
Memory Cards – August 2016 

“When I think of Father Ken, this is what comes to mind…” 

When I first arrived at Holy Faith I requested an appointment with Father Ken to introduce 

myself and explain why I had left my former parish. He not only welcomed me and made me feel 

that I could be a contributing member of the parish but he facilitated that by expediting my 

involvement in this parish as a lay Eucharist minister.  More followed, but that was his welcome 

gift to Holy Faith for me. – G. Hayden 

When I think of Father Ken I think of someone who totally believed and trusted in Jesus and did 

it in such a natural and joyous way that those around him felt that maybe they could do it to 

too. He led by being himself – never with any idea of following him but in invitation to come 

along with him on this joyful, challenging, and exciting journey. I am closer to God today 

because he was here. I am confident that he is in his Lord’s loving embrace  because his faith was 

so strong that there can be no doubt. I thank God that he was part of my life.  – Chris Frenk 

 

Father Ken was the most gracious and humble person I’ve ever had the honor of knowing. His 

presence was grounding and comforting. His insights were filled with wisdom, compassion and 

truth. Father Ken’s walk with God was inspiring and has always motivated me to want to know 

more of God. He was safe. I believe that Father Ken would have wanted nothing more than for 

each of us to walk ever closer to God. When he spoke those words about the Parish mission 

statement each Sunday, it was clear that he meant it; he lived it and facilitated the process for so 

many. I will forever be grateful for his life, his being and presence. Thanks be to God.  

 

When I think of Father Ken I think of a very caring God-centered man. His was a kind soul.  

I think of a man who served this Parish in a gracious and common sense manner. I never 

thought of him as a particularly warm or “teddy bear” kind of man. Rather as someone who had 

an individual and curious intellect that could open most comfortably with smaller groups or in a 

one on one encounter – if ever I needed that kind of a pastor. No platitudes there. I believe he 

was so right for Holy Faith and for this congregation of different kinds of Episcopalians – and I 

really appreciated following his moral compass.  

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is… 

 Certain hope and faith – this came through in all he did.  

Joy 

Intelligence 

 Humor 

Gentleness 



Knowledge of scripture 

Elegance 

Perfectionism in worship as a way to honor God 

Care for others 

Homeless shelter 

Fun loving 

Forgiveness 

Encouragement 

Trust in God leading to trust in others 

“I believe in paradise” 

“Without God’s plan the world makes no sense”.  

-Molly Lott 

 

 

The most important thing Father Ken did for me is bring faith back to me. I could believe in God 

and Christ and truly be a member of a loving church community.  

 

I also remember with fondness his tolerance, kindness and connection with children who 

attended chapel.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken I think of what an incredibly brilliant man he was who was deeply 

spiritual. He was fully committed to the Lord and that sense of his belief flowed from him to us. 

Although he was so gifted, he was able to convey his thoughts, beliefs, interpretations in very 

clear and simple terms. His love and devotion to Caroline was so evident and heartwarming — 

very beautiful. He was also physically so strong. What a delight to learn that he was a ski 

instructor! He was truly a remarkable man, who will be missed so very much.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I think of a man who believed fervently, thought deeply, and spoke 

when he had something of value to say. He put on no airs, expressed himself simply and clearly, 

and conducted his life in a manner that inspired those who knew him.  

 

 

I think of his quiet intelligence, his discerning insight, his total devotion, his utter humility and 

unwillingness to accept any praise, and I will always remember his writing “and Jesus will 

welcome everyone into his glorious kingdom” at the end of his letter informing us of his illness.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is a mentor, priest, confessor, friend…  



I pray that the people of this parish rely on the Lord Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior and 

receive a double dose of Farther Ken’s Faith. Praise God, Father Ken died with his spurs on! 

 

 

To meet Father Ken at one of our volunteer sessions at the Homeless Shelter was both inspiring 

and a lesson in faith in action. Always a priest he wore a collar, not to set himself apart but to let 

those who were there know he was available to talk, to interact, to be with them. Beyond that he 

was a willing servant, an active participant, and a true member of our ministry to those in need.  

 

 

Father Ken — a humble holy man who carried the sanctuary light I his heart. God was always 

present. He carried this light into every corner of every place he walked. Father’s associations (in 

his sermons) were brilliant — revealing his hand on the pulse of contemporary issues and linking 

history and writers and art and music and humor.  

 

The headlines said he was a contemplative man. I felt this aura around him. I felt every smile (he 

so generously gave), every pause in his footsteps, every comment he made on any topic came 

from the depths of contemplative, private prayer. Father Ken’s continual  witness to Jesus and his 

devout journey of faith gave me a new and stronger faith. This I wil l hold onto tenaciously. This 

is how Father Ken will continue to live in me. Oh how I’ll miss him. — Jeanne  

 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is the kindness, peace and warmth he offered 

every time I talked to him in his office. He changed my life by his example.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I feel his faith, is commitment to this parish as a community of faith, 

his love of sacred texts and their lessons — he was after all an English Professor! His support of 

the music of service, his leadership in building institutions of outreach for those in need, his love 

of and pride in his family … and for me, his power to heal my broken heart and nudge me on a 

pathway of inquiry, mind and soul.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken I will always remember his dedication and love for Holy Faith. What a 

beautiful individual and spiritual man. May he rest in peace and always be remembered.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken this is what comes to mind… 

Honor 



Grace 

Intelligence 

Understanding 

Coming down to my level of understanding, always. 

