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daughter, Kelly, who is married to Herman.  They are currently living in 
Houston, Texas and have just produced our first granddaughter – Ayla Grace, 
who was born on 24-1-2013. 
 

I’m looking forward to the E63 50th Reunion Celebrations and in particular to 
meeting some long-lost classmates and reminiscing about the good ‘ol days! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Old Boy’s Luncheon (Picture courtesy of Donald Andrew) 
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Johann (Hennie) Mostert 
 

 
 

I experienced the dichotomy of 2 worlds with a change of school from Sea 
Point to Rondebosch - from a sun and surf environment to one that exuded a 
more serious but also sport-loving atmosphere. 
 

The facilities, the willing and helpful staff were there, the camaraderie was 
there - a little input on behalf of an individual was all that was required to 
make a success of and have an enjoyable school career at Rondebosch, which 
I did have.  But I must admit to times when I lapsed into the mode the Italians 
call, 'dolce far niente' - pleasant idleness! 
 

I remain grateful for the morning assemblies and the RCU (Rondebosch 
Christian Union) where programmes were enthusiastically organised by Mr 
Clive Young - these really assisted in building a strong foundation of faith in 
our Creator.  While on the subject of faith: to my mind it is a great pity that in 
our schools, evolution is being taught as if this hypothesis is based on 
scientific evidence - the fact is that the contrary is true - for example, simple 
reasoning shows that the human heart and many other parts of our anatomy 
would never have had the opportunity to 'evolve' over time. 
 

It was easy to build up friendships at Rondebosch - in fact it was just prior to 
joining the school, while playing for an opposing rugger side, that I first met a 
young Rondebosch hooker who stood at least 15cm above the rest of his 
team, and the colour of whose hair would probably be described by today's 
fashion writers as '..to die for...!' He had this mop of bright red hair and, yes, 
this was Lindsay Kennedy, who inadvertently helped me to score the winning 
points in the self-same match! 
 

Any regrets?  Yes - but only one.  I am sure that thousands of Old Boys vividly 
remember our history master, Russell 'Charlie' Hallack.  On occasion, I too 
gave reason for the fierce rise in Mr Hallack's voice tone in the 
classroom.  After leaving school, there were times when I was able to meet 
with Mr Hallack and his beloved wife.  What a humorous, sensitive and 
charming person he really was - I left him with a heavy heart, knowing we 
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hadn't given him the opportunity of exhibiting those wonderful characteristics 
during his classes. 
 

At this time of our 50th anniversary, we are mindful of our class friends who 
have passed on into the realm of eternity - they have left us with fond 
memories and we think of their families too. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Mr Wiggett (U16B) 
Back: De Wet, Stephens, Fred Versveld, Botha, Swart, Neil Robinson, Chris 
Buyskes 
Center: Frank Einhorn, John Barry, Keith Payne, John Dew, Cramton, Anton 
Starke, Johann Mostert 
Front: Peter De Villers, Owen Ashley, Mr Ron Wiggett, Chris Steyn, Rousseau  
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Chris Mundy 
 

 
 

I did not make matric at RBHS, having departed after Std 8 in Dec’ 61.  I was 
extremely reluctant to leave but I had little choice as my English father was 
promoted to head up the National Mutual in the UK (formerly an Australian 
company but now French owned AXA). 
 

Perhaps coincidentally we left SA the year after Sharpeville.  My father was of 
the view that dramatic change in SA would happen far quicker than 
subsequently occurred. 
 

I then spent my next 10 most formative years at school, university and 
working in the UK in international sales at a major oil company before making 
a decision to explore warmer climes, ultimately settling in Sydney, Australia. 
 

I have lived a modest but very enjoyable life in Australia - happily married to 
Helen with 4 kids between us and 6 beautiful grandchildren so far.  We live an 
outdoor lifestyle, similar in many respects to South Africa. 
 

Sporting contests with SA are of course spirited to say the least - today I have 
watched three guys named Steyn, Amla and Kallis give us hell! 
 

Most of my working life has been in marketing, sales and general 
management roles in the appliance, building and solar energy industries.  As 
the AUS $ has appreciated by over 30% to an abnormally high level over the 
past 2 years, Australian manufacturers are now struggling to compete in this 
global world where China is in the ascendancy, so most of us are either totally 
shifting our manufacturing operations to China and other Asian countries such 
as Vietnam, or at least hedging our bets.  Essentially we now have a 2-tiered 
economy with manufacturing, agriculture, tourism and education 
compromised by our strong resources sector.  Meanwhile immigration to 
Australia is accelerating and the country is becoming much more 
multicultural, especially in Sydney. 
 

South African immigrants have been extremely successful in most areas, 
significantly in medicine, finance, law, education and retail.  I note on the E’63 
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list, Gavin Birch and Tim ffoulkes-Morris, neither of whom I have had the 
pleasure of meeting in Australia.  But I did see a lot of Chris Krige as we 
pursued similar business objectives over many years.  Chris was tough and 
uncompromising and very successful, not an easy husband but a great father.  
Sadly he died relatively soon, 10 years ago, only a couple of years after his 
wife, leaving 2 sad but talented teenage girls to make their way in life. 
 

Over the past 50 years I have visited SA briefly only four times, on each 
occasion being the recipient of warm hospitality from John Le Roux and his 
delightful wife, Mosa, backed up by the ever so loyal Rena. 
 

My first 15 years in Cape Town and at Rondebosch were simple and 
uncomplicated by comparison with life today.  School memories revolved 
heavily around sport - from cricket in Le Roux's back yard (pity those 
hydrangeas) to the wonderful fields of Rondebosch, Tinkie’s absolute 
dedication to the U13As and those cream buns, Kennedy’s determination on 
the right wing (our quicker left wing was Mostert or Gilmour), Roy McCallum 
darting everywhere, Tickey marking out the athletics track when he wasn't 
throwing the chalk at inattentive kids or teaching Ian McCallum to place kick, 
old-fashioned English cricket coaches from the conservative Gibb, who made 
Boycott look like Barry Richards, to Gimblett and Bates, van den Berg lengths 
ahead in the pool and ffoulkes-Morris feet above in the pole vault. And 
Buchner’s big serve on the tennis court (he who recited his school class 
everywhere in later years – to me in Germany of all places).  And let’s not 
forget Scholte, forever charming the girls even in those early years! 
 

In the classroom English grammar was taught as it should be by ‘Buck’ Ryan, 
Watson and Thwaites.  And of course Charlie’s extra-curricular political 
briefings were oh, so much more interesting than history!  Outside of school, 
scrambling up Table Mountain, Muizenburg, Hermanus and Cape Infanta 
topped my list.  And our family only once went to a restaurant - Le Rici's ! 
 

In those days we were of course highly privileged and protected from the 
harsher aspects of a troubled country.  I am unsure whether or not I was 
fortunate in being relatively oblivious to the pain and suffering of so many in 
South Africa. 
 

I notice that over 70% of E’63 have stayed the course in SA - I have often 
wondered what life would have held for me if my father hadn’t got that 
promotion over 50 years ago. 
 

Finally my thanks to Johnny Kipps for “finding” me and to Lindsay for 
imploring me to, Kom, Chris, Kom’ – granting me a second chance after I failed 
to respond in 1988. 
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Helen and I are looking forward immensely to experiencing the reunion in 
2013 and seeing how much Rondebosch and Cape Town have changed since 
our last visit in 1996! 
 
 
 
 

E1a 
 

Back: Ferdi Fischer, Achim Lenssen, Richard Frantz, Jean Rozwadowski, Brian 
Fraser, Chris Matchett, and Theo De Rijk 
Middle: Paul Duminy, Lawrence Evans, Peter Gibb, Kai Albrecht, Johnny Kipps, 
and Chris Newell 
Front: David Geffen, Andrew Joubert, Derek van den Berg, Mr Herbie Helm, 
Nick Diemont, Jack Penfold, and Stephen Buchner 

(Photo courtesy of Andrew Joubert) 
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Dave Munro 
 

 
Dave and Pat 

 

I was pleased to see that part of our 50 - year celebrations would be to attend 
assembly at the Prep School. 
 

A lasting memory of Don Laidlaw, was the huge influence he had on what 
turned out to be my successful Prep School record in rugby, cricket and 
boxing.... the latter was a legally recognised school sport in those days!  One 
shudders to imagine how that would look these days! 
 

Don Laidlaw had arrived in South Africa as a tough PT instructor from Scotland 
at roughly the same time as I arrived as a post war 5 year old on the 
‘Winchester Castle’ from England. 
 

Eighteen years after I left the Prep, Don Laidlaw began our interview for my 
son’s admission to the Prep School, with a cricket ball in his hand and the 
words, “bring back memories, Joe?” 
 

As many will recall, my nickname “Joe” (after Joe Louis – the World Boxing 
champion of the day) was tongue-in-cheek and was coined during my junior 
boxing “career,” when many an opponent in my weight division faced the 
unfair advantage my height and reach afforded me and some left the ring in 
tears, I’m embarrassed to admit! 
 

The name ‘Joe’ stuck, and it did so to the extent that many fellow classmates 
and teachers who only knew me as Joe then – still refer to me by that name 
now! 
 

It would be great to know WHO was responsible for landing me with that 
nickname! 
 

Funny how the Prep memories remain “fond” despite my dubious record of 
receiving “three of the best” for three different misdemeanours on the same 
day: bunking choir practice, letting off a fire-cracker in the hall, and…. memory 
fades as to the third crime but all corporal punishment that day was efficiently 
administered by my sport coach, none other than Don Laidlaw! 
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High School memories are many but a high-light has to be our 1963 1st Team 
rugby tour to Bloemfontein and Johannesburg.  In Bloem we faced the all-
conquering, intimidating, unbeaten mielieboere of Grey College’s 1st team 
and beat them 11 – 3, an incredible team effort on our part! 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

U16C 
Back: de Wet, Geffen, Basson, Meyer, Frantz, Cohen 

Middle: Matchett, Ferguson, Joubert, Garrish, Payne, Buyskes 
Front: Downton, Hodge, Mr Watson, Tuchten, Russel 

(Picture courtesy of Andrew Joubert)  
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Alan Musker 
 

 
 

I arrived Rondebosch in March ’51, a term after everyone else had started!  
Dear Miss Johnson, Miss Trow, Miss Vickerstaff, Miss Baumann, Solly, Mr 
Selby...The Janny?  They reside so easily as a bright memory...and there are 
lots of school childhood memories...largely happy ones of times in the 
playground and with young friends.  A few fights, a few losses at marbles, and 
many highlights—such as when a massive lorry turned up in the playground 
and distributed 7UP to everyone.  FREE!  Happy days. Only got the cane from 
“Ensie” once-when I got 3/10 for spelling and couldn’t spell “necessarily” (I 
can now!) 
 

At High School...Baartman, Civvie,....Oberholzer!!..Tinkie Heyns.  So many real 
characters.  I was something of a gymnast and remember our wonderful trips 
to the SA championships in Pretoria.  U-14 SA agility champion!!  The 
memories come flooding back - but then I was whisked to England aged nearly 
15, to start in an English “Grammar” School.  4 years later I was Captain of 
Rugby, vice head-boy, 6’2’’, and off to Uni.  Sadly, and too soon, SA and 
Gymnastics became a distant dream.  After Uni it was all about Physics, 
Psychology, Maths, - and Rugby! - I emerged with a 2:2 in Pychol/Physics at 
London U, idled a couple of years, did 3 years with a school’s “slow learners”, 
a PGCE, and could be found in a college 15 years later as Senior Lecturer in 
Maths in a Tertiary college!  I was probably well-suited to teaching, and (I 
think) definitely at home in a college for people aged 16 to 60 – often (like 
me) with sizable interruptions in education. 
 

Now I coach.  In Maths.  For fun and for pocket money.  I don’t have children, 
but have two “step children” now grown up, and producing kids themselves.  I 
lost my first partner (a Thames Artist) to cancer 20 years ago, but feel lucky 
indeed to be so happy with Miriam and her small family.  And at the moment 
I’m reasonably fit, well and grateful for it. 
 

