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Dear brothers and sisters, 
 
People have asked me about the little segment of fence in the Church’s front 
yard, our “prayer wall” for the people of Ukraine. After about 10 months, the 
ribbons have become a little faded and tattered, and for most of us our urgen-
cy in praying has faded as well. But the violence, and the suffering of the 
people in Ukraine, has only increased over the months. And the truth is, 
while the war in Ukraine has captured the minds and hearts and media atten-
tion of the world, there are so many other nations and peoples suffering vio-
lence and oppression, famine and disease and homelessness every day, all 
around the globe. It’s no wonder our prayers as well as our ribbons fade and 
fray under the long weight of fear and sorrow. The whole world is weary. 
 
Our Lord was born into this world for that very reason. On the night of his 
birth, a multitude of heavenly voices lit up the sky above the dark fields 
where shepherds kept watch over their sheep. And their song was full of 
hope for the world: 
 

Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, 

good will among men! 
 

But how hard it is to hold on to that glorious hope! How impossible it seems 
that warfare, violence, cruelty, grief, could ever stop being a continual pres-
ence on this earth of ours. And yet, that is the hope that we proclaim as we 
proclaim the coming and presence of Jesus Christ, Emmanuel, God with us. 
We proclaim that the words of Isaiah will indeed come to pass, that: 

 
they shall beat their swords into ploughshares, 

and their spears into pruning-hooks; 
nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 

neither shall they learn war any more. 
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The Burglar's Christmas. 

Willa Cather 

(Cather’s short story takes up the themes of the Prodigal Son, grace and forgiveness. I have edited it to 

make it an appropriate length for CommonLife.) 

 It was Christmas Eve, and the streets were full of vehicles; florists' wagons, grocers' carts 

and carriages. The streets were in that half-liquid, half-congealed condition peculiar to the 

streets of Chicago at that season of the year. 

[The shabby-looking young man] was miserable enough to want to be quite alone. Even the crowd that jos-

tled by him annoyed him. He wanted to think about himself. He had avoided this final reckoning with himself 

for a year now. He had laughed it off and drunk it off. But now, when all those artificial devices which are em-

ployed to turn our thoughts into other channels and shield us from ourselves had failed him, it must come. 

Hunger is a powerful incentive to introspection. 

It is a tragic hour, that hour when we are finally driven to reckon with ourselves, when every avenue of men-

tal distraction has been cut off and our own life and all its ineffaceable failures closes about us like the walls 

of that old torture chamber of the Inquisition. To-night, as this man stood stranded in the streets of the city, 

his hour came. It was not the first time he had been hungry and desperate and alone. But always before there 

had been some outlook, some chance ahead, some pleasure yet untasted that seemed worth the effort, some 

face that he fancied was, or would be, dear. But it was not so to-night. The unyielding conviction was upon 

him that he had failed in everything, had outlived everything. It had been near him for a long time, that Pale 

Spectre. He had caught its shadow at the bottom of his glass many a time, at the head of his bed when he was 

sleepless at night, in the twilight shadows when some great sunset broke upon him. It had made life hateful 

to him when he awoke in the morning before now. But now it settled slowly over him, like night, the endless 

Northern nights that bid the sun a long farewell. It rose up before him like granite. From this brilliant city with 

its glad bustle of Yule-tide he was shut off as completely as though he were a creature of another species. His 

days seemed numbered and done, sealed over like the little coral cells at the bottom of the sea. Involuntarily 

he drew that cold air through his lungs slowly, as though he were tasting it for the last time. 

Yet he was but four and twenty, this man—he looked even younger—and he had a father some place down 

East who had been very proud of him once. Well, he had taken his life into his own hands, and this was what 

he had made of it. That was all there was to be said. He could remember the hopeful things they used to say 

about him at college in the old days, before he had cut away and begun to live by his wits, and he found cour-

age to smile at them now. They had read him wrongly. He knew now that he never had the essentials of suc-

cess, only the superficial agility that is often mistaken for it. He was tow without the tinder, and he had burnt 

himself out at other people's fires. He had helped other people to make it win, but he himself—he had never 

touched an enterprise that had not failed eventually. Or, if it survived his connection with it, it left him be-

hind. 

