
M e r a n 
AN EYEWITNESS ACCOUNT 

By DOREEN PATRICK 

Mrs. Patrick is secretary to the Natal Coastal Region of the Black Sash 

" I want to say to the world: You can 

push people around, you can fight them 

and you can insult them. They will 

take all this to a certain point, but you 

must not try to take a man's home away 

from him. You must not even think 

that you will go unpunished if you 

estrange a man's fatherland from h i m . " 

The Prime Minister at Windhoek. 

Monday 29 January, 1968 was just an ordinary day for most people- I t was not, however, 

for eight families in Natal. 

These people were the first of many to be removed from their home to their new homelands; 

in fact the start of the removals of the Black Spots in the Dundee—Klip River area. 

Mary Grice and myself had the honour to 
travel in Archbishop Hurley's car to witness the 
removal. Knowing it was an all day excursion 
we naturally prepared a picnic. 

We arrived at 12.30 p.m. The heat was quite 
beyond belief. The first car we saw was driven 
by a local farmer, a senator. We knew he was 
interested in this removal scheme and had just 
returned from being taken around the area by 
the local Bantu commissioner. He was pleased 
to tell us that he thought all as being done in a 
most humane manner and was well under con
trol. Water was available, plenty of labour, in 
fact, eventually they would be better off than 
they were before. We bade our farewells with a 
few misgivings about this report but hoping that 
we would find ourselves in agreement with him. 

We drove the next eight miles and arrived to 
find three or four cars parked. Around the cars 
were the Franciscan fathers from the local mis
sion station. Here we now saw the true picture. 
Dismantled homes, dejected and bewildered peo
ple; worried wives, almost in tears as their hus
bands would not know where they had gone — 
twenty miles is a long way to walk to see if your 
family are well settled in a new home. 

Everyone we spoke to had the same sad ques
tion. What are we going to do? From this 
scene of misery we then drove in convoy with the 
other cars to the new homeland. We had as an 
escort a caterpillar tractor making the road. I 
dread to think of this "road" when it rains. 

It was now 2.30 p.m. — no lunch —> how could 
we when we were amongst such hardship? No 
house in sight, no trees, no water, it was beyond 
belief. As we got out of the cars we saw a bundle 
of tents which had been dumped in a pile; there 
was no labour force as we had been told there 
would be. Three families were already in their 
new surroundings — a 50 yard by 50 yards plot 
for each family, sitting with all their worldly 
possessions around them — one family with a 
bedroom suite with inner spring mattresses. 
They had been in this trance-like state since 
11.30 a,m. Headed by Archbishop Hurley we 
started erecting the tents. Within half an hour 
two tents were up. Ghost town was now looking 
like an endurance test under canvas. Dogs, cats, 
children all looking for relief and just a little 
water to drink. 

The people were now beginning to wonder 
where and how they were going to eat; no wood, 
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no water . Two bags of mealie meal had been 
dumped but how do you cook i t? The fathers 
assured us that an Inter-Church committee had 
set up an emergency food kitchen to send in sup
plies. I understand that water was brought in 
later t ha t evening. 

About 3.30 p.m. the local authorities arrived in 
full force to finish erecting the tents. One won
ders if they would have come if we had not been 
in the area. 

We left a t 4 p.m. to drive the 180 miles back to 
Durban. About 5 p.m. we stopped to have our 
picnic. Words fail to describe the effect this day 
had on u s : What r igh t had we even to think 
of food and drink when fellow South Africans 
did not know where and how the next meal was 
coming from. 

"and it 

people are 

seems to me 

moved they 
thing about providing 
dation for themselves". 

only 

must 
some 

fair when 

do some* 
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Mr. Coertze. 

Breakfast quip 
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"You can consider this a 
mild form of uprooting!" 


