
Katrina devastated southeast Louisiana and caused the greatest migration in 
U.S. history. When services resumed at St. Anna's in NOLA we had but 15 
people on Sunday. Soon we had over 100 on Wednesdays but that was due to a 
vibrant concert series called Mission to Musicians. It took about five years to 
rebuild and eventually get to a consistent 100-120 persons. Then the pandemic 
and hurricane Ida.  
 
The social landscape has also changed dramatically since Katrina. It is not the 
same place as it was in 2005. Some of  that is very good some of  that change is 
maybe not so good. But here we are. Average Sunday attendance in person is 
about 50 or so; average virtual church is about 15 or so. But we do seem to be 
bumping up a bit on Sundays, each Sunday.  
 
Church are community organizations at their heart. This is true of  Saint 
Anna's. While social norms and expectations change there is nonetheless a 
need for members and allies to gather and to do the work of  the church. 
Some may wish to focus on community outreach like food pantry or working 
with Anna's Place. Others may focus on worship or church work. Here is a list 
of  opportunities for investment of  your time and talent. We are rebuilding a 
church and the collective should gather again and begin that work. Give it 
some real thought and maybe commitment. Here are your opportunities to 
serve God, your neighbor, and the larger community: 
 

Altar Guild. Behind the scenes work for preparing the church for worship. 
Seasonal decorating; and occasional helping out with weddings etc.  We 
just need two or three people willing to give their time once a month or 
so.  

Altar Servers include acolytes, thurifers, and crucifers. Assist in liturgy and 
worship.  

Choir usually provides music for Sunday worship; high holy days, and 
occasional weddings and funerals of  church members.  

Food pantry. Help load or deliver groceries to those who need the help. 
Homeless Ministry. For a select few that have both passion and are in 

reasonable physical shape.  N
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AnnaGram 

Rebuilding a Church 



Starting a nursery. We can hire an attendant but we need volunteers to be in 
the room and to help. Best practices say that children should usually have 
two adults in the room. This is a big one. Just one Sunday a month for four 
or five folks.  

Anna's Place needs tutors and mentors.  
Telemed Clinic attendants to meet and greet our community members that 

wish to access our newly installed telemed clinic. Times and days are 
variable. This does not require any prior medical experience or knowledge.  

Hospitality. A group committed to providing a welcoming Saint Anna's and 
maybe act rather like the social planners of  the parish. Create and launch 
social engagements that will allow us to build relationships.  

 
Some of  these roles are new some are traditional none are gender based. Some 
roles may be for a certain type of  person. Others are for all types of  people. Help 
to rebuild this community of  faith and engagement and with that we will grow and 
do so without exhaustion by the few. Exciting times.  
 
 
 

 

“The Church’s one foundation 
  Is Jesus Christ her Lord; 
She is His new creation 

  By water and the Word:” 
Samuel John Stone 

(1866) 

We are 
rebuilding 
a church 
and the 
collective 
should 
gather 
again 
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Stepping down as director of  Anna's Arts for Kids, the precursor to Anna's Place NOLA, was the 
hardest thing for me.  After walking the streets recruiting kids, cooking, driving , tutoring , coun-
seling and motivating them to be their best, it was decided that the missions would merge and new 
leadership would take the helm of  the combined programs.  As difficult as it was to step away, I 
was able to look back at our success over the years and acknowledge the achievements of  our first 
generation of  program participants.  I realized that every organization has a life of  its own, and 
the gritty little grassroots organization I founded was turning into an adolescent.  To be honest, 
my greatest fear was that in becoming institutionalized, we would lose the personal touch that en-
deared us to our parents, students and the community.   
 
Luckily for us, we were blessed with Ms. Brianna, who turned out to have the ability to instill or-
ganizational procedures and policies while maintaining the warm and fuzzy feel our community 
wants and needs.  She was able to begin the process of  transitioning from a grassroots program to 
an institutionalized organization, a difficult process, but one she handled with skill and grace.  I 
was most impressed with her ability to ease the burdens on our mothers, allowing us the ability to 
do a better job of  delivering services to their children.  Her knowledge of  the social work field 
and her  interpersonal skills were a great match for our transition.   However, as life would have it,  
we are at a transition point again.  Ms Brianna is moving on and we are in the search for a new di-
rector to continue the process of  institutional growth and development.   
 
