My Dear Friends,
Lost and alone, with nowhere to turn
But loved and forgiven, so I have learned.
So I turn in hope, to the high lonely hill,
And that old rugged cross,
where my value was earned.
The Bible truth of all of our lives. And never more
than now. I have often preached that there is
limited social benefit in the “social media”, but
there has always been some doubt in my mind
about the truth of the research on the matter.
Research requires a control group, you’d have
to starve the group of social media for a long
time to examine the benefit or otherwise of exclusively face-to-face interactions.
So now we are stuck with WhatsApp, Zoom and
a few other platforms, and we’re the experiment. So is it a bad thing?
When human beings learned to invent means of
improving their lives, we found ways of making
life simpler, more comfortable and more
efficient. The arrow-head made of iron was a
big improvement on wooden arrows which
were less effective than clubs which, in turn,
were very dangerous because you had to get
close to the horns of your prey. So they forgot
about the club and wooden arrow. Or should I
say, discontinued support and updates for
them, and moved on to a new level of technology? Hunting 2.0
Much later we invented letters, sentences and
punctuation. This meant that we no longer had
to remember facts or stories and we used
parchments and scrolls to replace our memo-

ries. Google has advanced that to the point
where our memories might no longer be supported until we roll back to a previous version.
Information 2.0.
So how can something last well over 5 000 years
and have an impact as powerful as ever?
Love.
Since the very beginning of Human existence, the
Lord has pursued us with His love and when we
respond to His approach, He gives His shalom,
teaching us that we have value. Enough to die for.
Then He pours into our hearts the power and
grace to love just as He does and to approach
others with the offer of love. The question is: Is it
possible through social media? Of course! This love
is called “the communion of the Holy Spirit” (2 Corinthians 13). And it is possible even from miles
away. For centuries Christians have shown this love
through letters (posted the old-fashioned way),
telegrams (not the app), radio, and whatever
means they can. Prayer is of course a secret way
of bringing God’s love to others.
This month we look at some
of the creative ways our
families are dealing with this
time and I encourage you to
embrace the new ways that
God is inviting us to show the
same old love.
Love 1.0 is not about to be
superseded any time soon.
Love
Tony
Homeschooling Pro’s!

Lockdown in the Backyard. They can take away
our beer, but they can never take our freedom
(with apologies to Braveheart). The camp out
being enjoyed by Becka & Alex Ferreira was the
answer to one of those days when the house
just to too small!

Small, very lively children
occupied without external help.
They have been quite creative in
sourcing activities. Sometimes it's
been good, like baking bread, but
then it seems that Emelia just
doesn't get the attractions of a
leaf project. At other times you
just have to let the children wreck
your garden while you engage in a
video conference!
Bredenkamp Family

I have been travelling into the WC Disaster management centre to assist
with the process of packing and delivering donated perishable food and dry
food parcels to those in the Western Cape who have nothing to eat. The looting
of trucks carrying the food parcels has made the process
more difficult.
Meg has sent out flowers from our garden to friends and
family each day by Whatsapp to remind us all of the
beauty God has given to us and through him we
will overcome this crisis.
Brian Shepherd

"I think we were all planning to get something done
during the lockdown, or just have something to keep our
minds busy. I had the opportunity to help my parents
with some renovating work in the apartment behind our
house and it was very fulfilling to do some angle grinding,
chiseling, plastering, plumbing and electrical work :) We
had fun. Even though it will probably take us much longer to complete than if a professional team would do it, I
will remember lockdown as a great bonding experience
and very satisfying time."
Daniël Schoonwinkel

I've carried on working. Almost zero
traffic has been G-R-E-A-T!!!
Normal business hours but plenty
stress as we continue to adapt and
take each day as it comes.
Grateful I could still go out each
day. Not missing the shops. Going
to have a huge party when this is
done !!!
Tracey Falconer

If I had to pick something that stood out for me during this lockdown time it would be
how the smallest simplest things could bring joy. For example, the one evening Daniël
and I cleaned up the garage floor – sweeping away all the dust and leaves – instantly
we had a dance floor. With his laptop on Youtube we danced to a few golden oldies.
Adding to our enjoyment, Tannie Tilda also came to join us. This was a merry moment for
me, a light in a dark uncertain time.
Irene van Staden