His last venture had been with some ten-cent specialty company, a little lower than all the others, that had 

gone to pieces in Buffalo, and he had worked his way to Chicago by boat. When the boat made up its crew for 

the outward voyage, he was dispensed with as usual. He was used to that. The reason for it? O, there are so 

many reasons for failure! His was a very common one. 

He had overdrawn his account once too often.  There had been a As he stood there in the wet under the 

street light he drew up his reckoning with the world and decided that it had treated him as well as he de-

served. He had overdrawn his account once too often. There had been a day when he thought otherwise; 

15 

 THE GOD WHO DESCENDS 

Face to Face with the Incarnation  

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fra Angelico, The  Annunciation, , ca/ 1443 

Fritz von Uhde, Holy Night, 1911 

Rembrandt Harmenszoon van Rijn,  

The Adoration of the Magi, 1632  
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K NEELING  IN  HIS  PRESENCE  
 

I s there anyone in our midst who pretends to under-

stand the awesome love in the heart of the Abba of 

Jesus that inspired, motivated, and brought about 

Christmas?. . . 

 

 God entered into our world not with the crush-

ing impact of unbearable glory, but in the way of 

weakness, vulnerability, and need.  On a wintry night 

in an obscure cave, the infant Jesus was a humble, na-

ked, helpless God who allowed us to get close to him. 

 
“This will be a sign to you:  You will find a baby wrapped 

in cloths and lying in a manger.” 

 

Luke 2:12 

Brenna Manning 

Reflections for Ragamuffins 

The Spirit of Christmas 
 

One of the many documented miracles that have occurred in Lourdes, France, took place in 1957. A 

French father took his ten-year-old son, blind from birth, on a pilgrimage from Brittany to Lourdes.  

At the shrine, the child begged his father to pray for him. His dad prayed aloud, “Lord, give my boy 

his sight.”  Instantly, the boy could see.  He looked into his father’s eyes, the eyes that went with 

the only voice he had known during ten long years of darkness and loneliness. 

 When he saw his father, do you know what he said? 

 “Oh boy! Everybody’s here!” 

 This is the spirit of Christmas. Everybody’s here!  The deep, passionate love of Jesus Christ, 

our Lord and brother, is the breakthrough of Bethlehem and the heartbreak of the Christian life. 

 
Jesus replied, “You may go. Your son will live.” The 

man took Jesus at his word and departed. 

 

John 4:50 

 

Brennan manning 

Reflections  for ragamuffins 

“Arise, shine, for your light has 

come, and the glory of the Lord 

has risen upon you.” 
 

All parishes of the st. Lawrence 

deanery are invited to attend a 

choral evensong 

For the fourth Sunday in advent 

Sunday, December 18 at 3 p.m. 

St. john’s church 

Massena 

 

 

 

Guests are heartily welcome. 

Light refreshments to follow. 
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when he had said he was unjustly handled, that his failure was merely the lack of proper adjustment between himself and other 

men, that some day he would be recognized and it would all come right. But he knew better than that now, and he was still man 

enough to bear no grudge against any one—man or woman. 

To-night was his birthday, too. There seemed something particularly amusing in that. He turned up a limp little coat collar to try to 

keep a little of the wet chill from his throat, and instinctively began to remember all the birthday parties he used to have. He was 

so cold and empty that his mind seemed unable to grapple with any serious question. He kept thinking about ginger bread and 

frosted cakes like a child. He could remember the splendid birthday parties his mother used to give him, when all the other little 

boys in the block came in their Sunday clothes and creaking shoes, with their ears still red from their mother's towel, and the pink 

and white birthday cake, and the stuffed olives and all the dishes of which he had been particularly fond, and how he would eat 

and eat and then go to bed and dream of Santa Claus. And in the morning he would awaken and eat again, until by night the fami-

ly doctor arrived with his castor oil, and poor William used to dolefully say that it was altogether too much to have your birthday 

and Christmas all at once. He could remember, too, the royal birthday suppers he had given at college, and the stag dinners, and 

the toasts, and the music, and the good fellows who had wished him happiness and really meant what they said. 