 

 

The last time Father Ken gave me Communion, he looked at me. Father Ken always had a way of 

making all people loved and seen.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken what comes to mind is a great, inspired teacher with humor, an 

immediate response to an e-mail, question about one’s theology and mission in the journey 

toward a better life. He will be greatly missed! 

 

 

1. The earliest memory of the Semons is their Collie dog, Merlin, when we first met them 

after their move to El Paso. He would lean against our legs when we were in their home, 

and I worried about his sunburned nose each time I saw it.  

2. I think the Semons came to our home in El Paso during the search for a new rector, and I 

was on the search committee. Mary Dare was out of town at that time when we had a 

few church friends in for a small standup party in their honor. I was consulting with Wm 

Beaumont Medical Center on that day. The people and the Semons arrived at our home 

before I could get home. Our son, Robert, a small lad then (about 12 years old) had to 

‘host’ the party a while. When I arrived home, Rob gave me a hard look and drew his 

hand across his neck (guillotine style) indicating I had made a terrible error by not 

coming home earlier.  

3. Ken and I went each Friday morning at about 5:30 am for centering prayer at the church 

in El Paso. We never spoke to each other, but entered the nave, sat quietly in prayer, and 

then when the other men arrived about 7:00 am for Bible study we joined them in the 

Parish hall.  

4. One time I went to with Ken to a monastery in Three Rivers, MI for a few days of silence 

and I attended most of the services of the monks. Ken attended them all, each day 

starting at 4:30 am.  

5. We have hiked together. We have skied together at the Taos Ski Mountain.  

6. Mary Dare and I went to Vail when they lived there for a visit and a few days of skiing 

together.  

7. When Ken was selected Rector in St. Louis at The Church of St. Michael’s and All Angels, 

we drove from El Paso to St. Louis to attend his installation.  

8. We visited them when they lived in Scottsdale, AZ and that was right after they got their 

first little black dog, Ming. But because he bit me with his tiny needle teeth so much, I re-



named him “Fang.” Fang still attacks me when I go to their home, but now it is with 

happy tongue licks.  

9. We have been in their home many times, eaten meals together many times, and they 

have stayed in our home and our condo when we had one in SF and still lived in El Paso.  

10. Ken blessed our El Paso home and our Santa Fe home.  

11. At one time, for a short time, he acted as my spiritual director when we both lived in El 

Paso.  

12. Their daughter, Jennifer, and our son, Robert, were just a year apart in school and knew 

each other quite well.  

13. Their daughter, Jennifer, and her family now live in Bristol, UK, and one of our sons and 

his family also live in Bristol, so there is another connection. We have visited them there, 

sometimes with Ken and Caroline when they were there also and sometimes with 

Jennifer and Adrian alone.  

14. I have gone for the sacrament of reconciliation to Ken on two occasions.  

15. I have served at St. Francis on the Hill (El Paso) and at Holy Faith in the jobs of torch 

bearer, crucifier, thurifer, and Eucharistic Minister under Father Ken. I have loved his 

sermons, so thoughtful, so well-studied, so timely, so much that of the Gospels, for many 

years.  

16. I just now remember the time we took our children, along with some other men, to ‘the 

new cave’ near Carlsbad Caverns, this trip done by reservation only.  

 

There may be more activities in which we both participated together, but these are the ones I 

can recall at this time, this time of my grieving. I had already grieved when learning they would 

be moving to England, and now my grief has tripled.  

 

When I consider all of the above, I realize this amount of commonality qualified Godric (Ken) my 

all-time best male friend.  

 

In Christ’s Love,  

 

Oren Ellis 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, this is what I think of: Pure grace and love at all times.  

 

 

Father Ken,  

You showed me what was possible with faith. That gift will never leave me.  

-L. Gillespie 

 



 

Father Ken was the most unassuming, loving and caring person, who trusted, believed, honored 

and worshiped God the Father through His Son, our Lord Jesus Christ.  

 

 

Father Ken 

- Was a mensch 

- Had lashon Hator – the good word 

- Had ayin Hator – the eye to see goodness 

Gamzu L’eova! 

— Clarke 

 

When I think of Father Ken I think of not only his amazing warmth and spiritual caring but also 

of his black bib with the red trim and his cuff links.  

 

 

From the beginning, Ken Semon championed our fledgling docent program at Holy Faith. He 

was encouraging and helpful, always interested in our work and in letting the parish know about 

upcoming tours. 

 

He was especially proud of the docents’ role in obtaining the Historic Santa Fe  Foundation 

plaque for the church. This plaque honors our church as being one of Santa Fe’s foremost 

historic structures. 

 

Recently, the Historic Santa Fe Foundation featured Father Ken as a speaker for the opening of 

their current exhibition which includes historic photographs  nd memorabilia 

from Holy Faith. At the event, Father Ken spoke lovingly and insightfully about the history of 

Holy Faith. 

 

The last time I saw Father Ken, I decided that I had to tell him how much he had encouraged 

and inspired our small group of docents. In his characteristically humble manner, he brushed 

aside the compliment, and gave me a broad smile and a big hug. In my mind’s eye, I can see his 

smiling face now, and I feel encouraged and comforted, and inspired by that memory to keep 

up the good work that he wanted us to do. 

