
rpHEUE must be few who, a t the age of four score years and six, could reach the end 
of a very full and useful life with the same tempo and enthusiasm that marked its 

span. FLORENCE DRUMMOND was one of those singular people. Perhaps the tempo 
had slown down a little; but even on that Friday, the day before she died on Saturday, 
September 11, she had motored out to Mobeni to collect material for the stall she ran 
for the Progref fete. 

So the news of her sudden, quiet death came as a shock to us all. We mourn for her 
family to whom she was a wonderful mother. 

Aunt Florence, as we knew her, was strong in mind and body, and because of her 
interest in people, both young and old, and in the affairs of her country, she had a sort of 
"ageless" quality. So it was natural that she should have been one of the first to join 
the Black Sash movement that stood out against the Nationalist Government's rape of 
the Constitution in 1954. I remember, also, on returning from Johannesburg after the 
inspiring inaugural meeting of the Progressive Party, speaking to a group of Aunt 
Florence's contemporaries. 

Only Aunt Florence, and my mother, realised that the time had come to break through 
the sound barrier of old attitudes. It was not easy for people of their generation to 
discard outdated habits of thought, but it was characteristic of Aunt Florence that 
whenever a situation or need arose, she faced up to it squarely, not purely out of a 
sense of duty, but because she believed it was right and she enjoyed doing it. 

She had an amazing capacity for hatching "new ideas" to help a cause, and with 
her mental and physical stamina, her fearlessness, her sense of humour, she was able 
to undertake any task, not just with dedicated purpose, but with great enthusiasm. 

She was a very genuine human being, and we shall all miss her greatly. 

Elizabeth Franklin 


