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This is the story of Henry Howell’s rapid and well-
deserved rise in the firmament of broadcasting, his leg-
endary achievements, his dreams, his visions, his
heartaches. These have all being gleaned from his private
papers, diaries and notes; and from interviews with him,
and latterly with some of his colleagues and friends. All
who knew him have stated firmly ‘we were the better for
having known him, and the world of broadcasting is the
darker with his passing. He touched us with a special
magic, and was without question the greatest broadcaster
this country has ever had the good fortune to possess’.

Within these pages filled with laughter, and a few
tears, are the post-war days of broadcasting, the golden
years of Springbok Radio, the tyrannical years of
Verwoerdian power, the excitement of new fields in mar-
keting, advertising and market research, the birth of new
broadcasting standards, including the now flourishing
Bop Broadcasting Corporation and the effervescent Radio
702, and some sound advice for those wishing to enter
this stimulating profession. Through it all moves the lov-
ing, visionary spirit of Henry Howell.

Rosemary and Henry were married in 1988 and
spent two and a half years together until his passing.
She is an experienced writer of poetry, short stories and
features, and has researched this book with love and
devotion, realising the limitations imposed without the
presence of the great man himself.

She has subsequently written a booklet “How to sur-
vive Widowhood and what to expect”, in the hope it
will assist others similarly traumatised. A student and
teacher of Ancient Chinese Philosophy she has written
a book ‘for serious beginners’; and her first novel “A
Man’s Trust Betrayed” — a ‘Dallas-type’ tale of fraud,
intrigue, lies and treachery - is to be published shortly.

Born in Hertfordshire, England, in 1934, she came to
these shores in 1969 and involved herself in promoting
South Africa wherever possible.

She is a director of an overseas publishing house,
and lives in Sandton. She is currently working on a
biography of Taubie Kushlick, the ‘doyenne’ of South
African theatre.

Back cover: A Scroll presented to Henry Howell by the
Lindsay Smithers Agency on the occasion of his retirement
from the SABC.

Henry Howell was born in Pembroke, West
Wales, in 1916.

Part 1 of this book, written by Henry himself,
describes a happy and adventurous childhood, and
some wartime experiences.

Educated at Winchester he went on to London
University. During those three years he was a member
of the Embassy Theatre Players. Swiss Cottage,
London, one part leading him into the West End until
parental control was brought to bear. He then quite
properly spent a year of practical radio engineering
training at the Marconi College in Chelmsford, and
then joined Cable & Wireless in 1933 as an Electrical
Engineer on their Foreign Service Staff until 1946. He
saw service in the island of Ascension, where he was a
founder member of that island’s Defence Force, then
India, the Middle East, the Persian Gulf, the Trucial
States, West Africa, to name a few.

Henry always played down his war experiences
but it can be recorded that he was seconded to the
Royal Navy for ’special duties’, received secret
orders, and travelled alone to remote places crucial to
the war effort installing radar stations with which to
track the enemy.

An irrepressible sense of humour always allowed
Henry to see the funny side of life, and he tells an
amusing story about one particular journey. He and his
equipment had been picked up by an Australian Naval
vessel. Dining with the Captain and officers he was
invited to say Grace. Coming from a strong Anglican
family background this presented no problem and say
Grace he did, on that and subsequent occasions. Some
time later he was dropped off in a remote spot and
got on with his job. Weeks passed, the job completed,
time to go on. Down at the dock there was a ship
waiting for him, with more equipment for his next
assignment. As he went up the gangway he realised
this was the same ship he had been on before. Not
only that, they obviously remembered him because a
quiet Aussie voice said: “Good Gawd - it’s the bleed-
in’ Curate again”!

He came to the SABC during the hectic period
immediately following the War, a period when the
SABC was almost permanently ‘out of breath’ trying to
do three things at the same time: keeping the service
running, trying desperately to catch up with essential
developments which had been shelved during the strin-
gent war years, and trying to stay abreast of new devel-
opments and demands which were crowding in - such
as a commercial service (Springbok), an independent
news service, a service specifically for the black popula-
tion, and a possible international service. The technical
equipment was old, creaky and just crying for renewal.
New studios were needed because the Corporation did
not own a single space: all its studios were hired
premises from the days of its predecessor, The African
Broadcasting Corporation. It was a period which made
impossible demands on its staff, but for Henry it was
stimulating and exciting.
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Steve de Villiers

and Henry
Houwel| coni-
mentating at the
World Title fight
in 1953 when
Willie Toweel
beat the reigning
Champion Pappy
Gault.
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OF BOPHUTHATSWANA &

' Republic of Bophuthatswana

PRESIDENT'S OFFICE
MMABATHO

FOREWORD

I first met Mr Henry Howell when I set about
establishing an environment that would encourage
broadcasting in my country.

Mr Howell, who had retired by that time from
many years’ service with the SABC, was a leading
figure in broadcasting in South Africa and I knew
that his expertise would be invaluable to my coun-
try’s needs in that field.

He became my advisor on broadcasting and,
later, Chairman of the Bop Broadcasting Board.

There is no doubt that without his knowledge
and influence, broadcasting in Bophuthatswana
would not be flourishing as it is today.

In his memory I have established the Henry
Howell Foundation which, it is ultimately hoped,
will encourage the further development of broad-
casting.

A Mangape

LM MANGOPE
STATE PRESIDENT
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Editor’s special tribute:

Kathleen Davydd ...
1913 - 1987

One cannot write Henry Howell’s biography without paying a
special tribute to Kathleen Davydd, his late first wife who sadly
passed away in 1987 after a lengthy illness.

Her broadcasting career spanned forty years, and her influence on
her listeners by means of her sensitive grasp of their listening needs,
and her deft touch in all her productions for the SABC, have left a last-
ing impression.

Broadcaster and literati, she was the youngest of four daughters
born to Andrew and Mary Camilleri. Her antecedents were ltalian,
Maltese, Irish and English. Her father Andrew was an officer in the
Peninsular and Oriental Steamship Company, and when he retired the
family settled on Malta. Roman Catholicism played a major role in her
education and upbringing, and the memories of her childhood on
Malta remained vivid in her mind all her life. When her father died,
the family settled in Southampton, England, where Kathleen found
employment in a record shop - training that was to prove useful
when she found her vocation in life.

She applied, in 1941, for a post at the South African Broadcasting
Corporation where she was offered, not an announcing post but that
of effects operator’, in Cape Town. She accepted the post knowing
this could open doors to microphone work, and she soon became
well-known for her programmes for hospital patients, the forces, and
women. When the war ended the SABC decided to re-introduce their
children’s programmes, and Kathleen was the unanimous choice for
Presenter. “Your programme, children”, "Percy the Pig”, "Noddy”,
"Tales of Beatrix Potter”, and “David Copperfield” became required
listening with mother, many adapted by Kathleen herself.

Another of her most valuable gifts was her ability to spot talent; the
late Douglas Laws, and Adrian Steed, made their first broadcasts in
plays of hers. Adrian Steed, whilst interviewing Henry in 1987,
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described his first meeting with Kathleen:

“I remember I ‘phoned her looking for a job. I was a very poor
young man at the time, and she said: ‘Well dear, what can you do?’,
and I said: "What would you like me to do? - this was on the tele-
phone before I had met her and I hadn’t realised she could be quite
formidable - and she said: ‘Well, dear, I want people who can do
buffaloes, and imitate impalas and snakes. Can you do all that?” and I
said - desperate for a job - "Yes of course’, and she said ‘Well, you had
better come and show me then, hadn’t you?” To cut a long story short,
that’s how I started in broadcasting, doing funny little animal noises
in a delightful series of programmes called “Little People’s Playtime”.

Particularly remembered too will be the poetry programme
“Calendar” which filled the listener with peace and tranquillity for a
very special time every Sunday afternoon. It was at an announcers
meeting where they were discussing new programmes that Kathleen
suggested that people were tired of kitchen sink ‘avant garde’ features
and plays; they wanted words of faith and courage, for people like to
believe that Man is fundamentally good, and they like poetry they can
remember. Everyone laughed, but they gave her twelve programmes!
And the then Organiser of Drama said he would take her out to
dinner if she received even a dozen letters in response. Within two
weeks two girls were helping her to sort out the listeners’ letters!

Kathleen inherited her great love of literature from her mother - a
woman of great intellect deeply interested and moved by verse and
prose. The title ‘Calendar’ was chosen by Kathleen because of her
mother’s devotion to calendars of the “40’s and '50’s which always had
a short quotation from a literary source printed on each page.

So ‘Calendar’ grew, and listeners were invited to send in poems
which they liked. Miss Davydd made her selections with the judge-
ment of a connoisseur, and used a little group of ‘microphone artists’
to make these gems come to life. ‘Calendar’ was a programme for
those who could appreciate the magic of the spoken word, and one of
that little group of ‘word magicians’ was, of course, Henry.

It was Henry’s love for Kathleen that brought him back to South
African broadcasting in 1946. He records: “There was a bright young
broadcaster/producer who is a significant name in the history of
English broadcasting at the SABC named Cameron McClure. I had
done a little acting for him in 1943 in Cape Town whilst waiting for
my posting to India. In 1946 Kathleen was already an experienced
broadcaster in the Cape and Mac was keen to bring her up to the
Johannesburg studios. But Kathleen did not want to leave her beloved
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Cape and nothing would winkle her out. Mac craftily thought about
this chap in India and reckoned that if he could be invited to join the
SABC in Johannesburg, Kathleen would surely follow. He was right;
she did!”

Needless to say, she was adored by her listeners, respected by her
colleagues, and loved by her friends. Her personal contribution to
broadcasting in South Africa, particularly for young children,
deserves a lasting record.
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Introduction

Part 1 I have called “Some stories from the past”. Henry started
these during Kathleen’s illness, and continued them after her death.
He said it helped him to handle the shock of losing her; and that (Mac)
Cameron McClure was endlessly patient in teaching him how to
operate a word processor. Alas the last story has no ending, but is
worthy of publication for all that.

Part 2 has been drawn from material discovered and researched,
interviews with Henry’s friends and colleagues, and from his own
notes and diaries.

It must be admitted that it is virtually impossible to adequately
research 45 years of such a man’s achievements and talents. And alas,
many who could have given an additional insight have already
passed on.

However, I hope that Henry Howell’s powerful achievements,
talent and sense of humour, his kind yet firm personality, and his
goodness, honesty and integrity, are illuminated in these pages
sufficiently to give the reader an insight into the ‘measure of the man’.

* * *
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Part 1

Some stories from
the past ...

by Henry Howell



1

Arthur’s story from
a farm in Wales

At the age of ten, the old man told me, he, Arthur, being the
youngest son in the family, used to accompany his father on winter
nights during the lambing season to examine the pregnant ewes
which were kept in a fifteen acre field some distance from the home-
stead.

To reach the field they had to traverse a densely wooded valley,
and when they reached the field they separated to increase the area
that they could cover as quickly as possible.

Arthur recalled one night when, lantern in hand, he came upon a
ewe which had just given birth to two little lambs. As he was alarmed
at the state of the two little creatures, he made noises and waved his
lantern to attract his father’s attention. Father — Town and County
Councillor and Mayor of Pembroke — stumped across the bitterly cold
field to find his son, and he needed only one glance to realise that
something must be done on this bitterly cold night if the lives of the
ewe and the new lambs were to be saved.

His father said, in his warm Pembrokeshire accent which is not
truly Welsh but quite distinctively individual: "Now Boy, go home to
Mother and bring back a big flagon of milk and ask her to put some
rum in it. She’ll know exactly what to do and hurry, now, hurry!’

So Arthur set off down the field and entered the wood. It was a
moonless cloudy night and he suddenly began to have fears. He knew
the Gypsies camped on the other side of the wood and like all
Pembrokeshire people he had a wholesome fear of these strangers.
The bracken underfoot seemed to create a thunderous noise as he
crept, as stealthily as possible, down to the lane which would take him
to the outskirts of Pembroke, and Home.

At last he reached the front door, his mind firmly on the dangers of
the return journey. The large, warm and welcoming kitchen seemed
more homelike than ever and his mother, whom Arthur and his four



brothers and sisters idolized, was never more lovely and more in com-
mand. She had faced the situations many times in her life and she
soon had the hot milk and rum in the huge flagon and ready for
Arthur to go.

Then she looked at the little boy’s face. “Arthur”, she said, “I'm
coming with you boy”.

The Winter had really set in. It seems that the British winter
reserves the worst manifestations until after the Christmas holidays
which, unlike ours in South Africa, are very short. With the very
temporary and conscious uplifting of hearts that Christmas means
well and truly over, the land seems to give up hope that Spring will
ever come, and metaphorically everyone draws the blankets over their
heads and suspends thought.

I was visiting my Uncle Arthur, my mother Sarah’s brother, in
Pembroke in 1985 — (not knowing that this was to be the last time I
would see him, nor that within a short time the family farm would
pass to me) — during what was the quietest time for the rural people
who need only to see that the ewes that will be lambing from
February onwards are well and truly protected against the weather.
So there was plenty of time to sit around the heaped-up fire in the
range in Uncle Arthur’s kitchen, and talk and talk and talk.

We are back in the days of his youth most of the time; his memories
have mellowed and the harshness of those days, and his Welsh
humour, sees fun in things that probably were rather grim at the time.
For he has clear memories of the Century before this one, and he knew
men that could have been alive when the Battle of Waterloo was
fought.

These talks of his reminded me of similar stories of my own father
who, with his brothers, watched the “Wreckers” light fires on the
rocky ironbound coast of Pembrokeshire to lure Mariners off their
course in the hope that they would dash themselves to pieces on the
rocks at the foot of the cliffs.

As I listen to the soft chuckling voice talking on about those days
far off, not so much in time as in history, I think I am listening to a
novel by Thomas Hardy. For although Hardy wrote about Dorset in
far away England, the people were similar to these figures that illumi-
nate Uncle Arthur’s stories, and the time and the sense of values and
the passions were the same. And so were the prejudices!

Uncle Arthur was the youngest son of my Grandfather Ogleby and
his wife Martha, my Grandmother. His older brother was Harold (my
Uncle). Barely a year separated these two children, and they bore a



striking resemblance to each other with their blond curls and pink and
white complexions. As he spoke of his brother Harold, a tear stood in
Arthur’s eye for Harold had died many years before on a football
field, a young man in his prime. But that’s another story....

The time had come for Arthur to go to school, the greystone
Primary School for infants that still stands at the top of the ‘Well Hill’
and infants still go reluctantly.

To this school went my Mother and Father, and for a short period
my eldest brother. I remember my father telling me that he kissed
Sarah (Arthur’s sister) who was destined to be his wife, behind the
School-room door at the age of six! “Yes, my boy”, he’d said, ”I was a
precocious lad and knew who I wanted to marry even at that age, and
I certainly never kissed another woman all my life”. I also remember
Father boasting, while Mother looked suitably shy and modest, that
the greystone building has produced a number of remarkable success-
ful men in many walks of life; but it looks today what it has always
been — a Country School.

But to return to Uncle Arthur.

He had not been long at school before he returned home one
evening, with a high colour and a nasty-looking rash. His Mother, that
wise woman in her generation, brought up to cook and nurse and be a
mother, needed little time to diagnose the dread complaint. Scarlet
Fever! Now Scarlet Fever was feared and detested by these simple
country people, not because they could not deal with it in their own
way but because recent regulations insisted that the afflicted child
should be removed from the proximity of everyone else to (speak it
with bated breath) — an Isolation Hospital. If you told a mother that
her child was to go to Belsen in the years of World War 2 you would
probably have produced the same effect as this terrible possibility
aroused in the mind and heart of Martha Ogleby.

Nothing was going to separate her from her child when his need
was so great, and immediately her mind set to work to prevent such a
thing happening. Now this required both cunning and care, and while
she wound her way up to the empty attic at the top of wooden stairs
two floors above the Main Family Bedroom on the third floor, above
the bedrooms for the considerable family and the little Servant’s
Bedroom, to a room full of old boxes and junk, her mind was calculat-
ing the dangers and the difficulties that lay ahead.

Secrecy was the greatest problem, the house buzzed with human-
ity. Thirty people usually sat down to breakfast and the dinner at
Middle-day. They must not know. The school authorities had to be



lulled or deceived into accepting something entirely different for
young Arthur’s absence from school.

Truancy was not an unusual thing in these country schools, and
frequently ignorant parents were only too happy to encourage
truancy if it meant another helping hand on the farm. So the school
authorities were deeply suspicious of any unexplained absence from
school and acted remarkably quickly and efficiently to ensure regular
attendance. So as she dragged a bed up the stairs and hung up wet
sheets and set herself ready for a state of Medical Siege, her bright
cunning mind was planning a series of moves to keep the Enemy, in
this case in the shape of “Progress, the Health Authority and the
Twentieth Century” - call '"Him’ what you may, at Bay.

First, she must have no nonsense from Father; he was a man of
influence, a Town and County Councillor, his word was better than
most. She quickly explained her problem to her exasperated husband
who knew that remonstrance was only likely to make matters worse.
Dutifully, as instructed, he called the Village Doctor aside after that
evening’s Council Meeting. They used to have their Council meetings
at night in those days as no-one could afford to waste good working
time on 'Civic Matters’.

“Bill”, says Henry Ogleby, Arthur’s father, ”Bill, [ wonder if you'd
mind giving our Arthur a medical certificate for him to stay away
from school a few days; the wife thinks he’s sickening for something,
probably the ‘flu’. She thinks he should stay in bed for a few days.”

“Well, I'll come and have a look at the boy”, says Bill Williams, the
easy-going Doctor.

“Now don’t you worry yourself about a trifle like that”, says Henry
apprehensively, “Here, I've got a bit of paper here somewhere.” He
was fumbling in his breast pocket. “Yes, here’s a bit, write something
on that.”

So the City Father and the Signatory of the Hippocratic Oath com-
pounded a felony, or whatever you do to a felony.

Mother Martha was relieved to get the bit of paper and the next
day Father stopped his high-stepping pony and smart trap outside the
School gate and left the Certificate and a letter of explanation at the
School door.

The fact that the house so full and so rambling probably helped
Martha to keep her secret for several days, and a week passed and
then two or more. The worst was now over and Martha felt a sense of
growing confidence.

Then one day she was busy in the parlour when she saw a man



approaching up the land. The small maid Mary was dusting the lace
curtains and looking out of the window at the same time.

“That man looks like a stranger to me” said Martha.

“No, Ma’am” says Mary, “that’s the awful School Inspector, I
expect”, and then continued in all innocence: “I expect he’s come to
find out how Arthur is getting on.”

Oh, Despair! To be found out at this late stage. What to Do! Then
Martha had a brilliant idea.

“Call Harold at once, Mary!”

In a few seconds he had come to the call, as The Man reached the
path up to the old farmhouse door.

“Harold, don’t ask any silly questions, go upstairs, take off your
clothes, put on your nightshirt and get into bed.” Harold looked
thunderstruck and was rooted to the spot. Such was the power of the
personality of that remarkable woman that when she said: “Go, At
Once!” he turned and disappeared.

The Inspector was at the door, and of course enquiring about the
health of one Arthur Ogleby. One can imagine the rest but one
wonders what was going on through Martha’s mind as she led the
Inspector up to little Harold’s bedroom. There, sure enough, a sur-
prised and somewhat bemused Harold was produced for inspection
and passed fit for school next Monday.

Next Monday, a feeble young Arthur took his own place in class.

Prejudice and Love had triumphed!

Some of our happiest times were spent sitting around the Winter fire-
place in the great kitchen-cum-livingroom. It seemed only a short time
ago that we were wandering around the summer fields and lanes, but
now that the sun was setting just after four, and the wind and sleet
beat against the window panes, one could hardly imagine that the
Countryside would look again as we knew it only a few months ago.

Perhaps Uncle Arthur’s thoughts are on the sunlit days too, for he
often talks about the haymaking and the Summer and the long grass.
His descriptions are so graphic that one can see those harvesting days
of his youth when the sun seemed so good and strong.

Memory illuminates his thoughts and he can recall the lush strong
grass ready for the Cutting. In those far off days long before the
machine age, a pair of stout horses would pull a heavy Mowing
Machine for many hours until the massive “Swaff”, which is the name
for the cut grass, lay upon the level ground.

Hour after hour the Mowing Machine would move along the outer



periphery of the great meadow, gradually moving inwards and laying
the cut grass to dry under the sun. Then the nightly prayers were for
merciful hot days with the sun at its greatest height in the sky. If God
was good, He would send a little wind to help in the drying processes.
After only a few days the keen Farmer’s eye would see the change
taking place in the cut grass, and would detect the creating taking
place in the cut grass in the rustling stalks that lay about all over the
field. Then followed the days of the Gathering-in when the hay was
raked up and put into “Cocks” with every cart for miles pressed into
service to load the “Cocks” (sheaves stacked upright in groups) and
carry them to the "Ricks” (haystacks).

“What days they were”, said Uncle Arthur, “everyone in the family
and a few more besides had to do their bit. No Shirkers there, I can tell
you! For we just had to finish the hay harvesting before the rain re-
turned. But what I remember best about haymaking and later days of
the Corn Harvest each year, was what a wonderful sight it was to see
the Rabbits and Hares frolicking everywhere.”

“Mind you, this was before the scourge of Myxomatosis, the rabbit
killer disease which has literally wiped out millions of rabbits in
Britain. Many people in Britain, boy, will talk of this rabbit scourge
with gladness, and tell you what a pest the rabbits were, but not many
will say that in Pembrokeshire.”

Uncle Arthur shook his head. “Not a field or pasture escaped the
ravages which denuded the country of the rabbit fraternity.” I noted
the word ‘fraternity’.

“Well”, he continued, after that little pause in memory of the
Vanished Rabbits, “when we were bent upon the harvest, be it Hay or
Corn, the sight of those innumerable rabbits and hares gladdened our
hearts. For, apart from the fun they gave us, they gladdened our
hearts when we thought of the prospect of the good sport during the
following Autumn and Winter.”

Then he added with his Welsh shrewdness, “We got a shilling a
carcase and sixpence a pelt for each rabbit we took to the market, so,
mind you, it was worth the trouble, never mind the sport! But what
fun it was,” he said, his whimsical smile signalling that some new
story was coming tc his mind.

“During the Autumn and early Winter we would have what we
called “a Field Day”. Usually they would take place on a Monday -
Sundays were for the Lord, and no nonsense. But Monday was a good
day for us. Great were the preparations, Mother up early, with Sal -
the dear girl”.



(Sal was the pet name of Sarah, my Mother, and the heroine of the
whole family.)

“So there was the making of hot cans of tea enough to satisfy the
thirst of a regiment and mountains of sandwiches of roast beef and
boiled Welsh ham, the product of our own Custom Curing. Welsh
ham ... there’s beautiful it was, as old Tom the Brewery used to say:
‘It'll make you deaf, lad!"” (I was so used to the Welsh ways now that
I could recognise that this was a superlative accolade.)

Uncle Arthur continued, “Well, while Sal and Muriel (his other
sister and my Aunt) prepared the food, Mother and Father were busy
attending to the usual farming chores — milking a herd of cows, and
feeding about twenty calves with the new milk from the cows. The
farm hands would be out ranging the ewes and lambs and we boys
would be feeding the pigs. And then there was excitement! Much too
excited to eat breakfast. We would set off in the big cart up to the top
of Holyland Hill, Mother and Father up front and us young ‘uns
sporting in the back. No sooner there than the first Great Spread was
laid out, and now that we were there, there was no trouble to get us to
eat.

“But all the while we were inspecting the Ferrets in their little
canvas bags, and stroking the lithe and beautiful Greyhounds who
‘whinnied’, their legs trembling with excitement at the prospect of
what was to come. Then Father would rise from the repast spread on
the grass, like the Alderman he was, and led us to the first rabbit
‘berrie’ (the South Pembrokeshire word for Warren) in the copse at the
bottom meadow. We all inspected the hedges and mounds of heather
for rabbit holes and then with great care a net was spread over each
one of them.

“Someone led the dogs back a few yards for their job was to catch
the ‘“furry-backs’ that escaped the nets and the diving hands of the
young boys. Then Father raised his finger and with infinite care drew
a Ferret out of the bag by the scruff of its neck. Lifting the net he
inserted the ferret into the rabbit hole. A moment’s silence! Then the
sounds of subterranean tumult and then first one net and then another
would erupt as a rabbit made a bid to escape the ‘berrie’ only to land
in the net.

“Then there was a scrambling of bodies as we rushed to catch the
rabbits. Then a few unnetted holes would release some rabbits into
the open air, and the dogs leaping high to see their prey would give
chase. By jo, how those dogs could run! During all the excitement one
of the ferrets had killed a rabbit and begun to feed upon it down in



the ‘berrie’ underground. Father had to manipulate inside the ‘berrie’,
his hand far down inside the hole to try to get them apart. When this
attempt at separation was being carried out, the other ferret was with-
drawn from the warren. A thin cord was attached to its collar and I,
being the baby boy, was entrusted to look after it, allowing it to run to
the limits of its lease about in the grass.

“There was I, a little boy of about nine with short trousers and
socks, enjoying the importance of the occasion in control of the ferret
on the end of its line when, suddenly, the ferret turned sharply round
and bit me in the calf of the leg! There was a yelling and a screaming I
set up and being the youngest in the family I received a great deal of
sympathy, and dear Sarah fretted over me and comforted me.

“But Father, annoyed by the antics of one ferret, and now annoyed
with his youngest son and another ferret, poo-poohed the whole
thing. "Must have been the boy’s own fault’, he said. So with a little
bandage on my leg I limped after the others who had left that partic-
ular warren and restarted operations somewhere else.

“Once again the ferrets were set to work in the warrens and in no
time the rabbits were skeltering and popping up like corks out of a
hundred bottles, with the greyhounds in close attendance should any
escape. But again something happened. One of the ferrets came out of
a hole and bit brother Stanley! His screams could be heard fields
away! Dear Stanley, he was to lose his life in the Royal Navy in the
First World War.

”Again Father came up fuming with frustration. ‘It appears that we
have the most ferocious ferrets in the county; they have now bitten
two of my sons, what next I am asking?’ Clearly, he believed that we
had provoked the little beasts. Mother suggested that we call it a day,
but no, we stopped for a lashing of tea and the luscious Welsh ham,
and after that proceeded to the other end of the wood, and once again
the ferrets were leased, and the Game was on again.

”All was going well until, suddenly! to the consternation of all, out
of the hole popped a ferret. Involuntarily Father put out a hand to
grab it, whereupon the ferret sank his teeth into Father’s thumb.
Father let out a piercing yell, and some rather fierce oaths that we
boys did not know that he knew. Mother and Sarah, their faces with-
out smiles now, set about bandaging him up. Stanley, who was a
natural born humorist, stood by, his face a study in gravity. But he
looked up and caught my eye, and slowly he lowered the lid of one
eye. I thought I would burst, but fortunately in stepping back a pace I
stepped on Muriel’s hand and we had some more tears.
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At that Mother said: “Well, I've had enough for one. Let's go
home.”, and when Mother said that, we all knew better than to dis-
agree. But, Boy, we went home with hundreds of lovely rabbits!”

I was not to see Uncle Arthur again, but when I visit those fields
near our Ash Grove, I feel Uncle Arthur’s spirit with me, and I re-
member our talks in front of that great kitchen fire....

(Editor’s note: Henry’s ashes were scattered, as he requested, along
the hedgerow leading to the Ash Grove.)

* * *
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My first years on Malta

It is early in November 1918, the S.S. Gloucester Castle is feeling its
way into Valetta Harbour having sailed from Avonmouth on one of
the first passenger civilian voyages since 1914. The Grand Harbour
Valetta is, apart from being a splendid anchorage, one of the most
beautiful in the world. Great sandstone forts and impressive buildings
rise from the water’s edge to a height of two or three hundred feet to
the fortifications used by the Grand Knights of Malta in their centuries
long defensive siege against the ‘Infidels’ who were otherwise spread-
ing like a flood across North Africa and Southern Europe to end in
Spain which they dominated for centuries before the Christians of
Western Europe counter attacked and threw them out.

What has been left in the Grand Harbour of Malta are several un-
selfconsciously handsome fortifications which have taken on a unique
grandeur.

Aboard the S.S. Gloucester Castle were one of the earliest band of
passengers to leave the United Kingdom since the August of 1914,
Amongst them was a little boy and his cuddly Mother and his two
brothers. They all understood what was happening to them except for
the little boy ... his world had been centred upon that warm comfort-
able figure who filled his whole life not least of all emotionally. They
had lived in a small town in the far west of Wales, those three people
who more than adequately populated his mind and body. He shower-
ed his love and attention upon her exclusively and she in return gave
him laughter and knowledge and security. On this particular morn-
ing, however, things seemed to be different. She was pent up with
emotion and excitement which he had not seen in her before and
which had nothing to do with him. His brothers whom he also loved
where leaning over the rail of the ship talking excitedly and pointing
and exclaiming.

The S5.5. Gloucester Castle crept cautiously to the quayside, goaded
and encouraged by two tugs. Eventually it came to rest, the passenger
gangway was shipped down to the quayside, his brothers reached
new heights of noisy joy and his mother, centre of his world, lent over
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the rail quivering with suppressed happiness. Nothing of this seemed
to have anything to do with him and he had lost the centre of all
warmth and confidence to this person leaning over the rail beside her
elder sons.

No sooner had the gangway touched the quayside of Valetta
Harbour than a lively stocky figure leapt up on to it and three steps at
a time came charging up to the ship’s deck. His World, his Love,
rushed towards this strange person and flung herself into his arms,
embracing, kissing, laughing and crying simultaneously. Four years of
nightmare separation was ended. The little boy figure stood alone and
forlorn looking at the tableau of a man and a woman and his little
boys all holding on to each other and totally engrossed in this strange
man.

The little boy stood bereft for what seemed an eternity but at last
they all turned to him and he was swept up into the arms of this
strong man who smelt strangely — Father was a pipe smoker - and
suddenly a new dimension was to enter the child’s life; an association
of deep love and innate understanding which lasted for the next sixty-
eight years. Now isolation was obliterated by a new rapturously
happy association. Of course, the practical matters of gathering to-
gether the meagre possessions of this little family were lost upon him
but the excitement of descending the great gangway into the exotic
rowing boat that I was to learn to call a “dghajsa’ (pronounced dassa)
and which would be probably our most frequent mode of transport —
these things were to be indelibly written on my mind,

Either by accident, or as I suspect design, we made the long journey
from the shore of Valetta along the length of what was then known as
the “Dockyard Creek”. From the elegantly beautiful boat, propelled
by two oarsmen, one standing and facing forward and the other sit-
ting with his back to the long elegant prow, the most awesome sight
met our eyes. This inlet of the Grand Harbour was from a maritime
point of view the most ancient settlement on the island of Malta.

On our left hand side was the handsome town of Vittoriosa, named
for a great victory by the Knights of St. John over the invading
Saracens. On our right, behind its formidable medieval defences was
the ‘city’ of Senglea. This was to be our home town for the next six
years. As a great authority of the period wrote: ‘Senglea looked exact-
ly as it does now when Roger the Norman chased the Saracens from
Melita’.

Of course, this meant nothing to the ecstatically happy little boy sit-
ting in the little arbour of love in a lovely rowing boat plying up a har-
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Henry aged 4.

Henry (centre front), his mother and father, and two cider
brothers.
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bour filled with British naval ships anchored head to tail. At last, and
all too soon for me, we drew up at a quayside and everyone stepped
ashore. I noticed a boat hoist on its derricks at the quayside, but we
were led by my exultant father through a gateway into a towering
house of lovely soft stone with wooden balconies on every floor.
There were three steps up to the door and when we had all been
hustled in, I noticed my Mother looking ‘with wild surmise’ at this
seemingly palatial abode. It could only have been a tremendous shock
for this innocent little Welsh woman who, although she had been
brought up in a very comfortable home, could never have imagined
that she would one day occupy the house of a lessee Grandee of
Aragon. I am happy to recall that she and her much loved little family
lived happily in the great house for six or more years.

What, of course, none of us realised was the awesome history of
this little archipelago of islands. Geographically placed in the centre of
the Mediterranean Sea, equidistant from Turkey and Spain on its East
to West axis, Malta is also half way between the North African Coast
and the toe of Italy. As history constantly illustrates, there is no more
unhealthy situation than to be strategically positioned. One is remind-
ed of the old Chinese proverb, or is it a curse? “"May you live in
interesting times”.

There are traces of its prehistoric times that seem to go back
through three millennia. So intriguing is this period that it attracts
constant expert attention. In the course of recent years, I believe that
the lovely fantasy with which I grew up - that it was a part of a bridge
joining Africa to Europe - has been discredited. There are times when
one hopes that the world were less filled with experts all seeking a
noble reputation.