 

 

Thanks forever for your spiritual leadership and love for the Parish these past nine years! Our 

parish needed your care more than most when you came. Your leadership for the homeless 

shelter won’t be forgotten! Your adherence to Christian orthodoxy will always be remembered, 



I remember one day in our spiritual classics class. Someone said “Father Ken what do you think 

about purgatory?” He said, with a beautiful smile: “I don’t know anything about that, but I 

believe in Paradise.” It gives the great joy to know his enjoying that paradise now is forever. 

He always was focused on the Unity of the Old and New Testaments and the group provided a 

constant revelation of this unity. 

Because of Father Ken’s Jewish heritage he was fearless in his evangelical witness to the power 

of Christ. 

In my more than five decades as a Christian, no event stimulated my study of the Bible more 

that Father Ken’s Wednesday afternoon Bible study. What a great Blessing. 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is what a wise, compassionate man he was. At 

the same time, he was upbeat and cheerful. I recall he once said that he did not fear death, but 

looked forward to it. Now he has completed his journey and is where he wants to be. 

I Believe in Paradise. 

Comforter. Spiritual. Believer. Pastor. 

When I think of Father Ken, this is what comes to mind:  

1. The first time I remember having a conversation with Father Ken was during the classes he 

taught on Paul and N.T. Wright’s book. He came up to me at break and said “Have you had 

theological training, gone to seminary?” Since I had not said much in the class, I was surprised 

by his question. I said no, I just read a lot because I was interested. This brief encounter made 

me feel seen and affirmed.  

2. Once when I returned from a trip, I saw Father Ken in the hallway. He smiled and greeted me 

with open arms and a big hug and said “Welcome back”. Only later was I told that he didn’t 

often hug. Actually, I have seen him hug a lot. Maybe that’s a change from earlier times. I know 

his hugs always made me feel welcome and at home.  

 

3.  It was in one of our discussions in the Spiritual Classics Study Group. We were heavy into 

discussing heaven, hell and purgatory.  I asked Ken what he believed. Do you believe in hell? Do 

you believe in purgatory? He deflected his answer, as he often did to spur continued 

discussion. So, I asked again. He did not answer directly. So, I asked again. This time he got quiet 

— and so did all of us. His next 4 words have stayed with me. He reached deep inside. And he 

said: “I believe in paradise.” That sums up his faith for me. 

 

4. I got mad at Ken once. Really mad. It was after the decision on gay marriage and Ken 

opposed it. He said if anyone wanted to talk about it, make an appointment and come see 

him. So, I did. I told him I had long ago decided the social issue. Now it was a spiritual issue for 



me. I saw God’s work in more acceptance. And, I did not want the issue to split our church. One 

of the beauties of Holy Faith is that there are many people with many different beliefs, but we 

are united in our Christian faith. I did not want this issue to be a litmus test for a new Rector. We 

had a long discussion. At the end of the time, he said, “You need to be on the Vestry.”  That was 

a total surprise. I said no; I do not want to be on the Vestry. A few weeks later, the Senior 

Warden approached me and said, “Father Ken said you were willing to serve on the Vestry.”  I 

explained that I had said no. Then I saw Ken and said “You set me up!” He smiled his devilish 

smile. A few weeks later, I was on the Vestry. 

 

5. The last image that comes to mind about Ken was seeing him in ICU after his bike accident, 

hooked up to life support and not moving at all. I held his hand and sang to him. I told him, “I, 

too, believe in Paradise. I will see you there.” In those hours I spent with him, the depth of my 

love for him made me grateful. Grateful for knowing him, for learning from him, for laughing 

with him, for hugs, for the joy of our shared faith. He was and is a blessing in my life. 

 

 

How to describe a deep and gentle child of God with an athlete’s fire? Ken Semon. 

The tall man with the long stride would much rather sermonize about all things Gospel than talk 

about himself. 

He was disciplined and devout, a thoughtful listener who never invoked God’s power to judge. 

Downhill skiing ranked right up there with devotion to his Lord, his beloved Caroline and the 

rest of his family. 

When he learned I was looking for a ski buddy, he flattered me by suggesting we drive to Taos 

where we would spend the day on the steepest mountain I’ve ever clung to. It was glorious 

being with him one-on-one and listening to his patient encouragement, “carve, turn, yes, you’re 

doing great!” (That mountain, however, tested my faith!) 

Several months later we did it again, and when he had to peel off at lunch and formally teach, I 

spent the afternoon alone, trying to put his guidance into practice. I took a head over heels fall 

that knocked the breath and confidence out of me. 

The Sunday before he left for Heaven — months after my ski mishap — he looked into my eyes 

and apologized again for not being there to help me up. I gave him a long hug and told him I 

loved him. 

I hope he knows that the way he lived and cared for everyone lucky enough to know him lifted 

us all up … closer to the God Ken loved. 

— Lucy Scott  



____________________________________________________________________________ 

Father Ken taught me every Sunday morning to know and appreciate the beauty and deep 

meaning of the liturgy at Holy Faith. Worshipping God in a liturgical community was quite new 

to me.  

I had just become a member at Holy Faith Choir, and so I was fully involved in the worship 

services. A few weeks into my singing in the choir, the evening came when Father Ken was 

installed as rector of Holy Faith. I was so moved to be a part of that service.  

