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CULTURAL ACTIVITIES

1

Matthew Lawther accompanying the orchestra at the school’s Sound and Light concert
Past bandsmen, led by the 1971 Drum Major, Dick Voorendyk, at the band’s 40 year reunion.
Getting ready to march out, the band starts to mark time
Rob Blackmore (Band master), Alan O’Brien and Peter Digby (past Band Masters) accounting for all 40 years of the band’s existence
The Pipe Band parading in front of the school at the annual display and awards ceremony
The pipers playing for the Form 1s before the commencement ceremony
The band performing one of their competition sets for the school.
Diﬀerent clans, one school

This page sponsored by Matthew Lawther
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Gumboot Dancers
At the end of 2010, the then chairman of the Gumboot
Society left me with very encouraging words and his
vision for the Gumboot Dancers as a whole. A year
later it gives me great pleasure to say that we have
done our best to keep this society at the respectable
level which it holds in the school. During the first
practice session with the boys I highlighted all the
amazing things I had planned for Gumboots. I told
them that I was not there to lead them but to be
amongst them and that a good leader is as good as
his members.
The year started oﬀ on a good beat and accurate
stomp, with our first performance being in front of
the school at the annual Commencement Ceremony
in order to encourage the new Form 1s to become
part of the brotherhood. Other performances were
for the Cancer Shaveathon, New Parents’ Braai,
the Jewish Parade in Sandton, and at Tukkies but
the main event was La Musique et Lumière. These
were some of the performances which brought us,
the boys, together. Now we take leave of Gumboot
and PBHS. We trust that the new chairman, Mxolisi
Masilela, with the help of Simphiwe Mthembu, will
continue the good work. The other members are Alex
Menu, who every so often comes up with moves,

Dithoriso Diholo who is full of vigour and craziness,
Ofentse “baby face” Motsepe, Sydney Skhosana,
Naledi Leeka, Ofentse Mfete, David Mphephu,
Maleka Malapile, Justice Machabe, Tshidi Machaba
and Mpho Rakometsi.
My vice chairman, Matome Chauke and the
matric Gumboot group, Katlego Bambo, Keamo
Konopi, Thembisile Mngadi, Dini Mapongwana
and Karabo Mathosa would like to thank the boys
for an awesome year.
How could I forget Mrs Prinsen, the teacher who
has been with us through diﬃculties and hard times,
the headaches we have given her are but a few of the
many things that I will remember. Our brother, our
friend, our transporter, Matthew Clowes (old boy)
who too leaves at the end of the year, has been a great
inspiration. I thank them both for their dedication
to Gumboots and giving up Friday nights and
Saturday and Sunday mornings just to see to it that
we did our best in our performances, (not forgetting
their families for being so understanding). I thank
you.
Tiego Chauke
Chairman

Front Row L–R: K Bambo, T Mngadi, T Chauke, M Prinsen, M Chauke, D Mapongwana, K Konopi.
Second Row L–R: M Clowes (Coach), M Masilela, S Skhosana, O Mfete, A Motsepe, D Mphephu.
Back Row L–R: M Rakometsi, A Menu, S Mthembu, M Malapile, D Diholo.
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Aeronautical Society
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The Society maintained its reputation as one of
the busiest at the school with a host of interesting
activities undertaken during the year. The mainly
junior membership maintained a steady enthusiasm
which contributed to the Society successfully
achieving its aim of exposing young men to as many
diﬀerent facets of aviation as possible.
One of the first excursions for the year was a
“Young Eagles” Day held at Fly Inn airfield. Old boy
(an old friend of the Society) Captain Karl Jensen,
kindly allowed us the use of his hanger as a venue
for our braai before we started flying. After safety
briefings we started taking up boys in both a Squirrel
helicopter and in a number of fixed wing aircraft.
Dr Frans Volschenk very generously arranged the
helicopter flights and flew a Piper Archer. Another
parent, Rodney Benn, brought his unusual Stork
aircraft (really a reduced scale Fieseler Storch) and
gave many of the boys a local flight. The master-incharge was only able to take up one Young Eagle in
his Auster but it did include a neat formation flypast with the Stork which was enjoyed by the boys.
The weather turned against us in the late afternoon
but by that stage everyone had been flying and we
could look back on a day well spent.
We also undertook a visit to Rand Airport which
provided for a nice mix of activities and aircraft.
Thanks to Springbok Air Services we were able to
view the only Catalina flying boat in South Africa as
well as a very nice DC 3 Dakota. We then went to the
SAA museum collection where the tour guide took a
shine to us and took us into some very unusual places
on one of the two Boeing 747 aircraft. Boys took
great delight in clambering down into the avionics
bay and out onto the wings. These are definitely not
areas that the average SAA passenger gets to see!
There were some great photo opportunities during
the course of the afternoon and the visit was a nice
overview of some of the key stages in the evolution
of aviation.
Another of the Reef airports we visited was the
very busy Lanseria. The afternoon was facilitated
by parent Richard Maier who not only arranged
for us to visit diﬀerent companies and the control

tower, but also very kindly laid on lunch for a
bunch of boys who had worked up a big appetite.
Highlights of the afternoon were seeing the P–51
Mustang which was newly arrived in South Africa;
visiting the tower controllers and going through
the Execujet hanger with its dozens of gleaming
business jets. Some members took up the oﬀer of
the tower controllers to visit a second time during
the school holidays and spend an entire day in the
tower which obviously aﬀorded them unparalleled
insights into this profession.
The air show calendar for 2011 was a crowded
one and some members attended one of the local
shows, namely the SAAF air show at Swartkop. Mr
Moodley took a few boys by bus and two others had
a flight into and out of the air show by way of the
MIC’s Auster. The day provided a very good mix of
aerial entertainment especially from the air force.
The SA Air Force hosted two visits by the Society
this year. The first was an opportunity to meet the
Silver Falcons aerobatic team at AFB Waterkloof.
Grant Kingon contacted one of the team members,
who arranged for us to meet the pilots when the team
was doing a number of inland air shows. When we
arrived at the air base the team was out practising
but on their return they gave us an impromptu
low level air display. There cannot be too many
teenage boys anywhere in the world who have their
nation’s air force display team give them a private
display! After the pilots had landed and shut down
their aircraft in unison all of the Society members
were given the chance to sit in one of the Pilatus
Astra sircraft and speak to the flying instructors
who make up the team. But the afternoon was not
yet over and we were taken to a squadron briefing
room for the viewing of several DVDs that showed
in-cockpit views of the practices and air displays of
the Silver Falcons near Langebaanweg and around
the Cape peninsular. The team members are superb
ambassadors for the SAAF both in the air and on
the ground. The Society members could not help but
be impressed by the professionalism of the men and
women they met.
The other excursion made possible by the air

The paper plane competition with competitors waiting to launch from
the gallery of the hall.

Boarding the C130 Hercules at Waterkloof for a night flight with 28
Squadron
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Front Row L–R: M Mafuya, R Kruger, M Leppan, A Boyes, P Volschenk, C Leslie, N Mickel.
Second Row L–R: G Lloyd, S Paro, L Homann, T Barlin, M Mfete, L Benn, B Maier, R Barlow, L Masters.
Back Row L–R: Mr M Moodley (Master-in-Charge), H Davies, G Kingon, J Ashfield, J Dehlen, R Haug, Mr J Illsley (Master-in-Charge).
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Aeronautical Society
force was an evening with 28 Squadron doing night
flying circuits, also at AFB Waterkloof. It is some
years since we were last privileged to fly with this
heavy lift squadron in one of their C130 Hercules
aircraft. All boys who were on the trip were able to
take a turn in the cockpit during this training sortie.
Spotting Boys High from the air was not all that easy
at night but most of us got to see it. Unfortunately
the training was cut short due to the air pollution
from veld fires but we were pleased to have taken to
the air again in this legendary aircraft type.
We were fortunate to have two very good guest
speakers address the Society this year. The first of
these was Courtney Watson who gave an illustrated
talk on the “Tiger Moth Safari” to Botswana and
Zambia. A group of South African and British
owners of these vintage biplanes flew to the
swamps and to the Victoria Falls. We were treated
to wonderful images of this undertaking. The talk
was very educational not just in an aviation sense
but also because of the diverse landscapes and their
related flora and fauna.
Our second speaker was the very aﬀable Mark
Liprini who flies for Mission Aviation Fellowship. His
illustrated talk gave revealed the type of work done
by MAF flying into some of the remotest and most
backward parts of Africa to supply much-needed
supplies of food, medicine or anything else that can
improve the lives of people. Mark showed us some
amazing photographs of airstrips in the mountains
and the deserts that are barely recognisable as such
from the air. The good work done by MAF coupled
with the ultimate bush pilot skills helped to make
this an extremely inspiring talk.
What was meant to be a joint Aeronautical
Society and Science Club activity turned into one
in which only the Society members participated.
The paper plane competition was held on a Friday
when we had the use the hall with no chairs and so
the various designs, folded from A3 and A3 sheets
of paper could be launched from the gallery and
flown towards the stage. The winners of the various
categories were as follows:
A3 paper – distance winners: Ivan Benn (1) and
Sung Eun Park (2)
A4 paper – distance winners: Dale Sparrow (1) and
Kyle Glass (2)
A3 paper – time-in-air winners: Daniel Botes (1) and
Ian van der Vyver (2)
A4 paper – time-in-air winners: Dale Sparrow (1)
and Kyle Gartland (2)
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1. Dreaming of the future? Society members in the cockpit of a Jumbo.
2. Savouring helicopter flying in an Alouette II at Kittyhawk airfield
3. Captain Brian Stableford tells the boys about a flying legend, the
DC-3 Dakota.
4. The air force Silver Falcons team put on a display just for the
Aeronautical Society!

When the Society wasn’t involved in excursions, a
number of films were enjoyed on Friday afternoons.
These covered a wide variety of civil and military
themes including giant aircraft; the Blue Angels
aerobatic team; the Harrier Jump jet, flying cars and
Oshkosh air show. The feature film “Great Waldo
Pepper” was also enjoyed one Friday. This and the
documentary on training young Spitfire pilots had
impromptu competitions attached with die-cast
aircraft models as prizes.
The chairman for the year was Pierre Volschenk
who will have completed his private pilot’s licence
by the time these words appear in print. We thank
him for his eﬀorts during this year.
In conclusion, our sincere thanks to the following
people whose contribution helped to make this a very
good year for the Society: Dr Frans Volschenk; Dr
Bruce Foulis; Colonel Herman Olmesdahl; Rodney
Benn; Richard Maier and Captain Karl Jensen. My
appreciative thanks to my colleague Mervyn Moodley
for his help in running the Society this year.
Next year is the twentieth anniversary of the
Society and we hope to make it a very special year
in celebration of this milestone.
JW Illsley
Master-in-Charge

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

In the last teaching week of the year, we managed to
squeeze in two activities. The first of these was made
possible thanks to funding from the Southern Africa
branch of the Royal Aeronautical Society. For the
third time in recent years we were privileged to fly
in the immaculate Allovette II helicopter of Dr Bruce
Foulis. Because we had a long summer afternoon
available to us, we first did a detour via the koppie
staﬀ housing to allow members to view the progress
on the Aeronca C3 vintage aircraft being rebuilt by
the master-in-charge of the Society. Then it was on
to Kittyhawk airfield where a leisurely braai ensued
mainly done by the masters as the boys all scattered
into any of the hangers that happened to be open!
After devouring boerewors rolls, the boys were
ready to fly and the helicopter arrived on cue to take
everyone for a local flight. This was the first excursion
on which a Girls High girl accompanied us (and yes,
Timothy Barlin, you do still owe me a bottle of wine
when you earn your first salary cheque!)
On the last possible Friday of the year we held
the annual “Aeroquiz” competition which was
very closely contested and which was won by Peter
Rayner with Joshua Dehlen, Grant Kingon nd Pierre
Volschenk as runners up. We acknowledge the kind
donation by EAA Chapter 322 of a very fine book
prize for use in the Aeroquiz competition.

2

1
1. Out on a wing: members of the Society on the wing of a Boeing 747,
at Rand airport
2. On a visit to Lanseria, members were allowed to board a Fokker F28
airliner.
3. Members of the Society with team members of the Silver Falcons at
Air Force Base Waterkloof
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Bridge Club
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The Bridge Club has yet again astounded me by
managing to survive, albeit it with great diﬃculty.
The world we live in is such a high tech world and
old fashioned games like bridge and chess seem to
find few adherents. Perhaps the idea of quiet and
refined pursuits and gentlemanly behaviour are an
anachronism in this century.
However one looks at it, bridge is and remains
one of the few hobbies/sports/pastimes
one can take into the world and into one’s old
age. It is a social skill that never leaves one and it is
played all over the world. It is also recognised by all
as an intellectually stimulating activity, as is chess.
This year the club struggled to survive as almost

all out new recruits soon left to join the computer
and gaming club. Those who stayed were loyalty
personified and I thank them for their determination
to keep the club going. It is also very gratifying to see
so many of our old members return on a Wednesday
afternoon to sit in for a hand or two
when they have a gap in their lecture schedules.
I wish the members good luck for next year and
hope they will find a member of staﬀ willing to take
them on and keep the club alive. It will be a great
pity to see such an old club die.

