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Gelukwensinge : Ivan & Carina Cronje -97/12/13

Mnr die seremoniemeester, Ivan en Carina, Martin en Alta, Roelf en Rita, Geagte gaste:
1.  Goue momente is skaars. Vandag beleef ons so ‘n gebeurtenis - (as u daaroor sou nadink) van ewigheidsbetekenis. Nuwe begin.

2.  Baie spesiale dag vir Ivan & Carina, Martin & Alta, Roelf & Rita - Ook vir Gemeente. Ivan & Carina en hul ouers wen almal vandag  iets groots hier - Gemeente sien die vervulling van ‘n sprokie: ‘n Jong Prins en Prinses wat onder mekaar se neuse vir mekaar grootgemaak is sonder dat hulle dit besef het. En dit het vir hulleself en vir ons versluierd gebly tot dit God behaag het om dit te openbaar. Toe God dit openbaar was dit soos ‘n profesie wat  vervul word en waarop jy terugkyk - Jy kan nie glo dat jy so blind was om dit nie te sien nie!

3.  In ligte luim : Langenhoven : “Die huwelik is ‘n goue band - gou om aan te sit”  Daar is wysheid in die man se woorde - want in dit wat hy nie sê nie sien mens dat die huwelik nie net ‘n sprokie is nie.

4.  Twee mense wat dit reg gekry het om die sprokie in werklikheid om te sit is die ouers van die bruid - Roelf en Rita. Ons is getuies hoe hulle deur swaar tye daarin geslaag het om hul huis by mekaar te hou .

· Selfs in die beste van tye is dit moeilik : “ A smart husband is one who thinks twice before he says nothing”

· “There are two ways to handle a woman, and both are wrong!”

Ons wil julle baie gelukwens en sê dankie vir julle getrouheid  en vriendskap deur die jare en dankie dat julle ons genooi het na hierdie wonderlike fees. Graag vir julle iets voorlees:

The Empty Room...
By DAN VALENTINE

Memories engulf a father on his daughter's wedding day . . .

IT'S THE LONELIEST moment in a father's life....

The bustle, the gaiety and the long weeks of excitement about the wedding are over.

The "I do's" have been said, the wedding gifts opened, and the last frenzied guest has departed.

The happy bride and the still-dazed bridegroom have waved their last good-byes and are honeymoon-bound-

The house is suddenly dead with an eerie silence.

Mother has gone where mothers go when they want to be alone and cry.

A father slowly climbs the stairs. . . . He stands in the doorway looking into his daughter's suddenly-empty room. . . .

Little girl.. , gone. . . .

Little girl. . , gone forever. ...

The room looks like it has always looked. Neat and pink and feminine and girlish. . . . But now it's empty.

And a tidal wave of memories rushes through the door . . . memories of other years and younger times.

The stuffed toys on the shelf . . . The dolls. . .

The red geranium plant on the window sill. . . .

And the little China piggy bank on the bureau.

Here had gone the bright pennies she had teased out of your pockets each evening. . . . Here had gone the quarters the "tooth fairy" had left under the small pillow in exchange for a baby tooth that had fallen out of a young grin.

The bed is neatly made with the pink bedspread she had loved so well ~ here were told the bedtime tales. . . . Here a young father had tiptoed in late at night to plant a kiss on a sleeping forehead surrounded by golden curls. . . .

And the white alarm clock . . . It's ringing had wakened a touseled, sleepy head on a thousand school mornings. . . .

Hello, teddy bear in the corner. . . .

On the shelf, the Japanese doll her sailor brother had sent from some spice-scented port in the Orient.. . .

And here is the desk . . . where she had done her homework, and fretted over algebra, and complained about studying science. . . . The desk where she sat and wrote her first young poems and where she kept her diary. . . .

And the pink toe-shoes hanging near the door.

What happened to the young dream of being the greatest ballerina in the world?

The tennis racquet standing in the comer. The father smiled. How hard she tried at times to let her boy friends beat her on the tennis court.

All the sentimental keepsakes of a young girl's life in an empty room ~ the school pennants, the junior prom programs, the high school pom poms

. . . The games, the party dresses, the toys, the books. . . .

The stereo, which had played hour on hour the loud and tuneless songs of the teen-age years.

But it had been a grand wedding. The bride had been properly misty, and the groom, shy and awkward.. . .

Life moves on - one by one the dolls, the games the shiny mementos of girlhood will find their way to another room . . .