Father Ken Semon was the best of the best. He loved God with all  his heart and displayed that 

love by loving and serving others. I am blessed and humbled to have known him.  

— Norma Bekowies 

 

We talked skiing, snow conditions, the promise of the upcoming season or the fun of the last 

season. He always commented on the boys, how nice it is to have them in church, involved in 

the service, how much they've grown. He was so kind and so smart and so supportive, 

handsome in his garb and always smiling even if you could see that he was exhausted. His 

sermons were intelligent, informative, and scholarly, often with a helpful insight for difficult 

passages. Especially the sermon he gave for the memorial of my brother re-interred in the Holy 

Faith Memorial Garden 48 years after his death. He took a long ago tragedy and was able to 

renew the loss and grief and love while offering solace and comfort in the prayers John now 

receives in his permanent resting place His sermons were the best. 

— Abigail Olson 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is…  

Always welcoming, warm, and willing to give of himself. My favorite sermon is from several years 

ago, it was my very first service at Holy Faith — I didn’t know anyone and Father Ken brought 

Caroline and filled a table with others and introduced me all around.  

He has been such a big part of my experience and this church, the beauty of our rituals, the 

friendship of this community.  

— Janice 

What an example he was to us all — and never more so than during the last months of his life. 

 

 

Dearest Father Ken, 



You were like my father, yet only a few years older than me. You were wise, chose your words 

carefully and expressed love and concern with your every breath. I regret that I did not spend 

more time learning from you …. I always thought I’d become more dedicated with time. 

Now, my time to learn from you is gone, but I’ve learned from your loss. I’ve learned to never 

take goodness for granted. 

You are with Jesus, the thought of that makes me feel closer to Jesus. Thank you, Father Ken. 

You were a blessing in our lives. We miss you so much. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, grace and immeasurable faith is the first thing that comes to mind. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I remember his face when he gave me Communion a few months 

ago — as a newcomer to the parish; I was surprised and warmed by his welcome. 

— Sally Bingham 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I remember that twinkle in his eye and the way he would throw back 

his head and laugh. He understood the joy in God’s creation very well, and was an inspiration to 

me to always look for the beauty and splendor. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken – 

I am reminded of his love for the outdoors and I am gratified to know he was able to enjoy 

fantastic New Mexico vistas that only a bicyclist or a skier can enjoy. 

 

  

When I think of Father Ken: 

“Good night, Sweet Prince, May Flights of Angels sing Thee to Thy Rest” (Shakespeare). 



 

 

When I think of Father Ken, this comes to mind: 

Grace, Love, Kindness. 

Smiles as the children process in and when the little ones are acolyting. 

Outstanding, gifted and loving teacher. 

Friend. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

 I think of the Good Shepherd 

He had the ability to listen and let you find a solution. He set processes and 

procedures in place to ensure the continuity of healthy worship and ministry of 

all kinds at Holy Faith. 

He was a gifted leader and a fine, good shepherd. 

____________________________________________________________________________ 

When I think of Father Ken, 

 I think 

 Inclusiveness 

 Graciousness 

 Giving 

 Unending Spirit 

 Wonderful Teacher 

 Warm humane being 

 Christ like 

 

 



When I think of Father Ken, I think of his love for everyone. He has the Heart of God. 

 

 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

Wednesdays — just before noon the Women’s Guild could always depend on Father Ken to 

appear. He was genuinely interested in our work and proud of our ministry in the Community. 

He took time to talk to each person, sometimes sharing —  sometimes just listening. Always 

with a smile. 

 

 

I think of him, coming into the Guild room, curious, interested, encouraging and friendly. He 

admired our work, seemed sincerely interested and always had time to visit us. 

His intelligence and humanity were apparent every Sunday. We admired and respected and 

loved him. 

 

 

To Father Ken, 

Thanks forever for your spiritual leadership and love for the Parish these past nine years! Our 

parish needed your care more than most when you came. Your leadership for the homeless 

shelter won’t be forgotten! Your adherence to Christian orthodoxy will always be remembered,  

Love, 

Clancy Rehorn. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

 I remember a man content with where he is in life. 

 His reflection of optimism, steadfast in his beliefs. 



 Ready to step out of “the line” with church programs for the betterment of the  

community 

 Fearless. 

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

I remember one day in our spiritual classics class. Someone said “Father Ken what do you think 

about purgatory?” He said, with a beautiful smile: “I don’t know anything about that, but I 

believe in Paradise.” It gives me great joy to know he is enjoying that paradise now is forever. 

 

Father Ken always had a wonderful smile and helped me with strengthening my belief in God. 

I have been coming to Holy Faith for 2 years and he made me feel welcome. 

Thank you, Father Ken, for all the love you showed me and especially for helping me with my 

spirituality. 

 

When I think of Father Ken I reflect back on his ministering to Holy Faith and its many families. 

I think of skiing with Father Ken at Taos and Santa Fe and laughing at his stories at lunch time. 

I think of working with him when the chapel was remodeled and his interest in every detail. He 

was a kind and wonderful person. 

 

Father Ken helped me in a time of need — dealing with an attack on my body. I was hoping for 

more follow-up but that did not happen. 

I believe he is in a better place. He is lucky to be a faithful believer [who] died what he loved 

doing. 