There are certainly well established signs of human or animal occu-
pancy that go back as far as 3800 B.C. There are even traces of the
fossils of miniature Hippopotami and other African animals. Never-
theless the experts, whilst admitting that the islands of the Central
Mediterranean were once joined to Europe, will not admit to the
African connection.

Looking back one realises that this was an idyllic place in which to
spend one’s childhood. The beauty of the island itself, the gentle
charm of its highly intelligent people and the security and comfort of
the large house of limestone, has not faded in adult life. Perhaps the
most vivid memories concern the sea. The sea-bed in those years of
my childhood was clear and opalescent, and the sea itself was inti-
mately woven into the fabric of life, calm and benign during all our
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days there, the rock pools and undersea ledges were rich in sea-life; a
wonderland to an almost amphibious small boy. It is not at all surpris-
ing to learn that underwater exploration began in the Mediterranean
sea. One hears horrendous stories of the pollution which threatens
this treasure house of marine life.

What were the things which made this place such an enchantment
to a sensitive little boy? First of all, that blue, blue sea and the sandy
beaches and the outcrops of picturesque rock pools which were safe
for bathing. There was the extraordinarily handsome architecture that
seemed to have flowered in the 16/17th Centuries. The Great Bastions
of the Major Cities gave them a secretive, mysterious, enclosed look,
in total contrast to the wide freedom of the sea. Hundreds of churches
rose majestically above the handsome limestone houses. Perhaps most
of all, its fascinating history which accounts for so much of the splen-
dour of everything but the sea and nature itself.

The island bears traces of its most remote history in the setting of
one’s everyday life; not least of all in the great houses built of lime-
stone. Malta is perhaps the only existing part of what some experts
consider to have been a landbridge from Africa to Europe. Nearly
200,000 years ago what was to become the Mediterranean Sea was a
collection of freshwater lakes. When, after some monumental terres-
trial catastrophe the sea plunged in over what were known in Ancient
times as the Gates of Hercules — the gateway from the mighty Atlantic
to the Mediterranean which we now know as the narrow straits be-
tween Gibraltar and Tangiers — it inundated everything but these
small islands in the Central Mediterranean.

Now, deep in the caves of the Island of Malta, you will find fossils
of prehistoric animals, and even from a later period of African animals
such as the hippopotamus, elephant and others. Little did that small
boy who gazed uncomprehendingly at those artifacts in the dark
caves, know that he would spend a major part of his life in a land
where those great African animals abounded.

Malta’s central position in the Mediterranean and her superb har-
bours caused her to attract many powerful nations to her shores.
Possibly the earliest known foreigners to occupy the Island were the -
Phenazocine. They came from that area now so much in turmoil, the
Lebanon. They were a remarkable people; there are traces of their
presence in South Western England. They certainly left their stamp on
the little Island both culturally and genetically. After the Phoenicians
came their descendants the Carthagenians, then the Romans, the
Moors, Normans, Angevins, Aragonese and perhaps most famous of
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all the great Knights of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem. The Island
was conquered by Napoleon but the French were soon driven out by
the Royal Navy - this was the time of Nelson — and the British re-
mained there for more than a century. It was one of the largest and
most powerful Naval bases in the old style British Empire. Now it is a
Independent state within the Commonwealth. So much history en-
closed in so little ‘geography’ has given the Maltese people an inter-
national character that lends them an appealing charm. They have a
rich culture and a most interesting folk lore.

The Knights of St. John of Jerusalem, or as they are now probably
better known, the Knights of Malta, deserve an especial mention. They
had come to Malta after being driven from the Island of Rhodes by the
irresistible tide wave of Islam which ended only in Spain and at the
Gates of Vienna before it was driven back. They stayed on in com-
mand of the Island for 300 years.

The principal city of Malta, Valletta, was built by one of their great-
est leaders, Jean de la Vallette after the Knights had withstood another
great siege from the Saracens in 1565. Its great bastions and walls rise
perpendicularly from the water’s edge to a height of two hundred feet
or more. It dominates one of the world’s greatest harbours, the his-
toric Grand Harbour. In my childhood it was the haven of the mighty
Royal Navy’s Mediterranean Fleet. To stand upon one of the hand-
some fortresses across the Grand Harbour from Valetta and gaze
- upon that Fleet assembled was an awesome proud sight for a small
boy. Five or six mighty Battleships could be moored ’line ahead’, to
say nothing of the Navy’s first Aircraft Carrier whose name was
“Pegasus”. There were possibly a couple of Cruiser Squadrons and
what seemed like innumerable Destroyers.

The city of Valetta, despite the groups of jolly sailors one conti-
nuously came across, seemed to rise above the activity of the fine
Harbour both physically and in Spirit. It still had the mantle of the
Knights in its exciting narrow streets. The great Residences of the
Knights, the pretty shops and the animated people, made it an exhila-
rating place.

Every Saturday morning I went across the Harbour with my
Mother, presumably for her to shop, but as a ritual she always spent a
few moments at “Blackly’s”, the charming coffee shop where we had
something to drink and some “Pastiss”, the unique cheese cake of
Malta. It is eaten piping hot with cream cheese inside a crisp flaky
pastry.

The greatest repository of relics of the era of the Knights is to be
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found in the Cathedral of St. John. Its simple austere exterior does
nothing to prepare you for the breath-taking interior. It was designed
by a man who was used to building forts, so there is no unnecessary
ornamentation on the outside, but on the inside the decoration and
sumptuousness bear testimony to the artistry of centuries of devout
islanders who expressed love in stone and marble statuary, tapestries,
mosaics, and paintings.

Disraeli, it seems, called Valetta ‘a city of Palaces’ but to that small
boy it was a heart-warming place, a beehive of social, cultural and
commercial activity. One hopes that in these contemporary times the
latter continues at a high level for the sake of lovable inhabitants.
What else was there to delight the heart of that inquisitive little boy?
Well, I suppose its exotic foreign atmosphere where English was the
second language. Whenever possible the little boy would escape by
himself, or in the company of his particular friend who was his
Mother’s maid, a beautiful young woman he knew as “Chetta”. They
would roam the streets engaging anyone they met in conversation. If
as often happened the language changed to English, everyone’s faces
lit up with pleasure. They always seemed delighted by the little boy
and glad to tell him the way, or discuss the weather or whatever
seemed to be an excuse to talk about.

Constant sources of delight were the special Maltese forms of loco-
motion — on land, the Carozzin, a horse-drawn vehicle with an en-
closed cab with the driver perched up high. It would be shining bright
inside and had big lamps to light the way at night. The little Arab
horses always looked loved and well tended. On the sea, which was
the islanders other element, they had the ‘dghajjes’, an elegant high-
prowed and stern-posted boat which in retrospect seemed more beau-
tiful than the Venetian Gondola — and very much a hard-working
commercial vehicle. Sadly, over the years the ‘dghajja’ has discovered
the outboard motor and the sight of the graceful boatmen swinging a
single oar has become a thing of the past.

There was a great deal more to Malta than Valetta and the Three
Cities which surround the Grand Harbour. One of the family’s
favourite holiday spots was Ghajn Tuffiema, a dramatically beautiful
sandy bay set amongst the cliffs. Then there was St. Paul’s Bay —
where indeed St. Paul was wrecked; the account of this happening as
told in the Acts of the Apostles was read out loud as the little family
sat around a picnic basket looking at the historic spot. There was also
Sliema, where most of the British people seemed to live — a beautiful
place in itself — but spoilt for me by my overhearing my Father
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describe the place as an overflow from Surbiton. I wasn’t quite sure
what or where Surbiton was but I detected some form of criticism in
his voice.

In the interior there were a number of interesting places. The most
impressive of all - somewhat eerie to a small boy — was the utterly still
ancient walled Silent Capital named Mdina. Here the towering walls
of the houses and the utter quietude of the narrow streets was some-
what too awe-inspiring for me. It was only seven miles from Valetta
but in the horse-drawn transport which we used it seemed to be
entirely ‘other world’. That transport created the impression of a vast
universe in my mind of an island that was only seventeen miles long
and about nine miles wide.

Mdina consists of Medieval buildings, amongst which are the state-
ly homes of Maltese Nobility. It was quite uncommercialised, and
from the great Bastions and walls built by the besieging Saracens, you
can see a wonderful view over the lands where rubble walls divide
small terraced fields. Farmers used primitive ploughs to till their land.
One can see wayside shrines, country carts; all things that add up to
the charm of the island - and there on the coast those beautifully
painted Gozo-boats which derive from Phoenician times. This was the
almost magical world in which I grew.

I'had almost no memories of the Welsh farming people from whom
we all sprang, and was quite unprepared for life as an English school-
boy which was about to begin for us.

One day my Father came home at lunch time and with suppressed
excitement took my Mother to the high verandah window of our
dining room. He pointed to a distant ship tied up by the stern to the
jetty across the wide expanse of water which was the width of the
Grand Harbour.

‘Do you see that ship, Sal?’ he said in a voice unlike his own.
Mother nodded without comprehension and he said: ‘Well that ship
sails at four and we have all got to be on board.’

It would not be quite truthful to say that we had not been expecting
to leave. Our beloved furniture was already crated and what had been
to that small boy the whole chrysalis of life and love had become a
bleak echoing in the sandstone vault. We knew Father was being pro-
moted to some bigger job in Portsmouth - a place that meant nothing
to us - but now the moment had come in a manner none of us had
even contemplated. That small distant ship, the S.S. Fabian, was to
revolutionise our lives in ways none of us could imagine.
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(In the event, Henry went to school in Portsmouth where he acquitted
himself well. He enjoyed French, English Literature and Prose, and
the Laboratory. He played for the second team in cricket and rugby,
and supported Portsmouth Football team - entering their scores in his
diary regularly each Saturday. He passed all his exams and was
destined for Winchester, and then London University prior to joining
the Cable and Wireless Company.)

Henry as a young man.
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Ascension Island

On a lovely Spring day I boarded the S.S. Grantully Castle at
London Docks and after a tearful farewell to my family we set off
down river. The Grantully was an ‘intermediate’ Union Castle ship
and her ultimate destination would be the United Kingdom again, but
she accomplished this with stops in the Portuguese Colonial Islands,
Ascension Island, St. Helena, Cape Town, and a number of points on
the African East Coast, the Suez Canal, Malta, and Home. These
handy-sized vessels combined a capability of carrying passengers in
quite pleasant surroundings and a great deal of cargo. They would be
one of the early victims of ‘containerisation” - what an ugly ‘buzz-
word’.

It was a pleasant adventure for a very young man, particularly as I
was accompanied by two colleagues who were personal friends.
There was even a brief and innocent ship-board romance before the
Grantully Castle drew cautiously towards the coast of Ascension.
What a grim sight it was. The island is volcanic in origin and except
for an acre or so at its very summit it is covered in volcanic ash and
rock. In 1938 there were no Americans, no Falkland Islands forces, just
the staff of Cable & Wireless Ltd. — British and St. Helenian.

There were about fourteen British staff, many of whom had their
wives and young children with them, and more than a hundred St.
Helenians who virtually ran the island’s services, roads, the farm at
the summit, and other skilled and semi-skilled jobs. But from the sea
one could only perceive the conical-shaped hills of grey rising up to
the central summit which on this day was lost in cloud.

We noticed with awe the great South Atlantic ‘rollers’ breaking in
clouds of spray upon the rocks and even noted a splendid golden
yellow beach upon which the surf pounded. There was a small jetty -
‘Pier Head’ - and behind it some modest buildings which spread
widely for about three-quarters of a mile to the North. This was
Georgetown, the capital of Ascension. Behind the little town there rose
a perfect conical hill with one house upon it, about a quarter of the
way up. We were to know that hill as ‘Cross Hill’ in the years to come.
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Large Lighters attached themselves to the forepart of the ship and a
sizeable launch attached itself to the gangway which had been
lowered. We were several hundred yards from ‘Pier Head’. Our fairly
modest possessions were lowered gently into the launch and at the
head of the gangway we met for the first time a remarkable man to be
known to us as “Bubbles” Bramble. He was the island Purser, the
Mess President, and a crucially important figure on the island.

A middle-aged bachelor, he was a most delightful, modest,
amusing and effective fellow. We would learn to know him well. Fate
was to decree that he would die in a hospital in Johannesburg many
years later. But this was a jolly day and “Bubbles” at the top of his
form. He was responsible for all the paper work and the handling of
all passing ships.

The launch took us to the steps of ‘Pier Head’ where a heavy swell
was running. On the word of command from the coxswain one had to
jump on to the wet steps and scamper up hoping to keep ahead of the
rising waters of the next wave. Not too difficult for a reasonably fit
young man and when I enquired what a woman would do, I was told
to watch. Several of the staff wives had gone aboard the ‘Grantully’ to
buy things in the ship’s shop. I presume they bought the usual girlish
things that keep women happy. They were returning to the island
with us; in fact we had been introduced to them all by “Bubbles”.

When all the men had reached the top of ‘Pier Head’ safely, we
looked down at the launch rising and falling dramatically beside the
jetty. A small crane was swung out over the launch and a little canvas
cradle was lowered to the deck. One by one the ladies very skilfully
seated themselves in the cradle - again at the command of the
coxswain who did all the split-second timing — and were snatched off
the deck of the launch and deposited gently on the pier. Clutching
their precious parcels the women walked briskly away to their respec-
tive homes only a few hundred yards away, and we were conducted
to the ‘mess’ which was to be our home.

The Mess was a few hundred yards inland from the jetty and on the
way I noticed, apart from a couple of warehouses, a diminutive
church, 5t. Mary’s, and a large double storey building which was “The
Club”. Between the Church and The Club there was a concrete cricket
pitch set in the flat clinker dust, and pleasant domestic dwellings
spaced generously apart stretching away to the north. The Mess was a
single storey building, the rooms named ‘cabins’, bright, comfortably
large, and airy. A wide verandah ran completely around the building
and the generous roof overall shaded it from the rays of the sun. We
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were at 7 degrees South and 14 degrees West so the sun could have
been a problem. In the event I was to discover that Ascension enjoys
one of the most salubrious climates I have ever known. An overall tan
was de rigeur for all inhabitants.

Work was full of interest, for the Management of Cable and
Wireless seemed to have convictions of the events to come in 1939 and
were preparing Radio Beam Circuits that would be of vital impor-
tance in the War years. Work had already begun on these and I was
drawn into the team who were already busy with it. There was ample
time, however, to sample the ‘social’ life of the Island. It seems to be
that small communities have a more hectic social life than large ones. I
have been utterly alone in London, and indeed more recently in
Johannesburg where there is every evidence of bustling life, but in a
tiny community such as Ascension in those far-off years, the social
activities were extremely numerous and you were expected to play
your part in them.

There was golf — played on a black clinker dust coarse with ‘greens’
of white sand; there was tennis — one was drawn into that immediate-
ly; bridge was obligatory and the few ladies were ferociously good
players. Even ‘church’ needed to be attended. I was to be licensed to
be its Lay Reader by the Bishop of St. Helena — I can only think be-
cause, young as I was, | was a fellow Welshman. There was a cinema
on Saturday nights — I became the projectionist! The films came to us
from the Cape on a Homeward-bound Union Castle Intermediate ship
like the ‘Grantully’ once a month; the North-bound bringing food and
all the pleasures of the Cape like wine and fruit. The ladies performed
their usual revels in the ship’s shop, and we were left with a few films
to see us through until the next North-bound ship arrived. South-
bound ships carried the films we had seen back to the Cape. The qua-
lity of life on the island depended very much upon the support of the
Cape Town staff of Cable and Wireless, and London office was also
very solicitous and professionally helpful to us.

As a bachelor living in the Mess, my mess bill was deducted from
theoretical salary. Any drinks or snacks I ordered at the Club would
also be debited against my salary at the end of the month. There was a
well-stocked shop called ‘the Canteen’ which was under the com-
mand of the Purser “Bubbles” Bramble. Women did their shopping
there and their husband’s salaries were debited. I bought razor blades
and toothpaste there on the same footing. I cannot recall having occa-
sion to use money for other purposes; as I did not run a household I
had no first-hand knowledge of how other things, such as ‘freelance
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workers’, worked. The Senior Office Messenger was the chap who
supplied the Crayfish, Crabs, and rock fish. How he was remunerated
I cannot remember; perhaps like myself he was ‘given the job to do’ as
I was expected to go out to sea every Sunday at first light and return
with a thousand pounds of fish.

It was not too difficult to catch two or three Albacore which would
weight a thousand pounds collectively. My problem was that I had to
be back, cleaned and properly dressed — cassock and surplice - in time
to conduct Matins at the minute Church of St. Mary.

Fortunately my co-fisherman who was the brains behind our
Sunday morning fishing adventure was the best fisherman on the
island. He was a 5t. Helenian and the chief ‘rigger’ on the large anten-
nae systems that were being erected for the Radio Beams. His name
was Wallace, and he steered the large motorised dinghy and decided
uncannily which parts of that vast expanse of ocean would provide
the fish on each particular morning.

Meanwhile 1 trolled for the huge fish with my large rod and
wooden lure — under Wallace’s skillful tuition I seldom failed to do
the job in the time allowed us. If I was lucky and caught our quota of
fish early, Wallace would reward me with permission to fish for a
'Wahoo’ This lovely fish, both to look at and to eat is, I think, called a
‘Kingfish” in other areas. So, if we caught our quota and if there was
time before Matins, he would steer us to a particular stretch of ocean;
he took bearings on various hills and buildings and when we had
reached the ‘correct’ spot, he would smile and say “OK, go ahead, let’s
troll here”! How he had worked out this manoeuvre 1 will never
know. The sea under our keel, although we were well within sight of
the island, was more than a thousand feet deep.

We did not necessarily always catch a "Wahoo' but I cannot recall
ever catching one except on this particular ‘beat’. The attraction of the
"Wahoo' which hardly ever exceeded 120 pounds in weight was, apart
from its delicious taste, that it performed like fish one had seen in
Hollywood films. He would muzzle the lure, throw it in the air and
when hooked would circle the boat, jumping feet out of the water
every few moments. It was a wonderful Sunday when we caught a
"Wahoo'.

Now this for me was a great thrill and an honour, but I hope that
Wallace was properly remunerated for his skill and his time.

After a week or so at sea level, walking the clinker covered roads
and yearning to see a green tree or bush or flower, it was always a
great adventure to go “Up the Mountain”. This entailed traversing a
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dirt-clinker road which wound amongst the foothills of the Summit.
The road had two landmarks called simply ‘One Boat’ and ‘Two
Boats’. They were marked by the hull of a dinghy - or in the case of
"Two Boats’ two hulls — and at least gave one the sense of having
travelled some distance through that dusty terrain. Not that the road
was uninteresting but it offered no contrast to the area around
Georgetown, the little hamlet where we all lived. Indeed, after 'Two
Boats’ the road was hair-raisingly steep.

If I recall correctly it required thirty-three hairpin bends to scale the
mountain to its summit. At this point I might explain that a colleague
and I shared a 1924 B.S.A. motor cycle and side-car. He was an expe-
rienced motor cyclist so it did not require too much persuasion for
him to do the driving whilst I sat up in the high side-car looking like a
sunburnt Dowager Duchess.

About five hundred feet below the summit the terrain began to
change dramatically. Large conifer trees appeared, grass grew
amongst the stones, bushes began to proliferate. The clinker road was
eventually lined with trees and the three or four houses ahead were
concealed behind foliage. It may have been the change of altitude but
my heart quickened with expectation. We even came to a farm gate
that kept the livestock from straying, and the path was now soft and
damp for the last few yards to the little farm house and the cluster of
cottages around it. We reported to the ‘incumbent’, a cheerful florid-
faced man whose name was Tommy Dodge. He exuded cheer and a
warm welcome and guided us to the little cottage that we were to
occupy.

What was there to do? Well, one could indulge in the island’s
favourite pursuit which was to go for long walks to various spots on
the stark inhospitable coast line; this form of exercise and exploration
was called locally ‘a spadge’. “Let’s go for a spadge” was the cheerful
invitation one received from one’s friends. In contrast to the aridness
of the terrain, the names of places along the routes were romantic and
heart-rending. “Litterbugs”, which was particularly inaccessible, was
a spot where in the distant past men from passing sailing vessels
would climb up from the sea and leave messages, and also empty the
box for posting when some ‘civilised’ place was reached.

There was a little book inside the ‘letterbox’ in which you were
invited to write your name and leave a message. This, of course, was
an irresistible temptation to ‘wits’ down the years. Perhaps the best re-
mark which apart from its humour also captured the utter loneliness
of the spot, was: “I detect a noticeable absence of haughty blondes”! I
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am sure the author would have yearned for the sight of such a mirac-
ulous creature.

Do not imagine that those walks were gentle strolls. One clambered
along precipitous mountainous-like cliffs and traversed flat valleys
deep in clinker dust and pitmarked by the holes of ‘land crabs’. You
could sprain an ankle so easily and we were expressly forbidden to
walk alone - it was actually an offence.

But the rewards were great. Will I ever forget coming upon “"Wide-
awake Plain”? It was the only resting and roosting place, I think, in
the world of the ‘Sooty Tern’ - which was also called the 'Wide-
awake’. This beautiful small bird traverses the widest expanse of the
oOceans - certainly the Atlantic - but comes to mate and raise its young
on this dusty plain on the South West side of Ascension Island. Eggs
lay amongst the fluttering feathers of the female birds in their hun-
dreds of thousands. They were a great delicacy for the Islanders
whose diet. if adequate, was somewhat predictable. The Sooty Terns’
eggs tasted rather like Plovers’ eggs and the ingenious cooks of the
island - female and male - made a delectable use of them. There was
something of ritual attached to the gathering of the eggs. First a brave
soul would crawl in amongst the thousands of disturbed birds. Then
scrape a square yard or so clear of eggs, feathers, pecked fish, etc. and
retreat, after identifying the spot with his or her initials in the dust.
Then the thief would return two or three days later. Every egg in that
square yard would be a fresh one.

If the conservationists of the world should arise in wrath at the
depredation of a few dozen eggs per year, let them think of the danger
to the Sooty Tern presented by the great American Air Force airfield
built across ‘'Wideawake Plain’ later in 1943. The island had become a
'staging-post’ for American aircraft en route from the American con-
tinent to Africa and the East, and no doubt the exigencies of War justi-
fied this horrible event. The hardy little ‘Wideawake’ has, I hope,
made other arrangements in the course of time and has come to terms
with ‘civilisation’.

Another unforgettable spot was the picturesque little bay called
“Comfortless Cove” which had successfully absorbed the little shed
that housed the ‘shore ends’ of the cables that came into the island
from Freetown, Cape Town, and Rio de Janeiro, and were the ‘raison
d’etre’ for our existence there. It was one of the places where one
could dare to swim provided a sharp look-out was kept for sharks.

Swimming was technically (and sensibly) forbidden because the
sea teemed with sharks and other dangerous fishy predators.
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Although the law was often observed, in its breach no one was foolish
enough to take unnecessary risks. I never saw anyone swimming
without a friend keeping a sharp look-out. One had to pay some price
for life on an island that in those years was probably one of the richest
fishing grounds on earth. This fact was manifested at the time of the
year when 'The Fry’ were running.

‘The Fry’ were the millions of new baby fish suddenly released
upon the Island’s coastline. The shore of ‘Long Beach’, that great mile-
long sandy bay immediately next to Georgetown, became one of the
Wonders of the World. The great fish would harry the hordes of little
‘fry’ into shallow water and then charge in, snapping up fish as they
went. So determined were the Albacore (tunny), Barracuda, and Shark
to gorge themselves that they not infrequently drove their great
bodies up on to the sandy beach, helped by a huge wave. When the
wave receded, the great fish would be stranded. There was always a
team of our St. Helenian staff ready to gather the harvest. The sharks
were not edible, but the rest provided such a harvest that after a while
the men began to throw the great fish back; they would not have
survived a moment. It was possible to conjecture at times if there was
more fish than sea in certain places in the ‘storm’.

* * *
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Under Orders

One day I received my orders. I was to take a South-bound ship
for Cape Town and await further instructions. I spent a pleasant inter-
lude in Cape Town and one day the awaited for orders arrived: I was
to get myself to Durban Dockside and to follow the instructions that
awaited me.

So on a warm January morning I presented myself to a spot on
Durban Dockside which turned out to be a large hangar with a slip-
way down to the water. Floating in rather pregnant fashion some
yards out into the harbour was what I was to learn was a “C” Class
Flying Boat of Imperial Airways.

I was instructed to join a small group of Civilians who seemed to be
gathered like myself awaiting to board the Flying Boat. Except for half
a dozen young men, noisy, clownish and clearly Australian, most of
the entirely male group seemed to my youthful eyestobe of middle
years or indeed a little older.

A large motor-boat came up to the jetty and we climbed aboard -
the Australian lads managed to do that with noisy elan - and we
chugged sedately out to the Flying Boat. My heart began to beat with
excitement as I clambered through the entrance hatch, and after
inspecting my papers the male Steward showed me to my seat. It took
me some time to realise that the older passengers - no women as I
said - seemed to be accommodated up forward and the young
Australians and I were towards the rear end of the plane. The accom-
modation seemed to be on two levels and was very comfortable and
even spacious by modern standards.

I tried to relax my questioning mind and my beating heart. This
was my first flight in a passenger aircraft, but if I can bestir my
memory sufficiently even in those distant years the routine for passen-
gers and Steward was exactly as it is today.

The large motorboat carefully drew away from the aircraft to ensure
that it did not damage the great wings or propellers, and after that
came the always agonising pause until the first propeller begins to re-
volve and the fuselage to quiver with the latent power of the engines.
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The great hull glided across the quiet waters of Durban Harbour,
quiet despite the teeming shipping, and there was a gentle lift-off.
What a breath-taking view of that splendid harbour! We must have
left at about 6.00 a.m. and hardly settled down and absorbed the
strange world of a large Sea-plane when we were informed that we
were about to land at Lourenco Marques. What a strange name! and
could I have ever imagined that many years later some of the happiest
times of my professional life were to be spent there?

The plane landed in the harbour which is the wide estuary of a
river and we proceeded to follow the ritual of motor boat, landing and
return, which was to make my next ten days so interesting. It soon be-
came clear that Lourenco Marques was Portuguese in style and cha-
racter. I was to learn much later in my life what splendid ‘colonisers’
they were, and I was to live through and play some role in the period
of their withdrawal from Mozambique during the 1970’s. But this was
1944 and ‘colonisers’” was not yet a word of opprobrium. We were
given a splendid breakfast and one assumed that the plane was re-
fuelled. Why this should be so necessary after so short a flight I was
never to know, but I was to learn that the flying boat only flew for a
few hours at a time. The stops seemed to take up as much time as the
duration of the flights.

Now once again we were airborne, the coast of Mozambique on our
immediate port side as we flew northwards. Lunch was taken at Beira,
of which I remember little but a high sea-wall near which the flying
boat anchored. Once again there was the thrill of take-off from a plat-
form of water. Only two hours later we were down again - this time
for the night — at a minute settlement which gave its name to the
whole vast country: Mozambique. This historic spot stood upon a
small island of its own. Three hundred miles to the East, across the
Indian Ocean, was the vast island of Madagascar. There at about
3.30 p.m. our day’s flying was over. We settled down in comfortable
wooden huts, had a splendid dinner, the distinguished gentlemen un-
bent a little, and the day was over early for we were to be up very
early the next day.

We were to turn westward and inland, flying and stopping in the
same style as on the first day. Our stopping places were on the great
African Lakes, Nyasa, Tanganyika, and our night spent at a place
which seemed to have disappeared from the modern maps: Port
Henry. It was here that a dramatic change came over the entire gather-
ing. At dinner those quiet distinguished gentlemen broke out into a
batch of Rear-Admirals, Major-Generals, Air Vice-Marshalls and other
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Senior Ranks. They must have been disguised as civilians to confirm
to the ritual, or myth might be a better word, that Military Personnel
did not traverse Portuguese Territory. Portugal was, of course, a neu-
tral state in the war. Even those jovial Australians blossomed into
Royal Australian Air Force officers. They had been Flying Instructors
at a large Air Force base in Rhodesia. I was a lone and lonely young
civilian in the midst of a cohort of Service Personnel.

As we stood upon a beautiful terrace that evening, everyone except
me resplendent, the young Australians gathered in front of a hand-
some, immaculate Brigadier with three rows of ribbons upon his left
breast. The Australians peered closely at him and inspected him from
cap to his shining shoes. Then one of them said in a voice of awe:

It spoils the story to explain it but as all this was so long ago, it
might be advisable. Shepherd’s Hotel was Cairo’s most elegant hotel;
there were probably some fortunate personnel who never left the
comfort and safety of the Nile Delta (Cairo) whilst others fought for
their lives in the Desert away to the West. There was a particularly
intrepid company of men who were “The Long-Range Desert Group”.
This was a particularly insulting, indeed insubordinate, remark. There
was a long silence while the Brigadier looked the young men over,
then he burst into loud and sincere laughter. I was to share a room
with the Brigadier at Shepherds two or three days later. In his modest
way he revealed to me that he was certainly not a “short-range delta”
man. Perhaps that was why he could so cheerfully laugh off the
insults of the young airmen.

Our penultimate overnight stop on that flight was Khartoum, and it
gives one some idea of how early the day’s flights ended that from
that impressive city on the Nile we had time to take a trip from our
splendid hotel to Omduran, the site of the last battle in which a caval-
ry charge had been made by the British Army. And wasn’t Winston
Churchill there? At the time it seemed inevitablethat Churchill should
be at every British Victory, and one prayed that he would see us
through a few more.

I stood alone on that empty stone plain and visualised the thunder-
ing hooves and the clash of swords. How man’s ingenuity to murder
his own species has developed. And so back to the hotel and bed and
at first light to take off for Cairo. What inspiring names they seemed
to me. Cairo was at that time "the centre of the world’, it pulsated with
immense human energy. What was to prove the turning point of the
War as far as Britain was concerned — the Battle of Alamein — had been
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fought only three months before, and the Allied troops having explod-
ed the myth of Rommel’s invincibility were in pursuit of the German
and Italian forces across North Africa. Cairo seemed in euphoric
mood to a very inexperienced young man who could hardly remem-
ber a time when the ‘news’ was good.

My stay in Cairo was very short. The next day I was back on the
banks of the Nile boarding another “C” Class Flying Boat which was
bound for Colombo. My orders were that I should report to a very
Senior Gentleman in Karachi. So all I really saw of Cairo was the
inside of Shepherd’s Hotel and the few streets around it.

The Flying Boat was an exact replica of the one which had brought
me from Durban but this one came from the West. Could it have come
from the United Kingdom? Sadly I do not remember. The passengers
were very similar in appearance to those on the Durban flight except
that there were a few more civilians aboard. One of them sat next to
me, a tall and handsome American probably in his early thirties. He
carried about him an air of complete assurance and command, very
much in contrast to the young man who sat next to him. I learnt some
interesting things about him, the most important was that he was a
Courier whose job it was to carry Despatches from Franklin Roosevelt
in Washington to General "Vinegar Joe’ Stillwell at Chunking in South
China and, of course, back in the opposite direction. The other infor-
mation he imparted was of a very different nature; he confessed to a
sexually athletic appetite that was mind boggling — if that is the right
phrase. Admittedly my own experience in this particular field — how
inappropriate words seem to be at this moment — was rather innocent
and limited but by any standards his achievements must be described
as Homeric. Is that the wrong word again? Should it be Herculean?

We took off, on course, for the Dead Sea and as we flew over the
Holy Land, my eyes strained to find evidence of its unique History.
Sadly it looked like any other semi-desert land and the bleak hills
around the Dead Sea added only to the sense of desolation. I was to
see this country again under happier circumstances in the mid 1980's
and was impressed by how much had been achieved since 1943. From
the Dead Sea we flew east again, on course for Basra — then a fine and
tranquil City set upon the Shatt-el-Arab which is the mighty Delta of
the Rivers Tigris and Euphrates. The sound of those names which
seemed to reverberate with the long, and for us fundamental, history
of our own Civilisation gave a glow of magic to the whole experience.
There was no hint of the bloodshed and destruction that would devas-
tate this area in the late '80’s.
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Night passed in Basra and now we were flying over the, then,
Persian Gulf to Bahrain. Bahrain seemed prosperous and drab but
soon we were off again towards Karachi. Our flight ended, however,
at Durbai-Sharjah which is near the mouth of the Persian Gulf, and we
were told that the plane had a hole in one of its floats which would
have to be repaired before we could proceed. We were taken ashore to
a little settlement and on the way I had my first sight of an Arab
Dhow. I was to become very familiar with these beautiful craft in the
near future.

