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Cairns, I am told, are piles of stones that are sometimes used
on mountain trails, particularly along seldom used trails, as
route markers to guide hikers and to reassure them that, while
it may appear that they have strayed from the path, they are
still on the right track and should keep going. A few years ago,
during a particularly difficult period in my life, I received a
prophetic encouragement that while the path I was walking
seemed overgrown and disused, God had placed cairns along
the way to help me navigate my way through to the other side.
As it turned out, that prophetic word was spot on, and while
God spoke very little during that period and while the going
was certainly tough there were definitely markers along the
way that encouraged me to keep going and reminded me that
God was with me, even when on the surface of things it looked
like I had been deserted.

To be honest, I would love for God to lead me like he led the
Israelites in the desert. I would love for God to pitch up in a
blazing pillar of fire by night and a pillar of cloud by day. I'd
love for him to thunder from heaven, !Turn right, Paul, and
then go straight ahead." I'd love God to act like a cosmic GPS,
constantly chattering in my ear about the route ahead and how
I need to navigate it. God, however, seems to prefer using
cairns for the most part. His preference seems to call us onto
barely worn paths and ask that we trust him to guide us on the
way. Living with awareness has become for me all about living
with my eyes open for the cairns along the way. Living with
awareness has become for me all about trusting God to guide
me even when the going is tough and the way ahead seems
completely uncharted. Living with awareness has become for
me all about believing that while it may be dark around me God
knows the way and will lead me through to the other side. As
we keep our eyes open for the markers God places along our
route to guide and encourage us, we grow in our awareness of a
God who will never leave us or forsake us.

Living with an awareness of God's cairns has particular
relevance for me now as we head out into our community as a
church. We don't have a detailed route map or a blueprint as to
how we should do this. We only know that this is the path God
has called us onto. As we move out in obedience and keep our
eyes open for cairns en route, however, I am convinced that we
will come to know God's abiding presence in greater and
greater measure, and so will the community God has called us
into. *
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Sleepless in Melville
[Movies to wake up to]
by David Warby

Amazing Grace

Groundhog Day

An Inconvenient Truth

This is the spiritually rich, true story of
William Wilberforce, the activist who
tirelessly led the campaign to abolish
slavery in Britain. William's actions
were greatly influenced by his old
pastor, John Newton, an ex-slave-ship
captain famous for having written the
hymn, Amazing Grace. This film
follows William's growing awareness
of the trade, and his subsequent
struggle to overthrow it.

Arrogantly self-centred weatherman,
Phil Connors (Bill Murray) stumbles
into a time warp and winds up
repeating the most insipid day of his
life: Groundhog Day. At first Phil uses
'eternity' for his own ends, living a
consequence-free existence. But
hedonism fails to satisfy... Eventually,
Phil realizes that meaning and joy is
found only in taking an interest in the
people around him, and living for their
benefit. Groundhog Day digsdeep!

! What changed in the US since
Hurricane Katrina was a feeling that
we have entered a period of
consequence..." The devastating
effects of global warming are stripped
of misconception in this environmental
awareness documentary film, hosted
by former Vice President Al Gore. If
his findings are accurate, our planet is
in terrible danger. But fortunately this

aint no doom and gloom flick, folks. There is much that we as a
global community can do to reverse the effects of global
warming, if action follows awareness. Check out

to learn how to make a difference. *www.climatecrisis.net

Bubble Gum & Doggie Doodle
by Stella Steenkamp

Don't you hate it when you become
aware of the doggie doodle on your
shoe? Or the bubble gum under
your chair? The thing with doggie
doodle is: it stinks if you don't
do anything about it. And the
thing about bubble gum
under your chair is: you
can remain blissfully
unaware of it, until
you put your finger
on it, that is.

I used to be really good at avoiding putting my finger on it. I
found that putting my finger on it made me aware of the fact
that the gum had lost its flavour. In someone else's mouth, and
had now reached maturity, below my bottom. And the fact I'd
touched it, meant I may have to move it. This made me queasy.
Once upon a Chappie, my fingers would brush over the bulge of
gob and pretend to be blissfully unaware of its icky existence.

You cannot be blissfully unaware of doggie doodle's icky
existence. Nor should you put your finger on it. Trust me.

Bearing my inability to take action in mind, my fingers were
recently involved in a head on collision with a bubble gum
bulge. To my horror, I found myself glaring at the gob between
my fingertips that was once nestled below my bottom. Why, oh
why had a felt the need to pry the gob from its hiding place just
because it didn't belong there? This made me queasy.

