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- ur mid-week service is a small, intimate congre-
gation of about eight people, so when it comes to
the sermon the preacher will briefly share his input
and then others chip in. Our preacher, Fr Patrick,
said that salt had four meanings:

* Flavour: So we should flavour the world with
grace and love

* Antiseptic: So we should be used in the healing
of people and societies

* Preservative: So we should work against every-
thing that seeks to corrupt and destroy life

* Covenant: In Jewish times, salt was included in
sacrifices and came to symbolise unbreakable
commitment, so this should characterise our
commitment to God and others.

In the open discussion afterwards another four
meanings were gleaned from the use of salt in
other cultures:

* Safety: Northern countries put down salt on icy
roads to keep vehicles on track thus preventing
crashes, injury and loss of life

* Peace: The use of salt in meal-times in Middle-
Eastern cultures is a sign of a binding hospitality
that precludes any hostilities from taking place,
even if those sharing the food are sworn enemies
* Value: In the Middle Ages salt was so valuable
that it was used as a form of currency

* Deliverance: In some rural areas of South Africa
people carry salt at night to ward off and protect
themselves from evil spirits.

Am | like salt to the people around me? Is my
church flavoursome? Bringing healing? Preserving
life? Committed to relationship? Preventing people
spinning off-course? Being peace-makers? Of
great value to our communities? Bringing deliver-
ance? Are we too concentrated in our churches?
(Too much salt in one place doesn't taste good
either!)

I hope this hasn't felt like an assault... Instead
may it bring flavour to your thoughts.

- Peter Houston, Christ Church, Polokwane
(Extract from January Peter’'s Progress)

.|.n
these
days
when
celeb-
rity is
mis-
taken
for
sub-
stance
and
sportsmen who chase after a ball are described as
heroes, let us pause for a moment and recall a true
hero: Miep Gies, who died on 18 January at the
age of 100.

She is the Miep in Anne Frank’s diary, the
Gentile friend who helped hide the Jewish family
and four of their friends for more than two years
in a small attic apartment in Amsterdam, and who,
along with her husband, lived every day in fear that
the Nazis would discover what they were doing.

On 4 August, 1944, Gestapo agents invaded
the building and herded Gies’ friends into a waiting
van. All of them were shipped to concentration
camps. Anne’s father, Otto Frank, was the sole
survivor.

Otto came to live with Gies and her husband.
Only when news arrived that his daughters had
perished, did Gies show him Anne’s diaries which
she had rushed to salvage before the Gestapo
returned. She had never read the pages, hoping
to deliver them to Anne when she was released.
Instead, they became arguably the most compel-
ling chronicle of the Holocaust. Tens of millions
of people have read Anne Frank's diary, in dozens
of languages.

Miep resisted all efforts to depict her as a hero.
‘I am not a hero’, she said. ‘I don't like being called
a hero because no one should ever think you have
to be special to help others.’




. oth Nici (nee Alexander)

and Dereck are great dog lovers, and were very
keen for Nici's much-loved Border Collie, Guiness,
to be part of their wedding. So a special bow tie,
with a little drawstring purse attached, was made
for him to wear around his neck. At the appropri-
ate part of the ceremony, the littlest flower girl was
despatched to the door of the church to fetch
Guiness and lead him up the aisle.

He behaved impeccably, containing his delight
at being reunited with Nici and Dereck to a wildly
wagging tail and sitting (when hissed at to do so
by a sizeable section of the Alexander family) and
allowing the Best Man, Rod Jenkins (son of Chris
and Judy) to extract the rings from a little pouch
around his neck. Thereafter he was led to one
side, where, in the charge of Nici's sister, Julie,
he sat very quietly and watched the rest
of his beloved Nici's wedding
service, and then formed part of the pro-
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Jean and Tony were proud parents

at the wedding of eldest son, Andrew
to Kate Bracher, in early December.
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Jil was the eldest of our family of five children.
She married an international transatlantic sailor
who she met while at the America’s Cup at
Newport Rhode Island while working on yachts.
She lived in Marseilles, southern France for the
past 25 years. She and her husband had been
unable to have children so she threw herself into
the role of family matriarch and aunt extraordinaire
to her 12 nieces and nephews who lived in the
USA, England and South Africa.

