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2019 No. 40
Mac notes, with some pride, that this is Bagpipe number
40 - quite a milestone! (It should be noted though that
this does not equate to 40 years, as the publication of the
Bagpipe has been a little less than regular over the years.)
It also presents an opportunity to thank Mike Ginn, our
cartoonist,for the fun and laughter his cartoons have
generated over the years. Generations of OAs have enjoyed
his quirky humour. We salute you, Mike - keep them coming!

Tim Fung (M4750) leads the way this year:
I went to College in 1947 and started in L lV 2. I lived in
Holland House under Rev. Driver first and then Mullins.

While at College, I was in the
boxing team with David Hodgson
and Dougy Cullinan and earned
my boxing colours in 1949.
My last year at College was
1949 after which I went into

different family shop
keeping businesses in
Pretoria, Brits and
Elizabethville in the
Belgian Congo.

In 1959 I went to Germany and
started work with Daimler Benz as an

unskilled worker.    Following this I did an apprenticeship
as a motor mechanic and earned my certificate.   Next I
went to Technical Engineering School and got a Diploma.
I worked for 2 companies before returning to Daimler Benz
in 1966.   I worked in the diesel engine section, testing
and development of heavy truck and tank engines till I
retired in 1998.

I married Sue from Lourenco Marques and we have 2
sons.    We live in Stuttgardt where my sports activities
were tennis, squash, bowling and archery.

My brother, Ken and I were fortunate that Ronald Currey
accepted us into College at a time when apartheid
discriminated against Asians.  I had a group of good friends
with whom I enjoyed my free time at College.  They
included Geoff Streeter, Goofy Phillips, Michael Seale and
Nigel Killeen.  In recent years I have visited Nigel many
times at his home in Switzerland.

Clive Nicolle (U5155) writes: Dear  Mac: Prefect 1955,
Colours in Swimming. My brothers Piers and Vernon, both

followed me at College.  Piers died in a car accident 2
years ago.  Vernon lives in Western Australia.

College made the 3 brothers a very strong team in
Zimbabwe. We produced one fifth of Zimbabwe’s wheat
under irrigation, built 2 large dams, concrete Silos for
1000 tons, a fertilizer
fac to ry , a n d

2 0 0 0 0
hectares of food

crops under irrigation.
We also developed a
transport company of 54
forty-ton trucks to move
our farming produce in
and out to the silos and
to export.

I have 3 sons and a son in-
law, Piers has 2 sons, Vernon has

1 son and a brother in-law all involved
in the 9 farms. A total number of people employed by the
family was 1250. We were all removed from our farms by
Mugabe in 2002. I now live in eastern Australia, with our
brother in-law.

My wife, Elizabeth, and I celebrated our 60th wedding
anniversary on the 4th of July 2019. My contemporaries at
College were Peter Van de Merwe, Chris Stone, Richard
Harris, McPhee twins, Malcom Pearce, John Batting, Eric
Bowker, Graham Bunyard, Peter Holme, and GNC Holmes.

I was involved with Ian Smith in the formation of the
Rhodesian Front party. I played polo for 54 years, was
President of the Zimbabwe Rhodesia Polo Association for
22 years, and played International polo. I served in the
Selous Scouts and was a commissioned Lieutenant, and
transferred to the S.A.S. during the War of Independence.
I was Chairman of 6 companies and served on the
Rhodesian Farmers Union. I formed 24 agricultural based
companies and then amalgamated them into a holding
company.

Peter Tisdall (E5256) follows up his report in the 2018
Bagpipe on the inaugural meeting of the Knysna 320 Club:
The second Annual General Meeting of the Knysna “320
Club” was held during the course of two weeks in April/
May at Greater Kuduland, deep in the bushveld of north-
eastern Limpopo Province—about as far away from Knysna
as you can get in South Africa. Present were Eric Brotherton
(E56) and Hilary, Brian Rippon (A56) and Jenny and Peter
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Tisdall (E56) and Bidgy. George de Jager (U56) and Nan
regretfully were unable to attend but their places were happily
filled by Ian Corbett (X71) and Gabi. The meeting was a
stunning success — no minutes were taken or office-bearers

elected. All decisions were unanimous and centred around
having a great time with much liquid refreshment and first-
class meals cooked on the coals extracted from a roaring
bushveld fire; watching the sunsets, game driving, sleeping,
reading and playing games of boules. (Mac: in other words
a typical OA get-together!)

From Rory Short (A5357):
Last summer’s heatwave caused a relapse in my Multiple
Sclerosis, severely impacting my walking. Unfortunately
the return to cooler weather has not restored my walking.
Luckily I am a resident of Arbor Village, a Methodists
Homes retirement village in Bedfordview Gauteng. I
matriculated from College in 1958 some 61 years ago.
After matriculation I studied Mechanical Engineering at
Howard College in Durban but within two years of
graduating I moved into computers and Information
Systems development. I remained in that field, working
first in commerce and towards the end of my career in
academia. I retired from Wits at the end of 2004. A career
in Information Systems development suited me so I
enjoyed my working life. On retirement, concern about
the impact of inflation on my pension precipitated a
marriage between my interest in information systems and
money because, although most people do not realise it,
fiat money is the product of an information system. (Mac:
is that the opposite of State Capture money - which you

might call the product of a non-information system?)
Consequently I have come to see that inflation could be
permanently eliminated through appropriate changes to
the Money System. All that is required is the political will
to give
effect to the
c h a n g e s .
The Money
S y s t e m
a l r e a d y
houses the
means to
do so. The
means is
housed in
the credit
card facility.
All that would be required is that the production of new
money be restricted to this facility when used for purchasing
goods and non-financial services. All
investments would have to come
from savings, not new money.
Hence the need for political
will. Although reared an
Anglican I became a Quaker
in my early twenties and
remain a Quaker to this
day. I was married to a
Brit for fifteen years but got
divorced in 1989, 30 years
ago. My ex-wife and our two
children are resident in the UK.