And since then there were other birthday suppers that he could not remember so clearly; the memory of them was heavy and flat, 

like cigarette smoke that has been shut in a room all night, like champagne that has been a day opened, a song that has been too 

often sung, an acute sensation that has been overstrained. They seemed tawdry and garish, discordant to him now. He rather 

wished he could forget them altogether. 

Whichever way his mind now turned there was one thought that it could not escape, and that was the idea of food. He caught the 

scent of a cigar suddenly, and felt a sharp pain in the pit of his abdomen and a sudden moisture in his mouth. His cold hands 

clenched angrily, and for a moment he felt that bitter hatred of wealth, of ease, of everything that is well-fed and well-housed that 

is common to starving men. At any rate he had a right to eat! He had demanded great things from the world once: fame and 

wealth and admiration. Now it was simply bread—and he would have it! He looked about him quickly and felt the blood begin to 

stir in his veins. In all his straits he had never stolen anything, his tastes were above it. But to-night there would be no to-morrow. 

He was amused at the way in which the idea excited him. Was it possible there was yet one more experience that would distract 

him, one thing that had power to excite his jaded interest? Good! he had failed at everything else, now he would see what his 

chances would be as a common thief. It would be amusing to watch the beautiful consistency of his destiny work itself out even in 

that role. It would be interesting to add another study to his gallery of futile attempts, and then label them all: "the failure as a 

journalist," "the failure as a lecturer," "the failure as a business man," "the failure as a thief," and so on, like the titles under the 

pictures of the Dance of Death. It was time that Childe Roland came to the dark tower. 

A girl hastened by him with her arms full of packages. She walked quickly and nervously, keeping well within the shadow, as if she 

were not accustomed to carrying bundles and did not care to meet any of her friends. As she crossed the muddy street, she made 

an effort to lift her skirt a little, and as she did so one of the packages slipped unnoticed from beneath her arm. He caught it up 

and overtook her. "Excuse me, but I think you dropped something." 

She started, "O, yes, thank you, I would rather have lost anything than that." 

The young man turned angrily upon himself. The package must have contained something of value. Why had he not kept it? Was 

this the sort of thief he would make? He ground his teeth together. There is nothing more maddening than to have morally con-

sented to crime and then lack the nerve force to carry it out. 

A carriage drove up to the house before which he stood. Several richly dressed women alighted and went in. It was a new house, 

and must have been built since he was in Chicago last. The front door was open and he could see down the hall-way and up the 

stair case. The servant had left the door and gone with the guests. The first floor was brilliantly lighted, but the windows upstairs 

were dark. It looked very easy, just to slip upstairs to the darkened chambers where the jewels and trinkets of the fashionable 

occupants were kept. 

Still burning with impatience against himself he entered quickly. Instinctively he removed his mud-stained hat as he passed quickly 

and quietly up the stair case. It struck him as being a rather superfluous courtesy in a burglar, but he had done it before he had 

thought. His way was clear enough, he met no one on the stairway or in the upper hall. The gas was lit in the upper hall. He passed 

the first chamber door through sheer cowardice. The second he entered quickly, thinking of something else lest his courage 
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should fail him, and closed the door behind him. The light from the hall shone into the room through the transom. The 

apartment was furnished richly enough to justify his expectations. He went at once to the dressing case. A number of 

rings and small trinkets lay in a silver tray. These he put hastily in his pocket. He opened the upper drawer and found, as 

he expected, several leather cases. In the first he opened was a lady's watch, in the second a pair of old-fashioned brace-

lets; he seemed to dimly remember having seen bracelets like them before, somewhere. The third case was heavier, the 

spring was much worn, and it opened easily. It held a cup of some kind. He held it up to the light and then his strained 

nerves gave way and he uttered a sharp exclamation. It was the silver mug he used to drink from when he was a little boy. 

The door opened, and a woman stood in the doorway facing him. She was a tall woman, with white hair, in evening dress. 

The light from the hall streamed in upon him, but she was not afraid. She stood looking at him a moment, then she threw 

out her hand and went quickly toward him. 

"Willie, Willie! Is it you!" 

He struggled to loose her arms from him, to keep her lips from his cheek. 

