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Pastoral letter

Rev. Howie Adan

It is an unexpected honour to address the Lifeline readership, having as
little history as I do with the Chaplaincy of St Anna & St Mary. During
my time in the Netherlands I believe I have only twice presided at the
Eucharist in Haarlem, and two other times attended services. Beyond that
I have enjoyed the music of the Anglican Singers in multiple settings, as
far away as St Mary’s Weldam and as close to home as the OKKN parish
of H.H. Petrus & Paulus in Amsterdam.
I should introduce myself. I was born and raised in Brazil of American
parents, married Renata, a Canadian, and moved to the Netherlands in
1984, taking Dutch citizenship ten years later. Amsterdam has been more
or less ‘home’ since the mid-80’s, apart from a two-year sojourn in North
Africa to study Arabic, and a more recent ten-year absence that first took
us to live near ageing parents in Canada and then to London where I was
employed by Heathrow Airport as Head of Multi Faith Chaplaincy,
working with colleagues of Buddhist, Christian, Hindu, Jewish, Muslim
and Sikh traditions (N.B. I learned to list them in alphabetic order). We
returned to Amsterdam in the summer of 2019 and I finished the project at
Heathrow last autumn.
Some of you will know that I was ordained priest in the Diocese in Europe
in 2002 and served my curacy at Christ Church Amsterdam. Immediately
following that I founded the Anglican chaplaincy at Schiphol and served
there for three years. Since then I have had postings in various locations,
also as a parish incumbent, but airport chaplaincy has remained a constant
aspect of my ministry throughout. I think I am the only member of the
International Association of Civil Aviation Chaplains to have been a
Chaplain at four different airports: AMS, YCD, YVR, and LHR. I also
served a short stint as Vice President of the IACAC.
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Haarlem: back in the time that I was in Amsterdam, I was aware of some
negative feelings toward the liturgical traditionalism of St Anna & St
Mary. But I gradually came to appreciate this criticism more as badges of
honour, which I would gladly wear myself!
Since my return after a ten-year absence have been struck by the number
of people I encounter among the English-speaking expat community who
have given up entirely on the Anglican church. Is it just me, or is it
genuinely a trend? I fear the latter. The polarisation we have seen in
society in general seems to have infected the Church as well and the ‘wide
umbrella’ that was once the hallmark of the Church of England - also in
Chaplaincies in the Netherlands - is under threat. The generosity of spirit
which drew me into the Anglican church thirty years ago seems now,
sadly, in rather short supply. St Anna & St Mary has, I believe, bucked
the trend, and I pray it will continue to do so.
In the Gospel of Mark Jesus tells the disciples to get in the boat and go to
the other side of the lake while he dismisses the crowd. He will catch
them up later. Among the lessons that can be drawn from the ensuing
events, one thing stands out: the disciples in the boat kept rowing in the
direction they had been sent. They were faithful to their calling in spite of
tremendous opposition.
As the English-speaking community in North Holland continues to grow;
there are opportunities here for creating something which will make life
worth living for the many who are looking for a spiritual home. A home
where all are welcome.
Keep rowing, Haarlem!
Revd Howie Adan
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Music Matters
Since our last Lifeline the lockdown has been eased in two stages.
The first stage made it possible for the congregation to sing a hymn
again, which we did on June 20th. It was quite an emotional
experience for everybody, as it was the first time we had been able to
sing a congregational hymn since the first lockdown!
After the second stage we were able to sing the Gloria, a hymn and
the final Amen on Sunday 27th, followed by tea after the service (see
later in this Lifeline).
Choir practices and choral singing in church are now also possible
again. I hope to get practicing with the choir soonest and then
gradually bring the choir back to support our worship and increase the
sung items in the service. Seating the choir and the congregation will
ask for some creative seating arrangements as we still have to keep
our 1.5 metre distance.
Hopefully the Covid19 numbers will keep falling as the vaccination
programme takes effect.
Our choir is supposed to sing in Worcester Cathedral from 2-8 August.
I have been in contact with the cathedral and they would very much
like to have us sing the services there, but also realise that the travel
arrangements in place now with quarantining on both sides do not
make this feasible. In both the UK and the Netherlands the travel
arrangements are set to be reviewed mid July, so hopefully we will
know more then!
I am taking it one step at a time with the music, but rest assured that
the choir cannot wait to be back in church to support and enhance our
worship!
In the meantime we value your prayers for a speedy return of our
choral services.
Martin van Bleek
Director of Music

