CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Front Row L–R: N van Bergen (Chairman), Mrs K Stenos (Teacher-in-Charge), C van der Westhuizen.
Back Row L–R: B Cox, R Skoczkowski, C Rodewald, C Araüjo.

Kyle Handley
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Creative Writing Club
The Bringer of Our Demise
I am none other than the eternal One.
My message survives through the ages
to guide a few faithful yet deceived souls
to their ultimate fate.
Alongside me they will die.
Alongside me they will live
and breathe
but their legacy will be lost to the wind.
As their ashes turn to dust
and return to their eternal home,
our long-enduring planet
(the place they once called home),
will go on with no remorse
or widowed sorrow.
It will mend itself and it will endure –
we will have died for a worthless cause.
As I say these words I am dead and gone
but my life and legacy lives on:
I have ended the war.
A war without honour or emotion –
my choice was just.

The lies and deceit that clench their souls
and fill their eyes with remorse are apparent
yet they spill not a tear.
My sin was trust.
I believed the lies I was told
and did the unforgivable.
I brought about our demise
because I believed their lies.
They claimed it was for the good of man –
that it would save millions.
Hiroshima turned out to be the ultimate sham.
They hailed me a hero
who ended the war.
This was a lie.
They have not realized
that their ultimate ‘salvation’
encapsulates their ultimate demise.
Rafal Skoczkowski

The Duel
Two men stand
Facing one another
First they bow
Then they tense
A cry runs forth
From each opponent’s mouth
A loud “en guard!”
Pierces the veil of sound.
One, two; one, two;
And swish and swipe
There goes the swords
Their edges seeking death
Each man to kill
Each man to fight
Each man to die
Each man too light.
From the sidelines
A lady looks on
Watching the “gentlemen”
And for death’s ugly face.
A scream breaks the silence
That now rung in the woman’s ears
The shrubbery around her
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Did not draw the eye away from those tears
She whispers in his ear,
“You killed my lover”
He lulls back,
“I killed my brother.”
With that she slits his throat
And weeps for Death
Weeps for her lover
And his rival brother.
She then took the dagger to her breast
And plunged it deep inside her chest
She fell upon the killer
Her poem clutched in her palm.
They were buried next to the other
The other dead caused
Lowered into the ground
With unread stories.
And so comes forth
An age old question
Which is more deadly
War or Love?
Caleb Rodewald

The computer gaming club still stands proud as
one of the largest and most active clubs at Pretoria
Boys High. Club members have to make a long term
commitment in terms of two afternoons of dedicated
game play per week. The object of these sessions is to
identify and field the strongest possible teams during
the following year in the external Mind Sport South
Africa On-line League. When looking at the results
obtained this year in the external MSSA League, it is
evident that this policy has paid off handsomely.
During the 2008 season Pretoria Boys High School
was represented in the external Mind Sport South
National Colours B CounterStrike 1.6
Rudi Boshoff
Giehard Hessel
Kevin Lai
Richard Smart
Christopher Swan (Team Captain)
National Colours B Warcraft (DoTA)
Placed first in the on-line Nationals:
Christoph Jensen
Christopher Ashworth
Mose Kwon
Grant McKenzie
Gunther Praeg
Dustin Pringle
Provincial Colours B Warcraft (DoTA)
Placed first on-line Provincials:
Gareth Cronje
Brendan Cox
Anesu Shamu

Pretoria Boys High School managed to obtain first,
second and third place in the Provincial DoTA online League. This is another first for the club and as
such it places us at the forefront of computer gaming
in the country. The only other school who features in
this category is Northcliff High. All of this however
would not be possible without the unsung heroes
(the Internal Game Administrators) who work
tirelessly behind the scenes to make it all possible.
A huge debt of gratitude is owed to each and every
of these individuals who sacrifice so much of their
time and invest so much of their energy in ensuring
game play happens on an ongoing and organized
basis. The Game administrators endeavour to set an
impeccable example in their attempts to further the
ends of the sport in general.
We will maintain our level of involvement in the
MSSA League during the 2010 season by entering

Africa League by three teams. We managed to double
our involvement during the 2009 season as we had
six teams competing in the MSSA League. Those
interested in computer gaming learnt early on in
the year of the demise of AGASA (Amateur Gaming
Association of South Africa). This did however not
impact negatively on the levels of enthusiasm and
intensity with which both the internal and external
matches were contested.
Having come to the virtual end of the 2009 game
play season I am pleased to report the following
achievements:
Alex Calamas
Matt Lombard
Provincial Colours B Warcraft (DoTA)
Placed second in the on-line Provincials:
Christopher Ashworth
Christoph Jensen
Mose Kwon
Grant McKenzie
Gunther Praeg
Dustin Pringle
Provincial Colours B Warcraft (DoTA)
Placed third in the on-line Provincials:
Luke Lindner
Johnson Hsu
Alex Wang
Richard Andrew
Jason de Andrade
Ryan Trollip
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Computer Gaming Club

six teams. To this end internal ranking matches
continued unabated up until the last game play day
on 22 October 2009.
It was the first year that internal tournaments were
run in both CounterStrike and Warcraft B DoTA.
Provision is made for two individual tournaments
per year for each of the games currently being
played. These tournaments were hotly contested
with the winners being awarded the Computer
Gaming Club ﬂoating trophy which was graciously
donated by Luke Lindner, the 2009 club chairman.
These tournaments will become a fixture in the
Pretoria Boys High School Game play calendar.
The following individuals have been elected for
2010:
Chairman
Vice-Chairman

Giehard Hessel
Christopher Swan

The Pretorian
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Front Row L–R: K Lai, L Constantinou, J Ashworth, G Hessel (Vice-Chairman), Mrs K Stenos (Teacher-in-Charge), L Lindner (Chairman),
C Swan (Vice-Chairman), A Yared, K Dodds.
Second Row L–R: N Dlamini, M Schreiner, D Qi, J Annandale, J Botha, K Neocosmos, J Mahwehwe, J Lee, M Moche.
Back Row L–R: S Park, M Kwon, R Smart, R Boshoff, J Lu, A Bernardi, L Masters, R Appana.

The Pretorian

Front Row L–R: K Konopi, K-J Barnard, G Konopi, M Coetzee (Chairman), T Dawson, F Raw, N Ali.
Second Row L–R: Mrs L Georgiades (Teacher-in-Charge), D Mills, A Nicolaides, M Black, L Masters, L Mosuwe, P Sewmohan, J Lee.
Back Row L–R: A Maharaj, M Leask, R Beckwith, R Appana.
Absent: K Kasure.

This year has been one to remember for the Debating
Society. We had a very strong group of matrics who
were extremely passionate and committed to the
society.
The start of the year brought a large inﬂux
of callow Form 1s who were very eager to get
involved in the society. Under the leadership of our
Chairman, Martin Coetzee, these new additions
to the society grew to be part of the Junior team
which participated in SACEE’s Junior Tournament.
The Senior team which comprised Martin Coetzee,
Trevor Dawson and Goitseone Konopi took part in
the Senior SACEE Tournament, in which they made

the finals. Moreover, the society entered the Model
United Nations Competition, which was a fun and
experience-filled episode for all those who were
involved. Overall, the Debating Society has reached
new heights and this would not have been possible
had it not been for Mrs Georgiades’ unquestionable
devotion to the improvement of the society. For this
we are very grateful.
We look forward to scaling new heights in 2010
as our considerable collective talents are honed and
matured.
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Debating Society

Keamo Konopi
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Fantasy Wargames
This year was a year of growth for the Fantasy
Wargaming Society. As a new MIC, it was also a year
with a steep learning curve. Thankfully, I had the
assistance of an excellent and outspoken chairman,
Max Finbow, as well as a number of boys who gave
much time and effort towards ensuring the success
of 2009.
A number of the boys participated in the major
tournaments of the year, namely ICON, UPCON and
WARCON. Max Finbow and Jonathan Kenyon were
awarded Full Colours for their achievements during
the course of the year, and Murray von Maltitz was
awarded Half Colours for his excellent results in the
major tournaments.
A side of the society that was dormant in recent

years is card gaming. Thanks to the involvement of
a few devoted Magic: The Gathering players, led by
Sibu Masters, the card gaming section of the society
was reawakened. There are plans for strengthening
this part of the club in the future, including hosting
sanctioned tournaments.
The support, dedication and enthusiasm that the
boys involved in Fantasy Wargaming have shown
this year gives me great faith that the future of the
society will be bright and successful. I look forward
to, hopefully, many more years of enabling boys to
unlock their talents and imaginations.
J W Page
MIC

Front Row L–R: L Buys, G Cloete, M Finbow (Chairman), J Kenyon, D Esterhuizen (Vice-Head).
Second Row L–R: Mr Page (Teacher-in-Charge), T Da Conceicao, R Appana, L Masters, M Schreiner, W Sales.
Back Row L–R: E Singh, S Khuzwayo, M van Maltitz, S Masters.
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The Pretoria Boys High Hiking Club is alive and
well with a group of committed boys racking up on
the kilometres in areas all over South Africa. It is a
privilege to be part of a club where the boys involved
are worthwhile ambassadors for the school.
2009 was a truly exciting year for the club. We
finished three hikes, walking over 80km. We started
the year with one of the local jewels, right here in
the Groenkloof Nature Reserve, Pretoria. This lovely
piece of open space in the heart of our city offers
routes of more than 20km. With giraffe, zebra, kudu,
impala, blue wildebeest, eland and ostrich on our
doorstep, it was the ideal way to start the year and
to get to know new members.
During the July holidays, we set off to Mpumalanga to
experience the much talked about Kaapse Hoop hiking
trail. We discovered that this lovely little gold seekers
town is one of only a few places in the world where wild
horses still walk around freely. Together with the lovely
scenery down the escarpment, indigenous forests and

wildlife, this is a must see for any nature lover.
We were privileged to end the year off with the
Otter Trail in the southern Cape. Hiking in one of
the most beautiful parts, not only in South Africa,
but most certainly in the world, is an experience that
leaves one thankful, blessed and amazed.
This tough, five day hike with all its challenges
brought the group together in more ways than one.
Driving together in a school combi for more than
twenty hours, suffering up and down mountains
and crossing stormy rivers were forgotten when
we experienced the breathtaking views from points
high above the ocean, where dolphins and whales
accompany you along the way.
This was truly an adventurous year where
memories were made and we look forward to 2010
with excitement and anticipation.
M Badenhorst
MIC
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Hiking Club
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Otter Trail: Blaauwbaai beach – out of this world!
Kaapsche Hoop Hike – A well deserved “bush cuppa”
8
Otter Trail – Bottoms up – it’s all over!
Kaapsche Hoop: “Are we there yet?”
Stephen Dreyer, Paul van den Bergh, Thomas Potgieter, Andrew Jones, Mike Light, Ross Coetzee, Vincent Jacobs, Clyde MacDonald, Mouton
Badenhorst, Gustav Swart, Thian Ras, Justin Jacobs
Kaapsche Hoop Hike: The “team” gets ready for Day 1
6. Kaapsche Hoop hike: Although startled, these 3 gnomes were quite friendly
7. Otter Trail: Life’s a beach and then you hike
Paul van den Bergh, Thomas Potgieter, Robert Els, Quintin den Hartog, Stephan Dreyer, Clyde MacDonald, Misha Janse van Rensburg,
Vincent Jacobs, Thian Ras, Ross Coetzee, Mouton Badenhorst, Johan Herbst
8. Otter Trail: A nervous smile before the big crossing (Johan Herbst)
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Another World Champion!
2009 turned into a another brilliant wargames
year for the School. The PBHS Historical Wargames
Club honoured the School with its Fourth Junior
Protea Team member in a row in the form of
Duane Havenga. Duane has now matriculated and
is studying archeaology. Duane is the 2009 Junior
Ancients World Champion and was also the 2007
Junior Pike & Shot World Champion.
Our Junior Proteas have been:
Eramus Burger 2006 – represented SA in Athens,
Greece
Alexis Roodt 2007 – represented SA in Port Elizabeth,
South Africa
Paul Jooste 2008 – represented SA
in Helsinki, Finland
Duane Havenga 2009 – represented
SA in Washington DC, USA
Several of our players received
provincial colours this year, most
notably Ryan Trollip and Greg
Laycock, following away trips
to various provincial events,
including Potchefstroom, North
West; Harrismith, Free State; Johannesburg,
Gauteng; and Pietermaritzburg, KwaZulu-Natal.
The 2009 World Championships was played in
Washington DC, USA. The team consisted of three
senior Ancients players, a Pike & Shot player, the
manager and our very own Duane Havenga. Duane
ended as the Junior World Champion for Ancients!
The best senior South African was our long time

