
  

Brotherhood 

of Blessed G®rard 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Annual Report 
2009 

 

Newsletter No. 29 
2009 / 2010 

 

Brotherhood of Blessed G®rard 

P O Box 440 · Mandeni 4490 · South Africa  
Phone: +27 (0)32 4562743 

Fax: +27 (0)32 4567962 
E-mail: info@bbg.org.za 

Homepage: www.bbg.org.za 
 

The Brotherhood of Blessed G®rard is an 

Association of the Roman Catholic Church, 
a South African Public Benefit Organisation 
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The Brotherhood of Blessed Gérard is a chari-
table organization of the Order of Malta, founded 
in 1992 in Mandini, Zululand, South Africa by 
Father Gérard Tonque Lagleder OSB. The area 
has the worldôs highest rate of AIDS infection. 
The Orderôs hospice and other projects serve the 
poorest of the poor directly. 

ñIf people take anything away from my experien-
ces, it should be that we all have to take Godôs 
love through its word and put those words, that 
love, into action for the service of humanity,ò says 
Father Gérard. 

On 4.August 2009 Father Gérard ended his three
-month long visit to his homeland, Germany. His 
sister, Mechthilde Lagleder, accompanied her 
brother on his return to Africa. Over the next three 
weeks, she wrote a series of ñas it happensò re-
ports for the local newspaper, the Donaukurier, 
about what life is like for those who are working to 

stem the tide of 
AIDS. 

The following 
pages are trans-
lations of 
Mechthildeôs 
newspaper re-
ports. (A very 
special Thank 
you to Kate Bag-

gott for her great contribution by translating these 
reports for us!) They capture her impressions and 
experiences of the work of the Brotherhood of 
Blessed Gérard as they happened. 
The work of the Brotherhood of Blessed Gérard is 
completely financed by donor gifts and every cent 
goes directly to the Care Centre. 

Mechthilde Lagleder 

May the glory and peace of the incarnateMay the glory and peace of the incarnate  

saviour fill your life in this Christmas seasonsaviour fill your life in this Christmas season  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  and on every day of the New Year 2010!and on every day of the New Year 2010!  

In 2009 we celebrated: 
15 years of service of 

 Blessed G®rardõs HIV/AIDS-Education-Programme: 

 We distribute information to the public relating to HIV and AIDS, 
 namely how to avoid HIV infection and how to live positively with AIDS. 
 This includes information about antiretroviral treatment. 
10 years of service of 

 Blessed G®rardõs First Aid and Emergency Service: 

 We provide rescue and care of persons in distress by offering First Aid 
 and assisting people in emergencies. 
5 years of service of 

 Blessed G®rardõs Hospice HAART Programme: 

 counselling and Highly Active Anti-Retroviral Treatment (HAART) of persons 
 afflicted with HIV/AIDS, including the care or counselling of their families 
 and dependants in this regard  

Blessed G®rardôs Care Centre 

We care in any case!We care in any case!  Caring without borders!Caring without borders!  

Father Gérard returned from Germany 
with a special guest 

ñVisionòñVisionò  

May the Brotherhood of Blessed Gérard in adopt-May the Brotherhood of Blessed Gérard in adopt-

ing it's patron's charisma continue the ancient ing it's patron's charisma continue the ancient 

spiritual tradition of its roots to humbly serve spiritual tradition of its roots to humbly serve 

the hungry and thirsty, estranged and naked, the hungry and thirsty, estranged and naked, 

sick and imprisoned Lord and thus become a sign sick and imprisoned Lord and thus become a sign 

of Christian faith, cheerful hope and apostolic of Christian faith, cheerful hope and apostolic 

love to the people. love to the people.  

