
A Special Heritage: Treasured Memories
The Eulogy read in Glen Barfoot's funeral service on 
Tuesday, May 22, 2012 at Rockcliffe Gospel Temple in 
Owen Sound, Ontario. By Scott Barfoot, grandson.

Glen was born at home on the seventh 
generation Barfoot farm where he devoted his 
78 years of  life to working the land and loving 
his family.
According to Glen's father, the late Earl 
Barfoot, several minutes after Glen's birth, he 
was set on a table. Suddenly he rolled over all 
by himself  and shocked 
everyone.
Glen's older sister, Ilene 
remembers Glen as a 
resilient young man in his 
early years. One day when 
doing chores he got too 
close to the edge and fell 
down the hay shoot 
knocking himself  
unconscious as he hit the 
lower level barn floor with 
a loud thud. Everyone 
thought he was going to 
die, but by the time the 
doctor saw him, he came 
to and was only bruised 
and a little shaken up. 
Freeda, Glen's second oldest 
sister thinks back to the time she and Glen 
climbed the silo filled with corn up to the old 
50 foot barn rooftop. Glen came up with the 
idea and then Freeda coaxed him on when he 
started to chicken out. When they were on top 
of  the roof  peak they felt like a king and 
queen on top of  the world. Later as they got 
in trouble for this dangerous excursion, Glen 
insisted it was all Freeda's fault.
Glen's younger sister June, he called Junie, 
recalls one harvest season doing hay with 

Glen as their dad, Earl had broken his ankle. 
June was driving the tractor when a bumble 
bee suddenly hovered over her. June was 
petrified of  bees. She called out to Glen for 
help and he in his youthfulness told her to 
"shut up and keep driving the tractor, it's only 
a bee!" But June was so scared she jumped off  
the tractor which remained in gear until the 
bee left. Then she jumped back on, and 
brought it to a safe stop.
Glen grew to love working the fields when at 
the age of  seven started plowing. Later, in the 

CB days he was given the 
walkie-talkie handle of  
"Plough Man." Glen 
Catto, his lifelong friend 
and best man at his first 
wedding, says that Glen's 
nickname was "Steamer" 
as he was very fast and 
would steam through 
things in a quick, get-it-
done fashion.
With a rich spiritual, 
Christian heritage Glen 
matured as a quiet, 
gracious, tenderhearted, 
and hardworking servant 
with an unbending love 
for the Lord Jesus Christ. 
He cared deeply for others 

and often carried their burdens with an 
unusual spirit of  empathy and compassion. 
He lived by the motto, "There is always room 
for one more," and frequently welcomed 
unexpected guests for a meal with family at 
the farm house. 
Glen often spoke words of  wisdom such as "If  
you can't say anything good, don't say 
anything at all." And, "Remember, you are no 
better than anyone else, but you're no worse 
than anyone else either." 
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When raising children he directed, "You got 
to tell them when they are bad, but you also 
have to tell them when they are good." If  you 
were faced with a problem or pressing crisis 
he would wisely advise, "Now don't get too 
excited, it will all get sorted out."
While he confessed to not being a good 
reader, he read the entire Bible from Genesis 
to Revelation 2-3 times. This love for the Lord 
and His Word overflowed into his love for 
family and friends, and especially all the 
children. There was something special about 
the children that brought a warm smile to his 
face.
In his final days at the hospital he loved and 
appreciated his grandchildren and great 
grandchildren in a special way. He even loved 
the nurses - they called him sweetie (except 
the male nurses, of  course).  
As great a man Glen was, what made him so 
remarkable was that he was human. Like each 
one of  us, he had his shortcomings, his quirks 
and his fears. I remember one time where 
Glen lost his temper. We were doing chores 
together and he bent over to pour a pail of  
water into a trough and one of  the ponies 
reached around and bit him right in the rear 
end. I had never seen him so irate. Boy, did 
that animal get chewed out! 
One of  Glen's greatest fears were doctors and 
hospitals. He avoided them like the plague. 
And yet it was at the hospital where he 
exuded even greater faith and courage in His 
Savior, Jesus, as he approached the grand 
entrance into heaven.  
Before he passed, he said that he wanted to go 
to heaven, meaning he was ready to see the 
Lord Jesus face-to-face. Like the Apostle Paul, 
Glen has fought the good fight. He has run 
the race with endurance and now he will 
receive the crown of  life. 

Many angels joined the family as they 
comforted him throughout his illness in his 
final days.
He so appreciated the prayers of  his church 
family more than words can express. 
One of  Glen's favorite Scripture passages is 
the 23rd Psalm which reads:

The Lord is my shepherd; 
I shall not want. 
He makes me to lie down in green pastures;
He leads me beside the still waters. 
He restores my soul; 
He leads me in the paths of  righteousness 
For His names sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of  the 
shadow of  death, I will fear no evil; 
For You are with me; Your rod and Your staff, 
they comfort me. 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of  
my enemies; 
You anoint my head with oil; 
My cup runs over. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me
All the days of  my life;
And I will dwell in the house of  the Lord 
Forever (Psalm 23:1-6 NKJV).

