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      Very Reverend Michael Speck – Pastor -  (315) 246-6051 (Cell), (315)  255-2998 (Home)  
                                                                   mspeck100@gmail.com  
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Reverend Deacon David Donch                 Reverend Deacon Michael W. Speck 
Sr. Warden Greg Michaels        Jr. Warden Rocco Lupo          Reader Nathaniel Donch    

 

Sunday, December 1, 2019  
Sunday, December 1               -9:40 AM – 3rd and 6th Hours                                   
                                                        -10:00 AM – Divine Liturgy followed by a Panikhida for  
                                                                    members of the Aversa, Donch and Wilczek Families 
Wednesday, December 4      -No Divine Liturgy   
Thursday, December 5          -5:00 PM – Vespers with Litya 
Friday, December 6               -9:00 AM – Divine Liturgy – Feast of St. Nicholas 
Saturday, December 7           -4:30 PM – Confessions  -4:45 PM – 9th Hour 
                                                       - 5:00 PM – Vespers                                         
Sunday, December 8              -9:00 AM – Adult Education  -9:40 AM – 3rd and 6th Hours 

                                  -10:00 AM – Divine Liturgy – Sisterhood and Council meetings.                                                             
 

We wish to express our condolences to the family of Metro Kondratick who entered into Life 
Everlasting yesterday. Originally from Auburn and our parish, Metro had been residing in 
Maryland with his wife Joanne.  Arrangements for his funeral here in Auburn are incomplete 
at present. Burial will be in St. Nicholas Cemetery. Updates will be posted on our web site. 
May Metro’s Memory be Eternal. 
 

Donation 
$1,000 to the General Fund on the occasion of the ordination of Fr. Deacon Michael Speck  

by Jim and Nancy Perfield.  
 
Jaci Aversa is collecting items for local homeless individuals. White washcloths, toothpaste, 
toothbrushes, soap and deodorant are especially needed.  Please support this important 
charitable activity during the time of this Nativity Fast and throughout the year. God Bless 
You for your kindness! 
 
Please see our financial secretary Matushka Jonni Donch if you have any questions about 
your dues or donations to our church during these last weeks of 2019. 
 
Please also consider a donation to the Distinguished Diocesan Benefactor program that is 
administered by Archbishop Michael. These donations are used to support mission parishes, 
seminarians, and struggling parishes throughout our diocese and greatly aid in the life of our 
diocese. Contributions of any amount are welcome and checks should be made payable to, 
The Diocese of New York and New Jersey, 33 Hewitt Avenue, Bronxville, New York 10708. 

http://www.stnicholasauburn.com/


On Wednesday (December 4) we commemorate the Glorification of the New Martyr of 
Russia, St. Alexander Hotovitsky. St. Alexander worked tirelessly in our country at the 
beginning of the 20th Century establishing and building churches. Among those he helped to 
organize is our own St. Nicholas Church. He was executed by the Bolsheviks on August 19, 
1937 being a zealous witness of Jesus Christ in the dark days of Russian godlessness. 
As we enter the last weeks of 2019, let us read a beautiful passage that he wrote in 1902:   

Again I stand on the threshold of a New Year. Again I stand on the crest of a mountain, where I may make a 
halt and review, before I walk again on the path I have trod. I shall halt, I shall rest, I shall hush my troubled 
heart, be it only for this short moment, I shall hide from the blizzard, which had followed me ever since I set 

out, and will meet me again the moment I leave my seclusion. Oh, Lord! help me calmly examine my soul 
and Thy creation. 

I gaze at God’s creation, at everything which He had sent to me, which has been placed close to me, which, 
through His will, has come together in my life, and, with my hand on my heart, from the depth of my heart 

and conscience, I say: all this is very good! Yonder is my happy childhood — how brightly it shines, diffusing 
its aroma from the distant long ago, how it lights up my path before me, how it freshens my soul, during 

spells of exhaustion! Yonder is my ardent youth and with it all that brought to my soul the first raptures of 
feeling. Here are my lessons, my joys, my bitter losses, here are the people to like with whom is my 

happiness, here are others, whom I have buried in the damp earth, almost unconscious with grief; here are 
all in whose company I grew up, with whom I worried, from whom I have received gifts of love and of wrath, 
from whom have I accepted honor and dishonor; here is Nature, which, at times, appeared to me more alive 
and more responsive, which had more power to energize my spirit, than living beings themselves; here are 
my pleasures, my connections, my illnesses. All, all this is very good. All was good, that God’s Providence 

sent into my life. Nothing was in vain. Everything was for good. 

My past! How far it stretches back in the wondrous country, whence come to me a glad sound, or a beloved 
image, consolation, and hope, and bitter remorse. I gaze at it and I smile for joy, I gaze at it and I cover my 

face with my hands for shame. Yet I know: it is mine, it is myself, it is a part of my life, and no power can take 
it from me or erase what is written in it. And that which is written in it is the future, it is the fate of man. 

Many are the lives in it, whose mysterious meaning will be disclosed at some future time, at the time when 
the seed that was sown, will come to ripeness, when, in letters of fire, it will bring forward the word, traced 
on it by eternal wisdom, unrevealed as yet to mind and conscience, but not to be separated from life. Whilst 
man lived his days, whilst he worked and slept, whilst he laughed and cried, whilst he moved and rested — 
eternal Wisdom traced this word on his life and sealed it with a seal of its own, putting a magic spell on it, 

until the time comes for the seal to be broken, and for a dark corner of a man’s life to be lit up by the light of 
God’s understanding, which lies hidden in life. It is an agony to read some of these words, but once you have 

read them, your heart will know, that those are words of God’s love, of God’s solicitude for man. And with 
every new word, a mystery is revealed, a veil is drawn away and man is made able to understand the 

thoughts and longings of his own heart. 

All is very good. Yet, even now, my restless heart is throbbing with unknown longing and straining to see 
into the distant future. Oh Lord! let Thy blessing rest on us. 

Originally published in the January 1902 supplement to the Vestnik (Messenger) 