The accommodation was limited and we were put up in simple
wooden huts. I was required to share a small room with my American
friend. A pleasant evening passed and it was time to turn in. I un-
dressed quickly and crept into my bed, whispering my prayers
furtively into my pillow. My American friend, after undressing slow-
ly, knelt beside his bed in an attitude of deep reverence. Five minutes
went by, ten minutes, and more and more until the question in my
mind overcame my more than usual shyness. Eventually he got to his
feet and I heard myself saying, "Excuse me asking such a personal
question but how do you reconcile your very devout prayers with all
those wonderful adventures with all those girls?” Not one whit
abashed, he replied simply, ‘When I left home I promised my mother I
would say my prayers every night before getting into bed.’ I could
only manage a feeble, "Every night?’ ‘Sure’ was the answer. Was he
having me on? I spent a long time wondering how he managed those
splendid devotions on those seemingly many occasions that he had
enchanting company!

What ever may have been the problems with the aircraft, (unlike its
heirs of the ‘80’s it was repaired overnight), we left again at dawn for
Karachi. My world was closing in on me again; I bade goodbye to the
adventurous American and faced up to what lay ahead.

Having reported to the local Head of Operations, I was told that
my next assignment was to be in the Persian Gulf along which I had
flown so recently. This time, as I was to be taking a great deal of
equipment, I would be travelling by B.I. Steamer. (B.I., which stood
for the British India Line, was a very important shipping company in
those days.) One was given to understand that the glamorous P. and
O. Line was something of a subsidiary to the ubiquitous B. I. Service.

The ship would not be calling at Karachi for a few days and so I
had time to do some intensive study of the work that lay ahead, and
at the same time take a look at one of the most interesting cities of
India. These were still the years before Partition and although one was
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vaguely aware of tensions growing between Mr. Jonnah of the
Muslim League and the Mahatma who was almost the Patron Saint of
the Hindu Congress Party, one was so ignorant of Indian politics that
one had no conception of the great upheavals to come.

My stay in Karachi was made memorable by two charming people
who happened to be staying at the same hotel as me. They were Mr.
and Mrs. Charles Dickens. He was not only a very senior Indian Civil
Servant but also a grandson of the great Novelist. They took the time
and had the patience to show a very impressionable young man the
India that they themselves had known for many years. We visited
Muslim and Hindu places of worship, and the things that I absorbed
in those so brief days have left a deep impression on the rest of my
life. Remarkably I seem to have influenced their lives too.

About four or five years later when, at last, I was a busy and very
much ‘exposed’ broadcaster, I received a letter from Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Dickens from that very lovely spot in Natal — Howick - in-
forming me that they had decided to retire to South Africa and it was
all my fault! Obviously that yearning I had carried around with me
had transmitted itself to those observant and sensitive people.

The day before I was due to leave for Muscat I was introduced to
Ahmad. He was to be my ‘cook-bearer’ and I took to him immediate-
ly. He was not young; he had a thin aesthetic face and a splendid
wide-pointed grey moustache. His head was crowned by a Pugrie
(Turban). Despite that he seemed to bear a striking resemblance to my
maternal Grandfather and this set the tone of a relationship in which I
found it easy to be as friendly and thoughtful for his happiness as he
so patently was for mine. I am sure that without his guidance we
would never have sustained the correct Sahib/Cook/Bearer relation-
ship so essential, it seemed, in the environment into which I was now
being drawn.

I was briefed carefully about my duties and responsibilities, and
with large quantities of what at that time was secret equipment I set
out upon the B.I. Steamer one morning from Karachi. I had been airily
told that Ahmad would travel ‘steerage’, a word which did not con-
vey a great deal to me at the time. When I had settled into my cabin
and gone up on to the upper deck for a breath of fresh air, I looked
down onto the forward deck space and to my horror saw among a
score or more of others Ahmad preparing his bedding and other pos-
sessions in a tidy heap. He was going to sleep on deck! I seethed in my
ignorant rage. To him this was the normal way to travel and I would
have made a spectacle of myself if I had in any way interfered with
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the traditions of centuries. Nevertheless I often, during the short
voyage across the head of the Arabian Sea from Karachi to Muscat in
Oman, went up on deck to see if Ahmad was alright. If he spotted me
standing there, he would acknowledge my presence with a smile and
a slight bow and I then retired to look at the sea or some other part of
the ship.

After two days at sea we approached an impressive but forbidding
shore. As we drew near the steep rocky promontories ahead, there
opened up a narrow entrance and we passed between two grim head-
lands into one of the most dramatic-looking harbours I have ever
seen. Some years later I was to be reminded of those “Heads” of
Muscat when I saw the Knysna Heads on the South African coast,
except that the latter gave access to a benign and gentle harbour
whose hills were covered in beautiful vegetation.

The great, historic harbour of Muscat was anything but benign but
it possesses a sombre grandeur. On either promontory there was built
a huge stony fort that recalled those superb forts of Malta. The har-
bour opened out so the Town itself had a wide-faced access to the sea.
Some splendid buildings dominated the waterfront. I was to know
them as the Sultan’s Palace, the Customs House, the Residency of the
British Political Agent, the Cable Station, and others. But above us
towered those great forts which I was to learn were the Army
Barracks on the starboard side as we looked at the town, and Prison
on the Port side.

The ship dropped anchor and a swarm of what I then called unself-
consciously “bumboats” nuzzled around her. I went down the gang-
way, keeping in close company with Ahmad who was perfectly at
home in this environment, into a launch and in a few moments stood
upon the Customs House Quay. Here there was a colleague to wel-
come me and here for the first time I encountered the heat of the city
of Muscat, the capital of the Historic State of Oman.

Now I found myself walking through narrow streets accompanied
by a small band of Arab ‘bearers’ with my possessions on their heads.
The technical equipment was another matter and would be safely held
at the Customs House until we could properly take care of it.

* * *
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Muscat ... A Royal
Command

I had been warned by the Political Agent and the Military Adviser
on my arrival that I should expect an official invitation from the
Sultan of Muscat, Said-bin-Taimur, to present myself formally to His
Highness. This was usually to be expected after a lapse of some days
to conform with the Protocol usual with such matters, and I was given
to understand that I would be accompanied by the Political Agent Mr.
Tim Hallowes, or by Major Leslie Hurst, the Military Adviser. I was
therefore extremely surprised and not a little alarmed when the scent-
ed card announcing the invitation arrived after only two days, and
that I was summoned to go alone.

It was understandable that when the great moment arrived I was
filled with considerable trepidation. Clad in my finest array I ap-
proached the rather impressive entrance to the Palace wondering if I
might even be turned away by the guard on duty. He was a splendid
physical specimen, of undoubted African descent, clad in white robes,
with a fine white turban on his head with a silver jewel pinned into it,
a musket slung across his chest. He was a Nubian and a representa-
tive of the Sultan of Muscat and Oman - my host.

Rather timorously I explained myself and my presence at the gate
and was regally led into the courtyard and eventually into the Palace,
to the Sultan’s reception room. Clearly he was the short but regal man
in splendid robes who sat upon a chair at the end of the room but
there were other fine-looking men around him.

His Excellency greeted me very courteously enquiring if my quar-
ters were satisfactory and expressing the hope that my duties in
Muscat would be pleasant and successful. In an unnatural voice I ex-
plained my work to him and thanked him for his help and for the
great honour of the audience he had granted me.

After a few more pleasantries he lent forward and with an earnest
expression on his face said, ‘Are you Mr Howell? Tell me about the
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work you have been sent here to do’. I had enough native Welsh wit
not to show the thoughts that were passing through my mind and I
was to find out that this remarkable man was anything but silly al-
though in his own way he could be kindly and amusing. My interro-
gation proceeded and when I was talking about things I knew
something about I could make reasonable sense. The Sultan was
shrewd enough to draw some of his advisers into the conversation
and some of the tension was beginning to subside when he leant for-
ward again and said, ‘"Mr. Howell - I gather you are an engineer?’. |
modestly admitted to that calling; it did not seem the moment to ex-
plain that the word ‘Engineer’ covered a large number of different dis-
ciplines. He seemed pleased with this information and said with a
smile, ‘I wonder perhaps if you might be happy to help us in a diffi-
culty we have.

I expressed myself honoured and delighted to help him in any way
I could. He responded by saying, ‘Well, the refrigerators in the Palace
kitchens have stopped working. Could you perhaps spare some time
to look at them? I would be immensely obliged.’

I hope that the horror and embarrassment did not show on my face.
This was the fearful dilemma in which I found myself. In what is
possibly the hottest place on earth the failure of the refrigerators in the
Royal Kitchen was a real catastrophe. How on earth could I explain to
His Highness that I knew something of short-wave transmission and
reception, and understood the complicated devices in the Instrument
Room that we were busily erecting, but what I knew about refrigera-
tion engineering was extremely rudimentary. What could I say?

Clearly the best thing to do at that moment was to show willing. I
asked respectfully if I might be excused to inspect the machines.
Permission was graciously granted and I was led down into the inner
fastness of the Palace. My mind was in a turmoil and young as I was I
knew something near to physical fear.

Eventually led by a huge man that the Sultan referred to without
embarrassment as one of his ‘slaves’ we arrived in solemn procession
at what was clearly a huge kitchen. Black-shrouded figures that one
assumed were female darted about. My huge escort led me regally to
two huge domestic-type refrigerators that stood against a wall. I was
filled with despair.

I searched frantically for the source of electric power. There was
none. My mind began to work feverishly; could these be paraffin-
operated fridges? If so there might be some glimmering of hope.
Having lived for too long on the Islands of Ascension and St. Helena, I
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had spent a good deal of time keeping our paraffin refrigerators in
working order. The source of power was usually a small paraffin
burner under the machine and this was a constant source of trouble. It
was essential to keep the burner immaculately clean and the wick in
pristine condition. Surely the Royal refrigerators could not have been
neglected in that way! Was there hope after all?

I asked the huge man who still stood beside me if it was possible to
move the machines a little away from the wall. I could then more
comfortably inspect the paraffin burners. I breathed a prayer in good
Christian fashion in the dedicatedly Islamic dungeon. I felt a lifting of
the heart as I inspected the incredibly oily sooty burners and with-
drew them and carried them to a stone table which stood nearby.

I asked my guardian if he could get me some cloths to clean these
fearsome-looking instruments. The man turned to the little row of
black-clad figures and issued a command. Two or three of them dart-
ed away and came back with large quantities of what seemed like
calico. I could feel but not see the intense interest the whole gathering
took in what I was doing. I even felt the dismay behind that deep
Purdah that the young Gentleman was actually cleaning the horrid
smelling things himself. I can only say that I shared their horror, clad
as I was in my finery. When the instruments were reasonably clean, I
turned my attention to the wicks.

Apart from being incredibly charred, it was clear that there was
precious little left of either of them. How could I expect to make any-
one understand that I might want them to look for some spares? I
raised one of the wicks until I could extract it from the burner. I
turned to my Guardian and asked him if there was anything like this
in the kitchens - I held it up for all to see. The large man addressed
the little band of creatures; there was a great deal of head shaking and
Arabian “ooh-ing” and “aah-ing”. I stood rigid, smelly and desolate.

Then one of the little ravens gave out a happy cry and darted away
through the archway that led to some other dungeon. I stood in de-
feated silence while the little gathering chattered away like the small
birds that they so closely resembled. My Guard stood silent and loom-
ing over me. After what seemed to be eternity the little black figure re-
turned at great speed through the archway waving something in her
hand and squeaking with delight. I could have kissed her — which
would put an end to my troubles in any case. She stood panting in
front of me and unwrapped a little parcel. Inside were six or even
more, pristine and unused, wicks.

It did not take long to fix the wicks, and then one of the young
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women pushed me aside and gave the two instruments a good
thorough female cleaning. I grovelled again under the refrigerators
and inserted the burners. There was a moment of frustration when we
looked for a match to light the wicks, but even this was solved. Then I
remembered that the refrigerators were not standing against the wall.
I removed the burners and the machines were manhandled back into
place. There was, of course, a perfectly easy way of access to the
burners which in my desperation I had not noticed before. The
burners were reinserted and I drew breath for the first time in what
seemed like hours.

The tension was not yet over, for it would take some considerable
time for the effects of the power source to be seen. However, |
attempted to clean myself up and swept out of the Kitchen with what
I hoped was a dignified exit. Were those twitterings of admiration that
seemed to come from my black-shrouded audience?

On my way to the Palace gate I explained to my Guardian that
those burners had to be inspected regularly and kept immaculately
clean. I hoped that they had sufficient supplies of paraffin. [ would be
back later in the day to inspect the machines. Would he be so good as
to ensure that I could re-enter the Palace? This he undertook to do.

It took me some days to get over this fright. What had seemed to be
an impending disaster had turned out to be a very real blessing for
His Highness always thereafter seemed to exhibit a particular regard
for this callow young engineer.
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6

The Sultan’s Launch

I was invited to attend upon the Sultan’s launch together with other
guests.

Everybody went on the State Launch early. This little vessel was a
‘dhow’ into whose internals a decrepit and highly temperamental
engine had been introduced.

It was called ‘the Fahr el Bahr’, the “Sea Hawk”. She ran on a com-
bination of paraffin and a firm belief in the ‘Graciousness of Allah’. As
the war years drew on and spare parts for the engine became more
and more difficult to obtain, Allah was called upon to play an increas-
ing role in her locomotion. The Captain of the craft, whose name was
‘Yah Yar’ was an engaging ruffian with an understandably disillu-
sioned look in his eye. Although he was no mechanic, he had a most
impressive repertoire of excuses for the inefficiency of the Launch,
and was never without a good reason for delays and breakdowns.

The Guests stood huddled together on the small deck forward
under the awning. The Europeans perspired freely into their white
duck suits. When all the Uncles, Brothers and Cousins of the Sultan
had come aboard his retainers followed. Fifty brawny men, each one a
perfect physical specimen and all bearing traces of their Nubian slave
ancestry, were the next to come aboard. The “Sea Hawk” groaned and
sank down almost to her gunwales.

Then came the Sultan. A small man, in gorgeous robes, he carried
with him an impressive simple dignity. He was a shy man, but he
radiated a quiet strength that was not lost on anyone present. His was
a personal rule, and he governed his large Kingdom with stern justice,
as became a Man who could claim descent from the Prophet. This was
revealed in his name ‘Said bin Said’. He had a crisp black beard that
curled upwards at its point, large reserved brown eyes and an olive
skin. He sat down without a word on a draped chair, and folded his
small plump hands.

That was the signal to be off. The anchor was weighed and a loud
clank came from the Engine Room ... Silence. A handle was being
turned fiendishly, and muttered Arabian imprecations and exhorta-
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tions came drifting forward through the hatchway. We all looked un-
concerned. The Sultan refolded his hands, and one of the functionaries
went off to see the cause of the delay. An air of expectancy came over
the crowd, the awful clank was repeated, and the cranking handle
was turned again.

Another Minister of State went off and disappeared down the
hatchway. The air of expectancy faded to one of impatience and the
Sultan turned his head and glared aft at the engine room hatch. After
about five unproductive minutes his British Military Adviser walked
aft and disappeared into the now, no doubt, crowded engine room.
There wasn’t even a ‘clank’ this time, only a string of oaths, the sound
of a blow and a squeal of pain. The Adviser’s head appeared out of
the hatchway and he beckoned to me with a forefinger, his eyes full of
rage and frustration.

I tried to ignore him but a well-meaning Uncle or Cousin of the
Sultan poked a finger in my ribs and noisily drew my attention to it. I
glared at him but went aft. I climbed down the ladder into that awful
black pit, which smelt of hot humanity, bilge water and paraffin. The
engine by this time seemed to have been dismantled to its component
parts which lay about the bed of the engine room in attitudes of aban-
don. Yah Yar was nursing a sore ear and the Military Adviser was
breathing heavily in the corner of the engine room. The heat was in-
sufferable and everything was covered with a layer of grease. Some-
what idiotically I said, "What'’s the matter?’

Yar Yah turned his eyes to Heaven and shrugged his shoulders. We
slowly set about putting the engine together again, and when it had
all been re-assembled, with nothing as far as I could see left over, we
tried cranking again. The engine was quite dead.

Then I had a look at the sparking plugs; they were covered with a
moist pad of oil and the gaps were about a quarter of an inch wide. 1
looked at Yah Yar with a deep dislike and he cleaned them up word-
lessly. When the gaps had been set to what looked like a reasonable
distance, we put them back. I turned to the Military Adviser and said,
‘Well, I hope it will work now’. Yar Yah said, ‘If Allah wills,” and
dived behind the engine before we could do him some injury. Once
again the engine was cranked up. She coughed, she spluttered, and
just as the man on the handle was about to collapse, she fired.

The engine was running, Yah Yar beamed at us in pure joy, and we
stumbled up the hatchway blindly; the launch was under way, and
we took our places on the Upper Deck.

Eventually we arrived at a place on the Coast where the meeting was
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to take place between the Sultan and the recalcitrant Arab chief. The
launch anchored in a wide bay with a long golden sandy beach running
along its length. Surf pounded on the shore, and as the little dug-out
canoes filled with the passengers from the Launch swept up on to the
beach, I thought for a moment that they were likely to be drowned. But
I had reckoned without the wild-faced Pirate who sat perched on the
stern end of the canoe. He kept her stern on the huge waves and
allowed us to be swept up on to the beach at a break-neck speed and
eventually the little boat slid gently up on to the smooth sand with the
last of the foam hissing and swirling frustrated around her.

Burly men held her and lifted us out, carrying each of us to the dry
sand. Then we climbed on to the backs of donkeys and rode inland for
about a mile up to the gates of an old Arab Fort. Outside the gates of
the Fort were gathered about three hundred Arabs armed to the teeth.
As we drew near they leased off their rifles. Bullets ricocheted around
us and for a terrible moment I thought we had run into serious trouble.

It was only their way of welcoming us. The Sultan, quite unmoved
either to fear or delight by this welcome - he was familiar with it - got
off his donkey and walked into the Fort. We followed him, at some
distance, and found ourselves inside a dingy courtyard. The place was
not nearly so imposing on the inside as it had looked from the sea.
The walls were crumbling and as we climbed up the stone steps into
what I suppose one would call in Norman architecture the Keep, I
noticed that several of the stone steps had crumbled completely away.

We walked into a large vault-like room, with a huge carpet spread
upon the floor. On the carpet was laid the most enormous quantity of
food I have seen collected in one spot. Whole roasted sheep were dot-
ted down the middle of the carpet at frequent intervals, and arranged
around them on plates were mountains of rice, chickens, curry puffs,
meat balls, Chupattis (a sort of savoury pancake) and all sorts and
conditions of curry dishes. Here and there looking very incongruous
were dishes of tinned apricots. The Military Adviser whose job it was
to stop smuggling looked a little dubiously at them. I would like to
have seen the tins before they were opened. I expect originally they
came from South Africa.

We stood sheepishly around for a few minutes and then we found
our places around the carpet and sat down. When I say we sat, I mean
we sat on the floor. Now you probably find sitting on the floor easy
enough, but I can assure you that it is difficult to sit on the floor the
Arab way. One leg is placed under you and the other is bent at the
knee with the foot flat on the ground. Your knee is rather too near
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your chin for comfort. If it sounds uncomfortable, you are perfectly
right. There is one saving grace however: if you can stand the agony
for five minutes you begin to go numb and providing you can keep
your balance you are quite alright until you have to get up again.

In the Arab World, age and severity are very much revered and it is
very bad form to laugh on social occasions. Conversation is conducted
in whispers. You sit in an attitude that you hope is dignified and glare
covertly at those sitting opposite you. In this case, of course, over the
tops of the sheep carcasses. After a few minutes the Sultan whispered
in sepulchral tones to the British Consul, and this was the signal for
everyone to start whispering too.

Seated next to the Sultan were two of the wildest looking people I
have seen. Father and son, they were the leaders of a semi-
independent Arab tribe from the interior of the State whom the Sultan
wished to impress for political reasons. The father was a powerful
Sheikh, and absolute despot, ruthless and savage with a fear of no
man except his son, the child who sat next to him.

This man had never seen the sea before, never seen a motor car, an
electric fan, a wireless set. He was the wildest of wild Bedouin. Aged
about thirty-five, his face was hard and cruel. He took in everything,
peering across the room at the strange Europeans. He wore a dirty
turban of coarse wool and a washed-out looking robe that may once
have been orange in colour but was now a sickly yellow ochre. It was
difficult to imagine him as a powerful ruler except for that cruel
proud face.

Beside him and dressed exactly like him was the young boy, his
son. He had as yet not a hair on his face, so he could not have been
much more than sixteen, yet this lad had already established a le-
gendary fame for himself. Rumour had it that he was a ruthless killer
with several deaths to his name. His personal servants were a short-
lived brotherhood, victims of his petulant fury.

Near them sat their Chief Minister, a tired sickly old man. The story
was whispered to me that one day the boy, then aged about thirteen,
decided that the old man had not shown him sufficient respect, and
the boy had led him for execution. His father the Sheikh had to beg for
the old man'’s life on his knees. So much for the Chief Guests.

The two men on either side of me were old friends of mine. On my
left was the Minister of Education, a Palestinian Arab who was young
and extremely handsome with a very charming manner. One needs to
realise that this took place in the middle ‘forties and there seemed to
be no hint of the trouble which was to come after the Israeli laid claim
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to their ancient homeland. I have often wondered what fate had in
store for that rather engaging young man.

The one on my right had a smooth manner and an expensive Balliol
accent but conjured up memories of P.C. Wren at his most improb-
able. He reminded me constantly of Charles Laughton in one of his
more sinister roles. I was lucky in my companions for they were
bulky, kindly men who were glad to help me during the ordeal which
was to follow.

The food was spread on the floor and we had to maintain the un-
comfortable attitude of squatting our haunches. When the Sultan had
seated himself, without a word or further ado we pitched in, and I use
the word deliberately for it was a tremendous maul aggravated by
what seemed to an outsider an error of judgement on the part of the
cook. The sheep had been slaughtered only a few hours before and
were fearfully tough. However ignorant the Bedou might be of ships
and radio, food was something they comprehended very well and
those sheep were as tough and indestructible as the Rock of Gibraltar.
No knives and forks are used and only the right hand is permitted in
the Homeric struggle which was that particular Arab meal. You attack
the carcass which lies nearest to you with the right hand hauling off as
much as you require. It is very greasy and your hand slips. It is advis-
able to get someone to co-operate by hauling on the other side, for it is
not impossible to pull the entire animal off its plate.

My two companions were expert at this game. They playfully
heaved off about seven ribs and put them on my plate; they dismem-
bered a roasted chicken in quicker time than it takes to tell, and put
half of it on top of the ribs. While I goggled at this, they piled rice on
top of the whole thing until ribs and chicken disappeared. “Charles
Laughton” on my left obligingly bent his enormous bulk to cover up
my fidgeting and when we were all ready we started.

The rest was up to me and it was extremely difficult. The rice was
cooked in clarified butter — what the Hindus call Ghee — which made
it intolerably slippery. To convey that food from the plate to my
mouth called forth all my powers of concentration. But, at consider-
able cost to my clothes, I made significant inroads into the pile in front
of me. It smacked more of Civil Engineering than eating and for the
first time I thought I understood the meaning of the word “trencher-
man’. What made it more difficult was that when I felt I was making
headway, my two friends would lean over, grab a curry puff or a
meatball, and pop it on the top of my pile. I kept eating steadily using
my right hand only, for it would have been downright bad manners to
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use both or even my left hand - rather like eating peas with one’s
knife. As a matter of fact, I could not use my left hand for I had it
pressed firmly on the ground to maintain my precarious equilibrium.

I was haunted by fears of toppling over, which meant that I would
knock “Charles Laughton” over, who would have knocked over the
man next to him and all our side of the room, including the Sultan,
would have gone down like a row of nine pins. By this time I was
completely numb and praying for the ordeal to be over. Eventually,
the Sultan got up and my two Arab friends on either side of me leapt
to their feet. I cast an agonised glance at them and they helped me
onto my feet. Slowly and painfully the blood ran back into my legs
while the rest of the party, meanwhile, moved off down the steps into
the sunlight. Once again the shots rang out and we were on our way
home.

In the inscrutable way of the Arab this had been a big Political
occasion, but all I remember of it was that awful engine room and that
enormous meal.
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7

The American
Missionary

I had not been in Arabia long before I heard strange tales of the
American woman doctor who lived by herself in a small settlement
about a hundred miles up the Coast. Stories of her exploits, the fine
work she was doing, drifted in occasionally and were discussed and
forgotten. I suppose I doubted that any woman from the Western
world could have the fortitude to live alone in such an unfriendly, un-
healthy part of the world. The fact that she was also a Missionary of
the American Dutch Reform Church seemed to confirm that this was a
fantasy story.

It is certain that I would never have met her but for a most strange
adventure that befell me. I was asked by the Military Advisor to ac-
company him on a trip up the coast. From time to time it was neces-
sary for him to see what was going on up the coast where a long and
almost empty coastline faced on to the Indian Ocean. There was, of
course, a war going on.

He had chosen the end of the Monsoon season for then the sea was
calm and oily. The coast of Oman can be one of the most ugly and for-
bidding in the world, and you could not rely on a friendly welcome
from the inhabitants if it were necessary to put ashore. All travel in
Arabia has to be carefully arranged in advance; permission must be
sought and gained from the local Sheikhs. Representatives were
usually sent to the tribes whose territory you intend to pass through.
One does not use the word ‘hostage’, but in fact that is what those
‘representatives’ were. Etiquette, which plays an enormous part in the
Arab way of life, has to be satisfied and time must be no object.

The State Launch, the old “Fahr el Bahr” in which we had already
had several adventures, was to be used. Leslie, the Military Adviser,
said she resembled a pig more closely that a hawk, and was about as
sea-worthy. The old Dhow was laden to the gunwales with equip-
ment, the sea was placid and undisturbed except for the darting ripple

49



of sea snakes and the lazy splash of jumping fish.

Occasionally we went ashore to visit some of the isolated Arab set-
tlements where Leslie had his official duties to perform and although I
noticed that most of the places afforded opportunities of a little duck
shooting, a good deal of useful work was accomplished.

The nights were beautiful. We sat on the ‘upper deck’ and watched
the bright stars ‘swinging’ in the sky as the little boat moved at anchor.
The cool sea breeze was a sweet refreshment on skins that smarted
with prickly heat and perspiration. Two days passed in pleasant idle-
ness for me if not for Leslie. Early on the third morning we were cross-
ing the mouth of a bay in which we could see a few rush huts
straggled along the sandy beach, when the Boatswain shouted and
pointed out a small dugout canoe being paddled furiously towards us.

We were hailed by the paddlers who called out that they wanted
assistance with a dying man. We looked gloomily at each other wonder-
ing what on earth we could do, but taking our First Aid equipment with
us we went ashore. Lying in the hot sun on the beach was a man and it
took very little medical knowledge to see there was nothing we could do
for him. He had been stabbed in the lower abdomen with a dagger. It is
at moments like this that one realises one’s ignorance and helplessness.

Leslie was not a professional Army officer — and a Gurkha officer
on secondment to the Sultan — for nothing. He at least had an idea; he
groped around in the first-aid chest and found some opium pills.
“These might relieve the poor chap’s pain” he said. Unfor-tunately the
label supplied all the information one could possibly require except
the proper dose to give. We gave him one, then another and then a
third. Just as despair was about to grip us one of the Arabs who had
been standing about grabbed my arm and started excitedly about the
American lady who lived up the coast. We suddenly remembered that
she was supposed to live within a few miles of this settlement.

We took the dying man, now quite oblivious of anything around
him, on board the launch and set course for Baham where two very
chastened young men went ashore again and asked rather sheepishly
if anyone knew of the American Lady Doctor. To our surprise, to say
nothing of our relief, they said with one voice: “Yes, she lives there in
the hospital by the sea shore”.

We were led to a large hut built, like the others in this small settle-
ment, of date palms but different from them in that it had a pretty
garden in front of it where roses, marigolds, potatoes and even a few
tired grapevines grew. The stir and clamour must have disturbed the
occupant for there appeared in the doorway a white woman. She pre-
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sented a picture strongly reminiscent of “Darkest Africa” circa 1890; a
dear old thing with a very ancient and battered toupee on her head
leaning on a stick was smiling sweetly and placidly at us. She was
wearing a voluminous dress of faded grey printed material decidedly
Victorian in cut. Thick lenses to her glasses helped to hide her shyness
but I noticed later that she would never look directly at us. She wore
an antique watch-locket and brooch. As she limped towards us I
realised with disbelief that she had an artificial leg. Her face lit up and
her eyes twinkled behind her glasses.

‘Why hullo!” she said, and I heard immediately that thirty-five
years in Arabia had not taken the edge off her mid-West American
accent, nor had it diminished her lovable quaint American humour.
Don’t think we neglected the unfortunate Arab; he was swiftly
brought out of the fierce heat and placed in her clean though simple
‘hospital’, and Dr Mary Shuttleworth Longman attended to him with
swift deftness.

There was little that could be done for him; he was a dying man
before we had come upon him, but she made him comfortable and
relieved our tortured consciences by telling us that the opium had
probably helped him in his pain and would permit him to die in
peace. When she was satisfied that everything had been done to help
the man, she led us into her ‘parlour’.

That room had to be seen to be believed. In that little hut built of
date palms, we had stumbled on an American Middle West parlour. |
knew the effect would not be lost on Leslie and it was al I could do to
contain my laughter. There followed five difficult minutes for us. You
will have experienced the agony of wanting to laugh and knowing
there is someone else in the room with you in the same state of mind.
You avoid each other’s eyes assiduously, and yet you find yourself
peeping curiously to see how your friend is taking it all.

In the corner of the room was a lovely American rocking-chair, the
doors had beaded curtains hanging in them, several chairs had anti-
macassars, and all the furniture had that solidity and smugness that
was eloquent of the closing years of the last century. I was just recov-
ering from the impact of this room upon my startled mind when I
looked out of the unglazed window. A few feet away a camel was
chewing the cud with that prim self-satisfaction that is the camel’s
most irritating characteristic. One of the things that I found hard to
understand in the Arab is his affection for that infuriating beast. Of
course his dependence on the animal may have a lot to do with that.

We sat in that pleasant little room listening to the soft tones of the
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voice of the gentle old lady, and a salutary humility came over us. We
felt we were in the presence of someone intrinsically Good and Kind.
She was a Missionary as well as a doctor, and in addition to her
medical work she taught the children of the little village.

In the gathering dusk we heard this woman’s story. She had come
out to Arabia from a small mid-West American town when she was
newly qualified and still just a girl. As she spoke, with gentle humour
untouched by wistfulness, I tried to picture what thoughts would run
through the mind of a young crippled girl, used to the sweeping fertil-
ity of her homeland, when she first saw the barren ugliness of Deserta
Arabia. | remembered the impact of Arabia on myself. I remembered
the despair, the sense of being cut off from all that one loved and lived
for, and felt very humble. This woman had given her life to the simple
people around her, she had grown to love them deeply, and had a fine
understanding of them.

‘My, my, it’s time [ watered the garden, gentlemen. Perhaps you
would care to have a little supper with me afterwards. I think I can
give you a little surprise’. We went out into the garden and admired
the flowers, admired the vegetables, inspected the seedboxes, and lis-
tened to her plans for the next season. I looked up from her garden to
the barren basalt hills behind the ‘town’. I looked at the drab dark
green date palms with their lengthening shadows. The camels were
being loaded with dried fish, petulant and protesting either at the
smell of the fish or at the prospect of the night’s journey.

From the Mosque the voice of the Mullah was calling the faithful to
the evening prayer, and the fishermen were washing themselves
before answering that cry which came floating across the still air. My
eyes returned to the gay little American garden that flourished in the
midst of Desolation. I thought of the little parlour with the family
photographs upon the walls, and the Bible on a pedestal in the corner.
My thoughts were somewhat confused.

‘It gets mighty chilly here in the evenings. Let’s go inside and have
supper. I'm a bit worried about the soup. I don’t care to ask you to take
it in case you don'’t like it’. “Oh, try it on him’ said Leslie, nodding at me.
‘Talways get him to eat anything doubtful, he’s a sort of guinea pig!’ ‘OK
Guinea Pig’, said Dr Longman to me, ‘Come along and we will see if it is
fit for human consumption!, and thereafter I was called “Guinea Pig”.

After we had washed, we sat down to the evening meal. As usual
with me on these occasions, I was caught with the soup spoon in my
mouth when Dr Longman started to say Grace. Feeling very gauche
and ashamed, I tried slyly to put it back on the soup plate. But it
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wasn’t lost on her. When she had finished Grace she turned to me,
and with a smile said very gently, "You know, Guinea Pig, Grace
means something in these parts; we are real glad to get the food. I
guess I should have warned you.’

The supper itself was a culinary triumph over the environment.
After the soup we had a chicken, and then with a proud toss of her
head she said, ‘Well, boys, this is where you give a salute to America.
It's not Thanksgiving Day, but I'm mighty glad to see you so we're
having Pumpkin Pie!" Indeed it certainly did honour to America and
goaded by her encouragement we finished the lot! Her eyes gleamed
with pleasure. ‘It sure does me good to see a couple of hungry lads. |
guess I spend too much time with the sick, one forgets what a healthy
appetite looks like.’ I think she was amply rewarded for her trouble.

