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Letter from the editor:
Term 4 arrived and ended within the blink of an eye! Our
learners were writing exams/control tests and our thoughts and
well-wishes are with the matriculants as they face the final hurdle
of their schooling career.
Learners are lining up to join the Razzle Team to my great
delight. We welcome our latest newbie, Amahle Nzimande from
Grade 11K, to the editorial team.
I would like to take this opportunity to thank Ms Cheadee and
my team for their hard work and dedication. I cannot do this
without you.
Regards
Ms Harris
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1. TEACHER FEATURE
This term we spoke to the vivacious Cardi B of RHS, Miss Khanyile, who has
an obsession with sneakers, loves to gym, provides her colleagues with endless
entertainment and laughter AND teaches Business Studies and Grade 9
isiZulu.

*Miss Khanyile is also a past-pupil of RHS*
1. What was RHS like when you attended?
“It was very nice. I had enjoyable moments. The discipline
system was intense. We were given “order marks”, like
misconducts. If you had 1 order mark you would have to
stand during assembly and in those days we had
assemblies in the morning before lessons. 2 order marks
meant you had to stand on the stage facing the school
during assembly and 3 landed you in detention. We used
to walk single-file, and if you stepped out of line you got
an order mark. There was absolute silence during lesson
changes. There was absolutely no talking within the buildings. Everyone was
silent. The teachers were VERY strict. Respect was our main value.
We used to wear white shirts, not green. The teachers’ workroom was our sickbay. House captains wore girdles which were green and had your house-colours’
stripes on it. We used to swim and have inter-house galas at a pool in town. We
used to have a cocktail party in matric with the teachers and then a proper matric
ball where we could be accompanied by dates.
Room Q was the computer room and the Azalea Room had not yet been built.
There was no house called Odell; Odell followed in later
years.”
2. What has changed and how or why?
“Most definitely the discipline. These days children have no respect for their
teachers. We are treated as if we are invisible. There is always noise in the
buildings. In 1995 the green shirts were introduced. The house “Odell” came into
existence in honour of the late Mrs Odell who was principal for many years.
It is sad to see my beloved school lose some of its core values. Us teachers are
trying our very best to maintain discipline and respect, but unfortunately not all of
the girls are well-mannered. Plus, teachers have the added problem of cell
phones and social media pressures to compete with.”
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3. Who was your favourite teacher?
“Mrs Rice, my English teacher. Her lessons were always fun. At the end of each
lesson she would allow us to play a bit of music.”
4. Where did you study after school?
“I attended Indumiso College of Education where I completed a 3 year teaching
diploma. I then attended UKZN thereafter, but I studied a different course there.”
5. What are your hobbies and interests?
“I absolutely LOVE going to the gym. I also have a leadership role at my church
which requires me to spend a lot of time there, which I love.”
6. Tell us something interesting we do not know.
“Mrs Moore was my teacher when I was a learner at RHS, and then when I
started teaching at RHS, I taught Mrs Zikhali and Miss Memela!! 😊😊”
7. Tell us who Miss Khanyile really is.
“I have 3 amazing children who I love dearly. I have a great sense of humour; I
even laugh at my OWN jokes. I’m well-known around Pietermaritzburg. I consider
myself a bit of a celebrity (ha ha ha – big laughs, just as we would expect from
Miss Khanyile)”
-Interview conducted by Asive Majeke

Like a breath of fresh air a petite, intelligent, fashion-forward Mathematics
teacher, Miss Nevali Mohan, joined the RHS family.
*Ntandokazi Nyathi interviewed Miss Mohan so that we may get to know her better*
1. Tell us more about yourself. When did you matriculate
and which varsity did you attend?
“I matriculated from GHS in 2014, then went on to study
a Bachelor of Science degree at UCT. I majored in
Politics and Religion. Thereafter I completed a PostGraduate certificate in Education.”
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2. What do you think of RHS so far?
“It has been a bit of a ‘baptism through fire’. It has been overwhelming at times,
but the staff are friendly and the learners have adapted to my style of teaching
and learning, so settling in is getting better by the day.”
3.

Tell us about your style? How would you describe your style and who are your style
icons?
I express myself through my physical appearance, my dresses, my hair and the
things that interest me. I draw inspiration from everything around me.

4. If you could have any superpower, what would it be?
I would want to time-travel so that I can understand the past and make sense of
why the world is the way it is today.
5. If somebody were to write a biography about you, what would the title be?
“The Road less Travelled”
6. Quotes you live by?
“The only constant is change”.
“Trust the process”.
“You deserve the love you give to everyone else”.
7. And finally, what are the places you would love to travel to?






