Editorial
Editor - Mr J E Bennett
Business Manager - Alan Romburgh
Assisted by - Anthony Wright, David Morris, Tim Purcell
With the unexpected departure of Mr Wall, there was a possibility of the
magazine for 1970 being cancelled. During the past few weeks, however, the school
notes and literacy articles have come pouring in. In addition to this, the Business
Manager has excelled himself and brought in a record amount of revenue to assist in
the publication of your magazine. We owe our thanks to the advertisers and perhaps
the best way of expressing our appreciation is to support them as they have supported
us.

Headmaster’s Notes
To be suddenly faced with the question of whether to accept the headship of a
school and a decision to be made almost immediately is quite a shock. I must say that
in retrospect I am glad I accepted the challenge.
Elsewhere in this magazine there will be tributes to Mr Owen and Mr Cullen
EXW,IHHO,RXJKWWRVD\WKDQN\RXWRWKHPIRUFDUU\LQJWKHVFKRROWKURXJKDGLI¿FXOW
period of change.
It certainly seems this year as though the school is on an up grade both in size
and prospects. Numbers are higher this year than last year and are likely to grow again
in 1971 but it is hoped these can be solved.
In the school itself the emphasis is to provide a type of education suitable
to all the children who enter. It is therefore hoped that it will be possible to provide
some Art and Domestic Science in 1971 and boys craft subjects and technical drawing
shortly afterwards, in addition to the present range of academic and commercial
subjects. This should make it possible for children of different aptitudes and abilities to
gain something worthwhile from their education at the school.
Finally I do want to stress that I become more and more convinced, that
important though academic performance may be, it is absolutely vital that the moral
foundation given to a child both at school and home is paramount. Many of the present
PLV¿WVLQRXU\RXWKREWDLQHG¿UVWFODVVPDWULFXODWLRQRURXWVWDQGLQJµ2¶OHYHOUHVXOWV
EXWZHUHQHYHUJLYHQD¿UPPRUDOIRXQGDWLRQDQGVRIHOOE\WKHZD\VLGH$VDVWDIIZH
are looking into all aspects of school life but in this more than anything else we need
SDUHQWDOVXSSRUW+HOSXVWRKHOS\RXUFKLOGUHQWR¿QGDVXUHIRXQGDWLRQIRUOLYLQJVR
WKDWWKH\FDQIDFHWKHYHU\UHDOSUREOHPVDQGGLI¿FXOWLHVWKDWEHVHWPRGHUQ\RXWK
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Staff Notes
WELCOME - Mr Poulsom - Headmaster
Mr Poulsom is a BSc(Hons) graduate of Hull University and brings to St Marks
wide experience of education both in Africa and in Britain. He taught in Britain and
in various schools on the Copperbelt before becoming headmaster of Guineafowl
School and then Headmaster of Gilbert Rennie School in Zambia. He has also been
an Inspector of Schools. We hope that he and Mrs Poulsom, who has taken the post of
School Bursar, will have a long, happy and rewarding stay at St Marks.
The Rev R P J Le Feuvre has an MA degree and is a graduate of Oxford and Bristol
University. He comes to us from The Diocesan College (Bishops) in Cape Town. Mr Le
Feuvre will be taking over the History department and is, with the headmaster, running
the Sunday evening services for the boarders. He has already started an active Squash
Club in the school and is also involved with cricket.
Mrs L Faragher is a BA Graduate of the University of the Witwatersrand and comes
to us from Brothers College, Kerksdorp. She will teach English throughout the school
and has taken over administration of the library. We hope that she and her husband who
has opened a pottery studio in Mbabane, will have a long and happy association with St
Marks.
Miss G Smith. Hail and farewell to Miss Smith who replaced Mrs Barnes while she
was on leave. Miss Smith taught Latin and French and leaves us to complete her
university education at St Andrews. She leaves us with our thanks and best wishes for
her future.
Sister Antonia MdletsheLVDTXDOL¿HGQXUVHDQGKDVMRLQHGXVDVPDWURQRIWKHER\V
hostels and to do residential duty with the girls. We wish her a long and happy stay at
St Marks.
FAREWELL - Mr W A Owen Headmaster. Mr Owen came to St Marks in 1964 from
St Andrews School in Malawi. He was very aware that St Marks, with its long tradition,
had a valuable part to play in the future of emergent Swaziland and yet he realised that
too rapid changes or fears that standards were being lowered could harm the school.
Due to his efforts, integration in the senior school proceeded steadily and was accepted
without fuss and without losing the essential character of St Marks.
Mr Owen left us to become Student Adviser at the University of Natal in
Pietermaritzburg where he is very happy and absorbed in his task of helping young
SHRSOH+HVWLOOWDNHVDNHHQLQWHUHVWLQWKHVFKRRODQGZDVUHFHQWO\KRVWWRDJLUOV¶
touring team.

Mr John Cullen Deputy Headmaster and Housemaster of Birkley House, came to St
Marks in 1956 when it was an Anglican private school. As an assistant master he taught
Joint Matriculation Board History and Latin and some junior English. In 1964 he was
given a scholarship to the University College of Salisbury to study for a post-Graduate
&HUWL¿DWHLQ(GXFDWLRQDQGZDVGHHPHGWKHEHVWSRVWJUDGXDWHVWXGHQWRIWKH\HDU+H
has in the past coached swimming and athletics. He became Housemaster of Birkley
House in 1958. In 1966 he became Deputy Headmaster.
Mr Cullen has, throughout the fourteen years he has been here, devoted himself to St
Marks. He has worked not only academically, but also practically (witness the apron
stage in the hall) to the life of the school. We all wish him every good fortune in his
new position as teacher-librarian at Grey High School, Port Elizabeth.
Mr Godfrey Keys - Housemaster Duncan House. Mr Keys is a graduate of Cape
Town University and came to us from St Andrews in Malawi. He taught biology, junior
PDWKVDQGDOVRJHRJUDSK\$VSULQJERNVRFFHUSOD\HUDQGTXDOL¿HG3K\VLFDO(GXFDWLRQ
teacher, Mr Keys gave much to the sporting side of the school and coached cricket and
First XI Hockey. He leaves us to join the staff of Potchefstroom Boys High and we
wish him, Mrs Keys and family the best for the future.
Mr I G MacKay who had been a headmaster and school inspector in Kenya, left at
the end of his contract and is now teaching at Herzlia School in Cape Town. He gave
excellent service to St Marks teaching maths and science and also by organising the
SCA. We hope that he and Mrs MacKay are happy in their new school.
Mr Steve Wall came to us from Bath City School and has now returned to England.
He taught English throughout the school and some maths to the junior forms. He was
very active in the extra-mural life of the school and coached rugby and formed the very
popular Orienteering Club. He will be best remembered for his work with Dramatics
LQWKHVFKRRODQGIRUWKHKHOSDQGHQFRXUDJHPHQWKHJDYHWKHFKLOGUHQLQWKLV¿HOG:H
hope that Mr and Mrs Wall have settled down in England and we wish them all the best
in the future.
Miss Christine Fenton - Housemistress of Alice Vine. Miss Fenton, an Australian who
came to St Marks from Lesotho, taught English throughout the school and also coached
tennis. She left us on transfer to Piggs Peak where we hope she has settled down and is
happy.
Mr Jaap Faber came to us from Pretoria West Hoer School. He taught Afrikaans
throughout the school and also took a keen interest in extra-mural activities. He
coached hockey and swimming and organised Afrikaans farm holidays for pupils and
also arranged team tours and trips to the Game Reserve. We wish Mr Faber well on the
staff of his new school Kearsney College.

Mrs Jean Martin - returned to Scotland with her husband who was a member
of the UN Usutu Basin Survey team. Mrs Martin gave loyal service to the
school not only in class where she taught English and History, but also with
school activities. She assisted with the administration of the SCA and in
addition to coaching athletics, she ran a very popular Scottish Country Dancing
Clan. We wish Mr and Mrs Martin all the best in the future.
Miss T Chambers - We are very grateful to Miss Chambers who so willingly
KHOSHGXVGXULQJ0LVV.MDHU¶VLOOQHVV0LVV&KDPEHUVWDXJKW*HRJUDSK\DQG
Afrikaans.
Mrs Boas - Kitchen Matron. Mrs Boas came to us from Krugersdorp in 1965
and has given the school most willing and cheerful service. She worked long
hours in a very demanding job and we appreciate her interest. Mrs Boas leaves
us to join the staff of Kearsney College and we hope she will be happy in her
new school.
Mrs Gold - came to us from Piggs Peak as matron in charge of the girls and
has given us very willing service in her short time at the school. She is leaving
us to go to Durban.
Administrative staff - We would like to say farewell to Mrs Joan Utley our
former school secretary who is now living on the South Coast and to Mrs Gae
Harvey, the school bursar, who left us to take apost in the Swazi Inn and also
welcome to Mrs Peggy Browne the new school secretary.

Parent Teacher Association
/RRNLQJEDFNWKURXJKODVW\HDU¶V37$QRWHVLWZDVVWDWHGWKDWZDVDVWUHQXRXV
year for the Association; well, 1970 has most certainly been equally as stenuous and I
am sure that every year must be the same.
7KLV\HDU¶V$QQXDO*HQHUDO0HHWLQJZDVFHUWDLQO\YHU\OLYHO\DQGZHOODWWHQGHGDQGDW
this meeting the new Headmaster of the Secondary School, Mr Clifford Poulsom, was
introduced to the Parents. The Headmasters of both the St Marks schools outlined their
future plans and extensions for their respective schools and indicating at the same time
that they would have to call on the PTA for funds to enable these plans to be put into
RSHUDWLRQ7KHSDUHQWVZHUHDOVRLQIRUPHGWKDWPXFKWRWKHJUDWL¿FDWLRQRIWKHVFKRROV
the Ministry of Education had agreed to an increase in the school fees.
A completely new committee was elected consisting of Mesdames Mokhobo,
Stephenson, Immelman, Budd and Gillespie and Messrs Marsden and Briar
(Chairman). The school members were Mr Poulsom (Headmaster of Secondary
School), Mr Brockwell (Headmaster of Primary School) Mrs Heslop and Mr Wall.
During the year Mr Wall left St Marks and Mr Bennett replaced him in the Committee.
This committee inherited the task of supplying the necessary funds for additional tennis
FRXUWVRQHRQO\KDYLQJEHLQJFRPSOHWHGDQGKDQGHGRYHU,QYLHZRIWKLVRXU¿UVWELJ
IXQGUDLVLQJZDVWKHµ0LOHVIRU0RQH\¶ZKLFKZDVDJUHDWVXFFHVVDQGIDUH[FHHGHGRXU
wildest estimated idea as to the amount we might raise. As you all know, the children,
and many parents and staff too, walked hundreds of miles that day, which in terms of
cash, brought in about R2,500. This was a tremendous effort and, I think, proved to
most parents that there is no excuse whatsoever for their children not to walk to and
from school!
-XVWSULRUWRWKLVIXQFWLRQWKH¿OWHUDWWKHVFKROVZLPPLQJSRROJDYHXSDQG\RXU
committee decided, as a matter of urgency, that all funds should be diverted then to
UHSDLURUUHSODFHWKLV¿OWHU9DULRXVTXRWDWLRQVIRU¿OWHUSODQWVZHUHUHFHLYHGEXWWKH\
were all for ridiculously large amounts of money, putting us into a quandry, until one
of the parents, an engineer, investigated the matter for us and acting on his advice, we
have purchased the necessary spares and arranged for the overhaul of existing plant
DQGWKH¿WWLQJRIQHZSDUWV%\WKHWLPHWKLVDSSHDUVWKHVZLPPLQJSRROZLOOEHLQXVH
again.
Our second function was a braaivleis which, in spite of the cold, wet, miserable
weather, was so well supported that it strained the catering arrangements beyond
their limit - almost! However, it was a great success and everybody appeared to enjoy
themselves.
We shall be having a morning market on the 10th October, instead of a full scale fete
and a Halloween Dance on the 30th October. I am sure that both these functions will be
ejnoyed by all who attend.
Throughout the year the ladies of the committee have undertaken the serving of teas
DQGUHIUHVKPHQWVDWYDULRXVVFKRROIXQFWLRQVDQGIRUWKLVWKH\GHVHUYHDYHU\ELJµWKDQN
\RX¶,VKRXOGDOVROLNHWRWKDQNDOOSDUHQWVIRUWKHKHOSWKH\KDYHJLYHQHLWKHUGLUHFWO\
or simply by turning up at our various functions.
P A M Briar

Prefect’s notes
Beverley Spencer - Head Girl
Beverley, except for a short break, has had all her schooling at St Marks which
VKHHQWHUHGLQ6KHREWDLQHGD6HFRQG&ODVV-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWHDQGZULWHV
Matriculation this year. Beverley is House Captain of Watts and Vice-Captain of
the school hockey team. She is an active all-rounder and is Captain of Watts House
Athletices, Tennis and Hockey. She has taken part in school theatre productions. Next
year she plans a trip overseas before settling down to a nursing career.
Tim Purcell - Head Boy
7LPHQWHUHG6W0DUNVLQ,QKHREWDLQHGD6HFRQG&ODVV-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWH
with distinctions in Geography. He is the school rugby captain and this year was
DZDUGHG)XOO&RORXUVZLWK+RQRXUVIRUWKH¿QHPDQQHULQZKLFKKHOHGDQGLQVSLUHG
WKHWHDP7LPSOD\V+RFNH\DQGLVDFWLYHRQWKHDWKOHWLF¿HOG+HKDVWDNHQSDUWLQ
VFKRRODPDWHXUGUDPDWLFVDQGKLVPRVWUHFHQWDSSHDUDQFHVZHUHLQµ7KH$GPLUDEOH
&KULFKWRQ¶DQGµ+DPOHW¶7LPLVNHHQRQDFDUHHUDVD*DPH5DQJHU
Linda Ball - Deputy Head Girl
Linda entered St Marks in Form 1 and writes Matriculation this year. She won the class
SURJUHVVSUL]HLQ,QWKHVSRUWLQJ¿HOGVKHZRQWKHGLYLQJFXSLQDQGLQ
VKHEURNHWKH*LUOV¶PHWUH)UHHVW\OHUHFRUGIRUZKLFKVKHZDVDZDUGHGDFXS
for the best open event and half colours for swimming. Linda takes an active part in
athletics and plays tennis and hockey. Next year Linda intends training as a Blockman
in Durban.
Anthony Wright - Deputy Head Boy
$QWKRQ\MRLQHG6W0DUNVLQDQGREWDLQHGD6HFRQG&ODVV-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWHLQ
+HLVYHU\DFWLYHLQWKHVSRUWLQJ¿HOGEHLQJ+RXVH&DSWDLQRI:DWWVDQGKDVEHHQ
VFKRROFDSWDLQRI$WKOHWLFV7HQQLVDQG+RFNH\DQG9LFH&DSWDLQRIWKH¿UVW5XJE\;9
He is the Drum Major of the school band which has established quite a reputation over
the past three years. He has also taken part in school plays. Next year he intends taking
a course in either Pharmacy or Agricultural Survey.
.DUHQ%UDG¿HOG- Prefect Mary Webster House
Karen came to St Marks in 1965 and has been a good all-rounder. She has represented
Tugmans House in Tennis, Hockey, Swimming and Athletics and the school in Hockey.
.DUHQ¶VIRUWHLVGUDPDDQGVLQJLQJDQGUHFHQWO\VKHWRRNDOHDGLQJUROHLQµ7KH
*RQGROLHUV¶ZKLFKZDVSURGXFHGE\WKH6ZD]LODQG7KHDWUH&OXE.DUHQLQWHQGVPDNLQJ
a career for herself in music and opera.
Alan Romburgh - Prefect, Duncan House
Alan joined St Marks in 1961 and in Form IV he was awarded the class progress prize.
He is House Captain of Tugmans and represents his house in Rugby, Swimming and
Athletics. He has represented the school in Rugby and Athletics. Alan has taken part
LQVFKRROSOD\SURGXFWLRQVPRUHUHFHQWO\µ7KH$GPLUDEOH&KULFWRQ¶DQGµ+DPOHW¶+H
intends to further his studies in Europe next year.

