
dette Devlin writes, is the author of 
"Gilbert Keith Chesterton" and "Rob
ert Browning and His World." 
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missing the table at which they were 
aimed, and landing on the floor. She 
threw them back at him; he followed 
her to their house, where her mother 
would not accept the money, ?.nd final
ly burned it. Although it is impossible 
to know how much this attitude was 
justified, the author does seem a trifle 
too proud of it. 

In all the social and religious prob
lems of Northern Ireland there are, of 
course, ethnic and historical overtones. 
The large Protestant population is cle
scenclccl from Scotch Presbyterians 
brought in by England at the beginning 
of the seventeenth century. Ireland has 
assimilated French and even English 
families who have become deeply Irish, 
but the Scots never. There were too 
many of them, and their temperament 
was too different. They took over at 
least three counties overwhelmingly, 
and they did so as colonizers of a sav
age country. 

"The hatred between colonized and 
colonizer," says Miss Devlin, "was un
derlined by the difference in their reli
gions, and the Irish were persecuted 
not only for being the natives, but for 
being Catholics as well. From then on 
they never quite sorted out religion 
from politics." 

The Act of Union in 1801 struck a 
blow at any possible commercial pros
perity, for by it the Irish linen and 
wool industries were restricted in the 
interests of English cotton. "From then 
on national feeling grew, and through
out the nineteenth century there was 
continual struggle, punctuated by fam
ine and emigration, to end British occu
pation, British imperialism and British 
capitalism." This is not an unfair sum
mary, and my only criticism of it is 
that we need, to make it complete, 
something of the social picture of Eng
land too. For the very men who were 
holding Ireland down were in their 
own country completing the work of 
the enclosures, destroying the English 
peasantry and promoting Big Business 
at the bitter cost of the workers. At 
the beginning of the present century 
real efforts were being made for Ire
land by the British Parliament, above 
all by the Land Act of 1904, whereby 
many large estates were broken up, 
and money was spent on agricultural 
assistance to small o~ners. But the 
British still retained their incurable 
habit of thinking of Ireland as a rather 
troublesome English county. 

Bernadette Devlin was born on April 
23, 1947, the feast of St. George, the 
patron saint of England, but she pre
fers to think of it as the anniversary of 
the Easter Rising in Dublin in 1916. She 
deals very briefly, however, with the 
establishment of the Free State-and 
dismisses the larger part of her coun-

( Continued on page 49) 
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nwte, or is that the point where mar-
tyrdom must be accepted for oneself 
and for those \\'ho ha,·e trusted one? 

The Price of My Soul ~nds with an
other clement in the author's short but 
crowded life which fascinated me be
cause I have been mixed up with the 
sam e movement in England. Berna
dette became involved in the squatters' 
campaign, first observing it in London, 
then working for it in Londonderry. In 
England and Ireland a like, local and 
central governments have broken down 
on the question of adequate hous ing 
for the undcrprivilcgccl. Not only is 
there a desperate shortage, but many 
houses stand empty, waiting until the 
authorities arc ready to demolish them 
in order to build something else, to 
create a ne,, road or widen an existing 
one. This may persist for many years 
and, as Bernadette observed. even the 
worst of these houses was better than 
anything the poorest were currently 
occupying. Committees were formed 
both in London and Londonderry to 
help desperate families to take over 
these premises (which they had begged 
to be allowed to rent). Local authori
t ics have tried various tactics-from 
damaging the houses before leavinl,! 
them unoccupied to hiring thugs to 
turn out the squatters. Their furniture 
has been thrown out of the windows; 
squatters have been struck-including, 
in one case at least, a pregnant woman 
who miscarried in consequence of a 
blow from an iron bar. 

After many struggles a group or 
1":l._ housing Associations led by Shel
ter has succeeded, by full exposure of 
these shucking tactics, in persuading 
the authorities in several London sub
urbs to rent the houses to them. They 
in turn sublet to the tenants and prom
ise to vacate them for the authorities 
when-and it is often not when but if
their grandiose schemes arc actually 
ready to be carried out. Meanwhile our 
societies can help these families to 
save and can put schemes afoot for 
something more permanent. This book 
claims great success for the housing 
campaign in Londonderry, but of how 
it succeeded we .learn nothing. 