It was now time for her evening round of the sick. A servant
brought a lantern and she led the way out of the back of the house to
the Hospital. The lantern only dimly lit up the interior of those huts,
but there was enough light for us to see the huddled figures on the
ground. The Arab patients would have been very uncomfortable in
beds. Here on every mattress lay Lazarus covered with sores and in
addition suffering from other ailments. She spoke to them in her per-
fect Arabic. They clung to her as she joked and tended to them;
soothed one, teased another, keeping up a running fire of asides in
English for us that were at once tender and yet amusing.

I asked if she was ever tired or dispirited. ‘Well, you know I love
work. I never escape the awful feeling of defeat when I lose one of these
dear people, but one just does what one can and that’s all there is to it.
But I still hate being dragged out at night. I'm awful scared of the dark.’

I knew the Arabian night, the black sinister shadows that lurk in
every doorway and the scrofulous dogs that loom out of the darkness
and sniff at your legs. Every shadow is an enemy, even your own
shadow thrown by the lantern you carry on to walls, which darts
ahead of you, or lingers behind to catch up on you and pounce. Yes, |
could understand why she hated the dark. When she had seen every-
one who needed her attention, we suggested that it was time to go
back to the launch. She led us back through the school room, There on
the blackboard was a picture of ‘the Flight into Egypt’ beautifully
drawn in chalk. She pointed at it and said, ‘I'm quite an artist, aren’t
1. Yes indeed she was, more than she would ever realise, and not
only in chalks.

We walked down the sandy beach, the little woman limping
between us, her arms linked through ours, telling us what a great day
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it had been for her. Leslie, usually a witty cynical soul, turned to her
and said, ‘It’s been a great day for us too. That’s miserably inadequate,
but it has been’. He held on to her frail hands for a second and then
stepped into the canoe muttering to himself. As I chokingly mumbled
my goodbye, she pressed two small books into my hands. ’I want you
both to read these, Guinea Pig. They make for swell reading.’

I, for one, felt that at last we had stumbled on her secret. She was
completely happy, interested in all the events of the world, with a
great love and admiration for her homeland, yet without hanker or
longing. She was perfectly fulfilled by her Calling and her work in
Arabia. Although thoroughly absorbed into her background, Dr Long-
man was still the same person who had set out so many years ago. She
would probably have been at home anywhere.

In a land where women had no position, that woman was loved
and respected. In a country of disease and heat and filth, her little
Hospital was a refuge for the sick and aged. In a world of ignorance
and prejudice she brought enlightenment and skill.

And what a superb Pumpkin Pie it was!

The Arabs have a Proverb that says the Gods a man worships are
written upon his face. I hope that in Baham the people looked earnest-
ly at her face.

The boatmen pushed off and paddled steadily towards the “Sea
Hawk”, chanting softly to set the strokes.

“El Hum d’Allah” “El Hum d’Allah”.

Leslie and I faced each other in the moonlight in silence. Presently
we peered at the books she had given us. One was the Gospel
According to St. Luke and the other the Gospel According to St.
Matthew.

“Bless the four corners of this house,

And be the lintel Blest.

And bless the hearth, and bless the Board
And bless each place of rest.

And bless the door that opens wide

To strangers as to kin.

And bless each crystal window pane
That lets the sunlight in. And bless the rooftop overhead,
And every sturdy wall.

The Peace of man, the Peace of God,

The peace of Love on All.”
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8

A Cloak and
Dagger Affair

In those war years when I lived in the State of Muscat and Oman, it
stretched in a narrow strip along the whole Eastern sea-board of the
Arabian Peninsular, from the entrance of the Persian Gulf as it was
then known — now of course the Arabian Gulf — almost as far as what
was still the Aden Protectorate. This was a distance of a thousand
miles, but in width Oman was seldom more than sixty or seventy
miles deep. What is more, for a considerable part of the way it was
dominated by a mountain range running down its narrow spine.

The Sultan claimed complete sovereignty over this whole realm
but, in fact, up in the mountains there was a man known as the Imam.
He claimed the religious leadership of the people. Over the previous
sixty years or so the Imams and the Sultans had been at loggerheads,
and now an open rift lay between them.

The Sultan, a direct descendant of the Prophet, was in no need of
an Imam and politically he was strongly supported by the British
through the British-controlled Indian Government. Anyone who was
a friend of the Sultan was automatically an enemy of the Imara, so no
British or Indian official had seen the Imam in many years. There were
few Westerners in the area except the British, but one who was not
was Dr. Wells, the Medical Missionary who lived with his pretty wife
in the adjacent town to Muscat of Matrah.

As he was not British he enjoyed the confidence of the Imam and
occasionally he received mysterious envoys for the Old Man in his
Mountains, seeking medical or other secular advice.

One night, as dusk fell, a lurking figure separated itself from the
shadows as Wells was about to make his tired way upstairs from his
Clinic to have the final meal of the day and to go to a well-earned rest.
The figure loomed up beside almost before Wells was aware of it and
grabbed him by the arm. With pounding heart Wells turned on him
thinking that his last moment had come.
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‘Peace, in the name of Allal’, said the stranger, his face covered
with the folds of his burnoose. ‘I come from the Imam who salutes
you and seeks your aid’.

Wells, of course, spoke fluent Arabic and when his fright had sub-
sided said, rather irritated: ‘This is a strange way to bring tidings from
the Imam. You will have our people here think I am an enemy of the
Sultan. What can I do to help you - but first let us move out of the
shadows and permit me to see your face’.

Normally the approaches from the Imam to Wells came through
some local merchant in the town or some Sheik who was passing
through. In their devious ways they would introduce some oblique
reference to the Imam, and by tortuous means hint the portent of their
story rather than reveal it clearly, until Wells grasped what they want-
ed him to know. He would then equally deviously provide the infor-
mation, or make up a prescription, or do what he could to help them.

This was something different, however. Here was a direct approach
from the Rebel in the hills and things could become rather complicat-
ed for the Doctor if he was found to be intriguing with a man that the
Sultan considered his enemy. Even harbouring one of the Enemy’s
Men would also be a rather unhealthy thing to do.

Without having properly recovered from his very distinct alarm at
this mysterious encounter, Wells had to make up his mind quickly
what to do.

‘Go up that flight of stairs, pass through the wooden door at the top
and enter the first room on the right. Try not to be seen and wait in
that room until I come to you’, said Wells.

This was risky indeed, for the corridors bristled with people, and it
was vitally important the no-one should see this stranger, not even —
for her own safety — Beth, his wife.

Wells turned on his heels and walked thoughtfully back to his
surgery, hoping that no-one had seen the mysterious encounter. The
hospital had a primitive internal telephone system mainly to allow
Tom and Beth to communicate with each other without having to
walk endlessly over the four floors of the hospital in search of each
other. Wells cranked the handle of the old-fashioned ‘phone, and to
his immense relief almost immediately Beth answered.

Wells said, ‘In the sun parlour there is an ugly looking stranger
awaiting an interview with me. I think he bodes no good for us and I
think it will be as well if no one knows he’s here. Do what you can to
see that none of the staff goes near the place, but make some coffee
which I will collect from the kitchen after I have been with the man for
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some minutes. As far as you are concerned I am still down here doing
my rounds of the wards. Got it?’

Beth had by no means ‘got it’ but she was bright enough to say,
"Would you repeat that prescription again slowly, Wells? I didn’t
quite get it’. Wells repeated slowly what he had said, and grinned as
he heard Beth say quite calmly, ‘It's rather complicated but I'll do my
best.” Then Wells set off up the stairs. When he reached the top, he
pushed open the mosquito-netted door and stood on the wide corri-
dor - a verandah really - that led to his quarters. It was now quite
dark, and large potted ferns stood at intervals along the verandah —
Beth’s brave attempts to get a verdant and homely look into the bleak
old building. The whole outside of the verandah was netted with wire
mosquito netting, and as is usual in all Arabian houses there were no
actual doors to any of the rooms. The nearest archway was the one on
the left that Wells had told the messenger from the Imam to enter.

Everything was mercifully dark, except for the harsh greenish light
that came from the living room, the windows of which were about
sixty feet further along the verandah. Wells imagined Beth sitting in
there wondering what on earth was going on. He closed the door
from the stairs quietly behind him. Then he turned into the archway
of the sun porch.

It was so dark that he could see nothing, but he knew the man was
there for he could detect, with his sensitive clinical nose, the smell of
pungent musk, sweat, dirt and grease that accompanies even the most
refined of the Bedouin. He could also hear heavy breathing.

‘Salaam’, said Wells. ‘Salaam’ rumbled the basso voice of the man
who waited in the shadows. ‘Well,” thought the doctor, ‘with that
noise everyone in Matrah will hear us talking, so provided we are not
actually overhead, there seems little point in trying to carry on this
conversation in whispers.’

‘What is it the Holy Man needs of me?’

’He bids you come and help him, he needs your help most des-
perately’ growled the man.

‘Do you mean that he asks me to leave this place and travel up to
his fastness in the Jebel Aktar?’

The Jebel Aktar is a large craggy barren mountain range which
runs for many miles parallel to the coast in the hinterland of Muscat.
For generations it has been the bastion against the Sultans of Muscat
used by the forces of the Imams.

"Yes’, rumbled the voice. ‘That is why he has sent me personally to
lead you to him’.
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'Is he ill?

"His body is in perfect order, but he is sick at heart’.

"Does he think I can cure him of such a sickness; only Allah can aid
him with such a sickness. In what way is this sickness shown, and
why can I help him?’

"This I do not know, I do only what I have been told to do, to beg
you to come and to take you there.’

I can give you no answer now, I must think about this. How can I
reach you when I have my reply ready to give you?

"Hang a white sheet over the balustrade on the roof and that night I
will meet you here in this place after darkness has faller'.

Wells thought: ‘This becomes more cloak and dagger than ever and
I'm going to get myself into real trouble if I don’t watch out’. Aloud
he said, ‘It could be two or three days before I can reply to you'.

‘If Allah wills it so” was the reply.

Tom found his hand gripped in a clammy claw of the stranger, and
he let the man slip past him. There was the whispered noise of the
closing of the mosquito-proofed door at the head of the stairs and
Wells was alone.

He walked in a disturbed and deflated manner towards the living
room. There beside the pressure lamp, pretending to be sewing, was
Beth. She looked up with fear in her eyes and said, ‘Don’t you want
your coffee?’

It was banal, and loving, and wifely, and anxious, all in one and it
broke the spell of unreality. Wells burst into uproarious laughter. This
did little to reassure Beth who began to think that the situation might
have deranged her husband. Wells sat beside her and as calmly as
possible told her what had happened in those last few moments. He
finished by voicing his thoughts on the possibly dangerous repercus-
sions, not just for themselves but for the Christian Mission work as a
whole that consorting with an enemy of the Sultan could precipitate.

"You must go into Muscat and confide in Tim Hallowes’, said Beth.
‘There is a war on and our two Governments are allies. The least H.M.
Representative can do for you is to help you with this problem. After
all, he is our friend’.

With her feminine intuition she had seen the only possible solution
to a nasty situation and after interminable discussion that is what they
decided to do.

The next day Wells Thoms set out for Muscat along the harbour
road and saw his friend, the British Political Agent and Consul, Tim
Hallowes. The meeting was not as easy as Wells might have hoped,
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for this was one of the few subjects that the two Governments were
not necessarily in agreement on. The Iman was as much ‘persona non
grata’ with the British Government as he was with the Sultan.

Tim Hallowes, for all his seeming youth, was a man of considerable
wisdom and knowledge of the Arab World.

‘Look Wells, I think it would be in everyone’s interest for you to go
and see the Imam. I suggest that we both go along and see the Sultan
and put him in the picture. We must do our best to persuade him to
let you go without hindrance — and what’s perhaps more important to
let you in again when you’ve finished. We must make it clear that it
must seem that you have secretly slipped away from Muscat. It would
never do for the old Imam to suspect that you have come almost with
the Sultan’s blessing’.

’Yes, that seems to be a great idea’ said Wells, the American. ‘I hope
it’s actually as good as it seems’ said Tim, the Englishman.

So off they went to the Sultan, and even this they had to do secretly
in case Wells Thoms was being followed by the mysterious
messenger.

After a long debate, the Sultan, a man of great sagacity and political
insight, saw the advantage of receiving an objective report on condi-
tions in the Imam’s mountain stronghold.

As I listened to this part of the story, I had the feeling that the fact
that the Sultan entertained a great respect for both these splendid
young men may have had some influence on the decision. The out-
come was that the Sultan was prepared to turn an ostensibly blind but
in fact strongly observant eye on Wells Thoms’ disappearance into the
Interior.

Reassured, Wells returned to the Hospital in Matrah and that after-
noon Beth walked unconcernedly, yet with a pounding heart, up on to
the roof of the Hospital and very carefully draped a sheet over the
parapet. There was a bad moment when the sea breeze filled the sheet
and nearly blew it away, but she held it down with her hand while
she found a few stones to place at regular intervals along its length.
Then she went downstairs and, womanlike, made herself a cup of tea.

That night they sat together in the living-room, listening with bated
breath for some response to their signal from the roof. It was a moon-
less night and the only sound was the buzzing of the insects against
the mosquito netting as they fought to get at the light shed by the
pressure lamp. Then they heard the click of the mosquito-proof door
at the head of the stairs.

Silence.
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After an interval Wells got up and walked out on to the verandah.
A dark figure hid behind the potted ferns.

‘Tam willing to come,” said Wells.

‘Allah be praised’, said the shadow, ‘the camels will pass at day-
break’.

By this time Wells had had enough of the cloak and dagger stuff
and had ridden too long on the backs of camels to enjoy the expe-
rience. In any case, if he was really to try to get away from Matrah
secretly, the last thing he should do would be to be seen on the back of
a camel as it left the Northern Gate of Matrah. The really convincing
way for him to leave the town was by his own motor car. This was a
perfectly normal procedure for he constantly visited the sick and
those too ill to be moved along the coast road from the fishing villages
to the north. This could be one of his perfectly normal visiting rounds
that he did from time to time.

He turned to the heavily cloaked figure behind the potted fern and
said, ‘No, I will meet you at Rahad on the evening of the day after
tomorrow. I will be there before sundown’. The Brigand looked very
suspicious, clearly his orders were not to let the Doctor out of his
sight.

I trust the Honourable Effendi will keep his word’.

'l promise before God’, said Wells.

‘Allah be praised’, said the Brigand.

‘Can you tell me where the Imam is ill? Is it in his head, his heart,
are his joints stiff?’

"Why must the doctor know these things?’

‘Because | wish to know what kind of medicine to take with me’
said Wells.

‘But surely the Doctor will know as soon as he has seen the Imam’
was the rejoinder.

"Yes but you see ...” Wells gave up. Clearly it was going to be very
difficult to get this chap to understand that for a Western Doctor
medicine was based upon science and not exclusively upon the will of
Allah. ‘T will see you in Rahad two sunsets from now’. ‘If Allah wills’
said the shadow. ‘Indeed’ said the Doctor.

Eventually Wells managed to persuade this woolly fellow that he
would be as good as his word and the emissary disappeared back into
the shadows. The Doctor turned back to the bright light of the living
room, and presently he and Beth again heard the click of the
mosquito-netted door, and the man had gone. Together they worked
out that he could put in a morning’s work on the most dangerously ill
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patients, then slip away in his rather ancient car along the coast at
noon on the next day.

Fortunately Wells was used to working away from base in the
wilds of the desert country and was fully equipped. The principle
problem was to be able to take enough medicine to cover the wide
range of possible ailments from which the ancient Imam might be
suffering.

So, as the midday heat hung in folds over the town, when the
streets were deserted except for the occasional bent figure picking its
way among the shadows cast by the high walls of the houses, Wells
loaded up his car in view of any inquisitive onlooker who cared to
note his movements.

He dared not take one of his hospital orderlies, this had to be a solo
job. Beth watched him from the shadowy interior of the clinic, and
when all was completed he ducked inside to give her a swift hug and
a kiss, a breathed prayer, and a grin, then out into the car. With a
wave of his hand he was off, the dust churned up behind him.

The run along the coast for the first few miles is quite pleasant
although the road was not then designed for motor cars. Sometimes it
followed the high tide mark of the long sweeping beaches, where the
fishing dhows were pulled up. These deep-keeled boats are hauled up
at full tide with main force, and then with stout poles propped against
the sides so that they do not fall over when the sea recedes, they are
left to be cleaned or caulked or whatever these splendid sailors — who
virtually invented the methods by which we navigate by the stars —
find it necessary to do to their boats.

Sometimes he would pass lone figures casting their circular nets by
hand in the shallow waters. Their lithe naked bodies, and the beau-
tiful sweep of the net as it floated up into the water, looked liked
figures on an ancient Greek frieze. Sometimes there would be little
flotillas of boats made of loosely bound bamboos which lay like
waterlogged mats on the surface of the water, each bearing an eagle-
eyed fisherman intent on finding his daily food. Occasionally the road
would leave the seashore and sweep inland a little way, winding its
way through huge date palms dotted amongst which would be the
huts of the fishermen-farmers of the seaboard.

The sound of the Doctor’s motor car always heralded his approach,
and at a bend in the sandy path there was frequently a little group of
handsome young boys and grotesque dusty black-clad women who
from their movements seemed mostly to be old. The poor creatures
did not wear the veil, but many of them wore the ‘yashmak’ - the
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beak-like attachment which covers the face and is intended to keep
the heavy folds of the purdah veil away from the nose. They looked
like dusty ravens, except that ravens have a perky charm. These
grotesques had none.

From time to time Wells would stop and enquire if anyone needed
his medical aid and, occasionally, the halt and the lame would be pro-
duced for his attention. It might be a young man stabbed in a fight, or
shot by some rival, needing expert attention. Wells felt certain twinges
of conscience, for much of this was to add a little verisimilitude to his
secret and furtive trip. He needed to calculate his timing rather nicely
whilst giving the impression of having all the time in the world to
spare, for he had to keep his promise to be at Rahad by nightfall the
next day.

Another complication was that there was no greater cause of
offence than to move through the territory of some local Sheik or Wali
without reporting his presence, and also submitting himself to what-
ever form of hospitality the local ‘big-wig’, or more probably little-
wig’, had to offer. Wells was a man of experience in these matters, and
by keeping up a smiling front and with an occasional show of calcu-
lated stupidity, he kept going. He had to make Suq by nightfall if he
was to make the rendezvous at Rahad on time tomorrow.

As the sun was setting early behind the foothills of the Jebel Aktar,
the range of mountains that was to grow in size as it marched along
beside the coastal plain, he sighted the white castellated walls of the
little town of Suq. Those foothills aroused forebodings in Wells for
further on, where these hills grew in majestic mountains the Imam
had his heavily fortified fastness.

All that lay in the future; tonight Wells knew that he would have
the spend the night exposed to the kindnesses of the Sheik of Suq, a
one-eyed old warrior with an unsavoury reputation, a man who
would cross-question him closely about his business.

The Sheik was a relation of the Sultan, in fact Said bin Said referred
to this man as his cousin. This was a rather loose term which could
mean a near relation or a rather distant kinsman. Wells, of course,
knew him well — which was not really a good thing as he knew pre-
cious little to his advantage.

Far out on the fringes of the Sultan’s direct power he indulged him-
self in the rather dangerous pastime of a dubious loyalty. With the ebb
and flow of power between the Imam and Muscat, the worthy Sheik,
Abdullah by name, was enjoying certain amusing intrigues. However,
as soon as one or other of the rival factions established itself in force in
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his area, Abdullah’s head was not going to be the most permanent
structure along the Arabian seaboard.

Whatever the outcome, Abdullah was a cheerful rogue and was
certainly making the most of the situation. Unusually, he lived a
rather sophisticated and worldly life. He greeted Wells effusively
when, after a dramatically long delay, he descended into the court-
yard of the white fortress home. He advanced upon Wells in a gale of
bonhomie and Arabian garlic! He grasped the Doctor, a rather dapper
and extremely fastidious man, to his swelling stomach and in his elab-
orate flowery Arabic put his house, his household, and his worldly
goods at the disposal of the ‘Great Doctor’. As Wells knew full well
that this man was one of the great debunkers of the work of the
Medical Mission, he acknowledged this opening gambit with restraint.

It would be, of course, ‘a blessing of Allah if the arrival of the Great
Healer Wells G. Thoms in their midst meant that Abdullah bin Turki
bin Said bin Said would be able to put his humble hovel at the dispos-
al of the Doctor.” Wells, in his neat American crew-cut way, expressed
his thanks and said he would be most grateful if he could spend the
night in the Sheik’s beautiful home.

Abdullah was in many ways untypical of the aristocratic Sheik. The
story was told of an occasion when he accompanied the Sultan, then a
young man, on a voyage to Europe. It seems that Abdullah behaved
with perfect decorum until the party arrived in Paris. Here the attrac-
tions of that Western ‘pleasure dome’ were too much for him to resist
and he exploited and enjoyed them to the full. He found them all too
much to resist, so when the devout and rather straight-laced Sultan
moved on to some other spot in Europe, Abdullah took the elemen-
tary precautions of disappearing at the crucial moment.

Great indeed was the wrath of the Sultan. But greater were the joys
of the present, thought Abdullah, ‘I will face retribution when I must’.
Eventually the Sultan’s world tour was over and he and his Ministers
returned to Muscat. Somehow Abdullah contrived to tarry on in Paris.
Eventually, and sadly for Abdullah, the money ran out and he had to
beg for his trip home from the stern if youthful Sultan.

Almost everything one hears of the Sultan indicates that he was
indeed a wise and enlightened man. Faced with this situation, he com-
manded Abdullah to return and he would be forgiven. So a wiser, if
not necessarily sadder, Abdullah came home. The Royal Favour was
now turned from him and he was sent to the outer fringes of the
domain on the edge of the desert, and here he was, Master and Sheik
of Suq. After the first vociferous greetings were over, Wells was
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permitted to dispose of his car in a place of safety, and to clean him-
self up in his own quarters. He had time to think of a convincing
reason why he would be proceeding further up the coast. This was as
far as he could go by car for the road, such as it was, petered out at
Sugq. Fortunately he had attempted to reach the villages in the North
in the past on camel-back, so that part of the story would be reason-
ably easy. The rest lay in the lap of the Gods — although Wells, a reli-
gious man, would not have thought of it quite that way.

Sufficient time having now passed so that the needs of Arabian
good manners would be satisfied, Wells presented himself in the
Reception Chamber. This was a huge room, with usual sumptuous
Persian carpets on the walls, as well as over the floor. At one end
Abdullah, an expansive smile upon his face, was sitting — surprisingly
- on a kind of throne.

Wells again submitted to being enveloped in his embrace, and with
a smile Abdullah said, ‘You must....’

(At this point the stories written by Henry Howell run out. This editor
felt that all his tales should be recorded, even this one without an end,
as it shows not only his adventures, but his great ability as a story-
teller, and his beautiful way with the English language.)

* * *
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Introduction to the Biography

A brief history
of broadcasting
in South Africa

Broadcasting started quite literally on 1 August 1924 in Johannes-
burg in a little studio operated by the Associated Scientific and
Technical Societies. On 15 September of that same year, Cape Town
followed with a station run by the Cape Publicity Association opera-
ting, interestingly, with a transmitter donated by Sir David Graaf,
father of Sir de Villiers. On 10 December, Durban followed with a
local station run by the Durban Municipality.

The main problem was that there was no law about compelling
listeners to take out licenses, and one by one these, certainly after 18
months or 2 years the Johannesburg station, had to put up their shut-
ters; there was no income.

People were listening, they were enthusiastic, but they did not pay
license fees.

A gentleman, Isidore Schlesinger, was effectively in control of
about 90% or more of all cinemas in South Africa, and his next logical
step would be to get control of broadcasting, which would mean that
he would then be in control of all entertainment in and outside the
house. He was well set to do the job.

He obtained from Government a concession for five years, to
operate broadcasting throughout the country combining those origi-
nal three centres, with an option to renew for another five years.

He started in 1927, but very soon afterwards he went back to
Government and said: “Take this damn thing away - I don’t want it,
its bankrupting me!” The Government then agreed to pass a law mak-
ing it obligatory to have a licence fee.

From then broadcasting turned the corner. He had called it The
African Broadcasting Company and he then exercised his option to
continue for another five years, which took him to 1936 when, in the
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middle of that second option, General Hertzog — the then Prime
Minister — thought deeply about what the future of broadcasting in
South Africa should be. He invited Sir John Reith, the then Director-
General of the BBC, to come out and take a look at the situation here
and make recommendations as to what the future of broadcasting in
South Africa should be.

Sir John spent about six weeks here and then submitted a report in
which he recommended that broadcasting in South Africa should be
operated ‘as a public service’ more or less the same as the BBC in
England, and he concluded his report with the following lines: ”“As
the assegai to the naked hand, as the rifle to the assegai so, and more,
is broadcasting; rightly institutionalised, rightly inspired and rightly
controlled to any other instrument or power — but always in the
service of wisdom and beauty and peace.”

He was also on record as saying;:

“I have never believed in giving the public what they want; I have
always believed in giving them what they ought to want!”

And on the subject of introducing commercial broadcasting in
South Africa:

“I realise you cannot avoid commercial broadcasting, so make the
best of it. And promise just one thing: that you will try to conduct your
service in such a way that you do not throw the ether at the mercy of
money, but that you bring the money to the service of the ether!”

Meanwhile, back in 1927 when Isidore Schlesinger took over broad-
casting, he needed somebody to be at the head of it and he chose Rene
Caprara, who was then first clarinet in the Cape Town Symphony
Orchestra. An unusual choice one might think, but Caprara was a
most enthusiastic amateur listener. He was appointed Branch
Manager in Cape Town. When Schlesinger handed over the African
Broadcasting Company to the newly formed Corporation in Johannes-
burg, Caprara was appointed Director of Broadcasting. Norman
Filmer, Branch Manager in Grahamstown, was also moved up to
Johannesburg and appointed Regional Director under Caprara.

That same year, Caprara and Filmer represented South Africa at the
first Commonwealth Broadcasting Conference in London - travelling
in a flying boat which took five days from Durban to London. Whilst
there they decided to change the title ‘Director of Broadcasting’ to
‘Director-General’. Caprara became that Director-General. A few
months later the Board decided he should have a deputy and Filmer
got the job - the first ever deputy director-general, and a post he held
until Caprara retired in 1948.
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Gideon Roos had joined the African Broadcasting Company in
Cape Town and worked under Caprara for some time before he joined
the SABC in 1937 as firstly the first bi-lingual announcer, and then as
Head of Programmes (Afrikaans) in tandem with Bruce Anderson
who was Head of Programmes (English).

Roos ultimately went on to become Secretary to the Corporation.
On Caprara’s retirement in 1948 he was appointed Director-General
over Filmer who remained his deputy until 1958.

Just after the war, there was a shortage of equipment and money.
The Broadcasting Act did not give the Minister any real power over
broadcasting. There were certain things he had to approve, such as
which news service would be taken, but he could not determine the
licence fees — this was determined by the Board. Unfortunately there
was a little provision in the Act that the Board’s decision on licence
fees could not go into effect until approved by the Minister, who was
at that time Senator Clarkson from Durban, then subsequently Mr.
J.W. Muchet.

The Board’s need to increase fees was not a popular move, but all
the Minister had to do was say nothing; not yes, not no, and then the
Board was helpless.

As it was obvious the service would not get its increase, the Board
decided to introduce a commercial service. Rene Caprara went to
Australia to look at how it was done there and returned convinced it
could be done in South Africa by the SABC. The Board took that deci-
sion and there was nothing in the Act to say they could not introduce
such a service.

This decision was taken to the new Minister, Mr. Muchet, who
agreed. The Board had drawn up a Press statement, but the Minister
insisted on doing it himself, which he did. All hell broke loose around
his head, and the Press were down on him like a ton of bricks because
they saw the danger to their own advertising revenue. The Minister
backed down, insisting he had been misunderstood, that he had not
said there would be a commercial service, only that he was consider-
ing whether there should; and stated that his intention was to appoint
a commission of enquiry to decide the whole matter to advise me on
the viability or desirability or otherwise of a commercial service’.

This Commission of Enquiry was not a successful one. They took
about eighteen months to reach their conclusions, it was all rather
hush-hush, and when the report appeared it was a disaster. It was
recommended:

1) that there should be commercial broadcasting in South Africa;
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2) that it should not be operated by the SABC, and

3) that it should be operated by four independent private com-
panies, one in each province, which would of course be disastrous too.

That report appeared in February 1948. Nothing was done about it
because there was an election pending and the Government did not
want to do anything hasty about the report.

The election took place in May 1948, the United Party Government
was defeated, the National Party came to power, and the report was
temporarily shelved.

(It was in July 1948 that Rene Caprara retired, succeeded by Gideon
Roos with Norman Filmer as his deputy.)

Henry Howell had joined the service in 1946, first with children’s
programmes, then youth, and then he moved up into the English
Service. He always very wisely kept up his microphone work even
when he was a Director.

Roos, himself an experienced broadcaster, would at least twice a
year after his appointment as Director-General go to a producer/
controller and say: ‘Now, I am not a Director-General, I am just one of
your actors but I must know what the microphone is like and what
the problems of the microphone are today’ ... ‘Otherwise,’ he says
‘you have no hope of administering things properly because you are
in danger of losing touch with the people at the mike. They are the
real broadcasters, not the administrators.’

This is a story about a REAL broadcaster....
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Chapter 1

Behind the
Microphone

There are not many records covering the first 50 years of broadcast-
ing history. “You have been listening to ...” the early history of radio
in South Africa by Eric Rosenthal was published by the SABC in 1974
to mark the 50th anniversary of broadcasting in this country. How-
ever, missing from its Index are Norman Filmer, Henry Howell, and
Cameron McClure - all very important names in the early and sub-
sequent days and years of broadcasting, and important here too.

And this is Henry Howell’s story, who himself made history in the
broadcasting profession by his particularly fresh approach, his inno-
vative ideas, his dedication, honesty and his integrity.

Although no stranger to communication, he was new to radio. His
first experience of broadcasting, in 1943, was in Cape Town. Cameron
McClure, a dynamic producer and an extremely significant name in
the history of the English Service of the SABC, was on the staff of the
SABC in the Cape.

“He suggested I should do some plays for him ; and I did quite a
number for him in that brief period. I remember particularly acting in
a serial "The Moonstone’ by Wilkie Collins in which I played the lead;
and suddenly I was posted and we had to scramble to get it all
finished before I left.

“When the war was over, the SABC was very kind - I think due to
Cameron McClure again, and also Norman Filmer - to offer me a job
in Johannesburg. Norman was then the Regional Director of the
Transvaal, and was later to become deputy director-general. It was he
who was kind enough to take me on the staff - at a minute salary! -
but I was enchanted to accept.

"It was an interesting period at the SABC in those years immediate-
ly after the war. Many of the men were back from the war, people like
Dewar McCormack and Robert Griffiths. And South Africa itself was
in an immediate post war situation with Jan Smuts as Prime Minister.
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No-one could foresee what 1948 and a change of Government was
going to do to the broadcasting corporation and those members of it
who were to be put to the rack.”

Henry had been a radio engineer during the war and everyone was
surprised that he wanted to become a programmer. ‘As an engineer |
was a thwarted broadcaster, and as a broadcaster I was a thwarted
engineer! But I found it very useful in my career’.

So it started in earnest in August 1946. He was graded as an-
nouncer/ producer, but shortly after joining the staff it was suggested to
him that he should run the youth programmes. “For some incredible
reason which I have never quite understood, the SABC seemed to have
terminated its broadcasts to youth and children during the war years. It
wanted to resuscitate them at the end of the war and I got the job. It
was extremely fortuitous, and a worderfully happy time for me. It was
most fulfilling too. Those were innocent days; there were only two ser-
vices — English and Afrikaans. I remember with great joy that my oppo-
site number on the Afrikaans service was a young man named Steve de
Villiers. He and 1 had great simpatico and very often used to share
ideas. And every Friday we did a bi-lingual programme for youth.

Of course it was a great education for me, too, as an ‘uitlander’
coming newly into the country. We had a wonderful association which
lasted for many many years. The most fulfilling part was that we real-
ly believed — and got the feeling - that every youth, every child, was
listening to you because there was nothing to distract him; we were
the only service. And this was borne out by the fact that we used to
run quizzes and so on from that wonderful old building, Broadcast
House in Commissioner Street. We used to use the great audio crystal
studio for this quiz which held a couple of hundred young things.
And when they weren’t busy taking the building apart they were
causing a great sensation; they held up the traffic in Commissioner
Street for example — and this always gave one a feeling of achieve-
ment, that you were really getting across to the young people.