I recall years ago watching my grandfather, 
Glen tend to the growing flock of  sheep that 
was closely huddled together in the rugged 
barn for winter. 
There was tenderness in his calloused hands 
and warmth that radiated nothing less than 
an abiding love. Each day he would feed them 
grain and hay. He doctored the sick with 
penicillin. He woke up often in the early 
hours to ensure the safe delivery of  a 
newborn lamb. If  the pipes froze during a 
chilling snow storm, he would be the first to 
hand deliver a kettle of  water, pouring it 
along the rubbery, iced pipes that lined the 
manger.
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All of  us who worked alongside grandpa, 
Glen, knew of  his love for the flock. But it was 
those simple sheep that knew his love most.
"Co-Nannie! Co-Nannie!" meaning, "Come 
Nannie," Grandpa would call in a firm, but 
gentle tone. The sheep were never startled or 
panicked by his beckon. They yearned for his 
voice of  loving leadership. They followed his 
cadence as he would lead and feed them one 
day at a time. 
How could they not trust such a good 
shepherd?
It brings comfort to know that, like our 
beloved Glen, Jesus is our good Shepherd. He 
knows us by name. He gave his life for us, 
humbled as a babe in a manger, and, though 
innocent, even died on a cross. 
Yes, the path on which He leads us is often 
winding and difficult. But how can we not 
trust Jesus, the Good Shepherd. 
The greatest way you can honor Glen's life 
and legacy is to put your trust in Jesus, as your 
Good Shepherd, by grace, through faith for 
forgiveness of  sin, and for abundant and 
eternal life.
Glen is survived by three living sisters Ilene, 
Freeda, and June. He was predeceased by his 
brother, Carl. 
Glen married the late Verna Galbraith at 16 
years old and had four children, Sharon, 
Dave, Gary and Reneé. After ten years of  
marriage, Verna lost her battle with cancer 
and went home to be with the Lord. This 
season of  life was extremely difficult for Glen 
and his family. However, the Lord provided 
hope in the midst of  despair when Eleanor 
entered his heart. 

Twelve years after losing Verna to cancer, 
Glen married Eleanor McMillan - formerly 
Thompson. Eleanor joined her groom on the 
farm with her son, Ken in 1972.
Glen and Eleanor then had two children, 
Louise and Alvey.
Today, among his seven children, Glen has 
more than 30 grand and great grandchildren. 
This coming July would have been Glen and 
Eleanor's 40th wedding anniversary. 
I would like to conclude with a touching 
poem written by Eleanor, entitled Jesus 
Comforts Me. 

Jesus Comforts Me
All hurts turned to happiness
Jesus heard my cries
The glory of  heaven shone
He wiped the tears from my eyes.
I felt a warmth and compassion
I was invited to stay
He calls me by name 
I feel his love to-day.
Pain turned to sweetness
I entered the gates of  rest
I heard the angels singing
My spirit was blessed.
Anxieties turned to peace
I never feel alone
Jesus leads me beside still waters
He's prepared a heavenly home.
His still small voice has spoken
Thou shalt no longer weep
Take my hand 
Rest in my eternal keep!
Amen! Love Mom!
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A poem written in memory of  the late Charles Barfoot, Jr 
son of  Charles Barfoot, Senior. Charles Barfoot, Senior 
was the great, great grandfather of  Glen Barfoot. 
Charles Barfoot Jr died at Owen Sound on October 19th, 
1897.

Dead But Not Forgotten
The days of  last October
Have passed away and gone,
Now the snow is falling
And another winter’s come.
But still thy face, dear father,
Before our memory rises,
And draws our thoughts to heaven,
And beckons to the skies;
Where father dwells and gently rests
Upon his loving Saviour’s breast.
 
How well I do remember
That October day – long past –
When sixteen in number
Gathered around his bedside
To receive his dying blessing
As passing to the skies,
We promised to meet him
On fair Canaan's happy shores.
 
And so I will be contented
With what God has said to me,
And thank him that my father
From pain and care is free.
His life was none too easy,
Yet he always tried to give
Good counsel to his children;
And in means sought to live
A life above reproach or shame,
That with his Saviour he might reign.
 
And so, away in heaven
Far above this storm tossed shore,
We will see that fond smile linger
Upon his gentle brow.

The mother and children can gather there.
I seem to hear him now,
In loving tones, say, “Be at rest,
Your heavenly Father knowest best.”
 
When cruel death release you,
And you hear the echoing blasts,
As the last trumpet is sounding,
Your soul will break at last.
From that frail clay that binds you,
And its weight of  grief  and care,
Like all other earthly vapors
Will vanish into air.
You will wonder when you come up here,
Why you ever shed a tear.
A few verses of  comfort for you, mother dear.

The poem was read in Glen Barfoot's funeral service on 
May 22, 2012 at Rockcliffe Gospel Temple in Owen 
Sound, Ontario by Joshua Dondo, Glen's oldest, great 
grandson.
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Back row from left to right: Earl & Amy, Enos & Rebecca, 

Ilene, Freeda. Front row left to right: Carl, June, Glen Barfoot. 
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Below is the printed Obituary of  Glen Earl Barfoot as posted on the website of  Brian E. Wood Funeral Home.
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