Machu Piccu in Peru
Los Angeles
Jerusalem, Israel
London, UK
The great Barrier Reef, Australia

2. 2021 Matric Farewell
- By Phumzile & Ms Harris
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Date: 30 September 2021
Theme: The Bright and the beautiful.
Our Russell ladies looked absolutely fabulous. Their outfits, make-up and hairdos
wowed us. Not only did the girls look stunning, but so too the décor in the marquee
tent, the photo booth and of course, the food on the plates!
Congratulations to Mrs Kershaw and the Grade 11 register teachers, as well as Mrs
Bullock for their hard work in turning the venue into something spectacular.
Last, but not least, Miss Rohan, Miss Khanyile and her Grade 11 hospitality girls went
above and beyond in terms of the menu.
We indulged in a 3-course menu:
Starters:

-

Mini Chicken burgers
Couscous salad
Basil Pesto Crostini

-

Choice of chicken or vegetable lasagne topped with Parmesan cheese

Mains:

Dessert:

-

Individual Lemon cheesecakes

On the day, the hospitality girls had to prepare over 100 mini burgers and there was
plenty to do. Miss Khanyile kept everyone motivated with her energy and enthusiasm.
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Serving the matrics taught the hospitality girls how to work under pressure, how to
manage time better and also that the hospitality industry is a tough and tiring industry
to be involved in, but so rewarding when the compliments on the food start rolling in.
Nobody went home hungry and we are super proud of the grade 11s for their hard
work.
HERE ARE SOME PICS OF OUR BEAUTIFUL MATRICULANTS:

3. Heritage Day
-

By Tamara Maharaj

On this special day, we celebrate our beautiful country’s diversity and remember the
heritage of the large number of different cultures our country has.
The celebration traditionally began as a commemoration for Shaka, the Zulu King of
South Africa. After his death, it was known as “Shaka Day” and first celebrated in
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KwaZulu-Natal. The public holiday officially became known as “Heritage Day” after the
IFP and the ANC reached an agreement to rename it.
This day is celebrated in numerous ways, but it is common for friends and family to
gather, regardless of one’s culture. Many citizens refer to it as “National Braai day”,
whilst others proudly wear their traditional attire.
This day reminds us of how unique we are, but despite our differences, we are united
as a nation.
*Some picturess of our RHS staff and learners celebrating Heritage Day*

Mrs Kershaw
&
Bartholomew
showing us
how proudly
South African
they are.

Miss
McNamara
embracing
a culture
different to
her own.

Gorgeous, vibrant colours!
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4. Writer’s corner
Lurking in the corridors of RHS are some
very talented writers. Sit back and enjoy
these beautifully written essays…
Essay 1
“A child who is not embraced by the village will burn it down to feel its warmth” [An
African proverb].
By: Jayden- Lee Payne, Grade 10 H.
An outcast in her village and a disgrace to her family, she walks around with her tail
between her legs and her heart bleeds, longing for the acceptance of those she holds
dear.
He made me a woman. He gave meaning to my worthless life. He told me he loved
me and like a fool I allowed myself to believe him. He vowed his diabolical love to
me and promised me the world as I’ve seen it on television. When my own mother
battered down my hopeful dreams and crushed my blinded, yet cheerful spirit, he
came like a rainbow after a storm and handed me a jar filled with promises and
hopes of a better life. One where I’d never be alone or abandoned; one where I
wouldn’t rest my heavy eyes without a full stomach; one where I’d be loved and
accepted. A life away from these mudded hell-huts.
My own people, my very own flesh and blood turned against me and left me to face
the cruel world on my own. I was different. I was a living reminder of my mom’s
unfaithfulness to her husband. He hated me, she tried to protect me, he beat her and
she left me…
Afraid of my capabilities and ashamed of his wife’s indiscretions, he took it out on
my backside with brutal lashes from his leather belt. I lived shoved into a corner and
cast aside, watching my half-siblings experience the warmth and privilege of a
mother’s unconditional love. My longing for my mother grew like a great hunger
within me and ate away at my soul, tormented my already weakened mind and
broke my already deformed heart as I craved and envied the love between a mother
and her children.
Like a piece of broken glass, I was thrown out along with all the other village
“rejects”. Like a ray of sunshine on a dark and gloomy day, he walked into my life
and restored my hope.
Rejected by my people and shunned away by my family, I cried out for acceptance. I
opened my beaded jar of promises and like a breath of fresh air fills ones lungs, the
hopeful feeling of never being alone again rejuvenated my weakened spirit.
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I craved a life of power and acceptance, a love as pure as gold and a family who
would vow always and forever. So I picked up my beaded jar, dusted off my rags
and discovered a desire much greater than one of a mother’s love. I found a love for
myself. I accepted “her”, the reflection I saw in the beaded jar.
I learnt to overcome my stumbling blocks. I no longer needed the approval or
acceptance of my village or my people; they needed MINE. For not only did I see a
life beyond the huts, but I found lost souls just like me who reminded me of a feeling
much greater and stronger than abandonment. Camaraderie and compassion.