She was diagnosed with cancer first in 1997
and after a ghastly year of treatment had a
wonderful 7-year remission. The cancer returned
and she battled through four years of operations
and treatments until the remission periods were no
longer worth the effort. She was told she had only
three good weeks to live in April and then it would
be an uncertain period of time before the end.

She arranged for her four siblings to visit to say
goodbye. As hard as this was it was a gift to have
this time with her. From long years of working at
the Hospice, when | visited | realized that the end
was further away than we had been told. My
youngest sister Caroline, who lives in England and
is a qualified nursing sister (as was Jill), went to
stay to look after her until the end. So there we
were with Jill and Caroline in the flat overlooking
the Mediterranean Sea with an indefinite time of
waiting ahead.

Up until her diagnosis | had never been able to
have a conversation with her about my faith or
anything spiritual at all. | think siblings are the
hardest nuts to crack as they know you and your
weaknesses so welll When her cancer returned
my courage grew and | felt God nudging me to
offer to pray with her. We get together as a family
every couple of years for a group holiday (usually
around a wedding or anniversary celebration). At
the last two family weddings we offered to pray for
her quietly by herself. She was having none of this
and asked for the whole family to be included.
This meant that the atheists, agnostics, the one
Buddhist, and the plain disinterested all joined in
with the Christians and were part of a family
prayer time. Jil's own idea of faith was a belief ‘in
God’ but with no idea that she needed Him. He
was a benevolent presence and for her sisters,
Caroline and Hilary, a very important person! She
was happy enough for us but saw no need to be
in a relationship with Jesus. She did not avoid
discussions but was just not interested for herself
in digging deeper.

Curiously enough | could never bring myself to
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pray for her physical
healing. | was always
led by God to pray for
her spiritual life. My
heart’s prayer was for
her to come to a knowl-
edge of God and of His
love for her before she
died. She seemed miles
from that place as we
entered the last two
years of her life.

As several of her nieces and nephews are
Christians we had been emailing each other and
asking for prayer to know how to pray for and be
with Jill as we all visited her. The younger genera-
tion who loved to visit her at her chalet started to
ask her if they could pray for her before they left
after a holiday. She always agreed and it seemed
as if she was really glad of these prayer times
and began to warm towards them. Still nothing
was said about faith and the love of God reaching
out to her but her attitude had begun to change.

As her condition worsened | suggested to
Charlotte, my daughter, that she take the book
The Shack to Jill in January 2009 as she would
be visiting her for a skiing holiday. | had read the
book and realized that it was different, an allegori-
cal story about the love and forgiveness of God.
| felt instinctively that if anything would get
through to Jill it would be that book. Nothing else
we had given her to read had made any sense to
her. It is a novel which looks at the major themes
of our lives and how faith changes everything.

Jill read the book in early January, and when
Charlotte left with her copy, she bought another
copy in French entitled La Cabin. It was a publish-
ing phenomenon as it had crossed over into
secular bookshops and could be bought in many
different languages in airports. Thousands of
people outside the church were reading it around
the world. It does not shy away from the difficult
guestions we live with in this world. Suffering,
tragedy and forgiveness are dealt with head on.
Jill's response to the story was immediate. She
said it all made sense to her now and she was
beginning to understand for the first time why God
had to come as Jesus and what His death meant
for her. Love and forgiveness and freedom made
sense.

News of this book and the effect it had on Jill
was electric for Caroline and myself and our fami-
lies. As Caroline went over weekends to support




her they began to talk about faith and belief—
always in relation to events in the book. Jill did not
know the Bible but this story had opened her eyes
and her heart to the winsome Trinity: Father, Son
and Holy Spirit. Our telephone calls changed into
discussions about life and death and eternity and
freedom. She said at one point, ‘I can’t wait to get
to heaven. | am so curious to see what its like.’

