
Stellenbosch United Newsletter Vol 2015(#5) 
May/June 2015 

 

Well, folks, hold onto your hats! This bumper issue, which documents our congregation’s life 
together during May and June, might take you places you never expected to visit. So take time 
to relish the content and savour it slowly.  

David’s letter is a beautiful; but nevertheless a painful one (for me anyway). His topics range 
from his decision to retire early to the church camp where amongst other things “holy listening” 
was practised, fun was had and where David and Celene experienced an incredibly touching 
moment. 

This lovely letter ends with an equally magnificent poem entitled “Our Stories”. (David can you 
keep the supply going once you have retired?) 

I think we should daily count the blessing we have been given in David. It has been a privilege 
to be part of the flock that he has tended for nearly 27 years, with such wholehearted 
commitment, integrity, compassion and care. 

The church camp theme continues with “Congregational Camp Reflections” by some of the 
participants. Reading these made me very sorry that I was unable to be part of what our kids 
would describe as a “mind blowing” experience. Fortunately for me, Brian and I were enjoying 
our own mind blowing experience (see below).  

We are not finished with camps yet.  Zethu Bixa and Nomakholwa Stokwe give their account of 
the Kayamandi Children’s Camp which was held towards the end of April. The theme was 
“Celebrating the Gift of Life” - something we could all do more of - and it seems to have been a 
wonderful mix of Christian learning and fun activities. 

Things become more serious as we read Amanda Gouws’ article on Xenophobia. She has put 
together a brilliant synopsis on the subject, which I won’t even begin to try and summarise. It is 
a must read. 

I follow up with the promised travel log of our “Bucket List” Serengeti Safari. I hope it whets the 
appetite for those who wish to explore our magnificent continent.  It comes complete with 
“kiekies”! 

We end with newsflashes and notices.  Whilst this is rather a long newsletter, it well worth 
reading and Hugo has tried to enhance it with as many photos as possible. My suggestion is 
that you read it as you would “daily devotions” in order to savour the full flavour of the fare. 
You may of course be so riveted that you can’t put it down till every word has been devoured! 
Then read it again – our next Newsletter will only come out in mid-July.  

Jane v Wilgen 
 

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



A MESSAGE from DAVID 
Dear Friends, 

By now most of you will know of my decision to retire at the end of this year. Those who have 
responded have all acknowledged that such a decision could not have been reached easily. The past 
year has been challenging indeed, as Celene and I have wrestled with the decision and tried to 
make a choice that holds in tension the well-being of both the congregation and me. 

The past year has also seen significant shifts in our congregation’s life as the deliberate process of 
reformation, initiated at our AGM in March 2014, has begun to gather momentum. The camp, held 
over the weekend of 1-3 May, was another milestone in our life together. It had two main goals. 
First, to take the planning process begun at the picnic in March a little further. A number of 
interesting ministry initiatives were identified. Over the next few Sundays, the leaders of these 
different areas of ministry will briefly share their vision and invite people to participate. This 
information will also be available on our website.  I encourage each of you to contribute, wherever 
you are able, thereby helping to deepen and broaden the life and ministry of this congregation.  

The camp’s second goal was to get to know each other better. Celene and I were responsible for 
these two sessions. On the Friday evening we played a board game which entailed sharing basic 
biographical information in a non-threatening and fun way.  On Saturday morning we used the 
metaphor suggested in the poem Our Stories (see below) of our stories “as the stones of God’s 
language.” In small groups, we practised “holy listening” as we listened each other into speech, 
without judgment, advice giving or trying to fix or change each other. Each stone marked a time 
where we felt God had encountered us in significant ways. Many of us found this a deeply moving 
experience: to bear witness to each other’s lives is a holy invitation indeed.  The potjie kos 
competition and the concert in the evening enabled us to get to know each other on a totally 
different level. The feedback and photos (below) will give you a taste of what we enjoyed together.  