“We also used to do interesting things. Nothing daunted us. We
used to ask the most distinguished people to come and talk to the
youth. One was not inhibited about it. And you didn't feel that your
first duty was just to be entertaining; you felt it was a good moment to
expose people to youth and youth to people. We used to ask every-
body under the sun. For instance A.B. Hughes was an editor of a
newspaper, with an enormous sense of humour who used to talk to
them about foreign affairs. We used to ask Raymond Dart, and that
brilliant young man Philip Tobias who was then a junior lecturer and
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a regular broadcaster to youth. They were all most entertaining but at
the same time we weren't just supinely trying to build audiences - we
were trying to build people. And one didn’t realise that the mantle of
Philip Tobias’ mentor Raymond Dart was going to descend upon him
with such great distinction.

“We used to run a Careers Corner and had no hesitation in asking
the person who we thought was the leader in his chosen profession to
tell children how to set about becoming a great doctor, a great lawyer,
that sort of thing”.

Henry went on to become the Cross-country Quiz quiz-master: ”1
was also very fortunate that I had a charming colleague whose name
was Michael Kittermaster who was to become one of the world’s finest
writers both of plays and features. We were a good team: he used to
do the writing, and I used to pretend to do the talking! And Michael
and I had time to do other things besides the youth programmes.

“I also had the great joy and great honour of inheriting from James
McClurg, who was one of the great broadcasters of that time, and any
time really, who used to do the serious discussion programmes and
that sort of thing. His mantle descended upon me and I took over the
discussion programmes, such as Listener’s Forum.” (James McClurg is
the Star newspaper’s Ombudsman). Henry also did features and
documentary programmes. It was an era when so many towns were
celebrating their 50th, 75th or 100th anniversary and he would get out
and about visiting them and their distinguished citizens. He said it
gave him a wonderful insight into the ‘ware’ South Africa and he
really enjoyed it.

“One of my great memories of that was a man with whom I used to
do these programmes — Dennis Mitchell. He was back from the wars,
but prior to that had been a journalist on a Natal newspaper before
joining the SABC. With great amusement we would see him sitting
staring into space at his typewriter from which we used to get some
wonderful broadcasting material. A tender memory of him is when we
were doing an anniversary programme from a small town in the
Transvaal. In my plodding way I set off to interview the Mayor, the
Town Clerk, Chief of Police, the Dominee, and so on. I had left Dennis
sitting on the stoep of the hotel staring into space, absorbing the atmo-
sphere of the town. When I went back to the hotel, Dennis seemed not
to have moved since I had seen him earlier in the day! So I asked him
how he got on and he said ‘Oh, I had a good day; I discovered a man
who had held up the Soutpansberg Coach’. And that is what broad-
casting is all about! I had been plodding away - and he had found the
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very essence of broadcasting, the very kernel of that little town — that
in that town there lived a man who had once been a highwayman!
Whatever value that programme had was in that one item, and it
taught me that there is no real substitute for genius in our profession.
That gift is not something you learn; it is something you are born with.

”And there is so much fulfilment, at every level, and even with little
things. And very often it is the little things that hit you with a resound-
ing ‘gong’ and bring you quite disproportionate measures of joy.

“Dennis Mitchell had an incredible flair for thinking of unusual and
ridiculous things to do. He used to run a magazine programme each
week and I remember one day he asked me would I chair a little discus-
sion — because at that time I was doing the big discussions with people
like Nicholas Monsarrat, Uys Krige, people like that - inside his maga-
zine programme. Well of course I said yes. He had this idea of taking
them all to lunch at the Rainbow Room in His Majesty’s Building. At
that time it was a brand new building, and I remember going to the
first night of that great theatre. At the top of that building was the “in’
restaurant of the time. Up we went and at this lunch were Nicholas
Monsarrat, Philip Hyman, Hannah Bloom, and Adele Lezard, a very
successful journalist. And they were all very witty people; he had cho-
sen them very carefully for their quick wit. What we did was, we blind-
folded them and served them lunch and they had to guess what it was
they were eating! It sounds like a daft idea but it came out brilliantly! In
those days one couldn’t edit like one can today, no question of snipping
away with a pair of scissors, so the asides, the interplay of witticisms
that went on between these four people was really quite remarkable. Of
course they never at any time remotely identified what they were eat-
ing ... but it was a little piece in the way of broadcasting gone in 4 or 5
minutes, but a lasting memory in my life; very amusing, witticism of a
very very high calibre, and a most exciting broadcast. These were trivial
things, and of course there were some important things.”

Dennis Mitchell went on to become one of the great television fea-
ture men of the Sixties and a man whom Henry always admired. But
the person he had the greatest admiration for was not a man but a
woman. Her name was Gladys Dickson and she was head of the
English Service from 1936 to 1959. She had at one time been controller
of all the SABC’s programmes, but as the Afrikaans service developed
and quite rightly went off on its own, she had remained head of the
English service. She had immense charm, a great wit, a formidable
intellect, and was completely incapable of bad taste.

Henry succeeded her in 1959 - with a great deal of reluctance and
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not a small measure of trepidation. He was heart-broken that she was
retiring as she had been a delight and an inspiration to many broad-
casters — such as Gideon Roos, James McClurg, and dozens of other
people who were to lay the foundation of South African broadcasting.
All were encouraged, inspired, illuminated by her. She was a product
of the University of Cape Town and had won a scholarship to the
University of Columbia.

But before tackling this very difficult role as new head of service in
1959 - a role which he felt was the most important, the most respons-
ible of any other — Henry was to have many other experiences and
was to progress from being youth organiser to programme executive,
and then English programme organiser, before this awesome mantle
of "Auntie Lex’ as she was once called, was to fall upon his shoulders.

The Royal Tour and other stories

Henry had ‘the great good fortune’, he says, of doing many jobs with-
in the service of the SABC.

“It is ridiculous to think that I was once the SABC’s boxing com-
mentator with lan Balfour — also a name to conjure with out of the
sports annals of broadcast history.

"My early years with the SABC were associated with the non-
commercial services and although I was only too glad to earn money
as an artist on Springbok Radio, I declined to read any Radio Com-
mercials. It cost me dearly. One of the earliest major sporting broad-
casts ever undertaken by Springbok Radio was the world Bantam-
weight title fight between Manuel Ortiz and the South African chal-
lenger Vickie Toweel and I was one of .the commentators. Someone
else read the commercials but once every 3 minutes or so the commen-
tators were expected to mention the name of the Sponsor which was
Old Dutch Beer. Someone would give you a dig in the ribs and this
was your cue to introduce the Sponsor’s name. After about four
rounds it began to seem possible that South Africa’s challenger could
win the fight and the excitement mounted as did the excitement of the
commentators. On receipt of my next dig in the ribs, I froze, forgot the
name of the Sponsor and attributed the fight to a product called Old
Buck Gin. Only the excitement of the fight concealed from me the
rigid shock into which my colleagues had descended.

“When the fight was over and Vickie Toweel had been officially
named the new world champion, the awful horror managed to com-
municate itself to me. The next day at the office, I felt the impact of
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ostracism as everyone around me metaphorically withdrew their
cloaks as I passed. About halfway through a miserable morning, the
telephone went and my secretary said, ‘'The Chairman of Old Dutch
Beer is on the ‘phone’. With leaden heart I picked up the ‘phone and
the voice of a great friend of mine came through, Philip Hyman.
‘Henry’, he said, ‘'we’ve made a big decision. To get some mileage
after last night’s sponsorship we have decided to buy Old Buck Gin!”
From such an inauspicious start did my commercial career begin.

“And 1 was once the Manager of the SABC Orchestra! It was an
illuminating experience! They were an interesting lot of people to deal
with. I remember there was a pianist who was called upon to broad-
cast two concerti in one symphony concert — an experience that I am
sure has not befallen any better a musician than she. These concerts
were broadcast from a studio we used to call 1A within Broadcast
House, and on this particular occasion everyone was invited from the
Chairman of the Board down — a very distinguished audience. Edgar
Cree was the conductor and on a day of the final rehearsal I think he
realised he had a pretty turbulent bunch to deal with. So he invited
this lady out of the studio and requested the rest of the orchestra to
stay behind as he wished to talk to them. Then he said to them, "Look,
tonight is a very important night and I want you to give of your best
because everybody is going to be here.’

“We had a remarkable double bass player, a very fine player who
had come from the Halle, and he said - in that broad Manchester
accent: ‘Well, I hope poor ruddy Beethoven’s not going to be here
tonight because he’s taking a beatin’! Anyway, it was a lovely experi-
erce to be involved with the orchestra because they are such a fine
bunch and give the SABC such a flavour and a dimension it would
lack if it didn’t have these marvellous artists on its staff, and I remem-
ber this brief time with great affection.”

During these years, up to about 1950, the regions ran their own
programmes with each one a little separate broadcasting organisation,
and each one originated its programmes into a little network of its
own. It was a highly extravagant way of running an organisation but
the technology was lacking to enable it to become part of the whole.
Once the technology improved it was possible to nationalise the origi-
nating point of the programmes. Henry was Organiser of Programmes
in Johannesburg and it devolved upon him to nationalise. Not an easy
task because the people concerned had been totally autonomous and
had to feel they were not going to lose the creative opportunities they
had enjoyed up to that time.
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"It was very wearying as there was very little joy in this operation,
but we managed to divert people’s talents more creatively because
they weren’t involved in running three announcing studios around
the country — we only had one, and the talents could be pooled.”

During this time Henry was also acting in plays, and writing them
both for adults and children. “Percy the Pig” and “Henrietta the Hen”
were just two that come to mind. He didn’t sing, except in children’s
programmes, but he did almost everything else and was fulfilled at
every level.

The Royal Tour - a personal perspective

The broadcasting coverage of the Royal Tour of South Africa in 1947
was full of incidents and a great source of Broadcasting lore. Henry
himself had tales to tell, but one particular story that Henry enjoyed
relating concerned the 21st birthday of the then Princess Elizabeth.
Quoting verbatim from his notes, it shows his powerful use of words
to describe an incident and at the same time reveals his appreciation
of the important part the Engineering Staff play in the success or
failure of broadcasting. Voices and faces are well-known to the public,
but the men behind the scenes are at least as important in any broad-
cast. The hero of this story is one George Lunnon who was Senior
Outside Broadcasting Engineer of the Cape region during this period.
He naturally carried a very heavy load of responsibility on his shoul-
ders when the Royal Family was in his territory. Henry tells it thus:

“George was one of those remarkable Kapenaars who spoke both
official languages perfectly. In his case, however, he spoke them
simultaneously which took a bit of keeping up with. He also had a
rich and varied vocabulary of expletives with which he adorned his
speech. There had been a big celebration of the Princess’s 21st birth-
day at the showgrounds in her honour in the morning, but she was
then to address the Nation and the Commonwealth, and even other
countries, from Cape Town later in the day. George and his team had
been heavily engaged in the technical side of the Show broadcast and
when this was over the Royal and official Cortege left the show-
grounds for Groote Schuur, or wherever the Royal Family was stay-
ing. As George tells the tale, when the cortege left the showgrounds
he was lying 19th, but by the time they reached Groote Schuur he was
third. That was typically George. He entered the house and imme-
diately gave his attention to the next most important broadcast.

”A suitable room had been selected for the Princess’s broadcast and
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in it was placed a round table with a most beautiful and elegant table
cloth spread upon it. The table cloth reached almost to the ground.
George secreted his equipment in some discreet spot and led the
microphone lead across the floor to connect it to the microphone. This
having been done, George, with great forethought for the comfort of
the Princess in her coming ordeal — for ordeal it would certainly be -
began to attach the lead under the table to the central leg to ensure
that it did not become entangled in the Princess’s feet. He was busy
doing this, concealed by the graceful table cloth, when he espied a
pair of masculine shoes showing under the cloth. George addressed
the pair of masculine shoes in his inimitable fashion no doubt
dwelling on the fact that if the owner of the shoes had nothing to do,
then George did, and suggesting in his highly charged style that if the
owner of the shoes wanted to do something to help, would he kindly
hand down George’s screwdriver which was lying on the table? A
hand holding the screwdriver came under the table cloth and gave the
tool to him. In a matter of seconds George had finished the job and
clambered from under the table to find himself groping at the feet of
H.M. George VI who was laughing his head off! He thought the whole
affair very funny! It was another narrow escape!”

Dr. Margaret Thatcher

There was a moment in broadcasting history affecting Henry which,
he said, he was never likely to forget. It was 1973 and he was Director
of Commercial Services. South Africa had opened a new observatory
at Sutherland in the Cape Province. This was a joint South African and
British Scientific venture and the British Government was represented
at the inauguration by a Cabinet Minister, the Minister for Education
and Science. A day or so after this function, Henry was asked by the
Chairman of the SABC Board if he would take care of this visitor who
had expressed an interest in what South Africa did about broad-
casting to the Black peoples of the country.

His diary records the following:

“I pointed out to the Chairman that Radio Bantu did not fall under
my leadership, but the Chairman seemed confident that I could
handle the situation. He then said ‘The Cabinet Minister’s name is Dr.
Margaret Thatcher’. The name meant nothing to me then but I noted
that the lady was Doctor Thatcher. Where we got that idea from I do
not know, but she is very highly qualified in the Law, and Science,
and I think Economics.
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“So upon a day I greeted an attractive lady, and the British
Ambassador whose name was Mr. Bottomley, at the old SABC head-
quarters in Commissioner Street. I had briefed my colleagues, the
Heads of the individual ‘Bantu’ Services, and we were all ready to
meet Dr. Thatcher in the Board room. Having introduced my col-
leagues, I then asked Justus Chungu to begin. I knew him to be an
excellent speaker and very eloquent. No sooner had he started than I
realised I had made a mistake; I should have started with the Head of
the Zulu Service - the Senior Service. So when Justus ran out of puff,
quickly introduced the head of the Zulu service and we proceeded in
strict seniority for what remained of the morning. We had to adjourn
for lunch, then I conducted Dr. Thatcher back to the SABC and my
colleagues demonstrated the operation of the studios. They played her
some of their beautiful music and Margaret Thatcher watched and
listened to men and women as they worked in the continuity and
drama studios.

”At last we seemed to have run out of things to show her and the
demonstration was over. She turned to me in the presence of my col-
leagues and said in that attractive soprano voice: ‘Thank you Mr.
Howell and gentlemen, I am most impressed’. To which I responded
in my usual over enthusiastic way that she had seen a most natural
phenomenon, that Radio is the most perfect medium for communica-
tion and entertainment that could be devised for the peoples of Africa.
With their rich oral tradition, they take naturally and skilfully to the
microphone which is their friend - white people can become extreme-
ly tensed up in front of a microphone but this seldom happens with
Black broadcasters. 'How interesting, Mr Howell, but that is not
actually what I meant’. ‘Oh’ says I, took aback, ‘what did impress you
Dr. Thatcher?’ "You all liked each other so much!” My colleagues and [
chuckled happily.

She went on her way to immortality and we were left with a warm
feeling of companionship amongst ourselves.”

The Water Bushmen of the Okavango

The following piece is undated but must go on record as one of the
most unusual experiences Henry felt privileged to enjoy. Again, his
description of what occurred makes the experience all the more real to
us, the reader.

“In the years when South Africa was a member of the Common-
wealth, we used to contribute programmes to a Programme pool of
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the Commonwealth Broadcasting Union, and we used to draw pro-
grammes from it for our own broadcasts. It often fell to my lot to
make some of South Africa’s contribution.

“To this end, I found myself with a splendid young engineering col-
league, Jack Schuyfer, in the Okavango Swamps. These were the days
before Botswana was created, and the Swamps were in Bechuanaland
- virtually unknown territory; certainly there were no tourists.

“We were being guided and advised by a young man, George
Silberbauer, who was the District Commissioner for the area. He was
a South African, I think a graduate of Stellenbosch and a splendid
chap. After he had sized me up for a couple of days, he asked: ‘Would
you like to meet the Water Bushmen?’ Sensing this was something
very special, I said I would. He then said: ‘Have you any money?’ to
which I replied I had. ‘Good’ said George, ‘we shall have to buy a
quantity of beer and stage a beer-drink tonight’.

“He then guided us in our launch - which looked as if we were
about to pick up Dr. Livingstone - to an island deep in the Swamps
where there was a trading store. We bought a large quantity of beer
and Jack, my engineer colleague, borrowed some oil lanterns. We re-
turned to our own island tracing our way through the unbelievably
beautiful waterways between the reeds, and admiring the incredible
variety of bird life that lived in this heavenly place.

“When night fell, Jack set up his lanterns around a large fire and
the first containers of beer were broached. On what one might call ‘the
surface of life’ in the Swamps there lived an African people; if I re-
member rightly they were called the Hammba Kush. Once the beer
was opened some of these people gathered and began to have a party,
singing songs and dancing. Jack Sluyters was busy recording all this
and taking shots with his camera - stills, of course, there was no TV in
those days.

“I was watching the beer anxiously and wondering whether this
was all going to be a waste of time. Then at about 9 p.m. I felt a gentle
touch on my elbow and George indicated with his head a minute
shining figure standing in the firelight. In ten minutes there were ten
of them, then twenty, and before long they had taken the party over.

“Those small perfectly made creatures who wore no clothes were
one of the most exciting, nay overwhelming, sights of my life. Unlike
the bushmen of the Kalahari whose bodies I believe develop a special
shape to help them conserve water because of the scarcity of rain, these
little people have a normal shape in a minute body. Their skins shone in
the firelight and as they danced and sang - indeed they had taken the
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party over — one felt that one was in another world or another dream. I
was so emotionally affected that I found it difficult to do justice to the
scene as | did a commentary of what was going on before our eyes.

"Well, at about one o’clock in the morning the beer ran out and the
party was over. The little people vanished into the darkness and the
reeds and we slowly tidied up.

I had witnessed one of the most rare and beautiful events that
Africa has to offer. I was not surprised to discover later that the
authoritative work on the Water Bushmen was written by George
Silberbauer. That book, together with my memories of the evening, is
one of my most prized possessions”.

The Voice

There was a very special quality in Henry’s voice — warm, compas-
sionate, capable of high drama and great tenderness. It was natural
that he should be asked to play leading roles such as Captain Ericson
in Nicholas Monsarrat’s ‘'The Cruel Sea’, In part 2 of his autobiog-
raphy “Life is a 4-Letter Word” Monsarrat said:

“In the shadow of a Christmas 1951 we made a radio version of
"The Cruel Sea’ for Springbok Radio, the commercial step-child of the
South African Broadcasting Corporation, and it was the hardest piece
of sustained work which had come my way for a long time.

. we taped 26 half-hour episodes in 29 days, rehearsal, sound
effects, 200 speaking parts, and all. We finished with a gasp of
triumph on Christmas Eve.

Taped is the wrong word to use, and that was part of the trouble;
for some reason connected with the durability of the material, it could
not be taped, but had to be cut directly onto a master record. For some
other reason, whenever we made any sort of mistake, we had to go
back to the beginning again ... there was no way of keeping the good
part and picking up again in the middle.

If anyone fluffed his lines on the 26th minute of the recording - as I
did on one ghastly occasion in Episode 22, by which time we were all
getting thoroughly snappish and exhausted - then Cedric Messina,
our talented, infinitely patient producer, said ‘I'm sorry chaps’ and we
all went back again to the introductory music, the seagulls, the asdic
pings, and the sound of water smashing down onto an iron deck,
which marked our fade-in.

Cedric Messina, whose later work with the BBC included some
masterly productions of Verdi and Puccini operas, was a tower of
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strength. The whole rather expensive enterprise was sponsored by the
firm of C.C. Wakefield (‘Castrol, the Masterpiece in Qils!’) and ‘il on
the cruel water’ became a good gossip-writer’s quip.

There was one actor who was outstanding: an SABC news-reader
and panel moderator called Henry Howell. He was small, bald and
mild; he played the part of Commander Ericson, the 'hero’ — large,
fully coiffed, and about as mild as Nelson’s blood.

A long listening career provides many examples ... of actors who
don’t look anything like the part, but who do sound it, down to the
last semi-quaver. Henry Howell was one, and a real anchor man too.”

A fine and well deserved tribute.

And who can ever forget Henry’s wonderfully moving reading of
"How Green was My Valley”? A story that is asked for by listeners
time and time again, but, alas, like some other works by Henry is no
longer in the SABC’s archives; through no fault of the Corporation but
apparently deliberately destroyed in someone’s fit of pique. A tragedy
indeed that scores of listeners, and their children, and their children’s
children, will be deprived of great cultural works and entertainment.
However, we do still have Henry’s reading of ‘The Snow Goose’ by
Paul Gallico which is aired periodically at Christmas time and for
which we must be grateful to the incumbent Head of English Service.

* * *

Personal Reminiscences: excerpts from an interview
with Adrian Steed in 1988 for the radio programme
‘60 Plus’

“I well remember those very special years of which you shared many
of them with me, Adrian, from say ‘46 to ‘58 when I was fully on the
microphone and before I became fully involved in administration, and
I think it would be appropriate for us to talk about some of the splen-
did people who were our bosses and our colleagues. They set a tone to
broadcasting life that made one vividly aware that we were involved
in a calling. I wouldn’t go so far as to compare it to the ministry, but
there’s even a little bit of that in the calling of a true broadcaster.

“50, a few names: Gideon Roos, our absolutely splendid Director-
General, Norman Filmer who was Deputy and a most understanding
and able Head of Staff, and for me, almost above all, my wonderful,
beloved departmental boss, Miss Gladys Dickson. She was a just
superb person. She was utterly feminine, and she kept us under com-
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mand by the sheer quality of her mind and her personality. I remem-
ber once talking to James McClurg about her, who was a very disting-
uished broadcaster in his own right and had known her many years
longer than I had, and I said to Jimmy, ‘what makes her so absolutely
unique? and he said, ‘Well, take a week off and Il tell you; but to put
it into a very few words, she is absolutely incapable of bad taste.” In
broadcasting that is a pretty remarkable accusation to make. She was
an inspiration to a young and ardent broadcaster, as I was in the late
’40s and the early *50s. When I was called upon to succeed her in 1959
I can say, with absolute truth, that I was heartbroken, I really was
heartbroken. Frankly I think there ought to be a statue to her in
Broadcast Centre.”

Sir Thomas Beecham

“There’s a wonderful story of Thomas Beecham. I happened to be sit-
ting in the studio when this happened. He was rehearsing the final
concert of his short tour, and I think it was the Beethoven Fifth, some-
thing very obvious, you know, for the Jast item of the last concert. He
conducted rehearsals without a score, but he was conducting away
and I'm afraid our cors anglais in those days were not the best, you see,
and the poor dears started to fumble when they came to a passage
where they came to the fore. Sir Thomas petered out, closed them
down and said, ‘Go back to G’, or whatever it was. So the orchestra
pages back. 'Right! Off we go again!” By this time, of course, the
nerves of the dear little cor anglais players were absolutely rattled,
because he was alleged to be such a ferocious man, which he never
showed here. And, of course, they really ruined the passage when
they got to it this time, and he said, 'No, don’t stop! Don’t stop! It'll be
all right on the night!’ ‘

“It must have been the Choral Symphony of Beethoven, because
there was a choir, and there was the organist, who was sitting at the
back, whose name was Rupert Stout, a very famous chap. When the
concert was over Sir Thomas addressed himself to the microphone,
which, of course, was hanging over his head and made some very
charming remarks, and he said, ‘I want to say a word of thanks to um,
um, the choirmaster and organist, um, who I thought did a splendid
job, um, I can’t quite remember his name...", and dear old Rupert Stout,
right up at the back on the organ said, ‘Rupert Stout!”. And Beecham
said, ‘Ah, that’s it. I knew it had something to do with Guinness!”

83



Taubie Kushlick and “The Eagle has two Heads”

“If we can try another of those horror stories. I was playing opposite
darling Taubie Kushlick in ‘The Eagle Has Two Heads’. We were
broadcasting live, of course, in those days we didn’t record, and we
were into about the 33rd page, and it was a big emotional scene with
dear Taubie and myself, and, as you know, it’s the great conceit
amongst radio actors that you should be able to tear a passion to
ribbons without flicking an eyelid, or without losing your place in the
script. Anyway, dear Taubie, of course, cared nothing for this, you
see; she waved her arms around and clouted my script. Bang! All 83
pages of it, and it all went up in the air and it descended live from the
air about my feet. And I bent down, picked up a page, and it was the
right page, and all the lads and girls in the cast were shuffling and
reshuffling, handing them to me, and we lived through it. But I can’t
tell you what the play was about to this day!”

The funeral of Prime Minister Jan Smuts

“One of the great rewards of a broadcasting career is that you're often
called upon to attend historic occasions, It seemed that I was destined
to be a commentator at the funeral of our Prime Ministers. But the
funeral of General Smuts was my first melancholy experience of this
sort of event. He was a great figure in the Commonwealth, and in the
whole world because of his leadership during the war, and, of course,
at the foundation of the United Nations, and I interviewed him twice
on that famous stoep at Irene.

"I think that the most wonderful thing about him was that you so
quickly forgot that you were in the presence of this astounding world
figure. He became an ordinary, very South African, man. He might
have appeared austere, but he was human and I found him very,
wonderfully easy to communicate with, and once you’d given him a
lead, of course, he spoke so freely, because he had so many memories.
And I'think that, perhaps, if he’d been less of a statesman and more of
a politician, I think he would have been able to have coped with 1948,
which was to come the year after, better than he did. I think he lost
touch with his own people.

“Because of his greatness and his fame many of our broadcasts on
that day were relayed to London and the Commonwealth, indeed to
the whole of the English-speaking world. Steve de Villiers, I think it
was, or it might have been Paul Bothma, was placed, as I was, outside
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the main door of the Moeder Kerk in Pretoria. He was the commen-
tator for the Afrikaans Service at that particular point, and 1 was the
English commentator. We each had a little balcony window in a large
building across the street from the church, three or four storeys up.
On this particular day, it was a beautiful day, and it was a beautiful
vantage point, because we were looking straight across at the door of
the Moeder Kerk. On this occasion I'd asked Kathleen, my wife, to
come with me, because she, as a very young member of our Cape
Town staff, had cued and even edited some of General Smuts’s
famous, immortal war-time broadcasts, and because it was a historic
moment that [ wanted her to share with me. The service from inside
the Moeder Kerk was being broadcast, and my cue was to begin my
commentary when the coffin emerged from the door of the kerk to
begin its journey to the Hero’s Cemetery. As we sat and listened to the
service on our headphones, with our engineering colleague sitting
beside us, Kathleen nudged me and whispered, "Have you got a piece
of paper and a pencil?’ Well, I found both of these and she sat serious-
ly, writing some words on the paper, which she then handed back to
me. Her handwriting was never her best thing, and these words were
almost indecipherable, but I did make sense of them in time, before
the coffin emerged this very, very moving moment, the coffin emerg-
ing, carried by its pallbearers. It was my cue to begin the broadcast,
and I read these words from Kathleen’s crumpled piece of paper:

"He has outsoared the shadow of our night;

Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miscall delight,

Can touch him not and torture not again;

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain

He is secure, and now can never mourn

A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain”.

»After that there was precious little that I could add before the
cortege left the church, and I handed over the commentary to my
colleague at the next commentary point. Those words of Shelley’s had
gone round the Commonwealth, and possibly round the world.”

The Dedication of the Voortrekker Monument

"t's such a delicate, intangible thing, particularly radio broadcasting,
you know; you can't finger it, it has to be beautifully poised, it has to
be absolutely balanced, your sails have to be properly trimmed, and
your crew and your weighty objects have to be beautifully disposed.
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Everything has to add to the grace and beauty of the medium.
Broadcasting, when it’s going well, is like a well-trimmed yacht.

“The days of the dedication of the then newly built Voortrekker
Monument were particularly poignant and impressively memorable.
Broadcasting, of course, was called upon to do justice to this very
historic milestone in our history. It eventually becomes a bit of history
itself. The broadcast coverage of this great event was extensive and, I
hope, worthy of its subject. The climax was reached on the evening of
the day of the dedication, when the Trekkers, who’d come from all
over the country, were camped around the monument and set up
their tents and built their fires and lit their lanterns, and songs of
happiness came spreading through this heart-warming, in fact almost
heart—rending, scene.

“The English Service, of course, devoted a great deal of time to
covering the event, and on this particular evening one of its best com-
mentators, who we will call Bob, because I need to conceal his iden-
tity, was perched right on the peak, the very peak, of the monument,
from which he had a breathtaking view of the amazing nocturnal
scene. Now Bob was a ‘ware Suid Afrikaner’, ideally equipped to per-
form this particular commentary. Never at a loss for words, Bob was
in full flight, describing the scene which was spread out hundreds of
feet below him, and suddenly he stopped. There was a slapping noise,
then another slapping noise. Bob said, ‘Oh, these gnats! There are
thousands of gnats up here tonight! You wouldn’t think they could fly
so high!” Well, I was one of the other commentators on the scene
somewhere, and [ turned absolutely rigid with shock. But Bob, thank
heavens, was completely oblivious of the implications of what he had
said, and he soared on with his excellent commentary! Bob rose above
it, you see, and as far as I remember there was no reaction to it at all,
except amongst the broadcasters, who've all dined out on it since!”

The Theatre of the Mind

“The theatre of the mind; it's very trite and easy to say, but, in fact,
profoundly true. For those practitioners of it, it was very hair-raising.
Particularly in those years when we used to perform live. I've already
mentioned that moment I had with dear Taubie Kushlick, who knock-
ed my script up into the air in a great dramatic gesture in the middle
of 'The Eagle Has Two Heads’, only 83 pages of it. But it was not all
stress. I had the great honour of playing opposite Gwen Ffrangon-
Davies in my time and, what was more testing, of actually producing
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her in radio drama. She was a very awesome woman. Very, very femi-
nine, but, well, she was Gwen Ffrangon-Davies and I was Henry
Howell, you see, poor little boy.

“But I suppose the single production that will always remain in my
mind is the great serial of 'The Cruel Sea’ by, of course, Nicholas
Monsarrat. He and I happened to be great friends, but we also had a
very stormy relationship. He did a lot of broadcasting, very strong
character, and quite difficult, and we had this peculiar, sort of affec-
tionate, stormy relationship. I liked him tremendously and admired
him very much indeed. He was the British United Kingdom
Information Officer, a very busy and important task, particularly in
those years. I think he wrote "The Cruel Sea” while he was living in
South Africa. This particular production was adapted for radio by a
wonderful woman called Margot Bryant, a very well known journalist
and PR in Johannesburg in those days, and our narrator was Nicholas
Monsarrat himself. And Cedric Messina, who was to gain world-wide
fame in later years as a TV and radio producer for the BBC, he was the
producer of this tremendous serial. Hugh Rouse played the young
Lieutenant Lockheart, and I played Commander Ericson. Nicholas, in
his autobiography ‘Life is a 4-letter Word’, has some very nice things
to say about all of us. He marvelled at Cedric Messina’s patience. I
looked through the book the other day to refresh my memory of ‘The
Cruel Sea’ because I think it's a great book. I was astounded to find
that it contained very, very little dialogue. Margot Bryant, a delicately
nurtured woman, living a thousand miles from the sea, had created
dialogue that had the true ring of the Navy, it was real dinkum Navy
stuff. Nicholas pays tribute, very gratefully, to her in his autobiog-
raphy. She was the creator almost, you could say, because how does
Lieutenant Lockheart talk to Ericson in convincing naval terms, unless
you’ve heard it in real life? Where she heard it I don’t think she did, it
was just pure, superb artistry and imagination.” '

The stratospheric John Huston

“There have been times in my career when I was in the presence of the
famous, or present at some historic event, and not even been aware of
it. Briefly, to tell of one occasion, I was returning from an official trip
on behalf of the SABC to London in 1951, with my engineering col-
league and friend, Fred Schuyfer. We’d been over to cover the Festival
of Britain, but it also coincided with a very big moment, the creation
of a pool between South African Airways and what was then called
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BOAC, and is, of course, now British Airways. So we were literally en
route in the aeroplanes, collecting a great deal of material for a feature
programme to mark this quite important event in our affairs.
‘Everything had gone very well and we were on the return leg by
South African Airways, flying in those lovely aircraft, Constellations. |
had done a great deal of recording en route up in the cockpit with the
captain and the engineers and so on, with the stewards and every-
body else I could find who was of interest. Fred had put his equip-
ment under one seat in the first row and was sitting in the other, but I
occupied just one seat in the second row. Across the aisle was an
interesting collection of people, in the front row of which was a very
tall, strikingly handsome, dominant man. He looked like an intellectu-
al boxer, and the next 10 or 20 rows were occupied by his hench-
people, women and men, who treated him with the utmost respect.