The thing with doggie doodle and bubble gum is that they bear a
striking resemblance to general things in my life. If I don't put
my finger on It, I'm potentially unaware of It, but it if I don't put
my finger on the potentially present problem, it will more
than likely begin to linger, like the pong of doggy doodle. And
this too, makes me queasy.

While some things are easier to be unaware of, for a matter of
time, like bubble gum under your bottom, some things can be
decidedly unpleasant if action is not taken, like a persistent
doggie doodle pong. And almost certainly action is required
sooner rather than later, to avoid the linger of the pong. It has
become clear to me that awareness is vital for change and
change is necessary and inevitable. Yes, this makes me queasy.
My therapist calls this progress. I call it Jesus.

Romans 12:2-3
Do not conform any longer to the pattern of this world, but be
transformed by the renewing of your mind. *

Mr. Fantastic
saves the day!

Bill Murray
rues the day!



We, as Christians, have hope in a world that seems beset
by disaster and chaos. But too often we forget what that
hope truly is, and think of it as something beyond this
world, not in it. So we bury our ostrich-like heads in the
sands of our programmes and rituals and hope that our
obtrusive tail feathers will attract people into our
sandpits. Slowly, though, we have begun to shake our
sandy heads, blink the grains out of our eyes, and are
slowly waking up to the awareness that our hope can
make a real difference in the world around us. So, to
continue the metaphor, we've fluffed our feathers and
stretched our necks and loped off into the streets and
cafes and bars around us.

We are beginning to live with awareness, to look at the
communities we live in and ask what they would look like
if we took the hope of Christ and His Kingdom into the
highways and byways, rather than waiting for people to
realise what they are missing and come to us for a glimpse
of hope. As we have become aware of the ways in which
the good news of the Kingdom can make a difference, we
are beginning to be aware of what it means to be
caretakers of the world which God created for us to live
in. If we are to inherit the earth, then we need to do what
we can to make sure that it is around for much longer. We
should not be like the prodigal (wasteful) son who
carelessly threw away his inheritance because he thought
there would be no tomorrow. Deborah begins to guide us
into how to leave a more gentle carbon footprint.

This growing awareness shakes itself up with a moral
strength that a lax world finds more appealing than we
have been led to believe. Greg's moral choices lead to
discussions about the power and vigour of a God who is
not a vague, uncertain nanny, but a wildly exciting Being
who enables us to live with conviction and gives us the
freedom to make decisions that do not sheepishly follow
the coercion of the world.

Talking of nannies, Rebecca shares with us the secrets of
moms and tots in supermarkets and bringing God into the
routine of nappies, baby food and jelly tots. And lets us
into some of the secrets of why our own mothers
embarrassed us when we were dragged along to the
shops!

We can, when we live with awareness, become people of
peace, joy and contentment in a world that is
reeling recklessly with no hope. Aaron's
viewing of The Office gives us insight into
self awareness that leads to God
awareness and subsequently to
other awareness. Living with
awareness is just a new way of
understanding an old
directive: Go into all the
world and tell them
that the Kingdom of
God is in their
midst. *
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Awakening to Awareness
by Lynette Douglas - Editor
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Wednesday (a.k.a middle of the fast) I was walking# no wait,
I tripped while walking, past the television and it just happened
to be on, or rather while tripping I accidentally fell on the
remote and 'accidentally' turned the television on SABC 3.
Landing on the couch as I did is always disconcerting so,
needless to say, I lay there completely immobilised (my frail
body weakened by both my fall and a severe lack of nutrition)
for the next 40 minutes. The remote, out of reach in my
temporarily disabled state, was useless to me, as (I might add)
was my workaholic housemate. So there I was, 16h00 on a
weekday afternoon, no housemate, no remote (yelling wasn't
going to help), left with no other option than to watch Oprah.