Our Our missionmission   is to further the glory of God and is to further the glory of God and 

strive with a common effort to foster a more strive with a common effort to foster a more 

perfect life of our members by devoting our-perfect life of our members by devoting our-

selves to the apostolate of the Church in works selves to the apostolate of the Church in works 

of charity to serveof charity to serve   

"the poor of our Lord Jesus Christ" extending "the poor of our Lord Jesus Christ" extending 

God's loving care to them under the mottoGod's loving care to them under the motto   

"tuitio fidei et obsequium pauperum""tuitio fidei et obsequium pauperum"   

(Protection of faith and service to the poor).(Protection of faith and service to the poor).   



Our arrival is met with great ceremony. Banners are 
hanging all over that say: "Siyakwamukela ukubuya 
kwakho Baba ekahaya, ikakhulukazi no Mrs. Mechthil-
de". It translates roughly to: A warm welcome home to 
Father Gérard and a particularly warm welcome to Mrs. 
Mechthilde. 
 
My brother introduces me to his co-workers. Thank 
God I have not forgotten the greeting rituals of the Zulu 
people since my last visit. After a short break, my bro-
ther Gérard gives me a tour of the house. Everyone is 
pleased about his return and as we go into the 
playground, where the smaller children are playing with 
their caregivers, shouts of " Father, Father, you're 
back" echo all over. All the children run for their turn to 
be embraced and for their chance to welcome us. Eve-
ryone has so much to tell us all at once! 

First contact: The new arrival Mechthilde Lagleder 
starts her three-week long adventure in the South Afri-
can village of Mandini where her brother, Father Gé-
rard, leads the Relief Organisation of the Brotherhood 
of Blessed Gerard. 

Singing and Playing 
In the evening the older children, who live in a group 
home, stand on the stairs and sing  for us. My brother 
joins in spontaneously with Sister Edith, their teacher. 
Later we tell each other stories and riddles to entertain 
ourselves. 

spent with these young people is truly a day spent with 
a happy family. I return to my room each evening filled 
with positive impressions of these young people. 
 
The Blessed G®rardós Care Centre in Mandini is a pla-
ce where brotherly love is practiced in daily life. That is 
true in the hospice and it is true in the childrenôs home 
where, right now, 41 children are living. 
 
Now I would like to tell you about the area of the 
childrenôs home where the newborn to eleven year-old 
children live. At the door, I am welcomed by a friendly 
caregiver.  
 
The main entrance is decorated with brightly-coloured 
furniture. A team meeting is being held while the 
children play together. Each of the childrenôs rooms is 
shared by two to five children depending on the size. 
All of the rooms are light and friendly with views that 
look out on nature. The beds and comforters are co-
lourful and cozy-looking. The children play movement 
and hand-clapping games together and seem very 
happy to be where they are. 

This room is shared by four girls with plenty of room for 
them to play together. 

 
The day begins at 6am. The youngest children are 
bathed while the older children shower.  After everyone 
eats breakfast and brushes their teeth, the school-age 
children get into their groups so that the mini-buses 
can take them to their different schools. They have to 
be ready by 7:30 because school starts at 8:00. The 

There are 8926 kilometres by plane between my 
brother, Father Gérard Tonque Lagleder, and 
me. During the night flight, there is turbulence 
and we have to fasten our seatbelts as we fly 
over the Democratic Republic of the Congo. I 
have no fear.  Through the plane window, I can 
see the moon shining and the stars twinkling. 
The adventure has already begun. 
 
Later, we land in Johannesburg, reaching the 
airport at 11am. We are met by Axel Pape, the 
business manager from Blessed G®rardôs Care 
Centre, who has come to bring us all safely to 
Mandini, 100km north of Durban. 
 

While Everything is being readied for the 
World Cup. 

 
The trip on the motorway leads us through the 
hilly landscape of South Africa. The first thing 
that we notice is how built-up everything has 
become. Everything that can be seen along the 
route between Durban and the airport in Johan-
nesburg is being prepared for next yearôs World 
Cup. Slums in plain sight of the motorway are 
being torn down and new developments are 
being built as social housing projects. 
 
Enormous corn fields extend over the hill ranges 
and into the valleys. We see several small fires 
where the remains of the sugar cane harvest 
are being burned away so that the fields can be 
ploughed under and grow afresh. Palms and 
flowering trees line the way as the vista opens 
up into the Tugela River Valley. 
 
