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     AMSTERDAM 2012


Martha Sue Oliver had warned me to prepare for cold weather, so I did. There I was in the Houston airport in flannel-lined jeans and snow boots. I really didn’t care if I looked strange for Houston weather. Although the weather was cold when we arrived, the plus side was that there were not many people on our flights so both Eileen Burdock, my traveling companion and fellow team member, and I had two seats to sleep both coming and going.


It was nice meeting up with Matt Everett as he was helpful with our luggage and getting to the hotel.   Thank you, Fr. Gary, for the thoughtfulness of arranging that.   Also, being a fellow Texan and my having two daughters living in Austin, I felt immediately connected and comfortable even though this was a totally new adventure for us.


Going to Corrie ten Boom’s house was a highlight.  Having heard her speak in Dallas many years ago and having read her books, she is a true inspiration.  To see where it all happened was awe-inspiring.  Although the hostess’ commentary was a little long, her passion was so fervent that one forgave her length.  Several of us almost fell asleep due to jet lag.  I enjoyed the brisk walk and stopping by the cheese store where I bought some cheese which came in handy the next morning.


Our room took quite a while to warm up but the duvets finally did their work and we each were warm and snug before the night was over.  Margaret Brown, our new roommate, took us to her favorite breakfast café, Café Jennifer, which we thoroughly enjoyed.  All the breakfast rolls and breads were amazing.  We next visited Rembrandt’s home as that was somewhere that we all wanted to see that Margaret had not already been.


Catching the coach we headed for the Emmaus Retreat Center and we were all grateful for the bus.  The retreat center and grounds were beautiful.  I have stayed in various Roman Catholic retreat centers and appreciate their religious décor and simplicity.  However, I do wish they had turned the heat on prior to our arrival as I slept the first night with long silk underwear, flannel pajamas, three blankets, two pair of socks, and a stocking cap.  Only the stocking cap and one blanket came off before the night was over.  Having the main meal that night rather than “bread” was an excellent idea.  The worship followed by praying for the team members was a good way for us to bond.  That night I received a “word of knowledge” from a Dutch team member whom I had sat next to at dinner.  If I had had to go home the next morning, I would have been content as the Lord had spoken to me through my new friend.  He and his wife are just gems, and I especially appreciated her in my small group.


I enjoyed the talks given by the Dutch team members and eagerly anticipated them. What a blessing!  Since in Uganda we had had to have the talks translated into Lugandan and then Swahili, only being translated once seemed easy!  All the work Annalise and GP had put into the weekend made it go like a breeze – at least that was one of the reasons.


  I found climbing the stairs twice a day a good way to get some exercise so I was actually grateful for that.  I was recovering from a very bad sinus infection and actually got well during the retreat – even with all that cold weather!


The first day of the retreat I was making my way up the stairs and didn’t know which way to turn to the Upper Room.  I found myself in the Prayer Room, and since Fr. Gary had mentioned we were all welcome, not just the ministry team, I stayed to pray.  That was just a blessing for me, and I found myself present whenever I could.  The view was beautiful particularly when it snowed.


Worship for me is the center of a retreat so the music fed my soul.  Healing often takes place in worship as well as later during the specified evening event.  I was praying over the couple who were crying and it was noticeable that there was a disturbance with them when the deliverance occurred.  Simone and Angelica singing over them was just exquisite.  I asked Simone what the words meant in English and she said, “Come, Lord Jesus, Cleanse us with your blood.”  This brings me to our small groups.


I felt like our small group was a breeze. Being able to share about our rocks and which scriptures or events had been meaningful in our lives was an excellent icebreaker.  Thank you, GP.  When we were praying for each other the hospital chaplain Simone prayed and then I prayed in English.  As it turned out, I had prayed the same thing in English she had just prayed in Dutch.  We immediately felt bonded and knew we were sisters in the Lord.   Villem, the husband of Ellie, the lady pastor who needed some rest and recuperation from her work, shared some of their story.  Since my Christian journey stems from my mother’s nervous breakdown, I certainly related to him.  He reminded me of my dad who was a rock.  He eventually said that his stress was causing him insecurity in his driving.  As we prayed for him, Simone started singing, “We Are Marching in the Light of God” and then changed the verse to we are “driving in the light of God.”  We laughed and laughed.  Then I prayed for guardian angels to be posted at the corners of his car, which is what a friend of mine does when her children depart on a long car trip.  Jan was new to RICM retreats but had attended other Charismatic retreats and was immediately on the same page.  Annamarie was just a gem, helping with any translation, and sharing her own work at her church.  Her dry sense of humor was such a delight.  We all appreciated Margaret’s quiet wisdom and strength.  When we were discussing something concerning symbols, which Margaret explained as an “outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace,” As you can see, our small group was a joy.


When we prayed across from each other at the closing, I found myself across from Marta.  I encouraged her to reach out and start blessing others in their Christian walk, to not wait until she considered herself “whole.”  This is from the 12th step where one’s healing partly comes from self-forgetfulness as one helps others.  We talked about other things as well, and I forgot the 12th step part when she asked me later, but Jane Szelist said she had mentioned the same thing during a prayer time so God didn’t have to use me!


Eileen and her prayer shawl for Janeat and Hannie was amazing.  God is so good.   One never knows what He will do.  It was a privilege to be a part of that.  Eileen and I took the river boat ride through the partially frozen canals, watched the skaters on the ice, visited Anne Frank’s house, the Rijksmuseum, the Van Gogh Museum, two churches, and picked up a few souvenirs to bring back to friends. Although we enjoyed our view at the Doubletree (Mint) Hotel, we managed to be back each night at the Victoria Hotel for dinner with our team friends as we sadly said goodbye to various ones departing Amsterdam.  As is often the case for me, seeing the Lord in new Christian friends, both American and Dutch, and watching to see what He does, is an incredible joy and blessing.