The next step in the reformation process will be a joint meeting of the Council and those who have 
been involved in this process on Saturday 20 June from 12h30-17h30. We will reflect on where we 
are as a congregation; identify the priorities facing us now; and explore ways in which we can work 
together to implement these.  I would like to invite any member of the congregation who would like 
to be part of this important process to join us. As lunch will be provided, please contact our 
secretary, Audrey Falconer, if you plan to attend so that we can cater for you.  

The camp was particularly poignant for Celene and me.  As we listened to the plans proposed; 
enjoyed the fun of being with each other; and witnessed the deepened understanding of each 
other's lives, we felt truly blessed to be part of this community. But there was also the realization 
that the community was planning for a future in which we would no longer play a part in shaping. 
At the concert on Saturday evening, Estelle van Dyke accompanied herself as she sang. She ended 
with the Aaronic Blessing (“The Lord bless thee and keep thee”) arranged by John Rutter whom she 
dedicated to “two very special people, David and Celene”. Estelle knows that we love this 
arrangement, but she did not know of our decision to retire. As we listened through our tears, we 
had such sense of the Lord addressing our fears – both for ourselves and for your, our beloved 
friends – reassuring us that He will safeguard us with his presence and give us peace.  The camp 
took place against the backdrop of the xenophobic violence (see Amanda Gouws’ article) and the 



destruction and anger surrounding the service delivery protests. Nor has Stellenbosch University 
been untouched as the pace of transformation has been challenged vociferously this month. There 
is much in our society that works against peace. The camp gave us a glimpse of both the pain of our 
past, but also the invitation for our congregation to become a sign of hope in our community (see 
Malibongwe Gwele’s reflection).  One of the most important understandings of the Christian Church 
is the call to live in community honouring each person as unique, of equal value, utterly different 
and yet inextricably linked to one another. The biblical understanding of peace – shalom – is not the 
absence of trouble, but the reassurance of God’s presence with us. As we try to find ways of sharing 
our life together, how comforting it is to know that God will keep us – safeguard us – in God’s 
shalom. 

With love to all of you, 

David. 

OUR STORIES 

It is our stories 
our sacred, chaotic, blessed stories, 

our awe-drenched, doubting, joyous stories: 
it is our stories 

that are the stones 
of God’s language 

on the rocky, jagged, radiant 
path of life. 

It is the holy listener 
who helps arrange these stones 

into cairns 
which point the way to God’s desire for our lives 

and 
God’s desire for our every moment. 

The cairns, if patiently balanced, 
uneven though they be, 

if patiently balanced, 
can point the way to heaven. 

Heaven, after all, 
is making God-serving meaning of our stories 

on this rocky, jagged, radiant 
path of life. 

 
Jennifer Hoffman 

from Listen, 3.1 (January 2009) 

 

 

 



CONGREGATIONAL CAMP REFLECTIONS 

by Charl Cilliers 

I have been reflecting a lot on the camp because I am very impressed with this wonderful 
initiative. In order to avoid mere subjectivity and to also get you all convinced, here are the 
three main reasons for my excitement: 

1. The meta-plan or architecture was evident and brilliantly implemented.  As such, all 
the activities were clearly ‘’linked’’ as part of a flowing plan of action towards the 
overall goal. 

2. The above intentionality principle led to reciprocity: on the whole the atmosphere 
was fun, calm, creative, congruent and openly honest. 

3. Because of the above, the overall focus and practice was to listen and learn. 

 

 

 

Some listened and learned, others 
just laughed….. 

 

 
 

More photos will be on the website 
soon. 



by Arnold and Tilda Schoonwinkel  
The camp stands out as a real highlight amongst the many blessings we have received at Stellenbosch 
United Church in the past few years. There was a real experience of people being united by our love for 
the Lord and enriched by each other’s lives. The weekend kicked off with the right tone by getting to 
know each other, first socially and then at a deeper spiritual level.  We were very happy that we could 
have a fair bit of structured planning on the Saturday. Those two sessions created enthusiasm for serving 
each other and for reaching out beyond the boundaries of our own congregation. As a congregation we 
also learned to work in teams towards common goals. 

