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Strong minds discuss ideas, average minds discuss events, weak minds discuss people
– SOCRATES
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
An unknown number rang on my cellphone one Sunday in October 2016. The voice on the other end of the line wasn’t discernible, but Gerard de Rauville soon announced himself.
From the 1960s to late 1990s Gerard de Rauville was a formidable force on the Durban business scene, a chartered accountant who had turned his hand to property. Gerard did deals involving literally hundreds of buildings around the country, including notable landmarks in Durban.
Gerard apologized for his slurred speech, saying he’d had a stroke.
“I’ve been plucking up the courage to make this call,” he said.
“I’d like you to write my biography.” After 27 years in journalism, I was primed for this project. Storytelling is my life, but after almost three decades in newspapers, magazines and the fickle business of online publishing, I was eager for the long-form journalism this offered. It was inordinately affirming that Gerard chose this lowly hack for the job. A friend and running mate who is probably South Africa’s foremost investigative reporter always says good journalism is the product of time.
Soon after Gerard’s call he and I began a series of what

became weekly meetings. I have been extraordinarily privileged to hear this tale in a project that has involved about 60 interviews with a host of people.
The telling of this story was made more edifying because of the wonderful nature of Gerard and his wife, Norma. I cherish the time I have spent with them. The story unfolded on their porch over tea, sometimes haltingly and then at a cracking pace. It was happiness and heartache, a story with twists and turns galore. We took time to unpack and analyse and went on site visits and engaged with relatives, business associates and friends. Though hit by a stroke, Gerard is articulate and has a rare capacity for names and dates. He is honest, though marvellously tactful. He gave me carte blanche and invited others to tell me what they liked.
So here is the fruit of our labour. I say ours deliberately. One of the things I have taken from Gerard is that he follows his gut. If he supports you he does so wholeheartedly, and in doing so, he inspires terrific confidence.
I told him I had never written a biography before, but felt up to the task. He nodded in assent and thereafter did everything to encourage me. It soon became a matter of personal pride for me to do justice to his story. I trust I have. Perhaps in reading this you will derive a measure of the joy I had writing it.
Gerard said at the outset that he expected only five people to read the book: Norma and his four daughters. I expect it will have wider appeal.
I found Gerard’s life fulsome and replete with meaning. And often surprising: I had pegged him thoroughly wrongly, as a bit of a toff. He is a mensch who learnt early in life the merit in behaving nobly. He doesn’t do this in a prissy, self-possessed way. On the contrary, he was raised a tough farm boy. He is practical and any ego or pride was probably mercilessly cut down by his siblings. His mistakes were mostly
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wilful. He believed he was doing the right thing, even when he wasn’t.
With the passage of time he’s seen his folly for what it was. He has made some classic blunders and speaks with candor about them.
He appears never to have tried to stiff anyone and did what he did with a pure heart, human frailties notwithstanding. Gerard has many virtues, his most striking is phenomenal fortitude.
One of my favourite authors, Malcolm Gladwell, analyses the nature of success in his book Outliers.
He says many biographies follow a similar storyline: a hero born in humble circumstances fights his way to greatness “by virtue of his own grit and talent”.
Gladwell quotes Benjamin Franklin, who spoke of a man who rose from nothing and who owed nothing to parentage or patronage.
But Gladwell says people don’t rise from nothing. “They are invariably the beneficiaries of hidden advantages and extraordinary opportunities and cultural legacies that allow them to learn and work hard and make sense of the world in ways others cannot.”
I agree, though not entirely. Gerard’s success in life is down to a number of factors and legacy plays a part. It definitely shapes character and insofar as it does with Gerard, it is fascinating.
Gerard and Norma’s magic is exceptional and it has been a fantastic enabler.
Then there is the gift of genetics. Gerard is really bright and has a wonderful nature. But what forged that indomitable spirit? You be the judge.
A special note of thanks to all who gave so generously of their time in telling me parts of Gerard’s story.
I’m also grateful to Tania Broughton, Angelique Ardé,
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Madeleine de Rauville, Jonathan Ancer, Wendy Knowler and Philani Mgwaba for their sharp eyes and useful criticism. And to Val Adamson for beautiful portraits and Megan Guyt for a lovely book design. Special thanks to eagle-eyed Clyde Bawden.
Sincerely Greg
PS - some of the Mauritian names in the book can get a little confusing. The family tree is useful, as is a reminder that there are a few Thomys in the story, two in particular, and they could not be more different. Another word of caution, there are also two Elaines and two Camilles, two are blood relatives, two are related by marriage.
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FOREWORD
BY PETER PAOLA
Woofie!
My aging memory is light on specifics but I know that term of endearment emerged one day among our friends at St. Charles College.
It has come to mean tenacity, determination, focus and, most of all, the description of the loving person of character who is my lifelong friend.
Gerard and I didn’t know when we became friends, that this relationship would develop into a lifelong friendship which has seen us both through very happy and sad times and has created a spiritual bond that words cannot describe. After we left school Gerard went on to pursue a career in finance and I, a vocation to the priesthood. We kept in touch and I was privileged to spend some time with both he and Norma prior to their marriage, including a hilarious road trip to Johannesburg in his Mini.
Our friendship grew after my ordination and I enjoyed remarkable hospitality from both Gerard and Norma. In this time I became aware of the remarkable ability Gerard has to reach out to others. He is a truly generous man.
As parish priest of Holy Trinity Catholic Church in

Musgrave Road, Durban, I was faced with a most tragic situation: the sudden death of Gerard’s father, mother and sister as a result of an air crash.
The ceremony in the church will remain etched in my memory forever.
Gerard’s key characteristics emerged in that tragic time. He showed his strength of character; his inner resource and determination; his practical approach to the situation and his unbelievable courage.
Perhaps the most outstanding attribute emerged – his generosity of spirit and genuine human care of others, while he was completely devastated.
The pages of this book will be more revealing than I can be in this short note.
But the knowledge that I have of this person, in my corner, is wonderful. He is a remarkable friend. His prowess in business will be revealed in the pages of this book. He is upright and unfailingly honest.
Though we are separated by miles of ocean, we are very much in each other’s thoughts. I have no fear in saying that there may not be another person in my life who is so tenacious.
Five years ago Gerard had a stroke after heart surgery and overcame tremendous hardship.
A true Woofie.
God be with you, my friend.
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FAMILY TREE
1900 Louis Henry-Xavier de Rauville married Valentine Fromet de Rosnay and had 10 children
Louise Marie-Valérie Marie Valentine-Louise Louise-Marie Suzanne Their eldest son
Louis Louis-Henri Philippe (b. 1909) (died Louis-Joseph
as an infant)
married Eva Doisy Fayd’herbe in 1937 and had 6 children
Madeleine (born 1967) married Julian Raal
Louis-Marie Henriette
Hervé de Rauville married Elaine Redshaw (1st wife)
Gerard de Rauville married Norma Salmon married Narina Krige (2nd wife deceased)
Marina
Xavier
Nicolas
Luke
Carolyn
Vincent
Philippe (deceased)
Eva
Camille (born 1970) married Ronnie Whitton (deceased) married Justin (b 1998)
Paul Reynolds 2017
Sarah (b 2000),
(Step children) Philippa (b 2007)
Michaela
Sam (b 2000)
Taine
Anna (b 2001)

ville Michel de Rauville
married Brigitte de Robillard (1st wife) married Anne Naylor (2nd wife)
1909) erbe en
Louis Henri-André Louise-Marie Eda Louis Henri-Pierre
Louise-Marie Marthe Louise-Marie Jeanne
Nicole (born 1971) married Joseph Röhm
Natasha
Michel
Christopher
Natalie
Anthony
Corinne
Richard
Angelique (born 1974) married Tod Ridgway
Daniel (b 2006)
Jemima (b 2008)
Elaine died in her 20s
Jacques de Rauville married Cindy von Weichardt
Gemma (b 2001)
Keira and Erin (b 2012)
Max (b 2014)
Jacqueline married Alec Marot
Dominique
Juliet
Pascal
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CHAPTER 1
THE TRIUMPH OF THE GALLANT GAUL
He was a burly fellow: bald, with the forearms of a farmer.
Fair skinned and freckled, he had a pronounced Gallic nose and a proud countenance.
Philippe de Rauville was gruff, but his rugged demeanour belied a warm, genial side.
He wasn’t arrogant, but on that day he stood confidently astride the bow of the ship as it docked in Mauritius in 1955.
He sucked in the sea air with satisfaction and crossed his arms assuredly. It was a sweet homecoming.
It had been 16, long, hard years in the making and he relished every moment. It was a fine and fitting reward for the slog, the gamble, the wild prospecting and the snide insults he’d suffered.
Of course, the years hadn’t been all bad. On the contrary, they were more happy than sad. Beside Philippe stood his wife Eva, a dutiful wife and loving mother to a brood of six children; the big boys Hervé, Gerard, Michel, their younger sister Elaine and the tiny tots, twins Jacques and Jacqueline.
Their passage from Durban, South Africa, had taken two weeks with routine stops up the East African coast, including Maputo in Mozambique and Mombasa in Kenya.

In the hull of the ship was Philippe’s brand new, 8 cylinder, Ford Fairlane. It was a colossal car and Philippe, though not really prone to swagger, had insisted on bringing it back to the island of his birth.
A little digression about the Indian Ocean holiday idyll that is Mauritius, beyond the palm trees, beautiful beaches and cocktails in coconut shells.
Mauritius has been controlled by the Portuguese, the Dutch (they killed the Dodo), the French from 1715–1810 and the British until independence in 1968.
To this day a fiercely proud French tradition still beats in the hearts of many people of Mauritian extraction.
Part of that culture is historical animosity to the English and, in some instances, a near fanatical obsession with religion.
It is also an extremely class conscious and at times racist culture, often among expatriates.
The class stratification probably relates to the fact that most of the French who fled to Mauritius were gentry.
But some weren’t able to transfer all of their wealth to the island and some were servants or tradesmen, and they and their descendants have never been allowed to forget it.
One sage Mauritian describes it thus: “If you came from a good family and they had money that sorted out most problems in Mauritius.”
But even a good family sans money had problems. To some outsiders this might seem absurd considering it involves a fading aristocracy on a little, strategically inconsequential island in the middle of the sea.
But ask a South African of Mauritian extraction today, over 300 years later, about their lineage.
A proud or muted response or a mixed one will be most revealing about the throwback to France.
Let’s just say Philippe de Rauville’s family was a good
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one. It wasn’t upper crust but had once been well to do, the emphasis on once.
Philippe told his children when they were older that nothing gave him more pleasure than “showing those bloody bastards in Mauritius” on his return to the island he’d left in his 20s. His jaw set firmly, he used to say: “I showed them what I achieved through my own hard work.”
This settled deeply in his children’s characters. They remember Philippe’s Fairlane was a spectacle, too big for the small roads of Mauritius and probably all the more reason why their dad wanted to take it on holiday. Apart from that incident, Philippe wasn’t showy. He was hard-working and became prosperous as a result. Save his Mauritian homecoming, he wasn’t flash. He definitely had something to prove on his return home.
Philippe was bursting with pride, especially in front of the Mauritian families who used to look down their noses at him as a young man.
It was a triumphant return. It was his way of showing he’d done well.
A few families even asked him if they could use the car for weddings while he was there. He happily obliged.
Among Mauritians, Philippe had become a wealthy man and it was sweet satisfaction considering where he’d come from.
A potted history of the de Rauvilles goes something like this (and there are two, slightly differing versions):
They originate from Normandy in France, from Rauville- la-Place, a village of less than 1 000 people in a country district where there is an imposing stone church.
More specifically, they are from a rural settlement nearby, called Du Hecquet (which features in the de Rauville coat of arms).
Today it consists of a handful of houses. In 2006 family
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members from South Africa visited there. It was a comical homecoming. The band of travellers stumbled upon the settlement while visiting de Rauville. The locals were bemused.
“You don’t even speak French properly,” they sneered with typical French snootiness.
About 20 years earlier, a Frenchman, also Philippe de Rauville arrived in South Africa to work at the nuclear power plant at Koeberg.
He made contact with the children of his namesake in Durban and they traced back their common lineage.
Like many who fled to Isle de France, the de Rauvilles were noblemen and feared having their heads chopped off during the French Revolution in 1789.
Du Hecquet in Normandy had the title of Marquis. He and his family got word from Paris that the mob was coming, so half the family fled south to Marseilles and the other half to Cherbourg, the port on the French peninsula. According to family folklore the de Rauvilles begged the captain of a ship departing Cherbourg for passage.
The captain did so reluctantly. “You’ll have to work,” he growled. And they did, thus securing their ride to the Indian Ocean island and saving their necks.
Philippe de Rauville, who still lives in France and came to work at the nuclear plant in South Africa, is from the branch of the family that fled to Marseilles.
The other version of the family history is that the Marquis de Rauville was spared by the Paris mob because he was favoured by local peasants. In return for his life he fled to Guernsey and then made his way to England where he lived. His son joined the Dutch army and actually fought against the French before moving to Mauritius where he spawned a line. Fast forward to Louis Henry Xavier de Rauville, born in
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the late 1800s in Mauritius.
Louis was Philippe’s father and Gerard’s grandfather and he was a man with a formidable reputation.
In 1900 he married and his wife had 11 children. Ten survived, three sons and seven daughters. Philippe was the eldest son. According to Gerard’s older cousin, Robert Maingard, their grandfather was a firebrand.
Robert arrived in South Africa from Mauritius in 1952. His mother Henriette was Gerard’s aunt, Philippe’s older sister.
Robert, a sprightly 80-year-old today, was a firm favourite of Philippe’s.
Robert is of medium height. He is a good looking, well-kept man with a polite, though gruff demeanour.
He is self educated and has amassed a fortune in various businesses, including a number of fertilizer companies.
Robert says Louis was a tough, hard-working man who farmed near Tamarin Falls and Black River, on the south- western side of the island.
“He was an impulsive guy, physically strong and clever. He lost his money, not because he squandered it, but because those were difficult economic times.”
There was a move in the 1920s for Mauritius to return to France and Louis backed it and incurred the wrath of the English.
Later, during the Second World War, Louis was briefly imprisoned for advocating support for Nazi Germany.
Louis lost his farm Henriette after a big, public court case. Robert says that in those days you didn’t lend money from banks, you borrowed from brokers.
The deal soured and Louis lost the farm. It shamed the family. Philippe as the eldest son suffered the indignity of watching
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his father lose his farm and his money.
Robert says Philippe did well to leave Mauritius because of his father’s political views and his reputation.
Louis, he says, was once in court for beating a man and breaking his bones.
Legend has it that during the court case the magistrate asked Louis how he could have broken his victim’s bones with his bare fists. The jurist suspected a knuckleduster was involved.
Louis de Rauville apparently sneered at the magistrate. “I can take you outside and show you how I did it,” he offered.
People in Mauritius looked down on Philippe because his dad was argumentative and easily resorted to his fists.
Born in 1909 Philippe left Mauritius at the age of 29. When he returned in 1955 he was big man, of means, a Hemingway character: a fine hunter, a man’s man, a prodigious drinker who loved joking and playing cards with his chums back in South Africa. Though stern in appearance, he was hard-working and had a generous nature.
“He was a very kind man. He was a balanced guy,” unlike his father, Robert says.
He’d learnt a lot in his 47 years.
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CHAPTER 2
AN OLD MAN SURVEYS THE HILLTOP
It was a typically hot summer’s day in KwaZulu-Natal, South Africa. It was January 2017 and a double cab bakkie meandered along dirt roads that parted lush fields of sugarcane.
The vehicle stopped on the crest of a hill. On the right was a litchi orchard and on the left a collection of mismatched farm buildings.
Beyond the fruit trees to the east you could see the Indian Ocean in the distance.
Beautiful, fat, cottonwool clouds drifted in a pretty blue sky and a welcome breeze blew off the sea.
Gerard de Rauville wrestled his 105kg frame out of the van, his 75-year-old body supported by a strong left arm and a resolute temperament. Struck down with a near fatal stroke five years earlier, his right side is partially paralyzed and he shuffled deliberately.
He looked up slowly and surveyed the hilltop, sighing deeply.
His grey hair and the lines on his tanned face gave him the pensive look of a man taking in a lifetime.
A long row of majestic palm trees lined the track to the spot where Gerard stood.

Long ago this was the site of a prosperous homestead. Now a lonely tower sans bell stood before a rusted plow shear.
A mature tree offered some shade. Gerard’s mind was a deluge of thoughts. He was standing close to the spot where he was born, the second son of Philippe de Rauville and Eva (nee Fayd’herbe) who travelled from Mauritius to South Africa in December 1939 to seek their fortune.
“Ah, Gego, I didn’t even know this was the place,” Gerard’s younger brother Jacques said nostalgically.
Jacques kept close to his big brother and held his hand, offering his sibling support as they tramped across the uneven site.
“Gego” (pronounced je-go) is a nickname from the farm they grew up on nearby.
The Zulu workers couldn’t pronounce “Gerard”, so they corrupted it accordingly and it stuck.
Jacques motioned north. “So this was Thomy’s place and that was Charlie’s.” On a hilltop about a kilometre away from where they stood was another palm lined avenue and a homestead in a grove of trees. It was once the home of Charlie de Charmoy.
Charlie died in August 1972 at the age of 86, having outlived his twin brother Thomy by 19 years.
The twins were pioneers on the KwaZulu-Natal North Coast, larger than life characters who are integral to this story.
They were born in Mauritius on 18 August 1886 and were orphaned as boys. Legend has it that they lived feral in the forest and sold charcoal to survive.
Whatever savings they could muster were stashed with the local priest for safekeeping, but when they wanted the money back the priest told them he spent it on the church.
The twins sailed to South Africa in 1911 (first Thomy and
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then, a month later, Charlie) and made their fortune farming and wheeling and dealing on the North Coast. By 1940 they had established adjoining farms named Unity and Unité.
Gerard and Jacques stood on the site of what was once the homestead of Thomy’s farm. It was a poignant moment and neither spoke much.
Their parents had arrived at this very spot to the month 77 years earlier. This was an area of major significance in the lives of Eva and Philippe.
A grizzled farm worker, James Sithole, born in 1937, confirmed what relatives had told them earlier. This was where the “French” farmer Thomy’s house once stood, close to the old hothouse where they grew anthuriums.
Unity and Unité are situated off the road to Chaka’s Kraal Sugar Mill.
The hilltop farmsteads offer vistas of undulating hills of Gledhow. Indigenous riverine forests and dams punctuate the gentle green waves.
To get to this piece of paradise, turn left off the N2 at Salt Rock.
If you go right over the highway you get to the picturesque seaside village.
If you keep left on the R102, the old road to Zululand, you pass through Umhlali and Shakaskraal.
The place is historic, about 10km from KwaDukuza or Stanger.
It is here that Dingane assassinated his brother Shaka, the founder of the Zulu nation, in 1828.
It was also home to Chief Albert Luthuli, the first African to receive the Nobel Peace prize and who died in 1967.
And, this is the area that housed the three farms that are central to de Rauville family history.
Philippe and Eva arrived at Thomy’s farm. His wife, France was Eva’s aunt.
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This is the story of one man’s journey. Though it starts with the birth of Joseph Philippe Gerard de Rauville on 17 May 1941, it weaves through three centuries.
It is replete with rich, colourful characters and dramatic events that swirl around amid adversity, adventure, love and tragedy.
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CHAPTER 3
A HUMBLE COUPLE FULL OF HOPE, BUT BESET BY A LITTLE SWINDLE
There’s nothing quite like the fortitude of an immigrant.
That resolve is often compounded in the face of hardship and so it was with Philippe and Eva.
When they sailed to South Africa in December 1939 it was filled with hope and the lure of the land of milk and honey. Philippe was 29 and Eva was 19. Their eldest son, Hervé was nine months old when they docked in Durban in January 1940. Their worldly possessions consisted of 17 trunks and the princely sum of R15.
Their close friend Thomy de Ravel described them as a “humble couple who by their love and devotion” left their children a rich heritage.
Philippe and Eva had seven children, though the eldest, Philippe died as a two-week-old infant in Mauritius.
The determined couple worked themselves up from near penniless to prosperous farmers.
When they died 30 years later, De Ravel, an accountant and pillar in the Mauritian community in South Africa, wrote a touching eulogy from which this chapter draws at length.
Thomy de Ravel is a key figure in this biography. He died in 2012, aged 84 and is repeatedly described as being exceptionally intelligent. He was a man of medium

stature but enormous presence and by various accounts, was unflinchingly honest, especially when it came to matters financial.
Wealthy clients entrusted him with millions of rands and he made some of them bucketloads of money. His reputation remains unblemished to this day.
Thomy de Ravel was Gerard’s mentor and next to his father, Philippe, arguably the biggest influence in his life.
When Gerard’s parents died, Thomy helped young Gerard wind up his father’s affairs. Based on his detailed knowledge of the Mauritian community and the discovery of Philippe’s diaries and correspondence, Thomy pieced together the story of their arrival in South Africa.
Thomy warns in his homage to Philippe and Eva that the facts contained therein “could be harmful to certain families still active on the Natal North Coast”.
In 1939, he says, a Mr Avice, the brother-in-law of Thomy de Charmoy, visited Mauritius and during his stay offered young Philippe a job as the manager of Thomy’s farm in South Africa. Philippe, then a field manager in Mauritius, was loath to leave.
“Why leave, my bosses like me here and appreciate the work I’m doing? I’ve worked myself up through my own efforts and without the normal protection and push given to most people in Mauritius,” he told Mr Avice.
Furthermore, Philippe said that he earned enough money to support his family.
Well, Mr Avice was obviously persuasive and Philippe accepted, apparently based on this promise.
Thomy de Charmoy pledged to pay him £20 a month. In addition he was to be entitled to use of the farm van “as and when you wish”.
Philippe says he was told he would be “entitled to all the advantage and facilities of the farm and will thus be able to
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save at least £10 a month”.
It was also Thomy de Charmoy’s intention, Philippe was told, to invest £1 000 on his behalf in a sugar farm.
“In Africa you will be able to double your capital in three years.”
Induced by these glowing promises, Philippe, Eva and Hervé emigrated to South Africa. Thomy says correspondence between his namesake and Philippe is foreboding. On 21 December 1939 a letter written by Thomy de Charmoy to Philippe suggests that “even if you have a few trunks in excess of your authorised allowance, please do not make any declaration if you are not requested to meet the extra costs. They never do so. Never speak to anyone on board about your luggage. Keep as many trunks as you can in your cabin, as well as your suitcases and hat boxes etc.” Thomy de Ravel is mildly amused. In 1939, he says, the extra amount payable on excess luggage would have been small, “but even at that level, Mr de Charmoy preferred to perpetuate a little swindle”.
Philippe’s diaries show he and Eva splashed out for the trip. Philippe bought clothes for R12, spent 7,5 cents on a haircut and Eva had her hair set for 50 cents. “Sheer extravagance, which reduced their liquid assets to R15,” Thomy said.
Philippe in his methodical manner recorded the contents of all their 17 trunks (11 in the hold and 6 in the cabin). Armed with this, their little money bag, big promises and even greater ambition, they landed in Durban.
That Philippe achieved his dreams, Thomy de Ravel says, was “certainly not due to the assistance” of Thomy de Charmoy.
No, it was down to hard work, integrity, faith in his own abilities and the unstinting support of Eva that allowed the young de Rauville to prosper.
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Thomy de Charmoy’s promises simply didn’t materialize. Thomy de Ravel says the “terrible twins” Thomy and Charlie de Charmoy were renowned, or notorious, depending on who you talk to.
Early photographs of the twins show handsome young men, each with the cocksure look of someone assured he has a doppelgänger who thinks and acts like him, and has his back.
Although, opinion on that is divided. Thomy de Ravel writes that the twins hated one another and were fiercely competitive. The winds of time will make of that story what they will. A magical photograph of the twins in their 50s suggests the opposite. It is shot from the side and they look avuncular and kind and anything but sinister and scheming.
Maybe they mellowed with age. Maybe one was kind and the other mean. Thomy de Ravel writes: “By 1939 both brothers were well established on adjoining farms and wealthy in their own right. The accumulation of wealth does not unfortunately necessarily mean the improvement of good manners or the acquisition of integrity and there is no doubt that their success was not entirely due to hard work. Methods which would be considered uncouth in any well regulated society were often adopted by them and in these they found everything quite normal and acceptable as, due to their lack of background, they knew no better.
“Another extraordinary factor was the relationship which existed between the twins. Having suffered so much during their youth, one would have expected them to be very close to each other, but contrary to expectations, the brothers hated each other and were forever trying to harm one another financially and physically. This hatred was so intense that whoever was friendly with one brother would immediately be considered an enemy by the other.”
Thomy de Ravel’s view isn’t universal. It is worth
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mentioning here what Gerard’s cousin, Robert Maingard had to say.
Robert says the de Charmoy twins were mirror images. They came from a sparsely populated village called Chamarel in the hills on the West coast of Mauritius.
It is an area not far from Black River and is a wooded plateau about six kilometres from the coast.
Perhaps he was being diplomatic, but Robert doesn’t remember the brothers as scoundrels.
He does recall one was arrested and at the court appearance the other twin appeared and pleaded ignorance of whatever the misdemeanour was.
“They were absolutely identical. They would appear at a wedding in exactly the same suits, but they got them from different tailors,” Robert says.
Thomy de Ravel says it wasn’t long before Philippe and Eva realized they had been misled and that Thomy de Charmoy had no intention of keeping his word. Philippe’s pride was crushed. He left a good, secure job with status. He was respected. Now he was working for “an uneducated brute who expected him to be not only in charge of the farm, but to be a lorry driver, carpenter, bricklayer, and finally cane cutter for an inclusive salary of £20 a month.”
But, Philippe, though Mauritian and occasionally prone to Gallic outbursts, was a wise, measured man. He set his chin to the wind and worked. He stomached the deception and insult for two years, in which time he recorded in painstaking detail the injury he and Eva suffered.
In one instance, on 31 March 1941, Philippe places “on record here a small incident” that took place four days earlier, on the 28th, Eva’s birthday. The couple lunched with the de Charmoys at Huxtable restaurant in Durban.
Afterwards they attended the blessing of an ambulance donated to the army by the de Charmoys.
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Mrs France de Charmoy suggests that Eva donate the next ambulance because “you are saving so much money”.
Philippe says Eva was initially speechless but was subsequently drawn into an argument over money, obviously taunted by her aunt, who said scornfully: “As if you were able to save one cent in Mauritius.”
She described the de Rauvilles as “penniless” when they arrived in South Africa. Eva attempted a retort, saying they were self sufficient. Mrs de Charmoy, Philippe wrote, was disdainful and asked Eva why she complained about money. Eva replied that they weren’t complaining. Her aunt disagreed.
Philippe’s notes are a bitter record of his anger. We have sweated a year to save £100, he says, but we are financially less well off than in Mauritius where I earned £176 a year, but had a car, a gun and five hunting dogs. He said he and Eva went to the cinema every Saturday and bought clothing.
“I had to pay for a gun licence and on top of this I was still able to effect small savings, contrary to what those who do not want to admit it have to say.”
Philippe was livid. He wrote how he and Eva had incurred debt for furniture and clothes around the time of their wedding in June 1937. “I repaid these debts and saved a further 500 Rupees to pay for my dress suit, my Palm Beach suit, three light suits, pyjamas, three dresses for Eva, shoes, an evening dress...”
In Natal, Philippe writes, he had no car, no gun, no dogs and “on the rare occasion when we visit the cinema, Mr de Charmoy pays for the seats. I have bought no shoes, shirts or coats and Eva has had only two new dresses which she made herself.”
Philippe had a guts full. He says Thomy de Charmoy accused him of wanting to be a millionaire after one year
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and suggested Eva was impertinent with her aunt.
“I nearly replied to him and would then have told him everything that I had on my conscience, but I was so mad that I would probably have gone too far and thus terminated our relationship. For this reason I kept my cool and made no reply. To end it all, shortly after this I had to get into his car to go to the beach. How can one believe that any man with self respect can accept this yoke over a period of time?”
Thomy de Ravel says Thomy de Charmoy had expected a dumb slave in Philippe. Instead he got an intelligent, knowledgeable man in all matters superior than him.
It galled Philippe, Thomy de Ravel says, and De Charmoy used every opportunity to run Philippe down in front of his labourers and in public. To add insult to injury, the promised use of a van never materialized.
Instead, Philippe was given a hack to ride around two farms. The poor animal was often sick and Philippe had to walk.
Thomy de Ravel says apart from writing in his diary, Philippe kept his anger bottled up.
Until, finally, he took umbrage at his boss’s comments towards Eva and wrote him a scathing letter.
“Dear Mr de Charmoy For the last few days and according to what has been repeated to me, you have continuously hurled insults at me, these being that I am the perfect example of insubordination, of laziness and a good for nothing, etc.
“All this is of no consequence to me and I leave you completely free to get rid of your excess bile in any way which you consider suitable.
“The only matter on which I insist on being precise is the personality of my wife. On this point, I would ask you to refrain
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from referring to her in your gossips as you would find that I would be forced to bring you back into line and through this would no doubt have to show a lack of respect for your white hair.”
After two and a half years of misery, Thomy de Ravel writes, relief came in the form of a Mr Soy, a neighbourhood farmer who offered Philippe the job of managing his farm, Mon Espere.
There’s some poetry in the name, the English translation of the French is “My Hope”. And on 7 September 1942, Philippe resigned.
His association with the de Charmoy brothers was far from over, but Philippe took on a happy assignment that lasted for over a decade.
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CHAPTER 4
MY HOPE, MY LOVE
When Philippe and Eva settled into their new home at Mon Espere, so began an era of happiness and prosperity. Mr Soy provided them with a spacious and comfortable farmhouse, set upon a hill, facing the sea.
It still stands today. Its wide verandah is now enclosed. A pleasant garden encompasses luxuriant lawns with ever present palm trees and bougainvillea hedges and colourful hydrangeas, or Christmas flowers.
There is something about its aspect that gives it an air of tranquillity.
As the crow flies, Mon Espere is about five kilometres west of the De Charmoy farms.
The last three of Philippe and Eva’s six children were born at Mon Espere.
Hervé, Gerard’s eldest brother by two years, was born in Mauritius the year his parents emigrated.
Gerard was born on Thomy de Charmoy’s farm in May 1941.
His brother Michel was born there too, 14 months later. Eva was assisted in the births by a midwife named Nurse Essery.
Gerard says the nurse was the sister of Vernon Essery,

mayor of Durban in 1956.
Gerard’s sister Elaine was born in 1947 and the twins Jacques and Jacqueline were born in 1952.
To say Gerard cherishes his family is a gross understatement.
It is a classic South African family of Mauritian extraction, made up of excitable characters. They often clash but are fiercely loyal.
Robert Maingard remembers Philippe’s engagement with Thomy de Charmoy more sympathetically than Gerard and others do.
Perhaps he didn’t want to be drawn on the matter, he simply said his uncle got on well with both twins but was closer to Charlie.
He confirmed Charlie partnered with Philippe on some farm deals.
Robert’s testimony bears out. Gerard says Thomy de Charmoy was his godfather and he remembers his dad playing poker with the twins and others in the area. So, in spite of past acrimony, Philippe wasn’t eternally at war with Thomy de Charmoy.
Robert says he spent a lot of time with his uncle Philippe and has great memories of him.
“When I first arrived I hung out with him and we’d go from estate to estate. I took over Mon Espere for a year after he went to Ferney Estate.
“I used to come into town with him once a week,” Robert says nostalgically.
“He’d do his business in the morning and we’d have lunch at the Central Hotel. Crayfish and mayonnaise cost five shillings then. Then we’d go to the bioscope and drive back to the farm.”
Gerard says his dad was a determined man, about his size, perhaps bigger. Michel remembers their dad as being strong,
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like Hervé, their eldest brother.
Philippe was physically imposing. He had played in the Mauritian soccer team before he left and he had a bit of his dad in him.
Gerard remembers his dad saying things like: “Hmpf, you can’t trust the English.”
His grandfather, Louis, had told Philippe to “knock the English down”.
Gerard says Philippe thought everything French was fantastic and he insisted his family speak only French at home.
“My father was very hard working,” says Gerard. “He would get up at 5am every weekday, regardless of whether he had had a big party the night before.”
By all accounts, Philippe was an intensely proud man. His pocket books showed he lent lots of money. He was never indiscreet and minded his own business, until, in the comfort of his own home and after a few stiff ones his tongue loosened.
When he died his sons did the rounds to recover what was owed, according to his reckoning. Everyone acknowledged their debt but some refused to pay, saying Philippe wouldn’t have wanted that.
Philippe’s children remember him as being stern, but loving.
Eva, their mom, was loyal, if a bit long suffering. Philippe was a sociable man and often invited hoards of people around for lunches and dinners, often with very little warning.
Gerard and his siblings remember their cook, a man named Marie Pillay who joined them as a teen and worked for the family until he was 90.
Marie was renowned on the North Coast for his curries and because of his nature and his flair in the kitchen, was much
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favoured by their dad.
“Marie was one man that my father never got cross with. My mother got irritated with him, probably because he was close to my dad and if there was a problem, my dad would say, ‘never mind, Marie’.
When the boys were naughty and got a thrashing, Philippe sent Marie to cut a bamboo rod for the deed.
Hervé, Gerard and Michel would give Marie an urgent, conspiratorial look, imploring him to cut a short stick.
Philippe was a firm believer in administering the beating later.
“My dad never hit us immediately. He said you never strike a child in anger. We got a hiding at night. So we spent the whole day with our hearts in our throats,” Gerard says.
Like most men who have pulled themselves up from their bootstraps, Philippe was steely and didn’t tolerate opposition easily.
To prove himself, especially to the likes of Thomy de Charmoy, he worked extremely hard. When he encountered adversity, he pushed harder.
“I think in order to stake his claim he had to be forceful,” Gerard says, “but he was never intimidating.
“My dad always said to us: ‘You will never succeed in life if you don’t work hard. Always aspire to be at the top of the tree.’ He built important characteristics in us and always said we had to make a plan.”
Philippe had his outbursts, but was largely even-tempered, widely respected and well-liked.
Philippe held court at his dinner table. He loved telling jokes and mimicking people, especially plummy British accents.
He often fell asleep at the table after too many brandies. Philippe was instrumental in building Clavis Stella, a Mauritian Club on the road to Glendale Sugar Mill. He was
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the first chairman of the club which, in its day, boasted tennis courts, manicured lawns, a dining hall and bar. It was a favoured meeting place for Mauritians and hosted weddings and New Year’s eve bashes. In the ordinary course of events it was just a place to meet for bridge, bread and mahjong (a Chinese board game popular in Mauritius).
The Clavis Stella clubhouse still stands, though now in ruins. It bears a plaque in memory of Philippe.
Gerard and his siblings say their mother was more prone to outbursts than their dad. But on the whole they remember her as saintly, religious and deeply committed to her children.
“My mom would lie prostrate on the floor and pray. Nothing was too much for her children,” says Gerard.
“My dad used to chide her for sleeping in, but he forgot that he’d have the brandies and go to sleep early and she’d stay up doing what she had to do.”
Philippe was larger than life and heroic in his children’s eyes.
But they speak tenderly of their mother. Michel says he always sided with his father and in the rare event that they fought, he quietly supported his dad.
Gerard, on the other hand, seems to have been protective of his mother. He looks more like her. In photographs this resemblance is obvious. His brothers, especially Hervé, bear an unmistakable likeness to their father.
Visiting Mon Espere years later, Gerard recounted a story about when the family were driving to Stanger via the farm roads. Elaine must have been at home because Eva and Philippe rode up front and Hervé, Gerard and Michel were in the back of the van.
Philippe and Eva had a terrible row. Philippe stopped the car and ordered Eva to get out. The boys sat in the back, bewildered. Before their dad drove off, Gerard jumped out to be with
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his mom and they walked a few kilometres home together.
“I couldn’t leave my mother alone, even at the risk of making my father angrier.”
Eva was the peacemaker, often reconciling her husband and Hervé when they clashed. Later, as a young man, Gerard occasionally kept the peace between his parents.
Hervé is a dark, brooding character who left high school early to work with his father on the farm.
Hervé and his dad clashed often which is ridiculous because Hervé was an able and later accomplished farmer.
Labourers on the farm to this day remember Hervé by his nickname, “Malungisa,” or Zulu for the one who fixes things.
His siblings describe Hervé as a deep and at times conflicted character.
He’s a tough, tanned and bald man with the stern countenance of his father.
Hervé is now 78. A world champion canoeist in his heyday, Hervé has big, strong hands that he’s used to fix and build things his whole life.
His character was indelibly shaped by his relationship with his father. “I never lived up to his expectations. I wasn’t good at sports or good at school. Gerard was.”
As a consequence Hervé is doggedly determined and became a great farmer to prove himself to his dad.
All Philippe and Eva’s children show signs of being incredibly independent and single minded.
Gerard says Hervé is most like their father. “He is a very quiet person, not easily riled. But when he is, he becomes very dangerous, like my dad.”
Gerard says the three eldest children scrapped incessantly. It carried on into adulthood though as they matured they mellowed considerably.
Gerard says Michel’s nickname as a kid was alternatively
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“Khrushchev” or “Man on the Moon” and both riled him. Khrushchev as in Nikita, the bellicose Soviet leader because he was so contrarian, and Man on the Moon because he was a dreamer.
All strong willed, none of the siblings want to be told what to do.
“We love to be in control. We got that from my dad,” Gerard says.
Strong and controlling, Norma, Gerard’s wife agrees, “but you are the most gentle”.
Philippe’s reputation as trustworthy and hard-working meant there was no shortage of Mauritians keen to invest in his enterprises. Gerard says he wasn’t adventurous, refusing to borrow money unless it was at 6% and then only from a few sources, namely Old Mutual and the legal firm Shepstone and Wylie.
That said, Philippe was savvy and by the time he died, aged 58, he owned or had shares in numerous farms up the KwaZulu-Natal North Coast: Souvenir, Savanna, Plaisance, Deep River, St Martin, Ferney and Henrietta.
Gerard and Michel described their dad as a planter, a happy farmer who lovingly worked the land and was excited about exotic crops. He always wanted his children to drive around with him so he could show them the farm.
Michel says he was proud of his garden and his fruit trees, growing lots of fruit and veggies that weren’t commonly grown, like custard apples, artichokes and Chinese guavas. When he went into town he took fruit and vegetables to Mauritians in town. “One family had six kids and my dad gave them fresh produce and a sack of meal once a month.”
Philippe was kind and good natured, but he didn’t like losing.
Michel recalls a game of croquet at Clavis Stella. “I was playing well, but I made a mistake and we lost to
42

huge rivals. My dad was very cross. He was competitive and I felt so bad because I had been thoughtless.”
Philippe was a larger than life character. He made an indelible impression on his children in his relatively short life.
Gerard says he was a gallant gaul in the tradition of old style, colonial Mauritius. Which is true, in a sense, but later Philippe was to show another aspect to his character in his politics.
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CHAPTER 5
A HUCKLEBERRY FINN CHILDHOOD AND THE SIBLING RIVALRY THAT BRED STEELY RESOLVE
Among Gerard’s personal effects is a tattered report card from St Charles.
Dated February 1953, it is penned by Brother William from the Catholic boys boarding school in Pietermaritzburg.
The school is almost 150 years old and is situated between the highway and the university in pleasant surroundings with a view of Hilton’s hills in the distance. In Gerard’s days it was a four hour drive from home.
In his first entry about Gerard de Rauville, Brother William notes he got a C for arithmetic and Bs for English and Afrikaans.
“His work must be done more carefully,” the brother wrote. Gerard, then in the first term of Std 5 (now Grade 7) and newly inducted from Oakford Primary, was listed as 30th in his class.
At Oakford Gerard was one of two boys in the senior class. The other kid was a Protestant so they made Gerard head boy.
Three months into school at St Charles and young Gerard was 2nd in class and boasted three As.
Brother William was obviously chuffed. “He always does his work very well,” he wrote.