Bernadette Devlin feels that in enter
ing the British Parliament she made a 
vast mistake-that it is her job to 
achieve better conditions for those 
most in need and that Parliament is 
the last place in which this can be ac
complished. Whether or not her con
tempt is wholly justified, she has 
sensed something for which she has 
not yet found expression. The curse of 
our age in every country is that we are 
run not by the Parliament or Congress 
we elect, but by the unknown men who 
make up the bureaucracy. 

Maisie Ward 
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Alan Paton 
Co11tinuecl from page 32 

deify the past. Its message is the same 
as T. S. Eliot's: 

We cannot restore old policies 
Or follow an antique drum. 

For You Dcpa.r1cd was first made 
public when Paton read substantial 
portions of it in Rhodes University 
Theatre on July 8, 1969. Before begin
ning, he explained: 

This document is a ,·er~• intimate one; 
nevertheless I will read portions of it, 
because I think as you gel older you 
don't wish to keep intimate things so 
close to ~·ourself as you did when you 
we1·c young. 

As he began to read there was ab
solute silence in the crowded audi
torium-not just the usual cessation 
of rumblings, but an embarrassed sil
ence bespeaking disbelief, as if those 
present were shocked into stillness by 
the revelations unfolding before them 
in staccato, yet austere, musical 
rhythms. Gradually, as the work's 
range or mood, humor, and movement 
emerged, there were stirrings or laugh
ter at witty anecdotes followed by re
peated wholehearted bursts or laugh
ter dul'ing the reading of episode 
"Thirty"-a highly amusing narrative 
about a family card game called Re
formatory Bridge ( to which Paton's 
skill as a raconteur may have added 
spice). The s tillness returned as he 
read of detentions, house arrests, and 
searchings by the security police, but 
the sanity of humor pervaded even 
these somber recitals. He told, for 
example, about a statement he had 
written in anticipation of being ar-

- Hepburn & Jeanes, Grahamstow11. 

Alan Paton: "It is a strange 
story and now it is done." 

rested the day he was tu fly to Swazi
land to visit Bishop Reeves in the 
aftermath of the Sharpevillc massacre 
in 1960: 

No one came that day to arrest me [he 
reminisced to his departed wife], and 
when I left at dusk I gave the docu
ment into your safe-keeping. You hid 
it on top of one of the cupboards in 
the guest bathroom. but as you lay 
in bed it hccame oppressively clear to 
you that when the security police 
came, the~• would go straight to the 
top of the cupboards in the guest 
bathroom. So you took it down from 
there and put it into your rolled-up 
red-and-white umbrella hanging in 
your dressing room. Then back in bed 
it became equally clear to you that 
when the police came, they would go 
straight to your red-and-white um
brella hanging in the dressing room. 
Then you had an inspiration of genius 
(which admittedly was based on the 
assumption that the security police 
were all gentlemen), and you took the 
document and taped it to your stom
ach, and then got back into bed. 

As Paton ended this first public read
ing with a final variation on the re
frain of his favorite Russian kontak
ion: " ... it is a strange story and now 
it is clone. I have made m y song, 
alleluya ... ," no one in the audience 
doubted that a powerful work had 
been unveiled; the ovation was fervent. 

The emancipation of white persons 
rrom col01- prejudice, a n:curring mo
tif in the book, is a theme that has 
been frequently explored by Paton. In 
Cry, the Beloved Country we observe 
the elder Jarvis as he gradually emer
ges from the closed mental world or 
his habitual assumptions and unex
amined biases, seeking to understand 
the unprejudiced spi rit that informed 
the life and actions of his murdered 
son. In his great biography of Jan Hof
meyr, Paton traces with infinite care 
the efforts by South Africa's promi
nent liberal sta tesman to overcome a 
fundame ntalist morality that placed 
prohibitions and denials before affir
mations, and his parallel s truggle to 
free himself from white South Arrican 
intolerance. 

Paton's rci teration in this new work 
that the pilgrimage toward release 
from conventional white South African 
attitudes is brought about gradually 
and fearfully enforces the sincerity 
of the personal, int imate details. The 
reader becomes, as it were, a trus ted 
friend who shares in the joys and vicis
situdes of the pilgrim. 