Carl Holliday (Coach), Greg Laycock, Jia Cheng Liu, Connor
Humphries, Benji Williams, Duane Havenga

This page sponsored by Patti Tooley

wargames coach, Mr Carl Holliday, who ended tenth
in the world. This is quite an achievement, with players
participating from as far afield as Finland, England,
New Zealand, Australia, France and of course America.
Players considered the Washington event as one of the
toughest World Championships to date.
The Historical Wargames Club travels every
year. This year was no exception. We travelled to
Potchefstroom in February, which was a lot of fun
and helped the newcomers to find their feet. Fast
tracking newcomers into the main stream ensures
that they are forced to build armies and learn their
rules quickly. The next major trip was the Free
State event, which is also an
open provincial event where our
boys play against all opponents.
As always the boys earned a
reputation for being courteous,
polite and very tough opponents.
With two of our boys placing in
the top three at Free State, it is no
wonder that Boys High dominates
Schools Wargames!
The photo's accompanying this
article shows the relative size of our figures, the 2009
World Championship Team in front of the Lincoln
Memorial in Washington DC and those players who
travelled to Free State.
Carl Holliday
Coach
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Historical Wargames

The PBHS team at the Free State Provincial Championships,
Harrismith
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Photographic Society
Walking in the footsteps of a great master-in-charge
can be daunting, especially if one is armed with little
more than a camera and an enthusiasm for the art.
Corne Olivier set the goal posts so high that I could
barely see them – never mind reach them.
Our first excursion was to the new Wesbank
building under the expert guidance of Mario Sales –
an outstanding photographer and dad of one of the
new Form 1s, Warwick. After hours of clicking away
at the imposing building from all possible angles in
the ever-changing light, Thomas de Bruyn took the
picture that was placed second in the competition
that Wesbank sponsored.
Marabastad may be totally unknown to most
boys, but it is a unique part of our city. The sights
and sounds can transport one’s imagination to an
African city in any part of the continent. And it is on
our doorstep in the CBD of Pretoria. Our guide was
the award-winning Astrid Schwenke who took us to a
picturesque mosque. Exiting the mosque we met a man
with his pet boa draped around his neck. The snake
was one of five that served as his personal bodyguards
and provided Gustavo, our exchange student, with an
unforgettable SA experience. The trip included a visit
to the old Capitol Theatre, a dilapidated movie house
currently used as a parking lot.
Somewhat disappointing was the visit to Mystic
Monkeys and Feathers. We were expecting a wildlife

sanctuary but discovered it was just a zoo where a
huge variety of primates were kept. The wire fencing
marred all the photos, although Garron Cloete took
a magnificent picture of a swan. Francois Retief, the
2008 Chairman, also clicked a beautiful mother and
child through the fence.
Apart from outings like these, the boys received
topics on a two weekly basis and then had to submit
photos for adjudication. Some of the topics chosen by
the boys included Animals, Fire and Water, Smoke,
Macro and Sport. A daunting experience for the
photographers (and I would imagine for the models
alike) was a photo shoot on stage with the assistance
of Mr Sales, who also brought screens and lights in for
the occasion. The models were water polo players, a
ballet dancer and the odd well built Boys High boy.
And they were clothed in speedos only! Two of the
adjudicators were Mario Sales and Ludwig Jacobs,
who judged the photos on a professional basis and
the best three topical photographs were chosen
and displayed in the photographic display cabinet.
Regular adjudication by these outside professional
photographers contributed to the great variety
of high quality photos taken by the talented boys.
We managed to hang more than forty photos at the
fourth annual exhibition called “Shutter Stories”.
This took place in the Battisphere and was officially
opened by the previous master-in-charge, Corne

Front Row L–R: T de Bruyn, R van Zyl, G Cloete, Ms M Hornsveld, F Retief (Chairman), S Khuzwayo, K Handley.
Second Row L–R: D Valster, M Tubb, J Lourens (Vice-Chairman), G Amorim, D Jacobs, M Ferreira, M Harris.
Back Row L–R: K Gaunt, R Jordaan, J van Wyk, K van der Walt, D Klemhentz, S Bakker, R Carbonatto, M Ebrahim.
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Olivier. Here are a few remarks from her speech:
“For every great event in history, there is a picture
in my head. The Berlin wall – a young man’s body
hanging limp over the barbed wire; Vietnam – the
young girl running crying with her clothes burnt
from her body; Mandela – his hand raised with
that well-known smile as he takes his first step to
freedom. Each of these moments, happy or sad,
perfectly captured by the click of a shutter at the
exact right moment.
Tonight you have with you the tellers of stories
whose names will be known in the future. The quality
of the photos is of an exceptional standard and
covers a wide range of the photographic spectrum.
From the breathtaking landscapes, the stunning
monochrome journalistic photos to the stylised
portrait photography. I am proud and honoured to
have been part of this.”
The Photographic Society wishes to thank the
photographers and parents for their support during
2009.

5
Excursion to the “Mystic Monkeys and Feathers” wildlife sanctuary
Thomas de Bruyn and Jordaan Lourens admiring the “personal bodyguard” of a passerby in Marabastad
Interior of the Raadsaal building on Church Square during a visit by the Society
“Kloubouter” – photo by Francois Retief taken at “Mystic Monkeys” sanctuary
“Swan Lake” – photo by Garron Cloete taken at “Mystic Monkeys”
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SCA
Students Christian Association
Faithfulness and perseverance are vitally important
characteristics if one wants to grow spiritually. When
I think of 2009 two names pop up: Gray Manicom
and John Webber.
Gray, our chairman, is a most dedicated young
man who, under difficult circumstances, led the
Dayboy SCA with distinction. He has been faithful
in leading every meeting, and his dedication to God
and to his calling as a Christian is exemplary. Due
to Gray’s commitment the SCA prospered and his
enthusiasm led to many other boys being blessed.
John Webber, an old boy and a future teacher at
PBHS, has been Mr Steyn’s diligent assistant at the
Boarder SCA and his deep faith and enthusiasm
about the Lord has been an encouragement to many.

Thursday nights have been a blessing to the young
men attending. We were also blessed by the visit of
the Fire Team, organised by Rev Alan O’Brien. The
team’s enthusiasm and genuine faith had a profound
effect on many boys.
We as a SCA also wish Mr Schroder well for his
retirement. We are sad to see him go, but we are grateful
to say that during his time at Boys High, the SCA
experienced the freedom to express their faith. Due to
Mr Schroder’s kindness we were able to get the SCA
Den and therefore a place to call our own. We pray for
you, Sir, that you and Mrs Schroder may experience
the close presence of the Lord in your retirement.
J A Steyn

Front Row L–R: P O’Brian, G Manicom (Chairman-Dayboys), Mr A Steyn (Teacher-in-Charge), T Dawson (Chairman-Boarders), G Konopi.
Second Row L–R: J Tlokotsi, D de Klerk, D Chanmugam, O Ogunbanjo, G Lavagna.
Third Row L–R: J Dguttu, K Konopi, K Mbithi, A Smith.
Back Row L–R: D Askham, J Leppan, B Harle.
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Society for National and International Affairs
Under the leadership of Thato Matsaung and Sibu
Masters the Society began a slow but steady growth
in numbers during this year. We discovered that the
Society is in fact in its "Thirty Years On" year, having
been established in 1979 by Mrs N van Etten and
then Headmaster Mr M Armstrong. Being a member
of the Society is something to be proud of. It is a
forum where different points of view are established,
questions are encouraged, and new and thoughtprovoking information is available by the ton.
The year began with a visit from Mr Kennedy Gihana,
a Burundian refugee who had left Uganda after his
family had been murdered, and walked to South Africa.
He slept under boxes on Johannesburg pavements until
he was lent R100 to register for a training course for
security guards. Working as a security guard, he saved
enough to register for law modules at Unisa. In 2008 he
raised his right hand in the Pretoria High Court where
he was admitted as an attorney, taking an oath to serve
the Republic of South Africa.
At the beginning of 2009 the world was still
buzzing with the excitement of the November 4,
2008 American elections. Barack Obama was the
name on everybody's lips. Dr David Brown from
the American Embassy gave of his time one Friday
afternoon to explain the somewhat controversial
Electoral College system to us.
Just before the April Elections three young people
from the Congress of the People Student Movement
at the University of Pretoria were invited to address
the Society on the philosophy that gave birth to COPE
(not to canvass for votes!). Marius Redelinghuys,
who delivered the address, said:
… as a young person myself, I know that it is within

THIS section of society (youth) that the thirst for
real, substantive and meaningful change is the
greatest. We B the youth and future of this country
B today are more in control of our future and destiny
than our parents and grandparents before us, and
with this control comes an immense responsibility
and incredible potential.
The boys did not cut the students any slack! They
had a lot of questions, some scepticism, and were
determined to get answers to those questions. The
SNIA meeting was an hour longer than usual!
In May Dr Caradee Wright agreed to address
the Society. Welcome back ma'am. (Yes, Dr Wright
taught Geography here two years ago). She is now a
research group leader for the CSIR Natural Resources
and Environmental research group. She gave the
boys feedback on the Global Change Summit held in
Midrand earlier in the year. Dr Wright encouraged
boys to join the fight against climate change. "By just
switching to energy efficient bulbs makes a world of
difference", she told them.
Mr Gregory September is the author of a book
called "A Society in Growth?". (Note the question
mark). He writes (see cover of his book) that:
… Service delivery is a promise compromised that
may derail that good intent of government. This
failure is caused by people;s arrogance, greed and
ill-discipline, which is an institutional behaviour
disorder, the destroyer of efforts and ethos.
Mr September's address was fairly academic, and
the reaction of boys diverse. Some were quite angry
at what they perceived as his cynicism. But that is
what belonging to the SNIA is about. You do not
have to agree with what other people say, but you

Thato Matsaung thanks Dr C Wright after her address to the SNIA

Ali Nassir cleanses his hands after our visit to the place of the
“lekgotla” at Freedom Park
The Pretorian
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SNIA
must give them the space to say it.
One of the SNIA outings this year was to Freedom
Park. The heritage site brochure states:
Heritage is the fingerprint of generations. The
Freedom Park aims to capture these fingerprints,
articulating an inclusive, multifaceted heritage
that acknowledges South Africa;s cultural
diversity and deepens its identity. Visitors to the
Park are challenged to reconcile the successes and
contradictions of the past and present, ultimately
reaching a new understanding.
One could not help but be moved by the symbolism
all around one.
And thena speaker with whom the boys, to a
man, fell in love! Dr Micki Pistorius. spent six years
as a profiler with the South African Police Service,
tracking and trying to get to grips with the torment
of the serial killer. In her autobiography she writes:
Serial killers experience the power over life and death
as omnipotence. Since they have little control over
their own lives and feelings, they become addicted
to the omnipotence that control over someone else's
life gives them. Therefore they kill repetitively.
It restores the mental imbalance they experience
whenever their self-worth is challenged.
Dr Pistorius is a down-to-earth, tell-it-like-it-is
person, and we all want to meet her again.
Our second trip was to the Hector Pieterson
Museum in Soweto. Thank you to Mr Dowra and Mrs

