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' - * s V i | ^ = —  ' ^ Z q _  v v  V - o V  ^ 0 - 0  O c \  l v  ^ R V o o ^ x J i

V  C^aA-^
^  V  V  ^  C V W - A \  \x2- cJSo\€

6 c » i < v O  (̂ ) r  ■C ^ X '% ^ R  <

V̂$r~ Vv«x^C_

^ v o ^ s s v y  <^ ' ' £ ’ * \ ^ c l -'<i_
'®-V«>^0 ' "Vo ^

_  o ^ e -  " \ \ 1 q _  ^ X ^ o r - - < s < ~ y = s r - c >  ^ v \ \  ^  < = ^ \
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■ŝ  CX>-N^,  i > 0 .  \ \ — Q _  v _ > « ^ f \  A . ' V ^ - '  -> ' ^ - N  v  ^  --- ---------- -- ^  ---------

^  A  ^ v  ^ ° '  ; \ '

\ i C 3 i C . V -  V t = X - ^ ' f N - fck ‘  V ^ ^ X C - S k  < 5 ir^ -

V  ^ io a o o ^ i ^  'Vv^ctA^^O-V.^ A a .^ tL ^ v < i O W  1 \g-̂ . csLS
cvv?. •JAsaJr̂ - ' \~J*X <5_S^vVt:\

~̂\ScL, C3̂ S.P<MLa,̂ -/
^  r - v  A \ < L s l - £  \ V ^ A o V .

v ^  y V ^ Q . Vwvxrxvys^ ^JC)«-jOrs Sr-

^-<WC^=^^^v-x_Q^ ca>-\̂ Cr\x!̂  <^00 VsG_ Q̂ X̂ k.Ĉ v 'T'T̂SL VV^ CVX-M ^>VcvO _̂ . (\ (\̂
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<- ^ D ' ~ V < ^ ^ <̂ ^^rs<^euv̂  ^Cb-rixavA-̂  rvl~££> ,

T̂" <La Avv̂ \ ^ \* X  I^ U q , (VVoi'v O'-J'X

Vx£)tvVui> ^\o<V^ ClC\ ^V^C I/O cmv'*Ijv̂
C s * \  .. v)X v ^ ^ i r  ''A  A U _ 4  V.-«W»,

s J ^  , < - « * l W  , ^
-x------W T ^ l £ + o £ « U ,

^  V ^ .ra^  ''w js x̂ e ^ A V kW4 -1̂ °^
^  ^ % .^ rx > c^ V' , "\Wz_ otkoJs. \jOcvj<JsŴ
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jour-e. V3 |.̂ V̂ V | Q ^  '.rsygn.j liffl̂  ioe>>: ).\Qgjtrdl

eo«r

or



{£)
3^Sm  V  V-ar . <̂'cv-£)—

V ^ x k  -V- v > = * ^
^xA^s. . ^WoA o^>^\v^ V°r-

Vo \V^"
•<2_«^-Ck.V)\ ^  V ^ O J "  \ o  v o ^ c a ^ t  vj^\\\,— V^ ^ M ~ "

CLXvAAvitv̂  O-OeKW l^- ^
V-coO Va^.xv V-QJ" CXv^ A i lV  o  [s S I 'fx-C_jt2_ /oJr \5 (
SVa. vcx^j.V v e ^ - > ^ J2̂  ^ c o » r s  r̂ ->i<\£iL(vo (r\

V ~ Q y _ T 2 > & _ § L ' V ®  ^ e » _ \ \ < J j p i  \ r s  \ o  0 ^ 2 .  i^ > - 3 ' i \ V - - <V .  

%  v j € _ o ^

^rCXLrv\£^ V o  \^£2- \v^ V °  —  V^-5~ < ^
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It's inarch already! 1993

Dearest F'adi
That was such a happy letter from you I almost sat down and answered it on the spot 
but realised that there must be a decent interval between letters, otherwise we 
would have time for nothing else. I really enjoyed hearing about your trips, and 
your house renovation. Now Nandi's room is your office, where does the visitor 
sleep? And the birthday parties sounded wonderful. Make the most of the next ten 
years. I've decided that women are at their best from 40 to 60. At GO I finally 
renounced the obviously unattainable romantic dreams that I had lived with, which 
doesnt mean I resigned myself to being old - I'm angry at that, not resigned.
I am sure your decision not to return at present is a wise one. There's so much 
to say about this - about those who have returned, and the inevitable family 
splits and sorrows. The title of roy book - ’The Rift' - is taken from a quote 
of Edward Said: 'Exile is strangely compelling to think about, but terrible to 
experience. It is the unhealable rift forced between a human being and a native 
place, between the self and its true home. Its essential sadness can never be 
surn.cuntsd.' This is so absolutely right - it is an unhealble rift, and in some 
ways saddest of all is the illusion that return cam heal the rift. (The book, 
by the way, is to be launched in SA at the Weekly Mail tiook Week, first week in 
September, and I expect to be going there for the launch. A small compensation 
for the publisher's constant delays in publication.)