Throughout all these transition points in the life of  Anna's Place NOLA, there has been one con-
stant and consistent component.  The support of  the congregation and its involvement in sup-
porting program activities and our youth.   Now that I'm temporarily back in the role of  director, 
it is that constant and consistent component, the congregation, that I'm going to rely on one more 
time to assist us moving forward.  My goal is to maintain the institutional structure while prepar-
ing us for the new director and our transition to the Dodwell House.  I invite you to join me as a 
partner in this process.   
 
With your support, we've achieved  more than we ever dreamed of  12 years ago.  Now, with your 
continued support,  we will provide the second generation of  kids an even greater opportunity for 
personal and professional success in life.  Thank you and God Bless. 
 
Darryl Durham                                                                                                                                           
Anna' s Place NOLA, founder 

Transitions:  Darryl Durham 
appointed Interim-Director 



 

Spotlight on a Terrific Kiddo 
Hi! My name is Aubrey. A new generation has 
joined us. My brother is Jayce is also coming to 
Anna’s Place. I go to school at MLK. We live in the 
Lower 9. I like art and I really need to get my 
homework done when I get here.  

 

I will be performing in our newly formed children’s 
choir on December 4th. We are working with 
NOLA Papa on the location. He is really supporting 
us.  

 

That’s Right! Saint Anna’s is forming a youth choir 
to represent Anna’s Place NOLA! 

It has long been a dream and now Mr. Ken Leach is 
helping us to make that dream come true.  

Way to go Anna’s Kids! 



I thought I would share a few "tidbits" of  church music history with you this morning, starting 
with something that is very important and personal to me to enhance my own worship experience, 
the Prelude or Voluntary that is part of  every service. 
 
Have you ever wondered why we begin  most of  
our worship services with a prelude/voluntary 
and end with a postlude? 
 
We inherited this musical tradition from a 17th 
century Dutch tradition of  concertizing before 
and after worship. Church organs at the time were 
owned by the city councils and organists were 
hired by them.  
 
During the early years of  the reformation of  the 
Netherlands,  there was no place for music in the 
Dutch Reformed Church services. The Dutch people enjoyed organ music and organs were still in 
the church from the days of  Catholicism. Cities hired organists to play concerts before and after 
services. Over time this has developed and morphed into something that is opposite of  it's 
beginnings. We no longer view these Voluntaries as concert performances outside of  worship, but 
as intergal offering and part of  our worship, a time of  centering ourselves in God and his 
goodness. This musical offering is a time to "prepare" for worship.  
 
Music in worship is never about performance but about an offering of  praise, Thanksgiving, 
penitence, or petition to God. While we may be caught up in the beauty of  the music or the lyrics, 
the purpose is not to bring attention to the musician or singers but to point to the Creator who 
makes all things beautiful and inspires creativity in us all!!! For Ken, that is what makes offering 
and leading music in worship a very holy and sacred thing. 
 
As we honor All Saints this Sunday, I hope that you will start your worship experience by 
preparing amd centering yourself  for worship as the Voluntary begins. 
 

Bless us O Lord your servants who minister in your temple; 
Grant that what we sing on our lips, we may believe in our hearts; 

And what we may believe in our hearts, we may show forth in our lives; 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord, Amen. 

 

How did we ever start a “Voluntary” aka prelude?  

By Ken Leach 

A “Voluntary”? 
 
Originally, the term was used for a piece of  organ 
music that was free in style, and was meant to sound 
improvised (the word voluntary in general means 
"proceeding from the will or from one's own choice or 
consent"). This probably grew out of  the practice of  
church organists improvising after a service. 



Requiem for the Magic Island  
by Deacon Buck Close 

In the winter of  1957, my parents went on a vacation to Haiti. Why Haiti? According to my 
mother, she’d wanted to go to Africa but the responsibility of  raising five young children made 
such a long trip inadvisable. So she decided on Haiti since it was as much like Africa as she could 
find close to home. That fateful trip and the movies she brought home to share with us kindled in 
me a great curiosity about this exotic place just 90 minutes by plane from Miami. By the time I 
went off  to college in 1968, that curiosity, nourished by two summer trips to Haiti, had morphed 
into something more like infatuation or perhaps love.  
  