Petrou for accompanying the boys. The boulder and
plaque in front of the museum were put up in memory
of the student uprising on June 16 1976. The students
were protesting against the imposition of the use of
Afrikaans as a medium of instruction in Black schools.
Professor Carol Allias from Unisa visited Boys High
to discuss the horrendous and almost unbelievable
topic of Human Trafficking. Her statistics terrified
us all. With the promise of visitors to South Africa
for 2010 FIFA World Cup girls as young as ten years
old are being trafficked as prostitutes. One of the
questions to her was "What can we do about it?" Her
answer is: "Just make people aware".
The year ended on a high note. Mr Norman Taku
from the Centre for Human Rights at the University
of Pretoria addressed the society. He had asked if,
as human rights is such a wide topic, he could meet
with the SNIA for a series of talks. This, his first
talk, took us back to our January guest – genocide in
Uganda. And then he shocked us all. He showed us
photographs of xenophobic attacks in South Africa.
Darkness lurks everywhere.
Our thanks goes to those members of staff who
show their interest by attending meetings. Thank you
especially to Ms van Zyl, Mrs Gioia, Mrs Illsley and
Mr Wright for establishing contact with speakers.
G Wroth
Teacher-in-charge

Front Row L–R: N Ali, K Poovendran, TK Matsaung (Chairman), S Masters, C Petros.
Back Row L–R: J Oguttu, AJ Pundit, J Jennings, N Lebakeng, G Moroeng, Ms. G Wroth (Teacher-in-Charge).
Absent: J Mouton, M Calitz, B Mkwanazi.
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It never ceases to amaze me how fast a year at
Boys High can ﬂy! The Vedic Hindu Youth League
operated at a slower pace than usual this year. This is
because, as the new chairman of the society, I opted
for a more calm and passive style of leadership.
After the excursion to the Buddhist Temple in
Bronkhorstpruit in 2008, I realised that the members
of the society got along with each other better in
a relaxed atmosphere and were able to express
themselves more freely. The aim of the society this
year was to break away from tradition. Since the
establishment of the League, we were expected to
conform to the study of the Hindu culture. Exercising
my power as chairman, I invited a member of the
Rastafarian religion to be a guest speaker. The
members of the League were a bit apprehensive at
first but, as time went on, they found the discourse
was very enlightening. A handful of other boys
joined during the progress of the meeting. They
were more than eager to ask questions and to debate.
During the course of the year, we were given a very

interesting proposal by the previous chairman and
founder, Savaal Singh. After establishing another
VHYL at the University of Pretoria, he suggested
that we amalgamate the newly established VHYL
with our one. This was to expose the members of
the new VHYL to the different activities in which
they could involve themselves. Our first excursion
as a combined society was to the Mohau Centre in
Attredgeville. This was the first time that the Boys
High members met the UP members. For most of
the UP members, it was the first time that they have
been to a feeding scheme. The former chairman of
the society, Anil Pillai, was also present. The annual
general meeting took place at the University of
Pretoria. Ashik Pundit was inaugurated as the new
chairman of the society. My personal thanks go to
Mrs Prinsen. VHYL would never have survived
without her dedication and patience. Thanks a lot
ma'am!
Raymond Malatji

1. K Gopee and K Poovendran, VHYL members and students from TUKS
interacting with children from the Mohau Centre
2. Thabang Nkoang with one of the Mohau boys
3. Savaal Singh (founder member of the VHYL of PBHS) listening intently to
one of the Mohau
boys.
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VHYL

2

3
Front Row L–R: K Poovendran, R Malatji, PJ Chauke.
Back Row L–R: Mrs M Prinsen (Teacher-in-Charge), R Xu, AJ Pundit, D Pillay.
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Wildlife Society
The highlight of the Wildlife Society in 2009 was
the weekend trip to Marakele National Park in the
Waterberg Mountains. We stayed in a research camp
at the foot of the mountain range for two nights.
Activities during the day included a game walk
where one group was lucky enough to stumble to
within 30 meters of a breeding pair of rhino. Other
activities included tree identification, bird watching
and game drives. On the Saturday afternoon, we
drove up to the lookout point which looks down on
a major part of the reserve, a truly spectacular sight.
It goes without saying that we were all sad when the
time came for us to head back to Pretoria.
Other highlights during the year included a
visit to a vulture rehabilitation centre near the
Hartebeespoort dam, and an elephant sanctuary
where we were able to touch the elephants. We also
visited Mystic Monkeys which housed a large variety
of primates as well as tropical parrots, cheetah cubs,
tigers, white lion and a 3 month old white lion cub
which we got to play with. There was also the trip
to the Rietvlei Nature Reserve which included an
evening game drive followed by a braai.
During the year we were entertained by various
speakers who spoke about interesting topics such as
careers in conservation, elephant culling and leopards.

Sa k//a !=aTsi > uTsi – We are looking for a better life
(through conservation). This is the aim shared by both
government officials and the South African National
Parks Board with regard to people and conservation
in this country. Many efforts are currently being
poured into research and dealing with wildlife
issues, especially with regard to the future of the
country’s biodiversity and management of its
national parks. I firmly believe that natural capital
is what we as humans rely on; this should be looked
after, whether from a self-centred point of view or
purely as a social responsibility.
I was most impressed by the number of boys
who are passionate about environmental issues
and are eager to learn more about conservation. I
hope that these boys are not isolated in their quest
to broaden their knowledge, because nature offers
such a wide variety of experiences and career
paths, all of which are becoming increasingly more
important as human population numbers continue
to increase.
I would like to thank the boys for their keenness,
interest and loyalty shown towards the Society
throughout 2009. I have no doubt that 2010 is going
to be just as good a year and wish the matrics all the
best in their future endeavours.

R. Jordaan
Form IV

R. Blackmore
MIC

Front Row L–R: A Smith, M Von Johannides, R Blackmore (Teacher-in-Charge), J Herbst, J Joubert.
Back Row L–R: R Jordaan, J Leppan, K Gray, B Rath.
Absent: S van Aswegen.
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Outside our huts at Marakele National Park
No major changes took place during evolution – perhaps just clothing
Never reckon with the ‘King of the jungle’
Enjoying a bush walk in Marekele National Park
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English
A Smouldering Problem
I saw a few burnt beams lying on the side of the road
when I drove past the site of last year's xenophobic
violence. Once again I thought back to that awful
time. May 2008.
People were pouring in from Zimbabwe and
other African countries. Some of them, the more
skilled and more determined, managed to find jobs
in their new country or opened their own stores or
businesses. Some of those jobs would have gone to
the local people, had the immigrants not arrived or
had the South Africans been more enterprising.
Instead of working harder to find jobs and
provide for their families, some people grumbled
and complained and blamed the foreigners for all
their misfortunes.
These people ignored the Bill of Rights, the right
to freedom, the right to protection from violence
and started a campaign of terror. Flames crackled
ominously as the xenophobic riots started.

I remember the smoke which rose from the
burning houses roiling overhead as the immigrants
experienced attack after attack on themselves, their
families and their property.
I saw the policeman pluck a young child from the
burning wreck of the shack where she had lived. She
was shocked and confused by the commotion and
noise around her. Smoke hung over the violencetorn neighbourhood where the girl had lived.
The child in the policeman's arms could not
understand where her mama and papa had gone. I
never found out whether she, much less her parents,
made it out of that horror alive.
All this violence seems such a pity. While the
smoke from the fires polluted the air, the violence
polluted the spirit of South Africa. Only when we all
work together will we really be free.
Chris Swanepoel (Form 2)

Francois Retief

New Year's Eve
The rogue bull struggled to escape. It tried to move
its hind legs – but to no avail. A group of ten wellbuilt men held it by the horns and hooves. The men
groaned with exhaustion.
The orgy of sweat and spit was accompanied by
the beast's bellowing. One of the men released the
bull's hooves. The bull, exhausted from struggling,
did not see him reach for a dagger. With a sharp
thrust into the back of the bull's neck, the knife was
lodged deep into the spinal cord. The beast drowsily
closed its eyes and fell on its side with a loud thud.
The man jerked the dagger out of the bull's neck
and a stream of blood poured from the wound. The
beast stopped moving. Its bellowing gave way to
groans and rattles. The stiﬂing smell of streaming
blood hung in the air like the beast's dangling
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tongue. Contracted muscles relaxed.
Then, all of a sudden, the sound of ululation came
from women and children watching the violence.
Standing in a circle around the men and the bull,
they carried calabashes and gourds filled with
African beer. They beat their drums made of hide
and rattled their shakers. Men, women, children,
young and old, sang and danced in unison.
This was a typical New Year's Eve party – African
style, of course! Friends, neighbours, relatives and
acquaintances ate from the same pot, shared a calabash
of beer and sat around the same fire all night, drinking,
laughing, confabulating, just having a good time.
This is how my ancestors greeted a new year.
Raymond Malatji (Form 5)
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I am
I am a tree
Anchored by my sturdy roots
The wind rushes through my leaves
Recounting intriguing tales
I am a bird
Soaring above an emerald forest
The wind gushes through my feathers
Describing adventurous explorations
I am a river
Flowing into the vast ocean
The wind inspires myriad ripples
Encouraging me to advance forward
I am a pupil
Imprisoned in this insipid classroom
The wind hurries through the open window
Instructing me to break free and to follow my dreams.
Yaun-Chih Yen (Form 4

Royce Beaton

Boys High – Kyle Handley
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Untitled – Sizo Khuzwayo

Untitled – Jordaan Lourens

South African Ballet Theatre – Jordaan Lourens
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English
Solitude
Solitude, true solitude, scares me. Being truly alone
is a concept which I find difficult with which to
come to terms, and with good reason. We human
beings all function within traditional structures.
These structures are age-old, such as our family and
peers, or institutions such as school and university.
Perhaps it is in our nature that we all seek comfort in
numbers. We draw strength from these structures,
and invariably feel frightened and alone when we
are removed from them. These structures form an
insulating layer between us and the real world.
I believe that, for young adults, these structures
have a negative impact, as the sense of strength and
security which they provide is in fact false.
The sense of strength and security provided by the
traditional structures allows us to accept ourselves
as we are, perhaps leaving unchanged what should
be changed, and looking with a kind eye upon that
within ourselves which should be critically analysed.
I believe that solitude, true self-reliance, is an integral
aspect of the process of maturing. When one is
alone, there is no-one from whom to draw strength
except oneself. In order to truly become strong as an
individual, one must confront the negative aspects

of one's persona which, contrary to popular belief,
can and should be changed.
Solitude's worth in this regard, as a tool for selfadvancement, is unrivalled. I believe that we are all
ultimately alone, and being able to function happily
and effectively in this state is the hallmark of a truly
mature individual.
Solitude teaches us how to function without the
support of others, but it also teaches us the true
value of this support. I believe that we should
function within the traditional structures not
because we have to, but because we choose to. I
also believe that an individual who is at peace with
himself can function much more efficiently within
the traditional structures. We all have the capacity
for solitude. As young adults, we are presented
with so many choices for which we alone must take
ultimate responsibility. This can be a frightening
experience. However, it is through the process
of isolation, through having to trust and rely
solely on oneself, that we are able to progress as
individuals.
Tim Wolff-Piggott (Form 4)