What’s it like to be returning to the 100+ 14-year-olds that I left in CapeTown 
in 1961?  Dangerous!  But now, irresistible.  I did come to CT in 1986 on my 
own, for a flying visit of 10 days to see how it felt.  It was wonderful.  But I met 
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almost no-one.  Only Tickey de Jager (by chance ) kicking a ball endlessly back 
and forth to a flyhalf 50 yds away!!  Does anything change?  I spoke with him.  
I told him that, like him I taught maths. “Nobody teaches maths like me!” he 
said!  I think I rather agreed - he was an exceptional teacher. 
 

Since then, I have braved a romantic visit in 2002 for 4 weeks with Miriam.  
But that is it, Africa-wise.  I think I’ve resisted the frightening thought of all my 
Rondebosch childhood school pals living their 50 years while I lived a totally 
different (British) existence.  Money, politics, life in England, probably all 
combined to make the journey back to childhood more difficult than leaving 
such emotional storms well alone. 
 

But this call up is too strong to let it pass.  It seems time, and I am really 
looking forward to what it brings.  There is, of course, a sober side to what the 
images bring via the communication lines.  Youth, age, and a bit of loss.  At a 
personal level, I’m immensely sorry that my Miriam isn’t able to join me to re-
visit this past.  But it’s a great idea, a chance - and a great call!  And I’m more 
than excited to be part of the adventure. 
 

Here are a few of my “remember when’s” that buzz the memory.... 
 

What about when: 
• Some boys “Boo’ed”, after a rather dull puppet show was given by visitors 

at the Prep School.  Mr Brauer, the woodwork teacher went berserk-
ranting up and down the rows of us demanding to know “WHO”!  
Terrifying! 

• When Mr Enslin conducted the hymns in each morning assembly with his 
very fine cane!  Then he also used it as flag-staff to suspend any items of 
lost property that had arrived on his table.  This, in front of the whole 
school.  Underwear, towels, whatever, were formally raised for the 
unfortunates to come up and collect!  I even had to collect a bunch of 
carrots I had apparently dropped while bringing them for the Friday Bring 
and Buy sale.  From the end of his stick.  Scarlet, appalling 
embarrassment! 

• When I ran headlong into the rather dangerous wires that held the Prep 
School nets.  They used to leave them at “neck-height” and without the 
nets on for the winter.  Result?  A split lip.  A personal trip, (bleeding) in 
Ensie’s private car.  And a scar that I still have on the lip, where a Cottage 
Hospital doctor sewed it up without anaesthetic.  Apparently the medic 
thought I would still be in shock!  Wrong! 

• I hesitate to mention the time poor Peter Hodes was the recipient of a 
cricket ball, skied from the nets in the Prep playground, but landing 
amongst the boys.  It landed so square on Peter’s head, that it bounced 
10ft up as if on a hard surface.  Incredible.  Yet Peter told me years later, 
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that he’d had a headache for a week!  Sorry Peter!  Hope they’ve 
improved the health and safety since then. 

• When Hugh Hodge once lifted a 75 pound weight above his head, in 
socks, in the Gym, - only to slip backwards and come crashing down on 
his arm.  I had to lift it off him.  He’d broken it really badly in at least three 
places.  But he was probably lucky.  And I could hardly bear the sight of 
anyone lifting any sort of weights for many a year.  

• Few people saw the time I was attempting Grand Circles on the school 
high bar.  Did the big swings.  The handstand at the top and the swing 
over.  You use undergrasp to do them one way and overgrasp to swing 
the other.  Then got it wrong.  Result: one broken and dislocated wrist 15 
feet from the high bar!  Luckily Peter Wilse-Sampson had the presence of 
mind to look at the wrist and “tweek” it back into place while it was still 
numb.  Then a quick trip on the back of Ken (fish) Alston’s moped, (left 
arm dangling) and once again the Cottage Hospital did the rest... No gym 
for 5 weeks!  Dodgy place, that school gymnasium. 

 

I would just add, for those who came “home” to England in the middle of their 
schooling, (I know Chris Mundy was one who returned and went to Epsom 
College), that we did, of course, start in a whole new school set up.  New 
friends.  New teachers.  New Rules.  New playgrounds.  On reflection, the task 
of starting again at 15 seems immense.  But I found it OK.  And it was certainly 
manageable.  My 10–year start in Rondebosch had prepared me pretty well, 
though the English boys did start off spending much time trying to get me to 
say something-just to hear that clipped South African accent(!); but in 1961 
anti-SA feeling was low in Britain, and not yet a problem.  It did get worse.  
And now it’s better.  Much better.  And we all seem to have lived through it, 
one way or another.  I feel privileged to be part of it all.  
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Ian Newall 
 

 
 

I arrived on a ship from Durban half-way through our Standard 8 year.  My 
immediate assessment of Rondebosch was that it was quite a lekker school. 
 

In Durban I had been to a thrashing school.  We all expected the cane.  Even 
the best-behaved boys would get thrashed from time to time.  Chief Thrasher 
was the vice-principal, a man named Noble (you couldn’t make it up, could 
you?).  Noble was a tall, thin, bald-headed man with an enormously strong 
right arm who spent most of his time thrashing boys.  In fact, sometimes there 
was a queue outside his office.  We would shuffle along the passage listening 
to the whack of cane upon trousers, waiting our turn. 
 

At Rondebosch I fully expected to get thrashed in the first few weeks.  After 
all, as a new boy I was certain I would inadvertently transgress some rule or 
other and have to face the inevitable consequence.  But Rondebosch was 
much more grown-up.  The school seemed to function with little or no 
thrashing and, besides occasionally writing out ‘If’ a few times as punishment, 
we all got on with our business in a pretty amicable way.  This is something I 
shall never forget. 
 

Arriving half-way through a year is not easy.  Relationships are already 
established and it is hard to break in.  But I discovered another boy who, like 
me, had arrived mid-year.  His name was John Gibson and he had arrived from 
England.  We became friends.  Today we both live in England, John in Essex 
and I in Yorkshire, yet we somehow never manage to meet up.  Eventually 
John and I became friends with Johan Walters and Alfred Baguley.  Nicknames 
became the order of the day.  Because I was from Durban, I became Banana 
while John’s origins destined him to be Limey.  Johan was, naturally Wally and 
Alf, curiously, was Danny.  Once we left school we gradually reverted once 
more to our given names. 
 
Of all the guys in our class I particularly remember Geoff Duckitt, Peter Goble 
and Peter Barrett, probably because we sat near each other.  In the eighties I 
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regularly bumped into Peter Barrett at Issy Bloomberg’s gym on the 
foreshore.  We both had beards.  I had dark hair and a grey beard, while Peter 
had grey hair and a dark beard.  Or was it the other way around? 
 

My memory of the guys who were further away becomes blurred, but in the 
mist I see Rory Beamish, quietly leaning against a wall, flicking a comb through 
brylcreamed hair, looking incredibly like Elvis.  Then Robert Hoets, though my 
memory of Robert fuses quickly into that of his sister…  Also in the middle 
distance is John Barry.  Didn’t he write the theme tune for the James Bond 
movies?  Ah, Ursula Andress emerging from the sea in a white bikini…  
 

Sadly Rory and Robert are no longer with us but John is very much alive and 
harassing me to complete this.  A teacher who sticks in my memory is Billy 
Trengove.  English was not my favourite subject but somehow Billy made it 
interesting. 
 

Two decades after leaving Rondebosch I found myself at a graduation 
ceremony at the University of Stellenbosch, waiting to be awarded an MBA.  
The speeches were as boring as the afternoon was warm.  My slide into 
unconsciousness was halted suddenly by a familiar voice speaking English.  
The voice belonged to none other than Billy Trengove, Stellenbosch Professor 
of English! 
 

I also recall that one year, probably Standard 9, Billy appeared with a very tall 
student teacher by the name of Jonty Driver.  One day Billy must have felt 
sufficiently confident in Jonty to let him loose on us unsupervised. 
 

No doubt, trying to show us rough boys that poetry wasn’t just the sissy stuff 
in our set work book, he read us all kinds of ‘modern’ poetry like EE 
Cummings.  In particular, I remember Cummings’ ‘my sweet old etcetera’ 
which ends: 

dreaming, 
et 

cetera, of 
Your smile 

eyes knees and your Etcera 
 

This was pretty cool stuff, not to mention a tad racy, and it sent me in a 
direction that lead ultimately to TS Elliot, Allen Ginsberg, Bob Dylan and 
Leonard Cohen. 
 

Not long afterwards, Driver became driven and was deported for his role in 
blowing up some electricity pylons.  The next time I spoke to Jonty Driver was 
in the late nineties but that, as they say, is another story. 
 

I recall the feeling of dread when my post-matric idyll was shattered by the 
inevitable arrival of national service.  I was privileged to be called up to the 
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navy while most of the poor sods from our year ended up in the army.  Six 
weeks’ of basic training was followed by six weeks at Gunnery School, 
followed by deployment to Walvis Bay to man a shore battery of WW1 (yes, 
First World War!) naval guns.  Our purpose: to defend Walvis Bay harbour and 
the entire African hinterland from the communist onslaught, represented by 
the Russian ‘fishing vessels’ that would anchor provocatively off the coast. 
 

We arrived in Walvis Bay, about 30 sailors in blue and white, to be billeted in 
the army camp and were immersed in a sea of khaki.  Peering out of our 
bungalow we saw what seemed like thousands of ‘pongos’ stamping around 
in the desert sand.  They seemed to have very strange habits.  For example, 
we very soon realised that one of the curiosities of army life was that they all 
stole from each other - all the time.  So, if a soldier washed his kit, he would 
sit watching it dry because, if he turned his back, the chances were that his kit 
would be gone by the time he turned back. 
 

One Sunday, as I strolled through the camp, I came upon a soldier watching 
his socks dry.  The soldier was none other than Alf Baguley.  Never one to 
shirk hard labour, I sat down to help him.  Although watching socks dry is 
tiring work we managed to talk quite a bit, reminiscing about school/civvie 
days and sharing thoughts about how kak the army was. 
 

 
 

After Alf’s socks had dried, we asked someone to take a picture of us.  Leaning 
casually against an army jeep, we swapped caps and there we are, frozen in 
time, an army/navy collaboration.  If an officer had come by there would have 
been trouble – we could have spent the rest of Sunday writing out ‘If’.  
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Chris Newell 
 

 
 

I find it quite difficult in a way to remember anything that stands out really for 
me of my long life at Rondebosch, all the way from Standard 1 through to 
matric.  I did, however, with Barry Lloyd I think it was, have a fairly undignified 
start to my career at Rondebosch.  We had just arrived on the first day and 
were running around the quadrangle at the prep-school just before assembly 
shouting and screaming, as 7 year old kids are apt to do, when we very sternly 
shouted at and called over by old Ensie. who asked us what the hell (although 
I am sure that didn’t he actually used those words) we thought we were 
doing.  Stuttering and stammering we said we were just playing the fool – or 
something like that.  It was obviously not the right answer and the next thing 
he bent each of us over, there and then, and promptly smacked our bottoms a 
few times.  I don’t remember any physical pain but that’s not surprising seeing 
he was only using his hand.  It was, though, a bit embarrassing being dealt 
with like that by the principal in front of the whole school, seniors and juniors 
alike, although that feeling did soon pass! 
 

I did enjoy my school years though, even though I never really made it to the 
top of anything.  We had good camaradie in our final two years matric class 
and a fantastic class teacher in Tony Viljoen.  I can remember how the first 
period was quite busy, in between the banter as we passed around homework 
to make sure we had all got everything done.  I always did Maths, and usually 
Latin which I happily shared but did rely often on others for English, Afrikaans 
and Physics, usually from the guys to the right of me and behind me who were 
Richard Frantz, Andrew Joubert and Derek van den Berg.  One thing I will also 
never forget was Chris Matchett and his baiting of Steytler (Peanut) Thwaites. 
He was always able to get away with so much more because I seem to 
remember there was some family friendship there.  The funniest ever, for me 
was the time Peanut was trying to explain in that earnestly passionate way 
that he did for the things that were beautiful for him about the English 
language, the image of the ‘chaste goddess Diana bathed in soft moon light’.  
Chased by whom, Chris Matchett asked.  I seem to remember that was one of 
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the many occasions he did get sent out of the class to stand in the passage for 
that chirp!  
 