1970 School Prefects and Headmaster

Head Boy and Head Girl
T Purcell and B Spencer

Kathryn Glen - Day Scholar Prefect
Kathryn joined St Marks in 1964 and in 1969 she obtained a Second Class Junior
&HUWL¿FDWH6KHLV+RXVH&DSWDLQRI7D\ORU6FKRRO&DSWDLQRI$WKOHWLFVDQG+RFNH\
and Captain of Taylor House Hockey Team, Athletics and Tennis. She represents
the school and House in all sports and is an excellent all-rounder. She has taken part
LQVFKRROSOD\VDQGKHUPRVWUHFHQWDSSHDUDQFHVZHUHLQµ6FKRRODQG&URVVERQHV¶
µ7KH$GPLUDEOH&ULFWRQ¶DQGµ7KHKDSSLHVW'D\VRI\RXU/LIH¶.DWKU\QKROGVIXOO
colours with Honours for Athletics,having been Victrix Ludorum in the Swaziland
Championships last year.
Ian Thompson - Prefect Birkley House
Ian has been at St Marks for three years and writes matriculation this year. He has
represented his house in Athletics, Rugby and Hockey and the school in Rugby
DQG$WKOHWLFV+HLVLQWHUHVWHGLQWKHGUDPDJURXSDQGKDVDFWHGLQµ7KH$GPLUDEOH
&ULFKWRQ¶DQGµ+DPOHW¶+HLVD6FRXW7URRSOHDGHUDPHPEHURIWKH$UW&OXEDQGD
NHHQµRULHQWHHUHU¶
Penny Seago - Prefect, Alice Vine
3HQQ\KDVEHHQDW6W0DUNVIRUWKUHH\HDUV,QVKHREWDLQHGKHU-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWH
6KHLVDPHPEHURIWKH6&$DQGWKH6DLQW¶V&RPPLWWHH6KHKDVUHSUHVHQWHGKHUKRXVH
in tennis and athletics. She is in the School Choir and Opera section and took part in
µ6FKRRODQG&URVVERQHV¶
Jill Bennett - Prefect, Mary Webster
Jill came to St Marks in 1966. The following year she won the class progress prize and
in 1969 obtained a Second Class Junior Certicate. She is the school swimming captain,
vice-captian of school athletics and plays for the 1st Hockey team. She holds the High
Jump record for Swaziland Northern areas and was Victrix Ludorum at the 1970 School
Sports. She was also Victrix Ludorum in the last swimming gala, thus achieving a very
UDUHµGRXEOH¶6KHKROGV)XOO&RORXUVIRUVZLPPLQJDQG)XOO&RORXUVZLWK+RQRXUVIRU
athletics.
Ian Gillespie - Day Scholar Prefect
Ian joined the school in 1966 and has a good academic record, heading the Matric Class
LQWKHODVWH[DPLQDWLRQ+HREWDLQHGD¿UVW&ODVV-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWHZLWKGLVWLQFWLRQVLQ
Mathematics, Science and Geography. Ian holds half colours in both swimming and
athletics. He is Vice-Captain of the school swimming and was Victor Ludorum at the
last gala. He has also represened the school in Athletics, Cricket, Rugby and Hockey.
He is a committee member of the SCA. He intends becoming an aeronautical engineer.
Denise Humphreys - Prefect, Alice Vine
'HQLVHMRLQHGWKHVFKRROLQDQGSDVVHGKHU-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWHLQWKH7KLUG&ODVV
in 1969. She is vice-captain of Tugmans swimming team and also represents her house
in Tennis and Hockey. She has represented the school in swimming and hockey. She is
keen on drama and has taken part in school plays. When she leaves school she is going
to study Home Economics.

Examination Results 1969
0DWULFXODWLRQDQG6HQLRU&HUWL¿FDWH
Matric First Class:
R Reissman, H Thomson (B: English, B: Biology, B: Maths)
Matric Second Class:
C Glen, P Jack, V McCabe, R Packard, M Purcell
Matric Third Class:
N Rae

6HQLRU&HUWL¿FDWH
A Gillespie, A Jacquemin, R Strong

-XQLRU&HUWL¿FDWH
First Class:
A Jenner, Diane Humphreys, E Hynd
Second Class:
M Lee, J Bennett, J Ogle, K Glen, J Cook, D Lewarne, P Noddeboe, G Gibbon, A
Barnes, B Rae, A Thomson, G Allan, C Jerman, B Pallisir
Third Class:
H Cusack, I Gaydon, A Godden, R Hyslop, J Oliver, A Barnett, Y Christianse, Denise
Humphreys, H Jacquemin, H Jenner, S Nowell, M Saraiva, P Seago, B Smith, D Hart,
V van de Beek
/HDYHUV&HUWL¿FDWHV
D Conn, D Heenan, W Hodgson, L Masfen, A Beneke

Residential House Notes
Alice Vine Hostel
Housemistress - Mrs Gold, Sister Antonio
Head of House - Beverley Spencer
Prefects - Denise Humphreys, Linda Ball, Penny Seago
The year 1970 began well and that same atmosphere has continued throughout the year
- many thanks to the girls for their friendliness and co-operation.
7KHEDFNEUHDNLQJHIIRUWVRIWKHJLUOVZKRWXUQHGWKHYHUDQGDKLQWRµ)DLU\ODQG¶ZHUH
amply rewarded by the success of our dance. Thanks to Mrs Dyk and Mrs Gillespie for
the food donations.
7KHVHFRQGDQGWKULGWHUPVVDZPDQ\FKDQJHV.DUHQ%UDG¿HOGMRLQHGMXVIRUDZKLOH
as prefect and Julie Seago left for England. Linda Ball and Chantal Wilkinson both
came to Alice Vine from Mary Webster. We also welcomed Shelagh Masson, whose
stay was very brief.
On behalf of the girls, I would like to thank Mrs Gold and Sister Antonio for their kindness and co-operation throughout the year.
Beverley Spencer

Mary Webster Hostel
Housemistress - Mrs Park
Head of House - Linda Ball
3UHIHFWV.%UDG¿HOG-%HQQHWW
House Prefects - Y Gibbon, V van de Beek
All new comers to Mary Webster soon settled down at the beginning of the year! This
term we welcomed Leslie Rogers, Renate Perry and Moira Stevens.
Our annual dance is to be held this term and we hope that it will be a great success.
This year has run smoothly with the inevitable minor mishaps.
I would like to thank the prefects and girls for their co-operation. Also many thanks to
Mr and Mrs Park, Mrs Gold and Sister Antonio for all their help. We were sorry to hear
DERXW0UV3DUN¶VLOOKHDOWKDQGKRSHVKHZLOOUHFRYHUVRRQ
Linda Ball

BIRKLEY HOUSE
House master:
Head Boy:
House Prefect:
House Prefect:

Mr J Cullen
Tim Purcell
Ian Thompson
Bill Marshall

Walking into Birkley at the beginning of this year, I was rather taken aback by the sight
which met my eyes. In numbers, the Birkley of old times had reappeared, but certainly
not so in the age of her inhabitants. The hostel was full to capacity with six in each
dormintory. This brought our numbrs up to roughly twenty-eight, practically double last
\HDU¶VWDOO\
It was without enthusiasm that I regarded the muddle of cheerful and youthful countenances of the majority of our new members; for this year, owing to the etablishmnet of
Founders as a Junior School Hostel, some members from the lower end of the school
KDGWRFRPHLQWR%LUNOH\DV'XQFDQZDVIXOO:KRHYHUKHDUGRI6WG9,,¶VLQ%LUNOH\"
Yet, how these chaps soon settled down properly in the roles that senior hostel members should play and not once did I feel that I was among juniors.
Perhaps I should take this chance to thank all the members of the hostel for co-operating so well with Mr Cullen and the prefects. Of course, there were a few stormy times
- like the near rebellion at the re-introduction of morning runs!! On the whole, however,
things ran well.
Speaking for the whole hostel, I would like to say a special thank you to Mr Cullen.
1RWRQO\DµWKDQN\RX¶EXWDOVRDIDUHZHOOIRU0U&XOOHQLVOHDYLQJWKHVFKRRODIWHU
fourteen years here, twelve of which have been in Birkley. I am sure may others will
join with me in wishing him the best of luck for the future.
$VDSDUWLQJQRWHPD\,MXVWDGGWKDW,KRSHQH[W\HDU¶V%LUNOH\LWHVDUHDEOHWRNHHS
XSWKHJRRGVSLULWZKLFKKDVDOZD\VEHHQSUHVHQWLQWKHVFKRRO¶VOHDGLQJKRVWHO
BIRKLEY!
Tim Purcell

Duncan House
Housemaster - Mr G Keys
House Matron - Miss Dlamini
House Prefects - A Wright, A Romburgh
Duncan House has not accommodated as many as 28 boys since 1963. Despite the large
number, the hostel has run very well. The Duncanites organised their own dance in the
¿UVWKDOIRIWKHVHFRQGWHUP7KLVWXUQHGRXWWREHDJUHDWVXFFHVVDQGHYHU\RQHHQMR\HG
themselves. We are indebted to Mr Keys and the matron for their hard work.
A Wright

Alice Vine Dance
7KH$OLFH9LQH+RVWHOGDQFHZDVKHOGDWWKHEHJLQQLQJRIWKH¿UVWWHUP
The theme was fairyland. The doorway onto the outside verandah was covered by a
huge paper mushroom. On entering the verandah the inside resembled what one would
imagine the inside of a mushroom to be like. The ceiling was covered with pink and
blue tissues. On the walls there were pictures of scenes from fairyland. The main picture, being one of a fairy queen covered the entire end wall. The remainder of the walls
were also covered in pink and blue tissues.
I think the dance was enjoyed by all who attended.
A lot of enthusiasm and hard work were put into the decorations. Many thanks to Mrs
Dyk for her kind help towards the food!
Denise Humphreys

Sports House Notes
Taylor House
Housemaster: Mr J Bennett
Captains:
House: K Glen, L Masfen
Hockey: K Glen, L Masfen
Athletics: K Glen, L Masfen
Cricket: L Masfen
Rugby: T Purcell
Swimming: J Bennett, D Roberts
The house spirit was not bad for the annual inter-house rugby, hockey and athletics
were well supported.
Congratulations to J Bennett, J Ogle and Zanele Tshbalala who did well in athletics.
Jill Bennett and Jackie Ogle shared the honour of the Victrix Ludorum award. Jill was
DZDUGHG)XOO&RORXUVZLWK+RQRXUVDQG-DFNLH)XOO&RORXUV7KHJLUOVFDPH¿UVWLQ
standard points. Well done to P Payne for winning the Junior Cross Country. The overall results on Sports Day was Watts, Taylor, Tugmans. Well done Watts.
(YHQWKRXJKWKHJLUOVZHUHEHDWHQE\:DWWVRYHUDOOWKH\FDPH¿UVW7KHER\VZHUH
beaten in all the matches but they played well. Well done Lance for your Half Colours.
Taylor was runner up in both Junior and Senior 7 a side tournaments losing to Watts
in both cases. Congratulations to Lance and Martin on their half colours and of course
Tim and his Honours. Well done Bobby Nicholson, Cornelius Meyer and Philip Glen
for getting colts.
Watts were the overall winner of the last inter-house cricket (1969) but the Taylor boys
did well with good batting from P Glen 43 - 16. The position for the swimming gala for
ZDV7XJPDQV¿UVWDQG:DWWVDQG7D\ORUWLHLQJIRUVHFRQG*RRGOXFNLQWKH
Gala.
Congratulations to Tim Purcell on getting Full Colours with Honours for Rugby.

WATTS HOUSE 1970
HOUSE MASTER
HOUSE CAPTAINS
HOCKEY
SWIMMING
RUGBY
Senior
Junior
TENNIS
62&&(5


CRICKET
ATHLETICS

Mr R Chambers
B Spencer, A Wright
B Spencer, A Wright
S Bunn, A Wright
A Wright
C Howe
B Spencer
'¶$OOHVVDQGUR
D Bunn
B Spencer, A Wright

7KH¿UVWVSRUWLQJDFWLYLW\ZDVWKHLQWHUKRXVHDWKOHWLFVLQZKLFKZHFDPH
second. The boys won the senior cross-country, the cross country relay by
almost one lap and the cradle rock run. In both boys and girls hockey, we came
second. The rugby matches were tough but to the surprise of everyone Watts
FDPHRXW¿UVWLQERWKDJHJURXSV%HVWRIOXFNLQWKHJDODDQGNHHSXSWKHJRRG
spirits Watts.
B. Spencer, A. Wright.

TUGMANS HOUSE
HOUSEMASTER
Mr R Hamilton
HOUSE CAPTAINS
D Humphreys, A Romburgh
ATHLETICS CAPTAINS
D Humphreys, A Godden
SWIMMING CAPTAINS
A Barnett, H Cusack
HOCKEY CAPTAINS D Humphreys
RUGBY CAPTAIN
I Thompson
CRICKET CAPTAIN
H Cusack
At this years inter-house athletics meeting there was extremely strong
competition. The scores were very close and it was touch and go the whole day.
,WZDV¿QDOO\WKHER\VPHGOH\UHOD\UDFHZKLFKGHFLGHGRQWKHZLQQLQJKRXVH
which, to our great joy, was Tugmans. Well done Tug-mans and congratulations
to Alan Godden on being awarded the Victor Ludorum.
Unfortunately the girls hockey matches were not as successful and we came
third in the overall results.
The rugby results were just as much of a disaster as the girls hockey but in the
boys hockey Tugmans were the overall winners. Well done!
In 1969 Tugmans won the interhouse swimming gala. We are looking forward
to a repetition this year.
Keep up the good spirit Tugmans.
A. Romburgh, D. Humphreys.

