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PREFACE 

This treatment of Alan Paton's novel Cry, the Beloved 

Country is for a four to six part television miniseries. We 

have expressed to Mr. Paton our desire to write a comprehen

sive, definitive, and honest film adaptation of his novel, 

with integrity to the original being our first and foremost 

priority. 

In response to our proposal, Mr. Paton wrote us in a 

letter, dated Augus~ 28, 1980: "I have written to Mr. Charles 

Scribner today saying that I think your request should be 

granted. Judging from your script· TWO SOLDIERS I am confi

dent that you would adapt CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY with taste 

and understanding." 

Because we are concerned with creating a television 

screenplay that sensitively and accurately portrays this mod

ern classic, we have, in a number of places, used Mr. Paton's 

exact language. In addition to dialog~e from the novel, we 

have also quoted several passages which we feel superlatively 

create a certain mood or describe a particular scene. 

Necessarily, this treatment does not include all of the 

characters or all of the scenes. Rather, it highlights what 

we believe is most significant for a clear understanding of 

our intentions in adapting Cry, the Beloved Country for tele

vision. 

Asterisks indicate the end of each scene. A synopsis of 

the story precedes the treatment. 



SYNOPSIS 

CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY is a family drama that celebrates 

the natural beauty of South Africa. It portrays the turbulent 

South African racial relations through two fathers; one a poor 

black minister, the other a wealthy white landowner. The two 

fathers do not understand the younger generation, or its 

reaction to South African race divisions. 

The two fathers from the rural area of Ndotsheni each set 

off on th~ir respective journeys to Johannesburg. Each father 

is in search of his only son. One literally; the other meta

phorically. 

The poor black minister, Stephen Kumalo, searches for his 

son, Absalom, who is "lost" to the criminal element that 

breeds in the large city of Johannesburg. Kumalo's relentless 

search for Absalom throughout Johannesburg helps to juxtapose 

old rural, tribal ways with this lurid, Babylon-like city. 

The wealthy white landowner, James Jarvis, has also lost 

his son, Arthur. The young Arthur Jarvis has been murdered in 

Johannesburg where he was the most active and influential advo

cate for the cause of human rights for black Africans. The 

father's search is to corne to "know" his son through his 

writings and his books. James Jarvis hopes these will help 

explain his son's personal ideology and dedication to a prob

lem that he, himself, has never understood. Too late, Jarvis 
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discovers what it was that Arthur thought so deeply and clearly 

about, above all else--the native question in South Africa. 

In Johannesburg, Stephen Kumalo seeks to lire-unite his 

triba." He wants to find his sister,Gertrude, who has fallen 

into prostitution and the brewing of liquor. He wants to find 

his brother, John, who has not written in some twelve years. 

And, most importantly, he wants to find his son, Absalom. 

Kumalo encounters shock after shock in "the big city" 

where corruption runs rampant and the old ways have long been 

discarded. After an exhaustive search from district to dist-

rict where Kumalo sees the poverty and squalor of the Johannes-

burg ghettos, he finds Absalom. But it is too late. Absalom 

has been charged with the brutal murder of the young human 

rights advocate, Arthur Jarvis. 

The two fathers Stephen Kumaloand James Jarvis--while 

hundreds of miles from their rural homes in Ndotsheni--are 

now joined in Johannesburg by the one thing that wracks their 

lives: the murder of Arthur Jarvis by Absalom Kumalo. 

Acts of racial violence and the brooding unrest in 

Johannesburg, along with Absalom's trial, set Stephen Kumalo 

and his brother John apart. John Kumalo laughs at old tribal • 
ways and insults Stephen's ministry, as well as the Church. 

John cruelly boasts of his own sophistication, which he calls 

the Johannesburg "experience." And, later during Absalom's 

trial, John Kumalo betrays both his nephew Absalom and his 

brother Stephen. 

Gertrude, too, has been seduced by this "experience." 

Rather than return to Ndotsheni with Kumalo, she mysteriously 
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disappears into the Johannesburg night, leaving her young son 

behind. 

Stephen Kumalo, who set out to gather his tribe in 

Johannesburg, achieves partial success and returns home to 

Ndotsheni with yet another family. He returns with his sister 

Gertrude's illegitimate son--a new "son" for Kumalo. He also 

brings with him a beautiful young girl who is pregnant with 

Absalom's child--the first of a new generation that will carry 

Kumalo's name. 

James Jarvis returns home with a new-found understanding 

of the mission that was so important to his son Arthur. And 

he returns with a new-found sense of responsibility, a desire 

to carry out (in his own quiet way) the works that were so 

important to his son. 

The young, bright son of the late Arthur Jarvis comes to 

visit his grandparents in Ndotsheni at their great plantation, 

High Place. During his stay, the little boy almost magically 

touches the lives of Stephen Kumalo and the Africans in the 

poor farming valley of Ndotsheni. 

The television miniseries of CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY 

concludes with optimism. • • The arrival of young people ~n 

Ndotsheni representS rebirth and new energy. James Jarvis' 

grandson and Stephen Kumalo's new family symbolize the new 

set of young people who will value and love the land--the 

land that is South Africa. 
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The loud buzz of a single engine plane is heard as it 

circles over "one of the fairest valleys in all Africa." A 

climbing road through the valley becomes visible as the plane 

cuts through the heavy mist. A lushness below gleams through 

the thin rays of sunshine that spurt in fine stream~reflected 

in the overly-saturated air. 

As the plane lowers toward the valley, its shadow 

enlarges on the terrain below. A surprising contrast in the 

land becomes noticeable. The soil is red and barren in one 

valley; its streams d~y, and its cattle graze on too little 

grass. Crops look poor and women scratch the cracked red soil 

with their hands. Old men and women live their slow lives 

here; there is no sense of vitality in this valley. Young 

men and women are noticeAbl1 missing. "The soil cannot keep 

the young people. D 

Lightning flashes over the land. An old man, the minister, 

walks slowly up the steep cracked road to the house next to 

the church. He walks without energy toward a small, plain, 

wood and iron church that sits on top of the hill. 

The buzz of the prop engine drones louder. Its descent 

allows a magnificent view of rivers, hills, valleys and the 

mountains in the distance. With a long, piercing screech, 

the plane bumps and taxis to a stop. 

A white man, tall, wiry and virile-looking with curly 

gray hair drops to the ground from the thin oblong door in 

the side of the plane. He turns, lifts his arms, and a small 

tow-head boy of about seven trustingly jumps into his embrace. 



They hurry across the land to a large impressive white house 

that seems to settle into the side of the hill. 
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The old reverend, Stephen Kumalo, stares for a long while 

out over the dry land and hills. He looks down at the dirty 

envelope in his hand. Its stamp and postmark read "Johannes

burg. " 

*** 

Stephen Kumalo walks to his wife in the kitchen. They 

sit together at the table . .. "He was reluctant to open it, for 

once such a thing · is opened, it cannot be shut again." 

Kumalo and his wife list off the relatives who live in 

Johannesburg and agree this letter is not from any of them. 

It is from a minister in Johannesburg, a Reverend Msimangu. 

The message concerns Kumalo's sister, Gertrude. The letter 

advises Kumalo to come to Johannesburg. 

Stephen Kumalo and Mrs. Kumalo gather what money they 

have saved. The money put away for so long for their son's 

education at St. Chad's. The coins and bills lie on the 

table before them. With sorrow and courage Mrs. Kumalo 

speaks first. 

"Absalom will never go now to St. Chad's," she says. "He 

is in St. Johannesburg. Ivhen people go to Johannesburg, they 

do not .come back." 

*** 

Kumalo nervously, self-consciously awaits the train to 

Johannesburg. As he boards the train, his friend Sibeko asks 
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him to try to discover the whereabouts of his daughter. 

Kumalo places the girl's address in his pocket and boards 

the train. The train slowly pulls out of the station land-

ing. Kumalo sits by a window. The trip offers a majestic 

view of the African country. 

In an aerial shot, the train looks like a toy locomotive 

winding its way through the hills and valleys -- the country 

that Stephen Kumalo loves. 

A gentleman passenger eagerly points out the gold mines 

as he and Kumalo pass through the changing countrysides. The 

two exchange questions and answers ori gold mining. Kumalo 

begins to feel the excitement and wonder for a world he does 

not know. 

At one large gold mining construction site, Kumalo asks, 

"Is this Johannesburg?" The other passengers laugh confi-

den~ly. 

The train approaches a town. Kumalo says, "This is surely 

u Johannesburg. They laugh again, but they are growing tired 

f h ' h I " h" h ' n o 1m. T ey rep y, T 1S 1S not 1ng. 

*** 

The train steams and chugs slowly into Johannesburg. The 

city is clearly visible through Kumalo's window. Ironically, 

Kumalo is asleep . A fellow passenger awakens him. 

*** 

Kumalo walks along a street of the "Big City. " There is 

congested traffic. Cars and taxis hon~causing Kumalo to 
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constantly whip his head in the direction of each blast. 

