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Tribute
He had joie de vivre
Obituary of Louis RG Serrurier SC
David Unterhalter SC

When I came to the Bar, Louis was al-
ready a well-regarded silk, specialising in
intellectual property and unlawful com-
petition. My first junior brief on trial in
the Supreme Court was with Louis. The
case concerned an Eskom power station.
The defendant was said to have copied a
leak-detection system used in the power
station.

Louis taught me some important
lessons. Spend time thinking through the
key issues in the case. Don’t get drawn
into peripheral disputes; get on with the
things that matter to the case. Maintain a
collegial and, if possible, friendly rela-
tionship with your opponents – made
easy, in that case, by Guy Hoffman SC on
the other side. Recognise that trials have
their twists and turns: they are unpre-
dictable. A lengthy trial is like an opera,
don’t be fooled by the ascendancy at the
first interval. And, since litigation invol-
ves long hours, make sure there is some
fun to be had along the way. Not for
Louis, the spare ascetisim of some.

Louis had a good legal mind. He
thought things through, his manner in

Boxing Blue in the Heavyweight Division.
He a Second Dan in karate.

Antony came to the Bar in 1988 and,
thanks to his sharp mind and meticulous
preparation, soon developed a thriving
commercial practice with particular em-
phasis on company law, insurance and
mining law. In 2002, he took chambers in
20 Essex Street, London, and for a while
practised there. But he was a devoted
South African with strong roots in Stel-
lenbosch and the pull of his native coun-
try and his beloved farm in Dullstroom
drew him back.

I knew Antony both as a colleague
and friend. I met him on a weekend
away at the farm of a former member of
the Bar, Glenn Turner. He certainly lived
up to his Oxford nickname – Maelstrom
– enjoying himself with a ferocious ener-
gy and spontaneity which left one as-
tonished. He was a great cook, loved
good food, and red wine. Glenn’s mother
had learnt to keep a safe distance from
Antony after he once inadvertently threw

her into a swimming pool, fully clothed,
assuming the person approaching from
behind was Glenn. Antony was immen-
sely strong, and friends knew not to
leave fragile things near him as he was
terribly clumsy and always managed to
break them. When he wrestled with the
family dog (a giant bullmastiff), one felt
concern for the dog. He once knocked a
horse to the ground after it had bolted
with him.

Antony was a voracious reader and
widely knowledgeable. This made him a
fascinating conversationalist. He was not
one to let go of a favourite topic easily
and thought deeply about life. At heart,
he was a philosopher, but when neces-
sary also used his physical strength and
judo skills, once disarming a startled
armed robber and turning the gun on
the would-be assailant. His true nature,
though, was that of a gentle giant.

Antony was well-known for his start-
ling laugh, which an Oxford friend has
likened to the braying of a donkey on

crystal meth. My most recent, favourite
memory of Antony is of a fishing trip to
Cuba last year. The guides initially re-
garded him with a mixture of curiosity
and cautious fascination but soon appre-
ciated his humour and enthusiasm. I
don’t recall laughing quite so often or
loudly as we did on that trip. We visited
the El Floridita Bar in Havana, Heming-
way’s favourite, famous for its life-size
statue of the great author leaning on the
bar counter. Antony was a great admirer,
and I suspect that, had their lives over-
lapped, even Hemingway would have
paused to listen to Antony.

Antony’s widow Susan and their
three children, Camilla, Victoria and
Christopher, mourn this devastating loss,
but are buoyed by the outpouring of
goodwill and love for Antony, which has
manifested from far and wide.

What a fair and revered judge Antony
would one day have made. What a tragic
waste. The Bar is poorer for the passing
of a unique colleague and friend.

court was low-key and concise. He was
attentive to questions from the Bench.
His submissions carried force because he
was astute to recognise the points against
him, and squared up to them. His style
was far removed from the varieties of
blunderbuss submissions or repetitive
legal vanities that sometimes pass for
advocacy. And Louis had a real interest in
the way lines of authority developed in
an area of law. He was alive to nuances
and used them to good effect to incline a
case in his favour.

Louis was also a person of different
parts. As much at ease with the machis-
mo of hunting and fishing as with the
enjoyment of classical music at Thursday
evening concerts. He had joie de vivre. He
could be serious and reflective, but de-
precated taking himself too seriously. He
was a patient leader; not patronising, but
exacting where it was required.

And then he was prematurely struck
by a disabling condition that took from
him the ability to be the advocate he
was. Typical of him, he recognized that to
practise in a diminished way was a dis-
service to himself and to his clients.

He left the Bar. His was a career cut
short. But those who had the pleasure of
working with him, remember him with
fondness.