School Cadet Band
At the beginning of the year I was faced with the problem of running a band of 20
members and 5 reserves. That headache alone was enought to addict anyone to aspirins
but on top of all this my experience of mace drill was limited. Much to my relief it took
a few weeks before things turned to the brighter side.
The band has always been a great asset to St Marks. Although they have often been
pestered by us for new instruments and uniform, we have always done our best to
return it in some form or other. This high standard of the band has been accomplished
through keen spirit and interest shown by its members.
7KH¿UVWSDUDGHRIWKH\HDUKHOGRQWKHRYDODWWKHRSHQLQJRIWKH6FKRRO6SRUWVZHQW
RIIYHU\ZHOOFRQVLGHULQJLWZDVWKH¿UVWHIIRUWIRUPDQ\QHZPHPEHUV7KHVHFRQG
parade was met with a colourful addition to our original uniforms, epauletttes. We
paraded at the opening of the northern Districtrs Sports Meeting. This and the third
parade marking the opening of the Inter Area Athletics Meeting, met with considerable
success.
7KHEHJLQQLQJRIWKH%DQG¶VVHFRQGWHUPZDVPDUNHGE\WKHRSHQLQJRIWKH-XQLRQU
School Sports Meeting. After this parade a period of depression hit us badly. Again we
were saved by the invitation sent to us from the organisers of the Swaziland Show and
Independence Celebrations. Our acceptance was duly sent with great pleasure. Quite
obviously this was the highlight of the year considering it involved a series of parades
performed before large crowds. They went off exceptionally well and the following
ZHHNZHUHFHLYHGDOHWWHURIFRQJUDWXODWLRQVLQWKHµ6ZD]LODQG7LPHV¶IURPWKHSXEOLF
Just to indicate the true spirit in the band, I mention Bill Marshall and Dave Roberts.
Our last parade was unfortunately dated for the middle of the term holidays and these
two turned up from many miles away just to be present for the parade. This sort of
spirit I truly admire and hope will continue in future years.
/DVWO\,ZRXOGOLNHWRWKDQNDOOPHPEHUVZKRKDYHVDFUL¿FHGPXFKRIWKHLUIUHHWLPH
in order to practice. The reward they receive is the honour of representing St Marks on
parade and, to my mind, that alone makes the hard hours of practice well worthwhile.
Our congratulations go to Harmon Cusack who will take over the band next year.
Anthony Wright - Form V

SCHOOL PLAYS
THE HAPPIEST DAYS OP YOUR LIFE
7KLV\HDUZDVWKH¿UVWWLPHLQWKHKLVWRU\RI6W0DUNVWKDWDVFKRROSOD\ZDVSURGXFHG
by one of the pupils. Bill Marshall certainly deserved the warm ovation he received as
KHWRRNWKHVWDJHRQWKHQLJKWRIWKH¿QDOSHUIRUPDQFH
7KHSOD\µ7KH+DSSLHVW'D\VRI<RXU/LIH¶LVDIDUFHE\-RKQ'LJKWRQ,WLVVHWLQ
and deals with the hilarious events resulting from the union of St. Swithans School for
girls and Hilary Hall for boys, forced upon them by the pressures of very necessary
post war evacuation.
Hamish Simpson gave a very convincing performance as Rupert Billings the
misogynistic assistant master of Hilary Hall who became the embarrassed victim of
0LVV*RVVDJH¶VSDVVLRQDWHDGYDQFHVDQGGHWHUPLQHGDPELWLRQV7KHSDUWRI0LVV
Gossage was played by Kathryn Glen and her subsequent heartbreak resulting from
%LOOLQJ¶VYLROHQWUHMHFWLRQRIKHUKDGWKHXQV\PSDWKHWLFDXGLHQFHVOLWHUDOO\FU\LQJZLWK
laughter. Dick Tassel, played by Richard Milne, found himself in a reverse situation to
his colleague, feverishly seeking the attentions of attractive Joyce Harper, played by
Susan Bunn.
Paul Martin took the part of pompous and conceited Mr. Godfrey Pond. He, along
with Helene Jacquemin, who acted the part of the domineering headmistress. Miss
Whitchurch, provided great-amusement and were well received by all three audiences.
The parts of Rainbow the porter, Hopcroft minor, a Hilary Hall menace and Barbara
Cahoun were played by Terry Price, Colin Howe and Alison Nicholas respectively.
Alison portrayed the part of Barbara Cahoun, infatuated by and idolising her dear Miss
+DUSHUVSOHQGLGO\-XOLD3HFN¶VSDUHQWVZHUHSOD\HGE\'LDQH+XPSKUH\VDQG+DUPRQ
Cusack and Beverly Spencer and David Lewarne acted the parts of the overbearing
6RZWHUV,WLVWKHXQWLPHO\DUULYDORIWKHVHSDUHQWVWKDWXQFRYHUVWKHVFKRROV¶VHFUHWEXW
in the panic caused by the arrival of another evacuated school everything seems to be
forgiven in the frantic efforts to”blockade” doors, and windows to keep the intruders
out.
One feels very wary when it comes to commending the people who worked backstage
for fear of leaving someone out. However, I think that people such as Mr. Budd, Mrs
Cullen and Harmon Cusack deserve a special mention for their hard and consistent
work. Without these people and the teams that worked under them during this
production and, needless to say, during various other productions as well, this play and
many others would never have reached the boards.
Now that the play is over and only the set on stage to remind us and the memory
thereof lingering, we congratulate and thank the Producer, cast and stagehands for
providing us with three memorable evenings of entertainment.
.DUHQ%UDG¿HOG-Form V

HAMLET
+DPOHWZDVSURGXFHGE\6WHYH:DOOGXULQJWKH¿UVWWHUP,WZDVQRWRQO\SURGXFHG
for the public but more for the sake of the Matrics, because Hamlet was one of their
setwork books.
On the whole, Hamlet was a great success as it was produced by an experienced
producer who knew what he was doing and could stop us when we went wrong. This
we all appreciate. The costumes and make-up were very well done thanks to Mrs
Cullen and Mrs Bertram and her assistants. We were all pleased with our costumes as
quite a few of them had to be made from scratch. The scenery was excellent thanks to
Mr Budd and Mr Cullen. Now to the play The play opens with soldiers on patrol. These were well portrayed by Per Noddeboe,
Allen Godden, Anthony Wright and Ian Cusack. The main character of the play was,
of course, Bill Marhsall, who took the leading role of Hamlet. Somehow or other Bill
PDQDJHGWROHDUQDOOKLVZRUGVDQGKH¿WWHGWKHSDUWSHUIHFWO\2WKHUOHDGLQJUROHVZHUH
taken by Diane Humphreys as Ophelia, David Lewarne as Laertes, David Morris as
Polonius, Ian Gillespie as Horatio, Ian Thompson as the King and Beverley Spencer as
Queen Gertrude.
This ws one play which I think everybody enjoyed. The rehearsals were great although
DORWRIKDUGZRUNZDVUHTXLUHGEXWZH¿QDOO\JRWWKURXJKHYHU\WKLQJ
Once agian our thanks to Mr Wall for producing Hamlet so well and congratulations to
Bill Marshall on portraying Hamlet so superbly.
D Roberts - Form IV

Hamlet
Bill Marshall and Diane Humphreys as Hamlet and Ophilia

MATRIC DANCE
7.30 p.m. on the 11th July arrived all too suddenly. On entering the once dining hall,
RQHWKRXJKWRQHZDVDWWLUHGLQFRUUHFWO\7KHGHFRUZDVWKDWRIµ<H2OGH'D\VRI<RUH¶
which was done superbly by the people in Form IV.
The music provided created an atmosphere of enjoyment, and the enjoyment seemed to
be shared by one and all. A great pity more parents were unable to attend.
7KH0DWULF'DQFHµZDVDJUHDWVXFFHVV7KDQN\RX)RUP,9
Alan Rom burgh - Form V

JUBILEE DANCE
The day-scholar dance was held on the 19th September, 1970. The scene was posters
RI¿OPVDUUDQJHGE\,DQ*LOOHVSLHDQG.DWKU\Q*OHQ7KHPXVLFDQGIRRGZHUHZHOO
organised.
Personally, I thought that the dance was a great success and was enjoyed by all.
In spite of the speedy organisation all went off superbly. Thank you to everyone who
helped to make this dance such a success.
Jack Duim - Form 2B.

Students Christian Association
SCA has so far had a successful year. Last term we changed our meeting to Wednesday
HYHQLQJDQGRXU&RPPLWWHHDQGPHPEHUV¿QGWKLVWLPHPRUHVXLWDEOH:HKDYHDQ
average of 30 members each week.
,WZDVDVDGPRPHQWZKHQ0UV0DUWLQOHIWXVDWWKHHQGRIWKH¿UVWWHUPEXW0U/H
Feuvre has joined us and has been a tower of strength.
We are still successfully supporting the Manana family from the income brought in by
the tuck shop which has recently been opened up. I must at this stage thank Julie Seago
who has returned to Britain and her sister Penny for all their time which they have put
into the running of the Tuck Shop.
During the second term a hike-cum-braai was arranged. The journey was to the Black
Umbeluzi, where we settled down to some delicious chops. The second lap of the
journey was to hike over the rocks and then take a short cut through a forest (in which
we nearly got lost) to join up with the road back to school.
Since halfway through the second term SCA has been taking the Friday morning
assembly each week. I feel it is wonderful to see SCA play such an active part in our
school.
At the end of the year we say farewell to Penny Seago and Ian Gillespie. Ian will have
¿QLVKHGVFKRROZKLOH3HQQ\ZLOOEHMRLQLQJKHUIDPLO\DEURDG:HWKDQNWKHPERWKIRU
their active service in SCA at St Marks.
H Cusack - Form IV

SPORT
COLOUR AWARDS
SWIMMING(1969)
GIRLS:
Full:
Half:
Colts:
BOYS:
Half :
Colts:

J. Bennett
C. Lee : L. Hawarden : L. Ball: S. Nowell
M. Clapp : S. Bunn : S. Masson : A. Barnett,
I. Gillespie : S. Anderson
R. Milne : P. Noddeboe

CRICKET (1969)
Full:
Half :
Colts:

D. Bunn
N. Rae
G. Bunn

ATHLETICS (1970)
GIRLS
Honours:
Full:
Half:
Colts:

J. Bennett
S. Masson : J. Ogle
M. Maconachie : D. Littler
Z. Tshabalala : V. Vere

HOCKEY (1970)
GIRLS:
BOYS:
Full:
Half:
Colts:

H. Cusack
L.Masfen : A. Wright
R. Gouweloos : P. Taylor : P. Glen ; G. Bunn ; W. Tosoni

RUGBY (1970)
Honours:
Half:
Colts:



T. Purcell
M. Lee : L. Masfen : W. Marshall : A. Godden
C. Meyer : B. Nicholson : D. Musson : G. Keefer :
5'¶$OODVDQGUR+/RXUHQV

SOCCER (1970)
Colts:

R Walsh : M Stewart

Under 15 Rugby
2XUXQGHUUXJE\WHDPKDGPDQ\GLVDSSRLQWPHQWVZLWK¿[WXUHVWKLVVHDVRQDQGLQ
WKHHQG¿QLVKHGXSZLWKRQO\WZRPDWFKHV7KH¿UVWDJDLQVW/DNH&KULVVLHZDVYHU\
QDUURZO\ORVWZLWK6W0DUNV¿JKWLQJKDUG7KH¿QDOVFRUHZDV7KHWU\VFRUHUV
ZHUH/DUVRQ  DQG+RZHZLWKWZRRIWKHPFRQYHUWHGE\5'¶$OOHVDQGUR
7KHVHFRQGPDWFKZDVDJDLQVWWKH:DWHUIRUG¿UVWWHDP,WZDVVRRQREYLRXVWKDW:DWHUford were superior in weight and strength and that St Marks were having trouble. Tim
Purcell and Bill Marshall were called in as reinforcements and we rallied well in the
second half. Waterford eventually ran out winners by 14 - 11.
7KHXQGHU¿IWHHQLQWHUKRXVHUXJE\ZDVYHU\FORVHO\IRXJKWWKLV\HDU
WATTS vs TUGMANS
:DWWVVWDUWHGRIIYHU\VWURQJO\LQWKH¿UVWKDOIDQGKDGVRRQNQRFNHGXSWKUHHFRQYHUWHG
WULHVPDNLQJWKH¿UVWKDOIVFRUH,QWKHVHFRQGKDOI&0F/DUHQKLWEDFNVWURQJO\
for Tugmans and brought the score to 15 - 10 with two good goaled tries. Musson
broke from a scrum for Watts and relieved the tension with a very good try which was
FRQYHUWHGE\5'¶$OOHVDQGUR0F/DUHQVFRUHGRQFHPRUHIRU7XJPDQVEULQJLQJWKH
¿QDOVFRUHWR:DWWVDQG7XJPDQV
TUGMANS vs TAYLOR
In this match Taylor were very obviously the superior side and Tugmans did well to
hold them down to a 14 - 0 win. C Meyer was very prominent in this game.
WATTS vs TAYLOR
Now came the Battle Royal. Taylor very obviously had the superior pack and Watts the
three quarter line. Taylor were favorite. Watts opened the scoring when they whipped
the ball out along their back-line to Keefer who darted across. It was now quite obvious that speed could win the match for Watts. Watts suffered a set-back however when
Meyer went over for Taylor. This was converted and brought the half-time score to
Taylor 8 and Watts 3.
In the second half Watts recovered and scored twice more by whipping the ball quickly
out to the wing and near the end Howe went over on the blind side of a scrum. Only
RQHRIWKHVHWULHVZHUHFRQYHUWHGDQGWKH¿QDOVFRUHZDV:DWWVDQG7D\ORUPDNLQJ
Watts the under 15 champions for the seocnd year in succession.
C Howe - Form IIIa

1970 Rugby Under Fifteen Team

1st Rugby Team

FIRST 15 RUGBY
COACH:

Mr. R.C. Hamilton

CAPTAIN:

Tim Purcell.

