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2ÅÃÔÏÒȭÓ 2ÅПÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ɀ #ÈÁÒÒÅÔÔÅ 7ÏÒË -ÁÔÔÅÒÓ 
On the final Friday of a work week before taking leave on my summer 
vacation, I was blessed to attend an event titled ñPlan NH Neighborhood 
Community Design Charrette.ò  Full disclosure: though I consider myself 
a literate person and over my lifetime had heard the word ñcharette, I had 
no idea what it meant.  So I looked up the word online and found this 
definition in the Oxford Dictionary: charĀrette/SHϸԋret/noun - ña meeting 
in which all stakeholders in a project attempt to resolve conflicts and 
map solutions.ò 

And so it came to pass that on Friday, June 28th at 3:30 PM nearly 100 
people gathered in Central High Schoolôs cafeteria as stakeholders who 
care about our city and those who live on the streets of Manchester.  At 
this meeting community leaders of all shapes, beliefs, ages, and sizes 
came together to talk, dream, and wonder together as a collective unit of 
people who care about the City of Manchester.  Leaders from churches 
and businesses, as well as staff and clients of Families in Transition and 
New Horizons, brainstormed in round table format about how to make 
our downtown New Horizons building more inviting and welcoming.  
The power of three simple questions shaped our time together.  What do 
you see?  What do you want to see?  What else do we need to know?  
People spoke with gusto about adding more green space, a water feature, 
a park for children, comfortable seating shaded by brightly colored awn-
ings or trees, art work, and even, perhaps, a memorial naming the home-
less who had lived, moved, and had their being in Manchester, then gone 
on to God.  There was a collective hope about creating a New Horizons 
building that everyone, not just the homeless, would want to visit.   

Anyone who lived or visited in Manchester sees a whole lot.  Driving 
down a single street of our city we might see a perfectly painted, well 
landscaped house next to another home falling into disrepair.  We see 
people shopping and lunching downtown against panhandlers and those 
who have nowhere to lay their heads.  We see wealthy and poor mixing 
together.  We see wheat and weeds, as Jesus would say.  All what we see 
is diverse.  All of what we behold is Godôs creation. 
 
A few months ago, one day when our staff entered our parish campus we 
saw a host of things that made us sad and anxious.  The historic wooden 
door of our church damaged.  Offices torn apart.  A window broken.  Our 
safe cracked open.  But against that reality, we all beheld and witnessed a 
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beautiful thing.  Staff, your church wardens, members of our property 
committee, our Music Department, officers from the Manchester Police 
Department, Benji Ambrosi, a member of our bishopôs staff, all gathered 
together in a charette.  All stakeholders, divine children who love God, 
love being Episcopal, and quite frankly, love Grace Church.  So many 
gifted people, staying cool, taking stock of what was damaged and what 
needed to be done next to restore the historic beauty, holiness, loveliness 
of our campus.  So many hardworking, dedicated people sitting around 
the table of our Parish Library breaking bread in the form of subway 
sandwiches from Alley Cat Pizzeria.  
 
Since that time many conversations have been had within our Grace 
Church family about how we can make our campus feel more secure.  
Weôve brainstormed together about how we can feel safe in our sacred 
space.  One of the results of that thoughtfulness is that this week, thanks 
to the support of our Vestry, our Property team, and the leadership of pa-
rishioner Gary York, permanent panic buttons were installed in three 
places: the rectorôs office, our main office, and our financial office.  Ad-
ditionally, another four panic buttons were purchased that can be worn as 
necklaces.  These pendants can and will be worn by ushers, liturgical 
leaders, childcare coordinators, and Sunday School teachers to connect us 
to the Manchester Police Department.  With the push of a button, we can 
simply call upon our uniformed men and women to come and be among 
us and help us.  I hope and pray when you see one of our parish leaders 
wearing one of these pendants it will give you peace of mind and heart. 
 
Faithful ones, when it comes to coming to Grace Church: What do you 
see?  What do you want to see?  What else do we need to know?  Share 
your thoughts and dreams regarding these questions with our Grace 
Church clergy, our staff, our Vestry, and one another.   
 
The title of next monthôs Rectorôs Reflection?  ñBackyard Barbecues ï 
Times To Trade Faith Stories.ò 

         
 Much love, 

        Marjorie + 
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,ÙÄÉÁ %Ȣ !ÄÁÍÓ - ρωσρ-ςπρω 
Our beloved Lydia Adams, a parishioner of 
Grace Church for over 40 years and head of 
the Altar Guild for many of those years, 
passed away on July 16, 2019.  Eileen Suck-
ley delivered the following message at Lyd-
iaôs memorial service on August 3rd and with 
her permission, is printed below. 

