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St. Peter’s flower tradition. Even though some of the 
volunteers know their way about plants and gar-
dens, no special skills are necessary to be part of St. 
Peter’s flower guild; we always welcome new mem-
bers.  You can join any time, even by contributing 
once or twice a year, either by arranging flowers or 
bringing flowers or branches from your gardens. We 
can promise that you will have fun and feel creative. 
Also, children are welcome, if supervised, and might 
enjoy watching some of their designs come to life. 

Torrie Larson & Anne Garcia

St. Peter’s Flower Guild has morphed and 
changed over the past 25 years. In the early 90s, 
the late Jessica Tcherepnine, a well-known botani-
cal artist, took sole responsibility creating beautiful 
arrangements with her painterly eye. When she de-
cided to move on, Jessica recruited Betsey Battistoni 
who, along with a few stalwart helpers, continued 
in the Jessica tradition. A few years back, Betsey 
brought in Torrie Larson and Anne Garcia who, with 
an enlarged group of jolly volunteers, continue the 

Flower Power at St. Peter’s

left, Betsey Battistoni led 
the flower guild at St. 
Peter’s for 20 years before 
handing over the reins to 
Torrie Larson and Anne 
Garcia. Betsey said, “I got 
involved with St. Peter’s 
flower arranging back in 
1995 when Joyce Stanton 
asked me to help one 
Christmas with the aisle 
arrangements.” Joyce 
was an interior designer.

 A well-known 
botanical artist, 
the late Jessica 
Tcherepnine did 
the flowers at St. 
Peter’s from the 
early 1990s to 
early 2000s. Every 
Friday evening, 
she would go to the 
flower district in 
New York City to 
select her flowers 
for the weekend’s 
a r r a n g e m e n t s . 
She did everything 
by herself, with 
no help from a 
committee. 

continued on page 4

right & below left
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From the Vicar’s Desk

Cavalcade

Recently, I was editing 
an article on Anglican histo-
ry. The author wrote about 
the impact of — damage 
done is not too strong — to 
the 20th century’s “liturgi-

cal movement.”
It occurred to me that here we are, 23 years 

into the twenty-first century, and we are still dealing 
with the twentieth.

By this point in the 20th century the world had 
already suffered the horror of “The Great War” — 
the war to end all wars.

Yet, as I write, the newsfeeds tell me our lead-
ers are flirting with a “global war.”1

1  “Sunak, Harris Discuss Ukraine, Call the Conflict ‘a Global War’,” 
Reuters (Thomson Reuters, February 18, 2023), https://www.reuters.com/world/
sunak-harris-discuss-ukraine-call-conflict-a-global-war-2023-02-18/.

It is as if we have forgotten the lessons the 
20th Century had to teach us. Remembering them 
would go a long way towards redeeming that cen-
tury’s crimes — and stopping our own.

Already by the 1930s a movie like Cavalcade 
(based on the 1931 Noel Coward play of the same 
name) was trying to come to terms with the unre-
lenting changes being wrought upon society. A re-
curring motif in the film is the procession of riders 
symbolizing an unstoppable force.

The Book of Revelation describes much the 
same thing. The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. 
The rise of the armies of Gog and Magog.

The Bible was never easy reading, but its in-
tent has always been to comfort the elect, God’s 
Church, in times such as these.

As history repeats itself with ever more inten-
sity, our need for this comfort only grows.