♫♫♫♫
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From the wardens
At this moment we are engaged in sorting out the Terms and
conditions with our chaplain-elect. As we mentioned earlier Brexit has
not made things easier. We are being advised on the immigration
arrangements by an Amsterdam firm that also advises the Deanery of
the Netherlands.
However, before they can start, first we need to be registered at the
Kamer van Koophandel as a ‘kerkgenootschap’, and at a later stage
we will also have to have a constitution & statutes so that we can
register as a ‘Kerkgenootschap met rechtspersoon’. At the AGM we
discussed the necessity of having our own constitution before the end
of the year, but the legalities around the appointment of a new
chaplain have brought this forward.
Fortunately it is all feasible, but is does rather slow things down.
However, our chaplain-elect and his wife cannot wait to be with us,
get to know our congregation and start work!
We will keep you informed.
Please remember the appointment process in your prayers.
John Scott & Martin van Bleek,
wardens

   
In de stilte
alleen
niets verstoort
innerlijk bewogen
geraakt.
Verlangen
om te verblijven
in de stilte
'Verstild in God'
Verlangen
om toe te leven
naar de Bron:
Vervuld verlangen

In the silence
alone
nothing disturbs
moved inwardly
touched.
Desire
to remain
in the silence
'Still in God'
Desire
to live
as the Source:
Desire fulfilled
(thanks to Marga)

☼ ☼ ☼
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Poets Corner
One Foot in Eden -

Edwin Muir 1887-1959

One foot in Eden still, I stand
And look across the other land.
The world’s great day is growing late,
Yet strange these fields that we have planted
So long with crops of love and hate.
Time’s handiworks by time are haunted,
And nothing now can separate
The corn and tares compactly grown.
The armorial weed in stillness bound
About the stalk; these are our own.
Evil and good stand thick around
In the fields of charity and sin
Where we shall lead our harvest in.
Yet still from Eden springs the root
As clean as on the starting day.
Time takes the foliage and the fruit
And burns the archetypal leaf
To shapes of terror and of grief
Scattered along the winter way.
But famished field and blackened tree
Bear flowers in Eden never known.
Blossoms of grief and charity
Bloom in these darkened fields alone.
What had Eden ever to say
Of hope and faith and pity and love
Until was buried all its day
And memory found its treasure trove?
Strange blessings never in Paradise
Fall from these beclouded skies.
Edwin Muir was a novelist and translator as well as being one of Scotland's most
important poets of the 1900s. He was born on a farm in Deerness, a remote rural
idyll in the most easterly part of mainland Orkney. In 1901, when Edwin was 14, his
father lost the farm and the family moved to Glasgow to look for work. Edwin later
described this as the "fallen" world, and starkly contrasted it to his "Eden" in Orkney.
Christine Bradshaw
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Ms Miscellaneous
Fun?!
The expression says: Time flies when you’re having fun! That is certainly
true; fun times never last long enough and always seem to pass in a jiffy.
But today, as I ponder over the past year, I think the saying is incomplete,
or maybe over complete. I say this because I feel time also flies when
you’re not having fun.
The past year was not particularly fun. My father passed away exactly
one year ago, we’ve been living through three waves of COVID-19 which
made us work from home deprived from real human contact, our bunny
rabbit and COVID-mascot Nico died and several friends and
acquaintances have been suffering health problems or loss. It’s hard to
stay cheerful and have fun under those circumstances. The cast over days
in cast over moods seem to drag on and the tunnel seems endless. O, the
times I wished time would speed up!
And then suddenly a year had gone by. The time that seemed endless
actually passed in the blink of an eye. So time flew, period.
So if time flies anyway, it’s best to try and make the most of it. Not to
become indifferent to bad things happening around or to us, but to be
able to cope better and to put things in perspective.
It helps that the world is opening again and with it the possibilities to
meet, pray and celebrate together. For me the only thing that’s missing
now is to be able to sing again with the choir...
But I trust in God to make that possible again too, so we can sing to his
praise and glory and to thank Him for staying with us no matter what –
fun or no fun.
I wish us all a happy, fun and slow summer!
Veronique Ruiz