When | visited her to say goodbye we talked at
length about The Shack and the clarity it had
brought her. She was reading through it again
and underlining sentences that she wanted her
husband to read after she had gone. He was
bemused and frankly skeptical. If anything was
helping Jill then he was all for it but he did not
want to be included in it all.

As the months went by we began to talk more
and more on Skype and on the telephone and
then wonderfully face-to-face when | visited
twice.During the second visit she was planning her
funeral in great detail and we discussed it as a
grand celebration of her life. She wanted her new
found faith to be known. She wanted her husband
to be exposed to God’s love and freedom as she
had been. Caroline and | began to pray with her.
Her prayers were simple and uncluttered with any
jargon. She was talking easily and naturally to her
heavenly Father. | marvelled at her trust and love
for Him that was changing the way she coped with
her terminal condition.

Using techniques | had used at the hospice we
explored the idea that she could give her personal
possessions to her family and friends. She care-
fully chose necklaces and earrings, scarves and
coats and boots for all the girls. Pictures and orna-
ments went to the boys. No one was excluded.
She found real satisfaction in making these deci-
sions and sending the items off one by one. She
wrote to many, and made plans for her funeral and
her ashes. This work of closure was life-giving as
she got weaker.

She had wanted to die at home in her flat over-
looking the sea. This is not the usual practice in
France where almost everyone dies in hospital or
at a state-run frail care facility. As Caroline was a
gualified nurse it was agreed that she could over-
see the day-to-day care and her pain control, and
her French improved dramatically as she coped
with nurses, doctors and pharmacists, dietician
and physiotherapist who all came to call.

Each day Jill wanted a further chapter of The
Shack read to her in English as she was reading it
for the third time. | read to her on my last trip and
we ended off by praying together with Caroline.
What a privilege and a gift for me. My parting

words to her were, ‘You are going to heaven, the
safest place | know. You will be OK.’

| had always prayed two prayers. One from the
start of her diagnosis in 1997 was for her to come
to faith before she died. The second was formed in
me when | discovered just how frightened her hus-
band was about her dying. | asked God that Jill not
die until her husband was ready. He was angry and
upset for most of 2009 and as the days went by this
increased. In the last few weeks before she died he
came gradually to a quiet place of sad acceptance
and release. Jill could not go unless he gave her
permission, and he did at the end. It was heart-
breaking to watch but such a gift to let someone
you love go. His courage was something to watch
as it grew and changed over time. | believe her
new-found faith and certainty in God’s love and
protection meant she could face the end of her life
with courage and calmness. Her husband watched
this transformation and was drawn into the faith life
he saw in front of him.

Her funeral was a wonderful celebration of her
life, taken by the priest who has brought the
Alpha course to Marseilles and is running a course
at the church. The Alpha coordinator and Pierre, an
ex-monk who had been to pray and pastorally care
for them, were at the funeral. Her husband has just
finished attending an Alpha course in Marseilles.
They continue to care for him.

My faith in God reaching out to my family has
been stretched so that now | feel no one is beyond
His love and care. No one. No matter how they
view life and what choices they make. God bringing
my two prayers wonderfully to fruition has been an
awe-inspiring experience. | can only give thanks
and praise to Him. | now pray differently for the rest
of my family and friends. A novel has changed my
life, my sister’s life and my family. An unplanned
miracle.

| can only encourage any of you who are reading
this to continue to pray faithfully for your family. For
38 years | have lived out my faith, stumbling and
weak as it is, and prayed for my sister. My heart is
sad she is no longer with us. But she lives on won-
derfully in my mind, close to our Lord and in His
care.

Deo Gloria
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- Extract from Finding God in The Shack, R Rauser
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O e have two birthdays to record for January:
Millie Martin (1%) and Marcus Parsotam (14™).

May the blessings of Christmas follow you through

the year.

