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Dear brothers and sisters, 
 
I have read that it has been scientifically proven that people process time 
differently as they get older. Do you remember, when you were a little 
child, how a Sunday afternoon stretched on and on, and how Christmas 
seemed like it would never arrive? And now, doesn’t it feel like whole days 
slip past in the blink of an eye? And don’t the holidays sometimes seem to 
be rushing towards us like express trains? The good news is – it’s not your 
imagination! Our minds really are processing time differently now than 
when we were children. 
 
And the even better news is this –  Our increasing awareness of the passage 
of time is, I believe, an important part of the wisdom we gain as we grow 
old. There is great wisdom, even if there is a little sadness, in knowing how 
brief a life is. As we realize how quickly our lives are passing away, we 
have the opportunity, day by day, to treasure each moment. We learn to 
count each hour with our loved ones as a precious gift. We savor the beauty 
of each season. We learn to live abundantly now, wide awake to everything 
God puts in our way, counting every day as precious. And perhaps we find 
patience in our times of suffering and pain, knowing that these things too 
will soon pass. 
 
I guess I’m contemplating these things because here it is August again, for 
goodness’ sake, and another whole summer is almost at an end, sweeping 
by us in all its bright, fragrant wonderfulness! How did we get here so fast? 
I am thankful for the gifts of our garden, and kindly weather; and a little 
melancholy, too, to know that it won’t be long before those brisk, golden 
days of autumn. But they are beautiful, too, in their own way! 
 
Enjoy all the warm breezes, bright flowers, and sweet corn you can in these 
sweet summer days. 
Thanks be to God for the gifts of his Creation in all their splendor. 
 
Much love, 
Kathryn+ 
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Welcoming the weary, 

Dedicated to discipleship 

“Come to me, all you who are weary 

and burdened, and I will give you 

rest.  Take my yoke upon you and 

learn from me, for I am gentle and 

humble in heart, and you will find 

rest for your souls.” 

(Matthew 11:28-30) 
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Message from Presiding Bishop Michael Curry on Lambeth Call on human dignity 
 

I’m in Canterbury, England, at the Lambeth Conference of bishops. It’s August the second. I don’t have a 
script in front of me, but I did want to talk with you—just briefly, especially for our LGBTQ family. I 
know that there is legitimately some anxiety and concern about the conversations and the direction that 
might emerge from thi Lambeth Conference, specifically regarding same-sex marriage. 
 
I want you to know, though, that at the end of this day, when we did discuss same-sex marriage and mar-
riage in general, in the context of talking about human dignity, and the ministry of reconciliation in Christ, 
I left that conversation hopeful.  Left it hopeful, not because we all came to agreement across all of our 
differences. No, no, we didn’t even try to do that. I left hopeful not because I convinced anybody of where 
I stand, or that they convinced me of where they stand. I left hopeful because this group of bishops today 
seem to be able to recognize and affirm our love and respect for each other as brothers and sisters in Christ 
in the body of Jesus Christ. And that we could find a way to honor and respect our differences. If we love 
each other, and love our Lord. That, my friends, is a sign of hope. That is a sign of hope. That makes room 
and space for all of us to be in the course of our conversations. 
 
There was a document that we reflected on—we didn’t take any votes; we didn’t try to do that—it was 
called a call on human dignity. And in this call on human dignity, the premise that was behind the docu-
ment was that we have all been created in the image and likeness of God. And that that image of God con-
fers a dignity and a worth on every human being. My daddy used to say nobody got any more of that im-
age than anybody else. We all got it equally which means we are equal before God, and we should be 
equal before the law. 
 
We began our discussions around human sexuality and around marriage. With that in mind, and in the 
document that we were reflecting on, that document said that we in the Anglican Communion live with a 
plurality of views on marriage. That there is what might be called a traditional view of marriage between a 
man and a woman, and that view is held probably by the majority, certainly, of Anglican churches around 
the world and probably Anglicans—but there is another view equally to be respected: a view that includes 
and embraces same-sex couples who seek the blessing of God on their loving relationships, their commit-
ments and their families. 
 