This year has been an interesting one for the Bridge
Club.
We had to say goodbye to Mrs Donaldson who
has been heading this club for many years. Mrs
Donaldson has taught many Old Boys and current
boys of Boys High the art of playing bridge and we
would like to thank her for her contribution.
We shared many hours playing bridge and shared
both happy and sad moments.
Congratulations to you all!
At the end of this year, I also have to say goodbye.
It has been an honour to be a part of this club. I am

sure that Bridge Club will grow and go from strength
to strength in years to come!
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Helene Donaldson
MIC Bridge Club

R Manley

Full Colours:
Aristides Nicolaides

Half Colours:
Rusllynn Appana
Jonathan van der Breggen

Herman Chong
Lizo Masters

Pretoria Boys High School entered a record of thirty
teams in the 2011 JSE/Liberty Life Investment
Challenge. This was a great start to the year and at
the end of the six month long competition Pretoria
Boys High School had two teams inside the top ten
in the country for the second year in a row.
The team PBHS TMC consisting of Danai Banga,
Katleho Makhubela, Curtis Cornwall and Ruben
Mpanya finished 4th overall. As a result the team
were invited to the JSE Investment Challenge
annual awards ceremony at the JSE headquarters
in Sandton. The boys had a fantastic time, with 94.7
Radio Disk Jockey, Darren Simpson acting as the
master of ceremonies. The boys got to meet other
pupils and were treated like young “movers and
shakers” in the business world. The boys enjoyed a
delicious lunch and the school as well as each team
member won R 1000 worth of Satrix shares. Each
boy also received a portable DVD player.
Another Pretoria Boys High School team
ended 8th overall and narrowly missed out on an
invitation to the JSE Investment Challenge annual
awards ceremony. The boys also won the monthly
competition for August. The team “PBHS Alpha
& Omega” consisted of Stephan Dreyer, Anthony
Ioannou, Kedar Naidoo and Gerrit Dreyer. They
each won R500 worth of Satrix shares.
For their outstanding achievements in the JSE
Investment Challenge, the following boys were

awarded full colours in 2011: Danai Banga, Curtis
Cornwall, Stephan Dreyer, Anthony Ioannou,
Katleho Makhubela and Kedar Naidoo. Half Colours
were awarded to Mahao Mahao, a founder member
of the Business Club.
Our departing chairman Mahao Mahao and his
deputy Calvin Craig must also be acknowledged
for their contribution to the Business Club. Through
their loyalty and passion they have added value
and enhanced the Business Club’s burgeoning
reputation at Boys High.
Danai Banga (Chairman) and Anthony Ioannou
(Deputy Chairman) must be congratulated on their
appointment to their respective positions for 2012.
I would like to sincerely thank Joachim Lubbe an
old boy (matriculated 2007) who is the pioneer of the
Business Club. He generously gives of his time every
Friday to passionately share his knowledge and
wisdom with the boys. Our members look forward
to his Friday lectures and they truly appreciate his
expertise.
I am also truly grateful to another old boy Dane
Viljoen (matriculated 2007) who is studying in
the USA, but who is always willing to share his
knowledge and insight with the boys whenever he
is in South Africa.
Jaydon Kelly
Master in Charge: Business Club

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Business Club

Front Row L–R: D Swiegers, K Makhubelo, M MPofu, A Ioannou, K Mabotja, Mr J Lubbe (economist), M Mahoa, K Krishnan, N Steyn, J Gous
Second Row L–R: Mr J Kelly (Master in Charge), C Elsenbroek, G Schulze, G Kirkcaldy, M de Nobrega, D de Ponte, G Dreyer, D Engelbrecht,
M Gous, D Lonji, J Fischer
Back Row L–R: F Fischer, A Nunn, D Griessel, G Ioannou, K Snaman, S Dreyer, D Pillay, K Naidoo, R Mpanya, B Lotter, R Lingham, N
Petzwinkler, B Fernandes
Absent: D Banya, C Craig
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Computer Gaming Club
I was requested to take over the Computer Gaming
Club in 2011 and not having any more knowledge
and experience of computer games other than
flicking the cards over on a game of virtual Solitaire,
I was extremely nervous about the task that awaited
me. What a surprise it was to see the boys and their
passion for gaming! They truly are the leaders in
their sport.
The boys gathered in the computer room every
week of the school year, not just to better their skills
but to live out their passion for gaming. Pretoria
Boys High was represented in the Mind Sport South
Africa League by two teams – a team consisting of
five boys for Warcraft-DOTA (Dayeh Qi, Joseph Shin,
Matthew Lombard, Joshua Coetzee, Oscar Huang)
and another team of five boys for Counterstrike 1.6
(Nkosinathi Dlamini, Jurgen Mahwehwe, Vincent
Edwards, Timothy Cherry, Peter van der Merwe).
PBHS performed extremely well as both teams won
their respective leagues and thus emerged as the
Pretoria League winners. I am very proud of each
boy who represented the school and made such a
success of the Computer Gaming Club this year.
I hereby wish to thank everyone who has assisted
me in the role of managing the club and also made

me feel so welcome during the course of the tear.
To all the administrators who gave up their time to
ensure the smooth running of the club, a heartfelt
thank you. Special recognition also needs to be given
to the chairman of the club for 2011, Joshua Coetzee,
who patiently helped me understand the workings
of and the passion for the club. Lastly, a thank you to
all the loyal members of the club – without you we
would not have reached the dizzy heights of 2011.
We are very excited about the 2012 season as we
are taking on new adventures and hope to keep the
level of enthusiasm we all have for the club. As the
computer room is being upgraded, the boys are
looking forward to better skills with new games
and accepting the challenge of mastering these new
endeavours. As for our participation in the MSSA
League, we are marching to “virtual war” in our
attempt to emerge as the Gauteng Champions and
to show oﬀ the skills of which we are so proud.
The following boys have been elected for 2012:
Chairman:
Jurgen Mahwehwe
Vice Chairman:
Nkosinathi Dlamini
Ms Christine Parkin
(MIC)

Front Row L–R: J Shin, D Qi, J Coetzee, Miss C Parkin (Teacher-in-Charge), M Lombard, J Mahwehwe, N Dlamini.
Back Row L–R: P Pretorius, M Moche, P van der Merwe, J Coetzee, A Malan, D Sparrow, W Sales, J Pitamber, A Singh, I Pitamber.
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Schooling is seldom about creativity or honouring
the imagination. The critical voices of State
and School have become internalized for most.
Therefore, writers are continually in the process of
negotiating creative space with these voices. Those
with a passion for writing cannot do without the
activity and feel deprived when they are unable to
engage in their passion – crafting words, phrases,
sentences and paragraphs.
The club has two showcase evenings per annum.
The first of these is the Poetry Appreciation Evening
where members of the club read their written work
in front of an audience. This event is held in the
Battissphere and is normally opened by a guest
speaker. The theme for the 2011 Poetry Appreciation
Evening was LAW and the guest speaker was Justice
Edwin Cameron who happens to be an Old Boy of
Pretoria Boys High School.
You may rightfully ask – how does one marry
creative writing, poetry and the concept of law?
It is a fact that poetry and law have arisen from
the same bed. American lawyer and poet, Archibald
Macleish, wrote: “The business of the law is to make
sense of the confusion of what we call human life –
to reduce it to order but at the same time to give it

possibility, scope, even dignity.” What then, is the
business of poetry and the poet? It is to make sense
of the chaos of our lives; to create an understanding
of our lives; to compose an order which the
bewildered, angry heart can recognise…in short it
is to imagine man.
Law and poetry share three important relations
between them and exert mutual influence on one
another. They share language as their working
medium and,as such, language shapes the chaos
of experience in law and poetry. Over and above
this, law and poetry are both products of human
ingenuity and imagination.
But law and poetry diﬀer from one another
as well. Law tends more towards the scientific
dimension of human thought whereas poetry tends
towards man’s artistic side. Law is often an act of
power whereas poetry makes no claim whatsoever
on power…
The second of these events is the Poetry and Drama
Evening which is held in the Abernethy Hall. The
aim of this evening is to foster collaboration between
diﬀerent clubs and societies at Pretoria Boys High.
The works performed on the evening are produced
by the members of the Creative Writing Club. One

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Creative Writing Club

Front Row L–R: K van Staden, C Araujo, Mrs K Stenos (Teacher-in-Charge), H Crouse, M Cohen.
Back Row L–R: L Hope-Sotherton, W Collings, D Thomas, S Mkhabela.
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Creative Writing Club
piece from each club member is performed on stage
by members of the Drama club.
The 2011 Poetry and Drama Evening was entitled
VOICES. In this day and age it is imperative for
individuals to find their voice and to make it heard
– especially for young adults who will become the
movers and shakers of tomorrow.
When we are isolated we come to feel crazy and
alone. We therefore need to form alternate families
consisting of small groups of like-minded people
who support each other and talk to each other
regularly – where we can speak our truths and share
our experiences and find that we are, in fact, not
alone.
There is a definite trend in modern society to be
perfect in all we do…We don’t need to be perfect.
We are, in fact, not supposed to be perfect. We’re
supposed to be complete and we cannot be complete
if we are trying to be perfect. To be complete means
to give voice to what we know to be true, and to
not be afraid of being disliked or exiled because of
speaking our minds. We must beware of changing
ourselves to fit the world – instead we must change
the world to fit ourselves.
Often we feel like screaming as a result of what
we witness. Finding our voice in poetry and prose
will give us that opportunity. The following quote
by Albert Einstein illustrates the point beautifully:
“Nothing that I can do will change the structure of
the universe. But maybe, by raising my voice I can
help the greatest of all causes – goodwill among men
and peace on earth.”

Once we have found our own voices, the chance
to expand our influence, to increase our contribution,
is the chance to inspire others to find their voice.
Inspire (from the Latin inspirare) means to breathe
life into another.
Let’s take Twitter and Facebook as examples:
Many quotes are going through the feed stream on
a daily basis yet these quotes are often by everyone
except the person posting. Why are people not
putting their own voices behind the quotes? Why
are they not expressing their own thoughts? Think
you don’t have anything to say? Then think closer
and dig deeper and suddenly you will be the one
who is inspiring, funny, motivating, memorable and
an influencer.
A voice is a human gift; it should be cherished
and used as powerlessness and silence go hand in
hand, according to the well-known author, Margaret
Atwood.
A writer is therefore someone who makes an
eﬀort to see problems that are not being addressed
and then makes an eﬀort to make his/her voice
heard on these issues.
It takes a long time to develop a voice. Now that
you have it, never be silent again!
The following individuals have been elected for
2011:
Chairman:
Christopher Araujo
Vice-Chairman:
Hieronymus Crouse

The Berlin Wall

Fakebook

Assembled, abhorred and armed
The guards study us from up high
How do our brothers become so infected?
To patrol a chain of lies
Gliding across it like gods
Protecting elitist fraud.
With its nose in the air it stands,
On our hearts.
Through it solidity we seek
The pulses of our loved ones’ hands on the other
side
At a giant’s feet.
On their unhindered path to see their own
The liars admire a monster’s beauty
They grin their hypnotic grins and laugh
At the sorrow birthed by our cement-stained fingers
The fingers that cannot topple what they put together
And will search, perhaps forever.

Love me, hate me
Do what you must

Karen Stenos
MIC

Change who you are
Create a sense of false trust
The more popular you are
The faker you become
What has happened? The world is so sad
This feeling has made us so numb
Continue to check me
To achieve your sense of false glee
I am no longer who I was
The sensational has become me
Luke Hope-Sotherton

Mahao Mahao
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Beneath the surface

Hey (smiley face)
Hi (sad face)
What’s wrong (straight face)?
Don’t worry (rolls eyes)
Are you sure (concerned frown)?
It’s nothing (no emoticon) …
It can’t be nothing (raised eyebrow).
Gotta go (smiley face)
Just wait (confused face)!
**This contact is no longer online**

I’ve been to the moon and back
I’ve had a transplant to survive a fatal heart attack.
When you see the glint in my eye,
you will know that impossible is what I defy.

Kevin van Staden

I’ve made brothers stab each other,
Just to prove something or another.
I’ve led genocides and watched a whole nation’s
blood seep,
For which generations later the children still weep.
I’ve conducted mass murder in the form of war,
And after one I’m ready for more.

My Eyes: That Popularity
Tweet me a message on how you’re feeling about
yourself today.
Is it snowing? Maybe you should go out and play.
Skip along with the girls with their skirts pulled
high.
Or join the real people who actually do cry.
You could accept her friendship on Facebook and
“forget” that she calls you “fat” and
“unworthy”.
Or you could decline and tackle her words with
combat and with “Murphy”.
MySpace me your picture before our date.
I’m not worried that you’re twelve hours too late.
YouTube me your love song to the love of your life?
Be careful it may be seen by your heartbroken wife.
SMS me a “hello” for the first time in years.
The vacant “inbox” re-opens my regrets and fears.
E-mail me your deepest emotions.
Be warned, I’ll take your life and make a lotion.
Tweet me a message to say our last goodbye.
Don’t you worry: 1000 miles away; you definitely
won’t see me cry.

I’ve revolutionized the world,
And invented aircraft that fly like birds.
I’ve faced near destruction and impending doom,
The sky is not the limit when there’re already
footprints on the moon.

Just to instil fear,
I’ve made millions of fathers, mothers, sisters and
brothers, disappear.
I am the human race,
My boundaries reach infinity and further still.
But if you scratch beneath the surface,
I’m just another animal.
Kevin van Staden

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Regression through Technology

Matthew Cohen

Joshua Dahlen
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Creative Writing Club
How much is that memory in the
window?
What is the value of a memory?
Can it be traded?
What currency would it use?
What would the exchange rate be?
Is a memory as easy to forget
As dropping a coin
In a machine
Never to be seen again
So often we overlook memories
That first kiss is just that
Nothing special
Nothing memorable
Yet one day
When we are old and grey
And our grandkids ask for a tale
What will we say?
The memories would have long gone
And moved on
If memories were riches
We’d be the beggar on the sidewalk
Did it ever occur to us
To write them down
Or did we take it for granted
That they would forever be inscribed
Pictures are worth
A thousand words
Yet written words
Tell a diﬀerent story
So one day
When you are old and grey
And your grandkids ask for a tale
Take out a book

Read to them that
Which has long gone and moved on
And watch my friend
The riches memories can bring
Winford Collings

The quatrains of Senlac
Our oath is shattered.
Our foe is made.
Our mail is tattered.
Our debts to be repaid.
From me you stole my birth right.
So you shall learn to fear the Lion.
With shields, heater and kite.
With swords, steel and iron.
The victory we have won.
Now seems hollow.
South we must run.
To prepare for the morrow.
Acknowledge me as your Lord.
Or Mora will sail.
Then by the axe and sword,
Your rebellion will fail.
We stood on the crest.
And watched the coast.
Waiting for the guest.
That should murder his host.
Your end draws near.
By sail and oar.
It’s time you should hear.
Who lays down the law.
So on Senlac hill we fought.
And for long we bravely held.
Yet no weapon was every wrought.
That should stop us being felled.
First arrows then ravens blackened your skies
First blood then bones littered your hills.
In a tomb your king now lies.
Before the Lion your gentry kneels
Our struggle ended.
Our gamble is lost.
Yet our land may be mended.
If our new master can spare the cost.
Your country will be fortified.
Under a new line of kings.
And your enemies will be mortified.
Since the day at Hastings.
Hieronymus Raine Crouse
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The Spanish Dancers

Shew thy greatest treasure
That of linguistic power.
Yet, shall thy power perish to status quo
Or battle to a marvell’d measure?

