Miss I M (“Tilly” Taylor, to whom in recognition of 21 years of
outstanding service to St. Mark’s, this edition of the Marcian is proudly,
gratefully and affectionately dedicated.

THE MARCIAN
Editor:
Literary Editor:
Business Manager:

J. G. Boje.
R. A. Ingham.
J. E. Bennett.

Vol. III

1966.
CONTENTS
Editorial
Headmaster’s Foreword
Staff
Prefects
Examination Results and Prize Winners
P.T.A., The Fete
Hobbies
Library, Inter-School Quiz
Matric Farewell
The Big Walk
Societies
Residential House Notes
Colours Awards
Athletics
Boys’ Hockey
Rugby
Girls’ Hockey
Cricket
Tennis
Swimming
Queens, Watts and Tugmans Reports
Literary Section
Old Marcian Notes

12
13
14
20
24
28
29
30
31
32
33
35
40
42
42
48
50
50
52
54
55
59
83

EDITORIAL
The dedication of this edition of the Marcian to Miss Taylor is a rather
inadequate tribute to her service at St. Mark’s. Not one of us has been at the
School for long enough to assess the full extent of Miss Taylor’s immense
influence on the development of St Mark’s. Mr Cullen has known her for a mere
decade so that even his Appreciation which appears on page 16 cannot do justice
to one whose name has almost become Synonymous with that of the School.
In the course of reading each contribution to the magazine I have become very
conscious of the considerable goodwill which so obviously exists towards the
School. The articles dealing with the Fete, the Library, the Matric dance, the
Hockey Tour all testify to the fact that we have many and generous friends. Our
advertisers must be included in this category since they have no illusions about
our limited circulation. To them and all of those who have contributed in any way
towards the welfare of the School, we express our gratitude.
What also impressed me was the high literary standard so often achieved.
Particularly gratifying is the quality of poetry being written, witnessing to greater
spiritual awareness and consequent sensitivity of expression. I have not hesitated
to include a large number of Haiku (page 59) since these have been the means
by which scores of pupils at St Mark’s have for the first time become aware of
their own apprehensions. At the same time, a high standard of achievement has
necessitated rejections and prunings which I do regret: but then I am able all the
more boldly to commend the Marcian to its readers.
Finally, I must thank my colleagues for their assistance and specifically mention
the labours of Mr Ingham who has been of great help as Literary Editor, Mr.
Bennett who has most competently handled the business side of the venture, and
my wife who did so much typing, proof-reading and cheerful coffee-making.

HEADMASTER’S FOREWORD
This edition of the Marcian is, rightly, dedicated to Miss I. M. Taylor, who has
completed twenty one years service at St. Marks during the year. Whatever is said
elsewhere, and whatever tribute I can pay in a few words, I am certain that the
sum of it all is quite inadequate. Complete identification with the interests of the
school, tireless and selfless service in all aspects of the school life, the imposition
of – and insistence upon – minimum standard have been the pattern of twenty one
exhausting years. A parent whose two daughters passed through this school; once
said to me “I am utterly indebted to Miss Taylor for what she has done for my two
girls” – and I am quite sure that many grateful parents share these sentiments.
At the same time last year much thought was being given, and much speculation
taking place, as to the impact on the school of the legislation which, in theory,
opened the doors of St. Mark’s to all in Swaziland.
Parents and pupils will now be aware that insistence on certain basic requirements
for admission meant that no great change in the structure of the school has taken
place.
I am happy to be able to place on record, here, that Government policy for the
future, as outlined to me, is that standards at St. Mark’s are to be maintained as a
matter of national interest. Such assurance is a great comfort to me, my staff and
to parents and pupils; it is, after all, the only basis on which we can plan for the
future with confidence.
The Fete was a great success, thanks to the magnificent support given to this
project. The money raised is already being put to good use. Appreciable additions
have been made to the library shelves, and an ambitious scheme to provide
adequate Cricket net-practice facilities is coming along very nicely. When the first
phase of this latter exercise is completed their will be eight bays of nets available,
including some with all-weather surfaces.
During the course of the year I have been giving much thought to the problem
posed by the relatively large number of pupils in the school for whom the Joint
Matriculation Board examination is far too difficult. The problem is not a new
one; staff – and pupils – have been battling with it for years. Some of the more
obvious schemes to remedy the matter – for example the broadening of the
curriculum to include subjects involving various hand skills – unfortunately
grind to a halt because of the capital and recurrent expenditure involved. But
it is patently clear to me, and to my colleagues that some provision other than
presently exists must be made for the less gifted element in this school. At best, in
the present circumstances, this should be a suitable school leaving examination at
the end of Std. 9 (Form 4).
This edition of the Marcian will no doubt be read by sundry Old Boys and Old
Girls; as Honorary President of the Old Marcians may I appeal to you all to keep
the society alive and thriving. You will note the inclusion in this magazine of the
Old Marcian news; be sure that you become a contributor, not just a reader, for
future editions.

STAFF
Standing from l to r: Mrs Ross, Mrs Strong, Mr Bennett, Mr Strachan, Mr Faber,
Mr Budd, Mr Boje, Mr Nzuza, Miss Kerr, Mr Mackay, Mr Ingham.
Sitting from l to r: Mr Hamilton, Miss Jones, Mr Moloney, Mr Cullen (Deputy Head),
Mr Owen (Headmaster), Miss Taylor (Snr. Mistress), Miss King, Mr Keys
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MISS IRENE TAYLOR
August 27th, 1966 was a special occasion for St. Mark’s, for on that day a special
person, Miss Irene “Tilly” Taylor completed twenty one years of outstanding service
to the school. I do not know the origin of the name Tilly, but I have always thought
it to be Tilly the Toiler, for toil has always characterised her service to St. Mark’s
— unceasing toil for the children and the school with little regard for herself.
Miss Taylor came to St. Mark’s — in those days an Anglican Church School — with
an already wide experience to draw on. She was educated at St. Michael’s School,
Bloemfontein and at Capetown University, where she took a B.Sc. Degree and U.E.D.
Her first teaching post was at Outeniqua High School, George and from there she
went to St. Winifred’s D.S.G., George, where she was appointed senior mistress at
the age of 21, an obvious testimonial to her ability. She then went to Chaplin High
School, Gwelo, but did not like Government service, so went to St. Mary’s D.S.G. in
Pretoria and from there came to St. Mark’s in 1945.
In her twenty one years of service, Miss Taylor has seen many changes. She has
served under seven headmasters and two acting headmasters. Staff have come and
gone, some staying for a few years, and some literally for a few minutes, but Tilly
with her long service has formed a link with the old St. Mark’s and has helped to
foster the tradition which made St. Mark’s respected, as indeed it is now.
Outstanding devotion and a willingness to do anything has been the hallmark of
Tilly’s career at St. Mark’s. When she arrived, she was the only graduate and qualified
teacher on the staff. In those days the physical conditions in the school were rather
primitive. The lower cowsheds were open to the weather and, I believe, the mist
was sometimes so thick that the teacher could not see the pupils at the back of the
classroom. Drinking water came from a spring in Coronation Park, and I have heard
that it was one of Tilly’s duties to walk the girls to the Girls’ Umbuluzi to have a bath.
Tilly’s main interest has been and still is the welfare of the girls at St. Mark’s and it
is due to her efforts that the girls’ section is so well founded and well run. But this
does not mean that she was only concerned about the girls. In her time, Tilly has done
almost everything in the school. She has run and still runs the bookroom, ordering all
stationery for the school. She has interviewed prospective staff in the past and she was
even matron and housemother to eight small boys. How many of you know that Tilly,
although seldom seen at The Matriculation Dance, our major social event, is always
there, but usually behind the scenes helping the pupils make the dance a success.
The school has always been Tilly’s engrossing interest and no matter how much she
was involved extra-murally, she has always been most efficient and painstaking in
class, completing a very heavy teaching programme which included Matriculation
Mathematics and Biology. She did so much for the school that her health suffered, but
as usual, her concern was not for herself, but for her pupils and the school.
Tilly is known to us all as a loyal and hardworking member of the staff who always
puts duty before self, and this has always been said of her, no matter where she
worked. She herself said of St. Mark’s, “What I have always loved at St Mark’s is

that everyone should be a part of the school and actively interested in it as a
whole. It is something to work and fight for.” A former headmistress said that
she “has given unfaltering loyalty to the school in whatever she has undertaken
and has shown a spirit of service and good fellowship that has influenced the
whole tone of her associates. She has high moral standards of conduct and she
influences those around her to live up to them not by any effort on her part, but
by her charm, her naturalness, simple courage, kindness and consideration”. That
was said of her in the past and if anything it is even more true today. 27th August
1945 was a most important day in the history of St. Mark’s and St. Mark’s has
constantly benefitted from the presence of Miss Taylor.
Thus it is with true affection we dedicate this issue of the Marcian to our Tilly.

STAFF NOTES
WELCOME
Mr. I. G. Mackay, who has taken over the teaching of Physics in the School. Mr.
Mackay, a graduate of St. Andrew’s University was a Headmaster, Education
Officer and School Inspector in Kenya before returning to Scotland. He has
been in charge of Maths and Science teaching in schools in Scotland and has
experience of teaching Maths and Science under the new Scottish scheme. He is a
most valuable asset to the school.
Mr. J. Faber. A graduate of the University of Pretoria and formerly Afrikaans
master of Pretoria-Wes Hoer School, Mr. Faber has very quickly carved a niche
for himself at St. Mark’s. In addition to his obvious worth in the classroom, he
has already achieved much extra-murally. He has helped with the coaching of
sport in the school and at present is in charge of the Swimming. He organised
last term’s successful Hockey tour to the Republic and is also, with Mrs Ross, in
charge of the school choir which will present an evening of carols and song at the
end of the term.
Mrs. D. Ross. A B.Sc. graduate of the University of London, she is teaching
Maths in the middle school. A very capable and successful teacher, Mrs. Ross has
also ably filled the gap left by R. C. Ellis as pianist for assembly in the mornings.
Mrs Ross, with Mr. Faber is training the school choir, recently started at the
school. We only hope that that the rumours that she is leaving are not true.

THE SECOND HAND SHOP
JUST RECEIVED FROM OVERSEAS AND THE REPUBLIC
LARGE VARIETY OF SECOND HAND SCHOOL MASTERS
Geography and History Masters R10-00 a dozen
French Masters 100 Francs each
Math Masters (From Kenya) 651.3478 shillings
Russian Masters (with own hammers and sickles) 4 Roubles
English Masters 2 a penny
BUY YOUR CHAIRS FROM THE SCOND HAND SHOP
(THE SEAT OF LEARNING)

Miss C. Kerr.
A graduate of the university of Natal, St. Mark’s is her first teaching post. She has,
however, quickly made herself part of the school. Miss Kerr is teaching English up
to Form IV and her main interest is Drama. Unfortunately, Miss Kerr is leaving at the
end of the year to go overseas. We wish her well in the future.
Mr. J. Bennett.
A graduate of the University of South Africa, and Fellow of the Secretaries’
Association of South Africa, Mr. Bennett is an established playwright who has had
plays produced on Radio South Africa and Rhodesian Television as well as stage
successes. An already established member of the staff, he has been doing an excellent
job of teaching Bookkeeping throughout the school.
Mr. A. Nzuza.
Former headmaster of the Central School, Mbabane, came to the school in a visiting
capacity to help out with the Zulu teaching during the absence of Mr. Tshabalala. He
has since given up his headship to join the staff of St. Mark’s as Zulu teacher. He is a
very capable teacher and a valuable acquisition to the school.
FAREWELL
Mrs. Tiernan.
Despite increasingly poor health, Mrs. Tiernan, senior English teacher in the school,
struggled on until her health finally forced her to leave. A successful teacher, with
wide experience, her going was a great loss to the School. We trust that she will soon
be fully recovered and hope to see her back one day.
Mrs. D. Wheeler.
Left to increase the St. Mark’s 1971 enrolment by one bouncing boy. The rumour is
that he was born wearing football boots and carrying a Hockey stick, but whether this
is true or not, he is a bonny boy. Congratulations, Dawn and Dave. Dawn, who taught
Biology in the middle school and coached games and P. T. (she was still coaching
when the ambulance called), is sadly missed at the school. Again we hope to see her
back one day.
Mrs. Strong.
We were pleased to welcome back Miriam Strong who has taught on and off at
St. Mark’s for many years. She solved a nasty staffing problem both in the hostel
and in the class room by coming to teach French and Latin in the middle school.
Unfortunately she will be leaving at the end of the year to join her husband in
Johannesburg. We wish both Miriam and Owen every success in the future.
Mrs. Fischer.
No Marcian is complete without thanks to Mrs. Fischer, who, more times than I can
tell, has cheerfully come to the School to relieve when staff were absent, to moderate
exam papers and to fill in whenever we were short. I have often suggested that it
would be less trouble if she were to join us permanently, but so far no luck. She is
content to be our most faithful stand by — Thanks again Mrs. Fischer.
Mrs. Falkenburg.
Our thanks also go to Mrs. Falkenburg who was with us for a short time helping out
with the teaching of Afrikaans. Although only temporary, she did an excellent job of
work in the classroom and we were very sorry to see her go.
J.M.C.

“O wad some Pow’r the giftie gie us
To see ourselves as others see us”
sighed the one Bard, whereupon the Other promptly set to work and wrote those Works
which, set for school examinations, have for generations provided the means for answering
this plea. Peta Price and Marion Horn find references to the Staff in Macbeth (set in
Form IV) and Ann Wareham and Yolande Goss supplement these with a selection from
Coriolanus (set in Form V):
Mr. Owen:
Mr. Cullen:
Miss Taylor:
Mr. Budd:
Mrs. Strong:
Mr. Mackay:
Miss Jones:
Miss King:
Mr. Hamilton:
Mr. Strachan:
Miss Kerr:
Mr. Faber:
Mr. Moloney:
Mr. Bennett:
Mr. Keys:
Mrs. Ross:
Mr. Ingham:
Mr. Nzuza:
Mr. Boje in Paris:

Hear his speech, but say thou nought.
New honours come upon him.
You must have patience, madame.
Pronounce it for me, Sir.
O well done! I commend your pains.
.....we delight in physics.....
Thy nature is too full o’ the milk of human kindness
Or show the glory of our art.
The earth has bubbles as the water has.
Question enrages him.
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude.
Do not muse at me.
To Ireland, I.
Particular addition from the bill.
But certain issue strokes.
To the selfsame tune and words.
We shall speak further.
From day to day, To the last syllable.
I hope the days are near at hand,
That chambers will be safe.

You may as well strike against heaven with your staves as lift them against St. Mark’s
staff.
Mr. Owen:
Mr. Cullen:
Miss Taylor:
Mr. Moloney:

You, the great toe of this assembly.
Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly?
I have liv’d to see inherited my very wishes.
One that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying
Tiber in’t.
Mr. Keys:
I sin in envying his ability.
Mr. Hamilton:
I’ll run away till I’m bigger.
Mr. Strachan:
You had more beard when I last saw you.
Miss Kerr:
During her power go.sleep.
Mr. Faber:
A kiss long as my exile, sweet as my revenge.
Mr. Boje: You have made good work.
Mr. Nzuza:
He approaches: you shall hear him.
Mr. Mackay:
He’s one honest enough, would all the rest were so.
Miss Jones:
Her exercise hath been too violent.
Mr. Bennett:
One half of my commission.
Miss King:
I do love.
Mr. Ingham:
Known to be a humorous patrician.
Mrs. Ross:
May I change these garments.
Mrs. Strong:
Only fair speech.
Mr. Budd:
He has a constant temper.

PREFECTS
Standing from l to r: L Anderson, B Rogers, M Donaldson, B Baker, G Woodley
Sitting from l to r: C Challis, Miss Taylor, M Vassard (Head Boy), Mr Own, E Fotheringham
(Head Girl), Mr Cullen, S Black

PREFECTS
To be chosen as a prefect, as head of the school, is the highest honour the school
can bestow. It sets the holder of the office apart from the general run of the pupils.
It means that those chosen few have qualities and potential to be leaders which
the average child does not have. They help keep discipline in the school and from
them, from their characters and personality, is largely set the tone of the school.
As a body, their watchword should be “School before self”. In this context, they
obviously carry a great deal of responsibility and their difficulties often appear
enormous. The rewards of the office are few. Materially, they get nothing, but in
the course of their year of office, their potential for leadership is developed, they
gain the experience of control and a broader outlook which will stand them in
good stead in employment and in their future careers.
To be a prefect should be a major aim of every boy and girl in the School, not for
what can be gained from the office, but for what can be given to the School.

PREFECTS 1966
Elizabeth Fotheringham — Head Girl.
At present in Matric, Liz came to the school in 1958. In her career in St. Mark’s
she has always been a leader. A member of Queen’s House, she played in the 1st
Hockey team in 1959. Since then she has been Vice-Captain, then Captain of
Queen’s house. She was awarded full Hockey and Athletic colours in 1965. Also
in 1965, she was awarded Honours colours for Athletics and Hockey. Elizabeth
was one of the two from St. Mark’s to be chosen for the Eastern Transvaal
Hockey team. In addition Liz is captain of the Tennis and Athletics teams. At
the end of this year, she hopes to train as a Physical Education teacher at Durban
Teachers Training College, a career for which she should be eminently suitable.
Melvyn Vassard — Head boy.
Melvyn came late to St. Mark’s from Evelyn Baring and Nelspruit High School.
He has played First team Rugby and Hockey for the School and has represented
the School in Athletics and Soccer. In 1965 Melvyn was awarded half colours
in Rugby and Hockey. Vice-Captain of Watt’s House in 1965, he is at present
House Captain and has also captained Watts in Rugby, Hockey and Athletics.
Unfortunately, his promising career as a sportsman was curtailed in 1966 as he
had a kidney ailment, and so was not allowed to do sport. Melvyn intends to do
service in the Air Force for one year and then after taking a degree, to make a
career in Radio or Journalism.
Shelley Black — Deputy Head Girl.
Shelley is one of the few pupils left who were here in the old Private School days
— she started her career here in 1954 in Grade I. A good all rounder, Shelley
obtained a 2nd. Class J.C., and has a very fine sports record. Her principal sport
is Swimming for which she was awarded Colours and Honours and she has been
Watts Swimming Captain since 1964, and also Vice House Captain of Watts. In
addition, she has played 1st team Hockey and was in the School Athletics team in
1965.

