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Making a life-giving difference
Maak ‘n lewegewende verskil




Spiritual Care Program

Fridays @ 09:30 Sunday Mornings @ Sunday Evenings @
09:30 18:00

One Hour for Jesus 34 Morning Service 34 Evening Service
One Hour for Jesus | 10t Morning Service 10t Evening Service
One Hour for Jesus | 17" Morning Service 17t Evening Service
One Hour for Jesus | 24t  Morning Service 24" Evening Service
Good Friday Service | 315t Resurrection Sunday | 315t No Service

Jeoin us [ev ewn Geed Fridary Communion Sewice en 29™ @ 09:30
as well as ewv
Reswwection Doy Sewice en 31* @ 09:30

God took the
CRUCIFIXION

of Friday

And turned it into the
CELEBRATION
of Sunday.




THE SCARLET THREAD

Have you ever thought about the colour scarlet? It's striking and difficult to ignore.
In societies across the world, it's used to convey ideas, emotions, and even stir
physical responses such as increased heart rate and energy. Scarlet was one of the
first colours developed for painting and dyeing and became associated with wealth,
power and war. Years ago, British infantrymen were called 'Redcoats' because of the
scarlet tunics they wore.

There are many references to the colour scarlet in the Bible. Scarlet threads were
woven into the curtains of the wilderness tabernacle and the temple in Jerusalem.
The sacred apron, worn by the high priest over his tunic, was also embroidered with
scarlet thread. Here the colour scarlet represents blood that's shed through sacrifice.
Old Testament sacrifices were required by God for the forgiveness of the sins of his
people. This was a temporary arrangement, because the shed blood of animals could
not permanently take away their sins. These animal sacrifices pointed to the perfect
and permanent sacrifice Jesus Christ would one day make. Thousands of years later
at a place called Calvary - not far from the temple in Jerusalem with its scarlet flecked
curtains, the blood of Jesus Christ the Lamb of God, was shed for the forgiveness of
the sins of the world.

The 'scarlet thread' of sacrificial blood runs right through the scriptures!

After crossing the Jordan River, Joshua and the Israelites entered the land God had
promised them. In the dusty valley before them lay the high-walled and well-fortified
city of Jericho. Conquering this impenetrable city seemed an impossible task. Wisely,
Joshua sent spies into the city - he wanted to know more about its people and it's

defences. Once in the city the spies met up with a woman [ L
named Rahab - a prostitute. Her home was built into a | St s -ty e o
section of the high wall surrounding Jericho and she i ‘

invited the spies to overnight there. The king of Jericho k. Shittim 2s spies, say-

1d, especially Jericho.”

got wind of the spies’ arrival and quickly sent soldiers to
arrest them. Rahab refused to hand them over. Instead,
she hid them on the roof of her house and sent the king's
soldiers off on a wild-goose chase! She had a feeling
something much bigger was going on. She'd heard about
the God of Israel and how he'd miraculously parted the waters of the Red Sea when
rescuing his people from Egypt. And how he'd defeated two powerful kings not too
far from Jericho across the Jordan river. Surprisingly she believed the God of heaven
and earth had given Israel the land they were entering, and he would help them
overthrow Jericho. Afraid of what was to come, she asked the spies to spare her and
her family when the city was attacked. The spies agreed, making a covenant with
her...her life for their lives. She and her family wouldn't be killed if they gathered in
her home and hung a scarlet rope from the window. The soldiers would see the scarlet
rope and spare everyone in the house. That's exactly what happened! When Joshua
captured the city, only Rahab and her family were spared, everyone else was Kkilled.

Rahab's story is a wonderful picture of God's saving grace. She was an unlikely
recipient of God's kindness. As a Canaanite and a prostitute, she seemed outside of
God's loving concern. But in his providence, God touched her heart stirring an
awareness of his presence and power. Rahab's reverential fear of God caused her to
turn to him, asking to be spared from destruction.




She didn't understand much about the God of Israel, but believed he would be
merciful enough to save her and her family regardless of her past life of sin. And
that's what God did, and he still delights in saving people of doubtful reputation!
People like you and me! But that was not the end of God's generosity towards Rahab.
In response to her faith, God included her his bigger salvation story. Sometime later,
Rahab married an Israelite called Salmon, and through their descendants, Rahab later
became an ancestor of Jesus Christ. What amazing grace!

Perhaps the scarlet robe the Roman soldiers mockingly draped over the shoulders of
Jesus before his crucifixion, pointed back to the scarlet cord Rahab hung from her
window. That rope was a sign of Rahab's faith and led to her salvation. In scripture,
this rope of scarlet threads has become a symbol of the blood of Christ. Those who
put their faith in the crucified Son of God whose blood was shed on Calvary are saved
from the judgement of God. In Jesus a covenant of forgiveness has been established
- we all need forgiveness because our sin has separated us from God. Through Jesus,
an unbreakable promise has been made to take away our sin. As far as the east is
from the west, that's how far God separates our sins from us! God's forgiveness leads
to a process of transformation in which he creates a new and clean heart within us.
While we don't instantly become perfect, our sin-focused hearts become God-focused.
And through the power of the Holy Spirit and God's life-giving word we're slowly
transformed to be more like Christ.

Because of God's generosity, Rahab's faith ensured she wasn't only spared when
Jericho was destroyed but was also included in the eternal purposes of God. God still
does this today. This is how Paul the Apostle explains it...

"We're...always thankful to the Father who has made us fit to share
all the wonderful things that belong to those who live in the Kingdom of light.
For he has rescued us out of the darkness and gloom of Satan’s kingdom
and brought us into the Kingdom of his dear Son,
who bought our freedom with his blood and forgave us all our sins.”
Colossians 1:13-14

Forgiveness of our sins can only come through faith in Christ and his blood shed on
the cross. Like Rahab, you can be rescued and brought into the Kingdom of God's
dear Son. By believing in Jesus the Lamb of God who laid down his life to take away
sin of the world including yours, you too can tie a scarlet thread from the window of
your heart...

ere is a fountain filled with blood drawn from Emmanuel’s veins;
And sinners plunged beneath that flood lose all their guilty stains.

The dying thief rejoiced to see that fountain in his day;
And there have I, though vile as he, washed all my sins away.

