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Joyful Communication
Marilyn Cook
How do you express yourself –
especially to the Almighty God? As
in our communication in our earthly
relationships there are many ways to
do so. Sometimes our love and joy
just spill over in outward exuberance,
sometimes in thankfulness and adoration,
and sometimes in just enjoying each other’s
presence when words are not necessary because
the relationship together is so much a oneness.

In this issue of The Source, Nina talks about our worship of the Heavenly
Father and the close communion we have with Him. Shane looks from a
different perspective at the joyful noise we make as we join with others in
singing and all kinds of music. And for yet another perspective, I’ve included
an essay by Stu Cook on “Be Quiet”.
In this he speaks of the time of evening when the sun goes down until the
night birds and animals begin their speech in the night. As we look at it from
the Scriptures, we read in Habakkuk 2:20, “Let all the earth keep silence
before Him.” And In Psalm 46:10, “Be still and know that I am God.” Have
you ever experienced this time of evening when as the sun sets all gets quiet.
The day birds have flown to their roosts, and all else becomes quiet. I like to
think of it as the time when “all the earth is keeping silent before Him.” That
means that somewhere on this old earth as the sun sets in the different time
zones, there is always a silence before God, continually 24 hours day and
night. Another type of communication – “be still and know that I am God.”

In this issue we also have testimonies from Craig Pidduck, our newest elder at
St Johns, from Genevieve van Collar about her experience in Holland.
We pray that you read and are blessed!
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Worship – Our Highest Activity!
Nina Baber
before Him. We acknowledge that
we have nothing to give, no strength,
no righteousness, no wisdom except
what comes from God.

Even our heart’s love is so little.
But we have His love, the supreme
love that we remember and celebrate
whenever we share the bread and the
cup of wine at communion. In this
we remember the cross and that Jesus
gave us salvation through His blood.

Praise to our Father God is

straightforward as we respond to His
magnificence and His creation, His
power and love and majesty.

Thanksgiving is our response to

God’s endless mercies and gifts to
each of us and once we start to thank
Him we cannot stop, for His gifts are
endless as we enumerate them, and
acknowledge them to Him.
To describe Worship is more
difficult because it is our spirits and
God’s love meeting in a mystical
unity. As we worship our Father, we
come before Him in total reverence.

Worship is the highest activity of

which any human being is capable.
By worship we acknowledge God’s
holiness, and bow our heads or knees
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We are able to curl up in Jesus’ arms,
to gaze into His face of supreme
beauty, love and dazzling holiness;
to rest in His unconditional love, and
leave the world and all the ugliness
man has brought to this supreme
creation. But we need peace and
solitude for private worship.
Corporate worship, when groups of
believers join together is generally
expressed through song and unity of
spirit to our Most High God.
The mighty God we worship is
light, dazzling purity, holiness,
beauty and perfection, and full of
loving kindness. He inspires us and
commands us to love others with
His love and to be patient, kind,
peaceloving, joyful, good, faithful,
gentle and self-controlled.

The beautiful qualities God requires
from us with the help of the Holy
Spirit are found in Philippians 4: 4-9:
To be full of joy in the Lord, and to
rejoice! To let everyone see that we
are unselfish and considerate in all
we do. (vs 4, 5)
He says, “Don’t worry about
anything,” instead pray about
everything: Tell God our needs and
don’t forget to thank Him for His
answers. (vs 6)

If we do this (vs. 7) we will
experience amazing peace which is
far more wonderful than the human
mind can understand. His peace will
keep our thoughts and our hearts
quiet and at rest, as we trust in
Christ Jesus.

Let us fix our thoughts on what is
true and good and right. Think about
things that are pure and lovely. (vs 8)

Dwell on the fine, good things in
others. Think about all you can praise
God for and be glad. Put these things
into practice and the God of peace
will be with you. (vs 9)

These attributes grow and develop in
us more and more as we spend time
with Him in adoration and worship
of our Blessed Saviour.

