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“The members of the UU Meeting House hold sacred each individual’s
spiritual and ethical development. We welcome all and seek unity in diversity.
We commit ourselves in service to the wellbeing of the congregation and to all of
life.”~~Mission Statement of the Unitarian Universalist Meeting House of Provincetown
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•A father is a
banker provided by
nature.
~ French Proverb
• Any man can be a
father, but it takes a
special person to be
a dad.
~ Proverb
• Mean fathers,
wasteful sons.
~ French Proverb
• A man never
stands as tall as
when he kneels to
help a child.
~Knights
of Pythagoras
• Grandfathers are
for loving and
fixing things.
~Unknown

Dedication To Black Fathers
by Richard Rowe
(email to: rrowe84@aol.com)
To Black fathers who have tried to provide and
protect.
Stay strong.
To Black fathers who continue to encourage and
empower their children.
Continue.
To Black fathers who love Black mothers.
Thank you.
To Black fathers who practice what they preach.
Set the example.
To Black fathers who reach out and reach back.
Continue to uplift.
To Black fathers who are honest and honorable.
Remember Martin King.
To Black fathers who are determined and disciplined.
Remember Malcolm.
To Black fathers who have not given up.
Remember Mandela.
To Black fathers who are courageous and demanding.
Remember Douglass.
To Black fathers who are systematic and work hard.
Remember DuBois.
For Black fathers who are self-determining.
Remember Booker T.
For Black fathers who have decided to win,
who have decided to fight back,
who don't make excuses and
who promote and practice the essence of
black fatherhood/manhood/brotherhood...
Let's continue to celebrate the power of our
endurance.
Let's continue to choose the right path.
Let's remain strong and let's keep the faith.
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Sunday, June 4: Global Flower Communion
Rev. Kate Wilkinson
Unitarians in Prague are celebrating the 95th Anniversary of
the Flower Communion today. They have invited us to hold
our flower communion on the same day to mark this special anniversary.
A Global Flower Communion will mean that Unitarian and
Unitarian Universalist communities throughout the world
will be celebrating the Flower Communion service at
differenttimes on June 4th, enriching the 95th Anniversary
of the original Flower Communion service held in Prague.
Please join us and bring a long stemmed flower with you
from your garden or the store!

Sunday,June 11: Ramadan
Rev. Kate Wilkinson
We are about half way through Ramadan and this morning
we turn to the traditions of fasting and prayer to explore
what we can learn from the Muslim faith at this sacred time
in the calendar.

Helping Hands. . .

Another UUMH great idea! Do you need
a ride? have a pet who needs a walk? need
some medication picked up? Helping
Hands has been at work since November
assisting the UUMH community. Every
month a different volunteer is in charge
of matching your need up with someone
who has volunteered to help. These volunteers are creative and resourceful people--don’t hesitate!
Dianne Kopser is the facilitator:
508-237-1321

Sunday, June 18: Coming of Age Sunday
Rev. Kate and Boise Teens
This morning Rev. Kate and the Worship Committee host teens from the
Boise UU Fellowship as they share with us their credos from the Coming of
Age Program in Boise. Don’t miss this great opportunity to hear Jane and
Mason’s granddaughter, Lucy, and her friends share their faith statements
from this incredible UU Coming of Age experience.

Sunday, June 25: Portuguese Festival
Char Priolo and the Worship Committee
Did you know that on this Sunday each year an incredible Portuguese Festival Procession passes right by the Meeting House and every year we are
inside missing it? Well not this year! Come learn about the Portuguese history of Provincetown and join us as we link up with the Procession, which
leaves St. Peters as a group for a short walk to MacMillan Pier for the 70th
annual Blessing of the Fleet. The procession honors the fishing fleet past &
present.She shares her fresh first hand perspective.