Thick diesel fumes spew from the exhaust of the heavily 

loaded buses. There is a dirty, grayish-black cast to the 

air around Kumalo. People bump into him and hurry by as if 

they did not see him. They bump into him and do not apolo

gize. Kumalo is visibly frightened. A young man approaches 

and offers to help Kumalo find his way. Kumalo explains that 

he is looking for the bus depot. The young man escorts Kumalo 

to the bus station and says, "Shall I get your ticket for you, 

Reverend? Then you need not lose your place in the line, 

while I go to the ticket office." 

Kumalo thanks him and the young man leaves with Kumalo's 

money. The line slowly moves forward. Kumalo is nearly to 

the front of the long line. He clutches pis bag worrying 

about not having a ticket to board. Kumalo formally and with 

great pride approaches an elderly man. He asks, "Where is 

the ticket office, my friend?" 

"What ticket office, friend?" the man replies. 

"For the ticket for the bu~» 

"You get your ticket on the bus. There is no ticket 

office.» 

*** 

Stephen Kumalo arrives at the ~ssion House where Rever

end Msimangu has arranged to meet him. Several priests sit 

in the sitting room discussing the headlines in the "Johannes

burg Mail.~ Headlines read, "Old Couple Robbed and Beaten in 

Lonely House. Four Natives Arrested.» 



One of the priests says to Kumalo, "It is not .only in 

your place that there is destruction.~ 

Kumalo asks about the health of his sister, Gertrude. 

"Is she ill?" he wants to know. 
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Msimangu explains, "It is another sickness, a worse kind 

of sickness." Gertrude makes and sells liquor and sells her

self at a fine price to many men. Msimangu goes on to say 

that many men come and go from Gertrude's house in Claremont. 

One man has even been killed there. "They drink, they gamble 

and they stab." Kumalo learns that Gertrude has been in 

prison more than once. 

They agree to go to Gertrude's the next day. 

Then Kumalo tells Msimangu with great difficulty about 

"Our greatest sorrow~ Absalom our son ... " 

*** 

They travel to the garbage heap district of the city, 

Cla~emont. Liquor flows in the gutters. Sullen, slovenly )( 

people seem to listlessly hang on every post, tree, and 

porch. The streets are littered with garbage as well as 

fallen down drunk~ both men and women. The shacks where 

dogs and children play in the dirt outside are thrown-together 

hovels of corrugated steel. There seems to be a sad, sullen 

face in every paneless window. The stench steams up from the 

rocks in the sticky dirt roads. Msimangu leaves Kumalo in 

front of Gertrude's house. 

Gertrude answers the door with sullen anger. Her cheap 

clothes are unbuttoned, her hair disheveled. When she sees 



Kumalo, she is fearful and defiant. They talk to each other 

in questions and answer with questions. Eventually the per

suasive, rational Kumalo gets Gertrude to agree to return to 

Ndoshenti. 
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Kumalo hides his shame when Gertrude cannot tell him 

where her child is. She calls to a man in the back bedroom. 

Soon, the dirty, rag-clad child is brought in. His nose runs, 

his hair is tangled, and his filthy feet are shoeless. 

Kumalo leaves, telling Gertrude he will return with a 

lorry the next day to fetch her and the boy. He will take 

them to the boarding house of a Mrs. Lithebe. 

Kumalo looks to the sky and says confidently, "One day in 

Johannesburg, and already the tribe is being rebuilt." 

*** 

Msimangu and Kumalo arrive at John Kumalo's carpentry 

shop. The two estranged brothers barely recognize each other. 

Each is hostile. The bull-like John Kumalo sits. in a presid

ing way with his many followers surrounding him. John Kumalo 

has a huge, overbearing presence. 

Stephen Kumalo attacks John for not writing, and then he 

relaxes and asks about John's wife, Esther. 

"My wife Esther has left me these ten years, my brother," 

he replies. John shocks Kumalo by telling him that he has a 

new wife, but they are not what the Church calls married. 

John explains that life is "different" in Johannesburg. John 

becomes heated and makes a speech about how back in Ndotsheni 

he is a nobody who must obey the "ignorant chief/' In 
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Johannesburg, he has influence and his own business. 

John, carried away with the passion of his convictions, 

sways back and forth, pacing the room. He addresses Stephen 

Kumalo as if he is speaking to a large audience. He ends his 

tirade with an explosive, angry statement on freedom from 

the chief. "I am free of an old and ignorant man, who is 

nothing but a white man's dog. He is a trick, a trick to 

hold together something that the white man desires to hold 

together.,u 

Kumalo bellows against the Church and the Europeans in 

Johannesburg. He is evidently oblivious to his brother and 

Msimangu. He still addresses an "audience'>' He turns 

sharply back to Stephen, and John's look shows he has remem

bered that Stephen is there and that Stephen is a priest. 

The two brothers sit silent. John talks of the hypocrisy 

of the Johannesburg Bishop and his priests, saying they all 

live extravagantly in expensive homes. 

Stephen asks why Esther left. 

John Kumalo flashes a knowing smile, shakes his head at 

Stephen's ignorance and replies, "She did not understand my 

experience." 

Msirnangu, greatly angered by the speech against the 

Church and John's "experience" interrupts coldly. 

he says, "she believed in fidelity?" 

"You mean," 

John Kumalo, like an enormous bull glares angrily as if 

about to crush Msimangu when Stephen intervenes by telling 

John that he plans to return Gertrude to Ndotsheni. John 

wipes his sweating, fat face with a deep-red handkerchief and 
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agrees that is best for Gertrude. 

Stephen Kumalo proudly, quietly asks, "And now I must ask 

you. Where is my son?" 

John relays that Absalom was good friends with his own 

son, Matthew. The two young men have gone to work in a 

textile factory. He writes the address. Msimangu and 

Stephen Kumalo leave John's carpentry shop. 

*** 

At the factory, the white men are considerate. Kumalo 

learns that Absalom left the factory twelve months before. 

He is last known to reside with a Mrs. Ndlela in Sophiatown. 

*** 

Mrs. Ndlela is a quiet, kind woman with several children 

who peep from behind her apron and skirt. She brings a 

letter from Absalom and gives it to Kumalo. Another address 

for Kumalo to investigate. The address on the envelope is in 

Alexandria in care of a Mrs. Mkize. 

*** 

Msimangu and Kumalo arrive at the bus station for their 

trip to Alexandria. To tease Kumalo about his bus depot 

swindl~, Msimangu jokes that each bus is the right bus. 

A young man approaches the two priests and pleads with 

them to boycott the buses. He explains that Africans, young 

and old, are boycotting the Johannesburg buses. They agree 

to walk the eleven miles to Alexandria. 
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On the road, a car driven by a white man stops. The man 

talks to them about their walk and their destination. The 

two priests answer his questions. Suddenly, the man shifts 

his car with a start, makes a U-turn in the road, and pulls 

up next to the two men. The white driver insists on giving 

them a ride to Alexandria. The two grateful priests ride to 

Alexandria in the white man's automobile. 

*** 

Msimangu and Kumalo walk through the filthy, garbage 

strewn streets of Alexandria. Msimangu, looking toward a 
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small filthy child playing with a mangy dog, explains that 

many petitions have been made to tear down the area altogether. 

Msimangu lists one violent assault after another that has 

occurred in Alexandria. 

At the address they seek, a terrified woman answers the 

door. The only information she will offer is that she 

remembers Absalom is friendly with a taxi driver named 

Hlabeni. Kumalo and Msimangu find their way -through the 

depressed ghetto of Alexandria to the place on the bridge by 

the vegetable stands where the taxis line up. The two priests 

engage Hlabeni's taxi for the return trip to Johannesburg. 

They learn from Hlabeni that Absalom lives vagrantly some

where in Shanty Town. 

As they ride, they are impressed by the hundreds and 

hundreds of bikers and people who are walking along the road. 

Kumalo expresses his pride in the unity of the black people. 

He and Msimangu are both surprised and smile each time a 
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white driver stops to offer a lift to the elderly or crippled. 

Each driver is thanked but warned that he could be taken to 

court for offering the ride. The white drivers all reply, 

"Let them take me to court." 

Msimangu sits back suddenly overcome with tears. He hits )( 

himself a great blow across the chest. "Take me to court," 

he says. He hits himself again across the chest. "Take me 

to court." 

Kumalo looks at him bewildered. 

"That is what beats me," Msimangu says. 

*** 

The voices of Gertrude and Mrs. Lithebe are heard in the 

background as they perform their daily tasks. Gertude is 

sweeping; Mrs. Lithebe is washing clothes in a big tub. Some

times they sing; sometimes they talk. 

Kumalo is in the living room with Gertrude's son. The 

boy is playing with some cheap wooden blocks. During this 

period of uncertainty, Kumalo often turns to his sister's son. 

The child, a reminder of the missing Absalom, is a source of 

both pleasure and pain. 

Sometimes, Kumalo tells the child about the great valley 

where he was born, mentioning the names of hills and rivers. 

He tells him about the school that he will attend back in 

Ndotsheni. 

