
3.a.m. Friday. April nth I960
I always thought I would hear a car drawing up outaide the house, the car door slamming, 

and footsteps up the path, as had happened in the past. But the first sound I heard was the 
ringing of our front-door bell like an alarm through the night. If you've ever been waken by 
a telephone ringing in the middle of the night you will know how it sounded. "Rusty, they're 
here, go, go, go," I whispered urgently. "Go, go quickly!" I thought there was still time for 
him to get out through the back door. He got out of bed, put on a dressing gown, and went 
towards the front door. In any case, it was no use. They were ringing the bell and pounding on 
the front door, and at the same time banging started on our kitchen door, while the beams of 
powerful torches flashed round the house.

Rusty demanded identification before opening the door, and they slipped a card underneath 
the door. Toni came out of her room in her nightgown with curlers in her hair and stood 
listening. Rusty said "Go back to bed, it's all right." Toni says she turned and went into 
her room before she realised what was happening, then promptly came out again.

They had come for both of us. Rusty only heard "Mr. Bernstein", and went into the room 
to pack a case, but the man in charge, Visser, said "Mr. and Mrs. Bernstein. What do you 
intend doing about the children?" It was the 3ame one who had arrested Rusty three years 
ago for High Treason, when I was in a nursing home with our new baby, Keith. "I want to make 
a 'phone call," I told him. "Just for that," he replied.

I phoned the Lewittons. A man's voice answered. "Archie, they've come for both of us." 
"This is the C.I.D., Madam," the voice replied, "you are not allowered to speak to anyone."
The receiver was banged down. At that moment, I felt completely bewildered. But a few moments 
later Fuzzy 'phoned back. "They're arresting Archie," she said. 'f'As soon as he has gone,
Andrew and I will get dressed and come over." (

She needn’t have hurried. It was 3 o'clock when they woke us, and 6 before we left the 
house. They began on our books again - before the Treason arrests, they had removed about 360 
books and pamphlets from our house, including such treasonable literature as "Crime and 
Punishment" and "Britain Rebuilds." And we had not had a single one returned. Now they 
painstakingly went through a long bookcase, taking all sorts of things; Wendell Wilkie's 
"One World" (a wartime book); JIAfrican Awakening," by Basil Davidson. Our copy of "The 
Reason Trial" by Forman and dachs, and with the signatures of all the Treason accused in I 
the front; Anthony Sampson's book on the trial "The Treason Cage"; and pamphlets and magazines 
that were 14 or 15 years old. They took a long time over it. There was only one thing I 
feared - that Keith would wake before we left. I could not bear to see him, or even to go 
into his room. Toni made coffee, and we sat on our beds telling her people to 'phone and 
things to do. They took our telephone pad with numbers of all our friends and the children's 
friends. Visser allowed Toni to copy out some of the 'phone nujpbers. We were dressed and 
waiting, each with a small case with pyjamas and a few things. I felt in a daze, but Toni was 
the practical one who told me all the useful things to take. "Pack your hair curlers," she 
said, "you'll need them." (i did - we all did]) And "Take your big coat."

At last, at 6 a.m., they were ready. We had woken Patrick and told him what had happened. 
He lay in bed and cried quietly. Frances was away for a few days with relatives. In one way, 
it w s better not to have to see her before we left, but I dreaded her return. She had been i 
unbappy and anxious before going away, and cried and zaisL asked what she would do if we 
were not there when she returned.

We kissed Toni goodbye and cliiied into the police car. I felt unutterably miserable and 
tearful. With Rusty beside me, we drove through the early morning streets. It was just getting- 
light, the sky beautiful with colour, clouds and dark trees. As we sped along I saw a news
paper poster "1500 TAKEN IN POLICE SWOOP" and was aghast at the number. But it did not refer tc 
us - other arrests in the Cape (Nyanga.)

At Marshall Square they took our money and watches, went through our cases. I then had 
to part ways with Rusty, and was taken upstairs to a large cell, where I had a grand welcome 
from amny friends - I was the last to arrive - and many people who were only to become my 
friends through being detained together.

This was a biack-walled gloomy place, with a wooden bench and some biankets. We spread 
the blankets on the stone floor, and sat or lay around. We had all been awakened between 2 
or 3 in the morning, so we were tired before the day had really begun. After a while they 
let us out into the corridor for bbreakfast: hardboiled eggs (such luxury we never again 
enjoyed), brown bed, §nd ghastly weak, syrupy sweet coffee without milk. The men were ir: the 
next cell, and we spok^vto them through tne peephole in the door. The Staaxg Sergeant in 
charge was pleasant to us, went down ana bought us milk with his own money (we repaid hir 
when we left) and brought us salt for the eggs.

In the cell again wfe lay around, walked up and down. After a while they unlocked us to 
let us out in a small, grim yard, exactly as you imagine a prison yard. There ar leti11* we 
had some sun, and could hear traffic and see office buildings beyond the wall. One of the 
policemen even brought us a newspaper; the last we were to see for a long time. They t6ok 
us back to the cell again. The morning wore on. We talked. Later on, they called us out again 
and fingerprints were taken. We were being taken to the Fort. The process of getting our 
cases, watches and money back took a long time. We were being initiated into the ways of 
prison life, in which a great amount of time is spent in waiting.

At last, at about 1 o'clock, we were taken to waiting prison vans. We began to sing.
We said goodbye to the men, who were taken to another van. We were driven through the streets 
at breakneck s ng, trying to see faces we knew among the people who stopped in the



street and stared with surprise at the sight of white women in the inevitable "kwela" 
usually filled with silent Africans. Police cars cleared the way in front with sirens 
going, and an armoured car fiasus followed behind.

Just before we entered the Port, I saw someone I knew, a young student, standing on 
the steps and watching us. She raised her hand and waved, and her dark-eyed, solemn face 
was what I remembered as the last of the"outside world" in weeks to come.

At the Fort, there began more tiring and frustrating hours of standing around waiting.
We had to stand in two lines, and were called into the Matron's office one by one to 
relinquish our cash and watches again. This took a long time. Still standing and waiting, 
we were called in again one by one to give our name, address, husband's name and address. 
Then just standing around waiting. We lit cigarettes, and were told to put them out. We were 
tired and hungry. We stood and waited. We whispered - every time we spoke or laughed out 
loud, someone shouted at us to leep quiet outside Matron's office. Mrs. Reeding - the 
assistant Matron, Stood over us, looking like a real Belsen type, dark, sioxX, with 
frowning brows, heavy lines, an d a square, thickset body. Actually, in spite of her foghorn 
voice that echoed round the Fort morning, noon and night, she was not really as bad as she 
looked.

We were hot in the afternoon sun, dirty and exhausted, when we were called in, one by on 
again, to sign a form. Then once again, to receive our identification cards with our thumb
prints and number on them. As there were 18 of us, all this took a long, long time.
We finally ignored the wardresses, to go and stand in a courtyard, where we saw Rica and 
Violet, arrested ten days before, leaning languidly theough the bars of a cell. They looked 
so much at ease, their faces made up (we thought they would take away our lipsticks and 
cosmetics), Rica snaking with a long cigarette-holfifer in her hand, that the sight of them 
allayed some of our fears. Finally, after more than four hours of standing and waiting, we 
were taken to three large cells, two of them inter-leading. By the time supper arrived (we 
had hand no lunch at all) we were hardly hungry any more, and the sight of the supper, which 
was an enamel jug full of water flavoured with curry powder, in which a few potatoes 
floated, brown bread and lukewarm coffee, did not help our appetities. We ate a little 
from tin bowls, with plastic spoons. We made up our beds with the heavy, dark prison 
blankets - no sheets or pillowcases, and pillows that felt as though they were filled with 
stones, we were escorted toa lavatory, and locked in for the night.

I did not want to think of my family, particularly Keith. Just to hear his name made me 
want to cry. Later, a star shone through our window and we read by the light efzaziaupxHsi 
that filtered through the cell-window from a lamp outside: 'there were thought to be two 
white women among the detaineeis (.') Erasmus says more privileges will be given to detainaed. 
They will be brought to trial - but it will take a long time.

We were exhausted, but went on talking a long time after lights out (8 o'clock.) We 
were amused by Gertrude, who, when we were talking to Violet and Rica through the cell-bars, 
said she t ought it was burglar-proofing, until she got inside; and Freda, who had arrived 
at Marshall Square ixaxenail immaculately dressed, with earrings and high-heeled shoes, 
but proved to have failed to pack any change of clothing. "Why didn't you bring anything?# 
we asked her. "I thought it was all a ghastly mistake," she replied.
SAT. 9th April. We all had a glia horrible night. The mattresses were just hard lumps of 
coir. The discomfort of rough blankets, no sheets, and the bilious feeling left by forcing 
down a few mouthfuls of curried water and potatoes the previous night, left us bleary-eyed 
ana headachy. In addition, many of us had arrived at the Port after a nightmare ten days 
of tensions and alarms that became almost unbearable. Breakfast arrived - a fa huge dish 
filled with mealie-pap swimming in dried milk with dirt floating on tip, the inevitable 
hunks of brown prison bread, and the sweetish, lukewargi, brown-coloured water that they 
called coffee. We were told to line up for the doctor. Angry and rebellious, we decided to 
make a fuss about everyting: the impossible beds; we want pillows and sheets; the disgusting 
mugs of chipped and broken enamel; the food - all carbohydrates. "Are you fit?" was his 
question to each of us in turn. And each of us replied: "Yes, we were fit when we came in, 
but we won't be if we have to put up with these conditions for long."