So, when the Marine Corps rejected me as a recruit because of  my history of  seizures, I found 
myself  with a 4F deferment — free to leave college to do whatever in the world I wanted. In 
January 1969, I borrowed money from my sister Crandall and bought a one-way ticket to Port au 
Prince on PanAm. I didn’t ask permission. My sole concession to protocol was a phone call to my 
parents from the airport in New York before my departure. Once in Port au Prince I checked into 
the same motel I’d stayed in twice before and reported for work at the convent/school of  the 
Salesian Sisters of  Haiti in downtown Port au Prince. They were, to put it mildly, a bit surprised by 
my arrival, but they soon got over their surprise and put me to work. In the mornings I would go 
to a place called “Brooklyn” — a slum on the outskirts of  the city. It is now known as Cite Soleil 
and is one of  the most dangerous places in Haiti. Once there, I would make my way to the little 
school in the midst of  the slum and report to work, doing whatever Father Arthur Volel wanted 
me to do. One project was to discover how many children in the area were malnourished and 
catalogue their names and locations. In the afternoon, when school was over in the slum, I would 
go to the Sisters’ school downtown and teach English to the girls in the upper grades. English was 
considered essential if  one was to get a job in the tourist trade. 
  
 Those few months in 1969, before the Duvalier government kicked me out of  Haiti, (a story too 
long to recount here) were formative ones for young man born into Southern white privilege. The 
experience changed my life because the people I got to know became spiritual role models. Three 
of  them — Sister Catherine, Sister Nicolle, and Father Arthur Volel — remain as saintly figures in 
my psyche. They gave up every material comfort to live among the poorest of  the poor in the 
poorest place in our hemisphere.  Their incredible self-sacrifice gave them a joy that few have 
experienced.  
 
 [Please note that when I call them role models I do not imply that I was ever capable of  following their example. I 
imagine a continuum between total selfishness and total self-denial. They rest toward the self-denial end of  the 
continuum, I toward the other end. But trying to move myself  in tiny, almost imperceptible, steps toward them is my 
way to honor them and, paradoxically, make myself  more joyful. It is what is known as the great paradox of  the 
Gospel.]        
  
I sat down to write this today, All Saints Day 2021, not because of  how Haiti changed me but 
because of  the changes I have observed in Haiti since the late 1960s.  
  



  Those changes have been profound. In 1929, an explorer and journalist named Willie Seabrook 
wrote a book entitled The Magic Island. It chronicled his sojourn in Haiti with emphasis on voodoo 
rituals, zombies, and other other-worldly goings on in Haiti. My mother gave me the book to read 
back in the ’60s. It very accurately portrayed the Haiti that I initially discovered in the 60’s — a 
colorful, exotic, mountainous land where gaiety and raw poverty co-existed.  
  
Haiti was also a place with a long and sometimes violent history. No one who has ever been to La 
Citadelle, the fortress built by King Henri Christophe in the north of  Haiti, will ever forget that 
the fledgling nation of  slaves held off  the might of  Napoleon’s French fleets at the turn of  the 
19th century. The founders of  independent Haiti were heroic and tragic figures. Toussaint 
L’Ouverture died in a cold French prison and was memorialized by Wordsworth in his poem, To 
Toussaint L’Ouverture. 
  
Toussaint – the most unhappy of  men! – 
Whether the rural milkmaid by her cow 
 Sing in thy hearing, or though liest now 
Alone in some deep dungeon’s earless den, 
Oh miserable Chieftain, where and when 
Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not! Do thou 
Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow; 
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again, 
Live, and take comfort! Thou hast left behind 
Powers that will work for thee – air, earth, and skies – 
There’s not a breathing of  the common wind 
That will forget thee! Thou hast great allies: 
Thy friends are exultations, agonies, 
And love, and man’s unconquerable mind. 
  
The lure of  Haiti brought writers and artists to the island often during the 1950s and ’60s. 
Graham Greene wrote The Comedians while staying at the fabled Hotel Oloffson, which housed 
many foreign writers over the years. Tourism thrived, with visitors traveling to Jacmel and Cap 
Haitian and buying Haitian art. Club Med even opened a resort up the coast from Port au Prince 
late in the 80’s. 
 
