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This month’s newsletter has all the makings of a classy magazine. 
 
Please read and re-read David’s most poetic “editorial” in which he describes an early morning 
walk with the dogs and then the joys with which his grandson engages with the world. He 
encourages us, as Jesus did, to gaze with the wonder of a child, at the gifts of life. 
 
In the Real – life Drama section, we have the intrepid Leanne Seelinger, hopping on the plane 
to Johannesburg and returning a few days later as a family! In her own words, Leanne tells us 
the heart-warming story of the whole journey that culminated in the adoption of one-year old 
Kamohelo. 
 
In Community Corner, we hear what some members of the congregation got up to on Mandela 
Day and Celene describes her involvement with the Love to Give project in Kayamandi. At the 
end of the article is some very handy “How to Help” advice. PLEASE DO! 
 
In The Travel Section, Karin and Mike Burns tell us the remarkable story of how Roxy, James and 
Karin travelled to London, where Roxy was invited to speak at an AT conference.  
 
We end up with forthcoming events as usual. 

 
Jane v Wilgen 

 
********************* 

 



A MESSAGE from DAVID 
 
Dear Friends 
 
We are dog-sitting our daughter’s border collie for a fortnight. Every morning this week we’ve 
set out while it was still half dark to walk Splash and our two Golden Retrievers in the 
Paradyskloof forest. The dogs are in the kingdom of high delight. They dash eagerly about from 
tree to tree, sniffing, piddling, and marking out their territory. The crisp winter air acts as a 
wonderful soundboard for the various signs of emerging morning life: an African Goshawk with 
its distinctive clicking call; the harsh, jumbled, rasping sounds of a Fork-tailed Drongo; the 
distant hum of traffic; the wheels of a train as it slowly pulls into the station.  As I walked along 
the path this morning, listening to the birthing of another day as the pastel light gradually 
erased the darkness, I was awed once again by the wonder of creation as the ‘theatre of God’s 
glory’ (John Calvin). 
My psalm for the week is Psalm 24, which opens with the declaration: “The earth is the Lord’s 
and everything in it, the world, and all who live in it.” This startling claim to God’s sovereignty is 
an affront to the post-modern mindset.  The psalmist continues:  “Who may ascend the hill of 
the Lord?  Who may stand in his holy place? Those who have clean hands and a pure heart…”  
 
As I ascended the Paradyskloof hill – each step bringing greater distance and perspective on 
the waking world scurrying below and the busyness of my own heart – I realised how frequently 
I don’t stop long enough to listen and to watch. It is far easier to allow the busyness and 
responsibilities of each day to dull my awareness of the sounds and sights of life around me. 
Our grandson, Callum, hasn’t yet lost his capacity to listen, to watch and to wonder: his ears 
and eyes are alert to the various sounds and sights of life. His astonishment draws our attention 
once again as he mimics the Hadeda or hunkers down on his haunches to watch the slow 
movement of a bug or prod a worm. It seems that the capacity for wonder is crucial for living 
wholeheartedly. Is this one of the reasons why Jesus encourages us to have the eyes and hearts 
of children filled with awe at the gift of life?   
 
As a congregation we need to be alert to the wonder of God’s ways amongst us: listening to 
and looking for signs of His creative Spirit at work and seeking to respond to His invitation to 
share in His work in the world.  It is encouraging to note the many ways in which our members 
are involved in serving, caring, and enabling the wider community and people in need. May we 
continue to listen carefully to God’s Spirit at work in our midst as we support and encourage 
one another in living out this affirmation that “The earth is the Lord’s and everything in it, the 
world, and all who live in it.” 
With love 
David 



KAMOHELO 
By Leanne Seeliger 

 

When I attended the first Wandisa adoption meeting in February this year I had no idea that in 
less than five months I would be mom to a bouncy beautiful one year old, Kamohelo. I had 
always wanted to be a mother but never got my timing right when it came to relationships, 
work and my love of adventure. My best friend introduced me to a neighbour in Jamestown, 
also single and in her forties, who had recently adopted. I hesitated initially - because I thought 
it best to be married and settled first - and then my resistance crumbled and I jumped into the 
deep. 