And they will be cuddled and fondled by a granddaughter who will look just like her mother when she was a little girl.

The father leaves the doorway of the empty room. . . and walks down the hall. . . .

One of life's most beautiful chapters . . . suddenly ended.

Graag julle seën:

Jes 44:3-6:

Want Ek sal water giet op die dorsland en strome op die droë grond; Ek sal My Gees op jou kroos giet en My seën op jou nakomelinge. En hulle sal uitspruit tussen die gras in, soos wilgerbome  by waterlope. Die een sal sê : Ek behoort aan die Here; en die ander sal die naam van Jakob uitroep; en die ander  sal met sy hand skrywe: Ek behoort aan die Here, en Hom met die erenaam Israel noem

5.  Die ander hoofstuk is geskrywe  deur Martin en Alta. Ons weet almal van hulle eie swaar pad waarlangs hulle gekom het.  Onder moeilike omstandighede het hulle ook  hulle sprokie ‘n werklikheid gemaak. Ek het u mos alreeds gesê dat dit selfs onder gunstige omstandighede ‘n moeilike taak is:

· “ A smart husband is someone who buys his wife very fine china so she won’t trust him to wash it”

· “There are only 2 men in the world that understand women- One is dead and the other crazy!”

Martin & Alta : Ook aan julle veels geluk en baie dankie vir julle getroue liefde en vriendskap.

Vir julle ook ‘n verhaaltjie:

Golden moments

By DAN VALENTINE

IN EVERY LIFE there are golden moments.

These are the brief moments you hold in your heart forever.

Looking at a sunset with the one you love . . .

Holding a new child in your arms . . . Seeing the sun rise over a mountain at dawn.

The golden moments.

The clear blue of a mountain lake . . . The roar of the crowd when you're a winner . . . A snug fire when the world is cold.

These are the golden moments.

This We has much of woe . . . and troubles . . .

and tragedy and sorrow.

There are many anxious times.

There is strife and disappointment. . . and broken dreams . . . and quick despair.

But then comes a golden moment. . . and all the aches and bruises seem worthwhile. And the world is exactly fight for a brief space of time.

A golden moment . . . when a man and a woman stand before the altar of God and promise to love and cherish each other forever . . .

A golden moment . . . when two small arms twine around your neck and a child's voice says, "I love you" . . .

. . . the sound of a door opening when a friend walks in a room . . .

Golden moments. Golden sounds. They blend together to create a magic potion called ~ heart glow.

And don't let the cynics tell you differently . . .

There is such a thing as heart glow . . .

It's a little bit like stardust . . . and very much akin to moon mist . . .

You can't see it. But it's everywhere.

Heart glow is what you feel when you see a mountain sunset . . . or look at a moon in an October sky.

Heart glow is the warmth that swells inside you when you see a happy child at play.

You can't buy it. It is heaven sent . . . heart glow is everywhere.

You'll see it in the eyes of a bride . . . in the smile of a new father . . . in the faces of proud Parents at graduation ceremonies.

Great music creates heart glow . . . It reflects from beautiful works of art . . . and it seeps from between the lines of fine poems.

Heart glow lives inside churches . . . and clings to the walls of happy homes.

A golden moment . . . hearing a Beethoven symphony while holding the hand of the one you love . . .

A golden moment . . . seeing a radiant daughter in her first party gown . . .

A golden moment . . . watching a son return from the wars unharmed . . .

Golden moments bring golden sounds . . . ocean waves breaking against craggy rocks . . . the fall of gentle rain on the roof of a wilderness cabin

Heart glow is a curious potion ~ it is made up of magic ingredients:

One part serenity, two parts happiness, three parts charity. You mix it in a brew of kindness

. . . and boll it over the warm coals of love. The vapour that escapes is heart glow.

Heart glow is the finest gift to mankind . . .

It is the happy result of life's golden moments.

Once you've felt it, you're never quite the same again

Ook vir julle ‘n seëngebed:

Jes 58:8 & 11

Dan sal jou lig deurbreek soos die dageraad en jou genesing skielik uitspruit; en jou geregtigheid sal voor jou uit gaan, die heerlikheid van die Here sal jou agterhoede wees. En die Here sal jou gedurigdeur lei en jou siel versadig in dor plekke en jou gebeente sterk maak; en jy sal wees soos ‘n tuin wat goed besproei is en soos ‘n fontein van waters waarvan die water nooit terleurstel nie.