“When I was a boy of fourteen,
my father was so ignorant I
could hardly stand to have the
old man around. But when I
got to be twenty-one, I was astonished at how much the old
man had learned in
seven years.”
- attributed to Mark Twain,
by Readers’ Digest,
Sept. 1937

a note from Rev. Kate
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Blessing of the Bicycles
Today I experienced a first in my ministry…my first Blessing of the Bicycles! What a great
idea by the Provincetown Bicycle Committee.
I wished the riders quick commutes and strong calves. I wished them joyous and safe rides
and great views. Should they fall and scrape their knee I told them that I wished for them to
be caught by the kindness of strangers.
It was a fun event and a sure sign that summer is
arriving.
The other day I said to a friend, “Well, summer
is officially here. I had to wait in line for coffee
and I almost got hit by a bike.”
As the streets of the Outer Cape fill up with
visitors and summer residents, I invite you all
to breathe deeply and re-set your bodies, spirits
and schedules to Summer Mode.
In summer mode, things take just a bit longer.
You have to be much more attentive while driving, walking, and riding to your next destination. You have to keep your eyes out for elusive
parking spaces. But we also welcome back the familiar faces of our friends who have been
away, we encounter new and wonderful people from all over
the world, we enjoy businesses and restaurants that have been
closed all winter long. Summer is a joyous time on Cape Cod.
We are so lucky to live here all year round, but especially in
the summer.
So be safe out there, friends! Look both ways and don’t get too
grumpy with the crowds. And if you happen to be riding a
bicycle…blessings to you! And don’t forget your helmet!
Rev. Kate

Notes from the Garden
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Meditation

One Vast Garden
I find one vast garden
spread out all over the
universe.
All plants, all human
beings, all higher mind
bodies
are about in this garden
in various ways,
each has his own
uniqueness and beauty.
Their presence
and variety give me great
delight.
Every one of you adds
with his special feature to
the glory of the garden.
By: Sri Ananandamayi Ma

Dear Readers,
Creating the UU Garden has never been about democratic process for me. A
Garden has it's own voice, it's own authority, it's own truth.
Plants and trees are sentient beings, they feel, they know, they respond.
And when I asked the UU Garden in May, if it was ready to let me go, to let
other people take over, it said yes.
This may sound strange to you, but this is how I relate to the world,
energetically.
I am so grateful that I was allowed to help this very neglected Garden out for a
while, but it never was my Garden.
A Garden belongs to itself.
Thank you,
Ektala
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Are you handy, carpentry-wise? Are you a
relative of a plumbing supply store owner?
Did Aunt Helen just leave you a little money?
oh, and any ideas on world peace?

The Official UUMH Wish List
Okay, first World Peace.
Then,
•A new, energy efficient
refrigerator
•Two dual flush, comfort height
toilets*
•Updated hot water system**
•Custom made railing going up
to the pulpit***
oh, and
World Peace.

If you are able to help us with these purchases or by
donating materials, please let us know.
And, thank you!

* Let’s save water and protect the environment.
** There is NO hot water in either bathroom!
Let’s fix that!
*** We are the proud stewards of a historic masterpiece, our beautiful building. Our building
is old and we members are following suit! Let’s
make those pulpit stairs safe!

In the past month two huge things have been
accomplished: the “parsonage” purchase has
been completed and a new sexton has been
hired, James (Jim) Manning. At the May 14th
Board meeting, Bruce DeSteCroix, our beloved
President of the Board, said that the securing of
a parsonage, “changes the history of the Meeting House, … and, hopefully, this will influence
the Outer Cape to get creative in this way.” He
also emphasized, “As a congregation we stuck
together.” The congregational vote to purchase
was amazing! To Reverend Kate Wilkinson
and April Baxter, Office Administrator, belongs
most, if not all, of the credit for so speedily finding a very qualified sextant.
Since I had a job with a non-profit organization
early in my career, I have long carried the idea
that non-profits are just about guaranteed to set
the record for slowness and inefficiency when
I comes to getting anything done. I now stand
corrected by the UUMH of Provincetown! We
are a congregation composed of many different
beliefs and ideas, but somehow we seem to be of
the same mind.
We are in a miraculous time as a family of myriad faiths. Let us all be present to this wonder
and pay attention. That way we can call on it
anytime we need it in the future.
Respectfully submitted,
Marty Hassell