Wandisa is a national adoption agency with an office in Somerset West. They do a thorough 
screening process, preparing you for adoption and then matching you prayerfully with a child. 
It is a carefully considered process centred on the needs of the child and the personality, 
capabilities and limitations of the potential parent. You can state whether you want a girl or 
boy, their age and the kind of circumstances that you feel comfortable with. 

I asked for a lively little girl between the ages of 1 and 2 years old. I felt that my community 
work and very social lifestyle would require of a child to be adaptable and confident. After two 
social work interviews, two psychological evaluations, two group sessions, several online 
adoption courses, non-stop phone calls to family and friends plus lots of paperwork I was 
placed on the national adoption registry as a potential mom. When Kamo’s picture and life 
story were placed in my email box, I phoned my best friend and my brother and asked for 
prayer. By midday, I had filled her birthday in on the family calendar.  

I have a decent job and rent a house, but I don’t have much for extras. But of course, God knew 
this. My family and friends organised me a massive baby shower that supplied me with all I 
needed a week before I was due to leave to fetch her. This included a high chair; a push chair; 
car seats; a cot; four-month supply of nappies; formula; cute clothes; creams and toys. Even 
more timely, my work was a having a “lekgotla” in Johannesburg: this meant my work paid for 
my flight to fetch Kamo. I just had to pay for car hire and accommodation to visit and then 
fetch her from the home for the custody hearing in Meyerton. I was to spend two days with her, 
the weekend before the custody hearing. 

I arrived at The Love of Christ Ministries in Bronkhorstfontein two weeks later both nervous and 
excited. Would she like me? Would I like her? She was brought into the office and plonked on 
my lap. She looked at me with big wide eyes. She didn’t cry or look over-excited. She just 
observed me confidently for a long time. Something she still does a lot when she meets 
someone new. We walked around the small holding on which the home is located several times 
and, by the afternoon, we both decided we liked each other just fine.  



In between I did have a small panic attack - I am in over my head!  I can’t do this! - but this 
didn’t last long.  

The Love of Christ Ministries is a wonderful home, created by Thea Jarvis, a mother with a very 
big heart. The children are all given individual attention and raised in a family atmosphere. If 
they are not adopted by another family either locally or overseas, they remain part of the Jarvis 
family. The social worker and volunteers cried when Kamo left. I could see that they really loved 
her. 

The custody hearing went smoothly. Kamo banged on the magistrate’s desk loudly when he 
said that I was granted custody of her. I wisely stayed at a friend’s house in Johannesburg for 
two days. My friend – and now one of Kamo’s godmothers - has two children of her own and a 
nanny. Those were two days well spent as I embarked on an accelerated course in child care.  
My new-found skills were soon tested:  she also promptly needed a nappy change when I was 
dropping off the rental car at the airport and my hands were laden with luggage and credit 
cards. The ride to the airport was probably the most difficult part of the whole adoption 
process. If anyone is considering adoption make sure there is someone to help you get on the 
plane when you fetch your little munchkin. The plane ride was fine, apart from the descent to 
the airport where she cried a little because her ears were popping.  We both slept on the 
journey. 

It is now six weeks later and I am about to return to work. I have had an incredible six week 
baptism into motherhood. I don’t think anything can prepare you for this. You and your baby 
are two unique individuals. You have to work it out together. There is no recipe and no amount 
of advice can cover how the two of you get on with it. And get on with it, is what Kamo and I 
did.  

We made the most of our life together in these six weeks. We visited and were visited by 
neighbours, colleagues, godparents, friends and family. She was enrolled at a local crèche 
where hugs and kisses are as important as routine and discipline. We found her local 
grandparents – my parents are overseas. We celebrated her first birthday with three of her new 
friends. We went on plenty of dog walks and visited the local park. Two new teeth also 
appeared and she is now chewing confidently on naartjies, bananas, toast, fish, chicken, rice 
cakes and my cheek. We made it to church several times. Admittedly, we had to be confined to 
the cry room because Kamo wanted to interact with the minister personally while he was 
conducting the service. 