"Mother—you must not! You do not understand! O, my God, this is worst of all!" 

Hunger, weakness, cold, shame, all came back to him, and shook his self-control 

completely. Physically he was too weak to stand a shock like this. Why could it 

not have been an ordinary discovery, arrest, the station house and all the rest of 

it. Anything but this! A hard dry sob broke from him. Again he strove to disen-

gage himself. 

"Who is it says I shall not kiss my son? O, my boy, we have waited so long for 

this! You have been so long in coming, even I almost gave you up." 

Her lips upon his cheek burnt him like fire. He put his hand to his throat, and 

spoke thickly and incoherently: "You do not understand. I did not know you were 

here. I came here to rob—it is the first time—I swear it—but I am a common 

thief. My pockets are full of your jewels now. Can't you hear me? I am a common 

thief!" 

"Hush, my boy, those are ugly words. How could you rob your own house? How could you take what is your own? They 

are all yours, my son, as wholly yours as my great love—and you can't doubt that, Will, do you?" 

That soft voice, the warmth and fragrance of her person stole through his chill, empty veins like a gentle stimulant. He felt 

as though all his strength were leaving him and even consciousness. He held fast to her and bowed his head on her strong 

shoulder, and groaned aloud. 

... 

He looked up at her questioningly. "I wonder if you know how much you pardon?" 

"O, my poor boy, much or little, what does it matter? Have you wandered so far and paid such a bitter price for 

knowledge and not yet learned that love has nothing to do with pardon or forgiveness, that it only loves, and loves—and 

loves? They have not taught you well, the women of your world." She leaned over and kissed him, as no woman had 

kissed him since he left her. 

He drew a long sigh of rich content. The old life, with all its bitterness and useless antagonism and flimsy sophistries, its 

brief delights that were always tinged with fear and distrust and unfaith, that whole miserable, futile, swindled world of 

Bohemia seemed immeasurably distant and far away, like a dream that is over and done. And as the chimes rang joyfully 

outside and sleep pressed heavily upon his eyelids, he wondered dimly if the Author of this sad little riddle of ours were 

not able to solve it after all, and if the Potter would not finally mete out his all comprehensive justice, such as none but he 

could have, to his Things of Clay, which are made in his own patterns, weak or strong, for his own ends; and if some day 

we will not awaken and find that all evil is a dream, a mental distortion that will pass when the dawn shall break. 
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December 2022 
4 Maia Knight     23 Laurell Brault  
9 Divina Frazer     27 Laura Kiely 
14 Charlie Colbert    29 Steve Levison 
17 Emily Boswell Stuercke   29 Loxlin Paige 
19 Melanie Morgan 
22 Patty Beauharnois 
22 Steve & Aundrea Levison– Anniversary 

THE MEANING OF CHRISTMAS 

I n 1980, the day before Christmas, Richard Ballenger’s mother in Anderson, South Carolina, was busy wrapping 

packages and asked her young son to shine her shoes. Soon, with the proud smile that only a seven-year-old can 

muster, he presented the shoes for inspection. His mother was so pleased that she gave him a quarter. 

 

 On Christmas morning as she put on the shoes to go to church, she noticed a lump in one shoe. She took it 

off and found a quarter wrapped in paper. Written on the paper in a child’s scrawl were the words, “I done it for 

love.” 

 

 When the final curtain falls, each of us will be the sum of our choices throughout life, the sum of the ap-

pointments we kept and the appointments we didn’t keep. The glory of the shipwrecked will be that they habitually 

failed to turn up for duty. In their defense they claim they were detained by a baby in swaddling clothes. When inter-

rogated as to why they hung out in the stable, they answer, “We done it for love.” 

 

 In their integrity the shipwrecked preserve the meaning of Christmas in its pristine purity—the birthday of 

the Savior and the eruption of the messianic era into history. 

 

 This Christmas, may you belong to their number. 

 

 We love because he first loved us. 

 

    I John 4:19 

 

Brennan Manning 

Reflections for ragamuffins 
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The Journey Of The Magi 
 

A cold coming we had of it, 

Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 

The ways deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter.' 

And the camels galled, sorefooted, refractory, 

Lying down in the melting snow. 