Shelley hopes to go to University next year to take a B.A. degree, specialising in
Physical Education.
Charles Challis — Deputy Head Boy.
Charlie is another old faithful. I personally remember Charlie as a very small
junior in Overdale—a house which most pupils in the School today have never
heard of. A very good Cricketer and Rugby player, Charles has been awarded Full
Colours for both these sports. Besides being Deputy Head boy, Charlie is also
Head of Founders House. After matriculating, Charles intends to go into the Army
for a period and then to University, but his ideas on his future are not very clear at
present.
Geraldine Woodley — Day Girl Prefect.
Geraldine only came to St. Mark’s in Form IV, having attended school in Uganda
and England. A girl of very positive character, she says that she has found her
stay at St. Mark’s very rewarding. Next year, Geraldine intends to go to Teacher
Training College for Primary School Training or for specialist training in some
Art field, in which she has considerable talent.
Nicholas Glen — Day Boy Prefect.
Nick came to the School in 1964 from St. Mary’s Kenya. A very capable
sportsman and able in class, he should do well at the end of the year. He has
played 1st. Team Hockey and Cricket. He has applied for an American Field
Scholarship this year and for his future career he intends to take articles to study
for a C.A.
Lynette Anderson — Prefect Alice Vine.
Lynette came to the school in 1962. She has had a very fine record both in class
and on the sports field. She obtained a First Class J.C. and it is her hope to repeat
this performance at the end of the year. Lynette is also a member of the 1st.
Hockey team and is Tugman’s House Captain. At the end of the year, she intends
to study for a B.Sc. degree at Durban University.
Brian Baker — Prefect Birkley House.
Brian came to the school in 1964 from Dundee High School. A very good
sportsman, Brian has represented the School in Athletics and Swimming and has
played 1st Team Rugby and Hockey. He is Captain of Queen’s House and is ViceCaptain of the Hockey, Athletics and Rugby teams. He was awarded Full Colours
for Hockey and Rugby and Half Colours for Athletics.
When Brian leaves school, he intends to study for a B.Com. Degree.
Margaret Donaldson
Margaret came to St. Mark’s in 1960. She obtained a 1st class J.C; in 1964 and in
Sport she has also distinguished herself. She is Queens Vice House Captain and
Swimming captain. In 1964 she was awarded half colours for Swimming and in
1966 Full colours for Hockey. After Matriculating she intends to study for a B.Sc.
at Pietermaritzburg University.

Brian Rogers — Prefect Duncan House.
Brian’s stay at St. Mark’s also goes back to private school days. Although not a
star performer, Brian is a good all-round sportsman. He is a very fine swimmer
and Rugby player and is a great asset to any team. Quiet and unassuming, Brian
has done a very good job of work in Duncan House.
At the end of the year he intends to take articles in Durban to become a C.A.
To all the above we say thanks for the work you have done for the school. To
you and to all others leaving the school we wish success and good fortune for the
future. You are all the product of St. Mark’s, a fine School with a fine reputation
— live up to it.
J.M.C.

THE PREFECTS’ SONG
(with apologies to W. S. Gilbert.)
All the Prefects at St. Mark’s school are notoriously renowned
As upholders of both rule and etiquette;
When assembled in our grand palatial dwelling by Sick Bay,
We’re the mildest mob that you have ever met.
Our feelings we with difficulty smother,
When prefectorial duty’s to be done.
Ah, take one consideration with another,
A Prefect’s lot is not a happy one.
We take in turns the duty to keep order in the Hall,
Or survive to dread the Reading of the morn,
When the savage Clacton Riots seem like morning prayers
at school
The Prefects wish that they were never born.
When our Jock approaches sympathetic as a mother
We sit with haloes gleaming in the sun.
Ah, take one consideration with another,
A Prefect’s lot is not a happy one.
The duty which the modest Prefect hates above the rest
Is the Girl and Boyfriend Duty we enforce;
The rule to drag our “juniors” from their “only just good friends”
Instead of aiding and abetting Nature’s course.
So, little children, always wear your hats or “bashers”,
Watch those sandwich crusts and tea-slops round the Hall,
For we’re here to do our duty (Prefect’s duty!)
And play with yoyos when our duty starts to pall.
Ah, take one consideration with another,
A Prefect’s lot is not a happy one!
A Prefect.

EXAMINATION RESULTS —1965
Matric, First Class:

Judith Arnold, Patricia Hayne, Allan Hughes.

Matric, Second Class:

Christopher Long, John Schlapobersky,
Bruce Smythe.

School Leaving Certificate: Margaret Fotheringham, Kenneth Girdwood,
Priscilla Hooper, Anthony Lyne, Susan Mc-Cullough,
Lyndon Murray, Sheldene Smith, Lesley Walker,
Elizabeth Wiseman.
Junior Certificate,
1st Class with Merit:

Roderick Arnold, Susan Elliott.

J.C. 1st Class:

Allison Aldwinckle, Lynette Foss, Peta Price,
Peter Walker.

J.C. 2nd Class:

Joanne Arkell, Phillip Birch, Paul Bowler,
Margaret Brooks, Audrey Gould, Michael Herkenrath,
Cynthia Hooper, Marion Horn, Terrence Jenkins,
Neville Nightingale, Lynda Owen, Dianne Samuda,
Patricia Thompson, Avril Williams.

J.C. 3rd. Class:

Michael Allison, Susan Anderson, Ian Canham,
Gwyn Davidson, Hendrik Herbst, Richard Leeke,
Cornelia Meyer, Kerry Phelan, Mary Scott,
Gayle Smythe, Hugh Temple, Ian Vosper.

PRIZE WINNERS — 1965

Form I:

Hilary Thomson, Anthony Dicks, Maria Pinheiro,
Jill Sadler, Johan Meyer, Helen Thompson.

Form II:

Lynne Allan, Carey Waieham, Michael Deeley, Paul Snook.

Form III:

Susan Elliott, Roderick Arnold, Peta Price, Lynette Foss,
Dianne Samuda, Margaret Brooks.

Form IV:

Lesley Allanson, Nicholas Glen, Brian Rogers, Peter Scott.

Form V:

Patricia Hayne, Judith Arnold, Allan Hughes.

House of the year:

Queens.

Colours Awards:

See page 40

Sportsman of the year:

L. Murray and C. Challis.

Sportswoman of the year:

E. Fotheringham.

Ritchie Trophy:

Patricia Hayne.

Gardiner Memorial Trophy:

Priscilla Hooper.

Rotaty Citizenship Award:

Patricia Hayne and Lyndon Murray.

American Field Service Scholars: Christopher Long and John Schlapobersky.

Arnold Meyer, who has just returned from the United States where he and
Cooper Dawson spent a year under the A.F.S. scheme, kindly agreed to write an
article for The Marcian recording some of his impressions. The article published
below serves as an excellent introduction to the American Field Service which
has provided opportunities for scholars from St. Mark’s to share in a wonderful
experience.

MY YEAR IN THE UNITED STATES AS AN AMERICAN
FIELD SERVICE STUDENT
“I know you must have been asked this question thousands of times, but tell me—
how do you like the United States?” ‘Oh, just great, just GREAT!’ “IS it true you
live in treehouses there in Swahililand — oh, I’m sorry, I mean Swaziland”. “By
the way, where is Swaziland?” I could fill books by going on like this. These are
just a few of the thousands and thousands of questions I have been asked during
my year in the United States. “What’s all this about? How did you come to spend
a year in the States?” These are the questions I’m being asked here. Yes, what is
it all about?
About five years ago a group of people got together and decided to form an
American Field Service committee here in Swaziland. They wanted to send some
students from Swaziland to the United States to live there with a family and act as
a junior ambassadors for Swaziland. And they did. First Elizabeth Bowman went,
then followed Rosemary Long and Jill Hawarden, Cooper Dawson and I went
last year and this year Chris Long and John Schlapobersky are spreading the good
word. The AFS committee is now planning on bringing an American Student to
Swaziland for a year but at the moment it looks as though finding a family for the
student is going to be their main problem.
“Will you please fasten your seatbelts” and we were on our way. We picked
up some Ugandan students in Nairobi, refuelled in Athens, changed planes in
Frankfurt, picked up forty five German Students and less than twenty four hours
after we left Jan Smuts we stepped off the plane at Kennedy International Airport
in New York.
After three days in fascinating New York we left for our American families. We
had heard such a lot about them and the anxiety over what they would be like was
unbearable. The welcoming was staggering — people coming over, parties, more
people, questions, questions and more questions. Things there also seemed rather
strange at first. The boys in their Bermudas and sneakers would be laughed at
here. The millions of big cars and beautiful roads left me breathless and the way
the people eat was rather amusing — everything is done with the fork. And of
course there was TV which I just could not stop watching for the first few weeks
but the healthy amount of homework I got once school started soon cured that.
School also brought hundreds of new friends. The American kids are so open and
friendly that not once during my whole year there did I feel like a stranger. “Will
you come to my party Friday night?” “Would you like to come bowling with us?”
“We are going skiing in Vermont next weekend — would you like to come too?”

“Will you come and have dinner with us?”
club?” And so on.

“Will you join our Political Science

But the whole year was not all fun and games. School was very demanding and
we got more than enough homework. After six months there we were allowed to
give talks on our countries. I received invitations from all sorts of organizations
and clubs to talk to them about Swaziland. I also gave talks to most of the schools
around there — sometimes to more than a thousand students at a time. The
Americans are very responsive and not once did I have to beg for questions.
Before I knew it the year was gone. I graduated from high school — a very
formal occasion — and had to say farewell to my family, to whom I had become
very attached, and all my friends there. AFS arranged a trip around the United
States for all 3,000 of us AFSers before we returned to our respective countries.
Everywhere on the trip we were struck by the friendliness of the people and their
willingness to show us around. The trip ended in Washington where all three
thousand of us got together. We were shown around the city but the highlight of
our week there was President Johnson’s address to us. The farewell in Washington
was as emotional as you can get but only a few days later we were all back with
our families and it was time to consider what this year had done for us.
The American Field Service Program is an idealistic one and is still too new to
show any great results. It is really a long-term investment in world understanding
and peace. Every year this program brings a few thousand foreign students to the
United States to live in an American community with an American family so that
they can obtain an understanding of American life and at the same time show the
Americans something about the life and problems of their own countries. This
mutual understanding between a few people is just a small beginning but we hope
that something much bigger will grow from this. The AFS motto, I think, sums up
its aims very clearly: Walk Together, Talk Together, 0 Ye Peoples of the Earth;
then, and only then, shall ye have Peace.
What has this year done for me personally? Apart from a second family and
hundreds of new friends all over the world I have gained something which
nobody could ever take away from me. I have begun to learn the very difficult
art of understanding people, their actions and many other things that make this
world tick. I can now understand why the Americans do certain things that are
not always acceptable to others. I have, I hope, become more tolerant of other
people’s beliefs and more broadminded so that I can now see somebody else’s
point without neces- sarily accepting it. I have become more critical of some
aspects of the American way of doing things and also of our own way. I think I
have also changed in many other smaller ways, but do not take these changes as
an indication that I have become Americanised. However, I may be wrong in how
I think I have changed because it is difficult to evaluate a whole year after being
back for only two months.
Miracles and overnight world peace cannot be expected from this program, but in
a troubled world such as ours is today, it needs all the support it can get.

PARENT/TEACHERS ASSOCIATION
Chairman: J. M. Tatham.
Treasurer: Mrs. Davidson.
Members: W. A. Owen, J. M. Cullen, D. Parry, F. Lambert,
R. A. Glen, H.’Banks, J. Lourens, Mrs. Edwards, Mrs. Strathearn.
The year was launched by a most enjoyable cocktail party where parents were
able to meet teachers. This proved most successful and it was decided that
another such gathering be held at the beginning of next year.
During the year funds were raised by a Rummage Sale, Films shows, and of
course the Grand Fete. The P.T. A. are most grateful to all parents who gave so
willingly and also helped at all these functions. Due to the wonderful team work
this Fete was a great success.
The following account written by Lynne Allan (Form III A.) communicates the
festive atmosphere of this occasion.

THE FETE
Slowly the vague ideas and possibilities took shape in the hands of the
Headmaster, Committee and Staff; unsuspecting victims offered their services,
and St. Mark’s produced its second great Fete in three years. Mr. Tatham, together
with the P.T.A. Committee put in a massive effort before and during the fete.
Under the supervision of Mr. Barnard the stark poles and planks magically
became the foundation of a wonderful fete.
On Saturday August 6th. crowds flocked in from all parts of Swaziland and from
as far afield as Lourenco Marques and Johannesburg. After Mr. Lefevre’s opening
speech, the crowd surged off in a wave of noisy humanity, intent upon enjoying
themselves. The Glosters’ Band played gaily upon the lawn above the stalls,
adding the final touch of colour and festivity.
Overfed clients with spots before their eyes tottered away from the pancake stall
after helping to consume some of the 700 pancakes sold during the day. The
White Elephant stall was lost somewhere in the midst of a seething mob. Clouds
of dust rose from the bookstall where the bookworms rummaged for bargains.
Weak-willed parents (silently cursing) walked around wondering what to do with
Junior’s goldfish, which showed signs of dying of fright in its plastic bag. The
public cheerfully adjusted themselves to bowling for barbecued chicken when the
promised pig failed to materialize. A crowd waited outside the Fortune Teller for
an appointment with fate and the dim future, to see how many dark, handsome
strangers lay ahead. With a malignant glint in their eyes, pupils gleefully hurled
balls at photographs of the Staff. At the tea-gardens, over-zealous amateur
waitresses whipped half-finished cups of tea from under noses of indignant
patrons.
The day was climaxed with the evening braaivleis and a torrential downpour
which had been threatening all afternoon.

SCHOOL FETE
A selection of the prizes in the bumper raffle.

The chief money spinner was the White Elephant stall (R150), with the Soft
Goods, Books and Produce stalls bringing in over RlOO each. The Raffle, with
its star attraction a motor scooter donated by Sidney Clow, and 52 other generous
prizes brought in R950 with ease.
The Fete brought in R1.250 and with the additions of donations and the raffle,
a grand total of R2,500 clear profit resulted. The organisers and all who helped
deserve our gratitude and admiration.

HOBBIES
To meet the need for self-reliance in a large number of the children, recreation
groups have been started. Ten activities are available to pupils in Forms I and II.
In each case the initiative is entirely in the hands of the pupils themselves and the
staff in charge are there mainly for guidance.
The groups meet on Wednesday and Friday afternoons and each child may select
two out of the ten hobbies offered. These are:
Art, Photography, Music, Modelling, Camping, Woodwork, Stamps,
Dressmaking, Dramatics, Climbing and Hiking.
A.S.

LIBRARY NOTES
This year the Library was much used by Forms I, II and III.
We would like to express our gratitude to Mr. and Mrs. Black and Lady Loyd for
their kind and much appreciated donations, and also the anonymous donor of the
Encyclopaedia Americana for a further volume which brings the information in
this beautiful set up to date.
About R300 was spent on new books by Mr. Boje and Mr. Faber and our thanks
go to both for their help and interest.
I would also like to thank those girls who have been of great help during the year.
CYNTHIA HOOPER.
It will be of interest to readers to know that we now have approximately 2,500
books in our School Library — 1,300 fiction and 1,200 non-fiction.

THE QUIZ
With shaking hands and trembling knees the eight nervous contestants climbed
onto the stage. Mr. Aers sat at a microphone with the scorer next to him. On his
left was the St. Mark’s team and on his right Waterford. After a short delay the
first of a series of Inter-School quizzes for Radio Swaziland began.
First the quiz-master, Mr. Aers, asked each of the teams a simple question to test
the levels, then the real thing started. Waterford won the toss-up so their youngest
member, Stephen Turner, answered the first question. The rest of their team
consisted of Matthew Parris the captain, Nevile Adams and Meshack Mabagoane.
Representing St. Mark’s were Phillip Birch as captain, Lynne Allan, Anthony
Dicks and Ian Gillespie. The double dose of asprin she took seemed to help Lynne
as she did excellently, scoring about half a dozen bonus points for St. Mark’s. I
think she fully deserves an extra word of congratulation.
After the first round consisting of general geography questions, St. Mark’s was
in the lead with 26 points against Waterford’s 21. In the second round on sport,
Waterford was only three points behind but in the third round on the Arts, they
overtook us, making the score 48—46. The last round on general knowledge
brought the final total to Waterford — 61: St. Mark’s — 54. Our congratulations
go to Waterford and we hope they do as well in their other quizzes still to come.
I would like to thank Mr. Aers and the Swaziland Broadcasting Service on behalf
of the School for organising these quizzes and giving St. Mark’s the opportunity
of taking part. I hope the other quizzes in the series are as successful as was that
held at St. Mark’s on Saturday, 8th October.
MARIGOLD HOOPER 111A.
From a correction announced by Swaziland Radio it appears that the Waterford
team, Mr. Owen and Mr. Cullen were perfectly right about Ottawa being the
capital of Canada. This with another error in the answer sheet resulted in an
amended score of 60 — 54 in Waterford’s favour.