There are still 9km on the main road until we 
reach Mandini. The vegetation looms larger as 
we move closer and begin to see other human 
beings travelling on foot toward our destination. 
There is a large paper mill around Sappi and it 
makes for heavy traffic and that surprises me. 
When I was in South Africa in 1991, there was 
just another green meadow where the Care 
Centre stands today. 
 

The atmosphere in both parts of the childrenôs home is 
friendly and family-like. 
 

First, I am going 
to tell you about 
life in the group 
home: 
 
The twelve to 
sixteen year-old 
girls and boys live 
with their care-
giver, Sister 
Edith, a Benedic-
tine nun, in an 
apartment on the 
upper floor of the 
Care Centre. Two 
young people 
share each light-
filled room and 
everyone has 
their own desk. 

They work together to create a roster for kee-
ping the house in order and plan their meals to 
cook together. This is an essential part of how 
they learn and teach each other life skills in pre-

paration for independent life. They do all the 
housekeeping, laundry, cooking and clearing 
up, as well as the hundreds of other small tasks 
that help keep a household in order. They come 
home from school between 2 and 4 pm, do their 
homework and finally have some free time to 

play. Thanks to the generosity of a donor, the 
childrenôs home has a piano and every child has 
piano lessons. Afterwards, the children who are 
on duty according to the roster prepare dinner 
for the group and share jokes and stories about 
their day at school. The children take their 
meals with perfect table manners. The family 
atmosphere continues to astonish me. A day 

children who are still too young for pre-school stay ho-
me and play together. One of the boys and one of the 
girls need special therapy. All of the caregivers work 
hand in hand to help all of the children become physi-
cally and mentally stronger.  

The room for small children at naptime 
 
An educational assistant cares for the school-age 
children after school in the homework room while the 
smaller children stay in the playroom. And then, sud-
denly, all the work is finished and everyone runs for the 
playground. There is an adventure playground comple-
te with a climbing apparatus. The children also enjoy 
playing ball, circle games and dancing. Everyone 
laughs and enjoys themselves. All of the children beha-

Mechthilde Lagleder 

8926 Flight Kilometres to our Goal 
Mechthilde Lagleder 

Blessed G®rardós 
Childrenós Home 



25 years. Combined with the loving care they receive, 
they can go on to live full and full-filling lives. These 
children are the real hope in the fight against AIDS. 
 

Today, my brother, Father Gerhard Lagleder, and I are 
going off on a photo-safari, but itôs different than the 
kind everyone knows from South Africa. We arenôt off 
to photograph lions, elephants and giraffes although 
we do head off into breath-taking scenery. The hills roll 
softly down into the banks of the Tugela River. Palms 
perfect the picture of a paradise where, right now, a 
terrible war is raging. We stand on a hill and look down 
into the valley. Gerhard says: ñHere, this is the valley of 
death, the AIDS pit. 90% of the population is infected 
with HIV, many of them have AIDS.ò 
 
Father Gerhardôs goal is show us the human side life 
inside a global emergency, an absolute catastrophe. 
Our route takes us through the slums that have sprung 
up around the paper factory in the Industrial area of 
Isithebe, where about 50.000 people live, and into the 
Township of Sundumbili where the population is about 
100.000.  Here, I have to confront absolute poverty. 
The unpaved roads can be passed only by jeep.  
Thanks to Peter Wiedemann, who asked for donations 
to the Brotherhood of Blessed Gerard in lieu of gifts for 
his 50th birthday, a new vehicle was bought when do-
nations from his friends and family were matched by 

ve themselves and follow the rules of the 
playground. And the handicapped children are 
participating too. Traditional Zulu dancing requi-
res a lot of jumping, as highly as possible, and 
everyone sings and sings. It is infectious and I 
join and dance with them.  