                                    Jacob W. Dell

Easter Schedule

Sunday, April 2, 2023 - Palm Sunday
Holy Communion at 8 and 9:30 AM

Friday, April 7, 2023 - Good Friday
12:00 PM

Sunday, April 9, 2023 - Easter Day
Holy Communion at 8 and 9:30 AM
Easter Egg Hunt during 9:30 Service

Monday, April 10, 2023 - Annual Election
10 AM, Old Rectory
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This year’s Memorial 
Day service will be held on 
Sunday, May 28, at 9:30AM in 
a tent in the Cemetery of St. 
Peter’s Church (at the inter-
section of U.S. Route 44 and 
the Shunpike).  This is always 
a moving service with prayers 
suitable to the day and music 
of patriotic hymns accompa-
nied by a brass quartet.  Our honoree and guest 
speaker this year will be J. Winthrop Aldrich.  
Mr. Aldrich, who grew up in New York City and 
in the Hudson Valley, is a Veteran of the Unit-
ed States Army.  He has also dedicated much of 

Memorial Day Service

his life to public service as 
long-time Deputy Commis-
sioner for Historic Preserva-
tion for New York State, as 
a founder of Hudson River 
Heritage, and in other re-
lated initiatives of preserva-
tion.  He is a descendant of 
a long line of ancestors who 
have dedicated themselves 

to serving our country.  A reception will follow the 
service with refreshments of gingerbread and lem-
onade.  This promises to be a service well worth 
attending.  Please mark your calendars.

David Parshall

Most people have heard “Love your neigh-
bor as yourself.”  And the addition: “the entire 
law is fulfilled in this” tells us these words are 
critically important. It causes me to ponder, 
what happens if someone doesn’t love him- or 
herself?  We are all flawed, imperfect human 
beings, so what helps us love ourselves in spite 
of our failings, so that we can indeed love our 
neighbors, too?  Could it be, if we truly under-
stand we are loved and totally “put together” 
by God, that we can forgive ourselves our own 
humanity, and accept all that we are?  Then 
loving someone as we love ourselves would 
definitely bear positive fruit!  

Not so well known is the continuation of 
Galatians 5:15: “If you bite and devour each 

other, watch out or you will be destroyed by 
each other.” Is our society acting this out?  Is 
it because so many people don’t know God’s 
love?  It does seem with all the divisiveness 
and hostilities surrounding us, that many 
people neither accept themselves nor their 
neighbors.  

 Galatians continues and 5:22 is anoth-
er well-known passage: “But the fruit of the 
spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance, kindness, 
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-
control.  Against such things there is no law.” 
 I think there is hope that we can indeed 
“love thy neighbor as thyself,” if more of God’s 
Word gets out!  

Lise Chase

Musing on Galatians

or
New International Version:  Ga-
latians 5:14 For the entire law 
is fulfilled in keeping this one 
command: “Love your neigh-
bor as yourself.”

King James Version: Galatians 
5:14:  For all the law is ful-
filled in one word, even in 
this; Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour as thyself.
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Bindy Kaye 
has been solely 
responsible for 

creating the 
beautiful wreaths 
at Christmas and 
Easter for as long 

as anyone can 
remember.

Diana Wheeler, 
Betsey Battistoni, 

Lynn Nolan, & 
Karin Shrubsole 

creating the 
Christmas aisle 

arrangements
Torrie Larson & Anne Garcia (co-

chairs) hanging one of Bindy Kaye’s 
wreaths during the Greening of the 

Church, Christmas 2022

Flower Power, continued from page 1

Anne Garcia, 
left, and Torrie 
Larson, right, 
(current co-

chairs) in front 
of the 2022 
Easter altar 

arrangements
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Claire Reid, Lorraine Alexander, & 
Lynn Nolan creating Christmas magic

Barbara Peelor & 
Betsey Battistoni 
enjoying a moment 
of relaxation before 
cleanup begins

Supervised kids are welcome! 
Anne and Frances Garcia working 

on the 2020 Christmas 
altar arrangements

The 2022 Promises flower team: Carol 
Lynch, Anne Garcia, Betsey Battistoni, 

Torrie Larson, & Kathy Holden  missing: 
Karin Shrubsole

A BIG shout-
out to Mike and 
Laura Licis, 
whose constant 
help and support 
of the flower 
guild are so 
appreciated–and 
highly valued.

