
Tribute 
to Molly 
Blackburn 

by Sheena Duncan 
at the funeral 
service 

W hen Gavin phoned me last 
nighl to ask me to speak briefly 

this morning my mind went totally 
blank. 

There are some things which are 
too deeply felt for any words and 
such is my sorrow. There are no 
words to say what we have all felt 
over the last days and what we are 
feeling now. 

I went back to share with other 
Black Sash people who have come to 
Port Elizabeth from all over South 
Africa my feelings of inadequacy. 
One of them handed me an old en
velope on which she had scribbled 
some words. 

She says she writes things down 
when she hears them. She doesn't 
know where this comes from and she 
doesn't remember when she heard it 
but she has given me the words I 
needed. 

This is what it says: 
A warrior for justice had walked 
briefly in a troubled land, seeded 
the minds of men and women with 
new visions of themselves and 
changed the course of history. 

Molly Blackburn with her husband Gavin and daughter* Josephine (16, left) and Fenellu (IS) 
Molly was such a one. 

I have not known her for very long 
and I wish there had been more time 
for us. But there are some people 
whom one instantly recognises as 
great from the moment one meets 
them. 

Molly was such a one — a truly 
great person. 

Yesterday I opened the Black 
Sash magazine of May 1985 which 
reports on our national conference 
held here in Port Elizabeth last 
March. 

There is a photograph of Brian 
Bishop taken in Namibia. 

There is a photograph of Matthew 
Goniwe and one of Molly. All of 
them — 'Warriors for justice who 
walked briefly in a troubled land.' 

They are all dead. 
We weep today but we know that 

they have changed the course of his
tory and their work will continue. 

This is the tribute we pay to them 
— our commitment to go on trying 

to follow them as 'warriors for jus
tice' — our dedication to the cause 
they served. 

We will not forget them and we 
will not be turned back from the path 
they trod. 

Molly's death is a national as well 
as a bitterly felt personal tragedy. 

All of us today reach out to com
fort her husband, her children, her 
family, her friends, especially Di, 
and all the thousands of people who 
mourn her now. 

There is a verse from the first 
psalm which is for our consolation: 

And she shall be like a tree planted 
by the rivers of water, that 
bringeth forth her fruit in season; 
her leaf shall also not wither; and 
whatsoever she doeth shall 
prosper. 

In the shade of her tree we shall 
bring forth our fruit in due season 
and we will always seek to prosper 
the work she has begun. 