When Gertrude hears the familiar names that her brother 

is reciting, she comes to the door and stands shyly, listen

ing to the tales of the beauties of the land where she was 
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born. And often, ~n the midst of his pleasure, Kurnalo's 

voice falters as thoughts of Absalom return. Th~his descrip

tions change to streams that have ceased to run, cattle that 

are thin and listless, and the earth that is red and rootless. 

As if by instinct, the child innocently knows how to 

bring Kurnalo out of these mournful reveries. The boy gets 

Kurnalo to play horse with him. Kurnalo gets down on all fours, 

and the boy rides on his back around the room. 

The game ends when Msimangu's figure is seen standing at 

the front door. Msimangu has corne to take Kumalo to Shanty 

Town to look for _~salom. 

As the two men go down the dusty road, Kumalo speaks 

wearily to his friend. "Who knows why the warm flesh of a 

child is such a comfort, when one's own child is lost and 

cannot be recovered?" 

*** 

Shanty Town is a place of "tragic habitations." The 

simple huts are made from sheets of iron, a few planks, bur

lap, and grass. Smoke curls from some of the vents, and 

there is the babble of voices from within the shacks. An old 

discarded door is seen lying by the roadside. 

The people of Shanty Town are listless and apathetic. 

Some sit on the ground by make-shift front doors. Others 

wander through pathways between the hovels, looking for 

homemade liquor. It seems that music comes from every dwel

ling. Its African, rhythmic sound pulses -- like the heart

beats of these sad and lonely people. 
x 



A native nurse directs Kumalo and Msimangu to a house 

with an old rusted pipe running up one side (serving as a 

chimney). Here they learn that Absalom has been sent to a 

reform school. 

*** 

From all directionsi boys come marching into the gates 

of the reformatory. Tired and hot, having walked all the 

way, Kumalo and Msimangu arrive at midday. 

After making several inquiries, they are led into an 

office where they learn from a cooperative white man that 

Absalom has been gone a month. An exception has been made 

in Absalom's case, " ... partly because of his good behavior, 

partly because of his age, but mainly because there was a 

girl who was pregnant by him. II The young white man offers 

to take Kumalo and Msimangu to Pimville. 

*** 
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A motorcar pulls up to the front gates of Pimville. They 

must stop to ask permission: otherwise, a white man may not 

go into this place. The dwellings are similar to or in 

worse condition than those of Shanty Town. 

Kumalo, Msimangu, and the white man proceed to the hovel 

where they expect to find Absalom. Instead, a young girl, no 

more than a child, greets them. Her name is Marva. Her 

beauty is stunning: her innocence is pathetic. 

Marva tells them, "He went on Saturday to Springs, and 

he has not yet returned. II 



The white man replies, "But this is Tuesday. Have you 

heard nothing from him?" 

"Nothing," she replies. 
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The girl seems almost indifferent to her situation. She 

and Absalom are not yet married. Msimangu is harsh with 

Marva. "What will you do?" he asks. 

"I do not know," she says. 

"Perhaps you will find another man," replies Msimangu 

bitterly. 

"I do not know," she answers quietly. 

Msmangu tells Kumalo that there is nothing he can do here. 

"I tell you there are thousands such in Johannesburg. And 

were your back as broad as heaven, . and your purse full of gold, 

and did your compassion reach from here to hell itself, there 

is nothing you can do." Msimangu's attitude hurts Stephen. 

The three men withdraw silently. 

Outside the hovel, Kumalo says to Msimangu, "You do not 

understand. The child will be my grandchild." 

"Even that you do not know," replies Msimangu angrily. 

*** 

On their return to the Mission Rouse at Claremont, 

Msimangu apologizes to Kumalo. Msimangu promises to take 

Kumalo to see the girl again. 

*** 

During supper at the Mission House, tragic news in one 

of the local papers spoils an otherwise pleasant and jovial 



evening. A white priest comes in, holding up the Evening 

Star whose headlines read: MURDER IN PARKWOLD. WELL-KNOWN 

CITY ENGINEER SHOT DEAD. ASSAILANTS THOUGHT TO BE NATIVES. 

WHITE PRIEST 
This is a terrible loss for South Africa. This 
Arthur Jarvis was a courageous young man, and a 
great fighter for justice. And it is a terrible 
loss for the Church too. He was one of the finest 
of all our young laymen. 

MSIMANGU 
Jarvis? It is indeed a terrible thing. He was the 
President of the African Boys· Club, here in 
Claremont,in Gladiolus Street. 

FATHER VINCENT 
Perhaps you might know him. It says that he was 
the only child of Mr. James Jarvis, of High Place, 
Carisbrooke. 

KUMALO 
(sorrowfully) I know the father. (PAUSE) I mean 
I know him well by sight and name, but we have never 
spoken. His farm is in the hills above Ndotsheni, 
and he sometimes rode past our church. But I did 
not know the son. 

(There is silence around the table.) 

KUMALO (continued) 
Yet I remember, there was a small bright boy, and 
he too sometimes rode on his horse past the church. 
A small bright boy, I remember, though I do not 
remember it well. 
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One of the priests reads aloud the article about the late 

Arthur Jarvis, concluding: "The dead man was well known for 

his interest in social problems, and for his efforts for the 

welfare of the non-European sections of the community." 

*** 

Msimangu walks with Kumalo to the gate of Mrs. Lithebe's 

house. It is very dark with only an occasional streetlight. 
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Kumalo's face is full of suffering. "This thing. Here in my 

heart there is nothing but fear.·\ Kumalo explains his intui-

tive feeling that Absalom is somehow involved in this horrible 

crime. 

Msimangu replies, "I understand. Yet it is foolish to 

fear that one thing in this great city, with its thousands 

and thousands of people." 

Msimangu watches Kumalo go up the crooked, little path. 

He looks very old and very tired. Msimangu, himself, turns 

and walks back to the Mission House. 

*** 

In direct contrast to the squalor, drunken oblivion, and 

apathy of Shanty Town, the white citizenry is indignant and 

outraged at the lawlessness of the natives. The reactions 

of the white population to the murder of Arthur Jarvis are 

achieved by quick cuts, from one group of whites to another. 

--Scandal, ladies and gentlemen, that we get 
so few police. This suburb pays more in 
taxes than most of the suburbs of Johannes
burg. And what do we get for it? A third 
class police station, with one man on the 
beat, and one at the telepho~e. 

--I say we shall always have native crime to 
fear until the native people of this country 
have worthy purposes to inspire them and 
worthy goals to work for. 

--And you think, Mr. de Villiers, that 
increased schooling facilities would cause 
a decrease in juvenile delinquency amongst 
native children? 

--They should enforce the pass laws, Jackson. 
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--But I tell you the pass laws don't work. 

--They'd work if they were enforced. 

--We went to the Zoo Lake, my dear. But it's 
quite impossible. I really don't see why 
they can't have separate days for natives. 

--I just don't go there any more on a 
my dear. We take John and Penelope 
other day. But I like to be fair. 
can these poor creatures go? 

Sunday, 
on some 
Where 

--Oh, it's too hot to argue. Get your racquet, 
my dear, they're calling us. Look, it's Mrs. 
Harvey and Thelma. You've got to play like a 
demon, do you hear? 

*** 

Mrs. Ndela of End Street in Sophiatown goes to Msimangu 

to tell him the police have been to her. "They want to 

know about the son of the old umfundisi. They are looking 

for him," she says fearfully. 

"Why, mother?" asks Msimangu. 

"They did not say, Mr. Msimangu." 

"It is bad, mother?" 

"It looked bad," she answers. 

*** 

Msimangu tells Kumalo the news. From Mrs. Lithebe's 

house, he and Kumalo set out in pursuit of Absalom. They 

16 

follow the same route as before. Through appropriate visual 

effects (MATCH CUTS), K~alo and Msimangu appear to be just 

a few steps behind the police. Kumalo does not find Absalom. 

*** 



Msimangu prevails upon Kumalo to go with him to 

Ezenzeleni, a mission hospital for the native blind where 

Msimangu holds religious services. There, Kumalo can rest 

and recoup his strength. Ezenzeleni is in the beautiful 

countryside, outside Johannesburg. 

*** 

At Ezenzeleni, Kumalo sits down on a bench to meditate. 

The spot he chooses overlooks a beautiful panorama. He 

observes the flight of birds, the movement of clouds, and 

the splendour of the evening sky at sunset. 
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One hears through V. O. some of his thoughts: "Why fear 

the one thing in a great city where there are thousands 

upon thousands of people ... But that he should kill a man, a 

white man! ... I a priest should have a grandchild born in such 

a fashion ... What did we do, or leave undone, that our son has 

become a thief, moving like a vagabond from place to place, 

living with a girl who is herself no more than a child, 

father of a child who may have no name ... " 

Later, Msimangu delivers a moving sermon, intended not 

only for the blind, but for Kumalo as well. 

Kumalo is renewed by observing the white doctors and 

nurses, helping the native blind. The humanity of the 

mission hospital gives him new-found hope. He watches the 

native blind make baskets, using osiers of different colors. 

He walks among the sick and talks to some of them. Kuma 10 

admires the craftsmanship of their stout baskets. 
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Kumalo tells Msimangu how gratifying it is to see the 

white men and women doing this work of mercy. During the 

walking tour of the hospital, Kumalo and Msimangu hear a 

variety of languages -- English, Afrikaans, Zulu, Xosa. 

