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I have often wondered if there is such a thing as a soul in a place, or a name, or an institution. Having 
had our boys studying at Falcon College in Zimbabwe over the last 8 years, I have become convinced 
that such a thing is very real. The soul of Falcon is something incredibly motivating and powerful, and I 
am humbled and privileged to have felt so intimately part of the soul of the Falcon family through our 
children’s foundational years. 
 
It’s difficult to explain to those that have not been parents, or students, or associates of Falcon. I have 
been involved with other institutions, both in Zimbabwe and in many places far away from Zimbabwe, 
but Falcon, out amongst the rocky Matabeleland hills and thorn trees, breeds something unique, 
something that I believe is passionately powerful and full of an unquenchable life of its very own. I want 
to make a brief attempt to put into words some of the essence of what the soul of Falcon is about - so 
that others may benefit from it too. 
 

 
 

After the 2019 speech day, I was speaking to an Australian who was visiting with a fellow parent. She 
had never been to Zimbabwe before and she didn’t know anything about Falcon - but it was plain that 
she was very moved. In fact, throughout the speech day, even though she was a hardened Aussie 
outback cattle rancher, with no Zimbabwe or Falcon background, she was very emotional - just like the 
rest of us. Like most of us she shed tears. The soul of Falcon had touched this complete outsider, 
because she realized she was experiencing something that was completely beyond anything she had 
known in Australia or elsewhere in the world. 



A soul - a good soul - is created in a place when a group of impassioned people with integrity come 
together in that place to create something exceptional for others. A fire is then kindled, and so long as 
that fire is stoked by equally impassioned people - with integrity - that fire burns. The Falcon fire, that 
blazes up on so many occasions, is something wonderfully real. The very hardness of the thornveld and 
the rocks, and all the difficulties we have all gone through in Zimbabwe, only makes that fire burn hotter 
and more fiercely. The Australian outsider I spoke to, felt the heat and the intensity of that fire. 
 

 
 
“What I really like,” she said, “is the strong morals and integrity”. This is something that I believe is 
lacking more and more in around the world as Christianity becomes less foundational in society and 
morality becomes more blurred. 
 
Places or institutions that get overtaken by a corporate identity, struggle to blaze in the same way as a 
place like Falcon. Their lifeblood is written in the grey shadowy script of lifeless protocols and 
procedures. Like a worn out flint, the corporation struggles to light a fire and create an impassioned 
soul. This is one of the big problems in our world today: as large and unwieldy corporations become 
more prevalent in society, the men and women within them have a propensity to take on the same gray 
corporate persona. This persona restricts the individual’s lifeblood so that it struggles to spark and fire. 
 
Where an institution is small enough though, and where the individual is allowed to shine through some 
common hardship, a common bond develops between fellow individuals and the soul fire begins to burn 
and blaze. That is why the Falcon star shines so brightly and Falcon is respected so greatly by all the 
bigger institutions. Falcon has always punched way above its weight. 

   

 
 
In the inter-house swimming gala after the speech day, I was struck by a boy that had arrived from 
another country a few years back. I remembered seeing him then. He was overweight, flabby, unfit, 
pasty. I remember thinking, “how sad”. 
 



I looked at him again now - with just a year to go ‘til he “takes to the skies”. He was muscled, fit, strong, 
honed - a confidant, polite, bronze of a young man. It struck me overwhelmingly how he had changed 
and grown into the young man he had become. I thought, “How amazing! What a testament to the soul 
of Falcon.” 
 
Then I watched Liam O’Hara, the head boy, swim. He recently came 30th in the Junior World 
Championships in Budapest. Seeing him dive and torpedo through the water like Ahab’s great harpoon, I 
couldn’t help but think of a Falcon swooping from the skies on its quarry. What an embodiment of the 
Falcon attributes of discipline, humility and integrity that young man has shown. 
 
A little earlier that day I had watched another ex-Zimbabwe school boy, Tendai Mtawarira, known as 
“The Beast”, who had been at Falcon’s main rival school, Peterhouse, play rugby. (Incidentally, and I 
have to say this, Falcon wins the majority of first team rugby matches - winning 15 and drawing 1 of the 
25 matches since 2002 in the Reg Querl Falcon era.) Tendai dominated in the scrum and was a key man 
in South Africa’s Rugby World Cup victory in Japan on Saturday 2 November in the green and gold 
Springbok jersey. What a testament to a Zimbabwean education these boys are.  
 
Another Zimbabwe rugby player in the World Cup, David Pocock, played in the Australian team and has 
even captained them, as well as been a finalist in the World International Rugby Player of the Year 
Award, 3 times! 
 
During the Falcon leavers’ dinner, when the leavers were standing shoulder to shoulder with their 
headmaster and his wife, and swaying to right and left with the school song being pumped out by their 
fit young lungs at full volume - for all they were worth - I thought: “ We are so very blessed to be in such 
a place that our children can get a full and rounded education, where the very best is brought out by an 
exceptional staff and governance body, and where excellence triumphs in such a heart-warming way in 
a continent where excellence is so often severely lacking. These leavers are ready to soar.” 
 

   
Stephen, our younger son (above left), wrote - and it was quoted in the head boy’s speech: 
 
“I don’t know of a place so small and insignificant that has such an impact on so many lives by so much 
for so long.”  



As a Falcon boy, he and his brother, Josh, have flown the Falcon flag on the summits of both the highest 
mountains in Africa and the highest mountain in all the Americas, Mount Aconcagua. 
 

 
 

Heading out for Mount Aconcagua 
 
“Sic Itur Ad Astra” is the visionary school motto that was being sung out so passionately by everyone 
present: “Reach for the Stars.” A Falcon education is such an epic way to enter manhood (and 
womanhood), and go on to seize the day - and life - and all that the day - and life - will throw at them. 
Falcon leavers of 2019: I pray that you soar on your silver Falcon wings and with God’s help and 
guidance, fly high to the stars in all that is to come. 
 
To Reg and Martha Querl, I echo Andy Laing in his exceptional speech day speech: “We salute you!” We 
all salute you! You have been beyond exceptional! We are so thankful to you and all your staff.” 
 
To Dave Van Wyk, the incoming Headmaster, a former student, master, and a lifetime carrier of the 
Falcon fire, we are so grateful that you are returning from overseas at this time, and that the Falcon 
heart will remain beating hard! We know that the Falcon fire will continue to blaze and the Falcon soul 
will remain intact. 
 
To mothers and fathers with children who you want to soar as they go into adulthood, seize the day, get 
your children out of town into the magic of the bush. We haven’t remained in Africa to be in town. You 
won’t regret sending them to Falcon. I heard our boys - now young men - talking recently. One said to 
the other: “I think Falcon is the best school in the world.” 
 
Then, without a pause, and in absolute sincerity the other replied: “Yes. By far.” 
 
I think that says it all. 

 

 

Ben 
BEN FREETH 
 

 
 

 


