
Dear Friends,                                                
 

One of my favorite Calvin and Hobbes comic strips starts with Calvin sitting at his school desk 

taking an exam. The question we find him pondering is one you may remember from your own 

school days: “Where is Plymouth Rock”? After giving it some careful consideration, Calvin 

writes his answer: “I am not presently at liberty to divulge that information, as it might 

compromise our agents in the field.”  In the last frame, Calvin looks straight at us with an impish 

smile and says, “I understand my tests are popular reading in the Teachers’ Lounge.” 
 

Most children have trouble understanding what a question about Plymouth Rock has to do with 

their lives in the here and now. But as we grow older, we come to realize just how deeply our 

present is linked with the past. That is certainly true of me. Little did I realize, when arriving 

here on the Jersey Shore several years ago, how much I would come to appreciate the history 

contained in this little corner of the world.  
 

For many weeks this past autumn we had college interns stationed at Christ Church delving into 

our past. No, they are not out in the cemetery with a shovel; these interns have been making their 

way through years and years of parish records, deciphering handwritten parish statistics and 

entering them into a database for us. On the surface that might not sound so very exciting. But it 

is. The very thought of it beckons to the imagination. Simply reading the list of family names 

opens up a treasure trove of information about who was living in Shrewsbury and allows the 

mind to muse over what life was like in those colonial times. 
  

For instance: recently Senior Warden and Historian Bob Kelly blasted off the following email to 

me: “Did you know that there were 79 baptisms recorded here in 1746. The colonial Shrewsbury 

one year record.” That was all he wrote. No other comment or explanation. As if I had been 

sitting around waiting for just this precise bit of earthshaking news.  
 

But it did get me thinking: what was going on in 1746 that caused so many to be baptized? Was 

this a sociological phenomenon? Did this baptismal statistic mark a sudden boom in the number 

of people moving into the area? And if so, then why? What was going on?  
 

Perhaps there was a deeper, more spiritual reason. Maybe it was the response to the evangelistic 

fervor of the Great Religious Awakening that was sweeping the colonies during those days.  Had 

the famous preacher George Whitfield (who arrived in the colonies in 1740) stopped in 

Monmouth County?  I know he traveled and preached from New York all the way down to 

Charleston; perchance he stopped in at the Allen House?  
 

Or perhaps this was simply a parochial consideration: could it be that the parish had gone a long 

time without a priest? And when one finally arrived, folks were lined up to have their children 

“done”?  
 

Just this one statistic has gotten my mind going: what does it all mean? But wait! I just received 

another email: “The students will be providing a year by year bar chart. For 1733-1775, a total 



of 1304 Baptisms.” Perhaps before I do too much digging I will wait to see just what that bar 

chart reveals. Who knows…..it may even lead to a link with Plymouth Rock…….  

 

Peace, 

 

Mother Lisa+ 
 