*** 
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In the living room, Kumalo is playing with Gertrude's 

son. Mrs. Lithebe is just outside the front door, bargain

ing with the buyer of Gertrude's few possessions -- a table, 

chairs, some pots and pans. The items are loaded into a 

lorry, and the money is paid. Mrs. Lithebe and Gertrude 

come inside and go to the kitchen. 

Kumalo abruptly stops playing with the boy when he sees 

through a windo_w two figures approaching. The two figures 

suddenly fill him with old fear. The effect of this fear 

makes one think he is being stricken by extreme physical 

pain. 

Msimangu and the young white man from the reformatory 

walk up the street toward the house. Kumalo gets to his 

feet and goes outside and down to the front gate. 

"Good afternoon, umfundisi. Is there a place where we 

can talk?" asks the young man. 

"Come to my room," Kumalo answers. 

The three go inside. Kumalo leads them to his small room 

and shuts the door. He stands waiting, not looking at either 

man. 

"I have heard what you fear," says the young man. "It is 

true." 
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Kumalo stands bowed over and still cannot look at them. 

He sits down in his chair and fixes his eyes on the floor. 

"My friend," says Msimangu, "one of the two others is 

the son of your brother." 

Kumalo says nothing. He nods his head many times, 

slowly and painfully. He stands up, looks around the room, 

and the other two watch him, silently and intently. Kumalo 

takes his coat from a nail, puts it on, and puts his hat on 

his head. He takes his stick in his hand and looks at the 

two men. They do not know what to say. 

"Do you wish to come to the prison, umfundisi? I have 

arranged it for you," says the white man. 
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Kumalo looks questioningly around the room again, having 

forgotten he is already dressed to go out. He touches both 

his coat and hat and looks down at the stick that is in his 

hand. 

"My brother first, if you will show me the way only." 

Kumalo and the white man leave. 

Msimangu stays behind to tell the two women. Then he 

leaves, closing the door on their wailing. 

*** 

Kumalo goes to his brother John's carpenter's shop and 

tells ' him the tragic news. The two proceed together to the 

prison. 

*** 

At the prison, " ... they pass through the great gate in 



the grim high wall." Kumalo is escorted to Absalom's cell. 

He is finally reunited with Absalom. It is a painful, 

sorrowful, and heart-breaking reunion. 

"They shake hands, indeed the old man takes his son's 

hand in both of his own, and the hot tears fall fast upon 

them. The boy stands unhappy, there is no gladness in his 

eyes. He twists his head from side to side, as though the 

loose clothing is too tight for him." 

"My child, my child." 

"Yes, my father.» 

HAt last I have found you." 

"Yes, my father.») 

"And it is too late." 
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The boy has difficulty answering Kumalo's many questions. 

"The young white man comes over, for he knows that this does 

nothing, goes nowhere. Perhaps he does not like to see these 

two torturing each other." 

Before their meeting ends, Kumalo promises he will do 

what he can to arrange that Absalom marry the young girl 

Marva. 

*** 

outside the prison, Kumalo meets his brother, ·John. 

John looks as if he is feeling better. He does not seem so 

troubled or so shaken as before. 

Stephen learns that John is planning some kind of 

cunning strategy that may succeed in exonerating his son 

Matthew. 



"Well, well," says John, "we must go at once and see a 

lawyer." 
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"A lawyer, my brother. For what should we spend such 

money? The story is plain. There cannot be doubt about it." 

"~.'lhat is the story?" asks John Kumalo. 

"The story? These three lads went to a house that they 

thought was empty. They struck down the servant. The white 

man heard a noise and he came to see. And then ... and then ... 

my son ... mine, not yours ... shot at him. He was afraid." 

"And he told you this in front of the others?" 

"Why not, if it is the truth?" 

John Kumalo seems reassured. "Perhaps you do not need a 

lawyer then. If Absalom shot the white man, there is per

haps nothing more to be said." 

"will you have a lawyer then?" 

"Perhaps I shall need a lawyer. For one thing, a lawyer 

can talk to my son in private." He pauses. "You see, my 

brother, there is no proof that my son or this other young 

man was there at all." 

"Not there at all? But my son---" 

"Yes, yes," says John Kumalo, smiling confidently. "But 

who will believe your son?" 

John Kumalo leaves his brother. Stephen, bereft, looks 

to the young white man who only shrugs his shoulders and says 

in a gruff voice, "Do what you will. It is not my work to 

get lawyers. But if you wish to go back to Sophiatown, I 

shall take you." 

*** 
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At the Mission House, Father Vincent says to Kumalo, "I 

think I could get a good man to take the case. I think we 

are all agreed that it is to be the truth and nothing but the 

truth, and that the defense will be that the shot was fired 

in fear and not to kill. Our lawyer will tell us what to do 

about this other matter, the .possibility, my friend, that 

your nephew and the other young man will deny that they were 

there." 

Father Vincent also agrees to marry Absalom and the girl. 

*** 

Kumalo takes the train all by himself to go see the girl 

in Pimville. He finds the house with no difficulty. Kumalo 

knocks at the door, and Marva opens it. She smiles at him 

uncertainly, with something that is fear, and with something 

that is child-like and welcoming. 

Kumalo sits down in the only chair in the empty room 

and wipes his brow. He breaks the news to Marva of Absalom's 

crime. "He has killed a white man." 

She sucks in her breath and gasps, putting her hands 

over her face. She drops down onto an old orange crate and 
4 

looks at the floor. The tears start to run slowly down her 

cheek. 

After she is calmed, Kumalo explains that it is arranged 

for her to go with him and stay at Mrs. Lithebe's. He 

explains also that he would like her to go back with them to 

Ndotsheni and have her baby there. He wants her to be cer-

tain, though, she will not regret a decision to go with him, 
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especially since she is only sixteen and used to life in the 

big city. 

She looks at him through her tears. 

ashamed of me." 

*** 

"You shall not be 

Mr. Carmichael, a white man, takes Absalom's case. 

Kurnalo meets Carmichael at the Mission House. Carmichael is 

a tall and grave man. He explains, "I shall take it for you, 

Mr. Kurnalo. I shall take it pro deo, as we say. It is a 

simple case, for the boy says simply that he fired because 

he was afraid, not meaning to kill. And it will depend 

entirely on the judge and his assessors, for I think we will 

ask for that, and not for a jury." 

Kumalo turns to Father Vincent and says he has never met 

such kindness. He then turns his face away and weeps. 

*** 

An aerial view of the long winding road amid a beautiful 

panorama of hills and valleys. A white, hacienda-like house 

with coral tiled roof is set in a lush valley between two 

hills. Ploughed fields show "one of the finest farms of 

this countryside." This is High Place, the horne of James 

Jarvis, Esquire. 

In the same way Kurnalo stood looking down at the soil 

from the top of his hill, .James now stares at his land. 

Jarvis climbs with his brown herd dog to the top of the 

hill. He sits on a large rock near the top, joining one of 
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his workers. Jarvis sits looking out over his crops, cattle, 

and land. 

In the far distance, a police car drives up the long dirt 

road. The car speeds upward toward the Jarvis estate, rais-

ing huge billows of dust behind its back wheels. Jarvis' 

wife points up the hill to where he sits. The police car 

stops near Jarvis who walks to meet the car. Two officers 

get out. The captain tells Jarvis he has bad news. 

"Is it my son?" Jarvis asks immediately. 

The captain tells Jarvis his son was shot dead that 

afternoon in Johannesburg. 

They walk to the house. Mr. Jarvis takes Mrs. Jarvis to 

another room. 

Her cries and shouts are heard from the room as the 

captain speaks into the telephone making flight arrangements 

for the Jarvises' trip to Johannesburg. He raises his voice 

"to shut out the sound of the woman's crying and sobbing." 

*** 

The Jarvises are met at the airport in Johannesburg by 

their daughter-in-law's brother, John Harrison. Harrison • 
drives them through the exclusive, residential area of 

Johannesburg. The engine of his sleek, powerful Mercedes 

is barely audible as Harrison maneuvers down the palm tree-x 

lined avenue. Driving through impressive gates, Harrison 

stops the car before the front verandah of his parents' 

palatial home. Mary Jarvis, the wife of the recently killed 

Arthur, and her children are staying here. 
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*** 

After a touching scene of good-night with her children at 

their bedtime, Mary tiptoes from their room and comes down 

the long staircase to the library. Mary and the Jarvises 

embrace. Mary and Mrs. Jarvis go off. 

Harrison offers Jarvis a .brandy. He tells him that 'r( 

Arthur had been writing a paper just before he was killed. 

The paper is titled, "The Truth About Native Crime." Jarvis 

says, "I would like to see it. My son and I didn't see eye 

to eye on the native question, John. In fact, he and I got 

quite heated about ~t on more than one occasion. But I'd 

like to see what he wrote." 

"My father and I don't see eye to eye on the native 

question either, Mr. Jarvis. You know, Mr. Jarvis, there was 

no one in South Africa who thought so deeply about it, and 

no one who thought so clearly, as Arthur did~" Harrison says. 