Special extras Lockdown brought about:
On Mondays and Thursdays Helena ‘helps’ us to get up and be ready for a special online gym. In
her inviting and encouraging way she challenges the muscles in our bodies that we never even
knew were there. The rest of week we are often reminded of her warning: tomorrow when you lift
your coffee mug, you will just get halfway! A lovely way to start the week — strongly recommended.
Church services and worship also takes on a whole new meaning: While some us come to
‘church’ with pyjamas, blankets and cushions, Tony is invited into our homes. His messages bring
a fresh new view on the unknown territory of our lockdown-wilderness experiences. We always
leave feeling uplifted and blessed.
Nobody gets alarmed by the sound of fast footsteps circling the house any time of the day. We
are not sure if the running helps us or our Border Collie to stay sane.
Granny time with each of our grandchildren where we play lego, games or tell stories on Zoom, is
like opening a window on a whole new world.
Tilda Schoonwinkel

The Pandemic Path Project was thrown together by donations of poles (by a kind neighbour) and scrounging around
for branches for rails and bamboo for droppers. Miraculously
put together by Clement Nkhwazi with dubious help from me
and boundless enthusiasm from Boxer Bella.
I have been particularly struck during this period of restrictive
lockdown by God’s grace through the kindness of a neighbour, the generosity of an acquaintance and the peace a
half hour phone conversation brings from an old friend.
As Sir Arthur Conon Doyle famously wrote: “It has long been
an axiom of mine that the little things are infinitely the most
important.”
Indeed.
Jane Plantinga

There are three large oak trees on the sidewalk outside our house. This means that from about
mid-April until late September I have plenty of leaves to rake on a daily basis, and I do both sides
of the street. While busy one morning during the lockdown, Elize, mother-in-law of the guy who
lives across from us, stopped to chat from his driveway. I walked to the middle of the road and
while we were nattering I heard a vehicle approaching, and to my horror realized it was a police
van. Elize disappeared onto their property like a scalded cat, but I had nowhere to go, I was
simply too far from the gate. I was also very much aware of the R1 500 fine a young man had
been given for weeding the sidewalk and another R2 500 fine for a chap in Gansbaai who
walked to the pharmacy, as reported on the news.
I moved back and continued to rake the gutter as the van approached, and when it reached
me I simply waved a greeting without making eye contact. The van continued into the cul-desac thirty metres further, turned the circle and then approached again, slowing to a snail’s pace.
It stopped alongside me, and my racing heart nearly came to a dead stop. There were three
uniformed officers in the van, a sergeant and two constables. I dreaded what was to happen
when the sergeant said: “Meneer, is daardie wit karretjie in Meneer se carport te koop?”
As usual my two attendant angels were on duty.

When Lani and I bought our house thirty years ago we were the youngest in the street, by far.
Now the demographics have changed and we are the oldest, by far! We are surrounded by
young families with thirteen children and it is simply a wonderful place to live.
Late afternoon on my birthday I was called to the gate and confronted by families standing
close together in the street, while maintaining social distancing between groups. This was obviously against the law but they had come to sing “Happy Birthday” to Oom Brian, and to hand
over a plate of cookies baked by young girls after home-schooling hours.
What better present can there be for an elderly man?

Lani also had a birthday during the lockdown, on the last day of stage 5. It wasn’t much of a
birthday; no presents, no flowers, no fancy meals. It was only a great many phone calls that
made the day different. Up to a point, that is.
We were having tea in the garden when a cavalcade
of cars, festooned with balloons, crawled past, turned
in the cul-de-sac, and stopped, filling the street on
both sides in front of our house. They had come to
greet the lady next door who shares a birthday with Lani
while being a couple of decades younger. She is a
grade 1 teacher at a school down the hill and the
entire class had come to wish her a happy birthday. She told them that the tannie next door was
also celebrating her birthday, so the large group of
excited children (the parents had remained in
the cars) trooped to our house, and, accompanied by a piano accordion, sang for Lani
and somehow also produced a bouquet for
her too!
From starting as a non-event, a birthday had
become one to remember forever.
Brian Bredenkamp

Lockdown has been interesting for me. My business virtually came to a standstill during
stage 5 and I had a lot of time on my hands which can easily lead to too much worrying.
I have found that my fairly new interest in collage work has really helped me during this
time to let go of trying to control the situation that we find ourselves in.
When I sit down at my table with a pair of scissors,
magazines, glue and photographs I am able to be
present and playful. I don’t take what I do too
seriously so there is little judgement or overthinking. If
this starts happening, I get up and take a break. Working with collage gives me time to be quiet and alone
which has been especially precious during lockdown
with 4 others.

I am grateful to have
found this creative
outlet, helping me to
slow
down,
be
present
and
not
anticipate or worry
about any particular
outcome.
Nicky von Wiese