In order to select a team to represent St. Mark’s, Mr. Cullen prepared a set
of questions which everyone had the opportunity of answering. The staff are
indebted to the school for the light relief afforded by some of their answers. The
following deserve a wider currency:
Who were the Magi? A terrorist gang in America; King Sobhuza’s wives; A
Rhodesian tribe.
Who were the first men to climb Everest? Browning and Tennyson.
What is carte blanche? The highest mountain in the Alps.
What is the name of the famous library at Oxford? Cambridge, Bedlam.
Who was born in 102 B.C.? Jesus.
What are the Four Freedoms? Hell, Purgatory, Purity and Paradise; Speech,
Taste, Touch and Smell.
Who is the ruler of Red China? Chu Chin Chow.
Which is the highest mountain in Swaziland? Cradle Rock; Pigg’s Peak;
Malegwane.
What is the length of a knot? 2 inches; 4 inches; depends on its size and
thickness.
What was the name of Alexander the Great’s horse? Dobbin.
What were the Houyhnhnms? Ancient hymns; Negro spirituals.
What is a flageolet? A small flag.
Who went to sea in a “pea green boat”? Moses.

MATRIC FAREWELL DANCE
This important event in the social life of the School took place in the School Hall
between 7.30 p.m. and midnight on Saturday, 2nd. July with about 250 people
“on board”.
A great deal of hard work went into the preparation of the Dance and it is fitting
that the appreciation of the Matrics and of the School be recorded here. Coordinating the activities of the various committees was the task of Marion Horn
and Peter Walker; Lynda Owen, Gwyn Davidson, Terry Jenkins and Joey Arkell
were responsible for the decor; Kerry Phelan, Dianne Samuda, Mary Scott and
Avril Williams saw to the food; Peta Price, Allison Aldwinckle, Hugh Temple and
Brian Benecke sent out the invitations; and Peter Walker, Roderick Arnold and
Susan Elliot handled the finances. To them and to all the other Form IVs., who so
willingly assisted them — and to the waiters from Form II — thanks are due.
But the catalogue is not complete. Miss Taylor and Mrs. Sills kindly helped
out of sight in the “galleys”, Miss King, the Anchored Inn and Transvaal
Paper contributed to the decorations, Mr. Herslett helped with the lighting,
Mr. Chambers provided chickens at a reduced rate, Mr. Price donated fruit and
the Tavern and Central Hotels donated cold drinks. The fund raising activities
before the dance yielded further evidence of generosity: Hoageys gave an L.P.,
Morgans gave chocolates and countless parents baked countless cakes. If in the
circumstances your name has been omitted from the above list, please ascribe the
omission to a sense of being overwhelmed by kindness and not to ingratitude.

Although the Matrics were bidden farewell as long ago as 2nd. July, they are
still with us, and I believe another function is now envisaged to bid them the
final fond farewell which after twelve or more years at school they all so richly
deserve.
On the subject of the Matrics, Ann Wareham, Yolande Goss and William
Shakespeare (Form V) have this to say:
Matrics.:
I’m weary, my memory is tired.
E Fotheringham: They have a leader.
M Vassard:
Herdsman of the beastly plebians.
S Black:
I will not over the threshold till my lord returns from the wars.
C Challis:
He’s well graced.
L Anderson:
Their very heart of hope.
B Baker:
He is ill schooled in bolted language.
M Donaldson: I’ll deny him yet.
B Rogers:
I do not know what witchcraft’s in him.
G Woodley:
I’ll paint him in character.
N Glen:
The gods begin to mock me.
E Vincent:
Whether I blush or no.
B Chater:
Too modest are you.
T Rae:
You have received many wounds for your school.
L Allanson:
An oak that will not be windshaken.
P Scott: (his tan) shall darken him forever.
F Brindley:
I’ll be bold to take my leave of you.
Y Goss:
By your patience.
A Wareham:
You have pray’d well today.
K Clifford:
Content to spend the time to end it.
S Long:
One of his father’s moods.
G Wright:
Look, here is a letter from her.
I Garden:
He’s like to do it as any man.
B Waller:
Sighed forth proverbs; that hunger broke stone walls.

P Phelan:

You are never without your tricks.

THE BIG WALK
A great cheer went up; the race was on. The nervous tension could be felt by all
as the walkers started off on their first few miles.
It was a clear Saturday morning in July. The walk had been scheduled to start at 8
o’clock but with the delay in giving out numbers and competitors arriving late, it
only started at 9.45 a.m. The route was the main road from Mbabane to Manzini.
Short cuts were forbidden and running was not permitted.
St. Mark’s had a team of about 30 girls and boys. It was the first time any
girls from St. Mark’s had entered. An ambulance brigade consisting of various
members of the school and staff, were on hand to help our walkers. They lined
the road at regular intervals and supplied oranges, water and salt tablets to the
competitors.

Towards midday it was blisteringly hot and the heat was beginning to tell on
the competitors. Many were starting to drop out. St. Mark’s carried on with
encouraging shouts from the ambulance brigade.
The last hill going into Manzini nearly finished several of the St. Mark’s
competitors but they bravely carried on to the finish. There was a slight muddle
about the finish as the first two walkers went to the George Hotel, only to find that
the finish was at the Shellhole.
Figueiredo was the first from St. Mark’s to come in. His time of 5 hrs. 5 min. for
the 27 miles won him the 28th place. Allison and Long appeared next and were
placed 29th and 31st. Lesley Allanson and Anne Clarke were 2nd and 3rd in the
ladies section to come in. Others who completed the walk were Frazer, Birch,
Scott Conway, Glen J., Hyslop, Rogers, Bowler, Anderson, Struwig, Murray,
Clarke, Jack, Hebron, Romburgh, Armitage, Herkenrath and Cusack, from
amongst the boys and M. Scott, K. Phelan, S. Elliott, A. Wareham and D. Samuda
from amongst the girls.
After the walk was over the St. Mark’s competitors were wrapped in blankets and
bundled into the “ambulance”. On our arrival back at School Mr. Owen took us
all off to his house where his wife very kindly gave each one of us a plate of food
and something to drink. Walkers and helpers alike were badly in need of this. On
their behalf I would like to thank Mr. and Mrs. Owen.
JOAN DAWSON, IIIA.

SWAZILAND SCIENTIFIC SOCIETY
The Scientific Society has continued to be as welcome a source of knowledge as
it has been in the past four years.
The meetings this year have been attended by members of Waterford School and
we hope they will continue to support the society. Mr. Gibbon has very ably filled
the position of Chairman and on behalf of the members I thank him for arranging
some very interesting lectures for us. It was most unfortunate that his plans for
us to visit the Ngwenya Iron Ore mine fell through and I sincerely hope that the
society will be able to make the trip some time in the future.
Our first lecture in February was a most interesting one given by Mr. Parkhouse
on “Radio Hams”. This was followed by an extremely informative lecture on the
“Continental Drift” by Mr. Marnham. Mr. Hunter increased our knowledge of
geology by giving us a lecture on “Granites”. More recently Mr. Masson gave an
introductory lecture on “Archaeology in Swaziland”.
We have been fortunate to have seen a large number of films this year. A series of
illustrated lectures from the University of Botswana, Lesotho and Swaziland on
the molecular structure of protein nuclei was very interesting. Other short films
have been shown on the Antarctic, Policemen, Edinburgh and Detergents.
I would like to thank senior members of the committee for enabling the scholars
to obtain a wealth of information in this pleasant way and hope that the society
will continue to feature largely in St. Mark’s.
LESLEY ALLANSON, VA.

SAINT SOCIETY
During the first term everyone was gathered around the notice board, looking at a
most fascinating poster. It invited sad, happy, long, short, tall, fat, thin, love-sick,
hungry and thirsty saints, especially Saint Mark’s, to attend the Saint Society. So
the first non-denominational Church Youth Club started at St. Mark’s under the
guidance of the Rev. and Mrs. R. Falkenberg.
The Saint Society got under way with a beetle-drive, followed by some unusual
Bible Quizzes in the form of noughts and crosses and a treasure hunt, the prize
being a delicious cake baked by Mrs. Falkenberg.
When Mr. Boje returned to school after his long leave we invited him to give us
a talk on the Holy Land and to show us the slides of his tour. This was a most
interesting talk and left some of us feeling envious of his wonderful trip!
During the second term we were given a talk by Mr. Falkenberg on Psychology
and the Christian Life. A Mock Wedding went into full swing with the arrival
of our Birkley and Duncan “girls” and our Alice Vine “boys”. Then Mr. and
Mrs. Falkenberg arrived, each playing the opposite role. The Wedding March
was played by our organist Connie Evans and our “bride”, Kit, came in on the
arm of her “father” Suzanne Grohovaz. Her “groom” was Kerry Phelan, the
“bridesmaids” were K. Benecke and H. Temple, and the “groomsmen” were Joey
Arkell and Joan Dawson. After the wedding a reception was held. The second
term came to a close with a sex talk by Dr. Tredway. On the last Friday we had
a Ballyhoo to find the biggest liar at St. Mark’s, who turned out to be Kerry
Clifford.
This coming term we are going to choose a theme song from the numerous
songs composed by the members. Other items on the programme include a Mock
Olympics, a debate and, of course, the long anticipated party.
ANN WAREHAM.
Stop Press: The winning theme song was that written by Christopher Allanson,
Norman Thomas and Kevin Benecke.

PHOTOGRAPHIC SOCIETY
At the beginning of the year the Photographic society was revived with about
ten members under the guidance of Mr. Strachan. The group was taught the art
of using a camera and went on a number of photo — taking excursions. Some
competitions were organised but, because of the lack of photographic subjects at
the school, many of them were abandoned as not enough entries were submitted
to make it worth while.
During the first and second terms the darkroom was used regularly but this last
term interest has died down, partly because the end — of— year exams are near
and partly because of the financial problems of the members. I have no doubt that
this society will start again next year and we hope to be able to welcome some
new members.
KEITH STRUWIG, IIIA.

RESIDENTIAL HOUSE NOTES
THE MATRONS
There have been many changes this year amongst these white-coated ladies that
flit around quietly in the background.
Mrs. Macleod did not return at the beginning of the year due to ill health. Mrs.
Bloxam Jnr., who had been at Sydney Williams, came to take her place: she knew
so many of the children here that she did not feel at all strange. After working in
the Sick Bay for a period until Mrs. Bloxam Snr.’s foot was better she became
Alice Vine and Founders matron. Mrs. Keys throughout the year has helped at
Founders and did noble work in the kitchen when Mrs. Dyk took her well earned
long leave during the second term. Mrs. Pretious, who had been with us again for
the first half of the year, left to work “office hours.”
Evelyn Baring were in difficulties also so Mrs. Boas was transferred there in the
second term and Mrs. Sills who had been Sick Bay matron for three years some
time ago returned to fill the gap. She unfortunately also had to go to Evelyn
Baring and Mrs. Smith has taken over from her in the kitchen. When Mrs. Smith
had to take a fortnight’s leave and Mrs. Dyk was ill, Mrs. Budd took over most
cheerfully and efficiently.
If this sounds an awful muddle to you I’m not surprised, but so smoothly were
all these changes made, matrons stop-gapping in one department or another, that
most of the school knew nothing about it.
Mrs. Wood has had the company and assistance of both Mrs. Boas and Mrs. Sills
in succeeding terms and now Mrs. Strong is doing residential duties in Mary
Webster. Birkley is still Mrs. Wood’s responsibility; Duncan and Sick Bay in Mrs.
Bloxam Snr.’s care.
We welcome Dr. Runciman in Dr. Whitworth’s place and thank him for his care
of the sick and injured.
I.M.T.

ALICE VINE
Housemistress:
Miss Taylor.
Matron:
Mrs. Bloxam.
Resident Staff:
Miss King, Miss Jones.
Head of House:
Elizabeth Fotheringham.
School and House Prefect:
Lynette Anderson.
This year has once again been a most successful but quiet one. We have not
had many Staff changes during the course of this year with the exception of Mrs.
Bloxam who took over the duties of matron. We also welcomed the J.C.’s who
joined us from Mary Webster. Old and new members alike settled down well and
the usual homely atmosphere was soon created.

The annual House Dance was keenly looked forward to and proved to be an event
enjoyed by all.
We would like to thank Miss Taylor for her invaluable help at all times,
particularly with the Dance and the Big Walk. We are deeply indebted to her.
Although this last term has seemingly been rather trying, we have been relieved
of many of our House duties by the Form Ill’s who are on probation as usual.
Finally we wish next year’s Prefects the full co-operation and pleasantness which
we received. Thank you, one and all.
ELIZABETH FOTHERINGHAM.

MARY WEBSTER
Housemistress:
Assistant Housemistress:
Head of House:
Prefect:
House Prefects:

Mrs. Wood.
Mrs. Strong.
Shelley Black.
Margaret Donaldson.
Frances Brindley and Lesley Allanson.

At first there were many strange faces to become accustomed to and many
bewildered newcomers to be shown how and when to do things. However it was
not long before the House settled down with the help of our Housemistress, Mrs.
Wood and the established members of the House. With patience and perseverence
all round, we all became accustomed to the ways of Mary Webster.
At the beginning of the year Mrs. Wood and Miss Dyk were our resident staff,
though later in the year Miss Dyk left us to be replaced temporarily by Mrs. Sills
and later by Mrs. Strong. Much to the girls’ delight Mrs. Strong brought her
companion, Patsy the dog.
Our annual Dance was held about a month after the beginning of the third term.
A lot of work went into the dance and the girls did their best to contribute as
much as was possible enabling everyone to enjoy the evening. The decorations
were well done especially as there was some difficulty with the theme, which was
changed very near the date of the dance. The girls all co-operated very well and
the results were outstanding.
Due to the House being full, no probationers have moved in to relieve the prefects
this term. However they have helped immensely by coming down daily from
Alice Vine to take over.
I would like to say thank you to the three prefects for their co-operation and help,
without which law and order would have been impossible. Thanks also in this
respect to Mrs. Wood. I hope that next year’s Prefects will have a happy year in
Mary Webster and that the spirit of the girls continues to rise, despite such crises
as broken windows and falls down the stairs.
SHELLEY BLACK.

BIRKLEY
Housemaster:
Mr. J. Cullen.
Matron:
Mrs. Wood.
Head of House:
Melvyn Vassard.
School and House Prefect:
Brian Baker.
A very valuable spirit of unity was established in Birkley this year with no
noticeable cliques or outsiders as is sometimes the case. The Prefects have tried
to be part and parcel of the normal activities in the House but this is not always
possible. The House has had a friendly atmosphere and nothing particularly
unpleasant has happened except for the June burglary, when clothing, radios etc.
to the value of about R300 were stolen from the House.
Birkley has kept its traditional neatness and self discipline and a rewarding
remark was passed by Mrs Wood: “A fine bunch of boys; the House is always
very neat.” Whenever a job needs to be done, Birkley is called on for volunteers
and the response is always gratifying. The new cricket nets below the House
were constructed with the help of members of Birkley, who also helped in
erecting the stalls for the Fete, and gained temporary apprenticeship as traffic
cops on the great day itself. At the beginning of the year the new members
thought it time to build a sturdier gymnastic bar in the front of the House but
this has since fallen into disuse.
We were again well represented in the School sports teams and when the First
and Second rugby teams visited White River, there was not one person left in
the House. With seven matrics in the House, inevitably more work has been
done also.
The Dance was a highlight of concerted effort and, with the greatest limitations
on the budget to date, Birkley pulled off an excellent show with a chess-board
theme that was most effective. In the Headmaster’s own words: “The most
ingenious and original decorations I have seen at St. Mark’s, not detracting from
the other committees’ efforts.” The atmosphere of the dance was friendly and
festive.
We wish those who are leaving well, those remaining: Keep up the traditional
staunch spirit of the Senior House.
MELVYN VASSARD.
B. Baker and B. Waller have contributed the following additional information on
Birkley House:
M. Vassard:
Hulle kom om my weg te neem, Aha, Oho.
B. Baker:
Kom laat ons waai.
B. Waller:
Gee my enigiets behalwe werk.
K. Clifford:
My beste vriend is slaap.
P. Scott:
Stil, ek moet nou werk.
G. Wright:
Ag, bring tog terug die ou klavier,
I. Garden:
Waar is my skat op die oomblik?
H. Temple:
Ek hoop haar kiekie is nog op die vensterbank.
P. Birch:
Onthou nou, ek’s die ou met die meeste algemene kennis.

R. Arnold:
B. Benecke:
K. Brindley:
C. Price:
G. Davidson:
P. Walker:
H. Herbst:

Dit kos breinkrag om so ‘n toerie oor lig te kan uitpluis.
Daar gaan my pa in sy vliegtuig.
Wanneer ek praat, moet julle stilbly.
Ek wens ek wil ophou groei.
Gee my terug my Dinkies.
Ek sal hier wag; intussen sal ek „yo-yo” speel.
Om rond te jol is ‘n plesier.