 
 
2ÅПÌÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ Á &ÒÉÅÎÄ 
In the book of Acts, Luke recounts the so-
journs of the first missionaries of the early church. Paul, Timothy and 
Silas are traveling throughout the region of Macedonia when they meet a 
woman called Lydia. She was a woman of some substance, a merchant of 
fine textiles who had learned to hold her own in the midst of a male dom-
inated culture. Luke tells us that upon hearing Paul preach, Lydia opened 
her heart and subsequently her home. As a result of her largesse, the 
church found its first foothold in Phillippi. 
 
Our Lydia was cut from the same cloth. Universally loved, she listened 
like few of us take the time to do ï always with an open heart and a will-
ingness to respond. 
 
She was my first friend at Grace Church. We had a good deal in com-
mon. We both loved old movies and Frank Sinatra We both loved the 
poetry of the liturgy. We both married quiet stalwart men. We both had 
to adjust our dreams of houses filled with laughing boisterous children.  
 
In the early days when I visited Lydia, I would often have to shout to 
find her ï usually out in some remote part of her garden. It was a little 
Eden because Lydia had the ability to coax growth and beauty out of the 
soil. I was to discover that she had the same facility with people. As the 
years passed, the boundary of that garden shrank until it was little more 
than a half moon surrounding her doorway. Now when I would come for 
a visit, Lydia was nearly always inside. She would hear my tread on the 
back steps and before I could reach the top, the door would open and 
there was Lydia, bent but smiling. The aroma of fresh coffee and some-
thing baking would fill the air. ñCome in! Come in!ò she would say. 
ñNow you sit right here in your chair. Iôve made us a treat.ò The sounds 
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and smells of those visits will remain in my heart forever. The slight 
chink of the china cups in their saucers. The smell of cinnamon and nut-
meg. The gentle lilt of her voice and those clear china blue eyes. Those 
times remains the most comforting and affirming ritual I have ever 
known. Our talks were wide ranging. Sometimes we would speak of 
politics, books and our gardens. She knew the history of the parish ï all 
the shakers and movers who had passed on. She would tell me tales of 
her life in Orlando before the days of Disney, of her life growing up in 
the suburbs of Boston. Very often she would speak of her husband, 
Leroy. Her memories brought him to life for me. Lydia was as much a 
married woman thirty years after his death as she became the day they 
took their vows. 
  
Two years ago, my husband was seriously ill and for a few days his con-
dition was grave indeed. Time passed and he recovered but I was shaken 
to the core. Soon afterwards I found myself talking to Lydia. ñIôve lost 
my peace of mind. It was such a close call. I wake up in the middle of 
the night thinking about it. I canôt lose them, Lydia. I canôt lose my hus-
band or my son.ò Many would leap into the conversation at that point 
with well-intentioned but empty assurances and disclaimers. Lydia did-
nôt. In fact, she didnôt say anything for a few moments. Then she said, 
ñThings change ï whether we want them to, whether weôre ready or not. 
You can nurture and cherish. What you canôt do is protect them from 
everything. But if you continually fret about what may happen tomor-
row, you squander the joy that is yours today.ò  Those words meant 
something because they came from someone who had experienced loss 
firsthand. And they came from someone who was facing it again. Lydia 
wasnôt getting better and the prospect of returning home became more 
remote with every passing day. As she had done so often before, she 
faced the reality squarely ï with dignity, grace and quiet courage. 
 
Lydiaôs death leaves a void for many of us that will never be filled in 
quite the same way. There are moments when I am overcome with grief. 
But when I step back from the sense of loss, I realize what a precious 
gift her presence has been. She so thoroughly embodied the essence of a 
good friend: One who seeks to listen, to understand and who is willing 
to stand beside you without flinching to face whatever comes. And in 
the fullness of that recognition, what is there to say except ñBless you, 
my friend. Stay well until God gathers us all up and we meet again.ò  

 
Eileen Suckley 
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Sketch of Lydia Adams and Father Allan Knight by Rob Fox 

 
4ÈÅ 'ÏÏÄ 3ÈÅÐÈÅÒÄ 
A Homily for Lydia Adamsô Memorial Service 
August 3rd, 2019 ~ The Reverend Maryan Davis 
 
Nothing seems to be more comforting for many of us at a time of loss 
then a vision of Jesus; the Good Shepherd, carrying a sheep of his own 
flock on his shoulder as he walks about the fields of life that lead us be-
side the still waters of grace and renewal, while teaching us Godôs Way 
of Love. The image is beautiful, serene, and joyous all in one!  Beautiful 
in the sense of the profound and loving care Jesus provides for all Godôs 
people.  Serene in the peace-filled way he enfolds each one of us in his 
tender arms of mercy in our time of need.  And joyous in the way we feel 
blessed with the knowledge of a God we can trust who will always re-
main the grounding source of our lives, even when we find ourselves 
walking through the valleys of the darkest and most troubling times in 
our earthly journey. 
  
As members of the body of Christ, and heirs of the royal priesthood, 
through our baptism we believe that Jesus will always abide in us as we 
abide in him.  Jesus laid down his life for our salvation and lovingly went 