Essay 2
“My blue-eyed boy”.
By: Ria Kallicharan, Grade 10 H.
As I stared out through the cracked window, the morning dew looked like silver webs coating
the emerald green grass. As I stepped outside I was suddenly enveloped by a bitterly cold
gust of wind. I heard a hearty laugh and my gaze fell upon a little boy, with flaxen hair
running wildly with an orange kite trailing behind him. His infectious laughter reminds me of
my blue-eyed boy…
It was an icy-cold winter in 1928. The coldest winter Poland had ever experienced. My
brother, Peter and I were playing outside when the German General came to our compound,
wielded his rifle, and gathered everyone. Our parents gazed fearfully at one another and
horror washed over my mother’s face. My brother and I were too young to understand the
gravity of our impending predicament. We continued to childishly play a game of tag and
blow cigar rings into the icy cold air.
People were ordered into two separate lines. I was forced to stand with my parents and my
brother, with his beautiful Cerulean-blue eyes and blonde hair, looked at that moment like the
paragon of a perfect German boy. He had to stand in a different line. I, on the other hand, was
dark-haired with the signature large Jewish nose. I stood with the people who resembled my
bland appearance. Mom was crying profusely and father looked utterly distressed. Peter
sprinted to the General, whispered something in his ear and rushed over to me. With tears
streaming down his face, we hugged each other tightly. I shut my eyes, focused only on that
embrace, feeling the warmth of his skin on my cheek.
Then I saw Peter disappear with my parents into an old bunker and it dawned on me: Peter
had traded places with me! Suddenly I felt the cold rifle on my back and I was ushered onto
the back of an open lorry. I looked back at my family and the last thing I saw was an irondoor being shut. Blood-curdling screams followed by ear-splitting gunshots and then…
deafening silence. I felt completely numb as I tried to fathom the horror that had befallen my
family. My blue-eyed boy had saved my life.
I survived.
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I went on to live a long, fruitful life in England. I married, had children and grandchildren,
but a part of me will always be in Auschwitz. I have lived my life, I am in the winter of it, but
I take solace in the thought that one day I will be united with my blue-eyed boy.