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood shall never lose its power
Till all the ransomed church of God be saved, to sin no more.




wiment leb uy be thernewithy content. 1 Timellwy 6: 6,8

A poster in Spanish, is translated as follows: “"With money you can buy a bed but not
sleep; books but not wisdom; food but not appetite; luxury but not beauty; a house
but not a home; comfort but not peace; entertainment but not joy; pleasure but not
love; companionship but not communion; religion but not salvation. Jesus Christ
gives what money cannot buy.” It's true, isnt it? How much better to put your trust
completely in the Lord Jesus Christ and be happy and content in Him. After all, money
doesn’t make the world go round - He does! Carl Knott

He walks beside me every day, He guides me in the things I say,
He stands beside me when I pray, He's all the world to me.

U storie kan ‘n verskil maak!

Sowat twaalf jaar gelede het ek gestaan en kyk hoe my studente die klas instap vir
hulle eerste lesing van Die Teologie Van Geloof. Daar het ek vir die eerste keer vir
Tommy gesien.

Ek het my oé geknip om seker te maak ek sien reg: hy was besig om sy lang hare te
kam - hare wat tot ses duim onderkant sy skouers gehang het. Dit was die eerste
keer dat ek 'n seun gesien het met sulke lang hare - daardie mode het seker maar
so pas die wéreld getref. Ek het natuurlik besef dat dit nie dit op jou kop is wat tel
nie, maar wat binne is, maar ek was totaal onvoorbereid vir hierdie gesig.

In my gedagtes het ek vir Tommy geliasseer onder "V" vir Vreemd - baie Vreemd.
Dit het so uitgedraai dat Tommy die "plaaslike ateis" van my Teologie klas was. Hy
het tot vervelens toe gekerm, smalende aanmerkings gemaak, en enige moontlikheid
van 'n onvoorwaardelike, liefdevolle Vader/God in twyfel getrek. Ons het mekaar in
relatiewe vrede verdra vir die eerste semester, maar ek moet byvoeg dat hy dikwels
maar vir my 'n ernstige pyn in die agterbanke was.

Na die eindeksamen stap hy na my toe en vra smalend: "Prof, dink jy ek sal ooit vir
God vind?" Ek besluit om 'n bietjie skokterapie toe te pas: "Nee!", sé ek kortaf. "O,"
reageer hy verbaas, "Ek het gedink u sal die produk wou verkoop"

Ek het hom kans gegee om so vyf treé uit die klas te loop voordat ek hom agterna
geroep het: "Tommy, ek dink nie jy sal ooit vir God kry nie, maar ek is beslis seker
dat Hy vir jou sal kry!"

Hy het vir 'n oomblik gehuiwer, en toe verdwyn hy uit my klas en uit my lewe. Ek
was teleurgesteld dat hy nie my slim antwoord: "Hy sal jou kry!" gesnap het nie. Ek
het ten minste gedink dat dit 'n baie slim lyn was

Ek het later verneem dat Tommy graad gevang het, en ek was dankbaar. Maar toe
kom die droewige nuus: Tommy het terminale kanker. Voordat ek hom kon opsoek




het hy eendag na my toe gekom. Ek het geskrik toe hy in my kantoor instap - sy
liggaam was uitgeteer, en die pragtige lang hare het uitgeval van die chemoterapie,
maar sy oé het geblink en sy stemtoon was vir die eerste keer selfversekerd.

"Tommy, ek het so baie aan jou gedink. Ek hoor jy is siek", stamel ek dit uit.

"O ja, ek is baie siek. Ek het kanker in albei longe. Ek het nog net 'n paar weke oor."
" Kan jy daaroor praat, Tommy?" wou ek weet.

"Seker, wat wil jy weet?" antwoord hy.

"Hoe voel dit om maar net vier en twintig te wees, en sterwend te wees?"

"Aag, dit kon baie erger gewees het."

"Hoe so?"

"Wel, ek kon vyftig gewees het sonder enige lewenswaardes of ideale; vyftig, en al
wat tel is drank, om vrouens te verlei, en om geld te maak; dat dit die enigste groot
dinge in die lewe is."

Ek het deur my liassering stelsel begin soek onder die letter "V", daar waar ek vir
Tommy onder "Vreemd" geliasseer het. Dit lyk vir my dat almal wat ek probeer van
ontslae raak in my klassifikasie - vir hulle stuur God weer terug in my lewe in om my
te kom opvoed.

"Waaroor ek u eintlik kom sien het", s& Tommy, "is oor iets wat u gesé het op die
laaste dag wat ek in u klas was." (Hy het sowaar onthou!) Ek het u gevra of ek ooit
vir God sou vind, en u het 'Nee!' gesé - iets wat my werklik verbaas het. Maar toe
sé u 'Maar Hy sal JOU vind.' Ek het baie hieroor nagedink, alhoewel my soeke na God
nie juis baie ernstig was nie. (My slim antwoord! Hy het sowaar daaroor nagedink!)

"Maar toe kom die slegte nuus, toe die dokters 'n knop uit my lies moes verwyder,
en hulle my moes meedeel dat dit kwaadaardig was. Dit is toé wat ek eers werklik
vir God begin soek het. Die kanker het deur my hele liggaam versprei, en ek het my
vuiste rou geslaan teen die hemel se poorte maar God het nie te voorskyn gekom
nie. Om die waarheid te s€, het absoluut niks gebeur nie!

Professor, het u al ooit vir 'n lang tyd baie hard probeer om iets reg te kry sonder
sukses? Sielkundig takel dit jou totaal af. Jy raak moedeloos, en uiteindelik gee jy
moed op. Wel, een oggend het ek wakker geword, en in plaas daarvan dat ek weer
'n paar bakstene oor daardie hoé muur van die hemel probeer gooi het om God, wat
dalk nie eers daar is nie, wakker te maak, het ek net opgehou probeer.

Ek het besluit dat ek rérig nie meer omgee oor God of Sy ewige lewe of enigiets nie.
Ek het besluit dat ek die tydjie wat ek oor het, baie beter kon gebruik deur iets werklik
lonend te doen. Ek het baie gedink aan die dinge wat u in die klas vir ons gesé het,
en een van die dinge wat ek kon onthou was dat u gesé het: 'Dit is tragies om deur
die lewe te gaan sonder liefde. Maar dit is net so tragies om hierdie wéreld te verlaat
sonder dat jy vir diegene wat jy liefhet vertel het dat jy hulle liefhet.'

