
Excerpts from “Cry, The Beloved Country” by Alan Paton 

Chapter 12:  

Have no doubt it is fear in the land.  For what can men do when so many have grown lawless?  Who can enjoy the lovely land, who can enjoy 

the seventy years, and the sun that pours down on the earth, when there is fear in the heart?  Who can walk quietly in the shadow of the 

jacarandas, when their beauty is grown to danger?  Who can lie peacefully abed, while the darkness hods some secret?  What lovers can lie 

sweetly under the stars, when menace grows with the measure of their seclusion? 

 There are voices crying what must be done, a hundred, a thousand voices.  But what do they help if one seeks for counsel, for one 

cries this, and one cries that, and another cries something that is neither this nor that. 

<<<<>>>>>>> 

I say we shall always have native crime to fear until the native people of this country have worthy purposes go inspire them and worthy 

goals to work for.  For it is only because they see neither purpose nor goal that they turn to drink and crime and prostitution.  Which do we 

prefer, a law-abiding, industrious and purposeful native people, or a lawless, idle and purposeless people?  The truth is that we do not know, 

for we fear them both.  And so long as we vacillate, so long will we pay dearly for the dubious pleasure of not having to make up our minds.  

And the answer does not lie, except temporarily, in more police and more protection. (Applause). 

<<<<<<<>>>>> 

And some cry for the cutting up of South Africa without delay into separate areas, where white can live without black, and black without 

white, where black can farm their own land and mine their own minerals and administer their own laws.  And others cry away with the 

compound system, that brings men to the towns without their wives and children, and breaks up the tribe and the house and the man, and 

they ask for the establishment of villages for the laborers in mines and industry. 

 And the churches cry too.  The English-speaking churches cry for more education, and more opportunity, and for a removal of the 

restrictions on native labour and enterprise.  And the Afrikaans-speaking churches want to see the native people given opportunity to 

develop along their own lines, and remind their own people that the decay of family religion, where the servants took part in family 

devotions, has contributed in part to the moral decay of the native people.  But there is to be no equality in church or state. 

<<<<<<<>>>>> 

Yes, there are a hundred, and a thousand voices crying.  But what does one do, when one cries this thing, and one cries another?  Who 

knows how we shall fashion a land of peace where black outnumbers white so greatly?  Some say that the earth has bounty enough for all, 

and that more for one does not mean less for another, that the advance of one does not mean the decline of another.  They say that poor-

paid labour means a poor nation, and that better-paid labour means greater markets and greater scope for industry and manufacture.  And 

others say that this is a danger, for better-paid labour will not only buy more but will also read more, think more, ask more, and will not be 

content to be forever voiceless and inferior. 

 Who knows how we shall fashion such a land?  For we fear not only the loss of our possessions, but the loss of our superiority and 

the loss of our whiteness.  Some say it is true that crime is bad, but would this not be worse?  Is it not better to hold what we have, and to 

pay the price of it with fear? And others say, can such fear be endured?  For is it not this fear that drives men to ponder these things at all? 

<<<<<<>>>>>> 

We do not know, we do not know.  We shall live from day to day, and put more locks on the doors, and get a fine fierce dog when the fine 

fierce bitch next door has pups, and hold on to our handbags more tenaciously; and the beauty of the trees by night, and the raptures of 

lovers under the stars, these things we shall forego.  We shall forego the coming home drunken through the midnight streets, and the 

evening walk over the star-lit veld.  We shall be careful, and knock this off our lives, and knock that off our lives, and hedge ourselves about 

with safety and precaution.  And our lives will shrink, but they shall be the lives of superior beings; and we shall live with fear, but at least it 

will not be a fear of the unknown.  And the conscience shall be thrust down; the light of the life shall not be extinguished, but be put under a 

bushel, to be preserved for a generation that will live by it again, in some day not yet come; and how it will come, and when it will come, we 

shall not think about at all. 

<<<<<<<>>>>>> 

They are holding a meeting in Parkwold tonight, as they held one last night in Turffontein, and will hold one tomorrow night in Mayfair.  And 

the people will ask for more police, and for heavier sentences for native housebreakers, and for the death penalty for all who carry weapons 

when they break in.  And some will ask for a new native policy, that will show the natives who is the master, and for a curb on the activites 

of Kafferboeties and Communists. 

  And the Left Club is holding a meeting too, on “A Long-term Policy for Native Crime,” and has invited both European and non-

European speakers to present a symposium.  And the Cathedral Guild is holding a meeting too, and the subject is “the Real Causes of Native 

Crime.”  But there will be a gloom over it, for the speaker of the evening, Mr. Arthur Jarvis, has just been shot dead in his house at Parkwold. 

 <<<<<<<>>>>>>>  

Cry, the beloved country, for the unborn child that is the inheritor of our fear.  Let him not love the earth too deeply.  Let him not laugh too 

gladly when the water runs through his fingers, nor stand too silent when the setting sun makes red the veld with fire.  Let him not be too 

moved when the birds of his land are singing, nor give too much of his heart to a mountain or a valley.  For fear will rob him of all if he gives 

too much. 