Recollections from Tudor Lacey (M5659), in San Diego,
sparked by the celebrated recently published book ‘The
Last Hurrah’, authored by Graham Viney OD. This
remarkable book not only describes the 1947 Royal Tour
of southern Africa but puts it into the context of the
complex politics of South Africa from Union right up to
the 1960s. The extensive Tour was mainly made by means
of the newly created White Train over a period of seven
weeks.

Tudor, a swimmer, became a full Springbok in 1962
just 2 years after his matriculation. He then went to
University in the USA where he had a subsequent career.
He returned to Grahamstown a few years ago for a time to
coach swimming at DSG.

I too remember the Royal Visit in 1947 very clearly.
There is a little story attached to my recollection. We

were living in Kitwe at the time and the Royal family was
coming to Livingstone by train. My Mother thought that
this was probably the only opportunity we would ever have
to see the Royal family so she and another Mom with 2
kids squeezed us into a car and we drove to Livingstone.
This was a 2 day journey. Very little of the journey was on
paved roads. There was no bridge over the Kafue river at
that time and we had to all exit the car while it was carefully
driven onto a pontoon and we were pulled across the river.

I remember clearly seeing the King and Queen and the
two Princesses as they inspected some troops on a Rugby
field.

The Knysna 320 Club
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On our return trip we had to drive down some small
hills as we approached the Kafue. As it was bloody hot we
had all the windows down. For some reason my Mother,
who was driving, rolled her window up just before we drove
over a log in the road  – we thought it was a log. As we
drove over it this huge snake reared its head and was face
to face with my mother
except for the glass in the
window.

When we got to
the pontoon
we would not
exit the car
until we were
sure that the snake
had not wrapped
itself around the axle or something. With the Africans’
aversion to snakes you can imagine the excitement this
generated for those on the pontoon.

Made it home safely.

Travel to school
First some statistics.
I first went to boarding school in Cape Town in January

1953 at the age or 10. I attended Western Province Prep
School (Wet Pups) for 3 years and then attended St
Andrew’s for 4 years.

Even though I lived in Kitwe and then Chingola we
boarded the train in Ndola.

There was a sign on the Ndola platform that said:  Cape
Town 2200 Miles.

It took four days and four nights to get to Cape Town
and the same period to get to Grahamstown.(Mac: and
Cape Town to Grahamstown is only about 560 miles.... It
must be the slow pace of life in the Eastern Cape!)

Wet Pups was a 4 term school so the only holidays long
enough to get home were the June holidays and the
December holidays. I had 3 weeks at home in June and 5
weeks at home in December /January.

St Andrew’s is a 3 term school, which enabled us to get
home 3 times a year.

If you add it up I travelled 72,000 miles on the train in
those 7 years and spent 6 months on the train.

From Ndola to Bulawayo we travelled on Rhodesian
Railways; we then changed trains onto South African
Railways for the balance of the journey.

In those days the Rhodesian railways carriages were much
newer than the SAR carriages. Another difference is the
RR system was essentially run by English speaking people
and SAR by Afrikaans speakers. I was raised very English.
As soon as the train left Bulawayo we had to complete
customs and immigration forms and present our passport.
This was a bit intimidating for this 10 year old boy along
with the stark realisation that I was going to Boarding School
in a foreign country.

The journey took me from the north of Northern
Rhodesia and  24 hours later we crossed the Victoria 
Falls bridge into Southern Rhodesia arriving in Bulawayo
about lunch time the second day. We crossed the border
into Bechuanaland at about 4 in the afternoon and crossed
the South African border at about dawn the 3rd day near
Mafeking.  We got to Kimberley at about 11 am, crossed
the Orange river at lunch time and crossed into the Cape.

The next morning  we descended into the Hex River
valley, which is beautiful, and arrived in Cape Town just
before lunch.

To get to Grahamstown the trip took us to Kimberley
where our carriages were uncoupled from the Cape Town
train and attached to a train going to Bloemfontein. We
had quite a long wait in Bloem waiting for the train from
Johannesburg to Port Elizabeth. The next morning we got
to Cradock and again our carriages were removed from the
PE train and attached to a train going to Grahamstown. As
I recall we got to Grahamstown just after lunch and walked
to St Andrew’s College.

I was 13 when I got to Grahamstown in 1956. I had
never seen the town or the school. I was on my own. My
parents never made it to Grahamstown while I was at school.
My Father never saw St Andrew’s and my mother was
driven around the school when she was 81 by my sister
and told, “This is where Tudor went to school” !

By the way there is no longer any train service to
Grahamstown and the old railway station is abandoned.

To complement the recollections of Tudor Lacey and
Jonathan Lawley (E5154) of their travels by train from
Northern and Southern Rhodesia to College, Johnny Coke
(M5456) adds his recollections:
Train Journeys to St Andrew’s College,
Grahamstown, in the 1950s

 —   Recollections by Johnny Coke of travel by him
and his elder brother, Eddy, to and from firstly St Andrew’s
Prep School and then Mullins House until 1956. Eddy
had left St Andrew’s College at the end of 1954 after Matric
and having been a prefect in Mullins House.

Note: After the Coke brothers left College their father,
unexpectedly to their contemporaries, became the 6th Earl
of Leicester and inherited the immense Holkham Estate
in Norfolk. The new Earl chose not to take up his role in
running the estate and thus Eddy, with the courtesy title
of Viscount Coke, took up the reins very successfully until
he in turn became the 7th Earl and thereafter until his
untimely death in April 2015.  Johnny had joined him at
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Holkham, as The Hon. Wenman John Coke, to run his
own farms until his retirement in 2018.
After Eddy died Johnny drove the Massey-Fergusson tractor
(the first one Eddy had acquired when he came to
Holkham) to draw the trailer carrying the oak box made by
the estate carpenters bearing his body to the church.

A nostalgic reminder of how the brothers took it in turns
to drive each other on a tractor to Prairie Siding on their
way to school.

My train journeys started when I was 8 3/4 years old in
1949 at Prep, and ended in 1956 at College - Mullins.

