
Letter #5 from Lesotho ς March 11, 2010 

My greetings to you all, 

What a time we have had!!!  The week leading up to the Centre opening was unbelievably busy and 

stressful but we got through it as a strong and positive team. Sandra and Paul Hellyer and Jennifer Parr 

and her son arrived with luggage intact (certainly not ever to be taken for granted!). Their presence was 

such a blessing ς one of comfort and support. It was wonderful to share this time with them, even the 

difficult parts. We all very much appreciated their enthusiasm and understanding ς it meant a lot to me 

personally and to our staff.  The Hellyers were so good about the Support Centre being in such a sad 

state. Sandra simply rolled up her 

sleeves for two days to sweep, 

wash walls and do whatever she 

could to help.  

As you may know, accommodation 

here is difficult to find. At the last 

minute the Hellyers stayed at the 

guest house of the Sisters of Charity 

ς and what a trial that was. Other 

than a few short moments, they 

had no water, difficulty accessing 

the facilities, trouble getting past 

the gate at night etc. Both Sandra 

and Paul were amazing ς positive, 

flexible and resourceful. What 

troupers! Jennifer and Scott are staying at the Anglican convent guest house and are fine.  

To set the stage, our current office consists of a few small rooms that are now so overcrowded we can 

hardly navigate and which necessitates holding meetings outside and even on the lawn. For such a small 

program team to put on an event of this size was an extraordinary task.  We borrowed pots for cooking 

from the Sisters of Charity, tables and chairs from whoever had any to spare, tents from the government 

to shelter our guests from the sun, a small stage from the technical school, etc.  To say we were 

scrounging would not be an exaggeration.  The tents were decorated so beautifully. In the end, we fed 

more than 900 people!!!! The food was delicious and everyone was delighted. 

Our staff spent weeks preparing decorations for various rooms. Forty children in each of our primary 

schools traced, cut out and decorated their wee hands, each school did a poster on what Help Lesotho 

meant to them, the girls who will be in the hostel wrote out their goals for the year, former calendar 

shots and activity photos were laminated, balloons and bows were at the ready. We did not know until 

the eleventh hour which rooms would be presentable. In the end and disappointingly, there were only 

three rooms suitable to be decorated. We hung our beautiful new African-print curtains in the three 



rooms. We were running on 

adrenalin ς working late to 

clean and decorate. Grannies 

came to sweep and cook. 

What an event this was!!!! We 

were all very touched. There 

were representatives of each of 

our schools. Each primary 

school principal came ς those 

from Thaba Tseka came the day 

before and helped clean up the 

property. The schools brought 

gifts ς beautiful handmade 

items. The Thaba Tseka group 

even took up a modest 

collection to contribute. The Sisters of Charity gave us beautiful gifts. Local partners and dignitaries came 

from Maseru and our three districts ς at their own expense and on their own time. Sponsored children 

came from afar. All difficulties aside, the love that exists among all the people in the Help Lesotho family 

here and which was so palpable would make you so proud! This is perhaps the greatest testimony to our 

work. 

The ceremony itself ran perfectly ς like a well-oiled machine ς on time and fluidly.  Mr. Graff arrived in a 

helicopter at an old airfield (grass field) not too far from the venue. I picked him up and discussed the fact 

that the building was not at all complete as we had hoped. He was very gracious and accommodating. We 

drove to the site and waited a few minutes 

for His Majesty to arrive.  I accompanied Mr. 

Graff, His Majesty, members of parliament, 

and several dignified chiefs on a tour of the 

property. We stopped and admired the 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŀǊǘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ŀ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴƴƛŜǎΩ 

ŎǊŀŦǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ  CƻǊ 

you to really visualize this ς imagine concrete 

floors, some windows, no doors, not one 

thing fully finished. The landscapers had 

worked tirelessly to lay sod and make the 

outside presentable and less like a 

construction site. The walkway was worked 

on until 30 minutes before the king arrived. 



There were only two outhouses for 900 people. Because the floors and roof are not complete on the 

upper story, the ceilings were leaking from recent rain onto our beautiful decorations and tables ς in a 

strange way, you could call it hysterical. 

We consciously did not talk about our child sponsorship, youth or granny programs as they are all full and 

the waiting lists are at capacity. The focus was on the leadership side of our work and the literacy, 

leadership and learning opportunities in the new 

centre. 

The speeches were thoughtful and well received ς we 

heard from a granny, a youth, a girl, Principal Sr. Alice, 

the District Administrator, Ntate PonyaΣ ΨaΩŜ aƻƧŀƧŜ 

and Jennifer Parr. Many of our youth led tours. Our 

young girls and grannies danced and sang. His 

MajestyΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ personal I have heard 

him speak ς it was touching.  As ever, he was 

eloquent and spoke extemporaneously. He praised 

Help Lesotho for its hard work and vision in knowing 

how much Lesotho needs young leaders. He spoke of 

the wonderful people he met in Canada and sent his 

greetings to them. He told our donors and 

beneficiaries how much this centre would mean to his 

people. He called on the assembly to frequent the 

Centre and its programs, to help us in the difficult 

work we do and to protect the buildings as their own. 

As ever, His Majesty was gracious and supportive in 

every way. I promised to keep him apprised of the 

progress and take him again on another tour when I 

return to Lesotho. His level of knowledge of Help 

Lesotho is now such that he was now comforting and 

assuring me!! Bless his heart. 

The ribbon cutting was a special moment, one that I 

will never forget. The Hellyers and His Majesty cut the 

beautiful ribbon Joan Gregorich had sent on the gate to 

the Support Centre. His Majesty and Mr. Graff cut the 

ribbon on the gate to the Graff Leadership Centre.  

Mr. Graff was lovely to have. He fully participated in 

each and every part and had great fun with the 

participants. He stayed longer than he expected and 

left with handmade items from the Leribe Craft Centre 