We Old Ducks want to acknowledge the special

privileges accorded to us by the TLC Ladies who
treated us to afternoon tea and entertainment

on Saturday, 28" November; for the visit of the
Rondebosch Junior School choir and band on
Wednesday, 9" December; and a full dress
rehearsal of the crib service on Wednesday, 23™
December. Our grateful thanks to all those who
made possible these lovely events as well as the
Service of Nine Lessons and Carols on Sunday,
13" December.

Although the Wednesday 10 am service is
largely attended by senior citizens, we are all
young at heart and all ages are welcome at the
traditional communion service. There is always
tea after the service and the degree of Fellow-
ship, if measured in decibels, is very high!
Come along and have your say!

- Donald
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- Extract from Molyneux’s Musical Musings
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be
awarded a
top class
DPhil de-
gree. After
gaining
further
experi-
ence it
was

not an
unrealistic
expecta-

? .* > Steve, Marion, Anjali, Andrew,
Warwick and David in Wendy's arms
Kate, Amy, Sheila, Roc and Lisa
Inserts: Top: Ruby Bottom: Adam

+was asked to write about what | am doing with
the latter years of my life in the background of my
previous career as a paediatric pathologist at UCT
and head of pathology at Red Cross Children’s
Hospital—the only comprehensive Children’s
Hospital in Africa south of the Sahara. The events
recalled here are an illustration of the contrast be-
tween my initial hopes and expectations and how
reality can be disappointing and harsh.

When | reached my obligatory retirement age in
November 2000 | was not ready to retire. At that
time the administration of all laboratory services
in South Africa’s Teaching Hospitals was being
restructured into a new national parastatal entity
making it difficult to accommodate part-timers.

It had been my plan to continue to do professional
work and complete some unfinished research
projects, to spend more time with Sheila and our
grandchildren and to use my skills and experience
for the benefit of the wider community. In anticipa-
tion of this a very gifted young protégé completed
his formal training as a paediatric pathologist under
my guidance at the time of my retirement. He had
gained two Masters degrees (one in paediatric
pathology) and membership of two Colleges of
Pathologists. He then went to Oxford University to

tion that
he should be appointed head of pathology at Red
Cross Hospital when the position became vacant
in 2006. However as he is a young white male
the appointment was made in favour of a rela-
tively inexperienced transformation candidate
without  a paediatric pathology qualification and
all my hopes and expectations were dashed!

In the meanwhile | had been responding to
requests from paediatric pathology colleagues
in Britain to assist them due to a shortage there.
| agreed to undertake periodic appointments in
Edinburgh, Birmingham, Sheffield and Manches-
ter until September 2006. Simultaneously, the
UCT Dept of Forensic Medicine recognised a
need for enhanced skills in dealing with unnatural
childhood deaths and asked me to provide them
with weekly training and teaching sessions. The
following year Stellenbosch University asked me
to extend my previously arranged hours to three
mornings a week for diagnosis and training in
paediatric pathology, as well as a further session
in their Department of Forensic Medicine. Not
only would | be meeting a local need, but the
presence in these departments of several Chris-
tians including Christ Church members made it
appear the right thing to do.

Following pathology congresses in Cape Town,
Mombasa, Kinshasa and Durban, | have been
asked to either teach my subject at several Medi-
cal Schools or to run appropriate postgraduate
degree and certificate courses in Cape Town for