En so begin ek toe met die moeilikste een - my pa. Hy het gesit en koerant lees toe
ek by hom kom.




"Pa...."

"Ja, wat?" Hy het my geantwoord sonder om eers die koerant te laat sak.
"Ek wil graag met Pa praat."

"Nou toe, praat maar."

"Pa, dis baie belangrik."

Die koerant sak so effens. "Wat is dit?"

"Pa, ek is lief vir Pa. EkK wou maar net hé dat Pa dit moet weet."

(Tommy het breed geglimlag, en ek kon duidelik sien dat 'n T
: As Jy die wéreld
warm gloed van vreugde uit hom straal.) - ——

. . jaan hufs
"Die koerant het uit my pa se hande geval. En toe doen hy L(;)Z(Z:] lue;

twee dinge wat hy nog nooit voorheen gedoen het nie: hy i i soud 2 B
het gehuil en hy het my styf omhels. Ons het die hele nag gesin. ‘;?
deur gesels. Dit was 'n wonderlike gevoel om so naby aan  -wes e [

my pa te wees, om sy trane te sien en sy omhelsing te voel,

en om hom net te kon hoor sé dat hy my liefhet.

Met my ma en my kleinboet was dit makliker. Hulle het ook
saam met my gehuil en my ombhels, en ons het mooi dinge vir mekaar gesé. Ons het
die dinge met mekaar gedeel wat ons al die jare vir mekaar geheim gehou het.

Daar was net een ding waaroor ek so bitter jammer was - dat dit so lank moes vat
voordat ons hierdie dinge kon doen. En hier was ek nou, besig om oop te maak
teenoor almal wat al die jare baie naby aan my was.

En eendag, toe ek weer sien, toe was God daar! Hy het nie na my toe gekom toe ek
Hom gesmeek het nie. Ek dink ek was dalk soos 'n leeutemmer wat met my hoepel
gestaan het en vir God probeer sé het: 'Spring! Spring! Ek gee U drie dae - drie

' Dit lyk my God doen dinge op Sy eie manier, en op Sy eie tyd. Maar die
belangrike ding was dat God daar was! Hy het my gevind.

Ja, u was reg Prof., Hy het my gekry, selfs nadat ek opgehou het om vir Hom te
soek."

My mond het oopgehang: "Tommy, jy het iets baie belangrik vir my vertel - iets wat
baie, baie groter is as wat jy dalk sou besef. Wat jy eintlik s&, is dat die maklikste
manier om God NIE te vind nie, is om Hom jou persoonlike besitting te probeer maak
- 'n soort-van probleem oplosser of 'n kits-troos wanneer jy in die nood is.

Dit is beter om eerder net jou hart oop te maak vir liefde. Jy weet, Paulus het gesé
dat God liefde is, en dat as jy in liefde leef, dan leef jy met God, en God in jou.

Tom, kan ek jou 'n groot guns vra? Jy weet, die tyd toe jy in my klas was, was jy vir
my 'n groot pyn. Maar nou kan jy opmaak vir alles, as jy sou instem om na my
Teologie-klas toe te kom en vir my studente te kom vertel wat jy vanoggend vir my
vertel het. Hoe lyk dit? Jy weet, as ek dit vir hulle moet vertel sou dit nie naasteby
dieselfde effek hé nie."




ek weet nie so mooi nie - ek was gereed om vanoggend met u te kom
maar vir die klas - daarvoor sien ek nie so mooi kans nie."

"Gaan dink maar daaroor, en as jy gereed is laat jy my weet." 'n Paar dae later skakel
Tommy my, hy was gereed om sy verhaal met die klas te kom deel, en hy wou dit
doen vir God en vir my. Ek het 'n afspraak met hom gemaak, maar hy kon daardie
afspraak nooit nakom nie, want daar was 'n ander, baie belangriker afspraak wat hy
moes nakom - baie belangriker as ek of die klas.

Inderwaarheid was sy lewe nie be-eindig deur sy dood nie - dit het net verander. Hy
het die reuse stap geneem van geloof na werklikheid. Hy het 'n nuwe lewe gekry,
baie mooier as wat ek en jy ooit van kan droom - baie heerliker as wat enigeen ooit
gesien of ondervind het.

Voordat Tommy dood is het hy nog een laaste maal met my gepraat:
"Ek sal dit nie kan maak na die klas toe nie."

"Ek weet Tommy."

"Sal u asseblief vir hulle vertel? Sal u .... my verhaal
aan die hele wéreld vertel asseblief?"

"Ek sal, Tommy, ek sal my bes probeer." $

Dus wil ek vanoggend vir jul, my liewe vriende, baie

dankie sé dat jul die tyd afgestaan het om hierdie

eenvoudige verhaaltjie van liefde te lees. En vir jou, RSSO CEUREEUAITELE
Tommy, daar waar jy érens in die hemel is - ek het vir hulle vertel Tommy, so goed
as wat ek maar kon.

Hierdie is 'n ware verhaal - vertel dit gerus maar oor vir 'n vriend of twee.

Met groot dank...Professor John Powell (Ingedien deur: Jan Lourens)

Care for the Elderly (by: Adin Harmer)

Because there was no mention of Joseph, it is safe to assume that Mary was a widow
by the time of Jesus’ crucifixion. It was also the custom that the eldest son had the
responsibility of caring for a widowed or elderly mother.

Jesus, even in the agony of the cross, attended to this when he saw his mother, with
other women, and John among the onlookers. How agonizing for Mary to see her first
born on the cross.

Jesus called out to his mother, “Behold your son” and to John “Behold your mother”,
and it is written that from that day, John took Mary under his roof. (John 19 vs 25-26)

Dear mother, you did not expect to see
Your firstborn crucified on a tree;
But beloved John your new son shall be,
Drawn by cords of love you shall see.




SONG SNIPPETS

How often we sing hymns and spiritual songs without
really thinking about the words. Over the last few months, *
I have written down lines from songs to take home and ) _.},

think about. You might like to meditate on them too.

“"Nothing good have I whereby Thy Grace to claim.” ". /_Jé {1

v
\*

“Genade onbeskryflik groot.” ’'m really | mto writing

] short fiction, mainly,
“I come empty to be filled.” “to-do lists.

