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Feel it! It is here!  

The culmination of many hours of planning, 

phoning, waiting (patiently) and organizing had 

finally come down to: ȬȬno more sleeps, ÍÁȭÁÍȭȭ.   

15:30pm  

We had made it to the airport on time.  The 

moment we had been waiting for had finally 

arrived.   

We listened as Mr. Ryan asked that we only 

chew bubble gum on the plane (and never 

again), that we always have our socks pulled up and that we enjoy ourselves to the fullest.  We listened to 

the last few words from ÏÕÒ ÍÏÍȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÁÄȭÓ and hugged everyone for the last time.   

7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÏÆÆȣ 

We made our way through baggage control only to be stopped because Ebi had two bottles ÏÆ ȬÌÏÔÉÏÎÓȭ 

exceeding the 100ml capacity.  Without hesitation he discarded them 

and we moved swiftly along. We passed through customs without any 

glitches and then spent our last few Rands on sweets. 

We waited patiently at gate A4 eating sour worms.  There were several 

of the other waiting passengers who inquired as to where we were 

going, commenting that we looked so smart in our Rondebosch 

Tracksuits.  We were ushered to our seats in true style.  The boys 

occupied seats C-F in rows 48 and 49.        I sat in row 53 with the seats 

on either side of me, free.  My heart swelled with pride as I watched the 

boys unpack their goodie bags, shriek with excitement and settle into 

their seats.  What an honour and privilege to accompany such a  



wonderful group of young men.   

We ate dinner which consisted of roast chicken, with mash and veggies. There was a chocolate muffin for 

pudding.  We watched the ÎÅ× ÍÏÖÉÅ Ȭ4ÈÅ ! 4ÅÁÍȭ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔÔÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ρς ÈÏÕÒ ÆÌÉÇÈÔ.  At one point I 

ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÐÏËÅÒȟ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÅÎÔÏÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÉÃ ÔÁÃ Ó×ÅÅÔÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ȬÃÈÉÐÓȭȢ  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 

 

7 September 

Ȭ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ gentleman.  Breakfast will be 

ÓÅÒÖÅÄȭȢ   From 4 rows ahead I heard: Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ τÁÍȦȭȭ 

After breakfast the chatter amongst  the boys increased as we 

approached London and could see the sun rising over the city.  

Upon landing the boys wanted to jump off the plane 

immediately.  They waited while I filled in all their landing 

 

 

 



cards and ensured they had collected all their belongings.  Kokonollie disembarked still wearing his red 

aeroplane socks .   

We made our way through customs where 

we were asked to scan our thumb and index 

ÆÉÎÇÅÒȣ4ÒÉÓÔÁÎ ÈÁÄ Á ÌÉttle trouble 

distinguishing his left thumb from his right 

and then the scanner had trouble reading 

his prints.  Finally we were through.  Our 

passports stamped and our visas checked. 

We made our way to baggage collection.  

The boys all recognized their bags 

instantaneously.  We hurried out through 

duty free and burst through the arrival 

doors to the sound of my voice: Ȭȭ×Å ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÏÙÓȢ 7ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ,ÏÎÄÏÎȦȭȭ 

We sat on our bags waiting for the Chinthurst bus to collect us.  While waiting we found a vending machine 

which was dispensing some pound coins.  The boys scored about £5.  Ten minutes later the Chinthurst bus 

approached.  We excitedly and politely shook hands with Mr. Button and loaded all our bags.  

The London Underground was on strike and the roads were crammed with vehicles.  It took us a further 

hour and a half to reach the school.   Poor Tristan and Justin had to use the emergency paper bag, leaving 

the rest of us feeling nauseous as well.   

Our host parents were waiting for us when we arrived.  The boys, courteously, introduced themselves and 

then set off.    

Let the fun begin J 

8 September 

 

 