 

 

I will always remember Ken’s sense of humor and calm temperament. 

 

 



When I think of Father Ken, I remember how much he welcomed my family to The Church of the 

Holy Faith. Our son speaks of him often and how much he appreciated Ken’s acceptance of him.  

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

This is what comes to mind …. A wonderful, intelligent, smiling demeanor. He was a light in our 

world, in my life, an amazing Renaissance man who spoke from Holy Faith pulpit with such grace 

and sincerity and real meaning that he nourished us spiritually. 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I am reminded of last spring, prior to the beginning of Lent. Father 

Ken was telling us of a conversation many years ago with his spiritual advisor. Father Ken was 

wondering about what he should give up during Lent. His advisor said rather than giving up 

something, he should have afternoon tea each day with Caroline. He said he did and never 

forgot it. 

— L. Rauch. 

 

On the death of Father Ken, 

Awareness of a miracle here at Holy Faith dawns on me. His miracle wrought by means and a 

manner beyond my grasp.  

— Arthur Cinader 

 

Father Ken … 

The thought that comes to mind most is that your Love for Christ is complete. You conveyed 

that to us, over and over again, in our studies of Bible and books and your sermons. 

I lost my father before I met Arthur. 

Lost him too early, I realized when we received our children. They never heard his stories of 

angel beams and of the allover presence of God in all things while sitting on his cozy lap. 

Father Ken, you became that Father when you sanctified and welcomed our boy, and his 

surviving siblings, and then their children, into Holy Faith. 

Thank you, Father Ken, for your shining example, your Love and understanding. 

— Joke Cinader. 



 

 

 

I Believe in Paradise. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I am reminded always of his great love of learning. He would often 

use the Greek or Aramaic word in a passage to clarify the meaning. I really liked that. 

I only had the privilege of knowing you for a few months, Father Ken. You always impressed me 

as a true man of God, serving Him in great love and humility. I liked format and discussing with 

you the inner meaning of the Scriptures for the rest of my life. Now I shall not be able to. 

“Well done, thou good and faithful servant … enter thou into the Joy of the Lord” 

Much Love, Mark B 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, this comes to mind: 

A deeply religious man who exuded unconditional love. In addition to his faith. I admire his 

discipline for his body and health in addition to his soul. 

He made many improvements in “the Body of the Church.” He will be sorely missed. 

 

 

Comforter. Spiritual. Believer. Pastor. 

 

 

KJS When I think of Father Ken, 

He was a man of great intellect. 

He was a man of great Faith. 

His soul was unconquerable. 



All of us are better for having known him. 

 

 

I think of sitting together in his study, surrounded by his beloved, well-read books. And thus the 

breadth of his knowledge lit by the depth of his loving faith. 

I think of his covering our hands, with his smile in forgiveness, in blessing, in peace. 

— Page Allen. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, 

I think of how he rescued this parish when he came here. 

And I am grateful. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I think of him as a leader and a very kind person who looked up to 

the Lord and was always there when you needed him. I’ll miss him and will never forget him. 

 

 

Father Ken was such a kind person and so thoughtful, considerate of everyone. I recall and 

appreciate how every Wednesday he found time to visit and chat with at the Guild. How 

wonderfully, too, he visited with the homeless at the Shelter, making them feel at home. 

 

The great and magnificent heart of this man has stopped. 

The great and magnificent work he has begun continues. 

 

 

Father Ken restores my faith, through his love, intellect, faith and vision. His acceptance of all 

people is inspirational to all, especially to Kay and I. 



— Bill Neuhaus 

 

 

What a lovely, kindly and gracious man Ken was — and is. All we at Holy Faith are so blessed to 

have known him. 

— Ivan and Toni Weiser 

 

 

Father Ken, through his steadfast faith and humility, strong devotion and kindness kept us 

coming to Church every Sunday even during the time when we were not quite sure that our own 

faith was strong enough.  

We bless you, Father Ken. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, this comes to mind: 

So, so loving 

So kind 

So thoughtful 

So gentle 

So generous. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken I think: 

Poise, peace, graciousness, wisdom, strength and generosity. I think of a priest who had a 

contemplative relationship with Christ and who supported that relationship with others. 

— Janina Greene 

 

 



When I moved to Santa Fe in 2014, I had great difficulty in finding a church home. I was a 

member of 1st Methodist in Dallas and of course tried the Methodist church here. Very unhappy 

with the church here; a friend mentioned Holy Faith. After attending once, I truly believed that I 

had met a saint in Father Ken. His message came from the heart and his gentleness was 

overwhelming. I knew immediately that I had found an inspiration an individual who would 

change my life forever by his example. In fairness, Mark Childers leads the most beautiful choir 

that I had ever heard and this combination was confirming my spirit to attend here. 

Father Ken’s works, his spirit, and his kindness will inspire me for the rest of my life. 

In Christian love, Dan Galen 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken — 

The one who came to Holy Faith with calm, loving, peaceful leadership to give us the gift of light 

on our walk with the Lord. 

To lead us, reassure us, of God’s constant love and the praise he deserves from us and to leave 

us stronger in the Faith than he found us. 

We will never forget the gift of his presence among us. 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken I remember the times I met with him in his office to inquire about 

joining Holy Faith and to learn about the congregation. 