He pauses and adds, "He used to say, And what else is there 

to think deeply and clearly about in South Africa." 

Harrison and Jarvis discuss Arthur and the irony of his 

murder. Arthur, more than any other white man, was truly 

the missionary of the native people. 

Harrison tells Jarvis about all the messages of condo

lence that have been kept for him. He will take Jarvis out 

to the house the next day. Harrison retires. 

In the moonlit darkness, Jarvis climbs the stairs to his 

room. He enters. 

"James?" Mrs. Jarvis softly asks. 
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"Yes, my dear," he answers. 

"I thought you would never come." 

Jarvis goes to her. They clutch. Jarvis says, "We were talk-

ing of the boy. All that he did, and tried to do. All the 

people who are grieved." 

Jarvis begins to tell her about Arthur's work and efforts. 

(fade out) 

Return to the end of Jarvis' talk. 

"It makes me proud," she whispers. 

"But you always knew he was like that." 

"Yes, I knew," she says. 

"Although his life was different, you understood it." 

"Yes, James." 

"I'm sorry 1 didn't understand it." Then in a whisper, . "1 _ 

didn't know it would ever be so important to understand it." 

"There's one thing I don't understand. Why it should have 

happened to him." 

They embrace. 

*** 

Jarvis sits at Arthur's desk looking over Arthur's papers and 

letters. Jarvis, fascinated by the librar~ walks around the 

room taking books from the shelves and stands contemplating the 

portraits of Abraham Lincoln and Christ Crucified. 

Jarvis discovers the manuscript Arthur was writing when he was 

suddenly interrupted and shot dead. (MATCH CUT of murder scene) 

Jarvis reads the manuscript a second time. He sits smoking 

his pipe, looking at the hundreds of books that influenced his 



son. Jarvis leaves the study to take a walk. As he goes down 

the staircase, he remembers in flashes scenes of Arthur as a 

boy at High Place. (MATCH CUTS) Jarvis walks to the blood 

27 

stain on the floor. He stands a moment there and then goes out 

the door. 

*** 

A church memorial service for Arthur Jarvis. A fine white 

stucco church overflows with white, Indians, black, and coloured 

people. Mary Jarvis and her children and James and Mrs. Jarvis 

sit in the front. This is the first time Jarvis has ever 

attended church with natives. 

The people file from the service to shake hands with Mary and 

the Jarvises. An elegantly dressed white man makes a bigoted 

remark, not unlike many remarks that Jarvis has made and heard 

before. Jarvis recognizes the contrast in this man's statement 

to what he has read in Arthur's manuscript only last night. 

Suddenly, Jarvis understands Arthur's viewpoint. 

*** 

Jarvis in Arthur's study again. He desperately reads all of 

Arthur's papers, trying to completely understand his son. He 

hesitates~ then lifts the unfinished manuscript and reads. At 

',J the last page he reads aloud, "Allow me a minute, I hear a ,~ 

sound in the kitchen." Jarvis, choked up, continues adding his 

own words, "Allow me a minute, while I go to my death." Gasp-

ing, Jarvis weeps, saying softly, "Allow me a thousand minutes, 

I am not coming back any more." 
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Mrs. Jarvis enters. He hands her the manuscript. She 

clutches it to her breast and reads. When she comes to the last 

page, Jarvis watches her carefully. She stares at the words, 

the unfinished statement. Looking at Jarvis, she says, "Pain 

. kl U does not go away so qU1C y. 

Harrison hurries up the stairs, knocks on the study door 

which is half open. He walks in excited. "The police have a 

witness and a sure lead," he says. 

*** 

The Johannesburg Court, a formal court of justice with a 

great deal of pomp and ceremony. Two district galleries surround 

the room, one for the whites, the other for the hlacks. 

The honorable judge, with long white wig and flowing black 

robes, is escorted into the court by two attendants. All 

people rise. 

Three names are called: Absalom Kumalo, Matthew Kumalo, and 

Johannes Pafuri. The three youths enter through a sort of hatch 

in the floor. It is announced that these three men are accused 

of the murder of Arthur Jarvis. 

Absalom pleads, "Guilty to killihg, but I did not mean to 

kill." 

Matthew and Pafuri plead, "Not guilty." 

The trial begins. Absalom tells the truth. He slowly but 

surely indites himself with every honest word as he relays with 

total honesty the details of the robbery, the assault on Jarvis' 

servant, and the killing of Jarvis. 
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Absalom's trusting nature and honest story belie his crim

inal image. His truth illuminates his father's teachings. 

At a break in the trial proceedings, John Kumalo confronts 

Stephen Kumalo with the information that his son, Matthew, did 

not kill. John's knowledge of the Johannesburg ways means that 

John's son will lie and go free while Absalom will tell the 

truth and be hanged. 

*** 

The Stock Exchange. Gold is discovered in South Africa. 

Prices climb to heights beyond expectation. , Men go mad. They 

shout and scream. They throw their hats in the air. 

*** 

While they are in Johannesburg, Mrs. Jarvis expresses her 

wish to visit her niece, Barbara Smith. Mr. & Mrs. Jarvis 

travel to Barbara Smith's elegant home. 

*** 

Kumalo tells Msimangu that he promised to try to locate his 

friend's daughter. He will travel to the address on the dirty, 

crumpled paper in his hand. 

*** 

At the Smith home, Barbara and Mrs. Jarvis decide to go 

shopping. Jarvis elects to remain home to read the newspapers 

that are filled with news of the gold. Jarvis, reading contently, 
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hears a knock at the kitchen door. He goes to the door, where 

he finds an elderly parson in tattered clothes. Jarvis does 

not recognize Kumalo from his homeland. 

Kumalo in his black clothesl that are green with age, bows, 

removing his shabby hat. Kumalo's white hair contrasts against 

his dark ~lothes and his brown-with-age white collar. Kumalo 

recognizes Jarvis. 

Kumalo is weak and sinks to his knees with fright. He can

not stop his trembling. He drops his walking stick and drops 

to the step. Several times he attempts to rise, but his knees 

will not support his trembling body. 

Jarvis forces patience. He is finally irritated and about 

to return to the comfort of his paper. But a look comes over 

his face that says he is thinking of Arthur. He forces himself 

to remain at the door and to try to assist the reverend. 

Jarvis struggles with the reality of the problem of having 

to touch a black man in order to offer Kumalo help. He bends 

and helps the old man to his feet. Kumalo understands the 

importance of this white man's gesture. He takes the address 

from his pocket and explains that his friend Sibeko's daughter 

last wrote from here. 

Jarvis calls a boy to take the message to Barbara since the 

two women have just returned. Jarvis sees the suffering in the 

old man's face. He says, · "There is something between you and 

me and I do not know what it is. I desire to know." 

Kumalo, after many fearful attempts to speak, says, "This 

thing that is the heaviest thing of all my years, is the 

heaviest thing of all your years also." 



Jarvis is bewildered, but then he says, "You can only mean 

one thing." 

"It was my son that killed your son," Kumalo says. 
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The men are silent. Jarvis walks away toward the garden 

and the wall that overlooks a view of the hills in the distance. 

Kumalo stiffly rises, gains his balance, places his hat on 

his head. When Jarvis returns to Kumalo, Kumalo has his walking 

stick in his hand and his head bowed down. Jarvis says, "I 

understand. You were shocked to see me here. You had no 

thought that I would be here. How did you know me?" 

"I have seen you riding past Ndotsheni, past the church 

where I work." 

Jarvis very softly asks, "Perhaps you saw the boy also. 

He too used to ride past. On a red horse with a white face?" 

Kumalo's face contorts. He continues to look at the 

ground. Tears fall to the stones of the walk. Kumalo speaks} 

saying, "I remember, umnumzana, there was a brightness in him." 

"Yes, yes, there was a brightness in him." 

Jarvis turns to the house and discovers from Barbara the 

information about Sibeko's daughter. Barbara comes to the 

door. She remembers and adds in a cold tone that the girl was 

dismissed because she took to making liquor. When Jarvis asks 

where she is now, Barbara, thinking Kumalo cannot understand 

English, replies harshly, "I'm sure I do not know. And, I do 

not care." 

Kumalo sadly walks down the path to the gate. Jarvis 

follows. At the gate, the two fathers from Ndotsheni exchange 



) 

a quiet, sad "Go well." 

Jarvis returns to the house. Mrs. Jarvis asks, "Why are 

you so disturbed, James?" She touches his shoulder gently. 

Jarvis sadly, "Something that came out of the past. You 

know how it comes suddenly." 

*** 
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A political demonstration in one of the town squares. John 

Kumalo speaks into a bull horn addressing a gathering crowd of 

Africans. On horseback,the Johannesbu~g police are circula

ting around the crowd. The police exchange words of apprehen

sion. They fear the power of John Kumalo's voice. In the 

past, Kumalo has excited crowds by speaking out about the 

exploitation of the Africans. He calls for an end of exploita

tion. But, the police remember that Kumalo's speeches always 

end before the crowd gets too heated. They express their hope 

that today's speech will not incite the action Kumalo calls 

for. 

