
Obituary: Margaret Anderson 
YEThen I th ink of Margaret Anderson, my very mixed bag of strangers and when we 

mind goes back to June 1955. Through- reached Johannesburg, there was no-one to 
out South Africa, women had been collecting meet us at the appointed place so lesser spirits 
signatures to a petition against the Senate Act. might have quailed. But to Margaret this was 
which undermined our Constitution by creat- a spiritual adventure, an adventure in which 
ing an artificial two-thirds majority of both she kept steadfastly on to the end of her life. 
Houses of Parliament, in order lo remove the As Alan Paton said at her funeral, for her, to 
Coloured voters from the Common Roll. A small hold a principle was to seek to put that prin-
group of women in Durban had been collecting ciple into practice. Just a few days before her 
signatures: but we had as yet no organisation death, she stood in protest against detention 
and when the call came to travel to Pretoria without trial. Physically speaking, she was too 
and join the procession to the Union Build- old and frail to stand but she could not heal
ings to present the petition to the Prime to be left o u t : at heart she was as young and 
Minister ( i n the end. Mr. Schoeman deputised radiant alive as ever. She professed no religious 
for h i m ) — we were in a quandary, for time faith ; yet it is difficult to th ink of anyone with 
was short. So letters were written to the papers, a deeper faith in goodness and truth and r ight , 
urging women to volunteer for the journey. a deeper concern for and appreciation of their 
and where possible to offer their cars. Two fellow men. At her funeral, there was read 
offered cars; and one of them was Margaret, the parable of the Good Samari tan: which 
That was how we met. I travelled in her car ends with the words :— 
and without her cheerful and determined spirit. 4*Go. and do thou likewise.11 

her kindness and understanding. 1 don't know 
what we should have done. For we were a J . F . Hill . 