DUNCAN
Housemaster:
Mr. S. F. Moloney.
Matron:
Mrs. Bloxam Snr.
Head of House:
Brian Rogers.
House Prefect:
Stuart Long.
The beginning of the year found A. Connolly the only previous year’s resident
still with us, and surprisingly enough we again had a Rogers and a Long as
prefect and sub-prefect respectively for the second year running.
The ex-Founderites soon settled in to the new surroundings as did the exZambian, Cocky Benecke. During the year we were joined by B. Garner, an
ex-Rhodesian, and M. Deeley who was previously a day scholar. At the end of the
first term J. Conway left us to become a day scholar.
The annual dance at the end of the second term, for which the boys worked hard,
was a great success and not even the injections received by everyone that morning
could dampen anyone’s high spirits.
On behalf of the House I would like to thank Mrs. Bloxam for her good work as
matron in Duncan and we would like to thank Mrs. Keys who stood in as matron
during Mrs. Bloxam’s absence in the second term.
Except for a few minor incidents, the House has run smoothly this year and I
would like to thank the chaps for their co-operation and wish them the best of
luck for whatever the future may hold in store for them.
BRIAN ROGERS.

FOUNDERS
Housemaster:
Mr. G. Keys.
Assistant Housemaster: Mr. R. Hamilton.
Matron:
Mrs. Bloxam, Jnr.
Head of House:
Charles Challis.
House Prefects:
Basil Chater and Gavin Scrimgeour.
The year opened with many new arrivals in the House but after the first few
weeks everyone was well settled in.
Early in the first term the highlight of the year, the Founders Dance, took place.
Congratulations to all the boys, who worked very hard for a most original and
enjoyable dance.
All sport has been played keenly by the Founders boys and they have contributed
greatly towards the high standard of sport at School.

Cricket has been played on the basketball field until a ball nearly went through
the Housemaster’s car. Fortunately we were able to move to the new cricket nets
at this stage so cricket playing did not have to stop.
The thanks of the boys go to Mr. Keys and Mr. Hamilton, who, with the help of
the prefects, have kept the House running smoothly throughout the year. Thanks
too to Mrs. Bloxam who has been a very helpful matron.
The spirit of the House continues to thrive as it has done in the past and will, I
hope, do in the future.
CHARLES CHALLIS.

DAY — SCHOLARS
Housemasters:
Prefects:

Mr. A. Strachan and Mr. J. Bennett.
Geraldine Woodley and Nicholas Glen.

The name ‘Jubilee’, labelling the day-scholar section of the School, has ceased to
exist in an effort to close the rift between day-scholars and boarders. This has had
some effect, though there is still room for improvment. Furthermore, day-scholars
should and could show a greater pride in St. Mark’s, for instance in the matter of
attendance at School functions and the wearing of correct uniform. This has been
mentioned in previous magazines. Let us hope next year is more successful in this
regard for the sake of those to whom St. Mark’s means so much.
Our main event of the year was our annual dance for which we adopted a beatnik
theme, promoted by candlelight. Many thanks, particularly to parents for the
splendid contributions of savouries and fruit salad. Thanks also to all who
contributed so much hard work, ensuring complete success. The success of this
function demonstrated how well day-scholars can co-operate when they want to.
GERALDINE WOODLEY.

SPORT
COLOURS AWARDS
Athlectics:
Honours:

A. Rae.

Full:

I. Garden.

Half:

Frances Brindley, Lynda Owen, H. Agostinho,
B. Baker, P. Collin, C. Price.

Colts:

Rita Llewellyn, J. Tate.

Full:

Margaret Donaldson, Elizabeth Fotheringham,
Avril Williams, B. Baker, C. Challis, B. Chater.

Half:

Frances Brindley, B. Benecke, I.

Hockey:

Garden,

G. Scrimgeour.
Colts:

P. Jack.

Full:

B. Baker, C. Challis.

Half:

B. Chater, I. Garden, C. Price.

Colts:

D. Askeland, N. Rae, J. Tate.

Rugby:

Swimming (1965):
Honours:

Shelley Black.

Full:

A. Hughes, L. Murray.

Half:

Frances Brindley, G. Davidson.

Colts:

Lynda Hawarden, Jacky Nowell, Ray Smythe,
J. Tate, K. Vassard.

Cricket:
Full:

B. Chater.

Half:

G. Scrimgeour.

OFFICE BEARERS
Cricket
Captain:

Basil Chater

Vice-captain:

Charles Challis

Committee:

Basil Chater, Charles Challis, Ian Garden.

Captain:

Charles Challis

Vice-captain:

Brian Baker.

Committee:

Charles Challis, Brian Baker, Basil Chater.

Rugby

Hockey (Boys’)
Captain:

Charles Challis

Vice-captain:

Brian Baker

Committee:

Charles Challis, Brian Baker, Basil Chater.

Hockey (Girls’)
Captain:

Elizabeth Fotheringham

Vice-captain:

Frances Brindley.

Athletics
Captains:

Elizabeth Fotheringham and Basil Chater

Vice-captains:

Frances Brindley and Charles Challis.

Swimming
Captains:

Shelley Black and Basil Chater.

ATHLETICS
At the beginning of the year the athletics season started off with the boys training
hard for the Cross Country runs. Congratulations to Stuart Long on winning the
Senior Cross Country and to John Tate on winning the Junior event and breaking
the record. Queens came first overall with Tugmans second, followed by Watts.
As usual the Relay Cross Country then took place with Queens again the winner
followed by Tugmans, then Watts.
Watts won a keenly contested Inter-house meeting with Queens second, followed
by Tugmans. Congratulations to Frances Brindley and Tony Rae on being Victrix
and Victor Ludoram respectively. The final results were Watts 181 and a half;
Queens 131; Tugmans 112 and a half.
A team was selected from the Inter-house meeting to represent St. Mark’s in
the Northern Area’s meeting. St. Mark’s won this by a fairly heavy margin with
many records being broken. From this meeting a team was chosen to represent
the Northern Area, many athletes being chosen from St. Mark’s. Tony Rae’s
magnificent jump of 5 ft. 10 ins. was the outstanding feature of the day and Ian
Garden did very well to win the javelin event with a very good throw of 164 ft.
As in the past the term ended off with the Cradle Rock Run. Con-gratulations to
John Tate on winning this event.
We thank all the Staff who put in the hard work to organise these athletics
meetings, especially Miss Jones and Mr. Keys.
B. CHATER.

BOYS’ HOCKEY
This year hockey has proved to be the prime sport of St. Mark’s. The ‘Saints’
entered a team in the League this year and in spite of out long weekends clashing
with some of our matches we still proved to be a very useful team.
Of the eight League matches played we won four, drew two and lost two. At the
beginning of the season we played two friendly matches against Mbabane and the
Army. In our friendly match against Mbabane we lost 6 — 1, but in the weeks to
follow we played Mbabane twice in League matches, and in these two matches
Mbabane failed to beat us. This is an indication of the extraordinary improvement
in the play of our team. In our League team we had three members of staff, Mr.
Keys, Mr. Faber and Mr. Hamilton. To these three teachers we are most grateful
not only for playing for us but also for the amount of time they spent in coaching
us.
Our School team played against St. Martin’s in Johannesburg and we are grateful
to the members of staff and scholars for their first class hospitality. In a match
described by the Swaziland Times as the best match of the year, we played
Waterford School. Our team work in this match proved too strong for Waterford
and we beat them 2 — 1.
In the Swaziland Trials the boys played well. Mr. Faber represented Swaziland
while Charles Challis and Brian Baker obtained reserve honours.
St. Mark’s also entered two mixed teams in the Pigg’s Peak tournament at Usutu.
The teams again played excellently, finishing third and fourth.

The team has played well and with a lot of spirit this year and the improvement in
the team is beyond description. Well done, Saints, and keep it up.
C. CHALLIS AND B. BAKER.

SUMMARY OF GAMES
Friendly
Mbabane
Army
St. Martin’s
Waterford

1—6
2—0
2—1
2—1

Lost.
Won.
Won.
Won.

6—1
1—1
3—2
2—1
2—2
2—5
1—6
6—0

Won.
Draw.
Won.
Won.
Draw.
Lost.
Lost.
Won.

Games won: 7
Games lost: 3
Games drawn: 2

League
Usutu
Mbabane
Army
Big Bend
Mbabane
Army
Manzini
Big Bend

Goals for: 30
Goals against: 26

TRANSVAAL/NORTHERN CAPE HOCKEY TOUR
The touring team:

Arnold, Askeland, Baker, B. Benecke, K. Benecke,
Challis, B. Chater, Clifford, Glen, Leeke, Scrimgeour,
Tate, Vassard, Walker, Waller, G. Wright.
v.s. Hillview High School, Pretoria. Won 2 — 1.
A good opening match augured well for the rest of the tour. The first fifteen
minutes were scrappy before Chater started the attack by sending a good cross to
unmarked B. Benecke who swept the ball up into the net.(Half time 1 — 0.)
Early in the second half the Hillview right-half took a quick roll-in for the
diminutive centre-forward Boccale one to push the ball in unopposed. Benecke
repaid his debt to Chater with a clear pass which Chater pushed into the net. Just
after this Hillview were unlucky not to score when Wood, their captain, swept
right through and with only the goalie to beat, slipped and shot wide.
Though we had a dusty field to play on, both sides played fast and very attractive
hockey. Prominent in our team were B. Benecke, Wright, Baker, Waller, Challis
and Leeke.
vs. Lichtenburg High School. Drew 3 — 3
Relieved to find a grass field, we were shaken after only two minutes when Louis
Koster, a Western Transvaal Schools’ player, scored the first goal. Koster, a
most accomplished player, became a well marked scourge.

HOCKEY TOURING TEAM
Back row, from l to r B Waller, G Wright, J Tate, G Scrimgeour,
P Walker, K Clifford, D Askeland, B Benecke.
Centre row: C Chater, C Challis, Mr Faber (Manager), M Vassard
(Asst. Manager), B Baker, N Glen
Front row: R Arnold, R Leeke, K Benecke

Midway through the first half he again swept through to score an indescribable
copy-book goal into the top of the net — this from the edge of the circle at a
sharp angle. Our defence was a little shake and the forwards inclined to disregard
opportunities. Soon after Lichtenburg’s second goal, Benecke scored from close
in. (Half time 1 — 2.)
Koster scored again soon after the restart, and this spurred the St. Mark’s team on
and they started to play beautiful open hockey. Benecke scored off a pass from
Challis and the pressure increased, although the equaliser just would not come
in the face of fine defence by Lichtenburg. The game seemed lost until Benecke,
playing a fine game, was again there to pick up a loose ball in the last minute
and execute a good flick past the goalkeeper. The game was saved with a very
agreeable result, as both sides played equally well.
vs. Mafeking High School. Won 3 — 2.
We were once again dismayed to find a gravel field and this was the most difficult
field we encountered, the ball being very difficult to control. The game itself
was very scrappy with both teams picking up loose balls but not doing anything
constructive.
After only ten minutes of his first game, Askeland left the field with an eye injury
after colliding with a Mafeking player. He was replaced by Wright. The only
goal of the first half was scored soon after this change by Kearnes, the Western
Transvaal Schools’ centre-forward. (Half time 0—1.)
Challis equalised with a nice shot from the circle edge early in the second half. It
was not long before Mafeking’s centre-forward scored again and towards the end
of the match Chater equalised. Though the game itself was dreary, this last minute
tussle gave it a spark of life and it was a toss-up who would score the winning
goal. This distinction fell to Challis two minutes from time.
vs. Lichtenburg Town. Lost 1 — 6.
We took on Lichtenburg Town, which included three Western Transvaal and
five West Griqualand Senior Provincial players, filled with misgivings. We
started with deceptive ease, Challis opening the score after five minutes. Then
Lichtenburg’s inside-left, Johan Koster, equalised, and now both sides gave the
spectators a treat as the ball was passed freely over the field and play swung
almost rythmically from one goal to the other. Midway through the first half
Lichtenburg scored their second goal (Half time 1 — 2 ).
After half time Lichtenburg became more aggressive and we were determined to
try to hold them in midfield. Mr. Faber was rather badly injured on the leg and
was hobbling around most painfully and K. Benecke had replaced Glen who had
cramp. Playing against such superior opposition we played our most sparkling
hockey as is often the case. Although we were unable to attack we were able to
prevent them scoring more than four goals in the second half. We were pleased to
hear that their captain, Mr. Laubscher, was worried enough to give his team a pep
talk at half time. Thank you very much, Lichtenburg, for a very enjoyable match.
Baker’s sturdy defence in this match must be specially mentioned.

vs. Potchefstroom Boys’ High School. Lost 1 — 2.
Here we found a very well kept grass field. Potchefstroom had nine Western
Transvaal Schools’ players in their team and had already beaten several other
prominent South African schools, so we did not favour our chances much. The
St. Mark’s defence played stubbornly and backed up well, and Potchefstroom
could not penetrate the circle until near the end of the first half when their centreforward scored (Half time 0—1).
After fifteen minutes of the second half an assault on our goal gave their righthalf a goal. After another ten minutes Tate’s clever passing enabled Vassard to
push the ball past the goalkeeper who was out of position. The game, which was
cut short for the Rhodesia-Griquas match, ended with St. Mark’s desperately
pressing for an equaliser which did not materialise.
vs. Christian Brothers’ College, Boksburg. Lost 1 — 3.
This match would rather be forgotten by our team. From our point of view it was
a failure all round. After Potchefstroom we were probably over-confident against
this — our weakest opponents on the tour. From the first bully a lethargy was
visible. After ten minutes Leeke and one of our backs had a scuffle with a C.B.C.
forward and with the circle and goal devoid of any other defence, the ball was
flicked into our goal. Only Walker and K. Benecke could be credited with good
clearances. The rest of the defence was sluggish and the forwards timid. After
twenty minutes B. Benecke scored and five minutes later C.B.C. scored again
(Half time 1 — 2).
Tate replaced Waller after half time and the game played itself out with little or no
life and no constructive hockey. C.B.C. scored again ten minutes from full time.
vs. Normal (Teachers’ Training) College, Pretoria. Won 4 — 2.
Our match with Tukkies was cancelled but we played T.T.C. Due to its very swift
arrangement it was a very friendly and sociable match. There was one aspect
of the game in which we made a mistake — our long passes were food to the
T.T.C.’s active defence. At half time we led 2 — 1 and finally beat them 4 — 2.
Challis went off to referee and we played with ten players in the second half. This
match was not a serious one and was played in a very friendly spirit.

DIARY OF THE TOUR
Wednesday 24th August:
Up at 3.30 a.m., through border at five. Wiggy provides music for songs.
Breakfast at Middelburg; Pretoria about 11.30. Visit Union Buildings and
Libertas. Play Hillview. To billets, then “Carry on Cowboy”.
Thursday 25th:
Leave at 7.30 for long hop to Lichtenburg, 150 miles. Sweltering. Match against
Lichtenburg High School. Spend free evening improving our Afrikaans.
Friday 26th:
Leave at 10 a.m. for Mafeking, 40 miles away. Even hotter here. We are to

take part in inter-schools quiz. After much involuntary volunteering and heated
argument we appoint our team: Sparky, Taplo, Selwyn and Chaporks. Zooie and
Cocky meet up with many acquaintances. Beat Mafeking High School. At school
hall music by local Beat group, then — the quiz. Taplo only knows three words
in Afrikaans — rather awkward. We find we represent Swaziland. Musical items;
Wiglets represents Swaziland at the piano.
Saturday 27th:
Leave for Lichtenburg at 10 a.m.; get there just after eleven. Go round meeting
Mr. Faber’s friends. Dr. and Mrs. Shapiro very kind, invite us for “Cokes and
cakes”. Lose to Lichtenburg Town. Dance given by School and Town teams,
also first class conjuring show.
Sunday 28th:
Day at leisure. Go to Molopo resort. Explore river and lake by raft and canoes,
Percy taking a plunge. Excellent braaivleis lunch thanks to Cookie’s team of
chefs. Bus trip to caves, then Leswane Park and back to Lichtenburg for service
at Dutch Reformed Church. After the service the Dominee kindly invites us to
his home for tea. This has been THE day of the tour as Lichtenburg is THE town
of the tour. Thank you to all the people there who were so kind to us all. Hope
you enjoy reading our School Magazine when you receive it. We keenly await
the visit of the boys and girls from the school who promised to make the trip to
Swaziland and hope to be able to come and see you again. Special thanks to Dr.
and Mrs. Shapiro for their kindness to us, and also the families De Klerk, Naude
and Bosman.
Monday 29th:
And so on to Potchefstroom, 90 miles away. Bus jerking and chugging. Hour’s
wait at Ventersdorp while bus in garage. Quick lunch at Potchefstroom and then
straight on to Klerksdorp to play curtain-raiser for Rhodesia-West Griqualand
match. After our game we watch enthralled. Later see very good film “Battle of
the Bulge.”
Tuesday 30th:
Off to Boksburg. Charlie guides us unerringly through Johannesburg. Lunch
at cafe, then to Christian Brothers for match. To billets and bed.
Wednesday 31st:
Leave for Pretoria. Charlie, Cookie, Baker and Chaporks produce new yo-yo’s.
“Juvenile” practice regarded with disdain but everyone has a go. Stop off at
Jan Smuts and at Voortrekker monument pervaded by solemn atmosphere. Visit
Kruger House then book in at excellent Hotel Assembly. After lunch frantic phone
calls secure fixture against Teachers Training College. Back at hotel Mr. Faber
presented with engraved silver beer mug in token of appreciation. Supper and
then amusement park at Pretoria Show. Then sights of the city for further hour
before going to bed.
Thursday 1st:
Into town to buy yo-yo’s for long trip back to Mbabane where we arrive at 5 p.m.,
thankful to Mr. Faber for having made the tour possible.
MELVYN VASSARD, Assist. Team Manager.