The boisterous Saturday evening concert and the potjie competition will hopefully be a standing event at 
our future camps! Apart from all the fun and games we enjoyed, the golden thread of devotion to God 
was ever present, culminating in the worship service on Sunday, which beautifully cemented many 
aspects of our weekend together. 

by Malibongwe Gwele 
The camp was very exciting, informative and educational in many ways. The programme was excellent. It 
was well balanced with worship, fun, education and, more importantly, learning more about each other. 
The discussions were well structured with good facilitation. I think the weekend went well considering the 
fact that it was the first time that we have spent a weekend together as a congregation. I was moved by 
how much people gave in preparation and during the camp. This initiative is a huge step forward 
towards renewing and reforming our congregation.  

The theme of integration was prevalent across all the interest groups. We need to take advantage of this 
and encourage it as much as possible. At no point in time in the history of Stellenbosch United Church 
are we as well placed as we are today to create a united, non-racial caring church. For us to achieve an 
integrated church we must begin to work decisively in developing the common language. It was clear 
that language is one of the issues we wrestled with. How we refer to each other does not reflect one 
congregation. Given the history and the formation of our church, it is to be expected that we would 
struggle a bit but we need to work more intentionally on finding a common language. Perhaps one way 
to start is to recognise that we are all members of Stellenbosch United Church, rather than referring to 
the Kayamandi church and Stellenbosch Church. 

Well done to the steering committee and the organizers for such a well-organized camp, participation 
was also good. I could see the excitement from the people as they were engaging, sharing and leading 
certain activities. We can certainly build from this experience we just need to make sure that we do not 
lose momentum.  

 

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



 

KAYMANDI CHILDREN'S CAMP 

by Zethu Bixa and Nomakholwa Stokwe 

 

 

The Kayamandi Children’s Ministry held our first camp on the weekend of the 24th – 26th April 
2015 at Big Oak Adventures in Franschhoek. A total of 25 children attended the camp. Our ages 
ranged from 7 - 18 years old, and we were accompanied by our teachers who planned our 
successful weekend at Wemmershoek Campsite. 

Firstly, we would like to thank the people who organized the camp. We believe that without 
their hard work the camp wouldn’t have been the success that it was. It was so successful that 
no one was keen to go back home. 

The theme for the weekend was “Celebrating the gift of life” which was derived from the short 
scripture, John 10:10:  “The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that they 
may have life, and have it to the full.” 

When we arrived on Friday evening we first had supper after which a formal welcoming and 
evening devotions were made. These were followed by the ground rules, introduction of the 
theme and presentation of the programme. During the introduction of the theme we were 
asked to share how we celebrate/appreciate life. Here are some examples: 

· Respecting our parents and peers 

· Valuing our lives 

· Making God part of our lives 

We were then divided into groups and were told that we were to remain in these groups for 
the entire weekend for the tasks that we were given to do. The groups helped because most of 
us are shy and at times we tend to isolate ourselves from other people, which is not a good 
thing. It also helped because we got to know each other better as we were not grouped as 
friends. Each group had to come up with a name and make a presentation to introduce 
themselves. It was amazing how creative people were in coming up with the names and in 
explaining what each name represents. Rooms were allocated and after a short prayer we all 
went to bed. 

On Saturday morning we had to be up at 6:00 for morning devotions and exercises. After 
breakfast we sat in our groups and got ready for the formal part of the programme. There were 



presentations done and then we had to discuss in our groups some questions that were given 
from the presentations.   

The presentations covered the following three topics: 

1. Christian Values 
We read from the book of Daniel chapter 1 and then had to identify Christian values in 
the scripture. These included: 

· Living according to the word of God 

· Communicating with God 

· Trusting God, no matter what the situation is 

· Respecting ourselves and others 

2. Church policy 
We were given an interesting lesson on the origin of our church and how it is 
structured. The information shared was quite “big” to grasp in one session.  We found it 
to be important and we want to hear about it again so that we do not forget how our 
church came about. 