There were times we regretted 

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 

And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 

Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 

and running away, and wanting their liquor and 

women, 

And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shel-

ters, 

And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 

And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 

A hard time we had of it. 

At the end we preferred to travel all night, 

Sleeping in snatches, 

With the voices singing in our ears, saying 

That this was all folly. 

 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 

Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation; 

With a running stream and a water-mill beating the 

darkness, 

And three trees on the low sky, 

And an old white horse galloped away in the mead-

ow. 

Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the 

lintel, 

Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 

But there was no information, and so we continued 

And arriving at evening, not a moment too soon 

Finding the place; it was (you might say) satisfactory. 

 

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 

And I would do it again, but set down 

This set down 

This: were we led all that way for 

Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly 

We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and 

death, 

But had thought they were different; this Birth was 

Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 

T.S. Eliot 
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Luke 2:1-20 The Birth of Jesus, the Christ  (The Message) 

 
“A Savior has just been born in David’s town” 

 
 

 

A bout that time Caesar Augustus ordered a census to be taken throughout the 
Empire. This was the first census when Quirinius was governor of Syria. Everyone had to travel to his own 
ancestral hometown to be accounted for. So Joseph went from the Galilean town of Nazareth up to Beth-
lehem in Judah, David’s town, for the census. As a descendant of David, he had to go there. He went with 
Mary, his fiancée, who was pregnant. 
 
While they were there, the time came for her to give birth. She gave birth to a son, her firstborn. She 
wrapped him in a blanket and laid him in a manger, because there was no room in the hostel. 
There were shepherds camping in the neighborhood. They had set night watches over their sheep. Sud-
denly, God’s angel stood among them and God’s glory blazed around them. They were terrified. The angel 
said, “Don’t be afraid. I’m here to announce a great and joyful event that is meant for everybody, world-
wide: A Savior has just been born in David’s town, a Savior who is Messiah and Master. This is what you’re 
to look for: a baby wrapped in a blanket and lying in a manger.” 
At once the angel was joined by a huge angelic choir singing God’s praises: 
 

Glory to God in the heavenly heights, 
Peace to all men and women on earth who please him. 

 

As the angel choir withdrew into heaven, the shepherds talked it over. “Let’s get over to Bethlehem as fast 
as we can and see for ourselves what God has revealed to us.” They left, running, and found Mary and Jo-
seph, and the baby lying in the manger. Seeing was believing. They told everyone they met what the an-
gels had said about this child. All who heard the shepherds were impressed. 
 
Mary kept all these things to herself, holding them dear, deep within 
herself. The shepherds returned and let loose, glorifying and praising 
God for everything they had heard and seen. It turned out exactly the 
way they’d been told! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The Nativity by Botticelli 

From Journey of the Magi… 

 

We return to our places, these Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 

 

T.S. Eliot 

Journey of the Magi is from Collected Poems 

1909-1962  

https://allpoetry.com/The-Journey-Of-The-Magi
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    John 1:1-18 The arrival of Jesus, the Word of God (The Message) 

 
   “The Word became flesh and blood, and moved into the neighborhood” 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
The Word was first, 
the Word present to God, 
God present to the Word. 
The Word was God, 
in readiness for God from day one. 
 
Everything was created through him; 
nothing—not one thing!— 
came into being without him. 
What came into existence was Life, 
and the Life was Light to live by. 
The Life-Light blazed out of the darkness; 
the darkness couldn’t put it out. 
 
There once was a man, his name John, 
sent by God to point out the way to the Life-Light. 
He came to show everyone where to look, 
who to believe in. 
John was not himself the Light; 
he was there to show the way to the Light. 
 
The Life-Light was the real thing: 
Every person entering Life 
he brings into Light. 
He was in the world, 
the world was there through him, 
and yet the world didn’t even notice. 
He came to his own people, 
but they didn’t want him. 
 
But whoever did want him, 
who believed he was who he claimed 
and would do what he said, 
He made to be their true selves, 
their child-of-God selves. 
These are the God-begotten, 
not blood-begotten, 
not flesh-begotten, 
not sex-begotten. 
 