Once play time is over, the children go to wash 
their hands. Under close supervision the older 
children help to serve dinner for the younger 
children which comes from the central kitchen. 
The vitamin-rich, high-protein food is not only 
healthy but it tastes good! Some of the children 
in the care of Blessed G®rardós Care Centres 
have been abused, others have already expe-
rienced terrible losses. At the care centre they 
find acceptance, protection, love and education. 
All of the AIDS patients at the care centre, inclu-
ding the children, receive anti-retroviral medica-
tions that can increase life-expectancy by up to 

Rotary Club International. Since the work of the 
Brotherhood is carried out exclusively through donati-
ons, theyôre always grateful to those who remember 
their fellow human beings. 
 
ñFor 18 years, we always had to take the shortest, qui-
ckest route possible through an area riddled with crimi-
nals and danger. The car was always locked, the win-
dows were always closed;ò Father Gerhard says. To-
day, we leave both doors unlocked, the windows are 
always wide open.    
ñPlease, photograph everything. Photograph as much 
as you can,ò my brother tells me. ñWe have to show 
other people just how extreme the poverty here really 
is.ò  
 

I photograph the little houses and cottages built 
by greedy business concerns for the factory 
workers.  The workers have just six square me-
ters of living space and have to pay huge rents 
for this miserable space. They are built like row 
houses, one right into the other. There is no 
running water. It all has to be carried a long way 
home in large canisters. There are mountains of 
garbage everywhere. Between the piles of 
waste; chickens, goats and children compete for 
room to move. 

The "butchery" 
 
I cannot describe the place where animals are 
slaughtered. Hygiene is non-existent. Itôs a pla-
ce where diseases find their ideal breeding-
ground. Corrugated iron, tin, barbed wire, old 
tires, plastic sheets and pieces of firewood are 
among the most common building materials. 
About 30% of the children donôt go to school 

because their families simply canôt afford to pay the 
school fees. 

Laundry and plastic water barrels  
 
As we drive by, people run out of the cottages to see 
us. They always wave and call out: ñBaba, Baba Ge-
rard! 

The children jump for joy and the adults laugh at them. 
Many of them know my brother from visits to the hospi-
ce where they, or their relatives, have stayed for treat-
ment. 
 
Yes, a lot has changed over the past 18 years! Everyo-
ne knows the Brotherhoodôs vehicle. It brings help, 

through food deliveries, directly into the township to 
those who cannot work because they are sick. They 
also know the Brotherhood through the sewing school 
through which many women have been trained to work 
as seamstresses and some even have sewing schools 

of their own.  They also know that it brings medicine to 
the sick and scholarships to children who otherwise 
could not attend school. These people are learning that 
education is the way to break the cycle of poverty. Tho-
se who go to school find good jobs, those who find 
good jobs earn good money, those who earn good 
money can afford to move away from the slums. Those 

of us who live in Western Democracies donôt have to 
pay school fees. We should be more grateful for the 
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The AIDS Crisis in Paradise 



start to run through my head. Who is this man? What 
has he been through? How has he lived? 
Important events from my own life come to mind too: 
the deaths of my parents, the births of my children. Life 
and death run together in the blink of an eye. Above 
the bed is a sign with the patientôs name. His name is 
Christopher. His therapy regime: Palliative Loving Ca-
re. I donôt know how long we have been in the room. 
My brother motions for me to come. The caregiver smi-
les at us as we depart and turns her gaze back toward 
the dying. On the way out, Gerhard turns to me and 
says, ñhe is still with usñ and explains to me the pro-
cess of dying.   
ñDo you know,ò he says, ñthis is a hospice. People co-
me here so they wonôt die alone. Critically ill people 
often lie in their huts alone and die a cruel death. Here, 
we wash them. When itôs possible, we bathe them. 
They get medicine and loving care. Some of them get 
to sleep in a clean bed for the first time in their lives. I 
always say that for the dying, the greatest culture 
shock of their lives is love.ò 
As we sit in the hospi-
ce, in a place between 
life and death, I un-
derstand exactly what 
he means. 
 