Getting ready for St. Peter’s 
Promises, October 2022

Other parishioners involved in the Flower Guild 
and offering help with weekly flowers and special 
occasions, including Easter and Christmas, are 
Sasha Odnoralov, Emily Fuller, Laureen Knutsen,  
and Betsy Borsch, all of whom have added greatly to 
the final arrangements.
    And many thanks to Lillian Corbin for 
photographing our efforts through the years.
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On February 19 The Rev. Alison Quin ended 
a sermon that had begun by evoking the image in 
St. Matthew 17:1-9 of a radiant Christ appearing 
before his apostles in a garment of dazzling white. 
This was, we learned, a first sign to some of them 
who had not yet realized that there was more to 
Jesus than the man, the healer and the teacher. 
White was a sign of the divine, with Old Testament 
angels appearing in robes of blinding white. White 
is said to appear seventy-nine times in the King 
James New Testament, but also as a prophetic sign 
of things to come.

As if on cue, at the end of the sermon there 
descended from on high, not from the heavens, but 
from the rafters of St Peter’s, a tiny spider on an 
invisible silk strand. It was one of our benign little 
friends that keep our gardens free of gnats and mos-
quitoes. It hung for a moment, illuminated by the 
clear panes of a stained glass window, before climb-
ing back up to a safer height.  Its pale form appear-
ing just then suggested Robert Frost’s poem, Design.

It follows the sonnet form of two stanzas, some 
fourteen lines, the first eight being the octave and 
the following six the sestet. The chief actor, at first 
glance, is a white spider. Frost sought always to 
look simple, what one reviewer called “subtle indi-
rection.”  The poem can be read as a facile reflec-
tion of a commonplace sight, a moment in a day or 
place not notably remarkable. Somehow, Frost has 
become America’s poet of feel-good rusticity, sum-
moning up images of a comforting bygone country 
life to set against the crass cacophony of the mod-
ern. But there was always more. Before rural New 
England, the man had lived in San Francisco, Bos-
ton and London. He knew a complex urban exis-
tence and its disappointments. His mother suffered 
depression. So too did he, and more chronically yet 
did his daughter.  

In his poem on the spider, the word white ap-
pears three times in the first three lines. The word 
is repeated further on and again more reconditely 
in such words as blight and appall, which are used 
for more than the convenience of rhyme: blight de-
rives from an ancient English root that also gives 
us bleach and appall from an Old French root that 
means to blanch—whites yet again. Frost, the teach-
er, knew English etymology. He also knew the Bible.

Frost found in the cycles and substance of na-
ture phenomena through which to meditate upon 
fate, cause, judgement, and purpose in our existence. 
Said his friend and neighbor, Rabbi Victor Reichert, 
“I hear the voice of God in his poems. He was deeply 
spiritual. He was listening to God.”

The St Peter’s community is composed to a 
large degree of people who revere nature in simi-
lar ways to those of Robert Frost. A few are blessed 
with a comforting sense of just who God is. Others 
struggle, as one senses Frost did, to understand a 
divine purpose, to find access to the transcendent.  
With minds shaped by three centuries of empirical 
sciences, we can try to look to marvels and beauties 
revealed by physics. Following Copernicus and Bra-
he, Kepler’s laws of planetary motion provide our 
early modern sense of a demonstrable harmony in 
the heavens; Newton refined them; Einstein and Lo-
renz revolutionized them, with space-time becoming 
strangely mutable, but still—tantalizingly, haunt-
ingly, fluidly—harmonious and beautiful. 

I asked Pastor Jacob Dell about seeing God 
in this, and if this was to verge on pantheism. The 
philosopher Spinoza was criticized for being a pan-
theist when effectively defining God as “the sum of 
the natural and physical laws of the universe.” Such 
thoughts got him rebuked for heresy. Our pastor re-
assured with a concept new to me, Panentheism. As 
so often, he is there to share a path of learning to 
explore. There is God to be seen in nature and with 
more yet that transcends it. 

What brought the kindred spider to that height, 
Then steered the white moth thither in the night? 
What but design of darkness to appall?-- 
If design govern in a thing so small.