 

 

 

The Word became flesh and blood, 
and moved into the neighborhood. 
We saw the glory with our own eyes, 
the one-of-a-kind glory, 
like Father, like Son, 
Generous inside and out, 
true from start to finish. 
 
John pointed him out and called, “This is the One! 
The One I told you was coming after me 
but in fact was ahead of me. 
He has always been ahead of me, 
has always had the first word.” 
 
We all live off his generous abundance, 
gift after gift after gift. 
We got the basics from Moses, 
and then this exuberant giving and receiving, 
This endless knowing and understanding— 
all this came through Jesus, the Messiah. 
 
No one has ever seen God, 
not so much as a glimpse. 
This one-of-a-kind God-Expression, 
who exists at the very heart of the Father, 
has made him plain as day. 
 
 

 

“...The Word became flesh and dwelt 
among us…” 
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  Homer, the happy scene of his own younger 

days and the home of his beloved wife’s child-

hood to “watch and wait” till the Master 

should call them to their final rest and glorious 

reward. For ten or twelve years he remained 

there having no regular ministerial duties, 

though sometimes officiating at a baptism or a 

funeral or conducting a service as occasion 

required and strength allowed. And yet, per-

haps, never before did this godly man more 

effectually display the beauty and the work of 

godliness than during these years of retirement.” The Barrows are 

buried in Glenwood Cemetery in Homer. 

Father Barrows and his wife Harriet were the parents of four chil-

dren; Harriet “Hattie” Anne 1833-1909, Erasmus Heber 1837-1840, 

Lydia Adelaide 1841-1930, Jane “Jennie” Elizabeth 1844-1904.  

Hattie, the eldest child married in 1855, James Copeland Jr. of New 

York City; she lost her husband after 5 months but had a child, 

James Barrows Copeland.  After thirteen years of caring for her 

child she began to work in Episcopal schools that included St. John’s 

School, Manlius NY; Kemper Hall, Kenosha WI; St. Paul’s School, 

Concord, NY and The Cathedral School, Fond du Lac WI. Hattie once 

said of her mother, “Our mother was an exceptional woman, strong 

of mind and of purpose and one of the most unselfish, generous 

persons I ever knew. Her mind was bright and clear to the very 

last.” Hattie is buried with her husband in Brookside Cemetery, 

Waddington, NY. 

Jane never married and on multiple census reports is found living 

with her parents. She died in December 1904 in an Episcopal hospi-

tal in the Bronx, the “Home for Incurables” of chronic nephritis and 

a congenital deformity. She is buried with her parents. 

Lydia Adelaide, in 1878, was working in the House of the Good 

Shepherd in Syracuse (later Upstate Medical Center) as a Deacon-

ess.  She joined the Episcopal religious order, Sisters of the Holy 

Nativity, in Fon du Lac, Wisconsin becoming professed as the tenth 

sister on the last Thursday in Eastertide May 19, 1892. She died De-

cember 12, 1934 at the age of 93 years.  

 

   Sister Adeliade             Rev. Liberty Alonzo Barrows                                

 

 

The Rev. Mr. Barrows remained as Missionary in 

the North Country until 1865 when he left to take 

a position as rector and missionary at Gethsema-

ne Church, Westmoreland and St. Mark’s Church, 

Clark’s Mills in Oneida County. He resigned that 

position in October of 1868 when a new rector 

took over. He was a founding member of the Dio-

cese of Central New York and attended the first 

annual convention in June 1869 at Grace and 

Trinity Churches in Utica. In 1869-70 he also 

preached in Calvary Church, Homer and in Grace 

Church, Cortland and was reported to be in poor 

health.  

The Gospel Messenger, May 1882 reported 

“Entered into ‘the rest that remaineth for the 

people of God’ at Homer, Cortland County N.Y. 

on Wednesday morning March 22nd, 1882, the 

Rev. Liberty A. Barrows, aged 82 years; and on 

Wednesday, March 29th, his beloved wife, Harriet 

Bowen Barrows, aged 80 years. For 50 years, 

lacking only a few months they were united in 

the dearest relations and closest bonds of earthly 

affection, and death “separated” then only for a 

very few days.  The sudden departure of the aged 

and beloved couple was a severe shock of be-

reavement to the loving ones left behind, but all 

had to feel that it was “beautiful for them,” and a 

loving mercy of God that they were taken away 

to His kingdom above, so near together.  During 

the day after her husband’s death Mrs. Barrows 

seemed as well as she had been for months and 

years.  But in the evening, she was taken with 

pneumonia, in the same way that he had been; 

and the disease rapidly followed the same course 

to the same fatal termination.”  