Each of the sick 
rooms and dying 
rooms in the Blessed G®rardôs Hospice 
are named after a Saint or Blessed of 
the Order of Malta that was founded by Blessed Gérard 
in Jerusalem during the Crusades. A painting of their 

When a patient has more than three visitors, they are 
moved in a wheelchair or in their bed to a large visitorsô 
room that also serves as a patient lounge. 

rich educational opportunities that we have. 
My brother points out one of the cottages and 
explains how one of the children, who now lives 
in Blessed Gerardôs Childrenôs Home, had to be 
taken from there. Put shortly, he was sick and 
being severely abused. Compassionate witnes-
ses called social services who contacted the 
Care Centre.  Another child was abandoned so 
soon after birth that the placenta was still atta-
ched, was found in a garbage heap. An aide 
who works with the Brotherhood bundled him up 
and brought him to the childrenôs home. I have 
met this particular child in the childrenôs home. 
He hugged me and looked at me with smiling 
eyes. I would never have guessed that his lifeôs 
story had such a sad beginning.  
 
I am having flash backs: Picures that I have 
seen keep coming back to my mind, situations I 
have been part of, a reality that I touched with 
my hands and that touched my heart in turn.  

My brother, Father Gerhard, gets a call on the 
telephone. 
ñDo you want to come with me?ò he asks. ñIôve 
been called to a deathbed.ò 
I donôt hesitate and follow my brother. I donôt 
know exactly what is to come and emotion 
gathers around my heart. We enter one of the 
four rooms for the dying at Blessed G®rardôs 
Hospice. A volunteer caregiver sits beside the 
bed of a young man and holds his hand. My 
brother strokes the young man on his head, 
gives him the anointing of the sick and prays a 
little more. I feel complete peace in the room, 
unbelievable peace. 
Inside myself, I have become completely calm. 
They prayers finish. The dying man barely mo-
ves. Occasionally an eye reflex twitches, a parti-
al breath is drawn in.  I can hear the ticking of 
the clock on the wall and it becomes even lou-
der in that spot inside myself. So many things 

work hangs at the end of the passage in the hospice. 
My brother took the name Gérard as his religious name 
when he entered the order of the Missionary Benedicti-
nes of St. Ottilien in 1982. 
 

Dying People Need Professional Care Too 

ñPatients arenôt made to feel ashamed when they need 
help or time. When the patients need an hour, or even 
longer, just to talk, they get it. Even if they only need a 
hand to hold.ñ 
There are many volunteer caregivers who make this 
level of loving care possible. 
The hospice is divided into four wards of tfive to nine 
beds, one four-bed-ward and four single bed wards. 
They are all under the supervision of a professional 
nurse. Each of the beds can be separated off with a 
privacy curtain for examinations and personal care of 
the patients. 
The area is large, bright and very well ventilated. Each 
of the beds can also be pushed out onto the terrace so 
that the patients with tuberculosis can get the fresh and 
sunshine they need to recover. They also have physio-
therapy in small groups to help their muscles recover 
and they happily exercise both their lungs and their 
hearts. 
Another room is equipped for mothers with children. 
Right now it is occupied by four young men because 
there are no women with children in the hospice at the 
moment. 
All the voices in the sickroom are friendly and each of 
the patients get individual attention and care. 
 

 

In the background many hands work together to keep 
the hospice running whether that is on the cleaning 
staff, in the kitchen or in the laundry room. 

Mechthilde Lagleder 

Time Passes Differently 
at Blessed G®rardós 

Hospice 



We take the womanôs medication with us. The only 
item she has for her personal care to bring with her is a 
tooth brush. With the help of two aides, the patient can 
walk with small, slow steps to the ambulance. We are 
taking her back to Blessed Gerardôs Hospice. There, 
she will be examined by a doctor and admitted to one 
of the wards.   