The doctor was axtadiimgx balding, middle-aged,i u  with the look of a man who either 
suffered from a nagging wife or continual indigestion, or both. After a while we called him 
the 'Nebbish.' I told him many of us were middleaged women, at a difficult time of life, 
physically speaking, and felt we could not easily adjust to the prison diet as we might have 
done had we been younger. The doctor - the first of several to tell us the same story - 
maintains that the prison diet is scientifically worked out to provide all the food-values 
needed. "No one has ever left the prison weighing less than when they came in." "That's 
just the point," we say. "We don't want to weigh more. Heaviness is not an indication of goo< 
diet or good health." He asks me to prepared a memorandum on the lines on which I have 
spoken to him, and says he will pass it on to the authorities concerned.We regard this as 
our first victory, and this proves to be the first of an endless succession of memos, 
petitions, requests, complaints, that are put in writing and passed on - and out of our 
lives.

Matron raises her gorgeous, heavy, painted eyebrows and is annoyed that we didn't first 
bring some of our complaints to her.

We are told the Colonel (the gaol superintendent) is arriving, and we may appoint a * 
deputation to lay our complaints before him. The deputation is Margaret (our food expert), 
Shulamith (our lawyer), and Betty and myself (two who talk too much.) We drew up our list 
of complaints, and were taken to the Matron's office. Colonel le Roux is a khaki-looking, |



t 5 1 severe lined, cold man, unmemorable as a desk in a civil servant's office. He starts by
telling us we are all detainees, but we must conform to prison regulations. He personally
would see that the regulations were adhered to. He then took down our names, and listened to
ou£ complaints:

that we were denied access to relatives; our children were left uncared for; we had
had no opportunity to delegate powers of attorney, to attend to payment of rents, etc.
(Kay's old mother was living in a flat to which she used to pay the rent; Sheila had to
make payments on a car; Shulamith had to appear in court, etc.) and so on.
The Colonel began by saying he could say something very rude to us, but he wouldn't.

He then said it may be possible to allow us to see le^al representatives, in which case these 
problems would be dealth with. Margaret said she had left two sons, students, without money, 
both herself and her husband being arrested. The Colonel: You should have arranged these 
things a year ago. Margaret: I haven't dabbled in politics for about fifteen years; how was 
I to know? The Colonel: Do you mean to tellme you have never dabbled in politics? Margaret: 
Margaret: No, but I have had nothing to do with any political parties or activities for such 
a long time, that hBBXBSSxixtazkiuDt I had no inkling that I would ever be involved in such a 
situation. The Colonel then abruptly implied it was our own faiults that we were here, and 
therefore we could expect nothing. However, he then had a 'phone conversation with some lawytfe: 
who phoned while we were in the office, from which we gathered that Judge Kuper's ruling on 
detainees having access to lawyers was in our favour - not only regarding legal representative 
but Iso regarding having visitors. The Colonel said that even if he had to abide by the 
ruling -(which he would first contest - and while he was contesting it, he would not allow 
it to be put into operation)- no one would be allowed to see us, except on Tuesdays a::d 
Thursdays, normal prison visiting days.

We then raised the question of recreation. The Colonel began to explain the arrangements 
regarding our use of the yard outside our cells. But we told him we meant recreation in the 
larger sense - books, games, etc. We are not to be allowed any books sent to us or brought to 
us by friends or relatives. Later on we may be permitted to fenyxtkBmzaaxBKixM order certain 
books and have them bought on our accounts by a prison official. Money could be deposited to 
our names. Could we have paper and pencils for writing? (these were removed from us on 
coming in, together with cash, watches, jewellery - except wedding rings - penknives, and so 
on.) He would go into the matter. Food? We were receiving the proper diet fttTxlmapiais as 
laid down in the prison regulationsfor whites, Coloureds, Indians and natives. Margaret: Do 
you mean to say there are different diets for different racial groups? The Colonel: The 
diets are worked out according to the needs of each group. You are making a political 
question out of it. Margaret: I am approaching this from a physiological, not a political, 
standpoint. How can doctors lay down different diets for different racial groups? She then 
asked to see the diet sheets. The Colonel said: Yes, you may see them - when you leave this 
prison!

We also obtained the release of Georgina Mofutsanyane, who was mistaken fro Edwin's 
first wife, Josie Palmer. And were allowed a concession: to transfer some of our money to 
the accounts of Bertha.Violet and Mabel, the African women detainees, and to give them some 
of the food we were ordering. The Colonel thought that 6/8 each (£1 between the three) would 
'last them a long time', but we finally persuaded him to let them have £1 each.

We were informed that new mugs had been ordered for us. Finally, a passage was to be I 
boarded up, giving 14 of us, in two cells, access to the lavatory i±x*igk± after being 
locked in at 4 in the afternoon. The other six, in the separate cell, must continue to 
use the buckets. For this we are truly grateful. Our deputation arrives back triumphantly, 
with so much to relate, to ice-cold, greasy soup and brown bread (that was lunch.) In the 
afternoon we lay on the strip of grass at the end of our yard, and an African prisoner 
walked past. A little ball of paper appeared among us, then another. Note* from Bertha and 
Violet, complaining of the food, plus a specimen wrapped in paper - some black and rather 
horrible-looking mealies. Mrs. Reeding allowed us to send some of our bread and meat in 
to them. In the afternoon we heard the sirens, and had an evening of terrific excitement, 
with shattering effect on us all. What a day! To end it all, the girls in the second cell 
saw a metal plate above Freda's bed, and she was convinced that it concealed a microphone. 
Sheila climbed pn Freda's shoulders - Freda standing on the bed - and with great effort and 
difficulty they managed to pull at the plate. Down came a cloud of black soot, all over 
Sheila, Freda andthe bed. There was a great deal of hilarious laughter. Supper consisted of 
hunks of ice-cold potatoes and lumps of the most sordid, salty meat imaginable. We could not 
eat it, and resorted to bread.

SUNDAY'lOth April. I awake after a dreadful dream of Rusty being ill and the children being left 
alone, to a freezing morning. Suddenly winter is here, we are all shivering. That ghastly, 
uncooked, messy mealie-pap for breakfast, and luke-warm sweet water. I have a headache 
again. We spent the whole morning dxsftxngx discussing, drafting and re-writing our memo 
on the food for the doctor. At about 11, parcels of clothes be^an to arrive for some of the 
women. I felt desolate until a parcel arrived for me as well. Evidently Fuzzy and Toni brougfc 
them. We all troop back from Matron's office loaded with clothes, and I also received jigsaw 
puzzles and a chess set - thoughtful of them. I was so grateful for my warm trousers. We 
were issued with extra blankets, and we are looking forward to more concessions. Everyone 
in the best of spirits. Lunch was flour-thickened soup with bits of carrots in it. Hot, and 
at least eatable, for the first time. In the afternoon we sat on the grass reading, knitting^ 
and talking. We were all fed up because the food and cigarettes we had ordered had not 
arrived. Dickie found a bug, and Matron was very distressed - the cells must be sprayed to-



Also we expect lawyers tomorrow, and perhaps visitors^xasziixBiiizfeaxx on Tuesday.
Gertrude says all you people want to see your lawyers for is to discuss home comforts - I 
want to see mine to find out how to get out of here.' We now have masses of clothes.
Supper: pumpkin, cooked in the skin with seeds, dirt and all, mealie-rice, and some lumps 
of pork, mostly gristle and fat. We have, however, an issue of syrup, and mostly eat brown 
bread and syrup. We all ate a bit more than usual, then wondered whether the food had improvei 
a little, or were we just getting used to it? We discuss starting to organise ourselves 
tomorrow, to start study groups in languages and other things. We organise a bath rosier.
Or rather, Kay draws it up, explains the way it works - we are to go in pairs, one washing 
clothes, the other bathing, and each day the bottom pair moves to the top of the list. Simple 
as it sounds, the bath roster is the one thing that most of us never can master, and every 
day we have to argue and explain it. It is going to be cold this evening.

Lights out at 8 leaves one plenty of time for lying in bed and thinking. Either you 
fall asleep early, in which case you wake at 3 or 4 a.m., and can lie and think until the 
morning bell goes at 6.30, or else you do it at night before getting to sleep. We all have . 
our own individual worries. To me, Molly's is the worst of all. Others have young children, 
too, but we do not discuss it, we each nurse our own sorrows. Gertrude: I was the kind of 
neurotic Jewish mother who never let my children out of my sight. But as soon as I think 
of Keith or Frances, or someone mentions them, tears rush up. Frances was due back from her 
holiday today. Who met her and told her? How will poor Fuzzy cope with shop, home and 
all the children? *ill relatives assist financially? And how long will niit last?If we 
knew it is to be a long time, I think many of us could not bear it. It's better to face it 
in small bits at a time. I develop my own formula for dismissing thoughts of the children 
from my mind. Most of the time it works quite well.

11th APRIL. There is glorious sunshine today, and it has warmed up considerably. We have 
a meeting in the morning, and elect a cultural committee: Rmca, Myrtle and myself. Becky, 
Violet and Trudy are appointed Quartermasters in charge of our stores - very efficient, they 
prove themselves. We are busy in the morning, moving things out of the two rooms for the 
fumigation. We are furious because our supplies still haven't arrived, and the cigarette 
position is desparate. Parcels of clothes keep arriving - Dickie has luxury standard only, 
mohair rugs, feather pillows ith striped covers and sheets to match, beautiful moccassins. 
Cultural committee meets to arrange classes and other activities. We decide on languages, 
shorthand, etc., physical training, a daily political lecture or discussion. All this keeps 
us very busy. We also need to enforce strict rules for tidiness, as our extremely cramped 
conditions make the cells impossible if anything is left lying around - we have no space for 
anything. {

We are also busy washing our hair, washing clothes, bathing. Rica starts what is to be 
her internment-long duty of cutting and setting hair.