Social Action Committee
Social Action Committee
Regarding Global Warming and the Environment: What are some direct actions we can personally
take within our individual households and collectively, as a Congregation, to reduce our carbon footprints and protect the environment? Are there opportunities for us to be more active this Summer
rather than waiting for the Fall to start back-up?
As stewards of the Outermost Cape, our Social Action Committee will answer these questions at our
next meeting on Sunday, June 4th. Please consider brainstorming with us at 12:30 pm, after Hospitality. Honesty, we could use your help as there are many
capable souls in our Congregation that could make the work
light & fun; And most of our committee members are working
full-time …and then some!
This year, thus far, our SAC screened documentary films at
the Provincetown Public Library to raised awareness about
Climate Change and the severe impact it has on marginalized
communities in the USA, …as well as the most vulnerable
people, globally. We included videos of the Indigenous lead
movement at Standing Rock in North Dakota to protect treaty
rights and keep fossil-fuels in the ground to protect the environment: water, land, and air. We offered a plant-base food
Gathering called DOVE (Demonstrate Our Values through Eating) to explore how our food choices directly impact our lives,
the environment, and our Global Family. Most recent, Paige
Mansfield wrote a succinct article for the May Newsletter that
highlights the objectives of the Dove Gathering ….and the
SAC offered many healthy plant-base options when it was our
turn to host we for the Hospitality Hour on May 21st.
Several UUMH Members from our Congregation are active members of a newly formed activist group
called “Indivisible Outer Cape”. While one of our SAC member was off participating in the People’s
Climate March in Washington, DC, Pat
Medina connected three Cape Cod Indivisible groups to organize a Cape Cod Climate
March in Provincetown!
Here are links to two resources that will help
to shape our future. If you can, please take
time to look at these two sites for ideas and
feedback for the June 4th Meeting or beyond.
Unitarian Universalist Association http://www.
uua.org/environment
Cape Cod Climate Change Collaborative
https://capecodclimatechangecollaborative.
org/

Racial Justice
Provincetown
''The longer we LISTEN to one another, with real attention, the more communality we will find in our own
lives.'' ~ Barbara Deming
(That is, if we are careful to exchange LIFE STORIES with one another and not simply opinions.)
The Racial Justice Provincetown Group will meet in the month of JUNE and will not hold actual meetings over
the summer. BUT our commitment and dedication in the struggle to overcome racial discord and acts of violence
is never ending. We are Never on Vacation!

Jordan Edwards
In the peace and quiet of our moments, may we offer prayers
of comfort and love to the family and friends of 15 year old
Jordan Edwards of Balch Springs, Texas, a young scholar and
aspiring football star, taken much too soon through police
violence. May we offer prayers of comfort for each other, as
well. Let us pray that in this crucial time of investigations all
evidence shall be lawfully reviewed and the outcome be one of
appropriate just and right action in regard to the actions of the
police officer involved, Roy Oliver, and all police officials in
the community of Balch Springs, Texas.
The Racial Justice Provincetown Group and Provincetown
joined other Outer Cape townships on May13th at 7pm to
offer prayers and love in honoring Jordan's life and to renew our commitment(s) to strongly be
engaged in keeping each of us and our communities in open dialogue and just actions for racial
justice with the ultimate goal of Justice, and Freedom with PEACE.
Jordan Edwards, we shall remember your quiet and youthful spirit.
Civil Disobedience and Non - violence Training
The last few months of Racial Justice gatherings have presented multiple open community dialogue workshops
with local and visiting professional leaders presenting to our Outer Cape communities. On Saturday MAY 6th
we hosted an all day workshop: Civil Disobedience and Non - violence Training, facilitated by two NYC women: A. Danzig and BC Craig. We were introduced to ''What is Non - violence / What is Civil disobedience.'' We
learned about setting clear targets for our protests and demonstrations, and how to carry out actions as have been
planned and WHAT to do if you are arrested! Our community gathering went through various role - playing sessions which led up to what really happens when protesters and police interact. Basically, this workshop prepared
us for the different aspects of knowing what our legal rights are, and also for caring for each other, emotionally,
physically and legally, during civil disobedience and possible arrest actions. A powerful workshop!