My brother Eddy and I used to catch the train from
Prairie Siding, 4 miles from our farm near Machadodorp,
E. Transvaal, at 9.45pm on a Tuesday.   If it had rained
and the river was high we were taken to the siding by tractor
and trailer, and when out of sight of Mother and Stepfather,
Eddy and I took it in turns to drive, and the driver had to
sit on the trailer.   Waiting for the train, we would stand
around the fire with the neighbouring farm workers who
were waiting to collect the post bags and the empty milk
and cream cans.   Our carriage would be uncoupled at
Machadodorp and hitched to the Mozambique to
Johannesburg train.   We’d arrive in Johannesburg around
8am on Wednesday.   

We then took the Johannesburg to Port Elizabeth train
via Bloemfontein, and arrived at Alicedale about midday
on the Friday.  The catering staff looked after us well, and
we were always allowed second helpings.   Our carriages
were then hooked up to the Grahamstown train, and we
arrived there at about 5 pm on the Friday.   The Alicedale
to Grahamstown journey went so slowly that we used to
jump off going round bends and run along the side so that
the conductor, engine driver, or stoker could not see us,
before jumping on again.   The conductor was
called Boepie on account of
his large stomach.   If
you met him in the
corridor he’d have to turn
sideways so that you
could dive underneath
his stomach  - and if he
thought you were going
somewhere, or had been
somewhere you
shouldn’t, you received
a clip over the ear and a
reprimand.  He was a
much loved character, and conducted our train journeys
over many years.  There were occasions when the green
leather compartment pillows were thrown out of the
windows going round the bends, and, once at school, over
the weekend some of the boys would cycle back to find
the pillows and get a reward from the station master for
finding them.   He soon saw through that ruse.   The best
coffee was served on SAR, and the catering staff came
round with a trolley in the mornings and woke us up with a
cup of coffee.

Holidays would be spent either with my mother on the
farm near Machadodorp, or with my father in Southern
Rhodesia.   In the pineapple season we’d pick the fruit
and make pineapple beer, and loquat beer, and it was stored

on the Drill Hall roof at Prep to ferment.  When home time
came, one of us would carry a suitcase full of bottles up to
the rail siding above Prep (Hill 60) where we would wait for
the train with our companions already in the compartment.
  The bottles would be stored in the ventilators above the
top bunks.  Now and again a bottle would burst, so we’d
take a full bottle and pass it round and the contents were
imbibed! (Mac: and then you thought your heads were
going to burst instead!) We thought we were very grown up
having a drink and a smoke at 12 years old! We could buy
sandwiches at Alicedale station.

On the journey to Southern Rhodesia the dining room
staff allowed us one Ginger Square each going through
Bechuanaland.   Having left Grahamstown on the Tuesday
I would arrive at Hartley in Southern Rhodesia on Saturday
morning.  I once took a pet crow from school to my Dad.
  To keep him quiet in his shoebox as we went through the
border and customs at Plumtree, I had to feed him enough
mince meat to fill his gullet up to his beak so he couldn’t
squawk - the  plan had been if he did squawk we were all
to walk through going “Kwaak. Kwaak!”  Another boy from
Northern Rhodesia bought a black backed jackal pup in
Bechuanaland and kept it at school until he was found out
half way through term. I used to buy C to C, Flight,
Springbok, Matinee, Star and Tom Tom cigarettes cheaply
in Rhodesia, and sell them at a profit to the prefects and
boys at school - extra pocket money for those Cornish
pasties from the Rendezvous cafe!  The most cigarettes I
managed to get to school were 1767! (Mac: he doesn’t
relate how many bottles of pineapple beer made the
homeward journey!)

The boys from Eastern Transvaal and Swaziland left
school on a Tuesday night instead of Friday, break up day,
so we didn’t have to spend a whole day in Johannesburg,
and so we had the benefit of going home with the girls
from DSG, VGHS, and the St Aidan’s boys. We had great
fun and laughter playing card games in each other’s
compartments, which of course was not allowed.   We
had no staff on the train to supervise us - only Boepie the
conductor who had his work cut out keeping tabs on us all.
  We used to terrorise the staff (Stasie Blompot) on the
small stations by pelting them with paper water bombs as
the train went by.

Here and overleaf are photos of Johnny driving Eddy in
his oak box (not a coffin) made by the Holkham Estate
carpenters to the church in the Park.  A nostalgic reminder
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of how the brothers took it in turns to drive each other to
Prairie Siding on their way to school.
The Massey Fergusson is the very first tractor that Eddy
bought when he came to Holkham.
I went to Prep and then in Day House for 5 years and
matriculated in 1959.  The family were going to return to
the UK so I left a year early so as to “get” A levels.   Matric
only counted as ‘O’ level subject for subject so I had to
start again.

Stephen Weighell (D5559) writes: I went to the Central
School of Arts & Crafts to do jewelry and silversmithing
and was told by the design teacher that I would never
make it as a designer – he designed for the Queen – so as
you have A Levels go and use your brain.  I had managed
Physics and Chemistry by then so I left and on the way
back to Devon by train, nearly met my end.  It was a very
cold winter and I started chatting with 3 petrol executives
from BP & Shell.  They got me on rum and blackcurrant
and I went off to the toilet where it had been at the back
of the train, only to find that it had been removed with the
other carriages and they had not locked the door.  Hanging
on to the hand holder after too many rums gave me a
shock. Luckily I did not fall off – out of – the train and
got back to Devon.  I was most annoyed that my father
would not drive to Exeter to pick me up at 3am with freezing
temperatures and snow everywhere.

When in Grahamstown we lived in Constitution Street
next door to Mike de Lisle (Mule) and would walk up to
the golf course  via the Cradock dam and wattle grove.
There was an earlier course where the grove was and I
spent many hours going over the old greens which had
been covered with “Kimberley blues”.  This was very fine
gravel and contained small
garnets with the occasional
Tourmaline green – I still have
them in my stone collection
which is continually growing.
Also given a selection of
rocks from S.W.A. by Mark
Haythornthwaite who lived
there, also still in the rocky
collection.