Shulamith is called to the office to see her lawyer, RK, and says Bram is outside. We 
are told to name alternative lawyers to the ones we have given, in case they are 'not 

acceptable.1 We are informed that we are to be allowed to see our lawyers, and to have 
one visitor on Wednesdays, one on Fridays.

Freda received a parcel from Ansteys - on appro. We think this is rather funny. We are 
all lying in the sun reading, knitting, and talking, talking, talking. ^

In the afternoon our longed-for supplies arrive, and we ate the most gorgeous supper we 
can remember - cheese, half an apple, half a tomato, and bread with jam. The revolting lumps 
of salty meat, the pumpkin and mealie-rice were virtually untouched. We wallowed in this 
wonderful food, eating outside, beaause of the fumigation ("If there's one thing Matron and 
I can't stand, it's a bug.")

The Cultural Committee started enrolling names for the various classes. We all need text 
books for teaching. Managed to get some food and clothes to our African co-detainees. Through 
our cell windows, opening onto the yard, we watch the nightly line-up of new arrivals, the 
miserable African women, standing barefoot for hours, their shoes in front of them their 
hands behind their backs. Their shoes and clothes are taken from them, they are issued with 
prison uniforms of a striped red and white jersey, brown overall, and red doek - and from 
then on go barefoot all the time, in winter, sleeping on cold cement floors. Our African 
women detairuaes have no beds, only a grass mat on which to sleep on the hard, cold floors. 
There must be some better way of restraining the anti-social.'

Matron tells us that she ssarajiBszx bathes her cats (nine of them - two siamese, white 
ones, black ones, multi-coloured ones) in summer, dry-shampoos them in winter. Note: The 
Colonel didn't like them yesterday during the interview. They jumped on his lap and he 
pushed them off with disgusted mutterings.

We had a hilarious gym session, with all of us madly bottom-pounding, breathing in and 
out, and waggling our legs. The sight of Violet, Molly and all the rest pinching in their 
bums and breathing to order had us all near hysterical.

Violet’s winter pyjamas are marvellous - red ski pants, and red and white striped top. 
Someone remarked "there is no situation that cannot be improved by money. Dickie is the 
example: warm soft rugs, beautiful sheets, white fur-lined mocassins - film-star comfort 
in our cramped, somewhat sordid quarters.

Our 'after lights-out' (8 p.m.) conversation is definitely deteriorating. We have now 
started discussing how Roy du Preez had to beaasiE* circumcised and become a jew to marry 
a woman named McCarthy.'
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TUESDAY 12th APiilL
Our 'cultural' arrangements are proceeding apace: 2 French classes, a beginner's and 

more advanced one; shorthand; maths; Afrikaans; and we hope more things to follow. Our 
general lectures: we started with Myrtle on the AKC and PAC, but did not complete the 
discussion. We were conducting this in the open air, when Mrs. Reeding came past, heard 
something about 'Congress' and demanded the magazine that Myrtle was using - a copy of 
Africa South. We thought that was the last we had seen of it, but she must have shown it 
to Matron, and brought it back a little while later.

Rica spends most of her day setting hair - with the greatest good humour, and that 
elegant, glamorous look of hers. We have improved prison food with our own purchases, and 
feel we are eating so well, it's unbelievable: an orange for breakfast, a ration of butter 
(our Quartermasters cut a pound of butter into 20 each portions); half an apple and cheese 
for lunch. The only real trouble so far has been that we don't get a chance to read - all 
of us are complaining of this. There's always something going on (such as reading Millson 
in the lav. today.)

An animated discussion is going on now about 'stores' - we feel we have been 'done' in 
our purchases, overcharged, and we are trying to get things cheaper and question every price.

Bram was permitted to see Molly this afternoon (as her lawyer). How wonderful. He sent 
a message to me that he had been to our house and Toni deserved the Isand.... medal. She 
was in control and managing the children and eveything absolutely wonderfully. This sort of 
news overcharges my emotions.

We all try vainly to read. We could get away from each other for short periods, but it 
is difficult, and we tend to congregate together, as though we feed on each other's company, 
the constant chatter, the laughter.

The new regulations about our detention were read to us today: We may have two visitors 
a week, on Wednesdays and Fridays, half an hour at a time; we may buy books and take them 
home when we go, but we can't have books sent in; we may write and receive one letter a 
week, on family affairs only; and we may see a legal representative in the presence of a 
prison official on urgent business and domestic affairs only.

We received an issue of Matzos tonight - it's Passover - this due to Dickie's pressing. 
Also some of the relatives brought matzo to their 'girls' but were not permitted to leave 
it. We all wrote letters to our families, and laughed 'after eight' over Sarah's description 
of her arrest (only in later weeks did the subject become boring and depressing.) Sarah's 
made Diana was threatening to miscarry. When the 2 a.m. bang on the door began, she said 
to her husband, "Kaish, quickly, quickly, go to the door, maybe Diana has had a miscarriage
- quickly, go]" It was a miscarriage - of justice. Her daughter Frances came running out - 
"Who's that?" When she was told, she said, "Oh, is Mummy going to appear on 'Consider Your 
Verdict?"' (a Springbok Radio programme about court cases.) Maish said to her, "You'll be 
back soon, you'll see. If they meant to keep you a long time they would have told you to 
pack a case."

Then we went on to food - Jewish food, being Passover night. After telling us how to 
stuff the neck of a chicken and put it in the roasting pan, and how to make cheese blintzes 
and saltenoeses, Sarah graaned a little and complained of heartburn. "Blintzes always did 
give me heartburn," she said. "Saltenosses too - anything with cream cheese."

WEDNESDAY 13th APn.IL. And our first visitor's day. Another glorious day. Everyone all keyed up 
with expectation. I hope they will not be disappointed. They must apply first to the Grays 
for a permit and be approved; the process may take some time. But how I would love to see 
Toni! She won't be at school today, and could come if she passes the bloody Colonel.

The maths class is starting. Kay has her pupils around her like a brood.
Margaret and I want to complain about the food again - last night's meal was again too 

revolting, lumps of cold fat together with that pasty heap of mealie-rice. I did not eat 
any of it, but we had a ration of our own, and ate the prison bread.

This proves to be the busiest day so far - and all the days have been busy. But two 
deputations and visitors, all in one day! First Margaret and I decided to tackle the doctor 
again about food. It was a different doctor - this one even smiles a little. He said he had 
read our memorandum, and we had his sympathies. At least he did not attempt to defend the 
prison fare as being a balanced diet. He said we could get vitamin pills. We felt this was 
not the point. We wanted some fresh fruit and vegetables, not pills. He agreed to make 
representations on our behalf asking that our carrots, cabbage and any other suitable 
vegetables should be brought to us raw, so we could eat them as salads, instead of in their 
filthy and horrible cooked form (the carrots are unwashed, the cabbage smells so badly that 
we can't bear it in our room.) We wpoke to him about trying to serve the cooked food reason
ably warm. It is cooked in the men's gaol, then some time later brought over to us, and 
waits around before being dishes up. There are no facilities for cooking food in the women's 
gaol. He said that the cold, congealed and wqpmiix repulsive fat mixed with the meat is the 
fat that we need for a balanced diet. Matron kept butting in with irrelevant and lengthy 
comments on everything. After we had spent ages just getting nowhere (the rather smug smile, 
the blank wall of 'prison regulations') we came out to report to the others. The doctor was 
very deferential to Margaret, but somewhat ignored me, although I did my best to impress him 
with my knowledge of food values. At his suggestion we drafted yet another memo to the 
Colonel, suggesting peanut butter, oranges, smaller servings, raw vegetables, We also ,
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raised the book question with him again. / ^
We had our first shorthand class, handicapped by lack of paper, pencils or text books. 

But Trudy has given us homework to do. Just when we had decided to resume our unfihished 
discussion from the previous day, visitors began arriving. Two go in together. I was 
called out to the second lot, with Sarah, and there was Toni, looking so pretty, so nice 
and sweet. She told me everything was O.K. Harold had deposited £10 to my account. Ivan 
and Leslie have been wonderful. Leslie is particularly making a point of becoming friendly 
with Keith and caring for him. Keith won't go to nursery school. Jean has been coming to 
fetch him, but he refused to go. I must send a message to Jean just to take him, and not to 
listen to his nonsense. Muriel was cooking for them. All our names appeared in the London 
Observor. She hadtold her headmistress. And so on.

I came back to try and join in the discussionm, but no sooner had I sat down when I 
was called with Margaret to the Matron's office. We had to wait a long time, then had a 
lenfcthy session about food and books. We don't see why we should have to buy expensive text 
books when we have copies in our own homes. Margaret wants to get high-priced biology books 
in that she can't afford to buy again. The Colonel read to us the relevant section of the 
Emergency Regulations in Afrikaans, that neither of us understand, then gave us a short 
precis in his kind of English: definitely no books from aur homes; but he made a note of 
some of the textbooks we wanted and said he would see if they could be obtained.

This is what came out of the interview: There are to be slight food improvements; 
no concessions whatsoever about books; visitors: only one visit a week, of one or two 
people together, but no more. Worst of all, only private affairs can be discussed with our 
legal representatives. But if we wish, we w&y each put in a representation on our own 
behalfs, individaally, stating why we feel we should not be detained. We must write the 
name of the lawyer we want at the head, and then state our reasons. I feel this to be 
most disruptive - an attempt to separate the politicals from the non-politicals, and 
divide us, a disturbing thought. After lunch, during our locked-in period (plus vitamin 
pills, now handed out three times daily) I gave an outline of these things to them all.
We can't stop anyone making their own representations, but it may separate each other. For 
where one can write 'I have not belonged to any organisations or particjpted in political 
activity of any kind for so many years' the next one cannot, and this will enable them to 
sort us out themselves. Our Sarah then came up trumps in an awkward situation. She said 
she would not do anything to help herself out at the expense of others. She had not done 
any political work for years, but she was ashamed of that fact, and would even take the 
place inside of an active person outside, if this were possible. This set an entirely 
different tone to the discussion, shaming the others whose only thought was to clear their 
own individual names in the eyes of the Special Branch, making their position more 
difficult. We agreed more or less to draft the same simple, straightforward document, 
saying in effect that we can't make representations for our release unless we know why 
we are being detained.