We have to continue on to Mangete. This time the rou-
te travels over gravel roads and dirt paths. Small 
woods give way to wide views if the sugar cane fields 
along the way. Zulu housing estates are scattered 

I am sitting on a bench in the back of an ambu-
lance with a nursing sister and a nurseôs aide. In 
the front, the head nurse and the driver ï who is 
also a qualified medic ï lead the way into Sun-
dumbili Township. There we stop at the small 
nursing station where the nurse gives injections 
to the locals who are infected with tuberculosis 
before we are on the move again. 
Our next stop is another small, poverty-stricken 
house. The care team knocks before they enter 
through the unlocked door. We walk through a 
tiny kitchen and enter a bedroom at the back of 
the house. Lying in the bed is a young woman 
who is obviously in terrible pain. The care team 
know the woman from her earlier visits to the 
hospice where her condition was stabilized be-
fore she was discharged. They know, too, that 
she has AIDS. 

The nurseôs aide takes her blood pressure and 
records exactly how high the womanôs raging 
fever is while the head nurse checks the medi-
cation supplies and dosage. The patientôs condi-
tion has deteriorated so badly that the nurse 
decides the patient should be brought back to 
the hospice. 
Info: Educating a fully-trained nurse in South 
Africa takes six years. They are hugely quali-
fied and competent professionals. They can 
examine patients and administer medicati-
ons both inside and outside the hospital. 

through the softly dropping hills in the distance. Palms 
are everywhere. The ambulance forces itself through 
this hard-to-travel landscape, bumping and swaying. I 
hold onto the seat with both hands all the way to our 
destination. We take countless turns until we arrive at 
our destination. 
 

I used to worry about my back because my bed 
was too soft, then I met a woman who had to lie on 

the ground because she had no bed at all. 
 
Our next stop is in front of a hut made of broken sto-
nes. Inside, the room measures 2 by 3 meters at most. 
On the floor behind the open door lies the desperately 

poor woman wrapped in a blanket. She too has 
a wracking cough from a secondary infection 
caused by AIDS. I am taken aback by the po-

verty. The sum of her possessions is a few dirty 
clothes, a piece of broken mirror, two cups, two 
plates and a few pieces of aluminium cutlery. In 
one corner, there are a few stones to mark the 
fireplace. There is a tin can holding cooked 
cornmeal. The pot the woman used to own to 
cook in was stolen. The aide spreads a blanket 
out on the ground in front of the house and they 

help the woman outside to lie under the sun. 
The sunshine and fresh air seem to help. To-
gether, we empty out the hut and put everything 
out in the sun. 
One of the nurses calls the care centre. One of 
the aides sprays a small amount of water on the 
dirt floor of the little dwelling. One of the nurses 
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A Day in the Bush with the Nursing Team 

starts sweeping out the dust and I take the broom to 
replace her. At first, she resists, but I explain that I ha-
ve three children and no servants or household help 
and am used to working. We shake out all the blankets 
and clothing outside as well as we can before we put 
everything back in the hut. One of the aides arranges 

the bedclothes so that they will be as comfortable as 
possible before helping the woman back inside. She 
smiles opening at everyone. Now the team can take 
her blood pressure and temperature and speak with 
her about her condition. The nurse informs me that this 
woman has already been to the hospice, but wanted to 
go home so her 
eight year-old son 
wouldnôt be at 
home alone. Right 
now, he is at 
school. When 
weôre finished, I 
go to see the wo-
man one more 
time to wish her 
well. I stroke her 
arm gently. While 
I know she 
doesnôt speak my 
language, she 
understands the 
meaning of my 
words. She gives 
me a smile. 
 

To Sundumbili for Physiotherapy 

We bring an AIDS patient who had a stroke and now 
has partial has paralyses in the ambulance from Sun-
dumbili to the Physiotherapy clinic, so that his muscles 
can be strengthen and recover. I sit beside him for sup-
port since he is not able to hold himself upright. A nur-
seôs aide helps too. The therapist has trained the aide 
to do these strength-building exercises with the patient 
on a daily basis. The patient is given an exercise plan 
with illustrations to help him remember what to do. 

The man who receives on-going assistance from the 
physiotherapist sits with us in the ambulance on the 
way back to the hospice. 