Kumalo's speech is persuasive and full of good logic. And 

once again, Kumalo knows just when to stop before being 

arrested by the watchful officers. He talks of strikes and 

Africans banding together. His voice has the power to unite 

these people. 

Also at the demonstration, listening to John Kumalo, are 

Jarvis and Harrison; and in another area of the crowd are 

Stephen Kumalo and Msimangu. 

*** 
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Mrs. Lithebe scolds Gertrude for keeping bad company. She 

warns her that there are idle, careless people everywhere, even 

in Ndotsheni. Gertrude is sullen and claims she doesn't know 

what Mrs. Lithebe is talking about. 

*** 

The day before Absalom's trial. A big, stout woman brings 

the newspaper to Mrs. Lithebe's. The headlines read, "ANOTHER 

MURDER. EUROPEAN SHOT DEAD BY NATIVE." 

As they discuss the significance this may have on Absalom's 

trial, Kumalo, escorted by the girl Marva, comes walking slowly 

towards the house. Mrs. Lithebe quickly hides the paper under 

the chair. Kumalo seems frailer and older. He goes to his 

room. 

*** 

After dinner, Gertrude tells Mrs. Lithebe that she is right, 

Gertrude must repent and change her ways. She tells Mrs. Lithebe 

she is thinking of becoming a nun. Mrs. Lithebe nearly drops 

the china plate that she is drying with a dishcloth. 

*** 

Later, very late at night, Gertrude goes to Marva. Gertrude 

tells her of her plan to become a nun. The girl sits up. "Ah, 

that is a hard thing," she says. Gertrude makes Marva promise 

that she will care for her son as if the child were her own if 

Gertrude goes through with her plan. The girl assures Gertrude 
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she will. 

*** 

Absalom's trial continues with the customary pomp and cere

mony. The Judge arrives to pronounce judgement on Absalom, 

Matthew, and Pafuri. 

Following a review of the evidence, the court is silent. 

The Judge is silent. No one coughs or moves or sighs. The 

Judge speaks: 

"This Court finds you guilty, Absalom Kumalo, of the murder 

of Arthur Trevelyan Jarvis at his residence in Parkwold, on 

the afternoon of the eighth day of October. And this court 

finds you, Matthew Kumalo and Johannes Pafuri, not guilty, and 

you are accordingly discharged." 

Matthew and Pafuri leave through the hatch. Absalom stands 

alone watching them go. 

The Judge asks Absalom if he has anything to say. Absalom 

replies, "I have only this to say, that I killed this man, but 

I did not mean to kill him, only I was afraid." 

The Judge sentences Absalom to be hanged by the neck until 

he is dead. The Court breaks into commotion. The Judge rises. 

The people rise as Absalom falls to the floor, crying and 

sobbing. 

People file from the court, the whites on one side, the 

blacks on the other. The young white lawyer breaks the custom. 

He and Msimangu help Stephen Kumalo, each on either side of the 

old and broken man. 

*** 
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Kumalo, Marva, Gertrude, Gertrude's son, and Father Vincent 

come to the prison to visit Absalom the day after the trial. 

The purpose: to marry Absalom and the pregnant child, Marva. 

Absalom's eyes shine hopefully when they enter. But when 

Kumalo tells him why they are here, the hope dies out. The 

two, Absalom and the girl, meet like strangers. Formally they 

each ask after the other's health. A white warder breaks the 

awkward silence to bring them all to the chapel where Father 

Vincent, wearing his vestments, proceeds to marry the young 

couple. The words "in sickness and in health, till death do 

you part" marry Absalom and Marva. 

They all leave except Kumalo. Alone with Absalom, he says, 

"I shall care for your child, my son, even as if it were my 

own. " He hears himself make this "slip of the tongue" and he 

cannot control his quivering. He chokes and trembles. 

Absalom asks to be remembered to his mother. He also 

instructs Kumalo to find his money in a Post Office Box and 

to make a few arrangements. 

Kumalo mentions Matthew and Pafuri. Absalom assures Kumalo 

that they lied. Kumalo says bitterly, "Yes, but they are not 

going to Pretoria (the prison) ." Absalom falls to the floor, X 

crouching and sobbing. His body convulses with his cries and 

tears. Compassionately, Kumalo kneels to try to comfort the 

boy. He runs his hand over his head saying, "Be of good 

courage, my son." 

Absalom cries, "I am afraid, I am afraid. I am afraid of 

the hanging." 

They remain kneeling, Absalom sobbing, Kumalo trying to 



comfort. The warder comes to end their visit. Kumalo begins 

to say all the awkward words of parting, and as he rises to 

leave saying, "My son, I must go now," Absalom cries out. 

"You must not leave me!" Absalom sobs. 

The warder comes in again. Absalom grabs Kumalo's knees. 

The warder cannot free Absalom's arms from around Kumalo's 

legs. He calls to another guard. The two yank Absalom away 

roughly. Kumalo says desperately, "Stay well, my son." 

Outside the others are waiting. The girl turns to meet 

Kumalo. She says happily, "I am now your daughter." Kumalo 

forces a smile. 

"It is true," he says. 

She sees the far off sad look on Kumalo's face and speaks 

no more. 

*** 

Kumalo walks up the hill to his brother John's carpentry 

shop. The big bull man is alone in his office. John cannot 

look Stephen in the eye. He fumbles with his large pipe. 

"I have not come here to reproach you," Stephen says. 

John, furious, roars, "Reproach me?" The veins stand out 

on his neck. "There is a judge, a trial." 

Kumalo tells John that he plans to travel home the next 

day with Gertrude and the girl. Kumalo provokes John by 

criticizing his politics, and finally Kumalo finds that he 

cannot stop a desire to hurt his brother. He plants the seed 

of suspicion that a friend --- someone close to John, someone 

36 
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who is frequently around John in his very shop -- might be 

someone who is out to betray him. 

John wiping his sweating brow says mockingly, "What? A 

friend!" 

Kumalo cries at him, "My son had two such friends." 

John looks puzzled. "Your son?" he asks. He suddenly 

realizes the meaning~ Anger overwhelms him, and he roars, 

"out of my shop! Out of my shop!" 

John threateningly backs Kumalo out the door of his shop. 

The sound of the bolt in the door jars Kumalo. He looks humil-

iated and ashamed. People .passing by stare at him standing out 

on the step of his brother's shop. He turns to the door. It 

is locked. Stephen Kumalo slowly walks away. 

*** 

Kumalo arises early. He says a grateful thank you to 

Msimangu and goes to awaken his family in order that they may 

prepare for the long train ride to Ndotsheni. Kumalo awakens 

the girl. Then he knocks on Gertrude's door. There is no 

answer. He enters. The boy sleeps soundly and 

Gertrude is gone. 

*** 

Jarvis says good-bye to Mr. and Mrs. Harrison. Mr. 

Harrison says a few words about the outcome of the trial, and 

then John Harrison drives Jarvis to the airport. 

*** 



Kumalo and his new family watch the unfolding countryside 

through the train window. 

*** 

Jarvis flies toward High Place at Ndotsheni. In an aerial 
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view from Jarvis' plane, a toy-like train smokes and chugs its ~ 

way through the hills below. 

"The engine stearns and whistles over the veld of the 

Transvaal. The white hills of the mines drop behind, and the 

country roll:s away as far as the eye can see. They sit all 

together, Kumalo, and the little boy on his knees, and the 

girl with her worldly possessions 1n one of those paper car

riers that you find in the shops. The little boy has asked 

for his mother, but Kumalo tells him she has gone away, and 

he does not ;ask anymore." 

*** 

"At Voklsrust the steam engine leaves them, and they 

change it for one that has the cage, taking power from the 

metal ropes stretched overhead. Then they wind down the 

escarpment, into the hills of Natal." Kumalo tells Marva, 

"This is Natal." She is eager and excited. ', She looks 

happily and expectantly out the window. 

*** 

"Darkness falls, and they thunder through the night, over 

battlefields of long ago. As the sun rises they wind down the 
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greatest hills of all, to Pietermaritzburg ..• " 

*** 

"Here they enter another train, and the train runs along 

the valley of the Umsindusi, past the black slums, past Edendale, 

past Elandskop, and down into the great valley of the Umkomaas, 

where the tribes l±ve, and the soil is sick almost beyond heal

ing." Fellow passengers on the train tell Kumalo there has been 

no rain. They can neither plough nor plant. They fear great 

hunger in the valley. 

*** 

"At Donnybrook they enter still another train, the small 

toy train that runs to Ixopo through the green rolling hills 

of Eastwolds and Lufafa. And at Ixopo they alight ... " People 

greet them and say they have been away a long time. 

*** 

On the last train they take from Ixopo, Kumalo is afraid 

of some of the people who know him. He is afraid of the 

questions they will ask. He overhears two women whispering 

about him and Absalom's trial. 

To avoid conversation, he takes out his Bible and reads. 

Other passengers nod and point with curiosity at the boy and 

Marva. Some youths glance knowingly at Marva's stomach and 

then gesture lewdly toward Kumalo and laugh mockingly to 

themselves. Kumalo does not see this vulgar display. 

