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Hashe 
true child 

of Africa
Mr and Mrs S. V. Hashe slaughtering a chicken 
for a  celebration after the lifting of her banning 

orders.

I DEDICATE this column to 
tha t unsung Black heroine, 
Mrs Viola M athari Noyila 
Hashe, who was com pared 
to In d ia 's  G bandi a t her 
funeral. A fiery cam paigner 
aga in st passes for Black 
women, the only women ad
visory  board m em ber of 
Dobsonville, and a pioneer 
tra d e  unionist, who was 
buried yesterday at Dobson
ville Cem etery.

I thou g h t I w ould see  
hundreds and hundreds of 
young, old and beautiful fac
tory w orkers and m em bers 
of the N ational G arm en t 
W orkers Union present a t 
this funeral. They w eren’t 
t h e r e  in  th e  e x p e c te d  
num bers and Mrs Hashe was 
a pioneer fighter for the ir 
cause. The Lord be praised , 
three top officials of the un
ion w ere there to pay their 
respects  for all, it is hoped. 
M rs Lucy M vubelo, M rs 
S arah  Chicha and M r P. 
Mashinini.

T o  k n o w  V i o l a ’s 
m agnitute, one would have 
had to be around in those 
tem pestous ea rly  50’s right 
up to the middle of the 60’s, 
when this daughter of the 
G abashanes exploded into 
the Black w orkers scene, 
w ith  th e  d ed ic a tio n  and 
d e t e r m i n a t i o n  w h ic h  
justified  her being com pared 
to Ghandi. She fought for the 
b e t t e r m e n t  o f f a c t o r y  
w orkers and Black women 
w ith  the fe ro c ity  th a t a 
tigress has for its whelps. 
D eath be not proud.

She w as born and bred in 
Randfontein’s old location, 
and a tru e r beauty and politi
cian w e'll never find again in 
th e  W est R a n d , u n le s s  
n a tu re  p u lls  one of h e r 
tr ick s . She w as big and 
fighting during her tim e and 
heyday. Always in the thick 
of it  with o thers in the strug 
gle

And I, in m y m eaningles
sness, rem em ber her well. 
Some of us grew  up under 
her shadow in M ontshioa 
S tree t. In those days, when a 
r e p o r t e r  m e r g e d  w ith  
crow ds a t F reedom  Square 
in W estern N ative Township 
o r  th e  T r a d e s  H a ll  in  
P ritch ard  S tree t, she was 
alw ays the re  in bantam  cock 
fighting trim .

I t brings to mind som e of 
the g rea ts : living, banned or 
gone. L est the younger ones 
fo rg e t to te ll i t  to  th e ir  
m ountain in fu ture — Mrs 
H ashe rubbed shoulders with 
M rs A lbertina Luthuli, Mrs
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Lilian Ngoyi, M rs M ary 
M o o d le y ,  M rs  B e r t h a  
M a s h a b a ,  M rs  R u th  
M a ts e o a n e ,  M rs  M a ry  
Rantho, Mrs Rahim a Moosa, 
Mrs M. Naidoo, Mrs Sophie 
W i l l i a m s ,  M rs  V io le t  
W einberg and m any others. 
The young ones can forage 
for them  in “ g raveyards’’ 
lib raries as we put them  in 
new spaper language

My praise for her will not 
suffice. Let m e sound her 
m erits  with the tongues of 
others. M r P. M ashininil of 
the Sangwu, gave a  speech. 
The Recreation Hall where 
the service was held was 
packed to the doors, as  drum  
m a jo re t te s  coo led  th e ir  
heels outside in the bleak 
w eather.

He knew her for 22 years 
when he w as an ordinary 
f a c to ry -h a n d  in J o h a n 
nesburg. She w as then a 
t y p i s t  u n d e r  M r G . 
M a k h a b e n i, one  o f th e  
founder m e m b ers  of the 
G arm ent W orkers Union in 
1928. V ete ran  jo u rn a lis ts  
will rem em ber M rs Hashe s 
im peccable turn-out: in and 
out of office. In 1955, a fte r  
M akhabeni’s death, the big 
question w as who would suc
ceed him  on the  un ion 's 
chair.

Mr Mashinini was then up 
the ladder and shop stew ard. 
He ably told how there  was 
division between the m ale 
and fem ale sections of the 
then existing trade  union. A 
tearless  audience took it all 
in, for a t  this funeral of Mrs 
H ashe, song afte r  song per
v a d e d . S he lo v e d  so n g , 
poetry and the a r ts . Took 
p a r t in them  too.

In 1956, to the am azem ent 
of sceptics and unbelievers. 
Mrs H ashe succeeded Mr 
M a k h a b e n i  a s  g e n e r a l  
s ecre tary  of the union. And 
one of he r firs t actions was 
to m erge the fem ale and 
m ale  bodies into the South 
A frican N ational Clothing 
W orkers’ Union.

“ She w as a ra re  woman. 
O th e r  w o m en  h a v e  th e  
tendency of gossiping, but 
she was above that. She did 
not gossip and it w as us men 
who instead plotted against 
her. We ended up calling her 
‘M a’ and I ’m  h ere  to speak 
about he r goodness. Let her 
be spared  critic ism  a t her 
fu n era l,” said  M r M ashinmi.

Today the m ovem ent Is 
23 000 strong. This is due to 
her pioneering effo rts  and 
selfless dedication to the 
B la c k  w o r k e r  in  t h i s  
country.