Gerard’s conduct and application was “very good”. Twelve-year-old Gerard displayed traits in those few months that he would show throughout his life. When he locked onto a target, he did so with dogged determination and 100% commitment.
As an old man Gerard recalls how his boyish brain processed success.
“I was conscientious because it gave me a sense of satisfaction at the end of the day to know that I had applied myself well.”
Gerard is the second eldest of Philippe and Eva’s children. Hervé is the eldest by two years.
Michel is 14 months younger than Gerard. Gerard describes himself as a typical middle child. There was obviously an intense rivalry between these siblings, especially Michel and Gerard. It lasted well into adulthood.
It made them madly competitive, in addition to the single-mindedness that was genetically bequeathed them. It appears to have served them well, but for some miserable bouts of obstinacy.
Gerard says being the ham in the sandwich between Hervé and Michel had its challenges.
Michel, he says, soon saw it was better to align with older, bigger and stronger Hervé if he wanted to win.
Michel says it was a no-brainer, ganging up against Hervé meant he had a fight on his hands.
“With Hervé on my side I knew I could sit back and relax,” Michel says.
Michel and Gerard have always been on opposing sides, a fact quickly volunteered by most family members, including the brothers.
Michel says at St Charles it was good to know his brothers were there.
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But “it didn’t really help”. Michel says he had to fight his own battles and “after fighting Gerard, who was twice my size, anybody else was a piece of cake”.
Jacqueline, their youngest sister, says animosity aside, they have a Sicilian loyalty.
She tells a story related by her twin, Jacques, of when the boys were at St Charles playing rugby.
Gerard has his father’s genes. He is a big man, though not as burly as Philippe.
He was in the first XV front row at St Charles in Matric. One day Michel was playing and apparently did something wrong, prompting one of the Catholic brothers to smack him on the head. Gerard apparently saw this and raced down the field.
“Jacques says Gerard tackled him and threw the brother to the ground. He said ‘What are you doing to my brother?’ “It’s amazing really,” says Jacqueline, “because through their lives Gerard and Michel have irritated each other.”
Gerard’s formative years were happy and content, filled with memories of boyhood mischief.
On a trip back to Mon Espere Gerard and Jacques had a good laugh remembering how a swarm of bees chased Hervé around the house and how he eventually had to jump into a pond to escape them.
Mon Espere was also the scene of an unforgettable spat between Gerard, Hervé and Michel, which Gerard lost because he decided, all of 13 years old, to leave home.
He organized with Marie the chef to make some lunch to sustain him on his odyssey and set off on his way with a few prized possessions in a knapsack.
After a few kilometres of toiling on the farm roads, Gerard broke for lunch.
Sitting in the shade and munching on his sandwiches,
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Gerard decided he wasn’t in such a huff, after all, so turned around and walked back home.
Of course, his brothers delighted in the disgrace of his premature return, but their dad Philippe threatened to thrash them if they laughed at Gerard, putting a quick stop to further taunting.
Gerard says sibling rivalry included, his childhood was blissful; a Huckleberry Finn existence full of boyhood adventure.
It was at Mon Espere that they learnt to use a gun, hunt monkeys in the bush and catch birds.
Gerard has especially fond memories of Mon Espere and of taking cycling trips to Melville Sugar Estate near Stanger with Michel and Hervé.
Hervé was generally the boss as boys and he and Michel were happy to lay about, Gerard says.
“Hervé was always busy and he’d shout at us to get up and help him build a treehouse or something. We’d tell him to get lost and then we’d pay attention when he threatened to beat us up.”
Some Saturdays Mr Munusamy, the tractor driver, drove the boys into town to the movies.
“I always made the arrangements,” says Gerard. “I paid and did everything. Hervé didn’t care and when we arrived Michel would ask, ‘What’s the movie?’
“I don’t know, I was the responsible one. I was just naturally inclined towards that role. Jacqueline is the same.” Gerard says Michel was thoroughly contrary and would “argue everything”.
Michel describes Gerard as “very intelligent and dogmatic”.
Gerard, he says, has fixed ideas, but he says his big brother has remarkable tenacity. Michel worked in accounting for Turners Asbestos in Jacobs before becoming a firebrand
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independent councillor in Durban.
“He is clever and has a tremendous memory. Michel has an astute mind,” Gerard says.
He’s the sort of chap who loves quiz nights and is a sought-after team member on such occasions.
“We normally fight and are at opposite poles,” says Michel. “But lately our exchanges have been tender and we respect each other. I really admire him and the way he has always been able to recover from things.”
The family dynamic of competing brothers was obviously influenced by a domineering father and a quiet, if at times, temperamental mother. Now add another dimension, the fourth child in the family of six children was Elaine, born in 1947 after Michel.
Elaine was born five years before the twins Jacqueline and Jacques (1952).
Elaine was, by all accounts, angelic. She died aged 20 and mention of her still makes her siblings choke up.
“She was the sweetest person ever,” Gerard says, unable to disguise his tears.
Norma says Elaine had a heart of gold, was a quiet, even-tempered person who never gave her parents an ounce of trouble. She had a charitable disposition, often helping out at church.
A letter to her parents soon after she left school is indicative of Elaine’s nature.
The letter, neatly written in cursive, reads:
To Mom and Dad I thank you dearest Mom and Dad for all you have done for me during the years that I have been with you. I realize that I have been tremendously spoilt, but in a good way; preventing me from being selfish and uncharitable, which would have been contrary to
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what you both are.
You have given me a thousand fold more than what I ever deserved.
I cherish the gifts, and I respect you for it. I am sorry for the tears and heartaches I may have caused you, but for these, you will be rewarded by God.
I thank you for the hours of prayer and sacrifice you went through, during my hardships and examinations.
I thank you also for being strict and therefore keeping me on the right track.
I may have moaned at times when I wasn’t allowed to do what I wanted, but now I am grateful.
There have been agonizing suffering at the loss and critical illnesses of children, but these rewards will be received in the next and eternal world.
Thank you for the material things I have received from you, which are clothes, parties and a roof and good school, of which I am very proud.
I thank the Heavenly Father every night for parents so good and devoted and I ask him to keep the family one, in mind and in spirit, although we may be dispersed far and wide.
I thank you for everything, and my love is unending as a ring. Your grateful and everlasting daughter, Elaine
In many respects the de Rauvilles were a typical, big Mauritian family. Philippe and Eva rounded their brood up on Sundays and herded them to Mass. It was a non- negotiable. Afterwards Sunday lunches were a lavish affair with lively, robust discussions where issues were hotly contested and Gerard was often pitted against his brothers.
Lively engagement became a theme of Gerard’s life, borne out by the testimony of his oldest friends, Peter Paola, aka
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the Lebanese Lion.
Peter went to Oakford Primary with Gerard and then on to St Charles and has deep insights into the man of resolve that Gerard became.
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CHAPTER 6
A YOUNG LAD LEARNS THE VIRTUE OF TENACITY IN A TIFF
Gerard loved St Charles. His brothers and all the Mauritian boys from the North Coast attended the boarding school in Pietermaritzburg.
Visits home were reserved for holidays four times a year. He was occasionally homesick, but was soon swept up in all the activities on hand. He developed a love for sport, met his oldest friend Peter Paola and started to become politicized.
“Our lives were filled with classes, sport and our eagerness to swap stories about spending time holding hands with girls behind trees.
“If it wasn’t that it was about being competitive or slacking off in the infirmary where Sister Olsen’s standard remedy was gargling and aspirin.”
Gerard’s best chum was Peter who knows him like the back of his hand.
It’s an exaggeration, Gerard smiles, but it makes the point. Peter is a few months older than Gerard and was born on 11 October 1940.
Peter has a look of Gabriel García Márquez about him. He has a white moustache, like the Columbian author. He has a philosophical bearing and a kind, belaboured way of talking with emphasis.
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“I think my first memory is of Gerard playing rugby and he had bit of a Mauritian accent.”
Gerard’s nickname was “Woofie”. Peter raises two issues critical to Gerard’s development: his approach to rugby and politics. He learnt great persistence in both.
Peter recalls Gerard being ribbed because of his French heritage.
Woofie, Peter says, might have had something to do with the novelty song “How much is that doggie in the window”, sung by US singer Patti Page and released in 1952.
Peter remembers the English boys taunted Gerard by singing the song in a mocking French accent.
It rattled him and he initially launched at his provocateurs, threatening to “fix” them with his fists.
But the nickname stuck, with much affection. To this day Gerard has the fondest recollection of friends from St Charles, among those that he remembers are Dudley Crookes, Pat Kennedy, Peter Addis, Viv Slabbert, Colin Tedder, Eddie Cross, Howard Tozer, Malcolm Heritage and Glen Mezher (who pipped Gerard to the post as top Matric student).
Peter says Brother Macarten, the principal, was a bit of a tyrant and a disciplinarian, but he and Gerard were very comfortable with the routine and the discipline.
“We enjoyed our sports and it was home away from home. “Both Gerard and I were avid newspaper readers. Gerard used to make a beeline for the bloody library and went immediately to the sports pages. I went to the front pages and after he’d expounded on who would be in or out of which sports team, we’d discuss the headlines.
“When Gerard and I were having our conversations, people would join in and eventually it became quite heated. There were those from the North Coast who were National Party
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proponents. Gerard wasn’t one of those. It was extremely brave of him to take the stance he did, considering his dad’s position.”
In the St Charles 1958 yearbook there is the following description of Gerard by his peers:
“A top level man in the National Party. The first Mauritian to attain this honour. Recently appointed Finance Minister due to his keen capabilities and sharp intellect. Rumoured as the next Prime Minister.”
The reference to Gerard as a National Party supporter is intentionally ironic.
Given what he and Peter say, he was the furthest thing from a Nat.
“Gerard’s politics were starkly in contrast to his father’s,” says Peter.
Philippe was a staunch National Party supporter. Gerard says his dad was black or white on most issues, especially South African politics.
Though, that said, Philippe wasn’t a vicious racist in the mould of many Nationalists of the day.
On a heartwarming trip down memory lane in January 2017, I travelled to Gerard’s birthplace with him and his youngest brother Jacques. It was a lovely trip for the siblings, returning to the farms their father worked and owned.
On the excursion we met the new owner of Ferney Estate, a charming man with a wicked sense of humour.
We arrived at Ferney unannounced and Jacques, more accustomed to farm etiquette than I, was reticent about approaching the homestead without making contact with the new owners by phone first.
He wasn’t getting signal on his cellphone and I pressed our party ahead, keen to check out the Ferney Estate manor house I had heard so much about.
We moseyed around near the front door and Zama
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Maphanga returned to discover three strangers gawking at his house.
He hopped out of his truck and said: “What are these white men doing on my farm. Must I shoot them?”
It was said in jest but delivered with enough severity to get me wondering.
Maphanga was delighted to meet former owners of the 430 hectare farm and graciously showed us around.
He sought out a wizened geezer who has worked on the farm since he was a teenager.
Mbombo Sebeni was a shy old man. He didn’t appear to recognize Gerard and Jacques, but his face lit up at the mention of their father.
Sebeni said Philippe was “a good man”. Pressed to describe Philippe, he said: “He had a big, loud voice. He spoke like a man who was fighting, but he was not fighting.”
Eva, he said, was a “lovely, humble lady”. Philippe was single-minded on matters of politics, Gerard says.
As a boy, Gerard remembers his father travelling to Stanger regularly to visit Albert Luthuli, former president of the ANC and the first African to be awarded the Nobel peace prize.
Gerard says he was too young to have an image of Luthuli, but he recalls frequent trips to Luthuli’s homestead.
His father went to consult Luthuli on labour matters, Gerard says.
Luthuli’s home was a short drive from where Philippe farmed, cutting across dirt roads.
A sign on the district road D802 says Groutville, where Luthuli lived, is 10kms away. Gerard remembers as a boy waiting in the van while his dad spoke to Luthuli.
“My father had a very high regard for him. He’d say ‘Luthuli, now that’s a bloody good African, a man you can
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reason with’.”
Luthuli never changed Philippe’s politics though. Luthuli died in 1967.
Gerard remembers as a teenager manning the Progressive Party table in Chaka’s Rock one election while his dad sat metres away at the National Party table.
Gerard says his father’s affinity with the National Party was bolstered by an innate, French dislike of the English.
He used to make fun of stuffiness. Philippe had little time for some of the wealthy English types on the North Coast and often felt more at home with the railway workers who supported the Nationalists, Gerard says.
“My dad was self made. He mocked some of the Umhlali farmers. He was good friends with some, but others he couldn’t stand. He was financially their equal but he didn’t like snobs. And when he supported the National Party, he was ostracized by some.
“But he was happy, he believed fervently in the NP and he identified with working-class people.”
When Gerard joined the Progressive Party, Philippe said angrily: “What, my son, you are a traitor!”
Philippe eventually became chairman of the National Party on the North Coast.
“That’s how it was with him,” Gerard said. “That’s how he saw it. He was very strong willed.” Gerard explains that, in part, his dad’s politics was a rebellion against the establishment. He was cocking a snook at the rich by identifying with lowly Afrikaners. Traditional French antipathy toward the English accounted for it too.
“If you came from a good family with money on the island (Mauritius), that sorted out most problems,” Gerard says.
Money and standing in society were real barriers to mobility that were a throwback to aristocratic France.
Philippe was a self-made man.
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Peter Paola says the conversations he and Gerard had through school, and later as young men, cemented their friendship.
Peter was known as the “Lebanese Lion” because of his strong political views.
“At school I recall being called ‘The Leb’. I don’t know about the ‘lion’, maybe it was because I wouldn’t tolerate any bullshit even back then. I spoke my mind about the politics of the country.
“We believed what was happening in the country needed to be changed.
“Gerard is upstanding and loyal. We were able to enter into good, intelligent conversations about things from the start of St Charles.
“And we started to look out for one another from then.” After school Peter entered the seminary and was ordained as a Catholic priest seven years later.
Peter describes Gerard’s approach to friends as extended family.
“When I came home from the seminary or later when I was posted to rural missions, I would always catch up with Gerard. Then I was at St Josephs and Trinity parishes in Durban and we saw one another often.”
Gerard says Peter never lost his sense of religious purpose. “Peter says he never had a problem with his faith, the problem was his vocation,” Gerard says.
Peter says he felt at odds with the church on politics and, Gerard says, probably personal issues too.
Peter left the priesthood after 20 years because, he says, his political views were at odds with many of his congregants at Holy Trinity parish in Musgrave Road, Durban.
A close adherent of Archbishop Denis Hurley, Peter also brushed up against the apartheid police. When he left the priesthood he moved to Johannesburg and took a job with
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Nissan in human resources. He was trained by the company in Japan and eventually became a specialist in corporate systems, streamlining people and processes.
His company operates out of New Zealand where he and his partner Willem Botha live. They use New Zealand as a base to consult for companies there and in the Americas.
Peter still regards himself as a Catholic priest, having never been ex-cardinated from his diocese.
Peter says: “I was very much a supporter of Archbishop Hurley and found myself in conflict with congregants and I didn’t want to bring any issues into the church.
“I was visited by the Special Branch. I studied in Canada at one stage and picked up a picture of the Black Christ and they saw that in my office.”
The Black Christ is a mural painted in 1962 by Cape Town born artist Ronald Harrison. It depicts a crucified Christ being tormented by Roman centurions. The face of the crucified man is that of Chief Albert Luthuli.
Peter and Gerard were increasingly politicized at school and later in the 1970s.
“As for Gerard’s faith, I would sum it up in this way: he didn’t get into the intellectual and theological part of Catholicism but what he found in Catholicism was fundamental principles that allowed him to stand up as a progressive.
“The fundamentals of our faith extrapolated showed how the situation around us was contrary to our principles and that was the basis of our frustration.”
Peter says Gerard will vigorously defend a position and a person, but not often volubly.
“He is a very private person. He drives himself to accept and doesn’t like sharing his hardship. He puts his head down and goes for it. That’s how he played rugby and dealt with people he didn’t like. He has a determination to get on with
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it and not to be affected by adversity, not outwardly anyway. Inwardly I believe he hurts badly.”
Peter says Gerard is totally loyal until his confidence is betrayed.
“It has happened a few times. He has turned his back on people who have betrayed him. I don’t know the details, but I am aware of some instances.
“I know I can rely on Gerard no matter what the situation and I hope he knows he can rely on me.”
Peter says it is easy to wax lyrical about Gerard’s virtues. But his frailties are all too apparent at times too. “Sometimes he can be very stubborn. The reason, in his life experience, is that he’s standing up for what is true and you have to be very persuasive to change his mind. We’ve never had a major fallout. Oh, but we’ve had some disagreements.”
At school Gerard was academically strong. One of his teachers referred to him as being mathematically gifted, which is borne out by a comment from Gerard’s friend, Ivan Clark, a chartered accountant and former head of Grindrod. “Gerard is numerically gifted. He can literally run his finger over a column of numbers and add them up.”
Gerard excelled at school and narrowly missed being appointed a prefect.
He was bitterly disappointed. “I thought why are other boys who can’t hold a candle to me academically, in conduct and at sport made prefects? I thought Brother Macartan had a grudge against me. Anyway, I didn’t make a fuss. I stayed quiet and calm.
“That was formative experience in building my character. I took it in my stride and learnt to settle my own emotions. I spoke to no one about it.”
Months later after St Charles gave Hilton a hiding, Macartan came into the change room after the rugby game and said he had an announcement to make, it was “a special
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gift for someone who should have received it earlier this year”. Gerard had scrolls for rugby and academics. To get an honours blazer he had to have three scrolls, including a merit scroll.
Brother Macartan presented Gerard with a merit scroll on that day.
Gerard relished playing rugby. He loved the physicality of it.
Gerard might easily have been dubbed a shy, sensitive boy, clearly as a consequence of his relationship with his mother.
Philippe was a tough, no-nonsense farmer and Gerard and all his siblings idolized their dad, but Gerard’s relationship with his mom was special.
“I think that if my mom had a soft spot, it was for me. I was always interested in what she was doing and I was always at her side. My mom taught me how to knit.”
Gerard’s brothers teased him for being a mommy’s boy. He didn’t give a jot. He says his dad knew he wasn’t a softie, didn’t shy away from a scrap and played rugby fearlessly and with maximum contact.
Gerard admits as an old man that the antagonism between him and Michel, his younger brother snapping at his heels, was probably also defining.
The upshot of it all is that it made him a bit fiery and a healthy place for this to find expression was in rugby, which he relished.
Gerard played for the first XV at St Charles in Matric. It was a great rugby school, and that year only lost two of 16 games, to Maritzburg College and Voortrekker High.
“My approach to rugby was ‘I have a job to do as tight head prop and that is to grind my opposition into the ground and support the jumper. In those days all the energies of the forwards was propelled into the scrum. I liked the combat of rugby. I played with every ounce of my being.
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“I was determined to make the First XV rugby team and to achieve that required extra special effort. I had to drive the other front rankers into the ground and I was prepared to do that without any feeling. It might be horrible, but the coach saw there was no competition and he needed to see that. It developed a burning desire to be successful in everything.”
Gerard says rugby became representative of how to put will power and determination to work. In one game he broke his nose, probably got a smack at the bottom of the scrum that he deserved, he says.
It meant he was out of commission for a few games and spent that time running like crazy to keep fit and ensure his place in the team wasn’t permanently taken.
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CHAPTER 7
THE FOLLY OF YOUTH, FROM FALTERING TO FEARLESS
When Gerard left school he had a month’s holiday and then started articles in January 1959. He doesn’t remember getting much career advice beyond seeing a counsellor who suggested land surveying, probably because he said he loved the outdoors and farm life.
The only accountant he knew at the time was Robert de Charmoy, Thomy’s son who looked like a successful guy. “He said it is a very good profession. He said the only mistake you mustn’t make is to work too hard,” Gerard says. A natural with figures, Gerard wasn’t good at languages, so he settled on accountancy and was articled to the firm of Roberts, Haley and Murray.
Their offices were in what was then known as the UBS Building, near The Mercury newspaper, on the corner of Devonshire Place and Smith Street, a building that stands to this day.
Roberts, Haley and Murray was a middle-of-the-road Durban firm with a good reputation and a spread of decent accounts. Gerard approached the firm because it did Philippe’s books. So began a five-year journey of working every day and going to classes at Natal University in the evenings and on Saturdays.
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At first Gerard stayed at the YMCA on the Esplanade and cycled to work and the accounting campus which was in a block behind the old Alhambra Theatre at the bottom end of Berea Road.
Later he shared a digs with his cousin Robert Maingard in Umgeni Heights.
Gerard’s first year of study was uneventful. His second could have been cataclysmic, like his last year would be.
After a year of work and studies, Gerard got a bee in his bonnet that he didn’t like what he was doing.
There was no problem ostensibly, he just got fed up. So he jumped into his Ford Anglia and drove home to Ferney on a Monday morning. His folks were shocked to see him.
Gerard spat it out: he didn’t like the work, Durban or his studies.
Philippe said sternly: “My boy, do you want me to give you a good hiding?”
Eva took Gerard aside and asked him what was wrong. She pointed out that he’d always been at boarding school and was never one for staying at home.
Philippe said: “I will give him a tank of petrol and he must go straight back.” Gerard refused. Eva gently encouraged Gerard. She sat him down and said: “My boy, you did so well at your studies, there’s no way you won’t get through. This is obviously a little blip, you’ll work through it.”
Gerard slept on it. “The next day I felt better. I had good advice, a full stomach and a tank of petrol and I went back to Durban. I never looked back. I was not one for spontaneous actions like that. I liked the work and nobody was getting on my nerves. I
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don’t know what happened.”
Gerard might have been overwhelmed by the thought of being articled for five long years, but, as is his nature, he got on with it.
And in the process he learnt everything about accounting, taxation and auditing.
“I wasn’t scared of hard work. Everything you did in articles had to be 100% correct. There was no slipping or sliding. The older partners Bert Haley, Doug Murray and Les Rycroft were wonderful gentlemen, very ethical and Methodist oriented.”
Hard work and discipline were cherished. But the youngsters knew their place. Gerard had fun times at the firm and made good friends, including Neale Roberts, Buzzy Brookes, Julian Thornton, Neil Gerber, Peter Drummond, Dave Perry, Stan Mack, Yvonne Cheves and Barbara Walshaw.
On a Friday afternoon if the articled clerks finished their work at 4pm they had to add up numbers in the phonebook until 4.30pm when they knocked off.
“I worked mostly with the younger partners, Guy Barker and Robin Dwyer,” Gerard says.
“The older partners were almost sacred. You didn’t walk into their offices. You knocked gently and remained standing until they invited you in and offered you a seat. They were very strict about decorum. Doing the right thing was instilled in me there.”
The culture also reinforced a great sense of responsibility in Gerard and the value of common sense.
“You mustn’t think you are too important. You are, after all, a businessman like any other. Some professions think they are a cut above the average. The one thing an accountant learns early is that he’s not above anyone.
“You have to mix with all sorts of people and engage with
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them. On an audit you might talk to the person sweeping the factory floor and the managing director on the same day. You must be like a chameleon and adapt, depending on who you are talking to.
“And when it comes to the boss, you have to be on top of your game. I always prepared before I arrived at a meeting. You are engaging on finances and you have to be on top of your game and take it seriously.
“It taught me great maturity. I never faked it. If I didn’t know something I would never try and bullshit. I’d say, ‘I don’t know the answer to that. Please let me get back to you’.”
Gerard says he used to recount his work tales to his dad at the weekend.
Philippe was amused. When Gerard said he had an hour-long conversation with such and such a managing director, Philippe would laugh affectionately and say, “What do you know, you little couillon (prick)? You mean these people listen to you!”
At 21, Gerard moved from his cousin’s digs and took up lodgings at the Musgrave Hotel, a residential hotel at 88 Musgrave Road.
One night he and his chum Roland de Broglio had a few too many beers and decided to play soccer in the lobby and knocked over a vase.
The manager, Mr Dunkley didn’t tolerate that nonsense and told them to pack their bags in the morning.
Mr Dunkley was the father of Kevin, former president of the Natal Rugby Union and a friend of Gerard’s.
When young Gerard was given the boot, he said, cheekily, “One day I’ll buy this place”.
And years later, he did, along with three other buildings of sentimental attachment – though he didn’t buy them out of nostalgia.
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For the last three years of his studies, Gerard stayed at Mimi Hallot’s boarding house.
He spent three happy years, from 1962 to 1965 at 20 Essenwood Road.
Mimi was a lovable Mauritian, a short, stout woman who cooked delicious meals and loved to eat and share them, especially with Gerard, who she considered an adopted son.
Her husband, Maxim had died and she took an instant liking to Gerard.
“She was a darling. Short and round. She couldn’t reach the pedals of her VW and it was banged up from all the accidents, never her fault, of course.
“There were about eight rooms in her house, but at breakfast she’d be sure to single out Gerard and tell him to be home at 7pm if she was making something special like a rougaille.”
Most weeks Gerard would see his dad because Philippe drove into town for business. He’d visit the firm and take his son to lunch.
During this time Philippe came to respect Gerard’s developing business skills. Initially when his son questioned Philippe’s peculiar accounting at the farm, he dismissed him with a wave.
“Ah, shut up my boy,” he’d say. In later years Gerard overheard his dad speaking to his friends in admiring tones about him and what he thought of this or that aspect of business.
Philippe was a stickler for honouring a debt. At school Gerard won the maths prize for two years running, Std 9 and Matric.
He was awarded prize money of £110, by way of a reduction in his fees.
Philippe saved the money for Gerard and loaned him the balance of £30 required to buy his first car, the Ford Anglia.
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One day at lunch in town, Gerard offered to pick up the tab. 
“No,” said Philippe, “This is on me. But don’t forget what you owe me for the car.”
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CHAPTER 8
A SWOONING LASS WAITING ON THE CORNER TO CATCH SIGHT OF HER BEAU
Gerard’s greatest blessing must undoubtedly have been meeting his wife Norma, an exceptional woman and the rock of his life.
They have been married for more than 50 years and are described as two halves of a whole. They are a marvel to behold, even to relative outsiders. They met in 1962 and still delight in each other’s company.
Among their treasured photographs is a black and white picture of them goofing around at the side of a swimming pool as youngsters. Another sees them, hands entwined, making the shape of a heart, 50 years later on a beach in Mauritius. Gerard’s face lights up when Norma enters a room. She adores him. It is rare to witness such devotion and affection.
The harmony might come from what could be perfect balance.
When Gerard decided to marry Norma his mom predicted a happy union: “She loves you as much as you love her. You will be together forever,” Eva said.
Of course, perfect romances don’t always have classic Hollywood beginnings. Actually, they can start out decidedly awkward.
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In this case Gerard vomited. As a dapper young man about town, Gerard first met Norma when he was 20 years old. But it was a chance encounter; Gerard took Norma’s older sister, Veronica, out on a date. Norma was a gangly teen and she and her twin, Erika, were in Std 8 at Maris Stella convent for girls.
The three sisters lived with their parents Eric and Ethel Salmon in a block of flats called Plettenberg, above the Tollgate bridge on Durban’s Berea.
Mr and Mrs Salmon were upstanding, middle-class folk who moved from England to South Africa in the late 1950s, when the twins were 11 years old.
Mr Salmon was a process engineer and got a job in Darnall. He left ahead of his family who followed by ship.
Mrs Salmon turned 101 years old in 2017, a dear woman who raised three lovely daughters. When she arrived in South Africa from Wimbledon they rode a ricksha on the beachfront, lunched at the Edward Hotel and were rather charmed.
Then her husband came to collect her and the girls for the winding journey to their new home in Stanger.
“My mother’s face got longer and longer as the Plymouth made its way further and further north,” Norma says.
Norma says she and her sisters were prim and proper little girls who wore gloves and hats and socks and shoes to school. But in Stanger there were all “these little Afrikaans kids running around without shoes on”.
Her parents were shocked and, after sending Veronica to boarding school at Maris Stella, they soon followed and moved to Durban.
Gerard met Veronica for what would turn out to be a disastrous date at the 67 Restaurant in Aliwal Street. It was the 14th of July, French National Day and Gerard was filled with bonhomie and booze, too much of the latter.
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By the time he got back to South Ridge Road to return Veronica home, he’d puked down the front of his shirt and stood swaying at the front door.
“I was totally motherless, a disgrace. Mr Salmon was not impressed and said I shouldn’t darken their door again,” says Gerard.
But Eric was a kind sort and even though Gerard had blotted his copybook, he was allowed back.
Although, he didn’t pursue Veronica. Instead, one night he was at a dance at Susan Dye’s house in Essenwood Road. He hadn’t noticed the twins before. Who’s that, he asked a friend, pointing towards Norma.
“I liked her. She was a girl, but what caught my eye was her serene face. It was innocent and her nature was gentle. That really attracted me. I danced with her the whole night.”
Norma was equally infatuated. So much so that on the way to school she would loiter on the corner of Berea and Musgrave roads to catch sight of handsome Gerard driving past in his Mini, with registration NT 4235.
“Ah, yes, he was dapper,” she says. The Salmons didn’t have too high a regard for Gerard, but they let him take Norma out – also to the 67 Restaurant. And Norma was a jumble of nerves.
“I was a naïve teenager. I was totally out of my depth. On that first date I borrowed Erika’s dress. I was terrified. I had no experience of restaurants or what I was going to order. My folks couldn’t afford to take us to restaurants.
“My mom said ‘Order the sole, it is safe’.” She did and it was. Norma and Gerard went steady for four years. They went on dates, cruising around in the Mini. Whenever it rained, the points got wet and it wouldn’t start. Norma had to push while Gerard roll started it. Norma’s parents went from looking disdainfully on young
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Gerard to adoring him, Norma says.
Peter Paola says the greatest human resource in Gerard’s life has undoubtedly been Norma.
“She is a jewel. I realized that from an early age. The three of us drove to Johannesburg in Gerard’s Mini. We went for a break and to see the sights.
“I remember sitting in the back seat marvelling at them, at how compatible they were. We had such fun.”
Gerard, Peter says, inherited the idea, from his Mauritian background, that he is the boss of the family.
“But believe me, he will never cross Norma. He has the greatest respect for her. He knows he’s in charge because Norma lets him and he’ll probably kick my ass for saying so. Her strongest point is that she knows how to handle him. But they do seem to love one another equally.”
Before Gerard and Norma started dating he had a “desperate crush” on Camille Redshaw, but she didn’t fancy him.
Gerard says Camille wasn’t interested at all. He’s grateful. He went on to find the love of his life.
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CHAPTER 9
DARK CLOUDS ENVELOP A YOUNG MAN ON THE BRINK OF LIFE
When Gerard was 23 years old he was on the brink of qualifying as a chartered accountant when tragedy struck. After a series of colds he got a severe sinus infection and lost his sight.
Gerard had finished his articles in January 1964 and joined the firm of De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman, in the process increasing his monthly salary from R150 to R175. In March, two months before his board exams, Gerard realized his eyesight was diminishing.
Then a month away from writing his board exams he woke up one morning at Mimi Hallot’s boarding house and couldn’t see out of his good, right eye at all.
It was devastating because he was born with 20% vision in his left eye.
When he was a six-year-old boy, Eva noticed Gerard kept covering his left eye in order to see properly.
She consulted Dr Tommy Edmunds, a Welsh ophthalmologist who trained at Cardiff Medical School and had relocated to Durban.
Edmunds was a noted specialist. When he died years later his obituary in a medical journal described his skills as superb. He established the ophthalmology departments at
71