He shared his love and joy in being a part of this church and how his experience here had been 

the best of his life. 

We shared our memories and connection to Father Rice, who was such an integral part of my 

family growing up in El Paso and about his knowing my sister, Linda Beach Trotter, during his 

time sharing a parish with Father Rice. 

I remember that he was a lovely, humble man. 

— Rhonda Black 

 

 



Ken loved speed! He and I skied together many times in Taos, his favorite ski area when he was 

a ski instructor. I’ll never forget “shushing” down “Honey Suckle” or “Stauffenberg” slopes with 

him usually in front, his arms out a bit, like a falcon swooping at top speed down the mountain. 

His form was close to perfection, his skies slightly apart for better balance. At the end of the run 

he’d often check his IPhone speed app and proclaim out top speed gleefully! 

57-60 MPH was common. 

Wow Ken!! May God speed your soul into his arms on the wings of Angels!!! 

— John Barton 

 

Father Ken taught me, and indeed all of us, so much about love and kindness simply through his 

actions; he never needed to say a word.  

“Lay not up for yourselves treasures on Earth, where moth and rust doth corrupt, and thieves 

break through and steal, but rather lay up for yourselves treasures in Heaven, where thieves do 

not break through and steal; for where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.”  

His heart was in heaven.  

 

I met Father Ken when he came to St. James Church in Taos. Father Mike introduced me to him 

knowing I was moving to Santa Fe. Father Ken was always very special to me and I am so 

blessed that he was guiding me toward my Confirmation in the Church. May God bless his 

precious soul.  

Caroline, always remember how much the Parishioners love you as well as I love you.  

Lovingly, Cathy Landry 

 

When I think of Father Ken I remember the last service. We (Diana and I) attended when he 

addressed the two sides of everyone’s life, contemplation and action. He personified both. It 

wasn’t until he left us so suddenly that I fully realized how much I admired him, respected him 

and loved him.  

Morley Lautens 

 

When I think of Father Ken:  



He rushed from Albuquerque to give last rites to my husband who died suddenly at home. 

Father Ken gave hope and strength. Father Ken would say to us in his parish, go forth my good 

and faithful people with the love of God as your Strength! 

 

 

Dear Caroline and Family,  

In November of 2015 Nancy was recovering from major brain surgery in ICU. She has no 

memory of this time except for one event: Ken Semon blessing her. We will never forget this 

prayer or Ken.  

Much Love,  

Nancy and Tony Jacobs 

 

When I think of Father Ken…  

Three years ago a young man of Santa Fe, James, passed away. Neither James nor his family 

were church goers of any faith but wanted so much for a sacred place for James’ ashes. Father 

Ken became aware of this family’s deep need and desire and made a space available for James 

in Holy Faith columbarium. This kindness will never be forgotten.  

 

My memorable view of Father Ken,  

On the Sunday before his Tuesday accident, I sat in the parish hall, listening to Father Jim’s 

presentation. I happened to glace back towards the memorial garden windows. I saw Father Ken 

standing sideways, looking out at a spot in the garden. His gaze was transfixed; he was deeply 

meditating and remained removed from his physical surroundings for some time. I was 

witnessing a lovely man of God in communion with the spiritual world.  

Thank you for the memory, Father Ken! 

Love, F.S.  

 

When I think of Father Ken … I remember his vigor and zest. His nuanced understanding of 

humanity. His love of his wife and his many teachings during our wedding preparation. During 

that time I more deeply understood the resolve and strength, perseverance and faith that is 

necessary for a life well lived together in matrimony. His openness about himself and his life 



were a tremendous comfort when Dana and I began to look more closely at our individual trials 

and hurdles.   

 

Ken and I were both born in Milwaukee, Wisconsin — Ken on the Westside and I on the Eastside 

in the village of Shorewood. I have been in hospice for nine months and Ken came to my house 

to pray with me and give me Communion. Funny, but we talked of Milwaukee, Ken’s family were 

members of Bethel, Jewish Community. I belonged to St. Roberts Catholic Church — ironically, 

as an architect much later designed and built the new Bethel in Meqon, Wisconsin. Milwaukee 

was a very Germanic community and we had some common roots. We first met Caroline and 

Ken at his Church in Paradise Valley, North of Phoenix. It was also a beautiful and friendly 

church. Our friend Richard George introduced us. He was Dean of the Cathedral in Phoenix. 

I started attending Church of the Holy Faith in September 2007, about a month after moving to 

Santa Fe and a few weeks after my beloved grandmother died. Father Ken arrived at Holy Faith 

soon after, and became the rector. Father Ken is so significant in my years in Santa Fe! Under his 

leadership, I found the church home and church family I had so longed for as an adult. Father 

Ken inspired me by his Christian devoutness; love for the church; and knowledge of the Bible 

and literature, to be an active member of Holy Faith and to learn all I could through reading and 

study. I looked forward to Father Ken’s sermons, and remember particularly the study which he 

taught of Mere Christianity by C.S. Lewis — like being at Oxford! Father Ken was always so kind, 

caring, and helpful to me. I will miss him greatly! I send my love and deepest condolences to 

Caroline, Jennifer, and all the family. — (Kathy) Martha Kathryn Griffith, Georgetown Texas 

resident and member of the Holy Faith 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I remember a person of great spiritual depth. He had read and 

taught all of the great spiritual classics and more important, he lived them.  