Back to Mike de L.
My cousin wanted to try chipping golf balls on our lawn –
which I had been doing but she had never hit a ball before
and put it through my bedroom window.  I stuck the ball
in the glass and told my mother it was Mike.

Later that evening there was a knock at the door, opened
by my father who greeted him with a cheerful
“congratulations”.  His reply was “have you heard” and he
was then shown the window.  He had just popped over to
say his first child had arrived.  He must have thought we
were all mad.  I don’t think he saw the funny side of it.  My
father had not been told the true story by then.  An amazing
coincidence.

After leaving Art School, I went to the Exeter Technical
College to try for higher grade A’s as I was then thinking
about dentistry.  My father and grandfather had both been
dentists – I had to do something.

When the course finished, I had six months with the
Midland Bank.(Mac: a strange diversion from dentistry, but
this would be a way of getting your teeth into business
perhaps...?)  I well remember we had to total the “Rem”
remittances for the day and if it was not balanced even by
1 pence, the whole office was kept in until it was found.

On one occasion there was a bad O which I had copied
as a 9 and I was not popular as the whole office were kept
in for some 45 minutes until it was found.

I enjoyed the banker’s exams and the day before I had
an interview with the Devon Trading and Brick Co as a
possible accounts clerk, my father came home and said his
solicitor would take me as an Articled Clerk (Trainee).  Never
regretted law - 13 years in Local Government in both Wells
& Devizes with several years as an assistant in private practice
until I started on my own in Lavendon - 17 years doing
crime. (Mac: he would have had a great career doing crime
in local government in South Africa!)

I was lucky in that the whole background has now
changed, as a cost saving exercise and to give the bureaucrats
something to do.   The first 3 months were very nerve-
wracking as I didn’t know if I would be solvent at the end
of the year.  After 6 months I wished I had started on my
own years earlier.

Now retired and golfing again and I have a large garden
to look after and playing bridge with U3A (University of the
Third Age).  56 courses to attend if you are interested and
have the time.

I must conclude by mentioning my father’s comment
about the difference in Grahamstown golf and in the UK
where he said you can take a 9 inch divot over there and
not in SA.  I didn’t believe him then but you can.

Michael Cordes (X5660) comments: Now that I live in
Port Alfred, I find myself quite frequently down at the Kowie
River mouth to enjoy the sea and the view.

I’m reminded that when I was at College in the late
1950s, the school would bring us boys to the Kowie for a
Sunday outing.

In those days there was nothing at the river mouth except
sun, sand, wind and sea.

Today the entrance boasts a popular eatery and I notice
there’s another building going up alongside.

The two beaches on either side of the river mouth have
life guard positions, demarcated swimming areas and
appropriate warning signs.

Nothing like a bit of progress!

Eddy’s last ride



6

Regular correspondent Willem Kempen (U5760) writes:
Hi Mac
Nothing much to report from the Antipodes apart from

Old Age ailments.
My back has collapsed and I found myself in a wheelchair

permanently in 2018. That has put an abrupt end to
travelling this wide brown land of
Australia.

Previously I had cancer but I have
successfully steered past that ailment.
I bought an electric wheelchair for the
house and have taken the paint off
most doors and passageways.

So now I waste my time on
Facebook and between groups I am
trying to pen down my life in print. I
just hope I can finish it before the
white light comes.

We have had a long drought here
which has finally been broken this year
and this week we have had quite a
fair amount of rain for this part of the
country.(Mac: please send some our
way!)

On Facebook I went to look for an
old friend Clive Lardner-Burke
(E5761) only to see that he had

passed away on 25th January
2019. Quite a shock it was. But
philosophically I suppose after

70 life can be hazardous. I am in
contact with Tony Orr (Merriman 1957-61) though he does
not respond but I see photos of his activities and at 76 he
is looking quite fit.

I have managed to weather (must include my wife, Judith
as well) 50 years of marriage and we are celebrating this
event with friends on the east coast at Bundaberg (famous
for its Rum brewery) (Mac: please send some of the rum
our way too!)

Looking at news in South Africa the incidence of violence
is alarming, and we can only hope that there will be a
change for the better, soon.

Vince Lockwood (A5962) writes: Always like reading the
Bagpipe to see how all my fellow friends are doing. For
myself after selling Prestige Cleaning Service, which I sold
to Bidvest  25 years ago, I emigrated to the UK where I
started office cleaning again with my son Richard (A9293),
also OA. Business has done very well and I am semi-retired
with Rich at the helm of Nuserve. Am
74 now and in good health, enjoying
sea fly fishing and off to
Seychelles Alphonse Island in
September. Have written a
coffee table book of my life
Acorns to oak trees, a copy
of which is at College
somewhere. Any of my
contemporaries (59 to 63
Armstrong) who are in
UK or coming through I

would like to hear from them 07957 863111 (UK number)
Still have my property in Kenton where we holiday in Jan
to March. (Mac: ah, it’s a hard life being semi-retired!)

Geoff Antrobus (E5862) was ordained both Deacon and
Priest at the same service on 8 June 2019 in the Diocese
of Grahamstown and will serve as a self-supporting Priest
in the Parish of St Peter, Sidbury.

Joseph Newton (M/G5963) wrote an article to honour his
father, Jack Newton (M3436) on reaching a century, born
November 10 1918.

Dad is a Mullins House boy (1936) and so was Des,
Joseph and Jack (Jnr). Joseph turned traitor and went to
Graham as a foundation member. Dad always played a
good game of rugby at College and specialized in cricket
after school, being a wicket keeper of note. Two years in
the 4th SA Armoured car regiment up in the desert,
mentioned in dispatches and other medals brought him
back to Askania Nova, a farm which has a 4th generation
on it now. Dad retired to Middelburg town and is now
resident in the old age home. He still has a wonderful sense
of humour. When
an attractive sister of
the home suggested
he should calm
down because his
blood pressure was
troubling him. He
commented, “Well
how can I calm
down when you are
sitting so close to
me.!!!” Dad is a
great father to us all,
we love him and
respect him, and
are extremely lucky
to still have him
around.