King Edward VIII hospital in 1936 and the Natal Medical School in 1955.
It is not surprising that Eva sought Edmunds out. She knew no obstacle when it came to the welfare of her children.
Gerard says the blindness in his one good eye was dramatic and deeply disturbing. The severe sinus infection may have been as a result of pre-exam stress, Gerard says.
When he woke up that fateful morning in 1964 and couldn’t see he got someone to immediately call Norma.
She and her twin sister arrived in Erika’s little car. They called Eva and Philippe and quickly arranged for Gerard to see Dr Edmunds.
He was admitted to St Augustine’s hospital, less than a kilometre from Mimi’s.
Gerard’s hospital room was on the ground floor of the old building, on the north east facing corner. It is now a side entrance to the hospital. It has what would have been somewhat useless to Gerard: splendid views of the harbour.
He was to spend about a month there, much of it in a state of angst. Although in true Gerard fashion he rationalized the challenge and did his best to stay calm and optimistic.
Edmunds diagnosed optic neuritis. Essentially the nerve in his right eye had become so infected it was near dead.
Gerard was given a course of antibiotics. It didn’t work. Edmunds told Eva he wasn’t sure he could save Gerard’s sight.
They didn’t tell Gerard that. Instead, every day Norma and his friend and fellow articled clerk Sandford Meyer came to visit him. Sandford was due to write the board exam too.
He and Gerard went over accounting theory on every visit. Norma, then barely out of school, took leave from her job as a bookkeeper’s assistant and read Gerard long sections
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from his textbooks.
“Norma stayed at my bedside. It really warmed my heart. My mom used to come from the farm two or three times a week.
“Apart from being a practical help, it was four weeks away from exams and Norma said, ‘You are in trouble and I am going to help you’.
“It was unsettling. I was confident, but unsettled. Norma’s presence was calming. I knew then that I had a keeper.” Norma brought the copies of the Financial Mail on Fridays.
“I used to love reading Financial Mail. You can imagine, articles written by experts and they were so considered. On Fridays Norma put the auditing and accounting books away and read the FM to me for an hour.”
Norma says she was a jumble of emotions. She and Gerard had been dating for four years. She knew there was a strong likelihood they would get engaged, but the thought of marrying a man who might be blind was daunting.
“I can’t let that come before my love for him. I thought, what do I do?” She just stayed the course, at his side and read the accountancy books.
“Reading all those books, I had no idea what they were all about. It was double Dutch to me,” Norma says.
Gerard says he knew he had the “best team” on his side in Norma, his parents, his friends and his specialists.
“I felt dreadful, but I’m very fortunate in that I never believe a negative situation is going to last. It’s my nature. I said to myself, it’s ok, I have to leave it up to the doctors.”
Gerard drew on a teenage experience of adversity to help psyche himself. In 1958 at Salt Rock he and three friends were swimming and they got smacked by a big wave. The boys were separated and Gerard got caught in the rip and was swept out past the breakers.
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“My folks were not on the verandah as usual. So there was no one to save me. I knew the current would take me back and it did after about 250 metres. My friends had called a rescue service, but it wasn’t necessary. I’m lucky. Most people panic. I don’t.”
After the first week when the antibiotics didn’t take, Dr Edmunds told Eva they had to try something else. But what?
And this is where Eva’s strength of character kicked in. She had confidence in Edmunds, but she sought a second and third opinion. The second being Dr Lance Knox, an ear, nose and throat specialist and a third, most notably from a young doctor named GD Campbell who later went on to become a diabetes specialist.
Eva had come across Campbell in unusual circumstances. One of her brothers had gone up to St Lucia with some friends and the boys had gone on a ridiculous bender. Her brother got violently ill and his friends called home saying his reaction was beyond a bad hangover.
Eva and family arranged for a helicopter to fetch him and they sent a young Dr Campbell who did an admirable job of reviving Eva’s brother.
“In my mother’s eyes Campbell walked on water.” So Eva presented young Campbell to Edmunds. “It was a do-or-die situation and my mother insisted Edmunds talk to Campbell. The use of cortisone was relatively new then, but Campbell recommended they inject cortisone into my eye to revive the nerve.
“Edmunds must have agreed, because he did the procedure. Apparently before he did it he said to my mom ‘I’m not sure this is going to work’.”
Gerard remembers it was late one afternoon. Edmunds and the team came into his room with a curved needle and injected a large dose of cortisone directly into his right eye.
“I felt like my eye was going to pop out,” Gerard says.
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Edmunds instructed Gerard to sleep. He said he would be fine.
Out of sight he looked at Eva and shrugged his shoulders. “I’m not sure,” Edmunds repeated. They had to leave it up to fate and Eva’s prayers. Gerard remembers the next morning he woke up and he saw a blurred image of a pillar and later the outline of a nurse’s face.
“I shed a tear, I hadn’t been able to see anything out of the eye.”
Gerard’s sight didn’t suddenly return. He stayed in hospital and was fetched every day by Sandford and taken to do his board exams.
In the interim his new boss, Thomy de Ravel, had arranged with Palmer Strachan, who headed up the Institute of Accountants in the province, to do something groundbreaking, for Gerard to do his exams orally.
Strachan invigilated and dictated Gerard’s answers to Mrs Molly Twine, Strachan’s secretary. It made the news months later.
On September 29, 1964 the Daily News ran a picture of Mrs Twine, Mr Strachan and Gerard, complete with eye- patch.
The exams had lasted three days and were four hours each. Gerard says at times he wrestled internally with the whole drama.
“The easiest thing would have been to stay in bed and curl up and do nothing. But I got up. It was very difficult. Sandford Meyer fetched me in his car and on the first day I thought I couldn’t do it. I could make out my colleagues in the exam room. I overheard them making reference to me.”
The exams were held at the university’s city campus behind the Durban Christian Centre in Smith Street and Gerard was kept aside.
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He was self-conscious and felt like a spectacle. But he realized he had to persevere, if not for himself, his parents, Norma, Sandford, Thomy de Ravel and the doctors who had treated him.
“I had to persist. I had to make my girlfriend and my parents proud. I felt like I had to reward them and Sandford and Thomy de Ravel for their efforts. Thomy had pleaded for me to do this and I had to do it. I was terrified at first, but doing it gave me a sense of pride.”
After the exams Gerard and Eva went to the UK and Spain to consult eye specialists to see what the long-term prognosis would be for his sight and whether there were other treatments if blindness recurred.
Specialists at both the renowned Barraquer Ophthalmology Centre in Barcelona and others in Harley Street in London fully endorsed what Edmunds and Campbell had done.
While Gerard and his mom were abroad, they got a call from Philippe who had received his results. They were in Venice and receiving an international call at the hotel was an occasion, not least because technology wasn’t as advanced as it is today and because Philippe said he had Gerard’s results. Philippe teased Gerard and bellowed down the line in French: “Hey, you know your exam? You passed, petit couillon (little prick)!”
There is a medical note among Gerard’s papers related to his eye condition. It is dated 3rd August 1971 and is penned by Dr Knox who describes the congenital blindness in Gerard’s left eye and the medical travails relating to his right eye, including severe bouts of allergic rhinitis and the successful treatment of his optic neuritis in 1964.
Gerard was buoyed by the success of his doctors, the return of his sight and the endorsement from specialists abroad. He was obviously delighted to have passed his
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exams. He spoke to Strachan later who said he had passed “comfortably”. “I felt fantastic,” Gerard says, “Norma and I decided to get engaged in October 1964.”
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CHAPTER 10
THE MAGNIFICENT MAURITIAN MONEY MAN AND HIS FELLOW ACCOUNTANTS
When Gerard qualified he and Sandford Meyer were appointed junior partners at De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman. It was a great learning curve for Gerard. There was no mistaking he was Thomy’s heir apparent and was given great latitude by Thomy.
Thomy’s youngest son, Eric, now 62 and also an accountant confirms this.
Eric is now based in Melbourne Australia, where he has his own firm. He says he and his dad were very fond of Gerard.
According to Thomy’s eldest son, also Thomy, his dad was born in Mauritius in 1927 and came to South Africa in 1945.
He was articled to an accountant Ernie Wyman. Thomy says his dad went through the Durban telephone directory alphabetically and applied to every accountancy firm to do articles.
Wyman gave him a job, so he took it. When Thomy qualified and struck out on his own in 1953, he set up a practice and offered Wyman a partnership. Over the years Thomy’s practice grew to 10 partners and more than 100 staff.
In time he invited his cousin Bernard Boulle into the

partnership and their mutual friend, Paul Saad, the father of Durban-based pharmaceutical magnate Stephen Saad. Gerard remembers Paul Saad’s father was nicknamed “Aces” Saad, apparently because he only ever played a hand at poker if it was aces.
Gerard and Paul got on well, worked closely and owned race horses together including Transistor, a spectacular pony that won eight races.
Everyone who remembers Thomy de Ravel says he was a character with great presence. He and the partners lunched together every day and Thomy always sat at the head of the table. When he wasn’t there, nobody took his place. He appears to have asserted himself by strength of character, meticulous bearing and a really big brain.
He had a birth deformity which left him with a weak right hand. Eric says people often confused this with Thomy having polio. It happened during birth. The upshot was that Thomy couldn’t raise his right hand above his shoulder.
At the height of his success Thomy and his wife “Majo” (born Marie-Josée de Maroussem) lived in a grand house in King’s Avenue in Westville. They had six children.
Eric says the big house doubled as a hotel for Mauritian immigrants.
“Everybody came to visit us there when we were younger. My dad enjoyed his food and he liked a couple of stiff whiskies. He was very generous to Mauritian immigrants.” Eric says his father was about 5 foot 8 inches tall and his partners deferred to him.
“He had a way of managing people. He was straight down the line and people gravitated to him. He loved socializing.” Eric was articled at Deloitte and then joined his dad’s firm when he became a CA.
Later he helped Gerard set up a firm called Grovewalk Holdings in 1984.
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Eric says his dad was bright. “He thought of Gerard as his successor in business, a young chap with vision and business acumen. He saw potential in him and regarded him as someone who could innovate and run with business. My dad really liked Gerard, he gave him an outlook beyond accounting.”
Eric says his dad was hugely trusted by many Mauritian clients. He was scrupulously honest and employed Mauritians which gave his clients confidence. After the island gained independence from Britain, many Mauritians invested in South Africa and Thomy was their first port of call.
Someone else who remembers the firm well is Dave Bates, 59, also a CA, who heads up Mazars in Durban.
The firm started by Thomy de Ravel went through various incarnations. It became Boulle, Saad and Levin, Moores Rowland and then merged with the international firm Mazars. Dave now has an office in a building part-owned by Gerard.
Perched on North Ridge Road (Peter Mokaba) it has splendid views of the Indian Ocean. Dave met Gerard when he joined the firm in 1984.
By that time Thomy de Ravel had retired, although Dave remembers him well.
“Thomy had an outstanding reputation. He was a portly man who had great presence in a room. He was highly respected, especially in the Mauritian community.
“Bernard Boulle was a distinguished man, well dressed, solid and quiet. He died about 10 years ago. His sons Greg and Vincent are both CAs.”
Dave remembers Paul Saad well. He had a strong clientele, especially drawn from the Lebanese community and the Catholic Church.
“He was a nice guy. A bit of a loner. He liked to do his own
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thing and he was probably the wealthiest of them all.”
Sandford Meyer, Dave says, was a typical accountant. “He was hard working, always at his desk. He’s a small guy. His nickname was Tick because he has a big head and small body. He took over Gerard’s clients and his family’s accounts and I eventually inherited most of that work.”
When Dave started at De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman the offices were at 85 Field Street, in the then relatively new Southern Life building, a landmark in Durban. It is a big glass edifice with a spire and was once the tallest building in the city. It is opposite the building that used to house the Daily News.
Dave says De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman was up there among the big firms in Durban.
Dave, who is now Gerard’s accountant, describes Gerard as “a very easy person to get on with. He doesn’t suffer fools, but he’s easy in that he listens and while he may have his own view of things, he still takes advice. We have a mutual trust and respect and because he is able to process different views he finds lasting solutions.”
Dave describes Gerard as “mentally quick” and often on the lookout for deals that most accountants didn’t see.
“I think he used to get irritated with the other accountants because he often had to convince them he was on to a good deal.
“Gerard was amazing in that when he saw something worthwhile doing, he’d put his head down and do it and make sure it happened. He was tenacious and determined, but never ruthless or a bulldozer, because he has the capacity to take advice.
“And he also has a very precise memory.” Of course, Eric de Ravel and Dave Bates are more than a decade younger than Gerard and their memory of him is of a middle-aged and quite accomplished man.
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Gerard has some abiding characteristics. He’s clever and has a keen eye for a deal. He wasn’t always sage and sensible. If you could ask Fred Mitrie, he’d tell you otherwise, but more about that in the next chapter.
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CHAPTER 11
ALL IN A DAY’S WORK
Most people you speak to will tell you about Gerard’s statesmanlike deportment and genteel nature.
None of them would be doing Gerard a disservice. He is precisely that, though he wasn’t always that way.
He could be a hothead. It didn’t show often, but when it did it was quite spectacular. “I have a strong element of the Fayd’Herbe character,” he says, referring to Eva’s family.
Gerard admits to losing his temper quickly, but he’s as quickly settled.
Except for that one day back in the 1960s when Fred Mitrie came into the office of De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman.
Gerard, recently qualified, was handling Mitrie’s account, though reluctantly. Mitrie was Paul Saad’s client, though Gerard said he passed him on to his junior because “the guy was bad news and irritated Paul”.
One day Mitrie and his son arrived at the office in a huff and demanded to see Gerard. The men were ushered into Thomy de Ravel’s office, possibly to placate them.
They sat on one side of the table and Gerard and Thomy on the other.
“Mitrie senior shot daggers at me. He was upset that I
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had invoiced them for a filing cabinet. It was part of the accounting bill and we bought it to keep all their papers in.”
Gerard and Thomy were a bit nonplussed. And Mitrie became enraged. “He got up and strode over to me and took a swing. I threw him across the desk. I didn’t think about it, I just did it and I’d do it again,” Gerard says.
The fracas was over as quickly as it started. Thomy de Ravel was appalled. He straightened his tie and said to Mitrie and his son: “We don’t want your business. This relationship is over.”
Afterwards Paul Saad got a few calls from members of the Lebanese community (Mitrie was Lebanese). But Gerard says there wasn’t much of a fall out.
He says in his early days at the partnership he was a bit impetuous and at times, wildly ambitious.
Over lunch when the partners met, Gerard often spoke out of turn. Thomy would bring him into line.
“Thomy would come to me afterwards and say that my behaviour was uncalled for and that it was clear that I was gunning for so and so. He’d say, ‘I think you should calm yourself.’
“He could say things like that to me and I would put up some resistance, but I knew that he was right.”
Gerard says he was the most controversial about holding a point of view and he didn’t back off if he was fired up.
The unsympathetic view, he concedes, is that he can be stubborn as hell. But generally he isn’t and most people attest to his rather Socratic abilities, especially when he sat on company boards.
Gerard says he learnt enormously from Thomy de Ravel. “The 16 years I spent with him were wonderful and the most formative for my character. He was the platform for my success.”
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At first Gerard concentrated on servicing the accounting firm’s clients, but he had an imaginative eye for business and doing deals, rather than just accounting.
Gerard says Thomy was a straight up and down accountant, but he saw something in him that he nurtured, that went beyond accounting.
That said, Gerard absorbed much of Thomy’s style in time. “Thomy always looked at a problem objectively. He was not aggressive. He was just much cleverer than most.
“He was a pacifier,” Gerard says. In the practice Gerard enjoyed sparring with Paul Saad. Their engagements were good natured and Saad called him a political commentator who more often had an opinion on sport too. Saad later became chairman of a company that was listed on the Johannesburg Stock Exchange, which Gerard ran.
Later, as the firm grew, Gerard’s brother-in-law, Claude Rivalland, joined as a partner. Claude married Norma’s twin, Erika. Gerard didn’t get on tremendously well with Claude or Bernard Boulle at work. Gerard’s approach was always to tackle a problem head on.
“I never spoke about people behind their back. “If I had a problem I’d confront them head on,” Gerard says.
“Sometimes it bruised relationships for a month or two, but things were always ok.
“I felt Claude and Bernard were always white anting me, saying ‘Ah, another of Gerard’s schemes’.”
And Gerard had a few of those. Not in the early days, but as he got older and more confident.
“One of my hare-brained schemes was to buy Glendale Sugar Mill.”
Gerard heard the wealthy Paruk family were selling the mill
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and he wanted to engineer a deal using clients as investors to buy the mill.
“Thomy came to the meetings to support me. He said it is a beautiful idea. It is very ambitious and it could make good returns, but it won’t work.
“I think he wanted to say, ‘Gerard, are you bloody mad’.” Gerard says wealth creation was not everything to him at work.
He loved the thrill of a deal and sought more than conventional accounting – with Thomy’s blessing.
“I realised that if I didn’t show some leadership in pursuing some deals, I’d end up in a little house in a little street and I refused to be like that.”
86

CHAPTER 12
MIMI HALLOT’S GREEN DRESS
Gerard agrees he hit pay dirt with Norma. She is even-tempered, patient and kind. They set their wedding date for 29 May 1965 and were married at the Holy Trinity Catholic Church in Musgrave Road.
It was an afternoon ceremony so all the Mauritian farmers from the North Coast could make it into town on time.
Norma remembers the right hand side of the church was filled with “Mauritian mafia” and on the bride’s side there was a smattering of people, including Mr and Mrs Salmon and a few of their friends.
When Gerard broached the subject of marriage with Norma’s dad, Gerard said: “I’ve decided to ask Norma to marry me.”
To which Eric Salmon replied: “It’s about time.” On the day Gerard and his best men, school chum Roland de Broglio and brother Michel, got ready at Mimi Hallot’s place in Essenwood Road.
Norma’s bridesmaids were her sister Veronica and Gerard’s sister Elaine.
Norma would have chosen her twin, Erika, as bridesmaid, but she had married Claude Rivalland nine months earlier
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and Norma was worried she’d be pregnant. As it turns out she wasn’t.
Gerard says he was ready to be married. “Relatively speaking, we had known each other for a while and in those four years there was nothing in Norma that I was uncomfortable with.
“I was very satisfied I was making the right choice and I didn’t have any doubt in my mind.”
So he made his way to the church a confident young man. By all accounts it was a fine ceremony, conducted by Father Warwick Boggis.
Walking through the church Gerard noticed Mimi Hallot, and she wasn’t wearing a green dress as she’d discussed with him at length.
“What’s up, Mimi?” he whispered. She winked and said she’d tell him later. On top of being a marvellous cook, Mimi was also a gifted seamstress and made her own clothes. In the run up to the wedding Gerard’s second mother had made much fuss of the dress she was making for the wedding. It was to be green and she was very excited about it.
Later on she told Gerard that on the morning of the wedding she got up and looked at the dress with horror, remembering that she’d worn green to the last three weddings and at all three weddings there had been a disaster. She wasn’t prepared to have it jinx Gerard and Norma.
“Mimi said she almost never attended the wedding. So that morning she made a new dress.”
It was a good omen. The reception was held at the Butterworth Hotel. Gerard’s cousin Robert Maingard had recently bought it and the choice of venue was a bit of a bone of contention. Norma wanted something at the Durban Country Club, but the family decided it was a good idea to support Robert.
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Nevertheless, it all went off smoothly and everybody of any significance to the family was invited.
Mr Whitcut the bank manager and his wife were there, as was Thomy de Ravel and Les Rycroft, one of the partners at the firm where Gerard did his articles. Dr Tommy Edmunds and Dr Lance Knox, the specialists that treated Gerard, were also there.
Alex Bax, a Mauritian farmer from the North Coast and a gifted public speaker, made the main speech.
The couple made off in Gerard’s VW and spent the first night of their honeymoon at The Oyster Box in Umhlanga before making their way to Lourenco Marques.
“It was a quiet wedding and a quiet honeymoon,” Gerard says.
They went to a hotel in Xai Xai but the weather was dreadful and eventually they befriended the few other guests also holed up in the hotel and dined with them.
Gerard says he and Norma never made any express pledges before the wedding.
“I told Norma I thought I was going to work with Thomy de Ravel for life because he was an excellent person. She was happy to carry on working until we had children.”
That Norma didn’t get pregnant immediately, as was the Mauritian way, caused a lot of chatter among the ladies on the North Coast.
“They used to serve from big pots of curry whenever we met for lunch on Sundays,” Gerard says.
The women gossiped freely as they dished up for the children while the men played cards in the bar.
“It irritated Norma immensely that they whispered about why she wasn’t pregnant. She was put out that they were sticking their noses in our lives. I laughed it off,” Gerard says.
Two years later Madeleine was born at St Augustine’s, where all four of Norma and Gerard’s daughters were born.
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Madeleine was born premature and spent weeks in an incubator.
Peter Paola says Gerard always had a profound sense of family, but seeing him with Norma and little Madeleine drove the point home. “It was unbelievable how much attention he paid to Norma and their first child. He was exceptionally loving and caring.”
For the first few months of their married life, Norma and Gerard rented a flat at Park Lodge Mansions in Berea Road. The flat belonged to an old bachelor who went abroad. Norma remembers it had a grimy bar. She ordered a new bed for the flat and insisted that its plastic cover stay on until they moved in.
Gerard stayed in the flat for a while before the nuptials, but he wasn’t allowed to sleep on the new bed. Instead he was banished to a day bed on the verandah.
After a few months they moved to Weydene Court at 438 Windermere Road, where Madeleine was born. They moved to a duplex at 18 Monmouth Road, off Essenwood, when Madeleine was a toddler.
Gerard says he and Norma took to married life well. There was a clear delineation of tasks.
Norma wanted to stay home and raise the children. She threw herself into the tasks of housekeeping and mothering with gusto.
Coming from the UK, she had little need of servants and insisted on doing the child caring herself.
“I was very blessed in that Norma was able to stop working when Madeleine was born. We weren’t earning that much, but it gave me enormous comfort because she was a caring and sensitive mother and I knew she wouldn’t neglect her duties under any circumstances.
“I left home with a happy heart and I came home to a smile.
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“Norma was very conscious of us operating as a family unit.
“She regarded that as sacrosanct. “Norma came from a very structured background. I liked the order and discipline.”
Gerard’s brothers pulled his leg about it all the time. They’d say “There goes Norma and her four little chicks and daddy bringing up the rear.”
They mocked him saying all Norma and Gerard’s daughters would put their costumes on at the same time and all their towels would match when they went to the beach.
Gerard says they found the structure efficient. “We were very disciplined, with not much flexibility. We got on the family’s nerves but structure and discipline leads to success in a domestic enterprise.”
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CHAPTER 13
INVEST IN PROPERTY YOUNG MAN
As a young partner at Thomy de Ravel’s firm, Gerard handled the accounts of a host of Mauritian farmers on the North Coast, including his dad’s.
Gerard immediately realized the need to be circumspect and tactful in dealing with their affairs, considering how close he was to all of them.
He was also, without realizing it, absorbing much of Philippe’s way, which was a way with property.
The first farm Philippe owned, Ferney, was initially in a partnership with wealthy Mauritian investors, including Charlie de Charmoy and the Daruty de Grandpere family.
Philippe held 49% at first and then bought out the balance. Philippe developed a taste for property and at one point owned or had shares in six farms around the North Coast.
1. Plaisance 2. Deep River 3. St Martin 4. Savanna 5. Ferney 6. Henrietta

Gerard treasures the engagements he had with his dad, doing the farm’s books and listening to his stories, and whisky or brandy loosened Philippe’s tongue.
“My dad wasn’t the demonstrative type. He might put his arm around your shoulder and say, ‘Hey, what’s up, you little couillon?’
“My dad was a very honourable person. I only really got to know him in the last eight years of his life, from 50 onwards. His motto was work hard and never pull a man down. He never believed in borrowing money, which I didn’t agree with, but he taught me to be conservative at times.
“He had the ability to keep his mouth shut when it had to be shut. People on the North Coast sought him out to settle disputes.”
Philippe was a Justice of the Peace and Gerard says he was noted for resolving disputes.
“He never took sides. As a Justice of the Peace he’d reach his decision and call the parties at different times and tell them his decision. In nine out of 10 cases people would abide by the decisions. He was a simple farmer, but he was also quite clever. He never sought to be the judge, but he was often called upon and he knew how to handle knuckleheads in a dispute.”
Gerard says he learnt critical lessons from his dad about how to conduct himself in business and particularly learnt how Philippe handled property syndicates.
“My dad taught me the do’s and don’ts about property deals: Be honest and feed people information regularly. People are interested in making a good profit. As for the rest, mostly people don’t give a fig.
“I don’t remember if my dad ever had a bad deal. “He did get vexed at times. But he was never involved in any litigation and no lawyer ever made money out of him. “He never got into any other businesses. He dabbled in a
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few shares, but really, that was just a little hobby.
“He loved planting, growing things. It was a gift to be witness to his experiences.”
Philippe grew something beyond plants. He grew in Gerard, perhaps inadvertently, an understanding of property.
Gerard regards it as a gift from his father. Property is something Gerard has flourished in and it was a passion later picked up by his youngest daughter, Angelique, who is described as a carbon copy of Gerard in business.
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CHAPTER 14
THE AIR TRAGEDY THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING
When Philippe de Rauville packed his suitcases for Europe in 1968 he did so filled with trepidation.
The farmer left his estate on the KwaZulu-Natal North Coast reluctantly.
He was embarking on a three-month holiday and he ought to have been excited.
But he couldn’t shake the fear, an emotion the big 58-year- old rarely felt.
Few people can afford a holiday of such duration, lest of all one so far away.
Philippe was a self-made, prosperous man, and it gave him great joy to treat his wife.
The holiday was a gift to his wife Eva and his daughter Elaine.
But the thought of flying filled him with dread. Michel says his dad had flown once before, to Mauritius in 1960, when his mother died, but he hated the flight. He says his dad was apprehensive from the get go. “My mom wanted to leave the farm and move to Durban. She had seen a house in Mentone Road, I think.
“But my dad said he would die in Durban. He needed wide open spaces. My mom said if they couldn’t live in Durban,
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she wanted to visit the religious sites in Europe.
“She wanted to go to Lourdes and the Vatican. “So my dad agreed to the trip. My mom wanted me to go and she said she’d get my dad to pay, but I didn’t want to go. My dad had a premonition about dying.
“My mom sent us a postcard after they had left Durban, that we received about three or four days afterwards. In it she says dad will hopefully settle down.”
Gerard remembers his dad being terrified. He recalls how family members assembled at what was then Louis Botha Airport in Durban to bid his folks and Elaine farewell.
International travel was a big deal back then and people dressed up to fly. It was customary to go to the airport to say farewell.
Gerard confirms Michel’s memory of his dad’s fear of flying.
In 1961 Philippe took a three-month trip to Europe with Charles de Charmoy, Noel de St Pern and Roland de Chazel, but they sailed there.
“My dad had a horror of flying. He said: ‘I have no control over this and that’s why I hate it’.”
Gerard recalls the day his folks and sister left. “At the airport my dad said to us brothers, ‘Come boys, let’s go and have a quick one’ and directed them to the bar.
“My dad’s hand was shaking and I said ‘Dad, did you have too much last night’?”
His father scoffed in jest: “No, you couillon!” That morning Philippe had visited his nephew, Robert Maingard, at his office in town, as was his ritual when he visited town.
On Robert’s advice he took out a life insurance policy with Commercial Union.
Robert remembers it well.
96