My friends, I’ve been a bishop 22 years. I’ve been a priest over 40 years. And I have to tell you that as far 
as I know that is the first time a document in the Anglican Communion has recognized that there is a plu-
rality of view on marriage. And that these are perspectives that reflect deep theological and biblical work 
and reflection. That they reflect and respect the context in which we live and seek to address the pastoral 
needs of our people, of all the children of God—that’s why I say today is a hopeful day. 
 
There is work to do, but hope can help us run the race that is set before us. As the prophet Isaiah said, 
“They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength. They shall mount up on wings like eagles. They 
shall run and not be weary. They shall walk and not faint.” 
 
This group of bishops today are finding a way to walk together as a church. And the words that have ech-
oed in our ears over and over again have been words of Jesus:  “By this everyone will know that you are 
my disciples.” Not that you agree. But that you love one another. And so we are still walking together. 
And in our church, we are making “plenty good room” for all of God’s children. 
 
God love you. God bless you. And may God hold us all in those almighty hands of love. 
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Jacob, 

Jackson  Dafoe 

Aurora & Wesley Dafoe 

Loxlin and Azel Paige  Violet & Scout Knight  

Azel Paige  

Loxlin Paige 

Scout & Violet Knight  



14 

Gloria in Excelsis 
What greater worship than a 
morning sunrise on the Fair-
weather Mountains? 

By John Muir 

A f t er  we  h a d  se en  th e un v ei l i n g  of the majestic peaks and glaciers that evening, and 
their baptism in the down-pouring sunbeams, it was inconceivable that nature could have anything 
finer to show us. Nevertheless, compared with what was coming the next morning, all that was as 
nothing. As far as we could see, the lovely dawn gave no promise of anything uncommon. Its most 
impressive features were the frosty clearness of the sky, and a deep, brooding calm, made all the 
more striking by the intermittent thunder of the bergs. 
The sunrise we did not see at all, for we were beneath the shadows of the fiord cliffs; but in the 
midst of our studies we were startled by the sudden appearance of a red light burning with a 
strange, unearthly splendor on the topmost peak of the Fairweather Mountains. Instead of vanish-
ing as suddenly as it had appeared, it spread and spread until the whole range down to the level of 
the glaciers was filled with the celestial fire. In color it was at first a vivid crimson, with a thick, 
furred appearance, as fine as the alpenglow, yet indescribably rich and deep – not in the least like a 
garment or mere external flush or bloom through which one might expect to see the rocks or snow, 
but every mountain apparently glowing from the heart like molten metal fresh from a furnace. 

 
Russell Sipe, The East Side of the Fairweather Mountains 

Beneath the frosty shadows of the fiord we stood hushed and awe-stricken, gazing at the holy vi-
sion; and had we seen the heavens open and God made manifest, our attention could not have been 
more tremendously strained. When the highest peak began to burn, it did not seem to be steeped in 
sunshine, however glorious, but rather as if it had been thrust into the body of the sun itself. Then 
the supernal fire slowly descending, with a sharp line of demarcation separating it from the cold, 
shaded region beneath, peak after peak, with their spires and ridges and cascading glaciers, caught 
the heavenly glow, until all the mighty host stood transfigured, hushed, and thoughtful, as if await-
ing the coming of the Lord. 
The white, rayless light of the morning, seen when I was alone amid the silent peaks of the Sierra, 
had always seemed to me the most telling of the terrestrial manifestations of God. But here the 
mountains themselves were made divine, and declared his glory in terms still more impressive. 
How long we gazed I never knew. 

From “The Discovery of Glacier Bay,” in The Century 50(2):239. 
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https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=inu.32000000493470&view=1up&seq=255
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In July I traveled down to the Healing Center at 
Christ the King Spiritual Life Center, to preach 
and celebrate Eucharist at the Tuesday Healing 
Service. I drove down on the Monday afternoon 
and spent an amazingly quiet evening at the 
King’s Inn (where I was the only guest!) with 
blessed time for prayer and meditation, and for 
soaking in the beauty of the fields and hills all 
around me. It was a lovely experience, and I 
wanted to share with you the sermon I gave there, 
on the subject of “Shame.”  (Is. 54:1-10) 
 
“Fear not, for you will not be ashamed; be not con-
founded, for you will not be disgraced; for you will for-
get the shame of your youth...”  Shame and I are old 
sparring partners. Shame is something I have struggled 
with for as long as I can remember. Shame is very dif-
ferent from things like embarrassment or guilt. It isn’t 
something we can heal or improve upon with an apolo-
gy or a confession or a repayment. At the most basic 
level, shame isn’t about something I did or something I 
said. Shame is about who I am. And shame has very, 
very long roots. The roots of shame can reach back to 
our childhoods or beyond. They hold us to our past. I’m 
well into my 60’s, but my personal shame has some 
very tenacious roots: being the daughter of an alcoholic, 
being a chubby kid, being socially awkward and really 
bad at sports, being a high school dropout. 
 
