
ANGLICANS IN NAMIBIA ELECT FIRST NAMIBIAN
NATIONAL TO BE BISHOP. FATHER JAMES KAULUMA,
MARRIED AND STUDYING IN U.S.A., OVERWHELM
INGLY CHOSEN AS LEADER IN INTERNATIONAL
TERRITORY OCCUPIED BY SOUTH AFRICA.

The Rev. James Hamupanda Kauluma was on 13 October
elected the first indigenous Anglican bishop in the Inter
national Territory of Namibia.

Father Kauluma, upon his consecration, will become
Suffragan Bishop of the Diocese of Damaraland, an ecclesiasti
cal jurisdiction which takes in the entire country of Namibia.
The Bishop of Damaraland, the Right Rev. Colin O'Brien
Winter, a British citizen, was expelled from Namibia by the
occupying South African regime in 1972. A former Suffragan
Bishop, the Right Rev. Richard J. Wood, also British, together
with his American wife, Ms. CatWeen Wood, were likewise
ordered out of Namibia by the South Africans in 1975.

Father Kauluma was born in northern Namibia and
attended St. Mary's Anglican mission school at Odibo, a mile
from the Angola border. He worked as clerk, interpreter and
hostel recreational officer for the Consolidated Diamond
Mines at Oranjemund on the southern border of Namibia. In
1961, the Diocese of Damaraland sent him to study with the
Church Army at Nairobi, Kenya. In 1962, James Kauluma did
church work in Walvis Bay, Namibia's only seaport - now
seized by the South African regime. In 1965, James Kauluma
came to America and studied at Church Army headquarters in
New York. He was commissioned a captain in that organiza
tion in 1967.
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James Kauluma has worked in the Episcopal Church in
the USA while continuing to study steadily throughout his
twelve year stay in America. He learned the printing trade at
the Manhattan School of Printing. He obtained a B.A. in
history from Trinity College of the University of Toronto in
1974. He received his M.A. from New York University in
1975, and continues to work for his Ph. D. He is also studying
for a Master of Divinity degree at Union Theological Seminary
in New York.

James Kauluma was ordained deacon by Bishop Winter in
England in June 1975. In 1977 he was appointed a com
missary of the Diocese of Damaraland. Father Kauluma was
ordained priest in October 1977 by Bishop Paul Moore of New
York, acting for Bishop Winter.

Father Kauluma married Ms. Sally Camp (whom he met in
New York) in November 1971. .Ms. Kauluma is an American
citizen, born in Brooklyn, N.Y., and raised in Vermont. She is
a graduate of the University of Vermont with a B.S. in Educa
tion. She received her Masters degree from Hunter College in
New York in 1975. She taught school at Oshandi and Odibo in
Namibia for four years - 1965-1969.

Ms. Kauluma is fluent in French and Afrikaans, speaks
Oshiwambo, and is competent in German, Spanish and
Portuguese. The bishop-elect commands Oshiwambo, English
and Afrikaans, has a knowledge of Swahili and is studying
German.

The Kaulumas welcomed the arrival of their first child, a
daugh ter, on November I, All Sain ts Day. She was named
Nagula Tuapeua.

The election of the bishop took place at St. George's
Cathedral in Windhoek, capital city of Namibia. Father
Kauluma received over the required two-thirds vote of both
lay and clergy delegates representing the 60,000 Anglicans in
Namibia.

Bishop-elect Kauluma's election will be confirmed by the
House of Bishops of the Anglican Church of South Africa, the
regional member of the world-wide Anglican Communion of
which the Diocese of Damaraland is a component. The
consecration of Father KaululTIa is expected to take place in
Westminster Abbey in LondoJ)~n January 1978.