3. Children’s Rights and Responsibilities 
We had to explain what we understood by each right and attach a responsibility to each 
right. This exercise was a bit difficult for us to do but we managed to identify a 
responsibility that each right comes with. We learnt that to enjoy our rights, we need to 
exercise them responsibly and that we have to learn to speak up when something 
wrong is happening around us. 

We finished off our Saturday with fun activities which included a treasure hunt. We enjoyed this 
part so much because it taught us to work together, to be strategic and made us realise that 
God loves us all equally no matter what religion or culture you are. After supper (braai) we had 
a concert which provided us with an opportunity to showcase our talents and have fun. We 
were done by 21:00 and, after a short prayer, we all went to bed. 

On Sunday we first had breakfast and then a Sunday service, followed by closing remarks and 
camp evaluation. 

The camp was well organised and, the fact that there was a games facilitator, ensured that 
there were a lot of interesting games. It was a huge success. All our expectations were met as 
there was a balance between playing and learning. A special thank you to the Children’s 
Ministry task team for organizing the camp and to our older “sisters” from the Youth Fellowship 
who came and cooked nice food for us. We had a great time. May the good Lord bless you. 

 

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



XENOPHOBIA IN SOUTH AFRICA:  
“Go home or die here” 

by Amanda Gouws 

In 2008 South Africa went through a period of dehumanising and disruptive violence against 
foreign nationals.  Over sixty people were killed - not all of them foreigners - and thousands 
were displaced.  In 2015 we have had a repeat of this type of violence.  And yet again the state 
took its time responding.  It seems that it was the reaction of great dismay by neighbouring 
countries about the violence that prompted a response, and not the protracted violence itself. 

Considerable effort has been put into naming the violence as though, once we have named it, 
we will know how to deal with it. Is it xenophobia - a hatred and fear of foreigners? Or 
Afrophobia - a fear of foreign black Africans?  In 2008 “the Makwerekweres” - the unwelcome 
ones - were the problem (the attacks started on people from Zimbabwe).  In 2008 Mbeki said 
that “if his people” were accused of xenophobia, then there are things that they know about his 
people that he does not know. He regarded these attacks merely as criminal activity. What 
Mbeki meant is that those who are “real citizens” will not do this.   

But this is exactly the problem – those who foment the violence are authentic South African 
citizens.  Is King Goodwill Zwelithini not a “real” citizen?  His comments started a new round of 
xenophobic violence in Natal in 2015. The violence is therefore a way for citizens to claim their 
citizenship – something they did not have under apartheid.  This is a way to show the difference 
between their citizenship and those who do NOT have citizenship. 

Go Home or Die Here (Wits University Press, 2008), a book that analysed the 2008 violence, 
argues that the violence needed to be named so that those who were guilty of it could be 
blamed.  It suggests that the rainbow nation has turned into an onion in which only the inner 
core of the onion constitutes the “real” citizens.  The outer layers are formed by the Somalis, 
the Ethiopians, the Zimbabweans and people from Malawi and Mozambique.  The next layer 
consists of the Tsongas, Shangaans and Vendas.  The inner core is formed by the rest of us, 
some of whom are already called a nation – like the Xhosa nation or the Zulu nation. But using 
a discourse of different “nations” is detrimental to building a united nation. 

The xenophobic attacks coincided with the #Rhodesmustfall campaign which started another 
discourse – that of colonial settlement by whites and colonial oppression of blacks.  Twenty 
years after democratic transition we see how untransformed certain spaces in South Africa are 
for those who were previously oppressed.  It is the deep racialization of South Africa’s people 
that we are not coming to grips with. Is the xenophobic violence another way of dealing with 
pent up frustrations by people who have gained very little from the democratization process? 