“There is no one like Thee among
the gods, O Lord.
Nor are there any works like
Thine.
All nations whom Thou hast made
shall come and worship before
Thee, O Lord;
And they shall glorify Thy name.
For Thou art great and doest
wondrous deeds;
Thou alone art God.”
Psalm 86:8-10
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Genevieve’s Testimony
Competing in Holland in the world
cross-triathlon championships was
an incredible experience. I am so
thankful to God for giving me that
opportunity.
Praying silently under my breath,
waiting for the gun to go, I could
feel my adrenaline rushing. Then
suddenly, the race was on! The
swim in the sea was short and fast.
Reaching the transition area, I
climbed out of my wetsuit (my trisuit was underneath) and climbed
onto my bike. The cycle was through
beach sand and sand dunes, the sand
often getting so thick that I had no
choice but to push my bike through
it! This was incredibly painful for
both my lungs and legs, and I silently
asked God to help me bear it! Seeing
another junior girl over my shoulder,
I tried to open up more of a gap on
her, managing to gain a minute on
her by the time I changed over to the
run. My legs were heavy, but I still
had enough left in the tank to run
through more sand dunes. As I neared
the finish line, I finally realised that
no one had caught me; I had it in the
bag! Crossing the finish line, I Iifted
my hands to God in praise. He really
carried me through that race.
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This was a race where everything
went well for me. I know there
will be times when racing may not
necessarily go in my favour. Would
that mean that God isn’t there for
me? Of course He’s there! I love
to race and train; it’s my way of
expressing the gift God has given me.
The true race, however, is my walk
with God. I know I will experience
ups and downs in this race as in
any other race, but God will carry
me through not only the ups, but
especially the downs. Winning a
race in this world is wonderful, but
the victory will not last forever. The
victory that will last, however, is
when my beloved Father welcomes
me into heaven.
“Everyone who competes in the
games goes into strict training. They
do it to get a crown that will not last;
but we do it to get a crown that will
last forever.” 1 Corinthians 9:25

A Joyous Noise!
Shane Dowinton
In 1987 I just happened to be in
Brisbane, Australia when Paul
Simon, the legendary American
singer of Simon and Garfunkel fame,
rolled into town on his “Graceland”
tour. His album “Graceland” had
been a controversial issue caught
up in the tension of anti-apartheid
sentiment around the world at that
time. The album flew in the face
of the world’s sanctions and finger
waving at South Africa’s racial
divisions and instead celebrated in
music what was commonly known as
“Sowetan jive”. I had been listening
to the album for a while and loved it
and so, keen to take an opportunity I
bought a ticket to the concert. Held
in Brisbane’s largest rugby stadium,
the evening was a sell-out all seater.
Simon shared the stage with 24 other
musicians, most of them exiled black
South African’s and included Hugh

Masekela and Mirium Makeba. It
was an awesome night, it was loud
and it was raucous and it celebrated
in song the beauty of Africa and
its vibrancy. It may have been an
all seater but there wasn’t a single
person seated, everyone was dancing
and singing and cheering as the
melodies filled the night. It truly was
a “joyous noise”.

We sing a song at St John’s
sometimes called “O Praise Him”
and it reminds us that there is a real
“Grace land” concert going on in
heaven which one day we’ll be a
part of. Lines like “Turn your ear to
heaven and hear the noise inside” and
“Raise a joyous noise”, tell me that
heaven won’t be harps and clouds
but brass sections, strings, vocals,
drums, dancing and celebration.
We can look forward to a day when
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we will all be together caught up
in that wonderfully loud gathering
and enjoying forever our King and
Saviour, Jesus Christ.

The Bible often gives us glimpses
of heaven’s noise and it bodes well
for a sell out all seater. The night
of Jesus’ birth was a night like no
other, shepherds simply guarding
their flocks were treated to the
“radiance of God’s glory” and after
being told to go and find the new
born saviour in Bethlehem it was
as if heaven couldn’t hold back its
joy – Luke’s gospel describes it like
this, “Suddenly the angel was joined
by a vast host of others - the armies
of heaven- praising God and saying
“Glory to God in highest heaven, and
peace on earth to those with whom
God is pleased”. NLT