But this patina of  gaiety never elevated the bottom 90 percent of  Haitians above grinding and, 
yes, worsening poverty. As the currency of  Haiti — the Gourde — became worth less and less, 
the cost of  everyday necessities increased as wages, for the 30 percent who actually earned wages, 
stagnated. Since the beginning of  this century, the plight of  Haitians has worsened steadily. And, 
as if  the lives of  Haitians weren’t dismal enough already, glimmers of  hope for a better future are 
less and less likely. My wife Lucy and I have been asked thousands of  times, as we have traveled 
back and forth to Haiti, questions like these.: 

How are things in Haiti? 
What is the future for Haitians? 
How can I help Haiti? 

Jacques-Richard Chery 
" King Christophe Inspires the Building of 

the Haitian Citadel, ca. 1962" 
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The answers: Very bad, bleak, and you can’t.  
Haiti has descended into a dystopian darkness unlike anywhere else in the world — brutal, life-
threatening poverty overlaid with total lawlessness. Gangs, guns, and drugs took root in the fertile 
ground of  abject poverty and fueled the decline. And, less you think that Haiti is a nation of  drug 
users, I included drugs in the list because Haiti is a convenient transit point for drug smuggling to 
points north. Haitians don’t have the money to buy recreational drugs.  
  
All Saints’ and All Souls’ Days, used to be a good time to visit Haiti. All sorts of  traditions 
common across Latin America were observed. People flocked to cemeteries, some painted 
themselves white, resembling zombies, to pay respects to the dead. Lucy visited a cemetery on the 
Day of  the Dead a few years ago and was set upon by one such zombie who fortunately did her 
no harm. Such a visit now would be far too dangerous even to consider. The  element of  fun has 
left Haiti. All that remains is the unrelenting struggle to survive. During the decades that Lucy and 
I frequently visited Haiti, working  to make a tiny difference, the experiences produced much 
conflict within me, especially each time I left the country. I was torn by two emotions — guilt and 
gratitude. Should I be grateful for all the many material benefits that life in the US afforded or 
should I be riven with guilt at the unfairness of  it all?  
 
One image kept me gripped by guilt.  
 
On a searingly hot afternoon in the early 2000’s I was driving through the outskirts of  Port au 
Prince with a friend, the late Deacon Edgar Hopper of  New York. We were on the dustiest of  
dusty dirt roads. The huts that lined the road were uniformly covered with dust as were the palm 
fronds and other vegetation. We slowed to a crawl in stop-and-go traffic. Looking out the window 
I came face to face with a little boy perhaps 4 years old. He was naked and covered with dust. He 
stared at me; I stared back. In that instant, all I could think of  was the life that lay ahead for him.  
Haiti’s poverty is not simply the poverty of  material surroundings. It is also the poverty of  hope. 
Without hope, without opportunity, young men join violent gangs and take over great swaths of  
the capital city. They kidnap even the poor for meager ransoms. They kidnap foreigners for better 
ransoms. They kill their rivals without fear of  the law, since there is none.  Without hope, without 
opportunity, young families risk life and limb to emigrate with almost no chance of  success. Many 
die in the process. But who among us can blame them for trying? 
 
Because of  the confluence of  recent events in Haiti and the fact that today is All Saints’ Day, I 
entitled this blog A Requiem for Haiti. Despite that, I am not allowed to give up on Haiti. Women 
and men like Sisters Catherine and Nicolle and Father Arthur Volel never gave up; so what in the 
world would give me the right to simply write off  Haiti like a bad investment — forgotten. We can 
pray for miracles and be vigilant for opportunities to give hope. 
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Hello all!  
 
My name is Wendi Johnson. I am the new Program Coordinator for Anna’s Place. I wanted to take 
a second to say hello and introduce myself.  
 
I am thrilled to be here with all of  you and to be able to be a part of  this work. It is my personal 
mission to create programs and safe spaces that center around youth facing adverse experiences. 
Balancing the effects of  this alongside everything else that comes with growing up can take a toll 
on present wellness and future wellbeing. Everyone deserves to be seen, heard, and supported 
where they are as they grow into their favorite self. In the time that we spend together, I  look for-
ward to being able to help facilitate that and so much more. 
 