VICE-CAPTAIN:

Anthony Wright

Played

Lost

Won

Drew

8

7

1

0

/RRNLQJDWWKHDERYH¿JXUHVRQHZLOOVHHWKDWWKH¿UVW7HDPKDVQRWEHHQYHU\
successful this season. This team was lacking in experience and basic skills but,
although most of our matches were played against heavier stronger and more
H[SHULHQFHGVLGHVWKHWHDPDOZD\VVKRZHG¿QHVSLULWDQGHQGHDYRXU7KLV¿IWHHQ
ZDVPDGHXSDOPRVWHQWLUHO\RIQHZEORRGRQO\¿YHRIWKHWHDPUHPDLQLQJ
The following is a brief summary of the matches played: Three matches were played
DJDLQVW8VXWXDOOXQGHUÀRRGOLJKWV7KHRSSRVLWLRQQRWVXUSULVLQJO\RYHUZKHOPHG
WKHVFKRROVRPHZKDWLQWKH¿UVWWZRPDWFKHVZLQQLQJ²DQG²EXWWKH
last match, played near the end of the season, was perhaps our best. We managed to
KROGWKHP²WLOOKDOIWLPHDQGDIWHUWKDWGXHPDLQO\WRGHWHUPLQHGWDFNOLQJZH
conceded only another 3 points.
$PDWFKZDVSOD\HGDJDLQVW6W0DUWLQVIURP-RKDQQHVEXUJRQWKH8VXWX¿HOG
$OWKRXJKZHORVWWKLVJDPH²WKHVFRUHVKRXOGQRWEHFRQVLGHUHGDIDLUUHÀHFWLRQ
of the match, for the school was extremely unlucky not to score on more than one
occasion and two kickable penalties were missed. However, it would be fair to say that
6W0DUWLQVKDGWKHHGJHLQ¿WQHVV%XQQVFRUHGRXUSRLQWE\DSHQDOW\DQGDWU\7KH
return match up at St. Martins certainly proved disastrous for us. Hours of hard training
FDPHWRQRWKLQJDQGZHZHUHZHOODQGWUXO\EHDWHQ²%XQQNLFNHGDSHQDOW\
7KH5HSXEOLF6FKRROVDQG8QLYHUVLWLHV;9EHDWXV²2EYLRXVO\WKH\ZHUHYDVWO\
more experienced, vet the team never gave up trying, although continually on defence.
2XURQO\ZLQRIWKHVHDVRQZDVWKHWUDGLWLRQDO2OG%R\VPDWFKZKLFKZHZRQ²
A school team was entered for the Swaziland 7-a-Sides Tournament. It did extremely
well for itself winning two out of three matches and coming third overall. Bunn kicked
a penalty and tries were scored by Godden and Wright.
The team would like to express its gratitude to Mr. Hamilton for his continual interest
and time given up for afternoon practices and arrangement of matches. We owe a very
enjoyable season to Mr. Hamilton. Thank you Sir. We would also like to thank Mr. Le
Peuvre, Mr. Chambers and Mr. Wall for refereeing some of the matches and all the
other people who helped out with transport. I feel also that a few words of thanks are
necessary for those boys who practised with the 1st team during the afternoon sessions.
,KRSHWKDWWKHHQWKXVLDVPVKRZQE\WKLV\HDU¶VWHDPZLOOFRQWLQXHWRHQGXUHLQIXWXUH
years.
Tim Purcell

RUGBY
ST. MARKS UNDER FIFTEEN TEAM VERSUS LAKE CHRISSIE:
COACH:

Mr. S. Wall

After the initial disappointment of not being able to play St. Martins, we were all
GHOLJKWHGWRKHDUWKDWZHZRXOGEHDEOHWRSOD\/DNH&KULVVLHZKRNLQGO\DJUHHGWR¿OO
the gap left by St. Martins at very short notice.
So, on Saturday 13th July we set out for Lake Chrissie with Mr. Masson and Mr.
Larson kindly offering transport. On arrival at Lake Chrissie we were kindly greeted
and supplied with hot soup. The game started at 11 a.m. with Lake Chrissie kicking
RIIDIWHU6W0DUNVKDGZRQWKHWRVV,QWKH¿UVWWHQPLQXWHVRIWKHJDPH/DNH&KULVVLH
VORZO\JDLQHGJURXQGDQGZHQWRYHULQWKHFRUQHUIRUWKH¿UVWWU\RIWKHJDPH7KLV
ZDVQRWFRQYHUWHG6W0DUNVIRXJKWEDFNDQG'/DUVRQHTXDOLVHGDIWHUDQRWKHU¿YH
minutes. This was not converted either. After this both sides fought hard with St. Marks
WKHVXSHULRULQWKHOLQHRXWVDQGVFUXPVKDYLQJWKHELJJHUIRUZDUGV$IWHUDQRWKHU¿YH
minutes, C. Howe gathered a loose ball from a kick and broke through to score next
WRWKHSRVWV5'¶$OOHVDQGURFRQYHUWHGWKLVWREULQJWKHVFRUHWR²MXVWEHIRUHKDOI
time, Lake Chrissie scored a goal, bringing the half time score to eight-all.
In the beginning of the second half, Lake Chrissie went rampant and scored 9 points
in 20 minutes. Minutes before the end of the game, St. Marks was awarded a penalty
¿YH\DUGVIURPWKH/DNH&KULVVLHWU\OLQH'/DUVRQWRRNWKHSHQDOW\DQGEXOOGR]HG
WKURXJKWKHLUSOD\HUVWRVFRUHDPDJQL¿FHQWWKUHHSRLQWVZKLFKZDVFRQYHUWHGWR%ULQJ
the full time score to 17-13 to Lake Chrissie,
Thanks to Mr. Wall and the Lake Chrissie staff for arranging the game and also thanks
to Colin Howe the captain and all those who made the game possible.
Colin Brown - Form IIla

Eager hands at the Rugby Seven - A-Side
Tim Purcell, Lance Masfen and Bill Marshall can be seen.
Look hard for Martin Lee.

CRICKET
7KHUHDUHHQFRXUDJLQJVLJQVWKDWFULFNHWDW6W0DUNVLVEHJLQQLQJWRÀRXULVK:LWK
PRUHWKDQER\VDWWHQGLQJSUDFWLFHVUHJXODUO\WKHJDPHFDQRQO\EHQH¿WDQGWKH
players themselves are acquiring the basic techniques rapidly.
The 1970 season has been highlighted by two visits to the Republic. More detailed
accounts of these trips follow. In both Pretoria and White River our teams were warmly
UHFHLYHGDQGLQWXUQWKHER\VUHVSRQGHGPDJQL¿FHQWO\ERWKRQDQGRIIWKH¿HOG
The school is indebted to a small group of Senior boys, whose enthusiasm and
GHGLFDWLRQLV¿OWHULQJWKURXJKWRRXU-XQLRUV+HUHLWLVZRUWKPHQWLRQLQJ/DQFH
Masfen, whose reliability and courtesy have led to his appointment as Senior Team
Captain (elected by the players themselves). Harmon Cusack and David Roberts
deserve special mention in this respect.
With such promising juniors as Jeffrey Bunn, Philip Glen, Neil Taylor, Michael Lyne,
Paul Taylor and the brothers Gouweloos to rely on, the future of cricket at St. Marks
could be very bright.
2XUPDLQDQGRQO\ORFDOVFKRRO¿[WXUHKDVEHHQDJDLQVW:DWHUIRUG,QERWKVW
XI matches we were convincingly defeated, but we are grateful to Waterford for
entertaining us on both occasions. The results of these matches were:
14.2.70

(30 overs per innings)

25.3.70

Waterford
St. Marks

Waterford 156 for 7
St. Marks 90 for 6
lost by 66 runs (D. Bunn 43)

163 for 3 declared
117 (L. Masfen 30)
Lost by 46 runs

Our Juniors (Under 15) fared much better:
25.2.70

St. Marks
Waterford

142 for 8 (J. Bunn 55 not out)
74 for 9
Match Drawn

11.3.70

St. Marks

70 for 3 (J. Bunn 33 not out)
(N. Taylor 28 not out)
66 for 8 declared
Won by 7 wickets

Waterford

We look forward to the day when more cricket teams will be available in our Swaziland
schools. After all, cricket is a truly international game.

SWIMMING
CAPTAINS:

Jill Bennett
A. Wright
VICE-CAPTAINS:
C. Lee
I. Gillespie
As predicted by Mr. Faber, records tumbled like nine-pins at the 1969 swimming gala.
Record times were achieved in the following events.
Girls Plate 25m P
auline Able
Girls under 16 Backstroke 50m
Jill Bennett
Boys Open Backstroke 50m
Harmon Cusack
Girls open Freestyle 100m
Linda Ball
Girls under 14 50m Breaststroke Caroline Lee
Girls under 16 Freestyle Relay
Taylor House
*LUOVRSHQ%XWWHUÀ\P 
.DWKHULQH*OHQ
Girls open Backstroke 100m
Jill Bennett
Boys under 16 Medley Relay
Watts House
Girls under 14 Freestyle Relay
Taylor House
Girls under 16 Freestyle 50m
Jill Bennett
Boys under 16 Freestyle Relay
Tugmans House

9LFWUL[/XGRUXP²
-LOO%HQQHWW

9LFWRU/XGRUXP²
,DQ*LOOHVSLH
Our thanks to Mrs. Smith and Mr. Faber for their hard work in coaching our swimmers
and a thank you to the P.T.A. for teas and cake supplied during the interval.
J. Bennett.

SWIMMING GALA AT WYKHAM
During the last term of 1969 the St. Marks Girls Swimming Team went to Wykham to
swim. We enjoyed ourselves very much. Even though we did not win the gala we won
5 events out of 15 and were 3rd overall. The winning events were:
Under 16 Medley Relay and Under 16 Freestyle relay which were won by:
J. Bennett
S. Nowell
K. Glen
L. Ball.
Under 14 50 yds. Breaststroke by C. Lee
Under 16 Backstroke by J. Bennett
Under 14 Backstroke by S. Bunn
S. Masson

Swimming Team

1970 Squash Team
Trained by Mr Philip Le Feuvre

SOCCER
$OWKRXJKVRFFHULVQRWDQRI¿FLDOVSRUWDW6W0DUNVDNHHQLQWHUHVWKDVEHHQVKRZQLQ
the sport since its introduction as a club activity.
7KH¿UVW;,SOD\HGDJDPHDJDLQVW0EDEDQH&HQWUDO6FKRRO7KHµ6DLQWV¶SOD\HGZHOO
EXWORVW²PDLQO\EHFDXVH&HQWUDO6FKRROVZHUHWKHPRUHH[SHULHQFHGDQGROGHU
team.
2XUXQGHUWHDPSOD\HGDJDLQVW6W0DUNV3ULPDU\6FKRROZKLFKWKH\GUHZ²
On behalf of the 1st XI I would like to thank Mr. Sanders for all the time he found to
coach us.
L. Jacobs (Captain)
Tugmans.
COLOURS AWARDS: Colts: M. Stewart; R. Walsh

JUNIOR CROSS COUNTRY
It was a warm summer day in January. The sun was beating down and the race was
about to begin. The starter blew his whistle and we all moved to the starting line.
The whistle went again and we were off. Colin McLaren took the lead and tried to
make as big a gap as possible between himself and the rest of the runners.
But the tough 13 year old Peter Payne kept up with him. When they came to the
swamps Peter Payne was two yards behind Colin McLaren. When they reached Kariba
Peter was one yard behind Colin. In the distance one could hear the children shouting
for their different houses. With the last bit of energy and determination Peter beat Colin
DWWKH¿QLVK7KDWZDV a very good race - well done Peter.
R. Gouweloos - Form 1

SQUASH
Owing to the kindness of the club, the Coronation Park court has been put at the
disposal of the school most afternoons of the week. Full advantage has been taken of
this and there is now at St. Marks a thriving and enthusiastic group of male squash
players. More encouraging still has been the steady improvement in the standard of
squash played, and we have witnessed some very lively, imaginative and constructive
competition amongst players trying for high places on the squash ladder which has
been instituted. As with other sport, squash suffers from the disadvantage of lack of
schoolboy competition from outside the school, but DWWHPSWVDUHEHLQJPDGHWR¿QG
squash playing schools near our borders in the Republic. However, we did have a
match against Waterford in July and a team made up of D. Calvert, J. Bunn, H. Cusack
C. Cameron and S. Gouweloos are to be congratulated on an excellent 4-1 victory.

CRICKET TRIP TO PRETORIA
We set out for Pretoria on the 17th February in high spirits; mainly because we were
missing some school. The trip seemed to pass quickly as we listened to excerpts from
µ+DLU¶SOD\HGRQ'HV&DOYHUW¶VFDUHIXOO\FUDGOHGUHFRUGSOD\HUZKLOHWKHEXVUDWWOHGDQG
bumped on its way.
We were well received at the Christian Brothers College Old Boys Club and had soon
HDWHQRXU¿OOWKDQNVWRWKHFOXEPHPEHU¶VZLYHV:HZHUHHQWHUWDLQHGZLWKD¿OPDWWKH
clubhouse and then went on to parents homes.
We were up early the next morning and soon on the way to the Hillview High School
cricket pitch. Mr. Chambers was the only person late.
The game itself, against C.B.C. Junior Coaching Group turned out to be very one-sided.
&%&EDWWHG¿UVW%ULDQ5DHERZOHGYHU\ZHOOWRWDNHIRU6FKDIÀHUEDWWHGZHOO
for C. B.C to make 34 runs. C.B.C. total was 61.
D. Bunn batted brilliantly for St. Marks, and made 109 not out reaching his 50 in 47
minutes. H. Cusack also batted well and made 25 not out. Our total was 173 for 3
wickets declared.

Everybody was jubilant on the trip back and we ended up with one broken bus window.
Colin Howe - Form 3A

TENNIS

- 1970

Unfortunately, there have only been two matches played this year. The one was against
girls from the Republic Schools and the other was a mixed team against Waterford.
Both were very much enjoyed.
Without the kind help of Mrs. Mundell, Mrs. Minaar, Mrs. Glen, Mrs. Parry Mrs.
Mapham, Mrs. Masson and Mrs. Wheeler, tennis would have been non-existent this
year. Many thanks to you all.
Beverley Spencer

CRICKET TRIP TO WHITE RIVER
10th to 13th September 1970
The First team and the Under Fifteen team left Mbabane on Thursday night 10th September at
about 7.30 p.m. Although we were supposed to leave on Friday afternoon, we had to leave earlier
WKDQDQWLFLSDWHGRZLQJWRWKHFKROHUDEDQRQO\WRGLVFRYHULQ)ULGD\PRUQLQJ¶VSDSHUWKDWLWKDG
been lifted.
We slept (or tried to) at Lochiel on Thursday night where we met a group of chaps from the
Water Affairs Dept. They were really great to us and we were sorry to leave them. Four of the
VHQLRUVVOHSWLQWHQWVZLWKWKH:DWHU$IIDLUVFKDS¶VZKLOHWKHUHVWVOHSWLQJUDYH\DUGVWKHEXV
DQGZKHUHYHUWKH\FRXOG¿QGDSODFHWRGRVVGRZQ:HOHIWDWDERXW on Friday morning and
stopped at Badplaas for something to eat and for a swim in the warm bath. After our swim we
went to Barberton where we made another short stop. Our next stop was Nelspruit so that we
could change into our school uniforms. At White River some of the unfortunate ones went for
XQSODQQHGKDLUFXWVPXFKWRWKHLUGLVJXVWEXWWRWKHWHDP¶VGHOLJKW
:HDUULYHGDW5RE)HUUHLUD+LJK6FKRROMXVWDIWHUR¶FORFNRQ)ULGD\DIWHUQRRQZKHUHZH
were met by their Headmaster, Mr. Nel and some of their boys. After unpacking we had a short
practice, then supper and everyone was asleep by 8.15 p.m.
Saturday morning dawned wet and overcast but this did not dampen our spirits. The Juniors
VWDUWHGSOD\LQJDWDPDQGZHUH¿QDOO\GHIHDWHGE\RGGUXQVDWDERXWDP7KH
VHQLRUWHDPFDSWDLQ/DQFH0DVIHQZRQWKHWRVVDQGHOHFWHGWR¿HOG:HZHQWRQLQWKHUDLQ
which eventually stopped and we dismissed their 1st team for 147 runs at 1.35 p.m. We started
EDWWLQJDWSPDQGE\ZHZHUHDOORXWIRUUXQV,QDQH[FLWLQJ¿QLVK&OLIIRUG
Cameron hit the winning run.
That evening our juniors went to bioscope at Nelspruit and the seniors stayed behind for a dance.
:KDWDGDQFHLWZDV:H¿QDOO\IHOOLQWREHGDWDERXWR¶FORFNDQGZHUHXSDJDLQEHIRUHRQ
6XQGD\PRUQLQJ:HOHIW:KLWH5LYHUDWR¶FORFNWKDWPRUQLQJDIWHUVD\LQJJRRGE\H DOPRVW
tearfully). We changed into ordinary clothes just outside Nelspruit. We spent two hours at
Badplaas where we once more swam and had lunch. Finally we arrived safely back at school at
5.30 p.m. on Sunday afternoon feeling pretty weary but having enjoyed every minute of it after
our strenuous weekend.
We thank Mr. Chambers and Mr. Le Feuvre for a great weekend and Samson for getting us safely
there and back.
D. Roberts & L. Masfen.