A DAMARALAND CHRISTMAS CAROL
(from the collection of stories FOR GEORGE & JOHN

by Bishop Colin Winter)

Far from St. Mary's Mission, on the sandy, bumpy road
that leads to Omboloka, you come to a large forest. I was
going to say no one lives there, but they do. If you watch
carefully from the windows of the Land Rover as the sun just



breaks through the newly-green leaves of the trees (rain has
fallen and the forest is now a mass of green), you might just
catch a quick look at a Bushman. His tiny body would be
nearly invisible next to the trees. He stands so still that even a
passing buck of a duiker* just would go on grazing or sniffing
in the wind; or, if they looked at him at all, they might just
think he was a tiny animal like themselves. For the Bushmen
can run nearly as fast as the buck and can often go for two
weeks without water. They live off berries and roots of the
veld just as the tiny animals do.

Aroab was only a boy of eleven. He stood stock-still in the
shade of the tree, just watching and waiting. To the Ovambo
people he and his brothers were called Ova-Yelele, "the yellow
people". Today he had come by himself to hunt alone in that
forest.

In the forest, as he stood there waiting, the heat of the
day rose all around him. Along the buck track in the forest,
heat shimmered like steam above the path. His dark, brown
eyes missed nothing. A jackal stopped, sniffed the air,
crouched on its haunches for a moment, bared its teeth, and
then shot into the undergrowth. The thick fur on its back
bristled as it caught the scent of- something unseet. r-eab
gripped his tiny Bushman bow more tightly in his left hand. If
it attacked, he was ready. On his back was a small quiver full
of tiny, poison arrow darts. He had knelt by the side of his
grandfather, who was an expert, and watched as the steel point
of each arrow was carefully dipped by the old man into a brew
made from deadly poisonous berries. One nick from this and
within minutes a buck or a bird lay dead. The young boy's
eyes had watched in silent concentration as each arrow was
treated. When he was given his own supply, he knew what he
had to do without being told. He was now waiting for the first
animal to come his way. In fact, he was prepared to wait all
day, all week if necessary.

The sun's rays shifted in the forest, and just for a fleeting
moment reflected back to him from behind a thorn bush the
glint from the eye of a buck. It was so fast, you or I would
have never noticed. Aroab noticed. Silently he slid an arrow
from his quiver. Without a sound, without the snapping of a
twig, he stalked like the jackal, low on his haunches towards
the bush. Velvet tip of snout raised itself in the air. Huge ears
twitched, straining to catch the sound of any approaching
enemy. The light brown flanks shuddered, and then the head
went down again to sip cool water from the water hole, newly
made by the falling rain. The white and brown tail of the buck
flicked away the flies that followed it. The young hunter took
up his position behind the old roots of the maroola tree. Bow
bent, arrow flew, buck fell, hit in the left eye. Just-a shake of
its body and all was over.

The hunter gave a shriek of delight and raced through the
bushes to find his prey. The buck was big, the boy was small.
He pulled and he tugged, but it was far too heavy to get onto
his shoulders. If he left it there, the jackals and the vultures
would between them strip the carcass of every bit of meat. He
left off tugging at the buck's haunches and reached for his
knife. Kneeling down, he began scraping and digging in the
sand. After two or three hours he had dug sufficiently to cover
the carcass in a deep, sandy trench. His feet then flew along
the buck path as he streaked home to tell the others. Excite
ment shone from his eyes. He had made his first kill, and what
a prize awaited him.

He should have known better. He should have seen the
spoor marks ahead of him in the sand. If he had not been so
excited he would have seen the danger ahead of him. His feet
bounced and danced as he leaped through bushes and over
fallen branches. His heart pounded and his dry lips smiled as
he went crashing through the undergrowth. The encampment
where his people were was on the other side of the forest
glade. That day he would never reach them.

* Tiny water buck abollt the size of a small dog.