When did I last write to you? Did I tell you about hour house? It is a semi-detached 
box, with little boxes of rooms in an appallingly dull post-war housing estate, and 
we bought it because of the garden - it overlooks Oxford canal and has trees, and Rusty 
is fully occupied tearing the interior to pieces and putting it together differently. 
Since we moved, I've done nothing creatively, and hate it, filling all my days with 
mundane things, going to the shopsd, preparing meals, trying to exist on what is 
virtually a building site - the first few weeks with all the kitchen on the floor as 
R tore it to pieces; now it is functioning & much better, but the mess £oe3 on - 
you had it, so you know. Incredible pervasive fine dust over everything. Friends envy 
my capable do-it-yourself husband, butfce is also an elderly man who is much slower 
than he usea to be. I'm vegetating. We watch television (news, documentaries and 
nature films). We eat our evening meal watcning the news, heart-searing pictures of 
starving stick children in desolate camps (the scenes from Somalia - unspeakable} and 
dreadful visions of cruelties, war, torture, death. And we sit and watch and eat 
our satisfying meals; read a little; go to bed early. Somehow, although I cant see a 
way to change it, it isnt a way to live. Yet I'm pleased we moved, however dispruptive 
it's been, as London is so much nearer, I can see people from time to time, and one of 
these days, I tell myself, I will start painting.
Will you come to England this year? Do you know Oxford? If you can ignore the tawdry, 
ugly, endless industrial Oxford, Cowley Oxford, with its mean streets of endless 
terraced or semi-detached houses, if you just turn your eyes to the city itself, it 
is incomparable. Marvellously beautiful, endlessly fascinating. I've been able to 
gop to the Ashmolean, and see some exhibitions, and we even go to the cinema (wnich 
by the way I love, better than the theatre) which we coula never do in Dorstone.
We know one family here - Sadie and Charles Berman (you, a Capetonian, would not 
Gemember him, but he had a jazz band and played the trumpet). Sadie I love. V.'hen 
you wrote about walking around with a towel, it reminded me that I actually had to 
ring Sadie one day and say 'Can I come and use your lavatory?' The floor was up, 
central heating being installed. Bathing? I gave it up for a while. Still I feel like 
a visitor here, wondering sometimes what I am doing in Oxford. Nothing, really.
I think what really depressed me these last few weeks was the eternal greyness, the 
cold and dark. It's lifting at last, all the sip,n3 of Spring and new growth, 
but so many grey days! The lack of light is awful, the lack of space, the loss of 
horizons, of sky* That's why, in the end, you must leave Sweden, and that's why 
Africa remains like a great gash in one's heart - or as Frances once said, it is 
a hole in the heart that can never be filled. Anyway, come and see us here, and we 
can talk about our lives and the horrible old world and powerlessness.



Sfadi Gray
flellwansgatan 24, 3tr., 

S—118 47 Stockholm

Sweden

We seen to have been out of touch with ANC affairs - I wonder what is happening in 
your neck of the woods. Billy? Is lie still there?
(Lunchtime break,
Hot to worry about forgetting the photos. They have become irrelevant.
I’m not so depressed as this letter may make me sound. England’s not a nice 
country any more, gets nastier every day, immeasurably damaged by the tv. is ted 
morality of the Thatcher years, continuing with our present government - 
John Major's answer to the child crime problem; We must condemn mere and 
understand less. I keep thinking of two little boys, ten years old, .vac 
killed a coddler of two. Condemn yes, but somehow the thought of ^ ten- 
year-old, arraigned in court for murder . . . .

Db well, nothing more to say. But much love. And to Nandi, when you see her*.



Dear Hilda and Rusty,

Even if I am late with my greetings, they are nonetheless sincere. I wish you a veiy happy 
and heMry, peaceful a id  prosperous, a id—dare we say i ?—free and aemoadic 1993!
Thanks for your greetings. Moving is always an upheaval. It takes time to find the nice bits.

1992 turned out to be remarkably good to me, I note with some surprise. It included three 
trips abroad: Israel, New York and Cape Town, with a weekend in Princeton, ten days in 
Johburg and a stop-over in London. My first visit to Israel was fantastic! Was north as far as 
a kibbutz on the Lebanese border ana south as far as the most southerly oasis on the Dead 
Sea, in Gaza, on the West Bank, and met Palestinians and Israelis engaged in all kinds of 
bridge-building. I went to New York to enjoy free lodgings on Manhattan's East End, while 
my friend Ann was still working there. Saw a lot, from an exhibition on African-American 
and Jewish relations, to the immigration museum on Ellis Island. Walked across the Brooklyn 
Bridge, took the Staten Island Ferry and discovered a sculpture garden in New Jersey.
Visited the City of Peace—Philadelphia—with my cousin Carol lives in Princeton with her 
family. In SA I had a tour to my roots. Aunt Sophie in Johburg told me a lot of family history;
Miracle Mother, whose pace-maker has given her a new lease on life, gave me access to old 
family albums and many of her memories. I stayed with Ronnie for a month, getting to know 
him as an adult and had a few days with his daughters, too. Wonderful, wonderful.