Robert Frost

“Apprehend God in all things, for God is in all 
things. Every single creature is full of God and is a 
book about God. Every creature is a word of God.”  

Meister Eckhardt

“All living creatures are sparks from the radia-
tion of God’s brilliance, emerging from God like the 
rays of the sun.” 

Hildegard of Bingen

Stephen Masri

Design
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St. Peter’s Cemetery is embarking on a major 
project to restore tombstones.   To our knowledge a 
project of this scope has never been undertaken, and, 

with tombstones that 
are as old as 200 years, 
restoration is now ur-
gently needed.  A num-
ber of stones need to be 
secured to their founda-
tions in order to prevent 
them from falling over 
onto a visitor and caus-
ing injury.  Others are 
flat on the ground and 
split into two or more 
parts.  Those can be re-

stored to their upright position with an environmen-
tally sound and secure form of mortar.  Others have 
decorative elements that have fallen over and require 
secure replacement in their correct position.  Pictured 
here are a few images of the numerous tombstones 
requiring restoration work.

The cemetery has a deep history, dating back 
to 1806, when David Johnson, who lived in Lithgow, 
deeded a parcel of land on the Shunpike to the Vestry 
of St. Peter’s for the sum of one dollar.  The cemetery 
was used almost immediately.  Some of the early buri-
als had headstones that date back to the early 1800’s.  
Some of the early 
headstones were 
made in two 
pieces.  The base 
was dug into the 
ground, but no 
foundation was 
placed under it.  
The base had a 
slot in it where 
the bottom of the 
headstone itself was fitted.  Water would find its way 
into the slot and freeze, forcing the headstone to pop 
out.  Sometimes the base would heave, causing the 
entire structure to tip over.  

The purpose of the Cemetery Restoration Proj-
ect is to restore tombstones that have been damaged as 
described above or in other ways and, accordingly, to 
forestall further deterioration to the extent feasible.  

The overall restoration project will require two to 
three years to complete and the aggregate cost is esti-
mated to be in the area of $40,000-$45,000. We have 
confirmed commitments of $12,000 toward the first 
year of the project.  We would like to raise an additional 
$10,000 to fund the initial year’s work and funding or 
pledges for the balance of the work to be done in 2024 and 
possibly 2025.  

The work 
will be done 
by an expert 
group in tomb-
stone restora-
tion, Monument 
C o n s e r v a t i o n 
Collaborative, 
LLC (www.mcc-
monument-con-
servation.com), 
led by Martin 
Johnson, who 
has considerable 
knowledge and 
experience in the 
restoration of tombstones.  MCC has completed resto-
ration work in a number of other cemeteries in the area, 
including the Sharon, Connecticut Cemetery.

The Cemetery Committee would be most grate-
ful for contributions and pledges.  Contributions 
by check should be made payable to St. Peter’s 
Church (noting Tombstone Restoration Project in 
the memo line) and mailed to:

St. Peter’s Church
P.O. Box 1502
Millbrook, New York 12545

Contributions may also be made online 
through the following link:  https://my.e360giving.
com/app/giving/makeagift.  In order to complete 

the contribution please click on “Fund” and scroll 
through to Cemetery Restoration, the 4th option.

Betsey Battistoni & David Parshall

___________
Note: Certain parts of this article were drawn from an article by 
H. Curtis Place, Cemetery Chairman (1953 – 1972 and Senior 
Warden (1976 – 1994).  Photographs courtesy of Lillian Corbin.

Cemetery Restoration Project
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I remember Bishop Paul Moore, who came to St. Peter’s in the 1970s.  He wore his mitre that elevated 
his height so he is remembered by my son George as a towering bishop.

His daughter, Honor Moore, remembers her father in a completely different way and wrote about it 
in a long piece in The New Yorker that became a book entitled A Bishop’s Daughter that is about coming 
to terms with his homosexuality.  It was a painful process, and Honor is a careful, thoughtful and caring 
writer.  She is also a poet, whose poems express the hurt, the pain of a troubled childhood, and of coming 
to terms with her heritage. I quote from the poem “Wrists” published in her collection Red Shoes (2005):
 

 Who but God’s hand
 Could turn a body into light

 the shard of ice to water in her mouth?

