
1

2020 No. 41

Clive Read wrote the following on Dr Peter Bunton 
(E35/39):

Thought you’d be interested..Dr Peter Bunton turned 
99 this year! Surely one of the oldest living OA’s.

At school he participated in boxing and rugby. Straight 
after school WW2 broke out. He went “ up north”. His 
older brother John was killed in battle right next to him.

After the war he went to Onderstepoort to study to be 
a vet.

He came back to his beloved 
farm, Elim, near Addo, where 
he farmed citrus and ran his 

veterinary practice.
He was a keen polo player 

and great conservationist.
Peter’s mind is still sharp. 

He is now in frail care at 
Formosa in Plett.
His nephew, John, runs 

Elim and is looking forward to 
sending his little boy to Prep in 

the next couple of years! 

Dick (RM) Hannington (M 43/48) writes:
Thank you, Mac for the Bagpipe Newsletter.
An interesting read of youngsters who almost all 

seemed to have left College years after I did, when I was 
on my third career perhaps.  Lovely to find some of them 
still remember some of the people who tried to teach 
me or had influence on my life. Ernie and Dup Murrell, 
Drac Lucas, Ash Brooker, Graham, Rook Currey, Jock 
Cawse, Moolman, Charles Fortune. Harco Iwema, Mrs 
McKerron. Jos Driver — what wonderful people they 
were! And still held in living memory, so their influence 
has lasted for more years than they could have hoped for 
at that time.  May they all now Rest in Peace.  

As I write this the UK is still experiencing Covid 
lockdown in various parts. Having been declared an 
endangered species by my doctor, I have been locked 
down since March .  Happily I have 
family nearby, a grandson 
who’s just gone off to 
University and many 
very good neighbours. 
Lockdown has certainly 
been a test of patience 
but modern technology and 
all that it involves has kept 
everybody in touch and 
helped to avoid stress.  Take 
it face on, stick to the medical 
rules that we are given and 
surely we will beat it, maybe 
not this month or next month but possibly 
before mid-2021!

Mac, you might 
remember the 
telephone in the 
Housemaster’s study 
to which you were 

called if there was a 
family crisis. Crystal sets 

listening to Grahamstown 
radio, usually with shared 

headphones, letters once a 
week home and half term trips, 

arranged by prefects, to the beach 
or the River by lorry. Pocket money 
issued once a week at 6 pence per 
boy and a shilling per senior or 
prefect. 

Health and Safety would be 

As usual, we start off with news of the older Old Andreans. Dr Bunton (see below) is 99 – how many other OAs 
have exceeded this mark? A few years ago, Ian Hosack reached 105, if Mac’s memory serves. Has anyone ever 
surpassed that? Mac had the privilege of paying Ian Hosack a visit, in Scotland, in 2008. During the conversation, 
he referred to “boys” coming back to school after the war. It took a moment for Mac, born not very long after the 
Second World War to process the fact that he was talking about the First World War. He was at College from 1919 
to 1921. What a lifespan of memories centenarians have! 
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absolutely spinning, the way 20 or so  boys would pile 
onto the back of a lorry and go off to the beach for the 
day at half term and no staff member in attendance.

I wonder what 
would happen if 
all the College 
pupils were 
told to put their 

telephones, iPads 
and computers under 

lock and key for 
24 hours ?

B e f o r e 
C o v i d 

arrived on 
the scene, it 
was my 

intention to 
spend some time 
over Easter 2020 

at Plett with family and pay a visit 
to College sometime 

during my visit. I had the tickets, travel 
insurance and everything sorted, then 
we had to cancel everything.

My visit is on hold until later 
possibly next year, and I will 
surely visit College as a young 
man eight and a half years off 
his century, something 
I never got anywhere 
near, trying to play 
cricket.  

Keep going 
College, you 
deserve the best! 

John {Jeff) Cullingworth (M41/45) sent us a recent 
pic. He says: Jean and I are both alive & kicking in 
Robertson. Living in the winebarrel seems to do us the 
world of good.

(Mac: clearly a better quality of wine than that allegedly 
inflicted on King Richard III’s nephews in the Tower!)

Sadly, Mac has just learnt of Jeff’s passing, in 
September. We have opted to keep this small contribution 
in the publication as a tribute to his regular submissions.

Colin Brayshaw (A48/53) sent us this snippet: Still 
alive and even living in Gauteng  I have managed to avoid 
the virus. I wonder how many of my contemporaries are 

still around. I hear from Ed Southey that College numbers 
are full which is excellent news.