Nandi is now more-oHess grown-up and has definitely moved out, which is a mixed blessing.
She's busy with her school-leaving certificate, had a very successful operation to reduce her 
breasts just before Xmas and has made a rapid recovery. W e had a tree for old times sake.

Mid-year the landlord ripped out the bathroom floor. For about two and a half months I 
wandered round with a towel in my handbag, showering at the friends I visited. By mid- 
August I had a new fully tiled bathroom. When I got back from SA at the beginning of 
November it was time for the rest of the flat. Each room was freshly wallpapered, the lounge 
floor sanded, the kitchen repainted with new lino on the floor, and all cupboard and room 
doors were resprayed. As I could only afford to throw out the unrepairable, I repainted a lot, 
not only bookshelves, but also details like a footstool, the toilet-roll holder, two wicker 
baskets, my alarm clock and some lamps. I invested in a new mattress, a sofa, a set of black 
metal shelves, four lamps, a piano tuning and a total reorganization of all books and papers.
Nandi's bedroom is converted into an office. It's so pretty I hesitate to rehang my pictures!

All this seems symbolic of my decision to remain in Sweden at least for the next few years.
First Nandi should finish her education and then it will be time to think about my retirement 
and the pension due to me. Have given up on the idea of ever making a lot of money, difficult 
to do so in my line of business, where the sellable assets are my time and skills, and there's 
a limit to self-exploitation. So I am trying to think in a practical way about my future.

Turned 50 in December and celebrated with two parties, one in each of my home towns. We 
were 24 at Andy's Bistro in Cape Town on the last Friday in November, where we were 
served fabulous food and drank estate wines I bought with Ronnie when we were returning 
from five days with his three daughters at the mineral springs in Montagu. Nearly 60 friends 
attended my buffet dinner in Stockholm on Sunday 13th December. Nandi was mistress of 
ceremonies, made a couple of her own speeches and had everyone in fits when, to hail that 
part of my life, she read a poem in a German accent. Other speakers represented the Dinner 
Group |we meet once a month and take it in turns to serve food], South Africa, the solidarity 
movement, my women friends, my Jewish heritage and my Swedish family (my step-son,
Samuel, did tne talking!. An old friend, a professional jazz and blues pianist who lives in the 
south of Sweden, came to play for me and the party was held in beautiful rooms overlooking 
Lake Malaren. W e did our own catering and two or Nandi's friends helped with the serving.
I wore a top of gold sequins embroidered with black beads and couldn't have felt happier.

The only cloud on my personal horizon is that I am behind with work I promised. Do check 
your address file to see that you have the slight changes to my phone number and zip code. .
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27 July 1993

Dearest Madi,
The reason I delayed over replying to your letter was because of the book;
I’ve been so shattered and depressed about the way the publishers have 
fucked me up that it is only now that the matter is more or less resolved 
that I can bear to write about it.
Trivial upsets, really, compared with what you have been facing, the total 
demanding overall necessity to fight the cancer and the necessity to find 
ways of dealing v/ith the treatment - to get your body wholesomely right, 
operating on its own. I really feel for you and understand very well. I I
don’t know if I told you about Keith; he had a malignant growbfc in his 
mouth — had to have eight teeth removed, horrible operation - but no chemo
therapy because the surgeon was convinced that they had totally disposed of 
whatever it was (they could not categorise it). Two years later, lump in neck; 
this time, after removal, radio and cherno—therapy, a treatment that has affect 
some glands and changed the shape of his face, but he is well, and so far 
no recurrence. But he also complained of the tiredness that went with the 
treatment. The whole affair had quite a strange, positive effect on him, 
first in his very up-beat and positive attitude twwards the operations, etc, 
(months of prothesis for his teeth) but also about his change towards life 
generally and himself: the first time he was able to confront and accept his 
past in SA and what had happened to us. Previously he had shut it out 
totally, refused to remember or talk about it, or read my books.
But for you I’m sure that alternative foods and healing treatment is the 
thing, although we have to accept much of the medical establisnment's 
knives and drugs, and I’m happy it was caught early, 30 the prognosis is 
good (my sister—in—law had to have both breasts amputated and glands under 
the arm, and that was years ago and she's been clear ever since.) When I 
think how all of us battle through our lives with so many extraordinary 
events it doesn't seem fair for such random, malicious happenstance to be 
visited on us as well.
The booksaga. My publishers, Jonathan Cape (very good imprint) are one firm 
in the conglomerate, Random House, which is an American, not British, firm, 
and in turn is part of a financial empire run by a man, Newhouse, who makes, 
among other things, Reebok shoes. So when Random House, and Caoe, lose money 
because of the depression, they start shuffling around their authors, give 
priority obviously to the money-makers. The managing director of Cape, David 
Godwin, gave me a horrible run-around. He flattered and appeased me constant
ly while keeping on postponing publication - from last year to January this 
year, from January to July (it appeared twice in Cape’s booklist) and then 
from July to September, despite my protests; I gave in under pressure from 
both him and my agent, with the promise of a launch at the VfH Hook Week in 
September (the thought of a trip mollified me somewhat.) Tften in March he 
came from London to Oxford to tell me he had decided to publish the book as



