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Eloquent N.ovel of South Africa 
CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY, by 

Alen P.ton. (Cherles Scribner's Sons, 
New York, $3). 

HERE is a first novel that is 
.. a work of genius. Its 'con

summate artistry makes it 
felt 80 personally by the' reader 
that it is experienced rather 
than read. As ' poetic prose, It 
can be likened to nothing short 
of Dunsany and Synge for the 
witchery of its words. As social 
pamphleteering. it is as power- ' 
ful as opinion can be only when 
it . makes us comprehend the' 
force of· an idea with our emo_ 
tions as well as with our minds: 

Alan' Paton communicates his 
love of South Africa by ' means 
of unashamed magic. "There is 

:. a lovely road that runs from 
Ixopo into the hills. These hills 

. are grass-covered and rolling. 
,.and they are lovely beyond. any 
. singing of it. ' The road climbs 
seven miles into them. to Caris

, brooke; and from there. if there 
is no . mist, . you look ' down on 
one of the fairest valleys ' of 
Africa." 

• • • 

I N this valley of the Umzlm
, kulu. on its journey from the 

'Drakensberg to the sea, lives 
'a Zulu parson. the' Rev. Stephen 
:Kumalo.So transcendent is the 
artistry of Alan Paton that we 

~ live ' for the time of this book in 
the mind, arid are touched in the 
heart, of the good and simple 

iAfrlcan. 'We conceive of what 
Owe ·see as he conceives of it. 
'with a childlike rightness. and 
'we speak of it as he speaks. in 
'unconscious eloquence., Ours is 
the tragedy ' of the tribe that . has 

' been · broken, and no constraint 
left in ' its place. .because, the 
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white man required labor to 
mine his gold at Johannesburg. 
Ours. too. is "the sickness of . the 
land ... • in that valley where "the 
grasses had disappeared." a land 
of "old men and women, and 
mothers and · children;" where 
"the maize grew barely to the 
height of a man" because the 
soil had been wasted away. 
Drouth came there. and there 
was no milk for the visiting 
white man's child. the inkosana 
-little chief-in the home · of 
Stephen Kumalo. Why was · that. 
the inkosana wanted to know?: 
-Why is there no milk in Ndot-. 
shenl? Is it because the people 
are poor'? 
-Yes. inkosana. 
-And what do the children do? 
-Kumalo looked at hIm. They 
die. my child. he said. Some of 
them are dying now. 
'-Who Is dying now? 
-The small child of Kuluse. 

\ 

-Didn't . the doctor. come? 
-Yes, 'he came. , 

i -And what did he . say? 
, -He said the child .must have 

milk. inkosana. 
-And what did the 'parents say? 

.. -They said, Doctor, we , have 
I' heard what you say. 
e -;-And , the , small boy said In a 
l~a~oice, I see._ .. ___ . 

I
N Johannesburg there is hope 
In the heart of Africa because 
of talk "that . the Government 

will let up something like the 
Tennessee Valley Authority .••. " 

,In the valley of the Umzimkulu 
it is finally the paternalism of 

, therlch white man that brings 
In an agricultural demonstrator 
who builds the dam to hold the ' 
water against the drouth, and 
who teaches the farmers to 
build back the fertility of their 
land. ,.To that extent Mr. Paton's 
sOlYial treatise r.alls short of a 
solUtion, as he himself hints. 
for paternalism is no answer to 
anything. .But so much of what 
he has said to us has held up 
that it does not really matter. 
Whether ' it is the valley of the 
the Umzimkulu or of the Mis- . 
sourl, whether it is the child of 
Kuluse or of a Scotch-Irish 
father In Billings, Montana, 
"Cry, The Beloved Country" has 
something of the utmost Import-· 
ance, and of compelling beauty. 
to say about it. '. I 

J.I RUFUS TERRAL V 
{ditor's Note: "Cry, The Be

loved Coun try" was not reviewed 
in the Post-Dispatch when .It 
was published In February 1948. 
That omission is now repaired In 
response to a letter from Mrs. 
Florence Schoen of the Congress 
Hotel, St. Louis, and because of 
the book's continuing Impor
tance as a stylistic a'chievement 
an~ial document . .. 1'" 
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