
A Charge of Assault 
SHIRLEY SMITH 

Mrs. Shirley Smith is a member of the Black Sash in East London. On March 24 this year 
she was taking part in a silent protest against punishment without trial at one of East London's 
busiest intersections when someone in a passing car threw a bottle of ink over her and the 
poster she ivas holding which read Charge or release Cosmos Desmond. She tells of this attack 
and the subsequent happenings. 

ink splattered on the poster and on me 
and on my dress. I closed my eyes mo

mentarily but I had seen the head of my 
assailant clearly and watched him as he went 
round the corner and up the road to my left. 
I noted the make and colour of the car and 
the registration number. 

One of my colleagues had seen the inci
dent but not the face of the assailant. AH 
four protestors noted the spots of ink on my 
face, hair, legs and feet and the blotches on 
the white piping of my navy-blue dress. Be
cause of the colour most of the stains on the 
dress were not easily visible. 

I drove to the police station rather wonder
ing how I would be received with my charge 
of assault. A man called Mason was on duty 
and was absolutely charming. I subsequently 
found that he had immigrated from Rhodesia 
four years ago. 

An overcorpulent member of the local con
stabulary watched me giving Mason particulars 
and showing the poster, then staggered to his 
feet and officiously walked round the counter 
staring meaningfully at me and the poster. 

At once he began to harra* Mason with re
quests and orders. Mason replied politely, but 
he was clearly irritated. Mason told me to go 
home, change my dress and look after it and 
the poster. 

After several days a warrant officer called 
at my house at about 10 p.m. to take my state
ment and still later in the month he called 
again to subpoena me to appear in court on 
April 5. I suggested that I should call a wit
ness. He thought that quite a good idea. 

Suzette Duncan-Brown, my only witness and 
I arrived at the court house as ordered at 9 
a.m. As we walked into the main entrance I 
recognised my assailant and pointed him out 
to Suzette. 

I had asked the warrant officer the names of 
the men in the car and had been told that 
"Mountjoy" owned the car and "Venter" was 
the passenger. The man we were looking at 
then, was Venter. 

After we had waited for some time the 
warrant officer took some notice of us, enough 
to say that the case had been adjourned until 
May. I pointed out that I recognised the man 
who threw the ink, and that "he is Mr. Ven
ter". "Oh you recognise him, do you?" replied 
the warrant officer, "but he isn't Venter, he 
is Mountjoy. He owns the car and he was 
driving." 

I replied "He is a liar. If he is Mountjoy he 
was not driving and he threw the ink. They 
have swopped identity." 

As Suzette and I left the courts the warrant 
officer walked over and engaged Mountjoy 
and his friend in conversation. 

On May 16 we again arrived at 9 a.m. 
Donald Woods, the Editor of the Daily Dis
patch, was there. At first Suzette and I were 
ignored. Finally, after trailing around, we 
found the correct court only to be told that the 
case was adjourned until 11 a.m. 

We returned at that time and after much 
faffing around were told that we were in the 
wrong place, but only after the two accused 
and their defending lawyer had smugly sailed 
past us and out. 

Like a lot of sheep we than traipsed around 
up stairs to Room 15. Another wait, then the 
magistrate recused himself. Once more smil
ing broadly, the two accused and their lawyer 
strode past the bench on which we sat and 
out. 

The next case began. We assumed that we 
must move and we did, straight to the public 
prosecutor to ask why we had not been told 
what was happening. While we were waiting 
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to be seen, Mountjoy's defending lawyer ap
proached with a broad grin and said to Donald 
'We seem to have run out of magistrates." 

The prosecutor saw us briefly and informed 
us that the case would be heard at 2 p.m. We 
left to discuss our morning of obstruction. 

My husband had left his surgery and driven 
down to the courts twice in the morning and 
did so again in the afternoon. His experience 
on each occasion was that our case was the 
joke of the year. With laughter and derision 
he was told where to go to find us. 

At 2 pan. we entered Court B as instructed. 
No accused and no defending lawyer were pre
sent. After a wait and numerous inquiries we 
were finally told to go back to the first court 
room we had been in the morning. There were 
the two accused and their lawyer smugly wait
ing. 

The case began with me in the witness box 
being examined by the young prosecutor who 
did not ask to see ray dress. He did ask if I 
could demonstrate how the ink was thrown 
from the bottle and the car. I stepped forward 
and acted out the little scene but when I asked 
him whether he would like to see the dress 
and the photograph and the press cutting, one 
by one, he replied each time "Have you got 
it here?" I fetched them in turn from the 
table. 

Although I was so definite in my recogni
tion and knowledge of the man who threw the 
ink, although the dress and the photographs 

Croved that ink had been thrown, and the men 
ad owned to having ink in their car, they 

were acquitted. 

FROM NATAL MIDLANDS: 
Correspondence with Mr. Lombard, Director 

of NAPAC makes it clear that the estab
lishing act and directives from the Minister of 
National Education forbids NAPAC to stage 
separate performances for each racial group. 

It was pointed out to the Director that, as the 
money which supports NAPAC comes from 
direct and indirect taxation of all races, it is 
the moral duty of NAPAC to perform before 
each race separately as it is unable to perform 
before all races together. 

It is obviously cheaper and easier to have 
integrated performances but if apartheid is ne
cessary then facilities given to one race must 
be given to all races — separately of course! 
The Director has not replied. 

The Region now intends writing to overseas 
performers who accept contracts from NAPAC 
to explain the position and to ask them to 
insist on giving performances to all racial 
groups and not Only to Whites. Such letters 
were written to Janet Coster who was the star 
in "Carmen" and to the two ballet stars from 
Germany who danced in "Casses Noisette". 

An attempt is also being made to appeal to 
the overseas companies from which the inter
national stars come, to make clear to their 
members that NAPAC uses the money gather
ed from all races for the cultural benefit of 
the Whites only. 

The Sash is not in favour of separate per
formances but feels that NAPAC should be 
forced to give such performances unless it is 
prepared Co accept normal, sane standards and 
perform to integrated audiences. 

MAIMIE CORRIGALL-

3ACK WHERE SHE BELONGS 8)' BCD Conflyily 
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