“Mr. Barrows did most faithful and efficient mis-

sionary work for many years in St. Lawrence 

County, N.Y., having at one time charge of Wad-

dington, Norfolk and Lisbon, organizing the par-

ish of St. Luke’s in the latter place. But this kind 

of missionary labor followed for nearly forty 

years, requiring the laborer to travel many miles 

every Sunday and hold three or four services, in 

all kinds of weather, finally brought on a bron-

chial difficulty and a loss of voice which com-

pelled the cessation of active labors. And then 

advanced in years and broken in health, this 

faithful and weary servant of Christ retired to 
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Local Church History 

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

 

Rev. Liberty Alonzo Barrows 
Liberty Alonzo Barrows was born May 12, 1800 in Boston, Suffolk County MA the son of Joel and 

Esther Faye Barrows. He moved to Homer, NY to prepared himself for college at the Homer Acade-

my. During his academic course prior to college, and in order to secure the means for attending col-

lege, he taught school for several winter terms. It was a decided mark of good character that he won 

the admiration and confidence of all its scholars. Some who were only his students for a few months 

remembered him over fifty years later with high esteem and warm affection. He was a graduate of 

Union College in August 1829 and a June 1832 graduate of General Theological Seminary. He was 

ordained a deacon at St. Luke’s Church in New York City by the Rt. Rev. Benjamin Onderdonk D.D. on 

July 1, 1832 and priest on October 6, 1833 at St. John’s Chapel in NYC. On September 19, 1832 in 

Homer, NY by the Rev. H. Gregory, he was married to Harriet Anne Bowen, the daughter of the late 

Levi Bowen and Anna Skinner. 

 Bishop Onderdonk made his annual visit in Chenango County in 1832 and visited in Norwich preach-

ing in the Presbyterian church there. Shortly after the Bishop’s tour of visitation or perhaps as a re-

sult of that visitation, Fr. Barrows held the first service in the court house.  A month later, Emmanuel 

Episcopal church was incorporated and he became rector and remained until 1835 when he depart-

ed to divide his time between Christ Church, Sherburne and the St. Thomas parish he founded in 

Hamilton. St. Thomas was incorporated September 21, 1835 at the “Ladies Academy” their place of 

worship having been organized a year prior by the missionary labors of the Rev. Mr. Barrows. The 

Diocese of Western NY noted in 1835 that “Christ Church, Sherburne under the Rev. Liberty A. Bar-

rows has a bell and a rectory (the latter not paid for) and Norwich under the same missionary has 

finished a church which “for neatness and convenience is surpassed by few.” 

 In 1838 he became rector again at Emmanuel; the church, consecrated in 1836 was again in debt. 

The same year, as one of early clergy he was at the formation of the Diocese of Western New York and present at 

their first meeting at Trinity Church, Geneva on All Saint’s Day November 1, 1838 along with the Rev. Seth Beardsley 

and the Rev. Henry S. Attwater. 

 He resigned from Emmanuel Church in 1842 to become rector of Christ Church, Sherburn for a second time, where 

he remained until 1846 when he went to St. Paul’s Church in Oak Hill, Green County, NY. During his time there his 

daughter Harriet A. was confirmed on Sept 3, 1848 by the Rt. Rev. Wm. H. DeLancy. He remained there until 1854 

until he was assigned to be rector at St. Paul’s Church in Waddington where he stayed until 1860 when he became a 

full time Missionary to Norfolk and Lisbon. 

In 1860 his parochial report read “Grace Church, Norfolk”; the Rev. Liberty A. Barrows, Missionary.  I removed to this 

Parish the 16th of May last.  Since then, my time has been divided between Norfolk and Lisbon.  These Parishes are 

both feeble and situated too far apart to be connected.  There is nothing at present in either very flattering, nor yet 

very discouraging.  I think it is pretty good missionary ground.  Large accessions are not at present to be expected.  

