
As the December holiday came to an end and January 
approached, a group of 62 young ladies waited patiently, 
after receiving acceptance into one of the oldest and most 
esteemed female residences on campus, for the 21st of 
January 2016. The 21st of January is a day that would mark a 
lot of things. It would mark the coming of age and a new 
found sense of independence. It would mark finally reaching 
that goal of being able to say, “I am a university student”. But 
most importantly it would mark the beginning of Welcoming 
Week. 

Welcoming Week – a term that you hear about from others 
who have come before you but that you can never fully 
understand until you go through it yourself. A week where the 
days are long and the nights are short. A week where there is 
no stopping because there is so much to do. A week where 
one will skakel so much that one never wants to skakel again.  
A week  of pure fun, enjoyment and most importantly bond-
ing and creating relationships with people that we would be 
spending the rest of the year with. 

One of the very first things we did this year during welcoming 
week was Trapkarre. Where for the first time ever we met our 
Vensters partners – Huis Marais. June and Grace spent hours 
with us teaching us chants and dance moves that we could 
do at Trapkarre. All of us first years were totally amped.  We 
had the songs down, the dance moves down and the attitude 
down but when we got to Trapkarre and Huis Marais didn’t 
want to sing with us – we were mad. We sang and danced our 
hearts out whilst Huis Marais guys just sat and stared at us. 
They did not make a very good impression on us and we were 
then nervous as we would have to spend hours with these 
guys for Vensters practice.  Later on, however, we found out 
that the Huis Marais guys had been instructed not to sing and 
dance along with us! We also had a skakel with them at the 
Botanical Gardens where they eased our minds as they 
turned out to be not so bad after all.

Welcoming Week



Since we are on the topic of skakels, let’s talk 
about thems – those oh-so-awkward gathering 
where a bunch of men are gathered like 
soldiers on one side of a field and a bunch of 
women are gathered like – well woman – on the 
other side of the field and then they must 
come together to  “skakel”.  Sometimes we did 
activities where we got to know the guys by 
being forced to interact with them – which was 
great. But other times we were just told to 
“approach” and get to know them. What was 
bad is if a guy saw you coming in his direction 
and then he turned away! But hey, it wasn’t all 
that bad because at least during one skakel we 
all got serenaded. Although it was a little 
awkward because the Pieke men had to go 
down on one knee and hold our hands and 
make eye contact with us the entire time whilst 
they were singing.

Speaking of men, one of the most memorable 
nights was when our HK, Grace was captured 
by a group of them and held hostage and we 
had to go rescue her. A group of men 
surrounded the building in which Grace was 
being kept in – a group of shirtless and slippery 
men (the slipperiness was a tactic! They had 
put something on their bodies to make it 
harder for us to hold on to them) because you 
see, in order to rescue our HK we need to get 
through this wall of men. It was hard. We fell, 
we got pushed, we got wet and muddy but 
with team work we broke through the wall, got 
Grace and three of our very own captives that 
we got to bring back to Harmonie with us.

 



Welcoming wasn’t always just full of men though. 
Welcoming Week was about us, as Harmoniete, 
young women getting to know each other and 
forming bonds as well as getting to know 
ourselves and transitioning into this new stage of 
our lives. We had many a long sessions in the 
cookery where we smiled together, where we cried 
together and where we bonded together. And 
when we were ready the HK gathered us all 
together and led us to Coetzenburg.  It was a hot 
day but we made it, we walked up that hill and 
then another and then another and got to stand at 
the top as a group of Harmoniete and sing the 
house song. The pride and joy that filled all of us 
was insurmountable to say the least as we had 
now learnt a song that no other girl was privileged 
enough to sing.  We were now Harmoniete. We 
were the next generation in a long line of genera-
tions that had come to pass before us that could 
one day proudly say, “I am a Harmoniet”. It was 
truly an amazing experience. 

Yes, Welcoming Week was long and hard and 
tiring but it was totally worth it as we were 
welcomed and introduced to not only Harmonie 
but the Stellenbosch society at large. Welcoming 
Week was a week for us as little caterpillars to grow 
and develop in our little cocoons so that at the 
end of it we would be able to hatch as butterflies 
and spread our wings, with a strong support 
system of sisters behind us as we would take on 
the colossal task of being a 1st year at Stellen-
bosch University. 
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