I thoroughly and enthusiastically enjoyed my sport, although not achieving 
much other than making A team in under 13, 14, 15, and 16 rugby.  
Academically I was always in the top ten, with maths being my strongest 
point, but I never ever won an academic prize. 
 

After leaving school and serving nine months in the navy, I was successful with 
an actuarial bursary application to Old Mutual for studying at U.C.T. where I 
graduated in 1967 with a BSc in Mathematics and Mathematical Statistics.  I 
then commenced employment with Old Mutual and ultimately qualified, after 
many years of part time study, as an actuary in 1981.  I was also fortunate to 
rise through the ranks there and ended up in the general management team 
on the Corporate or Pensions side of the business, eventually retiring at the 
age of 55 in 2001.  During my career I served on various industry bodies, 
including being President of the Institute of Retirement Funds in 1995 and 
1996. 
 

After retirement from formal employment I then had a second part time 
career as a professional independent trustee for a number of Old Mutual’s 
sponsored retirement funds, only finally bowing out of this in December 2012,  
to become a full time pensioner! 
 

On the personal side I have been married to my wife, Viv, since 1996.  She is 
an old St Cyprians girl and a G.P. by profession, having graduated at U.C.T.  
She ran a very successful practice in Pinelands but gave up her practice in 
2001 when I retired from full time employment so that we could spend more 
time together.  We are blessed with five wonderful children collectively, three 
being from my first marriage (the eldest being a daughter Lindsay, then a son 
James and a second son Damian) and two, both girls, from Viv’s previous 
marriage (Megan and Justine).  At present I have one granddaughter with 
another on the way. 
 

As far as contact with school mates is concerned, I was very friendly with 
Richard Frantz  at school and that did continue after school as well. He was my 
best man at my first wedding and also godfather to my elder son James.  We 
have however lost contact in the last twenty years, and hopefully this 50th re-
union will enable me to re-establish that contact. 
 

I also had a lot of contact with Peter Scholte when we were in Round Table 
together, and also while at St Thomas church in Rondebosch.  I have also 
bumped into Lindsay Kennedy quite regularly, very often at the Pick n Pay in 
Pinelands which has been very rewarding as he always has a news snippet 
relating to somebody in our year.  I used to see quite a bit of Barry Lloyd when 
we had a house at Hermanus, but it is quite a while since I last saw him.  
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Others with whom I have had contact have been Paul Duminy, Keith Payne (in 
and around Pinelands) Chris Steyn, Theo de Ryjk, Billy Fullard (client or 
supplier contacts while at Old Mutual), and then of course also Richard Spring, 
John Le Roux, Roy Schreiber, Roy McCallum, Geoff Duckitt, as well as some 
others I have probably forgotten about, at the lunches Lindsay organised 
when Richard Spring comes out here.  I am sure there are some other 
contacts I have also forgotten about here and there, but then of course there 
have also been the various reunions or other get togethers for visiting guys 
from overeseas where one has been able to get to speak to a lot of the class. 
 

Viv and I have now moved into full retirement and are in the process of selling 
up our Pinelands home and relocating to Robertson where we have had a 
holiday townhouse on the banks of the Breede river in the Silwerstrand Golf 
and River Estate.  We both play golf and are looking forward to playing more 
golf (in fact here, as we have already, over the past few weeks, made our 
physical move).  Incidentally Roy McCallum also has a place on the golf course 
here and I do bump into him from time to time.  I have always been a very 
keen waterskier and can still manage to put together a good slalom run so I 
hope to continue with that while my body can still manage it.  That, together 
with some canoeing and golf, and also maybe some mountain biking, should 
keep me going for a while!  Because the actuary in me does keep reminding 
me that the older you get the greater the probability becomes that you won’t 
reach your next birthday, it is important to make the most of your life while 
you can. 
 

The other part of our retirement plan has involved purchasing a property on 
the Hans Merensky Golf estate at Phalaborwa where we hope to spend most 
of our winters when the weather is not good here in the Western Cape.  We 
are also great bush lovers and try to spend at least one holiday in the Kruger 
National Park, so having a home up there will enable us to do that more often.  
We have already done a couple of Botswana trips in the past three years in 
having a base up north we are looking to do some trips into Zimbabwe and 
Zambia into the future as well.  
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Peter Parkin 
 

 
 

Rondebosch played a major role in my early life and also in the schooling of 
three of my uncles.  The story goes that my four uncles were unhappy at 
Marist Brothers College.  Having a rather strict father, they decided to solve 
the problem without his knowledge by enrolling themselves at new schools.  
One uncle signed himself into SACS and the other three wise one’s enrolled 
themselves at Rondebosch.  And the first their father knew about all this was 
when he received their school reports.  These must have been reasonable as 
they all finished happily at their new schools of choice!  My how the protocol 
of life has changed. 
 

And so having had uncles at Rondebosch, I was fortunate to be enrolled at 
Rondebosch from Standard 1, with the full knowledge of my dear mother 
Rose!  My school days were happy and rewarding and, from them, many good 
friendships continue to this day.  As a young boy at school without siblings or 
a father in South Africa, I never felt alone at Rondebosch.  For this I will always 
be thankful for wonderful school friendships and I am especially grateful to Mr 
Clarke, to my grandfather Sir Ian Parkin, CBE, who used to travel from England 
and visit the school, and to my Mother, for all their guidance and 
encouragement throughout my school days. 
 

After school I volunteered for military service in the Navy Gymnasium, 
becoming a commissioned officer and thereafter graduating with a law degree 
from UCT.  In 1986, when canvassing for election as a Cape Town City 
Councillor, I was taken into an unknown constituent’s home, only to 
encounter the legendary Mr Hallack, who supported the opposition candidate 
and told me I was far too young to be a councillor.  After being elected, I 
invited Charlie to a formal Council lunch which he was gracious enough to 
accept and enjoy.  As Councillor for the area Woodstock to Rosebank, I landed 
up as leader of the Open Woodstock Campaign, which included Bishop Tutu 
and Helen Zille, and which featured in Time, Newsweek, BBC, CNN as the first 
successful campaign against residential apartheid in South Africa.  In 1986 I 
established Parkin Attorneys and added to this in 1999 by starting Eton 



 
 

In a Class of Our Own 
 

E’63 50th Reunion 2013  169 
 

Properties both of which continue.  Other interests include: Law Society’s 
committee, tennis, golf, life membership of WP Cricket Club, honorary life 
membership of Kelvin Grove Club, and legal consultant to St Andrew’s Church.  
So a big thank you Rondebosch and I very much look forward to seeing you all 
at our forthcoming reunion - Altius et Latius forever! 
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Keith Payne 
 

 
Keith and Lynne 

 

With some regret, I have never taken much part in the Old Boys’ Union and 
my memory of teachers’ names is not what it should be – hence the 
acknowledgement of their valued activities below is not complete.  No 
excuses, laziness and a fairly busy career have occupied my time. 
 

RBHS. 
I arrived at RBHS in Standard Six (whatever that is now) in 1959, having 
transferred from SACS junior school, most of my male cousins being at RBHS 
at that time.  Beautiful school grounds with friendly co-scholars (no “learners” 
then, but many hard-working scholars) assisted by dedicated teachers who 
arrived on time and supervised many extra-mural activities.  I suppose that 
made us “previously advantaged” individuals (rubbish, one makes one’s own 
advantages in life). 
 

Standard Six stands out in my memory for two subjects that would influence 
my career.  One was my utter ineptitude in Latin (and regrettably, not much 
better at English or Afrikaans) and the second was Mr ‘Bob’ Martin’s 
enthusiasm for bookkeeping and commercial pastimes.  Being a failure at 
Latin before really starting it, was a dampener on my ambition to study 
medicine – fortunately by 1964, Latin was no longer a requirement for 
Medicine at UCT.  The logic and money interest of bookkeeping and 
commercial, appealed to my personality.  Mr Martin’s philosophies through 
Standards 6 – 8, probably benefited my financial interests for the rest of my 
life.  Woodwork was a non-examination subject but a constructive and 
satisfying break from desk work.  The two woodwork teachers, Mr De Wet 
and Mr Love, gave up their Saturday afternoons for several months to 
supervise canoe-building by young scholars.  My canoe was greatly used for 
the next 18 years! 
 

Standards Seven and Eight are a bit of a blur; can’t recall too much there.  
Certainly, Mr Hallack for History and Mr ‘Buck’ Ryan for English, have their 
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faces and teachings embedded in my consciousness – they were my teachers 
in Standards 9 + 10, but also in 7 + 8 (?).  History continues to fascinate me, in 
no small part due to the enthusiasm and insight of Mr Hallack.  Mr Jones was 
always complimentary about my essay writing style but tore his hair out over 
my spelling.  My spelling failure has remained throughout my life – fortunately 
my secretaries always spelt well and nowadays “spell-check” is a saving grace. 
 

Standard Nine confronted me and several others with pure physics and pure 
chemistry.  Mr Jayes being the physics teacher, and Mr Reeler being the 
chemistry teacher.  I and several classmates had taken the pure sciences for 
the supposed benefits those subjects would provide in various university 
courses.  Unfortunately, pure physics proved to be pure confusion and much 
to Mr Jayes’ delight, the original two physics classes reduced themselves to 
one class, while the rest of us scuttled back to physical science, the same as 
other schools took.  Mr Jayes was of the old school regarding teaching and his 
duties as vice-principal – and very successful he was too. 
 

Half-way through Standard Nine, I re-entered the physical science class and 
met Mr Rollo, one of the highpoints of my school career.  He was a science 
fundi and delighted in teaching his subject.  He quickly took it upon himself to 
ensure that those of us who were aiming for science degrees at UCT achieved 
the necessary marks for entry.  Mr Young’s classes in bookkeeping provided a 
stimulating environment and springboard to university entrance – logic and 
good marks.  The maths teacher, Mr Murison, was very good.  I recall him 
trying some mind experiments.  We were to sleep on difficult problems in the 
hope that our sleeping subconscious mind would solve the problem.  I still do 
that with some success – probably just a fresh morning mind resolves 
problems that a tired night mind can’t. 
 

For those who aren’t already terrified by inflation, a useful little story of the 
olden days: Mr Young (he was young in those days!) sold me his elderly Ford 
Anglia to use as my ‘varsity car.  For R35!  Granted the engine was finished, 
but a reconditioned engine cost R50.  Today’s university students all seem to 
drive very recent model cars. 
 

Headmaster Mr Clarke never taught me in class but his management style for 
the school and his life-principles infused the school ethos, and stayed with me 
throughout my medical career.  Those, with input from three or four equally 
honoured medical teachers, have been major influences on my career ethos.  
Mr Clarke’s brother had been my junior school principal at Pinelands Primary 
up to Standard three – a gentleman of similar quality to that of his brother. 
 

Then there was sport – always a vital part of RBHS activities.  But not my 
activities.  Rugby was played for four years – under 13 to under 16 years.  Dr 
Heyns was the coach for much of those times.  Wonderful chap, and a jewel 
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for any school.  For myself, all four years were played as a front-rank prop in 
the second team, always scrumming against Derek van den Berg who just 
grew bigger and stronger each year (he became a Springbok lock forward, as 
you will recall).  My scrummage efforts were not successful.  Hence I dropped 
rugby in Standard Ten, ostensibly to concentrate on a university entrance 
matric, but also to save my spinal column from further concertinering.  Cricket 
in summer was avoided at all costs. 
 

Sports day – you all recall the obligatory three events in which we were 
compelled to participate?  Like many of the “nerds”, I always chose the 100 
yards sprint – not because I could run but because the humiliation would be 
over in the 15 seconds (or was it 20 seconds?) it took me to run a 100 yards; 
the long jump – about 5 foot, the same as the other nerds; and the shot put – 
that was over very fast, one push and you’re out! 
 

