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WITHIN A MONTH South A f r i ca has los t 
three women of exceptional quality and 

ability. They happened to be of an age were 
friends of many years standing and they shared 
one over-riding ideal: dedication to the cause 
of human achievement. 

Two, ELLEN HELLMAN and MONICA WIL
SON, were anthropologists (and a great deal 
more); HANSI POLLAK was a sociologist (and 
much besides). Ellen Hellman and Hansi Pollak 
found the Institute of Race Relations the vehicle 
for their labour of love and contributed immeas
urably to the work and achievements of that 
body. Monica Wilson, while in complete sym
pathy with the ideals of Ihe Institute, made her 
particular contribution through her writing and 
the Church. 

All three were true scholars to whom propa
ganda as such was distasteful. They sought the 
truth and went wherever the quest led them. 

All three had to incur occasional wrath of 
criticism from those who thought the facts 
could be bent just a little to achieve one or 
other end. 

All three were liberals in the very pure sense 
of the term: people who believed passionately 
in liberty and who sought it for all, not only for 
themselves and their associates. 

All three were sustained by their own particu
lar faith, whether this originated in religion or 
in science. All three were driven, to the very end 
of their days, by a determination to spread 
knowledge and improve the quality of life for 
people of all creeds and colours in all walks 
of life. 

All three, who, in their own way and time had 
shown remarkable physical courage, whether it 
was in the outback of Africa or in urban town
ships, or in ravaged post-war Europe, became 
victims of crippling illness towards the end of 
their lives. But they never let up: they never 
gave in. 

Hansi Pollak, I know, used to work to three or 
four in the morning on her beloved education 
bursary trusts. Ellen Hellman read proofs and 
manuscripts for others when she was hardly 
able to move from one room to another. Monica 
Wilson kept on writing — and gardening — long 
after the onset of a terminal illness. They never 
spared themselves, no matter what the price 
their efforts exacted in suffering. 

Above all, in spite of setbacks and disappoint
ments, Yes e v e n disillusionment from time to 
time, they never lost faith in the ideal of the 
dignity and potential worth of all men and 
women. 

Blessed is the land that can produce spirits 
of such nobility. 
With acknowledgements to the Cape Argus and 
the Sunday Times 