Lilac, Amber, Cyan, Ruby, Clover, Carmine

You thought you knew your tongue
Resisted the changes by those silly children.
And what once sounded like a sweet, timeless
melody,
Is now the song no longer sung.
Save ur ol’ language, u can
but ull b mocked, 4 ur tongue iz changin’
just pretend u no ur grammer well
brb, goin’ 2 lrn 4 my English exam.

They move with flames in their flamboyancy.
Scarlet lips cling to a revolutionary rose.
Denim jackets fly across the pandemonium.
Mahogany eyes meet in the garden.
Violet lace gloves come oﬀ.
Ivory pearls hit the ground.
Flamenco!
English eyes of ebony melt the mahogany.
Castanets spring! Light dims!
Te quiero!
Burgundy, Magenta, Silver, Khaki, Gold, Magnolia.
Matthew Cohen

Christopher Araujo
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Debating Society
Much was expected from this year’s senior team
consisting of last year’s prodigious 1st V (consisting
of Form 4’s and a Form 3). However, a hint of
complacency and some questionable adjudication
meant that our SACEE progress came to a grinding
halt when the 1st team crashed out on the brink of
qualifying for the provincial competition for the
second time in as many years. A blip in progress
at SACEE did not necessarily mean a blip in the
progress we made as a society this year, it must
be added. Not crying over the spilled milk of our
SACEE campaign, we immediately set the focus on
rebuilding the senior team and getting everyone as
much experience as possible.
I would like to thank the matrics in this regard
as they selflessly gave up their spots in the 1st team
to focus on setting the team for next year. This was
a true showing of leadership from a group of Form
Vs that are nothing short of role models to all Boys
High boys. In my opinion, it was the character of
each of these matrics that will be remembered, not
their debating prowess. I, personally, will never
forget Pearson Pretorius’s ‘guns blazing’ line or
Mike Leask’s rampaging speeches where opposition
teams would struggle to debate out of fear for their
personal safety. Many teams would rather take a
lates slip than a well-placed Keamo Konopi POI.
Maybe even two, if they didn’t have student cards.
In a year where results were hard to come by, it
was the small things that made the biggest impact.
Things like giving up weekends to attend training
sessions at Wits or St John’s and the experiences we
had on the road with Mrs Georgiades will never be
forgotten. Makeshift LO lessons, apartheid struggle

music and deep conversations will stick with us for
as long as red, white and green flows through our
veins.
Mrs Georgiades’ sustained contribution for so
many years has shown us as young boys how it
is possible for someone to love this sport with so
much passion. She is truly inspirational as a leader.
As a result of this, results eventually did come our
way. After the above-mentioned phasing-out of the
matrics was completed, our Form 4 ‘dram-team’
was finally allowed to shine as a unit.
The South African Institution for International
Aﬀairs (SAIIA) hosts competitions of the highest
calibre year in and year out. For the first time in Boys
High history, these Form 4s showed why they are
believed to be one of the best debating teams Boys
High has ever seen by finishing as the third best
delegation, with Mike Mpanya being announced
as the Best Speaker. This was a truly remarkable
achievement. It is believed that the team consisting
of Mike Mpanya, Avikar Maharaj and Ari Nicolaides
have not been defeated in a standard format debate
since the junior Inter-House final of 2009.
This bodes well for the society and means that 2012
is a year of great expectations. Over one hundred
years of history of Boys High debating could well
be re-written in an instant. The rebuilding phase is
complete and, thanks to selfless contributions from
truly charismatic matrics, some very good debaters
with a burning desire to win will be competing again
next year. It is in your best interests to watch this space.
Avikar Maharaj
Chairman

Front Row L–R: M Mpanya, P Pretorius, M Leask (Chairman), K Konopi, A Nicolaides.
Back Row L–R: Mrs L Georgiades (Teacher-in-Charge), J Paradza, K Kekana, M Black, L Mosuwe, C Kleynhans, C Kissoon.
Absent: A Maharaj, P Immelman, L Masters, E Singh, J de Gois, S Maphalala, S Mukhari.
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This year was a year of experimentation and
innovation for the Fantasy Wargames Society. The
boys wracked their brains for new ways to improve
themselves on the battlefields of their choice, and
have shown a remarkable amount of ingenuity and
originality.
Our chairman of the year, JJ van Niekerk, was
responsible for arguably the biggest innovation of the
year: a term-long campaign wherein generals battled
for control of resources in order to claim a fantastic
relic as the spoils of war. After a gruelling series of
battles Emilio Singh emerged victorious, his prowess
in battle tested in a 5 vs 1 grand finale battle.
The car gaming side of the society is ready for
major improvements. Drafting, which has proven to
be quite popular amongst the Magic players in the
society, is set to take a leap forward with four drafts
planned for next year in response to the positive

feedback received from the boys during this year’s
draft. We also aim to have more boys participating
in sanctioned formats next year, as Nazirite Tam’s
results in various tournaments and drafts proved
that we have the skills and drive to compete.
One other experimental side project was roleplaying, and, from the immensely excited feedback
we received, I am sure that we will be able to
incorporate it eﬀectively into our activities.
I am very keen to see how the society grows and
evolves next year. If this year was any indication, we
have exciting things awaiting us. I give my deepest
thanks and gratitude to all those who contributed
towards the successes of this year. Without you, the
society would not be able to flourish as it does.
James Page
MIC
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Fantasy Wargames

Standing L–R: J van Niekerk (Chairman), Mr J Page (Master-in-Charge).
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French Conversation Club
The need for a French Conversation club arose from
the realisation that there is simply not enough time
in class to give the boys the opportunity to express
themselves fully in French.
Although only a few boys attended every
Wednesday afternoon, those who did attend were
able to chat spontaneously about a variety of topics
and express their opinions, something they are
required to do in Grade 12. We even discussed deeper
issues based on a questionnaire by Marcel Proust. On
this occasion the boys discussed emotions, feelings,
authors, heroes and many other topics.
A highlight for the boys was when Madame
Bolduc spent the afternoon chatting to them and
exposing them to her interesting and diﬀerent
French-Canadian accent. We hope that she will visit
our club more frequently in future.
Attending the French Conversation club enabled

the Matric boys to speak fluently and confidently in
their final Oral exams which took place in September.
They were able to discuss their plans for the future,
their families and hobbies, foods they enjoyed
eating and many other topics and some boys were
even able to include some colloquial French in their
conversation.
My thanks go to Gavin Jones, who was
instrumental in starting this club, and to Matthew
Cohen and Nicolas Fitchat who attended religiously
every week.
I sincerely hope that the club is going from
strength to strength and that in 2012, we will have
an opportunity to extend the abilities of even more
French pupils.
H Gioia
MIC

Front Row L–R: G Jones, M Cohen, Mrs H Gioia (Teacher-in-Charge), N Fitchat.
Back Row L–R: J Oguttu, R Jansen, D Thomas.

118

The Pretorian

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Hiking Club

The Pretorian

119

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

Hiking Club
Maretlwane Hike
On arrival at the school farm, twelve happy
and excited faces climbed out the school combi.
Everyone decided to explore the area and familiarise
themselves with the setting of this beautiful and
special area. Dark clouds started rolling in over the
Magaliesberg mountains and we decided to move
on to our first night’s camp site. After pitching our
tents we decided to go for a quick swim before the
weather ruins our chance to jump down the Big
Jump. We all headed up the hill and reached the
rock pools and the Big Jump. Those who wanted to
jumped we got our fire started with a few wet sticks
we got down this scary but adventurous rock into
the freezing water. Suddenly the rain came down
softly with heavy thunder in the background. We
sprinted back to our tents and waited for the rain to
disappear, which luckily for us happened relatively
quickly. Eventually we got our fire started with a few
wet sticks and we were able to braai our traditional
‘hiking meat’. Most of us decided to hit the bed early
and the sleeping bag was a welcome sight for all
twelve of us.
We woke up early the next morning and started
hiking under the overcast sky and wet paths after a
good breakfast. While we were heading up the first
‘main’ hill the rain came pouring down again. We
quickly got our rain covers on, but this was to prove
useless in the next few hours. The rain fortunately

1

2

3

4
1. A land of barren beauty – Augrabies Falls National Park
2. Day 1 Cycad Trail – Harry “What view?” keeps on walking.
3. The traditional “Hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil” – Stephan
Dreyer, Victor Hugo, Ross Coetzee
4. “Voet in die hoek” on Suikerbosrand Hike
5. An illuminating evening on the Suikerbosrand Hike
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Stephan Dreyer
Form IV
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6

stopped when we reached the main viewpoint
and the skies cleared briefly. After a good break
and morning tea we headed towards the amazing
waterfall in the distance. The waterfall provided a
great spot for lunch and for those who were brave
enough to swim. The last stretch of the day demanded
some GPS and map skills, but it soon became clear
that we were not in the right place. After struggling
for about two hours to find the campsite we decided
to make our own campsite before the sun sets and
leaves us in total darkness. We quickly cleared out
areas for our tents and fetched water from the river
for the night.
Our last day started out with a morning
thunderstorm. This seemed to set the trend for the
rest of the day. We packed up in the rain and the
hike back was everything but pleasant. On our
way back we passed several hundred Golden Orb
spiders. Not even the river could stop us and we just
treaded along the muddy path to reach some form of
shelter. Everyone arrived at the combi at their own
pace, soaked to the bone. Dry clothes would have
been very welcome, but everything was wet. On our
way back we stopped for our traditional Spur lunch.
What a great hike! Thank you to Mr Badenhorst and
the former Hiking club chairman, Thomas Potgieter,
who joined us on this trip.

8

9
6. First night – Augrabies Falls hike – less is more on a hike like this!
7. Viewpoint on the Orange River Gorge (Augrabies Hike) “How
much further, Sir?”
8. View of the Olifants River Gorge from the hut.
9. Fresh faces before the last day of the Cycad Trail
The Pretorian
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Hiking Club
Suikerbosrand hiking trip
We arrived at the Suikerbosrand Nature Reserve
after a relatively long drive in heavy traﬃc. The
Suikerbosrand Nature Reserve lies just south of
Johannesburg and is an area with a large variety of
animals and beautiful landscapes. We reported and
paid at the reception and then started hiking towards
the first night’s hut, Springbok hut, which was only
4.7km from the starting point. We hiked at a fast pace
and reached the hut quickly. After settling in some
of us still had enough energy to climb on the hut’s
rock walls. The fireplace was very satisfying and
after we started the fire everyone made themselves
comfortable and cooked. The smell of big steaks,
chops and boerewors filled the air. After a good meal
and some ghost stories everyone headed oﬀ to bed.
The following morning we ate breakfast, packed our
bags and started hiking. After the first 150m we already
had to get out the GPS and the map to get us on the right
track. We headed for Eland hut, which was 12.2km away.
Several species of game such as eland, zebra, springbok,
black wildebeest and red hartebeest kept us company
all the way. The panoramic views were stunning and
standing on top of the mountain range gave us the
feeling of freedom. The burnt grass made the landscape
seem open and allowed the growth of new and fresh

2

1

3
1. Suikerbosrand: on the trail
2. Augrabies: Mr Badenhorst on the Orange River
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grass for the hundreds of animals to feed on. We were
fortunate to see a herd of black wildebeest running past
us on the rocky terrain. After a light lunch on top of the
mountain we had to search for the path to Eland hut.
After struggling a lot to stay on the track and passing a
group of bikers on our way, we eventually managed to
reach our destination. Fortunately there was still a lot of
time before sunset. We collected firewood and ended up
chopping up large logs from the burnt field. The bonfire
provided perfect coals for those who were fortunate
enough to have braai meat for the second night. We
spent the night cooking, chatting and even melting glass
in our fire.
By the next morning most of us have tried to
avoid using the ‘longdrop’ toilet at the hut. This toilet
claimed its victims one after the other and even the
bravest guys were scared to enter. The last day’s hike
was the longest (12.2km) so we got ready and started
walking bright and early. The path was very badly
marked and we had to back track quite often. After
about 4 hours of hiking we managed to reach the spot
where we left the combi. On our way back home we
stopped at the nearest restaurant for a welcome lunch
and break. Thank you very much for Mr Macdonald
and Mr Fowler who joined us on the lovely hike!