Micro Aggressions
We explored micro aggressions via open group discussions with Rev.Kate Wilkinson, and viewed a film that
depicted racial actions and remarks--brief, everyday exchanges--that contained denigrating messages. We then
discussed how these appear as everyday remarks but they are really racial attacks that are harmful and intentional displays of racism. For example being asked, ''where are you from;” being mistaken for a service worker just
because of the color of your skin; being told, ''you're not like most black people;” being followed in a store; when
people are surprised that you speak or write well all are examples of micro aggressions.
Several People of Color in our gathering voiced their
own experiences regarding blatant and harmful racial
attacks that left deep and painful humiliation. These
structures of racism have gone on for years and the
scars are deep, but as we share our stories and truly listen to one another, we can begin to understand
and be aware of our language and actions that carry
denigrating messages to certain individuals. We are
bridging the gap through open communication, respect
and trust, building through example a community of
freedom and equality.
Within the next months, Racial Justice we will be
offering another workshop: Transforming Racism:
One Person at a Time, led by Rev. Christie Hardwick. Christie will be offering her skills to facilitate
another step along our journey to healing together.
Individual awareness precedes any changes in systems, organizations and communities. The tools Christie will offer will help individuals be aware of their
prevailing idea or conclusion about racism and perhaps offer answers to what they can do about it.
* Please watch for further announcements from Racial Justice Provincetown for this very important
workshop!!
~ Racial Justice Provincetown will resume our third Wednesday's monthly gatherings: Wednesday September
20th. @ 5pm - 7pm. We look forward to having you join us!
~ Stand for Justice and Peace Vigil: Saturday, June 17th. @ Noon -1pm / Town Hall
We continue our vigil's the third Saturday of every month throughout the year. All are Welcome!
RACIAL JUSTICE PROVINCETOWN GROUP
Pastor Brenda Haywood, chair

If I could be anything, I’d be a good father.” Barack Obama

Among Ourselves
Among Among Ourselves Ourselves
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Welcome home, Kathy Fipps. We’re glad to have you
among ourselves!
• We breathe a sigh of relief that Len Bowen’s partner,
Gary, has regained his eyesight.
• Welcome home to snowbirds: Annie Daignault, Jane
Bunker, Mason Morfit, Peter Schweitzer and George
Schroeder, Ada Snider and Stan Hudson. You were ALL missed keenly.
• A fond farewell to Declan Cook and Paul Tremblay. They
have moved to the western part of Massachussetts. We
loved having you with us, for however brief a time it was.
Do come back and visit!
• We are sending love to Larry Coons, Allen Gallant,
Richard Kaminski, and Norma Peters. You are all on our
minds.
• We send healing thoughts and buckets of love in the
direction of Keith Hunt and David LeVangie.
• Barbara Loren-Murphy is retiring and we celebrate this
with her! Congratulations!
• Pat Medina, may you feel healthy soon.
• Lovely to see Ken Meeks here for a brief visit. And he
stepped right into his old job at the welcome table. We
love you, Ken!
• Jan Ranken, we love you and standby to help in any way
we can!
• We are missing Bernie Mainz and Margeriete Van Doren.
• Nancy Yeaw, we are holding you and your family in our
prayers.
• We send all our support and love to Frank Bellestri and
his mom. May she heal well Frank. We love you!
* Our very own Pastor Brenda Haywood has received an award from none other
than the NAACP for her work in Racial Justice. It is so right that she be honored
for her lifetime of work. We are so proud, impressed and full of love for
our Pastor Brenda!