Pat Goldstone (E50/51) muses:
TO BE, OR NOT TO BE (CANED): THAT IS THE 
QUESTION?

Unfortunately, I was only at College for the last 18 
months of my schooling; and I was in Espin House when 
Peter Harvey was the housemaster (1950-51).

He was one of the last of the stiff-upper lip, old boy 
brigade. But he was also an excellent maths teacher. I 
needed extra maths lessons when I arrived at College. 
And he gave them to me. I would like to think that I was 
quite bright (of course), but he taught me well; and I 
learnt fast. But that is not what this little anecdote is all 
about. 

Corporal punishment is now something of the past in 
the Western world; but it was still employed at College at 
that time. Even a prefect could give a new boy “three of 
the best”, if he thought that this was necessary. No doubt 
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about it, of course; injustices were inflicted on the more 
vulnerable boys. 

One day I was summoned to appear in Mr Harvey’s 
office. As I walked to the door, I had a premonition of 
trouble. Now, the reader must try to understand. I had 
always played my cards very carefully. If I did anything that 
was unacceptable, then I 
did my best to 
keep it 
secret. 
T h a t 
w a s 
t h e 

eleventh commandment, after all: “Thou shalt not be 
found out!”

I entered his study with trepidation, after respectfully 
knocking. There sat the local authority: policeman, judge 
and hangman rolled into one. “Is this handkerchief 
yours, Goldstone?” I took a good look at the offending 
handkerchief; and unfortunately, I recognised it as being 
one of mine. If I could have known what was coming, I 
might have been prepared to disown the offending piece 
of cloth. “Yes, sir, I do believe that it is mine.”

“Did you know that it was unmarked?” No, I did not 
know that my name was not on it. (How had they found 
out that it was mine?) “Well, the punishment for this 
offence is three of the best!” 

I took my caning as best I could: with longsuffering! 
But, of course, it was painful. And it was intended to be. 
So, was it justified? Not really.

As I look back over the years at this incident, there are 
a few lessons that I learnt from it. Firstly, life is not fair. 
However, there are lessons that all of us need to learn, if 
we are going to live at peace with our fellow men in society. 

If one oversteps 
the invisible line, 
then one will 
be punished. 

Sometimes the 
punishment is fair; 

while at other times it is 
not.

Nobody is completely free 
to do as they like. When 
breaking the rules of society, 

there is always a price to pay. 
And sometimes one is going to 

be punished unjustly.
It is not difficult for me to forgive Peter Harvey. May 

God rest his soul in peace. He was determined to leave 
his mark on me – which he has clearly done! Otherwise, 
there would not have been this little story – would there? 

John Fenwick (A51/54) writes:
Never done this before but having got to that age of 

reminiscing I have often told this story which I will repeat 
in as short a version as possible. 

Prep was one great adventure from the first day till the 
last. I suspect my only claim to fame was always being in 
trouble and this is about my first day in 1948 ( I think ). 

After supper at Fairlawn we all sat down for home 
work. We were neither allowed to talk nor look up and as 
it happened I was caught looking up and in consequence 
had to step out of order and report to Mr. Ted Rivett-
Carnac. As you can imagine this was a mighty scary 
experience. After a brief sentencing I had to go and select 
a ‘kweperlat’, as 
was the custom 
in those 
days, which 
d e l i v e r e d 
three blows. I stood 
up grinning. Mr. 
Carnac asked me what was 
so funny and I replied that 
he didn’t hit as hard as 
my Dad. In retrospect 
that was not a very clever 
answer because without hesitation he said 
“bend over” and he gave me another cut  — and that 
stripe must have set a long-standing record. 

I would like to add another memory which was 
brought to mind by Whittle’s story which epitomized the 
care and thought that went into each and every Preppie. 
My younger brother and I arrived back from holiday just 
starting to show signs of chicken pox, which really did not 
please anyone. Lou Mullins came 
up with the solution for 
preventing an 
epidemic at 
the wrong 
time of the 
term. We were 
sent off to the 
Whites, Lou’s 
parents’ farm on the 
Fish River somewhere 
between Piggott Bridge 
and Carlisle Bridge, for 

about three weeks. Besides having this 
extra holiday we had what was almost 

certainly the best 
holiday ever 
(despite my 
dodgy memory) 
I can still recall 

almost every 
second we 
spent with that 
most wonderful 
couple.