1st XI Cricket Team

Girls First Hockey Team

GIRLS HOCKEY
CAPTAIN: K.F. Glen VICE-CAPTAIN: B.A. Spencer
We started the season with the S.E. Tvl, hockey trials. Unfortunately we had to play
right at the end of out holidays and before our season had really begun. Whereas the
S.A. Schools had had three to four weeks practice. Congratulations Shelagh on being
VHOHFWHGIRUWKHVHPL¿QDOV
,WLVDSLW\WKDW6W0DUN¶VJLUOVUHSUHVHQWWKHRQO\VFKRROWKDWSOD\VKRFNH\LQ
Swaziland. For this reason it is very hard to arrange matches. We had a few games
against the town ladies and the girls on holiday from University and S.A. schools.
The Ermelo Convent visit with their three hockey teams was very pleasant and a good
H[SHULHQFHIRUHYHU\RQH7KH¿QDOUHVXOWVZHUH
First Team

1-1

Second Team

1 - 0 to Ermelo

Third Team

2-0

The match of the year was the one against the staff. The entire school was there to
VXSSRUWXVEXWDVXVXDOZHORVW²:HKDYHQHYHUPDQDJHGWREHDWWKHVWDII
7R¿QLVKWKHVHDVRQWKH¿UVWWHDPZHQWRQWRXUWR3LHWHUPDULW]EXUJ(LJKWRIXVVWD\HG
ZLWKµ3DZ3DZ¶DQGWKHRWKHUVZLWK0UV)RVV¶IDPLO\7KHZKROHZHHNHQGZKLFK
included watching international hockey in Durban, playing putt-putt, and going to
bioscope, was great fun. Even though we did not win any matches, the tour was
certainly worthwhile. A very warm welcome awaited us at the following schools such
as Wickham, Epworth, St. Johns and Girls High which were our opponents. Thank you
to Mrs. Foss, Mrs. Glen and all the people who made it possible for us to go on the
tour. We would also like to thank Mbabane Motors for their donation of petrol for the
VFKRROEXVZKLFKZDVGULYHQE\6DPVRQZKRVSHQWKRXU¶VWD[LLQJXVHYHU\ZKHUH:H
would also like to thank him.
Finally, I would like to express our sincere gratitude to Mrs. Wheeler, Mrs. Foss, Mrs.
(GZDUGVDQG0UV&ODUNZKRJDYHXSWKHLUWLPHWRKHOSZLWKWKHJLUO¶VKRFNH\WKLV\HDU
Without their assistance we would never have been able to have had the opportunities
we have had this year.
K. Glen - Form IV

BOYS 1st TEAM HOCKEY
The team this year has been one of the weakest for many years. Many of the members
RIODVW\HDU¶VWHDPZHUHORVWDQGVRYLUWXDOO\DFRPSOHWHWHDPKDGWREHWUDLQHG
However, I am sure the experience that was gained this year will be most valuable next
season.
The competition between the schools has been good and will happen more when more
schools begin to play the game. Our most painful game was played against Waterford
on the Sunday following the Money walk. Some chaps could hardly walk, let alone
run, but everyone played well.
We are most grateful to Mr Keys who has taken much of his time to train us. Our
thanks also to Mr Taylor who helped referee all our matches on weekends.
Games played:
Waterford
EBHS
EBHS
St Christophers
Goals scored:

1-0
6-0
4-0
3-0
1-0
0-1
For
Against

lost
lost
lost
lost
lost
won
1
15
A Wright

CRADLE ROCK
The morning had been gloomy and cold, with drizzle falling quietly outside and the
people walked apprehensively around the school. Slowly the managed on until the
great moment arrived. We lined up nervously. Suddenly the gun went off and we all
lunged forward, releasing our built up tension. Down the hill we went with the girls
urging us on. The up the hill we ran until we came to the rocks. This was the last and
PRVWVWUHQXRXVSDUWRIWKHUXQ7KHVFUHDPLQJRIJULOV¿OWHUHVWKRXJKWWKHUDLQ$WWKLV
VXGGHQLQVSLUDWLRQ¿OOHGRXUKHDUWV EXWQRWRXUOHJV RYHUWKHERXOGHUVZHVFUDPEOHG
with scratched and stinging limbs.
The voices of the grils who had gone up earlier became louder and louder and all the
more our legs weakened at every step. Up and up we climber our hands clutching at
WKHWXIWVRIJUDVVIRUD¿UPHUJULS7KHVZHDWGULSSHGLQWRRXUH\HVDQGWKHQLWZDVDOO
RYHU7KHSRVLWLRQVRIWKH¿UVW¿YHZHUHDVIROORZV



1.
2.
3.
4.


D
I Gillespie

&%UDG¿HOG

Well done to allof those who ran and well done to Watts who won the event.
D Heenan

(Note from webmaster :
The original page is illegible in places - please send in any corrections and/or names of
WRS¿YHDQGZH¶OODPHQGWKHSDJH0DQ\WKDQNV/\Q

ATHLETICS
CAPTAIN:

K. Glen
J. Bennett

A. Wright
A. Godden

GIRLS:
Unfortunately this year we were very slow to start training. I hope next year training is
started immediately and more records could be broken.
Congratulations to Jill Bennett and Jackie Ogle who both tied for the Victrix Ludorum,
also to Veronica Vere U 15 shot-put; Zenelli Tshabalala U 14 High Jump and Jill
Bennett U 16 High Jump.
The overall result on sports day was :
TUGMANS
TAYLOR
WATTS

B0YS:
Congratulations to Alan Godden for the Victor Ludorum, also for his Open Discus
record; to Brian Rae for the U 16 High Jump and to Richard Milne for the U 15 800
PHWUHVQRQ¿QDOLVWV
The results of the X Country were as follows:
SENIOR:
1. David Heenan
JUNIOR
1. Peter Payne
2. Ian Gillespie
2. Colin McLaren


&KULV%UDG¿HOG


'DQQ\/HH
The results of the Northern Areas:
BOYS:
Javelin
Brian Rae 1st
David Bunn 2nd
Discus
Alan Godden 2nd
Triple Jump.
Anthony Wright
GIRLS:
100 metres
Shelagh Masson 2nd
150 metres
Shelagh Masson 2nd
Moira Maconachie
High Jump
Jill Bennett 1st (Record)
Zenelli Tshabalala 2nd
Relay
Jackie Ogle; Shelagh Masson
Kathryn Glen; Moira Maconachie 1st
Girls Overall position SECOND

SWAZILAND CHAMPIONSHIPS
GIRLS:

High Jump
100 metres
Relay

Jill Bennett 3rd
Shelagh Masson 3rd
Northern Areas Team 2nd

Jill Bennett, who holds the Swaziland Northern Areas High Jump
record, clears the bar at the Swaziland championships at the stadium

$¿QHDFWLRQVKRWRI'DYLG+HHQDQZLQQLQJWKH,QWHU
House Open High Jump

School representatives in the Swaziland
Northern Area Sports. Coach - Mr J Taylor

Girls Swimming Team

Swimming
Victor and Victrix Ludorum
J Bennet and I Gillespie

The slow death of Mrs Rimington
Steam twisted lazily from the pot that was bubbling on the stove in the poorly furnished
kitchen. Mrs Rimington tottered over to the stove and poured the water into her only
cup. She sat down in the huge lounge which was equally poorly furnished and gazed
with pale blue eyes out of the window at the last descending rays of the sun.
Mrs Rimington had been very rich at one stage of her life and this had led her to be extremely extravagant. With her hushand dead and no-one to keep her spending in check
she was soon very poor as none of her late wealth had gone to a handy cause.
She warmed her hands on the cup and looked at the grandfather clock that ticked noisLO\LQWKHIDUFRUQHU,WZDVVL[R¶FORFN1HDUO\VXSSHUWLPH6KH¿QLVKHGKHUFRIIHH
and returned to the kitchen where she put down the cup and took a candle from the
ZLQGRZVLOOµ&RPHRQ7DEE\¶VKHVDLGWRWKHWDZQ\JUH\FDWWKDWVDWOLFNLQJLWVHOIDW
the back door. The cat, faithfull as long as the food remained, bounded to its feet and
followed the old lady. As Mrs Rimington was too poor to own a fridge, all the food
was kept in a cellar and the cat, eager for a meal, followed the old lady down into the
depths of the house. Mrs Rimington lit the candle and pushed open the cellar door.
)RUDQLQVWDQWVKHVDZWKHP\ULDGRIWLQ\OLJKWVUHÀHFWLQJLQWKHFDQGOHOLJKWWKHQWKH\
were gone. The rats. She shuddered and went down the dark, slippery staircase. As
she descended, her foot touched something soft and furry. A scream left her lips as she
pitched forward into the blackness. She lay there for a while, then tried to move. Pain
shot through her right leg. It was impossible to move.
Panic welled up inside her as she realised calling for help would be futile as the
neighbours were away. Fortunately she still held the candle and the door was open, but
light from the departing day was rapidly decreasing. Frantically Mrs Rimington lit the
FDQGOH$QLPDOVZHUHDIUDLGRI¿UHVRVKHZDVVDIHDWWKHPRPHQW-XVWDWWKDWPRPHW
Tabby appeared and rubbed his sleek neck against the door. Slowly it creaked closed
and with a click, total blackness, save for the meagre light of the cangle, engulfed the
cellar.
She sat for a while, observed her surroundings, then the candle, getting to hot to hold,
GURSSHGWRWKHVWRQHÀRRU)RUDPRPHQWWKHÀLFNHULQJOLJKWRIOLIHKHOGRQ7KHQEODFNness, and the rats came back.
Andrew Barnes - Form IV

A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY
The sky to the east of us changed as we began our journey through the ice. The opaque
iridescent light faded out of it till it was a dead, white glare. Wisps of cloud drifted
across the sun and thickened like a fog, which enveloped us in its chill, soundless
blanket. The last spark of comparative warmth vanished and the world was a cold
HWFKLQJLQEODFNDQGZKLWH7KHQWKH¿UVWÀXUU\RIVQRZVFDWWHUHGOLNHDKDQGIXORI
confetti on the ship. This was what I experienced on my voyage into the Antarctic to
discover the way of life of a whaler.
Slowly the fog cleared, revealing a bleak, ice-green sea heaving morosely under a layer
of cloud. The light glistened on crags of ice and in the shadows, the naked ice, sheer in
SODFHVZDVDSDOHEOXH:KHUHWKHVXQ¶VUD\VVWUXFNLWKRZHYHULWVVXUIDFHJOHDPHGOLNH
EXUQLVKHGFRSSHU7KHVXQ¶VUD\VZHUHLQWHQVL¿HGLQSDUWVWRSURGXFHDPRFNVXQRI
gold shot with prismatic colours.
7KHVKLS,ZDVRQVRRQWXUQHGLQWRDÀRDWLQJIDFWRU\DEHOFKLQJVWLQNLQJPXFNKHDS
RIDFWLYLW\WZRWKRXVDQGPLOHVIURPFLYLOLVDWLRQ+HUXSSHUGHFNVZHUH¿OWK\DQG
looked like a charnel house you might dream up in a nightmare. Men waded knee deep
in the intestines of the whales, their long curved-bladed knives slashing at the bleeding
KXQNVRIÀHVK6WHDPVDZVEX]]HGDVWKH\ULSSHGLQWRWKHEDFNERQHVDQGEOXEEHUZDV
SLOHGXSKLJK7KHUHZDVDVPHOORIGHFD\LQJÀHVKPLQJOHGZLWKRLODQG¿VKO\LQJLQ
the air, thick and cloying, like an inescapable fog. By this time my stomach was in open
UHYROWDQG,ÀHGWRP\FDELQ
7KHQH[WGD\WKHZKROHÀHHWZDVLQDFWLRQZLWKZKDOHVVSRXWLQJDOODURXQGXV6WDQGLQJ
on the deck of the factory ship we could hear the dull thud of harpoon guns in action. I
saw one catcher quite close, his legs were braced apart, waiting fox a moment to strike.
$ZKDOH7KHSRLQWHGKDUSRRQGLSSHGDQGZDV¿UHG7KHUHZDVDFUDFNRIDJXQDQGWKH
duller boom of the warhead exploding inside the whale. The whale was brought aboard
and it was about eighty feet long. The men fell on it and began cutting.
Later we ran into frost-smoke and it was as though the cold hand of death had touched
WKHPHQ¶VVSLULWV,VFUHZHGXSP\H\HVWRWU\DQGVHHEXWLWZDVLPSRVVLEOHWRPDNH
anything out clearly. The whole atmosphere seemed to be constantly shifting and it
ZDVDVWKRXJK,ZDVVHHLQJHYHU\WKLQJWKURXJKD¿OPRIZDWHU$GHOLFDWHFRORXUWLQJHG
with ice- prismatic and ephemeral. Nothing had substance. The frost smoke rose and
screened the sun and the men would not be comforted as they knew the terrible danger
of hitting an ice-berg. The ice and smoke were overwhelming reminders of the forces
we were up against and I felt shut in and depressed.
However, luck seemed to be on our side and after about nine hours the smoke began to
GLVDSSHDU&RORXUVFDPHEDFNWRUHOLHYHWKHGHDGQHVVRIWKHHWHUQDOZKLWHDQGWKHVXQ¶V
rays slanted across the sky making the ice gleam like the inside of an oyster shell. It
was .hard to believe that the scene could change so quickly.
As the trip continued, 1 became used to the carnage of the factory ship. A whale chase
is an extremely exciting experience. All eyes would scan the sea ahead waiting for
the sight of a thin plume of vapour as the whale surfaced to blow. After four months I
returned home and all I have to remind me of the terrible hardships the whalers suffer
are memories.
Beverley Spencer - Form 5