The show was on waste. Featured were two generic families;
both fairly affluent, both living in middle class suburbia, the
first with three children and second with two, all trendy, all
good looking, successful, well-dressed and all nauseating.
Both these families would have us belief that having the Oprah
camera crew live in their house for five days and limiting the
quantities of waste produced had been life changing. Even if I
do ignore the videotaped mother of three shopping for
handbags online on day three of the challenge (shopping for
anything other than food was barred for the week) or a
daughter quitting on the last day to watch Titanic (only 1 hour
of television permitted) or temper tantrums thrown by a five
year old not allowed to play video games for three hours a day;
the constant back patting by members who proudly proved that
they no longer lived in a sauna (the show was taped during
winter and indoor heating was limited) or threw $400 away
each week on spoiled/left over/unconsumed food or no longer

Confessions of a Waster
by Deborah Kirkman

let their toddlers spend 5 hours in front of a monitor was
enough to sink me into depression. How are we ever going clean
up the mess we've made on our planet if a little less television
and drinking tap instead of bottled water is considered worthy
of praise? And not just any praise, praise from the talk-time-
television goddess.

As much as I would like to blame other countries, ie. America
and Western Europe, for global warming, middle-eastern
conflict and any other problems with the words extinction,
emissions and non-renewable in it, I can't. Using more than
what we need is not unique to America and Europe; it is a
human condition buried in all of us. A few extra Rands and an
image to uphold is all you need to convert any conservative
spender/user into a waster. And in wasting, you're not just
throwing away something you don't need; you're consuming
something someone else does.

What I am trying to get to in my ramblings is this confession, I
waste. And as exasperated as I am at those Oprah-atic
suburbanites (yes, and jealous; they really were well dressed,
successful....), my carbon karma probably doesn't look a whole
lot different from theirs. Not significantly anyway. So in
trying to live a life of integrity (that and wanting ecological
superiority) I am going to try and put superficial token
! green" gestures aside and start making an effort to minimise
what I take from this planet and increase what I am giving
back. And yes, I'm going to be writing about it in this column.
Watch this space. *
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[To be sung to the tune of "My Favourite Things" - the Sound of Music]

Phil's random clapping up front ev'ry Sunday
His dodgy rhythm can lead us all astray
And when he dances the funky chicken
These are a few of our favourite things

Toni's our musical aficionado
Sings and she plays and she writes her own songs too
Fantastic dress sense - Phil's boots make her cringe
These are a few of our favourite things

Phil's constant problem is foot in mouth syndrome
When your wife says she feels like a marshmallow
Phil, it's not tactful to recommend gym
These are a few of our favourite things

Toni's blonde moments have caused us some pity
Sometimes she's slow so thank-goodness she's pretty
Her computer skills are not dazzling
These are a few of our favourite things

Once they were two, they're a family of four now
Opened their hearts and their lives to two daughters
Suddenly parents to teenaged darlings
These are a few of our favourite things

Laughter and joking and bright smiling faces
Invites to dinner and friendly embraces
Not being offended by things that we sing#
These are a few of our favourite things

Now they're leaving, off to Cape Town,
And we're feeling sad
But we'll just look back on our favourite things
And then we won't feel so bad *

Chorus:

Our Favourite Things
[A Tribute to the Nortons at their Farewell]
by Rachel Donaldson & Rebecca Rouillard
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In an episode of the television series The Office, one of the main
characters makes a comment which finds its humor in its irony.
Michael Scott, the regional manager of the fictitious office, is
commenting on one of his new staff after a series of pandering
and annoying interactions. Michael, who it should be noted, is
the author of more than his fair share of demeaning and
annoying interactions with many of his own employees, looks
into the camera and remarks: 'I don't understand how someone
can have so little self awareness.'

As anyone who engages in public speaking knows, you can
oftentimes see the emotional response of your audience on their
collective face. But you are also drawn to those people who are
projecting a very specific emotion different from the rest. This
could be a look that expresses disagreement or a lack of
understanding. But the noteworthy aspect of this phenomenon
is that sometimes those individuals in question can be feeling
and exuding a very specific emotion and yet be completely
unaware that they are doing so.

This introduces an interesting question: Just how often are we
really aware of ourselves and how we are feeling at a given
time? Do you sometimes find yourself angry, sullen, sad, etc.
and yet oblivious of just what exactly the source of those
emotions is? As a personal example, I far too often I catch
myself in the bonds of fear not exactly sure what the root of it is.
Only upon closer examination do I discover the source to be a
specific lie that I had chosen to believe about myself, my day,
others, my God or my future that simply went unchecked or was
not immediately dealt with when it first reared its ugly head.

We as people can suffer from undisciplined or lazy minds.
Minds which allow anything to enter and consciences which
entertain all thoughts equally rather than monitoring what we
choose to ponder so as to discard those thoughts which are
founded on non-truths. The apostle Paul knew this; in his
second letter to the Corinthians he encouraged them with his
own life saying! We# take every thought captive to obey
Christ" (10:5) and implored the Romans to be!# transformed
by the renewal of your mind#" (12:2). Paul was aware of how
unaware we Christians can be.