His office was in the City Bank Centre in Durban Club Place, off what was then Smith Street (now Anton Lembede). “I said to him: ‘You are going on a long journey, you better take insurance.’
“I sold him a policy there and then. I did a bit of insurance at the time for commission.
“When I came back to the office later that day he had left money in an envelope at the office. It was R5 for the premium and five cents (for the administration costs).”
Philippe, Eva and Elaine flew from Durban to Johannesburg and so began the planned odyssey.
They left Johannesburg on board South African Airways Flight 228.
The plane was brand new. It had been commissioned 17 days earlier and was named Pretoria.
It was en route to London, a 12 000 km journey via a most circuitous course, as was the deal back then.
It had planned stops in Windhoek in South West Africa, Luanda in Angola, Las Palmas in the Canary Islands off Morocco, Frankfurt in Germany, and the destination Heathrow in London.
The plane landed in Windhoek on the evening of Saturday 20 April 1968.
About an hour before it departed at 8.49pm, Philippe called Robert Maingard.
“He said he had mistakenly taken keys from the farm. He asked me to call Hervé and tell him not to break the locks. He said he was posting the keys from Windhoek and he did.”
Robert Maingard was probably one of the last people to speak to Philippe.
The plane took off from Windhoek and 50 seconds into the flight it crashed.
One hundred and twenty three people perished in one of southern Africa’s worst aviation disasters.
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To this day, almost 50 years later, the de Rauville family and all those affected by the crash remain gutted.
The passage of time has healed some wounds, but it is still a subject family members are visibly emotional about.
SAA 228 was a scheduled flight of the newly introduced Boeing 707-300C.
The Pretoria was under the command of Captain Eric Ray Smith, a veteran pilot nearing retirement.
He reportedly had more than 18 000 hours flying time under his belt.
A Wikipedia entry says Captain Smith had 4 600 hours commanding Boeings, but had only spent one-and-half hours in the cockpit of the new Boeing 707.
The crash was attributed to pilot error, though various reports available online are sympathetic to Smith.
A transcript of a documentary posted online quotes a retired SAA captain, Sakkie van der Merwe saying Smith had recently got eyeglasses.
Experts point out that critical flight instrumentation, notably the altimeter and the vertical speed indicators were not in the same position as in earlier Boeings that Smith was familiar with. While the weather was fine that night, experts say the skies outside of Windhoek airport were pitch black, leading to some spatial disorientation.
And, more importantly, Smith apparently retracted the flaps too soon. The 707 had two flap settings while its predecessor had three.
The four engines of the 707 were more powerful than earlier Boeing models. The cumulative consequence of all these factors were that the plane climbed quickly to a height of 200m, but 30 seconds later it levelled, then the nose dropped and by the time the pilot realised he was descending fast he couldn’t avert disaster.
While it was legally mandatory for the plane to have had a
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flight data recorder or “black box” as laymen know it, none was fitted.
Experts guess Smith tried to pull the plane back, pushing the tail towards the ground. But it was too late. The Pretoria hit the ground 50 seconds after take off at a speed of 500km an hour.
The four engines hit the ground first, cutting deep grooves into the veld outside the airport, situated 32km from Windhoek city.
When the plane hit the ground the cabin broke in two and the right wing, filled with aviation fuel, tore off.
If the impact did not kill most of the passengers immediately, they would have died quickly, consumed in the fire that engulfed the plane seconds after it hit the ground. There were 128 people on board Pretoria, including 116 passengers and 12 crew.
Miraculously five people survived. The transcript of the documentary referred to earlier, contains the recollection of former policeman Jan de Waal, then a greenhorn in the Windhoek police. He was on his way home when he was picked up by colleagues and rushed to the scene of the crash. It took police and emergency services 40 minutes to get there.
De Waal says the flight debris was spread in a 10km radius. It was a devastating scene that would haunt him forever. The transcript is carried on a website run by journalist and author Mark Young, who wrote a book analyzing SAA accidents.
De Waal describes the scene as shattering and gruesome. “In that moment you stand there in disbelief. What you see here in front of you is basically impossible...what is in front of you...clothes hung in trees...babies’ nappies...it’s...
“What was heart wrenching was the small children...Oh.” De Waal said hardened policemen wept openly.
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“Let’s just say there was not a person on the scene who did not cry.”
Newspapers devoted acres of space to the story, splashing it over the front pages.
The next day the Sunday Tribune devoted the front page to stories of the crash, along with a picture of the de Rauville family, including mom Eva, Hervé, then 29, Gerard 26, Norma, Elaine, 21, and the 16-year-old twins Jacqueline and Jacques.
The main story recounts the bizarre tale of a miracle survivor, American Thomas Taylor, 36, who emerged dazed from the crash with a few cuts and bruises.
Taylor was with the US Foreign Service and his home was Teltathlequah in Oklahoma.
He told reporters: “I felt a bump. Then I found myself sitting in the veld.”
The woman sitting next to him was crushed to death. Policeman De Waal remembers seeing the body of an airhostess in the wreckage, still holding a public address microphone.
The Tribune story quotes an unnamed eyewitness who remembers the plane reaching a height of about 200m before one of the left engines burst into flames.
The story includes this unattributed paragraph: “The scene (of the crash) was six miles east of the airport on Mr H. A. Thrumper’s farm, Opembameva. It was ‘complete chaos’. There were heart rending wails and moans in the darkness.”
The veld, the story said, was burnt for miles around. The story said Prime Minister BJ Vorster and the Minister of Transport, BJ Schoeman, had been informed. The administrator of then South West Africa, WC Du Plessis, and the divisional commissioner of police, Brigadier Theo Crous, were among the first officials at the scene.
Windhoek, the report said, was the scene of confusion.
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The telephone exchange was jammed because of incoming calls from South Africa.
The streets were congested with emergency vehicles and those of desperate relatives of the 46 “south westerners” on board.
“The mayor of Windhoek, Con Kotzke, was among the rescuers who worked in the pitch dark last night, relieved only by the burning veld grass until police spotlights were brought to the scene,” one report said.
Among the passengers from Durban who died were Miss Ray Smith of Amanzimtoti en route to the UK where she was due to meet her parents for a holiday.
Another of the victims was Mrs Marie de Chazel de Chameral, from La Mercy, a close friend of Eva’s who was travelling with the de Rauvilles on their planned European tour.
Her husband Roland and sons Roland and Richard survived her.
Mrs de Chazel had decided to holiday with the de Rauvilles because their holiday included stops at sites of deep religious significance.
Tragedy befell her family 14 years later when her son Richard committed suicide on the anniversary of his mother’s death at 9pm on 20 April 1982.
The de Chazels were a well-known Mauritian family. Roland de Chazel’s grandfather arrived in South Africa from Mauritius in 1860. The family lived in an enormous home called The Hope, built in 1850 by John Moreland, credited with pioneering sugar cane farming in Natal.
In 1981 Roland de Chazel senior was awarded the Knight of the Black Star in recognition for his services to French people passing through Durban.
The Tribune carried a story on the 21st of April dedicated to the de Rauville family. It told the heartbreaking story
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of Philippe’s plan to take his wife Eva and daughter Elaine across Europe. The article recounted the couple’s immigration from Mauritius in 1940 and their prominent place in the farming community around Chaka’s Kraal.
“They were so well loved and respected,” young Gerard told the newspaper.
“They came to South Africa with practically nothing in their pockets. Dad worked his way up through sheer hard work and guts.”
The reporter noted how Gerard’s voice broke when he spoke about his sister.
“My poor little sister; she would have been 21 in September. Dad was determined to take his family on a European tour. He was working his way down the list. This was Elaine’s big moment.”
The report goes on to say that Veronica Lavoipierre, Norma’s sister, heard news of the crash on the radio.
Gerard told the reporter: “We shall have to organize our lives”.
The Natal Mercury of Monday April 22 ran a banner headline about the crash: “It was like a bomb going off,” according to a pilot who witnessed it.
A photograph of the crash shows the twisted wreckage of SAA flight 228.
“The body of a baby, still clutched in the arms of its mother, still strapped to her seat – that was one of the sights which rescuers came across yesterday when they reached the wreckage of the South African Airways Boeing, Pretoria, which crashed 10 miles from Windhoek’s JG Strijdom Airport on Saturday night.”
The paper quoted Captain Manie Maritz, a 46-year-old pilot who was bringing his Beechcraft Baron to land at the airport when the SAA plane crashed.
“I was flying at about 9 000 feet, about to come in, when
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I saw this tremendous explosion below me. I circled the area and I could see a sea of flames and smoke. It looked as though a bomb had been dropped.”
Other reports in the same edition of The Natal Mercury are filled with messages of condolences and headlines talked of the “deep distress and shock” of the community.
It also carried a report of a message of sympathy from Queen Elizabeth II to State President JJ Fouche, saying she had learnt “with deep regret of the sad loss of life caused by the crash”.
At least 15 Natalians died in the crash. An editorial in the newspaper says: “For the people of South Africa, sorrow over the loss and sympathy for the bereaved are the only contribution that can be offered. These emotions will be forthcoming in full and heartfelt measure.”
The Daily News ran a tribute to Philippe. Jacqueline was the only one of the family not to see her sister and her parents the day they left.
The last time Jacqueline saw her parents was a few weeks before the crash. She agrees her dad had a premonition of his death.
“My parents drove me to Oakford, which was unusual. Often I got a lift with Michel, but on that occasion they drove me.
“I remember where my dad parked the car and I took my bags up to the dormitory and came back down to say goodbye to them.
“I kissed my mom on both cheeks as is the Mauritian way and I leant forward to do the same to my dad, but he put his arms around me and hugged me. That memory is so important to me.
“My dad wasn’t demonstrative. Sometimes it is emotional to relive it, but that’s life, I’m ok with it. My mom called me the night before the crash to say goodbye and spoke about
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arrangements she had made for the family while they were away.
“She said: ‘My poule (an endearment), Tante Henriette will look after you’. I was the only one who didn’t see them on the day they left. They were able to see Jacques because he was playing in a rugby match at St Henry’s and they stopped there on the way to the airport.”
Jacqueline vividly remembers the Sunday morning she was told about the disaster.
She was getting ready for Mass and one of the girls rushed up to her dorm to tell her that her brother Hervé and his wife Elaine were downstairs.
“My friend Diane Rapson was with me and I asked her to come downstairs with me. When I got downstairs I couldn’t see them. I went around to the car and they had their backs to me, looking at the girls in the quad.
“I called them and when they turned around I knew immediately. I knew why they were there. Hervé said he saw my face and I just ran into their arms. I was desperate. I sobbed.
“I pulled away and said ‘What happened?’ Hervé said the plane crashed. He said they had come to take me home. We went to Durban, to Windermere Road, the home of Elaine’s mom and dad, Mr and Mrs Redshaw. Michel fetched Jacques from school. Gerard and Norma were at 20 Monmouth Road off Essenwood Road. Madeleine was a baby.
“Later Gerard bought the duplex next door to them and Michel, Jacques and I moved in there while Hervé looked after the farm.
“We asked Claude Redshaw and Robbie Dunlop to go to Windhoek to identify the bodies. Claude had been a fireman and Robbie was a hardened farmer who was married to Robert’s sister Lucy. We had to go into the detail of what they were wearing on the day of the crash and what distinguishing
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marks they had on their bodies and what jewellery they wore.
“When the coffins came back from Windhoek we were all there at the airport. We got back rings and some other personal effects. It was crazy emotional. Michel wanted to look at the bodies. There was probably very little left. Michel was adamant.
“But we all refused to let him. We said we had to remember them the way they were, because that would be our abiding memory.
“We have an incredibly strong bond because of the crash. If ever there is a crisis we are there for one another.”
Robert says the crash was hugely dramatic. “We heard about it at 11pm. My mother was staying with me then. We sent my brother Gilbert to tell the children. It was traumatic. Philippe was a pillar in our family and among our relations. He was well respected as a farmer and did deals with the Mauritians. Eva and Elaine were lovely. My aunt was in Paris and had written a letter telling them what train to catch when they arrived, that sort of thing. The letter was returned to us. I will never forget, it had a little airplane nut in the corner of the envelope.”
Hundreds of people flocked to the funeral of Philippe, Eva and Elaine. Press photographs by the legendary Laurie Bloomfield show Holy Trinity Church in Musgrave Road packed to capacity with veiled women and grim-faced men in dark suits. Gerard and his siblings stood crestfallen at the graveside at Stellawood Cemetery.
A Daily News report says Father Eric Boulle and Father Peter Paola conducted the service.
An orphanage choir sang. Hervé was among the pallbearers carrying Philippe’s coffin and Gerard and Jacques the same with their mom’s, while Michel was among those who carried Elaine’s coffin.
Gerard has a bundle of artifacts from the crash. Among
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them is his mother’s drivers licence, its edges blackened from the crash.
It was issued in November 1965. The document, with a fee of R2, carries Eva’s signature and her date of birth, 28 March 1919.
It was issued in Stanger. Mention of it brings tears to Gerard’s eyes.
With the burnt remnants of his parents and sister’s personal effects, Gerard and his siblings set about fortifying the family. Thank God their father had a premonition. The policy he took through Robert paid out R100 000. It was left to Hervé to look after the farms and Gerard, with an intimate knowledge of his father’s affairs, to take care of the family business.
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CHAPTER 15
WORKING THROUGH SADNESS
As is inevitable with a drama of such magnitude, the family’s recovery from the air disaster was brutal.
The siblings rallied but only time dulled their profound loss. Gerard is fittingly described by his daughter Madeleine as “private and proud” and newspaper photographs of the funeral show the 26-year-old with his face set resolutely.
I interviewed Gerard about the grief 50 years later and he broke down.
Tears rolled down his cheeks as he spoke about his mother. “I resented the fact that my mother got a rough deal. She came to South Africa when she was 20 years old and had a nine-month-old baby. While she was the cleverest of her siblings, she was young and she spoke English badly. She had been insulted by Thomy de Charmoy.
“To this day it makes my blood boil.” Gerard says his dad wouldn’t have made old bones. He was drinking a lot, but his mother was moderate in her ways.
“She was an angel. I thought she was dealt a bad hand. My dad achieved what he had to. He might have lived another 10 years, but my mom could have lived into her 80s, like her sisters did, to enjoy her grandchildren.
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“I still haven’t got over that resentment.” Eva was 48 years old when she died. The crash whacked Gerard’s religious conviction. “It took a very bad knock. Maybe God wanted another angel. I don’t believe it’s right. I raged in private. Norma knows how I wept.”
Life still had so much to offer Eva and Elaine, Gerard says. “We had just had Madeleine and bang, this happened. Why, for what purpose? I can find no satisfactory answer for the trauma.
“My mom was preparing for life in Durban when she and my father died. She had seen a house in Mentone Road. My dad was not in favour of it, but he wasn’t completely against it and he knew my mother wanted to be close to her children.”
Gerard describes those as “the most trying circumstances”. Hervé can’t speak about it to this day. I mentioned his mother and he squinted. His big hands moved to cover his tears.
“She was a saint,” he whispered. The tragedy brought the siblings together. “We had to rely on each other,” Hervé said. For two months after the crash he simply didn’t believe his sister and his parents were dead.
“Then one morning I woke up and suddenly it hit me. They are dead.”
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CHAPTER 16
THE ROAD TO RECOVERY
Part of Gerard’s recovery, if you can call it that, was to assume the role of head of the family because he had the skills to handle the estate.
Hervé, the eldest son, was a natural farmer and automatically took over the running of Ferney.
Gerard had intimate knowledge of his father’s financial affairs. He became the de facto head of the family, and with a stiff upper lip, set about managing the family’s financial affairs.
To accommodate the twins, the family bought the duplex next door to Gerard and Norma’s in Monmouth Road on Durban’s Berea, so Jacques and Jacqueline had a home in Durban.
Michel moved in too. Madeleine, though a handful, was a “lovely distraction”. Gerard was also absorbed in the tasks of Thomy de Ravel’s firm.
He and his siblings formed a company to consolidate the family’s investments and Gerard, Hervé and Michel met regularly.
The arrangement worked, after a fashion, but ultimately had to break up, in part because of the antagonism between
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Gerard and Michel and because they wanted to row their own boats.
They pooled their resources for about 10 years and De Rauville Holdings consolidated a string of investments.
Philippe and Eva had left their children a sizable estate. Gerard estimates his 20% share in today’s money would be worth about R5 million. The bulk of the asset was the value of Ferney and shares in farms around the North Coast. In addition there was the R100 000 insurance policy Philippe took out the day before he died.
Gerard said his inheritance allowed him to enjoy a standard of living above what he could have as a young accountant. But he was careful not to be flash with his cash.
A few critical factors underscored that decision. Gerard is not ostentatious by nature. He says if he had been, his very grounded wife would simply “not tolerate” that.
Philippe and Eva were also, in spite of their prosperity, self-made immigrants who arrived in South Africa with very little. That mindset stayed with them.
Gerard remembers his dad teased him when he got a new car, a Vauxhaul Cresta.
“Hmm,” Philippe said, smiling at Gerard mockingly. In French he used an idiom, which in effect means, “The little fish has gobbled up the big fish.”
Gerard says that became a long-standing joke. It is human nature to show off. The only time Gerard remembers Philippe boasting was when he took his big car back to Mauritius on holiday with him, to show the finger to the wealthy Mauritians. But beyond that he was a simple, if savvy farmer. His only indulgences being booze and hunting.
Gerard says it would have been unwise and uncharacteristic of him to be flashy.
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“While lots of guys puffed up and strutted around when they had money, I knew my partners would have taken a dim view of that. I wasn’t worried about money because with the income from the firm and the inheritance from my father, we were able to live at a standard that was equal to or better than some of my peers. I can’t remember anything we held back on, but Norma and I have always been very careful with our finances.”
Gerard says winding up his father’s estate wasn’t easy. He brought a meticulousness to his father’s affairs that Philippe hadn’t cared much for. When Gerard went over the financials with his uncles or Mauritians who were shareholders in Philippe’s farms, they scoffed at him, saying: “Why do you ask so many questions? Are you a couillon?”.
Gerard and his siblings sold some of the farms and invested their money in property. They paid cash and secured good rentals. Gerard bought Tavistock, a block in Innes Road in Durban for R150 000 on a handshake.
The seller’s accountant was Ian Lawson, a contemporary of Gerard’s.
After they agreed on the terms and conditions Gerard was keen to draw up an agreement.
Lawson placated him saying: “I know you are good for it.” The flats generated an income of R15 000 a year. Gerard was earning R70 000 a year, considerably up on the R2 000 a year he had earned as a 20-something articled clerk.
The siblings also bought Innesmere, another block nearby. Another rewarding investment was with Thomy le Breton, a Mauritian who had prized warehousing stock around the harbour. Gerard had a long association with Le Breton and also invested in his highly profitable Electro-Sorting and Packaging business. Gerard was later a director in Le Breton’s business.
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De Rauville Holdings bought and sold farms, flipping them to make a profit.
In one instance Gerard and his brothers did a quick deal in Umfolozi, buying a farm in a fire-sale from the bank. When they sold it they benefited handsomely because they leveraged Anglo American’s eagerness to consolidate a number of neighbouring farms.
They reinvested the money in farms in the Western Cape. The family figured it was politically safer to invest in the Cape than in KwaZulu-Natal. They bought two farms side by side. One was named St Martin and they renamed the second St Felix because Philippe had worked on a farm called St Felix in Mauritius.
They farmed table grapes, but soon discovered it was a dicey business.
They sold the farms for a profit to a fellow who fortuitously approached them out of the blue. They reinvested the profits into another Cape farm.
Comically, the deal on that farm involved a hasty negotiation with an Afrikaans businessman who could only see Gerard and Hervé at a health spa and then only for a few minutes. In order to do the deal at a bargain price, the brothers jumped on a plane and arrived at the appointed time at the spa, to see the seller’s representative emerge from a massage, dressed in a gown.
They agreed on terms and conditions and the deal was done on the spot.
On the whole, the siblings were judicious with their money and grew it.
Although, not every deal was good. Three were disastrous. The biggest flop wiped out about 20% of their inheritance. The first investment was in Claude Mallac’s construction company. Gerard remembers doing the deal with his siblings, although Hervé is adamant he wasn’t involved, because
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Mallac was a chancer.
Gerard says they needed to find a home for their money. Mallac, who was building houses all over the North Coast, approached them. He needed an investment of R30 000, of which R10 000 was to settle his overdraft.
“Claude’s boards were up all over the show. He was a typical example of somebody who had no money but who enjoyed the good life. He was a big fat chap with jowls. He constantly perspired and wore a towel around his neck to mop his sweaty brow.
“He was very likable, but it has to be your first quality as a rogue or you’ll do nothing. It soon became apparent why his business was failing, he didn’t manage it. He got all the contracts because he quoted badly and then he didn’t control his costs. And every week he was in town at the Chinese restaurant in Point Road, potting over long lunches that lasted past 3pm. I said to him, ‘Claude, you led us up the garden path’. He was upset and left for Mauritius shortly afterwards and went to work at a hotel until he died.” The second dud was a deal Gerard did without his brothers, but with his friend Johan Strauss, a lawyer. They each invested R10 000 in Bernie’s Service Centre in Brickhill Road, a business run by a fellow name Dudley Martin. It involved fitting brake linings, but the trick was to sell tyres. The problem is, they didn’t sell too many tyres and the trio took a bath.
The third and biggest loss was an investment in a business called Unique Lamps with a friend of Michel’s, Neville Kerdachi, who proposed they buy the lamp manufacturing outfit in New Germany, along with a third partner.
After a few years they sold the business and the property where it operated to the family of Eldred Saville who started the furniture business Saville’s.
But they only realized when Saville’s went into liquidation
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that they were still liable for the company’s guarantees, most notably a 20-year lease on the property which had since been sold to Marshalls, a big industrial company.
Michel says Gerard’s problem-solving abilities proved key. Gerard says the family’s partners, also liable for the rent, disappeared.
It was up to his family to honour the debt, and they did, for two years.
In which time Gerard carved up the building and secured leases from a number of tenants. He negotiated a reduction on the balance owed and secured R750 000 final debt cancellation with Marshalls.
“It was a bad knock, but we learnt from it. The failures were down to bad luck and inexperience. I couldn’t detect the bullshit and people with no money. Good ideas are one thing, but I remember what my father used to say: ‘When you go into a partnership, each person must put their own money at risk otherwise your partner ends up with your money and you end up with his experience’.”
Gerard says he always stayed positive. “I worked hard out of pride and the need to provide for my family. It was affirming. I never lost belief in myself. I always thought life can’t be all bad. You must get a few bad apples in the basket, but don’t let it prevent you from moving forward.
“My life could have crumbled when my parents died. I felt responsible for my family. When the lamp deal failed, I felt an almost personal responsibility. But I have the beautiful ability to turn the page on failure. I don’t dwell on it. I wash that out of my mind quickly. It is good to ponder, but I can’t stand people who live in the past. Disappointment clouds your ability to see opportunity.”
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CHAPTER 17
BUOYED BY A SOJOURN ABROAD
The years 1968 to 1971 involved dramatic changes for young Gerard.
Apart from having to manage his family’s finances, he made a number of key decisions.
For one, he and Norma bought a house at 9 Lady Ellen Crescent in La Lucia and moved from their maisonette on the Berea.
The year before Gerard realized accounting and auditing alone were not for him.
This and running his family business gave him a taste for more and he was desperate to spread his wings.
He had applied for a job with the SA Sugar Association in London, but lost out to another candidate. He had itchy feet, but a brood to feed.
In 1970, three years after the birth of Madeleine, Camille was born.
A year later came Nicole. Gerard convinced Norma and Thomy de Ravel that he should do an executive management course at the London Business School.
Aged 30 and with a 27-year-old wife and three young daughters, Gerard says he selfishly set off for London for a
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self-funded four-month course.
When Gerard went to London in September 1971 he did so with a dash of speed. He had just received a subpoena in a court case involving feuding clients of the accountancy practice.
The squabble threatened to upset the whole trip. Fortunately the subpoena was addressed to Gerard de Ravel. He and Norma agreed it wasn’t wrong to catch the first plane bound for England, so he did.
Arriving a bit earlier than expected, Gerard caught up with his aunt Louise who was touring Scotland with a friend. They had a fabulous time, including visiting Gretna Green in the south of Scotland, famous for runaway weddings. And so began his UK sojourn.
When Gerard got to the London Business School he soon made chums with one of his classmates, Dick Payn, a Brit who became a lifelong friend.
Dick says when the young executives arrived to begin their course in London he was persuaded by fellow students to check whether Gerard’s lush hair was a wig.
“From that day on we became Curly (Gerard) and Baldy (Me). It has stuck to this day, even with our children.”
London Business School was an intensive course for senior managers, which benefited Gerard enormously.
“It was an eye opener. I realized life didn’t revolve around being a CA. There were two groups of 30 students and we were given real-life scenarios of companies in distress. We broke up into groups and gave our opinions. Some people said accelerate advertising and marketing, others said tighten up financial controls. I learnt a tremendous amount. Business is about interaction with people, marketing and public relations.”
The time in London nurtured an abiding affection for the city.
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It prompted Gerard to buy an apartment in Chelsea a few years later.
When he attended business school he stayed at a beautiful residence in Baker Street, near Regent’s Park. In downtime he and Dick Payn and fellow student David Manson ran a 3,2 mile circuit around Regent’s Park, sometimes in under 16 minutes.
Dick regards Gerard as “the brother I never had”. Four years later when an opportunity presented, Gerard tipped Dick off about a job in Durban and he was appointed CEO of the textile firm David Whiteheads in Tongaat where he stayed until he emigrated to Australia.
Dick says Gerard’s unfolding business career was marked by the fact that he was able to see the bigger picture and “his reputation was of the highest level”.
Gerard is eternally grateful to Norma for facilitating his studies abroad.
“We had three daughters then and Nicole was three months old when I left. Norma wrote me a letter every day while I was away. Oh, it warmed my heart. She does things like that and that is what makes her unique,” he said.
In December of that year Norma’s parents looked after the girls and she joined Gerard in Europe for a holiday.
Returning to Durban and Thomy de Ravel’s practice, Gerard was buoyed.
He started looking for more and more business opportunities.
His first notable deal was to consolidate three properties in Russell Street.
At the time the practice did work for Mobil Oil and Gerard learnt they needed another filling station. Gerard did deals with Mobil in Hibberdene and on the Bluff. He realized their need for another filling station in town coincided with the need for more inner city parking so he put together a
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deal that saw Mobil run a basement garage on top of which he built a seven-storey parking garage that still stands today. That got the property bit between his teeth and not long afterwards Gerard convinced Thomy and his fellow partners to build a luxurious block of flats, Capri Heights, in Old Fort Road, near the Jewish Club in Durban.
Gerard remembers how, at first, the flats wouldn’t sell because the new block was empty. In spite of its value, people just didn’t like an empty building. He convinced Thomy de Ravel to let him drop the price of the apartments dramatically, which he did, only to ratchet them up again when buyers developed an appetite.
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CHAPTER 18
A BIT OF FINANCIAL WIZARDRY RAISES GERARD’S FLAG AND LINES INVESTOR POCKETS
One of Gerard’s first big deals, and one that earned him serious kudos in business, was the rescue of Marshalls, a big industrial company headquartered in Durban and listed on the Johannesburg Stock Exchange.
The deal unfolded in 1977 and took three years to conclude, but it was a stroke of genius and inspired serious confidence in Gerard’s deal-making abilities.
Through Thomy de Ravel’s connections and with Gerard’s flair for new deals, the firm was attracting more investor clients. Thomy had no interest in doing the deals, but he urged Gerard to run with them.
The partners each brought in their own clients but, Gerard says, Thomy brought in the bulk by far, hundreds of wealthy businessmen were looking for ways to grow their money. At the time of the 1968 air crash that claimed the lives of Gerard’s parents and his sister Elaine, he met a lawyer named Johan Strauss who represented the family in dealings with SAA.
He and Gerard became lifelong friends. He contacted Gerard in 1977 about a matter he had knowledge of: Marshalls, a family concern headquartered in Durban, was about to go bust.
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It had more than 4 000 employees and diversified interests ranging from hardware to motor dealerships.
Strauss asked Gerard to speak to David Marshall, who with his father Norman headed up the family concern and owned 60% of Marhall shares
The men met at the Durban Country Club and Marshall said he didn’t intend allowing the company to collapse, although it was heavily indebted.
Gerard said he would try and get a syndicate together to make a reasonable offer to rescue the company.
In return, Marshall appointed Gerard joint MD of the company and deputy chairman. Norman Marshall remained chairman. Gerard said the deal was subject to the green light from his partners and a full investigation into the company’s finances. Gerard took some clerks and unleashed himself on the books. Liquidators Sandy Morrison and Gert Graham opened the books to Gerard and his crew.
Gerard had also had cordial relations with Robbie Coles, the MD when he renegotiated the family’s flawed lamp deal lease a few years earlier.
“Marshalls was a wholesaler of tools and building supplies. Actually, they did everything. If you wanted shirts, shoes, liquor or a car, they were in it. They had branched out into Datsun franchises and had also become big property owners.”
Gerard says the company had extended itself beyond its capabilities and the bank had called in its loans.
The Marshall family refused to liquidate overseas assets to settle the debt.
So the banks pulled the rug and eventually Standard Bank, Nedbank and the Ford Motor Company all joined a liquidation application.
Gerard says he ran the numbers and decided Marshalls was a “very viable company”.
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“I could see real value in this dead animal. The value was in the property. The only trading value was in Datsun because the managing director of that division ran a decent set up, producing good profits that weren’t contaminated by the rest of the company.”
Gerard suggested they keep the car dealerships and sell the rest. The shares were worth 52 cents but trading at 35 cents. Gerard struck a deal that paid creditors 100 cents in the Rand and an accumulated dividend.
He took the company out of liquidation, paid off the debt and re-listed Marshalls.
The process took three years and the company’s properties included Nicol Square parking garage and a huge precinct alongside where Durban International Convention Centre now stands, which Marshalls sold in 2016 for R100 million. There was a minor hiccup with the liquidation. Marshalls had 6% preferential shareholders. To get the liquidation application through the courts required 75% support from shareholders. An unnamed Cypriot held a big block of preferential shares and he wasn’t returning any correspondence of any sort.
Undeterred, David Marshall jumped on a plane to Cyprus. He found the shareholder’s house and knocked on the door, but they wouldn’t let him in. The shareholder was entirely unknown to Marshalls, just a mysterious shareholder who had obviously been in South Africa at some point and bought the shares.
When he wasn’t let it, David Marshall said to the servants at the Cyprus house: “I’m prepared to wait for a week, our deal is going to fail without this approval.”
Gerard says they wouldn’t let Marshall into the house, under any circumstances.
He came home and everyone was devastated. The whole deal rested on the approval of all shareholders
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and this was a stalemate.
Fortunately the liquidators applied to court for a ruling and the court agreed the Cypriot shareholder couldn’t play stalemate. Three days later a letter arrived from Cyprus voting against the liquidation, but the court order had been effected.
“To this day I don’t know who the shareholder was and what his objection was,” Gerard says.
Gerard says the trick to the rescue was a conservative outlook. He knew the inherent worth of the company’s assets, but valued the properties, the key component, less than they were worth.
Restructuring, selling off assets and settling debt was at the heart of the deal and the beauty of it was that investors linked to Thomy’s firm tripled the money they put in.
When Marshalls re-listed, its share price opened at R1,50. Big investors linked to Thomy and Gerard’s firm were Mauritian families including the Reys, the Daruty family, the De Charmoys, the Robert family and Gerard and his cousin Robert Maingard.
“Norman Marshall was really a spectator. We averted disaster and I found it strange that David Marshall was never more grateful than he was. I put my money and my clients’ money into the deal.”
Gerard was actively involved in the business for the years it took to restructure and re-list. He met with the Marshalls team every week. He and his fellow investors exited Marshalls eventually, not on bad terms, Gerard says.
The relationship just cooled. Marshalls, now Marshall Monteagle PLC, still trades on the Johannesburg, London and Luxembourg stock exchanges and has a market cap of about R600 million.
122

CHAPTER 19
THE WHEEL TURNS ON A BIG DEAL
Gerard’s success at Marshalls must have inspired confidence among Thomy de Ravel’s clients.
The firm, under Gerard’s instigation, continued buying properties and syndicating them among its clients. At one point rather early on at the firm, Gerard remembers being rather cocky. He took on a most ambitious deal and it flopped. More accurately it was a superb success, just not for Gerard. But he made a lifelong friend and a great business ally out of it.
It all started with a cockney chap, Charles Gilbert, who was based in Durban. Gerard remembers him as a great guy with good ideas and a lovely accent. He had an ace saleswoman who could put a property syndicate together overnight. Gerard had his own clients, but he had his eye on a big block between Commercial and Queen streets in downtown Durban and he needed lots of cash. The land was owned by about 10 Muslim businessmen and Gerard wanted to consolidate the properties and build a parkade. The idea was ripe for its time, another two parkades have been built in the area, including Nicol Square and the huge parkade behind 320 West Street.
At first there was enthusiasm for the deal, but it soon
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became apparent that it involved a lot of money. Gerard wasn’t fazed, but the deeper he got into it the more he realized he had bitten off more than he could chew and there was no way Thomy de Ravel, in spite of his unfailing support for Gerard, was going to approve it.
There wasn’t enough fat in it for so many people and eventually Gerard was sweating to try and make it work for everyone.
“I woke up in the mornings with a knot in my stomach and I realized it wasn’t going to work.”
In the process of Gerard’s mad scheming he got to spend a bit of time with another Durban accountant he’d met in property circles, Alan Benn. Benn and his accounting partner Gerald Hackner had set up the Natal Investment Corporation. When Gerard couldn’t pull off the deal, he approached Benn and Hackner.
Alan Benn became a firm friend as a result. He was well connected in the business community particularly among Jewish businessmen. He put Gerard in touch with Don Morgan, a man-about-town and a part owner in the construction firm Hulsen, Morgan and Verbaan, which eventually did the property deal, building Nuffield parking garage.
“Don Morgan was a decent fellow and saw a big opportunity in this for his construction company and he did well out of it. I didn’t make a cent, which is fine, but I learnt a lot. It clipped my wings. I realized I wasn’t such a big deal. I also learnt that everyone needs to make a buck out of a deal. Don’t do it if there isn’t enough profit in it for everyone.”
Gerard says money wasn’t his prime motivator, though it was obviously a factor.
“I never allowed money to contaminate my thinking. I took pride in doing a good deal and that was more important to me, and having the right people believe in me.”
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After the failed deal Gerard nursed his ego for a few months but doggedly kept at the deals.
Gerard kept seeing more of Alan Benn, who liked his style. “I was always straight on a property deal. There was never any bullshit. I told the whole story, warts and all and I never tried to grab at the profits. I think that appealed to Alan Benn.”
Gerard won Alan’s admiration because he was a sound and tenacious operator. After the failed deal in Queen Street, Gerard kept buying up properties in syndicates. In the early days the deals were mostly residential and included some landmark blocks in Durban, including Bencorrum, The Gables and Park Lodge Mansions.
There was soon an opportunity to create a company to house the property deals and in 1980, together with chartered accountant Eric de Ravel, Thomy’s son, Gerard formed Grovewalk Holdings Limited.
It initially comprised 25 buildings and it absorbed an earlier company, Regional Property Administrators that had been born to administer the buildings. Gerard had employed well-known Durban businessman Alistair Dark to run the administration company. Dark had played a leading role in the Durban Chamber of Commerce and Industry.
Grovewalk went from strength to strength and in 1982 Alan Benn approached Gerard to see whether the company had any interest in purchasing a major shareholding in Isaacs Geshen.
The story is best told by Alan, an avuncular gentleman who lives in Musgrave Road.
Widowed in 2012 he is 89 and though retired, goes into the office every day at 07h45. The office being that of the Victor Daitz Trust which Alan has been intimately involved with since it was formed over 20 years ago.
It was established at the behest of Daitz, an understated
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KwaZulu-Natal textile baron, and the scale of the trust’s philanthropy is probably unmatched in the province.
Alan arrived in South Africa from the UK, aged 21, just after the Second World War.
His family lived in a flat in Grosvenor Court on Durban’s beachfront. They came to Durban almost by accident and didn’t know a soul. But Alan prospered in Durban. After his articles he set up an accountancy practice with Gerald Hackner and the two formed the investment corporation referred to earlier.
Gerard regarded Alan, who is 13 years his senior, as a mentor.
Alan is a quiet, confident and kind man. He and Hackner bought into Isaacs Geshen, one of the top property companies in Durban in the day. It was started by Issy Geshen, a prosperous businessman in Durban who died in 1979.
Alan Benn and Basil Levene ran the company and it had an ace team of salesmen, administrators and mortgage specialists.
“We were a happy family and that was unusual because Durban is a village and we had people working for commission, which can be tricky. But we were all in it together,” Alan remembers.
Alan Benn says Gerard was a smart young man from a good family. His reputation was enhanced by his association with Thomy de Ravel whose standing in the business community was excellent, Alan says.
“They were good people and were well recognized. Gerard was honest and in property that’s a quality not easy to come by. Gerard made money for his investors. He was a man you could put your money on and he enjoyed doing the deal.”
Alan had a similar regard for Gerard’s cousin Robert Maingard, a man he also rated and backed with great
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satisfaction after being told not to.
Gerard was delighted with the IG deal in 1982. It was clean and simple.
For R2,5 million Grovewalk acquired 51% of the business, the remaining 49% being held by Basil Levene, Alan Benn, Gerald Hackner, Trevor Warman and members of their younger team.
Both Gerard and Alan revel in the memory of the IG team. It included well-liked men who were property experts in Durban.
“Those were happy days mainly due to the quality of the people and their ethical way of doing business,” Gerard says.
The mention of names like Keith Knowler, Roy Alderdice, Trevor Warman, Hugh Denny, Andrew Foxcroft, John Broom, John Fosters, Tony Bolt, John Lomas and Neil Spaull, bring a sparkle to both Gerard and Alan’s eyes decades later.
Some handled sales and others mortgages and administration. It was a highly successful team.
“They made money,” Gerard says. The property administration company was 10 times the size of Grovewalk’s and the ace sales team gave Grovewalk first dibs on hot deals.
The investment in IG paid off handsomely so three years later, in 1985, when Gerard was approached by Les Weil, then CEO of the Johannesburg property company JH Isaacs, to discuss a merger, it seemed a no-brainer.
JH Isaacs in Johannesburg, apparently named after James Harry Isaacs, was in no way related to Isaacs Geshen from Durban. The firms were both started and run by Jewish businessmen and dealt in property, but there was apparently no “ancestral” connection.
After difficult negotiations with Weil, Gerard agreed to split the cake up 40/60, with the majority of the shares being held by Weil and his father-in-law Harry Gottlieb and Errol Friedman.
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The share exchange essentially meant that Grovewalk’s 51% of IG became 29% of the new JHI & Geshen.
“Gerald and I had the same idea regarding the JHI deal, it was a good idea, and it started out well, but it was a mistake,” Alan Benn says.
Gerard says Alan warned him that Weil was hard-nosed and difficult and, while there was no antagonism between the two, it was a difficult partnership.
“The merger turned out to be a mistake,” agrees Gerard. It was a great idea. Harry Gottlieb was considered the don of the South Africa property industry and he ran the biggest realty business in the country. For Grovewalk Holdings to own a share in a bigger, national realty company made sense. Unfortunately, Gottlieb died about a year after the merger and Gerard and Alan were stuck with Weil and they struggled to work with him. He was a typical accountant who haggled over every penny and didn’t acknowledge the value of the Durban team.
“He used to irritate Gerard because he thought he was a big deal and he didn’t have the same ability as Gerard,” Alan says.
Gerard says Alan warned him to watch Les like a hawk. Les assumed chairmanship of the company and got on Gerard’s nerves, unlike Errol Friedman who he liked enormously.
“Errol was interested in doing the deals, he didn’t niggle over a few rands here or there.”
Gerard remembers how Friedman and Weil got into an awful row and he had to help resolve it.
“Les was a CA and a banker. He was very charming and very cunning and was always dressed in beautiful suits with Italian leather shoes. He was very conscious of his importance. He wasn’t rewarding Errol fairly and we had to arbitrate in a dispute between them. The famous lawyer
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Michael Katz represented Les and I represented Errol. I had to fly to Johannesburg on Saturday to do the arbitration. We sorted the thing out, but I felt Les couldn’t see the bigger picture because he was so focused on pennies. I argued with Les for hours about money. God rest his soul, but it irritated me.”
The relationship between JHI and Grovewalk lasted until 1990 when Gerard received a call from the CEO of United Building Society, Piet Badenhorst, enquiring as to whether he was interested in disposing of Grovewalk’s 29% stake in JHI for R8 million.
Gerard spoke to Alan Benn and it was an easy decision to bail. Although, Gerard says Les Weil seemed shocked and hurt by the move. But it was the end of a chapter and its eventual conclusion coincided with Gerard doing some spectacular deals on behalf of Grovewalk Holdings which had become his full-time job.
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CHAPTER 20
LISTING A DURBAN PROPERTY COMPANY ON THE JOHANNESBURG STOCK EXCHANGE
A monumental chapter in Gerard’s life was dedicated to Grovewalk Holdings, the company he started in 1980 and which emerged out of the accounting practice of De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman.
By 1984 Gerard had moved the company into its own offices in Field Street.
Its shareholders included the partners, their clients and Gerard, who had invested much of his inheritance and the money he’d since made into the company.
In 1987 Grovewalk Holdings was listed on the JSE. Gerard was the managing director and Bernard Boulle was company chairman, later replaced by Paul Saad.
The philosophy behind Grovewalk was to consolidate properties belonging to all the firm’s clients into a single company, but to value them fairly. Some clients owned A grade buildings, others had medium value and there was a third class of buildings not worth terribly much.
Gerard and Eric de Ravel valued all of them, offering all the owners greater exposure to different property classes and the ability to trade their assets easily. Shares A, B and C were issued in Grovewalk.
The scheme allowed people whose properties were least