 John Bryant
(G6266) gives us this report on the first Old Preppie reunion:
OLD PREPPIES REUNION  ‘61/‘62 LEAVERS

The notion of an Old Preppies Reunion was spawned
during the College ‘66 Leavers bash in November 2016.
Chris Job had sensed the feeling amongst the Preppies at
the gathering and so made arrangements for a tour of Prep
on the Saturday afternoon after the OA Tide Lunch,
conducted initially by Angie Marriner and thereafter by
Lorraine Mullins himself. Say no more, the love of Prep
ran strongly in the veins of those present, the die was cast.
Now they don’t refer to Chris Job as The Adjutant for
nothing. Within a short time, a gathering date was set, 22-
25 November 2018, multitudinous bookings at the
Highlander confirmed and much effort put into contacting
both willing and recalcitrant Old Preppies.

Thursday 22/11/18
Registration commenced in the late afternoon at the

Highlander. Those present were:

Jack Newton
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1961/1962 LEAVERS (wives in brackets)
1961
Chris Job
Arthur Gilbert
Niall (Pat) Wylde
Nick (Cazzie) Neil-Boss
Geoff (Tibby) Bennett
Bruce (Pippa) Steele Gray
Alan (Joan) Barnard
Reg (Daphne) Bowker
Jonny (Annelise) Waller
John Bryant—-writer

All the men listed are also OA’s, with one notable
exception. Jonny Waller left Prep for Bishops, a great loss
to College but a great asset for Bishops. Griff Mullins
described Jonny as “wild and woolly”  in his leaving
summation, but a very good sportsman
he was. Some of us played
rugby against Jonny in U16

and 1st XV (wins to
College in both
instances dare I
remind), but Jonny
claimed to have

bowled Alan Barnard
first ball when WP Nuffield
XI were playing EP
Nuffield. Alan claimed that

he could not remember this dismissal! Jonny and Reg
Bowker have remained firm friends since leaving Prep and
their wives played golf together at the Belmont Valley course.
Thank you, Jonny and Annelise, for making the effort to
reconnect. It added some extra spice to the get together.
Good recruiting, Reg and Daphne.

The years (nearly 60 in some cases) quickly melted away
as we sat down to dinner in the Longroom at the
Highlander. Chris had suggested an evening of memorabilia
for our own entertainment. Alan Barnard presented a
compendium of letters between him and his mother from
Umtata, during his time at Prep and College, all beautifully
bound. It was an emotional reminder of how lovingly most
mothers care for their sons in absentia.

Chris Job then produced copies of the 1959 School
Photograph, in which we all featured, but the dominant
figures were the great sportsmen of the final year blokes,
such as Dudley Gradwell, DJ Comyn, Des Newton, NO
Curry, etc. Little did they know what was to follow 2 years
later, but unfortunately no School Photograph in ‘61, those
leavers in ‘62 being more fortunate.

Nick Neil-Boss next produced photographs of the DSG
Matric Ball in 1966. Everyone was scrambling to find
themselves first and then reviewing their DSG partners!
The current wives were showing a lot of interest, but the
boys were issuing reassuring words. Nothing better than a
blast from the past.

The writer then presented photographs of the cast of
The Borrowed Clothes of Princess Rose, as performed in
1960, including the names of each and every Prep boy
actor, notwithstanding their various costumes. The standout
figure was the legendary Dak Diamond, who stood approx

6 inches (his head that is) above everyone else. In Lorraine’s
great book I’ll Sing You One Oh, Griff is quoted as suggesting
that Dak was probably the greatest Witch of all time. I am
sure de Brogli Burke would a g r e e ! May the
legends live on.

A couple
of nightcaps

at the bar
and so ended a very
pleasant first day.

Friday 23/11/18
A big day lay ahead. We all met at Prep (Leicester Street)

after breakfast, to commence our historical/sociological tour
of Grahamstown. Graeme Holmes (OA) and his son loaded
us into a bus and the first stop was Fort Selwyn, which
offered a panoramic view of Grahamstown and happy
memories for those of us who used to ride our bikes up the
steep windy road. Down past the Botanical Gardens and
through Rhodes University, where Patrick Pringle (known
to most as Percy) was able to answer many questions about
his Alma Mater. The next stop was the St Philips Anglican
Church in Fingo Village, where we viewed a stunning stained
glass window of The Black Madonna.

The visit to the battleground of the great chief Makana
(actually spelt Makhanda, but lost in translation by the
British) and 333 colonials, where approx 750 Xhosas out
of approx 6,000 were killed, was perhaps the highlight of
the morning. We looked down onto the Blaauwkrantz
stream, surrounded by concrete structures with mosaic
depiction of various aspects of the Battle of Grahamstown,
which also described the life of the Xhosas at that time,
circa 1819.

The last visit was to the Egazini (Place of Blood) Outreach
Project, which affords underprivileged Black people the
opportunity to use their artistic and creative talents eg
pottery, painting etc, producing a range of items for sale.
We were then driven through some of the harshest areas of
the township. Graeme does inspirational work in bridging
the gap between the haves and the have nots or as he aptly
called it, the leafy Western suburbs and the barren East.
He was a fountain of knowledge throughout the morning,
ably assisted by Percy on many occasions.

We arrived back at Prep in time for the opening of the
refurbished Prep Dorms and Buildings, but enjoyed a little
cameo beforehand. It was a special birthday for Bridget
Rippon, who had done a terrific job as always in organising
our Reunion from the Foundation Office. We hope the pot
plant (quite a big one) is happily ensconced in her garden.

After a light finger lunch in the Lorraine Mullins Centre
for Creative Learning, we then had the privilege of a tour of

1962
Hillary (Marion) Bowker
Patrick Pringle
Peter Unite
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the school by Lorraine himself. First, we were each presented
with a booklet that was headed 1961/2 Reports, containing
the school orders for every class in 1961/2, together with
the Headmaster’s report. This is memorabilia at its best, or
so we thought! Lorraine then shepherded us all into one of
the refurbished dormitories, together with a number of other
Old Preppies, where he read out Griff’s notes on each one
of us in our final year. Griff’s closing comment on each of
us was the cause for much jocularity, but also a wonderful
reminder of how much he cared for each and every one of
us. Lorraine then walked us around the

school and we were on cloud nine,
with fact and fiction intertwining

seamlessly as we recalled the
past. As Buzz Bowker rightly
pointed out, the school
would probably have to
close down if even half the
stories escaped!