Our minds constantly take in things from the world around us,
yet more times than not the thoughts we discover flying across
the screen of our mind like the news ticker on Sky News only
serve to bolster emotions based on lies. Rather let us find
ourselves as men and women who are aware of our mental
intake and alert to the thoughts we choose to respond to. In
doing so I believe we will find ourselves falling prey far less to
the worries and fears around us, joining the chorus of a world
that loves to promote derision and rather be the people God has
meant for us to be; people of peace, contentment and joy.

Summing it all up, friends, I'd say you'll do best by filling your
minds and meditating on things true, noble, reputable,
authentic, compelling, gracious-the best, not the worst; the
beautiful, not the ugly; things to praise, not things to curse.
Philippians 4:8 (The Message) *

Self Awareness
by Aaron Carroll

Toddler Evangelism
by Rebecca Rouillard

Every woman, I suspect, gets to a certain time in her life when
she realises she is being transformed, with ever increasing
likeness, into her mother. One of the things that used to
embarrass me the most about my mother (in my easily-
embarrassed teenaged years) was when she would strike up
conversations with complete strangers in the supermarket
queue. I could not comprehend why this was necessary or
where this bizarre behaviour stemmed from. While pushing
Emma round Pick n' Pay in a trolley, I have had a new
revelation of how my mother ended up this way. Pregnant
tummies, babies and toddlers have an amazing ability to invite
conversation with strangers. (I suspect that after my mother
had had three children she just never got out of the habit.)

While you are pregnant it is generally the grannies and the
crackpots who approach you and you practice a polite, but not
too friendly, response and quick exit from the situation,
preferably before they actually start caressing your belly. (It
happens!) Mothers of small babies smile sympathetically at
each other in mutual sleep deprivation and enquire politely as
to the relative ages of each other's babies. By the time you have
a toddler you have lost all sense of shame and the merest
glimpse of another child within your child's age range will have
you exchanging sleeping tips and phone numbers within an
indecently short space of time. If you do not start a
conversation immediately your toddler will force the issue by
running up to the other child, stealing their sweets and bopping
them over the head or, alternatively, hugging and kissing them
with embarrassing forwardness. It seems churlish not to chat
to the mother of the child with whom your child is now suddenly
best friends, (or has just savagely beaten up!)

Within these! mother-of-toddler" relationships, evangelism is
a standard mode of conversation. Whether it is the benefits of
sleep-training vs. co-sleeping or Huggies vs. Pampers, there is
much passionate sharing of viewpoints. Recently I have found
myself promoting Emma's preschool with such enthusiasm to
other Moms that I suspect Emma's teacher should be giving me
commission on her new pupils' fees! There is also a depth of
sharing that must be unique amongst other interest groups. In
what other circles could you meet someone and progress from
introductions, to details of labour and birth, to your child's
bowel movements, within so short a space of time?

Perhaps the awareness I need to gain (apart from the fact that I
know I have actually recently become my mother once and for
all) is that I have an amazing opportunity, in these moments, to
promote something even more important than sleep-training. I
have a relationship with a living God that'll change your life
even more than getting eight hours solid sleep at night. I won't
try to tell you how to parent your child - but I do feel liberated
to tell you what works for me and makes my life easier! In the
same way, I can tell you how God influences my life and hope
that my life looks a bit more attractive than my toddler's
behaviour - particularly her behaviour in the supermarket
queue! *
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I was at a comedy evening recently. One of the comics took a
swipe at Christianity, which in itself is neither unusual nor
worrisome it is clear that to be funny you have to shock as
much as possible.

However, the substance of the joke struck home in my spirit as
a truism. The nub of it was that Christians appear to the world
to have no consistency or conviction in our beliefs about what
we should do. The comic was reacting to recent doctrinal
announcements by the Roman Catholic Church, in which they
apparently unwound some prior directives to their followers.
He unfavourably compared Christianity with the Islamic faith,
on the basis that Muslims have remained unvarying in their
beliefs. The latter point is ignorant of the fissures within
Muslim sects; this, however, is irrelevant, and I will not refer to
the comparison again.

Are we as a Christian body so unsure of our convictions, so
wishy-washy, so fragmented, that the world cannot take us
seriously? I felt challenged in this regard. I have the privilege
of a slew of non-religious friends. The slivers of faith-related
conversation reveal that they do watch me for signposts to my
faith. My question is: Are we aware of what signposts the
people of today are looking for?