Rust – Mohammed Ebrahim
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These past two years have shown me more death
that any of the previous fifteen years. Recently my
grandmother passed away and it saddened me,
but I could not bring myself to mourn. I could not
understand why. It felt to me as if I were inhuman
or mentally ill. I convinced myself that I was
emotionally drained and that I had no more sorrow
left to weep out.
One of my friends asked me to play at his father's
funeral last week. I told him that it would be an
honour. His father was a very well known man
and I realised that there would be many people
present. I am not afraid of crowds and I do not
get stage-fright, but the thought of playing at the
funeral kept making me nervous and I could not
understand why. I had previously played at many
funerals including my own grandmother's and I
had never felt nervous.
When the time to play came, I stood outside the
entrance to the church facing the congregation. The
church was so full that many of my school friends
were standing to my left and right, having given up
their seats inside the church to adults. We had just
listened to about thirty minutes of prayer in Greek

and the language fascinated me.
The signal for me to play was given and I struck
up my drones. The sound of their harmonious
hum caused many people to turn and face me. I
began to play. The music I was making seemed
to cut through the people like a sudden, sharp,
cold wind. They all began to cry. The sight of their
faces made my heart clench and I started shaking.
For one moment the music died out from my ears
and all I could think about was every loved – one
I had lost. Their faces and memories filled my
thoughts and what I played became a tribute to
all of them.
I wanted to drop my pipes and start to cry but I
managed to control my feelings. I have played at
many competitions, functions and funerals but on
that day my pipes felt as if they were difficult to
play. When I stopped playing no-one spoke. All I
could hear was the sobbing of the congregation. I
saw the look in my friend's face. It was one of great
sorrow but gratitude. This is a memory which I will
keep forever.
James Orr (Form 5)
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The funeral

Mlungisi Zulu
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English
Dad
I cannot forget the incident which ripped my eyes
open at the beginning of those December holidays. I
did not like what I saw and the way in which my eyes
were opened was excruciatingly painful. However,
it has prevented me from turning out like him.
My dad walked through the front door and
announced proudly, "I have three weeks in which
to have fun, after which I return to my misery!" He
promptly went to the fridge to fetch his true love
(Castle lager) and sat in front of the television. He
greeted me and asked for the remote. He changed
the channel to rugby. He waved off my mom and
sister's complaints without a word.
My dad soon realised that the mood within the
house was tense, so he suggested that we go out for a
drink to meet up with some of my parents' friends. We
quickly agreed in order to escape the awkwardness.
Everybody was having a good time until my dad
got very drunk and irksome, and soon only our
family was left in the hotel lounge.
I did not mind getting into the car with my drunk
dad driving. My mom was the only other person who
could drive and she too was firmly under the inﬂuence
of alcohol. Yet I could see that my mom was not
entirely happy about my dad's driving home. At home
again, I realised why my mom had not told my dad
what her enraged face was telling me in the car. When
she told my dad what she had been wanting to say all
night he became extremely angry. If he had behaved
like this in the car he would have killed us all. I had
witnessed this scene in my house many times, but for
the first time in my life I refused to sit back and watch
it happen again. I stood up and told my father that no

matter how drunk he was he had no excuse for talking
to a woman (especially not my mother and his wife)
the way he always did. He then stopped swearing at
her and tore me apart with one sentence, "I will put
you through that wall, you little bastard!"
I went to my bedroom crying with those words
ringing in my ears. If he had actually done it, it would
have hurt less. I could still hear him screaming. The
only thing clear to me at the time was the pain I was
feeling. I heard my door open and my sister walked
in. Tears were streaming down her face and she told
me that he had said the same thing to her. I knew that
he had said the same thing to her. I knew that the
only reason he had said it to her was because she had
stood up for me. There is nobody in the world whom
I love more than my sister. Anger swelled inside me
such as I had never felt before. Before I could act on
this anger my mom walked in and said that he had
said the same thing to her. My mom calmed me down
as only she could. It then dawned on me that I was the
one who had left them with my angry father and had
not stayed to offer them the little help that I could.
This was the most painful thing that I have
ever experienced. However, it taught me so many
invaluable lessons about life that I can now see it in a
positive light. It does, however, bring a tear to my eye
every time I think about it. It taught me about true
love, morals, family, the power of alcohol and most
importantly how to treat a woman. It was difficult, but
my eyes were opened by these lessons. I can now see
the world and my father without their masquerades.
"Andrew Smith" (Form 5)

The broken window
He sat there in silence looking at the beautiful cobweb
pattern in the window pane. The central hole radiated
out in concentric circles, every piece of chipped glass
reﬂecting the morning sunshine. Three or four of the
glass shards close to the centre dispersed the light
in such a way that a few miniature rainbows could
be seen on the opposite white wall. This was truly
a spectacular sight! He was quite entranced by the
beauty of this kaleidoscope of colour.
Almost as spectacular had been the shot which
had sent the little white golf ball hurtling in the
direction of his mom's lounge. Grasping his five iron,
he had looked in admiration at the perfect loft of the
ball; if he kept on like this he would soon have his
handicap down to single digits. Then the sky would
be the limit! Turning professional, he would enter
a few local competitions and then, having won the
South African Open, his caddy and he would enter
174
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the international arena and would scoop up, one by
one, the titles from the famous names such as Tiger
Woods, Ernie Els, Vijay Singh and others.
Suddenly he had been jolted out of the thrill of
his daydream – where was the parabolic down
curve of his perfect shot going to end? As if in slow
motion, he saw the glistening white missile strike
the huge, perfect pane of glass. Crashing back to
reality, he gasped, as the perfect concentric circles
radiated outwards. He ran into the lounge and there
in the centre of the Persian carpet, lay a single white,
gleaming golf ball. He stealthily picked it up and
timidly tiptoed out of the room.
He wondered whether his mother would see her
newly transformed lounge window in the same
kaleidoscopic light as he did.
James Gous (Form 2)

ART
Thomas de Bruyn

Thomas de Bruyn

Peter Stegman

Jonathan Veale

Six feet – Thomas de Bruyn
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English
Solitude
The world in which we live is constantly changing,
and what society demands from us as individuals is
usually different to the person we are when we are
alone. Solitude recalls the image of a hermit, or the
anti-social man in a crowded society. Though these
people may be alone, they may not necessarily feel
lonely.
Solitude is the perfect haven for self-realisation. It
is the oasis in the middle the desert, the place where
one can rejuvenate oneself. Solitude is the intimate
friend who constantly reminds us who we should
be. But, once released back into the chaotic society
in which we live, we lose the real us and conform
to the absurd social norms. Thus, solitude shows us
what we should be, while society shows us what
we are.
During the day, we are like ants, forever interacting
with the objects around us. We continually seek the
food which will sustain our souls, yet forgetting
to enjoy the contentment which Mother Nature
provides us. Fighting for personal gain seems to
occupy most of our time, but we rarely fight for
what we desire within.
Monks must be blissful in their serene abodes far
away from the hustle and bustle of city life, because
there they can meditate and find enlightenment.
Thus they benefit from solitude to the fullest. Usually
when I am exhausted, I retreat to my bedroom and
recompose myself in order to find tranquillity within.
I also enjoy yoga which helps me to feel relaxed and
even-tempered.
There is another type of solitude – one which
is forlorn and which is encountered daily by the
residents of old age homes. Many of these elderly
people never experience the joy of welcoming
visitors. I sympathise with them, for "no man is
an island, entire of itself". We all appreciate the
company of our friends who comfort us during times
of grief or disappointment. If one has loyal friends,
one never has to fear the obstacles in one's way. but
if one chooses to be solitary, one will stumble on the
hurdles strewn across one's path.
Many say that solitude is avoidance, but I believe
that it is self-discovery. When we are alone, we are
able to realise all our strengths and confront out
weaknesses. We are able to reﬂect on past actions
and try to improve ourselves. Being able to be alone
yet to feel comfortable with the ever-changing world
is the ideal form of solitude.

Spider Spider

Yuan-Chih Yen (Form 4)
Quintin Pretorius
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Once again only wide eyes and shocked faces
met my explanation of what I had done over the
previous weekend. One of the boys released a
low, superior sounding chuckle; clearly he felt his
weekend had been better than mine. It was then that
the realisation struck me that these people could not
possibly understand.
The modern teenager lives his life on a loop; it
is an uncomplicated and uncompromising routine.
To some it might even seem that their entire week
is spent building up to a single point – the moment
when the final bell rings on a Friday afternoon.
They arrive at school on a Monday, still bleary
eyed and hung-over from the weekend just past.
They then simply go through the motions, doing
just enough to be considered alive, until Friday. It is
on this day that one senses a new revived life in the
school, as the pupils realise that they have a mere
five hours separating them from their freedom. Once
the final bell has rung they ﬂee the school like ants
escaping from a scattered ant hill.
The Friday night and most of the Saturday are
spent in the company of alcohol and cigarettes at
various parties. Most follow this up with a relaxing
day at home or at church in an attempt to recover
their sobriety. However, a select few, the elite of
this
party-hardened generation are able to continue
their boozing straight through the sabbath.
How could I expect these cretins to understand
that, rather than confine my mind with the chains of
alcohol, I would prefer to enrich it and immerse it in
literature? How could I expect them to understand
that, rather than blacken my lungs by smoking a
cigarette with my friends, I prefer to strengthen my
lungs by going for a long, quiet run, pushing myself,
not worrying about the limitations of others?
How could I expect them to understand that,
rather than be in the crowds listening to modern,
pounding music, which lacks any true talent on the
part of the artist, I prefer to listen to true artists such
as Freddy Mercury and Queen, on my own?
How could I expect them to understand that I find
the confines of my own mind, and the thoughts and
dreams that it contains, much more interesting than
I find many of them?
How could I expect any of them to understand
that I simply prefer solitude?
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Solitude

John Mouton (Form 4)

Tumi Sithole
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Untitled – Francois Retief

The Jeffersons
To a casual observer the Jeffersons seemed like a
nice, quiet family. It was only when you stepped in
through the front door that it became clear that they
were anything but …
I'm writing this document to warn anyone who's
considering moving next door to the Jeffersons to
stay away! This is an account of what happened to
me when I moved into a quiet town, where everyone
seemed a bit too friendly.
On the day of my arrival, my father said I could
go and meet the neighbours while my mom and
he brought all the furniture into the house. Having
nothing better to do, I decided to go and see who
my neighbours would be for the next few months.
Before me stood an ancient-looking house. I rang the
doorbell. After a while, a woman standing next to a
boy of my age greeted me.
She said politely, "You must be my new neighbour.
I'm Mrs Jefferson. Do come in!" I stepped through
the front door.
"Hi, is she your mum?" I asked the boy.
She quickly interrupted, "Erm … Yes, this is
Geoffrey."
"Mum always looks after me, she loves me,"
Geoffrey said, his voice monotonous.
After a few pleasantries, I met Mr Jefferson and
his three other children. I then left and went back
home.
I was feeling strange, as if I wanted to stay with the
Jefferson's. They all looked so happy … suddenly, I
tripped on a rock, hit my head and came back to the
real world.
That night, I Googled our neighbourhood, and
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discovered the truth. I found an article saying that
the previous four families who had lived in my
house had all disappeared!
The following day I went to the Jefferson's house
with my father, who had brought the article with
him. Geoffrey came to the door.
"Hi, is your mum home?" I asked.
"No, go away," was his reply.
"Do you known anything about the missing
families?" my father asked, handing him the article.
Geoffrey's eyes went blank. "You need to get out
of here," he began saying frantically. "It's this house!
It's trapped all four of us kids! We were just like you
once, but we began getting the uncontrollable urge
to come and visit every day. We cannot leave the
house. Whenever we try, we fall unconscious and
wake up back in here! The Jefferson's are involved.
We tried telling the police, but they just ignore us.
I think they're part of this too. It's too late for us,
but you can still escape. Leave this town! Tell others
never to come. Now GO!"
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My father
grabbed my hand and started taking me away. Then
everything went dark …
I woke up in the house. My parents have
disappeared. I now live here with the others, never
to see the outside world again. Perhaps one day I
can escape, but at least I managed to write this and
throw it out of the window, hoping that someone
will read it. Please, if you find this document, leave
now! It's too late for us, but you can still escape …
Gian Paolo Buffo (Form 1)