University of Cape Town. 

RBHS certainly provided a platform for life at UCT.  Despite the advice of a 
“career guidance officer”, I applied for medicine at UCT.  As did a few other 
RBHS co-scholars who had also been advised against medicine by the careers 
officer.  All have done well in our chosen careers. 
 

Medicine at UCT (and all medical schools) is a hard task-master for students.  
But as for all students, the social benefits of campus life proved to be very 
enjoyable.  As most of you found out, university lecturers are very different to 
school teachers, but my feeling was that at RBHS our teachers had prepared 
us well for the step to university.  As I recall, all of the ex-RBHS students 
achieved their medical degrees.  For me, 1964 to 1969 passed in a frantic rush 
of lectures, clinical work and the dreaded examinations and I obtained my MB 
ChB in 1969. 
 

My university days were lightened and made pleasurable by my girl-friend at 
the time, from the beginning of third year through to the end of sixth year.  
Lynne was a steadfast support.  Two weeks after graduation we got married, 
our first son was born in 1975 and the second in 1978.  I have been happily 
married ever since.  A doctor’s wife is not an easy occupation. 
 

Career Path. 

1970.  For those who have never suffered the rigours of a 1970’s 12 month 
medical internship, be eternally grateful.  Worse than anything I experienced 
in the war years in Angola.  Still, everything comes to an end.  In 1971 I did my 
nine-month military conscription at 1 Military Hospital in Pretoria spending 
the time in the operating theatres, teaching myself anaesthesia.  That would 
never be allowed today – formal training is required before anaesthetising 
patients - but 40 years ago, things were less regulated.  That sparked my 
interest in anaesthesia as an area for specialisation. 
 



 
 

In a Class of Our Own 
 

E’63 50th Reunion 2013  173 
 

In 1976 I spent a year at Tygerberg Hospital as an anaesthetics registrar, 
followed by three years in Auckland New Zealand, to complete my 
anaesthesia specialisation.  New Zealand is a beautiful country filled with 
lovely people who are very friendly – the South African contingent there is 
large, especially the SA medical element.  Unfortunately, New Zealand was 
not a very exciting place to be, so back to Africa.  I obtained the FFARACS in 
1978 and an honorary ANZCA in 1992 (only honorary because I already had 
the older degree of FFARACS).  The FFARACS is an Australian degree – New 
Zealand being a province of Australia for the purposes of medicine (Ag sies, 
hey or should that be Ag shame hey?) 
 

From 1980 to 1999, I was an academic anaesthetist at Tygerberg Hospital.  
That was at the time of a high gold price, plenty of money for academic 
hospitals and research was well financed.  A good time to be a full-time 
academic civil servant.  Paediatric anaesthesia was my area of interest and 
various research interests in that area resulted in an M.D. in 1990. 
 

As you will recall, there was also the euphemistically named ‘Border’ War at 
that time.  For various reasons, I volunteered my services in 1981 as an 
anaesthetist on the surgical team into the operational area.  This meant 
annual voluntary stints to provide anaesthesia in mostly well-equipped 
military hospitals at the Oshikati or Ondangwa military bases but with the 
occasional mission into Angola - Pereira D’Eca/Ongiva being a common venue.  
These stints came to an end in 1988, when the war was wound down in 
preparation for the political peace that came later.  Interesting times they 
were. 
 

Unfortunately from 1990 or thereabouts, academic funding started to dry up 
and by the end of the 1990s academic medicine was in the doldrums.  In 1999, 
I transferred from Tygerberg Hospital to 2 Military Hospital in Wynberg as 
Head of Anaesthesia with nine posts in the anaesthetic department.  No one 
seems to know where 2 Military Hospital is – just as well because it’s a state 
secret.  As you drive down Wynberg hill with Wynberg Park on your left, the 
big white building amongst the trees on your right is 2 Military Hospital.  It is a 
busy tertiary hospital that serves all military personal in the Western Cape – 
army, navy, airforce.  Mostly it treats the families of military personal plus the 
large numbers of military pensioners who retire to the coast.  As a civilian 
appointment to the SANDF, my “useful” working life terminated abruptly at 
the age of 65 years, at the end of May 2011.  The computer then forcibly 
retires one.  So now I am a pensioner. 
 

Medicines Control Council. 

The Medicines Control Council has been in the newspapers recently, being 
under public siege by a few disaffected pharmaceutical companies.  The 
criticism is unjustified as the MCC does sterling work.  I was co-opted into the 
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MCC in 1983 as an outside consultant for the evaluation of new medicines and 
have fulfilled that position ever since.  Initially it was only anaesthetic 
medicines for my evaluation, but over time that work load has grown, like 
“Topsy”.  Interesting work and all laypersons will be happy to know that a 
clinical committee of some twelve experts comprehensively assess all 
medicines before those medicines are released onto the South African 
market.  The clinical committee is ably assisted by several other specialised 
committees eg pharmaceutical, biological, manufacturing and veterinary 
committees – the last only for animals of course.  It is said that full retirement 
hastens death, so my plan is to delay death by continuing the MCC evaluation 
work indefinitely. 
 

Acknowledgement. 

With thanks to parents, teachers/lecturers, family, colleagues and pre + post 
graduate students.  It will be good to read what you all have been doing these 
past fifty years.  Some will have died, some will die sooner rather than later 
and some will go on to 100 years.  Actual age does not matter; we all lived in 
interesting times. 
 

 

Senior Cross-Country Team in 1962 with Dr Tinkie Heyns and Mr Tickey de Jager  
Back: Daly, van den Berg, Hodge, Paul, Scholte, Mathews, Levinson 

Middle: Swift, Klosser, Schrooder, Kipps, Kennedy, Jones, Duckitt, Patric, McCallum 
Front: Dr Heyns, Brice, Penfold, McLean, de Wet, Kritzinger, de Jongh, Mr de Jager 

(Picture courtesy Johnny Kipps)  
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Nick Penstone 
 

 

Nick and Margot 
 

Let's face it; I never wanted to grow up.  From the moment my mother 
accompanied me to Cape Town aged 12, a full five days travel by train, sooty, 
dirty, hot, exciting, and deposited me rather unceremoniously into the hands 
of Bob Martin in Mason house, I had to accept this was to be my destiny.  
Tinkie Heyns was now my only source of adult contact outside of the 
fearsome "teachers" who now controlled my life.  It would be six months 
before I could return home again.  After the heart wrenching home sickness, 
tears shed in private, would I ever see my faithful dog again?  Where would 
Kabundi our bush baby find toes to bite at night, if not mine? 
 

Then there was school.  Latin!  Never heard of it, we did not speak that 
strange tongue in Northern Rhodesia, neither did we speak Afrikaans.  Extra 
lessons to be bunked at all costs - Nobby Clarke gave four cuts for missing 
those.  This was a regular visit on Fridays, something to budget for.  But did he 
know we had the run of the school over weekends?  Running along those long 
dark corridors, sliding around corners in a helter-skelter of fear and the pure 
joy of knowing we were doing something really naughty. 
 

From Mason house we graduated to “the Lilacs" Tickey de Jager was our 
Housemaster.  He taught me more about maths on the tennis court, table 
tennis table and billiards table than I ever imagined possible.  And our first 
responsibility!  Road monitors!  We could control the cyclists of Rustenburg 
girls.  A whistle and all traffic along Camp Ground Road came to a standstill.  
Notes deposited in girls baskets to be delivered to the girl prisoners up the 
road.  What about the once a term socials?  Our only contact with the female 
form unless we bunked out at the weekends.  Sam Wiggett and I did it on 
occasion, creeping past the sleeping form of our prefect Ian McCallum.  
Nothing woke him. 
 

Then finally onto Canigou and ‘Barty’ Baartman who ruled the dining room 
with his rod of plastic!  Swimming pool duty so as not having to attend 
assembly.  School was all about rebellion.  When Ron Wiggett offered to 
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award me a braided blazer for these duties, I was quite offended.  This was 
our domain; I could have a quiet smoke without interruption!  Cadets.  Not my 
thing.  Mr, Diepeveen recognised this and promoted Owen Fletcher and I to 
sergeant in charge of the obstacle course, I loved it.  The following year it was 
shooting range duties until the government withdrew all arms from schools in 
the fear of the ANC raiding them for terrorist purposes.  Half the ammo 
disappeared into our pockets to be used in goose hunting during the 10 day 
holidays.  Too short to return home we went mostly to the Melks at Kruispad. 
We went back to marching with broomsticks. 
 

John Barry’s (not the E63 one) mother took pity on a poor boarder and kindly 
made sandwiches for me over a period of two years. 
 

Matric was a great year, parties, study. (Sometimes).  Swimming galas.  And 
the final exams.  And I have never forgotten the last poem read to us by a 
blushing Billy Trengove,  E. E. Cummings - "may I touch said he?"  That was 
awesome, perhaps an insight into the future?  I used it to woo my now wife, 
thanks Billy.  In between, the mountain goat, Doc Watson took us up Table 
Mountain for a nights camping.  Stunning. 
 

RBHS made me, moulded me, and set me up for adulthood.  If only I could 
have stayed there forever. 

 

Today I am semi-retired working three days week as HR Manager for a Dutch 
shipbuilding Company called Damen, it is a great company to work for.  
Previously I had 25 years in the mining industry finishing up as a Director of 
Rand Mines then onto Tiger Brands, Director for Albany Bakeries.  Married to 
Margot, I have two daughters and three granddaughters.  Managed to be 
selected to play squash for South Africa at master’s level and have won 
bronze at various world championships in the UK, Finland Australia and South 
Africa twice, in 4 different age groups.  Golf is now my passion and both 
Margot and I play at Erinvale in Somerset West.  
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Richard Risby 
 

 
 

I was happy at school, but in retrospect it is not wholly clear to me whether it 
was due to the school per se.  After I had been a Member of Parliament for 
some years, the political lobby journalists voted me the happiest 
parliamentarian, and indeed in all the snakes and ladders of life that has been 
a characteristic which has prevailed. 
 

I landed up in the school somewhat by accident.  I had failed the entrance 
exam of another local school.  I remember sitting the test with a truly 
appalling headache.  The decision was then made that I would be despatched 
to a school in the eastern Cape.  As the time approached, I was surprised that 
nothing had been done to ensure this, but in the meanwhile my father had 
died and my mother was going through several troubled years.  Her sister, 
Nancy Watson-Morris, was on the staff at Rondebosch, and settled the 
matter.  Subsequently my mother frequently tried to persuade me to leave 
the school.  I adamantly refused and we had some quite disagreeable 
moments on the subject. 
 

If you were not in the first cricket XI or first rugby XV or an athlete, you had 
precious little status.  I was a reasonably good tennis player and that was 
about it, but was very busy all the time, including editing the school magazine.  
Nobby Clarke tested me by asking me to stand up in front of the school and 
recite Lincoln’s famous speech at Gettysburg, to commemorate the 
assassination of President Kennedy.  Shortly afterwards I was made a junior 
prefect and then subsequently became an unlikely prefect, despite the 
strongest objections from Doc Watson. 
 

I genuinely think we had some marvellous dedicated teachers, however 
Charlie Hallack stands out for me.  Nobody, including the two stepbrothers I 
later acquired, could believe the stories.  However it was he who actually set 
the course for my life.  During the school holidays I would spend many an hour 
at his house in Mowbray, drinking tea and discussing politics.  I quietly started 
reading political biographies, a habit which in later life has drowned out 
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virtually all other reading.  Politics became for me the love that dare not speak 
its name, as I felt that it could not be expressed in South African public life. 
 

During the latter stages of the apartheid era, I was an infrequent visitor, but 
more recently have greatly enjoyed doing so quite often.  Lindsay, a 
wonderful head boy, would rally together some former classmates for lunch, 
and this has given enormous pleasure. 
 

All of this having been said, I have watched over the years my parliamentary 
colleagues in England being recognised by their former school or university.  I 
have been somewhat bemused never to have heard from the school.  In our 
day we had visitors from abroad to speak about their lives and experiences.  
Perhaps it is because public service is not held in much esteem. 
 