I have selected tribu te  for 
this column. O ther speakers 
who don’t appear here m ust 
re s t assu red  tha t Mrs H ashe 
is on the w ave length all the 
tim e.

The next speaker w as Mr 
C hapm an M avi, a re tired  
school te ach er from  Rand- 
fonteln. He knew the late 
lady from  youth to m atu rity . 
He even taugh t he r husband, 
Mr Sydney Hashe.

Old Chappy w as a t  his 
poetic best. He sum m ed up

Mrs Mabel Batfour, a close associate of the late Mrs Viola Hashe, speak
ing emotionally about their experiences together. h a r o l d  f i g l a n

V io la ’s c a re e r  w ith  the
?uotation — “ I cam e, I saw, 

conquered.’’ I t grieved him 
to see this “ honeybunch” 
enclosed in a coffin She was 
a beautiful combination with 
Sydney. M r Mavi played 
a ro u n d  w ith  n am es  and 
spiced it with a verse from 
Paul to the Corinthians on 
“ If you have no love. . .”

H e  e v e n  s h o o k  th e  
m o urne rs  w ith a de fian t 
“ God is love. She has ac
com plished her m ission of 
love on ea rth , and who can 
be dubious of her en try  into 
H e a v e n ,  w h e r e  G od  is 
love?" He w ent fu rther to 
cudgel our brains w ith the 
jo u rn e y  of C h r is tia n  in 
“ P i l g r i m ’s P r o g r e s s , ’ ’ 
w here this ch a ra c te r en ters 
the gates of New Jeru salem  
an d  d e f ia n t ly  te l l s  th e  
gatekeeper: “ W rite down 
m y nam e, S ir .”

So had Viola H ashe done a t 
the end of her sojourn on 
earth .

M rs Lucy Mvubelo p re
sen t general secre tary  of 
S an g w u  (S o u th  A fr ic a n  
N ational G arm en t W orkers 
U nion), spoke in Xhosa to 
pay in tim ate tribu te  to  a 
w om an she had worked with 
for many years. Since Oc
tober, 1963, when she was 
served  with banning orders. 
Mrs H ashe w as iocked away 
from  the outside world.

“ We w ent together to the 
outside — ‘em akhaveni’ to 
o rganise w orkers I t is a pity  
w e  w o r k e r s  a r e  n o t  
recognised as a body in our 
country. But with Viola, I 
have lea rn t to respect m ore 
than ju s t the person. She had 
an  inner se lf w hich was 
b e y o n d  d e s c r i p t i o n  in 
goodness, ded ica tion  and 
nardw ork. She was a true 
daughter of A frica ,” said 
M rs Mvubelo.

At the end of h e r  si 
M rs Mvubelo appealed to the 
m em bers of the union in the 
crow d to rem em ber he r with 
the singing of the ir special

issue of passes for our Black 
w om en. T he ir subsequen t 
jailing. How in 1960 a t 2 am  
“ Police woke m e up w ith my 
th ree  m onth old baby and 
took m e aw ay. The cops told 
m e Viola w as w aiting for m e 
in the ca r, which la te r  lead 
to lock-ups in N ew lands, 
M a r s h a l l  S q u a r e  a n d  
P re te ria  C entral P rison . I 
cam e back w ith Viola and 
found my baby holding on to 
cha irs  on his f irs t to ttering  
s tep s .”

Tracing  the ir association 
during those troubled days, 
M rs  B a l f o u r  h a d  t h e  
aud ience  spellbound w ith  
her crisp, no-regret tone. A 
job had been done or w as be
ing done, th a t’s all. A fter her 
speech, which le ft m any sad
der than they cam e, she 
went and sa t behind o thers 
on the dais . N o t lo s t in 
thought, but w atching w ith 
her sharp  eyes.

Mr A lexander G abashane, 
on beha lf of h e r  fam ily ,

traced  her geneology. She 
w as the th ird  daugh ter of 
Lodi, a  regal looking m o ther 
on the G abashane side. She 
was nam ed “ M atha ri” from  
th a t fem a le  ru le r  of the 
K gatlas called “ M athari wa 
K gatleng” . He appealed  to 
the H ashes and G abashanes, 
m a i n t a i n i n g  c l o s e  
r e l a t i o n s h ip  ev e n  a f t e r  
V iola’s death.

R andfonteinians cam e in 
full fo rce to  pay th e ir  la st 
respects  to a w om an who 
had bought glory to Didi and 
t h e  W e s t .  A w o m a n  
described  a s  “ not only fit to 
grace  the halls  of fam e of 
R oodepoort alone, but the 
whole of South A frica .”

In la te r  life M rs H ashe did 
not enjoy good health . Many 
of us did not see her. And I 
feel som ehow  b itte r  tha t not 
m any of the younger factory 
w orkers w ere  p resen t a t  this 
funeral. Only tim e will tell 
h e r w orth.

“ R equ iescat in pace”

song, Hymn 308. The people 
took It w ith feeling, and i t ’s 
then th a t I saw  te a rs  trick l
ing  dow n m e n ’s c ra g g y  
cheeks.

P erhaps the m ost poig
nan t and sorrow ful p a r t of 
the serv ice  ca m e when M rs 
M abel Balfour, an old ca m 
paigner w ith the la te  Viola, 
spoke. She w as dressed  In 
trad itional Xhosa black and 
w hite. She w as barefooted 
and  age told on those cheeks 
tha t used to be chubby w ith 
fight and zeal.

She told how they worked 
to g e th e r  from  1944 How 
they m arched  to P re to ria  
w ith them  In 1958 against the
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