Essay 3
“It is okay if you don’t like me. Not everyone has good taste”.
By: Phumzile Mkhize, Grade 11H
All my life I have had to be tough. Originally it was to protect myself against bullies in
primary school. As the years went by, I had to not only be tough, but look tough, talk tough,
walk tough. I was the living definition of the word “tough”. Why is that? I want to say it is
because of the death of the love of my life, my mother, but it is so much deeper than that…
So I withdraw myself and stand in front of the mirror. I was never one to be worried about
my looks. Never really cared, to be honest. Growing up with my father, I never learnt about
the importance of a woman’s appearance. I remember my aunt trying to make me understand,
at the age of 9, the importance of femininity. I just found her to be a nuisance, I never thought
much of it. All I wanted to do was be behind the steering wheel with my dad, going 70
km/hour on a go-cart race track. That was music to my ears. Not the annoying playlists of a
shopping mall whilst going through rails of clothing.
Growing up with “random” mother figures, I did learn things a dad can’t teach, but I also
learnt what I do not want to receive nor become. Not having a mom, you tend to envy other
peoples’ relationships with their mothers, but as I get older I realise that I am good. That
things are not bad. It is better being just dad and I. Not the best, but better.
Many people think that I take life too seriously; that I don’t appreciate a joke. Life never gave
me the opportunity to joke. It’s only recently that I’ve realised that one can mask pain with
humour. Why cry about it when you can laugh?
When people express sympathy over the passing of my mom, I giggle and say “thanks, it’s
okay”, because it really is. Emotionally, I was numb for too long. I’ve learnt to feel things in
the moment and then let it go, because if you don’t, feelings become toxic. I am ready for the
future. There is so much waiting for me out there. Mentally, I am ready, but physically my
self-esteem needs to catch up. I will get there, I am determined to make a success of my life,
buy my father the sports car he dreams of and then finally I can say “despite everything that
has happened, Mama, I have made it”.
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Essay 4
“When I look in the mirror”
By: Luyanda Noë, Grade 11R
Luyanda Noë. A black girl who lives in a small suburb in the city of
Pietermaritzburg. She attends an all girls’ school located in the heart of the city. She
is an opinionated young lady who is not afraid of sharing her thoughts on injustice,
corruption or controversial topics. Some may say she is blunt and rude. These are
usually the oblivious individuals. This essay is about me, Luyanda. All of my
mistakes, insecurities and wishes are layed out on the pages before you. Those who
cannot handle negative self-talk are advised to stop reading, immediately.
When I look in the mirror, I see a girl who has ashy, brown skin with coiled black
hair untidily braided. Her inverted face is neutral as she chooses not to smile too
much. Her teeth are crooked and yellow as a sunflower. When spoken to, she avoids
eye contact, in fear of her flaws reflecting in her pupils. She can’t speak her home
language properly and feels she deserves the relentless judgement she receives from
her peers. Her frame is lanky and her body shape resembles a twig. When receiving
criticism, she erupts like a volcano, spewing her lava of words at anyone in close
range.
She is not the smartest in class and lacks discipline at times. She deserves all the
trauma her dad’s family has put her through. She often feels worthless, unattractive,
as if she resembles the Grinch.
Are you still there? Or have you been repelled by the negative energy of this essay?
If you are still reading, today is your lucky day, because the girl spilt on the pages of
this essay is the old Luyanda; the Luyanda from 2 years ago…
This is what the new Luyanda sees in the mirror. I see an attractive young lady who
greets others with a warm, welcoming smile. Wherever she goes, she leaves traces of
her authentic energy. Her laugh is certainly not the prettiest but boy is it contagious!
She believes in equality and shows respect to everyone; no matter their social status.
Her friendships are healthy; she knows that charm can be deceitful and beauty is
vanity. This motivates her to look at who she is on the inside. Her dream is to grow
into a phenomenal woman who makes a difference. She dreams about aspiring
young authors writing books about how she helped the world…
She is not perfect. She still battles accepting criticism and still cannot speak or write
isiZulu as would be expected of her, but she is enough. She has always been enough.
And she always will be. I guess her story isn’t so bad after all.
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Essay 5
“Burning Bridges”
By: Lineo Kuali, Grade 12P
Many people will look at this topic and interpret it in different ways. My interpretation
is one of moving on and forgetting. Never going back, never looking back for that
matter. There are so many things one needs to block or forget about in order to cope
with life in general.
A lot of us are blinded by emotions, whether it be anger, disappointment or the
extreme: hatred. These emotions deprive us of the chance to think clearly, logically,
and we end up only hurting ourselves along the way. Particularly hatred; hatred is a
heavy load to carry around. It blinds people to its weight. When you hate, the hater
hurts the most. The only way around it is to put the load down and burn the bridge.
Just forget about it.
Having high expectations is human nature. It creates pressure. You have to
constantly evolve and adapt to the environment you find yourself in to shake off the
pressure. We need to teach ourselves that high expectations are often unrealistic
ones that cause disappointment, resentment and anger. Leave the unrealistic behind
and burn the bridge.
Moving on or burning bridges requires discipline. Everyone has a past. Very few
pasts are squeaky clean. It is all part of the process. Overnight success does not
exist; we are moulded by our experiences whether good or bad. Abuse, poverty,
