
Nana Wynberg 
by Fatima Meer (from the funeral oration) 

Nana Wynberg died recently aged 53. A Sash advice office 
worker and much admired Rand Daily Mail book reviewer, she 
was a psychiatric social worker by profession. Many years ago 
she was Solly Sachs' secretary in the Garment Workers Union 
and in 1958, pushing her first child in his pram, she joined the 
first Aldermaston peace march. 

She was Ihc best person I knew, and I know that 
for just about every person here, she was the 

best person they knew. 
Intensely humble — so humble as to teeter on 

self-effacement, she had the gift to restore people to 
themselves, to live with and through their problems, 
to make them her own. 

When our self-esteem was shaken, our image 
spoilt, we went to her. and returned redeemed and 
made whole again. 

She had a surfeit of material talents and she could 
have chosen to revolve her life around any one of 
these. She chose instead to revolve her life around 
ours, our concerns, small things, but large in per­
sonal scale. And if I dwell a moment on one of these, 
personal to me. it is because it is symbolic of the 
wonder she wrought for so many of us here today. 

The year 1948. of that fateful election which re­
versed the destiny of our country. Three Indian girls 
at Wits, in a multitude of white, so overcome by its 
alienative strangeness as to threaten their resolve to 
stay. But the 17-year-oid Nana changed this when 
she draws us into her circle of friends, and university 

Nana Wynberg — 'defied the exhorta­
tions of our material civilisation to 
compete and achieve' 

becomes fun. 
The silence of intervening years — marriage — 

family, mine, hers. I am imprisoned. We are impris­
oned, and Nana is there, with every manner of com­
fort, material and spiritual, as she always was with 
those the system ravaged. 

She had an innate sense of justice that I do not be­
lieve anyone taught her. 

She had an understanding of suffering that came 
with the knowledge and contact, though not actual 
experience, of the suffering of the 20th century, 
epitomised at Bclsen. 

She never made great declarations. She did not 
have to. She lived them. 

She defied the exhortations of our material civili­
sation to compete and achieve. 

And so she reassured and worked her wonder on 
all those she touched. 

Nana — we salute that integrity that is Nana 
which you bequeathed, that you have added to our 
heritage. 

Shalom dear friend. 