He rounded at speed a sharp bend in the track and ran
straight into it. A lion lay sprawled across the track. Its right
forepaw was half torn off by the metal jaws of a trap. Blood
had soaked into the sand all around its prostrate body. Great
rifts had been flung up all around it as the huge beast tried to
claw, bite, drag itself out of its captivity. The sudden appear
ance of the Bushman boy had propelled the creature into one
final concentrated burst of fury. With its free paw it lashed out
at him. Aroab flung himself backwards and sideways in a
frantic acrobatic movement to miss the blow, but the nails
slashed across his thigh, ripping flesh apart and sending him
bundling backwards into the bush. Pain blinded him, but
deeper instincts kept him from losing' consciousness and he
half-crawled, half-dragged himself from the danger spot.
Twelve yards further he too collapsed.

That was how they found him - covered in blood, flies
and ants crawling all over him. Arthur McDowall, an old
missionary, gun in hand, knelt by his side and gave out orders
in short sentences. "Bring me the water bottle, will
you...Now hand me that bandage from the Red Cross box...
Now the tourniquet, please...Come do it quickly, we haven't
much time." "Here, take him gently; get him into the Land

-Rover. 6~miy now. Po the cushion under ttls head. We may
just have time." So he sped him through the forest to nearby
Oshandi.,

Arthur had been called from St. Mary's Mission to deal
with the lion. Stock had been slaughtered and a child was
missing. The Africans had come to the Mission at night and
Arthur left with them at dawn next day. When they finally
came to the trap, they found the lion already dead. The beast
had been in the trap several days when Aroab had run into
him. Seemingly, the final effort to harm the boy had been too
much. Lion and young hunter lay on that forest path. So the
lion was dead when Arthur McDowall reached him, and the
boy was bleeding to death from the deep wound on his thigh
caused by the lion's paw.

They arrived at Oshandi and Sister Margaret ran out to
meet them. She could see by Arthur's face and by the frantic
waving and hooting that this was an emergency. The doctor set
up the equipment needed for the operation and everybody
waited. The truck carrying the millet com for the students'
porridge came and went. The old leper patients hobbled on
sticks down the path to hear if there was any news. The old
priest, Father Isaiah, came to say that prayers would be said in
their little church in the clearing. The sisters in their spotless
white uniforms came and went, talking in quiet whispers.
Thunderclouds, black and heavy, rolled across the sky and in
the djstance lightning flashed. All nature waited for _the
quenching rain to fall. Old Maria, the hospital African senior
nurse, looked grave and stood silent by the mud hut which
served as the emergency ward. A small bed with spotless linen
on it waited for the patient. The eyes of the old African
woman passed from the sky line towards the waving trees at
the edge of the Mission. Beyond them, down the sandy track,
lay the cemetery. Would this be the first Bushman to be buried
there, she wondered?

The doctor wiped the beads of sweat from his face. He
was tired but satisfied. "There's every chance, sister. Every
thing depends on whether he now has the will to live." In the
distance came the sound of singing. Evensong, the first
Evensong of Christmas was being sung.

"0 come, 0 come Emmanuel
And ransom captive Israel. .."

The African congregation was Christmas caroling. So the
sound wafted down the paths to them as they stood outside
the little hut of the emergency ward. The Sister said, "I won't
go tonight, doctor; I'll go to Church tomorrow. If he wakes up
he may need me. He'll be frightened if he's alone. Shame, he
looks so young, so tiny."--



She stayed there by his bedside the whole night. Just
before dawn the eyes of the boy flickered and then opened.
The Sister leaned forward and spoke to him in Kwanjama.
Maria, the African nurse, smiled at him too. The first look of
fright and confusion left him. A white hand held his little hand
gently but firmly. He felt reassured.

Thunder rolled, the rain fell in great torrents, and ground
gave back a rich, earthy smell. Through the tracks of the forest
the buck whirled and whipped along the paths seeking shelter.
The vultures that surrounded the lion carcass threw their necks
forward and whirled in the sky, also looking for shelter. The
rain fell in great sheets and into the open door of the emer
gency ward. Sister Margaret, heavy-eyed, turned down the
paraffin lamp for a moment and then returned to finish the
letter she was writing to her mother in far-off England.