 

 

 



In a hard hitting article about the xenophobic violence Jamie Mighti wrote in the Lusaka Times: 

You bring down statues of hate and yet you build the biggest statue of 
all.  To kill the very people who helped to liberate you…So you took his 
[Rhodes] statue down, and three days later began to murder your own 
brothers.  Who is the fool? For Rhodes lives in you…Colonialism never 
died, it flows in our blood. When the kings call for the killing of cousins, 
Rhodes has not fallen.  We are Rhodes. 

Yet, the state turns a deaf ear to the explanations for the violence. Zuma explains the violence 
as “… a glaring example of the nature of apartheid culture of violence that is left with us.  It’s 
not just with ordinary people.  It’s even in Parliament.  We need to be cured.  We’re sick.” 

But using an analogy of “disease” for xenophobic violence is hugely problematic: it makes the 
agents of violence invisible.  It is as though this violence is like a virus – it is bestowed on us for 
the sins of our fathers and nobody is held responsible or to blame.  This is a convenient excuse 
not to do anything and, if we judge from the state’s response now - raids on foreign nationals 
and the arrest of legal and illegal foreigners - is a way of getting rid of foreigners, rather than 
dealing with the cause of the violence. 

The South African government’s policy on migration - foreigners from other African countries 
entering South Africa - is that they have to integrate into South African communities and then 
they can access resources (such as health care etc.)  But, because most of these immigrants are 
poor, they enter into the poorest of the poor communities and start to compete for resources 
with poor local people.  The violence is therefore a war over resources carried out on the 
bodies of foreigners, who do not have any support. And the police - who are supposed to 
protect them - are often complicit in the violence. 

A nuanced understanding of xenophobic violence would also view it in the context of 
globalization. The peoples of the global South - marginalized and excluded from the global 
economy - experience constant political violence in the countries where they live. Many flee 
these countries, looking for a better life elsewhere.  In the past month thousands of people 
have died at the hands of human traffickers in the Mediterranean Sea.  They are fleeing Libya, 
Tunisia and other North African countries where they can no longer eke out a living.  Some 
come south to South Africa, which is viewed as having a strong economy where entrepreneurs 
can make a living.  Here they try to begin afresh, only to have their dreams shattered by 
xenophobic attacks. 

The violence will not stop until we deal with the poverty, social exclusion and marginalization of 
our own citizens and with the enormous inequality gap between the rich and the poor caused 
by neo-liberal global capitalism.  And whatever we name it – xenophobia? Afrophobia? 
Disease? - it still remains assault and murder. 

 

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



TRAVEL REPORT  

Serengeti Safari  

by Jane van Wilgen 

We all have wish lists of things we want to do or see but not everyone can realise these. Brian 
and I were very privileged in April to be able to tick off number one on his “Bucket List” – The 
Serengeti! 

It would be fair to say that we ate our way to Tanzania. We flew to Kilimanjaro airport via 
Johannesburg and Dar-es-Salaam. We ate whatever was presented to us on the airplane and, 
at the various airports, we sustained ourselves at Mugg and Bean. This sustenance was 
necessitated by our early departure (02h30) and tedious waits. On adventures like these, it's 
always important to recruit the services of an angel friend who is willing to brave the N2 at 
midnight. Thank you, Karin! 

We experienced our first taste of Tanzanian hospitality when we were met at Kilimanjaro airport 
by our guide Herman and driver, Gido. Herman welcomed us with a beaming smile, presented 
me with a stunning bunch of roses and gave Brian an enormous pink card with the message, 
“Welcome to Tanzania, Prof Brian and Jane! From Herman and Scolastica.” We were very 
touched.  