Ahhh! such is 
the pleasure of 

old memories.
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Geoff Chew (M54/58) writes: Bryan McGee 
(M55/58), as a faithful reader of the Bagpipe, has pressed 
me to submit something about 
what I’ve been up to. So, ever 
obedient, I’ll say that I’ve spent 
the decades since doing my 
PhD visiting Czechoslovakia 
and (since the Velvet Revolution) 
the Czech Republic, researching 
and teaching university 
students about about Czech 
music, especially the music 
of Janáček. I did have a spell 
with a full-time lectureship in Brno 
after I retired from teaching in 2005. 
In November 2018, instead of visiting 
Grahamstown for a reunion as some 
did, I was awarded a Leoš Janáček 
Memorial Medal by the Leoš Janáček Foundation at a 
ceremony in Brno (see pictures).

More recently I have also had a couple of translations 
from Czech literature  published, and these seem to have 
been well received (also see pictures below of the dust 
covers of two books – And My Head Exploded, and 
Macha’s Gipsies]

Readers of the Bagpipe may like to know that the cover 
art for the dust cover of Mácha’s Gypsies, a weird and 
wonderful 19th-century novel, is a picture of a boulder, 
actually quite small in reality, in the Cedarberg in the 
Western Cape, and it was painted by my Pietermaritzburg 
brother-in-law, Moray Comrie.

From Mike Arnold, long-time member of staff and 
Honorary Old Andrean, comes this:

In 1979 I directed Shakespeare’s Measure for Measure 
at College.

For the first time we used girls from the DSG. This did 
not go down well with a couple of masters, 

but the nature of Measure for 
Measure made this almost 

obligatory. The play is about 
law and grace, justice and 
mercy. It contains a bawd 

(Mistress Overdone), a 
pimp and various scurrilous 

characters, as well as a Puritan 
ironically called “Angelo”.

Ronald Currey, the former, 
legendary headmaster of St 
Andrew’s, said to me, “That’s a 
very bold choice for a school play. 

Does the head know?”
The head didn’t. 

One junior member 
of the cast, Tim 

Carson, said to me 
after a performance one 

night, “Sir, I think you can pack 
your bags and go. I watched the head last 
night for forty minutes and he didn’t 
laugh once!”

The following year I 
married Jill and in 
1981, the same 
Tim Carson, part 
of the cast of my 
next production, 
The Merchant 
of Venice, 
k n o w i n g 
how a production 
consumed me, warned my 
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new wife, “Mrs Arnold, this will be your severest test!” 
(Mac: those who were in those productions, and 

fellow staff members, would certainly agree with Tim!)
Peter Terry (M64/67) writes: 
I’m possibly hitting that thing all you other old guys 

refer to as Retirement. I’ve been at Classic1027 as a 
p resen te r for the past four years, but 

commercialism crept 
in and got us in the 
Achilles tendon, 
and we were made 
redundant and the 

station became an 
Old Skool [sic] and 
R&B station. While I 

was on the radio, I would 
occasionally refer to College 

days, and a whole bunch of OAs 
crept out of the woodwork 
to get in touch and confess 

they’d also been to this 
extraordinary school. Good 
to catch up with a couple of 

long-forgotten former contemporaries it was, too. I’ve 
also been giving talks at various places about my own 
personal perspectives on the poetry of the Great War, in 
which I refer to Dup Murrell, who taught us Maths (rather 
badly) in 1964, and who was wounded on 10 July 1916, 
during the first days of the Battle of the Somme. Oldies 
will remember his prodigious limp, earned that fateful day. 

That also usually brings some old College lads coming 
up to me afterwards! I was at the Somme battlefields in 
2016, to honour the centenary of my wife’s great uncle, 
killed at Thiepval on 3 September 1916. Mind-boggling 
to think that such a small geographical area could have 
seen so much death.

Roger Brooke (E 67/71) sent us this:
Hi, interesting news from Roger Brooke (E71). Robert 

Brooke (G1994 in 9th grade) is a research engineer 
for a Penn State Laboratory just outside Pittsburgh. 
His brother, Sebastian (Prep 1994), has accepted a 
position as head of the division of pediatric craniofacial 
reconstruction in the department of plastic surgery at 
the University of West Virginia teaching hospital in 
Morgantown, just south of his family in Pittsburgh. He’s 
excited about moving into the new children’s hospital 
there in a few months. Some of us ugly Espin boys could 
have done with his help, perhaps, when we were babies. 
(Mac: Hmmm! Even plastic surgeons have to have 
something to work with!)

From Peter Mullins (A70/74):
I have many happy memories of my College days – the 

great friendships, the challenges on the sports field, and 
even some of the time in the class room!  School days are 
long gone now, but their impact 
carries on through life. 