secrets, abandonment – recipes for post-traumatic stress. It is vital to strive above
and overcome; be a better person. In this way nothing will hinder you whilst chasing
your dreams.
It is important to remember that nobody owes you anything. Life does not owe you
anything. You are in charge of your future. Burn the bridges. Whether it means
ending relationships with family, ending friendships or walking away from that which
you did not sign up for, do it. If it no longer serves you, serve it. Burn the bridge and
don’t look back – you aren’t going that way.
Essay 6
“Burning Bridges”
By: Standiwe Mlambo, Grade 12P
It all started on the 1st day of Grade 9. I had a clear vision of how my year would
unfold. I had it all mapped out in my mind. These plans included finding friends to
complete this marathon called high school with. Upon entering my registration class,
I dashed for the best seats in the class, the ones by the windows of course!
Upon taking a seat, a girl approached. She was tall, had legs for days and a beautiful
face. A combination of envy, competitiveness and insecurity engulfed me. Right
there and then I assumed she would be my biggest rival. I was under the wrong
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impression as it did not take us long to become friends. We shared the same
interests, same hobbies and the same goals for high school… or so I thought…
I was excited to call her my friend. When I looked at her, it was like looking at my
twin; a replica of myself. We did everything together, including sport, house activities
and socialising outside of school. We shared everything; we shared food, clothes
and dreams of the future.
Things started to change. My gut told me she was not being authentic. We did not
share the same dreams and goals. I was not ready mentally to burn that bridge
though, so I decided to apply a physics law to our friendship: opposites attract.
Applying the law of physics on life turned out to be a bad hypothesis. Not burning
that bridge got me into trouble at school. I became disrespectful at school and at
home. My parents noticed the change in my behaviour and warned me about toxic
friendships, but I did not listen. Slowly, the friendship took its toll on me. I was under
the impression that we were doing things together. What we were actually doing was
competing. And she was getting the upper hand. She was dictating my life and my
actions; she was steering the ship and we were heading towards an iceberg. I had
entered a modelling competition that she could not enter, and she insisted that I
withdraw. She was so jealous. For the first time since that first day in Grade 9, I saw
her as “ugly”. Not physically, but the “ugly” that jealousy creates. She had turned into
the “green-eyed monster” and the only way for me to escape the monster was by
burning that bridge.
The bridge of friendship was no longer. I warmed my hands by the flames, dusted off
the ashes and boarded my own ship. I re-evaluated the goals I had set for myself for
high school and got back on track. Ever since I turned my back on that bridge I have
been happier, healthier, more focused and achieving my goals, just as I had always
planned.
_________________________________________________________________________
Essay 7
ISIZULU ULIMI LWASEKHAYA – UKUBHALWA KWENDABA
By: ANELISA ZUMA, GRADE 11R
ISIHLOKO: Umbono Wami Ngokusebenza Kwengalo Yomthetho Kuleli
Iyini ingalo yomthetho? Abantu ababeka imithetho kuleli ukuze sonke sihlale endaweni
ephephile nengangcolile futhi namalungelo ethu ahlale ehlonishwa futhi evikelekile. Ngakho
indaba yami izobe ikhuluma ngokwenza kwengalo yomthetho kuleli laseNingizimu Afrikha.
Ingalo yomthetho ihlale inconywa kuleli kodwa mina angiwuboni umsebenzi wayo. Uma
ubheka ucwaningo uthola ukuthi iNingizimu Afrikha ingeyesihlanu ohlwini lwamazwe
omhlaba athathwa njenganobungozu uma uhlala kuwo. Lolu cwaningo luvezwa ngu-Storm
Simpson ngomhla zingama -23 kuLwezi 2020. Loku kuveza ngokusobala ukuthi usemkhulu
umsebenzi okumele wenziwe yingalo yomthetho kuleli.
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Kusatshengisa ukuthi ingalo yomthetho kusekhona okusasele emsebenzini wayo.
Ngeminyaka yezi- 2019 kanye nowezi-2020 kube nzima kakhulu. Abantu besimame
bebenukubezwa mihla namalanga. Lokhu kwakwenza ukuthi abantu besifazane bazizwe
bengaphephile nhlobonhlobo. Abantu ababehlukumeza laba bantu besimame
babengaboshwa, abanye kwakungabantu bomthetho kanti abanye babesheshe bakhululwe
emajele bese kukhohlwa ngabo njalo. Ngisho namanje kunzima ukuthi umuntu wesifazane
angaphuma ahambe ngokukhululeka noma ikanjani kuleli.
Lena yokuthi abantu bakhishwa ngoshwele noma ngebheyili nayo inomthelela omubi.
Abantu bagcina sebenza noma yini; bayantshontsha, babulale baphinde banukubeze. Uyazi
umuntu ukuthi emva kwezinyangana uzobe esephumile ejele. Athi angaphuma aphinde
aqhubeke futhi agile izimanga. Isib esisobala esawayenguMongameli wakuleli uJ.G. Zuma.
Ufike wanikezwa isigwebo ngokuphula umthetho kodwa uthe engakasiqedi isigwebo
useyadedelwa njalo. Izenzo zalaba bantu zisenza sizizwe singaphephile. Lokhu kwenza
ukuthi imiphakathi igcine isizibambela mathupha umthetho ngezandla. Igcina isilimaza zona
lezi zigebengu noma isibhikisha ngolaka bese kugcine sekungumbhikisho onodlame.
Abantu abaningi bayakhala bathi ingalo yomthetho ayibuyise isigwebo sentambo. Lokhu
kusafakazela khona ukuthi ingalo yomthetho iyahluleka. Yona le ngalo yomthetho okumele
engabe ivikela umphakathi, uphinde uzwe kuthiwa iyona futhi esilimaze noma yabulala
abantu. Singabala isibonelo saseMarikana. Ingalo yomthetho kwakumele iyokhuza udlame
kodwa yona yafike yadubula abantu yababulala. Lokhu kuyisehlo esibuhlungu ngoba
umsebenzi wabo ukuvikela umphakathi hhayi ukuwubulala.
Sengiphetha mina umbono wami ngokusebenza kwengalo yomthetho kuleli ukuthi kukhona
la esasilele khona Ngicabanga ukuthi eminye imithetho kumele ishintshe ukuze iqine ingalo
yomthetho. Isigwebo sentambo sibuye ikakhulukazi kulabo abasuke bebulele noma
bedlwengulile.Nabomthetho kumele babhekisiswe futhi bacwaningisiswe ukuze kuqedwe
labo abasebenzisana nezigebengu.
_________________________________________________________________________________________

