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Thresholds 

Dunblane Cathedral, Scotland 
De Engelse Kerk, Amsterdam 

By Keith McFarlane 

Full forty years since, Sunday schooled, 

I passed the threshold of that grander kirk 

of choir and chapter, word and book, 

that seemed to me authority: 

compassion‟s lack. A childish vision 

then? Perhaps. And yet all depth and rigour 

went. The screen between this world and next 

was strengthened, first by doubt and then 

by blindness born of intellect. 

And though such judgement served me well, 

I find myself, these recent days, 

in lesser kirk, The English Church 

in Amsterdam, a lifetime since; 

like me reformed with softness battled 

for not won: uncertain. And yet: 

the sermon‟s steady weight on help; 

the need this world still has; the fellowship 

of word and prayer; our strength in song, 

our raised compassion mending wrongs 

with salve and action. What‟s lost is seldom 

found. Yet in that stillness we create  

is heard one voice that all embrace. 

 

All come together in this place, that here, 

in silence, we might remember grace. 

First published in the May 2009 edition of Acumen, editor Patricia Oxley.  
www.acumen-poetry.co.uk 

American Thanksgiving 

There will be a service celebrating American Thanksgiving in our church on 
Thursday, November 26th. Everyone is invited, no matter what your national-
ity! 

The service begins at 5:00pm. See you there! 
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Book Review: A Grief Observed 
By C. S. Lewis 

This little volume contains the journal entries written by Lewis in the weeks 
immediately after his wife's death. He did not initially conceive the work for 
publication (and indeed published it under a nom de plume in its first edition); 
the piece as a whole traces a deeply personal progression of thought, accusa-
tion, doubt and revisitation of earlier apologetics as Lewis wrestles to carry on 
after his loss. The work is presented as a passage through grief which the 
reader observes in its raw immediacy, but it also serves as a rite of grieving for 
the widower himself: a "grief observed", therefore, on both counts.  

I remember I first read the book almost exactly ten years ago when, as a sec-
ond year undergrad student in Montreal, I had broken up with the first man I 
ever loved. I found comfort in Lewis‟ words--while aware that my loss, while 
tragic in my romantic sturm und drang universe was nothing to his; nothing 
to that of so many life partners left behind to grieve. 

An academic with a keen intellect, Lewis takes up the tools best available to 
him with the intention of tackling his grief head on: he submits his grief to 
fierce reason and logic.  He hopes initially, as he puts it, to trace some kind of 
map of the territories of grief. Upon reading the opening portions, it had 
seemed to me that this intellectualizing is the logician's way of distancing him-
self from and trying to avoid the thing--the grieving process--itself.  We can 
trace a progression through his entries, however, where he comes to perceive 
grief as a process that is hardly explainable but seemingly a complete part of 
the process of living and loving as set out by God. Perhaps the pain that begins 
now is just the natural passage from the love we shared then.  

Lewis' previous apologetics are "put to the test", as he puts it, with his "house 
of cards" having collapsed around him. Everything he ever claimed regarding 
the existence of a benevolent God is now fair game for serious challenge. He 
questions whether his earlier assertions regarding suffering carry any water at 
all when they are dragged from the realm of the merely academic theological 
exercise. 

I appreciated the honesty of the pages, the writerly skill that gave form--and a 
means of entry-- to such grief. I was continually shaken out of my own compla-
cency with the realization that it may well be this painful for everyone who 
loses a loved one: this back-broken numbness; this reeling anew just when you 
thought the paroxysms at least were through; the sixty seconds‟ worth of dis-
tance run.  How brave people are.  This volume puts the lie to superficial 
claims that the faithful life brings nothing but joy and wealth. Blessings and 
loss: Lewis argues that they're both part of the same process; rites of passages 
and again more passages...nothing is static.  Lewis even finds that grief does 
lose its knife edge - or rather cuts to the quick less often as time wears on. All 
part of this process. 

Erin Thiessen 
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Have you got news or an article you would like to see in the Record? Give your 
contributions to me at church or send them to: 

Susan Polstra 

Marnixkade 67-2 

1015 XX Amsterdam 

E-mail: susan.polstra@xs4all.nl 

 

The deadline for the next Record is November 20th... 

Births 
David Diederik Alexander Ruys 

10 August 
Julia Victoria Wagenaar 

14 August 
Suyash Iain Sidhu 

6 September 

 Cuff-links 
Cuff-links now available to order: Mr Peter Shorer, a specialist in antique repro-
ductions, who crafted the William and Mary Brooches which were on sale during 
the restoration appeal, has now made cuff-links of the same design. These repro-
duce faithfully (at a reduced size!) the original brass cipher on the pulpit of our 
church. The cuff-links are reproduced in pewter and gold plated to resemble the 
original brass colour. Each pair is supplied in a box with an informative label and 
can be ordered at a cost of €30 a pair. Contact the minister if you would like to 
place an order. 

Baptisms 
Timothy Jan Newman 

16 August 
Gustavo Rio Gonçalves Just  

23 August 
Amy Elizabeth van der Roest  

27 September 