Supper tonight was slightly but definitely better: smaller portions, food a bit warmer, 
and generally a little less horrible. We ate well. Apart from their rations of the inevitab 
le stodgy mounds of meaxlie-rice, meat, coffee and bread, we had our own rations of apple, 
tomato, cheese and biscuits. I wrote a billet-doux tonight - whether it will ever reach its 
destination or not I do not know.

After 8 Winnie tells us: As she was leaving her flat after the arrests, with the cops 
behind her, she suddenly put her hadns to her ears and said "Oh god, I've forgotten my 
earrings!" One cop gave hefc such a pitying look, and said "I don't think you'll be needing 
them, Miss Kramer."

I haven't had time to read ex a word or do a stich of sewing all day. But we have 
instituted a quiet hour, an hour before lights out, to enable us to read. No talking is the 
rule. Otherwise we wimply don't stop wilifc the chatter, chatter, chatter. We are all equally 
guilty.
THURSDAY 14th APRIL

A quieter morning. We can't continue with hour shorthand because of lack of naterials. 
We sat in the sun again, sewing and knitting. I had a discussion with V. about yesterday's 
discussion, which I unfortunately missed because of visitors and deputations. Some felt 
such discussions might lead to ill-feeling and split us, if continued. The cultural committe 
discussed this, and Myrtle felt we should continue. She likes contrary opinions to sharpen 
her wits. A walk and talk with V. 3he spoke of our rSle in the struggle. Did we act as a 
restraining hand? I think sol We shelved the question of future discussions, though agreed 
in principle to M's suggestion for smaller classes for those more politically interested. 
Before lunch, Margaret gave us an interesting talk on her trip to Madagascar. Lunch 
today was soup, greyer and more awful-looking than usual, and some of the most fearful- 
looking beans, mealie-riite, pumkin, and bread.

During lunch-time lock in, we discussed and drafted this document:
Name, Lawyer. I have been informed that I may make representations against my detention.

It is against the rules of equity to expect me to make representations without
consultation with my legal advisor. I know of no reason why I have been detained, and
therefore cannot make any representations other than a formal request for my immediate
release.
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This was written out by each one of us separately and signed, and handed to Shilamith. This 
first round, we considered, was to us. Spengler had not succeeded in his obvious purpose to 
split us and to obtain information for his own purposes.
The advanced French class was busy on the lawn this afternoon. Molly began on a huge jig
saw puzzle that Toni brought in for us - a suitable form of escape from the interminable 
nattering we all seem to indugle in. A chess tournament was started. Visitors again tomorrov.
- though not for me, I've had mine this week.

Slippers and flat shoes arrived for me today - I had asked Toni to get them for me. The 
slippers, a thick-soled and warm felt, were a great boon in coming weeks, but became almost 
black with prison dirt. In audition, I received a little packet from Patrick for my birthday, 
a small bottle of perfume. Matron allowed Toni to leave it as a special concession, although 
cosmetic and toilet articles are not being accepted. It is Phul-Nana Essence of Indian 
Flowers - everyone threatens murder if I dare use it! It smells nearly as ztrangiy over- 
poweringly as Winnie's "French Fern" and "Green Velvet" - toilet and deodorants, that are 
inflicted on us every day.

Trudy and Violet were beating their bottoms against the 15-foot wall today - to reduce, 
so they said. We nominated them the escape committee, but Rica said they didn't even dent it.

The second evening of 'quiet hour', a welcome period of quiet that we all enjoy.
FRIDAY 15th APRIL Good Friday, Africa Day and my birthday, all in one day. A chill wind and a 

cold day. The girls sang "Happy Birthday" at 6 a.m. this morning, much to Rica's distress.
She wakes late, and gradually perks up until she is really alive in the evenings. Others wake 
bright and fresh, but wind down when evening comes and flop out. For the second morning 
running, we do not receive coffee with our breakfast. Our weekly orders arrived, and we were 
busy carting them in from Matron's office, and checking them. Our attempts to obtain torches 
so that we can read after eight at night were frustrated- the torches and batteries removed 
from our parcels by Matron, as they are not allowed, and must be returned.

Rica bought me an Easter Egg, Sarah gave me soap, Molly and Trudy chocolate. I think 
they are wonderful to think of it. We recall how Julius was torn bfeween the duty that all 
said he should carry out of attending the COD Conference this week-end, and the pleasure that 
he had planned: camping with us at Bethlehem. How nice to have your difficulties resolved fo: 
you! How nice, as well, for all the COD people in Gaol - now they don't have to spend the 
Easter Week-end at a conference.

Too cold to sit outside this morning, and all we can do is sit on our beds - no rocfo for 
anything else. Ann and Winnie, our two book-keepers, are busy doing their accounts. Our joint 
weekly aeza order is bought on one account each week, then must be split among all of us, 
so the gaol records of expenditure are not the same as our private records. Rica and Kay are 
playing chess.

In response to our request for raw vegetables such as carrots and cabbage, we receive a 
bucket of raw potatoes and one of raw cauliflower this morning! No facilities exist here for 
cooking them - how stupid they are.

Because it is Easter, we were locked in f±or lunch at 10.15 a.m. While lunching, I hear 
a commotion at the window of the second cell. Everyone is leaning through the bars greeting - 
.Sonia! She was picked up this morning, arrested in Jhbg on her way from Cape Town to Swazi
land. We give her a great welcome, but are all bitterly sorry that they picked her up. We 
insist there is room for her in our overcrowded cell - there is more room in the one with 
only 6 occupants, but we are her special friends. We squeeze all our beds up and somehow 
manage to make room for another one. Such a lot to hear and to tell. So lovely to see her - 
much nicer if she haxdn't come. We hear about some who have gone to Swaziland.

We are locked in a lot today, only out for much shorter periods.
Myrtle is receiving a high-protein diet that she says she needs for a skin complaint. ! 

ohe has now become a Congenital Cardiac Failure - one of the only three categories for which 
such a diet can be prescribed (the other two are TB and Avitimanosis. She gets some fresh 
fruit, eggs, special meat, and such puddings as custards. The servings are large, and are 
shared out among n&ny.

Winnie and Ann burst in at 5*30 - "We balance!" The books have balanced to the last 
penny - quite complicated with our individual and joint purchases all getting mixed.

We think Mrs. Geldenhuys should go down in history. Sonia was on her way to Johannesburg 
from the West Rand She lost her way, stopped to ask a woman, offered her a lift in. They 
were intercepted by a police car, and both taken to the Grays, in spite of Sonia's insistence 
that Mrs. G. was just a casual pick-up. There she was eventually released, but we are sure 
she will think twice before accepting any offer of a lift again!

Many little unresolved personal problems keep being recalled - hair appointments not 
kept, clothes left at the dry-cleaners, our electric toaster taken in for repair the day 
before my arrest to a little shop the name of which I do not know.

After exercises, how we all enjoy our cup of Ricory and Klim made with hot water from 
the tap. And while we sit in bed during the quiet hour and read and drink it, someone comes 
around with a packet of prunes and dried fruit. Life's little luxuries.'

SATURDAY 16th April.



They sleep on mats on the cement floor - "the traditional African way," we are told, by 
doctors and officials. What callousness in this chill, approaching winter weather. And all 
the African convicts must go barefoot. They scrub the floors and the cement 'stoeps' and 
sweep endlessly with their handle-less brooms. Who can doubt the wrongness of the prison 
system, when seen from inside?
Just when I think there is nothing left to write about, something always happens. We have been 
complaining for days because the Colonel never comes to see us, and none of our complaints or 
requests are dealt with. We have asked Matron several times to pass on our request to see him. 
Today, locked in, we fcsct began our lunch-hour discussion with plans for a determined effort 
to get to see the Colonel. We were promised that he would come today, and we decided that if 
he didn't we would make legal representations, or stage a "stay-out" strike. Just when this 
is agreed, and we are all feeling aroused and aggressive, sounds of keys at our cell-door, and 
our blonde, simple wardress du Toit puts her head in and asks "Anyone want to see the Colonel?" 
"We all want to see the Colonel," we shouted at her. She retires, then comes back to report 
that we may each go to see him, one by one. Sheulamith goes first. She comes back to report 
that she saw the Captain, not the Colonel, (l) The Regulations, that we have requested several 
times, she is now told, are over with the men; we may have them when they have finished.
(2) Books - we must see the Regulations. And so on. And now the Capfcin has gone to iasfe, 
lunch, a d will see the rest of us after 2. We tend to forget that the men must be on to the 
same things as us. What is more, they have lots of lawyers there, while we have only Shulamith 
to explain the legal niceties to us and discuss the legal points. Whatever they are doing,
I have faith in Rusty's abilities - and those of his friends - to look after themselves. It 
appears the men have also been asking for a clock, like us. We simply cannot see what harm

would be done to allow us one cheap alarm clock, so we can regulate our classes through
out the day.