Essay 8
ISIZULU ULIMI LWASEKHAYA – UKUBHALWA KWENDABA
By: ASANELE RADEBE, GRADE 11R
ISIHLOKO : Imibhikisho Eyenziwa Ngabafundi Ezikhungweni Zemfundo Ephakeme.

Imibhikisho seyenziwa kakhulu kuleli. Sekuyinsakavukela umchilo wesidwaba ukuthi sizwe
emaphephandabeni ukuthi abafundi bayabhikisha ezikhungweni zemfundo ephakeme,
bakhalazela into ethile. Kule ngxoxo ngizobe ngiveza uvo lwami ngalesi sihloko.
Yini Imibhikisho? Yilapho abantu behlangana beba yiqembu bese bekhombisa
ukunganeliseki ngento ethile. Lena-ke eyenziwa ngabafundi ezikhungweni zemfundo
ephakeme iba nomthelela omubi kulabo bafundi abasesemazingeni emfundo ephansi ngoba
14

kubafundisa ukuthi iyona ndlela abangezwakala ngayo uma befuna ukukhuluma noma
benezinkinga. Ngokombono wami imibhikisho seyaphenduka udlame. Kungani kuze
kudingeke ukuthi kuze kulekelele amaphoyisa uma ikhona. Mameshane! Abafundi sebeshisa
ngisho nezikole imbala.
Kumele abafundi bazibuze le mibuzo: Sizofundaphi uma sishisa izikole zethu? Laba
abangemuva kwethu bona bazoba nalo yini ikusasa? Enye ingxenye yesikhungo esiphakeme
semfundo i-D.U.T, yasha ubuhanguhangu abafundi bebhikisha ngonyaka wezi-2018,
bebhikishela imfundo yamahhala. Lokhu kuwubulima obukhulu ngoba bazoyithola kuphi
imfundo sebeshise isikhungo. Yena-ke uHulumeni uzoyithathaphi imali yokuthi axhase bona
bese ephinde akhe isikhungo kabusha.
Le mibhikisho yabafundi ize ibe nomthelela omubi nasemphakathini. Abazali bayazisabela
izingane zabo. Akekho noyedwa onesiqiniseko sokuthi ingane yakhe iphephile, ibhikisha
noma ingabhikishi. Lokhu singakubhekisa kulokhu okwenzeka kumfundi
waseLimpopo.Kwaphambana izinkomishi amaphoyisa ethi azama ukunqanda ukubhikisha
okwakwenziwa ngabafundi. Ngeshwa kwagcina sekuchitheka igazi amaphoyisa esedubula
omunye wabafundi owayengeyona ngisho ingxenye yababebhikisha. Abazali nomphakathi
basabela izingane zabo. Izindawo zemfundo seziphenduke izindawo zempi esikhundleni
sokunikeza ulwazi. Njalo kuba nokwenzeka uzwe kuthiwa kudubuleke umfundi ngenkathi
kudubulana amaphoyisa nabafundi. Lokhu kwenza amaphoyisa agcine esegxekwa kakhulu
umphakathi ukuthi kungani esebenzisa nizinhlamvu zangempela.
Le mibhikisho yabafundi iphinde ibe nomthelela omubi nakubafundi uqobo. Yenza ukuthi
abafundi balahlekelwe isikhathi esiningi sokufunda. Izikhungo ziyaye zivalwe bese
balahlekelwa isikhathi sokufunda. Isibonelo iNyuvesi i-K.Z.N. kwaphoqeleka ukuthi ivalwe
ngenyanga kaLwezi, ngenxa yemibhikisho yabafundi. Lokho kwenza ukuthi izivivinyo
zokuphela konyaka zithole ukuphazamiseka.
Mina ngibona ukuthi le mibhikisho yabafundi kumele iphele. Abafundi mabayeke
ukubhikisha. Ziningi kakhulu izinkinga esibhekene nazo kuleli kodwa ezinye zinganqandeka.
Abaphathi bezemfundo kumele bakhulume nabafundi kube nokuxhumana okucacile
nabafundi. Umfundi ngamunye akabhale izinkinga abhekene nazo, bese abaphathi bayazama
ukubhekana nazo bazixazulule. Abafundi nabaphathi mabayeke ukuba yikati negundane.
Lokho kungenza ukuthi nabafundi abasemazingeni aphansi babe nazo izikole zokufunda.
Nabazali nabo bangahlala ngokukhululeka bazi ukuthi izingane zabo ziphephile. Nabafundi
ngokunjalo bangafunda kahle babhale nezivivinyo zabo bangabi nakho ukuphazamiseka.
Ngakho-ke, imibhikisho eyenziwa ngabafundi mayingabi semthethweni, abafundi
mabakhumbule ukuthi izikole ezokufundela ayi udlame.
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5.