After attending the official
opening of the Academic
Excellence Buildings Norton
Block in the late afternoon,

followed by a cocktail party in the
Norton Common Room

(phew!), we headed off to the
Prep Clubhouse on the old
Fairlawn Field for a Spitbraai,
hosted by Lorraine and
attended also by the

Headmaster, Brendan Brady,
and his wife. This was a very

intimate occasion for all of us and
perhaps the highlight of the Grahamstown visit. We all had
a chance to chat with Lorraine at length, enjoyed some
delicious meat and left the clubhouse in various states of
disrepair, only to finish off a great day at the Highlander. A
hard core of us managed to see off the College ‘68 Leavers
and then we decided to have one for the road, just us Old
Preppies. In our midst was our very own Arthur Gilbert,
stalwart OA/OP and leading farmer from Westminster,OFS.
When those Free State legs turned to rubber, Reg Bowker
took control and apparently Arthur was aslumber as he hit
the bed. The trouble was that Arthur somehow managed
to sleep on his wrist in the wrong position and it would not
move the next morning! After a little medical assistance
from the good doctor Geoff Bennett, (with Vet Buzz Bowker
as backup), the wrist slowly returned to normal. So Arthur
now holds the distinction of being legless and armless in
the same day. It was a memorable day for all of us.

Saturday 24/11/18
The first part of this day was taken up with Chapel,

Clock Tower Remembrance Parade, tea on the lawns at
the Clock Tower, followed by Reunion Group Photographs
and the OA AGM. During this frenetic activity with multiple
greetings amongst the many OA’s present, Bruce Steele
Gray advised that DSG had invited its 3 Old Boys at the
OP Reunion to join them for morning tea. Niall Wylde was
missing in action at the time, so Nick Neil-Boss deputised
for him, together with Bruce and yours truly. We were royally

welcomed by Shelley Frayne
and it was another magical
blast from the past,
even managing a
couple of steps on
the selfsame floor
where we had our
ballroom lessons. Now
Nick had always been
possessed of a good
physique and even better
looks when at Prep and
College, and nothing has
changed! By the time we left DSG,
there was even talk of his
becoming an Honorary Old Girl,
such is the charm of this man. It’s just not fair.

The OA Tide lunch, complete with the Loving Cup,
was as good as ever and gave us Preppies a chance to link
up with our College mates briefly. Mention should be of
Mart Oosthuizen, the spiritual leader of us ‘66 College
Leavers, who always goes the extra mile to encourage the
brotherly bonding at all our functions. For the writer
personally, it was particularly gratifying to meet up with
Roger/Paula, Bruce/Julie and Dougie Bryant. There is never
a dull moment when the Tarkastad clan appears, much
appreciated.
It was indeed sad to leave Grahamstown in mid afternoon,
particularly as we were going to miss the launch of Moegs
Poland’s book, The St Andrew’s College Chapel. It is a
must read and brings to life our great monuments in a
beautiful way.
We all assembled at the home of Geoff and Tibby Bennett
for pre-dinner snacks & drinks, on the balcony overlooking
the Bushman’s River. The Kenton ladies (Tibby, Marion,
Pippa) did us proud with the snacks and the views were

m a g n i f i c e n t .
Fortunately, not too

many fishing stories! Then
on to the
K e n t o n
on Sea

Continental
Restaurant

for some
exce l l en t
local tucker,

followed by a
great sleep for

all. The Kenton and
Port Alfred crew had

very generously
accommodated

nearly all of us.

Sunday 25/11/18
We all assembled in Bathurst after breakfast and started

on an historical tour of the region, conducted by Carey
Moss and Jo Wilmot of Nevertoforgetjourney Tours. The
first stop was St John’s Church, a character-filled building
from the 1820’s, complete with Garden of Remembrance.
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The history of the building and indeed the incredibly tough
life of the early settlers is well described in the book Fortress
of Faith by Shirley Krsic.

We next reassembled at Bradshaw’s Mill, not without
some difficulty due to different interpretations of directions!
This Mill was started by Samuel Bradshaw in 1821 on the
Bathurst Stream and by 1825 was processing wool from
the Merino sheep raised by the Bowkers, Philipps, etc.The
raw wool was taken through all the stages to actual
manufacture of cloth, blankets, etc, representing the very
beginning of South Africa’s textile industry. In 1835
Bradshaw’s cloth mill was burnt down by Xhosa invaders
and only restored 1975. It is now a national monument.
Thanks to Dave Fordyce for being an excellent Mill tour
guide.

The next visit was to The Toposcope, situated on top of
a hill outside Bathurst, which depicts clearly the instructions
to the various groups of settlers from a wide range of ships,
in regard to the direction in which they were to head off
and the distance to be travelled before “settling”.  The brass
directional plaques on top of the hill are being replaced by
stone carvings. The names inscribed are mostly very familiar
to anyone from the region.

Then on to the landmark Pig and Whistle for a hearty
lunch, enjoying the beers on tap and local produce on the
menu.

Niall (Chummy) Wylde had arranged a boat cruise up
and down the Kowie River after lunch.  The development
along the Kowie River has been massive in recent years
and is unrecognisable from our days at Prep. One of the
highlights was being overtaken by the College 1st VIII rowing
crew on a training session. The other highlight was the
effort by Peter Unite, always an enthusiastic outdoor man.
He towed a canoe behind our motorised boat and paddled
all the way back from way down the river to the wharf,
maybe 6 km, showing no ill effects at all afterwards The
final function of our grand gathering was a braai at the
home of Chummy and Pat Wylde, right on the banks of
the original Kowie River, opposite the entrance to Little
Beach.  Remember the wooden bridge over the entrance?
Now many of us claim to have never done a bad braai.
Chummy is no exception and certainly maintained his
bragging rights, with some beautiful chargrilled meat,
succulent on the inside, with just a hint of the Rooikrans
wood flavour. Pat and the Kenton ladies produced great
salads and the scene was set for a memorable last meal.
People were furiously settling their debts with the Adjutant
but there was no bloodshed and the great harmony
continued.  Spurred on by Bacchus and his pards, we all
bade each other farewell in the late/early hours, from what
had been a truly glorious time together.