I have to admit, I am ready to go back to work as I know Kamo is ready to go back to school. 
There was no crying when I dropped her off this morning. She was cooing at the teacher and 
didn’t blink an eye when I left. But that’s us. We are very different. She is black and I am white. 
She was born near Vereeniging and I was born in East London. She is loud, demonstrative and 
extroverted. I am more contemplative, introverted and quieter. But we are also very similar. We 
are both cheerful and full of beans. We are also both strong-willed and passionate. Kamo is 



passionate about music and fitting “things into things” and 
I still love the community work I always did.  

In short, we fit. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*********************

We are family: Kamo with her 
godmother Deborah Saxton and 

god sister Alexa Saxton 

Mommy Leanne's brief pregnancy: 
Friends prepared me for 

motherhood at a baby shower at 
my neighbour Linda's house 

My first solo: Kamo playing up a 
storm at Granny Liz and Grandpa 

John's house 
Kamohelo arrives 



WHAT SOME MEMBERS OF THE CONGREGATION DID  
FOR THEIR 67 MINUTES ON MANDELA DAY 

Collated and written by Celene Hunter 
 

A couple of people responded to David’s invitation to share with us how they spent Mandela 
Day.  

Margie Hurndall emailed that “on Mandela Day I spent 67 minutes spring (winter)-cleaning my 
cupboards – and collecting (almost 67) unused/unwanted items, which I will be donating to 
some local people/institutions in need. How’s that for a win-win?” 

Audrey Falconer wrote: “Alec & Hillary Brierley have just been in to deliver her Mandela day  
contribution, she has made 6 fleecy blankets, 9 cot sheets, 4 Mother Theresa jerseys and 2 pairs 
of bootees for Louise Houston to hand out at the Stellenbosch hospital. She got all the material 
donated from a factory shop - some soiled - and she washed this all before sewing. This is an 
ongoing project and she often brings items to give away. A truly wonderful committed couple.” 

I spent my Mandela morning visiting Love to Give, a community development organisation 
which operates in School Crescent, Kayamandi. My first contact with this organisation was 
about eight years ago, when I was still teaching at Somerset College. I was Head of the 
Outreach Portfolio at the time and was intrigued when Kate Rosholt, one of the pupils involved 
in outreach, told me of the feeding programme which her Mum and a few friends had just 
started in Kayamandi. As part of the Grade 8 Social Sciences curriculum involved studying 
Human Settlements, I arranged with Annabel Rosholt for our learners to visit the centre and 
have a tour of Kayamandi. I was unable to attend that day as I was teaching another class, but 
I’ll never forget the various responses our pupils had to this experience – probably their first 
visit to a township. For most it was inconceivable that people could be living in those conditions 
so close to such affluence.  Recent research reveals that this gap is widening. In Enkanini, the 
section of Kayamandi that is spreading up the Papagaaiberg, between 8 000 – 10 000 people 
are living in shacks, many of whom are young people who have migrated from the Eastern 
Cape in search of better education or work opportunities.  There are 60 toilets in the area: 150 
people use 1 toilet. There are 36 taps: each tap used by 250 people. These are amongst the 
poorest of the poor and it is to this community in particular that Love to Give is making such a 
difference. 

I arrived at the centre on Friday morning, along with Mark Reuter and another Somerset 
College student who had volunteered to spread sandwiches, just as it began to rain. But the 
warmth of the welcome quickly made up for the cold grey skies, and I settled down to listen to 
the presentation. 

I was gob-smacked to see how what had started in 2005 as a group of friends making 
sandwiches for hungry schoolchildren had burgeoned into a programme that not only fed 



more than 2 000 school children per day, but provided skills training for mothers and those 
wanting to break out of the desperate cycle of poverty and unemployment.  They are not just 
handing out fish, but teaching people how to fish… 

Love to Give’s main focus is on families in financial crisis whose children are malnourished. 
These families are identified through bi-annual height and weight screenings of all the primary 
school children in Kayamandi as well as referrals from other organisations. Malnourished 
children are identified and put onto a supplementary feeding scheme where they receive a 
fortified porridge every school morning as well as a peanut butter sandwich, glass of milk and a 
piece of fruit at break time.  

The families of these children are then visited by the Love to Give health care workers and the 
mothers are brought onto a six month intervention programme. They commit to spend two 
mornings a week at the centre and in exchange Love to Give provides them with milk and 
bread weekly as well as a monthly food parcel.  