“Fred and 1 busied ourselves with interviews and recordings from
London Airport to Rome and even afterwards, in the evening. But as the
evening had drawn on, and whilst I was listening back on the earphones
to the material that we’d gathered, the tall, craggy man came across the
aisle and sat beside me. He was very pleasant, most interested in what
we were doing and affable and charming; he took dinner in the seat next
to me, and by this time I'd built up, in that simple mind of mine, such a
barrier of shyness that I failed to ask him who he was, perhaps just as
well in the event. My antennae, of course, were waving, trying to pick
up his name from the number of young people in his entourage who
would come up to him and speak to him, and say, ‘Yes (mumble), ‘No
(mumble)’, but I never picked up his name. I gathered that he was some-
thing stratospheric in the film industry, and that they were all going to
Nairobi to make a film. Most of the night passed before he returned to
his seat. By this time [ was too tired and dim-witted anyway to go down
the aisle a few metres and engage one of the people in conversation and
try to find out something about them. At Nairobi they all disappeared
and Schuyf and I plodded on to Johannesburg in our Constellation.

“The next day at the office I was telling this tale to one of our most
clever staff members, a brilliant lad and a fundi on films, Leonard
Brew, son, of course, of the great scientist. As my tale unfolded
Leonard’s face became more and more marked with disbelief. At last
he blurted out, ‘Don’t you know who that was?’ 'No’, said I. ‘That was
John Huston. He and that crew were going to make a film called ‘The
African Queen’ with Katherine Hepburn and Humphrey Bogart’, and
he trotted out a whole string of world famous names. Well, I'm afraid
the fact was that even then I didn’t quite realise what I'd missed!”
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o T T T ‘ o — 1
“Today Is Tuesday, what would be the
day after the day after tomorrow?”
asks Qulz - Master Henry Howell in
the Young Ideas’ Quiz of Margaret—
but she wasn't caught napping.

SSSHHH . . . JO’BURG’S QUIZ KIDS
FPUEDAY st 30 b ARE ON THE AIR

sters, for as the last few prices on the
Stock Exchange are read on the “A”

programme, the youngsters know that
in a few seconds a familiar signature

tune will be heard, and then the voice B Y A- s I L B E R

of the announcer: Photographs him, too
“Hullo, boys and girls. Well, here ( grap by ! )

we are again with another Young Ideas’
Quiz —a general knowledge competi.
tion for our children n the studio
here and for our listeners at home. As
usual, your question-master is . . . Henry
Howell.”

This announcement is followed by
clapping, cheering and whistling from
the two hundred or more children who
pack the studio to sec the goings-on
for themselves.

There was not cven standing-room
when | squeezed my way in, complete
with camera, and I had to watch the
proceedings from the bandstand

Henry Howell stood at the nuke with
some boys and gils grouped around
him. They represented the cream of the
brains of specially selected boys and
gurls’ teams, pitted against each other
in 2 competition that was followed and
Iistened to with baited breath by the
hundreds of youngsters in the studio.

"You're next, John,” said Henry to
a boy on his right. “Can you name the
buggest instrument in the violin family?”

There was an awlward pause. john
looked puzzled — from the audience Tremendous cnthusissm is shown by the children who queue up oulside the
some of his fniends whispeled Cello.” 8.A.B.C. bullding as carly as four o'clock Lo listen-in lo the Quis,

- -
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Henry Howell told them that there was
to be no prompting. " 'Cello,” ventured
John, uncertainly.

“No, ., . I'm afraid you'te wrong.
The bass is the answer.”

"Now, one for the girls. Margaret,
today is Tuesday. What is the day
after the day after tomorrow?”

| Margaret hesitated someone
whispered “Friday”, but Margaret was
not to be caught, and yelled: “Thurs-
2y,

“That's very good, and gives the girls
one point.”
The c went off hl
and the 5irfs maintzined a slight lead.
] *

e NJOW, to interrupt the quiz with

a litle melodrama, We will
have to test certain boys and girls for
the parts. We have three candidates
for each part. The audience wilt be
the judges, and the parts will be given
to the candidates who get the most

applause. We will first test for the
villain.  First candidate is Kenneth
Johnson.”

I Kenneth, aged fourteen, took up the
script and, twisting his face into a
horrid leer (without being in the least
self-conscious), snarled into the micro-
phone :

“Aha, my proud beauty . .. ha, ha,
ha! At last 1 have found you, and
you will be mine forever . . . do you
hear me? Forever and forever.”

It was a very fine effort
indeed and Kenneth eatned
the part. The second can-
didate, a little fellow of
about 12, piped the same
words in 2 thin treble, but
his voice was against him.

The tests for the other
parts raised a good laugh.
The candidates for the part
of the heto were lads of
about 15 and found that
breaking voices can be
pretty troublesome when
confronting a mike,

Musical effects did much to make
“Belinda and the Wicked Rudolph™”
sound most realistic when the youngsters
finally enacted the thrilling melodrama,
and for untehearsed effort, the children
were really outstanding. It made me
think that if some film company de-
cided to make films of South African
youngsters, then they would not have
far to look for actors.

*

THE quiz competition continued, and
a round of spelling proved disas-
trous for some of the youngsters, while
others found absolutely no difficulty,
and spelt words like cafastrophe, ex-
cerpt, plemspotentiary with ease. The
girls soundly licked the boys at the
spelling.
The boys, however, made up quite a
few points with a memory test. It

Jim

gl BROW

.

started with 2 sentence: “An old lady
went to market and bought z basket, a
tray, an apple, 2 bag of onions, a . . .
Each youngster had to add a different
item to the lady's purchases, and then
recite the whole lot over again.

A musical quiz followed, and Henry
Howell asked the youngsters what dance
they would do if they heard a certain
tune being played in 2 dance-hall.

A pianist played a waltz, fox-trot,
quick-step and tango. The children
were not to be caught napping, and,
if anything, these Jo'burg kids certanly
know their dance tunes, and there
seems to be no danger of any of them
trying to fox-trot to a waltz when they
Brow up.

On the stroke of six Henry Howell
made his final announcement, and with
the Young Ideas’ signature tune being
played in the background the pro.
gramme ended. The youngsters cheered
and whistled for some time afterwards,
and trooped outside excitedly talking
about how the boys just managed to
pull up and beat the gitls by one point,
to win the prizes,

Outside 1 listened to 2 conversation
between two twelve-year-olds. The
little girl screwed up her nose dis-
dainfully at her male counterpart :

“It's because Henry Howell felt
sorry for you that you won . . . next
week the girls will consert their supre-
macy :n: show you that girls is
cleverer than boys .. . you'll sec.” 88

The Quis Kids, ready for Henry Howell's question. 4¢ this sevion Peter Louis, wha “setved” last April, nade a come-back in

place of Marius Schoon who swas axay on holiday,

Johi Harris was ultimately hanged for treason.
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' ERIC ROSENTHAL, one of the S.A.B.C.’s quizlings tells about

l the under-cover work behind

T was Sunday evening on the Royal

Train. The King and the Queen,
with the two Princesses, were taking
their ease in the privacy of their
travelling  drawing.-room, when 2
familiar voice came through to some
members of the entourage, "We now
come to Cross-Country Quiz."

Like hundreds of thousands of South
Africans in eyery province Their Majes.
ties and their daughters found relaxa-
tinn and amusement in the idle hour
before supper-time io the most popular
programme ever iotroduced into the
Union. We know that they enjoyed it
$0 much that they lLstened-io several
times when the programme of their
tour allowed it

Cross-Country Quiz started early this

ear between }oh:nneshurg and Cape

own and, during recent weeks, the
national coverage has been widened by
the introduction of Dutban as well. It
would be hard to give an exact figure
of the number of listeners, but a modest
estimate is that of the 400,000 licence-
bolders in the four provinces fully half
have the programme turned on at 6.10
every Sunday night. At five listeners
each, it means 1,000,000 people.

AS a member of the Cape Town
team almost from the outset |
am constantly being asked to clarify the
mysteries which go with the Jistening so,
with the blessing of the S.A.B.C., which
has kindly allowed the first photo-
graphs of teams in action to be taken,
I shall try to answer some of the
queries.

South Africa has been extraordinarily
lucky in its Quiz-Masters, without
whose personality and technical skill
the whole thing could never have been
worked. I speak of John Fleming. of
Cape Town (who is a schoolmaster in
private life), Henry Howell, of Johan.
nesburg (who is on the S.A.B.C. staff)
and Maurice Gill, of Durban. t js
their peculiar genius to make us all
feel matey.like and at home. So com-
plete has been their success that the
free-and-easy atmosphete is not put on
at all, We really are friends and
members of the team call each other
by their first names even outside the
studio.

It all begins more than two hours and
a half before the programme goes on
the air (or even carlier if we include
the mysterious goings-on in the control
room of the engineers, where the link-
up is arranged between the three cities.
Communication is arranged by means of
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“land-lines™ over the telephone wires,
which are hired for the occasion every
week by the S.A.B.C. from the G.P.O.
Incidentally, the : ) I

are all as keen as mustard and
listen-in to the state of the game while
on duty. In fact, even the commis-
sionaires at the front door of Broad-
cast House, where we have to sign a
book, ate almost as anxious about the
tournament as they are about the fall
of wickets with the Springboks overseas.

*

WE come upstairs from our distant
homes in the suburbs before tea-
time on Sunday afternoon, and get
going about quarter to four. First of
alt there is all the chit-chat about last
week’s score and possible improvements
in technique are discussed. Then we
Quizlings (as we are more and more
being called) take our seats round a
table with "a microphone suspended
over its centre, and each of us puts on
a pait of earphones. Meanwhile the
engineers dash in from their room next
door to see that everything is O.K., and
the turning on of a red light tells us
that our opponents are coming through.

“Hullo, Durban,” says somebody.
“Can you hear us?”

Not yet—the line is not ready. So
they try again until Cape Town can
heat Durban and Johannesburg and
vice versa. This vice versa business
does not follow automatically. Once
we had to postpooe the starting of a

tournament  because, while we could
hear Durban and Johannesburg per-
fectly well, Durban could not hear us.

Then begins an exchange of remarks
hetween engineers in the different cities
in a mysterious jargon of theit own.
Cape Town is too low. They want
another seven D.B.s (whatever they
are). Johannesburg has 11 D.Bs too
many, and so on. This forms part of
a process known as taking a level,
Everybody gives a sample of his voice
{which, not being btoadcast, atlows
for the recitation of Bab-Bab Black
Sheep or One Potato—Tuo Potato or
anything else that comes into your head.

Soon after four o'clock everything
seems more nr less okay and the last
few minutes are used by the vartious
teams for the exchanec of remarks
about the state of the weather in the
different parts of the Union where
they are located or of lighter badinage.

The _announcet (Bill Pritchard, in
Cape Town) shows up and gives the
word: “Prepare to cut.” This means
that somewhere in the realms inhabited
by engineers the recording is about to
start, for the whole programme has to
be taken down on records before it.can
be put on the air. Meanwhile, we
Quizlings sit ready with bits of paper
and pencils in our hands, ready to
write down anything that may be spelt
out to us, while John Fleming (or
Henty Howell or Maurice Gill) stands
by with his neatly-typed sheet of ques-
tions, with the answers in red below
cach.

—
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NO Quiz-Master is obliged to put
the question in any particular
sequence, but he can use his own dis-
cretion, and he usually has a con-
siderable stock in reserve which he can
carry forward to some future occasion.
Only one thing ‘is definite — WE
NEVER HAVE THE SLIGHTEST
KNOWLEDGE OF WHAT THE
OTHER STATIONS ARE GOING
TO ASK US. Anybody who wishes to
send in questions is welcome to du so,
and if they are good enough they are
likely to be used. In making up the set
the Quiz-Master must take care that
there is a judicious mixture — Geo-
graphy, the Bible, Literature, Natural
History, Engineering, Classics and so
on.

The quiz has begun. A voice comes
from another city. “This one is for
Johannesburg: 1f you were . . . and
so on. You sit listening, thanking your
stars if the answer is unfamiliar and
praying it will come your way if you
know it. We have developed a system

of signals which is similar to that
used in the schoolroom. 1f you are
dead sure you hold up both hands. 1f
you think you know, one hand suffices,
and if you are going to take a chance
a modest finger will suffice. In each
case the Quiz-Master has to decide who
will reply. (It often happens that
mote than one member of the team
can offer an answer.)

In the matter of guessing it is sur-
prising how often one strikes a bull’s-
eye. Once 1 was asked: “Who was
Lord Somebody or other?” 1 took a
deep breath and said: “A lawyer.” It
was correct. On the other hand, 1 was
asked: “"How many symphonies did
Cesar Frank write?” and not being ac-
quainted with the career of that dis-
tinguished  musician, 1 ventured:
“Twelve.” 1 am still being ragged by
my highbrow friends who cannot
understand how anyone cannot be
aware that the illustrious Cesar pro-
duced only a single one.

THE ENGLISH PROGRAMME — for the best in broodcasting

Well-k
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[ FIGHT COMMENTARY IN HIGH C |

AN BALFOUR {wearing glasses} became so excited during the dramatic com-
mentary on the world championship fight between Vic Toweel ond Jimmy
Carruthers that his voice rose several pitches higher than normal.

Yol, 1.

No. 19,

29 November, 1952

Because of his excitement, lon gave one of
the most dramatic commentaries af his entire
careet. The very tone of his voice brought
many psople who do not usually listen to bexing
commentories fushing to radio sets to listen. It
wos left to Henry Howell, seen in the picture
with him, ta give a more colm and collected
summary of what had happened, but we suspect
that Henry Howell had had time to recover fram
his omoazement before the microphone was

handed over to him,
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Henry Howeli as Commander

"l"HE true Henry Howell lies beneath
» shyness and reserve that, at first,
is not easy to penetrate. But get him
talking about hia travels, his fishing, his
garden, or his love of acung, and the
shyness drops. Henry Howell leans
across, stabs an excited finger, fumbles
for another cigarette, gesticulates, and
talks rapidly and hitingly as only the
Celtg can do. A puckish, animated man
whose pale blue eyes brim with mirth;
whose gaiety 1s infectious, Henry
Howell at such times 18 a tonic.

Listeners catch much of this tonic
personality over the air durnng his
boxing arnes and 11-4
quiz programmes- Cross-Country Quiz
and International Quiz on the English
programme, and, latterly the Friday
“Quiz Kids" programme for Phillips on
Springbok Radio. He is also the cheerful
if sometimes faltering pupil in the new
“Teach Yourself Afrikaans” series. He
snjoys it; but wryly sdmits that it is

Ericson in the radio version of “The Cruel Sea.”

nard going back to schoo) at the age
of 36. “It's the homework that gets me,”
he groans. And when he sits down with
his bundie of Afrikaans text books at
his home in Bryanston it takes great
willpower to forget the pottering that
has to be done in the garden.

When Henry is not pottering, study-
icasting, he i

BEHIND

his war years in close collaboration with
the Hoyal Navy on high-frequency
direction-finding for U-boat detection.

He 1nherited his love for the sea from
his tather, a Royal Naval Dockyard
official, and spent & childhood sur-
rounded by naval activity. As a small
boy he left his birthplace at Pembroke,
Wales, and went to Malta with his
family for seven years. Later, when his
farmly returned to Southsea, Henry de-
cided to take up radio engineering as &
career. He gained a B.Sc,, but during
his student days developed a passion for
acting. He used to augment his pocket
money by taking part-time jobs as a
film extra he Denham, Twickenham
dnd Sheph s Bush film studios. He
was foriunate enough to appear many
times at London’s weil-known Embassy
‘Theatre at Swiss Cottage. It was here
that young HenryyHoweil had his first
big theatrical experience as Danny in
Emelyn Williams' " Night Must Fall.”
This was the actor-playwright’s own
part in the play and he happened to be
present that mght in the audience.
Henry told me: 1 managed to get aw
with it because I'm Welah myself—at
least he was very kind to me when I
met him afterwards.”

Undergraduate Howell played in other
plays at the Embassy, including * No
Exit,” and became 30 immersed in act-
ing that he soon had to choose between
the theatre and engineering a3 a future
career. The struggle for a decision was
difficult, but at length parental prea-
sure was brought to bear and Henry
was persuaded that a “steady job” as an
engineer was preferable. Henry atill
doubts the wisdom of hia parents’
choice but, &8s it transpired, radio en-
geering did not prove to be guite the
“steady job"” that they may have
imagined. Afterwards joining the over-
seas staff of the Cable and Wireless
Company, he was one of the few stu-
dents of his course to be selected for &
post-graduate course in radio and cable
engineering at the Marconi College at
Chelmsford. In 1938 he was sent out to
A

g A or e is
the extremely efficient Organiser of the
SABC's English Programmes. He sits
in a largish office in Broadcast House
surrounded by charts and timetables
and plans programmes to the last detail.
He is responsible for maintaining the
high qualty of Enghsh broadcasts, pass-
ing ecripts, and co-ordinating with the
other two main studios in the national
network—Durban and Cape Town. Ir
this work his great knowledge of the
technicai side of radio proves invaluable.
Although many of his listeners might
not suspect it, Henry Howell 13 a
highly skilled radio engineer who spent
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in the South Atlantic, 2,000
miles west of Angola, and spent three
isolated years among migrating sea-
birds and the great shoals of fish which
sported round the island shores. Henry
counts those years as among hiz hap-
piest. The 14 men and 12 women ashore
made a happy family. Living was
cheap and money lost its importance to
a chit system. Each member of the
small island community had a civic duty
to perform in addition to his official
job. One ran the canteen, another the
post office, a third the atores, and it is
not surpnising that Henry Howell ran
the cinema., "It was a perfect Gilbert
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In 1943 his tour of duty expired and he was transferred
to Karachi, Indis, under Souln-East Asis Command. and
was later sent to eslablish a beam-relaying system at
Muscat, on the Gulf of Omian. This Arabian capital was one
of the last untouched corners of pure lslam, and was ruled
by s despotic Sultan. It nhad not then felt the impact of
Western civilisation and there were only five Europesns
stationed in thig incredibly hot and lonely part of the world

Life was occasionally brightened by the visits of British
ts b of

agen!

Sepoys. Henry Howell had unbounded admiration for the
and of these men who spoke

Arabic dialects fluently and had intimate knowledge of the

Arabic mind. Their prestig with the

Sultan was widely felt throughout the Far East. “These

men represented British diplomacy at its best,” he told me.

But the visits of these mysterious officials Were few and
tar between, and Henry's life was otherwise brightened by
bridge and investigation into the viclent and romantic pam
of the Oman. One of his proudest discoveries was a for-
gotten Latin inscription of & “Hafl Mary” in one of the
dungeons of the ancient harbour forts. He believes it must
have been inscribed by one of the early Portuguese explorers
who accompanied Vasco da Gama's four 125-ton vessels in
1497 to open up the sea route to India, if not by Vasco him-
self. Henry photographed the inscription and sent them
back to d

and Sullivan atmosphere,” Henry recalls, During his off
hours Henry would take a boat offshore and chase the
shoals of tunny attracted there by the warm waters.

There was daily radio contact with the outside world,
and many friends were made in stations throughout the
world, But the peace did not last. Political news trom
Europe became blacker by the day, and one night the island
community were stunned into the reslisation that Britain
and Germany were again at war. The knowledge of the
awful vulnerability of this lonely South Atlantic island jolted
the islanders into action. Henry, with several others, founded
the Ascension Island Defence Force. World War I rifles and
an ancient Lewis gun were {ssued, and a sharp look-out waa
kept for marsuding U-boats. The idem of the "Suicide
8quad,” as it was called, was to hold off any enemy landing
parties long enough to get signals through to the outside
world. The feeling of insecurity was heightened by the news
4hat the Graf Spee was crusing around the South Atlantic
looking for trouble. Nothing happened, however.

In 194), it was Islangd Defence Force Sergesnt Henry
Howell's turn to go on leave. He went to Cape Town to
make personal acqualntance with the many people he had
come te know by radio. The SABC welcomed him, and
Henry spent much of his leave broadcasting and taking part
in radio plays. He was then transferred to Si. Helena and
made his hesdquariers al one of the historic houses on Lhe
island which had been occupled variously by both Wellington
and Napoleon. Henry feil in love with this green, msty
island and its roistering, buccaneering past. He also became
deeply concerned at tne phght of the St. Helenians, who
over-populated the istand and impoverished themselves
further by short-sighted agricultural and feeding practices
He spent nearly two years there interesting hiniself n all
that concerned the islanu ard maintaining the vital rado
lIink with the outside world. “One day I want to write & book
about St. Helena,” he told me.

Relations with the Sultan were cordial and the engineers
endeared themselves to him by keeping his dozen radioc sets
(n repair—only one of which had worked pefore their arnval.
This, allied with consideration of the Sujtan's distaste for
tobacco and slcohol and a (actful ear to occasional um-
pleasant sounds from the local jail cemented s firm and
cordial friendsh the Arab ruler and the
resident Europeans.

In 1946 Henry Howell remgned from the Cable and Wire-
less Company and joined the Johannesburg studios of the
SABC a2 an announcer-producer. He organised the youth
programmes and, when Cameron McClure took command
of Springbok Radio, he took over the post of English Pro-
gramme Organiser.

Henry Howell and Kathieen Davydd, his wife, both widely
travelled people, have now made their home in the Union,
and they are immensely proud of their South African citi-
zenship. “No country to beat 1t,” is their comment.

Henry's first love in radig 18 drama. ~Stage drama i3
limited to the acting abilities of the people taking part in
the play,” he explained. “But the only limitation in radio
drama is the limit of the listener's :magination—and there
1s often no limit to that.”

Since joining the SABC Henry Howell has become a nigh-
ranking radio actor in South Africa. He has acted and
produced many plays, inciuding those he took part in «s &
student, and liately took the part of Ericson in the radic
version of “The Cruel Ses.” This South African production
has now been taken over by 52 radio stations in Australia
and other parts of the Commonwealth. Nevertheless, he has
not completely loat his ajlegiunce to other acting media, and
was extremnely disapponted a few years ago wWhen pressure
of work made it impossible tor hfin to accept an offer by
Sir Alexander #Korda to take the part of Father Vincent in
the film production ot “Cry. the Beloved Country.”

In recent years he has welcomed Lhe SABC's national
network. “1 think this has been an absolute boon 1o Bouth
African radio. The best productions of each station are
shared snd and today pi s at each ot the
regional stations can concentrate on quality inatead of
quantity,” he says.

Every four months Henry Howell meeta colleagues trom
the regional studjos At 1 pi at
head office. "My job is to iranslate the conference decigions
into terms of practical planning on paper,” he told me.

That this is well done i1s evident from the tact that the
SABC's English programmes during the last three years
have improved enormously and can compare with similar
BBC productions.

Not s littie of the credit for this must go to the quist
efficiency and great experience of Henry Howell—one of the
SABC's backroom boys.
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Tuly 13. 1258, SABC Radie Bulletin

Meet TheNew Head Of English Service

N duly 4 Mr. Henry Howell, one of the
appointment as Head of the English Service,
becoming a broadcaster in South Africa Mr. Howe!
jvely in the Middle East, India and South

pacity travelled ex
Appointments

He joined the SABC in
Johannesburg as an announ-
cer/producer in 1946, and the
following year became Juve-
nile Programme Organiser.
His Infectious enthusiasm.
versatility and instinctive
sympathy with youth at-

tracted a wide following
among young listeners. Two
years later the position of
English Programme Organi-

best known radio personalit
on the retirement of

A Broadcasting Personality

Arneries.
Aila~dic

fell
vacant and Mr. Howell was

ser in Johannesburg
appointed, Notwithstanding
his administrative duties he
continued to take an active
part in programmes, parti-
cularly in dramatic produc-
tions where his i

es in South Africa, took up his
Mise Gladys Dickson. Prior to
Il was an electrical engineer and in his professional

Quiz" programmes Wwhich
finally led to the inter-
national contest in which the
South African team defeated
all opponents.

In 1958 Mr. Howell was
chosen to sssume the newly
created position of English
Programme Manager snd
the duties of his new office
became nation wide with the
introduction of

talents were much in de-

mand

A pgifted reader of both
poetry and prose his voice
soon became one of the best
known in the country. As
Quiz Master he enjoyed a
Ioni and popular association

“Cross Country

with  the

grated p 0

Six full years in consolidat-
ing and developing the natio-
nal English Service gave
him much experience in the
responsibilities of the high
office to which as Head of
the English Service of the
SABC he Is now called. He
carries with him the good
wisnhes of listeners, friends
and colleagues all over the
country.
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Chapter 2

A Matter of Principle

Henry Howell was highly principled, his standards of excellence
and honesty surpassing all others, and he was following Lord Reith’s
Charter of “public service broadcasting’ without influence by Govern-
ment or any other.

What follows is Henry’s article entitled: “Matters of Principle”. He
was particularly concerned that scripts emanating from Government
called “The South African Scene” were being read by SABC presenters
and therefore gave the listener the idea or impression that the material
contained in them was SABC policy.

“I want to say first of all that I think I speak for all the senior mem-
bers of the English Service of the SABC who expressed the utmost
concern spontaneously to me....

“I also want to stress that it is not least of all my own concern. As |
understand it, the SABC was created to be an impartial body and on
all matters of a controversial nature, especially in political matters, it
has always in the past been most careful to present both sides of any
case. This, as far as I am able to judge the matter, has not happened
with some of the ‘South African Scene’ scripts. They have clearly put
forward and in fact strongly advocated the policies of the Govern-
ment. They have at the same time either condemned outright, or by
implication, policies advocated by other responsible bodies and
organisations, including that of the official Opposition. Often they
have seemed to me to express as statements of uncontrovertible fact,
things that many members of the public would not be able to accept
as such.

“Unless I am gravely mistaken, our function is to present all ra-
tional viewpoints in matters of controversy and not ally ourselves
with only one. On the last day of a recent Conference, senior members
of the English Programme Service considered this matter in the
utmost seriousness and with a sense of responsibility to both the
SABC and the country as a whole, and examined themselves to see
whether their judgement was not warped by their own political out-
look. Within the limits of human error we believe we are motivated
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not by prejudice but by the strongest sense of duty, and by loyalty to a
principle upon which we have always believed the SABC to have been
built.

“We are not unaware of the dangers inherent in our present politi-
cal situation and the duties of the SABC under a declared state of
emergency. We are aware that at these times certain principles may
transcend those of the Charter, but we are unwavering in our belief
that if at such a time as this it becomes necessary for us to lend our
facilities to the Government to state its views, the material broadcast
should be written and presented on the air by a spokesman of the
Government and not by an employee of the SABC. We should then be
carrying out our high duty without, at any time, endangering the
basic responsibility we have to the community as a whole.

“The fact that these scripts are written and read anonymously is
giving the impression that what is
broadcast is the official standpoint
of the Corporation. I do want to
stress the fact that if we lose the
confidence of the South African
community in our high principles
we might just as well close down.
One further aspect of this problem
which exercises our minds con-
siderably is that in addition to
thinking that the ‘South African
Scene’ has no place under a state of
emergency, we fear the future if
this policy is to be continued past
the end of that emergency”.

Strong words indeed, and Henry Howell had good cause to be
worried. Dr. Verwoerd was vehemently against the English language,
and was determined that his language alone would be the official one
in the country. And the use of the national broadcasting network was
the only vehicle he could use to insidiously push the principles of
apartheid. Henry Howell was having none of it; he had followed the
principles of the Charter.

Henry Howell had to go.

In 1964 he was given a choice: be transferred to Durban to run that
regional service, or move over to Springbok. Word spread fast, and
no-one believed he would accept either proposition.

He felt utterly beaten and with heavy heart walked along Commis-
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sioner Street trying to make his decision: Should he resign? Should he
accept the ignominy of losing his beloved English service? Fate
decreed that he bump into A.N. Wilson — one of Mr. Harry Oppen-
heimer’s closest aides. Arthur Wilson, an aide de camp to General Smuts
during the war, looked askance at Henry, ‘Whatever is the matter old
boy?" Henry looked up and said, ‘Arthur, I've had it; I can’t go on’. He
was pale and shaking. Wilson persuaded him to go back to his office at
Broadcast House and wait for his telephone call. Within the hour he
telephoned ‘Come - Mr. O. wants to talk to you.’

Henry duly went and was shown into Mr. Oppenheimer’s office.
‘Now Henry’, he said very kindly, ‘tell me all about it’. And Henry
poured it out, ending his tale of woe with words of total despair.
There was a silence, then Mr. O. looked at Henry and sternly said,
Stick it; you’ve got to stick it. Of course you must stick it’, and other
words of encouragement in similar vein.

So Henry “stuck it’; he accepted the move to Springbok Radio, and
later said: “It was the best advice I've ever had, and my move to
Springbok and the Commercial Services was the best thing that could
have happened to me.”
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Any room for an
English-speaker?

Rand Daily Mail

ombudsman
JAMES
McCLURG

takes a critical

look at the media

If you hm any comnlamu against the Rand Daily Mail. or
for the O

Editor, PO Box 1138. Johannesburg.

to take up. wnie to the

IN THE SABC'S 44 years of
existence, only one English-
speaking person has held the
office of Director-General. He
was Major Rene Caprara, who
was appointed when the corpo-
ration was established in 1936,
having previousty managed the
old African Broadcasting Com-
pany. He retired 12 years later.

It is true that the able and
popular Mr Norman Filmer
headed the SABC's executive
staff for four years from 1961.
But he was carefully styled
"Senior Director”, not Direc-
tor-General, giving the impres-
sion that the old, high-sounding
title had been abolished. The
change was partly designed to
show that, following the depar-
ture of Mr Gideon Roos, power
had shifted from the profes-
sional staff to the chairman’s
offiee, occupied full-time by Dr
Piet Meyer.

Nevertheless, to the surprise
of few, as soon as Mr Filmer
departed the title blossomed
anew. This time it was bes-
towed on Mr Douglas Fuchs.
Mr Jan Swanepoel was later
appointed a Director-General in
parallel with Mr Fuchs and
now holds his post in parallel
with Dr Jan Schutte

Changes in the top echelon
cannot be far off. Dr Schutte,
whose sphere is programmes,
is over retiring age and has had
hl! term of office extended. Mr

the istrative
and financial man, will reach

retiring age in two years’ time

Who will succeed them and,
in particular, what chance is
there that an English-speaking
person might be given one of
the posts?

This question is not racially
motivated. It would be equally
valid, in reverse, if the balance
over the years had been loaded
against Afrikaans-speaking
staff members. In any case, no
one shouid let a possible charge

of racialism deter him from
asking questions that clearly
should be asked in the interests
of the public — and in the
SABC's own long-term
interests.

It should not need stating
that the SABC is there to serve
ali sections of the community,
(Indeed it is shameful that I
should be posing this question
solely in terms of the country's
wwo white groups, but there is
such a thing as keeping your
feet on the ground.)

If the top executive level of
the SABC is seen as an Afri-
kaner preserve, how can the
corporation expect to enjoy the
confidence of other sections?
How can it appear otherwise,
in fact, than as a branch of the
Government machine and the
Afrikaner Nationalist
establishment?

It is hard to believe that the
newly-renovated board, with
the verligte Professor Mouton
at its head, can be indifferent
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to such a challenge to its
integrity.

Whether the right man is to
be found within the SABC is
another matter. At the moment
the only English-speaking per-
son in the upper ranks is the
Director of Technical Services,
Mr Douglas Mills. He is a Ingh-
ly qualified specialist.

Will the lame answer be that
there is no English-speaking
person in the SABC's pro-

or administrative staff
and

pointment? If so, it would be
hard to imagine a more appall-
ing indictment of the corpora-
tion’s staff development policy.
There is already a feeling
abroad that people with initia-
tive and spirit — Pat Rogers
and Donna Wurzel are two ob-
vious examples — find it hard
to fulfil their own standards
within the rigidities of SABC
programme policy. Does the
same apply on the executive
side? In advancing English-
speaking people to executive
rank, has the SABC — with few
exceptions — preferred pliant
meliocrities to achievers?

If a bad situation 15 not to
become worse, with disastrous
consequences for the SABC, a
sharp look must surely be tak-
en at staff policies as l"ecuna
both language groups.
time for such a look is now
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SOUTH AFRICAN BROADCASTING CORPORATION

| ESTABLISHED UNCER ACT 12 DF 193¢ ;

BROADCAST  HOUSE

HEAD OFFICE COMMISSIONER ST
JOHANNESBURG
YOUR REF PO BOX 8606
OUR REF TELEGRAMS & CABLES.
" BROAODCAST .
27th January, 196l. PRHTG,
TELEPHONES

231151

Mr., H.J. Howell,
S.A.B.C.,
JOHANNESBURG.