Here there is danger of slipping into cliché. Yes, what they
should be seeing in me is God's love and plan for the world.
There are three ways for God to reveal those gemstones to
them. First, Jesus can give them special revelation, a la Saul on
the road to Damascus, which in my experience is quite rare.
Second, I can tell it and sell it. Third, they can see it in my
actions. The point is for us all to agree that we should be
showing them the yes rather than the no in God.

However, let's work for a while with what our actions and words
would look like if we are to be walking evangelical portraits. I
suspect that we tend towards trying to fit in with our culture,
and just be extra caring. In this way, we believe people will be
drawn to our combination of relevance and warmth.
Somewhere in there, we hope to slip in some words about how
wonderful God is.

Fair enough. I too fully believe in these things. Yet, I am
increasingly aware that people actually crave some of the
structure and starkness that being a functioning Christian
entails. Jesus tells us that the sign of loving Him is obedience to
Him. This definitely includes some 'no', some boundaries. Sean
Callaghan once preached on the differences in lifestyle between
Christians and the world. For example, he talked about how we
use our money differently, which references our recent fast. We
also treat relationships differently, as well as time, and many
other things. There are some real boundaries in there. I am
finding in my interactions that these boundary conditions are
richer sources of life and conversation than many other aspects
of belief.

Life, in many ways, has panned out the way I thought it would
when I pictured life after Varsity. A lot has changed, though:

1. It costs us to hit the snooze button in the morning, to sleep
for ten more minutes (not that it did not back in Varsity). It
means reduced time with the Father in the morning.

2. Weekends seem to be more valuable than you thought
possible before you started working.

My friends and I share these sentiments. We moan a lot (not all
the time, though) about having to wake up and go and! Love
God" (work=worship). In many ways we are aware of what has
become of us: we are tent makers who have been called by God
to build labourers for the lost world in the work place (I just
stole the Campus Outreach vision). With reference to Genesis
3:19, we are aware that nothing comes on a silver platter - or a
bronze one for that matter. For most of us life has changed
significantly. I speak of dear friends who have quit their jobs,
not because they are cowards, but because it has gotten
tougher than usual.

It appeared to be a joke when we were told, in the late stages of
our Varsity life, ! All work is hard." We took it seriously at the
time, but forgot once we got back into our comfort zones that
it's a REALITY. So, a heads up to those who are about to
graduate: all work is hard! The aim is not to scare or

The extent that Christianity includes wise and well-intentioned
restrictions, as well as vast freedom, is the extent to which we
should be displaying the same to the world around us.
Otherwise, we are frankly falling short of truth in advertising.
Recently I had to tell a non-Christian girl why I would not take
up her generous offer of herself. I could have rebuffed her
without referencing my faith. But found that No, it's not that I
don't like you, it is my Christian faith wound up in a candid
discussion of the sheer love and wonder of God, a wonderful
opportunity for evangelism. The hook was the 'no'.

I would encourage us to talk candidly about the boundaries in
our lives placed there by a wise and loving Father. Back to the
bedroom: when someone asks me about my views on a sexual
matter, or makes some remark, if it is appropriate in the
context am I ready to confess straight-out that I am a thirty-
two year old virgin? There's a conversation stopper for you...or
is it a starter? How about that for a statement of God's
power?*

Living with Awareness of! No"
by Greg Lee

Awareness of our Dependence on God
by Mazola Molefe
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discourage anyone, but to make available the network of
mentorship, as! flood gates" have been opened to be better
prepared.

I have come to learn how to be patient in all of this - all things
work together for the good of those who love the Father - has
constantly been on my mind as I attempt to deal with the hustle
and bustle of life.

Home group has played an important role in providing
emotional and spiritual support. It has been the ideal
community of believers that I prayed God would supply me with
once I left my comfort zone and once everything was not so
hunky-dory.

To make things a bit more exciting and eye-opening, the recent
church fast left me basking in the love of God and! feeding off
Him" . Somehow I had forgotten how much God has to take
control of my life. One person said,! During the fast I just let
God handle everything for me, but when I am physically strong
and having eaten, I want to do things myself and that's not how
it's supposed to be." A great need has arisen in me, calling to
deeply suppress my flesh and let the Spirit lead me just as he
did during the fast. I am praying that the rest of the year will
be filled with that! *
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