valuable to derive greater value, depending on when they sold.
“Property is always a pure question of timing,” Gerard says. One of the first big deals Grovewalk did was to invest in The Gables on the Esplanade. It turned out to be hugely profitable.
It was of a size though, with 300 apartments, that few of the firm’s clients could afford individually.
Gerard marshalled investors and bought the block from a wealthy family and held on to the asset until it was profitable to sell.
It was one of the first deals he did with Alan Benn and it provided steady work for Isaacs Geshen. Other investors in the deal included Basil Medway, Hugh Johnston and John Swain.
“The Gables was a meaningful size. I didn’t really like trading in smaller blocks, although sometimes I did. The problem is that smaller properties are disproportionate to the reward.”
When Gerard listed Grovewalk on the JSE it gave him huge punching power.
The name Grovewalk is derived from two lanes running on either side of the company’s offices, from what was then Smith Street to the Esplanade in Durban.
They are Salmon Grove and Beach Walk, hence Grovewalk. The word “grove” became integral to most major developments done by Gerard, including Essengrove, Sutton Grove, Park Grove, Silver Grove and Garden Grove, to name but some.
Dennis Boyd, 71, is a retired architect who practised in Durban his entire career. He is one of 10 children and his father Leo Boyd was mayor of Durban from 1947-1949.
Leo was a businessman and politician who, along with Ray Swart and Zach de Beer, engineered a breakaway from
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the United Party and the establishment of the Progressive Party, the forerunner to South Africa’s official opposition Democratic Alliance.
Dennis and his wife Jenni met Gerard and Norma when their children attended the same pre-primary school in Montpelier Road.
Dennis later oversaw alterations at the de Rauville’s house in Lambert Road and was among a group of architects that did work for Grovewalk Holdings.
The most notable building that Dennis has done in Durban is 101 Victoria Embankment, once considered a signature property that towers over the Esplanade.
The 38-floor building was the tallest in Durban for a time and was designed to sway 300mm at the top in strong winds. Dennis did half a dozen developments with Gerard, most bearing the name “grove” and often embellished with his signature trademark, an art deco inspired triangle with a circle in the centre.
Dennis says dealing with Gerard was always a pleasure. “He was always easy and fair and he insisted on paying for your time, whereas other developers liked you to work on risk,” Dennis says.
Gerard’s career has encompassed hundreds of buildings. When he got started at Grovewalk he sniffed out deals left, right and centre from a row of duplexes off Windermere Road to majestic blocks in Essenwood and Musgrave roads with two units per floor.
He flipped scores of blocks in the city centre and developed new ones on the beachfront and huge swathes of complex houses on the side of the M4 in Durban around the Pick n’ Pay Hypermarket, the first of which was called Ferngrove.
He wasn’t sentimental, but he went back and bought many of the blocks he had an early association with in Durban, including 88 Musgrave Road, the site of the old Musgrave
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Hotel that he was booted out of as a student.
That became Silver Grove, a plush block that boasts magic views from the Berea. At the time the apartments sold for a whopping R400 000 each. Gerard also bought and sold Park Lodge Mansions, the nearby block he and Norma first lived in after they got married.
In the 1984 annual report Grovewalk’s profit before tax was R2,5 million.
The same report talks to the general unavailability of good housing stock and notes that the “provision of residential accommodation to an ever-increasing population remains one of the pillars of an orderly and disciplined society”.
In the report Gerard says the company will concentrate on the provision of quality, reasonably priced property.
In ensuing reports Gerard continues to flag political concerns in the country, saying the country’s leadership was sapping business confidence.
In 1983 Grovewalk had diversified its activities by building The Breakers, an iconic hotel and timeshare establishment in Umhlanga. The land had been secured by a great developer Geoff Reardon. Gerard liked Geoff and snapped up the land and Reardon to construct the building overlooking the picturesque Umhlanga nature reserve. Geoff Reardon went on to do scores more property deals, including some notable developments with his daughter Katherine that have substantially recycled old properties and put a sheen on Durban’s aging Berea.
In the late 1980s Grovewalk had diversified further and created different divisions including construction, guarding and greening. It was becoming a 360-degree property solutions company and some of its subsidiaries are still running today, most notably Plantopia.
Gerard says buildings can appear boastful. They can be huge physical edifices and rather grand. The company
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needed different elements to offset risk and feed the machine. Grovewalk had become a major player in the market and employed about 2 500 people.
“Our philosophy was successful: buying, holding and, once mature, disposing of the properties.”
In 1988 Gerard bought the old Empress Hotel on Durban’s beachfront, opposite the Rachel Finlayson swimming baths. Dennis Boyd designed a 20-floor block with 70 luxury apartments. The development was regularly featured in the newspapers and was developed for the then princely sum of R12 million. Originally dubbed Coconut Grove, what eventually became The Palace was completed in December 1989 and marketed primarily to timeshare owners.
The 1990 annual report says Grovewalk had a net asset value of R22 million and posted profits just shy of R4 million. The Palace and a purchase the following year of a R10 million development (Laguna Grove in Knysna) secured positive press, and in the case of the Western Cape deal, reaped healthy profits. The Palace had a hiccup to start with because of an initial scare among upcountry Afrikaners on the news that Durban’s beaches were to be opened to all races.
But, on the whole, Grovewalk was flying.
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CHAPTER 21
MILD, SUGARY COFFEE AND PULLING A HAROLD ON TENNIS TUESDAYS
Throughout Gerard’s life he has admirably insisted on maintaining a sound work life balance.
All his children talk about it and cherish their childhood memories.
Norma and Gerard adopted the mantra of work hard and play hard, and their domestic recipe was enhanced by their respective characters.
Norma embraced home making and Gerard had the ability to tune out of work when he wasn’t there. Or he gave that appearance.
He prized being organized, which probably gave space to appropriately separate professional and private life.
In 1977 the family moved to 210 Lambert Road, which all his daughters have the happiest memories of.
The house is a grand, double storey marvel of colonial architecture with imposing columns and wide verandahs, a rambling garden, tennis court and big, mature trees.
The property was big enough to sub-divide, allowing Norma’s twin Erika and her husband Claude Rivalland to build their own house on the plot.
Gerard and Claude bought the property for R80 000 and lived there until 1994.
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The girls loved having their cousins Patrick and Shaun nearby.
Although, Norma and Erika developed a suitable protocol for harmony: when Gerard and Claude returned from work, the children knew to scurry off to their own homes.
Gerard’s love of sport is legend and he’s particularly fond of tennis.
He played tennis up until his near fatal stroke in 2012. Before that he played league squash with mates Arthur Styles and Noel Bedford and then took to the tennis court with gusto at Lambert Road.
He invited his friends around and they would leave work at 3.30pm on Tuesdays. The ritual became known as Tennis Tuesdays.
“I never had a drink after work,” Gerard says. “It just wasn’t part of our routine and I always stuck to that. A lot of my friends liked to go to the pub after work. It wasn’t my style. I’m basically shy and I was happy doing it my way.”
Tennis Tuesdays were fantastic, Gerard says. Regular players included Sandford Meyer, Harold Pountney, Angelo Lasich, Philip de Ravel, Lesley Locke, Robert Bonnin, John Keogh and Fanus du Toit. To this day Gerard and his family refer to a sneaky shot at the net as “pulling a Harold” after Pountney’s antics.
As a dad, Gerard was attentive. When he came home from a day at the office he says he was never met with a scowl.
Norma was cheerful and ran the household like clockwork. Norma says breakfast was the one meal the family always had together.
If they differed in parenting, it was in respect of one aspect, Norma and the girls agree: mom wanted fewer servants and dad wanted more.
Norma came from a middle-class British family used to doing chores.
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She wasn’t going to outsource housekeeping and the mothering of her children, like many white parents did during apartheid, Nicole says.
Norma says Gerard left her to run the home and look after the children.
“He was involved, but not by today’s standards. He provided well, but the home was my job and I did a good job. Gerard was a good breadwinner and he was very supportive at school and with big events.”
Norma says it was a useful division of labour and it worked for them.
Gerard says he was able to extend himself at work because Norma had a great handle on the rest.
He gladly put the girls to bed when he came home in the evenings.
He made up stories from his imagination. He’d canvass them on what type of story they’d like, covering the kiddy ambit from scary to happy to sad.
“I’d make the stories dramatic and frightening and I’d talk about encounters with wild animals, growling tigers and lions.”
He’d have them enthralled with his made-up tales or, as the family dubbed them “a story without a book”.
Gerard says it was a lovely ritual that deepened his relationship with his daughters.
The daughters say their parents were unfailingly available to them.
Camille says it bordered on being spoilt. Norma brought the girls toasted sandwiches to school at lunchtime and her dad regularly took time off to watch the girls at sporting events.
“I have a picture of my dad appearing in his three-piece business suit to watch a netball match at school,” says Camille.
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“He was the only dad there. He never shouted or anything, just arrived, stood quietly on the side and ducked off at the end.”
As was probably age appropriate, Camille remembers her dad as being respectable because he had some status at school, chairing the school governing body.
“I thought he must have been well regarded if he did that.” The family has great memories of their time at Lambert Road.
Norma remembers an incident involving her sister Erika, a bean bag and a bundle of cash.
Her brother-in-law, Claude, was a clever, if controlling chap.
While Gerard was fond of Claude, he found him eccentric. At work he was bright, but disorganized and at times peculiar. He was also frugal, or a bit of a penny pincher, depending on your view.
Anyway, it apparently drove Erika crazy, until one day she was cleaning and happened upon a stash of cash, a pile of pink R50 notes in a bean bag that Claude had ferreted away.
She liberally increased her housekeeping allowance after the find and delighted in telling her twin the story.
Madeleine, Camille, Nicole and Angelique all remember Lambert Road as a place of laughter and happiness.
Nicole says Gerard encouraged sport, from little jogs around the neighbourhood to shooting hoops on the tennis court.
All four girls played for the first netball team and Gerard constantly urged them to improve their game, incentivizing them with chocolate.
Angelique says he’d shout, “If you can get the ball in from there, I’ll give you a Mars bar.”
Nicole says when the girls were writing exams and wanted to get up early to swat, Gerard would be there to rouse them
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at the appointed time.
He’d wake them by pulling their feet and offering them a cup of weak, super sugary Frisco coffee.
Gerard was also the resident doctor and if there were cuts and bruises he was always at hand to tend to their wounds.
At one stage, four days before Madeleine turned 20, Angelique turned 13 and Norma and Gerard had a houseful of four teenage girls.
Camille, the only daughter not born in June, jokes that she has six sisters because their star sign is Gemini.
Gerard says sport and fun eradicated the stresses and strains of life.
“I was lucky. Norma is a happy soul and our home was our sanctuary.”
Gerard concedes every marriage has it challenges. “I never considered divorce. We had some serious fights and she’d get in the car and push off for the day. She never told her mother or her sisters if we fought, she’d just get out of the way,” Gerard says.
Madeleine says their childhood was idyllic. “Because the four of us were born close together, lots of domesticity was required. Dad was a good breadwinner and mom a domestic goddess, both were very good at what they did.”
It was a different generation but the delineation of tasks made for a simpler existence.
Madeleine says Gerard and Norma “crack on” and cope well together under pressure.
“Of course, they drive each other mad at times. But they are two halves of a whole.”
Madeleine believes Norma filled a huge gap for Gerard after his parents’ death.
“My grandmother was apparently a dear, loving person, probably a lot like my mom. My dad had a close bond with
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his mom and my mom probably replaced my dad’s parents to a degree.”
If Gerard and Norma were successful in running a family, Madeleine says it is mostly down to the fact that they were committed to each other, “in a way that one seldom sees”.
And they were organized. They seldom hatched any last-minute plans and their values were aligned. Marriage and family were always first.
“It is not easy to pinpoint what it is they have, but they are very hard-working people and they are exceptional at coping with life when the chips are down.
“They never blame each other or take it out on each other. They pull together, rather than apart, when life gets tough.”
Madeleine says her mom’s patience is unending, in contrast to her dad’s.
She is a gentle solution finder and a practical problem solver.
“She is selfless in the extreme. She always considers what’s best for others and the greater good, never herself.”
The family was committed to one another and actively participated in church and school events.
“We were always on time, every time. What we lacked in spontaneity we made up for in structure.”
Norma and Gerard don’t seem to set great store in material possessions. Their retirement home is pretty and comfortable, but not fancy. They invested in holidays and spent countless weekends and holidays at Salt Rock at the beach cottage Philippe and Eva bought. When Gerard sold his share in the property he invested in a holiday home at Mbona in the Midlands, a place they were introduced to by their friends the Masojadas. The family enjoyed frequent breaks there.
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CHAPTER 22
A COCKY IRISHMAN, A DUBIOUS DON AND A PROSPECTIVE PRESIDENT
In the early 1990s Gerard was at the top of his game in business. The listing and accumulation of Grovewalk Holdings had done well. So well, in fact, it attracted the attention of a young whizz, Paddy Delaney, a Zambian- born former policeman with degrees in commerce and law. Delaney, according to press reports at the time, enjoyed a meteoric rise in business that was as steep as it was brief.
In 1990 he was 34 years old and launched a hostile takeover bid for Grovewalk.
Former Durban journalist John Sherrocks wrote a colourful account of the de Rauville vs Delaney clash in the 30th November edition of the Daily News in 1990.
He described the dramatic confrontation between two astute and “vastly dissimilar” businessmen.
He described Delaney as a casually dressed entrepreneur who poked fun at the Durban Country Club crowd, while Gerard was a silky mannered suit, though “generally not regarded as being stuck up”.
Delaney started in property developing small shopping centres and retirement villages and managed projects worth about R50 million.
When Delaney launched his hostile bid, Gerard was in
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Washington where he was flighted as the guest speaker at Peter Paola’s 50th birthday party in October.
On news of the drama Gerard called Paul Saad and they agreed they had to respond quickly. Gerard was vexed. He sat on a park bench near the White House and resolved to fly back immediately.
He and Norma packed their bags, missed Peter’s party and returned to South Africa 24 hours after leaving home. Delaney’s DPF Investments had been quietly buying up Grovewalk shares since September and the company’s directors had got wind of his plan.
Delaney’s offer to shareholders was to expire in January. In his report, Sherrocks writes that both men confessed to being “considerably stressed” by the tussle.
“In fact, Mr Delaney recently spent two days in hospital suffering from flu-induced fatigue.”
“Both adversaries,” Sherrocks wrote, “are playing their cards close to their chests and each is confidently forecasting victory.”
“Although neither fighter is protesting against low punches, a flurry of blows is being traded,” he wrote.
Gerard was on the back foot at one stage in the battle. Delaney had linked the sale of Grovewalk’s share of JHI to the deal, accusing him of selling the family silver.
Gerard lobbied shareholders and assured them the company was in good health and did his best to offset Delaney’s bid.
Things came to a head at a meeting of shareholders called by Gerard at The Breakers. It threatened to be a tumultuous carry on. Revealing the Sicilian-type bond the family has, Camille remembers being at the meeting as a teenager with her boyfriend and husband to be, Ronnie Whitton.
“I had no idea what it was about, I was 17 years old, but I went.”
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Gerard, his family and his supporting shareholders rallied, knocking Delaney out of the water with 95% supporting the status quo.
Grovewalk continued to do good business. Gerard bought up a prime piece of real estate near the corner of Musgrave and St Thomas roads, the site of the old Los Angeles Hotel and set in motion his plan to establish Garden Grove Retirement Village.
But he kept being drawn to low-cost housing. He saw the country changing and regarded housing as a fundamental need that had to be met. He also consulted with all major construction company bosses who agreed it was the new development terrain.
In 1992 Gerard addressed the Institute for Housing at the Blue Waters Hotel in Durban where he urged South Africans to try and see squatters through a different lens.
“Dramatic changes in the socio-economic climate in South Africa, together with a more compassionate and caring approach by people, has necessitated some hard thinking with regard to who these squatters actually are,” he said.
They were poor people forced into slums because of political violence or a desperate search for work. But they wanted what everyone else did, Gerard argued, security of tenure, family life and work.
People were promised land but instead saw land lying vacant, unoccupied and unused. “They progressively became more nervous, impatient and eventually militant.”
Gerard complained that the landscape in the high volume, low mark-up business kept changing. Private developers, called on by the government to help alleviate the crisis, had to cope with much vicissitude.
Some developers refused to deal in the low-cost market, while others, like Grovewalk, intended staying the course in the hope that fair play prevailed because this sector was
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fundamental to the nation’s success and would probably get the biggest slice of the national budget.
Gerard’s address was optimistic. It spoke about better levels of service, a reduction in red tape and level playing fields. It was an exciting time, he said, and the right attitude towards the sector would allow many stakeholders the chance to play an important role in “knitting the fabric of society together...so that we feel, for the sake of posterity that we have made some contribution to the generation that will follow us.”
And with those lofty and laudable sentiments, Gerard entered a minefield that came close to seeing his career explode monumentally.
Grovewalk was trading well and was well diversified. It had entered into partnership with Southern Sun time sharing which had bought a 50% stake in the Breakers and The Palace. But one of Grovewalk’s subsidiaries, the construction arm Lyngrove, had invested heavily in vast tracts of land for low-cost housing. Some investments paid off and the move to low-cost housing was inevitable.
“There was a crying demand for it and we couldn’t ignore it. We had discussions with Grinaker and Stocks and Stocks and we agreed we’d get involved. My dealings with Durban municipality before that were quite successful. I thought it would be the same in Pietermaritzburg. We took a large stock in Edendale that had been ignored by the other groups,” Gerard says.
Grovewalk Holdings carved up the land, put services in and got a great reception from the then Nationalist Party government.
“They were delighted that the private sector was getting involved because it relieved them of their duties. They had sold us the land on the basis that we had a 99-year lease and
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we could pass those rights onto the buyer. It wasn’t a big profit on each transaction. It was a volume business. We had done it using the same model in Umlazi and KwaDabeka.”
It was the middle of 1992, a time of political upheaval and uncertainty as one government began dissembling and the liberation movement was poised to take over.
Grovewalk used the consulting services of the self-styled father of black economic empowerment, the now late Don Mkhwanazi, paying him a hefty retainer to help bridge the odd divide. Gerard says while Mkhwanazi’s methods seemed a bit unorthodox, he was well connected. Clearly so: among Gerard’s papers is a letter penned by Jeff Radebe, then chairperson of the Southern Natal branch of the ANC, to Peter Mansfield, then chairman of the Durban City Council management committee.
In the letter Radebe says the ANC supports an application for an expense of R3,3 million for the provision of sites and services in KwaDabeka.
“We are of the opinion this application should be allowed to succeed by virtue of the fact that it has grassroots support and could well serve as a partnership model to solve the critical housing shortage,” Radebe wrote.
The letter is followed up by another to Mansfield, penned by Jacob Zuma in his capacity then as Deputy Secretary General of the ANC.
Zuma says he is aware that Manco is considering Lyngrove’s application for funds in respect of the KwaDabeka project.
Zuma says he met with Grovewalk and Lyngrove directors and established that residents in KwaDabeka had committed R567 000 to the project.“When viewed against a background of broken promises and the erosion of confidence by the people in private township developers generally, this financial commitment represents a demonstrable expression of faith
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by the community in Lyngrove.”
Zuma says all told, Lyngrove had secured capital subsidy funding of R4,1 million. The R3,3 million being sought from the council would enable Lyngrove to deliver 1 135 serviced sites to accommodate 8 000 people at a cost of R2 913 per unit versus a commonplace cost of R7 500.
Zuma said Lyngrove promised to help community members establish a trust and source local skills in the build. He said it promised to be a “blueprint for future township development in South Africa”.
Zuma wrote a similar letter to the Joint Services Board. The deal went through. In hindsight, Gerard says he invested a disproportionate amount in land and Grovewalk started to trade unprofitably. The company fell apart on a single deal, in Edendale and the ANC, while helpful in Durban, was having none of Grovewalk’s plans in Pietermaritzburg.
Gerard says he asked Don Mkhwanazi to set up a meeting with Zweli Mkhize, current treasurer general of the ANC and a man tipped to be a future president of South Africa. Gerard says he took along communications expert and development facilitator Phillip Greenberg and Steve Crofts, one of his Lyngrove directors. They arrived in Edendale at about 9pm and received a hostile reception.
“We were there for about an hour and they weren’t in the least bit hospitable. Eventually Zweli Mkhize said ‘I’m sorry you bought this land from the government, but you will not get anyone to deal with you on it’.”
Gerard says he was stumped. He outlined the success he’d had in other low-cost housing deals and Mkhize wouldn’t budge. He said Gerard would lose his money and suggested he write it off.
“He was emphatic and bloody-minded. I said we had title deed to the land and he said it meant nothing.”
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Gerard and his colleagues drove home. “I said to Steve and Phillip on the way home ‘We’re royally fucked, we’d better start winding up’”.
In 1992 Grovewalk wrote off R5 million as a result of the Edendale deal. In the annual report Gerard says political uncertainty wreaked havoc with the sector. “The variables are too uncertain and judgements too subjective to determine whether the net realizable land value of R8,8 million requires any further write down.”
Grovewalk was in terminal decline and the other, vibrant components of the business couldn’t offset low-cost housing which dragged the company down.
The 1993 annual report shows the company trying to reduce its debts. It sold Plantopia for R9 million. Gerard says trading conditions were horrendous while interest rates (which had soared) were dropping, business confidence was at an all-time low with the massacres at Bisho and Boipatong and the assassination of Chris Hani.
With regards the future of the company, he says, “drastic” action was required. Gerard scrambled around trying to find ways to offset the loss. He remembers it as a painfully lonely time. His best efforts to get out of the hole were in vain. Gerard didn’t want to fail out of pride and because he had R4 million of his own money in Grovewalk too.
In 1994 the company was liquidated. Gerard’s cousin Robert Maingard took over and creditors received 15 cents in the Rand.
The failure of Grovewalk rankles Gerard. Paul Saad had warned him to stay away from low-cost housing, but it seemed a logical move.
Gerard says he’s not one to dwell on regret, which is just as well, as things were about to get a lot worse.
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CHAPTER 23
IT SEEMED LIKE A GOOD IDEA AT THE TIME
Gerard was exposed to the insurance business relatively early on in his career.
A chap named Henry Tanner was the managing director of SA Eagle in Natal and introduced Gerard to the company’s CEO Fred Haslett.
It wasn’t long before Gerard was nominated to sit on the company’s board as the Natal representative. It was 1983 and Gerard benefited enormously from the association. In Natal his life was made easy by Tanner who ran the business like a well-oiled machine. Gerard and he met frequently and attended quarterly meetings of SA Eagle in Johannesburg. At one stage SA Eagle was the biggest short term insurer in South Africa. It had an influential board and included members of Anglo American and the who’s who of businessmen in Johannesburg.
Gerard’s association with insurance proved to be both a blessing and a curse.
Let’s start with the latter. For years Gerard used what few legal means were available to South Africans to salt away money overseas.
In the 1970s he bought a flat in Chelsea in London and later an apartment in Mauritius. While completely

committed to South Africa, he thought it prudent to spread his financial risk as best he could.
Another way of legally getting money out of the country was to participate in Lloyds Corporation based in London. The company markets itself as a unique insurance offering and has a global network of members who belong to syndicates that underwrite risk in a variety of sectors, covering just about anything from motor accidents to tsunamis.
By 1994 Gerard had been part of a Lloyds syndicate for years. It had proved a significantly weak investment and every year he received his receipts and had to chip in to keep his investment alive. His exposure was £500 000, or about R2 500 000 at the exchange rate at the time.
Gerard had a few interests in businesses other than Grovewalk, but nothing substantial. When Grovewalk went bust he was unemployed for eight months and in that time his syndicate at Lloyds got smacked with a huge claim and Gerard had to come up with his R2,5 million. It was a bit of a calamity.
Gerard wasn’t entirely without means, but he’d just lost R4 million in the Grovewalk liquidation and now he was in the hock for R2,5 million he didn’t have. He and Norma pulled the handbrake on expenses, but that didn’t do the trick so they took the painful decision to sell Lambert Road. The sale settled about half the Lloyds debt.
The family moved to a rented house in Mentone Road. Gerard says he was a bit flustered but he hid it fantastically, confiding only in Norma. Until 2017, for example, Camille wasn’t aware that her father had lost a small fortune in the Lloyds saga.
Fortunately Gerard received a bit of money in directors’ fees, including from SA Eagle.
“I had lost my confidence with the liquidation and then
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my house because of the Lloyds debacle, but I had enough money to pay the school fees and basic bills.”
Gerard got involved in what proved to be a fruitless scheme to do imports and exports.
He was active in the Durban Chamber of Commerce and Industry and figured he might play in that space.
His friend and occasional business partner Thomy le Breton knew he was in trouble and gave him free office space in his building in Maydon Wharf.
Norma says it was the bleakest of times. She and Gerard scoured the chamber digest looking for materials that people might want. Gerard soon realized the gestation period of the deals was too long. He needed money fast to settle his debts and keep the wolves from the door. He wasn’t able to sell properties in London, because he was but a shareholder in a family syndicate.
Scrounging for cash, Gerard remembers going to the manager at the bank he and his family had an association with since his parents arrived in South Africa. The bank manager refused to lend him R300 000.
Gerard is bitter about it to this day. His brothers and sisters who all banked with the same institution offered to close their accounts in support.
“I seriously toyed with their offer, but I decided that I was too big to be small. I stayed with the bank but I never dealt with that bank manager again.
“This sort of thing is like a sledgehammer when it hits you and I can see why people under similar circumstances, without the support of family and friends, can harm themselves. Your world comes crashing down around you. “It is the most embarrassing situation. It affects your self respect and your pride. I had very bad moments, but my girls never knew about it.”
Gerard had built up a reputation and had lived
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comfortably as a result of his efforts, only to realize he was 52, in debt and unemployed.
“Everything I worked for amounted to nothing and I felt that people who looked up to me could no longer do so, because I had made such a considerable fuck up. It was one of the worst periods of my life.
“I was able to get over it because I realised I was the only person I could blame. I had to take it square on the shoulders and there was no consolation from blaming anyone else. There was also no point in dwelling on it. I had to turn the page.”
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CHAPTER 24
BROKE, OVER 50, AND LOOKING FOR A JOB
After the Grovewalk and Lloyds disasters and a stab at imports and exports, Gerard had to find a job. He had some money trickling in from various directorships, but gone was the lavish lifestyle of overseas holidays.
Their rented house in Mentone Road cost R4000 a month. Gerard heard from an old JHI contact, Roy Alderdice, that Grove Property Fund was looking for a managing director. Grove was established by Alan Benn and others years before and had a reasonably sizable property portfolio under management, whose shareholders included the Durban and Johannesburg municipal pension funds.
Grove is easily confused with Grovewalk Holdings which Gerard had run before it went into liquidation. The two companies were started around the same time and the similarity in their names arose because of a casual chat between Gerard and Alan Benn. Grove was listed on the JSE a few years before Grovewalk, in the mid 1980s, but it was a completely separate company. The companies did not have cross shareholding and the only connection, beyond the friendships between Alan and Gerard, was that Grovewalk Holdings once owned a share in JHI, which had a 10% stake in the management company that ran Grove.

Gerard knew the chairman of Grove, Fred Haslett, through SA Eagle.
He approached him saying he was the best man to run Grove, after the managing director, accountant Boet van Graan, had emigrated.
“I was 52 years old and was applying for a job for the first time in my life,” says Gerard.
It was 1995 and Gerard got the job at a salary of R15 000 a month.
It was a tightly run outfit with a small staff complement. Gerard settled in beautifully. He describes this period as “the happiest five years of my life”.
The job at Grove allowed him to pay off his debts and consolidate his financial position.
While his own bank had turned him down for a loan to repay his Lloyds debt, SA Eagle gave him a loan that he repaid over four years.
“It is wonderful to think about it now,” Gerard says. He never had to try and secure a loan after the Lloyds debacle, but at the height of his dramas, he felt in the period immediately preceding the Grove job that his financial situation was utterly precarious, real “touch and go”.
In the time he worked there Gerard and Norma bought a house in Newcombe Place off St Thomas Road, near Durban High School. They didn’t live there too long though. A vacant lot nearby, that was sometimes used as a nursery, gave Gerard the creeps. They soon sold and bought a comfortable house in a quiet road, Morningside Road, near Trematon Drive, where they lived for 16 years.
When Gerard took the helm, Grove was capitalized at about R80 million. It’s bigger properties were the Beach Hotel, Broadwalk and its directors included Mike O’Meara from the Durban municipal treasury department.
Gerard set about growing Grove and eventually doubled
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the size of its assets by the time it was successfully bought out by Pangbourne in 2000.
As a salaried jock the pressure was off him to a degree, but it didn’t stop Gerard from scheming.
By law, he was not allowed to borrow or re-invest profits made by Grove. The company was a property trust company and was tightly regulated because its owners were largely municipal pensioners.
Grove had to pay out 90% of its profits to shareholders in dividends, leaving a paltry 10% to buy more property and increase the size of its portfolio. This completely hamstrung any quantum growth.
To get around this obstacle Gerard used a rights offering or issue.
It was the only way to increase the size of Grove’s portfolio. This is an issue of shares offered at a special price by a company to existing shareholders in proportion to their holding of existing shares.
A rights issue allows each shareholder the right to additional shares in equal proportion to the shares they have, usually at a discount.
But not everybody is always in a position to exercise their rights so they can trade them on the open market.
A share rights intention is always publicly announced and the rights are funded by a merchant bank within a set period.
This enabled Grove to raise cash to buy big buildings. Gerard’s activities at Grove attracted a few suitors, including the Beare Foundation, a big family concern in Durban started by Aaron Beare which built up a fortune, initially in the furniture business.
In 1998 Gerard was approached by Beare CEO Alec Rogoff, also an accountant, to buy out Grove.
The meeting included Julian Beare and just didn’t go well. Gerard says Alec Rogoff became angry when Grove
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wouldn’t accept his offer. “He slammed his fist on the desk and demanded to know why we weren’t accepting. ‘This is a great offer,’ he said.
“Unfortunately Alec’s attitude was entirely wrong and our directors decided to turn down the offer.”
About a year and a half after those theatrics, in December 1999, Gerard and his family were on holiday in Knysna.
On the 31st of December they were preparing to celebrate New Year and Gerard received a call from Mike Mun-Gavin from Marriott Merchant Bank who later went on to become MD of Marriott Holdings.
He unleashed Marriott’s hostile bid for Grove. “I was preparing for New Year and it came like a bolt out of the blue.”
Gerard was insulted. He was known to the people at Marriott and he thought their bid to take over his company was discourteous.
“They knew me and there was no reason to behave like that.”
Gerard said goodbye to Norma and the girls, returned to Durban immediately and convened a meeting of Grove’s board.
“The board didn’t find their offer attractive and it gave me great satisfaction to call them and tell them that.”
One of Gerard’s biggest allies on the Grove board was deputy city treasurer Mike Turrell. There is a pavilion named after Mike Turrell at Glenwood High School. He died while working for the council and was Gerard’s friend and confidant. If Gerard wanted another perspective on a problem, Mike’s door was always open to him.
They agreed Grove was starting to look like a plump pheasant that would soon be shot out of the sky if Gerard wasn’t proactive.
This led him down the fateful road to one Athol Campbell,
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a man who would turn on Gerard spectacularly, but who, after some negotiation, convinced the shareholders of his company, Pangbourne, to buy Grove in 2000. It was an attractive transaction that involved cash and a transfer of shares, ending a cheerful chapter in Gerard’s life.
Gerard says his ambitions were “far beyond what I achieved”.
Grove was a poor substitute for his plan. “I was MD of a small local company. Having said that I never thought I was a big shot and I always had a simple attitude to life. My problem with advancement was my unwillingness to move from Durban.”
During his time at Grove, the company’s most attractive suitor, also rejected, had been David Kuper, a director at Investec, a man Gerard greatly admired and who later became a mentor to Angelique, Gerard’s youngest daughter.
“He was a marvellous chap who wanted me to join Investec. He died in a car crash some years later. He asked to meet Fred Haslett and myself and said, ‘Gerard, I want you and your company’.”
Kuper wanted to unite Grove with other property assets at Investec. He wanted Gerard to run the company, but from Johannesburg.
The offer was made before the 1998 Beare offer and Gerard says he agonized over the decision. Norma expressed her willingness to go wherever Gerard wanted to, but he turned it down.
Gerard doesn’t regret the decision, but is a tad wistful. The move would have doubled his salary, but more importantly, would have put him in the big league. He didn’t know the rocky road that lay ahead of him, nor the fortune he was going to make. He just knew it was too late in life to move to another city and establish a new circle of friends.
Gerard was predisposed to growth though. He grew Grove
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because he was always on the move.
“I think in any business you must be restless. You must have a master plan and never be complacent. It doesn’t mean you have to be dissatisfied, just keep inquiring and looking at the horizon. David Kuper was that sort of fellow, he was always looking for new opportunities.”
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CHAPTER 25
THE POSH CHAP IN A ROLLS ROYCE AND ANOTHER COCKY IRISHMAN
David Levin, 81, is an attorney at the Durban firm NSG, or JH Nicolson Stiller & Geshen, established in 1935. He has been there for over 50 years.
In the firm’s offices in a building off Musgrave Road, David is dwarfed by the big boardroom table and plush leather chairs. He is a precise gentleman and a lawyer whose words are carefully measured.
David played a leading role in a bitter chapter of Gerard’s life, a saga involving JSE listed property company Pangbourne and its CEO Athol Campbell.
Gerard has the highest regard for David and describes him as “incredibly astute”. He created the legal framework for a number of Gerard’s business deals.
In 2000 Gerard, then 59 years old, persuaded the board of Grove Property Fund to accept a buyout offer from Johannesburg based Pangbourne Properties, a property loan stock company listed on the JSE and headed by Campbell. Gerard remembers the Campbell family from Dargle in the KwaZulu-Natal Midlands and Athol, while based in Johannesburg, also kept a home in Kloof.
“Athol was snooty. He went to Michaelhouse and was a man who liked the finer things in life. He loved to drive

around in a Rolls Royce. He was quite a nice chap on the face of it, a few years younger than me. He was a big guy, over 6 foot tall, fair haired, with a winning smile.”
Gerard says at the time Grove was worth about R200 million and Pangbourne about R600 million.
After declining offers from Marriott and the Beare group, Grove directors accepted the Pangbourne offer, resulting in Gerard becoming deputy CEO to Campbell, the man who ended Gerard’s working career three years later.
To this day Gerard is still rankled by the dispute with Campbell.
Correspondence between the two reveals the distress in painful detail.
In a letter dated 19 October 2004, Gerard writes: “Athol, I don’t think you can begin to imagine the hurt and harm that you have caused me and my family...I was found guilty before I was charged and you sold me as an inside dealer. After an unblemished career of 45 years you threw me out like a thief.”
Gerard says things didn’t start out like that, although the tone of correspondence between he and Campbell a year or two after he joined Pangbourne was testy.
Pangbourne’s offer to Grove shareholders in 2000 was attractive because it involved some cash and shares.
As per agreement Gerard would look after the coast, from Durban to Cape Town and the CEO would handle business in Johannesburg.
As deputy CEO, Gerard commuted weekly between Johannesburg and Durban, flying out on Tuesdays and returning home on Thursdays.
Gerard says most of Pangbourne’s board were lacklustre types.
He often challenged Athol. Not for the sake of it, he says, but to protect the company’s best interests. Athol’s laudable
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vision was to create an Anglo-type conglomerate with interests in commercial, industrial and retail property.
Gerard says Pangbourne was formed by Brian Clarence who apparently had a fallout with Athol that went to court, but that was before Gerard’s time.
The big institutional investors in Pangbourne were SA Mutual, Sanlam and SAB.
It was a share any proper fund manager had to have exposure to.
In 2003 Gerard returned from annual leave and found Campbell’s attitude decidedly unfriendly.
“Something was eating him. He was very hostile.” Pangbourne’s executives had a get away at a bush camp near Sun City.
Gerard remembers it well because he almost got into fisticuffs with a colleague, a chap named Dave Kennedy, an operations guy in management who looked after the properties.
“He had a short fuse. We had a bad argument on the last night after a few drinks.
“He said I always thought I was right, but I was a pipsqueak.
“It was bad, I wanted to have a go at him and some of the other executives had to restrain me. That was the beginning of the end.”
On the drive back to the office the next day Gerard was in the car with Athol.
He received a call on his cellphone from Angelique. She was at Investec by that time and had bought too many property shares and didn’t know where to place them. She wanted to offer some to Pangbourne.
Gerard asked Athol if he was interested. His answer was an emphatic no.
When Gerard arrived at work the following Tuesday
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Campbell took him aside and dropped a bombshell, saying he had evidence that Gerard traded in company shares during a closed period.
“I asked when and he said, six months ago. It was a small quantity of shares. It was a mistake in that Angelique had bought 50 000 shares in Pangbourne, 1 000 shares each for 50 investors whose portfolios she handled.
“I was one of the 50. “At the time the total value of my portion was about R7 000. I didn’t know Angelique was buying the shares and the purchase was in the name of the N&G Trust (Norma and Gerard Trust).”
Athol said he also had complaints against Gerard for exceeding his authority, all of which was presented to him in writing at a specially convened meeting of the executive that afternoon. Gerard says he walked into an ambush, disputed the charges and left.
Back in Durban he went to see David Levin who briefed John Pammenter SC who said there was no substance to the charges.
“Fortunately I got copies of the minutes of all our executive meetings and nothing in the meetings reflected the charges.”
The charges laid by Athol against Gerard saw him suspended on full pay in October 2003 and the matter was eventually settled in January 2004 through an arbitration chaired by Nazeer Cassim, now a top silk at the Johannesburg Bar.
Gerard says he was pleased to have David at his side. It was crushing to end his career under such ignominious circumstances.
His friend Ivan Clark tried to pacify him, telling him not to worry.
“It was being discussed in business circles. When Ivan heard it he put the record straight wherever he could. In spite of
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the reassuring words from everyone, I didn’t feel fine at all,” Gerard says.
David remembers Nazeer Cassim listening patiently to both sides.
Eventually he forced the two to reach a settlement and put a notification on the JSE that their dispute had been amicably resolved. However, this was preceded by some barbed encounters.
In one instance David had to reign Gerard in. It was in a meeting with Athol and his lawyer that Gerard had agreed to attend “so long as I didn’t have to shake the bastard’s hand”. David advised Gerard, in spite of the slight he felt, not to respond to every allegation. But Gerard told Athol he was speaking the “biggest load of bullshit I had ever heard”.
David remembers Campbell became furious. “He stood up, knocked his chair over and stormed out of the meeting, leaving us with his lawyer. He was not a very nice person.”
The charges against Gerard didn’t stick. One was deemed to have had some substance. Correspondence from the JSE shows Gerard got a mild rebuke and no sanction.
In a statement to the arbitration Gerard points out that he was not aware of the transactions Angelique did. A letter from the JSE Securities Regulation Panel, authored by executive director Richard Connellan, says the matter was considered but the panel “does not intend taking the matter any further”. A day later the general manager of the listings division, DM Does, wrote that non-compliance with the listings requirements was viewed in a serious light but no action would be taken. Gerard was urged to ensure every effort was taken to ensure no further breaches occurred.
David couldn’t understand what the complaints were about. “Gerard’s production at Pangbourne was outstanding. His work was well organized and minuted. The year before the drama Gerard was given a 31% salary increase.
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“Gerard had a reputation for getting it right, for being well prepared. His deals were always neatly worked out. He was a pleasure to deal with. He’d work all day and night to get things done if it was needed and was a total participant in any deal. He presented everything meticulously.”
When David represented Gerard he did so knowing his firm might lose Pangbourne’s account and yet he took the case without hesitation.
“We lost the Pangbourne work and in the circumstances I had no regret about it. Gerard had done nothing wrong and he had been humiliated in the matter.
“If he had erred it is what in law is called de minimus, meaning the law does not concern itself with trivialities. “Campbell was unpleasant and nasty to the end. He threatened to fire us and he did, out of spite, like a typical bully boy. I didn’t even bother to respond.”
Gerard remembers that at the outset Cassim said of the 13 charges against him, 12 would not be pursued. The 13th charge related to the Tugela Trust, which Angelique had also invested on behalf of.
Gerard was a trustee and the trust was an investment vehicle for Durban-based businessman Bronek Masojada, a friend of Gerard’s. Gerard reviewed the trust’s financials once a year but had nothing to do with it operationally. Angelique had bought Pangbourne shares for the trust in the closed period.
“Athol was trying to find any method to boot me out of the company. This was ironic, because one evening in Johannesburg he asked to have dinner. He said his prostate cancer might kill him. He said that if anything happened to him, he wanted me to succeed him. He admired me, grudgingly, because I challenged him.”
Angelique, Gerard’s youngest daughter and protege in business, dealt in the shares in her capacity as CEO of
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Provest, a company set up by Gerard, Ivan Clark and herself. Investec later bought Provest.
Angelique says the record was put straight in the Pangbourne matter when the company invited Gerard to serve on the board six years after he was fired.
The man behind this was Des de Beer, a major player in big property funds like Resilient, Fortress and Capital, which eventually took over Pangbourne in 2011.
Angelique says Des de Beer read the transcripts relating to Gerard’s hearing.
“He said a major injustice had been done.” Angelique said the incident did irreparable harm to her dad.
“It was nothing short of disgraceful. But what Des de Beer did went some way to heal the wounds,” she said.
Gerard says Athol gunned for him because he was jealous of Provest.
“In Athol’s mind Angelique was getting a lot of coverage for her success in property shares and that bothered him. He later made an appointment with Stephen Koseff, the CEO of Investec. Athol wouldn’t let it go. Koseff reportedly waved Athol out of the meeting.”
In a 2005 annual report posted online, Pangbourne had a market capitalisation of R1,9 billion and total assets worth R2,9 billion.
While neither Gerard nor David Levin remember Campbell fondly, the annual report paid tribute to Campbell who died that year, aged 59, describing him as “a unique businessman with a tireless entrepreneurial flair and great leadership skills”.
In a letter to Gerard dated 25 January 2005, months before he died, Campbell attempts to assuage Gerard’s anger.
“There are always two sides to a story and I appreciate and understand your feelings but don’t feel that any good can
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come from revisiting the past. I hope you can move on with your life and I wish you all the best in your new endeavours.” Gerard, 12 years later, had this to say: “God rest his soul. I have forgiven Athol. But I will never forget what he did to me.”
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CHAPTER 26
THE BUSINESS OF BRICK AND MORTAR
In his day Gerard was known as “the property guy” and it’s little surprise why when you consider how many buildings he has been involved in.
A drive around Durban with Gerard and Camille on 2 February 2017 revealed just how widespread his interest has been.
There are a number of notable buildings and each has a story.
Most were bought or developed under the auspices of Grovewalk Holdings, listed by Gerard on the JSE. Some were owned by Grove Property and Pangbourne and others were privately developed.
There are literally hundreds of buildings. Some of them are mentioned here because they are well known to anyone familiar with Durban.
Tavistock, Sutton Grove, Battenburg Court, Romsey Court, Courtney Mansions, Musgrave Mansions, Park Grove, Essen Grove, Garden Grove, Silver Grove, Ridge Grove, Park Lodge, The Gables, Grovewalk House, Russel Park, Broadway Court, Nordic Court, Palm Bay, Bencorrum, The Palace, Capri Heights, North Grove, Fern Grove, Ashcombe Park, Breakers, Wheeler House, Cowey

House, 197 Ridge Road, Penhurst, Ridgeside and Gwynton.
Some of those buildings are among a portfolio of commercial buildings in Durban that Gerard still owns and Camille looks after.
Property seemed an obvious avenue for Gerard because, while he may not have actually verbalized it early on in his career, he had internalized a lot of his dad’s experience buying and selling property. Philippe had an eye for a deal and grew a reputation for successful syndicates because he was scrupulously honest.
Thomy de Ravel was the same and the style of both influenced Gerard.
“Every aspect of life is involved in property. I had no specific experience in it. I had watched my father’s property dealings and saw what Thomy de Ravel did with his clients.”
Gerard says he was always scheming around property. Success in property is down to a few critical factors.Timing is as essential as location.
“Location was my cardinal rule and I never compromised on that. Some properties might not be textbook A-grade stock, but because of their location they will always trade well and hold their value. An example is Wheeler House, in Stamford Hill Road. She’s a bit of an old tart. She may not be pretty, but she’s always in demand because of her location, near major roads.
“Another thing is always have some good leases in place as your bankers. With that you can take a bit of a gamble on other tenants. So, as long as you have a good building in a good area and it is tenanted by desirable people, you should be ok.”
Gerard is generally of the view that you shouldn’t sell property unless you have to. Property is a long term investment and if you have to sell, try and replace what you have with something of better value.
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“Either get rid of a property to buy a better one, or gear up, though I won’t gear more than 50% of a building’s value. If you have to take on partners it means you have a need, you can’t afford to buy the building alone. I don’t mind partners, but be very selective about who you partner with.”
Commercial, retail and industrial property is always preferential to residential.
“Companies rent buildings because they need a place to work from. Their enterprise depends on it. They aren’t emotional about it. At home people are concerned with all the quirks, from leaking taps to lights that don’t work. You don’t really want to be hassling with tenants nagging about dripping taps and the like. With commercial buildings people arrive at their place of work every day to make money, then they turn the lights out and go home. That’s the ideal you want.”
Property is potentially a major wealth creator, as Gerard, Angelique, Ivan Clark and John Rayner learnt with Provest.
Quantum is everything. Gerard knew from handling his family’s investments that he could only do so much himself. To play in the big league he had to be bold, though in hindsight he feels like he was often cocky.
“I was a whippersnapper when I put those deals together at the firm, like the one in Queen Street that Alan Benn eventually saved me from.
“I was crazy. I didn’t have any clout, but I was bloody cheeky and I took chances because I was optimistic and determined. I came back from studying in London at the age of 31 years old, convinced I would not be a typical accountant.
“It’s not that I wanted to be a big deal, mind you, I just saw that you could leverage the power of others with property and that’s the magic in it, like you can trade shares readily
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on the market with listed property. The significant money I have made in my life has been a combination of property and the stock exchange and I just couldn’t stop scheming.” Gerard says to this day he remembers Thomy de Ravel looking at him out of the corner of his eye when he said he had money for a property deal when it wasn’t yet in the bag.
“I took chances and you have to. When I think about it now, I think how the hell did I get away with it? Now at my age and with the benefit of hindsight, I’m horrified. I must have been mad.
“But in the back of my mind I always kept positive that I would raise the money and I did. Maybe I was arrogant. I hope I was never irresponsible. If there were times that I was, I escaped unscathed because I had good friends like Alan Benn.”
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CHAPTER 27
SERENDIPITY, A SILVER FOX, A HIGH ROLLER, PAPA PROVEST & HIS GUARDIAN ANGEL
This story is almost too good to be true, it’s a delightful tale about four good people who made a mint out of a fantastic idea.
Let’s start with Angelique de Rauville, the youngest of Gerard’s daughters who was instrumental in turning his financial fortunes around when he was in his 50s and 60s. Angelique is now a wife and mother (more about that in ensuing chapters), but dial back the time machine and picture a strawberry blonde girl sitting in her father’s study, asking probing questions about his property and business.
“Gerard had a huge armchair in his study and I would be sitting in my pyjamas asking him what he was doing. I asked him to explain it all to me. He used words like commercial and industrial and I was fascinated. I was also interested in the stock exchange. He has always been generous imparting his knowledge.”
As a schoolgirl at Maris Stella, Angelique was ambitious and enterprising, working at Milky Lane on the beachfront during the holidays to earn pocket money to invest in shares.
She became head girl in her Matric year and studied for a Bachelor of Social Science degree at the University of Cape Town, majoring in politics and public management.