Photo Collage:
Sheila Ryan

Pastor Brenda
honored by the NAACP

Photo: Rev. Kate
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WorldFest is Provincetown’s

annual international cultural festival,
created in 2011 to welcome, support,
celebrate, integrate, and enhance the
visibility of Provincetown’s international
seasonal and year-round student/worker population by (1) offering essential
information on life in Provincetown
available to everyone, and (2) providing
events for art, music, and other cultural
and creative expression.
On Sunday and Monday, June 11 and 12
from noon to 5 pm, an Information Day
will be held at 236 Commercial Street
in front of the Unitarian Universalist
Meeting House. Several community
agencies and individuals have created a
handbook containing essential information for international students/workers
on life in Provincetown. This handbook
will be available to all. Information
also will be available on bicycle safety,
medical resources, public safety and
other important topics. WorldFest includes the participation of the Honoring
Diversity Project of the Provincetown
Schools.
On Sunday, June 11 from noon to 5pm,
Ptown Bikes will provide free bicycle
safety checks for all bicyclists at 236
Commercial Street in front of the Unitarian Universalist Meeting House.
The WorldFest concert will be held
on Monday, June 12 at 7pm at the
Unitarian Universalist Meeting House
of Provincetown (236 Commercial
Street). The concert will feature international workers and residents from the
Caribbean to the Balkans and beyond.
The concert is free. Donations will be
accepted at the concert to be distributed
among the musicians.
Participating organizations include Unitarian
Universalist Meeting House of Provincetown and Racial Justice Provincetown;
Ptown Bikes; Outer Cape Health Services; J1
HotSpot; The Town of Provincetown’s Bicycle
Committee, Health Department, Police
Department, Tourism Office and Visitor
Services Board; Council on International
Exchange (CIEE); Intrax Work Travel;
InterExchange; CCI Greenheart; Barnstable
County Human Rights Commission; and
Massachusetts Department of Transportation. WorldFest is sponsored in part by the
Provincetown Tourism Fund. WorldFest
producer is John Thomas.
The WorldFest Facebook page is located at
www.facebook.com/worldfestptown where
updates, ideas, connections, comments, and
community can be found. Contact: worldfestprovincetown@gmail.com.

Provincetown native Brianna
LePage believes in the ministry of music as medicine. A
multi-talented musician, she
will present a concert depicting her life journey with original compositions, inspirational
melodies and familiar songs.
She received a degree in violin
performance at Hartt School
of Music and a degree in music
therapy at Berklee College of
Music. The American Music
Therapy Association and the
New England Music Therapy
Association have recognized
Brianna for her outstanding
efforts in the field of music
therapy. Brianna has published
several books describing her
inspirational journey through
life and has composed dozens
of songs. Her performances focus on the joy she experiences
in creating a place for music in
the hearts and souls of others.
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Allen Gallent took this photo of our steeple light about 15 years ago when
he did repair on it.
Thank you for the repair, and for the photo, Allen!

The Fathers in Our Lives
My Father: In Memory of James T. Burke
(1921-1977)

F

= Flying Tiger/14th Army Air 		
Corps/22nd Bomb Squadron-voluntered
for the China-Burma-India Theater as
second gunner; mechanic on planes.

A

= Always there for
his wife and daughter.

T

= Talented-He loved singing opera
and ballroom dancing with my mother/his
wife-Mary.

H = Humorous!
E = Energetic…As a young man, he

had a successful bicycle business.After his
patriotic service, he had 2 simultaneous
careers as a pumper gauger for Chevron
Oil and a sales representative for the Electrolux Company.

R = Resolute in his convictions! He

would always say, “Vote Democratic or
else the poor will get poorer and the rich
will get richer.”

A lovely way that my sister remembered our Dad,
a WWII veteran, this Memorial Day:
"He was not a perfect man, but he was a great man."
Bridget Cahill
When I think of my father I hear him saying, Put the tool
back where you found it. It will be there the next time you
need it.
He must have said those words hundreds of
times.
Once I was at my grandfather's house and he
said the same thing. I said, you sound like
my father. My grandfather laughed and said
your father never put tools back where he
found them.
I spent many years in business. My father's advice, in addition
to ,”the customer is always right,” was this....If a customer is
smiling when they are paying the bill, they will continue to do
business with you.
I found his advice very valuable.
David Atkinson
My dad was humble and loyal. I felt safe, loved and
special. I miss him. Grateful for his life .