My first driving lesson
I woke up that winter morning filled with excitement,
unsure of what to expect on the day of my first
driving lesson. I had been waiting for this day for
seventeen years, one month and three days. That
glorious day would be the day I got my first taste
of independence and freedom. I waited in my room,
rushing to the window each time I heard anything
resembling the sound of a car driving past. I could
not bear the suspense.
I heard the hooter. I knew that it was time. I raced
to the door, almost tripping over my clumsy feet,
and saw the instructor standing next to an old, green,
shabby car which looked more than twenty years
old. It was rusted along the edges and the dented
bonnet looked as if someone had been throwing
stones at it. One of the tail lights was cracked while
the other was missing.
I walked up to the smiling instructor and greeted
her. I introduced myself and she told me that her
name was Gloria. She pointed to the car which I took
as the signal to be seated. My excitement suddenly
turned into fear and my energetic legs suddenly
turned stiff. I put the key into the ignition and
turned it slowly. I heard a soft sound. I looked at
Gloria's smiling face. She was an old woman with
deep, dark blue eyes and sharp pointed eyebrows.
"Seatbelts first," she said.
I felt so embarrassed as I pulled the seatbelt
over my chest. I started the engine and began
to move very slowly. All that confidence which
I had accumulated over the years had suddenly
vanished. I drove slowly about in the Lynnwood

area which, fortunately, does not involve any
main roads, uphills or downhills. I did not want
to scare Gloria, or perhaps cause her a heart
attack. Also I did not want her to think that I was
irresponsible.
While I drove I rolled down the window after
fidgeting around on the side panel for a button to
press, and embarrassed myself even more. I felt
the cool breeze smack against my face. That was
when I got my first taste of independence. It was
delicious. My mind started wandering to the many
places I would travel to once I had my licence. I felt
untouchable.
I was awakened from my momentary day-dream
by Gloria's hand slapping my shoulder. Just when
my eyes were back on the road I head a thud! My
hands gripped the steering wheel. My foot slammed
the brakes. I was overcome with shock. I looked into
the rear view mirror expecting to see there what I
had hit. I was speechless. I was blank.
Gloria stepped out of the car and examined
the surrounding area. I stayed in the car, hoping,
wishing that I would wake up from a dream.
She started crying, and when I saw those tears
pouring from those blue eyes, I knew that I was
in trouble. I stepped out of the car and saw what
I had hit. I would never be able to forgive myself
for this.
"It's OK, sweetie. I've hot a few rocks in my day as
well," Gloria said, smiling again.
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Francesco Prelorenzo (Form 4)
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English
Power
Most people tend to associate the word "power"
with leadership, supremacy, control or physical
strength, but not I. Once one has experienced what I
have experienced, power is redefined in one's mind
as something tangible, something so indescribably
exhilarating that one gets goose bumps down one's
neck just thinking about it. Only a few will know
what I am talking about. The select few who have
had the chance to experience the fear, speed, power
and exhilaration of being in a supercar.
On 22 April 2009 – election day – I realised that I
had accidentally forgotten my ID book in the boarding
house at school and had to tell a very irritated and
angry father that we had to drive all the way from
Johannesburg to Pretoria to fetch it so that I could cast
my first vote. It turned out to be quite a fun prospect
to drive to Pretoria at six o'clock in the morning on
a day when every policeman in the country was at
a polling station, and we had a two month old Audi

Erin Bosman

Luke Kuisis
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R8 sitting on our garage ﬂoor just waiting for us to
wring its neck. On the way to school we looked out
for any sign of a speed camera or a policeman on the
infamous but deserted R21 highway.
We arrived at the hostel with faint smiles on our
faces for we had seen hardly any other cars, never
mind a policeman. I ran to the hostel, climbed
through the window and found my ID book in my
locker. I sprinted back down to the car and we set
off, without a word to each other, back down to the
highway.
Once we had passed the road-works, we came to
a long stretch of straight, deserted highway. My dad
pressed the Sport button and engaged the F1 paddle
shifters behind the steering wheel. He slowed down
to about 80 kilometres an hour. Then I heard him
take a deep breath as he pressed the down shifter to
Akick down@ the gearbox. Suddenly the seemingly
asleep 4.2 litre V8 CAME ALIVE! It roared the most

Leon Muuren

D Westwood
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created by ths marvel of aerodynamic design. When
we hit 290 kilometres an hour, after what seemed
like a few minutes but was actually more like twenty
seconds, my dad backed off.
As we slowed down we could feel the blood
rushing back into our arms and legs. We were both
shaking from fear and excitement, trying to calm
ourselves down with the adrenalin still pumping
through our veins. We looked at each other and
started laughing. We knew that we had just slapped
Death through the face.
We continued on our way home with smug
smiles on our faces at a sedate 170 kilometres an
hour, and made it from Pretoria to Johannesburg in
a record time of twenty-seven minutes. It was the
most exhilarating experience of my life and is now
my definition of the word POWER.
Justin Bekker (Form 5)

Dirang Setshogoe

D Setshogoe
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amazing sound as the gearbox selected first gear
and 420 brake horsepower and was slammed down
onto the road surface. The first thing I noticed was
how alert and alive I felt as the force of being thrust
violently back into my seat squeezed huge amounts
of adrenalin into my veins.
For a tenth of a second, the sensation stopped as
the cogs were swopped and then the relentless surge
of power started all over again as the next gear was
engaged. Within just over eight second we were
pushing 200 kilometres an hour. I thought that my dad
would stop there but he just kept going. All I could
focus my eyes on was a dot of tarmac directly ahead of
us; everything else was a blur. 200…220…240…260… .
Fear was added to the adrenalin now. The sound of the
wind ﬂowing over the car was deafening, but I could
still hear the roar of the engine wanting more. The car's
stance on the road began to change. It felt more solid
as it was pushed down into the road by the down-force

D Setshogoe

Luke Kuisis
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English
Bush School
The most exciting, fun-filled, educational and
adventurous experience of my life was being lucky
enough to attend the Pretoria Boys' High Busch
School in 2006. I was one of the second group of
thirty-two boys. We learned something new every
day, not only about the environment around us but
also about ourselves.
We were divided into four groups of eight boys.
Each group had a section of the school to themselves,
upon which were the cabins, for sleeping in and
doing homework; the toilets and showers; and the
kitchen where we prepared our own food.
A usual day started with waking up at six o'clock
to clean the group's area for inspection at seven
o'clock. Inspection was done either by Mr Junod
or Mr Armstrong, who were very meticulous in
inspecting what should be clean.
School started at eight o'clock, but unlike normal
school, we actually looked forward to it. The
classroom was a few desks underneath a moople
tree. Every day was exciting because almost every
lesson was interrupted by a passing herd of impala
or by warthogs storming through the classroom.
School was long, but so were our breaks. During
the two hour-long breaks we would hang up our
washing to dry, make ourselves a quick snack and
sit in the sun talking to our friends.
We had absolutely no contact with the outside
world – no cell phones, no newspapers and no
radios. If we had been told that New York had
been destroyed by a nuclear bomb we would have
believed it. In the afternoons we found better ways

to entertain ourselves which have been around for
thousands of years – we exercised. We rode out
bicycles every day around the vast farm, challenging
the enormous hills of the Magaliesberg.
Getting into trouble was one of our favourite
pastimes. One of the most memorable incidents was
when we decided to sneak down to the "swemgat"
for a midnight swim in the river. We were having
fun messing around but all of a sudden we fell
silent. We knew that someone was watching us.
Then we saw it, the infamous glow of a cigarette
as Mr Armstrong came down the stairs. We ran for
our lives back to bed and acted as if nothing had
happened.
On the second last day of our term at Bush School,
each of us had to remain alone for twenty-four hours
in the bush to reﬂect on our experiences and what
we had become as individuals. It was then that I
realised what Bush School was about. I had grown
enormously as a person. I had become independent
and my leadership skills had developed. I was
stronger. I had become aware of myself and had
discovered abilities and character traits which I did
not even know I had. I felt heart-sore to know that
my time at Bush School was up.
I came away from Bush School with thirty-one
new friends. I was named runner-up Renaissance
Man. It was the best experience of my life. I will
definitely go back some day to rekindle all the old
memories.
Justin Bekker (Form 5)

Shimmering Shade – Marco Ferreira
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Distracted

I haunt your dreams. I break your heart. I cause
misery but sometimes joy. My victim can be anyone
at any time in any place. My name is Death but you
all know me as the Grim Reaper. Collecting peoples'
souls is what I do. I feel no compassion and know
no love, indiscriminately carrying away the souls
of loved ones, hated ones and people who know
neither love nor hate.
The souls which I carry differ in weight. The
lighter they are, the kinder they are. The heavy ones
though seem to increase by the day showing that the
morality of the world is deteriorating.
Sometimes I arrive too early and they cling onto
life, or I arrive too late and their souls have been
consumed by the elements, never to rest in peace.
You might think that I enjoy my job. You might think
that what I do is gratifying. You are entirely wrong.
I don't take holidays and I don't have off days. Two
people die every second of every day. I weep when
I see deaths caused by fatal accidents, although I
know that they will happen anyway. I weep when
I see the bodies of thousands killed by destructive
weapons and I hug every single soul before I carry
them away.
When I arrive at your bedside, battlefield, river
or workplace you will know that I am there. You
will see me appearing before you. My black cloak
covers every part of me except my blood-red eyes,
my bony hands and my worn-out shoes. I carry my
scythe in one hand and my basket of souls in the
other. I raise the scythe over you. The metal glints
and it replays your entire life to you. I mark your
chest with a symbol and my scythe cuts into your
heart. Your light fades. Your eyes cloud over. Your
family weeps.
I take a small bottle out of my cloak. Its contents
releases the soul from the body. The soul ﬂies into
my arms and I put it into my basket. Then I ﬂy away.
I take the souls to the land of the dead where they
are judged and sent either to the land of paradise or
the land of eternal ﬂame.
Some people say that they have seen me and have
tried to talk to me, but I am elusive. I rush out of
a room where there are too many people, so that
all they remember is that a black gown glided past
them.

At the end of my grade eleven year, I was studying
for my trigonometry paper when I received a text
message from an unknown source saying, "I want
you." I was not pleased by this and, instead of its
giving my male ego a boost, it did exactly the
opposite. I had a girlfriend at the time and she and I
were crazy about each other. If she were to find out
about this text message, things would go horribly
wrong. I selected the text message and clicked
on delete. I decided to ignore the message and to
concentrate on my maths.
The next day I walked out of the exam room,
disappointed by the way I had struggled with
the trigonometry. I switched my phone on and
immediately received another text message saying,
"I need you." And so it went on throughout my exam
schedule.
On the day of my final exam, I walked out of the
room and switched on my phone. I waited for the
annoying message tone which I had come to despise.
Ten minutes went past, then a half an hour and then
two hours.
It was the end of the evening and after a rough
night of partying, I looked at my phone amazed to
see that I had not received any strange text messages.
I was happy and relieved.
One night during the holidays I was bored. I sat in
front of the television and rotted life away. I decided
to do something constructive with my time and got
up to go onto Facebook. I typed in my alias and
password and clicked the log-in button. It showed
that I had one unread message in my inbox. I clicked
on it to open it. I was shocked. "I can't stop thinking
about you naked," I read. I immediately logged out
of my profile and switched off my laptop. I lay awake
all night thinking about the disturbing message. It
was actually haunting me. I could not stop thinking
about the message on Facebook.
Towards the end of the holidays I received
another text message. "If you want to see who I am,
meet me at 641 Sibelius Street, Lukasrand, Pretoria."
I decided that this would have to come to an end. I
went to the mysterious address. The house looked
run-down and neglected. I walked up to the door,
took a deep breath, knocked on the door, stepped
wait and waited.

