
HOW IT ALL Passes for women have come to Joburg. They’re 
greeted with a song and a dance as hundreds of 

BEGAN women rush to protest, to get themselves arrested.

THE BATTLE
of the women

Pictures by Jurgen Schadeberg and Peter Magubane

WORD flew round at fantastic, veld- 
fire speed. It passed from mothers 

to daughters, neighbours to friends. It 
passed in plain gossip over the fences and 
hot talk inside the buses. This was the 
bush telegraph of the towns. Also, leaflets 
from the A.N.C. fluttered about, just in 
case some people said “We believe only 
in the written word.”

The urgent message to all the women 
was: “Passes for women have come to us 
here in Joburg. The clerks are giving them

to domestic servants at the Market Street- 
Pass Office.”

Hundreds of women from Sophiatown 
gathered on the morning of October 28, 
and marched upon Johannesburg to pro
test to the Native Commissioner. And 
hundreds of them were arrested, including 
many who had just blundered into the 
stream. Trucks, vans, riot squad cars, 
took them to Newlands police station, just 
around the corner 
from Sophiatown. PLEASE TURN OVER

OFF ON A Mamas with babies. Single 
women. None needs to be 

■JOY RIDE' urged into the pick-ups 
which take them to jail.



THE WOMEN 
COME TO TOWN

Those in jail are far from 
FOOD IS forgotten. Willing helpers
PREPARED for tl.,Pm . inA.N.C. offices m the city.

But you would not have guessed that this 
was the serious business of arrest for some 
breach of the law. It looked like a great 
festival. The women sang, and danced and 
pranced, flailing their arms and poking out 
that defiant thumb. Quite frankly, they were 
thoroughly enjoying themselves. Indeed, in 
the jails, they invented a new song: “The 
Black Mkn’s Enemy is the Pass.”

And as the day dragged on, and as the 
word went round, wider and wider, more 
women went to town to get themselves 
arrested.

Wednesday, the following day, Alexandra 
got inflamed. (During the bus boycott

TEAR-GAS BOMBS 

ARE THROWN

A batch appears in the Magistrate’s Court 
for “traffic obstruction.” That means a 
clay in town for the crowd of women who 
gather outside to show their feelings.

The police throw tear-gas bombs to disperse the 
crowds. With tears streaming from their eyes, women 
flee through the haze, police heavy on their heels.



THROUGH III court. The women listen ^  'NUMBER' AND Over 130 are on trial this day. They jam the
A w i u n o w  ^ ow ai,(l then a baby’s corridors as they sit —  each with her number —

WINDOW cry disturbs the legal talk. HER CHILD some grim, some laughing during the interval.

Alexandra inflamed Sophiatown; now 
Sophiatown was returning the courtesy).

More and more women said, “We’d rather 
go to jail than carry the pass.” And they did, 
in swarms: schoolchildren, and grannies, too. 
Even some males because some of the babies 
that went along with mama were boys. -

This was the biggest, best-organised 
resistance since the bus boycott proved that 
there is a “ghost” organisation with surprise 
tactics.

Newspapers shrieked day after day: 
NUMBER OF WOMEN ARRESTED 
SOARS TO 900, “DOMESTIC SERVANTS 
NOT AT WORK.” Some seemed mainly in

terested in the shortage of domestic servants 
becoming acuter and acuter.

Then came the court cases. The charges? 
Obstruction of traffic. Fairly trivial. Illegal 
procession. Still. There was talk of other 
charges. More serious.

And officials were doing gymnastics to 
explain that a “reference book” was not a 
“pass”—though African women were ad
vised that soon not having a “reference 
book” will be an offence.

Meanwhile, people of all races collected . 
food for the arrested women, and the Con
gress offices in Bezuidenhout Street turned 
into a big cafeteria.

There were still ugly moments to come, 
like on October’s last Thursday. The day 
when the police hurled tear-gas bombs at 
large crowds of spectators outside the Jo
hannesburg Magistrate’s Court. Babies were 
tear-gassed and blood flowed from some 
people’s limbs. Later, our own photographer, 
Peter Magubane, came out with bleeding 
lips after a clash with the police.

The women remained unshaken. The 
figures of those arrested rose rapidly to 
2,000. Some were discharged, some bailed 
out, some remanded.

PLEASE TURN OVER



■

HUT AfiAIN Home with a smile. The women have been fined, remanded or discharged. They have not been deterred,
even though many of them have had to leave their families to the kind mercies of others for days.

But at home life was bleak. Mrs. Elmah 
Mtshazo, of 29 Gibson Street, Sophiatown, 
went to jail with her 18-year-old daughter. 
She returned to find that her 9-year-old 
daughter was critically ill. The little girl 
died next day.

Then pregnant Mrs. Anna Monnakgotla 
had to be rushed out of jail on her first day 
there. She was panged with birth pains. Her 
baby is ill.

Mrs. Margaret Maimane slept in jail with 
her two kids (5£ years and 3 months). Her 
husband has not been working since the 
“stay-at-home” last July. He was fired be

cause he stayed away from work. Shortly 
before Mrs. Maimane went to jail, her 
husband was arrested and fined £3 for not 
having a permit.

Mrs. H. Makgothi is the wife of an ex
treason suspect who is also a TB patient. 
They have a small baby, and Mrs. Makgothi 
is the sole breadwinner for the family. She 
was jailed, too.

An old woman, Mrs. Ndlovu, who lives by 
what she earns from odd jobs, found her 
house burgled and her property stolen when 
she returned from jail.

Mrs. Violet Matlou is pregnant and has

four children. Her husband is out of work 
and is one of the 91 treason suspects. Her 
family had to make do without her when 
she went to jail.

From these victims alone — and there are 
dozens of others with similar and worse 
troubles — it is clear how determined this 
resistance to passes is. Especially because 
most of them are taking it with a smile. 
Only, a grim smile.

Meanwhile, the men have stood by, looking 
on, bewildered and stunned. And as one. of 
them said: “God, the women are showing 
us something!” 0

REJOICING  

AT H.Q.

The holiday atmosphere of the pass struggle is carried 
from the street and the court to the A.N.C. office, 
where women, from the girl to the grannie, jubilate.

A TREAT None goes home empty-handed.
Supporters give food to 

AWAITS those who come from cou£t.



It is the women the police are most concerned about. But there is still time 
DRUM photographer Peter Magubane outside the Magistrate’s Court. No charge 
him: perhaps because he committed no offence! Yet he comes out of it all with

AND THE 

CAMERAMAN

to “deal with”  
is laid against 
a bleeding lip.



And everybody is out. 

But mainly it's a night 

out for the girls, for 

the bright things who 

have always dreamed  

of a Yankee accent  

close to their eager  

ears; for the seaman's 

touch; the tang of the 

briny as the music lulls 

them seductively on

T
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