She graduated in 1996 but through most of her degree she also waitressed at Hard Rock Cafe and invested the “wads of cash” she earned on the stock exchange.
After graduating, she did a brief stint in human resources with a recruitment and travel group in Durban but really came into her own working for her dad and Ivan Clark, then COO and later CEO and eventually chairman of Grindrod, one of the biggest KZN-based firms listed on the Johannesburg Stock Exchange.
Also a chartered accountant, Ivan has known Gerard since they were at university and did articles. He was responsible for the meteoric rise of Grindrod’s fortunes in the late 1990s.
One Sunday Gerard and Ivan ran past one another on the beachfront. Each was running with a separate group, in opposite directions. Ivan remembers yelling to Gerard as they passed. He shouted “Hey Gerard, I’m thinking about a scheme involving property trusts, let’s get together and chat about it.”
They had lunch the next week. Ivan is a shrewd, self-made man. He doesn’t gush but has an obvious high-regard for Gerard, crediting him with understanding the art of accumulation and annuity income. “He’s made it on his ability, his honesty and his willingness to put some skin in the game and to share the deal,” Ivan says.
The idea he posited was something Gerard had serendipitously been mulling over in his mind, though hadn’t yet put into words.
In essence they agreed that listed property stocks were ridiculously undervalued and more people would buy into them if they could. As is always the case with property, timing is everything.
It was an interesting time in 1998. Interest rates were sky high, close to 26%, and property stocks were trading at an
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all-time low. Ivan and Gerard knew the underlying value of these assets was way more than they were selling at. They needed to buy as much as they could, using mostly borrowed money to do this.
The friends agreed to form an investment company and in the process became pioneers in geared investments to property trusts and property loan stocks, which were companies that owned, managed or financed income- producing real estate. The listed property fund landscape was way different then to the plethora of sophisticated investment and trading vehicles on offer today.
Ivan pitched the idea to John Turner, a stockbroker he knew in Johannesburg. Key to the scheme was massive gearing. Ivan was convinced he could borrow R900 000 for every R100 000 he put down, based on the value of the property and the rental income it derived.
Turner had brought an associate to the meeting with Ivan in Johannesburg. For almost a decade John Rayner, also a stockbroker, had been voted Financial Mail’s top property stock analyst. At first he thought Ivan’s proposal was preposterous. Which bank would fund such geared investments, he scoffed?
But then he went to his office and ran the numbers and decided it was a gem.
Gerard and Ivan agreed to each put some money into a newly-formed company, Provest, and employed Angelique to run it. Provest is derived from (Pro)perty In(vest)ments.
Both men had demanding full-time jobs at the time, Ivan at Grindrod and Gerard at Grove Property Fund, so they set up Angelique in a back office rented from Grove in Durban’s Field Street.
Angelique remembers it well. “My office was a broom cupboard off the kitchen. I squashed cockroaches every day. But it was convenient
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because I was close to Gerard’s office and up from Quadrant House where Ivan was chief operating officer at Grindrod. My rent was R320 a month.
“When I started Gerard handed me the 28 annual reports of all the listed property funds and told me to get acquainted.”
Provest had magic about it. First was the serendipity of Gerard and Ivan having the same idea, knowing one another, living in the same town and running into one another. Second was the fact that they had in Angelique a bright and eager person to run with it. Third they timed the market perfectly and fourth they found John Rayner.
Rayner, the product of Selborne College in East London, graduated from Rhodes University with a Bachelor of Commerce degree and became a stockbroker after a brief stint with Unilever in Durban. Now 60, he was at the height of his career as an analyst and broker when Provest was born. He declined an offer to become a shareholder because he was on the brink of emigrating to Canada. But he was a non-executive director and an investor and a man hailed by Gerard, Angelique and Ivan as key to the success of their venture.
Dubbed the Silver Sly Fox because of his shock of silver hair, he had worked for brokers Max Pollak and Freemantle & Edey Rogers, a firm bought out by Absa.
He knew the then Unit Trust Control Act backwards, produced an annual property investment book and knew everybody in the property business.
When he met Ivan and heard about the scheme he and Gerard were working on he said: “Who the hell is going to lend you that kind of money?”
The answer was NBS, later bought out by Board of Executors or BOE, in turn later bought out by Nedbank. “What they came up with was an instrument that could
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give a return of 20-30% a year and cover its costs. The timing was perfect,” John Rayner says.
John knew Gerard, who had sought him out a few years earlier.
He remembers being somewhat apprehensive when Gerard called to introduce himself and Grove. “Some guys said he was Mauritian mafia, but when I met him I immediately liked him. Gerard has impeccable manners.”
John Rayner, Gerard and Ivan became the first investors in Provest, which was a management company of an investment company that worked exclusively in the listed property sector.
Angelique says they went to the banks to finance the product, but Paul Leafwright and Mike Brown (then at NBS and now Nedbank CEO) were the early backers.
Gerard says they understood that their loans were underwritten by the underlying assets, income-generating property that they would finance to the tune of 90%.
Ivan says it was a slam dunk, “a dummy” and a “no- brainer”.
Gerard gives most credit to Ivan for Provest’s success. “Ivan is a big thinker. He saw the big picture in shipping and with Provest.
“We asked ourselves why shouldn’t property give the same return as other assets? We challenged the convention and succeeded in buying some beautiful properties. People didn’t see the intrinsic and latent value in these assets.
“At the time property funds were hugely undervalued. We tried to get accountants and lawyers to buy into the Provest concept initially, but they didn’t understand it or the idea of gearing linked to the stock market. The company was generating regular amounts of rental. It was a portfolio of properties you could visit every day. We got tired of trying to flog it to other people and bought up as much as we could ourselves.”
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The market did eventually see the inherent value in what Provest was doing and at one stage the company was responsible for about 15% of listed property trades.
Before the market caught up though, Gerard, Ivan, John and Angelique made millions. To this day Gerard says Angelique emerged like a guardian angel who resurrected him financially. He says she is a carbon copy of him in business, only more aggressive.
“She is irreverent and brighter than me. She is dutiful, but she pushes the boundaries as well and sometimes you have to put yourself under pressure.”
Gerard says he only really started to make serious money with Provest. Before that, he says he felt like he was working for the “greater cause”. The success of the company facilitated a dramatic shift in his thinking.
And aided and abetted by Ivan, he took a much larger view. “We were trading in listed shares that allowed us to realize a much quicker return on property, that traditionally takes a long time. We were liquid, but Ivan basically said, ‘Gerard, stop fucking around’.”
Gerard recalls Ivan calling banker Patrick Caley to raise a loan for a deal John had set up.
He mimics Ivan on the phone, asking for a R10 million loan.
“I whispered to Ivan, ‘I’ve never borrowed that kind of money’.”
Gerard was horrified but thrilled at the prospect. “Financially, Norma and I kept it all to ourselves...until one day, I looked in the bank account and saw all this money. It was really as much of a surprise as that. I knew I would hit the jackpot at some point in my life, I just didn’t know when. I was always optimistic.
“Someone looking at me who had just taken so many knocks in life might not have imagined it. Ivan was a big
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factor, he spurred me on.
“Ivan was very strong financially then. What was useful was that we spoke the same language. If there were concerns, we kept each other in check easily.
“Ivan is a real friend. He was there then and he was there when I was at my lowest, during the Pangbourne drama and when I had my stroke, he’d come and visit me regularly and encourage me.
“I never borrowed money from Ivan. The temptation was strong, but I never did and nor did Angelique. But, there’s no doubt that we borrowed off the back of his balance sheet and we prospered because of it.
“My resurrection financially came through Angelique, Ivan and John Rayner. It was as though we had struck gold. I always knew I would at some point, I just didn’t know when.”
Gerard says Ivan made the most valuable input, he said, “Stop thinking like an accountant, you won’t make money that way.”
Gerard says they paid back every one of their property loans expediently.
John says Gerard’s knowledge of bricks and mortar property and tenants was invaluable. He scrutinized their deals and gave them confidence. He was nicknamed “Papa Provest” because he chaired the company’s board meetings and insisted everything was done by the book.
The company moved offices to Morningside in Durban and let space from Stephen Saad’s then fledgling Aspen Pharmaceuticals. Angelique says Gerard would drive past on Friday afternoons and pop in to see whether she was at work and her desk was tidy, a sign of a tidy mind, she remembers with a smile.
Gerard says Provest was very much time and place. “A window was open for a period of time and then it shut.” John agrees: “The timing was fortuitous. It was really
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profitable. We printed money and we had enormous confidence in our trading. Angelique and I hunted in a pack and we bought, sold and bartered with all the big names in property from Marc Wainer to the late Gerald Leissner.
“It was fast and it was fun.” Gerard also thinks each generation seeks to improve on the last, even if subconsciously. His dad was successful in property but the furthest thing from bold. He was loath to borrow. In three generations the de Rauvilles became braver and wiser.
Ivan and Gerard eventually sold Provest to Investec. When they did Angelique had assets of R500 million under management. She was part of the deal and went on to work happily with Investec for over a decade and grew the fund to about R15 billion before branching out on her own. At one point she headed up Texton, a listed fund which counts Christo Wiese among its shareholders.
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CHAPTER 28
ACCOUNTANT, ENTREPRENEUR AND CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD
Gerard might have looked the quintessential establishment man.
The image was constructed to some degree. He is by nature genteel, articulate and artfully diplomatic. But, at heart, he’s often felt like a rough and ready farm boy. “I have always considered myself to be a bit boorish, lacking sophistication,” he says.
Perhaps a bit hard on himself: almost everyone remarks on Gerard’s impeccable manners and good grace.
That said, he is shrewd and capable of a bit of mischief when required. If a business deal was chugging along too smoothly, he’d create a kerfuffle.
“If there weren’t any hiccups, I’d create one. It adds flavour and the protagonists felt like they’d achieved something.
“If it slides like a hot knife through butter then it’s boring. People don’t appreciate it and it’s not memorable.”
Gerard’s career, while centred on property, has been widely diverse.
He was trained as an accountant and worked at the firm headed by Thomy de Ravel for 16 years before he ventured out on his own.
The entrepreneurial endeavour seemed entirely natural,
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though he didn’t rush into it, probably because Thomy de Ravel encouraged his studies in London and then when the world opened up for Gerard after that sojourn, Thomy encouraged him to do deals in a host of sectors. All this helped grow his confidence in business immeasurably.
Gerard is a mix of well-versed finance man, opportunistic entrepreneur and establishment figure.
He remembers his father’s words to this day. “Don’t work for people,” Philippe told his children. “A boss will buy you for 10 shillings and sell you for 10 shillings and sixpence. You’ll never be rich that way. You must make something for yourself.”
Gerard, Hervé, Michel, Jacques and Jacqueline all ended up self-employed.
Gerard has been led by his numerical prowess. “I’m very comfortable with numbers, but I don’t know a thing about laying a foundation or how much a beam can hold. You get specialists for that. Stick with what you are good at,” he says.
That underscores authenticity. The most talented person in the wrong position can be an abject failure, but in the right role can be a soaring success.
“If the chemistry on a job is right, it is brilliant, but don’t try do something that is not a fit for you.”
Accountancy, Gerard says, was a great fit for him, up to a point. “Getting a set of numbers to balance excites me. It gives me enormous satisfaction. The trickier the better; balancing a book of numbers is an indescribable feeling only accountants experience. Doing the numbers correctly was my language.”
While Gerard derived great joy from accountancy, the desire to row his own boat is what led him to establish Grovewalk.
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Gerard says he took a long hard look at accountancy early on while working at Thomy’s firm. He went into the office one New Year’s Eve to get a project done and thought to himself: “People work so hard in professions and corporate life, just to save up for retirement.
“There’s got to be a cleverer way of doing this.” When he hived off from Thomy’s firm to start Grovewalk Holdings, Gerard was 42 years old and managing director. “I was king of the castle, but I don’t mean that to sound haughty, I was answerable to a board, but it meant that the staff answerable to me could get a direct and immediate answer. At the firm everything was discussed by all the partners and I found that very frustrating. At Grovewalk I didn’t have to put in a requisition form to buy pencils.”
Gerard flourished with freedom. “Work wasn’t work, it was a joy. Work at the firm would have become tedious if it hadn’t been for Thomy. He let this young chap loose on things and he did everything he could to help facilitate my deals.”
Gerard stuck with property throughout his career, but had multiple experiences through his private dabbling in a construction firm, a tyre business and a lamp manufacturing company – all unsuccessful but invaluable lessons.
He soared through his exposure to firms Thomy directed him into.
Thomy bought into a company that manufactured brake linings and all sorts of friction material under the name of SA Frima.
Thomy later did a deal with an English company BBA Group Ltd that initially acquired 44% and then ultimately 100% of the firm. Over time Gerard reversed the company and another, Girlock, into a listed entity, Land Locked, which Gerard chaired for a couple of years.
Around that time Gerard served on the board of SA Permanent Building Society and on the board of Fergusson
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Paints, a subsidiary of the Cookson Group chaired by his trusted associate Alastair Dark and managed by Bob Stafford Meyer.
Gerard is a self-declared technophile, but he says he kept sufficiently abreast of the necessary detail of the businesses whose boards he sat on.
Dick Payn, his friend from the London Business School, describes Gerard as a big picture thinker.
Ivan Clark says Gerard’s defining characteristic is honesty. “Gerard doesn’t mince his words. He gets to the point. He’s nature’s gentleman. I think he can be tough, but I doubt if he’s ever been rude in the process or put people down. He’s had difficult experiences and handled them with good character.”
Gerard was always good at spotting a business opportunity. “Gerard can sniff out a deal, but he is level-headed and knows what he is doing. He has a hugely commercial brain. “He’s also not scared to play cards with his own money. He was never scared to put his own money into a scheme he came up with. And, he’s never greedy. He’s an entrepreneur who used his accounting experience well.” Ivan says Gerard is amazing with figures. Gerard says his approach in business was influenced by Irish organisational specialist Charles Handy and Maltese born Edward de Bono, who is credited with pioneering modern discussion around lateral thinking.
Gerard’s family say he has a knack for problem solving. It has been refined over the years, considering his many obstacles.
“I’ve tried not to go with the herd,” he says. “If you branch off you generally find the sweet grass to graze on. I don’t think myself any more intelligent. In fact, many of the people I have dealt with have been far cleverer than me.”
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Gerard developed the habit of waking up early and sitting alone in his study without the slightest interruption. He sat in total silence, with pencil and paper, scribbling away.
“When the answer or the scheme was clear in my head, I’d tear up the paper. When I prepared for board meetings I’d do that, apply my mind aggressively to a problem.
“No problem is without an answer. I hate people who throw up their arms and say there is no answer. That’s bullshit.”
Gerard says lateral thinking in a crisis is useful. He always admired South African business mogul Brian Gilbertson.
Gilbertson turned around BHP Billiton and founded Pallinghurst.
“I aspired to be like Gilbertson. His personality appealed to me.”
By all accounts Gilbertson has more ego and bravado than Gerard.
Gerard believes success in business is about being dutiful, honest and hardworking, but to distinguish yourself you must have flair and be smarter than most.
Gerard is a prolific reader of business stories. He has had a lifelong attachment to Financial Mail and was obsessed with business news. He internalized the stories he read, drawing on them and moulding them into a style of his own.
“Some people might say a creative deal is too much trouble. Thomy de Ravel was the cleverest guy in the world and he used to ask: ‘Gerard why are you bothering with that?’
“There can be a fine line between creativity and folly, between risk and ridiculous, but I couldn’t stop thinking about some things, even if they were totally left field. And you can reap amazing rewards. Provest was one of them, it was a pioneer. The risk was negligible and yet some people just refused to get involved, even when I told them I was making really good money.
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“Sometimes it doesn’t matter that you can’t convince everyone about the virtues of a scheme. It can be to your benefit, actually, as long as you understand. That area of opportunity won’t be that highly trafficked and your rewards might be higher.”
Gerard says keeping a positive attitude and a solutions driven mindset has allowed him to capitalize on opportunity. He’d wake up in the middle of the night and go to his study to work out a deal, emerging early in the morning.
Norma expected him to be exhausted from this nocturnal scheming. Instead Gerard says he was invigorated.
“Good ideas don’t keep office hours. A solution has to find its place.”
Gerard says in problem solving he always tried to be compassionate. It is one thing to come up with a dazzling solution, but another to understand someone else’s difficulty. “You can’t be empathetic unless you’ve walked in someone else’s shoes.”
He’s also ever mindful in negotiations that for a deal to succeed it has to be good for all parties.
“If a deal isn’t going through, sometimes you need to leave it for a while and understand where your angles are. Everybody has a weak spot and you get people on your side if you understand these. You will never get through to some hard-nosed people. I have always tried to be creative and to spread risk.”
Gerard has sat on innumerable company boards, but his longest association was with SA Eagle, which changed its name to Zurich.
Gerard was chairman of Zurich’s South African board for five years until 2012.
Guy Munnoch is a Scotsman and soldier turned businessman.
He sits on various boards including a subsidiary company
183

of Hitachi in the UK and of Nedbank in South Africa.
He was the CEO of Zurich in South Africa for three years, from 2009 to 2012, which coincided with Gerard being the chairman of the board, though Gerard was on the board for years.
Guy says Gerard distinguished himself by arriving at the airport in Johannesburg to welcome him when he arrived in South Africa.
The company was running at a R500 million loss and Guy says Gerard took him under his wing and helped him turn Zurich SA around.
Within a year Guy says the company made a profit of R250 million.
“Gerard trusted me and he backed me even though his fellow board members weren’t as trusting. It was brutal, we had to get rid of 25% of the staff and we encountered many challenges, but his leadership and guidance was unflinching.”
Guy says Gerard rides on trust and loyalty. “He is a gritty individual. He is astute and he never doubts he’ll come through. I always say the difference between success and failure is persistence.”
Guy says Gerard realized Zurich had become comfortable. The changes they were able to effect saw Zurich being entered into the Sunday Times Top 100 Companies and increase its brand position from sixth in the country to third.
“Gerard was not afraid to take an unpopular line and bring the board around. He is also a modest, humble man who is easily able to transcend barriers of age, class and race.”
The boards of SA Eagle and later Zurich were enormously influential and raised Gerard’s profile immeasurably, especially because the boards included the who’s who of business in Johannesburg. One anecdote explains how easily business is done at that level.
Gerard was SA chairman of Mintex, a subsidiary of a
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UK-based manufacturing outfit that made brake pads and linings.
The UK chairman of Mintex, John White, called Gerard one day and asked him to attend to something personally.
They wanted to buy an Anglo subsidiary. Gerard was able to approach Gavin Relly, then chairman of Anglo who sat on the SA Eagle board.
Over lunch they discussed the prospective purchase. Relly offered to deal through Gerard. “I said, if you don’t mind I can put you in touch with John White and you can deal with him directly, which he opted for. I did this as an honest broker, not for a fee or because I had any direct interest. I was responding to a request from a serious person, not made lightly. It wasn’t a kite flying exercise and to facilitate it was the right thing to do. I wanted to cultivate relationships like this. I was frequently asked to do this sort of thing and I did. The people you deal with reflect on you and it boosted my reputation. When I did deals people took me seriously.”
Often when Gerard goes to the gents he says, “Excuse me, I have to do something that neither you nor anyone else can help me with.” It is a line from Joe Pamensky, a CA and former chairman of Rennies and Schindler Lifts, who also sat on the SA Eagle board.
“He was a wonderful man,” says Gerard, “I’ve met more wonderful people than bastards.”
Ivan says going into a negotiation with Gerard was always a pleasure. He knew exactly when to talk and when to shut up. “Sometimes you are with someone in a board room and it’s going well and you hope your guy doesn’t open his mouth and ruin it. I never had that fear with Gerard.”
Gerard’s success in business has been down to a number of factors: flair, his ability to read the numbers accurately and his willingness to back good people.
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Being well connected and well versed helped enormously. “I always made sure I was well prepared. I read board packs and made sure I could ask reasonable questions of directors. Sometimes board members come down on MDs. It is their job in an oversight role, but the important thing is context, history and the different variables at the time of the review.
“As chairman I always attempted to get the talkative directors to talk less and the less talkative directors to talk more.”
During his time at Zurich, Gerard met and engaged with Joseph Deiss, a former Swiss economist who became president of his country and the United Nations General Assembly from 2010 to 2011.
Deiss was on the international board of Zurich. Gerard and Norma lunched with Deiss in New York. Gerard says sitting on a host of boards taught him a number of lessons, apart from the exposure to top level business people.
Essentially he learnt the value of treating people with tact, charm and grace.
The US author Maya Angelou once said people won’t remember what you said to them or what you did to them, only how you made them feel.
Gerard abides by the sentiment. Intelligent discourse and the inevitable transparency of board meetings, reinforced the importance of honesty in business, Gerard says.
It unconsciously underscored the imperative to do the right thing.
In his latter years Gerard has become the single biggest investor in two businesses that have nothing to do with property, one is a hotel in Hilton, in the KZN Midlands and another, Southern Profile, in Durban.
He and Southern Profile’s managing director, Gilbert
186

d’Unienville, own the bulk of the shares and their friends, including Dennis Boyd, Johan Strauss’s widow and Bernard de Charmoy own the rest.
“You don’t always have to know about the business for your investment to pay off. If you have confidence in the person running the show and are aware of the fundamentals of the business, you should be fine. You make mistakes sometimes, that’s life.”
Southern Profile is a substantial enterprise. It is housed in 5 000m2 of factory and produces PVC gutters, downpipes and barge boards. Gilbert is Gerard’s first cousin. His mother Alix and Gerard’s mom, Eva, were sisters. Gilbert is 13 years younger than Gerard and became a CA himself because his big cousin was a role model.
After his articles he joined De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman for a spell and then branched out on his own. He did some consulting for Southern Profile before buying into the business himself.
He approached Gerard when the company was for sale and Gerard took a majority shareholding.
Gilbert, who is 63 years old, arrived in Durban from Mauritius at the age of 13. He’s a short man with keen, intelligent eyes and a melodic Mauritian accent.
A self-declared “professional smoker”, Gilbert puffs and chats energetically.
He says of his cousin: “Gerard’s an amazing man, I’m sure you’ve heard all of the adjectives. Make no mistake, he’s fucking clever, excuse my French.”
Gerard says he always felt primed to do deals. He was influenced by an array of people, including his father, Thomy de Ravel, Alan Benn, and Paul Saad. Some were imaginative, others conservative. To a lesser or larger degree he was swayed by all of them and it gave him the edge.
“I was always on the hunt. If I could do a quick deal in any
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sector, I would. It’s in my nature.”
This makes Gerard seem like a bit of hustler, which he is not.
He is definitely more in the mould of chairman of the board.
In fact, he recounts an amusing trip to Mauritius over 15 years ago when he was issued with citizenship of the island. The official processing Gerard’s application was a bored policeman, recently transferred from customs duty at the airport.
He took a keen interest in Gerard, asking him what he did. “I’m retired,” Gerard replied in French. The policeman asked: but what did you do when you worked?
Gerard told him he was a director. What does a director do? He sits on boards, Gerard said. The policeman wasn’t satisfied and quizzed him further about his occupation. Gerard explained, saying he chaired meetings.
“Ah,” the policeman exclaimed, “you are a chairman!” That resonated with him. Gerard smiled, bid him adieu and didn’t think anything of it until he received his Mauritian passport.
Under occupation it reads “Chairman”.
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CHAPTER 29
HIT THE ROAD JACK
From boyhood Gerard has loved sport and his involvement in sport, particularly tennis and running, helped him balance life.
Peter Paola remembers Gerard’s fixation with match reports in the newspapers and Gerard’s partners at De Ravel, Boulle, Saad and Wyman alternately ribbed him for his political views and his running sports commentary.
His daughter Nicole says it was just as well there was an apartheid sports boycott “or we would never have seen my dad”.
Gerard’s involvement was for the challenge and the camaraderie.
Gerard’s oldest friends, Philip Bonnin and John Hudson, were among his early running partners.
John Hudson is 89 years old and still does a bit of work as a lawyer in Durban.
He and his wife Mary are long-time friends of Gerard and Norma.
They live in Musgrave Road and John met Gerard through their friend Philip Bonnin when Gerard and Norma lived in Lady Ellen Crescent in La Lucia.
John has a beautiful voice with a fine resonance.
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He says he didn’t do much court work, a pity because he sounds like a British version of Atticus Finch.
John used to meet up with a gang that included Gerard, Alan Tucker and Brian Law, both of whom are now dead.
The running club lasted for about 30 years and its members later included Bob Douglas, David Loadman, Allan Eathorne, Dick Skinner, and Bob Bishop, to mention but some.
“We met at 6am on Saturdays outside Astra Cafe on the corner of Broadway and Kensington Drive in Durban North,” John recalls.
The runs varied in length, both in time and distance, but usually lasted an hour.
“I led most of the runs so I became known as ‘captain’ and Gerard was ‘vice captain’.
“There was a lot of jest and nobody took it too seriously. We were pretty much a professional lot, including a quantity surveyor, so we invariably stopped to inspect buildings on the way. Sometimes it was more of a stroll, depending on how much drinking happened the night before.”
John says the runs were totally non-competitive. Nobody tried to win and if somebody was feeling under the weather, they would walk together.
If any one of the gang went overseas, they would invariably send a postcard to Astra Cafe.
Members of the grandly named Astra Athletic Club became firm friends and had marvellous dinner parties where the wine and whisky flowed liberally and Gerard always enjoyed a cigar.
As time passed and people changed addresses, the club whittled down to a few who ended up running along the Durban promenade and taking a swim afterwards.
John says the more earnest runners, himself and Gerard included, planned a trip to Greece to run the original
190

marathon to Athens.
John says he and the others chickened out, which he regrets to this day, but Gerard persevered and successfully ran the marathon with Neale Roberts in 1977.
Gerard did a time of 3 hours and 56 minutes. John describes Gerard as resolute. “He is determined. He never gives up. He’s amazing and highly successful and it is all down to himself.”
Allan Eathorne and his wife Joan are 83 and live in Durban.
Allan is a specialist physician. The good doctor is a quiet man and a keen reader. He lets Joan do most of the talking. They have been friends with Norma and Gerard from the early 1970s and loved the dinner parties and spirited debates. Allan and Gerard often ran together and Gerard seconded Allan when he ran the Comrades Marathon.
Dick Skinner, also a running mate and friend, did a lot of work with Gerard. Dick is 80, a well-kept man who gyms religiously.
He is a quantity surveyor and often worked with Gerard on property developments. He and his wife Janet are good friends with Gerard and Norma and have holidayed with them on Lake Kariba and the Zambezi.
Gerard says he was standing in the garden early one morning soon after they moved to Lambert Road when he saw a bunch of guys running past.
He joined them in a matter of days. Camille says Gerard’s salt-of-the-earth character comes out in sport.
“My dad’s best friends are regular people.” Among them was Nic Raubenheimer, who taught Zulu at the erstwhile Technikon Natal.
Nic was part of the running club, a mixed bag, mainly doctors and lawyers, and Nic and Gerard.
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Over the years Gerard and Nic became buddies and Gerard helped Nic buy his own flat.
He told Gerard he could never afford to buy a flat, but Gerard encouraged him and gave him an interest-free loan for a flat at The Gables, a block on the Esplanade that Gerard bought as part of a syndicate.
Camille remembers Nic well. “He was a huge guy, a lovely man. He had a lightness and casualness about him that appealed to my dad. My dad can’t stand stuffiness.”
Gerard tells the story of how Nic, who has since died, started calling him “Landy” (short for landlord), whenever they met.
At the top of Montpelier Road, overlooking Jameson Rose Garden, there is a tap for runners and plaques to commemorate the men and women who belonged to the running club. On the men’s plaque Gerard’s name is misspelt as ‘Gerrard’.
Camille’s first husband Ronnie Whitton died of a heart attack in 2008 and Gerard and Norma have played an incredibly supportive role in Camille’s life since.
Gerard and Ronnie got on very well, so much so that Gerard employed Ronnie to help look after his property portfolio.
Part of the reason Gerard and Ronnie got on, Camille says, was because neither were pretentious.
Ronnie spent much of his school life at the posh Midlands school Michaelhouse.
Camille said he hated it and left towards the end of school to attend Durban High School, which he loved.
A standing joke between Gerard and Ronnie went like this: “How do you know somebody is from Michaelhouse?
“They’ll tell you.” The parallels between sport and life are all too obvious.
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The way someone plays sport reflects a lot about their character.
One of Gerard’s sports heroes to this day is Natal rugby player Henry Honiball from the Bergville/Winterton area.
“He had all the qualities that I admire,” says Gerard. Honiball travelled from Bergville to Durban to practice and never complained.
“He was a quiet player but he tackled furiously. He was committed and went about his business quietly and played by the rules.”
Another rugby player Gerard admired was Frik du Preez. “He wasn’t a huge player but he had incredible strength and ran like a gazelle.”
Gerard says sport was a formative influence in his life. “We go about our business according to our own formula. “I have always derived tremendous enjoyment from sport. “Contest produces its own magic and exceptional sportsmen and women stand out because they put their signature on what they do, by keeping to their own formula, showing flair under pressure.
“I had fun playing tennis and running, not so much playing golf.
“Sport releases endorphins, keeps you fit and keeps you away from the bar for a bit longer.”
Gerard has witnessed some great sports tests. His chum Ivan Clark remembers how they had a wonderful time at university and took a few days off to watch international cricket at Kingsmead. Ivan, Gerard and John Reeves took five days leave from articles to watch all the big hitters: Graeme Pollock, Eddie Barlow, Barry Richards and Mike Procter playing against Australia in that historic match. In May 2010 Gerard took his grandsons Justin and Sam to Wembley for the FA cup final. Their team, Chelsea, won. The preparations were manic. They decided to go five
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days before the game and Angelique and her husband Tod managed to get tickets. The boys were taken out of school early and in a nail-biting finish Chelsea won in the final minutes.
Gerard also attended the 1992 World Cup in Australia and New Zealand where he watched the Proteas. It was an important match for Gerard because it was the first test post apartheid.
Gerard went with Roland de Broglio, who was the best man at his wedding.
One of Gerard and Norma’s most exciting experiences was going to Wimbledon in 2016. Angelique spent a small fortune on fantastic tickets and they watched Roger Federer, Gerard’s favourite player, in all his glory.
Gerard has also attended a number of tests at Twickenham and Lord’s.
Today from his house in Mount Edgecombe, Gerard looks wistfully at the tennis court across the road and his face scrunches up like a disappointed boy.
“I get heartsore that I can’t play anymore.” He sighs and the old man returns. “Every day I give thanks to God for what I have.”
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CHAPTER 30
A HORRIBLE BRUSH WITH DEATH
Now in his golden years, Gerard’s friends and family marvel at the fact that he’s alive and engaging. He walks with difficulty and his speech is occasionally slurred.
In the grand scheme of things this is perhaps a small price to pay for the fact that he’s alive at all.
In 2012 he came within a breath of dying. Early in that year Norma had seen a house for sale in Mount Edgecombe, which is currently their home. It is a comfortable house typical of the estates there.
It is one of a few set around the edge of a small lake. It is tranquil, butterflies flutter about and indigenous birds twitter from the abundant trees.
Norma took one look at the house and loved it. She brought Gerard to take a look and he agreed, it was perfect to downsize from the big double storey house in Morningside which they had begun to rattle around in.
A month after their move Gerard was in Mauritius and went for a long walk with Dominique Galea, the chairman of Mauritius Union Insurance.
Gerard was a bit out of breath and Dominique remarked on it.
“You are a young(er) man,” he joked, “why are you puffing
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and panting?” he asked Gerard.
On his return to Durban Gerard went for a walk with his friend Ivan Clark and again felt short of breath. He was concerned and decided to see the cardiologist David Gilmer, who didn’t like what he saw.
He did an angiogram on Gerard that afternoon and discovered his arteries were in poor condition. One artery was 80% blocked and the others were doing all the work.
He said Gerard had to have a bypass. Robert Kleinloog was chosen to do the cardiac surgery. He told Gerard he’d harvest veins from his legs and do a quadruple heart bypass.
Gerard was visibly nervous. He asked the surgeon if he would survive.
“He said it was a walk in the park. He explained how they bypass your heart and use a system to pump blood during surgery.”
Gerard says he was terrified after hearing that. “I said to Norma, ‘I don’t think I’m going to make it’. Having said that, Kleinloog inspired confidence. He was the best-dressed doctor in Durban.”
It was June 2012 and the operation was a success. Gerard had plugs and drains all over him and recovered well in ICU and was gradually transferred from high care to an ordinary ward. To this day Gerard is still grossed out by the long pacing wire which was only pulled out of the chest well after the operation.
“There is a long thin wire they leave in you in case they have to manually start your heart. Anyway, they started pulling this wire out and I asked them how long the wire was. They didn’t answer, more and more wire just kept coming out.”
After 11 days in hospital the doctors said Gerard was about ready to go home.
He pleaded with them to release him that day and they did,
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although Norma wasn’t happy.
It was Friday and Gerard was soon home, happily sitting with his daughter Madeleine who had come to Durban. She and Norma took turns to talk to him and after an early supper he slipped off to sleep.
“That was the last I remember. Norma says I woke up at about 4am, shaking.”
Norma told Gerard to hush, she told him he was home and everything was fine.
But he kept on thrashing about on the bed, moaning and grunting.
They didn’t realize then, but he’d had a stroke. When his restlessness continued Norma called their neighbours whose son is a doctor who lived nearby. Gerard was soon loaded into an ambulance and taken to intensive care at eThekwini Heart Hospital.
He was in a private ward and had nurses tending to him around the clock.
Norma was emotionally wrought: Gerard’s condition was fragile.
And then he asked for a bottle to urinate into and a nurse said he was well enough to walk to the toilet. Gerard didn’t feel strong, but he tried to get up and fell down.
“The strain from the exertion might have caused what happened next. I was angry.”
Gerard rebuked the nurse when she picked him up, protesting that he wasn’t strong enough to have walked to the bathroom in the first place.
The next day Gerard had a pulmonary embolism while lying alone in his private room.
A pulmonary embolism is a blockage of an artery in the lungs. Symptoms include a shortness of breath, severe chest pain and coughing up blood.
“The whole thing is a bit vague, but I felt like the life was
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being squeezed out of my body. I pressed the button for the nurses. I told them to hurry, please call my wife.”
Gerard says that was the darkest moment of his life and he felt desperate. He remembers thinking he was going to die, alone.
“I wasn’t thinking straight, but all I could remember was that I had a feeling I might go. I thought I had reached the end.”
Gerard clung to life. Dr Gilmer and Norma arrived at the same time. Gerard says he realized his condition was serious because of Gilmer’s tone with the nurses. He cleared the room.
Gerard recovered, in part, he says, because he was soon moved to a communal ward and the sight of other people cheered him no end.
Camille says Gerard’s girls came together as a pack during the crisis.
They kept vigil outside his room, refusing to let any doctor pass without a merciless grilling.
“It was like an inquisition. We’d hijack them. I remember one poor specialist; we spotted him trying to slip out of dad’s room undetected.
“He was actually sliding out with his back against the wall and we nabbed him. We took matters in hand and each had a role to play in finding out about facilities and therapists and the recovery plan.”
Gerard had zero speech initially; it was just grunts and groans, Camille says.
“He couldn’t find the words. We really just hoped he’d regain his speech. It didn’t matter if he was in a wheelchair, just so long as he could speak. To see him walk again was wonderful. It has been a hard slog for him.”
Gerard initially lost the use of his right arm and his right leg. He is right-handed.
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Mercifully his good, right eye was not affected. Gerard says up until about a year ago, almost four years after the stroke, he couldn’t separate the fingers on his right hand.
“I slowly started feeling better. I had a horror of darkness afterwards and insisted Norma keep the light on at night. One night I told Norma, ‘I don’t think I’m going to make it’. She said, ‘Don’t be stupid, you look the same as you did yesterday’.”
At first they had two helpers around the clock, then one per shift. Gerard was completely immobile and they didn’t know how many people it would take to turn him.
But Gerard is thoroughly tenacious. He clawed back. Eventually he could sit up in bed, then stand up, walk with the aid of a walker and he now walks unaided, if at a bit of a shuffle sometimes.
“Initially walking up the driveway was like climbing a mountain. I had five months of therapy.”
Gerard attended a recovery conference with one of his therapists, Wendy Young, six months after his therapy. Wendy was asked who among her patients she regarded as a star. She said, without a doubt, Gerard de Rauville. “He puts his full mind and body into it. Nothing about him is half measure.”
Gerard says, “I stuck my chest out when she said that.” He had the same attitude to his stroke as he did to his blindness.
Throughout Gerard’s recovery Norma was her usual self, a rock.
She referred to Gerard’s stroke as “our stroke” because she says it was an ordeal they both had to handle.
“You have to crack on,” she says. “We worked at it together. Maybe it was God’s plan. It wasn’t easy at first. Gerard couldn’t sit up in bed. With his mind and our support for one another we said we’d manage
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and we’ve done quite well. With all the adversities you’ve got to turn the page and make the best of it. We’ve always managed.”
In letters to their friends during the ordeal the couple express their gratitude for the good wishes.
“This is not intended to be a long epistle but simply to recognize the outpouring of support...Therapists are pleased with Gerard’s progress. Patience and perseverance are part of the game.”
“Normality” returned as Gerard’s mobility increased, but life changed to elasticated shorts, electric toothbrush and razor, reading on an iPad and wearing velcro-closing shoes.
Gerard has enormous gratitude to all who helped him through the crisis. Their love and care was gratifying beyond words.
He says he knew he could recover to enjoy a reasonably normal life when, early in his therapy Ivan Clark came to visit.
Telling this story Gerard’s voice falters. “Fortunately I’m not a depressive character...the whole experience is nothing I would wish on anyone. When Ivan came to see me after my stroke he stood up in the room at the end of his visit and said, ‘Gerard, you are going to be fine.’
“He said he could tell from my attitude that I would recover. He said I never spoke about my affliction and every time he raised it, I deflected the subject.”
Gerard says he and Norma moved to Mount Edgecombe at just the right time.
“We would never have coped in our old house. I call it providence. It is a single storey and the most tranquil place to recover.”
The stroke wasn’t their first brush with ill health. The year before Gerard had a niggle in his throat and
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doctors discovered cancer on his vocal chords. They operated and successfully removed it. The ear, nose and throat specialist was Peter Desmarais and the surgeon was Dr Mahommed Thander and it was done by laser. Gerard was a little uneasy about the laser technology. Desmarais had told him about how bloody and gory the same surgery was before laser. Maybe it unnerved him. He had innate faith in Desmarais and asked him to be present, even though the doctor protested, saying he’d just be an onlooker.
“Well, then you’ll be a paid onlooker,” Gerard said. When the anaesthetist arrived Gerard refused to go under until Desmarais got there.
“Apparently the op was a roaring success. They had to cut more off than they expected, and I lost some of my speech, but Desmarais said it is a wonder I speak as well as I do considering how much they cut.”
Gerard’s medical travails were preceded by something as serious and which steeled him and Norma.
In 2005 Norma was diagnosed with a rare cervical cancer. Norma remembers driving back from the doctor after learning the diagnosis.
“I can’t have cancer,” she said, “not me! “But we dealt with it.” She and Gerard consulted a top surgeon in Johannesburg who outlined all the treatment options, from chemotherapy to radiation and finally surgery.
Gerard asked him: “If it was your wife or daughter, what would you do?”
“He said ‘cut it out’ and we agreed that is what he had to do.”
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CHAPTER 31
WITH LOVE AND HISSES, FROM MOLLY (AND GERARD)
Among Gerard’s papers is a photocopy of a 1971 column in the local afternoon newspaper, The Daily News, penned by Molly Reinhardt, in her time a legend in Durban. Gerard said it had a marked influence on him.
He is not a man in the manner of a liberal lefty, he’s too considered and probably a tad socially conservative and shy to be among the banner-waving types. But he is a man of deep conviction and one with a key ally in all things: Norma. She has had a distinct influence on his thinking vis-a-vis politics.
In Molly’s column, she makes a strong invocation to white South Africans to resist apartheid. For its time and place it was quite radical. The Daily News might have been a part of the so-labelled liberal English language press, but it was a pillar of the white establishment.
Molly recalled a trip she made through post World War 2 Germany, blitzed and shattered. She visited Hitler’s tea house in the Bavarian Alps and mused about the power- drunk Nazis who sat at the same summit and thought themselves as superior supermen. “Nothing remained of them and their ideology except the ghosts of six million Jews, millions of forlorn crosses planted in countless deserts and

