
Cry the Beloved Country      Name___________________ 
Arthur Jarvis Journals Analysis 
 
As a class, read and review the following questions for journal #1. 

 
1. What is the author’s claim & purpose?  Who is the audience? 
2. What is the tone?  What diction in the journal supports the tone word you chose? 
3. What are the predominate rhetorical devices used? 
4. What is the predominate appeal used? 

 
You will be assigned journal #2 or #3.  For your assigned journal, use the space below to answer 
the four questions. 
 
Journal #_____ 
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3. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
4. 
 
 
 
 
 



Arthur Jarvis Journal 1 

 
The truth is that our Christian civilization is riddles through and through with dilemma. We 
believe in the brotherhood of man, but we do not want it in South Africa. We believe that God 
endows men with diverse gifts, and that human life depends for its fullness on their employment 
and enjoyment, but we are afraid to explore this belief too deeply. We believe in help for the 
underdog, but we want him to stay under. And we are therefore compelled, in order to preserve 
our belief that we are Christian, to ascribe to Almighty God, Creator of Heaven and Earth, our 
own human intentions, and to say that because He created white and black, He gives the Divine 
Approval to any human action that is designed to keep black men from advancement. We go so 
far as to credit Almighty God with having created black men to hew wood and draw water for 
white men. We go so far as to assume that He blesses any action that designed to prevent black 
men from the full employment of the gifts He gave them. Alongside of these very arguments we 
use others totally inconsistent, so that the accusation of repression may be refuted. We say we 
withhold education because the black child has not the intelligence to profit by it; we withhold 
opportunity to develop gifts because black people have no gifts; we justify our action by saying 
that it took us thousands of years to achieve our own advancement, and it would be foolish to 
suppose that it will take the black man any lesser time, and that therefore there is no need for 
hurry. We shift our ground again when a black man does achieve something remarkable, and feel 
deep pity for a man who is condemned to the loneliness of being remarkable, and decide that it is 
a Christian kindness not to let black men become remarkable. Thus even our God becomes a 
confused and inconsistent creature, giving gifts and denying them employment. It is strange then 
that our civilization is riddled through and through with dilemma? The truth is that our 
civilization is not Christian; it is a tragic compound of great ideal and fearful practice, of high 
assurance and desperate anxiety, of loving charity and fearful clutching of possessions. Allow 
me a minute…. 
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Arthur Jarvis Journal #2 
 

What we did when we came to South Africa was permissible. It was permissible to 
develop our great resources with the aid of what labour we could find. It was permissible to use 
unskilled work. But it is not permissible to keep men unskilled for the sake of unskilled work. 
 It was permissible when we discovered gold to bring labour to the mines. It was 
permissible to build compounds and to keep women and children away from the towns. It was 
permissible as an experiment, in the light of what we knew. But in the light of what we know 
now, with certain exceptions, it is no longer permissible. It is not permissible for us to go on 
destroying family life when we know that we are destroying it. 
 It is permissible to develop any resources if the labour is forthcoming. But it is not 
permissible to develop any resources if they can be developed only at the cost of the labour. It is 
not permissible to mine any gold, or manufacture any product, or cultivate any land, if such 
mining and manufacture and cultivation depend for their success on a policy of keeping labour 
poor. It is not permissible to add to one’s possessions if these things can only be done at the cost 
of other men. Such development has only one true name, and that is exploitation. It might have 
been permissible in the early days of our country, before we became aware of its cost, in the 
disintegration of native community life, in the deterioration of native family life, in poverty, 
slums and crime. But now that the cost is known, it is no longer permissible. 
 It was permissible to leave native education to those who wanted to develop it. It was 
permissible to doubt its benefits. But it is no longer permissible in the light of what we know. 
Partly because it made possible industrial development, and partly because it happened in spite 
of use, there is now a large urbanized native population. Now society has always, for reasons of 
self-interest if for no other, educated its children so that they grow up law-abiding, with 
socialized aims and purposes. There is no other way that it can be done. Yet we continue to leave 
the education of our native urban society to those  few Europeans who feel strongly about it, and 
to deny opportunities and money for its expansion. That is not permissible. For reasons of self-
interest alone, it is dangerous. 
 It was permissible to allow the destruction of a tribal system that impeded the growth of 
the country. It was permissible to believe that its destruction was inevitable. But it is not 
permissible to watch its destruction, and to replace it by nothing, or by so little, that a whole 
people deteriorates, physically and morally. 
  The old tribal system was, for all its violence and savagery, for all its superstition and 
witchcraft, a moral system. Our natives today produce criminals and prostitutes and drunkards, 
not because it is their nature to do so, but because their simple system or order and tradition and 
convention has been destroyed. It was destroyed by the impact of our own civilization. Our 
civilization has therefore an inescapable duty to set up another system of order and tradition and 
convention. 
 It is true that we hoped to preserve the tribal system by a policy of segregation. That was 
permissible. But we never did it thoroughly or honestly. We set aside one-tenth of the land for 
four-fifths of the people. Thus we made it inevitable, and some say we did it knowingly, that 
labour would come to the towns. We are caught in the toils of our own selfishness. 
 No one wishes to make the problem seem smaller that it is. No one wishes to make its 
solution seem easy. No one wishes to make light of the fears that beset us. But whether we be 
fearful or now, we shall never, because we are a Christian people, be able to evade the moral 
issues. 