By patient and faithful labor, with God’s blessing, the Parishes may build up.” The following year 1861, his report on 

Grace Church in part stated,” This parish is some respects is doing well.  Through the energies of a few devoted La-

dies, and the liberality of friends abroad, we have raised one hundred dollars, and purchased a Melodeon for the 

gallery of the Church.  We have also, by the assistance of friends and my own personal sacrifices, obtained the 

amount that we lacked last year, and put a bell-gable upon the south transept of the Church, and put a cast-steel 

bell in it; both of which cost two hundred dollars.  Much remains to be done about the Church, but there is at pre-

sent little or no pecuniary strength in the Parish.” 

 

Local 
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The Oxen 
BY  THOMAS HARDY

 

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock. 

“Now they are all on their knees,” 

An elder said as we sat in a flock 

By the embers in hearthside ease. 

 

We pictured the meek mild creatures where 

They dwelt in their strawy pen, 

Nor did it occur to one of us there 

To doubt they were kneeling then. 

 

So fair a fancy few would weave 

In these years! Yet, I feel, 

If someone said on Christmas Eve, 

“Come; see the oxen kneel, 

 

“In the lonely barton by yonder coomb 

Our childhood used to know,” 

I should go with him in the gloom, 

Hoping it might be so. 

 

Christmas at St. Philip’s  through the 

years 

2014 

2015 

2017 

2011 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/thomas-hardy
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

    1 
Common Cents 

10-2 

2 3 

CHRISTMAS 

BAZAAR 10-2 

Common Cents 

10-noon 

4 
ADVENT 2—

HOLY EUCHA-

RIST 10 A.M. 

5 6 
Common Cents 

10-2 

7 
EUCHARIST AT 

UNITED HELP-

ERS, CANTON 2 

P.M. 

8 
Common Cents 

10-2 

9 10 
Common Cents 

10-noon 

11 
ADVENT 3—

HOLY EUCHA-

RIST—ROSE/

GAUDETE SUN-

DAY 

12 13 
Common Cents 

10-2 

14 
Women’s 

Guild—Noon 

15 
Common Cents 

10-2 

16 17 
Vestry—10 a.m. 

Common Cents 

10-noon 

18 ADVENT 4, 

HOLY EUCHA-

RIST 10 A.M./ 

DEANERY EVEN-

SONG, ST. JOHN’S 

MASSENA—3 P.M. 

19 20 
Common Cents 

CLOSED UN-

TIL JANUARY 

10, 2023 

21 22 
Common Cents 

CLOSED UN-

TIL JANUARY 

10, 2023 

23 24 CHRIST-

MAS EVE-LESSONS 

AND CAROLS –5 

P.M. FOLLOWED 

BY COVERED-DISH 

SUPPER 

 

25 CHRIST-

MAS DAY! O 

COME LET US 

ADORE HIM– 

HOLY  EUCHA-

RIST 10A.M. 

26 27 
Common Cents 

CLOSED UN-

TIL JANUARY 

10, 2023 

28 29 
Common Cents 

CLOSED UN-

TIL JANUARY 

10, 2023 

30 31 
Common Cents 

CLOSED UN-

TIL JANUARY 

10, 2023 

December 2022 
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A DVENT  AND  C HRISTMAS  
2022  

 
November 27  First Sunday in Advent—holy eucharist—10:00 a.m. 

 

December   4   second Sunday in advent—holy eucharist—10:00 a.m. 

 

December 11  third Sunday in advent—rose/Gaudete Sunday—holy 

     eucharist—10:00 a.m. 

 

December 18  fourth Sunday in advent—holy eucharist—10:00 a.m. 

    Deanery-wide evensong service at st. john’s, Massena, 

    3:00 p.m.—guests welcome—light refreshments after 

 

December 24  Saturday—Christmas eve service with lessons and  

    carols—5:00 p.m., followed by a covered-dish supper 

 

December 25  Christmas day!  O come let us adore him! -  

     holy eucharist—10:00 a.m.  

 

 

 

 