4
3. At Botshabelo before the Cycad trail
4. Suikerbosrand: camp fire

All twelve of us started oﬀ our July holiday with a
freezing cold early morning (6:00 at the fishpond).
We then proceeded to Kuruman where our first
campsite awaited us. In Kuruman, the late afternoon
was chilly, night-time was cold but the morning was
freezing at -5°C.
The next day was spent driving to the Augrabies
National Park which housed the mighty falls of the
Orange River and our next campsite. On the way we
stopped at the Upington Wimpy for a bite to eat.
Our first hiking day was about 14km in length
and oﬀered amazing views of the Orange River. We
caught our first glimpse of Moon Rock, a massive grey
and round boulder. From our perspective, the person
walking on it looked like an ant. The huts we stayed
in were basic structures with two rooms, twelve beds,
running water, a toilet, a fireplace and lots of spiders.
The second day was the toughest. Almost the
whole way was sunny and the trail alternated
between sandy, rocky and muddy and on the rare
occasion, all three in one. At lunch we managed to

find a tree which provided ample shade and some of
the more daring found it a perfect time to swim in
the brown river which we had been following. At the
next hut the senior boys decided that it would be a
great idea to find and retrieve extra firewood to add
to our meagre supply. It was enough to create a mini
bonfire around which they talked late into the night.
Even though this was the easiest day, there were
still magnificent moments. We saw weary buck
grazing; we had lunch on top of the massive Moon
Rock and once back at the campsite, a shower which
cleaned oﬀ three days worth of accumulated muck.
Walking up early, we packed our stuﬀ so that
we could hit the road as soon as possible. With a
few stops, including one for a Wimpy take-away
breakfast, most of our twelve hour trip was spent
playing frustrating word games. After such a great
experiences if was sad to leave Augrabies, but great
to have made new friends and memories.
A Jones

Cycad Hiking trail
We headed for the Middelburg region and stopped
at the Botshabelo Mission Station and historical
village to explore this small part of our country’s
history. Mr Illsley gave us a talk on the interesting
history of the area and the story of the old claybrick church of the mission station. We discovered
the fort, old buildings, ox wagons and the steam
machines of the 19th century. After this interesting
visit we drove to the night’s accommodation which
was also the starting point of the hike. The two huts
were well equipped and we were even able to find
cell phone reception a few metres down the road.
Everyone quickly claimed their spots and settled
in. We started the fire, but our attempt was soon
interrupted by heavy rain. Those who were brave
enough, braaied their juicy steaks in the rain. The
not so brave quickly started a separate fire under the
roof. With the rain coming down heavily and not
much else to do, most of us hit the bed early.
Everyone woke up, had breakfast and after a few
group photos we started the hike. The well-marked
footpath winded between the beautiful vegetation
and it soon took us to the edge of Olifants River Valley.
After less than half an hour we had a great view of the
whole valley and we even saw the overnight hut on
the opposite side of the valley. We walked through
the thick vegetation on the side of the valley and
soon reached a little river. This was the ideal spot
for a ‘tea’ stop. Some guys climbed out the sides of
massive rocks whilst others decided swimming in the
rock pools was a better idea. From here the path took

us down into the valley. The forest-like vegetation
made it a bit diﬃcult to walk fast, but provided some
shadow from the scorching heat.
We reached the perfect lunch spot right next to the
river. The water was very refreshing and swimming
in the rapids was lots of fun. Eventually we decided
we had to leave this beautiful spot and move on. An
extremely steep climb up the side of the valley lied
ahead. Legs were shaking and shoulders hurting as we
slowly moved up the mountain. The climb caused pain
for some, but it was here that our hiking club saying
was applicable: If it burns it is getting bigger! After
some discomfort we reached the hut with the most
amazing view ever! The hut and its patio overlooks
the beautiful Olifants River Valley. We spent the rest
of the afternoon sleeping on the patio, enjoying the
beautiful view, climbing the stunning rock formations
and tracking a leopard. After braaing we chatted till
late and then most of us decided to sleep on the patio.
The sound of the water about 200m down was peaceful
and created the feeling of nature at its best.
The next morning we ate breakfast, packed up
and left early. The group split into two groups and
both groups struggled to stay on the right path
but we eventually met up again. The walk back
was very short and within an hour we reached the
combi and finished the hike. After a quick swim in
the farmhouse pool we got on the road. On our way
back we made the traditional Spur stop.
Mr Macdonald and Mr Illsley joined us on this
amazing trip. Thank you very much for a great hike!
The Pretorian
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“I am Claudius Germanicus, Commander of the
Northern Army!”
This was a great year for wargames at Boys High!
Greg Laycock was awarded Honours and Benjamin
Williams received Full Colours for making the
Junior National Protea Team and receiving junior
Provincial Colours respectively.
The year started oﬀ with the usual trip to
Potchefstroom for the North West Championships,
which were dominated by PBHS. Several of our boys
won medals. The IWF’s World Championships were
played in New Zealand over the same weekend as
the MSSA’s North West Champs and it was the first
time in many years that a junior team did not travel
with the senior team.
Gauteng Championships at Northcliﬀ High,
Johannesburg, were very exciting, especially as we
shared the hall with the eSports players. Again PBHS
dominated the event with several boys returning
with medals.
The next event was the Gauteng Schools,
which was played at PBHS. Mind Sports South
Africa’s development strategy turns on multiple,
simultaneous Schools Championships around
the country, aimed at creating multiple provincial
champions at the same time. This results in several
small events being played across the country over
the same weekend in April. The result of this was
that the top three places were all taken by Boys High
Boys.

The Pretorian

The last event of the year will be SA Nationals,
played at Wits during the second weekend of
December. We expect our boys to bring home several
medals.
A wargame is an easy-to-learn little game,
teaching analytical thinking and it uses a powerful
mathematical model to simulate real-life battlefield
interaction. It is not surprising that many of our old
boys have gone on to study engineering, accounting
or software development, as the mathematical basis
of the game is easy to relate to these careers. Boys
High is very lucky to have a wargames club and
boys are encouraged to develop their analytical,
mathematical and management skills.
If you have ever played “World of Warcraft” or
“Age of Empires”, you have played a wargame on
a computer. The diﬀerence is that when playing a
wargame, like we do, each player faces another
human face to face. No computer can compete with
the passion and cunning of a worthy opponent. On
the table top, each player unpacks his army, measures
his moves and calculates combat outcomes. The
complex mathematical system underlying the game
ensures an even playing field which makes the game
easy to learn, yet diﬃcult to master.
Do you have what it takes to lead a table top army
into battle?
Carl Holliday
MIC

First Lego League
First Lego League is oﬀered as an academic
extramural activity at PBHS. It is the biggest single
science and technology competition in the world for
9 to 16 year olds. The main aim of the competition
is to expose youngsters to real world problems and
show how technology can be applied to solving
such problems.
FLL espouses certain core values which must
be illustrated by everybody involved with the
competition, from contestants to oﬃcials and even
by parents and friends who attend the competition
as spectators. Some of these core values are: gracious
professionalism, the children do the work and treat
everybody with respect. In a nutshell, it boils down
to the mindset that we compete against problems,
not people.
It is the second year that we have been partially
sponsored by UNISA as part of the Community
Engagement Project of the School for Science,
Engineering and Technology. As part of this
engagement we are invited annually to attend FLL
Training Workshops organized by UNISA. We are
also part of the CSET Lego League Launch held
annually at UNISA in the Miriam Makeba Concert
Hall.
The annual challenge theme is released in early
September which leaves the team only eight weeks
to accomplish a variety of tasks. The 2011 theme was
Food Safety. Each team had to identify a research
topic in the area of the challenge. This would then
lead them to identifying a real life problem for
which they had to furnish an innovative solution.
Their research has to be shared with the community
and has to be presented to the judges on competition
day. The research focus for 2011 was “Sugar and
its journey from plant to table.” The specific
contamination problem that was addressed was
excessive moisture in granulated sugar.
The second part of the competition involved the
building and programming of an autonomous robot
(using Lego components, the NXT brick and NXT-G
software) which had to perform certain missions
each of which was worth a set number of points. A
maximum of 400 points can be scored on the playing
field in a robot competition round which lasts 2½
minutes. Three robot matches were played and

the highest scoring round was the one that would
count for the purposes of awarding trophies at the
end of the day. Another adjudication was added this
year in the form of a Core Values session with the
judges during which the team had to illustrate their
adherence to and understanding of the core values
of the FLL movement.
In 2011 Pretoria Boys High School fielded one
FLL team for the Provincial competition which took
place on 29 October, 2011 at UNISA’s Muckleneuk
campus. The 2011 team, known as the PBHS Men
in White [The Sugar Specialists], did us proud on
competition day and was awarded the Core Values:
Inspiration trophy. This award is presented annually
to the team whose members best demonstrate
extraordinary enthusiasm and spirit, exceptional
partnership, the utmost respect for their own team
mates, and support and encouragement of fellow
teams. They demonstrated confidence, energy,
strong problem-solving skills and great group
dynamics. They achieved more together than what
they would have achieved as individuals and they
served as role models for other participating teams.
The team consisted of Dylan Slogrove (Form II),
Nicholas Stenos (Form I), Tyler Riggs (Form I),
Mikaail Haﬀejee (Form I) and Mitchell Le Roux
(Form I).
The 2011 team ended in position five in the
Gauteng North Provincial tournament. The first five
teams were invited to the National Championships
held on 3 December at UNISA in Pretoria. This is the
second year that we participated in the competition
and the first time that a Pretoria Boys High team
has qualified to go to the National Championships.
At the time of writing this summary, the National
Competition is still five weeks away and the team
is working feverishly to improve on all aspects to
be evaluated on competition day at the National
Championships. I hope to be able to report on
their success in future. The top three teams at the
National Championships will represent South
Africa at various international competitions during
April 2012.
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Lego Club

Karen Stenos
MIC: First Lego League
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Rugby Referee Society
2011 was a special year in the history of Pretoria
Boys High School. It was the year that the Pretoria
Boys High Schools Referees Society was founded.
This would be a very unusual page to spot in the
Pretorian. When I first heard the announcement
that all the boys that would like to join the rugby
referee society to please stay behind after assembly,
I thought this would just be another waste of time
in trying to get everyone involved in an extramural
activity, but that wasn’t the case at all. If I can clearly
remember fifteen boys pitched that day, eager to
hear what this was all about.
The rugby referee society is about transforming
or, should I say creating, the next Jonathan Kaplan
or our very own Mr. J. Tucker, as the future in South
Africa for becoming a rugby referee looks very
bright, especially when starting at a very young age
like myself. Having in mind that 7’s rugby will be in
the Olympics in 2012, we can hope that the next top
referee will hail from a great school like ours.
The Society started out with only a few active
members but did consist of three qualified referees;
Muhammed Mafuya, Dimitri Fogg and Dylan
Thomson. These boys received their training
through the Blue Bulls Referees Society. The PBHS
Referees Society has another group of boys who
aspire to become fully qualified referees, but they are
still too young to join the Blue Bulls Referees Society.

They are Gerhard Kirsten, Raine Pienaar, Duane van
Wyk, Matthew Joubert, Daniel Taverner and Allan
Goldacre. This group of boys was responsible for
running touch for all the games played on Brooks
during the season. The service they provided to the
players, coaches and referees was appreciated by all.
Muhammed made the most of his responsibilities
and refereed 6 games at Pretoria Boys High this year
and was touch judge for the 1st team game against
Parktown. Dimitri had the honour of running touch
for the 1st team game between PBHS and Jeppe this
season but unfortunately Dylan could not oﬃciate
in any games this year because of his commitment
as a player to the 2nd team.
The “level 2” members also served their school
well during the past rugby season by being touch
judges for most of the games played on Brooks field.
Number of games being touch judge: Duane 19
games, Raine 16 games, Gerhard 11 games, Matthew
10 games and Allan and Daniel 2 games each.
The fact that the Society had limited the number of
boys allowed more time for Mr. Tucker to work with
every boy who gave up his Saturdays, whether it was
running touch or refereeing games. I enjoyed every
minute of it. I also look forward to next season as this will
allow the society to take one further step in expanding,
Muhammed Mafuya

Front Row L–R: M Mafuya, Mr J Tucker (Master-in-Charge), D Thomson.
Back Row L–R: D Taverner, G Kirsten.
Absent: R Pienaar, D van Wyk, M Joubert, A Goldacre.
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Students’ Christian Association
2011 has been a wonderfully blessed year. It all
started with the annual Form1 welcome, hosted
during the new parent’s braai. The evening was
filled with games, ice cream, fun and laughter.
Reflecting on the past year, a highlight would have
to be the hosting of the Four Schools’ Celebration
held in the gymnasium in the first term. The
event was well attended by learners from all four
neighbouring schools. It was amazing to see young
people coming together to praise God.
During the year the SCA met on Tuesdays and
Thursdays. The dayboy SCA met during breaks,
whilst the boarder SCA met on Thursday evenings.
These evenings were blessed this year with worship,
discussions, fellowship and prayer.
I would like to thank Mr Andre Steyn for leading
the SCA for the past 24 years with faithfulness and
enthusiasm. He has left a legacy for boys who
have come to know Jesus as their personal Lord
and Saviour. The friendships developed over
these many years with boys and old boys are a
testimony to the compassion and life he led for
those who know him. The SCA wishes him well in
his retirement.
I would also like to thank Jaryd Baker and Kioko
Mbithi as the respective chairmen of the dayboy SCA
and boarder SCA groups, as well as Mrs H.Baptiste

Four Schools’ Celebration held in the gymnasium. Giving praise to God

for hosting the dayboy SCA in her classroom.
Her support in the Bible studies and discussions
is much appreciated. A big thank you goes out to
the “Mothers who Care” prayer group for all their
regular prayer and support for the School.
The highlight for me this year has been to see the
passion that the boys have for the Lord and their
desire to grow in a relationship with God. The boys
are developing a Biblical knowledge of God’s word
and are growing in their faith. I would like to thank
the Lord for this year and all he has done in the lives
of those at the School.
J Webber
MIC
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SCA