I chose this passage from Isaiah for today, where God is 
speaking to Israel as a nation, in a particular time and 
situation. When God speaks to his people corporately, 
he uses human experiences as metaphors: images of 
husband and wife, images of parent and child. And 
what I want to do this morning is to notice the particular 
human experiences God chooses in this particular pas-
sage. Because God’s choice of metaphors here reveals 
such a depth of understanding and such an abundance 
of compassion for his people, not only as a nation, but 
as individuals, and especially for those to whom the 
world shows very little compassion, especially those on 
whom the world has laid the heavy burden of shame. 
 
We see here that God under-
stands, and has compassion, on 
the barren woman. A barren 
woman was considered to be of 
little or no value to her husband. 
Her barrenness isolated her from 
the community of women whose 
lives revolved around pregnancy 
and birth and the raising of their 
children. And as she grew old, a childless woman 
lacked the security of knowing that there would be 
someone to care for her when she was no longer able to 
care for herself. Her body had failed her. She had no 
hope for the future, and no real place in the community 
in the present. 

 

 
We see here that God understands, and has compas-

sion, on the widow. In losing her husband she lost 
both status and respect –  and like the barren wom-
an, she also had lost the physical security of know-

ing that someone would provide for her and care for 
her as she grew older. 

We see here that God understands, and has compas-
sion, on the deserted wife, one who was rejected by 
the very person to whom she had entrusted herself.  

Rejection meant loss of affection and physical secu-
rity, but also loss of status, loss of honor, loss of be-

longing. In her rejection, she would feel that the 
whole world held her in contempt, as her husband 

also had held her in contempt. 
 

God sees the pain of his children. And it tells us so 
much that God uses the experiences of women –  

who existed on the margins of of a patriarchal socie-
ty, vulnerable, and without a voice –  to communi-

cate his love for the nation. It’s something much 
more than a metaphor. Because on a personal, indi-

vidual God has always had a special concern and 
passion for these children of his: the barren woman, 
the widow, the unloved wife. People the world con-

siders to be objects of shame and disgrace: they have 
always had a special place in God’s heart. 

 
God knew Hannah, the barren wife of Elkanah, 

heartbroken and ashamed of her barrenness. She 
wept and prayed in the temple at Shiloh, so passion-
ately that the priest, Eli, thought she was drunk and 

shamed her more. But God heard her prayer, and 
Hannah became the joyful mother of Samuel the 

prophet, and five other children besides. 
 

God knew Sarah, the wife of Abraham, barren and 
growing old.  Her own maid treated her with con-

tempt because of the shame of her empty womb. But 
God heard Sarah’s cry and she became the mother of 

all Israel. 
 

God knew Leah, whose husband never gave her the 
love she craved: who bore the 
shame of knowing that Jacob 
loved her more beautiful sis-

ter, Rachel. But God saw 
Leah’s sorrow and disgrace, 

and he made her womb fruit-
ful, blessing her with sons and 

daughters. 
 

God knew Naomi, who was 
filled with grief and despair at the loss of her hus-

band and two sons. But God heard Naomi’s cry, 
and he gave her Ruth, a faithful and loving daughter

-in-law, who was better to Naomi than many sons, 
and in her old age she rejoiced to hold her own 

grandchildren on her knees. 
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A Prayer for Unity – BCP p. 818 
 
This summer we have seen the unity of our Anglican 
Communion threatened by differences in our under-
standing of marriage, gender, and sexuality. We give 
thanks for the faithful hearts of the bishops in attend-
ance at the Lambeth Conference, who sought to find 
unity in a common bond of love, while recognizing 
differences of doctrine. Let us continue to hold the 
whole Church in prayer, that we might be a witness 
to the world in our love for one another, across bar-
riers of color, class, gender, denomination and inter-
pretation, as Jesus commanded us: “Just as I have 
loved you, you also are to love one another. By this 
all people will know that you are my disciples, if you 
have love for one another.” 
 

