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Strength of the Hills 

CRY, THE DELOVED COUNTRY. By 
/J laTl Pato1l. 273 Pages. Charles 
Scrib1ler's SOliS, New Yor/.:. $3. 

l'HIS may wctl""be the best novel ·· 
Df this year, Its central figure, 

an aged Zulu parson, takes his place 
with the unforgetably noble of soul 
and heart who have for a brief time 
emerged in a dark world to remind 
mankind of dignity and love. His 
struggle for justice and spiritual quie
tude is directly correlated with a 
complex, modern world and so be
comes a compassionate commentary 

on life todav. II 
Kumalo lives a simple life in his ; 

parsonage in the Griqualand, South 
Africa. He leaves it for the first time 
to search for his son , Absalom, and 
sister who have disappeared in Jo
hannesburg. Kumalois disturbed by 
the thousands of his people who have 
left their good earth alld traditions 
to work for the white mall ill the gold 
mines. He finds that the mincs have 
not offered nor have the men found 
a substitute fo r their traditions. Thl: 

. citv teems w ith IllU roder, rape, roh
beries, violence and squalor. 

In his search , Kumalo find s that 
his sister is a prostitute, his brother 

. is a wily politician who fears to speak 
the truth and Absalom has murdered 
the man who had been the most help
ful to the black people. He turns to 
his god in despair, but finds no com
fort. With a heavy heart he acts ac
cording to his deeply engrained be
liefs. 

He tells the father of the murdered 
white man , who is the largest land
owner jn the Griqualand, that it is his 
son, who is the murderer. "It is the II 
heaviest thing of all my years." Jarvis. 
the landowner, looks at the face of 
the parson which holds suffering he I' 
has not ·seen before, then he replies, 
"I understand what I did not under
stand. There is no anger in me." 
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KunJaio returns to Ilis p-arsonage 
taking with him his sister's child , and I, 

the young girl who is bearing his son's 
child. He sees his people dying from 
lack of food and the land wasted 
by improvident farming. Jarvis sends 
milk to Kumalo's people and a young I 
agriculturalist who teaches the peo- I 
pIc scientific farming. Kumalo helps ; 
him overcome the prej udice of the 
Zulus toward the new methods . 

There arc few who will not be 
profoundly moved by the suffering 
and beauty of the Reverend Stephen 
Kumalo. Mr. Paton has matched the 
simplicity and integrity of his main r 
character with his exquisite prose. , 
One may well bcli~ve, aft~ 'reading I 
this trial of faith that the dawn wili ~ 
come. "For it is. dawn that has come; 
as it has come for a thousand centu
ries, never'· . failing. But when that I 
dawn will come, of our emancipation, 
from the fear of bondage and the I 
bondage of fear, \~:hy , ,tl1at'is. ~ ret." 1 

,"'" "J.i~ I 

TUF.RE is' no large area of the civilizcd world which 
we have read less about than South Africa. And 
most of what we have read has been in the vein of 
adultery on -<:he safari, or big game and Englishmen 
out in . tha~loonday sun. Yet South Africa shares 
willi, ' the United State.<; an acute racial problem, 
'exacerbated in the Dominion by the great pre
ponderance o f.-blacks over whites and by the ex.
istence of a third element - the "coloreds" - a 
million people of mixed blood. . ~ 

In Alan Paton's novel, Cry, the Beloved I 
Country (Scribner, $.~.OO), hate and villainy are 
not personified by any of the main protagonists . 
Violence is virtually absent; there is a murder but 
it happens off stage. Yet Mr. Paton has projected 
with extraordinary poignancy the tragedy of South 
Africa's blacks, shorn of their moral law by the 
destruction of tribal society, corrupted by oppres
sion, crowded into squalid slums in Johannesburg, 
and monstrously exploited by the whites who fear 
that betterment will make the blacks more conscious 
of their power. 

The mainspring of this unusual book is saintli
ness. The hero. an old Zulli minister, the Rev
erend Stephen Kumalo, is a feat of characteriza
tion rare in the modern novel: a convincing portrait 
of a saintly man. The story opens:-

:1 There is a lovely road that runs from Ixopo into 
the hills. These hills are grass.eovered and rolling, 

I and th~y arc lovely l:eyo.nd any singing o~ it. The 
road climbs seven miles Into them to Carlsbrooke; 

\ and from there, if there is no mist, you look down on 
one of the fairest valleys in Africa. About you there 

\ is grass and bracken and you may hear the forlorn 

\ 

crying of the titihoya, one of the birds of the veld. 
... The grass is rich. ,' •. Stand unshod upon it, 
for the grounJi is hol.Y .... It keeps men, guards 
men, cares for men. 

But down in the lower valleys the eroded soil 
I cannot kcep men. So the young go off to .Johannes-

burg. And to .Johannesburg journeys Stephen 
Kumalo in search of a vanished brother and sister 

I and a vanished son, Absalom. The story of that 
, search is told almost entirely in dialogue, in which 
! the Zulu idiom, rendered in simple English, yields a 
I lyrical cadence sometimes touched with Biblical 

grandeur. 
KlImalo finds that his sister has become a pros

i titute. his brother a rabble-rouser, and his son a 
I murderer. He has murdered a young white man 
I who is the most ardent champion of the, blacks, and I 

! the son of the great landowner in his home district. 
"It seems that God has turned from me," Kumalo 

I says, as he leaves his doomed son. And his torment 
, mirrors that of his people. • 
! Back in his village he meets the sorrowing father 
of the man his son murdered. The scenes that ensue 

I between the white lord and the humble Zulu achieve 
I a rare intensity and poetic compassion. In them the 
i spiritual and social dramas are entwined, and com
I fort is wrenched out of desolation. The comfort is 
unfortunately a trifle pat: milk for the sick child, a . I new church~ a dam for the stricken valley. But if 

. Mr. Paton's symbolism fails him in the final pages, I his message loses nothing of its urgency. 
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