plains, the memory of half the world in ashes.”
Molly spoke to Germans who said, embarrassed, that they didn’t know about the Nazi cruelty. Molly was incredulous: How is that possible?
South Africa, she added, was not the same, the country had a free, if trammelled media. How long would white South Africans tolerate the intimidation and injustice in their country? She said they couldn’t blindly refuse to believe stories about the security police, the inhumanity of the Immorality Act, and the families shattered by apartheid. “I cannot say I didn’t know, when the day of judgment comes. And neither, my friends, will you,” Molly wrote.
In 1977 Gerard wrote to then Prime Minister BJ Vorster, decrying the fact that the country was in turmoil and criticizing the National Party government for suggesting the world was against South Africa. That was designed to drive whites into a laager, he wrote.
“Our unity mustn’t always be based on fear – we have all heard of the rooi gevaar, the swart gevaar and the Roomse gevaar – now we are continually reminded of the buitelandse gevaar. Our unity must be based on common love, a love of our country and its people and if we have built up fears and prejudices over the years we must discard these and move closer to those we fear.”
In 1984 Gerard wrote to PW Botha, reflecting on the qualities of a leader. He suggests PW be firm and decisive (little did he know).
Gerard’s letter betrays a conservative approach appropriate to his station and position in society. He urges PW to deal with moderate black leaders. Letting go of power completely would be politically unacceptable, he writes.
Norma and Gerard disagreed politically, though he was keenly influenced by his wife. Their third daughter Nicole, regarded by her siblings as the
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most politically aware, says Gerard was more conservative than he projected.
Though, she adds, he didn’t fare too badly in her books, considering his age, race and situation. “My dad is naturally empathetic and kind, and more politically conscious than his brothers. I think that my mum was always more inherently liberal than my dad. And I do think that my dad has become more liberal as he has got older.”
Gerard says he was socially conscious from an early age. He couldn’t tolerate it if there was “something wrong in the way society was organised”.
He wrote to every president from BJ Vorster to Jacob Zuma.
“I didn’t expect an answer and nor did I circulate the letters. I derived a certain satisfaction from expressing my disapproval directly, or as directly as I could. If the country is in need of change and the policies don’t work, you have to speak up.”
Gerard says his friends and business partners used to say he was wasting his time with his written protestations.
“I didn’t care. They often didn’t agree with what I said, and I felt on politics I was often on the defensive.”
Gerard says he “saw the light” because of Norma. “Norma has always been very fair-minded. She said she didn’t want to vote until black people were given the vote, and she didn’t vote until 1994.
“I didn’t agree with her initially. I said support the Progs or anyone in opposition, at least. She was insistent, she said she wouldn’t be associated with a scheme that was intended to keep black people down.”
Gerard encouraged political debate at home because his father (with whom he fervently disagreed) did the same. Gerard says he, Hervé and Michel had madly heated political debates and were often diametrically opposed.
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“We argued on everything from the Mixed Marriages Act to economic policies. I said ‘How can you stop people from loving one another?’
“We had very divergent opinions.” Eventually as the siblings matured they agreed not to talk about divisive things.
“We introduced a rule, ‘no politics today’, and everybody accepted that.
“I don’t believe in any of our debates that anyone was ever being malicious or hurtful, they simply expressed what they truly believed and as objectionable as it was, we eventually settled on the fact that we loved one another more.”
All Gerard’s political letters and journal entries are reasoned, articulate and fulsomely expressed.
In 1998 he penned his thoughts in a diary entry. In it he opines his love for South Africa as the child of immigrants.
“It has been kind to me and helped me bring up a lovely family in a beautiful, orderly and disciplined environment.”
Gerard acknowledges that as a white man he is a child of apartheid and has enjoyed the comforts of such. But he rallied against the Nats, saying they were obsessed with power and this accelerated South Africa’s decline into violence, economic stagnation and international isolation. (And this is a treat for readers in 2017) Gerard said the currency would continue to lose value and plummet from R4.70 to the Pound.
Gerard writes that emigration at age 46 would be too much of a wrench.
He is destined to stay in South Africa, but what does the future hold, he asks?
Incidentally, the only president Gerard received a written response from was Nelson Mandela. Gerard wrote to address issues of crime and violence and Madiba’s office replied
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saying he “appreciates you having expressed your concern to him and wishes to assure you that this is a matter of great concern to him and the government”.
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CHAPTER 32
FROM STATE TO CHURCH, SCHOOL AND CHARITY
Gerard’s financial prosperity, the fact that he was a chartered accountant and worked for big corporates, might give him the appearance of the archetypal establishment guy.
His income has assured him and his family a good life. But he and Norma are grounded, charitable and kind. They display the common-sense approach of people born into middle class and an attitude born of forbearance.
“I prefer salt of the earth types,” Gerard says. “Norma came from a family of normal financial means. They always lived a decent life and her parents Eric and Ethel had the right attitude to raising their children.
“You don’t need money to have class. I grew up on a farm and in boarding school. If I have any advice for my grandchildren, it will be to never forget where you came from and what principles are inculcated in you. No matter what heights you reach you must always be modest and never arrogant. The way you will be judged is how you treat everyone, regardless of who they are.”
Gerard says Norma often chided him when they were younger.
He’d go into a tearoom, for example, and not emerge for ages.
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“I’d get talking to the cafe owner about business. I enjoy being with people.”
In the 1970s Gerard volunteered at Tape Aids for the Blind. He did so because his partner Bernard Boulle was the national treasurer and because he had “tremendous personal reason for being involved”, having nearly gone blind himself.
“It was deeply relevant to me. I could easily have been one of the recipients of the tapes myself if my brush with blindness had been permanent.”
Tape Aids for the Blind still exists today. It is a non-profit, national library service that has produced 50 000 recreational and educational books and magazines on tape for blind people free of charge for over 55 years.
Every day hundreds of audio books are dispatched around the country, in some cases with free listening devices.
Gerard says he and Philip Bonnin became involved after introductions by Bernard Boulle.
Volunteerism was no problem for Gerard, the more he could contribute to orderly, productive society, the happier it made him.
He also happily volunteered at Maris Stella school where his daughters went and at Holy Trinity parish in Musgrave Road where his friend Peter Paola was the priest.
“I was happy to give of my time at Trinity on the finance committee and later as chairman of the parish council. Of course, Peter made an impassioned speech about how I was the best man for the job, he nearly lifted the roof boasting about my credentials.
“It wasn’t all plain-sailing because I had to reign in my dear friend. I used to tease him about being a priest with the tastes of an Anglo American executive. He loved fine clothes. I used to remind Peter that the only time he was frugal was with alcohol.
“I stayed on as parish chairman after Peter left and
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Fr Austin Collingwood took over. He was a wonderful man.
“I did the volunteer work because it was a noble cause. Society functions well if people with expertise are committed to churches, charities and special interest societies.”
At Maris Stella, Gerard and attorney Colin Hiles, then chairman of the school board, saved the school from financial ruin with a radical revision that was adopted by all parents and saw a 50% increase in school fees.
“It became clear the school couldn’t carry on unless we did something,” Gerard says.
The school was established by a missionary order on the Berea. It was built high on the Berea, away from the Tsetse flies and the diseases on the shore.
“The nuns had reached their limit in terms of funds and we went to speak to the head nun, Sister Sheila, a bright woman and the person in charge of the Holy Family order in the province. We arranged a lease for the school on the land owned by the church at a peppercorn rental. That way we secured the future of the school. The next step was to convene a meeting of the parents. We were running into overdraft and had hit our limit a few times in paying salaries. We told the parents we had to increase the fees 30% in year one and 20% the next year. I told them I knew it would put people under strain, but we had to do it. It was the only way to keep the school open. Not one person voted against us. The parents said we were doing a wonderful job and thanked us for saving the school.”
Gerard’s involvement in education has also seen him sponsor the studies of two young men associated with his family.
One is Lungelo Mzobe, an orphan he got to know through his daughter Camille.
Lungelo is a few years older than Camille’s son, Sam, Gerard’s second eldest grandchild.
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Gerard says the sponsorship has been as rewarding for him as it has been for Lungelo.
“I did it on Camille’s recommendation and he has always conducted himself marvellously,” Gerard says.
“He has worked hard and he’s come through with flying colours.”
Gerard has similarly assisted a relative of his domestic worker, a young man who is studying teaching.
“I sponsored his studies on condition that he provide regular reports of his progress and he has done very well. He is a gentle chap who is almost qualified now. It pleases me to help people who are worthwhile and deserving. Sometimes the joy of giving to a worthwhile cause is of greater benefit to the person giving than the one receiving,” he says echoing the biblical invocation to give, for in giving you receive.
“We are not of unlimited means, so it costs. But it also makes a huge difference. I’m also very aware of the circumstances of birth. Life is a wheel and it turns. Who knows, perhaps one day one of my grandsons or granddaughters will be in need of help and someone might be in a position to help them.”
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CHAPTER 33
WOMEN OF SUBSTANCE
The deeper you delve into Gerard’s story the more profoundly it emerges how he has been influenced by women.
It is to state the obvious, but he was incredibly close to his mother Eva.
In Norma he found a gem and they produced four lovely, spirited daughters.
Gerard’s nature attracts feminine power, steely strength with the softest touch.
Norma is, naturally, a huge influence. She is adoring and Gerard is devoted to her. He says in the 1970s and 1980s it was commonplace for married businessmen to play the field and secretaries were often part of the package.
“I never fooled around. I never had to, I always had Norma to come home to. Some call it boring. I have always been very happy.
“One thing which over-rides everything in my story is the solid strength I’ve had at my side my whole life.
“Norma has helped me handle the happy times and the anxiety.
“In all of this, she never did anything but support me. I would be very surprised if Norma has ever said a disparaging
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thing about me.
“She loved me enormously from the beginning and I never took advantage of that. We are joined at the hip.
“Of course, we get on each other’s nerves, but we have humour, love and acceptance. It is very uncomplicated.”
Norma is sweet-natured and even-tempered, but that belies great strength of character. She talks about “cracking on” and means it. In all their adversity, Norma and Gerard had one another and are hugely tenacious.
It is worth noting where Norma comes from. She remains close to her twin Erika and older sister Veronica, who both live in Durban.
There is 17 months and 11 days difference in age between Veronica and the twins. Erika is the elder of the twins, born on 8 September 1944. She is also the self-declared bossiest (like their dad).
All three married men of Mauritian extraction. The girls chose to convert to Catholicism because they attended a Catholic school, Maris Stella. They were baptized Anglican and their mother was the organist at the Anglican church in Wimbledon and their dad sang in the choir.
But Ethel and Eric Salmon said they had spent enough time in church and encouraged the girls to make their own way in respect of religion so all three decided to convert.
When the sisters get together Norma and Erika share a chair and joke around.
They remember it was a pink dress that Veronica cast off and Norma wore on her date with Gerard.
Their mom, Ethel, is 101 years old and lives at Garden Grove in Durban, a complex on the Berea developed by Gerard.
There is a charming photograph of Gerard bending down in front of his mother-in-law and kissing her hand. The exaggerated chivalry is part of the fun rapport he has with
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Ethel and his sisters-in-law.
Together there is much playfulness and banter. Norma says Gerard was a super son-in-law and a fantastic brother-in-law.
“He has broad shoulders and my sisters often lent on him,” she says.
Reminiscing about Claude, Erika’s husband, Norma says: “I always liked Claude and so did Gerard.”
Gerard replies with a laugh: “Yes, but you never had to live with him or work with him.”
Erika says her husband, now deceased, was more Catholic than the Pope. By all accounts a good man, but awkward.
Veronica also married a man of Mauritian extraction, Lello Lavoipierre. They had two children, Vanessa and Jonathan, although Lello died in a car accident. Veronica has since found a partner in John Keogh.
Erika has not remarried. Ethel Salmon is a sweet, sharp-witted woman, despite her advanced years. She remembers family outings and holidays organized by Gerard. He often took the family to Salt Rock and Mbona and Breakers at Umhlanga. Ethel has fond recollections of family dinners, baby-sitting the children and holidays in Mauritius.
“We often babysat the children when they went overseas. And Gerard stayed with us when he went to hospital when he was blind.”
Ethel has a fascinating lineage and in retelling her story I’m indebted to British author and biographer John Dann who wrote a recently released biography, Maud Coleno’s Daughter: The Life of Dorothy Hartman, 1898-1957.
To cut to the chase, Mrs Salmon discovered in her 40s, long after she and her husband moved to South Africa, that she had been fostered. Her adoptive parents were Frances and Titus Goaman, a carpenter in Cornwall.
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She spent most of her childhood living with them in Wales and her birth certificate unlocked a secret her step-father hadn’t wanted to divulge.
Ethel’s biological mother was an elegant society dame, Dorothy Hartman, an exquisitely beautiful woman who was born poor but deceived the world into thinking she was moneyed.
Biographer John Dann says Dorothy was an entertaining comedian and a born mimic. She socialized with the cream of British society, hosted charity fundraisers (including one that she coaxed Charlie Chaplin to attend) and was an accomplished businesswoman.
She was married twice, both to soldiers and was widowed twice, her second husband being Captain Hartman, a man of noble title who secured the agency for Buick and Cadillac cars from the USA.
He supplied King Edward VIII with a custom-built Buick in 1936, which was transported with him by warship to France on his abdication.
Dann writes that Captain Hartman died in September 1942. He and his wife, Ethel’s mother, were close business friends of Guy “Nick” Vansittart who was the brother of Robert Gilbert Vansittart, the first Baron Vansittart who died in 1957 and who famously opposed Chamberlain’s policy of appeasing Hitler.
Vansittart was chief diplomatic adviser to the British Government. Dann says Dorothy Hartman’s story is about one woman’s transformation from innocent chorus girl to Mayfair hostess and successful businesswoman who hid her former life. She was nicknamed “Dodo” but the glamorous society hostess was actually the love child of a Cockney music hall artiste, born into poverty during the end of the Victorian era.
She was compelled to marry an army officer twice her age
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during the First World War. Her aristocratic second husband disinherited her on his deathbed, following a string of affairs. Dodo moved in political circles that included Jack Profumo and she rode with the Beaufort hunt, which included Britain’s top wartime spymaster. Dann’s book throws another perspective on “little-known aspects of some influential British and American business people involved in the smoke and mirrors world of pre-war political espionage, set against country house balls and high society”.
It is a real rags to riches saga and eventually sees Dorothy in a romantic relationship with Guy Nick Vansittart who was chairman of Vauxhall motors.
On learning about Ethel and her daughters, Vansittart welcomed them into his family.
Gerard was put in touch with Coutts, bankers to the Queen, through Vansittart.
In September 1983 Norma, Erika and Veronica travelled to London to attend Nick’s 90th birthday at the home of his brother’s widow, Lady Sarita Vansittart in Hyde Park Gardens.
Gerard accompanied them to London and he, Norma and her sisters stayed at their flat in Chelsea. Almost 35 years after the event Gerard remembers it vividly. His nose was a bit out of joint because he wasn’t invited to the dinner (the table setting was for 12) and he would have made it 13. So he went for the pre dinner drinks instead. It was terribly high-class but Gerard recalls chatting to Lady Vansittart and her sister (both were in their 90s). They were taken with South African boxer Gerrie Coetzee who became world heavyweight champion.
“Your man’s very quick,” Lady Vansittart remarked. Gerard never imagined he’d be discussing boxing with a 90-year-old woman from the English gentry in one of London’s swankiest districts. The Vansittarts were devout Catholics and had received Papal medals for service to the church.
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A letter from Nick Vansittart to Ethel after the party is revealing and talks of the character of Norma and her family.
Dated 19 September 1983, it reads (this excerpt from Dann’s book): “I can honestly say that never have I seen three more enchanting girls, so natural and unspoiled and here enjoying everything with unforced gaiety that was a joy to see. Their shopping expeditions were fabulous! The twins both have a great resemblance to their grandmother and all three have inherited her brains. You and Eric can be justly proud of them and so would she if I could tell her about them. We had a good birthday dinner and my sister in law (Sarita, Lady Vansittart) was enchanted with all of them.”
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CHAPTER 34
THE OLD MAN OF THE RIVER CRIES
Who are we but creatures who prosper and fail by accident of birth, circumstance, misfortune or good luck?
That’s not entirely true: we are moulded by force of our own will.
And we’re irrevocably shaped by the people closest to us. In Gerard’s case, Norma, his business associates, friends and siblings have most determined who he is.
They have informed his choices about what to emulate and to studiously avoid.
The affection between Gerard and his siblings is heartwarming.
They’ve walked a long road together especially since the 1968 airplane crash.
It has been an eventful journey marked by tenderness and some spectacular fights. Hervé, Gerard, Michel, Jacques and Jacqueline are all strong, pronounced characters: energetic, highly individualistic and lively conversationalists.
Hervé, the eldest, is in his sister’s words, “a beautiful human being, but a complex character because he holds on to the past”.
Hervé is a tough geezer: proud, strong and inflexible, who, in his own words, doesn’t “take any shit”.
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He is tanned and wizened. He’s had skin cancer and has scars on his neck and head as a result.
Hervé’s gruff manner masks his sensitive side. He runs his rough hands across his face when he gets emotional, which is often as he gets older.
“This is going to make me cry. “I’ve lost my folks, my son, my wife. It was traumatic and at times I couldn’t accept it. It is easy for people to talk about grief until they experience it...but I have had one of the best lives you could wish for. It has been an adventure.”
The oldest of Philippe and Eva’s children, Hervé was born on 11 April 1939.
He is actually the second child, the first, named Philippe after his father, was born a year before but died after two weeks when the wound of his umbilical-cord became infected.
Hervé says his mom was superstitious about the name Philippe, saying it was jinxed.
She had a grandfather named Philippe who died from eating oysters that were off. Her brother died an untimely death as did her husband and her grandson, Hervé’s son, also named Philippe, was killed in a motorbike accident near the family farm Ferney in 1987, aged 18.
Hervé had eight children from two marriages, four by his first wife Elaine: Marina, 54, Nick, 53, Carolyn, 51 and Philippe.
When Elaine left him after 23 years, he married Nerina Krige who he met through paddling. Nerina died of cancer in 2008. They had four children, Xavier, 28, Luke, 27, and twins Vincent and Eva, 24.
Hervé had a complicated relationship with his dad. In nature he and Philippe appear most similar. They differed in that Philippe was academically better and sportier than his eldest surviving son.
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Hervé says Gerard was everything he wasn’t. “I was no good at school and I couldn’t play ball sports. “I was good at maths and chemistry but pretty useless at the rest and I didn’t mix easily. Gerard was completely different, he did well at academics and sport. My dad and I clashed a lot. He expected a lot of me and I didn’t fulfill his expectations, Gerard did.”
Hervé says his mom, “was a lovely person”. It is all he can say before he moves to arrest the tears. Hervé became an accomplished farmer to prove himself to his father. He became a world-class paddler in his 40s and was dubbed the “old man of the river”. He was determined and ingenious, once making headlines by cutting his canoe in half, flying it to Europe and reassembling it with duct tape and winning a world title.
Gerard says Hervé has a great mind and was unfairly made to feel unworthy by their dad who was probably hardest on him because he was the eldest.
Hervé says Gerard is generous, “but you don’t want to cross him”.
Gerard says pretty much the same about his elder brother, the difference being that Gerard says he has his mother’s Fayd’Herbe character, quick to blow a fuse and likely to calm down as fast. Hervé on the other hand, takes after Philippe, not as volatile or easily riled, but dangerous when he is angry.
Hervé says he doesn’t like arguing. Unlike Michel, a one-time politician and a bright, if contrary fellow, described by family members as opinionated.
He and Gerard’s arguments are legend. Michel is 14 months younger than Gerard and is married to Anne Naylor a former SABC journalist.
He has six children, four by his first wife and two from his current wife, Anne.
Their names are Michel, Natalie, Corinne, Richard,
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Christopher and Anthony.
Michel lives in France for half of the year and the other half in South Africa.
Michel says he fought with his first wife, Bridgette de Robillard, after their marriage of 14 years failed, because she “declared war, so she got war”.
He says they are now best of friends. He and Gerard are on good terms, too. Their fighting caused “absolute distress”. Gerard says they’ve mellowed with age and have mutual respect.
“I really admire him,” says Michel. “Gerard has been through hard times and has been able to recover. He is creative, determined and clever.
“We value our family unity above all else. It’s not worth fighting about money. We learnt that.”
One of the worst family spats lasted four years. It was between Gerard and Hervé and was over shares in one of the farms they owned in the Western Cape. It was settled by an arbitrator but the resentment lingered on both sides.
Hervé and Gerard joke about it now, but the drama was horrible and awkward.
It is the only time Camille remembers her father not showing the diplomacy and duende he is renowned for. The four-year estrangement had its contretemps. The brothers simply ignored one another, including at family events like weddings.
Gerard says he eventually couldn’t tolerate it. One Saturday morning he and Norma drove to Hervé, who was at the family cottage in Salt Rock.
Gerard says Hervé has a kind, gentle soul, but didn’t often show it at the time. He was resolute. “The whole thing was very hurtful. When we got to Salt
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Rock the front door was opened by the cook. Hervé was on the verandah. I walked through and he asked: ‘What are you doing here?’ ”
Gerard said he had come to bury the hatchet. “I said it was impossible to continue like that, we had to resolve it. I said let’s not go over the past because that will re- open the wounds.
“We simply had to work out a modus operandi to live with one another going forward. Hervé was taken aback. He said ok. A few tears from Norma helped.”
The brothers sat on the verandah for about an hour and then Hervé said:
“I don’t suppose you want a beer?” Gerard accepted, said thank you and they shook hands. There wasn’t a big emotional reconciliation. “Hervé is not like that. He might have felt it, but he wouldn’t express it. The next time we met at a party we were courteous, not bosom pals. But slowly, over a couple of years, the wounds healed.”
Jacques, their youngest brother, is an attorney and lives in Salt Rock.
He has a daughter, Natasha. Jacques lives on the site of the family’s historic beach cottage in Salt Rock.
He is a chatty, effervescent character, like his twin Jacqueline. He plays the guitar and sings in the church choir. He has tousled hair and admits to talking too much.
Jacques has a keen attention to detail and clearly adores Gerard, often deferring to his older brother.
His twin, Jacqueline Marot, is married to Alec Marot and they have three children, twins Dominique and Juliette and younger brother Pascal.
Jacqueline looks like Gerard and Jacques looks more like Michel and Hervé. Jacqueline and Alec run a bed
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and breakfast in Hillcrest. They have lived there for 35 years. Their children are grown up and they have five grandchildren.
Jacqueline is known to her extended family as “Sissy”. She says her sister Elaine and her mother were alike, sweet and tender.
“I’m not like them. I speak my mind. I have lovely memories of the three of us (Elaine, Jacqueline and Eva) together, especially at our cottage at Salt Rock.”
Jacqueline, deprived of the two strongest female influences in her life, treasures a letter written to her by Elaine three months before the crash.
“Elaine was angelic. I think she was meant to go with them and I think she went straight to heaven. She was gentle, quiet, kind, mature and wise.
“I’m gregarious. The letter she wrote has stayed with me throughout my life. She said people often didn’t get me, but she was so proud of me. She said mom and dad had brought up children with strong personalities, but they were grounded.”
Jacqueline is as close to Gerard and as much in awe of him as her twin.
She says Gerard has a special bond with his family. She suspects he inherited it from their mom, with whom he was so close.
“Gerard is a grounded and responsible person, a respectful human being. It has always been an honour to say ‘I’m Gerard de Rauville’s sister’. He is held in high regard. I have four remarkable brothers. Hervé is a good farmer, Michel and Jacques are astute businessmen. They all have incredible brains. When the family gets together, Alec has to go for a walk. He says you can’t beat those de Rauvilles. They have a great memory, especially for sports matches and scores.
“I think our memory is good because my dad played games
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in the car driving from the farm to Durban. The journey used to take one-and-half hours and I remember we’d have sandwiches and boiled eggs and cheese and my dad would ask us to memorize the numbers on registration plates and ask us to add up or subtract the numbers. He did that with Elaine and Jacques and me, so I think he must have done it with the older brothers.”
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CHAPTER 35
LA GRANDE FAMILLE AND THE BLOODS
As with many modern families, Gerard’s clan has a number of WhatsApp groups.
The biggest group is “La grande famille” which includes all Gerard and Norma’s children, their partners and their children.
There’s another more exclusive group, “Bloods” which is just Gerard, Norma and their daughters, Madeleine, Camille, Nicole and Angelique.
And then there’s an even more refined group: just the sisters.
It’s a forum for much skinner. About the only gossip Norma will entertain is the good- natured joke that she wouldn’t have married any of her strong-willed daughters that she loves so dearly.
The four daughters must have their quirks, but they are lovely, genuinely possessing the best of both of their parents. They are engaging, curious, insightful and critical thinkers. One would imagine strong individuals would clash. They are surely strident when the situation calls for it, but they also seem to have an easy vibe.
Nobody dominates and there is a lightness and warmth about their interaction.
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They have different measures of Norma and Gerard, but are unmistakably unique. There is no confusing them. Madeleine, the eldest, was born on 9 June 1967 at St Augustines where her siblings would also be born in the ensuing seven years.
Madeleine is beautifully articulate and has an arts degree from the erstwhile Natal University and an honours in French from the University of Cape Town.
Madeleine worked in the advertising business for 15 years and has been a copywriter with Investec for 10 years.
Julian Raal, her husband, works in property management. They live in Johannesburg and have three children, Justin, 18, Sarah, 17, and Philippa, 10.
Madeleine’s parents and siblings describe her as warm and nurturing.
Gerard says he and Madeleine have the same temperament, though the eldest daughter believes her youngest sister, Angelique, is more classically like him, especially in business.
Madeleine says: “Both my dad and I are impatient, intolerant, don’t suffer fools gladly, are easily riled, but then are easy to calm. We both have good people skills, EQ, a decent dose of tact, diplomacy and negotiating skills.”
All the daughters have a strong bond with their parents. They have huge affection for Norma, paying tribute to her virtues as a wife and mother, most notably her enduring calm and patience.
Gerard describes Madeleine as caring, with a wide circle of friends.
“She gave us no trouble at all growing up. She’s wise and calm and does her work with distinction.”
Camille, the second sister, was born on 13 January 1970. She looks most like Norma, has a warm smile and a sensitive, playful nature. She’s relaxed and fun.
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Camille has a degree in teaching, an HDE specializing in food and nutrition, and spent much of her career in catering.
She has two children, Sam,17, and Anna, 16. She manages Gerard’s property portfolio in Durban. Gerard remembers her teenage years with amusement. He says Camille used to fly off the handle, get rebuked and then be grumpy.
“We’d have a few long faces at the table for a day or two, but we got over it. Camille is the most sensitive of the girls, though with a tough exterior. She has my ability to shut up and keep her thoughts private,” Gerard says.
A few years after Camille’s first husband died she married again, perhaps too soon, and she and her second husband got divorced.
During that tumultuous time, Gerard sent Camille a text message she kept because it meant so much to her.
The essence of the message was that Camille had to make a decision. Her dad said it wouldn’t be easy, but consoled her by saying she’d feel better once the decision was made.
This is the text Gerard sent Camille.
“We both understand your need to have your time but never forget that your parents love you always. You have a tough decision but remember that you have one to take. You cannot carry on in this state of unhappiness. Maybe you need to bite the bullet. You would be surprised at the feeling of relief. We love you my darling... never forget that.”
Camille says: “My dad basically told me to call it. He gives great advice. He has a wonderful way of putting things in the shortest, most user-friendly way. Working with him is so easy. He finds solutions that are often so left field. He is able to take an overall, helicopter view. He can step back and think things through. He puts things simply and carefully in the
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written and spoken word.
“He really has that ability to tell somebody to bugger off in a way that they look forward to the trip.”
Nicole, born 15 June 1971, is on the face of it, least like either of her parents, in appearance and character, but perhaps most like them in that she’s independent minded. A lawyer, she’s polite and charming but challenging and comfortable holding a contrary view.
Nicole is general counsel for a UK-regulated financial services firm called Prodigy Finance. Prodigy funds students wanting to study post-graduate degrees outside of their home country at top international business schools throughout the world. She worked as a solicitor in London. Camille says Nicole and Gerard butted heads when she was a teen, probably because she inherited her dad’s independent streak. And Norma, though sweet and kind, is a quiet force to be reckoned with.
Nicole is married to fund manager Joe Rohm and they live in Cape Town. They have two children: Daniel, 11 and Jemima, 9.
Gerard says Nicole was the most outstanding student of all their daughters. She wasn’t as popular as Madeleine or as fun-loving as Camille. But Norma says she broke boys’ hearts by the dozen.
“So many of them stood at the door with tears in their eyes.” One suitor went on to become a priest. One wore funky shoes to her Matric dance and another was black.
Gerard remembers going to fetch Nicole from a nightclub when she was a teen. She called home to say the party plan had changed and she and her friends were going dancing at another club.
Gerard says he smelt a rat and drove down to Durban’s Point. “The place was full of smoke and flashing lights and I spoke to the bouncers at the door who said, ‘Don’t worry, this
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place is ok’.
“I said to them, ‘It’s not ok for my daughter’ and I walked in and fetched her.”
On another occasion Gerard marched into the Los Angeles Hotel one night in his track suit and stokies, looking for Nicole. Instead he found Camille and hauled her home.
Nicole remembers long curry lunches on Sunday and a carefree upbringing.
She says Gerard has a “paterfamilias” style of parenting where he likes to be the unquestioning ruler and they clashed when she asserted her blossoming views on life and the status quo. Her father’s style aside, Nicole remembers spirited debate over many subjects from apartheid to the Irish civil war.
“We’d have family meetings in my dad’s study on Sunday nights (Norma kept minutes) and life was full and fun.”
Angelique, the youngest daughter, was born on 5 June 1974.
A former head girl of Maris Stella, Angelique is bright, confident and well connected.
She is direct and appears fearless. She is married to Tod Ridgway and they live in London. They have four children, Gemma, 6, twins Keira and Erin, 5, and Max, 3.
Gerard says Angelique was always close to Norma’s side as a child. She showed early signs of being enterprising and, though she has a bold demeanour, is soft and sentimental.
Madeleine has a good take on her family. “Nicole swims against the tide. Angelique is wired similarly to my dad, different gender and generation, otherwise their brains function similarly. Nicole isn’t scared to disagree.” Madeleine says Nicole is a feminist and liberal in her approach and was the least fearful of a showdown with her parents.
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She is also practical, like Norma, with great problem- solving capacity.
Madeleine says Camille loves the lighter side of life. “She’s funny but this has become tempered by losing her childhood sweetheart. It has made her wiser and more philosophical.
“Angelique has a great head for business and is unconcerned about her popularity stakes. It gives her a ruthlessness which has proven useful in business. But at the same time she is generous, kind and thoughtful.”
Camille’s take on the family dynamic is that Angelique and Nicole are more likely to clash because both are smart and want to outwit one another.
“Generally none of us holds back and we’ve had some scraps,” she laughs. Of the four, she says she and Madeleine are more likely to smooth over disputes.
All the daughters remember their childhood as blissful. “My parents didn’t fight much and they were very sociable,” Camille says.
Camille says her mom was 100% committed to her job as a homemaker.
It’s difficult not to idealize Gerard and Norma’s relationship. But it is genuinely something to behold, a one-in-a-million connection of timing, chemistry and circumstance. Camille describes them as “the most interdependent couple”, with an equal need of one another. Dad had the “overriding voice”, but Camille remembers her folks presented a united front.
“There was seldom a fight between them. I remember when I was about 10 they had a whopper of a fight and my dad walked out of the house.
“He came back about two hours later but I remember it because it was so rare.”
Nicole says Gerard and Norma’s love and dedication was
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“so apparent in everything they did for us, and as a child you really feel that, without the need for words”.
They didn’t have favourites and easily diffused the potential for sibling rivalry and jealousies.
Camille says Gerard’s sociable nature helped make home a happy place.
“He loves being part of the mix and he was always a favourite with my friends at parties. He’s not one of the boys and wasn’t one to have drinks after work, but my parents are very sociable and my dad loved to engage with my friends. “He’d steal a cig from them or get them a drink. He just gets on, I think because he’s a good listener. Growing up my friends always said they loved my dad.”
Gerard’s popularity and easy-going nature didn’t stop him from making his daughters cringe at times. He was particularly intolerant of loudmouths.
“My dad would feel nothing to walk up to someone making a noise in a restaurant or on the sidelines at a sports day.
“He’d say, ‘Would you mind keeping quiet?’ Of course, we’d die of embarrassment.”
Madeleine says she and her siblings had the best of both worlds in that they had a big, loud Mauritian family on the one side and a small, insular English immigrant family on the other. “It was a good combination, I think: the Mauritian side provided conflicting opinions, robust debate and loads of people of all ages and stages and forms. The diverse exposure set us up to cope well.”
Madeleine says she and her siblings are enormously grateful their dad pulled through from his stroke as well as he did. It was, in a sense, typical of his will-power and perseverance.
Beyond the obvious advantage of still having their dad, they have access to his erudite mind.
Madeleine says they weren’t sure he would recover cerebrally.
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“But he did so well and the stroke has not affected his memory. Even now, he has a taste for the hot deals and is aware of all the details. He can compete with the best.”
Gerard, she says, was noted for his integrity and very clear sense of right and wrong.
“He is non-negotiable on this. He has natural and learned wisdom and to this day I quote and think of wisdoms, both little and big, he has imparted over the years.”
Madeleine describes her dad as a robust and front-footed personality who is always positive and good at “cracking on quietly”.
“He is tactful, an excellent listener and communicator and a man of cast-iron integrity, extremely clear at boundaries and prioritising.
“How lucky to be able to call him my dad.” Being the proud father of four independent-minded women, Gerard is atypical of his generation on issues of gender stereotyping.
Norma’s support gave him the platform to achieve the success he did in business, and he’d like his daughters to prosper in their careers if they chose to.
“Imagine if Angelique had been unable to fulfill her potential because she is a woman?” Gerard asks.
Camille says Norma firmly encouraged all her daughters to earn their own money and not rely on a man financially.
“She said we weren’t raised to be housewives, which is ironic coming from mom.”
Nicole says her dad’s wisdom and his willingness to help people who turned to him for advice is something that many people have benefited from over the years.
But his over-riding legacy is his happy family, his daughters and a bunch of grandchildren who adore each other, and have fun times together.
“We will always remember him in the best possible way and
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carry his family traditions and ethos forward. Families are complex units and increasingly I have come to realise that a family that gets on well and doesn’t have feuds and issues is actually quite a rarity,” Nicole says.
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CHAPTER 36
AROUND THE WORLD WITH BONHOMIE, A SEA URCHIN AND THE DALPOURRI DITTY
The Polish author Joseph Conrad wrote: “A man’s real life is that accorded to him in the thoughts of other men by reason of respect or natural love.”
Conrad, I have no doubt, would extend the quote to women in this day and age. Nevertheless, it is perfectly applicable to Gerard and Norma.
They have invested a lifetime in beautiful relationships and holidays.
If their material circumstances changed in a blink, they’d still have priceless memories and wonderful relationships.
Their friends speak of them with warmth and tenderness. They’ve had fun adventures together.
And their words are also imbued with respect and admiration.
“There are just some people who naturally appeal to you,” Gerard says.
“It is something in their character. You don’t need anything from them nor them from you, so your relationship is balanced. You may not share everything in life, but you have a good interaction with them. They are like extended family and I don’t know what it is, it’s magic.
“Norma has worked harder at friendships than me. I’m
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more selective and reserved. I’m careful about what I say. I don’t over share. I’m happy in my own space. If I don’t see people for a long time I love them all the same. I’m good about keeping in touch, but I don’t want to bore people with my stories. I hate chatter. It was generally not my style to offload. I did, to Norma.”
Gerard’s family has had a long association with Faith Knowler (nee Redshaw) and her sisters Camille and Elaine.
As youngsters, the Redshaw sisters met the de Rauville boys through church and Hervé later married Elaine and they had four children.
When Gerard’s parents and sister were killed in the air crash of 1968, members of the de Rauville family gathered at the home of Mr and Mrs Redshaw in Windermere Road in Durban.
Faith, now 77, and her husband Keith, 90, and their daughters Wendy and Jill spent many happy times with the De Rauvilles, on occasion at Ferney and later at their Salt Rock beach cottage.
“Everybody would pitch up at the beach house,” says Faith. “People arrived with all sorts of curries and the children would play on the grass, under the Casuarina trees or on the beach. We’d have lunches on the long verandah. They were very happy times.
“We love Norma and Gerard and their family dearly. We regard them as family,” Faith says.
At Keith’s 90th birthday celebration he shared his table with Gerard and Norma and John and Mary Hudson. The care and conviviality they all display speaks of a lifetime of fun and affection.
Gerard and Norma appear to make a concerted effort to keep up with their mates, calling, emailing and visiting regularly, whichever is more appropriate considering geographic considerations.
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The couple saw Roland de Broglio and his wife Anne often before they left for Australia
They have also been close to Bob and Cathy ten Brink for years.
Bob, 81, and Cathy, 77, live in Umhlanga. Before retiring Bob was an accountant and Cathy a nurse. They met the de Rauvilles when Madeleine and their daughter Bridget went to Our Lady of Fatima in primary school. Bridget died tragically in childbirth 13 years ago. Bob and Cathy have two sons.
The ten Brinks have had a number of fantastic holidays with Gerard and Norma, including to Botswana, France and Mauritius.
They have also holidayed with Derek and Jenny Garvie, Mike and Sheila Kirschman, Dick and Janet Skinner, and others.
Dick did some memorable wilderness trails with Gerard and others and there’s still much mirth about rhino horn as a remedy for piles and dubbing a swirling flock of vultures “a convention of lawyers”.
Bob and Cathy still laugh about their barging holiday in France.
The rain poured for a week and the travellers lived on red wine and artichokes, Cathy recalls with a smile.
One night, walking back to the barge from a pub, Norma fell into the canal.
Bob says she just disappeared and then emerged from the water, covered in slime. She had the travelling purse full of forex and the presence of mind to hold it aloft in the fall. She looked a right spectacle in the canal, green, speechless and with one hand outstretched like the Statue of Liberty.
After Norma was rescued, cleaned up and back on the barge, she and Cathy had a giggling fit that still gets them going years later.
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These days their get-togethers involve less whisky and wine, but are still much fun. “We used to have quite a few jolly sessions,” Bob smiles.
Bob and Gerard watch sport and Cathy and Norma chatter or go for a walk if they can. They played tennis in their youth and now enjoy Bridge.
“Gerard is a wonderful man, a determined and strong character,” says Cathy.
“Norma has been the most amazing partner, helping him around every bend in his life. He was on his deathbed after the stroke, but he’s strong.”
“There were also times when he was down,” says Bob, “but he was prepared to take chances, unlike most other accountants.”
Bob says Gerard knows his own mind and holds his own. “He doesn’t like to be interrupted,” Bob says solemnly. Both Bob and Cathy remark at Gerard’s incredible capacity for names, dates and numbers.
Cathy says the friends have had lovely times. “They are a hospitable couple. They love having their friends around them.”
Friends are precious to Gerard and Norma, as are the memories of their extensive travels. They’ve been on a mind- boggling number of trips.
Gerard says he’s been to London more than 40 times. He and Norma have taken three trips on cruise liners that they marvel about.
In 2009, before Gerard’s stroke, they took a voyage on the Queen Mary from Southampton to New York.
The journey took six days and they spent six days in New York and returned to the UK on the ship.
“It was the most magnificent trip,” Gerard says. “I rate it as uno primo among all the holidays I’ve had. It was so well-organized from simple things like baggage
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handling to customs officials being on board to process passports for 2 500 people. Every night there were two shows, amazing musicals of a West End standard. During the day there were movies and lectures on every subject imaginable. There were Bridge classes. There were so many attractions that Norma and I split up because we couldn’t take it all in.
“Norma and I always took two holidays a year, one together and another with the girls. Fortunately we had amazing babysitters in Norma’s folks and they didn’t disturb the family routine.
“I think the travel bug in me comes from my mom’s side of the family.
“My aunt, Irene Lincoln, was my mom’s elder sister and she travelled three or four times a year. She lived on a farm nearby to us and she encouraged my mom to travel. It is mind-broadening to be exposed to different cultures and historical sites.”
Norma and Gerard took another cruise along the Italian and Croatian coasts from Venice ending up close to Rome. That was in about 2007.
Norma says if they had to choose one moment as the best, from all their splendid travels, it would be one during that trip.
It is etched in their minds. They took a cruise on a royal clipper out of Venice.
They were drinking champagne and Conquest of Paradise, by the Greek composer Vangelis was playing.
“There were acres of sails and the backdrop was Venice at sunset. It was breathtaking,” Norma says nostalgically.
In 2016 they took the QE2 from Southampton to Norway and saw the fjords. The trip lasted about nine days.
Gerard says travel enriches your soul. “The images and experiences are banked in your memory forever. I love to meet new people and see new places, to
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experience people on their home ground. I loved walking the streets. I didn’t have to do much more than that.
“To see beautiful cathedrals and hear that such historic events happened in exactly the same place, hundreds of years ago, fills me with wonder.”
Gerard says his favorite city, barring his hometown of Durban, is London. Gerard rates Paris, but is itching to get back to Rome to see the Sistine Chapel.
“I’m determined to see it. The feeling of Catholicism is important.”
Beyond that, London is home away from home. “It is most comfortable. I have great memories of Regent Park, of the view from Dove House to Sloane Square.”
They have been to Australia three times and to the US more often. They took their four daughters on a world cruise in 1984.
The trip was extensive, taking in Canada, Hawaii, Australia and the US. They decided to go because each daughter wanted to visit a different city, including San Francisco, Los Angeles, Sydney and London. Norma sent different suitcases with suitable clothing for each climate ahead of their arrival. “Beyond that we were ruthless. Each of us had one cabin bag and that was it,” she says.
Gerard says their lives have been characterized by wanderlust.
One of the most beautiful places he and Norma have visited is the Seychelles.
The Indian Island ocean isn’t as developed as Mauritius where they have an apartment. But its islands, atolls and beaches are hard to beat.
On their trip to Seychelles in 1982, Gerard got chatting to a guy in the customs queue. He remembers the guy because there were mostly holiday-makers on the flight and this chap clearly wasn’t one of them.
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The holiday-makers made their way to the breathtakingly beautiful island where they were holidaying. They got there on Gerard’s cousin, Pepé Maingard’s boat, and had to wade to shore with their suitcases on their heads.
They had a lovely holiday, uninterrupted on a mainly uninhabited island.
When they returned to Victoria, they were informed of the failed coup by South African mercenaries aimed at overthrowing Seychelles president Albert Rene. The man in the airport queue, Gerard discovered later, was apartheid- era spy Martin Dolinchek who had obviously arrived a week ahead of the main party to case out the joint.
In December 2015, three years after Gerard’s crippling stroke, he and Norma took all their children and spouses and 11 grandchildren to Disneyland in Orlando, Florida. Norma and Gerard were the advance party, going a day earlier, checking everyone was allocated the right rooms in adjoining apartments.
The family arrived and settled in for two weeks. Norma and Gerard remember it as a place of great excitement.
“We weren’t disappointed at all,” says Gerard, “it was the most wonderful place and the Americans were super organised.”
Perhaps one of the best people to reflect on the fun Norma and Gerard have had with their friends is Philip Bonnin, a sharp, chatty octogenarian with a mischievous glint in his eye and a charming French lilt.
A fine raconteur, Philip and his wife Rosemary have spent amazing times with Gerard and Norma.
Philip and Rosemary, 78, have been friends with the de Rauvilles since the mid-1960s.
Philip came to South Africa from Mauritius in 1947 and after a time established a realty business that he returned to recently after a 22-year sojourn in France where he and
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Rosemary ran a boutique hotel and restaurant.
Before they left the couples socialized regularly and Philip and Gerard played tennis and ran together.
Philip, on the chubby side in his younger days, was an unlikely but accomplished sportsman, having run five Comrades Marathons.
Philip and Rosemary and Gerard and Norma have enjoyed numerous holidays.
In the 1970s they had racy times, tearing off to Lourenco Marques for weekends without the kids.
Philip says they’d leave at 1am on Saturday morning and motor to LM so they could get in a night on the town.
“I got some tablets from Fr L’Honoret, a French priest in Durban North. He used them to stay awake through his sermons. They were available at the pharmacy, but he had some and he gave them to me.”
The young party animals put the tablets to use at discos and strip-teases in LM.
“We always had a hell of a party in LM,” Philip says. In 1972 a crowd of family and friends holidayed in Mauritius: the Bonnins, the Rivallands (Claude and his wife, Erika, Norma’s twin) and the de Rauvilles (including Gerard and his family and Hervé and his). They all stayed in a big house near the beach. Memorably the rambling house was built in the cloison volante style, with low interior walls and open ceilings.
“That stopped the fun and games, if you know what I mean,” Philip says with a wink during an interview at Bonville Park in Durban North.
This particular Mauritian holiday was unforgettable on many counts, not least because Gerard saved Philip from drowning.
“I’m not much of a swimmer and I got into difficulty. Gerard rescued me, but he stood on a sea porcupine.”
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The men staggered back to the house and agreed they would have to get Gerard to a doctor but Philip wanted to have a quick shower before they left.
Gerard sat outside on the lawn, massaging his throbbing foot while Philip raced inside to shower.
Fortunately for him the beach house, and its low partition walls, was empty but for his wife Rosemary.
Silver-tongued Philip suggested the couple make hay while the sun shone, naturally neglecting to tell Rosemary that Gerard was outside nursing his foot.
“We still laugh about that story to this day.” Later, en-route to the doctor Philip told his chum about his quick holiday bonanza and Gerard groaned, saying that made his foot hurt more.
Another memorable holiday was in Europe. In Amsterdam Gerard and Philip persuaded their wives to go to a strip show, but the ladies didn’t want to see anything raunchy.
Philip says Gerard artfully suggested that Norma and Rosemary choose the show they would be most comfortable with.
“We found a place and it looked innocent but it turned out to be a bit rough and the girls were not impressed. That holiday we nicknamed Rosemary ‘Chinese lady’ and Norma ‘Daddy longlegs’ because they walked so differently.”
When the four left the strip joint the wives walked ahead in a huff. Like schoolboys Gerard and Philip giggled all the way back to the hotel.
Philip said he got off pretty lightly but Gerard got it in the neck and he knew this because their room was above the Bonnin’s and he heard Norma stomp about for about an hour.
“We still rag her about it to this day,” Philip says. The four of them often reminisce about their holidays. They went to the famous Folies Bergère cabaret in France
241