as a 300-page trade paper-back. The book is more than 600 pages,.was 
accepted as that anci listed as that and paid forv and it was all in breach 
of contract, the date, size, etc. Well, long story, but litigation was not 
on; I demanded that he publish according to contract, as it now stands, 
or reliqquish all rights on the book. 1 wanted to find another publisher, 
but that, obviously, even if I had, would have postponed publication for 
ages. He gave in, but said he would publish in March, which I think is the 
worst possible date (everyone looking forward not back). But shortly after 
this, a new manager was appointed over him, he left Cape, I had interview 
with the new personnel, they were very nice and apologetic about what he had] 
done, and will publish the book as it stands now, but it won’t be until 
some time next year - eighteen months later than it should have been.
I'm happier nowGodwin has left Cape, but it's been traumatic for me - three j 
years hard work, the way I felt obligated to all who I interviewed, the fact) 
that I felt it was recording something very important. I began to lise 
faith in the book, and in myself. Maybe I, and my wonderful editor Candida 
(who Godwin sackedtfdddnd that's why it all happened) had been wrong - she 
thought the book was so marvellous and important. Perhaps all this has 
affected my ability to start painting again. I talk about it, I intend to,
I want to - and I don't. I mess around, find I can fill days, weeks, with 
just ordinary things, going to Sainsbury's, doing the washing, cooking, 
a little bit of this and that (minimum housework. I'm still a slut about 
that) reading the Guradian (takes ages), doing a bit of gardening - lots to j 
do there, and it's beginning to look wonderful, writing a few letters . . .  
Well, say my friends, why not? (the implication: at your age); but for me it 
is not enough. I want to produce, create, write, paint (have a great idea foi 
a book I will never write).The Oxford scene, its elegant colleges and crested 
streets is just not for me to draw or paint, it's for pretty little waterk 
colour or pastel sketcbhs of courtyards and towers. I would like to be .
sketching in the shantytowns (with an adequate armed bodyguard of course) 
that's what I feel involved with.
I daresay this letter will arrive after Edith's visit, so I will have to 
write to her separately. Much love, Madi, and please keep iye informed, 
about yourself* about Nandi (my love to her) and all. By the way, how 
do you like Joyce Diseko? Strange thing happened, I was meeting someone 
at the Oxford bus station when she appeared and said 'Have you heard that 
Chris Hani has been shot?' I hadn't, it was lunch time that day.
Keep yourhead down and concentrate on your own work and life, because it is 
unbearable to look up.

tots of love
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Mere’s to a MATTy, tiTALTHy, T'E'ICE'JUL, ‘BfRO'DUCTll/'E 
& T'RPS'FE'ROUS 1995!!!

19th D ecem ber, 1994.
D e ares t H ilda ,
T hank  you fo r you r le tte r and beau tifu l card . Y o u r c reative  energy  am azes  m e! Y et I w as 
not su rp rised  by the  co n ten ts  as Edith  m en tio n ed  y o u r le tte r  to  h e r w hen  1 saw  h e r in 
B erlin . I w ish there  w as som eth ing  encou rag ing  to  say , but it all sounds like p la titudes.

Som e o f  the fo llo w in g  yo u  know , still I hope th a t there  w ill be som eth ing  o f  in te res t. 
T hough  w as 1993 tough fo r m e, 1994 has been both kind  and brim m ing  w ith  prom ise, on all 
sorts o f  levels. I certa in ly  w ould  not m ind hav ing  an o th e r y ear as good as th is one.

F irs tly , the  e le c tio n s  in S ou th  A frica  com e to  m ind. W hen  I le ft in 1972, it w as a 
dream  w ith m irage-like  qua lities. N ow it has happened! South  A frica  has a dem ocra tica lly  
elected  governm en t fo r the first tim e in its  history!

So  m any  o f m y S w ed ish  fr ien d s  and  a c q u a in tan ces  (b u t none  w ith  a  S ou th  A frican  
b a c k g ro u n d  w ere  s e le c te d )  w en t to  h e lp  w ith  th e  p e a c e  m o n ito r in g  and  a s  e le c tio n  
ob se rv e rs , th a t I w o u ld  have  been  g reen  w ith  envy  i f  I had n o t m a n a g ed  to  go  dow n 
m yself. I'd been  given a g ran t fo r  a trip  by an asso c iatio n  fo r  c an c e r pa tien ts  and tra ffic  
acc iden t v ic tim s and used  th is  m oney to go to  C ape T ow n. T h ere  1 jo in ed  one o f  the  team s 
o f  in ternal o bservers  sen t out by ID A SA  (In stitu te  fo r  a D em ocratic  A lte rna tive  in South 
A frica). W e w orked north  o f  C ape  T ow n in the  L am berts  Bay and C lanw illiam  a rea , w here  
1 had spen t som e quality  tim e first w ith B ill and then  w ith  S tephen  (ex -h u sb an d s), so the  
m onito ring  en ta iled  un in tended and  personal d im ensions fo r  m e.

