DOC BIKITSHA – A VOTE OF THANKS
While it is an honour to be asked by the collective body of journalists to give the vote of thanks at the memorial service of Doc “The Old Carcass” Bikitsha, a colossal personality in the history of black journalism in our country, one had to resign himself to hearing the preceding tributes that have poured from all the speakers.

How lucky some of us where to have wallowed in the intoxicating environment pregnant with the wisdom, anecdotes and frivolity of giants such as Bikitsha, Sy Mogapi, Aggrey Klaaste, Don Mattera, Sydney Matlhaku, Ronnie Manyosi, Duke Moleko, Leslie Sehume, Percy Qoboza, Ronnie Zondi, Stanley Mutjuwadi, Lucas Molete, Obed Musi, Mecro Zwane, Mike Mazurki Phahlane, Mike Ndlazi, Enoch Duma, Martin Mahlaba, Casey Motsisi, Joe Gumede, Chapman Nomtuli, Theo Mthembu, Gordon Siwani, Joe Thloloe and photographers such as Alf Kumalo,  Peter Magubane, Moffat Zungu, Ronnie Kweyi, Mike Mzileni and Harold Figlan.

Of course there are many others whose images have faded into the sunset of life. 

At a time when the egregious system of apartheid was eating away at the very soul of the majority, these august personalities with Bikitsha at the helm, gave us a glimpse of life in the 50s and 60s. They were a mirror of the rich legacy spawned by the Drum generation. They were riotous and did not display angst. They did not suffer fools gladly and were masters at the Queen’s language, waxing lyrically and idiomatically in their writing.

Bikitsha in particular, epitomsed the Drum era and was never sanctimonious. He was not even prone to sudden mood changes and behaviour. His larger than life character was underpinned by simplicity, empathy and sympathy. A man who straddled the social strata from the hoi polloi to the high and mighty, his trademark guffaw was as disarming as his wisdom. Yes, while hooch, as they referred to hard drinks, might have seemed to destroy their lives, the likes of the ‘Old Carcass’ were sagacious and always willing to embrace starry-eyed youngsters like myself and my generation (that included Phil Mtimkulu, Jake Mola, Joe Latakgomo, Elliot Makhaya, Mike Phalatse, Thami Mazwai, Sekola Sello, Mothobi Mutluatse, Nomavenda Mathiane, Suzette Nxumalo, Sophie Tema, Ike Segola, Z.B.Molefe, Len Kumalo and many others.) 

I remember on my first pay day at the then World newspaper, the Carcass and some of the wise men initiated me by driving me to a Langlaagte bottle store and spent my entire meager earnings on hooch. That I did not even drink nor smoke was neither here nor there. At a time when I was a passionate soccer player, I was soon to be inducted into the world of hooch. 

On another occasion, the Carcass came over to me and in his booming voice asked, “Lad, have you got change for ten rands?”  I hurriedly emptied my coins and gave him the money. He never gave me the ten rands note. As he nonchalantly strode away he said, “God bless you lad.” 
For the wisdom we imbibed daily from the likes of the “Old Carcass”, ten rands was nothing. What my generation gained was that having experienced gurus around begets the theory (empiricism) that all knowledge is derived from experience and observation. The generation of the “Old Carcass” wrote with a flair that showed their ability to think clearly whatever their state of mind. They arrogantly thrust forward a writing style in their articles that captured the miasma of ghetto life which was wrought with crime and political activity. It captured the societal dynamics of the time. If anything, they contributed immensely to the knowledge production which the younger generation should not allow to be the predominant enclave of one sector of our community. Knowledge production is what we write about in our newspapers and which informs a people’s history.

Let me thank all of you, including our leaders and in particular, the journalistic fraternity that hopefully will perpetuate the legacy left by the inimitable Doc Bikitsha aka “The Old Carcass”.  