“Dit is my roemtaal: almagtig, verhewe, Majesteit.”

“All of my days, I want to praise, the wonders of your Mighty Love.”

“Mercy and Grace, my freedom bought.”

“Come and join us, in the river, to find Life beyond compare.”

“Liefde sluit die Lewe oop.”

“I'm longing to bring something of worth.”

“You are Waymaker, Miracle Worker, Promise Keeper, Light in the darkness.”

“Nou kan ons uit God gebore uit die Bron van Liefde leef.”

(By: Verena Salzwedel)
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Mag Die Pad Nooit Vir Jou
Te Steil Word Nie, :
Mag Die Wind Altyd :
In Jou Rug Wees, ]
Mag Die Sonskyn Jouw 00
Aangesug Koester,
Mag Die Reén Saggies It
Op Jou.Velde Daalw—""
Mag GOD Jou In Die Holte
' Van Sy Hand Hou
“Vandag, -
. More,
Altyd.

Geluk aov ens Tnwenens mel hul Uenjaansdag

Hilda Roberlson R474 96
Veronica Ramaweothan | R7H 87
Pelen Bowling R58 91

Found F123 80 Nog n Jaar ouer! |
Genbagavallie Naiv rR11 54 Pasop vir d1e | . ;
Tiny Jones muv103 86 Verjaarsdag et
Mauwreen Gimy n109 81 Elke k‘;zerlf 1

B

Pauline Rix 101 90 ring hulle :
Naomi Jacebs F109 92 ‘
Pal Jones mu103 82 i : tjie,
Wendy Olis R258 79 k i Groot gat
Came Hindes H005 94 Lekker verja "'-
Pola Cuddon FO07 86

Jeanelle Ravenscriofl R60 87
Catherine Ceolla R65 78

Bewyl Ely natt 53
Happy Bithday te eur Beard Members

b‘ﬁt’["ﬂ” r’mv for you

May God bless you with His boundless love, calming peace,
and heavenly joy throughout the coming year

Hwy Vi, il o God|




Congratulalions te ewv Slafl celebraling binthdays in Marnch!

Misca Pewin

Health Care

Liam Smilh

Coffee Ghop

Cuwyatal Hoveiy

Health Care

Cruaig Freeman

Cotfee Ghop

Nikila Foulen

Health Care

Oenila Blankenberg

PlumBus Cane Sewices

Debbie Botha

Health Care

Anthea Cewis

PlumBus Cane Sewices

Wendy Meses

(664

Menica Taeow

Health Care

PlumBus Cane Sewices

(664

Health Care

PlumBus Carne Gewiceds

PlumPRus Carne Sewices

(664

Health Care

Cotfee Shop

Health Care

Happy Binthday te all ewv Membens and Clients

2" M. Gietie Bamnande

4™ Mny. Eligabeth Bell

4™ M. Yuerne Van Den Beng
5% Ma.. Cathleen Plaaljies

8™ Mny.. Patnicia Kinby

1™ Mns.. Manio ‘Cewis

12™ M. Mavioum Salie

14™ M. Qe Petensen

14™ Mny.. Viviow Pwcell

16™ M. Salama Wippenawy
16™ M. Hesten Menk

16™ M. Nathalie Knuugerny

19™ M. Rachel Pelland,

2P M. Lydia, Stebey

22" M. Thenesa Jones

22" M. Ulive Shaweck

22" Mny.. ‘Conaine Sivewnighl
26™ M. Beatnice Cochvuane
28™ M. Taabel Africa

28™ M. Banbana van denv Howy
29™ M. Freda Vo Rieman

29" My g Appelis

Happy Bitthday from all of us
who really know you..

Aquamarine
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A symbol of honesty, loyalty, and beauty. The
aquamaring is supposed to offer protection from
evil and is also said to bring love and affection
back into a failing relationship.




Lift for PlumRus East/Hyser vir PlumRus Oos

There is a great need to install a lift for our Residents in PlumRus East. The East
building is our oldest Residential area and will undergo a massive upgrade with the
installation of a lift. The estimated cost of this project is between R700 000 and
R1Million.

What we really need is a philanthropic donation of an estate or two to better
put us within reach of this goal.

If you require an 18A certificate for tax purposes, please contact Cindy on
cindy@plumrus.co.za with all the relevant details and she will happily oblige.

Payments can either be made at our Reception or directly via EFT into the following
bank account:

Account: Plumstead Rusoord Board Account

ABSA - 450640409

Code - 632005 Balance as January 2024 - R38 499
Reference - Donation Lift

DOESN TH‘) \WE DIDN'T REALIZE
§“ ) \A\_\A‘Y P>We were & “If you're bored with
MAKING life, change your mind.

i o Q o dom%ﬂ EM 0 RIE ! It's never too late to,
d. Uty M S 2 change,your &
e WE JUST THOUGHT ~attitude.” - Unknown

HVINGFN

PlumRus is YOUR HOME. Every activity/event is planned for everyone’s
participation. We do not have special cliques operating for only a privileged few. We
would like to encourage ALL residents to feel ___ -

free to participate in any activity/event that

tickles their interest. Do you know that we

have gym trim sessions every Tuesday, bingo |

every Thursday, prayer meeting every |

Wednesday, an English church service every

Sunday morning and an Afrikaans service very

Sunday evening, with our special One Hour for * '

Jesus happening every Friday morning? Monthly activities include garden club



mailto:cindy@plumrus.co.za

. meetings, resident’s talks, outings, writer’s club meetings,

. shopping trips twice a week, YouTube evening, lotto draw,

bring and braai and our morning market. There are

Residents who play bridge, scrabble rummikub, cards and

those who would love to be challenged to a game of chess,

% table tennis or pool. We have a group called Friends who

# welcomes new Residents and visits the sick and lonely

amongst us. If you would like to find out more about any

of these activities please speak with the staff at reception or alternatively speak with
Portia; they will be only to happy to assist you.

“Tell me

and I forget.
Teach me
and I remembenr
Involve me

and I learn.*

PlumRus has signed a Service Level
Agreement (SLA) with 2Military Hospital E‘E’?\

which offers their Nursing Assistant

students, studying towards their R169

course under the new scope/framework of

the South African Nursing Council (SANC),

an opportunity to meet the practical

component of the course. Our Sister-in- £

charge will mentor the students and guide

them in accordance with their expected outcome requirements.