Front Row L–R: R Barlow, K Konopi, K Mbithi, Mr J Webber (Teacher-in-Charge), J Baker, C Reyneke, J Oguttu.
Second Row L–R: J Olusegun, L Rochford, J Penney, T Barlin, J Idowu, P Volschenk, R Hoekstra, K Moatshe, S Matema.
Back Row L–R: B Badi, A Heyns, M Leppan, G McMagh, R Watson, E Louw, P Burger, D Nell, E Olusegun, B Maier.
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SNIA
Society for National and International Affairs
This was a year of some disappointments and much
that was interesting, informative and well worth
debating. The society was ably led by the committee
consisting of Max Calitz (Chairman), Jason Jennings
(Vice Chairman) and Cameron Singh (Secretary).
Ishfaaq Mohungoo contributed too through his
faithful recording of events as photographer. Thank
you to these young men. The first lecture of the
year drew a large audience. Goitseone Konopi, an
old boy, accepted an invitation to visit the society
on behalf of the University of Pretoria cell of the
ANC Youth League. He arrived with a contingent of
fourteen who, between them, delivered a passionate
address and adeptly fielded questions from boys
with equally passionate views, both pro and con
their own. I think we came to realize that a politician
is one who will answer only certain questions.
Dr Micki Pistorius, the erstwhile police profiler,
and now practicing psychologist, graciously agreed
to visit Boys High again. We met her two years ago
when her address about her work with the police
force both horrified and fascinated us. She spoke
this year of the process whereby a profile of a serial
killer is compiled: the crime scene itself, victimology
(victim’s background and family), forensic
information (autopsy and laboratory reports), even
time of crime and neighbourhood socio-economic

status constitute profiling inputs, and from these
straws the profiler builds a “picture” of the criminal
– recommendations for the investigation. As she
speaks, she intersperses this theory with examples
of serial killers of whom we have all heard, and one
sits glued to her every word.
Mr Noonan took the boys on an outing to the
South African Mint. This proved very interesting, if
a little disappointing in that visitors are not allowed
to view the actual minting of coins. Nor do they give
takeaways!
The school received an invitation to Freedom Day
celebrations at the Union Buildings on 27 April. Mr
Reeler invited the SNIA to represent PBHS. Early
in the morning, during the holidays, dressed in
formals, ten boys arrived to be fetched by Tshwane
Municipality transport. The bus did not arrive. One
of the disappointments…
Mr Rob Fourie, an old boy, referred us to his
father who is the Manager of International Relations
of the South African Nuclear Energy Corporation
(NECSA).
He
organised
that
their
Media
and
Communications man, Mr Elliot Mulane, address
us. Mr Mulane spoke to us in layman’s language of
nuclear science, “today’s science fiction, tomorrow’s
way of life!” Boys enjoyed his lecture, as all of us

Front Row L–R: D Shanmugam, B Mkwanazi. D O’Grady, M Calitz, J Jennings, C Singh, I Mohungoo.
Back Row L–R: G Sabeta, J Oguttu, M Sebokolodi, L Sekgobela, N Fitchat, J Naidoo, A Pundit, Ms G Wroth (Teacher-in-Charge).
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One of Mr Reeler’s priorities since his appointment
a year ago has been social cohesion as opposed to coexistence at PBHS. It was for this noble reason that I
was called to his oﬃce. Upon my somewhat reluctant
arrival I was oﬀered a seat and was further stunned
when he asked “What is it like being black at Boys
High?” The question initiated subsequent discussions
where cultural ideology was explored, deliberated and
defined.
To further understand this issue more people, mainly
from the SNIA, were brought into the debate where the
South African cultural demographic was represented.
This helped to truly view the matter from a rounded and
non-biased perspective. At the fore of our talks was the
question whether people feel catered for, acknowledged
and respected in institutions such as PBHS where
they find themselves as minorities. Emotions and
aspirations were expressed in an environment where
all were free to do this without fear of judgement. After
much consideration the general agreement was that
there does indeed seem to be a loss of cultural identity
amongst minority groups. These groups tend to either
adopt the culture of the majority or behave in the way
the majority are preconditioned, for whatever reason,
to believe that they behave.
South Africa is well-known as the Rainbow Nation,
one that boasts of how it is bursting with diversity.

It was therefore necessary to ensure that the goal of
truly embracing the ideal of a multi-racial and multicultural society was shared by the boys at PBHS. For
this reason a function was held where Mr Nkosinathi
Biko, CEO of the Steve Biko Foundation and son of the
legend, was invited to address the school and, by so
doing, shed light on the importance of a society that is
conscious of its roots.
The SNIA was privileged to be included.
We were also privileged to have an old friend
visit us. Mr Norman Taku, the Assistant Director
and Project Manager of the Human Rights Oﬃce at
the University of Pretoria. We were hoping to visit
Pretoria Central Prison, and he lectured us on the
rights of prisoners.
An unexpected e-mail from Dr Ann Skelton
brought the speaker back for a second lecture.
Dr Skelton had been nominated for the “World’s
Children’s Prize”, given by a Swedish-based
international
children’s
rights
organisation,
recognizing work done by children’s rights activists.
Dr Skelton is one of the top three international
nominees, and needed to be photographed with a
group of young people. She chose to be with happy
young people, and asked if the photograph could be
with the SNIA. While with us she addressed us on
children’s rights and the work she does.
The highlight of the year has to have been the

CLUBS AND SOCIETIES

have heard of uranium and atoms in our science
classes, and could find a context for this in his clear
delineation of nuclear applications in everyday
lives – energy, medicine, radiation. The thought
of “nuclear” sparks fear in many of us. We are all
afraid of things we do not know. As Mr Mulane said,
everyone is afraid of ionising radiation, except those
who understand and work with it. Knowledge is the
only thing that frees us from fear.
Much is being said at present of the Sexual
Oﬀences Act. Girls can be found guilty of statutory
rape as can boys. This did not quite make sense
to us, so we invited Advocate Ann Skelton, who
is the Director of the Centre for Child Law at the
University of Pretoria, to address us on the issue.
An attorney who works with Dr Skelton, Ms Karina
du Toit joined her, and they led us through the
sometimes contradictory constitution and the Child
Rights Act. In a nutshell, any person, younger than
sixteen, participating even in consensual sex, can be
found guilty of statutory rape, because the Sexual
Oﬀences Act (the statute) forbids this.
The Headmaster organised a visit to the school by
Mr Nkosinathi Biko, the son of the legendary Steve
Biko. Mahao Mahao wrote a report for the SNIA
logbook regarding the circumstances of the visit,
and I quote him.

Norman Taku from the Human Rights Centre at the University of
Pretoria, addressing the society on prisoners’ rights
The Pretorian
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SNIA
“Unlock your World” conference. The conference
is an opportunity for young people from diﬀerent
schools to meet each other and discuss topics they
consider relevant. This year the chosen subjects
were:
• South Africa: Have we changed since 1994? Do
colour and creed still matter?
• Who is in charge of my life anyway?
We were disappointed at first that only three schools
joined us (Tshwane Muslim School, Afrikaans Hoër
Meisiesskool and Sutherland High School), but in
fact the intimacy of the staﬀ room made the day all
the better. Second Master, Mr John Illsley, graciously
agreed to be guest speaker, and set the tone of the
day by telling us how his passion for flying and his
passion for South Africa go hand in hand. As he flies
he sees below him the patchwork of who we are. Not
all is pretty, but everything is alive and vibrant. The
young South Africans at the conference were moved,
and ready to display their passion for their country.
Our last speaker for the year was Dr Caradee
Wright. She told us of the South African Young
Academy of Science. (Scientists do not all have

frizzy grey hair like Einstein). This Academy was
launched in September 2011, and is a forum where
the gap between older scientists, youngsters and
societies can be bridged.
Warm congratulations go to the following boys
for their achievement of Colours for Service:

Full Colours:
Max Calitz

Half Colours:
RJason Jennings, Nicolas Fitchat, Banele
Mkwanazi, Donovan O’Grady, Cameron Singh,
Lethabo Sekgobela, Moeletsi Sebokolodi,
Daniel Shanmugam

My thanks must go to all members of staﬀ who
show such an interest in the SNIA, and especially to
Ms van Zyl and Mr Noonan.
Gill Wroth
Teacher-in-Charge

Group discussion during the “Unlock
Your World” seminar

Mahao Mahao welcomes Nkosinathi
Biko, CEO of the Steve Biko Foundation.
He addressed the society on the goal of
truly embracing the idea of a multicultural society.
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Invaded – The biological invasion of South Africa. This
is the title of a book written by one of South Africa’s
leading authors and researchers in the field of
invasion and succession, which tries to explain the
alarming eﬀects which invader species have on our
water resources, biomes, habitats and indigenous
species.
Boys High, like many government and private
institutions, has fallen victim to exotic species,
largely through ignorance and natural dispersion.
The Wildlife Society, along with Working for Water
(WFW), has tried to curb the number of unwanted
species on the property. We were involved with the
removal of oxygen weed in the Loch, as well as various
other invader species on the island and in the areas
surrounding the Loch. The school grounds are large;
this project will be long-term, but the initial impact of
what we have done, has been positive. Bird and insect
life has increased, especially where the pine trees were
felled and the indigenous bush has started coming
through. Next year we plan to continue working on
the property, and by so doing, transform the flora and
landscape back to its original state.
During the year, we were fortunate enough to
get two world renowned wildlife photographers
and old boys to speak to the society about life as

a professional wildlife photographer, an often
glamorized profession with images of brave
explorers with more time and money than they need.
This stereotype was soon laid to rest and the harsh
realities about time, patience, luck, bad luck and
‘getting the right shot’ were revealed. The boys also
had the opportunity to ask them technical questions
regarding wildlife photography and cameras, and
they were only too glad to assist.
Another highlight of the year was a trip to Askari
Lodge, where the boys interacted with three of the
‘Big Five’ and spent some time snare hunting. This
was an eye-opener to the destruction and cruelty
which poaching and snares cause to wild animals,
another environmental travesty with which we are
faced today, especially with the ever-increasing
demand for bush meat and its medicinal properties,
both locally and internationally.
I thank the Wildlife Society members for another
good year, and remind them to keep up their
concern and interest for the natural environment,
both as custodians of nature and as responsible
South Africans.
R Blackmore
MIC
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Wildlife Society

Front Row L–R: M Harris, C Ralston, M Pickering, Mr R Blackmore (Teacher-in-Charge), S Dreyer, D de la Rey, M Roberts.
Second Row L–R: M Howard, K Fikeni, L Hope-Sotherton, B van Veenhuyzen, N Mickel, J Jacobs, M Hammil.
Back Row L–R: A Hays, M Knoetze, E Louw, R Dreyer, C Engels.
Absent: B Mkwanazi.
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Wildlife Society

1

2

3

4

5
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
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The majestic lilac-breasted roller
Peace, tranquillity, love, vision, unity, Africa!
A concerned yellow-billed hornbill
Askari Game Lodge – feeding breakfast to elephants
The Wildlife Society with certificates for bush craft competence, awarded at Askari Lodge
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Photographic Society
Chairman: Johan van Wyk
This year was an exceptionally productive period
in the existence of this society. We have never had
so many excellent photos submitted for the yearly
exhibition. The 43 beautiful photos displayed talent
and creativity from every boy. Throughout the year
we had specific themes that were adjudicated by
our professional photographer and mentor, Martin
Short. From this huge collection the best were chosen
to be printed and blocked, a costly but necessary
exercise to display the photos at their best.
The dark room project was not realised due to the
costs involved for paper and chemicals. A pledge
to supply these items did not materialize and after
consultation with Girls High, (who decided to
dismantle their dark room), we shelved our dream
for another year.
One very interesting excursion was to a talk given
by Greg Marinovich, a member of the Bang-Bang
Club. The evening was much more than just a picture
show and proof that a movie only shows glimpses of
the reality that faced these four outstanding artists.
The dangers involved in ‘getting the picture’ formed
just part of the discussions. Many facets of the

changes brought about in society through the eyes
of a lens were also hotly debated by an outspoken
audience.
Several prizes were won by members of the
society. Charl Reyneke won the Youth Photographer
Award in Country & Life. Kyle Gaunt and Charl both
won gategory prizes in the Photographic Society
of South Africa’s schools competition – Kyle in ”
Earth” and Charl in “Water” category. Alex Oelofse
placed 3rd in the same. The PSSA is the national club
and they sponsor and host schools and professional
competitions.
Our society has now moved into the social
networks with a Facebook page where boys can
communicate on club issues as well as upload
photographs. With this we hope to expand our
horizons and become more visible to the old boys
and the general public.Selected photos are also
posted on the schools website.
In 2012 we hope to apply our talents also for
fundraising to expand our activities.
Mathilda Hornsveld
Teacher in charge

Front Row L–R: S Corlett, R Jordaan, J Lourens (Chairman), Miss M Hornsveld (Teacher-in-Charge), M Ferreira, J van Wyk, D Jacobs.
Back Row L–R: T Rivers, K Simpson, S Rencken, B Potgieter, V Primmer, D Fourie, R Carbonatto, E Zietsman, S Cohen, A DaConceicao.
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Charl Reyneke

Mathew Harris

Brandon van Zyl

George Bowmaker-Falconer

Johan van Wyk
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A Passionate Victory

My Greatest Joy

This was one of those sporting matches that people
talk about for years afterwards. One of those matches
one reminisces about at one’s 30-year-on reunion.
It was an ordinary Saturday Water Polo fixture.
Our opponents were Jeppe High School. We had just
scored the equalizing goal with only twenty seconds
left and our opponents had possession of the ball.
Our coach called a “time-out”. All he said to us was,
“How badly do you want to win this game?” and
then left. I said to my team, “Let us not settle for
second best, let us go for the win, it is the last twenty
seconds, give it your all!” As I swam out, all I could
think about was the desire I had to win the game
and defend our unbeaten season.
The ref. blew the whistle to start play. I swam up
to their player, who had the ball. I pumped my legs
as he tried to play foul. The second time he tried to
play the foul, I robbed the ball from him and made
a break for the goals. Thank goodness he was not
a very good swimmer. All I could hear were the
crowd, my team and my coach shouting, “SHOOT!”
The two seconds that I was in front of the goals
felt like an eternity. A million things were flashing
through my mind in those two seconds: my team
and not wanting to let them down; my school and
the pride it had instilled in me; the crowd and
their anticipation and finally, my coach and the
determination he has taught us never to give up.
As I picked up the ball, there was a single drop
of water balanced perfectly on the tip of my nose.
When I took a breath, the drop fell and made ripples
on the water. That single water drop was the catalyst
in breaking the deep mental state I was in, and I
came back to reality. I took the shot. It struck the
right hand upright. For a moment everything was
silent as everybody watched in anticipation whether
it would go in or not. As it hit the post, it went
spiralling into the net.
All I could think about was the pride, passion
and determination that I had for my school and my
team. I guess that is why we play sport, to learn
those essential life lessons and to make memories
that will last forever.