 I wanted to touch her
 but these were the hours of argument 

 What is she made of?
 Who does she belong to?

 hours of proof the body is no more
 than wood or leaf or stone

 She had become something of His

She is at the bed of a woman close to death; then 

  he is holding my wrists
 and as I bent further I began to weep
 my body lurching
 until there was no word for it.

And that is all.  We are left there as at the end of a bad dream. The feelings are there though the 
details are dim. It is elusiveness that makes the poem. Just enough details are provided to flesh 
out a child’s experience, or the dream of an experience, remembered many years later.
Honor is a good writer and a good poet, a crafter of lines. She read her poems at a Millbrook 
Poetry Society meeting in 2007.

Stephen Kaye

A Bishop’s daughter

Deadlines for Keynotes

May 20               August 20               November 20               February20                            

Please send submissions to:    acgillis@optonline.net
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 DOUBT

Because doubt is of 
such great interest to me,  I 
read a lot about the subject.  

Recently I have been 
reading “DOUBT, a his-
tory,” by Jennifer Michael 
Hecht.  It is an almost-

500-page tome about the history of doubt, subtitled 
“The Great Doubters and Their Legacy of Innovation 
from Socrates and Jesus to Thomas Jefferson and 
Emily Dickinson.”  A friend lent me the book when 
he read my last article about “doubt.” (Overkill?)

It is unlikely that I will ever get to the end of 
this book.  I am someone who reads several books 
at the same time, and “Doubt” often ends up at the 
bottom of the pile.

However, dipping in to this volume now and 
then has stirred up my interest in Faith and Doubt, 
as more or less a pair, in constant balance.  While 
I am sure this is not true for everyone who is reli-
gious, it certainly is for me.

We all know there is plenty of doubt in this 
world on any subject you can come up with, but I am 
focused on religious doubt with regard to the exis-
tence of God, and all that follows. 

I have probably written, in the past, of the awful 
time in my life when I suddenly woke up in the night, 
after reading something written by James Michener, 
of all people, and thought, for the first time in my life 
“what if there is no God?”  I was in my early thirties 
at the time, a college graduate, married, and mother 
of a small boy, and not yet a law school graduate.

Frankly, I was terrified, and that started a 
long struggle that continues today.  How I some-
times envy those who continue to believe, although 
I no longer think it is possible to live without doubt.  
There are so many parts of the Christian story in 
which I do believe, and so many of which I am not 
so sure.

As Bertrand Russell once said: “The whole 
problem with the world is that fools and fanatics are 
always so certain of themselves, and wiser people 
are so full of doubt.”

I think that is too harsh, and also untrue.  If we 
are talking about religious belief, most of the believ-
ers I know are neither fools nor fanatics.

Most church-goers that I know are at various 
stages and levels of their belief, and I could imagine, 
that, like myself, the strength of their beliefs waxes 
and wanes and hopefully grows as they work on the 
doubts that come up. 

The author of Doubt says that we humans 
have an inordinate desire to understand things, and 
our brains seem to take the whole of life as a great 
puzzle.  Puzzles usually have solutions, so we spend 
our entire lives working on an intriguing mystery, 
and we have no reason to ever be presented with a 
solution, or even to know if there is one. Only those 
with unquestioning belief seem to think they have 
an answer.

According to a French philosopher, Gabriel 
Marcel, problems must be solved, but mysteries are 
to be enjoyed unsolved.  This strikes me as a very 
good place to be: enjoying the mystery which cannot 
be solved, but can be a good place to be in our search 
for belief

Recently, I read a message on Facebook about 
Ash Wednesday, the day I am writing this piece.  It 
was written by a retired priest, one who I met briefly 
at a wedding.