We will be hosting 3 to 4 students at a time throughout the year as they complete
their block sessions and come to do their practical training.

We are excited about this collaboration and look forward to the impact this will have
on the holistic Basic Care we provide to our residents and clients. We wish the
students all the best with their studies and for their future.

Ladies do you know that you can book a special birthday
massage with Louise Edgcumbe (Ext.2130). Zelda Pover was the
15t lucky recipient of Louise’s generous time and gift, and says it
was the most amazing experience first thing on her birthday,
which just set the tone for the rest of the day’s celebrations. They
' also realized that they had so many common threads weaved
# Love (N AUTION through their lives. Sorry gents, this is a Ladies only gift.




At our February meeting we explored the theme of HOME, SWEET HOME,

enjoyed reading each other’s writing and practiced our editing skills. Here are the
pieces we have chosen to share with you. Our next meeting is on Tues 12 March @
3pm in N203. We will be swopping April Fool’s stories - the tall and the short. Do
come along and share yours.

THE SOUND OF HOME (by Verena Salzwedel)

I have had many “"Home, Sweet Homes” in my life, each with its own sound-bytes
locked into my memory.

At my childhood home in Mowbray, the winter rains pounded

the corrugated iron roof so that you could not hear yourself
speak. When the rain paused, the fire crackled in the grate, -
shedding scant warmth. We burnt driftwood, which smelt of AR
the sea and spat at us. During hot summer days, the hens &
clucked lazily. The smell of the loquat tree in which I perched B
and daydreamed, still lingers somewhere inside of me.

furrows and hot nights with res doors banging and much kicking of the
“tickey box” to persuade it to work and my “kamermaat” rustling papers
all night, supposedly studying whilst I preferred sleeping.

. My first flat in a far-flung town overlooked a parking lot. At 6 a.m. every
§% morning, a going-on-duty policeman started his car at least six times
8 and counting.

My first marital home had large rubber tree leaves flapping up and down the driveway
and birds pecking at their reflections in the windows and the burglar alarm screeching
in response until we learnt to keep the curtains drawn.

My last marital home was haunted by the nightjar every evenlng Durlng the day,
you could hear the dassies chewing up the garden, when the [ : ‘
wind wafted, you could hear and smell the distant sea from

the front door.

And then, at last, to Plumrus, with my hearing impaired by
chemotherapy. Having finally agreed to fit hearing aids, I now
wake to the Robin Chat’'s dawn chorus, am sleepily aware of
the passing of the 6 a.m. suburban train and am even
becoming quite fond of the guinea fowls.




THE COW WHO FOLLOWED THE FAMILY (by June Stein)

A stranger's small bakkie broke down near my property in the sticks in rural Karoo,
lost and soon in the dark. An elderly man and his wife on crutches were travelling on
obscure gravel roads on an adventure from Cape Town, so I ferried them to my house
for supper and to organize to be towed to George 200km away for repairs.

We had time to chat and a goosebump moment followed when the man asked if I
was related to the previous owner of the cow portrait on my wall- and he named
my late father-in-Law, who was a Vryburg farmer he knew about 1,500 km away,
plus naming the stud cow fully as Fairbreeze Masters Blossom 3rd.

About 60 years earlier while visiting a Vryburg farmer friend the stranger had met a
young boy riding his horse, and subsequently invited to visit the boy's parents on the
farm next door, the stranger had seen this " Blossom" portrait of a cow wearing a
Championship sash hanging on a wall in their house.

Years in the future this same young boy then became my
husband & we were given Blossom's picture by his father |
who had started the South Devon Stud, Fairbreeze, in
Natal. The cow followed us to each new home in the
Eastern Cape to hang in her gilded frame in keeping with
her bovine lineage.

Some years later, transported to Cape Town on a motorbike trailer, Blossom is now
artistically displayed on an easel, a bit spotty with age but Home Sweet Home &
somewhere in a box maybe are her many prize silver cups for bovine excellence.

MOTHER'’S ANTIQUE JUG (by Vivien Spiers)

This jug is not valuable, nor will it ever feature on “Antiques Road Show”, but it has
been a favourite in our family ever since I can remember.

In the sixties we still had our milk delivered to us in bottles; my mother would decant
a bottle, with their cap of cream, into this jug and it would stand in the refrigerator
covered by a doily with its fringe of glass beads. I used to sneak gulps straight from
the jug when I felt thirsty. During suppertime conversation I would stare at the jug,
gathering my thoughts. The picture on the jug of an old eighteenth century bridge
and houses onto the river could be any charming country scene.

And so, when we packed up my mother’'s house on her
death, the jug came to be mine. Tucked away into the back
of the cupboard, when we drew it out it, was like an old friend
in a time of bereavement. Memories of the old house in
Bergvliet, with the spacious kitchen and table, the old solid
fridge, the noise of the ancient washing machine in the
scullery with its mangle. Holding this jug in my hands it
seems to echo sounds and evoke scenes from a less frantic
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Monday

Tuesday

Wednesday

Gym Trim in the Hall Tuesday’s @ 09:30
Prayer Meeting Wednesdays in all lounges @ 11:45
5th March 2024 Special general meeting in the hall @ 15:00
7th March 2024 Morning market in the Hall @ 09:30
13th March 2024 YouTube social evening in the Hall @ 18:00
20th March 2024 Residents Talk in the Hall @ 15:00
22nd March 2024 Bring & Braai in the Hall @ 18:00
29th Good Friday church service @ 09:30
31st March 2024 Resurrection church service @ 09:30

4

5

6

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

08:00 Outing
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges
15:00 Teatime: lounges

09:00 Shopping

Meadowridge
09:30 Gym Trim in lounges
10:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

10:00 Teatime: lounges
10:30 The Good Doctor Series
Season 5 Episode 4

11:45 Prayer Meeting
in all lounges

12:30 Fruit & Veg Lorry
15:00 Teatime: lounges

11

12

13

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
08:00 Outing
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:45 Garden Club
Meeting

09:00 Shopping
Constantia Village
09:30 Gym Trim in lounges

10:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Writer's Group in
N203

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
10:00 Teatime: lounges
10:30 The Good Doctor Series