Dear Mr. Howell,

I have pleasure in advising that as from 1lst
February, 196k, you will be transferred to the
position of Head: Springbok Radio. Your salary
and salary scale will not be affected by this
appointment.,

The confirmation of your appointment in this post
is subjrct to the satisfactory completion of the
customary probationary period of six months,
calculated from 1st February, 196,

Yours sincerely,

J '

J.N. Swanepoel,
DIRECTCR OF FINANCE.
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Chapter 3

The Commercial
Services

1964 ... transferred to Head of Springbok Radio

1965 ... promoted : Assistant Director Springbok Radio

1968 ... promoted : Assistant Director Springbok & Special FM
Services

1970 ... promoted : Deputy Director Springbok & Regional Services

1971 ... promoted : Director all Commercial Services

1979 ... retired : succeeded by his deputy Jack Siebert

When one remembers the Commercial Services, one’s first
thoughts flash back to the exciting, vibrant, golden years of Springbok
Radio. It’s programmes, writers, and voices are legendary. Even today
two generations still talk about it. Who can forget Dewar McCormack
in “No place to hide”; Paddy O’Byrne as Mark Saxon; The Quiz Kids
with Chairman Henry Howell; Squaddies, Taxi, and the many, many
programmes and ideas that literally poured from the pens of, for
example, Michael Silver and Michael McCabe? Another book would
be required to write a ‘biography’ of this highly popular and efferves-
cent station. To name only a few here is really inappropriate and a dis-
service to all the contributors. However, some familiar names and
faces will be found among these pages.

The initiator of commercial radio was (Mac) Cameron McClure and
in July 1949 he became the very dynamic head of this newly estab-
lished service. After an extensive international search for programme
and technique ideas, he launched Springbok Radio in May 1950.

It had been running successfully for 13 years under the very cap-
able guidance of chief Cameron McClure before Henry came along,
after five years as Head of the English Service. Henry was a purist, his
language English, his pride its spoken word, and his standards the
level of excellence. Springbok Radio was the ‘yellow pages’ of broad-
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casting, albeit a successful one. But Henry had not been experienced
in, or exposed to, any marketing media — he was a creative man - and
this sideways move not only depressed him, but concerned him that
he should be good at it. He was fortunate, he says, that he had many
well-established colleagues, such as Cameron McClure, Steve de
Villiers, and Jack Siebert (his deputy), to help him in his transition.

And nobody was more surprised than Henry himself that he did
make such a success of it.

So Springbok gained a valuable and valued treasure: a man with
innovative ideas who was never afraid to try something new. Many of
the programmes were imported, and Henry set about injecting new
life into them.

One successful new programme he introduced was “Deadline
Thursday Night” — a sprightly new look at the News accompanied by
Calypso rhythms with couplets by Nick Taylor. It was to become the
rage of the Nation.

Another was “The Broken Link” put together by psychologist Brian
Rose and journalist Bryan Chilvers. The background to this pro-
gramme is interesting in that it almost turned the SABC upside down!

In July 1968, the first chapter of a sociological report was broadcast
by Springbok Radio. It was entitled “The Broken Link” and it pro-
vided evidence of the fact that South Africa had not escaped the
worldwide youth revolt against the Establishment. It dealt with the
widening of the gap between youngsters and their parents, and
sought to unblinker the adult generation, introducing them to the
facts. Severe critics of the report denounced it with the reply that the
problem of drugs was an exaggeration. But by the end of the report
some of the dogmatists had changed their tune.

To quote from the preface to the book:

“Dr. Brian Rose is a great believer in the use of small groups getting
together under a trainer to improve interpersonal communication.
One of his groups was composed of young adults ranging in age from
18 — 22. In a relaxed atmosphere in his Johannesburg study, this group
ranged over innumerable problems. And it was in this snug haunt
that ‘Broken Link’ had its beginnings. These young people began dis-
cussing their attitude towards sex, drugging, their parents, and the
older generation in general.

“Dr. Rose was not surprised ... but he was startled by the stories he
heard of drug abuse....

“It happened that in another part of the city, a newsman, Bryan
Chilvers, had heard whispers of the same sort of thing — the deliberate
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hooking of youths by drug merchants, of strange goings-on in the rash
of Hillbrow clubs.

“The academic and the newsman, who had worked together in
close harmony producing other radio programmes, swopped notes,
linked forces, and decided to dig a little deeper.”

They joined forces with David Barritt, a young reporter who knew
his way around Hillbrow and who would be accepted by the youth
whose stories they wanted to tape, and Jock Webster, a senior crime
reporter who could liaise with the police. (Jock Webster was later to
join the South African Tourism Board as media relations executive.)
And so it was that this quartet so different in background, age and
experience, began their investigations.

Rose and Chilvers took their thesis in the form of an ‘overview’ to
the Head of Springbok Radio, Mr. Henry Howell. Dr. Rose tells of that
meeting:

“Those of us who know Henry Howell as a person realise his sensi-
tivity, courage and compassion. It was he who took over the diplo-
matic front (as uncomfortable a front-line position as anyone can
imagine). He piloted us through our many stormy passages, and
cleared the way for us to tell on the air, the full truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth. And so we set about our task.

”At all times we set out to avoid hurting the private individual but
we refused to give way before vested interests. We tested and retested
our evidence. We called special witnesses, we travelled South Africa.
We tried to avoid blame or censure. To you, the listener, we said ...
‘this is what we found. These, as far as we can understand them, are
the facts. You be the judge. Is this your son, your daughter, your
mother, your father?’

"We set out to promote discussion in the home, for such discussion
is the cement which bonds families together, and prevents the snap-
ping of links.”

A wonderful tale indeed - of heroism, bravery, courage, deter-
mination.

Sunday evenings were free of advertising, and Henry seized upon
the fact that these were not sponsored. He turned Sunday evenings
into a showcase for every programme available for sponsorship
during the week. This also gave a stimulus to the production side of
the broadcast industry as all production houses were invited to collab-
orate. The result of this innovation showed itself in the listenership
figures: March-April 1964, 7-9.30 p.m: 130,000. July-August 1965:
260,000. For the first time a Sunday evening programme was one of
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the top ten on that station. This reflected the freshness of his
approach.

LM Radio.

LM Radio was in Henry’s portfolio together with Springbok and the
three regional stations, and advertising. At this point, the movement
of executives and the changes in portfolios should be more carefully
explained:

Dr. P.J. Meyer was Chairman of the Board, (and, incidentally,
Chairman of the Broederbond). Two directors-general: Jan Schutte
(Programmes) (then D.]J. Fuchs), and Jan Swanepoel (Administration).
Gert Yssel was a Deputy Director-General and had actually been ap-
pointed over Henry. Henry was instead promoted sideways through
the Commercial Services. Steve de Villiers was Head of Commercial
Operations which included the Regional services at one stage and that
portfolio was moved across to Henry. Steve de Villiers had been
involved in the launching of the three regionals — Highveld, Port
Natal and Good Hope. De Villiers then became head of Radio Suid
Afrika, with the Black portfolio, and was a Director on the Manage-
ment Committee. When Henry was moved sideways to Springbok
Radio, Tony Falkiner was appointed head of Radio South Africa - as
the English Service was then named.

Piet Lotriet, now Head: Commercial Services:

“About LM Radio and its conversion to Radio 5.... Roland Boshoff
was head of LM Radio and Regional Services, under Henry, and
based in Cape Town. I was working for Roland. Jack Siebert headed
Springbok, also under Henry. In June 1972 the SABC took over the
responsibilities of sole concessionaries. Henry convinced Roland to
come to Johannesburg to head LM Radio. It was being run from
Lourenco Marques which was a bit of an anomaly, and Henry knew
that Roland could run it from Johannesburg, because of the sensitivity
of the politics of it all.

“LM Radio was originally run by Davenport & Meyer (see next
chapter) and it was taken over by the SABC. Then Henry became
involved through the SABC and the commercial portfolio. Roland
wrote to me in Australia where I was on holiday and so I came up too.

“I went to LM Radio with Henry twice. He was heavily involved in
negotiations with the Radio Club of Mocambique in those days, and
to a certain extent with the Angolan Government in the transfer of LM
Radio back to South Africa. When Frelimo took over they made it very
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clear that they wanted the airwaves for their own services. LM Radio
had been important to the SA Government because of their desire to be
closely linked to the Angolan Government. Now this was all to change.

“What impressed me during those negotiations was Henry’s ability
to communicate from any level, up or down, which very few people
can do. I remember we were sitting in the Polana Hotel and at that
stage they had already brought in some of the ‘ordinary’ people for
want of a better word - certainly inexperienced people who were now
going to run the Radio Club. Amongst them was a chap who was, as
Mr. Howell put it ‘probably a gardener in his previous occupation’
and who fell asleep in a discussion we had had. And yet he could
handle it, it was a way he had of working with people.

“It was for me a wonderful opportunity to work with him. I still
think he was one of the greatest broadcasters this country has ever
had. And he never forgot he was a broadcaster when chairing
meetings.

“I'shall always remember when Management instituted a system of
automatic broadcasting — which Henry, as a broadcaster, was vehe-
mently against, but which he had to support as it had already been
decided by Management. And the broadcasters, we all resisted it
heavily which gave Management a big problem with us. Henry came
down to sort it out and called us into a meeting. He came in and sat at
Roland’s desk and said, ‘Well chaps, this is it and if you don'’t like it,
there’s the door’ - or words to that effect. He had that kind of way
about him - to defend something he knew as a broadcaster he could
never accept but that was the way he operated, and this for me was
the great thing about him. As a programme man it was his vision and
that holistic way in which he approached everything, he always
looked for the bigger picture ... he was a mystic, a thinker. He was
open, he looked for greater things than just the narrow structures that
we were working within, and it was wonderful. I missed him the day
he left ... it was a terrible loss for the SABC.... I just wish that as a
junior person I could have had the opportunity of working more
closely with him....”

So, on the 13th October, 1975, Radio 5 was born out of LM Radio,
and it was Henry who named it. Some of the same voices and faces
came down with it — such as Gary Edwards (now a strong and stable
force with Radio 702), Gary Saunders, Gerry Wilmot and many, many
more who made the move to Radio 5 and Springbok.

Jack Siebert, Henry’s friend, deputy, and ultimate successor, takes
up the story:
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“Springbok Radio had been built around a man called Douglas
(Duggie) Laws. He was a great ‘guru’ of broadcasting in those days;
the personality of Springbok Radio, and dramatic and unorthodox to
go with it. On one particular occasion he had gone on a binge and was
nowhere to be found. We needed him for a Friday recording and
eventually he called on the Tuesday. "Where the hell have you been?’ I
asked him. ‘Meet me at the Police Station’ replied Laws - coinciden-
tally the very spot where Auckland Park now stands.

“It was like something out of a movie. I drove up and parked there,
then he drove up and parked alongside me, and we spoke through
our car windows. ‘I'm going to be arrested’ he said. This was not
funny, but it was the sequence which followed. Up came the paddy-
wagon and the young policeman, recognising the great Duggie Laws,
said, "Come and sit up the front with me’. And Duggie said, in his
most dramatic voice: "You have arrested me ... I will sit in the back
like a common criminal!’

“Henry, being a creative person himself understood men such as
Duggie Laws, and there are legendary stories abounding broadcast
house. Of how he would learn that an announcer was too under the
weather to go on air, and he would drive into Commissioner Street
armed with black coffee and sandwiches to make sure he could. Or
how some young announcers were so afraid of him that if the red
light flashed on their desks, they did not pick it up and say hello -
they ran down the stairs and halfway up Commissioner Street! He
was kind and understanding, and he was firm.”

Jack Siebert was totally opposite. He says: ‘I did not understand
them, but Henry did, and it was our very opposites in nature that
made us such a good team.” Siebert had worked in every department
in Springbok Radio, from Accounts, Production, Programme Service
Manager, Sales Manager, Manager of Sales & Development, Head of
Advertising, Head of Advertising Services and so on - eventually to
rise to Deputy Director-General of Commercial Services from 1983
until his retirement in 1985. He had known Henry at a distance when
Henry was head of English Service. "He was not a commercial man, he
was very much a cultural man. And I think when Henry joined us it
was a bit of a shock to his system, because the appointment (and we
spoke about it frequently subsequently) came as a total shock, a total
surprise ... a culture shock. Henry was to me the personification of
culture and the very last person I would have thought of as the next
Head of Springbok.

”].P. Meyer was the Chairman of the Board but the Chairman’s role
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was always over-estimated at the SABC - except for the present
incumbent, I think he tries to play a more meaningful role - but really
it’s the Director-General who makes the recommendations about staff
movements. Jan Swanepoel and Douglas Fuchs were the two incum-
bents at that time. Douglas Fuchs was responsible for staff changes
and Jan Swanepoel was the financial wizard.

”So there was this chap Howell, who I had seen at a distance and I
was aware that he was the English Service Head, suddenly appointed
Springbok Head. I went along and spoke to him and said, ‘Look, I've
just heard about it ... I want to say very welcome ... we're glad to
have you’ ... and we were.

"We fought very well on occasion, but we had a marvellous rela-
tionship despite it and we got along very well, I think because we
were so totally dissimilar. Henry was a programme man, an artistic
person; I was always a figures man, an administrative man, and I
learnt a great deal from him. I think we complemented each other
very well, worked well as a team, and the main point: we enjoyed
working as a team.

“He brought a freshness into it which I found very amusing on
occasions because I had been brought up in the commercial world of
commercial thinking, and suddenly we had a man who had not been
brought up in the commercial world, the world of business. We
almost put him up on a pedestal and treated him with great awe.

“I remember sitting in the office one day and we were talking to
someone from one of the advertising companies. Henry sat there lis-
tening, and this chap went on and on about his product and Henry
just couldn’t take it any more and said, "You know, listening to you
one would think you were talking about Holy Water! It's not, you
know - and what’s more it stinks!” That was Henry, with a fresh
approach, but it was particularly in the programme side that he made
his mark. We had many, many popular programmes, but they didn’t
have any great artistic merit; they were popular, people loved them,
the ratings were good, and we were happy with them. But then Henry
brought a fresh dimension, with programmes like 'The Broken Link’ -
the more erudite type of programme. He spent an enormous amount
of time on this one because the content of the programme was threat-
ening the whole existence of the SABC. We were broadcasting things
we have never touched on before.

“But he was heart and soul into the programming side while I got
on with sales. He was setting up new standards and creating a new
concept of Springbok Radio. For instance, he got the idea that as
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Sunday evenings were not sponsored, he would use it as a showcase
for new programmes to sell to sponsors. This led to a completely new
approach from Springbok’s point of view and we were dealing with
programmes that were much, much more interesting with much more
character than we had in the past.

“They were marvellous years, because we had that marvellous
Christmas Fund going. It was Henry’s idea basically, and I fought him
tooth and nail on it because I could see myself spending every
Christmas Day into perpetuity at the SABC! On Christmas Day the
first year we literally ran it from 8.00 a.m to darn near midnight, then
we had flaming rows in January and February about this thing be-
cause he wanted to do it every Christmas Day! I wasn’t wearing it and
my staff weren’t wearing it. They enjoyed it the first time and then
said, ‘But not every Christmas Day’ so we changed it to a Christmas
Appeal.

“But that first one was incredible. It was just the feeling of it. We
had this enormous old studio in Broadcast House, the main audience
auditorium. People were drifting in and out, making challenges, and
we hadn’t got the feel of it either because they were bringing chickens,
Christmas puddings, God knows what, and we had almost as much in
kind as we had in money. Children were bringing in unwanted toys
too.. Then we discovered, to our horror, that most children’s homes
had placed their children out for Christmas. Then we had the greatest
difficulty in tracking down sufficient old age homes who could take
some of this food off our hands. One chap even offered us a farm! If
we could sell it we could keep the proceeds. So after the first year we
said we wanted donations in cash, not in kind.

“One of my funniest memories of that night is Adrian Steed. We
had collected R55,000-00 in cash and there was a kit bag of money
lying on the floor. I said, ‘Look, we’ll have to take that away’. Adrian
said, ‘Okay, I'll take it’, went to pick it up ... and fell flat on his back!
It was so heavy that he couldn’t lift it off the ground!

“It really was impractical, and the consequent Christmas Appeal
brought order into the situation; it enabled them to sort out their poss-
ible recipients better. Then there was ‘Toys for Joy’ which Henry was
very taken with. It was a competition for listeners but they had the
most impressive, most beautiful toys being handed in for this, and
many were handmade.

“Another thing Henry did: he put the ‘Christ’ back into Christmas.
He invited Eileen Lipkin, the artist, to his office, pointed to her paint-
ing of the woman on a donkey going away towards a cloud of dust
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and said, 'l want you to turn my donkey around!” So instead of the
usual star-spangled Christmas cards, Springbok Radio produced this
lovely card of the woman on a donkey facing towards you, and from
that year on artists were commissioned to do the Christmas cards for
Springbok Radio.”

Henry adjudicated the Sari Awards. Originally the South African
Record Industry awards, it was taken over by Springbok Radio when
the record industry wanted to drop it. The 'E’ was added and it be-
came the SARIE until 1985 when Springbok closed down. He also ad-
judicated the Bokmakierie Awards for the Overseas Service of the
SABC who used the Bokmakierie bird song as their callsign.

One could write and write about Springbok Radio - the laughter,
the drama, the personalities it spawned; but with the advent of tele-
vision, the American sitcom, the movies in one’s sitting room, new
fields for sponsors to conquer - the closure was inevitable.

How best to close this chapter but with a transcription of a video
made when the station closed, narrated by Colin Fluxman.

“On Tuesday December 31st 1985, after almost thirty-six years of
broadcasting, Springbok Radio closed down. The station which on
May 1 1950 said ‘Good morning, South Africa, this is Springbok
Radio” now said ‘Good night South Africa, this WAS Springbok
Radio’. It was a time of laughter and tears as the people to whom the
station had been a way of life reminisced about a time past.

Henry Howell: ‘I arrived in Springbok Radio on my first day with a
broken heart. And I was met by a chap I knew well, but not intimate-
ly, called Jack Siebert. As I walked into the office he took me by the
hand and he said: ‘We want you, we are glad to have you, and we
want you to be happy with us.” And I jolly well was!”

Colin Fluxman: “Daily serials were part of the entertainment
offered by the station and possibly one of the most famous was ‘No
Place to Hide'.”

Dewar McCormack, hero of this serial: “I would take my bulldog
for a walk in the evenings before dinner, and I would hear the signa-
ture tune of "No Place to Hide’ coming out of the window of every flat
in Berea! And it was really the start of - dare I say it - my public
involvement because I was invited to open school fetes, bazaars, and
baby shows. I shall never forget the horrified expressions on the faces
of proud mothers when I held their little baby (I had no child of my
own) like a sort of cocktail shaker!”

Springbok Radio spawned many writers and actors. The author of
Jet Jungle was a stalwart of the station, Brian O’Shaugnessy: “Young
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people are going away. They are coming out of University Drama,
joining advertising — marvellous, God bless them! — but what is going
to happen to that nucleus of young and old excited creative people? I
look back on Springbok with affection, and regret, and a bit of sad-
ness. But I AM sorry it’s gone”.

Famous people of another sort were interviewed by Joy Anderson
Taylor:

“Finally the moment came, and I was introduced to her, thanked
her for doing the interview, and she said, ‘Well, as a matter of fact,
I've changed my mind - I'm not going to do it". Of course I was very
hurt, very shocked, very angry, but I kept my anger down for the
moment and I said: "'Well Miss Dietrich, you know this was on YOUR
agreement. We've come out here, brought our equipment, got the
room all ready to do it’ and she said, ‘Well, I'm not going to do it and
that’s that!” So then I was so cross, I raised my voice quite loud, and 1
said: ‘Miss Dietrich ~ I will excuse your behaviour on account of your
age and for no other reason!” She demanded an apology from the
SABC, which they refused to give her. Then, of course, it was in the
newspapers here — and even in the London newspapers — and it was
headed "SQUELCH!" ”

Eric Egan, its first announcer, had opened Springbok Radio that
cold May morning some 36 years earlier with his ”I looove you!”, and
possibly two of the best known troupers, Esme Evrard and Jan Cronje
had been on that station since its inception. “It's what broadcasting is
all about — communication” said Esme. "People talking to people”.

Springbok also gave a lot of laughter and the regions supplied
much of the material. Ken Taylor in Cape Town with the Caltex Show
said: ”At the time you had to get licenses for everything - building,
carting - everything you wanted to do to your house, you had to get a
State license. So, 'Did you got a license?’ caught on!” From Durban
Tom Meehan and his irrepressible crowd of comedians gave us 'The
baby snatchers” among many others.

Percy Sieff: "I am sorry to see the demise of Springbok Radio, but I
don’t think we should mourn over it; I think we should enjoy the
wake and look forward to other things”.

Outside production houses supplied a great deal of the material
offered by the station, such as Henry Dippenthal in Durban with
"High Adventure”. And Michael McCabe and Michael Silver were
prolific producers of plays for Springbok Radio Theatre. And who can
forget Elwen Morris and “The World at 1 p.m.”"?

Perhaps this is the place to close, with: “This is Elwen Morris finally
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signing off ... and may I say thank you to all the people over all the
years”.

The microphones were switched off, the corridors were silent ... it
WAS the end of an era.

But is it? Is there a place for a similar, but more fitting, concept in the
New South Africa? Another young man came to this country in 1946 and
joined broadcasting in Cape Town and Durban for a few months. He
was then invited to join the National Theatre Players — a great compli-
ment. He later returned to broadcasting in Johannesburg becoming a
well loved figure as “Uncle Bob” for the children and leading "Swing-
along” on Sunday evenings for older folk. But he ‘bucked the system’
and was invited to join Michael Silver’s production house where, he
says, he ‘learnt everything it was possible to know about radio’.

His name is Bob Courtney, and he has a vision to revive a brighter
and more appropriate type of station called “Springbok 21”. It would
run for twenty-four hours a day, featuring sponsored programmes in
regional dialects to suit the differing cultures, and would be extremely
cost effective.

Courtney: ‘I have in mind all those people who for some
reason or another, either affliction, or choice, or working hours, want
to bring back ‘the theatre of the mind’. Serials would be repeated dur-
ing the night hours for night workers and insomniacs, and there are
many big companies such as Lever Bros and Plascon who are support-
ing this idea because they were certainly left high and dry when
Springbok closed down’. He is also backed by the Association of
Marketers.

‘Henry and I discussed this quite often in the old days, but no-one
would listen. But the time has certainly come now for us to provide a
fun station that all the different peoples of South Africa can enjoy, in
the language of their choice, twenty-four hours a day, countrywide.
And imagine how the blind and the sleepless would benefit hearing
serials and plays even during the night.’

At the time of going to print Courtney’s plans for a national
Springbok radio station are making progress. Tens of thousands of
letters from listeners confirm their support and a well attended meet-
ing of radio artists wholehearted endorsed the scheme. One well-
known radio actress was heard to say: "Want Springbok Radio back?
Of course not - we enjoy starving to death!’

It will be interesting to see whether the New South Africa’s powers-
that-be - or de-regulation - will pick up the past, adapt it, and bring it
into the present for a bright and ‘golden’ future.
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Page 32 RADIO 28 Aprl. 1950

E. H CAMERON McCLURE, the Head of the Commercial Service.

T 643 on the morning of 18

Aptil. “Vat jou goed en trek,
Ferrena.” echoed thiough the
grey corridors of Broadeast House.
‘The tune which will become known
to you all as the station theme for
Springbok Radio fell discordantly
on the ears of the tired few — the
backroom boys of Springbok Radio
were in the final stages of full
dress rehearsal

Six-forty-five sounded. the red
light glowed and the well-known
voice of Bob Griffiths, now com-
mercial manager of Springbok
Radio, said, "Springbok Radio, the
new commercial service of the
S.ABC. Good-morning, every-
one.” Pierre louw, known as an
announcer throughout the Caje
Province, 1epeated the greeting in
Afrikaans. Eric Egan took over
with a cheery call, "Out of bed,
everyone, and straighten up en
your way to the bathroom. You'ie
marching to the tune ‘Our Dnec-
tor,” Springbok Radio’s  break«
fast session is on the air.”

The weary effects operators
vaised their heads to smile, and
fluff flew as the recording section
went to work. Later that day, the
full staff of Springbok Radio
gathered to hear the recordings
played back. They criticised, com«
pared, condemned and praised ...

Springbok Radio had come a

ng way in a short time. When
it takes the air on 1 May, less than
a vear will have passed since the
fust appointment was made to the
commercial service. It will be Jess
than six months ce the name
~Springbok Radio” was decided,
and most of the staff. whatever
thewr earlier experience n_radio,
will have been attached to Spring-
bok Radio for no more than four
months.

As far back as 1945, the S.A B.C.
realised that the cost of equip-
ment, salaries and expenses genet-
ally would cause expenditure to
overtake revenue. There were two
courses open to raise listeners’
licence fees, or to launeh commer-
cial radio. Major Rene Caprara,
then Director-General, visited
Australia to see commercial broad-
casting 1n operation, and he bought
some programmes for use on the
propased “C" (eommercial) ser-
vice. The S.ABC. advised the
Government of their decision to
start broadeasting cammercially.
The (overnment then appointed a
Commussion of Inquiry to investi-
gate this decision and other as-
pects of broadcasting, and a long
delay occurred while the report of
the Commission was drafted. In

Dolt van Misherk and Alan Mondell wort for the
During duet languoge sessomi on Springbok

be on duty
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1948, however, the Government
formally mstructed the 8.A.BC. to
establish commerciai tadio within
the Union of South Afrida.

At the end of 1948, Gideon Roos,
the new Director-Geneial of the
SARBC. flew ta America to col-
lect information on the practical
running of a commescial radio sta-
tion. He spent four months in
Surope. the United States, Canada
and Mexico, and received advice
and assistance from broadcasting
authorities in all countries.

When Gideon Roos left ior
America, technical planning began
in earnest. The vital problem
was aerial masts, those struetures
of latticed steel which stretch 300
feet into the sky. Steel is very
costly and practically unobtain-
able, and masts take time to design
and construct. S.A.B.(. research
engineers worked out an intricate
technical network to conuect three
transmitters to one acnial mast.
Experiments have been made in
Britain and America with two pro-
grammes on one mast, but the
SABC. is the first broadcasting
body to carry three separate pro-
grammes n this way. The con-
struction and design have now
been completed, and the new
Springbok transmitters have
juined the “A” and "B statons
on the cne mast. The success of
the experiment 1s indicated by the
fact that, though these three
powerful signals sre fluwng to-
gether in the one mast, there 13
no minghng n the hsteners’ set.

Springbok Radio transmitters
were ordered from overseas, but
all programme input equipment
was made 1 the S.ABC. wark-
shops in Johannesburg.

The most difficult problems
were the new amplifiers, control
desks and operating equipment for
the four new continuity swites In
Broadcast House, Each suite con-
tains a technical control room and
a fully equipped studio. Apart
from special turn-tables to carry
all types of records and transerip-
tions, each studio has microphones,
loudspeaker,  headphones  and
signal lights.
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TAKES THE AIR

| e Bornord seons he

+ duniay

E. H. Cameron McClure, well-

known for his producing and an-

| nouncing on the "A™ programme,

was appointed Head of the Com-

mercial Service on 1 July, 1944 He

left on a five weeks Intensive study

tour of America and Canada. and

during his absence Bob Gniffiths

and Pierre Louw werc appointed

Commercial Managers, Con Lamp-

recht, whose compositions and

| arrangements are known through-

«aut the country, was installed as
Supervisor of Light Music.

In October, 1949, Robert Lord
arnved from Austraha, on loan
from Artransa Pty. Limited, the
largest radio production orgamsa-
tion in Australia. An authority
on commercial radio, he was to
ansist and advise the S.A.B.C. in
the launching of Springbok Radio.

101 amimie code. 1eguintions snd
entalogues were diafied, and plogramme
AnGitianing began 10 prospective Auvers
tiwera  Time alacations wete made on
Fetiumy 1, 1950, by which time tafl
had been bt up 1o indlude pioducer s,
presentation  officers  copywiers,
s teduling «Jorks, effects operators and
« nucleus of annoincern

Peak time, from 330 to 10 pm was

| wold out dning Februars and dastime

hookings were very h Prod
o ™ ans” rarten
tanscnplions were checked an
Lawner © progiamnies Weie anl
(11 1he time devoted to Cspat
tisenents.
Springbok Radio (Nutthero Regwon,
with four Liannilieis, will cover the
whote of the Transanl on medium wase
And will penetiate on .n-.u wave into
ding, el ot iex four Viana-
l nntters hate a 17 000

watle Two #1e wit Tated w1 \Wolgedar it,
near Spings  snd the otheis we st
Maranbutg and Pretoni

H

Programme Syt
| Wil broadia

il are w
AUl speed 10 NLantain this percentage,
but South Afria h (went wee
hnaw ledged talent Ly anstasn 16 D
of commettal astng vach
11} was  therefor inevitable
11ansciiption shaw s fions ofher counties
should be uscd  These overseas o

<11 log whie Kose lond
ke il runi of Springbob

Db Komber 1
s antiouily while ko Eilee Gperar
bok » of

- 5 0
tommercial monoger,
entuiion o1ecut
Merme and £
Gottiths,
ouns anrauac
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BY
B. V. MARTIN

3 the best productiona
astialia  among other countrics,
Whete commeicial adio kas n
Lunming for many veain

Commercinl 1adio wil give added
mwmentum 1o the tocal production <f
1m0 PLORIAmINIes. because A aponsGl
will alwaya buv A well-produced Sauth
A whow 1n prefeience 1o an ovei-
neas uogramme, piovided there
glrll dfference in the 10a1
Africa in a temidual markel for over nexs
prodieis who can afford 1o <ell the.r
for much lens than it

to
Alika
tecently sntiodined a segulation to pro-
Lect local proxlucer < and mantan hioad-
casting stundards  To prevent a prue
cathng  wat Which an everseas
prodacer okl obuionsly nndersell
Kouwth African sompany. the SABC
he led that all myerneas productions
for sponsn~hip in S0 Vied must
be roll 1o the § ABC, who will then
et a price for the sponso: whioh 1a not
e fan aemioved fiom the

jocn

campar
price will thus be pawd to the seat
moducer und the saleabibty of local
progiammes will be impioved, 1eaulting
in an wcentive 1o discores mme 1athio
talent wn Sonth Aliea When the 1
of thia 1egulation begin to be felt. South
Afvican piogtammes will piobably oc-
<upy @ higher percentage of ar Lime on
Springbok Radio
The dav opens on Spiingbok Radio
at 843, when Enc l-‘gnn prosents the
Hreanfast e shows, hu-
man_interest muu e pmgummes
for housewines donunate the motming
A afternoon perods duling the week.
Childien's progranimes, mterpeised with
heht muse, occupy untd ux o'clock,
when progiammung bulds up tu ihe
“peak” periods
v owx o'k omwads
vange of hght enteltmnment
ol plave,  comedies, tanely
shows  elaboate muomrals,
Rramnies sty
g cannnentaties,
and request programnies Al aie fea-
Gt ftom Springbok Radio  Dance
M % acheduled for the late evemng
penods and Sprongbok Padio < loses
down on av mghts at eleven
Bedk T Com LAmpre A spestal are
t ot Vat jon goed en o

Ferrera
pringbak Radio has anibitious um.
Tanpor tant among them 1s the enc
ment af local talent lavge -scale prn-l\":-
n, 1a
Lomnal mpiovement  of hion
stamintils in Sowth Aftica  Adverlisers
and ads et liming agent € these wleal
in ihe realisation that thew, fulfiiment
g hstering audiences for
1ammien of aponsois
We think 1on will agiee on May the
Ist MRt & promising stait has bien
maste
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THERF’S SOMETHING
IN THE AIR FOR
SPRINGBOK RADIO

SPRINGB()K RADIO, South Africa’s voice of commercialism, is on the verge of
a large-scale face-lift. Mr. Henry Howell is planning innovations designed to
raise the standard of broadcasting and boost the dwindling listenership.

Mr. Howell would give no de-
tails of his improvement cam-
paign yesterday, but Sunday
Chronicle believes it will be
aimed initially at revitalizing
Springbok newscasts and news
features — in particular, Sun-
days World News and Africa Sur-
vey.

It is understood, too, that Mr.
Howell plans to take over later
a number of weekly “spots’ from
advertisers so that he can in-
ject fresh culture and imagina-
tion into the service's make-up.

Men connected with broad-
casting in Johannesburg say that
some changes were inevitable
after Mr. Howell's appointment as
head of Springbok Radio in
March. He has a reputation as
a showman and a man of ideas.
Many regard him as the top
brain in Radio South Africa.

NEWSCASTS

In his previous post as head of
the English service, Mr. Howell
was responsible for changing the
whole face of South African

broadcasting, converting a group
of separate regional stations
transmitting to limited areas into
an integrated unit serving the
whole country.

Broadcaster Henry Howell:
he plans to give the Spring-
bok service a face-lift.
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Apart from improving trans-
mission, he took on the task of
raising the standard of English
programmes and conducted an
opinion poll among listeners to
find out what they wanted to
hear.

He recently introduced
actuality newscasts in which live
interviews were incorporated in
the regular news bulletins. It is
believed that he intends to de-
velop this system further in
Springbok Radio newscasts.

