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Jan Hofmeyr (right), at a Toe H reception in London in 1945, talks to 
the late C. B. Cochran (left) and the H on. Donald Ca ropbell (now 

Lord Colgrain). 

Hofmeyr 

THIS BOOK is many things. It is an affectionate but by no 
means undiscriminating tribute from one who was very 

close to Jan Hofmeyr*, from the days of the camps and the 
time when Alan Paton was head of the Diepkloof Refor
matory, through their mutual sharing of Toe H ideals and 
practice till the sad day when the best hopes of a more 
liberal racial policy foundered with Hofmeyr's early death. 

It is also the fascinating story of the boy genius, who took 
his first degree at fifteen while still in short trousers, and 
then went on from strength to strength; Rhodes scholar at 
Balliol; Principal of the embryo University of the Wit
watersrand; Administrator of the Transvaal; until he 
• Hofmeyr by Alan Paton, Oxford University Press, 58s. Od. 
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emerged into the full flood of South African politics, to 
disclose a superb capacity for administration. 

Yet there were inhibitions, partly from his background 
and upbringing, partly from his loyalty to his mother's 
pervading influence, partly the unresolved conflict between 
his belief that without white leadership and control South 
Africa would relapse into chaos and his equally deep con
viction that justice must be done to the non-white races. 
Perhaps in all this lay the reason why Hofmeyr's life 
seemed to divide itself into compartments. The present 
writer, who enjoyed his friendship for nearly forty years and 
saw him at close quarters both in this country and in South 
Africa, must confess that this book discloses aspects of Jan 
that were previously almost unknown to him. 

Lastly, Alan Paton paints in the background of the 
development of South African politics against which 
Hofmeyr's life was lived. Here is the story of the failure to 
bring together the Dutch and English speaking elements, 
which had been Botha's ideal and which Smuts, alas, in his 
preoccupation with the world scene and, one suspects, 
through temperamental incapacity, was unable to bring 
about. With that failure the stage was set for the acting out 
of the tragedy with which we are living today. Perhaps it 
was the realisation of the imminence of this tragedy that 
killed Jan Hofmeyr, a man already heavily overstrained 
with the terrific burden he carried in the war years, in what 
should have been his prime. There was no one to replace 
him and his loss epitomises the tragic irony of South 
Africa's lot. H.A.S. 

Don't say brown 

-say Hovis 
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