Remembered by none except ...
In her younger days, Mrs. M had been one of the most helpful members of the community. No task that ever came her way was considered impossible. Her life revolved
around making other people happy. She was an extremely active member of the
Womens Voluntary Service and her greastest pleasures were gained from visiting old
SHRSOHLQWKHWRZQZKRZHUHWRRROGRULQ¿UPWRIHQGIRUWKHPVHOYHV$YLVLWWRROG
SHRSOH¶VKRPHVWRFDUU\RXWDIHZFKRUHVRUWRJHWVRPHJURFHULHVDOZD\VWHUPLQDWHG
in a friendly chat with the old person. The little bit of joy that Mrs.M brought into these
ROGSHRSOHVOLYHVZDVDOOWKHUHZDUGVKHQHHGHGIRUKHU¿QHVHUYLFHV
7KDWZDVPDQ\\HDUVDJRDQG$UWKXU¶VWUDJLFGHDWKGXULQJWKHZDUKDGOHIWKHUZLGRZHG
and alone. Mrs. M. thought of that terrible day in November many years ago when the
postman had handed her a small buff envelope. She remembered how, with trembling
hands she had inserted the copper paper knife (the one Charles had made at school and
VRSURXGO\EURXJKWKRPHLWZDVVWLOORQHRIKHUPRVWWUHDVXUHGSRVVHVVLRQV µ0LVVLQJ
SUHVXPHGGHDG¶'HDUFRQVLGHUDWH$UWKXUDPDUYHOORXVPDQQRWFDSDEOHRIKDUPLQJD
À\\HWKHKDGDQVZHUHGKLVFRXQWU\¶VFDOOWRDUPVDQGLQFRQVHTXHQFHKDGEHHQUREEHG
of his life in some stinking, shell-pocked swamp in Flanders.
0UV0¿QJHUHGWKHSRSS\WKDWVKHZDVZHDULQJLQKHUODSHODQGWKRXJKWRIKRZLQ
two days time she would walk down to the Cenotaph (as she did every year). As the
¿QDOQRWHVRIWKH5HYHLOOHDQGWKH/DVW3RVWGULIWHGDZD\RQWKHFROG1RYHPEHUZLQG
VKHZRXOGVWDQGKHDGERZHGLQUHYHUDQFHIRUWKHGHDGµ:HZLOOUHPHPEHUWKHP¶µ,
ZLOOUHPHPEHUKLP¶KRZFRXOGVKHIRUJHW$UWKXUHVSHFLDOO\DV1RYHPEHUWKZDVKLV
birthday.
Poor Mrs. M. all alone in life. No one ever visited her and even Charles hardly found
time to write to her - Canada was a long way off and she wondered when she would
ever see Charles again. Loneliness is a terrible thing, especially when you are old.
7KDQNKHDYHQVKHKDGµ7LQNHU¶WRHDVHKHUVROLWXGH$VLIUHDOLVLQJKHUWKRXJKWV7LQNHU
DIIHFWLRQDWHO\UXEEHGKLPVHOIDJDLQVW0UV0¶VDQNOHVDQGSXUUHGFRQWHQWHGO\
$UWKXU¶VZDUSHQVLRQJDYHKHUYHU\OLWWOHWROLYHRQDQGVKHKRSHGVKHZRXOGEHDEOHWR
DIIRUG7LQNHU¶VIRUWQLJKWO\WUHDWRIOLYHU$UXPEOLQJLQKHUVWRPDFKUHPLQGHG0UV0
WKDWVKHKDGQRWHDWHQIRU¿IWHHQKRXUV0UV0JRWXSDQGGUHZKHUFRDWDURXQGKHU
more closely. She would have to eat the remains of the stew cold. She had used the last
of her shilling pieces for the gas meter to buy the Armistice poppy.

Mrs. M. spent a restless night in bed, curled up trying to keep warm. If she had forgotten
DERXW7LQNHU¶VWUHDWDQGWDNHQDVKLOOLQJSLHFHIURPWKHFKLSSHGFKLQDPXJRQWKH
windowsill, she could have made use of the gas heater, but such an idea was far from
her thoughts. To deprive Tinker of his fortnight treat would be unforgivable.
7KHFROG1RYHPEHUQLJKWGLGLWVZRUVWDQGQH[WPRUQLQJ0UV0KDGGLI¿FXOW\LQ
breathing. The cold and damp in her room, together with her low resistance to illness
had resulted in pneumonia. All through the next day Mrs. M. lay in bed unable to move.
Not even possessing the strength to get up and get herself assistance.
7ZRGD\VDIWHULWV¿UVWRQVODXJKWWKHSQHXPRQLDZDVGUDLQLQJWKHOLIHIURP0UV
M. Two days without food was the end. As the last notes of Reveille drifted down
:KLWHKDOOWKHFURZGVUHDI¿UPHGWKHLUSURPLVHµ:HZLOOUHPHPEHUWKHP¶0UV
M. began her last sleep remembered by none except maybe Tinker who sniffed
LQTXLVLWLYHO\DWWKHSRSS\ZKLFKKDGIDOOHQWRWKHÀRRU
Ian Thompson - Matric

UNTAMED
The great white stallion stood, surrounded by the mist. He looked down into a huge
canyon and watched the groups of mares peacefully grazing. Near them stood the terror
of all horses, whose very neigh froze the blood of any young stallion with fear of death.
He was the great grey mustang, who had killed many young stallions that had crossed
his path and foolishly accepted his challenge.
The white stallion shook his head, and, overcome by the lust for victory, made up his
mind. He neighed a challenge loud and booming, which almost shook the ground. Then
from in the canyon the challenge was accepted and the answer boomed from the throat
RIWKHJUH\+LVPXVFOHVWHQVHWKHZKLWHVWDOOLRQJDOORSHGLQWRWKHFDQ\RQFRQ¿GHQWWKDW
he would walk off victorious.
7KHEDWWOHVFDUUHGJUH\KLVQRVWULOVÀDUHGFDPHLQWRWKHRSHQ1HDUHUWKH\FDPH
XQWLOWKH\PHW+RRIVÀHZDQGWHHWKVODVKHGDQGWKHZKLWHZDVFRYHUHGLQEORRG
His blood. The blows from the grey continued and the white felt his strength failing.
With one desperate effort he kicked, feeling his hoof strike the head of his opponent.
Momentarily stunned, the grey stood, hanging his head. For the white, this was an
opportunity and he took it. A few quick kicks ended it. The grey stallion lay, his head
open, his life hanging feebly. His blood ebbed away into the canyon of his birth, which
was now the canyon of his death. He sighed and was gone.
The white stallion, heedless of his wounds, ran to the mares, his mares. He stopped and
gave a last cry of triumph and victory.
Philip Booysen - Form 2b

A VISITOR
%RWKP\VLVWHUDQG,DQVZHUHGWKHNQRFNRQWKHGRRUWR¿QGDFRPSOHWHVWUDQJHU
standing or rather towering on the doorstep. She was tall, lean and had she been less
than her seventy years, one would have said an athletic type. I thought her face was
ÀXVKHGEXWODWHUIRXQGWKLVWREHKHUQDWXUDOFRORXULQJ6KHKDG¿QHIHDWXUHVZLWKKLJK
FKHHNERQHVD¿UPFKLQDQGDEURDGIRUHKHDG6KHORRNHGDSHUVRQRIFKDUDFWHUDQG
intelligence. She had two warm, blue, yet soul searching eyes, which were upon us as
though analysing and forming an opinion.
She addressed herself to my sister, leaving me with the feeling of non-existence.
6SHDNLQJLQÀXHQW$IULNDDQVVKHH[SODLQHGWKDWVKHZLVKHGVKHOWHUIURPWKHWKXQGHU
storm which was crashing around the house, adding a gruesome touch to the situation.
My sister, replying in the same language, invited the lady to enter, which she did
without further discussion. Not the slightest reaction was shown to the fact that she had
been answered in her native tongue.
Her rather long, dark plain coat, which had seen better days, was removed. Her hat
which she appeared to be wearing back to front was taken. The removal of these items
VKHSHUIRUPHGZLWKVRPHGLI¿FXOW\KDYLQJWRSDVVIURPRQHDUPWRDQRWKHUDODUJH
ZHWZRHEHJRQHWHGG\EHDUGUDSHGLQDEDE\¶VEODQNHWZKLFKVKHSUHYLRXVO\KDGEHHQ
KROGLQJ¿UPO\WRKHUDQGHYHQQRZZRXOGQRWSDUWZLWK
She had coffee, still nursing her teddy bear, which she frequently referred to as baby.
Her main topics of conversation ranged from her house in the next street, her late
husband (a bank manager) to her daughter living overseas and expected home any day
for a holiday.
0\VLVWHUOLVWHQHGZLWKDSX]]OHGLQFUHGLEOHORRNKHUH\HVRFFDVLRQDOO\ÀLFNHULQJWR
WKHWHGG\EHDU+HRIIHUHGQRFODUL¿FDWLRQSRVVLEO\KLVNQRZOHGJHRI$IULNDDQVZDVDV
meagre as mine. The old lady suddenly got up and left. It was not long after she had left
that my sister came out of her trance and chased after her. But she was not to be found.
Many days passed before my sister lost her feeling of discomfort and guilt, believing
that some unseen hand had guided that lady who spoke only Afrikaans to the only
house in London whose occupant could speak Afrikaans, thus giving us the chance to
help in some way. We had failed to do that.

Angela Lynch - Form 2a

IN RETROSPECT
My name is Eric Odin and I am on the traditional funeral ship. Every time an Old
Viking feels that he is about to die, he is put onto his long boat and the boat is set alight
in the ocean. This is considered an honourable death.
$VP\YHVVHOQHDUVWKHSODFHZKHUHWKH\ZLOOVHW¿UHWRLWP\ZKROHOLIHSDVVHVEHIRUH
my eyes. Not that I am afraid to die or any such thing, but I am just reliving some of
P\¿QHVWKRXUV2QHRIP\HDUOLHVWH[SHGLWLRQVZDVLQWKH\HDU$',ZDVWZHQW\
one years of age. I was tall, blond and well built. My clear blue eyes matched the
colour of the cold Artic ocean. My garments were unrivalled in quality because I was
the eldest son of the great chieftain, Lief Odin. My sword and battle-axe were of the
¿QHVWVWHHODQGWKH\JOLQWHGDQGÀDVKHGLQWKHVXQ,ZDVVDLOLQJXQGHUWKHOHDGHUVKLS
of Captain Eriksson. Our longboat was built from well seasoned oak. It was seventy¿YHIHHWIURPERZWRVWHUQLHLWZDVORQJDQGQDUURZ7KHVWHPZDVJUDFHIXOO\FXUYHG
XSKLJKZLWKD¿HUFHGUDJRQKHDGFDUYHGRQWKHDSH[7KLVZDVWRSXWWHUURULQWRRXU
enemies. The same job was done by the dragon painted on the sail.
I was but one of the total of forty warriors crammed on board ship. In the early spring,
we loaded our provisions into the boat. After bidding our loved ones farewell, we sailed
GRZQWKHFU\VWDOFOHDUIMRUGDQGRXWLQWRWKHGDUNEOXHVHD2XUVKLSQDPHGµ7KH%DWWOH
$[H¶URGHOLNHDGXFN2XUKLJKVWHPVOLFHGWKURXJKWKHZDWHUOLNHDNQLIHWKURXJKKRW
butter. The long white trail of bubbles and foam in our wake gave, evidence or our
speed. The rows of shining shields along the sides of the boat,” rounded it off as a truly
terrifying sight. Not far from Bristol, our destination, we started shining and sharpening
our weapons.
µ7KH%DWWOH$[HEHDFKHGMXVWDVWKHVXQVUD\VZHUHEHJLQQLQJWRVWDEWKURXJKWKH
darkness. We jumped over the sides of the craft arid into the chilly water in full battle
DUUD\:HVWRUPHGXSWKHEHDFKZLWKEXUQLQJWRUFKHVDQGVHW¿UHWRWKHEXLOGLQJV
6XGGHQO\,ZDV¿OOHGZLWKDEXUQLQJGHVLUHWRNLOOUDQVDFNSLOODJHDQGGHVWUR\,Q
IUHQ]\,UDQXSWKHEHDFK0\¿UVWYLFWLPZDVRQHRIWKHZDUHKRXVHJXDUGV2QHEORZ
from my battle-axe split his head in two halves. We dragged all the valuables from the
ZDUHKRXVHDQGEXUQWWKHUHVW:HUDQWKURXJKWKHVWUHHWVHPLWWLQJ¿HUFHEDWWOHFULHVDW
the tops of our voices.
We left Bristol with our holds full of exceedingly valuable goods. The smoke rose up
IURPRXU¿UHVDQGGULIWHGXSWRZDUGVWKHEULJKWDIWHUQRRQVXQ:HVKRYHGRIIDQGWKHQ
set our sail toward Norway, our home. The sail swelled out in the breeze like a proud
FRFNDQGWKHQZHZHQWVNLPPLQJRYHUWKHZKLWHFDSVOLNHDVHDJXOOORRNLQJIRU¿VK
These were the good old days.
:HKDYHDUULYHGDWWKHSODFHRIGHDWKDQGWKH\KDYHVHW¿UHWRP\VKLS7KHÀDPHVDUH
FUHHSLQJWRZDUGVPHFORVHUFORVHU,FDQVPHOOP\RZQÀHVKEXUQLQJ, am standing
straight up and looking at the ocean.
I am slipping away. Farewell!
Randy Sutherland - Form 1A1

Under the hot summer sun
It was a fabulous day,
And here I lay,
With my toes in the pool,
Watching the cool cool water,
As it rose and fell,
Under the hot spell of the summer sun.
My sister who was splashing around,
With a great deal of sound,
Made the noise greater,
As she squealed out later,
<LSSHH0XP¶VEURXJKWVRPHWHD
So I drank my tea and nibbled my bun,
Under the spell of the hot summer sun.
Marion Pirie - Foar 1A2

0\UHÀHFWLRQ
I hobbled to my mirror to look at myself.
I am eighty-three years old.
My skin looks wrinkled and my cheeks ever so hollow.
And those ugly grey hairs on my head.
Age is a terrible thing.
These old glasses, earplugs, false teeth,
,IHHODQGORRNOLNHDQROGWKURZQRXWDUWL¿FLDOÀRZHU
I can hardly see, I can hardly hear
And I have to hobble around holding for dear life onto an old stick.
My bones seem to stick out at every creaking joint.
0\KDQGVDUHDOPRVWZLWKRXWÀHVK
I feel like an old dried peach which has little juice left.
R G Esterhuysen - Form 1A1