I had no idea what I 
was going to do when I 
left College but headed 
off to Rhodes and eventually 
completed a BA (Psychology 
& Economics). Defence 
Force intervened 
as it did for all of 
us, and after the 
2 years I found 
myself working 
as a graduate 
trainee computer 
programmer for 
Stellenbosch  Farmers’ 
Winery – given the liquid perks, a job made in heaven! 

I then worked in Cape Town at Southern 
Life and in 1986 I applied for a 
job in Sydney. We landed ‘sight 
unseen’ a few months later and 

Australia quickly became 
home and has been 
extraordinarily good to me 
and the family.

A couple more job 
moves on, I was offered the 

opportunity to transfer to the UK 
for a few years.  It was a great 
adventure, both personally 
and professionally, and I now 

carry both UK and Australian 
passports. Those ‘few years in 

the UK’ turned into 10, during 
which time I was fortunate to lead a couple of successful 
company turnarounds — hugely challenging but very 
satisfying!

We finally made it back to Sydney in 2008 and I 
managed to land another turnaround role, and from 
there, was appointed CEO of the ASX200 company, 
SAI Global. We took the company through some major 
change, eventually selling to Private Equity in 2017, 
which was my chance to step off the treadmill! As an 
aside, in one of the strategic planning meetings there 
were 5 attendees, an OA (me) a Michaelhouse old boy, 
a Bishops old boy, a DSG old girl (Kim Jenkins née van 
Wyk), and a Maritzburg College old boy. Sometimes ex-
South Africans do punch above their weight!

Ever since my father, Jimmy, taught me to sail on the 
Kariega River, my dream had been to sail around the 
world. In April 2019, that dream started to become real 
when my wife, Elizabeth, and I set sail from Sydney on 
our 48’ catamaran, Water Sprite.  We travelled about 
35,000km (eastern and northern Australian coastline, 
across the Indian Ocean via Cocos Keeling, Chagos, 
Seychelles, through the Mozambique Channel, arriving 
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in Richards Bay before making our way to Cape Town. 
Many friends have joined us along the way - Andy Mullins 
(E74/78), Dave Philips (U98/02) and Marius Rezelman 
(a good friend and PJ Olivier old boy) sailed with us from 
the Seychelles to SA, and Mike Mullins (U71/75) from 
PE to Cape Town.  We stopped off in Mossel Bay to 
watch the World Cup rugby final on TV - what a day!

We spent 3 
months in 
SA and 
it was 

wonderful to catch 
up with a plethora of Mullinses and extended family, 
and many friends - Rob Beer (A70/74), Dave Connock 
(A71/74), Nick Mullins (X73/74), Rob Melvill (A68/73), 
Rick Melvill (A71/76), Nick Mallett (A70/74), Andy 
Pollock (D/M65/70), Pete Rawbone-Viljoen (A65/69), 
Dan Pienaar (U71/76) plus a whole lot more….

We sailed from Cape Town in Jan ‘20 and were joined 
by Dave Mullins (E72) and his son Mike Mullins (E2005) 
for the leg to Walvis Bay. After a wonderful side journey 
through Namibia (which I hadn’t seen since Defence 
Force days), we set off for the Mediterranean. Rick Melvill 
(A76) and Dave Philips (U2002) joined us for the leg up 
the Atlantic. Dave is an experienced sailor, but for Rick it 
was a new adventure. When we crossed the equator the 
winds had forced us west and we were closer to Brazil 
than Africa. We didn’t see another ship for 12 days - it’s 
a big ocean out there! So far, it has been mainly plain 
sailing, but there have been a few hairy days.

We heard whispers about the ‘Corona virus’ as we 
passed through St Helena and Ascension Islands, but the 
full force of it hit us when we arrived in the Azores and 
were immediately quarantined. (Mac: possibly some of 
the least likely carriers of the virus on the planet...) The 
Med was no longer an option, so we decided to head for 
the UK – that UK passport came in very handy! After 
finding safe harbour at Plymouth I was able to get back to 
Australia before the border restrictions really tightened. 
Elizabeth and I are planning to get back the boat next 
March so we can resume our adventure. We intend 
spending a couple of seasons in the Med, then will cross 
the Atlantic and spend a few months in the Caribbean, 
before going through Panama and into the Pacific. I 
guess we will get back to Sydney late 2025.