*** 
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"The sun is setting over the great valley of the Umzimkulu, 

behind the mountains of East Griqu~and. His wife is there, and 
" 

the friend to help the umfundisi with his bags. He goes to his 

wife quickly, and embraces her in the European fashion." 

Kumalo's wife then goes to the boy and lifts him, kissing 

in the European fashion. "You are my child," she says. 

Then she goes to the girl, who is standing there humbly 

with her paper bag. She embraces Marva and says, "You are my 

daughter." The girl suddenly bursts into weeping, and she 

looks lovingly at Kumalo's wife. 

*** 

The friend, who is there to carry the bags, walks with 

Kumalo along the path, leading down into the valley of 

Ndotsheni. He fills Kumalo in on all that has been happening 

since he left. The Bishop sent a young man to take Kumalo's 

place in his absence, but none of the people particularly like 

or understand him. Also, severe drought is threatening the 

land. 

As they near the village, a small child comes running up 

the path. The little girl stands before Kumalo so he must 

stop. She says, "We are glad that the umfundisi is here 

again. " 

*** 

"They come from the huts along the road, they come running 

down from the hills in the dark. The boys are calling and 



crying, with the queer tremulous call that is known in this 

country." 

"There is a lamp outside the church, the lamp they light 

for services. There are women of the church sitting on the 

red earth under the lamp; they are dressed in white dresses, 

each with a green cloth about her neck. They rise when the 

party approaches, and one breaks into a hymn ... " 

Kumalo offers a prayer. He gives thanks for their safe 

return.and for . the love of friends and family. He prays for 

rain. He asks that the small boy be welcome in Ndotsheni and 

asks · that his mother be forgiven her trespasses. And when one 

of the women makes a moaning and censuring sound at the impli

cit mention of Gertrude, Kumalo says, "Forgive us all, for we 

all have trespasses." He also prays that the girl be welcome 

and that she deliver her child safely. 

Kumalo finishes with the hardest of -all. "And Tixo (God), 

my son -- forgive him his trespasses." This time, there is 

silence. 

*** 
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On the way to his house, Kumalo confides to his friend, 

"With a sister who has left her child, and a son who has killed 

a man? Who am I to stay here?" His friend, however, tells 

him the village would like him to stay. They have missed him 

greatly. 

*** 

Early one morning, Kumalo climbs the hill to the place of 
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the chief. He wants to see if something can be done to restore 

the land. He hopes that young people (like Absalom) will not 

leave their villages to seek a "better" life in Johannesburg. 

The chief is a tired, old man with blood-shot eyes. The 

pitiful kingdom he rules appears to have little meaning, even 

to him. The chief has no real answers to the problems that 

plague the land, although he promises he will consult the 

government magistrate. 

*** 

Kumalo walks down the hill and does not stop until he 

reaches the church. He goes inside and prays aloud for the 

restoration of Ndotsheni. The perspiration runs down his 

face from the oppressive heat inside the wood-and-iron build

ing. 

*** 

Kumalo visits the headmaster of the school. The head

master, in an overly polite manner, shows Kumalo " ... schemes 

of work, and drawings of flowers and seeds, and different 

kinds of soil in tUbes." 

Kumalo leaves, looking frustrated and depressed. He picks 

up a handful of his dry, red earth, letting it slowly sift 

between his withered and cracked fingers. He shakes his head. 

*** 

Kumalo is at the kitchen table, struggling with the church 

accounts. He hears the sound of a horse stop outside the church. 



He rises from his chair. 

It is a small white boy, riding a red horse, just like 

another little boy who once rode past his house many years 

before. In his own dooryard now is the son of the late 

Arthur Jarvis. Kumalo goes out to see the boy. 

The boy asks politely for a glass of milk, but Kumalo 

tells him there is no milk in Ndotsheni. He pours the boy a 

cup of water. 

Gradually, Kumalo's face seems to become more relaxed in 

the presence of the boy. He even teaches him some ~ words in 

Zulu, and the boy says he will come back to learn more. 

The child asks, "Why is there no milk in Ndotsheni? Is it 

because the people are poor?" 

"Yes, . "inkosana. " 

"And what do the children do?" 

"They die, my child. Some of them are dying now." 

*** 
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Kumalo and his family are eating a modest supper of chicken 

back soup and hard dough bread. Outside the kitchen door, a 

cart arrives. It is from the plantation of James Jarvis. On 

the cart are several shining milk cans. 

The friend of Kumalo (the one who carried his bags from 

the train) is a worker on Jarvis' farm, and he has brought the 

cart. He gives Kumalo a message from Jarvis. "The milk is for 

small children only, for those who are not yet at schooL And 

it is to be given by you only. And these sacks must be put over 
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the cans, and small boys must bring water to pour over the 

sacks. And each morning I shall take back the cans. This will 

be done till the grass comes and we have milk again." 

*** 

A child comes running from the store to the school. The 

headmaster, a moment later, sends him over to the house of 

Stephen Kumalo~ The child hands the umfundisi a letter, post

marked Johannesburg. It is from Carmichael, saying there wi~l 

be no mercy for Absalom. 

*** 

Outside Kumalo's church l a white man sits upon a horse. 

It is James Jarvis. He is waiting for a car which eventually 

arrives l bringing several government officials. These 

officials put stakes, with flags attached to them, in the 

ground. From a distance l Kumalo watches the activity and 

does not Understand. 

While the surveying is being completed, huge storm clouds 

gather. To escape the downpour, James Jarvis is obliged to 

seek shelter with Kumalo inside the church. 

The noise from the rain is almost deafening, making con

versation nearly impossible. Shouting to be. heard, Kumalo says, 

liThe roof leaks in many places!" 

Jarvis shouts in return, "I have seen it!" 

The two men sit in silence. When the storm subsides, 

Jarvis speaks softly to Kumalo, but.without looking at him. 
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"Is there mercy?" 

with a shaky hand, Kumalo takes the letter from his pocket 

and shows it to Jarvis. Jarvis reads and then says. "I do not 

understand these matters, but otherwise I understand completely." 

Kumalo says quietly, "I hear you umnumzana." 

Jarvis continues to sit silently, looking at the cross on 

the altar. When it comes to this fifteenth day, I shall remem

ber. Stay well, umfundisi." 

*** 

The sticks with the flags are a source of curiosity to the 

children and of constant speculation to the adults. Several 

native children stare at them with very puzzled looks and then 

laugh gleefully. 

It is rumored that the sticks have something to do with a 

dam that is to be built. One morning when Kumalo's friend 

comes to fetch the milk cans, he tells Kumalo that Jarvis has 

gone to Pretoria on business. And he believes that the business 

probably has something to do with the sticks, which seem to be 

the business of the dam. 

*** 

The little boy, the son of Arthur Jarvis, visits Kumalo 

again. Kumalo gives him another lesson in Zulu. 

Kumalo asks the boy, "When are you going back to Johannes

burg, inkosana?" 

"When my grandfather comes back," replies the boy. 
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"When you go, something bright will go out of Ndotsheni." 

*** 

Kumalo helps the little boy up onto his horse. The boy 

lifts his cap to Kumalo and goes galloping up the road. There 

is also a car going up the road at the same time. The boy calls 

back happily to Kumalo, "My grandfather is back!" The boy 

strikes his horse and sets out in a wild attempt to catch up 

with the car. 

Kumalo is left alone. He looks around him, with no partic

ular purpose, and then suddenly something catches his attention. 

There is a young. black man standing outside Kumalo's church. 

He is a young, pleasant-faced man of about twenty-five, and 

his bags are on the ground. As Kumalo approaches him, the 

young man takes off his hat and says, "You are the umfundisi?" 

"I am." 

"And I am the new agricultural demonstrator. I have my 

papers here, umfundisi." 

"Come into the house," says Kumalo excitedly. 

The young man is Napoleon Letsitsi. He shows his papers 

and references to Kumalo. 

me?" 

"But you must tell me why you are here. Who sent you to 

II Why , the white man who brought me." 

IIJarvis -- was that the name?1I 

III do not know the name, umfundisi, but it is the white man 

who has just gone. I am come here to teach farming, umfundisi." 
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Letsitsi further explains that the dam, which will be built, 

is to be supplied with water by a pipe from a river, and the 

pipe will run over the land of the great plantation, High Place, 

at the top of the hill. "And water from the dam can be let 

out through a gate, and can water this land and that, and can 

water the pastures that are planted." 

*** 

It is Confirmation Day. All the women of the church are 

in white dresses with the green cloth around their necks. The 

men are also in their Sunday best (which really means their 

working clothes -- patched, cleaned, and brushed). The chil

dren for the confirmation are ready -- the girls in white 

dresses and the boys in freshly cleaned school clothes. 

Some of the woman are busy in Kumalo's house, helping the 

wife of the umfundisi prepare a simple meal of tea and maize 

cakes to be eaten after the confirmation. 

A storm is gathering, much like the one that occurred when 

Jarvis and Kumalo took refuge in the church. Kumalo is stand

ing outside, near the church, looking anxiously at the sky. He 

is surprised to see his friend driving ' along the road with the 

cart that brings the milk. 