Season 5 Episode 6

11:45 Prayer Meeting in
lounges

12:30 Fruit & Veg Lorry

15:00 Teatime: lounges
18:00 YouTube Social Evening

18

19

20

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

08:00 Outing
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

09:00 Shopping
Meadowridge

09:30 Gym Trim in lounges

10:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Teatime

15:00 Residents special
general meeting

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
10:00 Teatime: lounges
10:30 The Good Doctor Series

Season 5 Episode 8

11:45 Prayer Meeting in
lounges

12:30 Fruit & Veg Lorry

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Residents Talk in the
Hall

25

26

27

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

08:00 Outing
10:00 Tea Time: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Tea Time: lounges

09:00 Shopping

Blue route
09:30 Gym Trim in lounges
10:00 Tea Time: lounges

15:00 Tea Time: lounges

08:30 Library
10:00 Teatime: lounges
10:30 The Good Doctor Series

Season 5 Episode 10

11:45 Prayer Meeting in
lounges

12:30 Fruit & Veg Lorry

15:00 Teatime: lounges




Thursday

Friday

Saturday

Sunday

1

2

3

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

09:30 One Hour for Jesus
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 The Good Doctor
Series

Season 5 Episode 3

09:30 Church

10:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Movie in Lounges
Family Switch

18:00 Woord & Lied

Dr. Chris Saayman

7

8

9

10

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:30 Morning Market
10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges
14:00 Shopping

Blue Route
15:00 Teatime: lounges
15:00 Bingo in the Hall

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

09:30 One Hour for Jesus
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 The Good Doctor
Series

Season 5 Episode 5

09:30 Church

10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Movie in Lounges
Instant Family

18:00 Woord & Lied

Dr. Chris Saayman

14

15

16

17

08:30 Library / Biblioteek

09:00 Shopping

Constantia
Emporium
09:30 Gym trim in the
hall

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges
15:00 Teatime: lounges

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:30 One Hour for Jesus

10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 The Good Doctor
Series

Season 5 Episode 7

09:30 Church
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges
15:00 Movie in Lounges
Spelling the dream

18:00 Woord & Lied

Dr. Chris Saayman

21

22

23

24

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:00 No Shopping
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges
15:00 Bingo in the Hall

Human rights day

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:30 One Hour for Jesus
10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime:lounges
18:00 Bring & Braai

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 The Good Doctor
Series

Season 5 Episode 9

09:30 Church

10:00 Teatime: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Movie in Lounges
keelah the spelling

Bee
18:00 Woord & Lied

Dr. Chris Saayman

28

29

30

31

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:00 Shopping

Meadowridge

09:00 Gym trim in the
hall

10:00 Teatime: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Teatime: lounges

15:00 Bingo in the Hall

18:30 Lotto Draw in the
Hall

08:30 Library / Biblioteek
09:30 Good Friday
church service

10:00 Tea Time: lounges

11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Tea Time: lounges
Good Friday

10:00 Tea Time: lounges
11:00 Activities in lounges

15:00 Tea Time: lounges

15:00 The Good Doctor
Series

Season 5 Episode 11

09:30 Resurrection

church service
10:00 Tea Time: lounges

15:00 Tea Time: lounges

15:00 Movie in Lounges

Nanny McPhee
returns

No Evening service

Easter




lifestyle. When mothers stayed home to welcome their kids from school and tend
chickens in the backyard, damask tablecloths flapping on the clothesline and high
crowned bread spread with real butter and strawberry jam.

Today it stands in pride of place on the bookcase shelf above the clock, serving as a
focus point for my thoughts when lost in reverie. A reminder to “go quietly amidst
the noise and haste”.

Ek slat my twee oge op,
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ane l FOOD FOR

One tree can give life to a forest,
One smile can start a friendship, THOQUGHT
One hand can uplift a soul,
One idea can shape the future,
One candle can wipe out darkness,
One laugh can conquer gloom,
One ray of hope can lift your spirits,
One touch can show that you care,
One life can make a difference,
Be that ‘one’ today.

ljhave done somes
b ) ] :
really terrible thingSis
nt” 1’ thﬁ;
“for money!'Like
v T -
getting upjearlyfand

goingitoiwork

My life, my choice.

My mistakes. My lessons. Mary Had a Little Lamb
Not your business.
Mind your own problems Mary had a little lamb,
: His fleece was white as snow.
before you talk about mine. And everywhere that Mary went,
My life is not your The Lamb was sure to go.
story to tell. He followed her to school each day,
Twasn't even in the rule.
He made the children laugh and play.
To have a Lamb at school.
And then the rules all changed one day,
Illegal it became;
{Eyouheil Baonle To bring the Lamb of God to school,
who don't look, Or even speak his Name.
talk, think, vote, Everyday got worse and worse,
or act exactly like And days turned into years.
you, you might p———— Instead of hearing children laugh,
not love heaven. We heard gun shots and tears.
AN SIMKINS What must we do to stop the crime,
That's in our schools today?
Let's let the Lamb come back to school,

And teach our kids to pray!




Welpome Home)

v
YOU BELONG HERE

Mrs. Maureen Sims PlumRus North N109

Maureen joins PlumRus from Bloemfontein but is originally from Cape
Town. She was born and grew up in Wynberg and lived her married
life in Fairways.

, 'x, She has two children, Sholto, living in Bloemfontein & Zita,
living in Las Vegas. Maureen enjoys good companionship
_ including music and dancing.

Mrs. Elizabeth Wellington
Health Care — Zone 3 - Room 33

Elizabeth started off as a member of PlumRus Care Services
receiving home-based care services and joined PlumRus as a
resident on the 7t February 2024 from Bergridge Park,
Bergvliet.

She has two children, her son Neville, and daughter Shelley.

Elizabeth enjoys puzzles, reading and crosswords.

B apor iy ahgg AN R )
J

Mr. Paul Hirst
Health Care - Zone 1 - Room 16
We welcomed Paul to PlumRus on the 15t February 2024.

| He joined us from Kirstenhof but is originally born and
raised in England.

Paul has a daughter, Debbie, and two granddaughters,
Sinead and Jessica.