Thanks to Chris Job for his great initiative, drive, financial
management, et al (the Gold Medal), and Lorraine Mullins
for being with us, a reminder of our great good fortune to
be Old Preppies.

CONCLUSION
Most of us believe that Prep set the moral tone for

College.  Being honest, owning up, trying one’s hardest at
all times, giving others a helping hand, good manners, etc.
These were all things that were instilled in us at Prep from

the word go by wonderful people like Griff and Lorraine
Mullins.  We were indeed blessed.

We have been led to believe (by none other than
Lorraine himself) that our Reunion was the first of its kind.
We hope that other years’ leavers will also take the
opportunity to organise similar events and inevitably
reconnect with some of their most longstanding and best
friends.

(Mac is impressed that they are still able to stand after
the weekend described above. No doubt Dr Geoff and Vet
Hillary had their work cut out!)

James Bond (M6367) writes of a little stroll he took
recently:
The Way of Saint James

In April 2019 I went for a stroll ... from Saint-Jean-
Pied-de-Port in the Basque Country of France to Santiago-
de-Compostela in Galicia in the north of Spain. On May

3rd I arrived in Santiago backpack on my back, pilgrim’s
staff in hand, feet sore with walking, just in time to attend
the daily pilgrim Mass in the San Francisco Church in
Santiago. My little walk had lasted 33 days; 800 km; one
million paces.

Santiago-de-Compostela is one of the three great
pilgrimages of Christendom, along with those of Rome and
Jerusalem. The path to Santiago attracts hundreds of
thousands of pilgrims each year, who gather at the tomb of
the Apostle James the Greater, the patron saint of Spain.

The reunion group
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Under the direction of Popes and religious orders like Cluny
the pilgrimage has channelled men, ideas, culture, and
techniques from across the world for over a thousand years,
protected by the Knights Templar and the Order of Saint
John Hospitallers.

The Way is very beautiful despite some occasional
passages through industrial areas or along the highway. It
crosses three mountain ranges and the Meseta, the pancake-
flat plain between Burgos and León. The arrival in Galicia

is very beautiful -
forests of oaks and
eucalyptus in an
extraordinary greenery,
with the steeple of the
cathedral in the
distance.
During my pilgrimage
I met extraordinary
pilgrims: some are
believers who, walking
in the footsteps of the
millions of pilgrims
who preceded them
for more than a
millennium, undertake
an act of prayer; others

at odds with the church, yet seeking spiritual direction; or
individuals who, having suffered the death of a loved one
or a great personal shock, seek meaning in their lives.

The Way of Saint James was truly a transformative
experience.

Charles Gardner (U6367) writes:
Going through my late mum’s papers following her death
at Christmas, aged 95, I came across a thick envelope
marked ‘1964’ containing all the letters I had written to my
parents from College that year, when I was  14/15.

Intrigued to discover if I could spot any sign of potential
flair in light of my future career in journalism, I was
disappointed by rather dreary accounts of rugby matches!
But then I mentioned a poem I had written about a luminous
watch that was to be published in The Andrean (Easter
1964).

Thanks to College’s super-efficient admin staff, it was
successfully dug up from the archives, and it’s a delightful
reminder of times when such things were the epitome of
new technology.

Anyway, my love affair with writing continues well into
‘retirement’ and I am now doing quite a bit of travelling,
speaking on subjects about which I write each week,
particularly God’s heart for Israel and the Jews – you can
find my articles at www.israeltoday.co.il,
www.prophecytoday.uk and South Africa’s online portal
Gateway News.

I turn 70 this year, and my wife and children are treating
me to a week in the Lake District with our four gorgeous
granddaughters.

It was bitter-sweet to meet up with my siblings, including
my family from Down Under, as we gathered to say goodbye
to our dear mum. Among them was older brother Rob,
who shares a birthday with me (he’s now 72) and is on the

mend following a prostate operation. David, who also went
to Prep, is due for retirement from his accountancy job at
the London Evening Standard later this year.

For my part, though the world may be in turmoil, I look
to Jesus, the Prince of Peace, for answers.

Aussie brother Rob (right) braves a cold London with
me, flanked by my wife Linda and daughter Joanne.

This from  John Michael Tawse (E7578):
In the 1990’s I lived in the tiny North Eastern Cape

community of Lady Grey, working in local Missions
Ministry. In that time I developed two extreme sporting
events which are located in the  Old Andrean Barkly East
farming community. The SkyRun www.skyrun.co.za a 100
km ‘Mountain Wilderness Run’ was developed with the
assistance of Joe Sephton OA (1980) from the farm
Pitlochrie. Later on the farm Balloch, which belongs to
Graham and Margie Frost, with sons Peter and Paul Frost,
both OA’s, who have successfully completed SkyRun many
times, also became the heart of SkyRun.

A second event was founded and developed in 2000,
Wartrail Challenge www.wartrailchallenge.co.za. Wartrail
named after the Wartrail farming community on the
Lesotho/Transkei Border of Barkly East as a result of the
raiding parties sent across Lundeans Neck by King
Moeshesh. Wartrail consists of a 65 km Mountain Wilderness
run starting in Lady Grey, ending at Balloch farm, followed
by a 120 km Mountain Bike back to Lady Grey and finishing
off with a 60 km paddle down the Orange River.

These two events are two of the most extreme sporting
events in South Africa and despite my having had to give
the events away when I started in the Security Industry in
2004, both events are still under OA influence with Joe
Sephton and the Frost family.

Jared Hendler (X8284), an artist living in Los Angeles, is
proud to announce his inclusion in the San Francisco
exhibition at Root Division this summer. Painting since
childhood, Jared always focused on his artwork throughout
his corporate career.