With the nutritional needs of their families taken care of for the next six months, the women are 
encouraged to start thinking of a life that could be different. They are provided with training in 
how to grow vegetables in the two large community gardens (the produce from these gardens 
is shared by all) and are encouraged to start home gardens to supplement their families’ meals. 
They have the opportunity to learn skills like computer literacy, crafts and embroidery and are 
assisted with compiling CVs and applying for jobs. 

A business management course is run every six months. Any woman who completes a viable 
business plan is offered a small interest free loan to start her business. All the women attend a 
weekly support group and can share and get help and advice on the issues that they face. 

Between 30 and 40% of the hundred women who enter the programme every six months finish 
the programme in a better position than when they started. Many are earning an income for 
the first time in their lives and take pride in being able to better support their families. 

Just over 2 000 children are fed every school day. This includes 27 crèches as well as after 
school sports and OT programmes and any high school student who is hungry.  With this 
intervention, all of these children stand an increased chance of succeeding at school and going 
on to tertiary education and training. This vastly improves their chances of breaking free from 
the poverty cycle in which their families have been trapped for generations. 

How can you help? 

In the words of Nelson Mandela, "Poverty is not an accident. Like slavery and apartheid it is 
man-made and can be removed by the actions of human beings."  

Sponsorship is about real people helping real people, and gives you a chance to assist people 
who cannot help themselves unless you give them the opportunity to do so. Love to Give 
operates entirely on donations and cannot survive without them.  



You could help Love to Give in the following ways: 

· Second-hand clothes: some women have started their own businesses selling used 
clothes.  

· Reading glasses: these are especially useful for women in our sewing classes. 
· Vegetable seedlings: for women who want to start home food gardens. 
· Mentor a gardener: if you have knowledge to share, our women would love to learn 

from you. 
· Sponsor washable Sanitary Pads (Subz)  

August is Women’s month, honouring both women’s ongoing contribution to our 
common life and highlighting the particular challenges faced by women in our societies.  
For many girls and women, menstruation - while an inconvenient hassle (at school we 
called it a curse!)  – is hardly a limitation on our lifestyle and choices.  But for the 
approximately 9 million women in South Africa who do not have access to feminine 
hygiene wear, menstruation is indeed a ‘curse’. They have no means to dispose of 
menstrual fluid and they do not have underwear. This has profound implications: girls 
do not attend school when menstruating and women stay away from work. The AIDS 
virus affects menstruating women, but without ‘khululeka’ (freedom) they do not have 
the power to negotiate sexual relationships. Love to Give has targeted this area to make 
a difference. They would like to raise funds to sponsor as many Subz packs as possible, 
starting with 300 packs for the girls and women in their programme. Each pack (2 
panties and 6 fully washable sanitary pads in a draw string bag) costs R110.  

In Isaiah 64: 6 the prophet confesses that “all of us have become like one who is 
unclean, and all our righteous acts are like filthy rags.” The Hebrew word for “filthy rags” 
describes the cloths which women used to stem the flow during their menstrual period.  
For me, this understanding lifted the issue from being just about feminine hygiene to a 
justice issue:  how is it that South Africans, who have enshrined human rights as a 
cornerstone of our new constitution, allow this unjust situation to continue?  What 
would ‘righteousness’ – that is, living in a way that reflects God’s love and justice – look 
like in messy, mundane area of women’s feminine hygiene wear?   In Isaiah 65: 17 – 25 
the prophet continues with the glorious promise of a world rightly oriented with God: 
“Behold I will create new heavens and a new earth… they will neither harm nor destroy 
on all my holy mountain.”  

I came away from Love to Care deeply moved: here, on Kayamandi mountain, people 
are making real the possibility of a new way of living for numerous children and 
creating hope and a future for women whose lives could otherwise be trapped in 
despair.  

If you would like to find out more about Subz Pads, go to www.subzpads.co.za  

http://www.subzpads.co.za/


If you would like to sponsor Subz packs, see Banking Details (below) and mark your 
contribution for Subz.  