In its homiletic thrust, the book 
traces the ascending path out from 
"the halcyon days" of thoughtless ac
ceptance of white South African privi
lege with its unreasoning pride in the 
sun and the gold and the generosity 
of nature that tempts a riot of color 
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from the flowers and shrubs in all 
seasons. The pilgrim must proceed 
from this complacency to a growing 
sensitivity for human suffering, and 
ultimately to a willingness to suffer 
himself for what he believes in. The 
pilgrim's willingness to suffer-a spir
itual plateau reluctantly arrived at 
with many a backward glance ("I re
member once that you wept a little 
for the self that you had left behind. 
I had just been visited by a senior se
curity policeman ... ")-is presented 
in the book explicitly as something de
rived from the nature of the author's 
faith. It should be empHasized that 
this religious conviction is more re
markable for a proper sense of the 
absurd than for doctrinal orthodoxy. 
Skeptics will find it comfortably con
genial. 

Paton succeeds in establishing the 
simple sincerity, the naturalness al
most, of this faith as he describes the 
frequent bedside communions that 
sustained his wife through the pro
longed agony of her final illness. In
deed, in a curiously paradoxical way, 
he does something more: he convinces 
us of his acceptance of her suffering
not complacently, but with the deep 
understanding that to be reconciled to 
it without outcry against God is an es
sential element in his own Christianity. 
Its genuineness is manifest when he 
speaks of her determination to reject 
the cruelty of the state: 

Where did your courage come from? 
It was your religion of course, that 
strange Christianity of yours that took 
seriously the story of the Cross, that 
understood with perfect clarity that 
one might have to suffer for doing 
what one thought was right, that re
jected absolutely the kind of Cross• 
less geniality that calls itself Chris
tianity. 

Looked at exclusively as a memoir, 
this work is essentially the story of a 
marriage, with many surprising dis
closures. At the age of twenty-two 
Paton is attracted to a married woman 
six years his senior. Her husband dies, 
and within months of her widowhood 
they pursue a secret courtship. Follow
ing the joys of awakening love come 
difficulties, the painful blow of hearing 
her say that she can never love him 
as she loved her first husband. And on 
their wedding night he sees with shock 
that she is wearing her first husband's 
wedding ring. 

In 1935 Paton-by then thirty-two
was put in charge of Diepkloof Refor
matory, a prison ("as foul a place as 
ever I saw") staffed by sixty profes
sional wardens in the employ of the 
Department of Prisons. Four hundred 
African youths aged from seven to 
twenty-one, who had been convicted 
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of offenses ranging from petty theft 
to murder, were housed in wood-and
iron buildings surrounded on all sides 
by a high barbed-wire fence. At night 
they were locked in, twenty to a room, 
"with one bucket full of water, and 
another bucket for urination and def
ecation." In the mornings "the stench 
... was unspeakable." Paton first per
suaded the fearful prison staff to leave 
the dormitories unlocked at night. This 
permitted the lavatories to be used 
when needed, and as a result "typhoid 
fever, which had been the scourge of 
the reformatory and the cause of 
many deaths, almost complet~y dis
appeared." 

Dorrie Paton. dismayed when Alan 
received the Dicpkloof assignment, re
fused at first to· be uprooted from her 
beloved Natal, or to face the unfamil
iar world or urban, black Johannes
burg. It was a month before she fol
lowed him there, and meanwhile he 
was falling in love with a young wom
an who shared his literary interests. 
He renounced the girl; Dorrie Paton 
put away her first husband's wedding 
ring, and as their marriage grew 
stronger, so did their commitment to a 
nonracial ideal. "It was at Diepkloof," 
writes Paton, "that we began to feel 
that the color-ba1· that ruled South Af. 
rican life was unendurable. So far as 
we were able we threw it our oF our 
lives." 

The alternaie arrangement of past 
and present episodes in the book re
sults in some ironic juxtapositions. 
For example, the account of increasing 
freedoms from restraint at Diepkloof 
Reformatory is abruptly interrupted 
by reference to an event at the time 

of writing, when Paton went to Johan• 
nesburg tc, bid farewell to Bill Hoften
berg, prolessor of medicine at Cape 
Town, who not only had been banned 
but prohibited from teaching because 
of his work for Defense and Aid and 
his chairmanship of the Student Ad
visory Panel. The themes of freedom 
and affirmation and those of prohibi
tions and intolerance are strongly 
counterpointed thereby. 