I would describe myself  as an intuitive, deep thinker who loves learning and embracing new ideas. 
I deeply value diversity, inclusion, and collaboration. I love being able to be of  service to those 
around me, so you can always count on me for an empathetic ear, a creative perspective, and a 
smile. In my spare time, you might find me skating, taking photos, or trying to train my giant 
puppy. If  you should see either of  us around, please don't hesitate to say hi. We both love meeting 
new people. 

Transitions:  Meet Wendi Johnson 
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Accesss the CFC Newsletter 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Below is a link to the CFC Newsletter it is highly recommended by Br. Don. 

Maybe God is calling you to the Religious Life? 
 

https://madmimi.com/p/a749d21? 

If  you are interested in becoming a 
Homeless Outreach Missioner 

please contact Fr. Bill. It is hard 
but good work. It is not for 
everyone but it IS for some.  

Is God calling you? 
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“"In the West there has always been the attempt to 
try make the religious building, whether it's a 

Medieval or Renaissance church, an eternal object 
for the celebration of  God. The material chosen, 

such as stone, brick, or concrete, is meant to 
eternally preserve what is inside."   

Tadao Ando 

Down In Treme  
Concert Series 

 
Anna's Place NOLA is proud to 
announce the beginning of  the Down 
In Treme Concert Series.  This series 
presents some of  New Orleans' finest 
musicians performing in the Treme, in 
the sanctuary of  St. Anna's Episcopal 
Church .  Please support our local 
musicians by attending a few upcoming 
concerts.   A cash bar and merchandise 
table will be available as well.  We are 
currently looking for volunteers to help 
out as ushers, bar tenders, etc... If  you'd 
like to help out please contact Darry at 
(504) 947-2121.  Concert tickets are $20 
and can be purchased online 
at eventbrite.com electric yat quartet or 
if  you prefer you may purchase tickets 
at the door.  All city and state mandated 
COVID-19 protocols will be in place.  
For additional information please 
contact Darryl at (504 947-2121).     

https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/qd492434c7d85bf87bcfb14f72411f4bf
https://www.quotemaster.org/author/Tadao+Ando
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In Service to the Community 

 

 
Just an FYI. Now that Football Season is in full swing 
the Friendly Bar donations have been increasing. We 
receive on the average $100.00 for every game that 
we drop off  at the church when they give it to 
us.  God is always good!! I continue to thank them 
for their generosity and let them know how they are 
helping families in need.  By the way we have another 
neighbor that donates monthly and bunch of  others 
that drop off  their grocery bags for the food pantry 
distribution.  
 
Peace  
Your brother, Donald  

The Food Pantry 

Our Sexton, David, does amazing work. In 
an effort to help our parish have easier 
access on Sundays and everyday David took 
the challenge.  
 
He altered parking behavior by blocking this 
area for several days before painting. 
Neighbors came to us and complained. We 
told them about our kids program, about 
our elders having a hard time with access; 
we told that we were a busy church and 
have been  for over 100 years right here. 
Eventually they understood.  
 
Yes, David painted it and even did the wheel 
chain free hand, not using a stencil, which 
means he is AMAZING.  
 
So, thanks to David we now have great 
access to the church for those that need a 
drop off  point.  WELL DONE DAVID! 



Our Mission 

"St. Anna's purpose is to lead people into a growing 

relationship with Christ, to be the church that demonstrates 

the love of Christ, to declare the liberating power of the Gospel 

manifested in works of justice, mercy, empowerment and 

hospitality. " 

Collects make for good private prayers during the week. 

1313 Esplanade Ave. 

New Orleans, LA. 70116 

Office: 504-947-2121 

Email:  admin@stannanola.org 

Saint  Anna’s  

 
The Collect:  All Saints Day 

A lmighty God, you have knit together your elect in one communion and fellowship in the 
mystical body of  your Son Christ our Lord: Give us grace so to follow your blessed saints in 

all virtuous and godly living, that we may come to those ineffable joys that you have prepared for 
those who truly love you; through Jesus Christ our Lord, who with you and the Holy Spirit lives 
and reigns, one God, in glory everlasting. Amen. 
 
The Collect: First Sunday of  Advent 

A lmighty God, give us grace to cast away the works of  darkness, and put on the armor of  
light, now in the time of  this mortal life in which your Son Jesus Christ came to visit us in 

great humility; that in the last day, when he shall come again in his glorious majesty to judge both 
the living and the dead, we may rise to the life immortal; through him who lives and reigns with 
you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen. 