R=Rita, daughter of James.

Mel Dwyer
I have known many fathers.

Because my birth father was absent the first five years of my life, I adopted the habit of making whichever man was in the
room with me "Father". My mother and I lived serially with my grandparents and various aunts and uncles. The grandfather and uncles all became "fathers" and provided the wisdom and protection my own father would have if he could have
been present. I have continued to adopt many father figures as mentors throughout my life.
I gratefully credit them with much of who I am today and the successes I have enjoyed.
My prayer for young men and women is that they are finding mentors and "fathers" to guide and support them in their
journeys.
Mason Morfit

Not My Father’s Day
There were five children in my family of origin: myself, the youngest, and going
up the age ladder, brother, sister, sister and finally, the oldest, my father. At six foot
two, with eyes of blue, he was the biggest yet least likely child in our family.
Growing up on a farm in the depression, he knew how to survive and never let
anything go, be it a torn shirt or an old grudge. The world was out to get him – the
paperboy was lazy, the milkman late and all the dogs purposefully pooped on his
lawn. He wouldn’t just capture the slugs and Japanese beetles which had the audacity to invade his garden, he’d squish them with his bare hands and place them in a
pot on the stove to boil - apparently, he relished killing them twice, just to be sure.
Once a year, on New Year’s Eve, he’d have one drink – a 7 and 7, in a cheap tall
blue and white plastic tumbler. That Seagram’s Crown blue velvet pouch, and the
bottle within, outlived him. As a veteran of WWII’s Pacific Theater and an active
reservist, he was a man’s man. In a corner of the low-ceilinged damp basement
hung steel traps, duck wings, broken antlers and assorted gear to make fishing
lures; upstairs, in the dinning room, a four hoofed deer leg lamp stood, while the
matching stag head, from the wall, silently observed family meals and testified to a
simpler, easily understood definition of manhood.
He held down a good job and provided for the family by managing the cars and
the groceries, painting the house, putting in a new driveway and putting on a
new roof, and every spring and fall, going up and down the ladder, replacing the
screen windows with the heavy storm windows, and six months later, replacing the
storms with the screens. He did what was traditionally expected of him, repeating
in his life what he learned from his father, and that included never praising his
children (or wife), never hugging his children (or wife), and never saying out loud,
to any of us, “I love you.”
In the forty years I knew my father, there must have been at least twenty “I might
as well kill myself ” tantrums (after the first one, the rest became normalized). Usually it was with the gun, which always stood ready in a corner of his bedroom, but
sometimes he was more creative – “I’m going to tie an anchor around my neck and
jump in the lake.” His initials, AEC, for me, stood for Atomic Energy Commission
– you never knew when he would explode or what possible damages might radiate from his outburst. When Martin Luther King was murdered, reclining in his
Lay-Z-Boy, he said, “Good. They should all be shot or sent back to Africa.” What
transpired next, I do not know, as my incensed mother sent me out of the house:
I learned early in my life that doing anything to make my father angry was not a
good thing.
When my parents weren’t exchanging hurtful barbs, a dead silence ruled. Each of
them retreated into their cocoons, he in his chair with the newspaper, she in hers
with a book; he with his TV (He-Haw, Lawrence Welk, Archie Bunker) and she
with hers (Upstairs, Downstairs, PBS and Archie Bunker); she with walks in the
woods, he with hunting and fishing. And at night, each would retire to their twin
beds, in separate rooms, at opposite ends of the house.
Only in the end, during her final two months when my mother lost her fiercely
held independence, and as she lay dying at home from metastasized colon cancer,
alone in her twin bed in her room, did he soften, expressing the kindness, tenderness and love they must have once felt, back in the early days of their youth.
Will Coons