Our vehicle for the trip was a Toyota Land Cruiser with a 
handy pop-up roof. This seems to be the general mode 
of transport for safari vehicles. There appeared to be no 
formal towns on our drive to Arusha where we spent the 
first night, but the road along the way was dotted with 
shops interspersed with mealie plantations. The striking 
features were the many cafes with bright red plastic 
chairs, Coca Cola signs and shops displaying extremely 
gaudy lounge suites on the muddy sidewalks. There were 
also motorbikes everywhere, many of which were parked 
at the shops and served as taxis. Helmet compliance is very low and I understand that 

motorbike accident fatalities are very high. 

Our trip was not very long: seven days in all. But the main objective 
was to “beef up” 
Brian’s bird list and 
to experience the 
Serengeti. Our first 
full day was spent at 
Manyara National 
Park, home of the 
tree climbing lions. 



These we did not encounter, but the place was a visual feast of birds, many of which we had 
never seen before. On the way there, we stopped off at a Masai village where the chief is 
famously known for having no less than thirty six wives (eat your heart out Jacob!), about three 
hundred children plus three hundred thousand head of cattle! I stepped out of the Land Cruiser 
right onto a fresh cowpat dropped by one of the afore-mentioned. There were herds of 
children everywhere, each one with an attendant cloud of tsetse flies! The chief threw the 
stones for us, money changed hands and he pronounced that we would have an auspicious 
trip.  

But let’s move on to Manyara with the lovely lake, 
lovely scenery and birds. It took me a while to realise 
that when Herman pointed out a “beautiful” sunbird or 
“superb” starling, these weren’t merely descriptive 
terms, but the actual names of the birds. Some were 
also named after people - as in D’Arnaud’s barbet - 
and others had fancy names like Cordon bleu waxbill, 
which in no way reflected the culinary delights as we 
had experienced them up to that point. (Things did 

improve). 

The other feature of the Tanzanian landscape 
is that there are no fences. Not even the 
National parks are fenced. The area around 
the Ngorongoro crater is a 
conservation area on which the Masai can graze 
their livestock.  As we descended into 
the crater the following day, we heard the 
sound of tinkling bells, followed but a long 
trail of cattle winding their way down a path to 
the bottom, to spend the day grazing in the 
crater. These cows are fit: they have to climb all 
the way back out every night!  In the 
surrounding hills, it is common to see herds of 
zebra, wildebeest and gazelles grazing 
alongside domestic livestock, each with a diminutive herder in attendance. While some herders 
are young teenagers, a lot of them look not a day older than five! 

The crater itself consists of grassland plains and is surrounded by forests along the edge. We 
spent a lovely day in the crater and our drive out was very reminiscent of trips up the pass at 
Nature’s Valley. 



Then it was time to head off to the Serengeti. We were very fortunate to encounter part of the 
wildebeest migration on the way to the main 
gate. It was a truly unforgettable experience: so 
many animals gathered together for as far as 
the eye could see. What at first looked like 
forests in the distance were in fact more 
columns of wildebeest. When we finally arrived 
at our camp along a little grass track, it was 
already dark. We seemed to be in the middle of 
nowhere.  The subsequent inspection of our 
surroundings the following morning did nothing 
to dispel this notion. Our camp was pitched in 
the scrub forest near a river and, apart from 
ourselves, our guides and the staff of three (Manager, general factotum and cook) there was 
no-one else nearby. And of course, there are no fences. We were supposed to use a whistle 
after dark if we wished to leave our tents, but we mostly forgot to do so and had a very 
concerned manager rushing along to escort us to the mess tent or camp fire! 

Our trip took place during the rainy season. This is also the low tourist season and this, 
combined with Ebola paranoia, meant that we encountered other vehicles only occasionally, 
and largely had the place to ourselves. It was wonderful but we did feel concern for our camp 
manager John, who had only us to look after. He was an impeccable host and always had hot 
showers awaiting our return to the camp. The water was heated up in a donkey, deposited in 
bags at the back of the shower tent and then rendered a pleasantly refreshing - albeit smoky - 
stream of water.  