and Philip says he quickly worked the system.
“Everybody paid the same price for the ticket and you sat anywhere and got a free drink, but I told the others to follow me. They protested at first, but I slipped the waiters a couple of hundred Francs and we got a bottle of champagne and lovely seats at the front, to everyone’s amazement.”
Philip says their friendship has been characterized by a fun, active approach to life.
Gerard has been “an excellent adviser, accountant and friend,” Philip says.
The Dalpourri Ditty, sometimes referred to as The Farratta Fanfare, was penned by Gerard in memory of a fabulous holiday in Mauritius from 12 December 1972 to 9 January 1973.
On a 707 we flew to the Star of the sea, and shortly were settled at the Pointe d’Esny, We were met by the Tantes, Tontons and dear Lucien, not to forget Jacqueline, Anne Marie and old Gislain. Soon the Dr Lincoln Half Wall Cottage Curbed Bonnin’s evil designs and caused a stoppage. We then decided to play it by ear, but this concluded with a little Norma tear. The boys swam round the jetty with plenty of power, but this ended with a porcupine and a morning shower. We soon realized that the Phoenix beer, was something our hearts would hold dear. The curries and the vindayes were without any doubt as good as we had heard about. The Dalpourris and Farratta filled the hungry hole and ensured there was no collapse of body and soul. Jacqueline turned out an excellent cook, ably supported by the Philip odd look.
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Claude was our gros Monsier at Pacsoo and Philip the man who flooded the loo. Granny Clark was the one who kept things in trim, and the twins were the ones who looked most slim. Gerard was the one who kept the little book, and Elaine the one with the vicious left hook. Bud the one who kept the shops from going broke and Hervé the one who loathed the morning call of “howdy folks”. Neither Cyclone Beatrice, the measles or Philip’s 4.50 to the Rand,
could dampen the enthusiasm of our little band. And the whole trip went off smooth as silk, And could only be compared to Muvver’s milk.
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CHAPTER 37
HOME IS WHERE THE HEART IS
Gerard and Norma keep a simple A4 planner in their study.
It has a block for every day and is the sort of soft cover book you get from most stationery stores. In it they keep a pencil and an eraser. It’s a packed diary, the blocks filled with appointments. The scratches and scuffs, and rubbed out and re-arranged appointments bear testimony to their busy lives. In their twilight years they are fully occupied. They are happy, content people, as deeply in love as the day they took their vows in 1965, and possibly more enamoured with one another than when they met.
Apart from their special union, their lives are rich and rewarding because of an abundance of family and friends.
Their house in Hoylake Village in Mount Edgecombe is a tranquil place that exudes peace and serenity.
Whether through design or soul, or both, it reflects the character of the people who have made it a home.
It is set beside a little lake, not much more than a big pond. The indigenous trees attract all manner of birds, including Henry the Heron who is known to wander into the house in search of a bit of meat. Pelicans dip into the lake and Impala graze contentedly on the banks.
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The house is bathed in light. The sun rises over the front door and the kitchen windows and sets on the back verandah.
It is a three-bedroomed house with the warmth and coziness of a cottage.
There’s an easy flow through the lounge, dining room, kitchen and verandah.
The passage is generously wide and the bedrooms and study are at the north end of the house.
The garage, laundry, kitchen and dining room are to the south.
It is comfortably furnished but not ornate. Gerard’s domain is the lounge, which is open-plan and includes a sitting room where Norma sometimes reads while Gerard commands the TV remote.
There is a wall-length bookshelf with family photographs and a set of aged reference books that were academic prizes Gerard’s father won at school.
In the study a big family portrait takes pride of place beside the desk.
It is a photograph in the style of an oil painting taken in London in 1984.
Gerard and Norma love the house. You occasionally hear tennis players knocking about on the courts nearby.
Every now and then you might catch a glimpse of sunbathers at the clubhouse, but on the whole Hoylake Village seems designed to protect privacy.
Nothing is intrusive. There are no unexpected visitors or vagrants ringing the front door bell as there were in Morningside.
And the house was perfect for Gerard’s care after his near- fatal stroke.
A portrait of the stunning Lady Hartman, Norma’s grandmother, graces the passage.
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Gerard has a prized wine collection in the garage, accessed from the dining room via the laundry.
Gerard is legend among friends for calling an end to the party after much wine.
His habit is predictable and a source of amusement. He pushes back his chair at the head of the table and declares: “Well, it has been very nice to have you.” And amid much mirth everyone takes their leave. As is the case with most lives, Gerard and Norma’s have been moulded by big characters and substantial experiences. But their approach to the major and the mundane appears to have enriched their lives unfathomably.
Their investment in their family is at the heart of their existence.
Their memories, happy and sad, are priceless, Gerard says. As the beloved “grand-père” and patriarch of his clan, Gerard sees de Rauville and other characteristics in his children and grandchildren. Unity is important to him. It has been tested in his family. As a rule, he and Norma stay out of disputes, especially with their daughter’s partners.
“I say keep things calm and take things lightly. The temptation is always to side with your family, but the minute you do, you’ve closed the channels of communication and you must keep them open. I don’t want to know about their disputes. Everyone has ugly moments but at the end of the day, Norma and I are the grandparents of their children. It’s generally better to mind your own business. It can be difficult because you bring someone into the bosom of your family, so reflect deeply before you pronounce on something.” Gerard’s approach to relationships is pragmatic. When Camille got divorced, he encouraged her to be happy.
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“Some marriages just don’t work,” Gerard says. “There’s no need to harbour resentment. Be mature about it.”
Camille says when Ronnie, her first husband, died and later when she divorced, her parents were her rock.
Among Gerard’s papers is a treasured handwritten note from Angelique.
In a neatly spaced child’s handwriting it reads:
“Mom & Dad “Dad, I thought your ‘My Thoughts’ was excellent. “Mom, I read through the whole 8 pages, not because you said I couldn’t, but because I found it all interesting.
“Mom & Dad, I hope you enjoyed your meal and sleep well! “Mom, remember to wake us up at about eightish because of our facials, at 9am.
“Mom & Dad, good night, sleep well, don’t let the bugs bite,” Angelique wrote.
There’s also a copy of a poem written by Madeleine, Camille, Nicole and Angelique on the occasion of Gerard’s 60th birthday party in 2001, which was held at their home at 2 Morningside Road. It reads:
Dad The Person
With a mere few lines allowed to me How do I describe this personality?
An ego, strong will, a moral standing second to none. A dedication to duty and ready sense of humour, full of fun.
A better communicator and listener you will not meet For a well-thought-through opinion JPG you cannot beat.
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A loyal and dedicated South African he is – this is plain to see But don’t forget the French blue blood and aristocracy.
A fashion sense he has not got So Norms to the rescue to ensemble the lot!
A greater husband, father, grand-père, family member or friend you will not find.
You’re a champ, you’re a winner, you’re one of a kind.
JPG The Sportsman
On the tennis court he thinks he’s a bit of a pro But on a bad line call he’s a total John McEnroe.
He’s given up fighting fish at Mbona Lake. He prefers pétanque on the lawn with tea and cake.
His morning runs with Alan are still a regular routine But we notice they dodge questions about how far and fast they’ve been.
He took up golf quite recently – just five years ago I think And progress has been excellent – a scratch golfer on the brink.
TV sports are an important part of life at home And for that he likes quiet, no disturbance or phone.
He always knows in advance What the commentator will say.
In fact, he could have said it better, in a far nicer way.
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JPG The Father
Few dads are so lucky to be blessed with four girls, who think he’s the greatest in the world.
We suspect he kept trying in the hope of a lad, but now he knows better – he’s mighty glad.
We’ve given him some nightmares – that’s part of the deal, with fighting, teenage tantrums and political zeal.
Some boyfriends were suspect, some nights out too late, but he would never preach or pontificate.
Instead we learned through example where the lines should be drawn.
And we paid without mercy the price of returning at dawn.
From him we learned honesty, respect and to be strong. With such a role model you can’t go far wrong.
JPG The Businessman
JPG the businessman and quite a good one at that His birthday is the perfect time to give his back a pat. So spare me your ears Charge your beers and Please refrain from having a chat.
JPG is worthy of a lot of praise For turning into gold a field of maize But now I must be careful how I use each phrase For out the window could go my raise.
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He’s left monuments around Durban from east to west, Unfailingly giving his very best. He knows good from bad, that’s the JPG way, You’ll get along fine if you’ve given him the last say.
Friendly colleague, associate and generous boss. JPG the hard worker gathers no moss. They call him de Rogueville he knows how to fight. As some may have discovered the brunt of his might.
Definitely a great property man. From him you can certainly learn quite a span. Professional, fair and successful too JPG the diplomat gets you out of any stew.
And that brings the four daughters poem to finality Wishing our Dad love, happiness and vitality. Happy birthday to you. Dads like you are so few.
Also among Gerard’s papers is a collection of newspaper articles and a poem entitled Moments, variously attributed to American humourist and cartoonist Don Herold, Argentinian writer Jorge Luis Borges and Nadine Stair, an 85-year-old woman, from Louisville, Kentucky, in the USA.
A few lines seem salient.
“Oh, I’ve had my moments. If I had to do it over again, I’d have more of them.”
The poem is followed by a meme that shows a fox hidden
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in the middle of a pack of hounds, along with the following caption: “When you are in deep shit, look straight ahead, keep your mouth shut and say nothing!”
Gerard’s philosophy towards what has sometimes been a complicated life, has been pretty straightforward.
Reduced to a word it’s probably tenacity. To that, let’s add grace. He got up in the mornings with optimism, energy and enthusiasm, determined to do well out of pride and to provide for his loved ones.
I questioned him at length about his motivation. He has been incredibly dutiful and while reflective and occasionally philosophical, never ponderously so.
The death of his sister Elaine and his parents steeled him. Peter Paola, who officiated at the funeral, said it was heartbreaking to see the three coffins lined up in a row.
It was heartrending to see his best friend deeply but silently distressed.
“Gerard bottled everything up inside and never talked. I think once or twice when we were together and alone we spoke about how it affected him. He showed a very strong outwards appearance.”
To what degree did religion motivate him? “I am not very spiritual,” he says. “But it’s important to make an effort when you don’t want to get out of bed on a cold morning and go to Mass.
“You must believe there is a God. I firmly believe that. I don’t know in what shape. The problem is too big for my mind, the enormity of the whole thing. But I have difficulty in believing only in what is man-made.”
Gerard says there is a fervent religious strain in the Mauritian community which he studiously avoided.
“I don’t argue with people like that at all. “You reach a stage in your life when you don’t discuss that
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anymore. Maybe when you are younger and full of fire and enthusiasm you do.
“It’s an argument no one will ever win. I insisted our children all got baptized, did their first holy communion and were married in the Catholic Church. Madeleine is the only one who practises her faith regularly. We gave them all a good start. It is their choice after that. My approach to faith is that it is a quiet affair. I’m dutiful but I don’t proselytize. It’s the same as my approach to conflict. I try and speak quietly and when the mood is right. I don’t mind dealing with matters directly and head on, but timing is everything.”
On God and the afterlife, Gerard is faithful, pragmatic and inquiring.
Humans are rational thinking beings, conscious of ourselves in the world. Existentialism is inevitable and Gerard believes there is a God.
“But, for others when you’re dead, you’re dead. “There’s nobody around who can tell us the truth unequivocally.
“There must be a God. Consider the vastness of the universe. I can’t imagine there isn’t a space for our souls. I’ve never understood the mystery of life or the complexity of the universe or what set it all in motion. Why does the moon revolve around the earth and cause the tides?
“Nobody can explain who created the universe. There’s no doubt in my mind there is a greater power. I look at the apparitions in Lourdes and I believe (in the Christian God). I have little doubt. But I’ve known not to trip myself up in life with too much questioning about things eternal.
“You will become angst-ridden.” Gerard shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows in a characteristic expression. You have to sustain yourself and reduce your role in life to how you can add value and look after your family.
252

“Don’t make it too complicated. Life for me has been about happy family and good relationships, don’t flog the existential question to death, get on with life.”
In a particularly poignant conversation I asked Gerard about the death of his parents and what his notion of heaven was.
“I’m not sure about the afterlife and whether I will see them again, but if there is one person I want to see, it is my mom.”
He misses her to this day. Gerard says when he and Norma die his daughters should “be grateful that we’ve had so long with you”.
If Gerard dies before Norma, all he asks is that his daughters look after her like she has looked after them.
“She’s been an exemplary mother. “God forbid if she goes before me. All I want is regular contact with my daughters. I don’t need to be surrounded by people. Oh yes, and they should make sure I don’t marry that woman who looked me up on Facebook,” he laughs.
Gerard is a man of his time, to a degree defined by it and the business world and cultural norms of his generation. In some ways he’s typical and in others he is decidedly atypical.
His choice of Peter Paola as a best friend in school and later, and his deep loyalty to Peter was ahead of its time because of his friend’s life choices.
Peter says: “Gerard was supportive and understanding. He’s not conventional or establishment. He was always like that.”
Peter says he counseled Gerard in life as a friend and a priest.
“But he has helped me tremendously, from maths at school through to my leaving the priesthood, which was very traumatic. Members of my family disowned me, it was terrible and there was nothing I could do about it.”
Gerard’s advice to his grandchildren is to love their family, be determined and do the right thing. Never be bound by
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convention, position in society or enslaved to any political belief.
Gerard said he could never tolerate snobbery and prejudice. He says he seldom felt intimidated in swanky society.
“I knew when to keep my mouth shut and when to become involved in a discussion. From a young age I had to engage with older, often important people. My parents conducted themselves well in company and I’ve always had an ability to express myself.
“Nobody is better than anyone else. I was assured of my own confidence in life and I held my own in spite of any artificial notions of superiority.”
Gerard says while he comes from a strong Mauritian heritage, he was always deeply committed to South Africa. That said, he hedged his bets by sending money abroad. In the event of cataclysmic political changes he could give his family a lifeline out.
He does this now and he did it at the height of apartheid. As Gerard has got older, he’s also become less tolerant of patriotic fervour.
“Patriotism in its extreme is jingoistic. We are all citizens of the globe. My dad was strictly Franco-Mauritian, but he dealt with a wide and varied circle. Geographical boundaries are a bit artificial these days, which is why I am glad I salted money away for years. Be at home where there is opportunity, happiness and security. Why be defined by virtue of birth?”
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CHAPTER 38
THE DANCE OF LIFE
How do you faithfully reduce a lifetime of love, struggle, hope, heartache, happiness and so much more to mere lines in a book?
How do you accurately reflect the wonderful characters involved and the epic lives they’ve lived?
Sometimes the task is made easier when writers are gifted with a thread that helps stitch the pieces of a story together.
The cover of this book has a charming picture of Gerard in his early 20s. It depicts a handsome, hopeful young man exuding grace and warmth.
Without aggrandizing Gerard, he has a rare quality that quietly behoves people around him to give of their best.
Gerard’s long-time mate Dick Skinner says a lot is down to Gerard’s keen interest in good people.
“He plays it straight and deals with good people and treats them fairly. Those characteristics make for fantastic relationships.”
Gerard can be strong-willed and even stubborn. But he’s wise and endearing. If he takes a liking to someone, he is kind, good humoured and gentle. His affirmation evokes loyalty and goodness.
Belinda Futcher, 45, is a chartered accountant who works
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for Gerard’s Rising Tides Property Trust that manages his properties. She describes Gerard’s gift for lifting people up. It is a generosity of spirit.
She says, quite simply: “He has taught me to live happier. “He keeps the moral high ground, has humility and is stimulating and challenging at the same time.”
Something in the picture on the cover of the book reflects it. It emerges in conversations about Gerard. It’s something he adds to the atmosphere.
It was palpably evident at the wedding of his daughter Camille in July 2017. Videos of the event are an uplifting record of the impact Gerard has on those around him.
Physically Gerard is way different now to the dapper youngster on the book cover. He’s a big man, hobbled by the effects of the stroke, but he still exudes the same spirit. It is warm, strong and reassuring.
Camille’s wedding took place beneath the skies on a beautiful sunny day in Mbona in the KwaZulu-Natal Midlands. The wedding was an intimate affair, held on the front lawn of the family’s beloved holiday home.
The wedding had touching moments of poignancy. It began with the song “A Thousand Years,” by Christina Perri. A grand piano and string orchestration accompanies Perri’s hauntingly romantic lyrics.
Little Max appears in the frame. Gerard’s youngest grandchild is adorably decked out in chinos, button up shirt and blue blazer. Jauntily set atop his head is a beret. He tramps dutifully down the hill, spiffy and filled with a sense of the occasion, in spite of his tender years.
Soon after he’s made his way down the path, the crisp winter grass crunching beneath his feet, Gerard and Camille appear in the frame, arm in arm. Gerard also dons a beret and their walk down the open air aisle couldn’t be more tender.
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It is a happy moment for a woman whose first love was stolen by his untimely death. Camille manages to be simultaneously beautiful and goofy and her new husband, Paul Reynolds, is captivated.
Perri’s words, “I have died every day waiting for you,” play in your mind as Camille and Paul exchange vows. By the time she promises to “live within the warmth of your heart and always make it my home”, you are swallowing hard. If that didn’t get you then the next frame of the video surely will. In it Camille and Gerard are dancing to Frank Sinatra’s I did it My Way.
You’d have to be made of stone not to shed a tear. Camille and Gerard are playful, singing along with Old Blue Eyes. The words are fitting for both of them. Camille is safe and content in her father’s arms. Perhaps Gerard holds more than Camille. It’s as though she’s emblematic of his love for his entire family. Gerard is a man at peace, comfortable in his skin. He firmly, but gently carries the fortitude of his parents, his family’s sense of place.
There’s something in the air as they dance. It is intangible, though vividly real, it’s a sense of love and legacy.
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CHAPTER 39
GERARD’S MESSAGE TO HIS GRANDCHILDREN
“As you can see, life was not always easy for me. But I hope you get from me the tenacity to move forward and make the best of every situation. Through all my big lows, I never thought of giving up. I picked myself up and worked at overcoming the hurdles, massive as they were.
“Family is the greatest gift from God. They are always there for you, in good times and in bad, doubling the joys and halving the sorrows.You will appreciate your parents more when you become parents one day and realize what it is all about.
“In life you must have a good balance between work and play. I was not always good at that, but I did have Normie as my backup at home.
“Find a career that you will love, a job or a business you look forward to going to or doing everyday.
“When the time is right, choose a life partner who is your best friend. Accept them as they are, people do not change. Trust each other always, never giving an opportunity to doubt your loyalty and commitment. See how they treat their parents. That is how they will treat you one day.
“Justin, you have just started your studies to become a chartered accountant like me. With your systematic approach
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to problem solving I am sure you will be successful. Find a job that you will look forward to every day. Your working life is a long one. Your chosen degree will take you a long way and open many doors.
“Sam, you are starting grade 11. I wish you everything you hope for and being a compulsive dreamer, I hope you will make lots of money, own a sports car and marry well. When the time is right you will marry. Love and cherish your partner forever. Trust each other and be loyal and committed.
“Sarah and Anna, my wish is that your friendship which is so evident carries on for many more years and that you remain the nice sweet girls who we have seen. You are very capable and one day you will have careers and be wives and mothers. Love your work and look forward to it. Choose a partner who adores you and who will cherish you for the rest of your lives together.
“Danny, my wish is that you become a good batsman in addition to being an expert chess player. I predict that you will be an engineer. You are a unique boy and with your qualities and concentration, dedication and enthusiasm and creativity, the world is at your feet.
“Pippa and Jemima, my wish is that you will continue loving the world and the people in it. Your hearts are expanding and yours, I’m sure, have the capacity to expand a lot. If you can, remain sweet little girls, closely attached to your mother and father. Ultimately, you will be amazing, blessed with a family.
“Gemma, Keira and Erin, my wish is that being as close as you are in age you should always be friends, protecting one another. You will grow into beautiful young ladies. Find husbands who will adore you. See how your suitors treat their mothers to see how they will ultimately treat you as wives.
“Max, you are the last of the tribe of 11 grandchildren. I
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foresee you becoming a first class sportsman like your father. You have a big responsibility to look after and protect your sisters. I can already see you are caring and kind, remain that way and love your family, always.
“These are the wishes that Norma and I have for you. We wish you everything of the best for the future, whatever it holds for you when we have passed from this world.”
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CHAPTER 40
A MESSAGE FROM GERARD
I have always wanted to write a book of my life.
I am a quiet and private person and lots of incidents that I have been involved in are not recorded.
I believe that before I become totally senile, I must record these thoughts in the form of a book, mainly for the benefit of my four daughters and 11 grandchildren. But my extended family and friends and others might enjoy it or derive some value from it.
Norma said that she was not prepared to get involved in assisting me in writing the book, it was too big a job for her. She felt the book would only have a limited appeal. That warning withstanding, I pressed on.
I had to find a biographer and the name Greg Ardé sprung to mind. Greg was an outstanding reporter for The Mercury, Daily News and Sunday Tribune and his was a name that went around the city.
One Saturday morning Norma put his telephone number in front of me and said: there is your man. I immediately phoned Greg and asked him if he was prepared to write my biography.
Greg’s response was that the timing could not have been better as he was finishing a stint with the Sunday Times
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and the idea of doing a biography had always fascinated him. We met a few days later in October 2016 and you are holding the results in your hands.
The incidents I recount and Greg records are real live incidents that have happened during my life.
My business life has been most exciting but sometimes the pressure was intense. But, I enjoyed my work life and if I had to live my life again I would not have chosen a different way of doing it.
My friends, whom I have made over 50 years, are firm friends and I share with them long-term partnerships. I have sometimes forsaken social events as I was frequently required to travel and the free time I had left I wanted above all to spend with my family.
That said, we did frequent trips around South Africa and overseas including Mauritius. These are trips that we continue to do regularly.
I have had only one wife for 52 years and this is due to Norma’s generous giving and caring nature. We have raised four daughters and watched them happily married and produce 11 grandchildren between them. We are a closely knit family despite being spread far and wide.
Norma’s true nature came to the fore in 1964, when as a 19-year-old, she sat next to my hospital bed and read from my text books for days on end, sacrificing her leave to do it. I was preparing to write my final chartered accountants examination. I knew then that this was the person with whom I wanted to spend the rest of my life.
We married 12 months later and the rest is known to my family and friends, as described in this book.
We raised our daughters to be caring and loving people and I am pleased to say we are very proud of them today. We hope that they will bring up their children in the same fashion.
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My book details the bumps along the journey of life, and I have certainly had my fair share of them. But due to medical science and the grace of God I have survived and thrived.
I could not have chosen a better author than Greg Ardé. He has a knack of grasping the important details and discarding the less-important ones. He has a sensitive nature and a happy disposition. His positive, front-footed approach to life comes through in the book.
I hope that you have enjoyed reading about my life.
Sincerely Gerard de Rauville
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Our greatest glory is not in never falling, but in rising every time we fall
– CONFUCIUS
Live as if you were to die tomorrow. Learn as if you were to live forever
– GANDHI
An optimist sees an opportunity in every calamity, a pessimist sees a calamity in every opportunity
– WINSTON CHURCHILL

The end
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My mother’s sister having married into the de Rauville clan, I grew up among the excitable characters in this lovely book. Many a Sunday was spent at their Salt Rock beach “compound” having my chubby cheeks double kissed by a gaggle of grown ups with funny accents. Theirs is an interesting family with a penchant for loud and lively debates. “Uncle Gerard”, the most genteel of the brothers, is a clever, polished businessman who adores his family. He’s had a profoundly rich life filled with love and drama and amazing highs and lows. It is an inspiring tale of triumph over adversity, both humorous and poignant, expertly explored by Greg Ardé (himself of Mauritian extraction & partial to a good yarn).
Columnist and veteran journalist Wendy Knowler.


Greg Ardé has done a fine job of bringing to life the story of this remarkable family and a leading South African businessman. It’s a motivational, absorbing tale of unbelievable heartbreak, but also of resilience and courage. Gerard de Rauville’s life represents triumph of the human spirit over adversity. It’s a page turner. The writer is to be commended for his easy-to-read style; the book is accessible and thoroughly enjoyable.
Philani Mgwaba, Sowetan Publisher and former editor of The Mercury, The Sunday Tribune, Pretoria News and Isolezwe.