H ealthw ise , I w as be tw een  the ch em o th erap y  an d  rad ia tion  trea tm en t, w hich  m ean t 
th a t 1 had few  re se rv es  o f  en erg y  and  th a t th e re  w ere  severa l fr ien d s  w hom  1 n e v er got 
round to  see ing . Now  I've  had  the  second  th ree -m o n th ly  ch eck -u p  since  the end o f  the 
trea tm en ts and  m y onco log ist has given m e a c lean  bill o f  health . Each such  v is it is  a  vital 
s tep  to w ard s  th e  u ltim a te  goal: that in ten  years  tim e I shall have as sm all a ch ance  o f  
g e tting  b reast c an c e r as  any  o th e r w om an in the  population .

1994 w as a y ear o f  travelling . F irst I w en t to  v isit F ried  in the  H ague. She is the  last 
o f my m o th er’s cousin s and we had tw o  w onderfu l w eeks toge ther. Is there  h ig h e r praise  
than to  say  th a t w e laughed  a lo t?  Saw  tw o  o f m y ch ildhood  fr ien d s  and  th e ir  partners in 
H olland . From  one  1 b o u g h t d e s ig n e r  je r s e y s  and from  the  o th e r ’s c o m p u te r 1 go t a 
rem arkab ly  accu ra te  horoscope. A lso  popped over to N euss near D iisseldorf, w here  1 saw 
som e o f  m y m o th e r’s  old  frien d s . T h a t w as Jan -F eb .

N ext cam e C ape T ow n in A p ril-M a y . Spent a m em orab le  M ay 1st on the top  o f T ab le  
M ountain  in c le a r  b lue  sunsh ine  and  em b arrassed  R onn ie  by sw im m ing  in h is  pool every  
day a t a tim e o f  y e a r  w hen  ev ery  sane S ou th  A frican  had  long  since stopped . H eard  him  
ex p la in  to  sev era l v is ito rs , "M y  s is te r  co m es  fro m  S w e d en ” . R o n n ie ’s fif th  ch ild  is 
ex p ec ted  in January  and  his o ldest daugh te r, L ara , is in Israel and lov ing  it. T h e  m iddle 
daugh ter, K aren , has j  list fin ished  school and I th ink that N atalie  is starting  h igh school.



In June, d irectly  a fte r the  rad iation  therapy  I took  o ff  w ith  m y friend  A gneta  fo r Italy , 
w here  we spen t tw o  re lax ing  w eeks in a Sw edish  hotel on th e  w est co ast a t th e  expense  
o f  the  U nion o f  Jou rna lists. T h ey  have a recreation  fund  fo r jo u rn a lis ts  and  I w on one o f 
the ir trips. D uring  the  day I rested  o r w e  lay on the beach o r w ent s ig h tsee in g  and  every  
even in g  w e sat in the  bar w a tch in g  a m ost ch arm in g  barm an  m ix ing  cock tails . W e took  
coach  trip s to  R om e and  F lo rence . It w as  my f irs t v isit to  Ita ly  and a fte r d riv ing  around 
T uscany  (A gneta  h ired  a car) I begin  to understand  w hy so m any peop le  are so charm ed  
by the country .

S w eden  had a heatw ave  d u rin g  Ju ly . Even 1 fe lt ju s tif ie d  in u tte ring  the odd  m oan 
w hen the th e rm o m ete r rose  above  30° and  s tay ed  there . T h e  first tw o  w eeks o f A ugust I 
spen t a t a health  fa rm , cou rte sy  o f  the coun ty  council. A fte r ten days I c o u ld n 't look at 
a n o th e r g ra ted  carro t, ye t d id n ’t jo in  those  w ho  s to le  dow n to  the cafe  at the end  o f  the 
road  to d rink  co ffee . I spen t m y tim e  lis ten in g  to  lec tu re s  on h ea lth , good fo o d , w eigh t, 
bones, fa ts  and  sugars, and  o th e r  th in g s  th a t a re  good (o r  bad ) fo r  you , ex e rc is in g  and 
sw im m ing  and  be ing  pam pered  by a m asseuse and  bath a ttendan ts .

I re turned on a Sunday, nearly  10 kg ligh ter than w hen I cam e back from  Italy  ( I 'd  pul 
on a lo t o f  w eigh t du ring  m y illness and s tarted  eating  m ainly  fruit and  v e g e tab le s  as soon 
as the  ho liday  w as over), and w as g low ing  w'ith health . T h a t very  ev en in g  I m et a man 
w ho  su b seq u en tly  fe ll fo r m e, w h ile  I w as head  o v e r h eels  in love . W e d id  a lo t o f 
socia lis ing , som e m ushroom ing  and spent h is 50 th  b irthday  in B erlin , w here  w e saw you. 
It w as w onderfu l during  the three m onths that it la sted , th ough  N andi w as a  bit su rprised  
to have a teen ag er fo r a m other. Now  I find  it’s com fo rtab le  to  slip  into m y norm al persona 
and m y friends have w elcom ed  m e back to  sanity .

