
mean by a greater majori ty?" 
" N o ! " said Tweedledee. "I t definitely won't 

do! We will make up the greater majority 
if we listen to him, and we carCt do that. Come 
a long!" 

"Here they go again," thought Alice. '"And 
where are we off to now?" she asked. 

"To the trial, to the t r i a l ! " they chorussed. 
And before you could say "agitator" — al

ways supposing, of course, you wanted to say 
"agitator" — 

"Agitator!'1 shouted the Red Queen. 
— there was Alice in the witness box. The 

Red King was sitting in front of her, with 
the two Queens on either side of him. In the 
dock were three vague figures, with hoods over 
their heads, obscuring their faces. The wind 
suddenly changed, and began to get up. 

"What do you know about this business?" 
the King asked Alice. 

"Nothing," said Alice. 
"Nothing whatever?" persisted the King. 
"Nothing whatever," said Alice. 
"That 's very important," the King said, 

turning to the Queens. 
" / think it's unimportant," said the White 

Queen. 
"The wind is getting up , " said Alice. / 

think you should take shelter." 
"Silence!" roared the Red King, and went 

on to himself in an undertone "important — 
unimportant — unimportant — important" as 
if he were trying which word sounded best. 
The wind was getting stronger and it ruffled 
Alice's hair. 

The White Rabbit entered importantly-
bearing a piece of paper. 

"Evidence, Your Majesty," he said. 
"Suppress the evidence," shouted the Red 

Queen. 
Let us consider our verdict" said the Red 

King. 
"No , n o ! " said the Queen. "Sentence first 

— verdict afterwards." 
"Stuff and nonsense!" said Alice loudly. 

"The idea of having the sentence first!" 
"Hold your tongue!" said the Queen, turn

ing purple. 
" I won' t !" said Alice. "And there's going to 

be a terrible storm very soon." 
"Off with her head!" the Queen shouted at 

the top of her voice. 
The wind became very loud and strong at 

that moment, and it started shrieking round 
them all, till Alice felt quite deafened. I t roar
ed and ranted and tore at them until it was 
difficult to stand up and face it. It was more 

like a whirlwind than an ordinary wind, and 
as it swept by it caught up the Red King and 
the Queens and everyone else, and bore them 
off, swirling about, far away and far out of 
sight. 

Then there was silence, a lovely, peaceful, 
waiting sort of silence. 

"Well ," Alice thought, as she straightened 
her sash, "they can't say I didn't warn them!" 

ROSALIE DRIVER 

TT is the measure of Rosalie Driver's worth 
that, although she had been far from 

well for a number of years, her death came 
as a severe blow and a shattering loss to her 
Black Sash colleagues in the Transvaal. Dur
ing the last few years she was still doing so 
much Black Sash work and undertaking so 
much more than she was asked to do that 
one could not realise the extent of her illness. 

Rosalie was a member of the Black Sash 
from its beginnings. Her ideals were Black 
Sash ideals and she helped to formulate much 
of our policy. Whatever she undertook to do 
she did without fuss and when she disagreed 
with proposals she did so firmly and forth-
riglitly. One knew where one was with Rosa
lie. 

Her particular talent was the organisation 
of demonstrations and vigils. This she did 
with great skill, infinite patience and a sen
sitivity and regard for other peoples' feelings. 

These .skills and talents were appreciated 
by all members throughout the organisation 
who got to know Rosalie at the many confer
ences she attended. She was only unavailable 
for the last few, and up until then attended 
every one. Rosalie was never a conference 
talker, but her tremendous value lay in the 
sound assessments she made of discissions and 
the wise advise she could always be relied upon 
to give. 

Her death will be deeply felt by the Waver-
ley Branch of the Transvaal Region. It is 
no disrespect to anyone to say that for many 
years Rosalie was solely responsible for keep
ing Waverley going and with the support of 
its members, maintained its existence when 
all other branches had ceased to function. 

There was a warmth a human and a down-
to-earth quality in Rosalie which everyone 
who knew her loved and admired. We miss 
her tremendously and our hearts go out to her 
husband who stood by her and assisted and 
supported her in the work she loved and did 
so well. 
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