 



Arthur Jarvis Journal 3 
 
 It is hard to be born a South African. One can be born an Afrikaner, or an English-
speaking South African, or a coloured man, or a Zulu. One can ride, as I rode when I was a boy, 
over green hills and into great valleys. One can see, as I saw when I was a boy, the reserves of 
the Bantu people and see nothing of what has happened that at all. One can hear, as I heard when 
I was a boy, that there are more Afrikaners than English-speaking people in South Africa, and 
yet know nothing, see nothing, of that at all. One can read, as I read when I was a boy, the 
brochures about lovely South Africa, that land of sun and beauty and sheltered from the storms 
of the world, and feel pride in it and love for it, and yet know nothing about it at all. It is only as 
one grows up that one learns that there are other things here that sun and gold and oranges. It is 
only then that one learns of the hates and fears of our country. It is only then that one learns of 
the hates and fears of our country. It is only then that one’s love grows deep and passionate, as a 
man may love woman who is true, false, cold, loving, cruel and afraid. 
 I was born on a farm, brought up by honourable parents, given all that a child could need 
or desire. They were upright and kind and law-abiding; they taught me my prayers and took me 
regularly to church; they had no trouble with servants and my after was never short of labour. 
From them I learned all that a child should learn of honour and charity and generosity. But of 
South Africa I learned nothing at all. 
  
 Therefore I shall devote myself, my time, my energy, my talents, to the service of South 
Africa. I shall no longer ask myself if this or that is expedient, but only if it is right. I shall do 
this, not because I am noble or unselfish, but because life slips away, and because I need for the 
rest of my journey a star that will not play false to me, a compass that will not lie. I shall do this, 
not because I am a negrophile and a hater of my own, but because I cannot find it in me to do 
anything else. I am lost when I balance this against that, I am lost when I ask if this is safe, I am 
lost when I ask if men, white men or black men, Englishmen or Afrikaners, Gentiles or Jews, 
will approve. Therefore I shall try to do what is right, and to speak what is true. 
 I do this not because I am courageous and honest, but because it is the only way to end 
the conflict of my deepest soul. I do it because I am no longer able to aspire to the highest with 
one part of myself, and to deny it with another. I do not wish to live like that, I would rather die 
than live like that. I understand better those who have died for their convictions, and have not 
thought it was wonderful or brace or noble to die. They died rather than live, that was all. 
 Yet it would not be honest to pretend that it is solely an inverted selfishness that moves 
me. I am moved by something that is not my own, that moves me to do what is right, at whatever 
cost it may be. In this I am fortunate that I have married a wife who thinks as I do, who has tried 
to conquer her own fears and hates. Aspiration is thus made easy. My children are too young to 
understand. It would be grievous if they grew up to hate me or fear me, or to think of me as a 
betrayer of those things that I call our possessions. It would be a source of unending joy if they 
grew up to think as we do. It would be exciting, exhilarating, a matter for thanksgiving. But it 
cannot be bargained for. It must be given or withheld, and whether the one or the other, it must 
not alter the course that is right.  
 