THESE.... I LIKE
I like going for walks in the countryside alone and observing the characteristics of
different creatures, big and small. I also love taking deep breaths of fresh, unpolluted
DLUVZHHWHQHGZLWKWKHRGRXUVRIEHDXWLIXOZLOGÀRZHUV,OLNHUHOD[LQJLQWKHVXQRQ
cool days and feeling the warm rays radiating heat through my body, and staring into
µVSDFH¶WKLQNLQJRIQRWKLQJ
My favourite food is fruit which makes a stimulating glass of cool, fresh juice on a hot
day after a game of hockey. I enjoy visiting antique or boutique shops to look at their
YDULRXVIDVFLQDWLQJDUWLFOHV,¿QGSOHDVXUHLQGHFRUDWLQJSODFHVDQGWKLQJVPDNLQJ
them look attractive.
,WLVDGHOLJKWWROLVWHQWROLJKWVRRWKLQJPXVLFZKHQRQH¶VPLQGLVIXOOSIWKHDQ[LHWLHV
RIOLIH(QWKXVLDVP¿OOVPHZKHQ,KDYHWKHRSSRUWXQLW\WRJRLFHVNDWLQJDQGIHHOOLNHD
ELUGÀ\LQJRYHUWKHLFH

THESE.... I DISLIKE
,GLVOLNHDUJXPHQWVDQG¿JKWVDVWKH\DUHSRLQWOHVVDQGRQO\PDNHPDWWHUVZRUVHDQG
cause friction between the opponents.
3LJ¶VWURWWHUVWULSHDQGRQLRQVDUHIRRGV,GRQ¶WHQMR\HDWLQJ%RUHGRPLVHQRXJKWR
drive me crazy. Very heavy classical music I think is a strain to listen to. I hate being
tickled, especially under my arms. Winter is not pleasant either as it is necessary to
wear a lot of clothing in order to keep warm. This can be very uncomfortable at times.
Being teased is another thing I detest because I never know how to take it and most
people think I am gullible.
To tolerate cheeky children younger than myself calls for a lot of self-control.
Gillian Godden

ROAD

HOG

His mighty chewy took the grid
A thundering mill under the lid.
His massive engine throbbed with life
The front of his dragster like a stiletto knife.
In his cab of perspex and steel
His sweating hands grasp the steering wheel
As tension grew his revs mounted
And in his head the seconds counted.
7KHOLJKWVÀDVKHGJUHHQ
And with a rubbery scream
He popped the clutch with a lightning touch
His machine gave a whine and a crunch.
His front wheels rose up far,
While the back wheels scorched the tar.
+HOHIWWKH¿HOGIDUEHKLQG
%XWVRRQIRXQGKHZDVEHLQJ¿QHG
Alan Godden - Form 4

Spring
Spring!
A genrle breeze
Rustles the new born leaves,
A soft sigh.
A blue sea
Covers the ground,
Bluebells in full cry.
The primrose,
Like a yellow boat
In the blue sea.
A faint rustle
From among the new green grass;
A viper,
Like the Loch Ness monster,
Slithers by.
A chestnut,
Flying through the air;
Two more!
:KDW¶VJRLQJRQXSWKHUH"
Down scampers a squirrel,
Collects his nuts
And if off again
Like a dolphon.
The sun sets,
The light goes,
Leaving the yellow boats stranded
Until ...
The wreckers appear.
Colin Howe - Form 3A

Fishes
Fishes in the sea,
fascinate me.
7KH\¶UHELJDQGURXQG
and weigh a pound sometime four
sometimes more.
Peta Baxter

LOVE
Naked he ran across the golden sand,
KLVIRRWSULQWVWKH¿UVWWKDWGD\WREUHDNWKHVXUIDFH
He tripped and was soaked by the waves.
/DXJKLQJKHVFUDPEOHGXSDQGUDQRQFKDVLQJEXWWHUÀLHV
He stopped, scooped up a handful of the golden grains and
threw them with all his might over his small bronzed body,
KLVWLQ\¿QJHUVVPHDULQJWKHVDQGLQWRKLVFRUQFRORXUHGKDLU
Childhood years soon passed
let him enjoy them while he may.
Something unnamed and as yet unknown moved her.
:DVWKLVORYH"
Alyson Nicholas

The Fledgling
6RSOD\WLPH¶V¿QLVKHGZLWK
,W¶VWLPHWRSXOOWKHODVWVDGFKDLQRQKLVODVWVFKRROJLUOFUXVK
,W¶VWLPHWRIDWKRPRXWWRRPDQ\WKLQJV
7ROHDUQKH¶VQRORQJHUJRWVRPHERG\ZDWFKLQJRYHUKLP
+H¶VJRLQJWROHDUQVWUDQJHWKLQJV
Learn how to lie correctly,
How to live correctly,
How to cheat and steal in the nicest possible manner.
He will learn amongst other things how to enjoy his enemies
And how to avoid friendships.
,IKH¶VXQOXFN\KHZLOOOHDUQKRZWRORYHDQGJLYHHYHU\WKLQJDZD\
$QGKRZHYHQWXDOO\KH¶OOHQGXSZLWKQRWKLQJ
Shelagh Masson - Form 3A

Fright
,SXWWKHOLJKWRIIDQGVOHSW)RU¿YHPLQXWHV,ORRNHGURXQGWKHGDUNURRPLPDJLQLQJ
things. Not very long afterwards, I was fast asleep.
It was near midnight when I heard voices outside.
µ6KDOOZHHQWHU"¶LQTXLUHGVRPHERG\TXLHWO\
µ<HDK/HWXVHQWHU¶FDPHWKHUHSO\
The window opened. In crawled one after the other, a troop of short dark, long-haired
men, led by an amazingly collossal woman. A pair of big round eyes protruded from
each of their small pale faces. Two hairy looking horns projected from the tops of their
upper lips. Aha! These were moustaches, I thought to myself, after a good frightened
stare at them.
In a second my bed was surrounded by these little men. The colossal woman leader
sitting comfortably on my belly. It was a good attack, from which I could not possibly
escape.
µ6FUHDPP\JLUO¶VRPHERG\XUJHGPH,FRXOGQRWEULQJP\VHOIWRGRVRIRUDWKLFN
piece of dirty cotton wool had been stuffed in my mouth. My hands were tightly held
by two of the little males. Suddenly the bed rose up to the ceiling and came down with
a loud bang. To my surprise, nobody in the house came to my rescue. Again and again
the bed went up and down. Gradually I began to feel pains all over my body. I had to
save myself. I tried to push the huge woman off my body several times, but failed.
Finally I succeeded only to turn round and face the wall on the left. This turned out to
be my moment of triumph.
Within the wink of an eye, the enemy had disappeared out through the window. The
dirty smelling pieces of cotton wool had been removed from my mouth and only then
did I manage to shout for help. It was too late.
The light was put on.
µ:KDW¶VWKHPDWWHU"¶DVNHG0RWKHUµ<RXKDYHEHHQVFUHDPLQJ¶
µ/LWWOHPPHQWKH\UDQDZD\WKH\WULHGWRNNNLOOPHDQG¶,KDGEHHQGUHDPLQJ
Dorcas Sebalo

The River
The great river winding down
Through mountain valley gorge and town
Through endless miles of reeds that sway
She threads her solemn sombre way,
Underneath the brassy sky.
The lazy river meanders by
A crocodile asleep on some sand
While cattle drink near at hand.
M Scott Form 2B

Nature’s Music
The merry singing of the birds aloft,
The rain pattering very soft,
The cockerel singing on the garden wall,
Surely this is the best music of all.
The waves breaking over the beach,
Two larks squawking over a peach,
The leaves rustling in the elms tall,
Surely this is the best music of all.
The monkeys chattering in the trees,
7KHEXWWHUÀLHVÀXWWHULQJLQWKHEUHH]H
The trumpeting of the elephant tall,
Surely this is the best music of all.
John O’Shea - Form 1A

Teacher to class:
µ<RXUSUHSLVWRPDNHVHQWHQFHVZLWKWKHIROORZLQJZRUGV
µGHWDLO¶µGHIHQFH¶DQGµGHIHDW¶
The following morning Teacher asks little Tom µ5HDGRXW\RXUVHQWHQFHVWRWKHFODVV7RP¶
7RPµ'HFRZMXPSHGRYHUGHIHQFH¿UVWGHIHDWDQGGHQGHWDLO¶
Peter Payne - Form 1

Lonely
I wandered on
7KURXJK¿HOGVDQGRYHUKLOOV
Through woods and streams,
Seeing nobody but me.
I was alone with my thoughts;
Thinking about things I could do.
I thought of the birds and the bees
And all the things that hide in the trees.
I walked on and on,
Over rocks and stones;
Through villages and towns,
All because I was alone.
Jane Briar - Form 2b

The art of getting one’s own way
(with apologies to parents)
)LUVWO\,ZRXOGOLNHWRLQIRUPDOOUHDGHUVWKDWWKH¿QDORXWFRPHRI\RXUHIIRUWVGHSHQGV
on your own acting ability and also your parents weakness.
/HW¶VSUHVXPH\RXZDQWDZKLWHPRXVH2QHHYHQLQJJRXSWRWKHPDQGVD\\RXZRXOG
OLNHDQHOHSKDQW'RQ¶WEHGLVFRXUDJHGE\WKHUHVXOW1H[WVXJJHVWDKRUVHDQGLIWKH\
refuse work down through dogs, cars, birds, etc., until you mention a white mouse. If
they are normal parents (an uncommon occurence) they would jump at the chance. If
they still refuse try another way.
Now come the shock tactics. After a few days say directly to them that you want a
white mouse. If they refuse again, throw a tantrum, scream, foam at the mouth, do
anything. If they have stopped you, break out in convulsive sobs. Give up after half an
hour and go to your room. At supper say you are not hungry and go to bed.
*HWXSEHIRUHDQ\RQHHOVHWKHQH[WPRUQLQJDQGZLSHÀRXURYHU\RXUIDFHDQGWU\WR
ORRNGUDZQ$WEUHDNIDVWKDYHKDOIDFXSLIFRIIHH GRQ¶WIRUJHW\RXFDQDOZD\VUDLGWKH
IULGJH $IWHUDIHZGD\VLI\RXUSDUHQWVVWLOOGRQ¶WDJUHHRQJLYLQJ\RXDZKLWHPRXVH
give up and recover strength for the next round.
Approach your father and tell him that your mother has said that you can have mouse if
he agrees and vice versa. This should work but watch out if they realise what you have
done.
Borrow or even steal books on white mice. You can even spend hours drawing white
PLFHDQGOHDYHWKHPZKHUHWKH\FDQEHQRWLFHGHJRQIDWKHU¶VQHZVSDSHU$OVRYLVLW
WKHSHWVKRSIUHTXHQWO\'RQ¶WIRJHWWRWHOO\RXUSDUHQWVZKHUH\RXDUHJRLQJ
Now comes some more shock treatment. Catch a big dirty rat and keep him in a box,
frequently showing him lovingly to mother or father. if they still refuse a mouse, let the
UDWRXW 'RQ¶WKHOSPRWKHURIIWKHFKDLUHLWKHU 1RZFRPHVWKH¿QDODWWHPSW:DONRXW
the front door with a bundle of clothes in your hand and say you are leaving. If they
have called you back by the time you have reached the front gate, come in via the back
door and acknowledge defeat if they still do not give you your white mouse.
/HW¶VIDFHLW\RXKDYHUHDOO\WRXJKSDUHQWVDQG\RX¶OOQHYHUJHW\RXURZQZD\
Brian Rae
FOR SALE: One white elephant - Apply Brian Rae (Editor)

Struggle
The man was tall and rugged looking. His hair was jet black and his jaw was set in a
¿UPOLQHZKLFKZDVDV\PERORIKLVVWURQJFKDUDFWHU+LVQDPHZDV6DYR\
He had four hours of life left. The panic had hit him a few hours before. The sweat had
poured from his black hair in long rivulets down his face and neck. He was now feeling
calmer. Savoy had thought it better to die calmly and without struggle.
He had a hot bath and sat down for his meal which he had ordered. The hands of the
clock moved slowly round. There was now one hour left and it was the worst. Savoy
wished he could have a sedative. He thought about life, its different ways.
Savoy closed his eyes and leaned back. He heard slow footsteps and the door was unlocked. The corridor was bright and echoed as they walked its length. He was asked to
strip off his cumbersome prison clothes and the priest came and blessed him. A young
IDWPDQKHOGKLVDUPZLWKVZHDW\¿QJHUVDQGWROGKLPWRWDNHLWHDV\+HWROG6DYR\
to breathe in deeply and it would be all right. The heavy steel door was opened and he
was led to the chair and strapped down. The man gave Savoy another reassuring pat
and walked out. The door closed and silence reigned. He felt tense but managed to ease
KLPVHOI+LVORRNWXUQHGWRWKHIDWPDQZKRZDVFRXQWLQJWKHVHFRQGV7KHIDWPDQ¶V
hand shook as he pulled the lever down. As Savoy heard the gas eggs fall and break
under the chair he began pulling at the straps. The white gas crept through the chair
and reached his mouth. Savoy knew he could not die calmly. He was now struggling
DQGKLVDUPVZHUHWRUQIURPWKHVWUDSV+HZDVWKLQNLQJZDVQ¶WDOORIOLIHMXVWRQHELJ
VWUXJJOH"
Jill Bennett - Form IV

The Desk
The beauty of the desk was rare,
Such slender legs all black and bare,
The polished wood without a scratch,
The inkpot, covered by a latch.
The hinges of the lid well greased,
The roomy inside to release.
The desk when newly bought was so,
But that was very long ago,
Now the desk is getting old,
It is a sad sight to behold.
The workworn top is scratched and rough,
It is no longer smooth to touch,
The inkpot is of no longer use,
Due to mishandling and abuse,
This desk with its suffering and pain
Represents the life of Men.
Diane Humphreys

Waves roll on
Sharp rays of light stabbed the darkness casting a rosy glow over the tranquil sea.
Dawn.
,QWKHGLVWDQFHD¿JXUHDSSHDUHG$JLUOWDOOVOHQGHUDQGJUDFHIXODVDZLOORZWUHH
walked in solitary silence stooping every now and then to pick up shells. Tiny, smooth
VKHOOVSLQNDVDEDE\¶VWRHQDLOV6KHUHDFKHGXSWRKHUKDLUDQGSXOOHGRXWWZRSLQV
Her hair tumbled down in a cascade of golden curls. She ran down over the gleaming
sand and into the fresh, cool water. Laughing to herself, she lay on her back and let the
waves creep up and over her body.
Serene and beautiful she lay there, oblivious to the fact that she was being watched.
:DWFKHGE\H\HV¿OOHGZLWKORYHIRUKHU+HFDPHGRZQLQWRWKHVDQG+LVIRRWSULQWV
mingled with hers. Large and small. He approached and the girl glanced up at the sound
of crushing shells. He had trampled on her precious collection. She looked at him sadly,
recognition sparked in her eyes. Slowly, painfully, she shook her head. Her eyes full of
sorrow. He turned and walked away, but not before he had drawn a broken heart in the
sand.
She gazed at it for several minutes, then, she too got up and walked away.
The waves rolled on as before. Creeping nearer and nearer to a handful of crushed
shells, two hairpins and a broken heart. Life had changed for both of them, but the
waves roll on the same.
Alyson Nicholas - Form 3a