"You are early, my friend." 

"I am early, umfundisi," says bis friend gravely. "We work 

no more today. The master's wife, Mrs. Jarvis, is dead." 

Kumalo goes inside to break the news to his wife and the 

other people. Some of the women weep, and some speak of her 

goodness. 
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Kumalo is understandably troubled about how best to express 

his sympathy. He decides to send a note. 

Umnumzana: 
We are grieved here at this church to hear 
that the mother has passed away, and we under
stand and suffer with tears. We are certain 
also that she knew of the things you have done 
for us, and did something in it. We shall pray 
in this church for the rest of he~ soul, and for 
you also in your suffering. . 

*** 

Your faithful servant, 
Rev. S. Kumalo. 

Water still leaks through the ceiling of the church, even 

though the storm has passed. Pools of water are on the floor. 

Following the Confirmation Day service, the Bishop takes 

Kumalo aside. The people have gone to eat, and Kumalo and 

the Bishop are alone in the church. 

The Bishop says, "If you stay here, Mr. Kumalo, there will 

be many loads on your shoulders. There is not only the fact 

that Mr. Jarvis is your neighbour, but sooner or later you 

must rebuild your church, and that will cost you a great deal 

of money and anxiety." 

Kumalo answers reverently, "Yes, my" lord. " 

"And I understand you have brought back to live with you 

the wife of your son, and that she is expecting a child. Is 

it fair to them to stay here? Would it not be better to go to 

some place where these things are not known?" 

As Kumalo is about to surrender to the Bishop's wishes, a 

young native boy comes running into the church. He hands 
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Kumalo a letter addressed, "Rev. S. Kumalo, Ndotsheni." Kumalo 

reads it silently and then aloud. 

Umfundisi: 
I thank you for your message of sympathy, and for 
the promise of the prayers of your church. You 
are right, my wife knew of the things that are 
being done, and had the greatest part in it. These 
things we did in memory of our beloved son. It was 
one of her last wishes that a new church should be 
built at Ndotsheni, and I shall come to discuss it 
with you. 

Yours truly, 
James Jarvis. 

You should know that my wife was suffering 
before we went to Johannesburg. 

Kumalo says in a voice in which there is relief from 

anxiety, "This is from God." 

The Bishop seems somewhat disgruntled but says with forced, 

Christian humility, "I see it i·s not God's will that you should 

leave Ndotsheni." 

*** 

Kumalo's wife and some other women of the church make a 

wreath to send up to James Jarvis at High Place. Kumalo finds 

a clean white card, puts black around ~e edges with ink, and 

prints carefully on it: "With sympathy from the people of 

St. Mark's Church, Ndotsheni." 

*** 

The ploughing is begun in Ndotsheni. It goes slowly at 

first. The administrator, with the chief behind him, instructs 

the natives that they must no longer plough up and down the 
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hill. They must plough around the hill. 

Women and children collect dung. A k.raal is built where 

the cattle can stay so the collection of dung will be easier. 

*** 

Meetings and classes are held. At first there is much 

silence and sullenness. Some of the villagers do not want to 

give up their own plots of land for the overall good of the 

village. Eventually, though, fear of the chief brings general 

accord. 

"Indeed, there is something new in this valley, some spirit 

and some life, and much to talk about in the huts. Although 

nothing has come yet, something is here already." 

*** 

Kumalo and Napoleon Letsitsi are washing up from a day's 

work in the fields. It is twilight. The stars are beginning 

to twinkle in the clear African sky. 

Letsitsi says, somewhat irritably, "I am impatient for the 

dam. When the dam is made, there will be water for the 

pastures. I tell you, umfundisi; there will be milk in this 

valley. It will not be necessary to take the white man's milk." 

Kumalo is startled. "Where would we be without the white 

man's milk? Where would we be without all that this white man 

has done for us? Where would you be also? Would you be work

ing for him here?" 

"It is true I am paid by him," answers Letsitsi stubbornly. 

"I am not ungrateful." 
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"Then you should not speak 50," says Kumalo coldly. 

"Umfundisi, it was the white man who gave us 50 little land, 

it was the white man who took us away from the land to go to 

work. And we were ignorant also. It is all these things 

together that have made this valley desolate. Therefore, what 

this good white man does is only a repayment." 

Kumalo feels constraiht building between himself and 

Letsi tsi. "I do not like this talk." He pauses. And then he 

adds softly, "After such deep hurt, to show such deep com-

passion -- if that is all you can say ... " Kumalo's voice trails 

off as he slowly makes his way toward the house. Letsitsi 

stands stiffly, looking after the old man. 

*** 

On the fourteenth of the month, Kumalo makes preparations 

to go up into the mountain by himself. Absalom is to be 

hanged at sunrise on the fifteenth. Kumalo would like his 

wife to go with him, but she cannot as Marva's time to give 

birth is near. His wife prepares a lunch of maize cakes 

and tea. Toward twilight, he sets out by himself, not wanting 

to be seen publicly on a journey of thi~ nature. 

As he starts to climb, he sees a white man on a horse. 

JARVIS 
Is it you, umfundisi? 

. KUMALO 
It is I, umnumzana. 

JARVIS 
Then we are well met, umfundisi. For here in my 
pocket I have a letter for the people of your 
church. (PAUSE) The flowers were of great beauty, 
umfundisi. 



KUMALO 
I thank you, umnumzana. 

JARVIS 
And the church, umfundisi. Do you desire a new 
church? 

(KUMALO can only smile and 
there are no words in HIM. 
HIS head as if it were no, 
HIM. ) 

shake HIS head, as 
And though HE shakes 

JARVIS understands 

JARVIS (continued) 
The plans will shortly come to you, and you must 
say if they are what you desire. 

KUMALO 
I shall send them to the Bishop, umnumzana. 

JARVIS 
You will know what to do. But I am anxious to do 
it quickly, for I shall be leaving this place. 

(KUMALO is shocked and frightened by the news. 
Even though it is dark, JARVIS understands HIM.) 

JARVIS (continued) 
I shall be often here, though. You know I have a 
work in Ndotsheni. (PAUSE) But I am alone in my 
house, so I am going to Johannesburg to live with 
my daughter and her children. You know the small 
boy? 

KUMALO 
I know him. 

JARVIS 
Is he like him? 

KUMALO 
He is like him, umnumzana. 

JARVIS 
(turning on HIS horse and somewhat eager, as 

,if these kind words from the umfundisi will 
be especially consoling) 

What do you mean? 

KUMALO 
There is a brightness inside him. 

JARVIS 
Yes, yes, that is true. The other was even so. 
(PAUSE) Do you remember? 
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KUMALO 
I remember. 

(There is a moment of. silence,) 

JARVIS 
Where are you going at this hour? 

KUMALO 
(slightly embarrassed) I am going into the 
mountain. (appearing to look for more words) 

JARVIS 
I understand you. I understand completely. 

Kurnalo weeps openly. Jarvis remains on his horse but he 

stretches out his hand over the darkening valley. He speaks 

confidently: "One thing is about to be finished, but there 
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is something that is only begun. And while I live it will con-

tinue. Umfundisi, go well." 

KUMALO 
urnnurnzana! 

JARVIS 
Yes. 

KUMALO 
Do not go before I have thanked you. For 
the young man, and the milk. And now, for 
the Church. 

JARVIS 
I am no saintly man. 

(HE nods to KUMALO and starts to ride off.) 

KUMALO 
(crying after HIM) Go well! Go well! 

*** 

Fully awake, Kurnalo takes out his lunch and eats; he drinks 

his steaming tea. The sky to the east is getting lighter but 

is still gray. Kurnalo's "distant" gaze imagines Absalom's exe-

cution hour and the actions of his wife and daughter-in-law. 



MONTAGE SHOTS show Absalom with Msimangu, Father Vincent/and 

Mr. Carmichael in Absalom's cell; the daughter-in-law sleeping 

soundly; the mother praying. Finally, Absalom walks alone 

down a dark hallway to the gallows. 

As the morning sky shades pink above the horizon, Kurnalo 

stiffly rises from praying. He takes off his hat, and lays it 

down on the earth. Clasping his hands he stands watching the 

red sun burst into a huge burning ball between the smoky hills 

to the east. 

*** 

A VOICE OVER by Alan Paton reading the last paragraph of 

CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY. MONTAGE SHOTS of South Africa; the 

land and its people meeting a new day. 

V.O. 

Yes, it is the dawn that has corne. The titihoya 
wakes from sleep, and goes about its work of for
lorn crying. The sun tips with light the mountains 
of Ingeli and East Griqualand. The great valley of 
the Umzimkulu is still in darkness, but the light 
will corne there. Ndotsheni is still in darkness, 
but the light will corne there also. For it is the 
dawn that has corne, as it has corne for a thousand 
centuries, never failing. But when that dawn will 
corne, of our emancipation, from the fear of bondage 
and the bondage of fear, why, that is a secret. 

Sunlisht breaks through the bright green foliage of the 

Ndotsheni valley. 
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