M y final trip  o f the  year will be to  spend  C h ris tm as in G o th en b u rg  w ith  N andi and  
Stellan . T h ey  w ent to South A frica  in Ju n e-A u g u s t and S tellan  trave lled  round a lo t, w hile 
N andi spen t her tim e  in C ape  T o w n . S he is e n jo y in g  h e r  s tu d ies, though  is tir in g  o f 
G othenburg . H er fr ien d s  a re  in S tockholm  and she m isses them  bad ly .

My flat is look ing  be tte r and  better. A new w hite  d isp lay  cab inet a long  one  w all o f  the 
liv ing  ro o m  sh o w s my in h erited  s ilv e r, g lass and  po rce la in  to  ad v an tag e  and  g iv es  m e 
g rea t jo y . M y one co n cessio n  to  my b o u rgeo is  S outh  A frican  backg round  is a bu ilt- in  
cocktail cab inet. T he pain tings and carpets  from  my m o th e r 's  hom e fit snuggly in to  the flat. 
A cqu ired  tw o  lea ther covered  sw ivel a rm cha irs  and  an in la id  co ffee  tab le . B ough t e legan t 
chairs  fo r m y d in ing  tab le to  m atch the colours in the kitchen and , a fte r w a ter dam age, had 
to choose  lino leum  to  m atch the  chairs!

M et Jay  N aidoo . the M in iste r re sp o n sib le  fo r  the R eco n stru c tio n  and  D ev elo p m en t 
P rogram m e. He paid a b rie f v isit to  Sw eden  and  th e  S outh  A frican  E m bassy  a rranged  the 
m eeting . (S till not used  to  be ing  ab le  to go there , instead  o f  s tanding  ou tside  and picketing 
the p lace .) N a idoo  m ade an im p assio n ed  and  e loquen t appeal to  all S outh  A frican s  to  
re tu rn  hom e and p a rtic ip a te  in b u ild in g  up the co u n try , irresp ec tiv e  o f  w hy they le ft or 
w hen. T h o u g h  I 'v e  been asked  w hen  I ’m com ing  hom e by m any  peop le , it w as th e  f irs t 
tim e fo r  qu ite  a w hile that I 'v e  seriously  considered  it. Spent a w eek o r m ore th ink ing  and 
fin a lly  cam e to  the  conclusion  that it seem s sensib le  to  p lan  to  re turn  in th ree  years tim e, 
i e in 1998. N andi shou ld  be fin ished  s tudy ing , 1 will have p ast the m agic  five -yea rs-and - 
still-hea lthy  b a rrie r and  will still be energetic  enough to do  a good d a y 's  w ork.

O ne o f  th e  m ost in te re s tin g  jo b s  I 'm  d o in g  is to  a c t a s  in fo rm atio n  o ff ic e r  and  
secre ta ry  to a con fe ren ce  to  be held  in S tockho lm  in Ju ly -A u g  1996 under the ausp ices  o f 
IA P S , th e  In te rn a tio n a l A sso c ia tio n  o f  P e o p le -E n v iro n m e n t S tu d ies . T h e  th e m e  is 
Evolving Environmental Ideals, Changing Ways o f Life, Values and Design Practices. 
W e ’re ex p ec tin g  m ain ly  a rch itec ts , to w n p la n n e rs  and  socia l s c ie n tis ts . M y w ork  g row s 
from  10-90  per cen t betw een S ep tem b e r th is  year and the co n ference , and is very  varied , 
from  w riting  m inu tes to  do ing  the  lay o u t o f  the inform ation .

G lad  you en joyed  S tc lla n ’s v is it. H ope you like  and  are  using  the  ind iv idua l b read  
bo ard s  and  b u tte r  sp read ers . T h e y  w ere  p a in ted  by N a n d i 's  g ran n y , w ho is ab o u t ten 
years o ld e r than you. I never thanked  you properly  fo r you r le tte r a fte r you r SAn v isit. O ne 
day  w e shall ge t to g e th e r and sw ap m ore  de ta iled  experiences  o f  that am azin g  period .
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Dear H ilda & Rusty,
1993 w as, to  put it m ildly, an eventful year. In December, the last white parliament in 

South A frica  dissolved itse lf. The first norvracial elections are due to be held in A pril. It 
remains to  be seen w hether they w ill be democratic, free and fa ir. Mozambique is 
tremulously moving fo rw ard , licking its wounds but apparently managing to keep the fragile 
peace. Angola is not so lucky. The w a r that broke out a fte r the 1992 elections is b loodier 
still than the previous carnage. Israel and the PLO have signed an agreement that, fo r a 
w h ile  at least, looks like bringing peace a little closer to  the M idd le  East. Hope is in the air.