Quite a hectic afternoon, with all our schedule thrown out, lectures and classes abandoned 
Just as we had settled outside in the cooler afternoon sun, we were all summoned to Matron s 
office to see the Captain. I spoke first: (l) Not being allowed to see lawyers was only part 
of my difficulty. I do not know what arrangements Rusty may have made. There must be an 
arrangement made so that we can have a mutual discussion. Imperative that I should be permitted 
to see my husband. The Captain took my name, then said "I believe your husband also wants to 
wee you." "It's mutual," says I. (2) Re my work - I want permission to see the Sec. of the 
Child Welfare Council in connection with the magazine. He noted this down. Then (3), books 
again. We are so short of books, yet it now transpires that we are not allowed to have books 
sent into us by bookshops, or ordered by people o n our behalf. We are only permitted to 
order a specific book on our weekly orders (or books) and have them purchased by the prison 
buying bloke, and charged to our prison accounts - we cannot even buy on accounts we may have 
with bookshops. Of course, we don't know individual titles of Penguin* and Pelican books of 
plays, poems, novels, etc, and can't afford a lot of new books. However, all these questions 
are dependent on the new Emergency Regulations which we are told we will get tonight.

Then others raise points, one by one, some valid, some trivial. Rica was only given one 
letter in three weeks. Although two arrived, one was withheld. The Matron has already raised 
this with the Colonel, and she shows us the official request book, entered and stamped, and 
the official answer, "Not approved". Rose wants to know why she - and all of us - can't be 
permitted to obtain cosmetic and toilet items through her chemist husband. A long wrangle 
takes place about that. Becky wants some dresses dry-cleaned. It becomes a bit of a shambles, 
and I retired outside the office, besause it was becoming tod) disorderly. Afterwards we all 
grumbled about the whole affair, and decided that deputations are better in future - too 
many of us, and too vocal, that's us.

I just had time for a bath - how filthy one gets in this place - when supper was served - 
the usual dog's meat, and the most revolting cold potatoes I have ever seen, full of dark 
lumps and absolutely uneatable. We had half an apple and a bit of tomato each from our own 
rations. Just as we were standing in the nightly line-up, Matron brought the copy of the 
Regulations, which we passed on, unread, to the girls in the other cell, so that Shulamith 
could study them this evening. Later, they managed to get someone to pass them back to us. 
After reading them, we all felt somewhat subdued. Although we knew that many of these 
restrictions applied, reading them, with 30 days saolitary as a penalty for their contraventio 
had a dampening effect on us. We are not allowed to sing, whistle, talk to other detainees, 
and dozens of other things. We didn't even sing after lights out tonight! But we aanaged to 
laugh a lot, all the same.

Visiting day tomorrow. I wonder who wipes Keith's bottom now?
WEDNESDAY 20th APRIL

We all go to sleep too early. Lights out at 8, and after lying in bed for an hour,v© are 
relaxed and tend to sleep. We wake early in the morning, and lie restless, turning over and 
sighing, not even talking for fear of waking those still asleep. Violet and I only start 
whispering to each other about 6.

Visiting day! Grey, overcast, chill, and too cold to sit outside, bit we are all keyed 
up and excited. At the same time we are frantically busy compiling shopping lists and 
arguing about books. How to order without any lists? We want novels, plays and poetry, but 
paper-backs if possible. In the middle of all this, Mrs. Lubbe informs Violet and Shulamith 
that they will be escorted to visit their husbands. Frantic excitement, with offers of 
make-up, hair combings and so on.
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Toni came to see me, with Evelyn. Toni had on a new suit. They brought news of home and 
* the children. I asked Evelyn to buy Toni a birthday present for me, for the 30th. She will 

he 17, and for Evelyn to get me knitting wool, and some warm clothes - we are going to need 
them. We all talk so fast, try to say so much (only conside ably later on came the long, 
embarrassing pauses, witji nothing left to say, and one saying to the other "Well, what else 
can you tell me?")

Sarah came back with anecdoxtes of her mother, vivid and entertaining. We all enjoyed 
them, and share Sarah's Yiddisher Momma. We all share the news and excitement of each one 
who has had visitors. Everything must be related, often several times, and no on must miss 
the slightest sliver of news from others relatives. In this excited atmosphere, classes, 
exercises and everything goes by the board, because of both the cold and the visitors. We 
bathe in a torrent of news all day long - each time the yard gate is unlocked we are all 
ready to pounce on the happy ones who are returning, and squeeze the last drop of informatioi 
personal or general, from them. Some of the news is good, some bad. Today some suspicions 
were planted in peoples' minds.

I saw Bram, together with Molly, Sonia, Matron and the Special Branch. I discussed 
the cash situation, and also asked about our ownja positions - what is being done. Matron 
intervened nd said we could not discuss this. I said there was nothing at all in the 
Emergency Regulations that said we could not discuss this. Bram says he will discuss this 
point with Spengler.

Eli tells Violet we are here till the end of June. Quite likely. I am much more able to 
face this prospect now than when we first came in, when even one week away from the children 
seemed unbearable. Evelyn says Keith is fine now, but they could not have aanaged him the 
first week without Toni. I am so proud of her. Evelyn says Frances is now relaxed and 
settled, They have moved to Fuzzy's house. Always the anticipation of disaster is worse 
than the actual event - for all of us.

Winnie's mother clasped Mrs. Reeding by the arm and cried "Take care of my little girl 
for me!"

Tonight Matron read the Colonel's reply to our requests: I will be permitted to see 
Miss MacK for a visit, but that will take the place of the noraml relative visiting. The 
same applies to Violet and Margaret, who asked for interviews with represe ntatives of 
office and university respectively. We don't want it on this basis. To the request that 
'double detainees' - those with husbands in - should be permitted to write two letters a 
week, one to husbands and one to children: "No." Can we have a watch or a clock? "Not 
considered necessary." Can books that we purchase be donated to the prison library? "No." 
May be buy cosmetsds and so on from the place of our own choosing? "No." And so it goes 
on. We hate their cru&ity and pettiness. Trudy wrote to her family last week - this week 
the letter was returned for her to write her full name on it. A letter I wrote to the 
children last week has not been received yet.

Worried tonight - those suspicions! Do we make nooses for our necks? Mine's always 
sticking out. I resolve to be a quiet, retiring character in future. I write to the 
little ones, all about our day.

HURSDAY 21st APRIL
Yesterday we obtained a copy of the regulations regarding questioning and interrogations, 
dfeom which is seems obvious that we can only safeguard ourselves by refusing to answer 
questions. The picture of our internment begins to take some kind of shape. We will obviously 
be called for questioning, although perhajs not all of us. We will be under oath, and presum
ably must answer; unless some refuse and can get a test case brought to a court of law. I 
personally cannot see a clearly defined path ahead, and take it unquestioningly. We have urgen' 
discussions in groups here and there, once again $iss classes while talking, discussing, 
speculating, guessing.
I had a talk to Dickie about her being so upset yesterday after Dave had called to see her.
When she told me about him, about his inability to face life's stresses, about the friend who
lives with her and who has cancer, I too was near tears. If she is leading a double life, it i;
hard on her. sad, to.contemplate, and moves,to pity, not anger or hate, , , ,We naa a brier, hard aiscssion on the questioning^Business, ana more or less reached agreement
In the middle of it, Gertrude was called. We think she will not be brought back to mingle with
us again. She was terribly agitated and asked for a tranquilliser. She is gentle and sweet,
I hope they are not unkind to her. But we are all on tenterhooks. Each time the yard door
is rattled by a bunch of keys, heads go up from books, study or knitting, and we all watch
to see who is coming through. There is an intermittent procession of prisoners, wardresses
and so on, and the ihnlocking and locking must be done each time.

We are getting an extra blanket each and having our mattresses refilled. We are settling 
in for a long stay.

At lunch-time, we had a lecture. Towards the end, G.came back, flushed and rather up?et. 
She wa3 taken to the Grays, asked questions about friends, Liberal Party meetings, her views 
on various subjects, on the question of religion,£ about her children, her future friends, 
her husband. An d what about "He couldn't have been waiting for the bus?" I spend the whole 
day guessing, feel we can no longer talk in peace, and don't knit, read or sew at all.

Dinner tonight reached a new lows. A few misei’able pieces of the most ghsstly, salty 
meat, with great slabs of the most revolting looking and smelling brown cabbage that ever
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expired on a dog's dish. We all grumbled like mad, and even Mrs. Lubbe said that Matron 
had called the Colonel over to see it. We all ate bread and jam and went to bed hungry.
Will I see Rusty tomorrow? I wonder - I hope. I scarcely ever think of the children at all, 
and can talk about them without that surge of tears.
A touching late night whisper from Gertnude: "Anyway, I like you people better than the 
liberals." Two weeks tonight.