Melville Jacobs (Form 3)

Wilhelm Theron (Form 5)
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English
My first driving lesson

Quintin Pretorius

Julien Lume

JP Tlokotsi
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By the breadth of a hair, I made my way up the
driveway just avoiding scraping the vehicle's left
side against the wall. I put my foot on the brake
and the bakkie stopped with a jolt. To my left my
mother's pale face had started to regain some of its
original colour, and in the rearview mirror I saw my
brother standing on the back of the bakkie. Still he
held the rails in his white-knuckled grip, and his
eyes were the eyes of a haunted man.
It had all started earlier that morning; my family
and I were spending our December holiday at my
grandparents' beach house in Port Edward. My
mother, feeling inspired, decided that I should learn
to drive and, as the roads in Port Edward are quiet,
she deemed it the perfect place to start. Unwilling
to risk her own car, my mother decided that my
first lesson would take place behind the wheel of
my grandfather's four-by-four. It is an ancient, rustcoated contraption. It looks more like a tank than a
bakkie, and I am almost certain that it saw action
during the First World War. My courageous older
brother stood on the back of the bakkie.
The lesson was a comedy of errors. I was able to
pull away and get the vehicle moving, but every
time I did I would soon be faced with a problem. I
was still within sight of our house when a dog ran
out in front me and I had to swerve dangerously to
avoid it. I then took a corner much too fast, and my
brother was almost ﬂung from the vehicle. I later
panicked while I had a Combi on my tail, and in an
attempt to allow the Combi to pass, I managed to get
the bakkie stuck in a ditch.
A while later, after my brother had manoeuvred
us out of the ditch, the driving lesson proceeded.
Before long there was another vehicle on my tail and
once again panic set in. I swerved off the road and
into the parking area of the Methodist Church. We
were headed straight for an old oak tree! In a blind
panic I pressed down on the pedals, hoping to hit
the brake, but my foot found the accelerator instead!
We were now approaching our demise at a hundred
kilometres an hour! I closed my eyes and said a
silent prayer. There in the parking area of his own
house, the Lord granted me a miracle. The engine of
the ancient vehicle had taken too much and, unable
to go on, it cut and stalled. The dead vehicle came to
a sudden stop just centimetres from the large tree.
Once home my brother said, AYou=d better be
rich because you are going to need a driver.@ I agree
with him, which is why I have decided to work very
hard towards that goal.
John Mouton (Form 4)

When I was eleven years old, my best friend was a
boy named Andile. Andile and I were inseparable
except when we had to separate at dusk to go home;
I to me cramped four room house on the outskirts of
our township, and he to his rickety two room shack
where he lived with his mother and younger sister.
Andile's most prized possession was a mustardyellow Kaiser Chiefs vuvuzela which he carried
around almost everywhere. At school it could be
seen protruding from his bag, and after school he
would place it in his pocket where he had made a
hole, into which the mouth-end of the vuvuzela could
slide. The only time Andile did not have it with him
was at church, when I often sensed an uneasiness in
him. Andile seemed to be most comfortable when
he could touch the vuvuzela. I suppose that it made
him feel closer to his father who had bought it for
him during their only visit to a Kaiser Chiefs match,
only weeks before his father was stabbed repeatedly
on his way home from work.
For about two weeks after the death of his father
Andile did not come to school, come outside to play,
or even go to church. Every day when I went to
visit him, his mother told me that he was sleeping
or that he was busy with chores. However, with
the passage of time, Andile managed to become a
semblance of his old self. Now he kept the vuvuzela
in his pocket.
The vuvuzela became Andile's trademark. Soon
after blowing it in the township for the first time,
he became known as "Vuvu". The vuvuzela also
seemed to give him a new-found sense of leadership
and authority. Whenever any of our friends got
into squabbles with each other, he would blow the
vuvuzela loudly and the matter would be resolved.
The call of the vuvuzela became a signal for the
beginning of street-soccer matches. Boys from all
over the township would hear the distinctive sound
which Andile made and would congregate around
Andile and me, awaiting further instruction. Teams
would be chosen, bricks would be put up as goal
posts, and the game would begin.
Thus, the call of the vuvuzela became a symbol
of my youth, of hot afternoons playing street-soccer,
of countless hours spent discussing the latest Kaiser
Chiefs match, of smuggling vetkoeks from home
to share with the others. But most of all it became
Andile.
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English

John Illsley

Tumi Sithole

Now You See Me – Jordaan Lourens

My simple dream
I have been warned against writing about my dream
because it is said that teenagers in their hormonal
turmoil tend to write "philosophical junk", not being
able to grasp the lessons of life because we have not
"lived" long enough to "understand". Thankfully, I
have come to terms with my "small mind" and I dream
only a simple dream – not one of heroic adventures,
striving for an ideal seeking answers, or even wanting
to see the world. I dream a simple dream.
I dream of a beautiful wife, with brown wavy hair,
light blue eyes and rosy cheeks, a woman who is my
rock and foundation, who is there to give me strength
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when I have no will to carry on, whose loving nature
consumes my heart and soul, whose warm kiss
distracts me from this troubled world and puts me
in a place of inexplicable bliss, whom I will wrap my
arms around at night and at once feel at home with.
What I dream is simple. This is my dream.
I dream of a gorgeous daughter and a cute little
boy who storm through the front when they hear
me arriving home from work and rush up to me
bouncing up and down with stories about their
adventurous day, who come and sleep in the warm
comfort of my bed when they have a nightmare,
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Cheetah – Francois Retief

Fire in her eyes – Kyle Handley

whose laughter will be heard throughout the house
on Saturdays and Sundays as they play together,
who will seek my wisdom and knowledge, who will
wish to squander my money on sweets, to beg me
for that puppy in the window and in seeking my
acceptance will spend hours colouring in a picture
for me. What I dream is simple. This is my dream.
I dream of a cottage by the sea, with a thatched
roof and stone walls, with a beautiful view of the
sea, with the sounds of the waves crashing against
the rocks echoing at night and the smell of the sea. I
dream of sitting on a couch reading the newspaper
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while the children play with the dog, with the smell
of banana bread wafting through from the kitchen.
I dream of dining on the stoep with my best friends
and my family, talking about the past week, watching
the orange, yellow and red light scattered across the
sky as the sun sinks below the ocean. What I dream
is simple. This is my dream.
Some may say that my dream is "silly". Maybe it's
true that I haven't "lived". Although what I dream is
simple, this is my dream.
Jason Watson (Form 5)
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English
Sean's Swimming Zone
Wow, what a long day! I really don't feel like training
today. So much on my mind – school work, tests.
These really weigh me down. Hey, there's Melissa. I
haven't seen her at training in a while. Training isn't
so bad; at least I have my friends here and my long
term goal to strive for. Goals, I have a lot of goals
that I'd like to achieve. Will I? Can I? Yes, I can. I will
be the best. I will train the hardest, put in the extra
effort. Swimming is what I love. It's what I'm good
at. I want to do well. I will do well! Training is great,
I need it. Today's training will be a success. I won't
stop once. I'll push myself to the limit in every set.
The water feels great; my body feels great; an early
night does wonders. Already half an hour of training
gone. This is awesome. I'm leading the group and
I'm not even tired. My goals – an A average for Form
4, honours for swimming, swim for South Africa one
day, become a prefect, read more. I've already started
doing that! Ryk's books, the three D's: discipline,
determination and dedication. Dream big! I want
that feeling he had when the "Awesome Foursome"
won gold in the relay in Athens 2004, that feeling
of elation, of achieving my life-long goal; the relief,
the exhilaration! I can. I mustn't lose focus on school
work though. I must maintain a balance. Damn, I

Wagon – Kyle Handley
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must beat Gideon at the next gala. I'm so close. I
will show everyone what I can do. I love Mom, Dad
and Greg so much. They always support me. They
want to see me achieve. Mom and Dad give up a lot
of their time and energy carting me to training and
galas. An hour and a quarter of swimming gone;
just forty-five minutes left. I have been so immersed
in my own thoughts that time has just ﬂown. The
last forty-five minutes of this session are going to
ﬂy by, and I don't mean butterﬂy by! Must keep up
the pace, kick harder, be more efficient through the
water. Melissa looks so graceful when she swims.
Don't lose focus on training. I must gym this evening
in order to get stronger. I want to be ripped, strong
and fit. I want to be able to withstand all the pain
during tough races, and be able to finish each race
as fast as I started it. If I can finish two hours of
swimming in the morning and another two in the
afternoon, the half an hour of gym will be a walk
in the park. Ah, only fifteen minutes of swimming
left. I wish this training session would never end. In
less than twenty-four hours I'll be doing this all over
again. I can hardly wait.
Sean Tucker (Form 4)

Country Bliss – Garron Cloete

When I was ten years old, the articulation of my
thought process equatable to the tensile strength of
a stick of butter, I believed that Susan and I would
remain friends for as long as either of us would care
to speculate.
Susan and I were each other's inverses. She was
conscientious, she received outstanding marks
at school, she was pretty, she had spectacular
artistic ability and the only sport she would play
was a variation of yoga, the name of course being
unpronounceable. I, on the other hand, was lazy,
got average marks, was not particularly aesthetic,
had the artistic ability of a small rodent and I was
perpetually playing sport.
Fortunately for me, all of our differences paled
to utter insignificance in light of the fact that our
friendship was based on intellect and reason. We
were constantly trying to learn more than the other,
always trying to become more mature and more
interesting. Our conversations could continue for
weeks on end, pausing and resuming as needed.
"I'm gay. There – I said it."
After having kicked the closet door open from
the inside at the age of fifteen, Susan seemed to be
the only person who believed that my position was
deserving of defence. She saved me from abuse so
many times that I lost count.
This led me to the conclusion that girls must love
gay men. It stands to reason: we provide sterling
conversation as well as dates on formal occasions
who don't fondle girls or leave them in awkward
situations.