6.  Ivan & Carina : Julle sprokie se werklikheid begin vandag. Julle sal dit voor die Here moet uitwerk. Dit sal nie altyd maklik wees nie.

· “ No woman has ever shot her husband while he was doing the dishes”

· “Even if  a man could understand a woman , he still wouldn’t believe it”

· “ The very best way for a woman to preserve her wedding ring is to dip it in dishwater three times a day”

Ons wil julle baie geluk sê - en ons is getuies van God se genade oor julle.  As christene sê ons deur ons teenwoordigheid vandag vir julle : Ons bevestig dat God julle vir mekaar bedoel het. Daar is geen manier waarop julle ooit in die toekoms sal kan sê : Dit was ‘n vergissing nie! Volg die goeie voorbeeld van julle ouers.

‘n Verhaaltjie vir julle:

This is a wife

By DAN VALENTINE.

A SIGH IN THE NIGHT . . . A smile across a room of strangers . . . A tug at a sleeve in the middle of a sad movie . . .

This is a wife.

She's the tilt of a pretty head as she passes a hallway mirror . . , she's a flounce out of a room when she's peeved about something . . .

This is a wife.

She's a pair of waiting arms for a weary warrior. She repairs frayed banners torn on daily battlefields. . . She cushions defeats . . . and makes victories worthwhile . . .

This is a wife.

Her smile can lighten a heavy heart. She can hold a hand and lend an ear . . . She can blow a kiss . . . and ease a care . . .

This is a wife.

A sweetheart through all the years of a man's life . . . A helpmate when the load grows heavy

. . . A friend when all other friends have turned their heads away . . .

This is a wife.

An apologetic smile when the chequebook doesn't balance . . . A frown when a man is late for dinner . . . Contentment when the day's work is done and night falls and every member of the family is safe under the roof of a happy home . . .

This is a wife.

She can warm a cold room just by walking through the door . . .

A wife is a secret-sharer - she has a private smile that belongs to just a husband when they both recall a fond and secret memory . . .

A wife is an unpredictable creature. She can remember a rose placed h1her hand 25 years ago . . . but can't recall if she left a note for the milkman.

This is a wife.

A smile for every joy . . . A tear for every sorrow. . . Encouragement for every &earn . . .

This is a wife.

Wives look beautiful in the oddest places like standing in a doorway, or balancing on a shaky ladder painting a room . . . Or standing on her toes reaching high on a shelf . . . Or bending over a sofa rearranging a pillow . . . Or standing in the rain waving for a husband to open the car door . . .

She's magic with a dish towel in her hands

. . , romance running a vacuum cleaner. . .

charm with a smudge of cake dough on her nose.

Wives are contrary things. They cry when they are happy . . . and smile at the world when their hearts are sad. Wives whimper about small things, but when the chips are down, and the going is rough, they're solid granite and strong as steel . . .

A pair of blue eyes with faith shining out . . .

A head of soft hair that bounces when she runs

Wives are expensive luxuries, and worth every dollar and kiss they cost.

When a man runs out of heart . . . a wife gives him part of hers . . . She re-kindles the spark of dreams. She can make a husband young again with just a twinkle in her eye . . .

She's charm, love, enchantment, hope, pride, dream, pleasure, laughter, delight, magic and gaiety . . . all wrapped into the most wonderful woman in the world . . .

This is a wife.

‘n Seën oor julle:

Deut 28 : 3-8 :

En al hierdie seëninge sal oor jou kom en jou inhaal as jy luister na die stem van die Here jou God. Geseënd sal jy wees in die stad, en geseënd sal jy wees in die veld. Geseënd sal wees die vrug van jou liggaam en die vrugte van jou land en die vrug van jou vee, en die aanteel van jou beeste en die aanteel van jou kleinvee. Geseënd sal wees jou mandjie en jou bakskottel. Geseënd sal wees jou mandjie en jou bakskottel. Die Here sal maak dat jou vyande wat teen jou opstaan, voor jou verslaan word; op een pad sal hulle voor jou uittrek en op sewe paaie  voor jou uit vlug. Die Here sal die seën oor jou gebied in jou skure en in alles waar jy jou hand aan slaan; en Hy sal jou seën in die land wat die Here jou God aan jou sal gee.

Daarmee  is ek klaar mnr die seremoniemeester - dankie.

Karel Nel 
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