You used to carry us upon your shoulders,
praised us to the sky as we grew older
but now you're going down just like the sun
goes down
when day is dying
You don't talk much these days, but what is
there to say
a simple touch can't say in so much better
ways?
I feel your strength today
I feel your love always when day is dying
You love to get things done, you love to go
and see
You love to make new friends, drink lemon
and hot tea
but now the remedy's nothing but honesty:
Daddy's dying.
What is death anyway? Do we just disappear
and turn to elements and turn to memory?
turn to dust and fire, turn to wind and rain
and no more suffering, and no more pain
What is death anyway? It's just a change of
worlds.
Old men fly up like birds, stars blaze like
fiery girls
We turn to dust and fire, we turn to wind
and rain
and no more suffering. . .
Song written by Jerushko (harriet jerusha
korim) for her dad Jacob Tsvi Hornstein
(1913 - 2007) on his 95th (which she sung at
his funeral 2 months later.)

Highly unusual, my Dad kept a diary of my birth.
This is an excerpt. Dad was 24 and Mom was 19.
This occurred in Manchester, NH in 1942... All his own words!
Report from Nov 4th 1942
As I was saying about the baby, well it happened this way. You see on
October 18th 1942 at 12:30 AM, Georgette (my wife) woke me up with
a shove and said “Emile, I'm all wet.” I [mumbled] an answer fast since I
thought she was up to her tricks again: "Go dry up," I said, but believe me
it was no joke. She was wet and I don't mean maybe. She got up and went
to the toilet. By then the water was running for good and it kept going till
3:00 A.M. Then I went to her and ordered her to the hospital, but it wasn't
as easy as all that. That funny wife of mine don't take orders that way. She
told me she would go when she was good and ready.
Then I started shivering afraid that I would I have to catch it. She finally
decided and went to the Infant Asylum on Concord St. I was very glad to
see her there. You know as dumb as I was... thinking she was going to get
it right away. In a little while I found it just didn't come like that. We stayed
all day till 8:30 at night when I got the news on the phone after calling
every quarter hour.
At 9:00 I finally got an answer and—boy!—I could hardly hold the telephone in my hand when [a woman] told me that my wife had just brought
in the world an 8 pound 5 ounce big boy. The moment I hooked up the
receiver I ran to my Mother-in-law's house and got Freddy’s bicycle and
dashed up to the hospital to see how she felt and to see my son for the first
time. When I got into the room she was sound asleep.
The nurse told me she wouldn't wake up till morning. She invited me to
see my big boy. Just about a few seconds later I was there looking at him so
fast that the next morning I did not know what it looked like at all except
for the big hands I held while I was looking at him. After a few minutes
meeting with my son, I left and went back to my wife’s room to see her
once more. Just as I got to her bedside I noticed the light above her head
was just about to fall on her face. I picked it up, moved it aside and left for
a good night’s sleep.
Believe me it was such a sleep that I did not hear the alarm clock ring in
the morning. when Paul Desrosiers, the feller that was driving us to Fort
Devens where I was employed, woke me up. And boy that was one time in
my life that I went to work without a breakfast except for a lunch I had in
Ayers. After a good day’s work I came home then went to the hospital and
found out that everything was alright. It was just a matter of time then—10
days—[before] I took the wife back home and believe me that is where
I learned to wash diapers and plenty of them! (The baby [measures] 8
pounds, 5 ounces and is 22 inches long). Well I think that takes care of my
diary for the month of October.