The story of Bill Hoffenberg's ban
ning and voluntary exile is the first 
of the episodes dealing with the Liber
al Party, to which Paton and his wife 
had devoted their full energies from 
its founding in 1953. In the book Paton 
confines his remarks chiefly to its final 
phase after 1964, when some of its 
young adherents took part in a foolish 
conspiracy that enabled the authori
ties to identify liberalism-and the 
Liberal Party-with subversion. On 
April 24, 1968, addressing the last legal 
multi-racial protest meeting to be held 
in Johanne-sburg, Paton recalled what 
he had said to the remnants of the 
party in 1965 after some forty of its 
leaders had been banned: 

Stand firm by what you believe; do 
not tax yourself beyond endurance, 
yet calculate clearly and coldly how 
much endurance you have; don't 
waste your breath and corrupt yolll· 
character by cursing your rulers and 
the South African Broadcasting Cor
poration; don't become obsessed with 
them; keep your friendships alive and 
warm, especially with people of other 
races; beware of melancholy and re
sist it actively if it assails you; And 
give thanks for the courage of others 
in this fear-ridden country. 

Your Literary I. (1. 
Co,rducted by David M. Glixon 

FATHER, DEAR FATHER 

In the first column, Jo Ann West of Cheverly, Md., lists some fathers prominent 
in literature. She asks. you to pick out their children from the second column, 
and their authors from the third. The Family Relations Court is on page 54. 

1. Anchises ( ) 
2. Baptista ( ) 
3. Simon Dedalus. ( ) 
4. Soames.Forsyte ( ) 
5. Oliver Gant (. ) 
6. Pere Go.rio! ( ) 
7. Grandgousier ( ) 
8. Isaac of York ( ) 
9. Nikolai Kirsano,· ( 

10. Leodegraunce ( ) 
I 1. Dr. Manette ( ) 
12. Theobald Pontifex ( ) 
13. Charles Primrose ( ) 
14. Count Rostov ( ) 
15. Charles Swann ( ) 
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A. Aeneas 
B. Anastasie and Delphine 
C. Arkady 
D. Bianca and Katharine 
E. Ernest 
F. Eugene 
G. Fleur 
H. Gargantua 
I. Gilberte 
J. Guinevere 
K. Lucie 
L. Natasha 
M. Olivfa and Sophia 
N. Rebecca 
0. Stephen 

!. .Balzac 
2. Butler 
3. Dickens 
4. Galsworthy 
5. Goldsmith 
6. Joyce 
7. Malory 
8. Proust 
9. Rabelais 

10. Scott 
11. Shakespeare 
12. Tolstoy 
13. Turgenev 
14. Virgil 
15. Wolfe 

The only time in the course of this 
book that Paton adopts a tone verg
ing on anger concerns this very point. 
Striking out at his tormentors, he 
cries to his wife: 

Is it not strange that you and I, all 
our I ives till then blameless before the 
law, should find ourselves followed 
by security police, and have our tele
phone tapped and our letters read, 
and have our house searched, and re
ceive threats of death, and anonymous 
letters that were almost without ex
ception obscene, and have a security 
policeman sitting in hotel dining 
rooms watching us eat as though there 
were a danger that when we swal
lowed we might swallow the Army 
and the Air Force and the Government 
and alP 

The chairman of the Liberal Party, 
Peter Brown, who had been im
prisoned without trial for four months 
during the Sharpeville emergency in 
1960, was banned for five years on 
July 30, 1964. When this ban expired on 
July 30, 1969, Brown was banned for 
five more years. Paton protested in an 
eloquent speech but otherwise the ar
bitrary renewal of this shocking re
striction received little attention. In 
Engiand the Manchester Guardian 
alone found it newsworthy. With few 
exceptions the rest of the press in 
Europe and the United States re
mained silent-a silence that encom
passed several other restrictions on 
freedom in South Africa during the 
same month that men landed on the 
moon. 

These have included the conviction 
of the editor of the Rand Daily Mail 
for contravening the Prisons Act; the 
passage of a law permitting censor
ship of works. in manuscript, and 
blanket censorship of new editions, of 
works printed in South Africa; the 
proposal by the responsible Minister 
that there should be no appeal to high
er courts against decisions of the Cen
sorship- Board; and the introduction 
of a law permitting the Bureau of 
State Security to forbid the introduc
tion at its discretion of any evidence 
in any court of law. 

Nevertheless, those of us in the 
united States who hoard gold, honor 
the ritual of diamond engagement 
rings, and spend more than $20 million 
in one year on South African rock 
lobster tails can hardly use the press 
as a scapegoat. All of us seem deter
mined to agree with the practical wis
dom of Rosetta's advice to Emblc in 
Auden's The Age of Anxiety: 

If ever you see 
A fuss forming in the far distance, 
Lots of police, and a little group 
In terrible trouble, don't try to 

help .. . 

SR/NOVEMBER 8, 1969 
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