Being schooled so far away, people here have no reference point, and that 
includes my own children.  Virtually never have I been asked where I went to 
school until – quite recently — when a colleague asked me if I had been to St 
Michael’s College (sic).  I said I had not, and am very glad I went where I did, 
for without knowing it at the time the school gave me a solid base in beautiful 
surroundings for what has been, despite the inevitable slings and arrows of 
public office, an incredibly fulfilling and rewarding life. 
 
 
 

 

Break at RBHS  
Newell, Frantz, Gibb, Le Roux, Joubert, Taylor, Mundy, de Rijk, Kipps, van den Berg 

(Photograph courtesy of Michael Taylor) 
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Jan Rozwadowski 
 

 
 

Initially, on receiving this request, I was reticent, finding it difficult to 
remember anything significant that could be of interest.  But, thinking some 
more, here are some thoughts.  Up to you to decide what is printable, 
relevant and of interest.  Rondebosch actually represented 25% of my life in 
SA, therefore most important!  My education there started at Mrs Wilson´s 
school in Grabouw, up to Standard 2.  Mostly "apple barons' kids" who would 
then go on to Bishops and other such places.  Then for one year, I was in 
Standard 3 at Grabouw High School, where they were inaugurating an "English 
Medium school" in what was a 100% “Afrikaans Language school.”  Mostly 
"plaas japies", taking a school bus barefoot, warming ourselves at the bus-
stop by a fire in the freezing Elgin winter mornings.  Bus, sort of a back-of-a-
lorry with wooden benches.  I think Tim Morris featured on that school bus 
too!  Playing "skop die blik" and other such past times.  Then Standard 4 to 6 
at Somerset House (2 years as a boarder, then 1 year as a day-boy when my 
father changed jobs from managing Applethwaite Farm - where Appletizer 
was invented - to Lourensford Estates in Somerset West). 
 

Then in early 1960 on to Standard 7 at RBHS.  English and maths were the 
subjects I preferred.  I was not much good at rugby or cricket.  Tickey de Jager 
was very inspiring and I enjoyed maths with him and the sense of satisfaction 
at getting good marks.  In Standard 9, I believe there was a school play with 
Rustenburg Girls.  "The Admirable Crichton" was the title.  I remember having 
a good time.  I went on to Wikipedia to find out about the plot/story.  Nothing 
I could remember.  I believe Lindsay and Tessa Kennedy were part of that 
play.  And that Richard Spring had some important role (already!)  My parents 
did not want me to be a boarder at RBHS, as they wanted me back on 
Lourensford on week-ends.  So, I ended staying with various friends of the 
family.  One year was with a Polish family on Camp Ground Rd, the 
Rosenwerths.  Mrs Rosenwerth went on to create a local fashion house.  Then 
2 years in Kenilworth at Ferdi Fischer's (whose grandmother had known my 
grandmother in Vienna!)  During our final year, we had some interesting 
escapades.  Arriving at school with a horse-drawn carriage and top-hats from 
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Cape Town station to Rondebosch one morning.  Our friend Paul Duminy was 
part of that.  I also thoroughly enjoyed the climb up Skeleton Gorge, camping 
on Table Mountain and then down to Clifton beach the next day for an icy 
swim! 
 

There were some riots in Langa and Nyanga in the early sixties, and my 
mother, driving me in early on Monday mornings from Somerset West, had to 
make some long detours to try to get me to school on time.  When I wanted 
to stay in town for a Friday night party, I used to hitch-hike back to Somerset 
West on the Saturday.  I guess there were fewer security issues in those days 
for a 15 year-old kid. 
 

Some other post-Rondebosch recollections.  While based in Miami from 1999 
to 2004, being in charge of MasterCard Latin America, I attended some Old 
Boys' "bring and braai" reunions in Fort Lauderdale.  There was a sort of 
sports bar called "Kalahari Bar" run by Hal Hofmeyr (E '46)!  Colourful 
character whose father had been close to the Smuts Government, based in 
Washington DC during WW2.  Many of the Old Boys attending these braais 
were in boating/shipping-related activities.  Ft Lauderdale is one of the leisure 
boating capitals of the world.  That's when I realized to what extent those 
being raised in SA of the 60s/70s/80s at Rondebosch were a tough, "rough 
and tumble" but sophisticated lot prepared to travel the world, very capable 
of adapting to any environment, etc.  Some of those in Florida were in boat-
repairing, others in insurance and other forms of brokerage, etc. 
 

When I had to deal with the Middle East (before Florida/Latin America), I also 
realized to what extent South Africans in general were recognized for being 
capable of coping with all cultures, degrees of literacy, in all climatic 
conditions!  Places like Dubai were riddled with South Africans in PR, event 
management, advertising, etc. 
 

One incredible coincidence regarding Don Andrew.  When I was getting my 
MBA in the early 70's at Amos Tuck Business School, Dartmouth College, 
which was an all-male Ivy League university in New Hampshire, we used to 
drive 2 hours in snow, etc. to see girls (they called them "mixers") at a "Seven 
sister" girls’ university called Smith College.  Smith was to Dartmouth what 
Rustenburg was to RBHS.  Fast forward to early 2000s, when all these 
universities had become "co-ed", there was an effort to hold a RBHS USA Old 
Boys' reunion (I could not attend because of scheduling issues), and I 
discovered that Don Andrew who had ‘trapeezed’ (does the word exist?) his 
way around the world, was now in charge of Student Affairs at Smith! 
 

Had dinner once with Steve Buchner and his family near Washington DC 
(when my son was at university there).  Steve had some important US 
government-related job.  
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Peter Paul Scholte 
 

 
Bridget and Peter, Roy Schreiber and Peter 

 

I have been so blessed by the life I have been given! 
 

I was born to Dutch parents in Singapore and at the age of three my dad was 
transferred to Mombasa.  At the age seven, dad was transferred to Port 
Elizabeth for a year, then to Johannesburg for a year, and back to Port 
Elizabeth for four years before we came to Cape Town. 
 

1960—Monday, the 3rd week of the First Term I arrived at Rondebosch. 
 

After assembly Bruce McLagan took me to B2 and left me standing at the 
front of the classroom.  My thoughts were, where can I sit?  All the guys were 
just chatting before the Master came to start the lesson.  A guy at the back of 
the classroom, after what seemed ages, stood up and said, ‘NEW BOY’ sit 
here, pointing to the seat next to him.  I was saved.  The second pupil I met at 
Rondebosch, Chris Krige.  Chris was also a new boy, having come from 
Worcester at the start of the term.  The beginning of a new friendship! 
 

Break time.  Walking through the grounds to see my new school with Chris, I 
had someone kicking the back of my foot, trying to trip me.  By the time we 
got to the cricket scoreboard I had had enough and turned around and asked 
him, ‘are looking for a fight, if you want it, no problem!’.  Classmates 
name…..he may remember the day! 
 

After a few weeks at the school I was elected to go on the WP Schools 
swimming tour with Derek v d Berg.  I had a wonderful tour (my first ever) and 
we had a lot of fun, and got into some trouble.  Threatened, but not serious 
enough to stop us from swimming at our first SA Schools Championships.  A 
new friend and we had a few more tours thereafter. 
 

I was very fortunate that I loved and was talented in sport, it helped me get 
into the ‘Rondebosch clique’. 
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Cricket: 
Playing under 13 and bowling (medium pace) to a batsman who snicked the 
ball, I witnessed a catch and thought, wow, this is the best wicketkeeper I 
have seen, Gavin Pfuhl!  
  

Rugby: 
A ‘new boy’, and I wanted to play in the ‘A’ team!  The team was unbeaten 
Under 13, coached by Tinkie Heyns. They were a close knit unit, pals and 
playing together in prior years.  I wanted to play in the ‘A’  Team!  To get there 
I played my heart out and was initially called ‘Dirty Grey’.  I was playing ‘hard 
rugby’ and as far as I was concerned, I was not playing ‘dirty rugby’.  I had 
come to Rondebosch from Grey School, Port Elizabeth. 
 

Academics: 
I was a lazy scholar and enjoyed my days at school and after school. 
 

After matric: 
I was not balloted for the Army and joined a firm of Chartered Accountants 
studying part time by going by going to lectures after work and on Saturday 
mornings.  I enjoyed life and took quite a few years longer to qualify than a 
disciplined student would.  But I did qualify. 
 

To-day I am working as a Chartered Accountant, sole practitioner, doing 
accounting, auditing and taxation, and financial consulting. 
 

Family: 
I got married in April 1971 to Bridget Silberbauer.  Bridget is/was a Nursery 
School Teacher.  We have three children, a son Anthony (37), and daughters, 
Lucy (35) and Gillian (33).  Anthony is unmarried, Lucy is married to Paul 
Copson (Fish Hoek) and they have twins (a boy and girl, age 14 months), and 
Gillian is married to Graham Deneys (Wynberg) (no children). 
 

Anthony attended Rondebosch from sub A to Matric and I thoroughly enjoyed 
my involvement as a parent at my old school.  My hope is that my grandson 
will follow the same schooling tradition. 
 

Home:  
We are living in Claremont and have been in the same home since 1979.  
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Gordon Slabbert 
 

 
Lynne and Gordon 

 

Having been in Sales my whole life “The gift of the gab”, for me, has always 
been a lot easier than “The power of the pen!” 
 

So here goes-short and sweet!  The following is my history. 
 

The great years where undoubtedly with you lot at Rondebosch Prep and the 
one year at High School. 
 

My father, as some of you may recall, arrived in Cape Town to start Grosvenor 
Motors in 1947.  The motor industry was thus ingrained in me from an early 
age. 
 

After Rondebosch I attended Marist Brothers St. David’s in Inanda (1960), as a 
border nogal!  What a culture shock that was for me!  From A4 destined to do 
Woodwork and Metalwork I ended up going Math, Science, Latin and 
whatever else went with a JMB matric.  
 

Sport was a disaster at St David’s as we only had 33 matric students.  
Regardless of our size we were still matched against the traditional schools 
the likes of Jeppe, KES, Parktown St John’s and the rest.  We most certainly 
learn what losing was all about.  One positive thing however is that we all had 
to pitch in e.g. seven of the 1st rugby team played for the first hockey side and 
so forth which funnily enough did very well.  We all had to participate in 
cricket swimming athletics and everything else that went, including the 
Debating Society. 
 

I received my rugby colours in std. 8, all credit to the Rondebosch background.  
The Catholic Brothers (Spanish, Italian, Irish, Portuguese, etc.) only knew from 
the likes of soccer and soft ball.  The general knowledge that I had gained 
from Tinkie Heyns and the other coaches proved to be invaluable and in many 
instances my little knowledge was way ahead of theirs.  My life consisted of 
sport, sport and more sport. 
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Matric was very much secondary in my life and subsequently I rewrote my 
matric at Damelin.  I was finally accepted into the Dental School at Wits.  Lord 
forbid!  Imagine me with my “Bull in a China shop mentality” being let loose I 
would have done more extractions than fillings.  (Probably would have had a 
good practise in CT.) 
 

I entered the motor industry on the retail side in December of 1966 and have 
been there ever since.  My partner and I started James and Slabbert Motors in 
1977 and are still in partnership to this day.  This on a handshake! 
 

I was married to Grete Van Coller for twelve years and had three girls.  My life 
at this time was great and many years were spent at the Vaal River where my 
partner and our families spent virtually every week-end participating in all 
forms of water sport.  Quite a few of you were part of my boating initiation at 
Zeekoeivlei when we flipped that little speedboat we were cruising in. 
 

After getting divorced I lead a bachelor’s life for five years and it was during 
this time I came into contact with a host of Old Boys in Johannesburg, namely 
Andre Gross, Graham Pfuhl and the Staegemann brothers. It was Paul 
Staegemann, Lexi’s cousin, who encouraged me to become more active in the 
Old Boys circle.  Lindsay and Roy have over the years kept me in the loop. 
They and the news letters have kept me touch.  I will also concede to being 
somewhat remiss in my endeavours in staying in touch.  
 