Die wil moet daar wees

Erik het gereeld aan sy werksmense op die plaas die slagspreuk “Waar daar ‘n wil is,
is daar ‘n weg” voorgehou. Toe hy op 'n dag vir een van sy werlkers se dat dit vir
hom lyk asof die bokram wat hy vir teeldoeleindes tussen sy bokooie gesit het, nie
sy kant bring nie, stem die werker saam met hom en voeg by: “"Wie nie wil nie, moet
weg.” (Ingedien deur: Lida Herbst)

f MOEN»IE TE VEEl PAASHASE EETNIE.

@ldeesvolvrees

44

Almal bobbejane

‘'n Sekere boerevereniging in my kontrei het op 'n jaar ‘n vreeslike probeleem gehad
met een of ander iets wat met die landbou in hulle geweste te doen gehad het. Op 'n
baie geesdriftige vergadering word daar toe oorweging geskenk aan die moontlikheid
dat ‘n afvaardiging van die boerevereniging die betrokke minister dringend moet
gaan spreek oor hierdie problem. Iemand voel toe dat hulle nie hierdie belangrike
man moet pla nie. Daarop sé oom Gawie: “Vir wat nie? Die minister is net so 'n
bobbejaan soos ons. Hy sit net op ‘'n hoér klip.” (Ingedien deur: Lida Herbst)

EK SWEER \ [/ HOU NET
“ DIE BLINK I FOELIE
i -l o KANT BO! LINDERSTAND!

Jy benodig die lepel

Dominee doen huisbesoek by ‘n baie arm tannie. Sy vra of hy wil koffie drink en toe
hy ja sé&, sé sy vir hom dat sy ongelukkig nie melk of suiker het nie. Dominee sé toe
dis reg so, sy kan maar swart koffie gee. Sy gee dit vir hom, maar met ‘n piering

en 'n teelepel daarby. Daarop lag Dominee en vra waarvoor die lepel daar is,
aangesien daar nie suiker is nie. Daarop sé die tannie: “Maar Dominee, sien
Dominee dan nie die geweldige groot vlieé wat hier rondvlieg nie? As hulle in die

|II

koffie val, kan Dominee hulle lekker uitskep met die lepel.

(Ingedien deur: Lida Herbst)




There's one thing I never understood
since the day you went away.
How traffic keeps on moving, and
night still turns to day.

How the wind keeps blowing
and leaves fall to the ground.
How the clocks keep on ticking,
even though you're not around.

How people go to work,
or are shopping with their friends,
picking clothes to suit, and
caring about new trends.

Social media is still working
and used by everyone.
How come no one notices?
Do they know that you are gone?

Sitting at a bus stop,
the bus is running late.
Time still moving forward,
but I'm stuck in a date.

People standing chatting,
everywhere you look,
yet I'm still on the page,
of the day that you were took.

The minutes turn to hours.
The days turn to weeks,
yet my face is always wet,
from my tears on my cheeks.

I will never understand,
how the world keeps moving on,
because mine has been stood still,

since you have been gone.
(J.Boyle art by Steffi Krenzek)



https://www.facebook.com/steffi.krenzek?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZUr1WdqI6FEwKUrJPsVB1Vd74dypIH1WoYO_fNjGFWLgQQ_nZkGU3lfoBR-YQIrDwzCoJoZ5giEddrPYfv851M2BdocYGUqj9PCSdoMpffijiXv3RHHVK3CnUaZg2LMH2TZ0idvSGHN5OI4u_qrJQkJ&__tn__=-%5dK-R
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4 Moy Bangield 14 / 01/ 31— 06 / 02 / 24

.“‘3‘“ (W&WMWWWMM&WW-)
, Quu Fathev un Heawen
?! My methevs beauliful deul finolly legl us aflen o leng,

Mem yow will fereven be i my daily theughts and pruyeny and lovingly
endleds and av pillovy ef stengliv wee all 3emetime ev auneltihery conided .

We wene all tudy blessed and privileged te howe been patd of yowu lige.

T knew yew've finally reached yowu desied destination and o happy (evysw.
Reat i peace Mamao. Always leve yow decly. Amen

My Auwnty Mawy was a vewy prvate pewsen, she didnwt talk o lot, she leved
eading, and leved watching spet en hev TU.

Moy was o vewy special pewen, nel enly te me, bul te the stofly as well. T
wegauded hev ay my puenity, te meel hev needs, and see thal she was
compodable. MHODGRTIP  Leouve always Beuwl Gaouveed

M. Banjield way a leng-time vesident of PlumRus. She had such av kind seul
and had o vewy geed heant. We will misd hev presence hene at PumBus. She
Tought uy all hews e be steng and nevev give wpe walil the veruy end. T was ewv
punilege te cane (o My Banjield and altheugh we ane saddened that she has
gone, we knew she iy i a betten place. MHOSRIP




Covuine Jephitar
S Guanise: 20/03M1947  ddwnset: 03/02/2024

M. Jeplho was o leving perden e wek with, she
alwayd had o smile en hew yace when we entered hev
wem, semelimes she weuld be v bil gruumypy cund stalt
acelding at uy. Ghe had hen dowys that she was leving,
and she had hev doys when she wos guumpy, bul she
WWWWLWW Thwsugh hev ailiments she alwaysd had cove
and cenceu fov etheny. T was o greal pleaswie toking coe of hev and being
thene fov hew wntib e last days. Hew last wernds e myselly and Denise wene “ek
gaou julle skep” and we all laughed, knewing that she weuld neven. She had
o unigyue dende of huwmewv which coume theugh vegoudlesd of e heolliv
alwaoys miss w M. Jeplha.
From all Knagga High Cae Teaun and eveupene elde al PluumBRus,
MAY Yo REST TN PEACE MRS . JEP THA. (Gubmited, by: Caner-Camees)

Chalmedeen Cowrensy

S Guinnise 13/04/38 @& Gunsel 15/01/24

Ek enthow deuveel meoi van my mav. Sy was eglig ‘w
veobeeld viv ony vou hee em ‘w goeie wiew le wees. Quy
SRS ken haoy allyd dewy ‘w ing tek. Gy hel die meegiste
\ _ps,f‘ 4 naalduwenk, breiwerk en hekelwerk gedoen. Sy kon die
: OV w,wmmwmwmwm Mane het
a@d&wﬂdg&e@gﬂm Gy dneeg afy en ek pak weg. Rown hel end alltyd die
ow nmudiek geluisten en saoum geding wil velle bony. My mao wad baie lieg vy
muaiek en hel alliyd saoum gesing. Gy ken maklik met haowelly spol. Sy was
baie liefy vin die Bybel en hel altyd 3¢ mesi gebid. Gy was ‘n baie goeie owma
geweed. Gy way baie liek viv die meoi geed in die lewse. Mel liefde - Kaninm




A frog goes into a bank and approaches the teller. He
can see from her nameplate that her name is Patty
Whack.