In it he quotes the following Thomas Merton 
prayer: 

My Lord God, I have no idea where I am going. 
I do not see the road ahead of me. I cannot know for 
certain where it will end. nor do I really know myself, 
and the fact that I think I am following your 
will does not mean that I am actually doing so. 
But I believe that the desire to please 
you does in fact please you. And I hope I 
have that desire in all that I am doing. 
I hope that I will never do anything apart from that 
desire.

And I know that if I do this you will lead me by 
the right road, though I may know nothing about it. 
Therefore will I trust you always though 
I may seem to be lost and in the shadow of death.

I will not fear, for you are ever with me, 
and you will never leave me to face my perils alone.”

“The Merton Prayer” from Thoughts in Soli-
tude Copyright © 1956, 1958 by The Abbey of Our 
Lady of Gethsemani.

This honest prayer made me realize that I am 
quite OK being in a place where belief and doubt, 
expressed so beautifully by Merton, are in con-
stant balance.

Betsy Shequine

Keynoter at large . . .
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The following is an excerpt from an article by 
Nicholas Adams that appeared in the Spring 2005 
issue of Keynotes:

The first church of St. Peter’s, Lithgow (1834) 
was destroyed by fire during Easter services in 1880 
and it was decided to rebuild the church near the 
rectory on Deep Hollow Road, rather than at the 
original site in the cemetery on the Shunpike. 

The present-day St. Peter’s is a mixture of high 
church gothic revival and 
arts and crafts style, tradi-
tional in its adherence to the 
gothic, up-to-date especially 
in its extensive use of wood 
on the inte-rior and around 
the bell tower. 

The gothic revival 
movement in architecture 
developed in England in the 
mid-19th century un-der 
the influence of architects 
such as A.W.N. Pugin (1812-
1852), William Butterfield 
(1814-1900), and the writer 
John Ruskin (1819-1900). 

In the United States ar-
chitects like Richard Upjohn 
(1802-1878) not only took up 
Pugin’s gothic models (intended by the Englishman 
for Catholic churches) and adapted them to Epis-
copalian servic-es but, equally, adapted them for 
the missionary op-portunities of North America. In 
1847, for example, Upjohn published his book Ru-
ral Architecture, with a collection of model plans, 
and in subsequent years Episcopal parishes made 
use of its examples. A com-bination of plentiful sup-
plies of timber and, perhaps as important, willing 
wood workers, suggested to Upjohn that economi-
cal rural buildings should be made in wood. 

Upjohn’s influence on Episcopalian church ar-
chitecture in this area was profound. In some cases 

he came to supervise the site; in others it was merely 
the book (or a notable Episcopal Church elsewhere) 
that inspired parishioners to build in the new style.   

St. Peter’s Lithgow, at least in its exterior, is 
one of the second-generation Upjohn churches: rela-
tively faithful to Upjohn on the outside, but more 
up-to-date (and decidedly more comfortable) on the 
inside.  An Upjohn church comparable to St. Pe-
ter’s on the exterior is St. Thomas in Hamilton, NY: 
like St. Peter’s in wood (vertical board and batten) 

with a nearby bell tower. But 
St. Thomas was built in 1847, 
some thirty-five years before 
St. Peter’s. How does the late 
19th century revival differ 
from the mid-century revival? 

St. Peter’s is relatively 
low and warm, and in that re-
spect alone it is different from 
the more aus-tere (and more 
monumental style) favored by 
Up-john in the churches where 
he had a direct hand. Upjohn 
favored height over floor area. 
On the out-side, the openwork 
supports at the porch and in 
the belfry are structural devic-
es that Upjohn (and his follow-
ers) used. The builders at St. 

Peter’s were cer-tainly having some fun showing off 
their skill even in this relatively modest building. 
The later date is clearer still on the inside where 
the extensive wood work and warmth of the interior 
reminds me more of the late nineteenth century Arts 
and Crafts move-ment. The sophistication of the 
builders is evident in the wooden ribs inside and the 
elegant hanging king posts in the vaults.  