FRIDAY 22nd APRIL. A restless night. A couple of us sing, talk, natter until late. The others 
expire one after the other like ten little niggers. I dream too much, confused and 
troublesome dreams. A great noise and knocking in the night, someone was ill, or else a 
bab£ was being born - we're not sure which; people knocking on doors and shouting In the 
morning two African prisoners come across the yard supporting between them a third, 
woman who looked ill, barely able to shuffle along, with a puffed and swollen look. They 
said tiey had to bath her in cold water, take her back again, and then the doctor would see 
her.
Doris is leaving today. This pathetic, sweet, goodnatured little wokman who was serving 
six weeks for stealing a dress, does not want to }eave. She has no job, no friends or rel
atives in Johannesburg and nowhere to go. She said she came to Johannesburg after the 
invalid she had cared for for 5 years in Bloemfontein died, and the family turned her out, 
not needing her any more. She stole a dress because she was hungry. She even asked Mrs. 
Lubbe if she could take the place of one of us. She has been so happy here. That is the 
saddest thing of all - that anyone could find this place a haven. She has only done domestic 
work, and best of all likes caring for old or sick people. Violet gave her the address of a 
Jewish organisation that may help her find work, caring for someone very old, or for 
someone dying of cancer - "Oh, I love that!" she said spontaneously. The girls found a 
skirt and blouse to give her, and we pictured her when the Fort door was locked behind her, 
standing in the street and not knowing which way to go, unless the Salvation Army lady 
comes to meet her.. She was always so cheerful, loving to joke with us.
Myrtle calledto see her husband. A couple have visitors - most of us had them on Wednesday. 
She came back with many titbits of news that we lap up: enemies have become friends; they 
have more money than we have;,a whispered '3 weeks' - can it be true? a very optimistic 
estimate; they also have daily lectures and exercises.
We had a lecture on hormones at lunchtime from Margaret. Rose's conversation with an Africa] 
cleaning the floors: "Do you know why we are here?" "Yes, because you wanted that we people 
should not have to carry passes and it should not be so heavy for us."
We continue with our 1000-piece jigsaw - our "therapy". We have had the usual visitors- 
day excitement of sharing each others pleasures, but I felt miserable, first because I 
have not seen Rusty, and then because of someone else running the magazine, and also 
because poor Gert is still here, has had news that her mother-in-law, loved by her children 
has died, and she is still here, depressed and disappointed. How cruel they are!

SATURDAY 23rd APRIL
We were almost hysterical with laughter last night. Sarah was telling us why she was dis
appointed when her daughter was born. She wanted a son, because she had such a good name fo: 
him: Anthony Armstrong. Why Anthony Armstrong? It's quite simple. After her father-in-law, 
whose name was Chatzel, which is Charles; he was called Archie, therefore Anthony. He 
landed in England Chatzel Bron, which became Charles Brown. Then we started picturing how 
we would leave the Fort. Rejecting all logical suggestions that we would be released one by 
one, or in small groups, at different times, we pictured ourselves all leaving together, 
going straight to the Skyline for a drink, and since we now have more clothes than cases 
to carry them in, walking out with clothes of all kinds draped over us - Molly said she 
would tie hers in a sheet and carry them on her head.
We woke to cold and pouring rain. We can't go out, and feel our cramped quarters. But as 
soon as the door was unlocked, we were called to the office for our weekly supplies. We 
have ordered more than previously, and had cereal in time for breakfast (with the unpleas
ant milk), and for lunch, the luxury of cream cheese, a roll and cucumber. What heaven! 
Every night we talk food, food, food. We also received our personal orders.
Later on in the morning, we were called to Matron's office to be told of new concessions: 
Two letters a week, two visits a week, text books to be allowed in for study purposes, 
mats and 'bonkies' for our cells. We enjoy every little treat, but always think this augers 
a longer, more settled stay.
We are complaining again. We are tired of being fobbed off by people with insufficient 
authority to give us answers to our questions, or to deal with our complaints. We have 
prepared yet another memorandum, this time to the Director of Prisons, about:
1. Our right to discuss our detention with legal representatives and visitors; in fact ther 
is nothing in the Regulations that says we cannot do this; 2. That we are not allwed watche 
or a clock; 3. Books - text-books alone are not enough. 4. The food: disgusting in appear
ance, poor in quality, nauseating in smell, revolting and entirely inadequate from a dietar 
standpoint; 5. Medical and dental attention. Two of us have been waiting 10 days to see a 
dentist, siid one six days; 6. Visitors: we want better facilities for seeing them; 7. 
Knitting; 8. We make these requests for all the detainees, Africans as well.
Supper tonight was so ghastly, that Margaret and Trudy took specimens straight into Matron' 
office. She iias promises to complain, and we have saved a dish to offer to the Colonel when
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when he should deign to visit us.
Unremitting rain, and our giant jigsaw nears completion. The girls are playing scrabble and 
similar games. Wish my hot water bottle would arrive!
The Emergency costs the country y a million every day. And ■£- a million was the total alloca
tion for developing Bantustaruts!
KB: I have my pencil leads at last!

SUMxiAY 24 th APRIL.
Rain poured down all night long. Rain, cold and Sunday in gaol - what a comManation! We all 
crowd first in one cell and then in the other while small, dark, silent, almost invisible
women carwl under the beds sweeping dust and dirt. The sun does make life here easier. The 
Sunday dirge starts up next door, a dreary, dreary noise. The giant jigsaw is finished.
We resume classes as best we can, all on top of each other, with meals interrupting us at the 
oddest hours. Our lunch-hour lecture today: Causes of the Great Trek, ^cutre and discussion 
were interesting.
Many girls received parcels today. Sonia, Sheila and our 4 co-detainees had warm pyjamas and 
other things that must have come from some 'home comforts' - a cheering thought that others 
are thinking of us, and doing what they can.
I wrote to Fuzzy in an attempt to obtain some poetry books.
The super honoured us with a visit. We showed him the foul meat and cabbage from last night - 
we had to k ep it outside our cell, and even there the smell caused constant comments every 
time someone passed the covered dish. "Well, that does sometimes happen," he remarked casually 
after the smallest possible whiff of it. We asked him again about the dentist, and about the 
three of us who have not seen our husbands. He considered it might be arranged tomorrow, he 
would tell them in time to give the boys a chance to have a shave - I'm positive Rusty shaves 
every day without being prodded by the Colonel. What is infuriating to me is that the Captain 
took my name and request last Tuesday. Of course, the time lag is nothing to them, but each 
hour of each day I wait expectantly, with hair brushed and lipstick ready. T e y  arranged two 
to visit on Wednesday, and one on Friday, and would have done nothing until next Weddesday 
although it is so simple for them to arrange the visit. But we are told that we may visit once 
a week, provided our husbands accept us in lieu of one visit from other relatives.
Not much exercise today, with short turns around the yard between the rain. Our cells are 
really cold, with winds blowing right through. We even did without our exercises this evening, 
sharing our hotwater bottles and socks.

MONDAY 25th APRIL
Matron told Sheila they don't like leaders - each one must speak for themselves. Ereda keeps 
warning me about a certain person. Gertrude has never heard another word, and her request 
that her husband should be informed that she knows of his mother's death, was refused.
This morning we drew up a memo about double detainees - husbands and wives both being det-ined 
and hope it will go further. I write, write, write memos without an end,and it seems to get 
us nowhere. But I can't resign myself to quiet acceptance of a wrong. Just sitting and 
waiting for 'them' to decide to do something seems wrong.
It is really cold again today, with intermittent rain. Disappointed that my warm clothes have 
not been left here. Just when feeling most fed up, I am called for my visit at last. It happ
ened like this: We started Zulu today - a large class, taken by Myrtle, a difficult language. 
We had a lunch-hour lecture on Trade Union experiences by Betty, and were doing shorthand in 
the afternoon, when I decided to ask Matron about the visit. She said she had not yet been 
phoned. I asked her if she would phone, and she promised to do so. Not long after that, we 
three were called to see our husbands. We are conducted by Mrs. Lubbe to the men's prison, 
next door. Walking out in the street gave me quite a dizzy feeling. We gaped at the cats, 
buses, people hurrying about their ordinary lives; it seemed extraordinary that they could be 
so normal, so unaware of us and what went on behind the high walls of the Fort. But it was 
sheer delight just to get outside that prison door and out into the street, even for a minute.
Rusty looked marvellous to me. We had our interview in a warder's office, and we hugged and 
kissed and talked of lots of things. It was a joyous half-hour, and I came away feeling much 
more optimistic about the future. They must let us out some time. Perhaps sooner than I 
thought. I was deliriously happy. Even the weather seemed better, and the whole outlook more 
favourable.

TUESDAY 26th APRIL
Grey skies again, and cold. It's dreary on such days. Sonia has diarrheoa. The doctor actuallj 
cme into our room to see her in bed, and asked for a stool specimen. The dentist came last 
night - at last - and took out Winnie's painful tooth. He was surprised when asked why he had 
not come before, and said he had not been asked to come.
We now have seveal notices up on the wall, l) Our bath roster and kitchen duty, which we do 
in pairs; 2) Our classes schedule, with days and times for the various classes, and 3) our 
menus for the week. The extraordinary productiveness of prison life never fails to fascinate 
us. Today African women prisoners were busy polishing the covers of drains in the yard. To 
get thn hole over Freda's bed covered, sextlsajczthK to keep wind and draft from blowing cold 
and soot onto her bed required 3 or 4 work parties and a considerable amount of mess.
At lunch time we were told of impending visitors. These turned out to be a Dr. Blair from the 
Union Health Department accompanied by our own doctor. They inspected our quarters and we
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crowded around and voiced our complaints about the food, mainly. As soon as we included the 
African detainees -their shocking food, and sleeping on the cement floor, - he indicated that 
we were raising political matters.' His main contention was that most of the things we complainec 
about, such as the lousy, unbalanced diet, were Prison Regulations and couldn't be changed. He 
also trotted out for us the same line about prisoners going out healthier and weighing more 

r than when they came in. We rather overwhelmed ix him with our complaints, and our aggressive 
determination to argue them out. "The Colonel warned me about this," he said. Our schedule 
was completely thrown out by this visit, and the visit of Pr. Yates to the African women. He 
promised to try and send us in plays.
Lunch hour lecture from Kay - "A Case History."
I am tired of this place tonight. Supper was later, and too salty to eat. Just the usual meat, 
wit h pumpkin cooked whole with skins, pips and all, and bread. We had our own salads, but 
these were cold comfort on such a chilly evening. Oh, how I miss my children! And I'm in bed 
when they are sitting down to supper. How dreary such a place can become, when we are so cut 
off and confined. If we only had a date to set our sights on, or a case that we could prepare 