MATRIC PRIZEGIVING

The annual RHS Matric prize giving yielded some excellent results
and congratulations to the girls.
OUR SPECIAL AWARDS:
Most of these are unknown to the girls and came as a complete surprise. Some of these
prizes have been donated by people associated with Russell High or by organisations that
want to encourage our learners to strive to give of their best in particular fields. Included
in this category are also awards that are part of the Russell tradition.
 The McClean Life Sciences Award was initiated by the late Ms McClean who used to
teach Biology at Russell High in the 1980’s. The recipient of this award is Amanda
Makhathini.
 The Harrison Award is awarded for determination and commitment in Visual Arts
Practical work. This year it is awarded to Mirriam Mkhize-Saidi.
 The Dowse Literature Award, initiated by Mrs Joyce Dowse, who was the principal at
Russell High in 1978, is awarded to Nomfundo Shange.
 The PricewaterhouseCoopers Shield and Business Woman’s Award for achieving the
top mark in Accounting goes to Nompumelelo Nsele.
 The Sherwood English Essay Award, so called after Mrs Sherwood, who taught English
at Russell High in the late 60’s and 70’s, goes to Nomfundo Shange.
 The St Anne’s Drama Award is awarded for always having a positive attitude and
persevering in Dramatic Arts. This year it is awarded to Sabeliwe Nala.
 The Russell High Ubuntu Award was won by . Banele Nozwelo Xulu
 The next award goes to the person who has given service to the school in some way. It
has been named the Tubby Anderson Award, and was received by Mirriam MkhizeSaidi and Olwethu Mchunu.
 The Perseverance Award pays tribute to learners who, because of circumstances, have
faced many challenges in their schooling careers. We honoured the following girls:
Snethemba Mnguni, Sabeliwe Nala, Wandile Ngubane, Nompumelelo Nsele, Nicole
Naidoo, Mirriam Mkhize-Saidi and Owami Majola.
A special staff prize is awarded each year to the pupil who, during her years at the school has

shown outstanding personal development.
 The recipient of The Outstanding Personal Development Award is awarded to
Misokuhle Zondi.
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 The Leadership Award – Senior Leaders are our replacement of the Prefect System.
Senior Leaders are elected by their peers and the award went to Nomfundo Shange.
 The Good Fellowship Award is chosen by the Grade 12s. This was won by Snethemba
Mnguni.
 The Joanne Howard Girl of the Year Trophy is chosen by the Grade 12s. This award
went to Nomfundo Shange.
 The Winnie Richmond Award was won by Mirriam Mkhize-Saidi.
 The Georgie Wedgewood Trophy was awarded to Sithandiwe Mlambo.
 The Nicole Green-Thompson Trophy The recipient this year was Mirriam Mkhize-Saidi.
 The Jean Rose Emotional Intelligence Award was won by Sibhale Mshengu.
Following, are some photos of our prizewinners:

17

6. Days of our Lives at RHS…


A special congratulations to Nonduduzo Memela for qualifying and
writing the second round of the Math Olympiad. Well done!



Our matrics are no longer OURS… they are undertaking the NSC
final examinations and will be leaving us soon.
Amahle caught up with a few of them:

Plans for some of our matrics for next year….
- By Amahle Nzimande

1. Melissa Mchunu
What would you like to study and where?
“Marketing at DUT”
Why marketing and why DUT?
“Marketing allows you to express yourself and you are able to be free in this
field. DUT is more practical, and it outed to be the better choice”
Did you face any challenges while applying?
“No, I did not. I had met all the requirements and had fast responses from
DUT.”
Was there any stress, and how did you go about dealing with it?
“I think for me it was easy. I knew exactly what I wanted and what I am

passionate about, I did not have to worry about the requirements as I knew I
already met them.”
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What advice would you give to future applicants?
“I’d tell them to go for what they want the most and what they are most
passionate about. You can work for the biggest company that pays well but
still be unhappy, meaning do not listen to people who say follow the paycheck
but rather follow their dream”

2. Thando Myaka
What do you want to study and where?
Nursing at Wits University
Why nursing and why Wits?
“I have a passion for nursing people back to health. Wits because it is
considered as the best university for students who want to study health”
When did you fall in love with nursing?
“Since I was a small child”

3. Ziyanda Mavimbela
What do you want to study and where?
“I wanted to do drama at Wits but since I couldn’t beat the dead line to hand
in my drama portfolio. I chose to go to UJ and do Hospitality management.”
Do you think you’ll cope within the hospitality industry?
“No I don’t like this career choice because my passion is with Dramatic Arts. I
chose UJ because I want to go in acting space which is in Johannesburg”