Sizo Khuzwayo

Several years after having reached this conclusion,
on the night of Susan's Valentine's Ball, she revealed
a secret of her own. Susan was in love with me.
My mind began to act as if it were running a race –
what to say? What to say? It was as if I were trying
to decipher a warning which was sent by the late
Robert Graves.
"I … I'm … I'm sorry, Suz – I just can't do it."
Susan left the dance in tears that night. The
period for which she was able to avoid me was so
extended that I thought better of trying to quantify
it – depression would be the only result of doing so.
I spent the period of avoidance doing things
which I would not ordinarily have done – I tried to
pass time as best I could. Midway through watching
Brazil thump Afghanistan in the 2009 Confederations
Cup, I noticed the calls of a thousand vuvuzelas
blaring through my television's speaker system. It
then occurred to me that I had completely ignored
the intense blare of the infernal instruments in order
to continue functioning in a happy mind-set, in a
situation in which there was a constant distraction.
I am homosexual. I hope, pray and believe that
that fact will never change. I find men as attractive
as any man could possibly find any woman.
I have decided that, were I to set aside and ignore
both my attraction to the male physique and my
sexual indifference towards women for the rest of my
life in order to be able to spend my life with my best
friend – despite her gender – it would be worth it.
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Coffee – Garron Cloete

Tower

Cosmic Sky – Kyle Handley

Stern Onlooker – Sizo Khuzwayo
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Beauty through Glass – Garron Cloete

Untitled – Thomas de Bruyn

Lost Love

Untitled

Thomas de Bruyn
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Afrikaans
Suid-Afrika
Baie Suid-Afrikaners verlaat die land omdat hulle
glo dat daar nie 'n toekoms vir hulle en hulle kinders
is nie.
Almal weet dat die misdaadsyfer in Suid-Afrika
hoog is, maar wat kan ek en jy daaraan doen? Daar
is werkloosheid, maar wat kan ek en jy daaraan
doen? Daar is armoede in ons land, maar wat kan
ek en jy daaraan doen? Ghandi het gesê: “Wees die
verandering wat jy so graag wil sien.” Ghandi het
bedoel dat daar iets in elkeen van ons is wat wel
'n verandering kan maak aan die situasie om ons.
Martin Luther King het dit gedoen, Mandela het dit
gedoen, De Klerk het dit gedoen, ek en jy kan dit
doen.
Ek is baie lief vir ons land. Ons het die beste
rugbyspan in die land. Ons is almal trots op die
Springbokke. Ons het die beste klimaat in die

wêreld. Ons het die pragtigste natuurskoon, ons het
die Groot Vyf, ons het vrede in ons land, ons is die
Reënboognasie.
Ek is baie lief vir Suid-Afrika. Ek is hier gebore,
my hele familie woon hier, al my maats is hier. Alles
wat ek het en wat ek bereik het, het ek in Suid-Afrika
bereik. Hoe kan ek dit opgee?
“Nkosi sikelele Afrika – uit die blou van onse
hemel – let us live and strive for freedom – in South
Africa our land.” Suid-Afrika is nie die Zoeloes se
land nie, dis nie die Afrikaners se land nie, dis nie
die Engelse of die Sotho’s se land nie, dit is ONS
land. Daar is nêrens anders so 'n land nie – dit is
om dié rede ons plig om te bou aan Suid-Afrika
om dit die beste plek op aarde te maak.
K Rabalao, 5B

Untitled – Francois Retief

'n Dag in die Lewe van 'n Straatkind
Dis 'n koue winterstaand. 'n Ysige Noordewind
streel oor my half kaal lyf. Sonder skoene, met 'n
geskeurde hemp en hande wat lam voel van die
koue, so al asof die koue die lewe uit hulle gesuig
het, lê ek onder vuil, klam koerante. Teen die ysige
sypaadjie probeer ek 'n bietjie warmte opbou, net
genoeg om my aan die lewe te hou,
Oorkant die straat toring die masssiewe wit
huis met sy blinksilwer Porsche voor die deur. 'n
Gevoel van veiligheid skyn by die vensters uit. Ek
loer skelm deur die venster en vergaap my aan die
luukse binnekant van die huis.
Ek het nog nooit meer as tien Rand vasgehou nie.
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Die wêreld gaan by my verby asof ek nie daar is nie,
asof ek nie bestaan nie. Niemand gee om nie. Ek is
maar net nog 'n straatkind wat in die pad is.
Ek verlang ook na liefde, al weet ek nie meer hoe dit
voel nie. Ek droom van iemand wat vir my sal omgee, 'n
bietjie kos, 'n paar skoene … . Maar dit is net 'n droom.
Ek dink dit is my eie sonde wat my op die straat
laat beland het. Dit is ek wat die verkeerde keuses
gemaak het. Ek kan net myself blameer.
Die donker neem oor, ek ril van die koue.
Help my, ek is 'n straatkind, help my!
J P Heyns, 5B

Kom ons begin sommer vroegoggend al! Ek staan dou
voordag op om reg te maak vir nog 'n skooldag, 'n dag
wat vol konﬂik en teleurstellings kan wees. Die konﬂik
word meestal veroorsaak deur huiswerk wat nie
gedoen is nie en die teleurstellings kom as die meneer
of juffrou vir ons detensie gee, al het ons watter goeie
redes ookal waarom dit nie gedoen is nie.
Al hierdie dramas gebeur gewoonlik sommer in
die eerste drie periodes van die dag. Na skool begin
die sportoefeninge en daar is nie 'n beter plek om
ontslae te raak van jou frustrasies as op 'n rugbyveld
nie. Dit is ongelukkig ook die plek waar die lekker
in die dag ophou,
Sodra jou ouers jou kom optel na die oefening,
hoor jy 'n drie-uur-lange preek oor wat jy met jou
lewe moet doen en hoedat jy te veel partytjie hou en
te min aandag aan jou skoolwerk gee. Nadat jy vir

die 100ste keer na dieselfde preek geluister het, is dit
tyd om te eet en jou huiswerk te doen.
Teen die tyd dat jy klaar is met jou huiswerk,
die werk wat jy kan onthou, of miskien in jou
huiswerkboekie neergeskryf het, ( as jy een het!)
moet jy ook nog leer vir die twee toetse wat jy die
volgende dag skryf. Jy wonder of onderwysers ooit
jongmense was! Geniet hulle dit om jong, tienerseuns
so te laat ly?
Wanneer jy op die horlosie kyk, skrik jy! Dit is al
so laat dat daar nie eers tyd vir 'n lekker, koue bier
is en 'n aksievolle program op die TV nie. Jy moet in
die bed klim as jy die volgende dag wil oorleef.
En om te dink dat dit nog maar die tweede week
van die nuwe jaar is!
I Leimecke, 5B
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'n Dag in die lewe van 'n Matriekleerling

Thomas de Bruyn

My Rolmodel
Toe ek 'n kind was, het my rolmodel deur sy
voorbeeld vir my gewys wat die waarde van 'n man
kan wees.
Sy gunsteling stokperdjie is om te lees en hy het
so vir my bewys wat die mag van kennis is.In my o
kan hy ook enige ding doen want hy is 'n handige
mens. Hy het in ons tuin vir my 'n karretjie gebou,
en toe dit klaar was, het hy my daarin gelaai en in
die regte rigting gestoot. Elke keer as ek geval het,
het hy my opgetel en verder laat ry.
Hy het my ook gewys wat ware liefde is. Vir my het
hy altyd tyd gehad en hy het vir my gedemonstreer
wat liefde is. Hy het leiding en raad gegee wanneer
dit nodig was.

Hy het my gewys hoe om altyd positief te wees,
selfs al het ek 'n slegte dag gehad.
Hy praat gereeld met my oor belangrike dinge.
Hy vertel my hoe om 'n meisie te behandel wanneer
ek in 'n verhouding is. Hy wys vir my dat die lewe
mooi en lekker is en dat ek daaroor opgewonde moet
wees omdat die lewe 'n geskenk is. Hy leer my nou
nog dat ek moet besef dat ek bou aan herinneringe
vir die dag wanneer ek oud is.
My rolmodel is my pa. Hy is een van die slimste
en beste mense in die wêreld, en ek is baie lief vir
hom.
N Stefanou, 5B
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Afrikaans
Valediction toespraak
Vanaand staan ek hier as 'n reisiger in Pretoria Boys
High School se veilige hawe. Ons, die matrieks van
2009, moet die Boys High – passasierskip vanaand
vaarwel toeroep, want 300 individuele seilskippies
staan vir ons matrikulante gespan – gereed vir die
begin van die reis op die lewens-oseaan.
Geagte Mnr Schroder, eregaste, onderwysers,
maats en ouers.
Vandat 'n mens met skool begin, kan jy nie wag
om groot , met ander woorde, 'n volwassene te word
nie. Jy streef die hele tyd na jou eie Vryheid. Tog,
wanneer ons vanaaand terugkyk op ons skooljare,
staan 'n mens verwonderd oor hoe vinnig die tyd
verbygesnel het en wens jy soms jy kan alles weer
beleef.
Met ons aankoms hier in Vorm 1, met groot oë, 'n
te groot broek waarin jou bene bewe en 'n hart wat
onreëlmatig klop, klim jy aan boord van die Pretoria
Boys High Passasierskip.
Die onsekerheid en die vraag of dié Boerseun ooit
op die grondgebied van die Engelse gaan oorleef,
word sommer gou verdryf wanneer jy besef dat
daar 330 ander maats is wat net so vreemd soos jy op
die groot skip voel, maak nie saak of hulle Engels of
Afrikaans is nie. Alhoewel die matrieks onmenslik
groot lyk, en soos William Wallace praat, begin ons
sommer gou-gou tuis voel.
Wat jou dadelik opval, is al die verskillende
kulture en rasse en seuns uit soveel verskillende
laerskole, en almal is op dieselfde skip met dieselfde
doel voor oë. Dit is een van die grootste voorregte
wat ons hier by Boys High kon ervaar – om te meng
met ander mense uit ander agtergronde, 'n ervaring

Simon Bakker
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waardeur ons soveel respek en wysheid kon leer.
Uiteindelik het ons almal tog maar net een liefde
en passie vir Boys High: JY IS HIER, NIE OMDAT
JY GEKOOP IS NIE, MAAR OMDAT JY HIER WIL
WEES.
Die ontmoeting met die Kaptein van die skip
– Mnr Schoder – het ons met verwondering laat
stilstaan. 'n Groot man, 'n gentleman, 'n man met 'n
visie en 'n droom, 'n man van min woorde, maar as
hy praat, dan luister almal, 'n man wat die hart van
'n seun verstaan. Geleidelik het ek as boerseun besef
ek kan maar ontspan – die Boer tussen die Engelse
gaan dit maak!
Buiten die kaptein het die res van die bemanning –
die onderwysers – my ook beïndruk: die waardigheid
waarmee hulle met hulle togas deur die geboue
beweeg het, was indrukwekkend. Ek het gou besef
dat 'n mens hier nie met 'n lepel gevoer gaan word
nie. Die inhoud van die vak word vir jou gegee, die
lepel word vir jou gegee, maar jy moet self skep en
eet. Die onderwysers maak jou net honger.
Soos wat die jare aangestap het, het ek besef
dat 'n rit op die Boys High Skip jou ook soms uit
jou gemaksone ruk as gevolg van storms wat om
jou woed. Sulke seesiekdae ervaar jy wanneer jy
byvoorbeeld sien hoe die eerstespan op Grey se
rugbyvelde uitdraf en 82 – 10 verloor! Of die keer
toe jy met jou hele wese geglo het die oefening links
onder op bladsy 59 NIE vir huiswerk was nie, en jy
toe 'n uur en 'n half daarvoor detensie moes sit!
Tog, as ek terugkyk, is dit juis as gevolg van die
seesiekdae dat ons die meeste geleer het . Hulle sê
mos: die dop moet breek voor die voël kan vlieg.

Ek dink ook aan die lekker, ontspannende,
seepgladde dae toe alles so voor die wind gegaan het,
dae soos toe ons op Affies en Maritzburg College se
tuisvelde opgedraf het en hulle oortuigend kafgedraf
het. Vergeet ook nie die Waterpolo oorwinning van
30 – 0 teen Affies nie!
Ons is bederf met al die voorregte wat ons
hier geniet het. Die Interhuis – swemgala, die
atletiekbyeenkomste, die droë humor van die
Interhuis toneelstukke, die treinritte, die Vier Skole
Konsert, en die oneindige lang saalsessies tydens die
50-, 40-, 30-jaar re-unies, tot die soet trompetklanke
van die Laaste Taptoe, elke middag om half ses.
Ons gaan al hierdie aktiwiteite baie mis, en dit sal
vir altyd deel van ons herinneringe wees. (Daar is
net een ding wat ek glo nie een van ons gaan mis
nie – die ewige steil paadjies van Poly Shorts of
Suicide Hill wat ons moes klim om betyds vir klasse
te wees!)
Voordat ons van die skip afklim, wil ek graag die
volgende persone bedank:
Die onderwysers – Julle was 'n puik bemanning.
Paraat, ondersteunend en hulpvaardig. Julle het
soms gedeel in ons grappe, ons soms tot halt geroep
en laat besin oor die erns van die lewe. Dankie dat
julle ons gelei het tot onafhanklikheid, die plek waar
ons nou self die lepel kan vat en eet.
Mede-matrieks – die Boereboom, die Bench, die
Greek Table, die Taj Mahal, die Dungeons, die Quad,
die Forest, die Boarders … .
Dit was 'n ongelooﬂike voorreg om deel van
julle te wees. Ons was 'n groep wat mekaar gebou
het, mekaar se verskille aanvaar het en by mekaar
geleer het. Onder ons was daar 'n gesindheid van
bedagsaamheid, verdraagsaamheid en lojalitiet
wat altyd gekoester sal word. Daar was gesonde
kompetisie onder ons, maar nooit jaloesie nie.