The apostle John was also blessed to
see behind the door of heaven and
was clearly bowled over by what he
saw. The One sitting on the throne
was as brilliant as gemstones, He was
surrounded by the thrones of elders
who cast their crowns before Him
in worship and, imagine this, John
says “I heard the voices of thousands
and millions of angels around the
throne and of the living beings and
the elders. And they sang in a mighty
chorus, ‘Worthy is the Lamb who was
slain – to receive power and riches
and wisdom and strength and honour
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and glory and blessing.’ And then I
heard every creature in heaven and
on earth and under the earth and
in the sea. They sang ‘Blessing and
honour and glory and power belong
to the One sitting on the throne and
to the Lamb forever
and ever.’”
I have to say that I loved that
“Graceland” concert in Brisbane
back in ’87. I was caught up for a
moment in the joy of a nation. The
music carried the beat of South
Africa to a foreign land and in its
beat and melody I could imagine
the setting of a red sun into a dusty
ancient continent, I could see its
smiling people dancing in its streets
and in unity celebrating together
a beautiful country. It certainly
convinced me that I ought to go
there!

I believe our praises here on earth
are a shadow of what is to come.
When I sing “O praise Him” I get
caught up in the beat and melody
of heaven, just for a moment, but it
is a suggestion of what is coming.
My heart and the core of my being
suddenly resonate to heaven’s
musical score and I, like those
shepherds outside of Bethlehem,
see the radiance of God’s glory.
The suggestion is wonderful. I get
the feeling that there are no seats in
heaven, no one will want to sit down!

Praise the Lord!
Praise God in His sanctuary;
Praise Him in His mighty expanse.
Praise Him for His mighty deeds;
Praise Him according to His excellent greatness.
Praise Him with trumpet sound;
Praise Him with harp and lyre.
Praise Him with timbrel and dancing;
Praise Him with stringed instruments and pipes.
Praise Him with loud cymbals;
Praise Him with resounding cymbals.
Let everthing that has breath praise the Lord.
Praise the Lord! Psalm 150
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Hymns v. Praise Choruses
An old farmer went to the city one
weekend and attended the big city
church. He came home and his wife
asked him how it was.
“Well,” said the farmer, “It was
good. They did something different,
however. They sang praise choruses
instead of hymns.”
“Praise choruses?” said his wife.
“What are those?”
“Oh, they’re okay. They’re sort of like
hymns, only different. If I were to say
to you: ‘Martha, the cows are in the
corn,’ well, that would be a hymn. If,
on the other hand, I were to say to you:
“Martha Martha, Martha, Oh, Martha,
MARTHA, MARTHA, the cows, the
big cows, the brown cows, the black
cows, the white cows, the black and
white cows, the COWS, COWS,
COWS are in the corn, are in the corn,
are in the corn, are in the corn, the
CORN, CORN, CORN,
“Then, if I were to repeat the whole
thing two or three times, well that
would be a praise chorus.” (Note: That
could also describe an anthem.)
That exact same Sunday a young, new
Christian from the city church attended
the small town church. When this young
man came home his wife asked him how
it was.
“Well,” said the young man, “It was
good. They did something different,
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however. They sang hymns instead of
regular songs.”
“Hymns,” said his wife, “What are
those?”
“Well it’s like this - If I were to say to
you, ‘Martha, the cows are in the corn,’
well, that would be a regular song. If,
on the other hand, I were to say to you:
Oh Martha, dear Martha, hear thou
my cry Inclinest thine ear to the
words of my mouth. Turn thou thy
whole wondrous ear by and by to the
righteous, inimitable, glorious truth.
For the way of the animals who can
explain There in their heads is no
shadow of sense, Hearkenest they in
God’s sun or the rain Unless from the
mild, tempting corn they are fenced.
Yea those cows in glad bovine,
rebellious delight, Have broke free
their shackles, their warm pens
eschewed. Then goaded by minions of
darkness and night They all my mild
Chilliwack sweet corn
have chewed.
So look to that bright shining day by
and by, Where all foul corruptions of
earth are reborn. Where no vicious
animal makes my soul cry And I no
longer see those foul cows in the corn.
“Then, if I were to do only verses one,
three and four and do a key change on
the last verse, well that would
be a hymn.”