I for - 1
Funny to remember, however, the vigid demonstration that our Sarah gave to Dr. Blair of the 
thin, grey lunch-time soup, ppauring it from cup to basin the better to show its colour and 
consistency.
Sonia is sick and miserable in bed beside me. Sica and I are in bed, the others are pl^dng 
scrabble and bridge in the other room. Tomorrow will be fine, and the sun will come out to 
cheer us up, and it is visitor's day - what joy!

l&DMEbDAY 27th APRIL
But no - rain and cold again. We hear that the bathroom is to be boarded in for us, even a 
door added. A reault of the inspection yesterday, and quick work. It won't seem normal to 
bat., in privacy, without the open, exposed place, with people strolling around.
Two or three girls now have special diets. Margaret is supposed to be on a fat-free diet, but 
has had almost nothing to eat. She discussed it with me, saying I was O.C. Agitation.
No classes today because of visiting, so we crowd in first one room, then the other, freezing 
the whole time. Our quartermasters are preparing the weekly order. What an extraordinary amounl 
of time we spend on food, ordering food, discussing food, preparing food, clearing up, and 
talking about meals all the time.
Sonia is better today. She has been promoted - she is O.C. toilet rolls.
Becky had a visitor today who told her that the paper's say we are going to have an Indian 
summer. "You are only allowed to discuss personal and family matters," reminded Mrs. L.
Sonia, Molly and I were calledtogether to Matron's office to see Bram. This is an extra treat, 
over and above our ordinary visitors, but we have ittle to discuss except snippets of family 
matters, news of the children.
The sun came out and then left us again. We are arranging new lectures. We all find gaol life 
more tolerable when the weather is fine. We have been aqned again not to speak to the European 
women prisoners. They do well with smokes. We are told they are keeping the h.1. women here 
as long as we are here - just to serve us. Winnie asked us what we meant by the hard-labour 
prisoners, who were the hard-labour prisoners. She just didn't connect the work that the 
white women prisoners do with the term hard-labour, and was most surprised to hear that they 
are h-1 prisoners.
Visitors have been waiting hours to get in, and some of us hours to see them. Tony and Evelyn 
came, but it was late, and at our request they let in 4 batches together. I saw Max, Goldie, 
^adine and Rosa, but there was too much noise and the visit was chaotic. I thought Tony 

did not look so bright. There was less to talk about. Keith does not mention us. Frances doesn'1 
go to piano lessons 9 there is no one to take her. Tony was wearing a pretty ring with a big 
green stone - my birthday present to her, she tells me. She is going to a party on Saturday 
night, her birthday. I was depressed. It suddenly seems a long time to have left the children, 
witnout any idea of how much longer it will be. I cam back and wrote letters to Frances and 
Patrick, and did a page of drawings for Keith. I dreamed about the magazine, all anger and 
confusion.

THURSDAY 2bth APRIL
Kitchen duty today. Not my favourite chore. Finer, but still cloudy with intermittent rain. 
Spent all morning preparing my talk on Winnington's book. Had letters from Frances and Pat - 
sp typcial of each of them. Frances says 'I miss you, and wish you were home.' So do I.
Lots of parcels arrived for lots of people, and at last one for me, with the precious 'hotty', 
vest, jersey and knitting woo. After this I felt on top of the world once more, and as happy 
as could be. Hardly went outside today, what with lectures and duties, but on the whole a 
pleasant day. My lecture went on so long it has to be continued tomorrow.
The lack of news is getting us down, and the food is a bit of a trial, but more books arrived - 
I received some with my clothes, and there is more to read and do.
As a result of Blair's visit, they have turned two African wardresses out of a third cell that 
leads off from ours. They have given us an extra table, we put both tables together there, with 
all the bunkies around, and now there is room for most of us - not all - to sit around the 
table together and eat in comparative decency. We looked amusing. We are 21 vomen sitting arouni 
like schoolgirls. The extra room is welcome, but in our own room we are so cramped we ca not



move at all. We also now control our own light switches, but orders are that they must be 
switched off ten minutes after the bell. Three of us keep on talking long after the others 
are dead ducks, I dream about a prison with no entrance.

FRIDAY 29th APRIL.
The sun warms our hearts and hodies. We are well established in our extra room. It makes a 
big difference to our eating arrangements Jean came to se me, and Ivan visiting Sonia,
Bram and Use visiting Molly, were all in together. It was a lovely visit, although we had 
little to say to each other. Jean sawy the school principles, Bonney and Miss Lub, and they 
were both most cooperative, could not have been nicer. Keith and Prances are going to the 
£ischers again this week-end, Patrick somewhere else. This makes it easier for Fuzzy. Tony 
seems to be having a busy social life. Evelyn went with her to buy a coat for her birthday. 
Ivan looked well, and we all thoroughly enjoyed our 'joint' visit, particularly as I was not 
expecting a visitor today.
At lunch time, I concludedthe lecture on the book. We understand we are to be taken to see ou: 
husbands ag in on Monday. With more books ceming in, and restrictions easing a little, life 
is not so bad. After much negotiation, Dickie is permitted to move into the dining room to 
Sleep. Ann and Winnie move to the other room, 1 aving us with only 7 beds in our 12̂ -' x 18' 
room. Our room seems quite empty with so much room.
We had the most revolting curry soup for supper tonight, with 3" of grease floating on top. 
Plus mealie rice and bread. Qur own stores are low. We listen to the voice of Mrs. Reeding 
the yells and shouts, and atch the prisoners polishing drain covers, cleaning out the drains, 
and sweeping the yard with handle-less brooms. What a ghastly life for ti.em. There are a lot 
of African babies.
Tonight Rica and I get up after the others are asleep, and spend a long time gazing at the 
Stars. One in particular.

SATURDAY 50th APRIL.
Sarah woke up miseafeble and crying, with a headache and depression. I wash my hair, and Rica 
puts in the curlers. Some girls suffer from tummy upsets, some are developing facial sores.
We sit in the sun,and to our joy all sorts of books arrived, a particularly big batch for 
Gert, who gives me John Donne poems. Poetry - all sorts of things. I have decided to give up 
classes to devote myself to the things I like doing best. Such lots and lots to read at 
last] Bram's advice to us yesterday was to relax and enjoy the rest, since there is nothing 
we can do. With so many books, for the moment I'm almost prepared to take his advice. I 
honestly would be perfectly happy here if it were not for the children.
It is sheila's birthday today - Tony's too - and our stores arrived, with cakes for the 
birthday and earrings for Sheila from us all, Tony is 17. I hope she is not too sad, I am 
proud of her, and have great confidence in her.
News.' The first three wives came back from their visit full of the most exciting news. Scoop 
and Maloney chucked out on 24 hours notice. Joe's application sent on his behalf - he is now 
petitioning the Supreme Court to be permitted to present his own application, this hit world 
headlines, Scopp contacted the International Red Cross. Monty got ill in the night, his cell 
nates could not akt get anyone to come. In the morning he had 3 specialists, of his own 
naming. Result of the row that ensued: the men are not locked in their separate cells at 
night, but can go from cell to cell, have the lights on late, a special room for 'buckets' 
and a room to eat their food. We immediately raised the question of our own lights and food 
with Matron and within 5 minutes got our answer - lights on till 102 Pood is being considered. 
This is civilisation. The question of being locked up we will take up directly with the 
Colonel. Things are looking up. Also the men are organising a May-Day meeting, with songs.
We want to do the same. Our spirits are immeasurably lifted by these tilings: to know that far 
from being forgotten, people outside, and throughout the world, are agitating on our behalf 
And it's marvellous to have this contact. When we were first detained the intention was to 
hold us completely incommunicado, unknowing and unknown, but bit by bit the whole thing broke 
down. First visitors, then letters, then husbands, then books, and so on. We may even be 
permitted a visit from our children - but will I be able to keep from crying, and what about 
Keihh?
Lunch hour lecture today was Myrtle on the A.E.M., very interesting. Mrs. Strydom - young, 
liquor, £160 or 18 months, had the balance of her fine paid today, and went out in a blue and 
white floral dress and black hat, looking like a human being again, and crying b cause she 
was going to see her children.
Yetta's letter from ̂ artin made me cry: "The house is so lonely without you . . .  I hope you 
are not cold and lonely." We then set about drawing up yet another memo to the Colonel , with 
out latest complaints, which are;

l) FOOD. It continues to be revolting, uneatable. We want something better t an meailie 
meal and bread for lunch. The curry soup was disgusting. This is NOT the exception, as the 
Colonel said, but the rule. 2) We want plates, knives and forks, in the place of the tin 
bowls and plastic spoons that we must use for eating. 3) We want more lockers and wardrobe 
speace - we now have summer and winter clethes for 15 in one wardrobe, as we may receive 
clothes, but are not permitted to send any home. 4) Special diets have not been satisfactor
ily provided for our ulcer and fat-free diet cases. 5) Clocks. We consider it necessary to 
have one to use our day to the best advantage, and we repeat our request. 6) Locking in at 
lunchtime and at night. 7) Our mealtimes are most unusual, particularly on week-ends and 
holidays. 8) Our children. Since we have no news of how long we are to be here, it is 
essential for us to see them. Being 'cared for' doesn't compensate; for deprivation under
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under circumstances that are quite incomprehensible to the younger ones.
At a birthaay party for Sheila, we had pastries, tea, and presented the/£ift of earrings. We 
sing 'Happy Birthday' , and they then all sang it again for Tony. Andfflkr.ad the inspiration of
our incarceration: a hunger strike if we are not charged or released within a certain time. 
Everyone delighted with this. We agreed in a general fashion on giving one week's notice of our 
intention, and set the limit for action on their part at 5 weeks. This cheers us all immensely.
We wrote out a selection of songs for May Day to remind us of the words. We did our exercises 
be ore supper, and had a 'late' buffet supper that we all enjoyed. Lights on until 10 proved 
so unusual that some of the girls were asleep before we switched off. Reading late in bed was 
a treat. I couldn't get to sleep, and heard the late-show traffic in the street. The lavatory 
was blocked again.