John Coolidge, a wonderful and much-admired 
architectural historian, used to claim that any good 
architectural historian ought to be able to date an 
American church on sight to within ten years. (Or 

Thoughts on the Architecture of St. Peter’s

From the Archives

cont’d on following page
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On Ash Wednesday morning, my husband Bob 
and I (and our English Cocker Tux) were all head-
ed down to our office in Yorktown Heights. It was a 
rainy, cold morning and we had a full day planned. 
We stopped to make a few purchases at CVS on 
the way and, as I was coming out I passed by a 
man on his way in, who complimented me on 
my olive fedora. When I looked back to 
thank him, I noticed that he had 
already received his ashes. I 
asked him where he had gotten 
them, since I thought that we could 
fit in a visit to a local church to get ours. He 
told me that he had gotten them at St. Pat-
rick’s, a Catholic Church in town. I continued 
to our car and the man called out to me and 
handed me a service bulletin complete with a packet 
of ashes.  

We never did have time to stop at church for 
ashes, but, thanks to this stranger, we had a plan B.  
We found ourselves very grateful for his kindness, 

which gave us the way to start our Lenten season. I 
very much wanted to pay his kindness forward. 

 When we finished our last appointment of the 
day, we stopped to get a few things for dinner. It 

had been a long day and we really wanted to 
head home, but as I got back to the car, a wom-
an called to me. She was frantic, as she had 
lost her phone somewhere and needed help 

finding it—she thought that, since 
I was wearing a hat, I wouldn’t 
mind the rain. She asked me to call 

her phone, which I did, and we both 
heard her it ring from under her driv-

er’s seat. She was so relieved. Then we headed 
back to Millbrook. When we finally got home, 

were able to hold our service and give each other 
our ashes.

It was a reminder to me that in our rushed and 
distracted times, we can find moments to connect 
with others and make a difference even during un-
expected, friendly brief encounters with strangers.  
Oh, and to wear a hat!

Lillian Chapman

An Ash Wednesday Story

did he say five years?) St. Peter’s would have given 
him a run for his money, I think. I certainly would 
not have dated it to 1880 from the exterior alone. 
Louise Tomkins, the author of the church guide, 
notes that the recessed chancel was added by the 
minister John C. S. Weills at a cost of $400, a subtle 
and somewhat costly early change. Why did the min-
ister feel that addition was so important? It certainly 
gives the altar more prominence, but was anything 
more at stake? Why did the altar need to be seen 
more clearly — a value not always shared by Angli-

Architecture - cont’d from previous page

cans and Episcopalians? In that decision do we see 
the reduced scale and the snug atmosphere of the 
rural gothic interior bump up against the wishes of 
the minister? Or does his wish reflect the aspirations 
of the local community? And which local communi-
ty? Had local farmers (or local gentry?) traveled to 
town and seen grander and newer structures? Had 
the minister some (advanced) idea he wanted to get 
across? Or is this evidence of the early influence of 
the now ubiquitous “weekenders,” forever trying to 
improve and upgrade things?

Nicholas Adams
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St. Peter’s Church, Lithgow
PO Box 1502

Millbrook, NY 12545
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Thoughts on a Recent Keynotes

Musing and Jottings and Reflections for the Newsletter:
         What could be thought of more charming or better
Than “Keynotes” to bring to us, once every quarter,
         The news of our parish – like life-giving water –
That nourishes us, and that keeps us in contact
         With other parishioners, so we can react,
To snippets and comments and relevant facts
         Which keep us informed, and may even attract
Newcomers to know that we welcome them in,
         To know it is a place where their faith can begin
To reach out to others, and be welcomed to meet
         Some diverse opinions, all couched in discrete
And non-threatening questions, that will be simply posed
         About one’s own faith, with no minds being closed.
So, thank you to all of the writers who make 
         The Keynotes for us to all read, and to take
Some comfort in what we read there, for it seems
         That our faith has more meaning than only just dreams.

John Reid