Be Quiet!
Stu Cook
“...there was silence in Heaven for
about half an hour.” Revelation 8:1

On a southern African bushveld
evening, just about sunset, there
usually descends a great hush. For a
few minutes, perhaps half an hour,
the birds are quiet, the insects are still
– everything seems to listen, perhaps
to look, to smell, to think, but not to
speak. Any interruption seems crude
and out of place.

details of my life and allows me at least
a bit of a broader perspective.

Two psychological categories into
which we humans divide ourselves are
those of “extroverts” and “introverts”.
These are actually not the common
distinctions between those who
are socially outgoing and talkative
compared to the shyer and more
reticent individuals. These two terms
refer to the differing ways in which
various people ‘recharge their batteries’
The writer of Ecclesiastes was right:
emotionally and intellectually. Some,
“There is a time to be silent and a time
the extroverts among us, are turned on
to speak” (Ecclesiastes 3:7). Silence
by a crowd. If you are extrovertish, you
is blessed, and in this day and age, a
are most likely to get your best ideas
commodity all too rare and precious.
and become most highly motivated by
During the many years in which my
being around other people. Other, the
life and labors were in the heart of
introvert type like me, is more likely
the big city, there was little silence
to be drained by the very things that
to be unheard. Those last years there
enervate the extrovert. We introverts, by
include memories of the roaring traffic,
contrast, need solitude to rejuvenate us.
shouting in the streets – and within –
and even gunfire.
Probably there are some of both
tendencies in each of us, but most
Silence even in Heaven! There are
individuals will lean rather strongly
times in every universe when the
toward one direction or the other.
sound must cease, even the praises of
Even the shy, quiet soul may need a
the angels and the rustle of the wings
crowd, even if he would prefer being
of the four great creatures under the
the inconspicuous ‘mouse-in-thecorners of God’s throne.
corner’. Tell me if I’m wrong, but it
In silence I pause to contemplate, to
seems as though some people can’t
draw a few deep breaths, to take time
stand silence. There must always be
to realize what has been happening,
noise from a radio, TV or hi-fi, even
where I am now, and to wonder about
if no one is actually listening to the
what will happen next. Silence lifts me words or tunes. Noise just for the sake
above the busyness of the momentary
of noise.
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Numerous times during my city years,
my wife or colleagues would eye my
stress-pinched face and say, “Get out of
here! Go to the bush.” Being definitely
an introvert, it’s when alone that I’m
most intellectually productive, when
my most important insights dawn on
my mind. Don’t think me anti-social.
God has a place for each member of
the Body, and He made me a mouth!
I not only love and need other people,
but can only fulfill my God-given task
when I have people to teach or counsel.
Worthy ideas must be shared. Notice
how you laugh much more heartily if
you’re not alone. I regularly need a
good “sounding board” for an idea, and
I love an audience. Stage fright isn’t
one of my problems. But without times
of silence I would have very little
worthy of other ears.
Of course I also need silence so I can
listen. The ‘Still Small Voice’ is too
likely to be unheard over the Babel
of incessant talking, the blare of
background music or the muttering of
my own sub-vocal words, comments
or complaints.

The Lord knows that you and I need
silence. Perhaps He wants us to take
time to catch our breath because He
knows what will happen next. The
silence in Heaven (Revelation 8:1)
turned out to be the prelude to Celestial
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war, the sounding of the seven
trumpets culminating in the return of
Christ. An All-wise Heavenly Father
knows that we ought to have a few
moments of respite from our hectic
lives to be ready for the battles ahead.

In the bushveld, nature respects a time
of silence. After the birds, animals,
insects and men of the daytime, but
before the night creatures begin to
prowl, there is silence. And in silence
my heart is strengthened and refreshed.