It was an ordinary day, when the sun was smiling
warmly at the Earth and the birds were singing
beautifully in the trees. I grew up in a small informal
settlement in the poorest rural area of KwazuluNatal, a place with vast plains of land and a village
concealed by mountains. My dream was to become
the best street fighter and win the elephant’s tusk,
which was a prestigious award only given to the
best fighter. The tusk was a symbol of strength.
Three months of training had passed and I felt
that I was ready to fight the best fighter in the village.
The following day, the entire village gathered in the
lion’s den close to the river where the battle would be
fought. I was going to fight against Ntonto, who was a
monolith of a man. His muscles seemed as if they were
made from steel. He looked like an infuriated bull
waiting to run in Pamplona. My heart started beating
faster and faster like a drum being hit by a crazed tribal
group. There I stood, terrified and trembling.
“I will knock you out.” That was all I needed
to hear. My fear converted into rage. We were
testosterone driven. I felt that I had to win at all costs.
I felt adrenalin pulsating through my veins. I saw an
image of a livid, vivid Ntonto moving towards me. I
clenched my fists and prepared for battle.
The bell rang and it was time to fight. He ran
towards me, leaped into the air and like a bird of
prey attacking its prey pounded my jaw with his fist.
With the lightning strike of a snake he bashed my
head into his knee, I lay on the floor immobile and
motionless. I rose from the ground once again, it was
now or never. I had to think quickly so I attacked his
leg which seemed like a weak spot. I kicked his leg
and he fell to the ground. I jumped on top of him
and pounded his face with my fists again and again.
I was like a bloodthirsty crocodile disembowelling
its prey.
It was done, I had lost many fights but now I had
won the war. My family and friends cheered on
in admiration of my great victory. The elephant’s
tusk was mine. As the sun set, so my rage and fury
settled. I raised the tusk and that was the greatest
day of my life, my greatest joy.

Mathew Harris
Form IV

Lwazi Qwabe
Form IV
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Fame encourages us to believe – believe that we can
all achieve greatness. Who on earth would not love to
be the next JK Rowling or Tom Cruise? Who would
not want to live the luxurious life of a celebrity? Who
would not want to be the next muscular wrestler like
Batista, or a cunning kick-boxer like Roy Nelson? Who
would not want to be the next Harvey Milk or Nelson
Mandela? The famous are the people the underlings
– the normal, average people – look up to. They are
the ones that inspire others to achieve the greatness
that they themselves have reached. However, one
question remains: Is it that wonderful at the top?
Some say “yes” and others “no”. These two
opinions may be opposites, but they separate the
realistic from the delusional and the pessimist from
the optimist. The celebrities seem to have it easy,
but do they really? Their lives and their privacy are
constantly being invaded by annoying journalists
that hide in the bushes with a telephoto lens, ready
to reveal their every imperfection. Pathetic, to say
the very least, but it does happen. Of course, some
celebrities love the attention, whilst others loathe it.
JK Rowling – author of the Harry Potter series and
the highest earning author in history – said her only
wish was to be a writer. She never sought fame:
she believes having the idea for Harry Potter and
the fame surrounding the seven-book series was
purely by chance and that she got lucky. Being a self-

proclaimed introvert, she finds the media attention
frightening, but she enjoys talking about her books
and answering questions from her fans.
Some celebrities do it only for the money and the
fame. The unfortunate thing is that those celebrities
are always the ones on the front cover of a tabloid
magazine being accused of cheating on their
partners or doing something they are not supposed
to. However, there are those who do what they do
because they love it. Stephen King once said in the
introduction of his book Nightmares and Dreamscapes
that he writes because he loves it and does not care
about the money. He joked and said that he could
publish his laundry list and it would sell millions,
but he said that he would write for himself and
never for the money.
So one could say fame is everything. Others,
especially those who are famous, say it is not.
Whatever the case, these celebrities inspire others
to achieve what they achieve. Not everyone can be
Angelina Jolie, but we can always try. In the end,
it is all about doing what we love. Fame may be a
wonderful thought, but it is not the only thing that
matters. If all that mattered was money, would life
not feel empty?
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Fame Encourages Us To Believe

Christopher Araüjo
Form IV

In my Years of Travelling
Why do I travel? It is a question that I have been
asked many times, and it is a diﬃcult question to
answer. I think I travel for a combination of reasons.
Entering a new land for the first time is an amazing
feeling. Stepping into a kingdom where I have never
stepped before – the anticipation and the unknown
of a new country – is what I live for.
My love for travelling began at the age of seven,
when my parents had saved enough money to take
the family on a skiing trip to Italy. I remember to this
day the feeling of my first snow as my boot crunched
down on the tiny ice crystals. My love of seeing new
places and feeling new sensations was born.
In my years of travelling I have been fortunate
enough to visit places I had once only dreamed of. I
have seen the deserts of Arabia, and I have felt the heat
and smelled the air of the Australian Outback. I have
skied down some of the highest mountains in Europe
and I have experienced the dreary weather of England.
I have seen the wonders of our world in a new light.
Some of my travels were not very pleasant, but
still part of the experience. I recall the time when I

was stuck in a Greek airport, due to heavy snowfall,
for three days! However, mostly my journeys have
been good ones, with many hilarious events keeping
me awake and entertained. Falling on ski slopes,
being pranked – all of it part of the experience. The
funniest of all was when my brother was pulled
over at an airport because he looked like a terrorist
on the watch list.
I believe that the most satisfying thing for a
traveller is to be able to say, “I’ve seen that.” The
experience of seeing with your own eyes, something
you had only seen on television up until then, is an
amazing one. I have seen London Bridge, the Taj
Mahal, Ayers Rock and many other wonders which
I will remember forever. When I am distressed, I
remember this and I relax.
So, why do I travel? To feel the atmosphere of a
new place, to see the sights of a new land and to be
able to say: “I was there.”
Pierre Volschenk
Form III
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English
He Wasn’t a Man of Many Words
As a tech-age society governed by the laws of physics
and further constricted by a universally accepted term
simply dubbed “common sense”, we are conditioned
to dismiss the realm that cannot be explained by labcoat-clad men and their test tubes as nonexistent.
We are taught that when the unexplainable occurs
nothing happens at all, but he came to me in a dream.
This science-knows-all trap is one that even I, an
African, had fallen victim to, shunning a realm that
my ancestors had praised for centuries, that is, until
he came to me in a dream. He came to me in a dream
and the illusion of logic was nullified and my life
spiralled into a world that should not have been …
The full moon blossomed into being behind the
star-spangled glass of my bedroom window. A square
of its faint, white light danced in as the curtains drew
a breath away from it. The smooth covers of my bed
caressed my body but I escaped the seductive fingers
of sleep as my mother’s car growled up the driveway,
eased to slow mechanical purrs and then only the
clicking of her Jimmy Choo heels up the stairs could
be heard. Yes, we had “arrived”. Penetrated into the
notoriously select faction of emerging African wealth
to form part of the “black diamonds”. Out of Soweto
and into the golden gates of Sandton. As was to be
predicted my mother stopped at my bedroom door
but did not enter because as of late, when darkness
fell, her “promising young boy” would have violent

convulsions, slip into trances and speak of a man
that came to him in dreams. When darkness fell so
too did it fall on my mother’s aspirations of a family
that would soar up and dominate the upper rungs
of the South African corporate ladder. “You will stop
this ancestor nonsense,” she would say, “the Board
cannot find out about this!” I could sense her mind
whirling on the other side of the door, which now
seemed to be a concrete divide between a woman and
her child, but I let snores build in my sinus cavities
and my being fall into an abyss where the concepts of
physics were defied and reality intertwined with the
dead – where I was wanted.
The golden gates of privilege eternally shut behind
me and out of a small hut nestled in a wilderness
of yellow Karoo grass streamed the unmistakable
pungent stench of curdling blood and the hollow
pops of dry bones rattling against each other. He
held out a grey webbed hand ushering me into a
destiny I had only seen in a dream. “Bokamoso ba
hao” he said, my grandfather who had passed away.
Your future. He was not a man of many words but
he was proof that common sense should not be. I
stepped inside and answered a very real spiritual
calling …
Mahao Mahao
Form V

Knocking on Death’s Door
“Yes sir, you can collect your order at 4pm or after
you return from the conference,” said the man with
the blue-red outfit, leaning on the counter. “Thank
you” said the customer. He picked up his suitcase
and left the hotel. Outside the building he turned left,
not knowing he was at the mercy of Mother Nature.
The ground started vibrating and the buildings
were shaking. The sound struck his ears in an instant.
“Run!” shouted an old lady across the street. People
started moving. Running. Water and waves travelling
at great speed, funnelled through the busy streets,
engulfing thousands. The man lost his suitcase and
also got swept along by the roaring water.
After a few seconds of panic, he managed to push
his head out of the salty water. He used some of his
last energy to grab a floating palm-tree trunk. There
was no way of stopping and he held on for dear life.
The trunk was spinning out of control and travelling
at miraculous speeds. “Just hold on! Come on! You
can do this, Peter! You can!” his positive thoughts
drifted away.
There was not much hope of survival. His head was
forced underwater several times, but his hands did not
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let go. The trunk hit a small building and he nearly
lost his grip. He was just one of thousands of bodies
floating in the fast-flowing, debris-filled water. He was
still breathing. Breathing water. He lost consciousness,
but amazingly he was still floating on the water.
The trunk was still moving, this time parallel to
the street. His dirty shirt on his body tightened. The
body seemed to stop moving and the trunk drifted
away. Part of his shirt had got caught on the door
handle of a building. Somehow his head stayed
above the water. One of the bystanders on the roof
of a building saw the man in the water. She bravely
climbed down the side of the building and used a
rope to pull the man up onto the roof.
The woman helped the man cough up all the
water from his lungs. After a while he opened his
blood-shot eyes and looked out onto the street.
Chaos. Thoughts flashed through his mind. He was
lucky. He leaned backward and closed his eyes once
again.
Stephan Dreyer
Form IV

John Finnigan du Toit was a quiet man. I remember
him as I last saw him: following the conversation
around him and quietly drinking his coﬀee. He was
a close friend of my uncle’s and later befriended both
my father and me. We saw him reasonably often,
since he lived only a few streets away, for six years
after we had met him through my uncle. In those six
years, I got to know him as well as anyone did.
John du Toit was already in his late sixties when
I first met him, but I would not have guessed him
to be over fifty. He was a tall man with a habit of
slouching that he insisted was caused by years of
having to duck through low doorways. His hair was
a reddish brown and was greying slightly, and his
eyes were the colour of the sea. John had almost no
frown lines and all his wrinkles came from smiling.
Though his middle name betrayed his Irish
heritage, John lacked the fiery temper so often
attributed to Irishmen. He was always lively and
friendly, yet reserved. Once I got to know him, I
realised that his serious demeanour hid a love of
good humour and a big heart.
His curiosity had led him around the world
and inspired his many hobbies. I am still not sure
whether John ever slept. Every time we saw him

he was busy with a new project or a new hobby. He
never found a problem he could not solve around
his house or his car, except for one thing: he did not
get on well with computers. John occasionally did
freelance work for some companies, and for that he
often had to use a computer. Some of his hobbies
also required him to make use of what he called “the
most stubborn thing I have ever met!” The problem
was not that he could not work on computers. It was
simply that he could not fix all the problems that
they regularly had. My father often had to go and
help him, and I occasionally tagged along. John was
very adept at summing up the problem and leaving
it to my father.
John du Toit was a man of few words, He once
told me that if I could not say what should be said
in two sentences or less, it was most likely not worth
saying. John was not quiet because of ignorance; he
just preferred to speak a little to say a lot.
John died as he lived: quietly, in his sleep, but with
an impact on all who knew him. The first line of his
epitaph is “John was not a man of many words …”
Chris Swanepoel
Form IV
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He Wasn’t a Man of Many Words

Piano
The musician takes a quick bow,
Acknowledges the silent crowd.
He knows, as he sinks his head low,
That his music will make him proud.
He stands and slides onto the seat,
Lays his fingers upon the keys.
In his heart he readies the beat,
Calls the sharps and flats of the keys.
Slowly the music starts to rise
And the magical melody
Conjures visions before the eyes –
Banishes all melancholy.
Then the tune rises from the piece,
Some parts ephemeral and thin;
Others bringing a tranquil peace.
It gracefully completes its spin.
Then the pianist stands and bows,
He walks out and closes the door –
The piano like a spurned spouse
In a small room with a bare floor.
Chris Swanepoel
Form IV

Tiano da Conceicao
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English
Life’s Expectations
Life is a series of hurdles. Some are easier to overcome
than others, but there are a few that you might never
overcome. These everyday challenges are what
make us who we are today. They could strengthen
us or weaken us but through these experiences, we
mould our unique characters.
Our first hurdle starts as early as our birth. As
soon as we enter this world we are faced with many
challenges. Reaching for that first gasp of life-giving
air into our lungs, we open up a whole new world
full of decisions, challenges and expectations. This is
our humble start to a long journey called life.
As we grow older we gradually learn how to eat,
how to crawl and how to speak. At this age we are not
responsible for our decisions. We don’t understand
the diﬀerence between right and wrong, or good
and bad. Through our many mistakes, we slowly
start to realise what is right and what is wrong. We
are extremely dependent on our parents and family
and they are the ones who direct us. They make sure
our journey stays on the right path.
The next very big hurdle we encounter is school.
For the first time in our lives we are alone. There
is no-one that we know; no familiar face to turn
to. This is our first taste of independence. At this
stage of our lives though, independence is not what
we want. We prefer having someone by our side;
someone we can trust. With every new day at school
we are pushed further out of our comfort zone,
learning new important skills that will help us on
our journey through life.
Another hurdle which can be extremely diﬃcult
for some, but surprisingly easy for others, is building
relationships. Whether it is with our parents, relatives,