"It was an odd sort of Christmas. They brought in this
Bushman boy, covered in blood, gashed across the thigh by a
hon. I sat up all night with him because he was on the danger
hst. ..Thls afternoon the African children came and sang
quietly to him their Christmas carols in Kwanjama. Ordinarily,
I might have shooed them away, but he seemed to like it. They
brought him some pips from the trees, and a little rag doll
which they'd made themselves. Maria, our old nurse, who
knows things better than I, says that they have saved his life.
He knows he's among friends now.. .It was an odd sort of 
Christmas because I never got to Church, and missed my
Christmas lunch..."

The young hunter stirred in the bed. The Sister put down
her pen and walked to the bedside. He was in great pain but
never once complained. He stretched out his tiny, yellow hand
towards her. She took it in hers and together they watched the
rain pelting down outside and the little rivers tracing patterns
across the path. They saw the African priest walking home to
his kraal with four children dancing in and out of the puddles
as they went, singing the words of a carol which the grown-ups
had been singing in the Church half an hour earlier. .. "Jesus
Christ was born to save...Christ was born for this, Christ was
born for this..."

JOINT STATEMENT ON TORTURE IN NAMIBIA
by Leaders of the Anglican, Lutheran

and Roman Catholic Churches

As leaders of our respective churches, we have in recent
months become aware that more and more people are being
beaten and tortured while in custody, to the extent that such
malpractices are now reaching horrifying proportions. (Ed.
Note: This statement was issued some months before the
recent death in confinement ofSteve Biko.)

Torture now seems to be standard practice in the inter
rogation of detainees. And it is particularly in the North of
Namibia that the population is being terrorised in this way.

Although we cannot here give an account of the numerous
methods of torture of which we are aware, the most common
are the following:

beating with fists or rifle butts
held in uncomfortable or painful positions for
long periods of time
deprived of sleep
hung up by the arms, sometimes with a weight
added
electric shocks
burning with cigarettes
solitary confinement
held incommunicado for months

, Some people have even befn prevented from reading a
Bible. We would certall1ly be falling in our public duty if we
were to remain silent about this deplorable state of affairs; at
the same time our revulsion must find expression in practical
actions. In this statement we therefore examine the problem
of torture in our country and suggest ways in which it can be
combatted by people of conscience here in Namibia and
throughout the world.

History of Church Protests

Let us begin by pointing out that torture is not a new
practice in our country, and this statement is not the first
protest against such evil practices to appear in Namibia. More
than ten years ago, during January 1967, the three main
Churches working in the North of our country wrote to the
District Commander of Police at Ondangwa. After mentioning
the kll1ds and effects of acts of torture which had come to
their notice, the writers deplored such abuses as 'a step back
into the horrors of ancient pagan custom'. After their affirma
tion of basic human rights in their Open Letter of July 1971,
the leaders of the Evangelical Lutheran Church and the
Evangelical Lutheran Ovambokavango Church met personally
with the South African Prime Minister, Mr. B. J. Vorster.
These meetings took place during 1971 and again during 1973,
when he was given a list of some thirty people who were
prepared to testify openly about how they had been tortured.
These representations were, however, rejected by Mr. Vorster.
More recently a petition was addressed to Mr. Dirk Mudge
requesting a judicial investigation. In his reply to the petition,
Mr. Mudge failed even to mention such an investigation. We
mention just a few examples. In fact this matter has been
raised on numerous occasions and with various ofG,cials. In
spite of all the assurances and promises given us these practices
have increased rather than decreased.

The only conclusion we can come to in these circum
stances is that those who have authority in the South African
Forces have given their approval to the use of these brutal
methods. The only alternative explanation would be that the
South African Forces are out of control, or at least vast
numbers of officers are incapable of exercising authority over
their subordinates. This applies equally to the 'homeland'
governments and their tribal police forces.