4. Sta Mlambo
What do you want to study and where?
“I’d like to do law, LLB or BCom at University of Johannesburg.”
Why law?
“Because I believe this is a field created for individuals that are confident and
outspoken, can raise good arguments and are able to think on their feet. I
believe I am one if those individuals. I also understand the power of my voice
and I also like getting my point across.”
When did you fall inlove with law?
“I fell inlove with the career when I learnt my father wanted to also do it but
couldn’t due to the finances. Then I was like I am doing thing this for my
father but now I’m just inlove with it.”
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Did you face any challenges when applying?
“No I did not”
Was there any stress with having to apply with the requirements?
I looked up the requirements last year when I was in grade 11 and I had set
myself a goal and l was working towards meeting these requirements the
whole year last year and this year so that minimized my stress levels.
What advice do you give future applicants?
“It’s okay to have more than one option. So that if you do not go into what
you initially wanted you have a plan b. Plan B is really important. Secondly it
is important to do thorough research over the careers you would like to
pursue that way you are aware of the requirements you need to meet. And
avoiding the unnecessary stress”

 Rotary eveningInterview with Mrs Zikhali by Gabriella Zeeman

What was the Rotary evening about?
The Rotary club is an organization that assists schools through charity work. Their
relationship with Russell High School lead to the building of the Azalea Room. The
Rotary club works together with our Interact Club. They sponsor school leadership
courses and have made many donations to Russell over the years.
The Interact members attended a Rotary evening that provided feedback on issues
currently faced by schools with socio-economic challenges.

Above: The ladies who attended the rotary evening
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Russell high School Visual Arts& Dramatic Arts project“Reaching for Greatness.”

What was the reason for the “Reaching For Greatness” project?
Due to COVID-19 protocols that were put in place to help curb the spread of the
pandemic, extramural activities were put on hold resulting in competitions and
performances being sadly restricted. Proudly Russell high art projects “Reaching
For Greatness” was created in an effort to bring a form of normality and enjoyment
back into the Arts (Drama and Visual Arts) department, this was a platform which
allowed learners to showcase their talents and gratitude to their school.
Who was involved and what was expected of them?
The Grade 10/11 and 12 learners were invited to participate in this great opportunity.
The aim of this project was to use Visual Arts in the form of a 2-3 dimensional
artwork and Dramatic Arts such as dancing singing poetry recital or acting to
showcase how Russell high has played an integral role in shaping who you are as a
young adult navigating your way.
For Dramatic Arts the performances were filmed and the selected pieces were
compiled into a captivating short film that was put onto the schools Facebook page
and will be shown to the school.
The Visual Arts girls submitted their artworks but, only a selection of work was
chosen and placed on exhibits in the foyer and around the school this was also an
opportunity for the learners in these departments to earn points towards obtaining
their Dramatic and Visual Arts colors.
Here are some of the Art pieces:

Nisha Priyanka Cheadee

Luyanda Lembethe
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Cassandra Adeosua

Nicky
Naidoo

Lonathemba
Ngcobo

Kwanele Zuma

Olwethu Mchunu

Akhona
Mnguni

Siyathaba
Ngubane

Khanyisa Makaulo
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Our Drama girls compiled pieces of their performances, below is a screenshot of their
performances.
They were expected, to write and
perform a little skit whether it was a
poetry recital, dance, singing, or a
drama performance. This was
supposed to show how Russell high
has impacted their lives. Grade 12s
were given the choice to use topics
other than how Russell high has
shaped, them as a lady. Topics such; as
gender based violence; black lives
matter and so forth.
Siyethemba Madiloyi

Sbahle Mkhize

Malwande Mtolo

Nisha Priyanka Cheadee

Ziyanda Mavimbela

Sthandiwe Mlambo

Nokubonga Precious Makoba

Esihle Ngcobo
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Siphokuhle Tshezi
Mbali Gumede

Sabeliwe Nala

Hlanziwe Ndlovu

Unathi Cassim

Sthokozile Ngidi

Sindisiwe Ngcobo
Nolwazi Shangase
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7.

Staff News

We welcomed Jonah Oliver Swart who was born
on the 10th November 2021. Mrs Swarts baby
boy
Weighing: 3,5kg
Size: 51cm

Our deputy headmistress celebrated a very special birthday this year: the BIG 50!
We honoured her with a surprise Arabian Nights-themed lunch to spoil such an
incredible, selfless lady who does so much for our school. Many congratulations!

Final words from the Razzle Team: we wish all the Russell staff and their families as well
as our learners and their loved ones a happy festive season. Enjoy your time together,
and stay safe.
With much love
The Razzles
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