“My soul waits in silence for
God only;
For my hope is from Him.
He only is my rock and
my salvation,
My stronghold; I shall not be
shaken.
On God my salvation and my
glory rest;
The rock of my strength, my refuge
is in God.
Trust in Him at all times, O people;
Pour out your heart before Him;
God is a refuge for us.
Psalm 62:5-8

The Fold
We are currently holding steady at 16
children ranging in age from 18 months
to 14.
Since our last update we had two young
ladies spend a month with us, Alexis from
Kansas and Breanne from Oregon. The
children loved them and I am sure our
visitors will come back again as they also
fell in love with the children.
The Hayes family has arrived! Adam,
Jennifer, Ethan and Caeley. They are
permanent members of The Fold staff.
Jennifer will be a huge help with the
extra education our children need, along
with training our house moms, and
keeping track of donated items. Adam is
a mechanic and has already done some
amazing things around the property. We
are so very happy to have them join us.
Teyani’s eye lesion that we mentioned last
time is continuing to remain stable and
will continue to be monitored quarterly.
The OK grocer in Lephalale had a contest
for The Fold in honor of Mandela day.
The person who knitted the longest scarf
in the allotted time was the winner. The
Fold received all the scarfs. The children
also received a lot of goodies and a giant
birthday cake in honor of Mandela.
Thank you for your continued
If you would like to help in any
support and prayers for The Fold.
way, here are our details:
Nedbank Lephalale
Current account # 1445126591
Branch # 144547
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Stand up and be counted
Craig Pidduck
“This is all the more urgent, for you
know how late it is; time is running
out. Wake up, for our salvation will
soon be here!” Romans 13:11

How blessed I feel when I look back
and see how wonderful the Lord has
been to me. We were brought out of
the bustling busy city to this quiet
little place in the bushveld, having
been removed from a place that not
only restricted our physical growth,
but also and mainly our spiritual
growth which felt stagnant and
stale, sort of a “what’s in it for me?”
situation. My wife Trish, who was
pregnant with our little Caity then,
and I both felt the calling that the
Lord wanted us out of there. It was
a wonderful experience in trusting
Him to deliver on His will, and the
story of our move is a testimony in
Our mandate is clear, the Bible tells
itself. We were led into this group
us to proclaim the name of Jesus
of believers in this wonderful
Christ to all the nations. As we all
community and our love for the Lord
form the many different parts of the
has just grown stronger each and
body that works for this cause, we
honor Him with our acts of obedience every day. I am humbled that He
in spreading His word, preaching His can use even a sinner like me to do
His work, and together with Trish
message, doing acts of service and
kindness, making petitions in prayer. we ran a successful Alpha Course
last year, and have since started a
I love the way that Mr. Buchan puts
it - he says, “My dear friends, the
Lord is not coming, He’s already
on His way!” Indeed I agree with
this statement and I believe it’s very
likely that I might still be alive to
experience this event. There is an
urgency in these words in Romans
commanding us to “wake up.” It
calls for self examination, and one
must ask, “Am I ready? Am I serving
God to the best of my ability? Am I
constantly pleading the pouring out
of the Holy Spirit in my life, asking
for His guidance?”
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home cell group which we host on
a Wednesday night in our home.
Although I do consider that my best
works are like filthy rags to Him, the
blessing lies in the fact that we are
able to simply do these small acts of
service for Him and He continues to
meet with us time and time again.

We need to take the Lord at His
word; wake up, stand up, be counted
and put feet to our faith in Him. I
love the words in the song: “Awaken,
my soul, come awake. To hunger, to
seek, to thirst. And Lord do, as You
did, at first.”
All glory to God for His unfailing
love and kindness!.

Lethabo – a Happy Place!

The new church building for
Adonay Life Christian Fellowship
and Lethabo Kid’s Club. Thank
the Lord for what has been
accomplished! Remember to pray
for the church and for Kid’s Club!
Lethabo kids waiting for Kid’s
Club to begin in the sun.
Anyone wishing to contribute to help with the peanut butter and
jam sandwiches and the milk can give to:
St Johns Soup Kitchen, FNB, Modimolle 260247, Account #620999 298 15
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ST JOHNS CHURCH SUNDAY MORNING SERVICE AT
9:15 for Praise and Worship, 9:30 Service Begins
Take the Melkrivier Road to the Twenty-Four Rivers sign.
Turn right and travel 10 km. Turn left and left again into church property.

“And suddenly there appeared with the angel a

multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and
saying, ‘Glory to God in the highest, and on

earth peace among men with whom He is pleased.”
Luke 2:13, 14

Purpose Statement
To bring people to Jesus and membership in His family;
to develop them in Christlike maturity and equip them for their ministry
in the church and life mission in the world in order to glorify God.