Chain Reaction of Brutality and Inhumanity

It seems there are many people in our country who have
given their approval to the use of torture. They say that such
methods are necessary if we are to save our society from being
overrun by lawless people. To this we answer that when a
society consents to the use of torture, no matter how tacitly,
it has condoned the most horrible form of brutality. It has
adopted values and practices at least as evil as those it claims
to be combatting. Once condoned, torture starts a chain
reaction of brutality and inhumanity, poisoning the whole of
society.

Torture and South African Security Laws

It is our conviction that the laws of a country should be
devised in such a way that it is impossible for torture to take
place. In contrast with this principle, South African security
laws promote the practice of torture. For example, solitary
confinement can only be described as a sophisticated form of
torture. Clinical tests have shown that such deprivation is
utterly destructive of the human personality, and is as cruel as
physical assault. For similar reasons we abhor all the provisions
which make it possible for a person to be held in detention for
an indefinite period of time at the discretion of a police or
army officer. What makes this open to abuse is that such a



detainee can be prevented from receiving VISitS from his
family, his pastor, or his legal advisor. Should the suspicion
a~ise tha.t such a detainee is being tortured, we have no way of
dlscovenng the truth or reassuring the family of the detained
person. These provisions are manifestly cruel and should be
scrapped from our statue books.

Advice to our People

. We certainly ~ope. that our present experience of oppres
sIOn will at some tIme 10 the future lead to the affirmation and
protection of human rights by all possible constitutional and
judicial means. However, we must also find a way of dealing
with the present situation. Even now we are called upon to
join our Lord in combatting the evil that we see with all the
good means that are at our disposal.

In the words of the Epistle to the Hebrews (13.3) we call
.upon all Christians to 'Remember those in prison as if you

. were there with them; and those who are being maltreated, for
you like them are still in the world. Let us be courageous and

. :. persistent in our efforts to bring the practice of torture to an
end. Let us not fear to follow the example of our Lord, who
-was prepared to suffer for the salvation of others.

Bishop L. Auala
Evangelical Lutheran
Ovambokavango Church

. Bishop R. Koppman
Catholic Diocese
of Windhoek

Dr. J. L. de Vries
Evangelical Lutheran
Church in SWA/Namibia

Rev. E. Morrow
Anglican Diocese
of Damaraland

SUPPORT FOR THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN BANNED

(The following letter is from Bishop Colin Winter to the Rev.
Thea Kotze and Beyers Naude of the Christian Institute who
were among the recent large number of those banned for
protesting the circumstances surrounding the death in prison
ofSteve Biko)

Dear Theo and Helen, Beyers and lise,

I have long since been relegated to the company of this
world's nobodies, but am joyful nonetheless to have known
and loved good and courageous men and women. I address you
and your companions in that capacity and shall continue "to
thank God upon every remembrance of you all."

Amnesty has a candle around which is twined a living
wreath: this is the light of hope. I refuse to believe that a light
has been extinguished in South Africa with your banning and
that of your friends and associates in the Christian Institute.
"Today we shall light such a candle in heaven as shall never be
put out"-words spoken on the martyr's pyre which blazoned
in. the English reformation. The light lit by you and your
fnenos and co-workers is for me part of that true Light
heralded by John which shines in the darkness and the
darkness overcomes it not.

For us wno ry-l{I'[(l witness outside So-uthttirica we see
you as one of God's chosen lights and we have all rejoiced at
its. b~ightness and beauty of purpose. Now God has seen fit to
place that light among his martyrs, his prisoners of conscience,
and it shines to give light now to the whole world.

I write to assure you of my love, that also of my people,
and of our continuing solidarity with you in all you have done
and in all you are.

Lovingly in Christ,
Your brother,

+Colin

WON'T YOU PLEASE PUT DAMARALAND ON
YOUR CHR ISTMAS LIST? ? ?
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o God, help us who roam about. Help us who have been
placed in Africa and have no dwelling place of our own. Give
us back a dwelling place. 0 God, all power is yours in heaven
and earth. Amen.

. .. Namibian Chief Hosea Kutako
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