The domestic front has not been quiet, either. In April a routine mammogram revealed a 
small tumour in my le ft breast. It w as operated on in M ay and turned out to  be a m ixed form 
of cancer that had induced some changes in the lymph glands. So I am now undergoing 
chemotherapy which w ill be fo llow ed  by radiation therapy of the affected breast and 
a fterw ards 1 w ill probably be given anti-estrogen hormone therapy. W ill be sick-listed for 
about a year. The prognosis is excellent and I fee l fine and am able to w ork  parttime.

I'm reading a lot aDout this illness and am getting into more mental and spiritual sides of 
life , as part o f the w ays  in which I am combating the disease. Have also had a good look 
at my diet, made some changes and more may be in the offing. Tremendous support has 
been forthcoming particularly from friends here and in Cape Town. It has helped a lot.

O ther sad events w ere  that my mother and her close friend and cousin Hens in Holland 
departed this life w ith in  tw o  months o f one another. Feels strange to have lost such integral 
parts of my life and history. M iss them both and, as is usual when you are grieving for 
someone you love, I am constantly finding little things I'd like to  share w ith  one or the other.

The good news concerns Nandi. She fina lly finished school in June, having done part of 
her studies during a seven w eek trip  to  India. She spent four weeks at a Sihk farm and 
returned a more harmonious and together person. W ith in a few  days o f her return she met 
Stellan, a ta ll, goodlooking, warm  and loving man, w ho is committed to disarmament and 
active in the Plowshare Movement. They got engaged in August (to live together fo r at least 
a year, prior to deciding on a longer commitment). They share a fla t in a collective w ith  tw o  
other blokes w ho  are members o f the same peace movement. Nandi managed to get into 
the courses she wanted to  and is now studying social science and pedagogics.

I still enjoy my fla t that w as renovated last year. A  portra it o f my mother's grandmother 
and father and some ornaments in silver and porcelain from my mother add to tne feeling of 
home. Soon more pictures, some books and tw o  carpets w ill arrive from Cape Town.

W e  enter the N e w  Year w ith  hope and the deep and sincere w ish that the N ew  Year 
W ish at the head o f this letter w ill come true not only fo r you and fo r us, but also fo r the 
troubled parts o f the w orld  that w e  hold so dear.uuicu puiii ui me wuiiu iiiui we
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11 APRIL 1995

■Madi dear,
It seems a long time since I talked to you, and I am wondering how you 
are, how your life is going, and want you to tell me about your 
las health and about your new man ( what's his name, anyway?)
I thought winter would never end, and sank into a gloom as deep as 
the miserable dark, dank, depressing days of flanuary and February.
But suddenly it is all changing. I had a wonderful letter from Edith 
about the Rift - I read it over several times, and this combined with 
the yearly miracle of English Spring - masses of daffodils and now 
a garden glowing with tulips - so beautiful I can't stop looking at 
them. And lighter days, lighter evenings, even the sun shining for 
several days. So it's all life renewing itself.
And I'm still hobbling on one stick - I thought by now I would be 
fully mobile, but it seems a slow process, although it all went OK 
(I'm referring to my hip replacement operation, in case the grape vine 
has not been operating fully). Two months now. Horrible operation, 
but a great relief to have had it done and believe that it will last 
out the rest of my life - unless the other gives in. I hope not.
We had a sad time with Tam Baker's death. Did you know Julius and Tam? 
We were friends for - oh, forty years. She was so warm, loving, bright, 
a fastidious woman, and deteriorated with a brain tumour unbearably 
but at least fairly fast. We are a small number of oldies left behind 
by the tide, which has gone out such a long way (to South Africa) 
that I feel we are like little Kbits of broken planks and seaweed left 
at the shore’s edge. Rusty & I lead rather boring lives in this 
pleasant town where v/e now do not really know anybody, as Sadie Berman 
and her husband both died. We are rather ancient, Madi, so our 
contemporaries are either conteacting awful illnesses or else just 
dying on us. I will be 80 on the 15th of this month. Actually, I'm only 
40, except that I've got trapped in this worn-out casing that hinders 
my activity.
BUT %- I'm going to Ethiopia in June, despite Rusty insisting we havent 
the money. It's a long, long ambition, and we have friends there who 
have invited me - us, if R can breach our cash reserves as I am doing.
If not now - when?
My kids are all OK. Keith and his Julie finally got married (after 
a relationship of about 12 or more years) and he has bought a house 
in Brighton, with room enough for visitors. Keith won the 8 Nikon Press 
Photographer of the Year prize - substantial cash and cameras, for 
his pictures of Rwanda, South Africa and other places. Can you 
bear to look around our world? I can't. I've got a new theory: if we 
could find a way of controlligng testosterone, the world would be 
a better place. Karl Marx? No. Testosterone and fundamentalism - 
control them to change the world.
Much love to you, and Nandi