I married Lexi Winter in 1992.  Lexi is a Rustenberg Old Girl and was previously 
married to Neville Thornton also a Rondebosch old boy.  What with Lexi 
having strong family ties in the Cape, as well as having the Cape ingrained in 
her we have, for the best part of the last 20 years, been returning to the Cape 
on vacation. 
 

Three of our daughters, in the meantime have been living and working in the 
Cape.  Lexi and I have a small apartment in Claremont and will most certainly 
be returning to live there on a more permanent basis.  Our plans are to 
relocate towards the latter part 2014. 
 

Should this plan come to fruition along with health and finances I look forward 
to sharing a few jugs and lunches with those who are available. 
 

Thanks for the wonderful memories and experiences that I’ve been able to 
share with you in those early years!  
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Gavin Stanton 
 

 
Gavin and Gil with a Lemur 

 

My optimism at entering Rondebosch Boys’ High School from the Prep school 
was quickly disillusioned by a prefect catching me in the corridor eating a 
banana (I think it was a banana, it was a long time ago).  Because arriving 
there with the expectancy that I was now in "High" school, everything was 
going to be rubicund.  So with this brashness I entered my high school career 
with enthusiasm, only to be cut off at the knees by this prefect (who I thought 
was full of himself!) taking me to task for doing nothing wrong! 
 

The upshot of this encounter, which I did not handle very well or with any 
remorse, was a penance that required me to write out Rudyard Kipling's "IF" 
twenty times and return it to the prefect by the following Friday. 
 

I returned to the classroom, highly piqued, telling my classmates of my 
encounter.  After several options were put forward, like, "don't even do it", 
“he’ll never ask for it” or "tie 5 Bic pens together and do it only 4 times", I 
decided that the best way out was to write the lines. 
 

This unbeknown to me at the time, was to make an indelible impression on 
me for the rest of my life, not the punishment but the words in the poem! 
 

Many times in my life from then on, particularly after leaving school, phrases 
of the poem would come to me and give me encouragement, consolation and 
hope at various points of crisis, high or low. 
 

I have had several successful businesses and a wonderful family and kids that 
make me proud to be a father with high expectations and all of these have 
been guided subconsciously by those words of Rudyard Kipling.  By the way, 
the kids have been indoctrinated in the “IF” way of life! 
 

Although I could not live up to all the expectations of the poem it, gave me a 
standard to live by in those moments when you need a crutch to get you 
through the day. 
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After matriculation I tried working in the corporate environment but after 
several years of frustration with the “politics” I started my own business in 
Computer Output Microfilm and grew that into large-scale laser printing 
bureaux. 
 

The toughest time in my business career was in 1999 when all the hype was 
around “BEE”, and getting your business properly “dressed up” for our new SA 
business model.  I found a business that wanted to use our skills and expertise 
and it sounded like a perfect solution. 
 

Long story short – it was a disaster.  It was devastating and after 9 months of 
legal wrangling and missed court dates I took my attorney’s advice and walked 
away from that tragedy. 
 

This is where the words : 
 

“If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:” 

 

hit home really hard. 
 

So in true Rondebosch style, I picked up the pieces and subsequently put 
together a very successful business which my youngest son now runs and I 
have moved on to building storage units for equestrian services which should 
serve as a handy retirement income for my wife and I. 
 

So I guess I do owe a vote of thanks to the prefect back in 1959, Mike Behr, 
for inadvertently giving me a lighthouse for my life and although I haven’t 
reached …….. 

 

“If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it, 
And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!” 

 

I still have a long way to go and lots to strive for! 
But I will get there!  
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Chris Steyn 
 

 
 

My first impression of moving to RBHS from Bergvliet Primary School in 1959 
was a sense of being a very small fish in a huge pond.  Competition in all 
things, both sporting and academic, was fierce. 
 

As it turned out, Rondebosch gave us an excellent introduction into the real 
world, as we were exposed to boys from widely diverse cultural, religious and 
social backgrounds. 
 

My family’s house was very close to the school fence, so for 3 years until my 
parents left for the UK, I could walk to school when the bell rang.  My last 2 
years were spent as a boarder in Canigou – quite a culture shock for a day 
bug! 
 

For some reason my overriding memories of school were of countless hours 
spent playing touch rugby and ‘gaining ground’ on the school field, often 
involving John Le Roux and others.  Tinkie Heyns and Dudley Baartman stand 
out as teachers who treated us boarders with particular kindness, as did 
Marjorie Clarke. 
 

Of my school friends, I have seen John Simon a couple of times at class 
reunions, Bruce Ferguson once during a brief business trip to Christchurch, 
and Andrew Joubert (whose parents would often have me to stay in 
Malmesbury when my parents were overseas) with whom I have remained in 
close contact. 
 

The next 50 years have passed in a blur. 
 

After a ‘gap year’ in the UK (I sailed with Peter Gibb on the Windsor Castle in 
December 1963, and haven’t seen him since) I did a B Com at Stellenbosch, 
where I was in residence with Jimmy McDermott, with whom I had shared a 
study in Canigou.  This was followed by a year in the army, accounting articles 
in Cape Town and a CA at UCT, then two years spent working in London and 
travelling the world. 
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On my return to SA, I joined the Barlow Rand group in Johannesburg, and 
spent the next 30 years in a variety of management positions in various 
divisions, before and after the group was unbundled.  I have been very 
fortunate to have worked in businesses which required me to travel to many 
interesting countries. 
 

34 years ago I married Belinda Bailey, a Rustenburg girl, whose brothers went 
to Rondebosch.  We have two sons, Sean (30) who recently married an English 
girl and lives in London, and Paul (28) who lives in Cape Town.  They were 
schooled at St Stithians in Jhb, which we felt was acceptable, as Wally Mears 
was the first Headmaster! 
 

The call of the mountain led to us to return to Cape Town last year.  Its great 
being back, and I have also enjoyed bumping into Lindsay Kennedy from time 
to time - hats off to him for his untiring efforts in keeping us all updated. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Mr Charlie Hallack 
(Photograph courtesy of Chris Steyn)  
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Mark Swift 
 

Memories die hard 
 

At this remove – a half-century and counting – it is astounding how readily 
memories of childhood and adolescence spring to mind.  We may live worlds’ 
away and long-hauls’ apart, but friendships forged at school can survive 
crowded years and the hands of the busy clock. 
 

I was a pre-teen boarder and rites of passage were played out in Mason 
House, The Lilacs and Canigou.  After years in the arid Eastern Cape, I was 
half-blinded by the vivid green shock of the school’s lawns and fields.  I 
enjoyed gymnastics, cross-country running and athletics.  However, as the 
introduction to my first book noted, ‘Swift rebelled against school discipline’.  
My refuge was a girlfriend’s flat, where I spent long hours lost in music and 
sharing cigarettes with Guy Murcott (all secrets will out)! 
 

Schooldays were for me a confusion of sorts.  My brothers Peter and David 
were Bishops boys; my father had been at White House before them.  First-
team rugby matches presented a conflict of loyalties as Peter was captain of 
our muddied rivals. 
 

Of the lessons?  I enjoyed geography and history, with the threat of being 
‘expelled to Westerford’ hanging over us all.  Billy Trengove was an 
inspiration; a dedicated teacher and original thinker.  He fanned the early 
flames of my passion for language. 
 

The long holiday journeys to and from school were by train; a piston-packing 
sway through time in a narrow world of varnished, grumbling teak, green 
leather seats and wooden shutters gallowsed-up with thick, saddle-leather 
straps. 
 

Years later I embarked on a nostalgic steel-wheels return trip.  No teak, only 
plastic and formica.  The bulkheads were thin.  From the adjoining 
compartment, Country and Western maudlined over the dark Karoo… 
squalling over the stone bones of dinosaurs.  Also, no deep-panting of steam.  
Now, the steady roar of diesel.  And no gaggle of awkward boys; no giggle of 
girls from St Cyps… 
 

My father (a doctor) died when I was 16; I left RBHS and returned to the 
Eastern Cape. 
 

Friendships remained… I was happy to learn recently that Donald Andrew had 
bought a home in St James.  I telephoned from Fish Hoek; a precious moment.  
After my return to Cape Town as a young man, Don and I remained in contact 
for years – mountain-climbing and socialising (a little too energetically).  He 
may remember snatching a cap from an unsuspecting security guard at UCT.  
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We were working together at the ‘Cape Argus’ when he obtained a Green 
Card for the USA.  As he told my eldest son recently, ‘we walked on our hands 
together’. 
 

I saw Jonny Summers frequently and married Caroline, his ex-wife.  I was very 
saddened to hear of his death… the bright boys leaving.  I remember receiving 
a morning call from Jonno, he had lost a car ‘somewhere in Cape Town’!  Jon 
van den Heever spoke at his funeral in Rondebosch and other friends, 
including John Wilse Sampson and Keith Miller, were present. 
 

Caroline and I probably over-stayed a warm welcome from Timmy Owen and 
his family in Cornwall and they visited us in Cambridge.  A Blues-lover, Tim 
was probably more drawn to our home by my friendship with Johnny Mars, 
the American musician, than by the past! 
 

After my school years I studied art and sold graphics at group exhibitions.  I 
decided on a journalistic career and worked on the ‘Cape Times’ and ‘The 
Argus’ before leaving South Africa.  In England, I was employed for many years 
on national newspapers and magazines. 
 

I began publishing poetry and criticism in my early twenties and struck up 
great friendships with the novelist Jack Cope (my mentor) and The Sestigers, 
among them Jan Rabie and Uys Krige.  My first collection was awarded the 
Ingrid Jonker Prize for the best debut volume in Southern Africa and I later 
won the Thomas Pringle Prize.  One of my books had a long history of banning 
and unbanning in South Africa (one of  the reasons I left the country) and was 
published in New York. 
 

My poems are published frequently in SA and the UK. I have prepared a new 
collection and I am completing a novel. 
 

I am divorced and have two sons, Adam (a motoring correspondent) and 
Dylan (a student).  They both live in Cambridge in the UK. 
 

I recently bought a house in Fish Hoek – where I now live – and I own a 
converted chapel built in 1785 near the fishing harbour in Folkestone, Kent, 
22 miles from France.  We have all taken to our own twisty roads; the journey 
matters more than the destination… Memories die hard….  
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David Taylor 
 

 
David and Margaret 

 

‘Free scrap here! Free scrap here!’ the rhythmic chant repeated, an irresistible 
summons.  A quick scamper from The Lilacs summer house, a daring break out 
from the protective sanctuary of the Pikkies’ Playground to dash across the 
flowering gum avenue, there in the Big Playground to savour the primitive 
orgy of unrestrained fisticuffs and furious boy-wrestling; myself a rather tiny 
dandelion nervously peering between the thicket of baying Big Boys... a small 
loss of innocence. 
 

The Prep School: the tumbling images jostling for prominence... lining up in 
the Quad to flop down, dusty and sweaty in our diminutive Sub B two-seater 
desks to colour in rows of letter patterns for Miss Castley, a visit to the 
austere and doubly uncomfortable bench outside Ensie’s office – the prelude 
to punishment for some juvenile offence, the stampede to the playground at 
Short Break, filing first through the dispensing room for free (flavoured) milk 
in RBPS porcelain mugs, quickly gulped and returned to the band of moms on 
duty: I still have one – the mug not the mom, but now cracked and sans 
handle through a recent domestic carelessness. 
 

Alongside these familiar boyish faces, flash those of the adult figures who 
imposed their imprint on me – including two cuts, once, from Mr Enslin (I 
remember being stunned late in my Prep life by the discovery that Ensie had a 
first name, Roche at that, and a life and home beyond Camp Ground Road, 
farming in Constantia).  Miss Johnson, Miss Ferguson, Miss Earp-Jones all part 
of the patient scaffolding that nurtured our early exposure to learning the 
Three R’s.  Miss Edna Cope was probably the first to really take me in hand, in 
Std 1, when she donned her swimming costume to teach me, an extremely 
reluctant candidate, to swim during the weekly class visit to the old cement 
pool below Mason House.  My right knee still aches at the memory of her 
thick cane (Sam?) descending heavily and without warning when, during 
percussion band, I boldly played a beat on my drum when everyone else 
respected the rest indicated in the score. 
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I was born in Sea Point while my father was a young schoolmaster at his alma 
mater, Sea Point Boys’ High. We later moved to Stellenbosch for my father’s 
postgraduate studies when my parents apparently had the foresight to put 
down my name for RBPS. 
 