Roger Chauvette

My father Frank Behrik was all a man should be
Gentle loving caring and taught me so much of life.
He and my Mother took care of my brother Frank when he was dying of AIDS
in 1986.
They loved and nurtured him at home for 6 months.
The love I witnessed for their son will stay with me forever.
Dad passed in July 1999 and will be forever missed .
I am blessed to have Mom at 91 years of age . Gail Behrik

My Father’s Woman

--from a June 1988 journal entry; by Michael Fernandes
I’ve spent a good portion of my own career working with
people facing their dying, but my father never wanted to
hear about it. He didn’t like talking about “intangibles”
(feelings) and I’d learned to maneuver carefully around that.
“Ashes to ashes,” he’d say, “it’s only that, and nothing more.”
On the morning of the day my father died, though, he
woke with what seemed to be a very frightened look on his
face. “Are you okay, Dad?” I asked him. He didn’t respond.
“Are you in pain, or is there something scaring you?” He
looked at me as if unsure of what to say, or perhaps of what
to trust. “Dad,” I said finally, “I know you don’t want me
talking about this stuff but I only want you to know that
sometimes… as a person is getting ready to leave… sometimes they see or hear things… and sometimes it’s confusing
to them.” The appearance of fright shifted into more of a
baffled expression as he tried to make his mouth speak the
words…
“Don’t tell your mother!” he blurted in a gurgling, raspy whisper, and then suddenly seemed to relax.
“Don’t tell her what, Dad?” I whispered back.
“It’s a woman!” he said. He stared intently at me as if gauging his own sanity by the look on my face.
“There’s a woman here?” I whispered in the most ordinary tone I could muster. He nodded “Yes.”
I tried to assure him. “It’s okay, Dad. Can you tell me where you see her?” My father looked up at the
corner of the ceiling above the foot of his bed and seemed to point with his chin. I asked, “She’s there?”
Again my father nodded, “Yes.” “Is she someone you know?” This time he shook his head, “No.” “So,”
I surmised, “you’re afraid of her?” He looked at me as if insulted, shaking his head, “No!” “Have you
spoken with her?” Again, “No.” I was quiet for some moments after that, but then my father began to
slip back into his coma-like sleep.
“So you weren’t afraid of her,” I said, hoping he was still conscious, “you were afraid of telling me? Afraid
I’d think you’re crazy?” He opened his eyes and smiled very slightly, nodding, “Yes.” “And you don’t
want me to tell Mom because the person who’s here is a woman and you think Mom would be angry?”
His face became serious again and he nodded, “Yes.”
He closed his eyes for what would be the last time. Anxious about losing this connection with my forever-disconnected father I hurriedly added, “Dad, when you’re with the woman, try speaking with her.
Ask her questions, anything you might want to know. I know you won’t like my saying this, but… I think
she knows the answers.”

Silver and Gray

The Sign of the Cross chapter from Critical Mass,
by Kathleen Henry

. . .The photograph is of two strangers whom I wholeheartedly trust to be my father
and myself. . .. The face in the photograph is my father’s, younger and more vital than
any of my real memories of him, and it is I who must be the toddler, his only child.
In the photograph he leans on his elbow against a grassy slope. He wears an undershirt—the immigrant thin kind—ribbed, its straps narrow and the armholes loose,
used. For him to appear outdoors dressed like this it must be very, very hot and he
must be very, very young. Later, dignity will overtake him like a moss.
I am in a sundress all ruffles. My white blond hair fluffs up in curls. My shoes are
white leather tie shoes with high tops for strengthening my ankles. It was believed you learned to
walk better with good shoes. Buy good shoes
when they are babies and you save them from a
future of misery.
In the memory which is really a photograph there
are no colors to anything, just shades of white
and gray and silver.
In the photograph I am glee. I run downhill away
from my daddy as if into the arms of the camera.
His smile leaps off his face into the air in front of
him, following me with paramount attention as I
toddle, as I run, all giggles and dimples. His rimless glasses spark a hint of the sunlight, marking
their shape and their texture. The lenses are the
size of coins, they are crystal over his eyes, coins
of crystal pressed over his eyes. Coins pressed
over his eyes.
He takes delight in me, watching me skip away from him toward the world. He lets me
run. He sets me free. He is inside my freedom, somehow, and he runs with me.
I see the photograph and I can know that when my daddy was a new daddy he loved
me beyond measure. I see it in silvers and grays, and tones of white. I see it framed
and crisp and clear. Proof. I have documented proof.
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