RUGBY
Rugby as a sport at St. Mark’s has taken second place to hockey this year. This
is mainly due to the size of the school and the lack of heavy rugby players. Mr.
Hamilton, a former Nyasaland rugby player, took over the coaching of our First
Team. On behalf of the rugby team we would like to thank Mr. Hamilton for the
time he spent with us and the interest he showed in the team. Owing to the lack
of match experience we lost all our games but what the team lacked in experience
they made up for it in spirit and tenacity.
Our first match was against Manzini. Even though the team was mostly made up
of newcomers we acquitted ourselves well in only losing 21 — 12.
The next two games were against Carolina and White River. We were hopelessly
outclassed and lost badly to both sides. Our next match was against the Mbabane
Bank Boys. After beating them 10 — 0 at half time, the “Saints” went to pieces
and the score was 12 — 10 at the final whistle.
For our last match we travelled to Johannesburg to play our rivals St. Martin’s.
This was our best game of the season, but in the event we only just lost 11 — 9.
We would like to thank the team for the sportsmanship and cooperation they
showed. A very special word of thanks to Mr. Faber and Mr. Strachan for the help
they gave us with transport.
C. CHALLIS AND B. BAKER.

1ST RUGBY XV
Standing from l to r: B Chater, P Collin, K Clifford, H Temple, G Davidson, A Rae, R Leeke
H Herbst, B Wessels, H Agostinho, R Arnold
Sitting from l to r:: I Garden, C Price, B Baker (Vice-Capt), Mr R Hamilton (Coach),
C Challis (Capt), G Scrimgeour, F Brindley.

GIRLS HOCKEY
The hockey season was unfortunately not as successful as it has been in the past.
We suffered a severe blow in that we lost seven of our first team players at the
end of last year, but it did not take long for the new team to settle down.
St. Mark’s was unfortunate this year to lose the League after some close games.
When the League matches were over, we travelled to Belfast and Ermelo to
play friendly matches which were enjoyed by both teams. The Second team also
played at Belfast and drew 1 — 1 after a very good game.
As usual the good spirit and determination of the hockey teams was evident
throughout the season.
Our thanks go to Mrs. Tatham for what she has done for us.
E. FOTHERINGHAM.

CRICKET
Some very enjoyable cricket has been played this season and the progress made
by the first team is now very apparent in games played against both school and
club sides. The two best games this season so far have been against Waterford
School and Usutu C.C.
Actually two fixtures were arranged between St. Mark’s and Waterford.
Unfortunately the first was marred by bad weather, which in fact forced the game
to be abandoned with Waterford in a commanding position but St. Mark’s may
well have forced a draw as the batting has proved to be strong right down to
number eleven.
In the return game the pendulum swung very much in St. Mark’s favour and
thanks to solid batting especially by B. Chater, whose undefeated century
included 16 fours, Waterford had to face the formidable total of 229 for 9
declared. At one stage Waterford looked like collapsing but thanks to intelligent
play by Adam and Bhyat they saved the game despite attacking bowling by
Challis, Scrimgeour, Garden and Glen. A feature of this game generally was the
very keen fielding by both sides and in particular a spectacular one-handed diving
catch held by Garden off his own bowling.
Against Usutu C.C. recently, although defeated on the first innings, St. Mark’s
provided the league side with some strong opposition. St. Mark’s won the toss
and captain Chater elected to bat. Although this may not in theory be the best
decision in a one-day game, in fact the decision was justified by a strong opening
stand by Glen and Garden who made 53 before the loss of Garden who was
beaten ‘in the air’ by Campbell for 37. Two wickets were lost unnecessarily by
careless running between the wickets and then three more fell quickly to the
accurate flight of Campbell. However from 90 for 7 some excellent stroke play by
the tail-enders, Colin Chater, Neil Rae, Wessels and Frith took the score to 161 of
which the latter, batting beautifully, made 29 not out.

1ST GIRLS’ HOCKEY XI
Standing l to r S Tatham, L Owen, A Gould, L Anderson, R Llewellyn,
A Williams
Sitting l to r M Donaldson, F Brindley (Vice Capt), Mrs Tatham (Coach),
E Fotheringham (Capt), S Black, M Horn.

Although losing an early wicket Usutu took command in their innings and
eventually finished with 234. Colin Chater bowled with great control to take 3 for
56 and Scrimgeour’s accurate in-swinger claimed 4 for 51.
In the second innings St. Mark’s, thanks to B. Chater who scored 70 not out,
finished with 137 for 9.
At this stage we would like to convey our thanks to clubs like Usutu and
Mbabane for their co-operation in arranging fixtures with the school. We also are
indebted to Mr. Owen and Mr. Cullen for their untiring efforts to construct the
new and impressive nets which are already in use. This especially now when we
have some very promising juniors in the school, boys such as Gillespie, Chater,
Crush, Mackenzie, Schumyn and Alan Moss who, in his first game for St. Mark’s
Secondary School, scored 37 not out and took all ten wickets against Hillview
School, Pretoria. Boys such as these have only to persevere to become cricketers
of a high standard.
St. Mark’s nevertheless will miss players of the calibre of Chater, Challis,
Garden, Scrimgeour, Glen and Tony Rae who are leaving this year, not only for
their services to St. Mark’s cricket but also for their enthusiasm for the game.
We will remember Chater’s centuries, and peerless fielding, Challis bowling,
Scrimgeour’s accurate swingers and vigorous 50 in the Malkern’s Festival and so
on for a long time to come.
For the rest of this season we look forward keenly to the Saturday League
programme, the House matches, and the visit of St. Martin’s School,
Johannesburg. Let’s hope the weather is kind to us!
Matches played to date:—
St. Mark’s v. Usutu
Lost by 5 wickets
St. Mark’s v. Mbabane
Match drawn
St. Mark’s v. Waterford
Match drawn
St. Mark’s v. Waterford
Won on 1st innings.
St. Mark’s v. Usutu
Lost on 1st innings.
R.H.

TENNIS
Although Tennis is a minor sport at St. Mark’s, a team of six girls was selected
to compete against the Belfast girls in the second term. With not much practise
we were very dubious of our chances but we were keen to play. The courts were
gravel and we found them slow in comparison to our tar ones. Much to our
surprise, and I think to many others’, we managed to come out victorious after
some very enjoyable tennis, the scores being St. Mark’s 38 games — Belfast 25
games.
A word of thanks to Miss Jones for making this match possible. I hope a keener
interest is shown in tennis at St. Mark’s in the future.
E. FOTHERINGHAM.

1ST CRICKET XI
Standing from l to r: N Glen, P Snook, P Walker, A Rae, B Wessels, N Rae.
Sitting from l to r: C Chater, G Scrimgeour, C Challis (Vice-Capt), Mr R Hamilton (Coach)
B Chater (Capt), I Garden, A Frith

SWIMMING
The first term, which is usually devoted to athletics and other sports with
swimming as a part time relaxation, was unusually active for swimmers this
year. The change of routine was due to the arrival of three Australian women
swimmers of world calibre, Linda McGill, Ilsa Conrads and Ruth Everett. They
came to Swaziland for a couple of weeks to coach boys and girls of the Primary
and Secondary Schools.
It was obvious that the coaches intended to achieve some improvement and apart
from kicking a couple of people into the bath and helping to haul out a few others,
they worked the swimmers hard and left their mark on the standard and style of
the majority of them. We are sure that those who made this coaching possible are
rewarded by seeing the great improvement in the standard all round. Before they
left Mbabane, the Australians gave a demonstration of various strokes, which
was attended by the school. Thanks go to all those concerned for making this
profitable opportunity possible. Special thanks must go to Mrs. Mafalda Smith,
Mr. Sahl of the Oribi Tea room, Mr. Strachan and the Headmaster, Mr. Owen.
The 1965 Gala was won by Watts house for the third year in succession.
Congratulations to all Watts competitors and also to the other two houses which
put up a very fine show. Thanks to the coaches, Mrs. Smith, Mr. Keys and Mr.
Strachan and to all those who helped with the organisation, thus making the day
most successful.
The 1966 season started at the beginning of the third term and some enthusiastic
training is taking place. Mr. Faber has taken over the boys’ section while Mrs.
Smith continues to coach the girls. There are a number of new swimmers and
with the keenness that has been shown already it is hoped that the 1966 Gala will
show as high a standard as last year, if not a higher standard.
S. BLACK.

1965 GALA — RECORD BREAKERS
Girls’ U16 Backstoke, 50m: S. Black, 40.9 sec. (43.7)
Boys’ U16 Backstroke, 50m: G. Davidson, 38.8 sec. (39.3)
Boys’ Freestyle Plate, 25m: G. Brett, 14.5 sec. (15.1)
Boys’ U14 Butterfly, 25m: J. Tate, 18.6 sec. (18.8)
Girls’ U14 Breaststroke, 50m: H. Reissmann, 47.5 sec. (48.0)
Boys’ U14 Backstroke, 50m: K. Vassard, 41.8 sec. (42.6)
Boys’ Open Freestyle, 50m: L. Murray, 30.6 sec. (31.2)
And Final Score
Watts
115
Tugmans
95
Queens
87

QUEENS
Housemaster:
Mr. S. Moloney
Housemistress:
(Vacant).
House captains:
E. Fotheringham and B. Baker.
Athletics:
E. Fotheringham and B. Baker.
Cricket:
B. Chater.
Hockey:
E. Fotheringham and B. Baker.
Rugby:
B. Baker.
Swimming:
M. Donaldson and B. Chater.
Queens won the House of the Year award in 1965 and this has strengthened
the Queens team. Everyone in the House has proved loyal in keeping up the
tremendous House spirit.
We would like to thank Mr. Moloney and Mr. Bennett (who joined Queens at the
beginning of the year) for their co-operation and advice.
Well done, Queens!

Athletics
Queens started the year off tremendously well by winning both the Senior and
Junior Cross Country events. The Cross Country Relay was also won by Queens.
On sports day, Queens competitors tried their level best in all events and were
unfortunate to lose to Watts. Distinct House spirit was shown in the fine support
of the spectators.

Cricket
Queens won the House matches last year. The House matches have not been
played yet, but we hope to do as well as last year.

Hockey
At the end of the hockey season we played the hockey House matches which
were all close and showed evidence of some very good hockey. In the event
Queens girls came a close second to Watts. The girls combined well and there is
much promise for the future.
The boys’ games were also close and fast with Queens once again being placed
second. All games proved very exciting and the usual House spirit was shown.

Rugby
For the second year in succession Queens has managed to win the Rugby House
matches. In the first match Queens played first class rugby and beat Tugmans
14 — 6. The Queens team then played the Watts team and beat them convincingly
29 — 3.

WATTS
Housemaster:
Mr. A. Strachan.
Housemistress:
Miss L. King.
House Captains:
F. Brindley and G. Wright.
Athletics:
F. Brindley and M. Vassard.
Cricket:
P. Walker.
Hockey:
F. Brindley and M. Vassard.
Rugby:
C. Price.
Swimming:
S. Black and G. Davidson.
Watts started the year successfully by winning the Inter-House athletics
competition in March. This put a zest into all Watts members and their
determination to win the “House of the Year” award has been more obvious than
ever.
We were glad to have Mr. Strachan back as our official Housemaster this year.
Mr. Hamilton left us and joined Tugmans and we are grateful to him for all he did
for Watts. We take this opportunity to thank Miss King for her contribution to the
House, and to welcome Mr. Faber to Watts House.
We lost a number of members at the close of last year but were fortunate in
gaining a number of juniors who really have strengthened our position in the
sports sphere. The continuation of the fine team spirit has created a happy
atmosphere for all our members during the year.
To all Watts members — thanks for everything, especially your determination and
loyalty. All the best for next year, Watts!

Athletics:
The season started with the usual Cross-Country runs and our congratulations
go to Queens for winning all three events, and to J. Tate and Tugmans House for
winning the gruelling Cradle Rock Run.
Watts started showing a revival in the athletics heats which they won. No House
started as firm favourite on Sports Day, but in the very misty morning Watts
accumulated a useful but still insecure lead in the field events. After lunch the
mist lifted and once the races got under way the previously dormant House spirit
awoke and soon a pitch of subdued excitement become almost tangible between
our competitors who seemed to have only one thing in mind when they ran
— Watts! The excitement in the House was especially visible and audible when
we won all the 4x 110 relays.
Shelley Black broke the open discus record while C. Price and E. Leigh broke
the Under 16 long jump and discus records respectively. Congratulations to Price
for gaining the boys’ highest aggregate — he won all of his five events; Frances
Brindley and Tony Rae on their Victrix and Victor Ludorum.
On this day’s showing Watts can be justly proud of its effort. Thank you Tugmans
and Queens for a very enjoyable Athletics season.

Girls’ Hockey
Watts girls won the Inter-House matches this year. We were fortunate to have
the majority of the 1st. XI players in our team but this did not put Queens
and Tugmans off. The team had to be swapped around and some girls were in
positions they had never played before.
We played Queens first and this proved to be a hard game for both sides with
the score even until the end of the second half what Watts shot the winning goal.
The final score was 3 — 2.
Our game against Tugmans was slower as they were playing some complete
novices in their team although they gave us a fair game. We scored four goals
against their nil.
Thank you, Watts, for your sideline support and the best of luck for next year’s
matches.

Boys’ Hockey
Watts fielded a team with one First Team player and several newcomers to the
game, but we did not do too badly in the House matches. We took the field against
Queens filled with misgivings, but to our surprise we almost turned out giantkillers! After a goalless first half, Queens eventually beat us 1 — 0.
We took on Tugmans with a little more confidence which was our mistake as we
just managed to get a consolation goal to lose 4 — 0 to them.
Well tried, Watts, and congratulations and thanks to Queens and Tugmans for two
most enjoyable matches. But beware — we are already in training for next year.

Rugby
Watts played a small part in this year’s Inter-House rugby. Tugmans and Queens
were superior in speed and weight and consequently we lost both matches.
Congratulations to Queens on winning.

Swimming
The 1965 Gala was won by Watts who have held this position for the past three
years. Thanks to all the competitors and the rest of the house who all turned up
willingly to the heats. Everyone did their best to obtain a few points which all
added up to help Watts to be top scorers once again.
Queens and Tugmans put up a good fight and with the ideal weather, the gala was
a great success all round.
Much enthusiasm has been shown so far this year and we wish all Watts the best
of luck for the coming gala and let us hope that the same competitive spirit is
shown this year by both swimmers and spectators as in the previous year.

TUGMANS
Housemaster:

Mr. R. Hamilton.

Housemistress:

Miss I. Taylor.

House captains:

L. Anderson and C. Chaliis.

Athletics:

C. Hooper and S.Long

Cricket:

C. Challis.

Hockey:

L. Anderson and C. Challis.

Rugby:

C. Challis.

Swimming:

M. Horn and H. Temple.

Athletics
The year opened with the Cross Country, but although Tugmans trained hard
we unfortunately came second in both the Cross Country and the Cross Country
Relay which were won by Queens. Congratulations! Well done John Tate for
winning the Junior Cross Country with a record.
Unfortunately Watts and Queens proved too strong for Tugmans in the athletics.
Congratulations to Watts for winning.
Although Tugmans was not very successful in the athletics, spirit and effort could
clearly be seen.

Girls’ Hockey.
There were few girls in the Tugmans’ team who played for the school in the First
team, but everyone combined well and put up a good show. Watts who came out
on top, beat us 4 — 0, and Queens also beat us 7 — 0.

Boys’ Hockey
This year, for the first time, hockey was played as an Inter-House sport by the
boys. Our first game was played in good spirit and we beat Watts 4 — 1. The
other match against Queens proved to be a hard and fast game with the final score
of 2 — 0 in our favour.

Rugby
Tugmans has for the second year in succession come second in the House
matches. Queens has come first both times and they deserve congratulations.
Our first match was against Watts whom we beat 33 — 0. Although this was a
big defeat Watts never gave up and played with determination to the end. Queens
managed to beat us 14 — 6 and here the fighting spirit of Tugmans was evident
right up to the finish of the game. A good performance Tugmans and keep it up.

LITERARY SECTION
HAIKU
Many readers will be unfamiliar with the form of verse known as the haiku. It
comes from the Japanese, and in its most precise form is subject to a complicated
pattern of rules, which makes the writing of a haiku a very highly skilled and
difficult achievement. However, for the purposes of a school, we use a very
much simplified form, based on the one rule that the haiku should have seventeen
syllables — although you will find that some of the haiku here do not obey this.
The virtue of the haiku is its shortness. There is only space to express one idea,
and so the verses tend to be a very direct expression of what the writer is feeling.
Another virtue is the very free use of the language, where the rules of grammar
do not apply, and the only test of a good haiku is whether it communicates or not.
This simplifies the problem for the writer and enables him to express ideas and
feelings that would very probably be bogged down in any attempt to render it in a
verse of more formal style.
For me, there is a freshness and honesty in these haiku that is very attractive; and
I hope that for you, the reader, this will also be true. I think you will enjoy them
(who could not enjoy the lovely expression ‘as innocent as a duck’?); and, if you
have the time, why not try a few yourself? Remember, seventeen syllables and no
holds barred, but you must communicate.