☼ ☼ ☼
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In a Past Interregnum
Never snuff out that old wick; it only takes a spark to get a fire going
Beside the main aisle a nine-year-old boy snuggled up to his father.
Dark November Sunday mornings found the heating struggling to
overcome the chill, and any warmth to help while away the sermon was
more than welcome. Once the congregation had settled, young thoughts
searched for a distraction to pass the time. He turned his head and the
glitter of gilt in the reredos, caught his eye. The glance jumped to the
pulpit. There stood an old, unfamiliar priest of small stature. His hair was
white and his chin unshaven, a short white stubble visible from the pew.
The light Irish accent, like its owner, was unfamiliar, as he explained that
he was filling in after the departure of the beloved rector. Conscious of
the despondency in the pews, Father Richardson’s hands gripped the
edge of the pulpit as he began.
“I want to take you on a journey with me to the Atlantic Coast on the
West. Before you, you can see a simple whitewashed cottage standing on
the barren coastal hillside. Two small windows break the wall facing the
rough sea below. The half-door centred between the windows has shrunk
in its frame with thin gaps visible between the wood and the uprights.
The thatch on the roof, weighted down with stones on ropes, seems
barely able to withstand the whims of the wind. At one side there is a
rough shelter for the few animals that help sustain the croft, on the other
side a tiny privy, with rattling corrugated iron roof, and a well at the end
of the cottage. Inside there is neither running water nor sanitation. An
intermittent line of smoke, visible when the wind slackens momentarily,
emerges from the chimney.
As darkness fell and the howling Atlantic storm raged, two figures leaned
over a glowing turf fire within. A blackened support held a carbon
encrusted kettle over the red glow. Apart from the yellow flame in a small
paraffin lamp, no further cheer penetrated the chilly gloom. The wind
seemed to find every nook and cranny through which to whine; it took
any warmth straight up the chimney, brightening the glow of the turf as it
raced to return outside.
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Imprisoned by the seeming futility of doing anything, the couple prepared
for bed. The woman was more fortunate, but the crofter caught a mean
squall during his trip to the privy. He returned drenched, changed into his
remaining dry clothes, and sought warmth beside his spouse. In the abyss
of sleep they found a sheltered refuge from the elements.
As the wintry morning light brought a return to consciousness, concern
for their few animals dragged them from the haven of their bed. Clothes
were still damp and cold, but were pulled on in discomfort. Fire, kettle,
tea, and the staple porridge were the first priority. But …… the fire was
out. Banked up as usual to last through the night, this time the draughts
from the storm had kept it burning strongly. Instead of being able to
place fresh turf on still-glowing embers, there was only grey-white ash.
The crofter went to the rusty biscuit tin where he kept some newspaper
and kindling wood. He arranged it in the hearth. Reaching into the pocket
of his wet jacket he found a sodden box of matches.
Despair and helplessness crashed in rapidly. The nearest neighbour was a
mile away, an unpleasant journey prospect in wet clothes and wind-torn,
water-saturated air. With a deep sigh of resignation, the man pulled
down his cap and made for the door.
The wind abated briefly, and a fleeting break in the clouds allowed a
sunbeam to flash through the window. As he was about to go out of the
door, by the small table under the window where the lamp stood, a whiff
of kerosine wrinkled his nostrils. The crofter paused, then stepped across
from the door, removed the glass cover and turned up the lamp’s wick.
He felt a soft but firm hip thump against his own. The woman had
occupied the space in front of the table. She put her head on one side,
carefully scrutinising the air above the blackened crust on the wick.
Reaching to the windowsill she picked up a rusty pin, and with female
gentleness, picked at the wick. There was nothing to see, but as the next
bundle of heavy clouds darkened the sky and the croft’s interior, she bent
down and started to gently puff on the black oil-moist carbon.
A few moments later a tiny red glow was just visible as that gentle,
directed breath delivered more oxygen to the surface of the wick. Taking
a strip of damp paper she held it to the glowing spot, and as she patiently
persisted, flame erupted from its end. She passed her husband the little
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living torch to light the tinder in the cold hearth. With care and patience
the first turf ‘caught’, the kettle was put in its place, and the most needed
of the wet clothes were stretched before the fire.”
As the welcome flames reflected in her face, the crofter’s wife’s words
were repeated in the silent church by the old priest “Never snuff out that old wick; it only takes a spark to get a fire
going …”
(thanks to John Scott)

Timeless
This poem was written in 1869 by Kathleen O’Mara
and reprinted during the 1918 ‘Spanish Flu’ Pandemic.

And people stayed at home
and read books
And listened
And they rested
And they did exercises
And made art and played
And learned new ways of being
And stopped and listened more deeply
someone meditated, someone prayed
Someone met their shadow
And people began to think differently
And people healed
And in the absence of people who lived in ignorant ways
Dangerous, meaningless and heartless,
The earth also began to heal
And when the danger ended and people found themselves
They grieved for the dead
And made new choices
And dreamed of new visions
And created new ways of living
And completely healed the earth, just as they were healed.
(from a member of the congregation)

is that the end of the story?
10

Where available, all are most welcome to attend services in Church.
These will continue to be a service with limited music,
and conducted complying with government guidelines.
Please register in advance through our website: www.anglican-church-haarlem.nl

Sunday 4 July
Trinity 5

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Howie Adan
retiring collection for Mission

Sunday 11 July
Trinity 6

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Robert Frede

Sunday 18 July
Trinity 7

14.30

Eucharist
-Rev. Dr. Mattijs Ploeger

Sunday 25 July
James, the Apostle
Trinity 8

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Robert Frede

Sunday 1 August
Trinity 9

14.30

NO service

Sunday 8 August
Trinity 10

14.30

NO service

Sunday 15 August
The Blessed Virgin Mary
Trinity 11

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Joop Albers

Sunday 22 August
Trinity 12

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Robert Frede

Sunday 29 August
Trinity 13

14.30

Eucharist
- Rev. Dr. Mattijs Ploeger

Sunday 5 September
Trinity 14

14.30

Eucharist
- t.b.a.
retiring collection for Mission
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A first step to normality? – tea after the service