To find out more about Love to Give, go to www.love2give2children or visit their 
Facebook page and ‘like’ them 

Banking Details: 

Name:   Stellenbosch Community 
Development Programme 

Bank:     ABSA 
Branch Code: 334410 
Account Number:   
SWIFT code:   ABSAZAJJ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Bringing in the harvest 

http://www.love2give2children/


BURNS FAMILY's UK ADVENTURE 

By Mike and Karin Burns 
 

Some of you might remember that in 2012 we used Roxy's 
journey towards selection for the SA para-cycling team, build-up 
to, and participation in the London Paralympic Games, to raise 
funds for the students supported by Stellenbosch United Church’s 
Education Fund. Roxy still treasures the beautiful medal and 
support she received from our congregation.   

Roxy did not get a medal in London.  But her track record has 
been remarkable. In addition to competing at both Beijing and 
London Paralympic Games, Roxy was the UCI para-cycling road 
World Cup series champion for 2013; ranked first in her class for 
track cycling; and a finalist in the South African Sportsperson of 
the year Awards for 2013. Remarkable too is the fact that she can 
even ride a bicycle. Roxy and James have a rare genetic condition 
called Ataxia telangiectasia (AT): individuals with AT are unable to 
walk or independently care for themselves by their mid-teens.   

Roxy's sporting achievements have not gone unnoticed by the international AT community. She 
is the only person with this condition to have ever participated in sport at a Paralympic level. 
While she was in London at the time of the Paralympics in 2012, William Davis, the President of 
the British AT Society, met with Roxy to learn more about how she not only copes with AT in 
general but also excels in sport in spite of the condition.  Davis quickly appreciated that Roxy’s 
story could be inspirational to others affected by AT.  Thus the AT Society invited Roxy to 
address the 2014 annual conference for AT families as well as the medical community involved 
in AT research in the UK. Her brief was to tell her story, focusing on a few extraordinary aspects, 
especially the London Games.  

The invitation to accompany Roxy was extended to me (Karin).  Michael had accumulated 
enough air miles through all his travels to secure a ticket for James to 'go along': he could thus 
attend the medical talks, the formal conference dinner, and meet with other adults with AT, and 
some of the researchers.  James was also turning 21, so this adventure was part of celebrating 
his life too.  He left for London a few days before Roxy and me. He was thoroughly spoilt by his 
two London cousins and could explore London a bit on his own.  

For her presentation, Roxy painted a picture of her life in which AT appears in the background 
of a landscape in which a diversity of grace-given achievements and dreams are packed into 
the foreground. A very nervous Roxy presented her talk to about sixty families and a handful of 
researchers.  She was able to tell her extra-ordinary story of being enabled to live a fulfilled life 
in spite of AT, with the belief that AT has opened many more doors than it has closed. This 



sentiment was echoed by Joe, one of the young adults attending the conference. Joe lives with 
'classic' AT (i.e. he is confined to a wheelchair and has difficulty talking and reading), but he also 
sails solo, para-glides and does all sorts of activities that would qualify him as an adrenalin 
junkie.  

The AT Society was started in the late 1980s and has been doing fantastic work by supporting 
families and research over the years. It was a great privilege and pleasure to be part of the 
conference and to get to know the faces behind the names of the dedicated and special people 
running the society. It was wonderful to meet other families and hear about their joys and 
battles with AT. Rupert, for example, lives alone, but has permanent companions/carers to 
assist him. Roxy loves children and had great fun playing and posing with them for the official 
photo shoot.   

And of course we climbed the stairs to the top of St Pauls, picked-up the gold bar in the Bank 
of England, saw the The Lindisfarne Gospels in the British Library, spent a few days in the 
Cotswolds and lots more.  What a privilege… 
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Roxy, "the hero" posing 
with Brooke and Lola, 

two girls with AT 

Joe, the adrenaline 
junkie, posing with a 
British soldier for a 

photo shoot. 

Meeting up with Rupert 
and one of his helpers 
in Greenwich Village a 

few days after the 
conference. 



Upcoming Events 
 
The Prayer Group meets in the church on Tuesdays and Fridays at 11h30 – 12h00.  
 
AUGUST 
 
1 August Potjie and Bingo evening at De Meye 
3 August Renewal and Reformation Meeting in church hall at 11h15.  We welcome your 

participation in this process 
9 August National Women's Day  
 
 
 