"Miss Whack, I'd like to get a $30,000 loan to take a
holiday."

Patty looks at the frog in disbelief and asks his name.
The frog says his name is Kermit Jagger, his dad is Mick Jagger, and that it's okay,
he knows the bank manager.

Patty explains that he will need to secure the loan with some collateral.

The frog says, "Sure. I have this," and produces a tiny porcelain elephant, about an
inch tall, bright pink, and perfectly formed.

Very confused, Patty explains that she'll have to consult with the bank manager and
disappears into a back office.

She finds the manager and says, "There's a frog called Kermit Jagger out there who
claims to know you and wants to borrow $30,000, and he wants to use this as
collateral." She holds up the tiny pink elephant. "I mean, what in the world is this?"

The bank manager looks back at her and says, "It's a knickknack, Patty Whack.
Give the frog a loan. His old man's a Rolling Stone."

(You sang it, didn't you? Yeah, I know you did.)

Never take life too seriously...@

Life iv show

Woman like silent men...they think they're listening.
Never go to bed angry...stay up and fight.

There are a few things more satisfying than seeing your

children, have teenagers of their own.
(Submitted by: Lovise Edgcumbe)




THE CASTLE

The first Military Fort of wood and

iron in the early 1600s was on the

present day Grand Parade in Cape =&

Town; the massive stone walled

Castle was started in 1666 with 4

"star" bastion points and it took the

Dutch 13 years to complete, with g

then 5 "star" bastions housing their ¢ i

military and first prison built by the Verenigde Indische Compagnie [VOC], this being
the 6 chamber-cities of the DEIC [Dutch East India Company] formed to protect their
ships sea routes around the Cape to India for trade in spices, porcelain & host of
products.

The guide's clue: BLONC, for the naming of the
bastions, stood for the titles of the Netherlands
Prince of Orange
being Buren,
Leerdam, Oranje,
Nassau,
Catzenellenbogen-
some of us scaled
the many steps to
the latter's cannon
rampart outside [
& WW11 gun
fixtures] with city
views on land
reclaimed from the sea. The original Castle entrance
was near the beach [hence the name Strand Street]
but was moved for fear of a naval attack to the side
where we entered through the enormous spiked
doors over the moat.

Shamier, our quirky guide, switched off the light in the musty,
3 . g vVaulted- roof Dungeon after saying there was
) air for 1 person for 1 day if the window slit was )
. closed and the latter was only open at night! |
The hook from the dome to drop prisoners
headlong onto the peach pip floor is still there,
the stocks and cat-0-9-tails whip also!

The courtyard is divided by a defensive cross
wall, the Kat, for mounting cannons & later
housed Governor Simon van der Stel's rooms,
still with exquisite hand carved furniture displays including the
Banquet room's 110-seater table. The wings housed military personnel, stables,




bakery, armory, kitchens, granary, water well & slave quarters. Lady Ann Barnard's
Dolphin Pool with a sea monster statue was added later. There are life-size statues
below the Kat balcony depicting the 4 main Tribal Chiefs who were kept in prison
here, a forgotten history lesson!

In 1993 renovations unearthed many Dutch, British & French artifacts now displayed
in the excellent Military Museum where maps depict the naval attacks from
Muizenberg & Simonstown, yet the Castle was never broached; here also models of
the Castle & the Battery armed with cannons.

Thank you Plumrus for this exhausting but brilliant trip, a first-time privilege for some
residents. [We were well behaved, so Kurt rushed in to buy us ice creams!]

| &Ualulum’aa@@{,l@ueww
rom yesteweary breught back greal
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Dementia, The Thief

It took away your days and nights

I ked = t"meh f o th

t suc our speech ri rom your mou
IZJ your words E::ame a SIY::

It slowly imprisoned you from your kife
eJou couldn’'t wdk r miles
It haunt ur sleep and made you scared
wnped away your smiles
Because it’s not just memory loss
That dementia brings your soul

It gives you torturous unwanted gifts
. To Trzuplace the ones it stole.

It switched your radiant laughter and joy
For agitation, sadness and fear
And stole your independence
And made your worlcl become less clear.

Your loved ones watched you disappear
A little more eacm‘a
Thzywvshed but all so helpless*y

it stole you right away

Aind in the end are precious memories
possess no more
But instead your loved ones treasure them
Deep within their core.

I do not know if you remember me
Or if I've been stolen from you too
But dementia will never ever steal away
The love 1 ?Zel for you.

- Hannah Hillier © 2018

Ane yew caning ferv av loved
one wilhy Rementio?

Wiy net jein ewv Rementiov
GA Suppod Greup?

Meetings take place i the
teyen of the Cothee Shop
eveuy 3* Gatwudowy ef the
mentival 14:30




Watter idioom pas by watter prent?

1. Die appel val nie ver van die boom nie.
Die kind is soos sy ma of pa.

2.Daaris 'nslangin die gras.
Daar is onraad.

3. Op die draad sit.
Nie kant kies nie.

4. Elke huis het sy kruis.
Elke huis het sy eie probleme.

5. As die kat weg is, is die muis baas.
As die ouers weg is, maak die kinders nes hulle wil.

6. Lepel in die dak steek.
Doodgaan.

7. Die son trek water.
Dit word laat.

2 %

8. Alles vir soetkoek opeet. -
Alles glo wat jy hoor.

9. Met 'n mond vol tande sit.
Niks hé om te sé nie.

10. Oos wes, tuis bes.
In jou eie huis is jy op jou gelukkigste.
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Lift Chair

Osteoporosis

Silver Sneakers

Geriatric

Medicare
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Meals On Wheels
Wheel Chair
Hearing Aid
Dentures
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