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THE _ DURBAN _ RAMBLER.

I threw my very good friend Dymock (clothes and
a11) into the river on the hike last Sunday, thus eacning
for myself the deadly enmity of little Alan Parr, whom
we were privileged to have out with us. It was a tough
hike and Dym had to carry young Alan quite a deal of the
wur; and all this, in a rather roundabout fashion, brings
is to the Ramblers'! Coming-of-Age Banguet held in the
Causerie on Tuesday, 17th February. Like Alan, this
birthday banquet was our Chairman's child. Originally
his conception, he carried the purden of the organisation
most of the way himself. Certainly he had assistance,
but make no mistake about it, without Dymock there would
have been no 21st birthday party. He can be proud
(as we zll were) of the way 1little Alan staggered along
with a massive rock to attack me after I had half
drowned his father, (the big apel). He can be just as
proud of the success of the Banquet, the biggest, most
ambitious and most enjoyable social function ever held
by the Durban Ramblers! Club. (ED. If he censors any
of the foregoing he goes back into the river next week!)

HIKE UP NONGWAN RIVER : 15TH FEB.

. Just a short write-up on this hike as there is
so much else to report. :

Journey's end on this hike to the Nongwan Stream
is one of the loveliest spdts we visit. Complete with
shade, rocks for sunning oneself, a normally Berg-clear
stream, and a first rate water-chute which hurls itself
over a 10 foot drop into an almost bottomless pool, 1t is
a swimmer's paradise. ®
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Tired of swimming, it was not long before the
more adventurous spirits began shooting the express-
1ike water-chute. Varying the route somewhat, and
hurtling over on his stomach, Peter Hounsell had an
argument with an aggressive piece of rock and emerged
from the water slightly the worse for wear, This made
Frank Woodward mad! He dived in to attack, scored a
near miss with his forehead, and retired, not out:

Homeward bound, and it was great fun watching
wed the careless fall into the river as they attempted a
crossing. How better could a hike endl

COMING-OF~AGE BANQUET : Tuesday, 17TH FEB.

(ED. Before reporting on this I would very much like to
thank Shaky Willy's 1little brother for the following
gcontribution to the News Letter. It is a fairy story
for the very young, so skip it if you feel so inclined).

UIT" A Fairy Tale by Wobbly Willy. (Shaky Willy's
1ittle brother, but no relation to Uncle Williel)

"IT" was a restless, lonely little spirit who
had been looking for a home ever since he could
remember. He loved to listen to the songs that the
streams sing to all who care to listen ... to the
fantastic stories the flickering flames of a campfire
can tell. He loved the hills and the valleys, and
all the simplicity and quietude of Nature, but above

“= 311 he loved the young in heart, and he needed to share
all this with someone.

Walking through a thick c¢loud one day his
heart missed a beat, for the cloud suddenly lifted and
the thinning mists disclosed the home and the companions
he had sought for so long. Though I should, I'm
afradd I don't know the names of all those he saw that
day, but among them were Eric Cossey and Martin Hillier -
.and his home .., well, he found that in their hearts.
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or "IT", you see, is the Spirit of the Durban Ramblers!
Club, and for twenty-one years he has been a cheerful, happy
' spirit, meking sometimes lonely hearts less lonely, and
empty hearts less empty; bringing wealth 1in health, and fun
and happiness to all who have known him. Once admitted to
your company he never forsakes you, SO shall we leave him
where he is for the moment, knowing that though muscles
grow weary and limbs grow %ired, some of his happy self will
linger with us all the days of our lives.

st FINIS.
Thank youa Wobbly Willy, and now for some extracts from the
diary of "A Rambler"., .

7_p.m, Tuesday, February 17th, 1953.

Arrived at the Causerie, Quite & thrill as I have never
been here before. :

Looking forward to meeting some of the legendary characters
who founded the Club and who hiked before the War.

Am introduced to Dot Dennison (a former Club Secretary)

and to Cyril, who is engaged in animated conversation with
Eric Cossey, foundation member of the Club, and Willis
Freer of Amble Fame.

Photographers from the "Daily News" and "Natal Mercury"®
arrlve and flash globes start popping. Am unlucky ...
nobody wants to take my picturel!

7:40 p.m. A&m seated at the dinner table which is arranged

in the form of a huge letter "E" to accommodate the 114 guests.

Glance at the menu ... not badl Fruit cocktail, tomato

soup, Fried Salmon, Roast spring chicken and trimmings,

Coupe suchard, Biscuits, Cheese, etc. Sherry and MousseuX.

Between courses look around to see who's sitting where.

Most of the gang seems toc be present. Of the not-so-often-

out types note Ted Lusignea and Ruth hatching some devilry

with Jack Blackman and Shelia. Ted Berry rejoins us for

the first time in years, and Cordelia and Vernon Gibb maki
one/sae
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one of their all too few appearances, Chatting

animatedly with Joe Rogers, former Chairman and Isobel,

another former Secretary. At the head of the table

Harold Wanless, many times Chairman of the Club,

chats to Dymock.

V¥ow it is almost time for the toasts and speeches.

Harold, used to this sort of thing, seems to be look-

ing forward to it all. Dymock and Frank Woodward

have their poker faces on =- wouldn't know whether they

are scared stiff or not.

Joan is doing a lot of Stan's trembling for him (not

that Stap isn't doing his share!), and Mrs. Wager seems

to be carrying the banner for Doc. Vincent. Len, of

course, is unperturbed as ever! It's obviously the

cold that keeps his teeth chattering, and the only

reason he keeps knocking back the champagne is to make

the waiter standing behind him feel he is earning his

pay: '

Dymock stands up, and its time for Stan to propose the

toast to the Queen and the Governor-General. {(Phew!

must be hot. Wonder why Stan is mopping his forehead?)