While COVID has interrupted our voyage, it has also 
presented some new opportunities. One of those has 
been to help build a website for Mike Ginn (X53/58), 
whom many of you would know from his teaching days 

at St Andrew’s Prep. You may also know him as Mac, the 
cartoonist for The Bagpipe! He’s done the most amazing 
watercolours of College, DSG, Prep as well as Rhodes 
University, and African wild life.  Have a look at the 
website (www.mikeginnart.com) and take a stroll down 
memory lane!

This gives Mac the opportunity to interject a few words 
about Mike Ginn (X53/58), our wonderful cartoonist. 
Old Preppies of considerable vintage will remember 
Mike’s mother, Joyce, who taught art at Prep for a 
number of years. Mike later followed in her footsteps, 
teaching art at Prep for some 20 years. Mike’s father 

(not an Old Andrean, 
but father of two 
OA’s, Mike and Peter 
(X52/55)) served first 
as a fighter pilot in both 
the Royal Flying Corps 
and the RAF in World 
War I. After flying for 
Imperial Airways in the 
30’s he became Chief 
Instructor at Haller 
Aviation, thereafter 
joining the SAAF 
when World War II 
broke out. Lt Col 
P.C. Ginn was Officer 

Commanding 44 Transport Squadron in the SAAF 
fighting out of Cairo where he lost his life in 1944.

Mike has been producing the Mac cartoons since the 
first edition in the mid-80s. (To correct Peter Mullins’s 
slightly misleading final sentence, there is Mac, the 
editor, Mac the cartoon character, and Mike the Mac 
cartoonist!)

Dr Marquerite Poland, Honorary Old Andrean 
writes:

It’s great to discover OA writers! Coincidence brought 
contact with Dr Jonathan Lawley (E51/54). He has 
recently published ‘The Road to Extinction’ (Envelope 
Books, London 2019), a pioneering study of the little-
known Jarawa people of the Andaman Islands. Other 

Lt Col PC Ginn’s service insignia
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national cricket tournament in October. For me, it’s all 
about having fun, and making the most of life, in all its 
facets. St Andrew’s taught me to give my all, while never 
losing the essence of fun, camaraderie, and seeing the 
bigger picture in life. In an uncertain world, sport has the 
power to help us to hold on to hope, to remember that 
we are all part of a story far bigger than ourselves, and 
that we have a responsibility to choose what footprints 
we leave for others to follow.

Egypt run

Egypt desert

works include fascinating accounts of his work as a 
District Commissioner before independence in Zambia 
and his extensive travels in the most remote corners of 
Africa. Lockdown has brought out the avid researcher in 
many OAs. Dr Robert ‘Doc’ Caldwell (M58/62) acquired 
a detailed history of Major CJ Laubscher DFC (E32/35 
and Rhodes Scholar) for the archive. Dr Peter Sandell 
(A76/79) is busy investigating the records, decorations 
and roll of honour of airmen who served in the two 
world wars, especially OAs, and has collected some 
stirring stories. A history of Rev Jonas Ntsiko, a scholar 
at our sister Anglican Institution in the 1860s under Rev 
Robert Mullins and a graduate of St Augustine’s College 
in Canterbury, is being prepared by Prof. Jeff Opland 
(Visiting Professor, Rhodes). Ntsiko was a clergyman, 
poet and activist. It will be an important addition to our 
understanding of Bishop Armstrong’s threefold intention 
in founding St Andrew’s in 1855.

Tim Stones (X93/96), one of our regular 
correspondents, gets the last word:

 In what has been a challenging time for all of us, I 
have been deeply grateful to have had the opportunity to 
experience some amazing adventures. After being placed 
on the long list for the Tokyo Paralympics, I was again 
selected to the SA para-cycling team, for the para world 
cup and world champs (to compete as a classified B3, 
partially sighted athlete). Racing with a guide, however,  
made the costs prohibitive. I subsequently turned my 
focus to the SA para-triathlon champs, where I won a 
silver medal, and was selected to the national team to 
compete at the All Africa Para Triathlon champs, in 
Sharm El-Sheikh, in Egypt. What a fascinating country, 
and the people we encountered are among the friendliest 
I’ve ever met. The race itself was gruelling in the heat, 
but we were happy to take home the bronze medal. 
Afterwards we took time to explore, with the highlight of 
the trip for me being a journey on a camel into the Sinai 
desert.

With so few opportunities in SA to compete, and 
funding to compete overseas always an 
issue, I am not sure what the 
future holds. My 
approach has 
always been to 

grab hold 
of every 
opportunity that 
arises, to cherish the 
experience, and to keep 
chasing new adventures. This month 
(August 2021) I have been invited to train with the EC 
Blind Cricket team, who are set to debut at the SA Blind 