 

 

 
 
O God the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
our only Savior, the Prince of Peace: Give us 
grace seriously to lay to heart the great      
dangers we are in by our unhappy divisions; 
take away all hatred and prejudice, and what-
ever else may hinder us from godly union and 
concord; that, as there is but one Body and 
one Spirit, one hope of our calling, one Lord, 
one Faith, one Baptism, one God and Father 
of us all, so we may be all of one heart and of 
one soul, united in one holy bond of truth and 
peace, of faith and charity, and may with one 
mind and one mouth glorify you; through Je-
sus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

 
August 2022 

6 Chuck & Karen—Anniversary 
8 Sharon Yousey—Birthday 
8 Susan Bassity—Birthday 
9 Chery Doyle—Birthday 
11 Errol McLean—Birthday 
18 Liza & Spencer Paige—Anniversary 
18 Jan & David Ossenkop—Anniverary 
20 Mtr. Kathryn Boswell—Birthday 
20 Millie Weaver—Birthday 
22 Fee & Nancy Levison—Anniversary 
24 Cheryl Woodward—Birthday 
28 Janice Casselman—Birthday 

 

 

September 2022 
2 Jacob Morgan—Birthday 
5  Jesse Howe—Birthday 
6  Jessie Currin—Birthday 
6 Jacob Ledger—Birthday 
7 Helen & Mike Harris—Anniversary 
10 Cheryl & Tim Doyle—Anniversary 
11 Barbara Colbert—Birthday 
13 Patrick Kiely—Birthday 
17 Larry Cavallaro– Birthday 
17 Scott Dafoe, II—Birthday 
21 Floyd & Janice Casselman—Anniversary 
28 Patrick & Laura Kiely—Anniversary 
29 Paige Levison—Birthday 
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Grant Application for Window Restoration 

We are in the process of writing a grant for the restoration 

of our Good Shepherd window, through the Rock Charita-

ble Foundation. This is a fund established by a bequest 

from St. Lawrence County resident and Lieutenant Colonel, 

U.S. Army Nurse Corps, Marjorie J. Rock, who passed away 

in February 2017 at the age of 96. Ms. Rock was a long-

time member of St. John’s Episcopal Church in Ogdens-

burg, and a close friend of our own Dcn. Helen Harris. 

As described by the Northern New York Community Foun-

dation, “The fund’s charitable purpose has three focus are-

as: for the maintenance and preservation of churches and 

cemeteries in St. Lawrence County; for the preservation 

and maintenance of places of legitimate historical signifi-

cance in the county; and to benefit and/or assist veterans 

of the United States military who reside in St. Lawrence 

County.” 

We have contact-

ed Ed Dehors of 

the Historical 

Restorations 

Foundation, to 

give us an esti-

mate for the 

work. The dead-

line for the grant 

application is 

September 2. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

People and other blessings to be thankful 
for... 

 
Within the Church there are several organi-
zations and people who work tirelessly to 
maintain programs, etc.   
 
At this time, appreciation is given to the following people 
who work tirelessly for the opportunity to serve those in 
our communities who are in need for one reason or another.   
 
Clergy:  The Rev. Kathryn M. Boswell, Rector/Priest 
 
Support:  Carroll Boswell, husband of Mtr. Kathryn 
 
Vestry:  Mtr. Kathryn,  Irene Hargrave, Lynn Howe, Errol 
McLean, (B&G) Karen Morgan, Romi Sebald, Lucille 
Waterson. 
 
Women’s Guild:  All women in the parish, but specifically 
Irene Hargrave, secretary; Sharon Yousey, treasurer, Nancy 
Levison—hostess, and so many faithful members— 
 
Altar Guild:  Irene Hargrave, Directress, Romi Sebald, 
Lucille Waterson, Millie Weaver, Karen Morgan, and Mtr. 
Kathryn. 
 
Acolytes:  Lynn Howe,  Errol McLean, MaryEllen Cassel-
man, Linda Dafoe, Nancy Levison, Charlie Colbert.   
 