Frank Woodward proposes the toast to kindred Clubs.

Dr. Vincent Wager replies on behalf of Adbsent Friends and

Past Ramblers, which toast has becen proposed by Len

Holland.

(Waiters are standing by filling up the champagne glasses

between toasts ... they seem to be pretty busy too ...

bet Bunny Smythe would love to be in on this lot!)

"The Durban Ramblers! Club" is given by Harold Wanless

and acknowledged by Chairman Dymock Parr.

Felt that all the speeches were good, and will try to

jot down the overall impressions they left rather than

concentrate on each separate speech.

Had a peep in at the foundation of the Club, Hiked

and camped with spartans Martin Hillier and Eric Cossey,

and almost choked on their grubl Felt perhaps we're

not as tough as they were.

Danced at the first atmospheric party and sampled the

very first pumkin fritter ever fried on a Rambler
campfire.

o
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Met Bunny Smythe and Harold Sharp and Joe Robinson, and
many of the other notables of yvesterday.

Paid silent tribute to Alfie Alder and Ernest Corbett and
other members of the Club who went to their greater glory
in the Second World War.

Don't know whether it is the champagne or whether the
atmosphere has lent something to the speeches, but never
felt more a Rambler than I do to-night, or prouder of being
one, As Eric Cossey and the very newest Rambler lassie

“join hands and cut the cake together, feel as though I've

kpbwn every Rambler that ever was, and only wish they could
all be present to-night.

9.45 p.m. and its time for dencing. Seem to have had a
champagne or two or three (21l on the house tool!)  VWonder
1f the Causerie has ever had = bigger crowd or a gayer one.
Time crashes through the sound barrier and its 1 z.m. and
the band leader is saying :"Goodnight, Durban Ramblers'
Club... don't remember when we enjoyed ourselves as much as
we have done to-night!” Somehow feel he is expressing

the sentiments of us all,

CRAIGLEA HIKE : SUNDAY, MARCH 15T.

This was s most delightful hike ... bits and pileces
for everyone. For the loafers, the long ride up the
Main Road and the drive through the long avenue of trees
after leaving Eddie Hagen Drive. The climbers were left

at the top of the long 1ine of krantzes ... they were to

¥5in the main party at the lunch spot, so they were pretty
well catered for. For the rest it was a short hike to the
left of the krantzes, down a ridge, and then it's A-W-4-Y
as the would-be skiers swish first left and then right,
through the gravelly tree-lined slopes. The cry of
"snother Redskin bites the dust!" rings out as flying feet
fail to negotiabe hairpin bends, and one after another the
candidates for the Ramblers' Baseball team skid along on

_their never-you-minds to fill the bases.

Dozens of skids later, having run and walked, slipped and
slithered/ ..,
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slithered down almost 2,000 feet of slope, we arrive

at the clear streamlet which 1s the iunch spot.

After lunch a longish, pleasant walk down-strean
brings us to the Umgeni River which is carrying with
it half of Africa's top soil. "Too thick to drink,
not thick enough to ploughl", is an apt description
of Vincent Wager's. Anyhow there are no takers for
a swim, and everyone lounges around waiting for the
tea orderlies to make “The Brew".

4 pleasant trek after tea takes us back to the lorries.
On the way home we have our tirst foretaste of winter
=nd there is a frantic dive into rucksacks for ground-
sheets, towels and what-have-you for protection from
the bitingly cold wind. Faintly, from one who should
know better comes the cry: "Shirts off*, but the
Ramblers of to-day are made of more intelligent stuff
than those of yore, and there are no takers.

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING : 20TH FEB.

This was held on the Friday evening Tollowing
the Banquet and was attended by about 42 members.
The Club once again has had a most successful year with
hikes, camps and soclals very well attended.  Thanks
for this is largely due to the stout efforts of so many
of the Committee members, (Executive, Camp and Enter-
tainments), who begrudged neither time nor labour in
furthering the interests of the Club and its members.

To retiring Committee members one can but say :

“"Thank you for a job well done, and thank you especially,
Corrie and Bernie, for the efficlent cheerful way in
which you have made light of your duties - making them
appear pleasures".

To the incoming Committee : "Welcomel You're goling to
have lots of fun, AND lots of hard work!"

The incoming Committees are as follows :

-




-7 -

Chairman : Dymock Parr. Vice-Chairman: Stan Christian.

" Treasurer: Rae Adams. Secretary : Pat Ogle.
Chief Leader : Lindie Sub-Leaders : Frank Woodward.
Lindhorst : Les Ryall.
Camp Captain : Frank Woodward.
Ordinary Members : (Camp).
Barbara Walker Lindie Lindhorst
Henry Saunders Peter Hounsell
s Ryall Ernest Clayton.
Entertainments Chairman : Margery Walker
Ordinary Members : (Entertainments).
Luvdrey Killerby Pat Carter
Cynthia MacKenzie Frank Woodward
John Poppleton o Pierre Wehner.

Ordinary Members : (Executive).

Len Holland Corrie Ellis
Frank Hulley Cyril Crowley
Bok Daniel

IEY MEMBERS.

Jﬁg wish to welcome the following new members to our Club -

Miss June Hops Miss Margaret Lane
Miss Fay Cooke Miss Shirley Dodds
Miss Sybil Shephard Mr, William Patterson
Mr. Ivan Howell Mr. Malcolm Ellison
Mr, John 0ldfield Mr. Douglas Hopper
Mr. Alfred Sifrig Mr., Vincent Hopper

Mr. Collin Fullford.
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