B Schoeman – Form IV
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friends or even strangers, this hurdle can prove to
be one of the most challenging. Relationships are an
important aspect of our lives, since they can have
a major eﬀect on our personalities. They can build
us up or break us down, comfort us or make us feel
left out; they can even influence the success of our
future relationships.
Once we enter university we start to pay more
attention to the world around us and have to make
extremely important life choices. We have to choose
which career path to follow, which car we will
buy and which apartment or house we will stay
in. We also start realising the importance of our
relationships and understand that we are now on our
own. We determine our own future. Every decision
we make builds our characters and determines the
next path of our journey.
Eventually we have a job and are looking to start
a family of our own with whom we will share the
rest of our journey. We are excited, yet nervous at
the same time. We are embarking on a fresh, new
journey with our baby daughter or son, just the way
our own journey began. We don’t know yet which
path they will choose, but we try to give them all
that we have. And so the process begins again. A
new series of hurdles are created.
When we look back at our own lives, we see how
our decisions moulded our journey and what we
could have done diﬀerently … Nobody ever said
that life was easy, but it is the hurdles that we face
that make us who we are!
James Gous
Form IV

When we go through tough times in life, we often
hear our families and friends tell us, “Life is a series of
hurdles”. Everyone has heard this statement before,
on many occasions, and we rarely take the time to
appreciate the aptness in this simple metaphor. Most
people understand what is meant by it, to a certain
degree, but it has become a real cliché; we do not
want to run this hurdles race anymore.
If we stop to think to ourselves, why was the
metaphor of running a hurdles race used instead
of a multitude of other potentially appropriate
metaphors, it leads us into thinking more deeply
about it. Every factor of a hurdles race, upon
examination, can be associated with a time frame in
life. The track, the start line, the hurdles themselves
as well as the finish line, are all significant.
Let us start with the traditional beginning to any
race: the start line. In a race, everyone starts the
same distance away from the finish line. Everyone
starts from rest, and nobody is allowed a head start.
If we compare this to a life situation, the similarities
are evident. We are all born into the world as equals,
and by that I am referring to us as people, and not
the money or privileges which some people are
born into. Each of us has a full race to run, people
to become, and eﬀort to put in, in order to accelerate
and get ahead.
The track in a race is usually a smooth, even
surface on which we run. Our families and friends
can be signified as the track; they oﬀer a degree of
resistance, but it is this resistance that allows us to
progress and move forward. We run on the track,
and just so our families support us, from the start
to the end. After every hurdle, the track is there for
us to land on. It is while running on the track that

we gain speed, not while jumping over a hurdle. We
need the track to be successful.
Hurdles, quite simply, are challenges and
obstacles. They are placed on the track to slow us
down and halt our progress, but the fact of the
matter is that we all have the ability to jump over
them. We are allowed to knock the hurdle over, just
as in life we are allowed to make mistakes, but it is
our responsibility to ourselves to keep going, harder
than before, to catch up the lost time. As the race
progresses, or as our lives go on and we get older, we
get into a rhythm and the hurdles are easier to clear.
Just so, in life, we learn how to handle challenges
and find ways of overcoming them.
The finish line is symbolic of the end of our lives.
We have run our race, and now we look back along
the track. In a good race, you will see that some
hurdles have been knocked over, but most are still
standing. This is because of how we are able to learn
from our mistakes, and persevere through them.
The determination to go faster drives a good runner,
and the best runners are not the ones who win
comfortably; they are the ones who struggle initially,
knock the hurdles over but are able to get back in
the lead and win the race. When we look back on
our race, will we be able to know that we have run
as well as we could have? Will we be able to hold
our heads up high and feel that we have achieved
the best result we could have? I hope so. Do not
run against competitors, for it does not matter how
successful others are in their lives. Run against
yourself. Run as hard as you can.
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Life is a Series of Hurdles

Kevin Pietersen
Form IV
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English
Plunging Headfirst into Life

Predator and Prey

When I looked at the possible topics for this essay,
there was one that caught my attention: one called
“Out of control”. It reminded me of a party I had
attended some years ago, and the 4x4 ride that
formed part of it. The part was one of the best and
most terrifying times of my life.
The invitation was given to me personally by the
friend whose party it was, and I arrived punctually
at nine o’clock on the day. My friend, the other
attendees and I celebrated for an hour or so, then
climbed into the 4x4. Though it was not brand new,
the white paint shone, before the drive at least, and
the car worked well.
It took no longer than ten minutes to drive to
the course. Once there, we quickly checked that
everything was ready and in working order. After
we had finished, we started the course. At first it was
boring; nothing more than an ordinary dirt road. It
had been a while since it had rained, and all the pools
had dried up. We were disappointed, but pressed on
in hope of finding excitement further along.
It took a while, but we reached the fun part
eventually. The road forked, and we chose the left
path. As we drove, the road turned into a pool of
mud, and we sank in. Some mud bubbled up into
the car through the slight gap between the doors
and the frame. We squelched slowly forward for a
short distance, only to spot a sign that told us to take
the other track.
Once we were on the right path, we arrived at
what looked like a small lake of quicksand. A sign
next to the road suggested that drivers send a wife
or navigator across to find a good path. We did not,
and lost a part of the bumper on the way across.
The next challenge was a hill; a steep, rocky
mound that loomed forbiddingly before us. The
way was easy. The way down was hard. First the car
tipped violently forwards, replacing the seat in front
of me with a piece of the roof. Then we rattled down
the stones, out of control.
People say you appreciate things a lot more if you
have come close to losing them, especially your life.
We certainly did, once the car came safely to a stop
at the bottom of the hill. Courting disaster makes
life seem sweeter. Perhaps we can blame our love
of danger on the adrenaline rush we get from being
out of control.

I peered through the scope; gun pressed firmly into
my shoulder and aligned the cross-hairs where
the animal’s heart would be. I exhaled slowly and
pulled the trigger. The shot went oﬀ echoing down
the tunnel. “No! No!” I heard Oom Jan’s booming
voice, “You must squeeze the trigger, do not pull it!”
That day a the shooting range was merely
practice for the real hunt which we were so eagerly
anticipating. It was almost that time of year again …
Hunting season.
We walked slowly up to the farm house, where
we were to meet “Oom Chip”, the manager of the
farm. Oom Chip was an extremely friendly man, and
shook: first, my Father’s hand, then mine and then
my younger brother’s, as he greeted us in his thick
Afrikaans accent. “I hope you are ready, because we
can start right away,” said Oom Chip, as he handed
us each camouflaged jackets. We climbed into the
truck and drove oﬀ in search of a red hartebeest.
After what seemed like an eternity of driving,
we spotted the herd, halfway up the mountain side.
We started to stalk our prey, but to our dismay, the
heard caught our scent and went charging oﬀ. Once
again, we set oﬀ in pursuit of the herd, but when
we were about fifty metres away, we were sighted
yet again. Little did we know that this was in fact,
a blessing in disguise. For as soon as the herd saw
us, it went rampaging straight into the valley, the
animals hooves beating against the cold earth like
war-drums as they charged blindly into this deathtrap.
At last I was ready to take the shot. At about two
hundred metres this would be no easy feat, but
nevertheless, I crouched down, my heart throbbing
wildly in my chest as I rested the barrel of my gun
on the Y-shaped “skiet-stokkie”. I peered through
the scope. Adrenaline was rushing through my
veins like Michael Schumacher in the Grand Prix. I
aimed at the beast, which was posing perfectly for
the shot and remembering not to pull the trigger, I
squeezed it gently. The sound went rolling through
the mountains. The herd was oblivious to what had
happened as my target crumpled, hitting the ground
with a sickening thud.
The rest is a blur in my memory, but I clearly
remember Oom Chip dipping his fingers in the
blood, making a cross on my face and saying,
“Always honour the animal, and then thank God for
giving you the kill.”

Chris Swanepoel
Form IV

Evan Havenga
Form IV
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Where Fire and Water Meet
Day shades into dusk
Over tall sequoia shadows
Small flickers of orange and red
As the forest floor burns slowly
Two figures moving through the indigo mist of ash
One searching for the other
An absent trail through flame the lovers tread
Over and through bushes and briars charred
A symphony of crackling wood fills the air
And fires flicker like eyes in the dark
Giving the landscape a supernatural sapience of its own
As it comes alive.
When day gives birth to night.
Still he searches for her
His voice echoing around him
Where did you go?
Where did she go?

M Gallimore – Form IV

Every now and then he sees her
Darting in and out of sight in sync with flickering tongues of flames
Dancing like fire
The forest comes to an end in meeting sea cliﬀs majestic
The full moon shines in all glory like the eye of God
Watching the world as she sleeps
She stands on the edge and gazes out to sea
Emerging from orange sequoia glow he joins her and they lock in embrace
Brought together here where fire and water meet
Robert Eldon
Form IV

The Pianist
He strode into the concert hall, his shoes polished,
his tie straight. His shirt spotless, his manner
confident, he approached the piano. He flexed his
fingers, loosened his wrists, then laid his fingertips
upon the ivory keys.
He played gently, weaving a haunting melody
that enchanted all. Slowly the music climbed to its
peak, and slid down into a soft conclusion.

When the music ended, the audience sat silently,
still spellbound. The pianist stood up, bowed to the
audience, and walked out. Then he turned around
and closed the door of a small room containing an
old piano.
Chris Swanepoel
Form IV
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English
If Death Be No Friend of Mine

Nature’s Plight

If Death be no friend of mine

I hear an ominous rumble,
The Earth’s disgruntled grumble:
A mere shake of a tree,
A buzz like a bee.

What shall come when grapes turn sour,
Then to wine?
If Death be not my friend in my final hour
Be my path lit to heaven divine?
A figure as dark as night in the cave
A soul as sombre as the cemetery in the still
To morality he be not a slave
His reaping be that of God’s will.
He may cruelly you from earth retrieve
Without sympathy for your kin left behind
But, my friend, you must this fact believe
Be glad that it be you he came to find.
As shadowy a being as he may be
I pray that one day he shall come for me
To take me from this earth once my sands are spent
And my eternal soul he shall free
And I shall blissfully soar above the skies
And forever joyful I will be.
So I pray that he in all his darkness may come
And forgiven may be whatever I have done
For I shall perish and be buried in the sands of time
If Death be no friend of mine.
Michael McLaggan
Form V

M Leask – Form V
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When will we ever learn to heed
The shrillest cry of the reed
And heed nature’s great might,
Its saddening plight?
For every step we might take
We take two steps back.
Faster and faster it shakes,
Thing now start to crack.
Nature has no defence
Apart from fighting back.
There is little else
That can be done.
We must heed it soon
Or weather the Earth’s dying gasps.
The plight is urgent,
But no-one seems to hear.
Chris Swanepoel
Grade 11

Nkosi Sikelel’iAfrika thunders through the air,
united we stand is the anthem we share. Beautiful
surroundings and unforgettable memories come
to mind when South Africa, the rainbow nation,
is mentioned. A land where one man can make a
diﬀerence. The true land of opportunity, equality
and freedom. A land where inspiration comes in
all things, no matter how small. A land where my
neighbour is my brother. My land, South Africa.
It is a world in one country, with a unique diversity
of people, plants and animals. Beauty surrounds us
in this magical land, stretching from the majestic
Drakensberg mountains to the lazy, meandering
Orange River. This diverse country has many cultures,
spreading from Zulu to Afrikaans. Landscapes
ranging from forests to deserts. A land ruled by the
people, a land to watch out for in the future.
The passion in South Africa is tremendous. It
creates an atmosphere in the country which pumps
green and gold through our veins. You know that
you are living in South Africa when the smell of
boerewors and lamb chops fills the air on a relaxing
Sunday afternoon, when a nation stands united
against diﬃculties, when the crowd erupts with
noise when their beloved Springboks take the field.

This country has a dark history accompanied
by a wonderful story of transformation through
forgiveness – a story that brings tears to those who
experienced it and emotion to those who hear it. Our
country showed the world that peace between races
is possible. We showed the world that a developing
nation can host the world’s greatest tournament.
Our country showed the world our true rainbow
colours.
We live in an extreme environment where the Big
Five roam, the wild dogs scavenge and the hyena’s
laugh. Our nights are lit by an abundance of stars,
each as bright as the future of South Africa. It is easy
to lose your heart to this place, to call it home, to call it
heaven on earth. It is a place where sunny, blue skies
are common and green flourishes all year round, a
place where friendly people are everywhere.
What more can I say about my country? It is an
original, unique and joyful place to be. Sound the call
to come together and be counted as proudly South
African citizens. Let us share the beauty, friendliness
and love with the world, “ke nako” it is our time.
Kevin Wylie
Form V
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You Know That you are Living in South Africa When …