Readers of the Lessons and of Prayers of the People:  
Carroll Boswell, Lucille Waterson, Ellen Galo. Romi Se-
bald, Cheryl Woodward, Anna Crump, Irene Hargrave, 
Sharon Yousey, MaryEllen Casselman. 
 
Daughters of the King:  Mtr. Kathryn, Chaplain, Irene 
Hargrave, Romi Sebald, Secretary, Anna Crump, Cheryl 
Woodward, Millie Weaver, Lynn Howe, Karen Morgan, 
President. 
 
Music:  Ellen Galo, Karen Morgan, Mtr. Kathryn 
 
Lawn Maintenance:  Floyd and Janice Casselman. 
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God’s ear is always open to hear the cry of the despised and hopeless, the vulnerable and broken. Isaiah said of God’s 
Messiah, “a bruised reed he will not break, and a faintly burning wick he will not quench; he will faithfully bring 
forth justice.” In his loving concern and boundless compassion, he takes away our shame. God is the husband of the 
widow and the deserted. God is the provider of the lonely and unloved.  His love is unconditional and unwavering. He 
takes away the disgrace of the deserted wife. He gives the widow a hope and a future. He fills the empty heart and 
hands of the barren woman.   
 
I have a suspicion that a lot of us work very hard to cover up our shame. Our shame tells us we don’t measure up, that 
we’re not good enough, that we are “less than.” And we pour a lot of time and energy and money into overcoming it, 
or forgetting it, or running away from it. I know I have done that.  I’ve been happily married for almost 50 years now 
– that seems like an accomplishment. I have 10 children, all grown up, a home, a beautiful garden. Every Sunday 
morning, I stand in front of a congregation who loves and respects me, in my beautiful vestments. I’ve earned my cre-
dentials, Master’s degree and ordination; I know stuff. I have a title, I have recognition in our little community. And 
yet, whether I’m standing at the altar, or showing off my bountiful garden, or bragging about the accomplishments of 
my kids,  the truth is that I have never been able to get beyond seeing myself as that fat little girl from a really messed
-up family. I will never not be the kid nobody wanted on their team. 
 
And I think the most comforting and best good news in the whole world, to me, is that when God knows me, he 
doesn’t just know me at my clerical and respectable best; he knows me as that wounded, non-standard little girl. 
When he loves me, he loves everything that goes along with me, including the things I am most ashamed of, right 
down to their deepest and grubbiest and most tenacious roots. The loving work of Jesus Christ doesn’t just cleanse 
and heal what I think of as my “sins,” all the bad things I’ve done (and there are plenty), or all the good things I’ve 
neglected to do (and there are so many of those as well.) The love of Jesus cleanses and heals and restores everything 
I am as well, and he gives me the right of adoption into his own family. God knows the “me” that I have been 
ashamed of nearly my whole life, and he says, “Here she is! my child, my beloved, in whom I am well pleased.” 
 
“Sing, O barren one, who did not bear; 
break forth into singing and cry aloud, 
you who have not been in labor!” 
 
“Sing, O desolate one, who was not loved, 
break forth into singing and cry aloud, 
you who have not been cherished!” 
 
“Sing, O lonely one, who have been left alone; 
break forth into singing and cry aloud, 
you who weep in your solitude!” 
 
“Sing, O wounded one, who have been hurt, 
break forth into singing and cry aloud, 
you who have endured cruelty and violence.” 
 
“Fear not, for you will not be ashamed; 
be not confounded, for you will not be disgraced; 
for you will forget the shame of your youth, 
and the reproach of your widowhood you will remember no more. 
 
For the mountains may depart and the hills be removed, 
but my steadfast love shall not depart from you, 
and my covenant of peace shall not be removed, 
says the Lord, who has compassion on you.” + 
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They’ll Know We Are Christians By Our Love 

We Are One In The Spirit 

We Are One In The Lord 

We Are One In The Spirit 

We Are One In The Lord  

And We Pray That All Unity 

May One Day Be Restored 

And They’ll Know We Are 

Christians By Our Love, By Our Love; 

Yes, They’ll Know We Are Christians 

By Our Love! 