colleagues needing additional instruction in paedi-
atric pathology. These courses require one to be
relatively up to date with recent advances in the
subjects. My problem is that | am now in my 75"
year when one naturally loses energy and hearing
capacity, memory becomes fuzzy and defects in
personality, such as impatience and grouchiness
are enhanced! | have nevertheless embarked on
running the Masters degree course at UCT and
lower level certificate courses at Tygerberg Hospi-
tal. The load is very significantly relieved by my
having younger UK colleagues (whom | had earlier
assisted) now assisting me by doing some of the
course tutoring — a marvellous example of interna-
tional bilateral assistance. There has been an en-
thusiastic response to the courses with a waiting
list already established before the first certificate
course was run. | have been particularly encour-
aged that through both the courses and my part-
time diagnostic work, | am passing on needed
skills to colleagues, who are not only South Afri-
cans, but Zimbabweans, Malawians, Zambians
and Namibians. It is anticipated that there will be
future participants from Uganda, Kenya and Tan-
zania. | also realise that had my initial hopes and
expectations relating to the Red Cross Hospital
appointment episode come to fruition | may not
have got so deeply involved in spreading the
intricacies of my subject to such a wide and
dispersed group.

What about the unfinished research and the
family? The research is progressing more slowly
than was visualised but some of it is getting done
and | am accepting that much will probably have
to be abandoned unless new protégés make their
appearances and take it over. To my encourage-
ment such possibilities seem to be appearing.

With regard to my family, my periodic work
in the UK meant that close family contact was
compromised and closer bonding had to be re-
established. The three local grandchildren, Lisa,
David and Adam (Wendy and Warwick’s progeny)
each spend their separate afternoons with Sheila
and sometimes with me. Andrew and Anjali spent
two and a half years in Cape Town while Andrew
completed his training as an orthopaedic surgeon
and Anjali worked as an anaesthetist at Khayelit-
sha Day Hospital. Their first child, Ruby was born
just days before they returned to East London at
the end of August. East London houses three
‘milestone grand-daughters’. The oldest is Kate
(13) in high school this year, the youngest, Ruby
and our only designated sportswoman, Amy (10)
who has Border colours in her age group in tennis
and swimming. Kate and Amy are the daughters
of Marion and Steve.

Being in regular close contact with all our
grandchildren as they grow and develop is
most satisfying. All in all, Sheila and | are blessed
and are happy to be growing older together and
having satisfying and rewarding ‘jobs’ with peace
and contentment around the extended family.
- Roc Kaschula
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% a bagpiper, | play many gigs.
Recently, | was asked by a funeral
director to play at a graveside service
for a homeless man. He had no family
or friends, so the service was to be at a pauper’s
cemetery in the Aberdeenshire back-country.
As | was not familiar with the area, | got lost; and
being a typical man, | didn’t stop for directions.
| finally arrived an hour late and saw the funeral
guy had evidently gone and the hearse was
nowhere in sight.

Only the diggers and crew were left and they
were eating lunch. | felt badly and apologized to
the men for being late. | went to the side of the
grave and looked down and the vault lid was
already in place. | didn't know what else to do,
so | started to play.

The workers put down their lunches and began
to gather around. | played out my heart and soul
for this man with no family and friends. | played
like I've never played before for this homeless
man.

As | played Amazing Grace, the workers began
to weep. They wept, | wept, we all wept together.
When I'd finished, | packed up my bagpipes and
started for my car. Though my head hung low,
my heart was full.

As | was opening the door to my car, | heard
one of the workers say, ‘I never seen nothin’ like
that before, and I've been putting in septic tanks
for over twenty years.’

- Origin unknown, sent in by Liz Michael
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* If you think you're too small to have an
impact, try going to bed with a mosquito in the
room. [Anita Roddick]

* We believe everything the media reports, but
guestion the Bible.

* When you sing tell your mouth and face about
the words; engage the heart and mind
- From Chris Molyneux’s Musical Musings, 1/10
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O e feel very blessed and privileged to have all four of our children living in Cape Town at a time when
many friends have their children living all over the world. As the grandchildren start arriving, it is an
exciting time... but also time-consuming and exhausting!

We give thanks to God for Nathan's safe delivery (with Jane above) and for the fact that he is
developing into a bonny, healthy baby. The family were all very anxious as Graeme and Nicole's
previous baby was tragically stillborn. Nathan joins sister Janel.

We also give thanks for the safe arrival of little Erin (on Peter’s chest above), born 13/1/10 to

Cathy and Ross Boyd and sister Ariana.
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