My Greatest Joy
“Seize the moment, seize the day: this is all I ever
pray. Carpe Diem if it is to be, break my chains and
set me free.” These are the words of my heart, which
stand firm. It is the paintbrush that decorates my
canvas with colours of my soul. My fingers strum
out the stories of my life on the strings of my guitar,
and my mind is lost to the comfort of music. I have
been set free.
I am free to roam the majestic wonders of my heart
and to crash like rolling waves upon the words that
unlock my inner being. I am free to sail the endless
sky upon heavenly clouds of peace and joy, and to
bury my tragedies in the words of my poems. My
word is my joy and my word is my pride; by my
word shall I live and by my word shall I die.
I am free to capture the contents of my soul on
canvas. My canvas is the emblem of my life. My pain
and grief are laid to rest under the washes of my
paint. I am free to explode my ecstasy eﬀortlessly
in a picturesque sunrise and then sink any despair
in the gentle glow of a sunset. My paintbrush and
canvas, together, are the colour-stained window of
my vibrant soul.
I am free to sway my body and mind to the

hypnotic beat of music, free to channel my agony
into the strings of my guitar and then strum out the
upbeat gladness of my raging excitement. Music
plays to the rhythm of my life and the lyrics are
the treasure chests which hold the segments of my
soul. My life is a maze of intertwined songs, beats,
rhythms and symphonies, and I am free to allow my
soul wander through that that has no bounds.
Music is my rock; it is the strength and foundation
of my path of life. It is my paintbrush which lays
the foundation of the path that leads the way. It is
the brush that lays down the extracts of my soul
upon my glorious road of destiny, my sacred path
of life. This is the path that I am free to walk as my
footprints are engraved in the form of my words.
These are my eternal lasting footprints that show
where I have been and where I am yet to go. This is
my path of life. It is the map of my soul which starts
and ends in my heart. My path runs with no end
and my heart has no boundaries, for it is in my heart
where my greatest joy is found.
Craig Plaaitjies
Form IV
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English
Going Solo
It’s a sweet smelling morning at Wonderboom National
Airport, complimented by the smell of Avgas from the
fuel bay and the distant sound of power tools.
The sky is clear and the wind is not even strong enough
to lift the bright orange material that is the windsock.
It’s the perfect morning for flying.
I take in all these sights and smells as I open the
hangar containing the machine powered by a 180
horsepower Lycoming Engine, the machine that will
take me where eagles soar. This machine is a Piper
Archer 3. After rolling out the aircraft and taking oﬀ
the various covers I proceed with my pre-flight checks,
running my hands over every surface checking for
potential hazards, straining the fuel to check for
contaminants. At last I’m satisfied that everything is
ship-shape. As I climb into the cockpit I think about the
long journey that I had to take to be able to go solo. A
radio course, airside induction, an air law examination
and twelve hours of dual flight time.
Finally, I’m ready.
I climb into the plane and begin the power-up
sequence. I switch on the radios and contact ground
control. “Pappa India Zulu, to tower.” I take a short
breath as I say the words that will take me on a new
journey. “Pappa India Zulu is a Piper Archer, requesting
taxi instructions for a flight of one circuit.” After I receive

instructions I start taxiing to the holding point at runway
06. I run through my takeoﬀ briefing in my head, which
is basically a list of procedures that one should follow
if a problem is encountered. I stop at the holding point
and commence my power checks. After this lengthy
procedure is completed, I request permission from the
tower to line up. After permission is granted, I proceed
to line up and set one notch of flaps.
I’m set for takeoﬀ.
I the press the button for my final radio call.
“Pappa India Zulu, ready for takeoﬀ.” I say excitedly.
“Pappa India Zulu, cleared for takeoﬀ, runway 06,”
replies the tower. This is it. I give full power and the
sudden increase in acceleration drives me back into
my seat. I keep on watching both the runway and
the speedometer, keeping the nose of the aircraft
in the centre of the runway and wait for the correct
takeoﬀ speed. I reach 75mph and start to ease back
on the control column. I’m airborne.
As I set my climb rate to 500 feet per minute a deep sense
of peace settles over me. I keep a climbing into the morning
sun, just climbing and climbing, higher and higher.
I’m home.
Pierre Volschenk
Form III

The Message
There cannot be much further to walk now. That is
my hope, the silent prayer I scatter like dust amongst
the secretive barley. Do they know the answers? My
bare feet pound the daybreak-orange soil relentlessly.
My heart tries to splutter and stall, but I will not allow
that. The envelope pressed against my sweating chest
will not allow that. The road cannot silently wind into
the heaving horizon for much longer, can it?
Twilight now. The black shadow nips at my heels.
My breathing is shallow, my feet raw and blistered,
my overalls torn and sticky against my skin. The
shadow is cool, but not at all comforting – they are
faster than I am in the night. The burning sensation
provided by sweat dripping into my dry eyes keeps
hope alive. Voices, carried on the wind, reach my
stretching ears and spur me on once more.
I relax, the sound is familiar. An old, slave anthem
that warms my heart and cools my soles. The weight
of the envelope lightens; soon I will be rid of the
cursed paper therein. The road cannot silently wind
into the twitching twilight for much longer, can it?
This message is a curse. The war it will decide is
unjust. Still I run. Footsteps and muﬄed voices have
betrayed my sanity. The night is warm, a blanket
against my shaking cheek. If I stop now it is over. I
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look up and draw another chattering breath into my
desperate lungs. I see a single light, swinging invitingly
in the deepest of blue skies. I was never caught before,
I will not be caught now either. My eyes shine and lock
onto the light. I claw at the rope hanging around my
neck. On the hill, a light exposes a window – then four.
Still I throw my feet against the dirt. The clay becomes
pavement beneath me; I barely notice the transition.
Still I barrel toward the ever swaying light.
The voices behind me no longer care for secrecy.
They shout, scream and taunt. I do not mind. My
duty is done. I see the peeling, blackened wood of
the door and hear it creak open. A moment later, I
stop. I understand now. There is nowhere left to run.
The footsteps stop behind me. I do not turn
around. Cold metal presses into my neck. The face
at the door is leering yellow-rat teeth at me. I glance
down and open the envelope.
Empty.
I understand now. I know what the message was.
I delivered myself. I cannot run.Falling slowly to my
knees, I close my eyes and wait for the shot.
Ian Currie
Form V

I hear the chirps of the birds, stretching far into
the distance as they awake from a peaceful night’s
sleep. The sun hasn’t risen yet and I can only see
the outline of a ground trail flying beneath my feet.
I weave in and out of trees, racing the rising sun to
the top of the hill.
The faint shudder as a stick snaps under the
pressure of the wheels or the loose rock flung behind
me in a trail of dust hardly breaks my concentration.
Not on the path ahead but the nature that surrounds
me, the freedom and exhilaration.
This is my passion and my greatest joy yet. It’s
diﬃcult to describe the joy that comes from mountain
biking without experiencing it. It’s as if the bicycle
becomes part of you, a living, breathing thing. It
sways with each movement, pulling you along.
Every Saturday morning I wake early for this
reason. I ride my bicycle to the Groenkloof Nature
Reserve, my Garden of Eden. It is here where I
engage in the freedom of cycling. The hills that rise
from valleys and the lush trees that grow in them
form a dense forest only broken by the trickle of
water flowing through. I can hardly believe such a
place exists in a fast, express city with cars buzzing
past and builders demolishing buildings just to
make them bigger and busier, but it does.
I continue my race against the sun. It aids me
with fragments of light shining between the trees.
My eyes follow the outline of the hill, searching

for irregularity, searching for the majestic animals
living within this sanctuary. Continually checking
my route but still shifting timely to avoid collisions,
I notice the ground harden and my body starts to
strain with each movement.
The uphill has begun and the sun, now just above
the horizon, forces sweat out of my forehead. The
birds fly past, wind trailing with them refreshing
and cooling my skin. I feel rehydrated, my energy
restored to continue the ride of my life.
With the final strides I feel the ease of the hill. The
high up winds are now blowing powerfully through
my hair.
Finally, at the top, my beating chest calms. The air
is fresh up here and once again I can breathe. I lay
my bicycle down and seat myself on the peak from
where I can view the entire reserve.
Again I search the land, this time clearly seeing
what I came here for: Zebras and antelope grazing
on the remainders of the dry and burnt out grass.
Then a giraﬀe comes into my line of sight. My eyes
follow the neck and gaze at its head that soars above,
chewing on the leaves …
As the sun becomes completely visible, I hop back
on my bicycle for the greatest joy in my life. The
downhill ride.
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My Greatest Joy

Grant Zietsman
Form IV
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English
Democracy
Ours is a society which believes in its own superiority
in that it can endure any trial and overcome any
obstacle. Indeed, we possess great technology and
an indomitable spirit which has seen us through
periods of great strife in the past. Indeed, the greatest
nations on this planet are products of a system so
intrinsically associated with success and the lofty
ideals of liberty, equality and fraternity, that to deny
its establishment and condemn its existence would
be deemed sacrilege and would surely cement one’s
future within the confines of damnation. I speak, of
course, about the political system of democracy.
Today, democracy has been established as the
blueprint for a country’s success. In today’s society
the perfect world would be a world of complete
democracy, with alternate political systems
abolished. At face value, that pursuit is both noble
and perfect. However, consider the following: every
country in the world has a political structure which
advocates freedom and the concepts of despotism
and tyranny are in the process of fading from
memory. It is a perfect world except for two aspects:
the first being that it is impossible to attain and the
second being that democracy is a ticking societal
time-bomb.
Yes, the much vaunted democracy is a cancer that
corrodes society. My first argument in support of my
proposition is that democracy has a crucial flaw in
the mechanics of its political system. It relies upon
a majority to determine the political contest for
governance. Therein is its greatest folly.
The problem with the majority rule arises
when a potential majority which is deemed ‘bad’
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by our morals can rise to power and oppress the
morally deemed ‘good’ minority simply by dint
of its numbers. For those oppressed people, they
have limited choice or options for expression of
opposition to the majority.
The second problem created by democracy is the
existence of a one-party state, where, given various
factors, other alternate views and ideologies do not
find their voices. That problem is demonstrated
so aptly in South Africa, where given the highly
entrenched position of the ruling party (African
National Congress) which has the majority support,
the opposition parties fail to garner support.
The final problem inherent in democracy is so aptly
demonstrated by William Golding’s Lord of the Flies.
In Lord of the Flies, the primitive tribal society created
by stranded boys developed a crude democracy and
the society seemed to function but when faced with
a seemingly insurmountable task of dealing with the
“supposed” beast, the democratic system collapsed,
being unable to deal with the problem. The system
which replaced it was fascism.
That’s not to say that any system is perfect, indeed
when a system exists and humans are introduced to
that system, that system becomes imperfect, because
humans are imperfect.
Having demonstrated the fundamental flaws of
democracy, my supposition is that the only viable
political approach is the system of technocracy. I am
afraid, however, that that is an essay for another day!
Emilio Singh
Form III

Rudolf Jansen – Form IV

A tall, shadowy figure stepped onto the kerb and
made his way towards the school entrance. A taller,
even more menacing body made his way towards
John Terry and their both fell into step without a
moment’s hesitation.
“Think that Grady’s here today, Jo”? asked Razor.
His counterpart, however, remained expressionless,
aside from a slight twitch in his left eye.
A fragile boy left the back seat of his mother’s car
for the first day of term. Urged on like a chick leaving
his mother’s nest, he was yearning to take flight. No
sooner had he entered the grounds, than the two
hulking figures stepped out in front of him, barring
his way. This had become a regular occurrence. Why
was he so stupid as to think that it would change
now? Pinjiri lifted himself to his feet, his feathers
evidently ruﬄed. No more begging. The two oafs
set about making oﬀ with his lunchbox, packed with
goodies the young nestling would never enjoy …
“Wait! said Pinjiri, his spine tingling and his body
convulsing with rage.
He did not know what had made him utter
the monosyllable – admirable courage or sheer
stupidity? It was in this one wild moment – in such a
moment David had felled Goliath – that Pinjiri felled
John Terry, that danger was conquered.
The skinny boy had mastered courage and had not
blindly ignored danger, for he struck his opponent

with his eyes well open. The gash in John Terry’s
head was like a large, gaping hole into the bully’s
mind. I was shell-shocked and emotionally scarred.
The raw, exposed flesh emulated John Terry’s
character: feeble in the face of courage. The phoenix
had taken flight and seared a wound of remorse.
The young boy settled onto a bench with his
lunch. Already, his incident with John Terry had
earned him cult status; this too, in his very first
year. I plucked up the courage to ease onto the
bench beside him, still wary. He acknowledged
my presence with a wry nod, but did not shift his
attention from the tasty morsels in front of him. And
then … he spoke. His voice was so small and light,
yet carried the weight of a thousand elephants into
my heart.
It shocked me, at first, to accept the fact that
something so bog had come out of something so
small. This reminded me that there was more to
some things that met the eye and that despite being
six years older, I still had so much to learn. It felt
as though I had been turned inside-out, with my
innards laid bare for all to see. His words were,
however, balm to my scars. I am Avikar Maharaj. I
was Razor.
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Avikar Maharaj
Form IV
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English
Life's Expectations
Life is a series of hurdles. Some are easier to overcome
than others, but there are a few that you might never
overcome. These everyday challenges are what
make us who we are today. They could strengthen
us or weaken us but through these experiences, we
mould our unique characters.
Our first hurdle starts as early as our birth. As
soon as we enter this world we are faced with many
challenges. Reaching for that first gasp of life-giving
air into our lungs, we open up a whole new world
full of decisions, challenges and expectations. This is
our humble start to a long journey called life.
As we grow older we gradually learn how to eat,
how to crawl and how to speak. At this age we are not
responsible for our decisions. We don’t understand
the diﬀerence between right and wrong, or good
and bad. Through our many mistakes, we slowly
start to realise what is right and what is wrong. We
are extremely dependent on our parents and family
and they are the ones who direct us. They make sure
our journey stays on the right path.
The next very big hurdle we encounter is school.
For the first time in our lives we are alone. There
is no-one that we know; no familiar face to turn
to. This is our first taste of independence. At this
stage of our lives though, independence is not what
we want. We prefer having someone by our side;
someone we can trust. With every new day at school
we are pushed further out of our comfort zone,
learning new important skills that will help us on
our journey through life.
Another hurdle which can be extremely diﬃcult
for some, but surprisingly easy for others, is building
relationships. Whether it is with our parents, relatives,
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friends or even strangers, this hurdle can prove to
be one of the most challenging. Relationships are an
important aspect of our lives, since they can have
a major eﬀect on our personalities. They can build
us up or break us down, comfort us or make us feel
left out; they can even influence the success of our
future relationships.
Once we enter university we start to pay more
attention to the world around us and have to make
extremely important life choices. We have to choose
which career path to follow, which car we will
buy and which apartment or house we will stay
in. We also start realising the importance of our
relationships and understand that we are now on our
own. We determine our own future. Every decision
we make builds our characters and determines the
next path of our journey.
Eventually we have a job and are looking to start
a family of our own with whom we will share the
rest of our journey. We are excited, yet nervous at
the same time. We are embarking on a fresh, new
journey with our baby daughter or son, just the way
our own journey began. We don’t know yet which
path they will choose, but we try to give them all
that we have. And so the process begins again. A
new series of hurdles are created.
When we look back at our own lives, we see how
our decisions moulded our journey and what we
could have done diﬀerently… Nobody ever said
that life was easy, but it is the hurdles that we face
that make us who we are!
James Gous
Form IV