We Will Walk With Each Other 

We Will Walk Hand In Hand 

We Will Walk With Each Other 

We Will Walk Hand In Hand 

And Together We’ll Spread The News, 

That God Is In Our Land 

And They’ll Know We Are 

Christians By Our Love, By Our Love; 

Yes, They’ll Know We Are Christians 

By Our Love! 

We Will Work With Each Other 

We Will Work Side By Side 

We Will Work With Each Other 

We Will Work Side By Side 

And We’ll Guard Each Man’s Dignity, 

And Save Each Man’s Pride. 

And They’ll Know We Are 

Christians By Our Love, By Our Love; 

Yes, They’ll Know We Are Christians 

By Our Love! 

Peter Scholtes 

 

Stained Glass 
 

Stained glass is so beautiful 

Especially when light shines through it, 

Or when you consider what it is made of. 

Light shines through clear glass 

But it has no character. 

It simply allows light to shine through it 

 And the world to stare back. 

But stained glass is broken pieces of glass 

Shaped and colored 

Held together by molded metal 

To follow a master design. 

Brokenness shaped into something lovely. 

More glorious as light shines through. 

Focusing on the design. 

Focusing on the Source of the light 

 

Susan Keith, August 3, 2020 
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From “A Body of Broken Bones” 
 
As long as we are on earth, the love that unites us 
will bring us suffering by our very contact with one 
another, because this love is the resetting of a Body 
of broken bones. Even saints cannot live with saints 
on this earth without some anguish, without some 
pain at the differences that come between them. 
 
There are two things which men can do about the 
pain of disunion with other men. They  
can love or they can hate. 
 
Hatred recoils from the sacrifice 
and the sorrow that are the price 
of this resetting of bones. It re-
fuses the pain of reunion. 
 
The beginning of the fight 
against hatred, the basic 
Christian answer to hatred, is 
not the commandment to love, 
but what must necessarily 
come before in order to make 
the commandment bearable 
and comprehensible. It is a pri-
or commandment, to believe. 
The root of Christian love is not 
the will to love, but the faith that 
one is loved. The faith that one is 
loved by God. That faith that one is  
loved by God although unworthy – or rather, irre-
spective of one’s worth! 
 
Hatred tries to cure disunion by annihilating those 
who are not united with us. It seeks peace by the 
elimination of everybody else but ourselves. 
 
But love, by its acceptance of the pain of reunion, 
begins to heal all wounds. 
 
Thomas Merton 

times I have held evening service on weekdays at this place.  The 

children have been regularly catechized.” 

“Six Sundays have been given to Heuvel, (this is not a typo) 

where, probably, a considerable congregation might be organized 

and sustained, could frequent clerical service be enjoyed.  Here 

also I have held two or three evening services in addition to the 

Sundays mentioned above.  I have baptized two infants and some 

others, I understand, have been baptized by the minister of St. 

John’s Church, Ogdensburg, who has also kindly attended several 

funerals.  On one Sunday I held a third service at Louisville, 

preached and baptized two adults and two infants. Once I have 

officiated at the village of Potsdam, and once in another part of 

that town where I baptized an infant.”  

“The whole number of baptisms performed by me during the past 

year is 20. I will only add, that in this section of the State, we are 

greatly in want of some Prayer Books, books of devotion and 

Tracts, all or any of which will be very thankfully received.”   

He was assigned late in 1826 to serve in the Le Roy and Batavia 

area and was succeeded in the north country by the Rev. Hiram 

Adams. Reports indicate that during his rectorship, a stone church 

was erected on Church Street, Le Roy on land donated by Jacob 

Le Roy who also gave one thousand dollars toward defraying the 

expense of erecting the building. It was consecrated August 7, 

1827 by Bishop Hobart. During his three-year tenure, 30 individu-

als were baptized and 20 were confirmed. 

The Rev. Mr. Beardsley then served many years in the Syracuse 

area: Missionary and Rector at St. Mark’s Church, Jamesville 

1830-1836; Missionary at Zion Church, Onondaga Hill 1830-

1835; Missionary at the Church of the Ascension, Liverpool 1830-

1833; Missionary at St. Mark’s Church, Geddes 1831; Missionary 

at St. John’s Church, Marcellus 1834-1835; Missionary at St. 