Following his studies, my father taught for two years at Paul Roos Gymnasium, 
where I was mascot for the First Rugby XV.  This was not an omen for my own 
future in any team of Doc Craven’s, but it turned out that after four years at 
UCT I also completed postgraduate studies at Stellenbosch.  Again 
unintentionally following my father, I then taught for ten years at Paul Roos 
Gymnasium (where I helped to establish hockey in the face, initially, of stiff 
prejudice), before spending six years doing research at Oxford University, a 
period which culminated in a DPhil and four children.  
 

From Stellenbosch, my parents moved to Simonstown for my father’s first 
appointment as a school principal.  Simonstown was influential in shaping 
early interests in my life, ships and ship design in particular, to the extent that 
drawing and designing ships in minute detail was an obsession throughout my 
youth and naval architecture my undivided goal as a career until the Suez 
Crises and oil price hikes knocked the bottom out of shipping. 
 

My entering a career at RBPS was not entirely the reason for our move; my 
father had decided to take up what he saw as the educational challenge of his 
dreams, as founder headmaster to establish a new co-educational high school 
Westerford, in the shadow of the University of Cape Town and alongside 
famous established schools like Rondebosch, SACS, Bishops and Rustenburg. 
 

If there were unhappy memories of RBPS they were short-lived.  They have 
faded and what remains is a fairly unstructured, tumbling tract of happy 
activity not heavily demarcated by standard-specific memories in the same 
way that I find more typical of my high school years.  School was more fun 
than holidays.  I remember, for example, that once we were into the first few 
days of a new school term, the past holiday seemed to fade instantly and I 
seemed oblivious of the arrival of the next holiday until it was announced by 
the teachers to be the day after tomorrow (or almost as sudden). 
 

One holiday that did stand out though, was the summer holiday at the end of 
Std 1 when a classmate, Donald Andrew, youngest brother to Ken and Roy, 
lost his mother Audrey to cancer.  My parents knew Donald’s parents and 
apart from my not realising how incredibly young an age this was for a mother 
to die, I had never known someone who had lost his mother.  Donald, 
apparently quite a handful (naughty), came with our family on holiday to a 
beachside bungalow on a remote private farm at Gwayang River mouth near 
George.  I realise now that this experience was of incalculable value for me: it 
gave me the closest opportunity I’d yet had to be sensitive to another’s loss.  
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Although I was only eight at the time, I still regard it as a landmark in my 
emotional development. 
 

Donald is currently an esteemed dean at Smith University in Northampton, 
Massachusetts and we still have contact.  It has recently been my pleasure to 
help facilitate a research visit of one of Smith’s promising women students to 
Stellenbosch. 
 

A searing moment of moral insight and regret, if not sorrow, was also 
afforded by an incident in Miss Gwyneth Vickerstaff’s classroom in Std 2, 
when we were visited by a student teacher, whom we treated so atrociously 
that she left the class in tears.  The lecturer, who was present, did not mince 
words in her disgust at our behaviour and of course Miss Vickerstaff felt 
humiliated on behalf of RBPS.  What made us feel rotten swine (an epithet I 
was later to relish when used frequently and deservedly on us by Charlie 
Hallack) was that we were told that the student had failed her practical 
lesson. 
 

Other prominent classroom memories of a more constructive kind are of Miss 
Erina Duminy, with whom we were all in love I believe, although we all 
rejoiced when she ended our Std 3 year engaged to Herbie Helm.  She was so 
crisp, articulate, enthusiastic, confident and well organised (beautiful too) – 
and positive, lending self-belief, to me at any rate.  I think I worked better for 
her than for any other teacher throughout my schooling.  Somehow she 
created scope for me to develop latent creative talents. 
 

It was about this time that I also began to recognise and admire the talents of 
other boys around me.  As someone who loved drawing, especially ships, I 
was very struck by the giftedness of Jeremy Day whose sketches of ships were 
amazing – accurate, imaginative and futuristic.  I have often wondered what 
outlet that talent found as Jeremy was as advanced conceptually as anything 
marine design has delivered since. 
 

Surely a heroine deserving generations of Rondebosch boys’ respect and 
admiration was Nancy Watson-Morris (Farquharson), for her sheer 
organisational skill, stamina and voice in marshalling half of the school at a 
time through an annual dramatic production?  Everyone took part – as a 
flibberty jibbet, a snowflake, one of Ali Baba’s 40 thieves or, in my case 
Princess Ju Ju, with Christopher Newell as my father, the Emperor Hoki Poki 
Tippy Toptop, and Alan Musker as the Lord High Executioner.  With a dramatic 
entry on stage and cry of ‘Ah stay your hand! Stay your h-a-n-d!’ I narrowly 
deflected the Executioner’s falling axe from severing the head of my beloved 
from his body, the ‘Poor wandering soul’ whose identity I am embarrassed to 
say I cannot remember.  I’d be glad if he would identify himself so that I can 
assess whether my intervention yielded good long-term benefits! 
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A memory for pain rather than pride stirs, from our Std 4 Speech class on Miss 
Watson-Morris’s first day back after an absence for nervous illness: we had 
placed a large black fake spider on the teacher’s chair so that she would see it 
as she pulled the chair from under the desk.  On cue, the class shrieked in 
mock horror.  To our shock and dismay, there was no laughter; Nancy 
collapsed into the chair in genuine hysterics herself, sitting on the spider and 
sobbing piteously.  After a while of confusion, the class groping towards some 
act that might restore our relationship with someone we really liked and 
loved, it fell to me to make the apology. Following this, Nancy graciously 
forgave us and explained why her recent illness had undone her fortitude on 
this occasion. 
 

I do believe that Nancy Watson’Morris’s weekly Public Speaking classes right 
through to Matric were among the most formative influences on my life (‘Four 
score and seven years ago ...’ and ‘You ask, What is our policy? I can answer in 
one word: Victory!’ or Clarence Darrow’s defence in the Loew-Leopold case).  
For many, the indelible memory will be of Friday afternoon dancing classes 
with Nancy... perhaps the meeting there of a life partner from a sister school? 
 

It was a novelty to be taught in Std 4, for the first time, by men.  I recall a term 
under the delightful steel moustached Yorkshireman WH Law, a long lost 
former Rondebosch teacher and Principal of the Prep during World War II, 
seemingly approaching his century and brought out of retirement as a relief 
teacher.  He presented these 11-year olds with another sort of challenge, of 
not taking advantage of the elderly when the opportunity was so generously 
presented by so kind a person. 
 

I will brush over humiliating moments such as when, in Std 5, Mr Sephton 
descended on me with fiercely bared teeth and called me a ‘little rat’ for a too 
personal observation in the midst of his Afrikaans lesson.  Instead, I remember 
that year as the year of Little Lemon, the dog that the Russians launched into 
space in the first satellite Sputnik, about which I wrote a poem for our class 
paper, starting profoundly with ‘Little Lemon in the sky, how I wonder where 
you are, high above the earth so far ... ‘. 
 

That was also the year that we achieved hitherto unknown success for RBPS at 
the Cape Town Eisteddfod by winning the junior school choir section with a 
Gold Diploma, singing the Crimond version of Psalm 23, under the baton of 
Miss Lampbrecht, a woman of strong if not fierce discipline and makeup, 
possessed of an amazingly well preserved and impressively organised figure 
and my first conscious encounter with platinum blond hair.  That year I also 
discovered a particular love of singing that led on to happy experiences at 
numerous Eisteddfods, of solo and choral singing, later with Marjorie Clarke 
during my High School years and after school in the Philharmonia Choir. 
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Much of Prep School memory consists of a blur of break-time activities, often 
repeated seasonally, like the marble season:  ‘Shy up here!’, bulging bags of 
magical glass orbs traded earnestly for as long as the season lasted, suddenly 
to be supplanted by Top Season or an overnight swing to Red Rover.  Then 
magically as if by some well managed plan, a rash of Dinkey toys and road 
building sprang up, starting in a pile of gravel left in the playground by 
builders and then sprawling out across the playground, roads and vehicles 
tolerantly being avoided by scudding boys sharing the same territory as they 
dashed about on some other game. 
 

I was part of a group that spent literally months playing out episodes of the 
Friday evening serial on Springbok Radio, ‘The Scarlet Pimpernel’, across the 
length and breadth of the playground, right down to the fig and loquat trees 
at the bottom corner beyond the cricket nets.  As Sir Percy Blakeney, I had the 
thrill of rescuing numerous victims unjustly imprisoned in the Bastille, a large 
pine tree down near the Lilacs fence, from the certainty of the guillotine, in 
the nick of time as the bell went for the end of break.  Truly, break times were 
play times! 
 

Other activities that crowd into this kaleidoscope were of a more extramural 
kind, not only the regular cricket or rugby practices but tennisette with Mr 
Soderland and with Jaraslav Houba, as well as the class outings, as frequently 
as once a term, to places like Kirstenbosch, Rhodes Memorial and the Zoo, the 
Panther Shoe Factory in Maitland, Humphreys Sweet Factory at Sunrise Circle, 
the trout hatchery in Jonkershoek, Rembrandt cigarette factory in Paarl, the 
Cape Town Fire Station in Roeland Street and many more, usually coming 
home with samples of cigarettes, sweets, leather or whatever commodity we 
had been allowed to observe, handle or smuggle out. 
 

Two profound dimensions that cannot be separated from the sense of 
identity, familiarity and acceptance that grows with being a boy in a given 
school community are, firstly, the sense of place or physical ownership and 
secondly, the personal relationships that evolve within the scaffolding of 
school life. 
 

Regarding the first aspect, landscape, I recollect that as my boundaries were 
allowed to spread from home and school precincts (and I could literally jump 
over the fence to get home from the Prep), I began to experience the 
surrounding neighbourhood as ‘my oyster’ – the route down through 
Rondebosch station, the insalubrious subways, past the Town Hall and Library 
to the Fountain, Station Café (illicit cigarette purchases there for experimental 
sampling with my cousin Peter Roos), Scholnicks grocers or Hessens general 
dealer, or a visit to the barber, Leon Hurwitz’s dad, on Main Road, to sit on the 
plank for extra height and a short back and sides .  Or on occasion the walk in 
a crocodile down Rouwkoop Road and alongside the railway line, uniformed 
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and with school caps, to spend a nerve tingling 90 minutes right on the 
touchline at Newlands watching the British Lions playing South Africa, or other 
similar matches, rugby and cricket.  This sense of a hinterland around our 
school and neighbourhood soon expanded, initially under the supervision of 
teachers, to include the well-worn route down Oakhurst Avenue (occasionally 
Canigou Avenue) to the High School to use the swimming pool or Memorial 
Hall, or watch the heroes of RBHS sporting teams. 
 

Because my home and school bases coincided closely, my expanding horizons 
tended to radiate out from the Prep School.  This included playing in Sandown 
Park, attending fétes and bazaars there (seeing rock ‘n roll and bopping there 
for the first time, or ‘kalifa’, fire-eating and candy floss) and eventually 
discovering the vast reaches of the Rondebosch Common; or crossing Glebe 
Road (appropriately named) into Weltevreden Avenue and beyond as I was 
allowed increasing latitude to go and play at the homes of school friends.   
 

Which brings me to the dimension of personal relationships, to the 
phenomenon of school friends and to 3 Weltevreden Avenue, the home of the 
Veitch Family, where I think I spent almost as much of my after school hours 
as in my own home.  Probably more than any other influence, far more than 
mere knowledge itself, the factor which most shapes our lives is our 
relationships, our friendships, the people who enter and share our lives. 
 