MORNING OF SCHOOL
1. Children groan as the bell rings. I try to remove chewed pencil from my
mouth.
2. Droning teachers, groaning pupils, strangling collar, smell of lunch in desk.
3. Dust on pupils, teachers, school books, white dust. Glazed eyes, laughter
opens the eyes.
4. Endless lessons drag on while staff teach and scholars’ minds drift far away.
5. With the taste of breakfast
In my mouth
I plod wearily on to school.
6. Clothes with no comfort; fingered disregarded books. Voices No-one
listens.
7. Essential processes of interest and boredom.
The world ignored.
8. Heat of words of facts, figures, ideas
In the heat the brain is frozen.
9. Fatigued pupils with scratching pencils and books, dust in air. Forlorn
teacher sighs.
10. Women shrieking and screaming
‘Fig’ squirting his bottle of water
In their ears and looking innocent as a duck.
Form IIIA.

THE LONG WEEKEND
Written the Morning Before
1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

Liberty on verge
Of materialising;
Spontaneous laughter.
Bell rings,
Pandemonium ensues,
Jubilant mob to hostel.
Home at last.
Bell rings, we go home,
week-end flies by,
bell rings again;
back at school.
Lying in bed on a long week-end
on long week-ends;
A sick mind tortured
with haiku.
Slow deliberation
On a sudden liberation
Of three days.

And the Morning After
1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

Tired and frustrated,
Back to the grindstone
Another three weeks to go.
Time went fast, too fast,
Back at school we sit and wait,
Watching time crawl by.
Children groaning and moaning
Crawl back to school
Work, more work, more work, more.
Sitting in class
Trying to look intelligent
Unsuccessfully.
Sunburnt nose and back
Sleeping between all lessons
Oh, for a Coke.
Form IVA.

Going Home After School
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.

The toll of the bell and the scatter of people.
The time of going home has come.
The throwing up of bashers and the whistling of boys
make this a happy moment.
Bell rings, children shout, teachers sigh;
the day’s at end.
Children noisily pack away their books,
slamming desk lids and shouting across at each other.
Going home after school isn’t nice and I don’t like it.
Fidgeting feet, bell rings, desks clatter,
shout of voices, sudden silence.
Banging of desks, scraping of chairs.
Teachers yelling last minute orders for prep.
As I wend my way home, I kick stones off the road and
convert a few.
I grab my books, run up the steps;
when I reach the road I tear down it.

Young Love
1.
2.

Young love’s a dream, an exciting happening, a dead loss.
Lovers sitting in park, air of romance, laughing, joking,
girl crying, boy mocking.
All in the game.
Form IIB.

Sea
1.
2.

The seagull flew low over the land and cried loudly.
The waves saw it fly.
The grey and white shark swam slowly towards the waiting jellyfish,
Why did it wait?
Form IIA.

Sunset
1.
2.

The colourful leaves floated past the sunset
Passing the dying trees.
The leaves are like a carpet crunching beneath.
The sunset makes them glow.
Form IA.

REALLY ILL
The doctor came towards me, a large smile across his face. “How nice of you to
come to stay with us”, he said. “I’m sure you’ll love it here. Won’t he, Gladys?”
(Gladys was the young smiling nurse who had just come in.)
“You’re to go to the yellow room, Mr. O’Connor,” he said. He explained further
that here at ‘Hillside’ they gave rooms colours instead of numbers as this was
more ‘family-like’.
I did not care where I went; it was all the same to me. I thought back to what I’d
heard the specialist say to my sister: “Most of the time he is quite lucid, but there
are those sad times when he is, er, um, shall I say, not altogether satisfied with
how he’s being treated and wants to hurt people.” Those words went through my
mind as we walked through the carpeted corridors to the yellow room. The bars
on the windows were made to look like burglar guards and the rest of the room
was comfortably furnished.
The doctor left and the nurse began to unpack my belongings into the wardrobe.
Afterwards the nurse led me into the recreation room where I was introduced
to the other patients. A little old lady of about sixty cornered me and told me
with every sign of pride that she had been there the longest and was definitely
incurable. This last was said with a beam of pleasure.
I decided to try working with clay and, as I made little grotesque figures and
tramped them on them, I was aware of the frowns of the nurses on duty. What
did it matter? It was all the same to me.
TERENCE JENKINS IVA.

THE KILLER
The alleyway was dark and eerie. The dim street lamps could hardly be seen
through the swirling grey mist. The moon was a bright silver disc which lit the
street at odd intervals where the mist parted.
Shadows lurched drunkenly across the narrow road, making the fugitive start as
the shadows changed and were quickly reformed. He seemed to be but another
shadow moving down the lonely street. Darting swiftly, almost expertly, from
shadow to darker shadow, he glanced over his shoulder but could not, as yet,
distinguish his pursuer and enemy through the grey light.
Then he heard it, a distant patter of hard leather shoes on the pavement, not fifty
yards behind him. Frantically, he sought a hiding place and, finding none which
was suitable; he turned down a side street and to his relief saw a doorway which
could, with a tight squeeze, hide him completely. He almost collapsed on the step,
gulping in huge breaths of air, his heart pounding in his ears so that he could no
longer hear the other man’s footsteps. He controlled, with difficulty, the sudden
rise of fear and panic.
Breathing evenly, once more, he heard the footsteps continue down the alleyway.
He listened as they gradually faded in the distance and with a sigh of pure relief
he relaxed and drew out a packet of Lexington cigarettes, muttering to himself:
“All this just for a darn’ advertisement.”
CYNTHIA HOOPER IVA.

FRENCH CROSSWORD PUZZLE

HORIZONTALEMENT
1.
Les enfants les font souvent pour leurs mères. (11)
7.
Va en haut. (5)
9.
Faire. (5)
11.
Orages de pluie congelèe. (7)
13.
Elle est de 15 ans. (5)
14.
Enlèves un vetement. (4)
15.
De ce coté-ei. (4)
17.
Sorte de lémur. (4)
19.
Mauvais poètes. (7)
22.
Une voiture le fait sur la route. (5)
23.
Claire. (5)
24.
Ouvriers qui fabriquent le nitre. (11)
VERTICALEMENT
1.
Ordonneras. (11)
2.
Ce qu’on fait a un repas. (5)
3.
Conception. (4)
4.
Attire dans la bouche. (4)
5.
Contraire d’est. (5)
6.
Evaluées trop haut. (11)
8.
Sorte de filet de pêche. (7)
10.
Contraire de “referme”. (7)
12.
Agile. (5)
16.
Impitoyable. (5)
18.
Etoile. (5)
20.
Conduit. (4)
21.
Joindre. (4)
Solution on page 86

THREE POEMS ON THE SEA
The foaming waves pound on the shore
And hurl themselves against the rocks,
Whilst the gulls swoop for joy as of yore
Screaming and wheeling in the flying spray.
The dark cliffs rear up to the seat
Of heaven, and stand firm against
The tumultuous sea, beating with the heat
Of its fury and frustrated anger.
The wide waves roll from beach to beach
Across the depths of the cruel deep
Which covers a secret Hades, and reaches
Into the most sombre caverns below.
SUSAN ELLIOTT IVA
Beautiful but useless
She laps the sandy shore
Twisting, curling,
Showing her teeth in the shallow bay.
Powerful and restless
She storms the rocky crags
Leaping, grasping,
Throwing white foam writhing onto dark rocks.
Purple and peaceful,
She reflects a gold moon’s path
Drifting, shifting,
Rolling gently onto a dark coral beach.
Silent and moving
She is like the mind of man,
Changing, ebbing,
Working out the tide of an eternal spirit.
NIGEL MACKAY IVA.

The distant shadows stream habitually on,
Incessant with the shifting sands,
Roll on to far-off moving shores,
Moving shores of timeless lands.
Distant shadows of a time distant sea,
And the ocean with its countless hands,
Has stirred and moved numberless men
To life long worship and mutiny.
Long past Sailors with long past plans
To reach and explore the vast unknown,
Have found in the sea a true friend and enemy;
To help, but also to cut all life’s bands.
But the sea with all its wealth,
Resource and potential will continue to be
A friend to love, but a foe to fear,
A useful instrument, but an uncontrollable toy.
PAUL BOWLER IVA

LOW TIDE
The sun was just rising and it cast a pale red light on the smooth empty beach.
The tide was right out and the sand seemed to stretch on and on. Bits of wood and
dried up seaweed lay about the beach, unwanted, where the sea had thrown them.
Further down the beach lay jelly fish, pale cold blobs, waiting patiently for the sea
to reclaim them.
The rocks, usually submerged, were now standing out against the pale light of the
sun, dark and menacing. Some water was trapped in little hollows in their rough
surfaces and in these pools little fishes played amongst the pretty sea anemones,
safe for a short time from the bigger savage brothers, who, when the sea came in,
would rush in to claim them.
A lone crab scuttled sideways along the beach, terrified at being left alone by the
sea. Suddenly a dark shadow appeared over him and with a scream of triumph
a gull swooped and picked him up, only to drop him again, dashing his shell to
pieces on the hard, unfriendly rocks.
An old beachcomber plodded along, bent almost double as he searched the beach
for anything that the sea may have left behind. He left a solitary path of footsteps
along the beach and every now and then he would find some new treasure
carelessly left by the sea.
The sun rose higher and its light became brighter, seeming to dance across the
sea. Little waves began to lick higher and higher up the shore and the sea lazily
returned, greedily to swallow up most of the beach.
HILARY THOMSON, IIA.

DURBAN OR BUST
I set off from Johannesburg at four o’clock on Wednesday 31st August by bicycle
for Durban. I was very unfit and very cold when I left. I carried all my luggage in
a kitbag weighing twenty pounds. I was keen to make Durban in four days as my
brother had done a few months before. By the time I reached Alberton I began to
feel numb from the cold. My hands froze to the handlebars and I could not feel
my legs or feet but as the sun rose I warmed up and felt more cheerful. I passed
through Heidelburg and stopped for the first time at a small town called Balfour,
fifty miles south of Johannesburg.
It became very hot after this and soon my leather cycling gloves were soaked with
perspiration. However I still felt fit and had become used to the ten gears I had
fixed onto the bicycle the night before. I passed through Greylingstad and reached
Standerton by lunch time. This was the first hundred miles and they seemed to
pass very quickly and, apart from being a little saddle sore, I felt fine.
I ate a big lunch and then left for Volksrust in the southern Transvaal. Up to
this point the land had been fairly flat but now it became very hilly. I reached
Volksrust as the sun was setting, having covered one hundred and fifty miles in
thirteen hours. I was very saddle sore but my legs were not tired. I felt fresh after
a long bath in an hotel and found that the side of my body that had faced the sun
all day was a deep red.
I slept very well that night and left at sunrise the next morning with the wind
against me and I found it hard going. I rode through Charlestown and arrived at
the top of Laing’s Nek Pass where I had to stop to take a photo of the beautiful
view below me with the snow-clad Drakensburg Mountains in the distance. I
sped down the long mountain pass and stopped for breakfast at Newcastle where
I filled my water bottle, realising that it had to last to Ladysmith, seventy miles
away. Halfway to Ladysmith my water bottle was empty and I was so thirsty
when I got there that I drank three pints of milk. I did not stop for lunch because I
knew that if I could reach Estcourt that night, I could make Durban in three days.
With the wind against me, I rode down the long hill into Colenso when my cap
blew off and I nearly broke the brake fitting trying to stop. The sun set when I was
ten miles outside Estcourt but I forced myself on although unfitness had caught
up with me. As I sped down the hill my light fell off and I could not see where I
was going. The road curved to the right while I went straight on, over some veld
and into a ditch. I was very shaken but I pressed on and arrived in Estcourt at last,
exhausted and hungry.
The following morning, Friday, was cold and overcast and when I arrived at the
top of Griffin’s Hill it was so misty that I could only see a few yards ahead of me.
I was freezing and when I arrived in Mooi River for breakfast I felt like a block
of ice. After Mooi River the roads improved and I did not have to worry about
the traffic. I soon reached Nottingham Road and swept down to Lion’s River
without a single vehicle overtaking me. At midday I raced down the hill into
Pietermaritzburg and headed for Durban. I cycled as fast as I could and arrived in
Kloof, ten miles outside Durban, where I stayed with Basil Chater until Sunday
morning when I left for Scottburg.

When I arrived in Scottburgh to stay with Nick Glen, I found that I had covered
the four hundred and fifty miles in forty hours without a single puncture.
I had beaten my brother by a day.
IAN GARDEN, VA.

TURN OF THE TIDE
“What shall we do with him now?” asked Fred, who did not quite know what to
do with a dead body.
“Put him on the launch, take him upriver and dump him”, was the leader’s reply.
About ten o’clock on a cold winter’s night, a small launch sped hastily up the
Thames; under Tower Bridge, under Westminster Bridge and past Kew where
it stopped for about a minute. The tide was just going out and the launch came
downstream much faster than it had gone up. By half past ten it was anchored at
Charing Cross and not a soul was in sight save a lonely policeman on his beat
who noticed nothing.
At dawn next day the newspaper headlines were “Mining Magnate Missing.”
The Criminal Investigation Department had been contacted by the housekeeper
where Mr. McArthur, the magnate, had lived. Blood stains were found in his
study and there were signs of a struggle as well. On the radio and through
television people were asked to contact the police if they had seen or heard
anything strange during the night. A drunkard from the Chelsea area telephoned
the police to say that, after being thrown out of a night-club, he had heard a
small boat going up the river. He also assured them that he was not drunk at that
time. The owner of the “White Hart”, a small public house at Kew, said he had
walked outside to go to his cellar for some wine when he saw a small launch
going upstream. “It did not go very much further up than Kew”, he said, “then it
stopped and came back again.”
The police were using drag-nets from their launches but at midday the low tide
had discovered the body for them. The Inspector in charge said that they would
not have found it if it had not been for the tide.
The culprits were brought into the police station on a minor charge, but being so
scared, they confessed that they had committed the crime.
ANTHONY DICKS 11A.

FRACTIONS
They stand there, big and bold and black,
Those awful fractions just stare back
At me and I just do not know
The answer to that ghastly row.
Relief! the bell for break has gone,
We hand in our papers one by one,
Oh now for a very wanted rest,
Before I find that I’ve plugged my test.
E. TURNBULL IB.

DOORS
Doors are very common in our lives today and so we do not take much notice
of them. It is only when we are impressed by a really magnificent door that we
stop and take notice. If we stop for a moment during our busy lives we will soon
see what a wonderful variety of doors there are, and how ingeniously they are
designed and made to suit their purpose and our environment. So, let us pause,
even if only for a few minutes and study the different types of doors and their
characteristics.
In South Africa the characteristic architecture is the Cape Dutch and the doors
gracing these houses are usually stable doors. They are, so to speak, doors cut in
half, so that the two halves may move independently of each other. This kind of
door has become common in most farmhouses and is made of stout teak, either
fluted or carved. In the old Cape houses, the doors boasted huge brass knockers
and elaborately designed brass hinges and escutcheon plates.
The double doors of the large houses of America and England were identically
patterned. They sometimes have stained-glass panels in them or are beautifully
carved. The same kind of doors, but not so well finished off are found in garages
and other outbuildings. The one door can be bolted securely while the other
functions in the same manner as an ordinary door.
French windows that have the appearance of windows are really doors made of
glass. They are very convenient for quick access from the verandah to the sitting
room, and they also offer an unobstructed view of the countryside.
In many of the large building in the city there are revolving doors coming from a
central axis and at right angles to one another. They have a steel frame in which
the glass is secured. This glass has to be very thick and shatterproof, so that if
it is knocked it will not break. The doors are secured by the central axis so that
they can only revolve in one direction to avoid accidents — but it is amazing how
many people try to go the opposite way.
A door that is becoming very common is the sliding door: it runs on rollers and
is pulled aside as one draws curtains aside. The wall has a groove in it and the
door is pushed into this groove. The disadvantage of this door is that the runners
produce a fair amount of squeaks. Some of the latest models have rubber runners
and this certainly does help to cut down the noise. Folding doors are a modified
version of the sliding door and are made of thick leather material so that they can
fold like a fan, and do not have to have a groove in the wall.
The ‘thing’ in doors today is the automatic door which opens as you approach it
and closes again after you have passed through. This is done by a beam of light
across the passage to the door which triggers off the mechanism for opening
the door when the beam is broken. Very few people fail to be fascinated by this
product of modern science.
We have touched on only a few of the doors of today and tomorrow and there are
many other kinds. So next time you go out have a look at all the doors you pass
through, and you will be surprised at the great variety to be found.
MARION HORN IVA.