 

When I think of Father Ken, I think with much gratitude of how warmly welcoming he was to me 

as an Anglican (formerly Episcopal) Priest and how kindly he welcomed me and my wife into the 

life of this wonderful parish. We discovered how much we had in common theologically and 

otherwise. I shall miss my Christian Brother.  

“Christians never say goodbye for the last time”.  

 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is … His face, his embrace, his always being 

here. Father Ken had a wisdom and sense of humor that let his brilliance shine through a pure 

innocence. 



— Michael W.  

 

When I think of Father Ken, this is what comes to mind… 

Tennis, tennis, tennis –  

It never failed that Father Ken would ask me about my tennis matches. He would say, “Gerry, 

how were your regionals — then sectionals?” He so enjoyed talking about sports, especially 

tennis. He always made me feel special and important! 

— Gerry Rock 

 

 

When I think of Father Ken, this is what comes to mind…  

A gentle, loving man. He cared deeply for me and my family and showed us the love of Christ, as 

he did for everyone in the parish. He led by example. He was a Shepard of his flock. He loved 

the Lord first and foremost. He loved his family like no one else I’ve ever known.  

When I think of Father Ken, I think of…  

My first Easter Vigil when Father Ken baptized me into the parish family and into communion 

with God.  

Someone who always wanted to know how I was doing and what I was planning for the future.  

The greatest orator I have ever heard.  

His last sermon I heard about the importance of community over individualism.  

A caring, kind, funny man who brightened the entire world with his presence.  

 

When I think of Father Ken, what comes to mind is …  

My two sons in his arms after their baptisms. He understood so well all the ways our faith is 

tested — and yet he had boundless strength of faith, love, and joy in God to raise us all up.  

 

He was a great administrator. God called me into the Healing Prayer Ministry and he always 

helped but Father Ken turned me loose to follow God’s leading in every aspect of this Ministry.  



I noticed in Father Ken’s last days how exuberantly happy he was. I don’t exactly know why, but I 

am so grateful I got to see him this way.  

God will bless you in many ways through Father Ken’s passing.  

I love you,  

Jane Meaders 

 

When I think of Father Ken,  

Recently, upon hearing about his metastasized prostate cancer, I said to him “Father, we are all 

praying for you, and for the perfect outcome.”  

Whereupon he said, with a smile on his face, “Whatever the outcome is, it will be Perfect”.  

And so it was.  

— Jody R.  

 

 

When I think of Father Ken …  

I think of the number of times I was touched by his preaching, and his infectious enthusiasm for 

English Renaissance music.  

 — Kathryn L., Parish Member and Choir Member 

 

When I think of Father Ken, I think of him as a teacher. Jim and I have only been at Holy Faith for 

two years, but we knew and loved Ken through is sermons, classes and other interactions. In the 

last couple of months he seemed to have a special witness of spirit. He seemed at peace.  

I thank God for every remembrance of Father Ken and all I learned from him.  

Yesterday, very early in the morning I woke up thinking of Father Ken — and my heart seemed 

to be singing! 

Thank God for Ken’s life. May his soul and the souls of all the departed, through God’s mercy, 

rest in peace.  

— Patty Vaughn 

____________________________________________________________________________ 



Two weeks before his accident, I visited with Ken as he was sorting his books for the trip to 

Bristol. We spoke of the talents needed to shine a light on the path to transformation and avoid 

the red flags that sent people down detours. He recalled his message at Jim Gordon’s ordination 

that priestly duties were like a high-wire act, carefully selectied words and themes that would 

encourage God’s people. Ken certainly encouraged us.  

— Bill Gahr 

My favorite recollection of Father Ken is when he expounded on his understanding of a passage 

from John 14: 

2  My Father’s house has many rooms; if that were not so, would I have told you that I am going 

there to prepare a place for you?3  And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come 

back and take you to be with me that you also may be where I am. 

He explained that the “rooms” are places of study and learning. We will move from room to 

room throughout eternity with Him as we discover His greatness. 

Father Ken has just begun this journey in his new body. 

— Judy Lehman 

 

 

I remember a great man, who although I only knew for a short time, had a profound influence 

on my spiritual life, my confirmation as an Episcopalian, and personal growth. I found him to be 

a man of wisdom, strength, and love. He was on fire for our Lord. Bless you Father Ken. You will 

be missed.  

J. L. Farrell III 

 

 

His love for skiing and Shakespeare, history and humor, his open and honest and loving 

embrace. 

— Danielle Farrell 

 

 



I think of a faithful “Joseph,” who (as is written in the Collect for St. Joseph) like Joseph was 

“raised up … to be (a) guardian of your incarnate Son.” Father Ken was a guardian of Holy Faith 

and of The Holy Faith. 

FHS, 

— Charlotte 

 

I see a true man of God. His belief was so apparent in his demeanor and in his example. I 

learned so much from him and he will forever remain in my memory. The last time I saw him was 

at Evening Prayer the night before he left us. 

— Van Swift 

 

 

Father Ken was one of the kindest, most gentle loving persons I am pleased to have known. He 

put Jesus Christ first, and I am thankful for that. May God rest his soul. 

— Patty Griego 

 

A spiritual devoted man, willing to give unconditionally to his family, parish, and community. 

