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My usual year end “report” is filled with bullet points, a long list of what we as church have done 

over the past year.  This one is different, not the year, but my re-collection of what happened 

here at Farnham over the past twelve months.  Instead it is a collage of images, pictures perhaps 

not taken with a cell phone camera app, but ones added to my memory of this place and you.   

 

Some are simply practical, maybe not visually exciting, but an essential part of the fabric of life 

here.  Such as the dedicated group of vestry members, plus some extras on occasion as they 

gathered most months around plastic tables in the parish house.  Reporting on sometimes 

thankless tasks, but ones they thankfully have accomplished for all of us during the preceding 

month.  What a dedicated group they have been:  Ed Marks as Senior Warden. I remember him 

also placing little flags around the coffin size space in this cemetery for a funeral.  Stan Terhune. 

I see him in my mind’s eye shoveling snow off steps and spreading something to make ice melt.  

Kim Calvert’s thorough and carefully reported minutes of our meetings.  Jim Crowley, not a 

vestry member last year, but faithfully there for every meeting with his sheets of figures 

exhibiting the church’s financial health.  Ed Elliott sitting quietly, intently listening, but also the 

weekly image of him as our Sunday morning usher, smiling, welcoming folks, handing out 

bulletins, ringing the old Farnham bell that sounds out a message to anyone within ear shot that 

Farnham is alive with worship this morning as it has been for several centuries.  Sandy Garretson 

reporting on the work of the women of Farnham and Sue Crowley with her special way of 

encouraging giving, not just with the UTO, but also within the community.  Becky Marks and 

Junius Berger also attending from time to time, Becky as Altar Guild chairman and Junius with 

his eagle eye reporting on the stewardship and financial health of our endowed and invested 

funds. 

 

I believe sounds shape images too.  And it was yet another year of wonderful sounds filling the 

sanctuary here at Farnham.  The always uplifting music of Ben Cox on the organ and on so many 

Sundays the addition of the strings of Arline Hinkson’s violin. The preludes and postludes wrap 

our worship in wordless beauty.  What a special gift we have with our choir, small in numbers 

but abundant and inspiring in voice as they lead us through our hymns and offer cameo musical 

moments during each service.  Thanks to choir members Lynn Elliott, Kim Calvert, Junius 

Berger and Arline for sharing their gifts with the congregation each Sunday. 

 

Our Sunday morning worship is dependent on so many in the congregation.  Members of the 

Altar Guild, chaired by Becky Marks, grace the sanctuary with their dedication to assuring that 

hangings and linens are beautiful, flowers and greens present, and the table set and waiting.  

Those of you who serve as lectors give voice to the lectionary passages each Sunday as you read 

God’s Word.  Special thanks to Courtney Sisson for her faithful service by my side as she serves 

as our Lay Eucharist Minister when she and I together serve the bread and the wine on 

Communion Sundays.  And who will ever forget the clear small voice of Miriam Sisson as she 

joins me on most Sundays to offer her insights on all sorts of topics – ones raised in our scripture 



of the day, sparking a fresh insight that our weary adult brains may not have noticed, but for her 

comments. 

 

It was yet another year that our spacious, yet simple sanctuary welcomed and embraced us as 

well as the community for special services and events.  Images of the Spencer & Beane concert 

we hosted surface, followed by food and conversation hospitality filling and spilling over from 

our “side chapel” space.  Images of the amazing Christmas Eve afternoon combined parishes’ 

service with the energy of Super-heroes (the young people of St. John’s and Farnham) taking 

over the chancel space as they found then welcomed the newest super-hero, baby Jesus, into the 

world in a wonderfully creative pageant.  Perhaps the most spiritually nourishing moment I 

remember was the early morning Thanksgiving gathering of just a few, maybe ten or twelve, in a 

quiet time in the side chapel, giving thanks for all God’s gifts around us and with us.  And the 

time just before Christmas when two of us pulled two chairs up to the beautiful intimate creche 

scene that Steve Foster had donated to Farnham. As evening fell, each figure in the scene seemed 

to come alive, bathed in candlelight, carrying hopes and dreams for the yet to come graced once 

again by the birth of the Christ child.  

 

With a sad heart like all of us, I remember the sanctuary full for services of good-bye and 

Godspeed to those who had a special place among the Farnham family, vividly present to us up 

until their passing or remembered fondly from years gone by, but woven into the life and 

memory of this place you call your faith home.  This place of the heart, and a space where you 

live out the ways that nourish our life with each other, with our Creator and those our Creator 

calls us to serve with gladness of heart.   

 

I will put together a list for Farnham and St. John’s in the days to come with a simple listing of 

all that has happened in the past year, all the “doings.”  All of them are dependent on and are a 

result of everyone who makes up the family of Farnham, not just those named above, but all of 

you who quietly and without “title” love, pray for, give and hold in your hearts this patch of 

God’s kingdom, known as North Farnham Church.  You are the Church.  All who see the list 

may be astonished at the fruits of our togetherness, within each parish and together as the 

blended family that Farnham and St. John’s have become.  The list, helping us recognize and 

name for posterity what has happened.  But it is the images that offer us the light of who we 

really are, our “beingness” because they are the images that grace our heart, mind and spirits, 

wordless, but indelibly imprinted in our heart memory where love never ends and inspirits us 

forward into God’s divine hopes for each of us and for the world in our time to come. 

 

     Blessed to be on this journey with you, 

 

        Torrence 

 

       

 