THE WONDERFUL PLAN
All the soft rosy red, the deep blue, the powder blue and the subtle grey curtains
were drawn and showed an ominous black to the world.
Indeed life did look black in the heavens among the gods. Bacchus stopped
drinking his red, almost crimson, sweet wine and contemplated the sad events
around him. Apollo tried in vain with the help of Pallas Athene to think of a plan,
accompanying their efforts with the soft lilts of rather sad music. The beautiful
Aphrodite also tried to help, though nobody was in the mood for her kind
thoughts as they felt that since she had not managed to calm those who mattered,
she was not much use.
Those who mattered were Zeus, their beloved Father, and his haughty jealous
wife, Hera. Hera threatened divorce and was all for running to court, but Zeus,
who was really quite fond of his beautiful wife, did not want this. Both had been
storming at each other for weeks and, of course, there were many tears among the
deities.
Everybody, having recovered from their woe, thought that they ought to dry up
those tears and stop playing at heroines, and try to be heroes; so they immediately
smiled wanly at one another, and over their beautiful shiny heads of glory placed
golden thinking caps.
Ares, who had not been throwing his full ten feet around for once, had been
sitting quietly also trying to think, although everybody claimed that this was
impossible and that he was merely resting his wound-riddled body while he
could; but, in fact he was thinking and very hard at that.
Suddenly he jumped up, rocking the heavens with his weight, and roared in his
loud harsh voice that he had a solution. Why nobody had thought of it, he could
not imagine, but why should they not go to war?
Everybody grinned, dismissed him with a wave of their long graceful hands and
carried on thinking their deep thoughts.
Only one person did not dismiss this simple but fierce god and that was Poseidon,
who considered it an excellent idea and told him so. So they both put their heads
together and planned.
Before anybody has much time to gather their wits together, the heavens were
divided over the petty quarrel as to whether Zeus and Hera sounded more like
frogs as the days went by or not. Those who supported the view that they did
found themselves led by Poseidon into war against Ares, whose followers held
the opposite view.
Ares and Poseidon then went to Zeus and Hera: if Ares won, man and wife should
stay together; but if Poseidon won, they should separate.
For a week the heavens thundered with the sound of hooves and the flash of silver
and gold swords and the shouts of the angry gods.
Gradually, Poseidon retreated and eventually surrendered. Both sides made up
with much hugging and tearful kissing; and then the rumour spread that Ares and
Poseidon had planned this war.
Naturally Zeus and Hera made up and anyway they were tired of fighting, so
they decided not to have any more tiffs. Both lived happily (until Hera was again
overcome with jealousy) while all the gods congratulated themselves on their
wonderful plan.
PETA PRICE, IVA.

LATIN CROSSWORD PUZZLE

ACROSS
7.
8.
11.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
23.
25.
27.
29.

A chief of the Helvetii (genitive). (11)
I am making an effort. (5)
Feminine of pater. (5)
Conjunction used in double questions. (2)
Birthplace of Apollo and Diana. (5)
Give! (2)
I rear. (3)
Conjunction. (3)
Preposition governing accusative or ablative.
In the big city. (5)
200. (2)
You aren’t talking. (5)
I am elected. (5)
Ducem. (11)

DOWN
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
9.
10.
12.
13.

A meal. (5)
He acted. (4)
To be stationed. (5)
I’m all of a shake. (5)
He is in need. (4)
“Per ardua ad
“. (5)
Vain (dative singular). (5)
Smell (ablative singular).
A pole. (5)
I bring up. (5)

(5)

(2)

19.
21.
22.
24.
26.
28.

This very man. (5)
Future participle of odi (nominative masculine plural). (5)
Hannibal split rocks with this (ablative). (5)
I burn. (5)
Romulus’ mother? (4)
I am off the track. (4)
Solution on page 86

EMLEMBE
The mighty water-tower of Swaziland,
Made of stone, grass trees and sand,
Has been standing there for centuries,
Studded all over with Mopane and waterberry trees.
In summer the grass is lush and green,
But in winter you can see where the flowers have been.
The mist over the summit during a storm,
The duiker snuggles further down to keep warm:
Lightening flashes now and again during the night
Illuminating wet nothingness to sight.
Drops of water hang from drooping protea,
As the thunder rumbles so very near.
After the rain the mountain is a maze of colour
Yellow, orange, red and pink — you’ll never find duller!
The cows lazily chew the cud,
Standing on squelchy mud,
The red ball of light drops from view
In the morning there’s sure to be dew.
JOEY ARKELL IVA.

NATURE
A sublunary mountain rises to tremendous height,
Where the white clouds produce a picturesque sight,
Where even the eagles and vultures cannot reach
And where the forever howling wind disturbs the deathly silence.
And out of the blue of the heavens,
From the depths of the dark seas
Over which the sea gulls spread their wings,
A temperamental wind gently scampers the ocean.
A sole trawler hobbles the waves
And there a whale presents its leeward side
As it rolls in all its might
A thrifty wind hits the sail.
MICHAEL HERKENRATH IVA.

EXPLORING ON A BICYCLE
As I have spent quite a few years exploring on my bicycle, I would like to give
some other suckers some advice.
Before setting off, load your saddle bag with patches, glue, screws, spanners,
chains, new tyres, handlebars, etc. — in fact enough to make a new bicycle.
If you do not possess a puncture repair outfit, load your saddlebag down with
weights — it slows you down, and you don’t have so far to walk home.
Having got your lunch ready — optimistic, this: you will arrive home in time for
breakfast — you will set off on your exploring.
When you have picked up your now bruised lunch off the drive, you will find that
your saddle has come off or that your spokes are twisted, and you will have to fix
them.
We will pretend that you have got off to a good start, and are pedalling along the
high road when your chain snaps, and you arc starting to gain momentum down
a long steep incline. As you go to your destruction, you remember two things:
first, that your brakes don’t work, and second, that you have not renewed your life
insurance policy. You manage to evade the bend at the bottom and come to rest in
a river.
You pick yourself up, dust your clothes and decide to eat your midday meal.
While you eat, you are surrounded by hordes of hungry Africans who stare in
amazement at the ease with which you swallow your sardines. As you drink
your hot tea (you know it’s hot from the remarks of the piccanin you spilt some
on), a child makes off with your saddlebag. Having persuaded him that it is not
for sale, you continue on your journey. You might never reach your destination
and it might have been advisable to bring your supper as well; but never mind
— you’ve done your best.
J. CULVERWELL, IIIA.

U.S.A. — T.V.
As our ship neared New York I could hardly wait to get off, especially as after
two years without Television in Tanzania, I would finally see it again. During our
first few weeks of leave I watched Television day and night, never hearing my
parents’ pleas and having to be dragged away for meals and bedtime.
Television in the United States starts at about six o’clock in the morning and
ends at three o’clock at night — sometimes later. During this time you can view
cartoons, quiz and game shows, soap operas and many other programmes. It is
like Springbok Radio only you can see it. At night there are programmes ranging
from prehistoric times to outer space.
Most T.V. shows are sponsored by private companies and the commercials can
be as short as 10 seconds or as long as 60 seconds. They can be about anything
from soup to soapsuds and some of them are funny but some are far fetched.
Commercials during the prime time from 7 p.m. to 11 p.m. cost much more
than those during the day when only housewives are watching while they do the
ironing.

Following the news at eleven, movies are often shown. Some networks carry the
Late Show, followed by the Late-Late Show, and a few in New York City the
Late-Late-Late Show. This year “The Bridge on the River Kwai” will be shown
and the price of the showing rights was $2,000,000, or R 1,400,000. Many of the
movies on Television were seen by my parents at my age, but the quality of the
movies is improving and some very recent films are being shown.
There are several shows which have been on for many years including
“Bonanza”, “The Virginian”, “Walt Disney” and “Ed Sullivan”. “Bonanza” is
a western about two brothers who lived with their father in the West during the
1870’s. It is shown weekly and is watched by more people in the U.S. than any
other show. “The Virginian” is another western and these two have been on for
seven years. “Walt Disney” is a show mainly for children and films such as “Son
of Flubber” and “Pollyana” were first shown on this programme, which has
lasted for six years. The “Ed Sullivan Show”, which has run for fifteen years,
is a Variety show made up of pop music, ballet, comedians, famous singers and
orchestras. The Beatles were first introduced to America on this show.
Many of the new shows this year are spy stories which are modelled on
James Bond although a few are satirical. “Batman” has started a craze and
manufacturers are selling Batman capes, shoes, hats and everything imaginable.
Do not think everything on T.V. consists of this sort of programme, there are also
educational networks whose programmes are being shown in schools, and many
states have their own educational networks. There are no commercials on these
programmes and events such as space launchings are shown. Every night there
are news broadcasts at 6 p.m. and 11 p.m.
During the weekends there is much sport on Television including baseball and
football — but not, I’m afraid, cricket, rugger or soccer. Women all over the
country are annoyed as their husbands or boyfriends sit glued to the sets.
Mbabane is a great place to live, but I wish there was T.V. Maybe the King
DIANE PAPPAS IA.

GONE
I have been sitting here for over thirty-five minutes, and do you know why? — I
want to write something for you. During that thirty-five minutes I have scratched
over a hundred question marks on the table and drawn Mickey Mouse on my
arm. I drew him with a broad grin and when I tense my arm his grin turns upside
down.
That’s not all. I’ve taken a button off my shirt and am now spinning it on the
table. It catches the reflection of the light and looks like a jewel — I wish it was.
It is raining outside, and it’s a bit cold; with my button off I have a draught down
my front.
And that’s not all either. I have decided to write something as far from
meaningless as possible.
CHARLES PRICE IIIB.

ANYONE FOR A CHAMPION
Although Life-Saving does not strike one immediately as being a way of gaining
success and trophies, it does in fact carry its fair share of glory. This sport,
although very hard work and requiring a fairly strong swimmer, can be very
pleasurable. If one is looking for badges, trophies and medals, they are not out
of reach. Life-Saving has six main exams, these being Intermediate, Bronze
medallion, Bronze Cross, Award of Merit, Distinction and Diploma. These
sections are again sub-divided. Water Work entails such things as fetching bricks
from varying depths, towing bodies, various releases from struggling bodies and
landing of a supposedly unconscious person. Land Drill consists of Artificial
Resuscitation and last but not least is the Theory. This includes know-ledge of the
heart, lungs and other organs important for respiration, as well as how to act in
various circumstances.
In England they have formed a Schools Life-Saving Association. Every year
this Association holds a Life-Saving competition when divisional competitions
held in the different regions send winning teams to the National Championship,
usually held three months later. The National is held in a different town each year
and last year Sunderland was chosen. A team from the school I was at had been
practising hard and it was with great pride that we heard that they, entering for the
first time against hardened experts, had won the coveted championship title. They
brought home a shield, the Arthur Mothersdale Trophy, to be kept for a year and
they were also awarded certificates and English School Swimming Association
Colours. Returning with their trophies they were tired, triumphant and very
happy. The team of five, four, swimmers and one reserve, were trained by police
and practised twice a week.
This is just one example of four talented swimmers who turned their attention to
Life-Saving and are doing very well at it.
If you enjoy swimming and feel that you might enjoy the laurels of a champion,
go ahead and have a try at saving lives — you could even make a career of it.
And for the more timid nature it is a very worth while interest.
GERALDINE AERS, IIIA.

AFTER THE STORM
The thunder and lightning had ceased and the rain was now only a mild drizzle. A
lone ray of the sun broke through the clouds, and seeing the storm had subsided,
called her sisters to join her. Soon the whole country-side was bathed in sunlight
and the rain had stopped completely. The soil was muddy and furrowed from the
rushing torrents of rain, and above it, little green leaves, still wet with drops of
rain, glittered and danced in the sunlight. A few dull brown puddles still remained
and a swollen stream rushed by, leaving a dead water rat on its banks. A tree had
been blown across the road and workers were struggling vainly in the thick brown
mud to move it.
On the branches of the fresh-looking dripping trees, birds began to sing, joyfully
telling the world the storm had passed, leaving in its wake both peace and
destruction.
HILARY THOMSON, IIA.

THE WALL OF SHAME
While on holiday in Germany recently, on my first visit to Europe, I had the
opportunity of visiting the ‘Wall of Shame’, which divides Germany in two from
North to South. I was interested in it not only from the historical point of view,
but also because I had read a fair amount about it in the South African newspapers
and various magazines. Perhaps too, a morbid sense of curiosity motivated my
wish to see the wall, as I had been led to believe that it was rather a grim sight.
In order to get to the wall, we drove to the little village of Vascha which lies
approximately eighty miles north east of Frankfurt, and a few miles due east of
Fulda. From a distance it looks like any other picturesque German village with
its church tower visible above the roof-tops. It is almost the same as the others
except for the ominous presence of the East German look-out towers which
are visible on either side of the village, and the barrier which has divided it
completely in two, Life goes on on either side almost as if there was no wall at
all, except that there is no contact between those in the East and those in the West.
We skirted the Western half of the village and then joined what had presumably
been the main street, which led us right up to the wall. On reaching it, we were
confronted with a red pole barrier like those one would expect to find at any
police or military road block; but immediately behind that was a large board on
which was printed a warning to all not to proceed any further. Above the lettering
was a large skull and cross-bones, which looked rather ominous. About a hundred
yards behind the first barrier was a double barbed wire fence with a gap of
approximately twenty-five yards between. It all appeared rather moderate to me,
probably because I had been expecting something far more impressive; but I soon
learned more and realised that there was far more to it than met the eye.
When we first arrived we had noticed a young man standing at the barrier looking
across to the Eastern side with binoculars. We were just contemplating asking
him, in our limited German, whether we could borrow his glasses, when he came
across and in perfect English offered them to us. We discovered that he was
studying English at Frankfurt University, and that he was at home on holiday in
Vascha. We soon saw that he was delighted with the opportunity to practise his
English, and as our command of German left a lot to be desired, this suited us.
He proceeded to supply us with an interesting fund of information concerning the
wall and its effect on his own family who lived in the village, and various other
details.
He pointed out the soldiers and the dogs on the other side, which we able to see
with the aid of binoculars. He told us that the twenty-five yards between the two
fences was heavily mined, and that on the other side, concealed in the grass,
were trip wires which if touched would trigger off flares. We were also able to
see the soldiers in the look-out towers, who were apparently armed with machine
guns.. All these were in fact war-time conditions existing in so-called peace time.
Several times during our stay there, helicopters flew over, patrolling the border.

We had been at the border about an hour talking to the German boy when two
West German Border Police, also armed, and equipped with walkie-talkie radio
sets came along and joined the conversation. They had obviously been in contact
with American army officials as they spoke with American accents. They too had
an Alsatian police dog which was a really magnificent animal.
During the conversation, I, out of my ignorance, asked whether the soldiers in
the look-out towers were Russians; and when they told me that they too were
Germans, I was struck by the tragedy of a divided country.
Somehow it all seemed so out of place, the hostility between the kinsmen on
either side of the wall, on that perfect spring day. I was experiencing my first
European spring and I found everything far more beautiful than I had imagined.
Perhaps I appreciated it so much because in Africa there is not such a contrast
between the seasons — they come and go so rapidly without so much change.
However, the countryside was bathed in blossom, and the grim conditions which I
saw before me were not in keeping with their beautiful surroundings. I left feeling
depressed by the hopelessness of the situation, although I had learned much and
been very interested in what I had seen.
ALLISON ALDWINKLE IVA.

THE PRAYER
The sun was setting on the deep blue sea,
The clouds reflected the golden sheen.
I stand on the shore alone in my sorrows.
I think of the future and all the morrows.
And deep in my sorrow I heard a voice cry
A voice from above, a voice from the sky.
As I listened to the waves splashed on the sand,
The sun went down and it was dark in the land.
I turned to go, my heart filled with joy,
For that voice had told me about a little boy,
Who once stood on the sand like me,
And prayed that he again might see.
God granted his wish and now he can see.
This put me in a state of glee.
For I cannot talk, I can only write
And I have prayed to God with all my might.
This time tomorrow, if my prayer comes true,
You’ll hear me singing by the sea so blue.
PETER WALKER IVA.

ON A SUMMER’S AFTERNOON
The sun beats down upon the grass,
A shrill cry, and a bird glides past
Gracefully surging, upwards into the clear blue skies
Then gently falling with wings outstretched it flies.
The grasshoppers go snapping by
Half hover and awkwardly fly.
Bees softly humming
Going and coming
While the frail white butterflies
With pale fluttering wings
Blend gently with the growing, blooming busy world around me.
And here I watch with silent eyes
While Nature is up and alive
Growing, pushing, blooming — singing
Happy to grow and thrive.
H. STARK, IA.

“THE ENDS JUSTIFY THE MEANS”
“Tyranny is dead”, shouted the conspirators immediately after they had
murdered Caesar. This is a clear example of the ends justifying the means!
Brutus claimed that the new, better Rome without Caesar would prove that the
murder they committed was a good thing. If things had worked out the way they
were supposed to, would the death of Caesar suddenly have become a holy and
righteous thing? How could it, how could Brutus and the others suddenly have
become free from the sin they had done? The fact still remains that they murdered
a man, no matter whether their purpose in doing so was for the good of Rome.
How can the ends possibly justify the means?
Once again, the assassin of President Kennedy may have had a good reason for
killing him, but if he had got what he wanted would Kennedy’s death have been
made any more just and right?
Hitler, during the war, persecuted thousands of Jews to clean Germany of this
so-called ‘pest’. If he had succeeded in doing so would people have just forgotten
the way in which he treated the Jews, and congratulated him? I certainly would
not have.
In the same way, many people do much smaller things, thinking to themselves
that the way in which they do them does not matter as long as they achieve
their aims. Take the top business man, for instance: no-one can say he was not
cruel and overpowering during the time he took to build his firm to perfection;
but to him this will not mean anything as he has reached his goal, which makes
everything all right.
Do the ends justify the means? I don’t think so, and I would never be someone
who does think so as my conscience would worry me all the time and I am sure
I would break back down to where I started, from being too ashamed of my
‘means’. That would do no good so I cannot see the point in believing that the
ends do justify.the means. So, unless you are hard, cruel and have no conscience,
it is pointless to believe so.
MARIGOLD HOOPER, 111A.