Matthew’s Church, Moravia 1836-1839. While at Moravia he also 

supplied at Aurora, Baldwinsville, Locke and Genoa. In 1839 he 

became an attorney and by 1842 was no longer identified as an 

Episcopal clergyman in clergy records. He settled in Cherry Val-

ley, New York near the area where he grew up and died 15 July 

1845 while hoeing in his garden. 

He was married to Mary Egbert Davorine (DeVoe, Davoue) on 

November 28, 1822 at Trinity Church, New York City by Bishop 

Hobart. They were the parents of seven children; Ann 1823-, 

Frederick 1827-1900, Seth Warren 1829-1900, Samuel 1830-, 

Emily 1834-, Mary 1838-, Egbert 1841-. Three of their sons 

served in the Civil War; Samuel enlisted in 1863 (unknown regi-

ment), Seth Warren Jr. served as a musician (unknown regiment) 

and Frederick served in the 66th NY Inf. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

...The 

faith 

that 

one 

Is 

loved  

by God… 

Grace Episcopal Church, Norfolk 
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Local Church History 

The third article in MaryEllen’s series of local church history 

 

Many of us have grown up hearing stories about our families: grandparents, great-
grandparents, uncles and aunts –  all the people that make our family uniquely itself. 
Churches, too, have a family history. Who were the people that came before us, mak-
ing St. Philip’s the wonderful church we know today? In this issue of CommonLife, 
MaryEllen Casselman, a scholar of local history, brings to us the third article in a 
the series of stories about the people that have made us who we are. Enjoy! 
 
 

Rev. Seth Warren Beardsley 

The Rev. Seth Beardsley was the first missionary of note to serve in Norfolk and Potsdam in the early 

1800’s. 

Seth Warren Beardsley was born in Otsego County, NY July 8, 1797, a son of Obadiah Beardsley 

(1763-1841) and Eunice Moore (1765-1811). Obadiah came by oxcart from Hoosic, NY with his fam-

ily in 1790 and first settled on land near Schuyler Lake; he later blazed a trail and built a road to what 

is now the village of Monticello, becoming the first settlers in the Town of Richfield. 

In 1821 it was recorded in the records of the Episcopal Diocese of New York that Seth Warren 

Beardsley was added to the second class of General Theological Seminary; the following year he was 

a noted to be a Candidate for Holy Orders along with Eleazar Williams. The Rochester Telegraph, 

noted, “On Friday the 24th of October 1823 in Christ Church, New Brunswick, New Jersey, the Right 

Rev. Bishop Croes admitted the following deacons to the holy order of priests the Rev. Seth W. 

Beardsley, the Rev. Richard Bury, and three others. Morning prayer was conducted and the candidates 

presented by the Rev. Thomas Breintnall, rector of Zion church, New York; and the sermon and ad-

dress delivered by the Rev. Henry U. Onderdonk, rector of St. Ann’s Church, Brooklyn, Kings’s 

County N.Y.” 

 On the 20th Sunday after Trinity, November 24, 1823 the Rt. Rev. Bishop Hobart of New York admit-

ted the Rev. Seth Beardsley as rector of Christ Church, Sacket’s Harbor and Jefferson City, NY. In his 

1824 report, Fr. Beardsley wrote that during the previous year he had done 3 baptisms of infants, 3 

marriages and 4 funerals; he had added 2 communicants and lost 7 leaving a total of seventeen, relat-

ing, “The congregation has experienced a great diminution of numbers by removals and deaths.  They 

have, however, erected the walls of a beautiful stone church, put on a roof, raised a steeple.  But here it 

is feared that without aid, the work must stop.  The weakness and poverty of the congregation must 

furnish an excuse for not making collections for the Episcopal, Missionary and Diocesan Funds. 

In 1825, he did not attend the Diocesan convention but it was reported he was serving as a missionary 

at Waddington and places adjacent. The first recorded Episcopal service in Potsdam was performed in 

1825 by him. His report that year read, “I have officiated seven Sundays at Norfolk, a thriving little 

village on the Racquet River, where there are several families ardently attached to the Church and who 

are exerting themselves to establish it permanently.”  

The Rt. Rev. John Henry Hobart, D.D. on Friday, July 28, 1826 consecrated his first building, St. 

John’s Church, Ogdensburg and was assisted in solemnities of the service by the Rev. Mr. Beardsley 

and 5 other clergy. After administering confirmation on Saturday, he officiated at Waddington and 

Norfolk on Sunday. 