KAY 1st - SUNDAY.
Brilliant sun thes morning, and some with second thoughts on the hunger strike that we will 
thrash out later on. But some action we must take. A note from the others with some news. A 
sermon this morning from Fr. Yates, a diffident, nervous, well-meaning person. We all went, ju?t 
for the change, and he tried to tell us what he could, which isn't more than we know. He gave 
us a talk about sheeps jumping down from crags, which may be an attempt to give us inspiretion, 
or may not.
One of those hopelessly busy days again, in which we get nothing done.' May Day was kept with a 
lunch-hour talk by Betty 'May Days I remember' - very enjoyable, then we began singing. We rang 
'Green Grow the Kuses', 'Joe Hill' and Mayibuye', and were going to sing more,when we were 
unexpectedly unlocked and summoned outside. All three doctors were doing a new tour of insppctio 
with a big board with accommodation details of all the various groups in their quarters, space, 
lavatory facilities, and so on. They talk about arranging a lavatory and wash basin for Cell 3. 
promise us some sports equipment, plastic knives and forks, and enamel plates. A lot of discuss
ion on the possibility of heaters for our cells, and a lot of nattering about mattresses, etc. 
This took ages and ages, and made many of us impatient. We went back to our room to open a vita 
discussion on our own future. Many opposing views were expressed, though in the end we reached 
common agreement, with 2 possible exceptions. We agreed on a document in general terms, to be 
re-drafted. I wonder if we know what we are in fori
Dr. Blair also suggested that we might see our children. Wore concessions to public opnion. 
Generally, in spite of a sense of disorder and wasted time, a May Day to remember.

MONDAY 2nd MAY
Food - or lack of it - still a big topic. Our own orders now larger, so that our supplemented 
meals are considerably improved. This morning we were all taken to see our husbands - six of 
us together. Violet, not expecting to go, had just washed her hair, and was caught with wild 
locks waving. Once more we went outside the walls, and saw the streets and cars. We saw Gert's 
husband. We had to wait a long time in the entrance passage, and heard afterwards that this 
was because the men refused to go in six together, and were having a long argument. It was a 
most satisfying visit. Told Rusty details of the operation, and he approved. Explained that we 
left it to them to take what action they might think fit. It was interesting to hear that the 
men had arriged at the same decision that we did yesterday - just about the same time - that we 
are tired of beefing about personal comforts and complaints. We all agreed 'no more.' It was 
correct at first, but now has degenerated to petty complaints, while our main aim should be 
to complain about being here at all. And also to try and do something about the African women.
We heard quite a bit of in emational news that we did not know. He advised us to make a formal 
application to the Colonel for a member of Parliament to visit us, and to get information re the 
hunger strike to such a source so that it could be raised in Parlimanet, otherwise the papers 
may not handle it. Sgid the new Colonel who had just taken over is a real B, and they already 
had a clash with him. Due to the delay beforehand, and the wait while we visited in threes, we 
were back well after lunch time. We reported to all after lunch, then four of us sat down to 
make copies of our document, 1 for the Colonel, 1 for M.P., 1 for legal visitor, and an extra 
one to another source for safety's sake. Arranged to send these latter before the official 
coomunication. We discussed various details, such as the possibility of having our rooms 
searched, and what to do, and if 2 or 3 nay be ill, how we will protect them. Also to start 
immediately if any action is taken against us beforehand, such as being separated, solitary 
confinement, etc. Very happy to think we can still try to be masters of our own fate, not 
completely pawns in their hands.
Three real hoboes arrived this afternoon, such women as I have seldom seen in my life, flotsam, 
with dirt, sores and dissolution all over them. The other h-1 women indicated their dislike of 
them, a social barrier was immediately evident. New African women prisoners lined up outside 
gave us the salute and smiles. The puzzle-fans started a round, Aladdin jig-saw. I began my 
fair-isle knitting. We are still overjoyed at the extra lights-on time at night.

TULSDAY 3rd I-AY
A gorgeous day. We all signed the document. Rose is drawing up a 'bowlby' statement re the child 
ren for the doctors - at their suggestion. Between us, we must have written reams and reaax 
since we came here. 2 documents went out, now the official one is going in. Kay is ill this 
morning - the conditions are trying for her. We all signed both documents, and they have both 
gone in. Freda, signing, said "I want to read this first." "That's right," said Mrs. L, "you 
shouldn't sign anything you haven't read - you might land yourself in chooky." We consider -uch 
wit remarkably amusing.
We are told to line up for the new Super. (Dairy up to this stage went out.)
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Our Pood Cotanittee met this morning to discuss various details of our proposed plan.
Lunch-hour talk today was Shulamith on Zeerust, an enthralling and sad story, to be continued 
tomorrow.
After many attempts, we actually started rehearsing our play-reading (Moliere's 'The Kiser’) 
Sonia is supposed to be producing. All she did was to draw up a suggested cast, hadd the book 
to us, and bury her head in the circular {jig-saw. We have been taunting her and threatening to 
report her to Cecil. The question is what time we can possibly arrange a full play-reading.
The new Super came today. We had to line up in one straight line and wait. Then his highness 
appeared, muttered good-morning, slapped his thigh! with a baton, and went, off again.
Rica had a bisy day, setting lots of heads of hair. Everyone wants to look nice for their 
visitors tomorrow. Rista had a letter from Jack saying nothing except that he loves her, and 
she is furious. I wrote to Ma, Olga and Vera on Sunday and hope it will be posted soon. I get 
lazier and lazier, and I am more than content to sit reading and knitting, or sketching.
We spend masses of time conspiring and getting o er the rules. The cigarette business, for 
instance. Warned against giving any to the prisoners, or even leaving stompies around, yet al 

day hand-outs go on. The slight gesture of hand towards the mouth becomes monotonous, partic
ularly from one particular woman, who has a conditioned reflex whenever she sees any one _of 
us even glancing her way. And the ones who pause as they pass our door, glancing back witb> 
furtive eyes.
Supper tonight was a foul-smelling, grey soup, possibly made of unwashed cauliflowers. We had 
adequate food of our own, although I think I never again will eat cabbage salad once I am out 
of here. Lunch today was the first from the new 'Officer's Mess' cook, a very slight improve
ment.
I had a pang of horror tonight at the idea conceived from the air that I may be departed.
Three of us are left awake tonight, talking again. Sarah suddenly sits up in bed and says:
"Now I know you're not normal - lying in gaol in the middle of the night and talking about 
the sex-life of the elephant!"

WELiMLSliAY 4th MAY
The noises of the night are behind me. First the penny-whistle record that goes on and on, 
endlessly repeating the same slight theme; then the traffic, muffled, but busy; when that 
dies down, the faint but clear sounds of trains shunting, and train whastles. Waking early', 
after 4 in the morning, the train sounds disappear agaxmt into early traffic and other 
noises.
A lazy, beautiful winter morning, but there is great activity among the girls, with hair-dos, 
faces being made up, and a parade of smarter clothes - some discard slacks for the first time 
in a week. All this for the benefit of our visitors, who can barely see our faces behind the 
mesh and don't notice what we are wearing. But the dressing up and pluming improves everyone's 
morale.
Sonia, Molly and I are called to see Bram, and had half an hour of sheer chit-chat with the 
SB sitting next to us. I signed a power of attorney for Bram and Harold. We simply could not 
discuss anything worth while. Jos came to see Sheila and brought her wool to knit him a 
jersey - chest 491
At lunch time we were called out to line up for the Super. He was extraordinarily nervous 
(are we so terrifying?) - his hands quivering, his baton slappinga* against his trousers. 
ne dealt with requests put in some time ago: Not being locked up: answer, not possible.
Watches or a clock - against prison Regulations. Then the request to see our children: did *' 
we really think it advisable from their point of view? Wouldn't it be harmful for them? We 
said the experts said otherwise. Surely if it is explainedto them why their mothers or 
parents have left them, they will understand? I exploded with anger. Explain to a child of 
three why both parents disappear in the middle of the night and don't come back again. We 
argue back and forth, but the girls speak clearly against his lack of understanding. We 
asked him to discuss it with Dr. Blair. We think he is nervous of speaking to us.
At lunch-time we discussed our HS business, and agreed on various things. I think we are doing 
it the right way - certain people must be protected, who and how must be our decision, not 
theirs; finding out about the effect of aspirins or sleeping pills when not eating; leaaving 
certain stores; obtaining certain foods when we want to break the HS.
After lunch, visitors start again. Suddenly Mrs. Lubbe tells Dickie to get all her things and 
go with her. The girls sat in the quadrangle astounded. I went into the room, found her madly 
packing. She was quivering with excitement and near tears. In five minutes it was all done. ^  
Shouts of goodbye. She had gone. Jane left, with double promise from ^etty.
Next Tony came to see me. She read me Frances' and Patrick's reports. Frances was top, with 
very good marks. Pat seems to be slipping behind. She told me about her birthday, money 
presents and a necKlafe from the U.S.A. Marylyn has promised to bake a chocolate chiffon cake 
with "Welcome Home" on it when I come out. Frances talks to herself in front of the mirror, 
"Good morning, Frances, hurry up and get dressed for school," "Take off your school uniform, 
Frances." Keith asked "When are my Mummy and Daddy coming home from gaol?" "Does he remember 
us?" I asked, surprised. "Of course," said Tony scornfully, "he's getting on for three and a <V half."
Shulamith finished her Zeerust talk at lunchtime, and in between this excessively busy day
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