14 September 95

DEarest Madi

Your letter arrivd just as I was about to write to you and say: Where are 
you? and how are you? And now 11m hurying to write something 

before you leave for SA. Oh, I wish I were going too, I want to go to 
Parliament and watch them in action, and tour around old friends making them 
put up with me (and put me up) for periods (particularly those old Jhbg 
friends who have 'returned' to the Cape, and found themselves beautiful 
homes in lush Cape suburbs.)
And it was news to me that Edith had finished her book - she hasn't written.
I didn't want to plague her while she was busy. Now I will.
How was my summer? I made such slow progress with the hip replacement, and 
I'm still walking with a hobble, which doesnt seem to improve (because I 
don't do enough exercise), but I took this handicap with me to Ethiopia. After 
manfully resisting the whole idea, first of my going, then of him going 
as well, I think Rusty felt that he couldn't let this little old woman 
hobble around Ethiopia without any help - and someone to carry her bags; so 
he finally gave in, and came too. Did I ever tell you what Rebecca West said 
about men? 'I can't see any real reason for the existence of men, except 
mIskx that they're useful when you want to move the piano.' I'm not relegating 
Rusty to that category, but the truth is that I can't really carry bags and 
cases around any more, and he is very useful when travelling.
If I had days and days to write to you I could tell you about Ethipia, it is 
such a rare, beautiful, country incredibly interesting and full of mythology 
and of beautiful people. We stayed wih Eve & Tony Hall in Addis - she is woring 
on an ILO funded project among rural women - Fuelwood Carriers - providing 
alternative training and ways to earn a living from the stripping of forests 
and carrying of loads of wood up to 35 kilos on their backs to sell in 
Addis. Addis is a vast shanty-town, dotted with Western-style buildings 
here and there, Hilton hotels, air offices, banks, and lots of new hotels 
going up, but basically belonging to the anarchic, totally uncontrolled 
and undisciplined traffic, the goats and their kids and donkeys, and people, 
and the rows of shops that are tin and mud shanties. We, privileged, stayed 
in an ex-patriate compound with Eve & Tony, where you have luxuries such as 
hot showers, electricity, ect. But once you leave Addis, even in what are 
considered their main towns, you are back in deepest undeveloped Africa. This 
makes travelling for the tourist rather tough, but in my opinion it's worth 
it. We flew in small planes to Bahadar, Gondar and Lalabela, where I saw at 
last the great churches carved out of solid rock that I've dreamed about for 
something like 30 years; and flew over the Semien mountains, the most 
breath-taking andwobderful sight I have ever seen, where the great cataclysmic 
upheavels that tore the land apart and created the Rift Valley has shaped 
incredible ranges, endless, a hundred grand canyons. Tough going. Tell you 
all about it some day when we meet (why not come via England instead of flying 
direct to SA?) Ethiopia is oh so poor. I felt that South Africa's shantytowns 
are quite luxurious compared with theirs. This is an undeveloped (economicallly- 
speaking) society, so there is not that great variety and availability of 
industrial waste from which the people build their shanties.
We left Addis on a cool, overcast morning, the rainy season was just beginning - 
and arrived back at'Heathrow that evening in burning heat. And had wonderful 
hot summer days fro ages, everything turned dry, the grass and fields looked 
like Jhbg in winter; and we all gave up trying to work much, sat out in the 
garden. Now it's all gone back to normal, grey days, dull clouds, dark 
evenings. So I've started to draw and paint, as always deeply dissatisfied 
with what i'm doing, but enjoying the doing just the same.



It was good of you to say that my friendshiap has been important to you.
Ditto. That's why I keep on writing letters, feeling that this network we have 
woven should not be broken. I've often pondered this theme of women friends, 
and why men don't have the same kinds of friendships among themselves - at 
least, not that I have observed. And this exchange of friends - viz, you and 
Edith came together through me, and she is extremely happy with the relation
ship. And Edith came to me through Janet Stevenson who lives in Oregon, and 
who is another part of this network - if you go to that part of the world 
you will make another friend there. When I tell people that I'm greedy for 
money, they think I'm joking, and laugh. But I really am - I want money not 
only to go to Paris to see the pyramid at the Louvre, to go to SA every year 
in the English winter, but also to do an annual tour of women friends, 
visitng each just for a few days, not to interupt their work too much, but to 
sit and talk . . . food and talk, two of the things I enjoy most, nest to 
travelling. (And I want to talk to you about the wrapped Reichstag, as I 
have always had the greatest contempt for Christo & his wrappings.)
There was a memorial meeting in London for Jack Simons - pretty awful, the 
speakers, I mean, god, how people ramble on saying nothing (like this letter)
I wrote to Ray and received a really lovely letter, telling me about Jack's 
last day, all in Ray's wonderful, rambling style. How I wish it had been 
possible for us in 'those days' in the SA underground to keep all the little 
notes, such as the ones I received from Ray, almost daily when we were planning 
the Women's Federation. Someone was doing a biography of her, but I heard 
that it wasn't any good and isn't being published. I wish someone else 
would do it before she dies - at least get the material from her.
This letter has already been delayed a couple of days by other things, that's 
why I've lost the threads of what I was writing about . . .

Much love to you and to Nandi. I hope therea are no broken hearts lying 
aropnd.
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