My laaste vakansie
Gedurende die Mei vakansie het ons na Ponto do Ouro in Mocambique gegaan om
twee weke lank vakansie te hou. Toe ons aangekom het, het ons gou uitgepak, tent
RSJHVODDQHQWRHµQUXNNLHPHWRQVQXZHERRWMLHJDDQURHL
2QVKHWOHNNHUJHURHLHQRPJHYHHUGULHXXUPLGGDJWHUXJJHNHHUWHQWWRHHQJRXµQ
stortbad geneem om al die sout van ons lywe af te spoel en daarna lekker warm klere
aangetrek sodat ons nie ver koue kan opdoen nie. Die volgende paar dae was dit
dieselfde ou storie, en toe het my pa met een van die skibote gaan visvang. Ons het
onsgeveer twee uur lank op die strand gespeel. Tow het hulle ingekom en my pa het
WZHHJURRWEDUUDFXGDVJHYDQJ0\EURHUKHWV\NDPHUDJHEULQJHQIRWR¶VJHQHHPYDQ
my vader en die visse.
Daardie aand het ons braaivleis gehou. Net toe die vleis gaar was, het die wind skielik
hard begin waai en twee van ons tente het inmekaar geval en al ons beddegoed het
papnat geword. Toe moes ons na ander tente verhuis en daardie nag het ons koud gaan
slaap. Die volgende dag moes ons al ons nat klere ophang en laat droog word voor ons
kan ry.
+DOISDGWHUXJKXLVWRHKHWRQVQRJµQSDSZLHOJHNU\PDDURQVKHWYHLOLJGDDUGLHDDQG
by die huis aangekom.
Rob Gouweloos

The Sea
The sea is one of the most wonderful creations on earth, indeed, it is beyond
comparison.
The sea resembles a beautiful mythical goddess, somethimes clothed in emerald green,
at other times in deep blue or pale grey. The colours change in harmony with her moods
OLNHDZRPDQ¶VH\HVZKLFKRQHGD\VSDUNOHEOXHZLWKKDSSLQHVVDQGSHDFHDQGDQRWKHU
day are burning grey as wrath stirs within her heart. Another day a deep violet conceals
WKHXQIDWKRPDEOHP\VWHULHVRIWKHKLGGHQGHSWKVDVWKHGHHSYLROHWRIDZRPDQ¶VH\HV
hide her complex character.
The mythical god of the universe had a son and a daughter. The son was incorporated
into the land while the daughter became the sea. There have been eternal arguments and
disputes between the land and the sea. However, the goddess is persistently winning.
Nature, won over by her stunning beauty and incomparable charm, acts like a puppet
in the hand. The rain brings her brother soil to his feet and the wind also helps in this
ultimate destruction. Her brother has only man helping him conserve and preserve his
land.
The sea can be so gentle and beautiful that it is hard to imagine her otherwise. She
kindly washes the beaches for us to enjoy; she carves the land at her leisure to beautify
herself. This makes her admired even more, as without her varied coastline she would
be dull and uninteresting, which would not suit her character.
Although the sea is all this, she is terrible in her wrath. She changes her whole colour
to a dull grey. The lazy waves begin to thunder and batter in all directions. She crashes
DJDLQVWKHUEURWKHU¶VFOLIIVPDNLQJWKHPFUXPEOHGHIHDWHGLQWRWKHZDWHUZKHUHVKH
grinds them to powder.
This great and wonderful being, the sea, can support life as easily and calmly as she
destroys it. Contemplation of her boundless attributes and mysteries is a source of
pleasant philosohical recreation.
Elizabeth Hynd Form IV

Flame
Old Jim was the toughest man I ever knew. Nobody, as far as folks could remember,
KDGHYHUVHHQKLPHYHUJULHYHG+HKDGKDGFDXVHIRUJULHIPDQ\WLPHVEXWKH¶G
never given way to it. He had shot sick animals, watched birds, rabbits and buck die
LQPRXQWDLQ¿UHVVHHQJRRGFURSVIDLODQGEXULHGWZRRIKLVFKLOGUHQRQWKHOLWWOHKLOO
behind his cabin and never a tear so much as wet his eyes.
Mostly Old Jim was known for his huge chestnut stallion, Flame. That horse was
known all over the hills. Old Jim had brought him up by hand, after the mare died when
he was only three hours old. He fed him with a bottle till he could eat fodder. Jim was
WKHRQO\PDQWKDWHYHUVDWRQWKDWKRUVH¶VEDFNRUHYHQWRXFKHGKLP+HZDVDVPHDQ
DQGDVPDJQL¿FHQWDVDQ\KRUVH,HYHUVDZDQGWKHIDVWHVWUXQQHUIRUPLOHVDURXQG
He once galloped thirty-seven miles over ditches, through rivers, up hills, with Jim
and his snake-bitten son on his back, to get to a doctor. Jim often said that if anything
happened to Flame, he would never laugh again. People said that horse was the only
OLYLQJWKLQJWKDWFRXOGUDLVHDWHDULQ-LP¶VH\HV,QHYHUEHOLHYHGWKDWWLOODIHZGD\V
ago.

Flame cont’d
,ZDVULGLQJXSWR-LP¶VFDELQWDNLQJWKHPDLOXS7KHURDGZDVDQDUURZZLQGLQJ
track, with steep drops down one side, seventy feet and more in some places. Suddenly
I came across Jim, dusty, dishevelled, with a deep gash across his forehead. He was
VWDQGLQJORRNLQJRYHUWKHHGJHRIWKHFOLIIDQGKHORRNHGPRUHEURNHQXSWKDQ,¶GHYHU
seen him before. He turned towards me and jerked a hand in the direction of the cliff.
7KHQWHDUV¿OOHGKLVH\HVKLVKHDGGURSSHGDQGWXUQLQJKHVWXPEOHGRQXSWKHURDG,
GLGQ¶WORRNRYHUWKHFOLII,GLGQ¶WQHHGWR,NQHZZKDW,ZRXOGVHH
H Burgess-Simpson - Form IV

The horrible end of Mrs Doestoff
Mrs Doestoff was feeling very depressed on that late winter evening as her husband
had left home on a business assignment. Feeling that she could no longer stay in the
cottage alone, she put on a fur coat and stepped out into the snow, intending to go for a
VKRUWZDONWRFOHDUKHUPLQGRIKHUKXVEDQG¶VLUULWDWLQJDEVHQFH
Little realising that she was moving further away from the cottage, she continued walking aimlessly into the deepening snow eventually reaching a pine forest. She now felt
tired but kept on walking, as if in a dream, recalling the wonderful times spent with her
husband during the past few years. Although she wanted to sit down and rest, something at the back of her mind urged her on. The cottage was now out of sight and the
forest was becoming denser. Exhausted, she subconciously sat down beside a tree and
closed her eyes. Suddenly she was aware of screaming howls in the distance getting
ORXGHUDQGORXGHU6KHVDWXSLQVWDQWO\PLQGZRUNLQJIDVWµ,PXVWJHWEDFN¶VKHWROG
herself repeatedly but discovered that she was unable to move, as the cold had almost
frozen her. She could only sit and listen to the blood-curdling howls obviously coming
from a pack of wolves.
The she saw hundreds of greedy yellow eyes peering at her out of the darkness between
the trees surrounding her. Tormented by the thought of the sure death awaiting her at
the mouths of these ferocious animals, she screamed and at the same time grabbed a
VWLFNDQGÀXQJLWDWWKHQHDUHVWZROILQGHVSHUDWLRQ7KLVKDGDIDWDOHIIHFWDVLWSRXQFHG
XSRQKHUFOHQFKLQJLWVMDZVLQKHUÀHVKWKHUHE\HQFRXUDJLQJWKHRWKHUZROYHVWRDWWDFN
7KXVWKH\JUDGXDOO\WRUHKHUDSDUW¿JKWLQJDPRQJVWWKHPVHOYHVHDFKWU\LQJWRREWDLQ
WKHODUJHVWSLHFHRIÀHVK
$VWKHVXQ¶VUD\V¿OWHUHGWKURXJKWKHWUHHVWKHIROORZLQJPRUQLQJOLJKWLQJXSWKHFOHDU
blue sky, a patch of stained snow could be seen below a tree with a few sleeping wolves
scattered about, resting ater a good meal.
Gillian Godden - Form 2a

Routine
The road ahead was still and silent as Private Kurt Lang checked his mauser carbine
and lay it carefully beside him. The farmhouse to his left was just a burned out shell. A
horse layin the yard, dead. Bodies lay on the road, mostly in frozen blood, victims of
the last air raid.
7KHQLWKDSSHQHGKHKHDUGDVKDUSFUDFNWKHQDµSKXW¶DVVRPHWKLQJHPEHGGHGLWVHOI
near his right arm. He froze, then slowly slid back, dragging his gun after him. His
ZKLWHFDPRXÀDJHMDFNHWVFUDSLQJDJDLQVWWKHVRIWVQRZ
He lay there, still, rather from fear than from anything else. A cold sweat ran slowly
down his back only to be soaked up by the layer of coats and jerseys he had wrapped
himself in.
7KHVORZO\KHUDLVHGKLPVHOISLFNHGXSKLVULÀHDQGFUDZOHGWRWKHOHIWRIKLVSRVLWLRQ
µ&UDFN¶µ3KXW¶+HVWRSSHGWKHQORZHUHGKLPVHOIWRDO\LQJSRVWLRQDQGZDLWHGIRUDIHZ
minutes. The he dragged himself inch by inch, foot by foot, he went forward. Every
minute he expected to feel the hot lead of Russian bullets. The actual ten yards he
FRYHUHGIHOWPRUHOLNH¿YHPLOHV+LVPXVFOHVDFKHGDQGKHZDVZHWZLWKSHUVSLUDWLRQ
Then once more he climbed the small rise and peered over. His mauser was ahead of
him, ready for action.
One by one he studied the dead bodies, then the house.
1RWWKHGRRUQRWWKHZLQGRZ:KDW:DVWKDWDPRYHPHQW"1RZDLW\HVWKHUHLWZDV
again.
6ORZO\KHUDLVHGKLVULÀH7KHZLQGRZORRPHGFORVHULQKLVWHOHVFRSLFVDQGWKHUHLQWKH
cross between his sights was the Russian. He was young and handsome, probably had
a young girl friend or wife at home. Lang never thought that he would cause bittterness
LQVRPH5XVVLDQKRPHKHKDGWKHPDQ¶VOLIHLQKLVKDQGV
He held his breath, slowly squeezed the trigger. With years of training he pressed the
gun to his shoulder, steady and then the gun jerked. The Russian slowly turned round,
then toppled out of the window. He hit the snow.
The road ahead was still and silent as Private Kurt Lang checked his mauser carbine
andlay it carefully beside him. The farmhouse to his left was just a burned out shell.
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blood, victims of the last air raid.
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OLD MARCIANS
AERS Geraldine - Natal University doing B.A.
ALLAN Lynne - Rhodes University BA
ALLANSON Lesley - Reading science at Pietermaritzburg
ALLANSON Christopher - (caveman) - Army
ALDWINKLE Allison - O T England
ANDERSON Lynette - Bank in Durban
ARNOLD Sparky - Civil Engineer - Natal University
ARNOLD Judy - Wits
BAKER Brian - Standard Bank Johannesburg
BENECKE Zooie - Bank in Salisbury
BENECKE Cocky - Working in Rhodesia
BENECKE Seun - Eriksens Mbabane
BENECKE Alma - Suzmans Mbabane
BENNETT Ian - Taking CIS in Durban
BLACK Shelley - Married
BOWLER Paul - Cape Town University
BRINDLEY Francis - Done very well at Addington in Durban
obtained a degree in Clinical Pathology
BRINDLEY Kit - Works in Durban
CHALLIS Charlie - Law at Natal University
CHATER Basil - Bank in Durban
CHERRY Lesley - Working in Johannesburg
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CONN David - Merchant Seaman
DAVIDSON Anne - University Canada
DAVIDSON Gwyn - Working in Canada
'((/(<0LNH&RPSXWHU¿UPDW6RUUHO7DVPDQLD
DICKS Anthony - Army Training
ELLIOT Susan - College in Southampton
ELLINGHAM Jonathan - Royal Ballet Co - recently danced with Nureyev
FIGUERIDO Ernest - Priest in the USA
GARNER Barry - Working in Witbank
GARDEN Jeremy - In Johannesburg
GIBBON George - Studying in Johannesburg
GILLESPIE Athol - In Scotland hopes to join RAF
GLEN Nick - Pietermaritzburg University
GLEN Jonathan - Working at President Hotel
GLEN Chris - On AFS Scholarship
GOSS Yolande - Nursing at Addington
GOULD Audrey - Nursing in Durban
HARMON Michael - In Mbabane
HAWARDEN Linda - Secretarial course in Durban
HERBST Herby - SAP
HORN Marion - Nursingin Durban
HULLEY MILLER Gwyn - Durban teachers training college
HULLEY MILLER Pam - Durban teachers training college
HEBBRON Richard - Mechanic in Durban

JACK Phillip - Rhodesian Police
JACOBS David - Working for his father in Mbabane
JACQUEMIN Adriaan - In navy in Simonstown
JUSKIEWITZ Ian - Studying for CA in Cape Town
LEVY Paul - Married to Cheryl Steyn
LLEWELYN Rita - Nursing in Pietermaritzburg
MACONACHIE Andrew - Iscor Vanderbyl Park
McCABE Vickie - Cape Town University
McKAY Nigel - Cape Town University
MOON Bev - Nazarene College in Idaho
MOLLOY Denise - Working for Star
MOLLOY Theresa - Working in Johannesburg
MURRAY William - Rhodesian Police
MURRAY Prudence - Secretarial course in Manzini
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OWEN Pauline - Teaching
OWEN Linda - Natal University
3$&.$5'5RJHU:LWKFLYLOHQJLQHHULQJ¿UPLQ=XOXODQG
PAPPAS Diane - College in Alabama
PHELAN Paul - Natal Parks Board and has had promotion
PHELAN Kerry - Rhodesian Police
PRICE Charlie - British Army
PRICE Peta - Durban University
PURCELL Malachy - Reading law at Natal University
RAE Tony - Working in Durban
RAE Neil - Pietermaritzburg Teacher Training College
REGESTER David - Accounting in Durban
REISSMAN Helen - Physical Education in Johannesburg
REISSMAN Rita - Computer Maths at Wits
SA COUTA Ana - In Durban
SCOTT Mary - Working in Bulawayo
STRONG Rosemary - Nursing at Greys in Pietermaritzburg
TATE John - In the army
TATHAM Shirley - Doing Secretarial course Pietermaritzburg
TEMPLE Juble - Working at Standard Bank, Mbabane
THOMPSON Hilary - Reading for BA LLB degree at Cape Town University
VASS Graham - Working at Standard Bank, Mbabane
WALLER Gys - Working in Mbabane
WAREHAM Kerry - Kodak in Cape Town
WOODLEY John - Working in Mbabane
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