From the Journal of the Diocese of New-York October, 1826 “From the report of the Rev. Seth W. 

Beardsley, Missionary at Waddington, St. Lawrence County, and parts adjacent. Since my last report, 

I have officiated nearly two-thirds of the time at St. Paul’s Church, Waddington, where, I rejoice to 

say, the congregation gradually increases, and the prospects of the Church seem to be growing better. 

On several of the principal festivals and fasts, the Church has been opened, and divine service cele-

brated; and also, on some funeral occasions.  There is a Sunday school in this Church of about 30 

scholars.” 

“Twelve Sundays have been devoted to Norfolk, where a Church was regularly organized by the name 

of “Grace Church, Norfolk,” December 12, 1825.  At this flourishing little village, the congregation 

has become very respectable in numbers, and the services of the Church are performed with propriety 

and devotion.  A subscription has been opened for the erection of a suitable house for worship, and has 

met with such success, that strong hopes are entertained of the completion of this good work within 

one or two years. When this Church was organized, the number of communicants was 11.  Now there 

are 22.  The baptisms have been (one adult and two infants,) 3 ---the deaths, three infants.  Several 
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Community Lunches 

For August 31 and September 28 
11:30-1:00 

 
We are thankful for the opportunity 

to welcome our neighbors 
to share food and fellowship with us once 

again! 
 

 
 

August 31 
 

Hot dogs and hamburgers 
Variety of salads 
Corn on the cob 

Watermelon and ice cream 
 
 

 
 

September 28 
 

Meatloaf 
Mashed potatoes 

Roaster vegetables 
Applesauce 

Homemade desserts 

 
 
 

 

 

 

The end of prayer 

is not 

to win concessions 

from 

Almighty Power, 

but to have 

communion 

with 

Almighty Love. 

 
Percy C. Ainsworth 

Night Prayer for Safety 
by Pamela C. Hawkins 

 

Night falls, O God. 

At the edge of day 

my prayers tuck into my soul 

like deep, soft covers 

where dreams once lay. 

Lose my fears in the folds, 

wrap me in the cool fabric of your promises 

so that all is well in the morning— 

so that all is well in the morning. 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

 1 2 
Common Cents 

10-2 

3 
Service at 

United Help-

ers, Canton 10 

a.m. 

4 
Common Cents 

10-2 

5 6 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

7 
Pentecost 9– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

8 9 
Common Cents 

10-2 

10 11 
Common Cents 

10-2 

12 13 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

Profile & 

Search Com-

mittee 

14 
Pentecost 10– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

 

15 16 
Common Cents 

10-2 

17 18 
Common Cents 

10-2 

19 20 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

21 
Pentecost 11– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

22 23 
Common Cents 

10-2 

24 25 
Common Cents 

10-2 

26 27 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

28 
Pentecost 12– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

29 30 
Common Cents 

10-2 

31 
Community 

Lunch—11:30-

1:00 

   

August 2022 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

    1 
Common Cents 

10-2 

2 
Bible Study– 

10 a.m. 

3 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

Vestry—10 

a.m. 

4 
Pentecost 13– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

5 
Labor Day 

6 
Common Cents 

10-2 

School Starts 

7 
Service at 

United Help-

ers, Canton 10 

a.m. 

8 
Common Cents 

10-2 

9 
Bible Study– 

10 a.m. 

10 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

Profile & 

Search Com-

mittee 

11 
Pentecost 14– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

12 13 
Common Cents 

10-2 

14 
Women’s Guild 

Meeting—noon 

15 
Common Cents 

10-2 

16 
Bible Study– 

10 a.m. 

17 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

Daughters of 

the King 10 

a.m. 

18 
Pentecost 15– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m.; Bp. 

Smith visiting 

Confirmation 

19 20 
Common Cents 

10-2 

21 22 
Common Cents 

10-2 

23 
Bible Study– 

10 a.m. 

24 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

25 
Pentecost 16– 

Holy Eucharist 

10 a.m. 

26 27 
Common Cents 

10-2 

28 
Community 

Lunch—

11:30—1:00 

29 
Common Cents 

10-2 

30 
Bible Study– 

10 a.m. 

 

September 2022 