Following College, Jared moved to Los Angeles and
graduated from the Art Center College of design before
moving to New York to work within the advertising industry
on digital and social media engagement campaigns for large,
multi-national brands. Working with online influencers led

Footsore but still able
to smile - James en route
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to his interest in portraying the online personalities shaping
our culture. Jared witnessed the seismic effects of
technology and the unprecedented power and opportunity
it gave individuals to reach large audiences directly. Many
who were previously unrecognized or misrepresented now
had a voice. This
greatly influenced the
focus of his figurative
work towards
expressive portraiture
of those shaping our
society.

Moving back to Los
Angeles enabled Jared
to focus on his
portraiture.

“My work
documents the effects
technology and social
media culture have on
society, and our
obsession with creating our own identities. In homage of
traditional portraiture as a representation of our times, my
work is a reflection of who we are now.”

Jared’s work can be viewed on his website: https://
www.oilandcharcoal.com

Instagram Page: https://www.instagram.com/
oilandcharcoal/

Charles McIntosh (M8488) writes: You may find a spot
for the attached photo with my son, Sebastian, his
grandfather and myself prior to his matric dance (i.e. 3
generations of OA’s).

Left to right: CEG McIntosh (M8488), SG McIntosh
(2019), DJG McIntosh (M5660)

News of the Brookes:
Robert Brooke (G9494) was in the US Army and did
three tours in Iraq—Ramadi 2004-05 and Eastern Bagdad
(06-07 and 08-09). He estimates he was in 250-300
firefights, was decorated twice for valour, and was in three

humvees hit by roadside bombs. He ended up as a Staff
Sgt in the 3rd Brigade Combat Team of the 82nd Airborne
Division. Its flasher says “H minus” recording that they
were dropped at night ahead of the D-Day landings and are
ready to be dropped anywhere in the world within 18 hours.
He left in 2012 and graduated with dual degrees in
mechanical engineering (U. Pittsburgh) and physics/
m a t h e m a t i c s
(Duquesne U.). He is
now living in
Pittsburgh and
working for as a
research engineer for
Penn State
University. To the
endless wonder of
his father, Roger (E
’71), he has been
married to his wife,
Julie, a teacher, for
16 years and they
have four children.
Robert has always
felt a bond with his
late grandfather,
Kendall Brooke (A3539), who was an infantry officer in
Italy in WW2 and later became an engineer. One of Roger’s
proud moments as a paratrooper father was pinning wings
on Robert’s chest at Ft.
Benning, Georgia.
Roger Brooke (E6771) was
awarded the Pennsylvania
Psychological Association’s
2018 Public Service Award
for his work with veterans and
their families. Since Robert is
out of Iraq, he no longer winces
when the phone rings  or has dreams
of running around Bagdad in his old
army browns trying to provide
covering fire for Robert. 
Sebastian Brooke (Prep ’94)
is a plastic surgeon in Texas,
with specialties in adult microvascular and maxillofacial
surgery and pediatric craniofacial reconstruction. He is
married to Francine, a pharmacist, and they have one-and-
a-half children (is that how you say it?) Their late mother,
Rosalind (née Jones), whose brother and nephew were at
College, would be proud of them (and of their sister, Nicola,
but that is another story.)

Another regular correspondent, Tim Stones (X9396) sent
us this:
I continue to enjoy my running, and was given the most
wonderful privilege of being selected to represent Great
Britain at the European Deaf Marathon championship, in
Germany this October. I last represented Britain at the 2009
Deaf Olympics, in the Marathon and, a decade on, this
would have been particularly special. The training preparation
went well for the first half of the year, working with an
exceptional coach who helped me to run a PB in the

Robert Brooke

Jared Hendler
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10,000m at the Border Senior champs, followed by a PB
in the 5,000m (representing Border) at the South African
Masters Athletics champs. The experience was made more
special as I was joined by my partner (now fiancée!), who
won her first SA title, in the 5,000m. Mercia and I both
hold SA Masters titles now - mine was in the 10,000m.
Unfortunately I came down with a viral infection, which
derailed my running for a few weeks. As I could not run, I
lost too much ground on my preparation. As I knew I could
not compete to the best of my ability, I felt it best to withdraw
from the Team for Euros. At the same time I made the
decision to call time on that particular journey, and have
now retired from international Deaf Athletics.

I am now slowly getting back into running properly, and
have set my sights on a second shot at a 10-day circuit race
this December. Having done four races of between 24 hours
and 10 days so far, I have fallen in love with the circuits.
Mercia will join me in the December race, targeting the SA
women’s 10-day record, while I have my sights set on
improving my SA age group record of 886km - the SA
record is 1001km. It is particularly rewarding sharing this
crazy fun with someone who “gets” why we take on these
challenges! The first 6 days of the December race are the
main focus, as next May I am hoping to represent South
Africa at the EMU 6-day World Trophy, in Hungary. Let’s
see what happens.

Tim Stones (Merriman 1996) and his fiancée, Mercia van
der Merwe, in their Border colours, awarded for

competing at this year’s South Africa Masters Athletics
Championships, which took place in Oudtshoorn.

Guillym Theron (U9904) says:
The Kenton Theron Clan is growing.

Jean-Jacques and Guillym Theron settling in what was
to most just the little holiday town you went to for third
term half term, or the December holiday. Like most of the
Upper boys come from more local stock. As such are happily

both working in the family business drawing houses, mainly
in in the Eastern Cape, but further afield when need be.

The picture shows JJ, happily married to Jess with a
son Francois; Guillym, married to Megan, also a
Grahamstown local who is now teaching grade 6 at DSG
junior; their little daughter Sadie; and a very proud
grandfather in the middle.

Andrew Whitfield (X9600) was elected
as a Member of Parliament for the
Democratic Alliance in May 2019 for the
second time, having first served in
Parliament between 2014-2016. The
Leader of the Official Opposition,
Mmusi Maimane, has appointed
Andrew to serve in his
Shadow Cabinet as the
Shadow Minister of
Police. 

Andrew Whitfield