Quintin Pretorius

Ons het ook ons hartseeroomblikke gehad toe
sommige van ons ons ouers aan die dood moes
afstaan. Daar is ook mede-matrieks wat nie vanaand
saam met ons hier is nie – ons vriende, van die
Boereboom, JD en George. Ons weet dat julle in die
gees saam met ons is. Die Vader het geweet julle reis
op die skip was voor ons s'n voltooi.
Dankie aan ons ouers. 'n Mens voel soveel meer
gemotiveer as jy weet dat jou ouers agter jou staan.
Dankie dat julle in ons glo, vir die geleenthede wat
julle ons gebied het om in so 'n wonderlike skool te
kon wees. Dankie vir al julle geduld met ons tydens
ons opwindende rit op hierdie passasierskip. Julle is
vanaand getuies daarvan dat ons gereed is om die
skip te verlaat en ons eie persoonlike lewensreise
aan te pak.
Laastens, dankie aan ons Hemelse Vader vir Sy
wysheid, genade, liefde en leiding deur die jare.
Deur al die storms heen was dit so kosbaar om
wysheid by ons Groot Leermeester te vind.
Voor ons die lewensreis vorentoe aanpak, wens
ek die skool, onderwysers en ons ouers net die beste
toe. Mede-matrieks, julle wat nou afklim van die
Boys High skip en elkeen sy eie individuele reis
moet onderneem : span julle seile na die wind, hou
koers en droom groot.
Mnr en Mev Schroder, ongelukkig het die tyd ook
aangebreek dat u die Boys High skip moet verlaat.
Ons wens u sterkte en goeie gesondheid toe. Dankie
dat u die Boys High skip so goed op koers gehou het.
Dit was 'n voorreg om saam met u onder u bekwame
leiding op hierdie wonderlike skip te vaar.
300 individuele seilskepe staan gereed, seile
gespan, gereed om te vertrek … .
Mnr Schroder, ons Kaptein … ons salueer u!

CREATIVE WRITING

Nikita Stevens

Louis van Biljon
The Pretorian

195

CREATIVE WRITING

Afrikaans
Ek

My Musiekonderwyser

Elke mens is 'n individu. Jy is 'n individu, en ek ook.
Elkeen van ons het verskillende karaktereienskappe,
gevoelens, talente en drome.
Ek is gebore in die plek bekend vir sy steenkool :
Witbank. Ek is nou 'n leerder in Pretoria Boys High
School. Ek is sewentien jaar oud en bly in Pretoria.
Ek is nie 'n mens wat baie praat nie want ek is 'n
introvert. Ek hou maar my gevoelens in my binneste
en praat nie baie as ek tussen vreemde mense is nie.
Tog het ek baie vriende vir iemand wat 'n introvert
is. Miskien is dit my vriendelike persoonlikheid. Ek
weet een van my beste eienskappe is dat ek graag
ander mense help, maar in die proses vergeet ek
soms om na my self om te sien.
Ek het nie baie talente nie, maar ek hou daarvan
om te teken en om musiek te maak. Ek skryf musiek
op die rekenaar. Dit is nie maklik nie, maar ek
probeer. Verder hou ek maar soos die meeste ander
ouens ook van sokker speel, rekenaarspeletjies speel,
kuier en ﬂiek toe gaan.
My groot droom is om eendag 'n rekenmeester te
wees. Ek weet dit sal nie maklik sal wees nie, maar
dit is wat ek wil doen.
Bo alles is ek tevrede met wie ek is, veral as ek
somtyds “die man met die miljoen dollar – glimlag”
genoem word!

'n Rolmodel is iemand op wie 'n mens altyd kan
staatmaak, iemand na wie jy kan opkyk en wie se
voorbeeld jy wil navolg. Dit is dus iemand vir wie
jy baie respek het, iemand wat altyd bereid is om
ander mense te help.
So 'n mens is dr Niel van der Watt, hoof van
die Musiekdepartement. Hy is vir my 'n rolmodel
sonder gelyke.
Hy is altyd besig om sy liefde en passie vir musiek
aan die seuns oor te dra. Hy werk met die talentvoltste
seuns met paloekas soos ek. Hy behandel ons almal
met respek. Hy kraak niemand af nie maar dra aan
almal sy passie vir musiek oor. Hy moedig ons
aan om ons bes te doen, sonder om druk op ons te
plaas. Hy spandeer ure daaraan om musiek vir die
orkes te skryf sodat ons almal, ook die minder goeie
musiekstudente, die musiek kan speel.
Dit was vir my 'n voorreg om in die orkes van
Boys High te kon speel. Ek weet ek het hom soms
baie kwaad gemaak, maar selfs my nonsens het hy
met sy positiewe geaardheid verduur. Dok het vir
ons geleer om musiek te geniet, sy klasse was altyd
interessant.
Aan ons eie Boys High musikale genie wil en net
dankie sê en uitspreek wat baie musiekstudente van
hom dink : Dok, jy is 'n legende!

T Mphelo, 5B

G Murphy, 5D

Tumi Sithole
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Slow Go – Dean Jacobs

Dieremaniere

'n Snotballetjie met 'n valhelm op,
Of eerder, 'n slymerige marsmannetjie met 'n harde
dop ?
Hoe dit ookal sy –
Hierdie gedroggie beweeg so stadig soos iemand
wat maagseer kry !

Daar is verskillende diere,
elkeen met sy eie, snaakse maniere:
olifante wat bome plattrap,
en apies se oneindige gekrap.

Hy kan dit glad nie verhoed,
Want hy het mos net een voet!
Hy eet jou mooiste plante op vir kos
Om nie eens te praat van die silwer voetspore wat
hy agter hom los.
Mense gooi pille in hul tuine en probeer hom
vergiftig,
Maar hy is op sy hoede en baie versigtig.
Sy oë is twee stokkies wat rondbeweeg,
Gooi sout oor hom, dan verdwyn hy en sy dop is
leeg.
Hy lyk so ongemotiveerd, stadig en vol verdriet –
Tog dink ek sal almal saamstem : hy is uniek!
D Haasbroek, Gr 8, Afrikaans Huistaal.

Die skilpad is een wat in sy dop wegkruip,
die groot kat 'n dier wat 'n bokkie bekruip.
'n Kameelperd eet hoog in die bome,
sy kolle soos iets uit my drome.
Die hiënas se gelag
klink soos die kinders van vandag.
Die seekoei se skerp tande
is langer as my hande.
Die sebras se swart en wit strepe,
om dit uit te werk, vat weke.
Die vlermuis, 'n dier wat onderstebo slaap –
en dan die geblêr van 'n skaap.
Ja, daar is baie verskillende diere,
en almal met hul eie, unieke manière.
S Pieterse, Gr 8, Huistaal

Die Skilpad
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Slakkepas

Soos 'n wese uit die oertyd,
stadig, vreemd, sonder 'n geluid
Kom jy waar jy wil wees,
al vat dit jou 'n leeftyd!
Kom ons wees nou maar eerlik –
jy is eintlik ongelooﬂik lelik:
koddig, lomp oor klip en plas.
Jy is nou maar eenmaal nie te beweeglik.

Romney Soar

Jy lyk oud met jou stywe nek,
jou pote seningrig en uitgerek,
papbek, verrimpeld met 'n harde dop –
in gevaar word alles eensklaps ingetrek.
Wat maak jou so oulik en besonders?
Jy, jou dop 'n natuurwonder!
Skaam, versigtig vir alles en almal,
maar niks kry jou ooit onder.
L Greyling , Gr 8, Afrikaans Huistaal

Tumi Sithole

The Pretorian

197

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Art Gallery

W Williams

Luke Pretorius

Samuel Oppelt
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Justin Schutte

Erin Bosman
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D Setshogoe

D Setshogoe
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French
Mon Avenir
J’éspère devenir musicien, parce-que je joue non
seulement ma ﬂute à bec mais aussi le saxophone.
Je voudrais jouer des concerts de musique classique
mais aussi des concerts de jazz et j’aurai besoin de
faire mes propres CDs et de les vendre parce que la
musique que je joue pourra atteindre plus de gens
surtout sur un CD.
Après cinq années d’études de musique à
Karlsruhe il faut que j’habite un lieu où le soleil
brille régulièrement parce que je sais que je ne peux
pas vivre sans le soleil brillant. C’est comme un
medicament pour mon âme. Quand je suis triste ou
la vie est difficile, le soleil m’encourage et me donne
l’espoir. J’ai vraiment besoin des lumières brillantes
et de la chaleur du soleil.
Je détéste la mentalité de la moitié des gens qui
habitent les grandes villes. Les choses qui leur

intéressent sont l’argent, les grandes maisons,
les voitures rapides, c’est une mentalité très
matérialiste.
Une autre chose qui m’intéresse est la beauté de
la nature ainsi je voudrais habiter une ville qui n’est
pas trop grande, qui est au milieu de la belle nature.
J’aime faire les promenades dans la nature tout seul
et finalement,un jour avec ma femme.
La chose que je désire la plus c’est d’épouser la
femme de mes prières après cinq années d’études.
Je veux partager absolument tout avec elle. Mon
plus grand désir c’est d’éprouver la vie, et toutes les
choses de la vie, avec elle et avec la connaissance que
Mon Dieu me donne le cadeau de vie chaque jour et
je sais que ça c’est la chose la plus importante.
Sjoerd Simon Duim (Form 5)

L’Internet
L’internet, c’est une chose indispensable dans ma vie!
Pour faire des recherches pour un projet important
ou pour jouer un jeu en ligne, l’internet est vraiment
utile. Le site que je visite le plus, c’est Facebook.
J’aime bien socialiser avec tous mes amis partout
dans le monde. Avant la création de l’Internet, on
devait écrire des lettres, et elles prenaient longtemps
pour arriver à la destination. Maintenant, on pourrait
envoyer des couriers électroniques. Aussi, j’adore
surfer sur l’Internet parce que je peux y trouver des
livres à lire et donc je ne dois pas dépenser d’argent
pour les acheter. Cependant, on doit faire attention
quand on surfe le Net parce qu’il y a des voleurs
d’identité et ils feront des choses mauvaises avec nos
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coordonnées. Aussi, le Net est dangereux pour les
enfants parce qu’ils peuvent découvrir facilement les
sites pornographiques. Si on utilise soigneusement
l’Internet, je crois que c’est un outil parfait pour
nos vies. Quand on est paresseux, on peut faire des
courses devant l’ordinateur. Quand on ne voudrait
pas aller au cinéma,on peut télécharger des films. Les
personnes qui voudraient protéger l’environnement
peuvent lire des journaux et des magazines en ligne.
Enfin, je crois que je ne pourrais pas vivre sans la
technologie qui existe aujourd’hui parce qu’elle
améliore beaucoup de problèmes dans ma vie.
Yuan-Chih Yen (Form 4)