Mr. Howell's transfer to the
commercial service caused a mild
storm of controversy at Broad-
cast House. His English-speaking
colleagues still claim that it was
a calculated insult, following on
Mr. Howell's refusal to put
politics before cultural entertain-
ment.

They say, however, that Mr.
Howell  himself seems unper-
turbed by it all. They believe
¢the S.AB.C. Board’s action has
‘made him even more determined
to project more culture through
the medium of radio — even if
that medium must be Springbok
Radio.
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Brighter
broadcasting

/\LMOST two years ago Mr. Henry Howeli was
~ " appointed Head of Springbok Radio after five years
as Head of the English Service. The change would have
daunted many; but Mr. Howell responded to it as to
& challenge.

He didn’t seem the obvious choice — his interests
had always been primarily cultural, especially literary,
hut in the event what mattered was the loyalty that he
could command from his staff. All who have had
duahngs with him would agree that he has been entirely
successful in that. His enthusiasm and drive are so
infectious that his staff cannot help responding in the
same way. Nor has he allowed his multifarious adnmuni-
strative duties to cut him off from his former interests;
he still acts and recites poetry; for example, he played
the title role in Becket and is often heard in Calendar,
a programme mainly of poetry and prose readings.

Before joining the SABC Mr. Howell was an electrical
engineer. His first appointment to the Johannesburg
staff of the SABC was as Organizer of Youth Pro.
grammes (English Service) in 1946. Three years later
he became Onganizer of Programmes and in 1954 Pro-
gramnic Manager, His next appointment was as Head of
the Enghsh Service. And after less than two years as
Head of Springbok Radio he was appointed Assistant
Director, Springbok Radio, and is also responsible for
the commercial side of the Special FM Services.

November 29, 1088

MR. HENRY HOWELL

R HOWELL is essentlally a programme man. Con-

sequently he was delighted to find that Springbok
Radw 15 a very efficiently adminislered service. He was
therefore able to devote a great deal of his attention
to injecting new life into its programmes. The succes:
of his freshness of approach is reflected in the upsurge
of programme ratings.

But what did he do” To change a programme pattern
requires funesse from a new Head. He was full of new
ideas; to demonstrate their effectiveness he seized upon
the fact that the Sunday broadcasts are not sponsored.
Sunday evening programmes were to become a Show-
case and every programme would be available for
sponsorship. This gave a stimulus to the production side
of the Commercial Broadcasts industry as all produc-
tion houses were invited to collaborate,

In September last year the ncw pattern of Sunday
evening broadcasts hegan — the result can best be
shown by listenership figures. In March-April 1964
between the peak listening hours of 7-9.30 p.m. the
figure was about 130,000. In July-August 1965 it was
over 260,000 For the first time a Sunday evening pro-
gramme 1s one of the top ten on Springbok Radlo,
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TOP RADIO MAN HAS
“SHOWS ON APPRO.”
SCHEME

By MERVYN ORCHARD

A

"PROGRAMMES on appro.” plan for Spring-
bok Radio — initiated by its head, Henry

Howell — is to be introduced soon for the bene-
fit of sponsors and listeners. Its aim will be to
ensure brighter programmes, which will take the
air permanently only after research has shown

they will prove popular.

Mr. Howell outlined his
scheme recently in a letter to
commercial production housecs,
those firms producing com-
mercial radio programmes.

It provides for ‘‘demonstra-
tion” broadcasting on Sunday
evenings, mainly of drama,
variety and feature programmes.
Commerctal production houses
would submit programmes—and
sponsors would then be able to
decide, by listening personally
and using listener research facili-
ties, whether to buy programmes
in series form.

Mr, John Walker, South Afri-
can radio personality, said he
had received a letter from Mr.
Howell.

“I would say Mr. Howell has
arrived on the scene at precisely
the right moment. Any media
such as Springbok Radio needs a
little refurbishing now and again,
and after 14 highly successful
years in radio in South Africa,
this is precisely what Mr. Howell
is trying to do,” he said.

STATEMENT

Mr. Howell was not available
for interview this week. Mr.
Norman Filmer, executive direc-
tor of the S.A.B.C,, told me: "“We

intend making a full statement
to the Press in due course. 1
cannot say when the scheme will
be introduced.”

According to Mr, Walker, Mr.
Howell indicated that several
channels would be made available
on Springbok Radio’s national net-
work on Sundays, when people
such as himself and Mike Silver
would be able to make up shows
for trial broadcasts, and so demon-
strate them to sponsors and public.

“We were doing this in Sydney
as far back as 1946," said Mr.
Walker, “If a sponsor purchased
the programme, he was required to
help pay the development ex-
penses.

“By this means, a station was
able to put a programme on the
air for a minimum of one month,
which gave a clear indication
whether or not it was going to
be a success.

“It also had the advantage of
offering a possible sponsor a popu-
larity rating based on the month
it had.been on the air. In other
words, the prospective client got a
'going concern programme.’ This,
I understand, is what Mr. Howell
has in mind.”

Mr. Walker also visualised
famous stars visiting South Africs
and being used as “guests” in thes¢
programmes.
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igis wos also Quest
vk " the S A H.C.'C top radis panel game for
g prod.

COMMERCIAL RADIO

In the trequent Pres and Magarine features
about the “Busnese Man af the Yea™, no one
appears 1o huve wrtien the story of Henry
wwell, Director of Commeretal Services of the
S A BC, the man mouted for much bigge things
m the new hicrarchy o the S AB.C, both in
Radio and Televiston,

Perhaps 1t 1 because of the quict and almuot
wlt-eflaing demesnour of the man who ts onc of
the most dynami and capable m buunes in
Snuth Afrtca. And he 1s 1n business  though o
umque one As Director of Commerstal Servies,
lenry Howell heads o Radio | mpire with an
income uf over R25 (00 000 4 yeur

In a tckd where everyone 15 usually Iryiog to
Wt everyone else, Howell has matntained the
respect and admitaton of  sssoctates and
adverisers . and hi umique brand of
considerate, elegant. but firm lcadership has no
uted 1o his wuccess, in 4 varted and
very diffi ull avetgnment

Thete can be little questin of Howell's success.
for the Commereial Services of the S A B.C are
today mure extensive than they have cver been
and include, n addition to the Nagship of
Springbok Radvo. such sdditional services such o5
Radso Highveld. Radio Good Hupe. Radio Port
Natal. all of the Bantu Services, ond Lourenco
Marques Rudio

Springbok 1 the undoubled first n  both
Intencrtip ond income taver R10 000 000 per
year

Surpriungly next, wertamly i income, 15 the
Hantu Setvice, ringing up 4bout R8 (XK D0D pes
yeat, tollowed by  Reponal Serskes with
Rt (MK 000

newest haby Tand for the moment. the
only questionable oneh | ourenco Marques rad
1 respanable tar annther R1 700 (600, and all of
thewe tgures make up about S6. ol the
Corpurations total income

In any South Atrican business arena, this s big
feague money. Fven under nowmal ciecumstances
TURRINE 4 CATPOTAtIUR i this 7€ 1 Mu €asy Job,
but 1t must be pattularly dutsult when o
ivolves the complesities of the SABC 4
Quaskgovernment urganisation, where 4 semios
Ducctor must hue s ine between sumservair
government policy (ndeed mandatest and the
varted and diverstied pace at il Iisteners of
at least thice magot networks, muluding the
Bantu.

Sprnghuk Radie s on the air from S am, to
midmight, and emplns et 701 M ansmiters
o rcacht ofl coiners o the Repubin,

With the sontinucd dramaik prowth  und

adwertivng, lwsclh and Bis avsntates hove

progresvcly improviced and developed methods

i upe with the higher tratfic and the conuant
Imprwement

noed

Ralph Boffard.

bor esample. one ol the prncwpsd  new
mnovations on Springbok 15 Jess block-ime
spomsonhip and more sponsored spots. Now
when 4 sponsored hannel becomes vacant 1t 1
wsially taken over by the S A B C and broadast
tu include sponsored Spot Annuuncemients, thus
making the timc channcls available o more
adveriners. This happened recently to a leading
theatte program which lost the sponwr’s name
and now carries spots instead. This change wav
dewgned to provide greater elastiaty on 4
medium which was heavily over-sold

Sprnghok radio hes & histenership profile nf 2.8
mallton 4 day . 4 «taggering figure 1n o cauntny of
this swe

Springhok. nuidentally. disproves some ol the
fallacies abuat tadio listening. While unquestion-
by texbing vast numbers of hsteners at peak
motning and late  afternoon “dressing  and
dnving™ times. Springbok's highest listening time
1 between 2 and 4.15 p.m. tEnuugh tv make any
professional radio man's muuth water anywhete
wn the world.)

Perhaps the must tantastn suceess story of all 15
Redio Buntu, with 4 listenership of 7 mahon a
dey. broadeasting 0 seven langusges on
whvker

Radio Bantu includes Drama, Musk . News, and
4l of the 13pes bf entertanment featured on the
olher services.

In thew ctiurts, Hawell 1y assisted by same Lrly
compeieniheavyweights”  Prnuipal
them Saik Stwberl, who carmes the dual tike of

Herry Howelt

head ul Spmingbub and Adveriang AN adver

n Commeronal Servies w o the hands af
ebert, who will alve handic this fune tin
10 tavuming the question of wheher
[ 1t be L ommeriial, w ever uheated up)

The rgomal serviees and | M radis come unde)
Roland Bashiott. tormcrly head of Sprangbuk
Radio i the Cape. and an ntenw and
hatdworkang progeam speciain

11100t this professional rades team are now
by ditedted 1o prepanng tar the sdsent ol
leonion whih  will cerianly  change  the
Perwnabts ot Radw, certanly dunng thow
houts when [ V. 1 on the ar

In the commg montis we sl s ather changes
n Radio wunh a8 the phasing wub of AM sathins
and the campi on 1o 1M thine ol sighv
Radio whih

e

Neter ane 1 mas an apportunity, Husell is busy
Row workimg out new o tor the old AM

While 1he Tuty UM Radia asan Adiertiung
untry  musl acceeanly  be
sl the new Gwernment m
U At Tl s playing 11 by

ear™ and contmumg 1o run the wiost ¢ltient and

I wn

that,with all ot the prashicins ¥ the s
B¢ of 1M Rudie a1 the tine of change n

Governmens an that area 1M st onby 4 Spot

announcements and Hmmes of Red e

Henry Howell i Walesin 1916 i 4 trained
Radwr Lngmcer, aath unpressive ceedentials in
squipment mstallaion He fint came 1o Suuth
Attice mmediately attec Wotld War 11, ab the
mgaton ol the toomer Diector Deputy
Genral. Norman Vidmer He row 1o beon
Heud ot the Inglish Senvice, where he stayed tor
wveral years bomg suceeded by Anthony
Valkitier when fie neved mto Comine e sl Radi

0w dear that Howell s destined or higges and
hetier things a W announeen iy wem o
mply. His evperence m - the development ot
Bantu Sevice ntakes hum nsaluable in any
tuture planming which may be needvd or ath

parts ot Minent ot Alfca, and b
ommeetal [RLIEITNE
traoply int Felevimn protec, Attes all,
h UGS en a1 1h

arcr
S ARG

Rotund Hevharsy

Tark Spomont




Introduction by
Mr. Henry Howell

| May 1950 seems to be a long time
ago but remember clearly that the
' arnval of Springbok Radio was as
starthng as a sudden thunderclap
and broadcasting in South Africa
I was never the same again. Forwith
Springbok Radio. the SABC intro-
duced a service which could give
itself exciusively to hghter enter-
tainment and it seized its oppor-
tunity enthusiastically It was in-
stantly successful for it not onty
] unfivalied hght enterta
ment for its histeners, it opened up
a new world of opportunity to so
many South African artists New
voices and personahties broke
upon the world of radio 1n South
Afnica Australian John Watker and
two Amencans 8ill and Jule Glen
brought overseas experence and
expertise 1o the new station, but
most of the early stars were home-
grown products Enc Egan of the
gravel voice made the first broad-
cast on May 1st 1950 and stayedon
with the breakfast session for fif-
teen years He taught a whole
generation of South Afncan
youngsters to reaci to him when he
said “I Love You" Many of the
other stars are very much with us
today Leshe Green, Peter Mernll,
€smé Euvrard, Nan Fletcher, Mike
Siver, Ken Taylor. Bill Prince It
seems that Springbok Radio stars
don'tfade away We stil have Clark
McKay, Enc Cordell ana Nevilie
Dawson very much with us. Sadly
one must end the st somewhere
and | am sure | have left out many
famous names

It 18 hithing to recall the names of
the "back room boys"” Cameron
McClure. Robert Gnifiths ana
Prerre Louw, who set the course
which Springbok Radio

was to take 1t is also rewarding to
reahse that amongst its early stars
are 1o be found the names of men
who are now steering the destiny
of the SABC into the second half of
the Seventies and the era of tele-
vision Jan Schutte. Steve de
Villiers, Pieter de Bruyn and
Anthony Falkiner, to mention only
four of them They all played a big
part i the early days of Spnngbok
Radio The hist of names of artists.
announcers. scnpt writars, mus)-
€18ns and producers makes up a
‘Who's Who' of the South African
entertainment industry and we

‘ owe them all a debt of gratitude for

the warm place they created in the

hearts of Springbok Radio’s hs-

teners We hope that we shall not

{ lose this magic touch in the years
ahead

Mr.

Lo

The Sarie Awards

The SARIE Awards — symbol of
success in South African music —
represent Springbok Radio's
contnbution towards improving
the standard of the country’s
musical entertainment

In essence they are annual
recognition of the talents and
achievements of the country's
singers, song-wrnters and music
makers. a ghttenng and tangible
goal to which existing and aspi-
rent recording artists strive

The contest was established in
1964 and 1n 1970 came under the
wing of Springbok Radio. it has
grown rapidly 1n listener appeal
and encouraged artists to strive for
excellence

In 1973, Mr Henry Howell,
Director of Advertising Services,
summed up “The standards are
set not only by the recording
artists, but by the progressively
advancing techmques and skills of
the fast-growing record industry
which creates opportunities for
more and more people every year”
Winners are chosen by listeners
and by a specaily selected panet
of judges. who cast their votes in
secret Entrants’ records are
broadcast and judged during the
build-up before the climax of the
contest — the SARIE Awards
night. which is broadcast “live"
The Awards currently are for the
best female and male vocalists, the
best instrumsntahist. band. vocal
group, beat music group, the song
of the year. and the best Enghsh
ang Afrikaans LPs

Last year a new award was intro-
ducad [t s for the Top 20 Artist of
the year — and its roots are in
Springbok’s popular Top 20 and
Hits of the Week shows

The list of winners is impressive
Notable multiple successes in-
clude those scored by Judy Page,
Judged best female vocalist from
197010 1973, and G¢ Korsten, who
won the male vocalist award from
1968 to 1968 Other multipte
winners include the Johannes-
burg Pop Orchestra. Dan Hifl, Des
and Dawn Lindberg. Four Jacks
and a Jill. Lance James, The
Deatlans, Virginia Lee, Dana
Vaiery. Alan Garrity, Eddie Calvert,
Clitt Jones and Gert Potgater.

Howelt, Diractor of Adver-

tising Services.

Menry Howsll, Direkteur van
te.

Advertensiediens
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The laughter shows

Laughter and light entertainment
have always been essential ingre-
dients in Springbok’s “recipe” for
brighter broadcasting, dating back

to "Anything Goes™, an early all-

South African vanety show
1nvolving such personalities as
Peter Mernll. Monte Doyle. Enc
€gan. Dennis Lotus and John
Massey.
There can be few more rewarding
talents than the abihty to make
people laugh, and Springbok
Radio 1s fortunate to be able tocall
on personalities of the calibre of
Pip Freedman, Tom Meehan, Bnan
Squires. Joe Stewardson. Pat
Saunders, Bill Prince. Maureen
Adair, Tommy Read. George
Korehn, Tony Jay and many. many
others
Today, Johannesburg. Cape Town
and Durban are ali prohfic pro-
ducers of laughter shows Cape
Town’s present contrnibution in-
cludes "Life of Bliss™, “The Pip
Freedman Show". and Bill Prince's
popular "Teletun Time.” and that
city's laughter- makers are still well
remembered for old favourites
such as “The Atlantic Show",
“Dear Dr Roy". “For the love of
Mike” and “Leave it to Van der
Merwe™
Few Johannesburg productions
have enjoyed greater success than

“Tax". though its producer. David

Gooden. recalls that the pro-
gramme nihaily had some diffi-
culty hinding a home on Spring-

bok Such was its popularity, how-
ever. that "Tax)" Iater was made
into a film,

Tom Meehan and his Durban team
of John Simpson, Roger Service.

Maureen Adair and Tommy Read

(and the late Pat Simpson) have

been great producers of comedy
fare, their current shows including

“The Men from the Mimistry"

‘Fnends and Neighbours” and
“Father Dear Father"

Durban’s laughter-makers today
proudly look back on almost &
thousand half-hour comedy
shows, four mithon spoken words.

studio sudiences totalling 50 000.

and the satistaction of knowing
that they have kept South Africa
laughing week after week, year
after year.

-




Right: Henry Howell
— a rare shot ‘letting
his hair down’, with
Bea Reed and Esmé
Evrard for the Spring-
bok Children’s Fund.

Below: Toys for Joy
1966. HJH, Bea Read,
Esmé Evrard and
Dulsie van der Bergh.




The Stars of Springbok Radio: Presenters

Robin Alexander

Andre Brink Bob Courtney

YRR 4

Jan Cranje Newille Dawson Thinus De Villiers
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Presenters (cont.)

Leslie Greenr

Theo Greyling

ﬁﬂl‘
Douzelina Grobler Vincent Hesse

PR

Ken Higeins Rod Hudson Esther fackson
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Presenters (cont.)

Grant Loudon

Detwar MeCormack

Elwoyn Morris Gordon Mulholland Dana Nichaus
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Presenters (cont.)

<!
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Cedric Messina Arthur Stuart Tony Falkiner

{7

Bob Ford Bill Pritchard

Arthur Swemmer

W7

Michael Jacksoun Gladys Kenyon Andrew Kaye

("Sister Sunzlive”)
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Presenters (cont.)

George Moore

Barry O'Donoghuie Ken Shaw



Personalities of the past

)
1L

_

Bob Griffiths Peter Chiswell

Don Davis

Paddy Doieling Monica Dolphin David Gordon
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Personalities of the past (cont.)

Patrick O'Malley Colin Stamp

The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors

-——a
- .
-

— -
r

Bruce Anderson Gebriel Baymain Helen Braithoaite
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors (cont.)

> L8
Sadic Festenstein Harold Freed Marjoric Gordon
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors (cont.)

A

Elizabeth Hamiltor Lance Robinson Jolmn Silver

S

Fred Sharp

Percy Sicff

%
n’t* z'

Pl

Denis Smith Simon Swindell Danie Simuts

e U = A

Ken Taylor Dulsie V.D. Ber¢h ol V.I). Brurgh

134



The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors (cont.)

0 .,\

David Horner

‘ CB!

Nigel Kane

pil

/A

Barbara Kinghorn Ivor Kissin Jack Klaff

N
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors (cont.)

Lorraine Leftwich Marie Du Toit

Bill Prince Paddy O'Byrne Bea Reed
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The Stars of Springbok Radio: Actors (cont.)

Eric Rosenthall

Heather Simpson

Mary Taylor
-y X
/(l ¥
V7 Al
% --.'\ !
Michael Todd James White Diane Wilson
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

SPRINGBOK RADID FOR BRIGNTER BROADCASTING

SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING !
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)
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Bricy & l.é, Porn deanli «
" U FHobe L
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

HARRY O'DONOGHUE

-

Hesr BVELYN MANTIN »

aph
Dwsrs and Brunywich recards wn
fram Lmarenin Marquis Radie

SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING
LUISTER MET LUS NA SPRINGBOX-RADIO

HAROLD COB8 a
12 CALTEX ORCMESTRA

SPRINGEBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR
BRIGHTER BROADCASTING

Sincerely yours,
JULIE & BILL.

’ !

LUSTEN TO THE OQUIZ KIDS 7.30 FRIDAY

SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROA
PETER JOUBERT HENRY H(
PATRICIA KEARNEY ANTONET EDWAR
MARIUS SCHOON JOHN HARRIS

w0y
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

web‘ }
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Hugh Rouse presents

THE CASTROL LOG BOOK™

Slery Sunday ot 9.15 p.m
(UISTEE MET AUS NA SPINOBOKEADIO
o DI OR BHDADCASTING

Join us in

THIS IS HOW"

Mondays
Tuesdays
Wednesdays
and

Thursdays

SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

MR WALKER
WANTS TO PLAT

MONGAY s THURSOAY
o P43 pim

ONGAOK KO0 FOT  IRGH

B o SPRINGBOX RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING

‘ " &

A PN
SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING

Laurel Paraffin Deuble the Quiz'. Sundeys, 6.15 p.m., brought to you by the Vacuum
Oil Company of South Africa (Pty.) Lid.

P/

146



From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

IGNORANCE IS
BLISS.'

ran

MICHAEL SILVA

) KELOW, ihe dponlettu Gul, imeites you to
SPARLETTA SWINGSHIFET
Every SATURDAY w1 6.45 o
L]

i

IPRINGROX RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50s (cont.)

PAUL ViRNGH DAVIO GORDON

IPHINGAON. RA0I0 FON BHIGHTIR BRDADCALTING
INFTER MET LUS NA SPRINGROKRADIC

IFRINGLO RADKO SO BRIGETER SROADCASTING
SPEINGBOE RADIO FOR UNIGHTER SEOADCASTING CUMSTER MET LUS NA SPHINGROCRADIO
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From the ‘postcard series of the ‘50’s (cont.)

SPRINGBOK| RADIO FOR

% ;: BRIGH OADCASTING
v _—A

ARTHUR STEAD

UISTER MET LUS NA SPRINGBOKRADIO
SPRINGBOK RADIO FOR BRIGHTER BROADCASTING
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Chapter 4

Television

ohn Logie Baird visited South Africa in the early years of television.

In the last year of World War 2, a report suggested that the SABC
should ensure its financial security in order to support a television
service as soon as possible.

By 1952 detailed draft plans had already been drawn up for a tele-
vision service for South Africa, but politics held up the process. The
Minister of Posts & Telegraphs, who did not control broadcasting but
would have to issue the licenses, was Dr. Albert Hertzog and he was
vehemently against the introduction of television into South Africa.
He was not always happy in his anti-television stance, but deep down
in him he felt an instinctive danger. Anybody who grew up in sound
broadcasting can be forgiven for taking perhaps an old-fashioned
view that the wireless was a much richer medium. It guarded the
nations morals; parents could leave their children at home alone with
the radio knowing it was in a sense parentis in loco’. Furthermore, of
course, it was the theatre of the mind, it helped the mind expand its
imaginative qualities.

In 1963 Norman Filmer undertook a study tour of television in
Australia and New Zealand - unbeknown to Minister Hertzog who
was furious when he came to know of it. On his return, his detailed
report covering four months of research was leaked and a Press
Conference, led by Jan Swanepoel, was held at Broadcast Centre.

On April 27th 1971 the then Minister for Education, Senator van
der Spuy, made the announcement, and explained the delay:

”On the one hand there was a large number of other development
projects and undertakings which merited priority over television. On
the other hand the technical development of the medium was far from
the required stage of perfection. In recent years, however, political
and technical developments at an international level made it impera-
tive for the Government to give attention to this matter. I refer to the
development of television by satellite, and the possibility that pro-
grammes which in future could be broadcast via satellites would be
available for reception in any country in the world without there
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being any control. No country, and no government, can allow its
people to be exposed to such a situation.”

Dr. Piet Meyer, Chairman of the Board of Control:

“A television service for South Africa is, without doubt, the most
important challenge the SABC has had to meet in its history to date. It
is particularly gratifying to the SABC that from now on it will be
placed in a position to put to use the results of sustained specialised
study and research during recent years concerning the problems of
television.”

Senator van der Spuy on the potential evils of television:

“Television as such, that is purely the medium, can have no detri-
mental or beneficial effect on people. It is the manner in which it is
applied and run, the control exercised, the system under which it ope-
rates, the people responsible for the application of the medium - these
are the things that determine the influence it has on the community.”

Senator van der Spuy was asked whether it was intended that even-
tually each national group would have its own television channel:

“Yes. It is the essence of Government policy and the pattern of
South African life that the national identities of the different South
African communities should be respected, strengthened and enriched.”

Senator van der Spuy was asked whether separate English and
Afrikaans services would be introduced as soon as possible?

“Yes. It is essential that a cultural service with its own identity be
introduced for each of the two white language groups from the outset,
even if, at the beginning, this is to be done in a separate channel. Each
of the two white language groups has the right to demand the means
by which to give expression to, and to enjoy its cultural life, in its own
language.”

(Television started in South Africa with one channel which was
divided equally into one half English, one half Afrikaans.)

After the announcement that television would be coming to South
Africa, it was Henry’s analysis and prescience which enabled the
SABC to gauge the enormous impact which television was going to
have on radio audiences and revenue. In fact, it brought tremendous
heartache to many.

Henry had moved across to Springbok in 1964, with Anthony
Falkiner succeeding him as Head of English Service until 1978 when
Ronnie Wilson took over. Kim Shippey then took over in 1981 until
1983, then Patrick Kohler until 1985. ‘The rapid turnover of Heads of
Service can be directly attributed to the introduction of television,’
Kohler says, ‘and the establishment of the various Directorates — (i.e.
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Public Affairs/News/Sport, etc.) — which watered down the scope
and areas of responsibility.” Both Ronnie Wilson and Kim Shippey
were brought back from Television to run the English Service, but
because of the hungry nature of TV, were soon recruited back again
although to more senior positions. Patrick Kohler was also promoted
to television, in 1985.

Petty problems arose — the time during which the television service
should be broadcast was under hot debate. Dr. Jan Schutte and Gert
Yssel discussed this ersatz problem in 1972:

“Well, that hasn’t been finally decided. There are various reasons
why we're not quite sure whether we should start at say, five o’clock,
or five-thirty, or six o’clock. If you start at six o’clock it makes sense,
but then you keep people, perhaps you interfere with their sleeping
habits, because then you carry on up to eleven or beyond. Five o’clock
would be too early because you drag the kids in from the glorious
sunshine, things like that. My guess is that five-thirty would be a good
compromise.”

Henry worked out the division of viewing time between English
and Afrikaans on a daily basis, with Sunday alternating between both
language groups.

Funds for the new Television service had to be raised from overseas
loans and the money-raising talents of Jan Swanepoel. From the outset
it was clear that TV would be a commercial service.

Deputy-Director Henry Howell:

“There are several ways of financing radio and television services,
and they vary from country to country. We in South Africa in the
broadcasting profession have observed and examined them for many
years. It’s rather interesting to examine how these three systems work
and how they differ from each other.

“First of all, let's take a look at the fully commercial system.
Government control is exercised by the issuing of permits to broad-
casters only under certain conditions which are set out by the authori-
ties. In America listeners or viewers are not required to pay any
licence fee at all, the service being financed entirely out of the profits
of the company operating the service.

“Hundreds of different companies compete with each other for
viewership, because the number of people looking in is the only real
measure of a television service’s success in a purely commercial situa-
tion. The size of the audience governs the amount of revenue that any
station can expect, so your television service tends to aim at the lowest
common denominator in programme appeal, and the result can be the
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kind of television that so many people think is undermining the life of
nations, particularly of their youth.

“The second system is that which is statutorily controlled and
derives its revenue from licence fees only. This system produces some
of the best television in the world, but the costs are borne entirely by
the licence payer and, in small countries, can be prohibitively high.
With this system the danger might exist, in South Africa, that tele-
vision would become a luxury commodity which could be enjoyed
only by the rich. Our hope is that television will be for all the peoples
of South Africa, rich and poor.

“I should mention that in authoritarian countries the entire cost is
borne by the State. I need hardly say that such a system would find
little favour with anyone in South Africa.

“The system which is recommended by the Commission is an amal-
gam of the statutory and the free enterprise systems.”

Staff had to be trained and job categories were divided into two
groups, production staff and operational staff.

Some staff were employed after having gained televisual expe-
rience overseas — for example Ann Graham had worked for the BBC
and ITV before being employed by the SABC as a producer.

At first many staff members taken on for TV production had
nothing to do, as Ronnie Wilson notes:

“... we walked around the Country Club picking up pine cones for
days, because nobody knew what to do with us, and we certainly
didn’t know what to do with this new-fangled thing called television,
because all we knew was radio.”

May 1975 and test transmissions started. At first only two transmit-
ters were utilised, the Auckland Park one and the Kameeldrif trans-
mitter in Pretoria, so only people who were able to get a picture were
the people within a fairly close range of the two transmitters. Cape
Town, Durban, and other major cities were excluded from this by
their lack of TV transmitters, but by July 1975 Cape Town did have a
mast at Constantia Berg; and Durban a main transmitting station.

David Hall-Green’s voice was the first to be heard on the new TV
service.

By November test transmissions were longer by popular demand,
and continuity announcers were used for the first time in order to
‘humanise’ the service. One hour transmission was now stretched to
two. From 7 to 8 p.m. one language was used and there was a change-
over to the other language at 8. This was a preview of how the service
proper would eventually be run.
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On January 5th 1976 full service opened with 5 hours viewing per
evening.

Television advertising started only in 1978. Policy laid down was of
South Africa generating its own advertisements rather than importing
them from the United Kingdom, United States of America, and others.

On January 2nd 1978 Henry Howell made the following statement:

”I must say that one is extraordinarily proud of the South African
production industry. As you know, none of these are produced by the
SABC, everything is produced outside by the commercial produc-
tion/television production industry and they’ve risen to the challenge
magnificently. There were some horrible moments about three or four
months ago when everyone wondered whether they could meet this
challenge, but they’ve done so magnificently. “When you think that
we have looked at something like fifteen hundred commercials, and I
suppose that less than ten percent of them are made outside this coun-
try, and when you think that this industry, which used to make two or
three hundred commercials a year is now facing a challenge which
looks like two thousand or more commercials a year, and have done
so with a great deal of credit, I must say that one’s delighted about
that.”

Videotape was able to be utilised from the inception of the tele-
vision service. Pre-recorded programmes were frequently used.
Canned or live debate raged — many (including Ann Graham) claimed
that the invention of videotape was essentially detrimental to the
development of television.

It was about this time that Equity imposed a ban on the sale to
South Africa of television programmes made by their members. The
SABC sent Henry to the United Kingdom, at least twice, to try to per-
suade Equity to change the ruling. Eventually he asked the Director-
General, Jan Swanepoel, to be excused from any further similar
attempts. His efforts had not only been fruitless but had turned out to
be humiliating, aggravating, and generally unpleasant.

As subsequent experience has shown, it was an impossible task
from the outset.
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ELCON TOPICS

WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 9. 1973 No. 189

HISTORIC REPORT ON TV WAS
RELAYED
BY VGR

CAPE TOWN- - More than 200
convention  delegates  had  an
historic preview on TV sets
last  month of what South
Africa’s TV service will be
like when it is switched on
in 1976.

The presentation was made
possible by the video cassette
rec-=der  (VCR). The pro-
gr 1e was recorded in Jo-
hannesburg and presented over

8 Colour TV reccivers of the SABC man Henry Howell
type Philips will make in the delivers his lecture by VCR
Republic. (He's the man at left and

1t was g irs blic on screen). We.stern Ca?e
elimpse -on TV Sets of dhe Marketers Society chair-
SABC's behind-the-scenes plans man Fritz Ferreira lookson. {
1o bring in a top-class service )

The programme was presen
ted by Mr. Henry Howell. S sociery o ’ ;
director of the SABC's adver- MARKETERS J"} S4 eanantns

tising services, He gave ey _j%‘n Rberlmierornd
amples of TV programmes in Tl KaapRELITREER

the  making. the training o 5
schemes and details of the T\
complex in Johannesburg
The Cape Argus said: "I
was an  excellent  production
The colour reproduction was
of the best” : "
The impact of Mr Howell's
presentation set a moad  and
sandard  that was sustained
throughout the 1hice-day con-
ference organised by the South "
African Socieny of  Muarketers r
There was equal impact i
the closng session when Find-
hoven VOR  group manager g
Kees Jongehie underhined the :
tise ol VORs as an important
complementiny mediim 1o /S
broadeast T\ [
“heowas a tour de loree
sind one delegane alterwands
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Chapter 5

Of Advertising,
Marketing and
Research

Henry's involvement in, and success with, the Commercial
Services led him into new worlds of marketing, advertising, and
research — completely new fields for the ex-Head of the English
Service, but where he felt very much at home once he had found his
feet with Springbok Radio.

So now broadcasting was well established, with a commercial ser-
vice in place successfully satisfying sponsors, advertisers, and of
course listeners. .

But how could the sponsors and advertisers judge