Here are some highlights. We encountered many new birds, such as straw-tailed whydas, the 
beautiful white-headed buffalo weavers and parrots. Sometimes these would flock together 
with superb starlings to form a riot of colour on the bushes. As far as mammals were 
concerned, we met some new ones, such as the Grant’s and Thompson’s gazelles, kongoni, topi 



and of course lots of our local favourites. 

“Jane Attenborough” also had the chance to video - with her modest “mik-en-druk” - the most 
vicious battle between two adult hippos. It was scary to watch. 

But my greatest memories are of the Serengeti sunsets. There was a lot of high cloud about 
and, because the landscape is generally flat, one has a three hundred and sixty degree view. 
The light keeps changing for hours into the late afternoons: look in any direction and one sees 
a dramatic kaleidoscope 
of colour. I tried to 
photograph it, but the 
mood was impossible to 
capture. I learned that 
sometimes one has to 
forget recording the 
moment and just live it.   
My gentlemen 
companions had their own lessons: Brian’s camera had given up the ghost on Day Three of our 
trip, whilst Herman had lost his binoculars and favourite bird book on the bus coming up. At 
times I had two rather frustrated gentlemen for company.  

On the last day of our trip we experienced the final bit of excitement: the drive from the airport 
at Dar-es-Salaam to our hotel in a dodgy part of the city. On reflection, I suspect most parts in 
Dar are Dodgy. It was pouring with rain and the “Dar” drivers make South African taxis look 
positively tame! 

All too soon, we were winging our way back home. 

Two days after we arrived home, I was in the kitchen preparing supper, when I became aware 
of a pinkish glow on the walls. The sky was clearing after some rain and I went outside to look. 
There was a most beautiful sunset in progress. I called Brian to come out and see. We 
proceeded round the garden to see it from different vantage points. The view was possibly not 
on such a grand scale as Serengeti sunsets, 
but equally spectacular. The other difference 
was that in the Serengeti, we had all the time 
in the world to watch the sun going down. At 
home, we are too busy. I think we would do 
well to just linger a little longer at the beauty 
that our local landscapes have to offer. 

 

 

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

 



NEWS FLASHES/NOTICES  

 

Arthur and Sandy Stevens’ recent visit to Stellenbosch 
reminded me that countless stories make up our 
congregation’s 116 year history. Arthur spent a good deal of 
his early life in Stellenbosch. His father, Oliver Stevens, was 
an elder in our congregation and, for many years, was 
responsible for preparing the elements for Communion 
Sundays. After Oliver died, his wife donated a chalice and 
plate in memory of him. We still use these when we 
celebrate Holy Communion. Arthur remembered many of 
the people from the early 1950s including the Lindstroms; 
Andy Anderson, whose wife Joyce was a Lindstrom; Colin 
Jeffery; Doug Houston, and Reverend Gustav Pons, who was 

minister of the congregation during that time. I found it encouraging to reconnect with the lives 
of people who have played such a significant role in our congregation’s history. We do indeed 
stand on the shoulders of the faithful witness of those who have gone before us. What an 
invitation to live in ways that leave a firm basis on which others can continue this ministry long 
after we have gone. 

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

UPCOMING EVENTS 
 
The Prayer Group meets in the church every Friday at 11h30 – 12h00.  
 
JUNE 
Thursday 11 June Crafts for Christ – Monthly fellowship meeting: 10h00 – 12h00 in church 

hall. Contact Lani Bredenkamp 082 648 8646; June Cilliers 021 88 
72784; Louise Houston 021 8864042; Kulselwa Mbasane 083 681 2039 

Saturday 20 June  Joint meeting of the Council and those who have been involved in the 
reformation process on from 12h30-17h30 

Tuesday 16 June Youth Day 
Sunday 21 June Father's Day 
26 June – 20 July Government Schools and US Winter holidays 
26 June – 21 July Private Schools Winter holidays 
 
 

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

This is the picture of Arthur & 
Sandy with the photo when 

Arthur's dad was an elder at the 
church. 