In my case, while I remember with appreciation many peers from Prep and 
High School days, I realise how much I owe to Neil Veitch as an enduring 
friend to this day.  I’m not sure how we actually chanced to meet up in Std 1; 
Neil had already had several operations to remedy the effects of polio and 
won my admiration for dealing with that.  What he had also done, unlike me, 
was to develop an early love of reading that gave him an inherent sensibility, a 
self-contained yet unprecocious wisdom that attracted me – and a flair for 
language, ideas and conversation that became the main plank of our 
friendship. 
 

At the Prep stage, though, friendship was all about Dinkey toys, Hornby Dublo 
trains – and bicycles.  Most afternoons were spent together either at the 
Veitches’ home, where the three brothers Sandy, Neil and Hugh had 
assembled an enviable collection, or at Rod Lumb’s home, where the lounge 
floor was almost permanently covered by a similar layout. 
 

For Christmas, at the end of Std 5, I was given my first bicycle, a metallic blue 
Raleigh.  On the first morning of my high school career I proudly sailed into 
the RBHS gates on Canigou Avenue, swiftly to discover a new order and a new 
ethos: An elegant (in my eyes) blazered figure stepped out from the 
hydrangeas at the first corner of the building and instructed me to dismount.  
‘You push your bike from here round the end of the building [pointing beyond 
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the Clock Tower] and park in the Std 6 Quad.’  The dignified but helpful tone 
of this superior being set the tone for my respect for our Prefects; I would 
have crawled the remaining 100 metres on my knees. ‘And what’s that?’ he 
asked, pointing at the blue Marchand badge on my lapel.  I began to explain 
the obvious ... ‘I know that,’ he interrupted.  ‘We don’t wear those here.’  In 
seconds, this first willing adjustment to the new setting was achieved and the 
childish emblem was never again needed to prove my house loyalty. 
 

So gently, yet profoundly, were we introduced to the RBHS ethos, mainly by 
the Prefect body: the neatness of our uniforms, buttoned blazers, shoes 
polished (‘Not just the front, Taylor – at the back as well!’), hymn books for 
Assembly; the periodic turns during a Short Break as Std 6 class groups to be 
conducted by a prefect through a section of the grounds with wire waste 
paper baskets to pick up litter.  Then too, as a horde of eager Std 6’s in the 
Music Room on a Friday afternoon being inducted by Ken Andrew and the 
committee of the Senior Debating Society, into the skills of conducting a 
debate.  One of the first motions debated was the chestnut: capital 
punishment should be abolished. 
 

Many new forms of independence and responsibility unfolded... being 
despatched to collect our new books at the Book Room (I remember my first 
Oxford Pocket Dictionary), being less regimented, sometimes addressed as 
gentlemen.  From the first I was impressed with the grandeur of the building – 
or buildings – and the beauty of the grounds to which we were given such free 
access during break times, to walk a full circuit as far as the Lower or even 
Upper Desert, or just languish on Oakhurst or the Rugby A field.  It is 
extraordinary how the physical facilities of our school seeped into the overall 
enjoyment and sense of ownership that grew with passing years, both for 
their own aesthetic qualities and as these became associated with activities 
and events, with cross country races, sports matches, athletics practices, ‘free 
swimming’ afternoons or just riding one’s bike over the familiar territory. 
 

In athletics, although not a champion, I enjoyed sprints, hurdles and long 
jump.  A serious and sad memory that has always lingered for me in relation 
to athletics at RBHS is of the impact on the whole school of the death from 
cancer of Alvin Schufleder, just a year ahead of us and a brilliant junior 
sprinter whose leg was amputated to try to save his life.  As a Std 6 I was at a 
very impressionable stage; probably we all were – and hugely impressed with 
the inspirational visit of the legless wartime RAF Pilot Douglas Bader in 
support of Alvin. 
 

There is no trite recipe for a school’s ethos or easy explanation of how 
tradition intersects with daily practice and routines.  But for me the essence of 
RBHS was probably imbibed most profoundly through the ritual of morning 
Assembly in the Memorial Hall, enacted daily throughout our school careers: 
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what seemed like the achievement of absolute silence, under Arthur Jayes’s 
presiding eye, before the dignified entrance of gowned Headmaster WA 
‘Nobby’ Clarke, the Scripture reading by a prefect, Hymn for the day, Lord’s 
Prayer in unison, standing, and a few brief announcements, with virtually 
never a disciplinary injunction to upset the respectful tone of the occasion.  
Similar lasting impressions were ingrained through the reverent repetitions of 
Remembrance Day and traditions like Founders Day. 
 

As a structure the Memorial Hall, a superb and versatile facility, played a 
central role in the multiplicity of the school’s activities, as no doubt it still 
does.  My own involvement with probably the largest society in the school at 
the time, the Rondebosch Christian Union (RCU), meant frequent gatherings 
within the Hall’s cool interior.  I grew accustomed to the routine Tuesday 
lunchtime meetings there, often attended by a few hundred boys (the 
boarders streaming in late after wolfing their lunch at Canigou), as well as 
periodic evening meetings or Birthday Meetings attended by other schools.  
An equally memorable routine was the use of the Memorial Hall for periodic 
film shows on a Friday evening, well-attended despite our having to wear 
school uniform.  
 

I also remember the movies of the Marx Brothers, The Big Store and Night at 
the Opera, when we literally slid off our seats onto the floor as wave after 
wave of slapstick action or outrageous dialogue kept us in helpless laughter.  
How right Mr Buck Ryan was when, thanking Herbie Helm on behalf of the 
school at the end of one of these sessions, he commented:  ‘This time Mr 
Helm has surpassed himself.’ 
 

What contributed most to the quality of our experience at RBHS was of course 
the calibre of our teachers, every one deserving of comment and 
appreciation, impossible though it is to express that here.  Many of these gave 
years of their lives to the boys of Rondebosch, shared their knowledge and 
love of subject, sporting or cultural activity.  For me, those who taught me 
English somehow succeeded in stimulated an overarching interest in language 
and literature and even more, in the thinking and ideas of those who shape 
the world we occupy.  No doubt this grand process happened by small 
degrees, sometimes mundane.  Let me illustrate from Billy Trengove’s classes:  
In Std 7 I had become obsessed with reading novels by Dornford Yates and by 
following the antics of Bertie Wooster and his butler Jeeves in PG 
Wodehouse’s novels, so that quite early in the year, the twenty or so titles in 
the Reading List at the back of my English Composition book reflected this 
unswerving uniformity.  Billy drily noted in pencil:  ‘Vary your reading’.  My 
solution was to intersperse the record of my continued reading with the titles 
of well-known books of which I had seen the film version, or read the comic.  
To this day I remember graphically moments in Billy’s classes, of both insight 
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and hilarity, and was privileged to be able to share some of these in a tribute 
at his Memorial Service on 5 January 2013 – a schoolmaster who became a 
lifelong friend. 
 

I loved Latin, especially the translation of Latin passages into lively English, but 
was undisciplined about the necessary daily learning so that on occasions my 
marks were alarmingly inconsistent.  On one such occasion of plummeting 
from above 80 to below 50, Robert (Doc) Watson tersely recorded, for my 
parents’ consumption, the stinging explanation on my term report: ‘Culpably 
neglected to prepare for the examination’.  Ouch.  But Latin taught me as 
much about English and History as these subjects themselves (after all, we 
read the actual words of Caesar and Cicero, not third hand descriptions of 
their deeds and ideas). 
 

There is something incredibly noble about the teacher who is willing to have 
his or her life cracked open, as it were, under the sustained scrutiny of 
youthful curiosity.  Yet this willingness is what probably endeared many of our 
masters to us.  It was a regular pastime for some of us – Neil Veitch and I were 
incorrigible observers and critics – to analyse Dudley Baartman’s attire for 
example.  It seemed to us that he was very stylish and dapper, wearing a 
different suit each day of the week.  Similarly we were unfailing in our 
fascination at the raised dimensions of Marjorie Clarke’s jugular vein when 
she doubled her efforts in training us at choral singing for a forthcoming 
school event; I still have a sketch of this drawn surreptitiously in the back of 
my school hymn book during such a practice. 
 

Few masters in any school in any country in any era can have done more to 
contribute to the creation of enduring folklore, memories and love of the 
alma mater than Russell Kilgour (Charlie) Hallack.  No record will ever do 
justice to his life and memory or be able to capture accurately the amalgam of 
goodwill, optimism, perseverance and courage with which he endured 
decades of teaching the history of the French Revolution to what were in 
many respects, simply savages.  The cement that has indestructibly sealed the 
loyalty and camaraderie shared at reunions of generations of Old Boys has 
been the warmth of reliving the intoxicating experiences of those history 
classes.  Without irony, it can surely be claimed that a universal appreciation 
among boys of Mr Hallack’s unique brand of teaching stands out as one of the 
most powerful factors in explaining the unusually high level of solidarity and 
loyalty that has characterised the Old Boys’ Union for 60 years or more. 
 

So many characteristics endear Charlie Hallack to our memories.  Most of 
these are best illustrated by specific anecdotes or encounters, of which there 
are multitudes.  Many of these are recurring, experienced nearly identically by 
fathers and sons thirty years apart.  One could mention his practice of ‘taking 
hostages’ for further discipline during break-time, his aversion to the words 
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‘Jabberwocky’ and ‘Rhubarb’, his threats to ‘Kill’ (using his ruler Rufus), or his 
hunting down of alarm clocks ringing in a pile of suitcases or a random electric 
bell wired to go off behind the blackboard, fires in the classroom or feigned 
suicides by boys jumping out of upstairs windows onto outside ledges only to 
reappear through the door or by climbing in at another window. 
 

Suffice it here, in this narrative, to limit an illustration to hearing Charlie 
Hallack’s own down-to-earth wisdom about teaching method as he adapted 
to the changing context experienced in a school like Rondebosch: Clive Young 
recounts that when he arrived at RBHS in 1960 as a young history teacher 
straight from UCT, Charlie drew him aside and advised him: ‘If you have any 
trouble in a class, just whack a boarder.’  Perhaps boarders in the Class of’63 
will recognise with hindsight that they fell under this dictum as far as Charlie 
was concerned.  Things changed, however, as the roots of evil spread from 
other quarters.  In 1969, not long before Charlie’s retirement, while I was still 
a student at UCT I travelled with him on the suburban train from Fish Hoek to 
Rondebosch.  Probably rather facetiously, I asked him about discipline and 
changes in behaviour since ‘our day’.  Without hesitation, he had the answer 
ready:  ‘If you have any trouble in a class, just whack a surfer.’ 
 

No doubt a lot of serious learning took place in all our classes, but the 
experience was always cushioned by loads of fun and mischievousness.  
Sometimes the fun was in the dry irony expressed by teachers like Mr ME 
Welsh who incorporated subversive political allusions into his classroom 
discipline in Latin classes, instructing nomadic pupils wandering out of their 
desks to ‘get back to your own group area’ or to ‘sit down, sons of bloated 
plutocrats’. 
 

Other humour was extracted from daring pranks sustained over weeks, such 
as when the very gracious retired Afrikaans teacher from the Strand, Mr PAC 
Weidemann, took on D1a as a relief teacher for one term.  He was always 
puzzled by the titter and bemused faces when he looked up too late to see 
that the cause of unrest was the repeated throwing of a tennis ball on the wall 
above his head.  The impromptu prank that had to be maintained to the end 
of the term, however, arose when Mr Weidemann caught Derek van den Berg 
talking to me about the work we were supposed to be completing silently.  
Derek was confronted for the misdemeanour, but by some chemistry, Derek 
and I slipped immediately into a role play to which we had to remain 
committed, or risk exposure as fraudsters.  Derek explained that I was ‘the 
deaf boy’ and that his role was to be my interpreter.  For numerous lessons 
thereafter, Derek and I acted out this role with exaggerated dedication, 
sometimes even going up to Mr Weidemann to ask for additional help.  
Without fail Mr Weidemann took extra trouble to make sure I had understood 
instructions, with Derek’s help if need be.  At the end of term, Mr 
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