DAWN
It was still dark, but gradually dawn stole in, bringing with her rays of light.
Slowly, dawn slid shyly over the still sleepy country-side. Several trees were
silhouetted on the mountain crests, with their branches stretched out to the ever
changing heavens.
From the bushes came the rustle of some animal returning home wearily with its
prey. In the distance a camper’s fire glimmered into life. The birds sang joyously
at the coming dawn. The sleepy head of a water rat peeped out from his hole in
the river bank.
Then the sun like a red orb rose in the sky. Gossamer pink clouds moved coyly to
the side for the lord of the sky as he sailed majestically through them.
As the sun turned from red to gold the animals were once again out on the prowl.
Now even Man began to awake as the sun, veiled in his glory, moved across the
sky. He had now left behind him the beauty of the country and had begun his long
journey over the busy cities.
BEVERLY SPENCER IA.

ADVENTURING ON A BICYCLE
When you are about ten, your imagination is inclined to run away with you, and
many hectic, involved, rowdy and tremendously enjoyable games are brought to
life. This is the age when the bicycle enters into and becomes the centre of your
life.
This two-wheeled wonder can within a few minutes whisk you many miles away
— to the Jungles of Malaya: The forest is dark, damp and silent; it overhangs the
road. Silent shadows slide and flick behind the screen of bamboo and lianas. The
sinister sounds of night, the throbbing of frogs and the creatures stirring in the
undergrowth, are brought to your ears by the gentle night breeze. Your jeep (in
other words your bicycle) lurches and grinds along the jungle track, branches jut
out to scratch and tear. Over the hills you hear the ominous thudding of native
war drums. You grip the wheel tighter and put your foot down on the accelerator
(peddle for all you are worth) and pray that you will be in time. In time for what,
where or when is never discovered, for at this crucial moment, the dogs at the
corner house leap into the road to chase the bicycle, and your dream world is
shattered and disappears in a series of shrieks, curses and frantic barks.
Then before you know it, you are in the white wastes of Alaska. The snow is
startlingly white, gleaming in the weak, winter sunshine. A pack of starving
savage wolves slink out of the shadows of a belt of dark conifers. They are
stalking you, slowly, purposefully, stiff-legged and low to the ground. You urge
on your team; the sledge (actually your bicycle) buckles and sways in a sparkling
of white ice chips. The pack strings out behind you, their necks strained forward,
their muscles gliding smoothly through the motions of running. You wonder if
you can reach the trading post before your team (your legs) give out.
At this point you realise that you have cycled round the block thirty times; people
are beginning to look at you queerly and you have blisters on your hands. So,
with a flourish and a scatter of pebbles, you swing into your driveway, to retire in
order to gain strength for tomorrow’s marathon in imagination.
LYNNE ALLAN IIIA.

PRAIRIE FIRE
Panic stricken the young buffalo ran across the burning sands. He had got
separated from the rest of the herd when they had sensed a fire and had started
stampeding. By now they were probably far away and he was left standing there,
unable to run any further, with the fire close behind him, moving in quickly from
all sides.
The heat made him feel dizzy and it scorched his skin. Looking around him he
saw a cloud of dust gradually getting smaller as the stampeding herd got farther
away. If only he could get out. Half dazed he began thinking of his mother, and
the pleasant land he had been in only a few moments ago.
The fire was only a few yards away and the heat was almost unbearable. He sank
to his knees, waiting for his fate, but then he felt an urgent but reassuring nudge
on his head. Looking up he saw it was his mother who had stayed behind to look
for him.
Gathering all his strength he got to his knees and ran with her until they were
safely behind a small hill. They watched the fire passing by, burning everything in
its wake. With a flood of relief he sank to his knees again because he realised he
was safe — safe from the dreaded prairie fire.
P. MURRAY IA.

DIE DONKER MUUR
Die nag is koud en die wind suis deur die blare van die borne. Die wolkemassa
verdonker die hemelruim en terwyl bliksemstrale die lug deurklief, stap ‘n
eensame man stadig die nou bruggie oor. ‘n Snerpende koue waai teen sy wange
en hy voel hoe dit langsaam deur sy hele liggaam trek. Instinkmatig vou hy die
kraag van sy baadjie vaster teen sy nek en kyk dan na sy horlosie. Sy haastige
voetstappe oor die brug gaan al vinniger en vinniger.
Meteens verlig ‘n weerligstraal die hemel. ‘n Donderslag volg onmiddelik, dan
druppels reën wat op die aarde neerplof asof die hemel verskeur is. Enkele minute
daarna stroom die water oor die veld en sleur blare en takke mee. Oorverdowende
onweer wat aanhoudend deur die verlate dorp rol, word afgewissel deur
verblindende blitse met die dood in kille omarming.
Dit is asof die man in die verlate pad nie eens bewus is van wat om horn aangaan
nie, asof die dodelike gevaar van die storm nie eens ‘n indruk op hom maak nie;
hy stap vinnig voort sonder om enige skuiling te soek teen die gietende reën.
‘n Tweede keer kyk hy na sy horlosie. Hy bibber en beef van die koue as hy
ongeveer ‘n uur later die buitewyke van Oos-Berlyn bereik. Noukeurig bestudeer
hy die vreemde omgewing, die puinhope van die gebombardeerde geboue. Hy
loop vinnig deur die smal strate wat na die voorstedelike gedeeltes van die stad
lei. Die reën stort al hoe harder en sy deurweekte klere kle-m vaster aan sy lyf
vas. Afgesien van ‘n paar huurmotors en busse is die strate stil en verlate. ‘n
Entjie verder verlig dowwe straatligte die donker skynsel van die muur.

Nou sluip hy versigtig nader en sy asemhaling is gejaag. Telkens draai hy om asof
iemand horn agtervolg. Sy voetstappe klink hard op die beton van die sypaadjies,
en terwyl hy die buurte deeglik bestudeer, kyk hy weer vlugtig na sy polshorlosie.
Die soldate wat langs die muur patrolleer, kan hy nou vaag onderskei. Swaar
gewere hang oor hul skouers. Hul voetstappe klink hard en benouend. Dan word
die wag afgelos.
Soos ‘n blits beweeg hy. Hy hardloop soos hy nog nooit tevore gehardloop het
nie. Elke spier in sy liggaam is gespanne. Twintig tree hardloop hy. Tien tree van
die muur af struikel hy oor ‘n klip en val hard op die grond, maar binne sekondes
is hy orent en met ‘n bebloede gesig en ‘n mank been, hardloop hy voort, net een
doel voor oë — hy moet die muur bereik. Groot en onuitspreeklik is sy vreugde
toe hy dit bereik. Die yskoue reen spat teen sy gesig terwyl hy teen die glibberige
muur probeer opklim. Krampagtig gryp sy hande na die muur; koors-agtig soek
sy voete vastrapplek.
Skielik kom daar ‘n bulderende bevel van een van die soldate. Onver-staanbaar
dring dit deur die gedreun van die reën, maar die vlugteling verstaan dit alte
goed en probeer nou skuiling soek. Daar volg die uit-roepe van die ander soldate
wat waghou, maar hy steur horn nie aan hulle bevele nie. Hy beur vorentoe om
deur die doringdraad bo-op die muur te dring en die anderkant van die muur te
bereik. Skielik, bo die gedruis en gedonder van die storm, weergalm die skote van
masjiengewere. Die vlugteling val vooroor. Met sy hande na die hemel gestrek en
‘n onver-staanbare uitroep tot God stort hy van die skansmuur af.
Die reën spat oor die lewelose liggaam van die vlugteling. Sy gesig dra ‘n
gelukkige, tevrede uitdrukking, soos iemand wat rustig slaap. Die Wes-Berlynse
soldate dra die slap liggaam na die dodehuis en stille trane vloei oor die geharde
soldate se wange: dis nog ‘n makker wat hier lê.
Nogeen . . . wat sy lewe opgeoffer het om die donker muur oor te steek, en nie
volkome in sy doel geslaag het nie.
MICHAEL HERKENRATH, IVA.

‘N DONDERSTORM
Die skroeiende hitte van die somerson het ons almal op die plaas uitgeput, en
terwyl ons geen raad vir die hitte gehad het nie, het een van die meisies voorgestel
dat ons daardie middag by die rivier moet gaan swem. Oom Piet het gesê dat ons
die vragmotor kan kry en na middagete was die vyf van ons op pad.
Die rivier lê omtrent veertien myl van die plaashuis af, en daar is die water baie
diep met groot rotse langs die oewers, en ‘n paar wilgerbome waarvan die groen
takke die water saggies street.
Die son was nog hoog in die lug toe ons daar aangekom het, en ons het gou ons
swemklere aangetrek en in die heerlike koel water ingeduik. Na omtrent ‘n uur se
pret in die water het ons uitgeklim en op die rotse gaan lê om ‘n bietjie in die son
te bak.
Ons het koeldranke gedrink en was so besig met gesels en skerts dat ons nie die

groot swart wolke in die lug gesien het nie. Die eerste teken van die storm wat
ons opgemerk het, was dat ons skielik begin koud kry het. Toe ons die groot swart
wolke in die lug sien, het ons dadelik besluit om terug huis toe te gaan.
Met die gedreun van donderweer in ons ore en blitse wat die lug deurklief het, het
ons die vragmotor gou opgepak. Twee van ons ouens moes in die bak ry terwyl
die ander drie in die voorste sitplek ry. Ons twee agter in die bak het ons vir die
storm voorberei, en ‘n groot bokseil oor ons koppe getrek. Net toe die vragmotor
aangeskakel is, het groot reëndruppels op die aarde neergeplof. Die donder het so
gekraak dat mens moes skree om gehoor te word. Die reën het soos hamerslae op
ons bokseil neergeslaan, en toe ek deur ‘n gaatjie loer, was ek verstom en oorbluf
toe ‘n weerligstraal ‘n boom tref.
Die water het in strome langs die pad gevloei en die vragmotor het heen en weer
oor die pad geswaai terwyl ons vinnig deur die modder ploeg. Die water het deur
die bokseil begin vloei en ek en my maat was naderhand papnat.
Skielik het die vragmotor tot stilstand gekom en toe ek afklim om uit te vind wat
aan die gang was, het ek tot die ontnugtering gekom dat daar geen petrol in die
tenk was nie.
Ek was eers ‘n bietjie uit die wind geslaan, maar naderhand het ons besluit om
almal in die kajuit in te klim en te wag totdat die storm bedaar het. Ons twee wat
in bie bak gesit het, het gou voor ingespring, en toe het ons almal in stilte na die
storm gesit en kyk, terwyl elkeen met sy eie gedagtes besig was. Nadat die storm
hom uiteindelik uitgewoed het, het ons uitgeklim om ons stywe bene ‘n bietjie te
rek.
Die son het weer deur die wolke geloer en tien minute later het Oom Piet in
sy motor aangekom. ‘n Halfuur daarna het ons almal in die kombuis van die
plaashuis rondgesit en heerlike warm koffie gedrink wat die tante gereed gehou
het. Nadat ons elkeen ‘n warm bad geniet het en ‘n beker stomende sop gedrink
het, was die angs van die geweldige storm vergete en almal was dit eens dat die
dag, afgesien van die donder-storm, onvergeetlik was.
RODERICK ARNOLD, IVA.

OLD MARCIAN NOTES
Some 75 past pupils gathered at the Tavern, Mbabane in July. It was to say the
least, a satisfactory evening. We managed to hold a meeting, there was lively
discussion and some very important decisions were taken.
(1) Mr. W. A. Owen, Headmaster of St. Mark’s, accepted an invitation to be
President of the O.M.C. He, with the assistance of Messrs. Cullen and Maloney
and the invaluable help of Mrs. Dawn Wheeler, would manage Old Marcian
affairs in Swaziland.
(2) Roger Lloyd, 11, Kingweston Court, 15 Pretorius St. Johannesburg, undertook
to establish a regional committee in Johannesburg. This has been done, and some
thirty past pupils sat down to a dinner in Johannesburg, at which the Rev. Robert
Forrester was Guest of Honour. Subsequently a Braaivleis was held at the Stiebel
home, and all went well.
(3) Howard Harrison, 118 Roberts Road, Clarendon, Pietermaritzburg, was
deputed to get an organisation functioning in Natal. Howard has worked hard, and
a dinner is planned. John Lloyd is looking after the Durban contingent. They will
join forces for the dinner and a good evening is certain. Mr. Clifford Ellis, now
teaching at the Kloof High School, will be guest of honour.
(4) George Tjikalikis will be the Old Marcian contact in Lourenco Marques.
(5) There will be an annual gathering in Mbabane during the half term holiday
in July. And do not lose as much cash at the Casino as the bunch did last July!
They had a system that was sure to work!!!
(6) Our address book is a DEAD loss. Do let your regional organisers have your
own address and that of any other Old Marcians you may know the present
address of. So many circulars come back Ombekend, inconnu, Try the jail!!

TWENTY ONE
Miss I. M. Taylor completed twenty one years service at the School on 28th July.
A party was held at the Tavern and Mr. Terry Hyslop spoke on behalf of the past
students. A presentation was made to Miss Taylor on your behalf.

MARRIAGES
Since the last O.M. notes the following past pupils have been married.
Jimmey Linsell, Rob Velloza, Valerie and Mignon Slatem, Rodney O’Farrell, Paul
Theron, Patricia Wiseman, Leslie Spencer, Charles How-Dryer, Bruce Fulton,
Elizabeth Hart-Davies, Brian Collin, Elizabeth Holmes, Brenda Harris, Tony
Upcott, Terry Heslop. The marriage of Derek James and Liz Bowman has been
the only All Marcian Wedding? Both Liz and Terry have been most indefatigable
workers for O.M.C.
Our good wishes are extended to you all.

ENGAGEMENTS
We know of the following, Guy Colxon, George Alder, Peter Davies, Ray Larkin,
Margaret Milton, Helen Packard.

BIRTHS
A son to Mrs. Dave Wheeler (Dawn Slatem)
A daughter to Mrs. Ralph Watkins-Baker,
A daughter to Mrs. Cannell (Murel Palliser),
A daughter to Mrs. Rodney Fulton,
A daughter to Mrs. Cloom (Anne Burnett).

ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST
John Schlapobersky and Christopher Long are in the U.S.A. under the auspices of
the American Field Scholarship.
Arnold Meyer and Cooper Dawson returned from their twelve months stay in
the U.S. Arnold is now studying Accountancy in Mbabane and Cooper is back at
University in Natal.
Terry Heslop has gone overseas on a Scholarship to continue his Accountancy
studies. Dina is now on the staff of the Primary School, as is Danuta Dyk.
Pete Wessels was involved in a car accident and has been in the Boksburg
Hospital for some months. Graham Waller had a miraculous escape when he
rolled his car.

DRIVE CAREFULLY!
We had a visit from the Rev. C. Tugman and his wife. He is now retired and
always anxious to meet the Old Brigade.
Rev. Robert Forrester is now a member of the Swaziland Legislative Council.
Mr. Peter McLaughlin takes up an appointment as Headmaster of a school in
Manchester England in the New Year. He says there will always be a bottle for
any O.M. who calls.
Mr. S. McIntyre is teaching in his native Portsmouth and always looking for news
of Swaziland.
Richard Whitworth, studying Accountancy in London frequently sees Peter
McLaughlin.
Mr. and Mrs. Ellis keep an open house at Kloof for all Old Marcians.
Mr. Du Toit and Mr. Baker, both working at Damelin, meet many past pupils in
Johannesburg.
Shirley Chater was chosen to play for the Natal under 21 Hockey XI; Elizabeth
Wiseman represented Eastern Transvaal.
Diedre Strong is just tiring of a very protracted overseas working holiday.
Susan is in Durban and the family will be leaving Swaziland at the end of the year
for Johannesburg, where Mr. Strong has taken a post at the Crown Agents’ Office.

Tessa Marwick has won all sorts of honours in the field of drama.
Sir Brian and Lady Marwick (who taught so often at St. Mark’s) are in the
Bahamas.
We hear that Raymond Bartho was terribly upset recently because his physics
Professor only gave him 97%. He still cannot understand losing 3 % ! ! ! !
Pat Roche hit a quick 54 against Mbabane recently while captaining a Springs XI.
Marcia was godmother to Dawn’s baby son.
Mike Hayes is back farming at White River.
Lyndon Murray and Donald Rankin are now at Sandhurst.
Jeremy Garden cycled to Mbabane and Durban and is heading for Rhodesia on
his bike over Christmas from his Johannesburg base.
Molly and Neville Lane are back in the Republic. They were at the gathering in
July.

REMINDER
Let us or your regional organisers have your address. Keep in touch with the
School and with each other.
S.M.

French Crossword Puzzle Solution.
Horizontalement :
1. Commissions.
14.

Otes.

7. Monte.

15. Deca.

17. Vari.

9. Créer.

11. Grêlees.

19. Rimeurs.

13. Agée.

22. Roule. 23. Nette. 24.

Salpêtriers.

Verticalement:
1.

Commanderas. 2. Mange. 3. Idée. 4. Suce. 5. Ouest. 6.

Surestimées.
Mène.

8. Trémail.

10. Reouvre.

12. Leste,

16. Cruel. 18. Astre.

20.

21. Unir.

Latin Crossword Puzzle Solution.
Across:
7. Orgentorigis. 8. Nitor. 11. Mater. 14. An. 15. Delos. 16. Da. 17. Alo. 18. Seu.
19. In. 20. Romae. 23. CC. 25. Siles. 27 Creor. 29. Imperatorem.

Down:
1. Coena. 2. Egit. 3. Stare. 4. Tremo. 5. Eget. 6. Astra. 9. Inani. 10. Odore. 12.
Asser. 13. Educo. 19. Istic. 21. Osuri. 22. Aceto. 24. Cremo. 26. Lupa. 28.
Erro.

Many thanks to Willie Long for
supplying the original school magazine
from which this electronic version
has been created.
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