
Barbara Wilks 
After serving the Cape Western Re
gion of the Black Sash, first as Secre
tary and then as Chairman of the Re
gion, Barbara Wilks has left South 
Africa for overseas. 

We shall miss her sadly. We had 
come to depend on her incisive judge
ments and her clear perception of 
what should be done in the many 
crises we have had to face. 

Beneath a somewhat aloof manner, 
Barbara concealed a warm heart and 
her dry sense of humour could charm 
a meeting even as she brought It to 
order. Our meetings, in fact, will never 
be quite the same without her. 

I think very few people would be bold 
enough to say they really could "d ig" 
Barbara Wilks. She certainly dodges, 
in my experience, the boring epithet 
"predictable" — except in a couple 
of fundamentals. 

These are her impeccable, almost 
stem, adherence to the principles of 
justice and freedom; her hatred of the 
dehumanising effects of colour-dis
crimination; her courage; her vast 
underlying compassion and her hu
mour. 

She loves fairplay and common 
decency; fights for human dignity; 
is brave as a lion; breaks her 
heart deep Inside over the mise
ries of fellow creatures and can 
be extremely funny about their jaun
tier frailties. But folksy she is not. 

She had great courage and during 
her husband's long illness she did not 
allow her personal anxieties to ob
trude and did not cease to give of her
self and of her talents. It was with this 
unfailing courage, and with her great 
gift with words and the ability to use 
them, that she fought for the rights 
and dignity of her fellowmen. 

We thank her for all she did for 
the Black Sash and our warmest good 
wishes go with her. Wherever she de
cides to settle we know that her sym
pathy and service will reach out to 
those who cry for help. — Regional 
Council, Cape Western. 

Naughty little worldling, one might 
sometimes say, hearing a "cynical" 
quip, watching a sprightly manoeuvre 
but there's never anything cosy, good 
or bad. She does not suffer fools 
gladly, alas for much of our well-in
tentioned fuddi-duddiness, our grop
ing approaches In meetings. But even 
as she slaps us down we know that 
although she might discipline a fly, 
she could not really hurt it; Intention
al smitings are reserved for the pre
tentious. 

Vale, Barbara or preferably au re-
voir. We are confident that wherever 
you are you'll be keeping some blast
ed flag flying and working hard at the 
job, bless your gallant conscientious 
heart. — Peggy Roberts. 
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