Sincere and dedicated to all and often expressed his for his wife, Caroline. 

 

 

I remember his effort always to comfort the grieving or troubled with his counsel and pastoral 

abilities. 

— Forrest Carlton and Marilyn Macbeth 

 

I remember the day he came to bring Communion to my husband who is in home hospice with 

a short time to live. Father Ken brought with him his usual smiling buoyant chatty self and my 

husband and he had fun talking about their childhoods in Milwaukee where both were born and 

grew up. Eventually we got down to some serious topics of life and death and illness, at which 

time he confided his recent diagnosis of aggressive prostate cancer. He spoke of this with a 

smile on his face and affirmed his readiness to accept whatever lay before him, this with an 

almost eager anticipation. This good man was ready for his next life. 



— Beverly Blake 

 

 

... a big smile, his questions about how I am, if I’m excited for college, discussion about the ski 

season. When I served as an acolyte I would often fiddle and cross my legs, and when I would 

look up I would lock eyes with Father Ken and in that moment I knew to sit still. He would then 

wink at me.  

 

 

… his unwavering grace to all he met, no matter who they were, what they thought, or what they 

did. He absolutely practiced what he preached.  

 

 

When I asked Fr. Ken about prayer, I asked him if it were a matter of bargaining, which was my 

very elementary way of prayer; so he taught me a high plane says “no,” it’s a matter of accepting 

God’s will and then he said, “I completely accept His will in all things,” had a big smile on his 

face and opened his arms. He said, “You must also,” thus bringing me to a higher plane as he 

spoke of surrender and I learned to begin that in my life. 

 

 

I think of a man of clarity. Clarity about his mission, clarity about his role as the spiritual 

touchstone of this congregation, clarity concerning the gospel and liturgy, and most 

importantly, clarity about his Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  

— Tana Bidwell 

 

 

He made me a better person!  

 

 



Father Ken — you are my friend, priest, confessor. You blessed me and my dear wife with your 

ministry, wisdom and wit! Tuesday in class your leadership was precious and informative and 

loving.  

— Tony Smith 

 

 

A Godly man who always listened and offered counsel. He was always ready and willing to pray 

with you and guide you. He was truly a loving, caring person devoted to each of us. 

— Shelby Green 

 

 

Father Ken was a kind, gentle man and so loved by so many who knew him. He was such a good 

example for young people as well as all of us. He was a true believer and we know he is peaceful 

and free of pain. We will miss our beloved Ken forever. 

— Peggy Day 

 

 

I remember visiting with him in his office and seeing his print of The Prodigal painted by 

Rembrandt. I told him that I had seen the original when I visited the Hermitage in St. Petersburg, 

Russia. He lit up with a big smile and said, “I want to see it myself.” Well, now he will see it from 

Heaven. 

 

I think of his great teaching. What a Bible scholar he was! I also think of his dedication to making 

this parish whole again when he first came here. He was strong but very compassionate and 

loving. Lastly, I think of his great support for the gift shop. He would stop by, even with his busy 

schedule, to visit almost every week. 

— Sharon Macdonald 

 

 

I think of comfort, stability, and happiness — someone you could count on to always be there. 



 

One could see God’s love radiating out of Father Ken — he was a blessing to all. 

 

 

Of all the rectors I have known, [I] realize that he was the very best. His leadership of the men’s 

Bible study was superb — he was insightful, witty, and let us feel free to talk and share our own 

thoughts, while guiding us to a true love of Christ and understanding of scripture. 

 

Humor, amazing intellect (but he wasn’t a snob!), physical prowess, inclusive, gentle but firm in 

his leadership. He helped me understand what it meant to be an Episcopalian. He also was 

instrumental in creating an inclusive wedding for me and my husband. Having been an atheist, 

Father Ken appreciated where [my husband] was and knew that it was important for him to feel 

part of what is normally a singularly Christian ceremony. Together, Father Ken guided us so that 

our service felt safe and true for [my husband] and for this I will be forever grateful… 

— Kathlene Ritch 

 

...his laugh and his smile, the twinkle in his eyes; his obvious joy in life, the church, his beloved 

Caroline; his joyous anticipation of moving to England — that green and pleasant land; his 

generosity and love for others. 

 

 

“I was on the Vestry when the last rector left, and there had been a series of potential candidates 

coming through for us to meet and talk with. When Ken and Caroline walked into the room, I 

knew immediately that he was the rector for Holy Faith. There was an instant connection and a 

sense of dignified assurance. Upon his being selected as the new rector, he went about bringing 

the splintered Holy Faith Church back together, and God was more present than ever. I told 

someone recently that I felt like I was on the same “page” as Fr. Ken. They replied that that they 

thought everyone felt that way. 

 

Of course my heart is broken and will be for a long time. I don’t fully understand God at times 

like these, but I know that God is in charge and has a plan for all of us. Thank you, Fr. Ken, for 

always preaching the gospel and never wavering.  Rest in peace forever." 

 

— Donna Amos 



Thank you, O Lord for lending us your servant Kenneth to lead and guide us, pray with us, be 

with us in our hours of joy and of need and cry with us as he brought us comfort and peace in 

the redemption of our humanity by Our Lord Jesus Christ; through the same Jesus Christ who 

liveth and reigneth with thee and the Holy Ghost, one God, now and forever. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



 

 

 


