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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

Shed no tear - O,
shed
no tear!
The flower will
bloom another year.
Weep no more
O, weep
no more!
Young buds sleep in
the root’s white core.
John Keats

Worship Worship Worship
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Worship Worship Worship April

Sundays
Join in
at 11 am
at www.
uumh.org
Click on
Sermons
(Also available as
usual online
afterward.)
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The Same Light
It was a bit surreal to preach to an empty sanctuary the
other day. And yet… I was not alone. First of all, Will Hildreth was there manning the video camera, and he is a
star. We both got a little teary at the end of the sermon and
as we both wiped our tears he joked, “try not to touch your
face after that one!” He then went home and spent countless hours editing and uploading all the scattered pieces of
my wild imagination. Thank you Will.
But, truly, we were not the only people in the sanctuary
that day. First, there were all those who have breathed
and sung and mourned and laughed and preached in that
sacred space since 1847. This might not be a good time
to remark on this, given our fear of contracting COVID-19
from the air around us, but I once read an article that
claimed that we are breathing in some of Caesar’s last
breath…
Are we really breathing in some of Caesar’s last breath?
“The story goes that in 44 BC in Rome, Julius Caesar was
assassinated by a group of his own senators, crumpling
to the floor with a final gasp. This last breath contained
around 25 sextillion (that’s 25 followed by 21 zeroes) air
molecules, which would have spread around the globe
within a couple of years. A breath seems like such a small
thing compared to the Earth’s atmosphere, but remarkably-

if you do the math, you’ll find that roughly one molecule
of Caesar’s air will appear in your next breath.”
https://www.sciencefocus.com/planet-earth/are-we-really-breathing-caesars-last-breath/
I’m not really sure if that’s true, but I do know that
whether I am sharing their breath or not, I feel the presence in our sanctuary of all those who have come before me. So they were there last week when I was preaching to the
empty pews.
And you were there too. I was picturing you, actually, sitting in your
usual spots. Yes, I’ve noticed that most of you don’t move around too
much! You have your favorite perch. And I was picturing you there as
I spoke, and imagining your faces. And wishing you well. And I was
also picturing you at home, lighting your candles, each one a testament to the power of community and our connection to one another
despite isolation.
Keep lighting those candles on Sundays! And, if you can, send me a
video of you doing so. It might just make it into one of our upcoming
services. This will be our powerful reminder that we are not alone.
One day, we will be lighting one candle together. Until then, on Sunday mornings at 11, light a candle wherever you are! I promise you, it
will be the same light.
Take good care!
Rev. Kate

Field of Daises, Oil, 10 x 10, Peg Reynolds

Love is the Spirit of this Meeting House

Among

Ourselves
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To all our beloved congregation
and friends: Reach out to us, call, stay
in touch. We are all on this journey
together.
•
We are sending Dana Noble our hopes for pain free walking!
His knee has been a bit of a problem of late.
•
Our love and compassion go out to Susan Downey, whose
brother, Eddy and sister-in-law, Pam, are both dealing with cancer.
When it rains it pours. Please know you are on our hearts, Susan.
•
Frank Bellistri is travelling back and forth to visit his mom.
He is putting a lot of miles on the car, not to mention his own self.
We know how hard you work, Frank, and beyond that, you are an
amazing son.And we get how hard not seeing her must be.
•
We are thinking of everyone affected by the Corona Virus.
We think of Susumu Kishihara’s family, who are particularly affected by the isolating measures.
•
Linda and Barbara Loren-Murphy and Sara Rivera have lost
a beloved cat. They lost little “Kotter” who was dearly loved in that
family. We love you guys.
•
Kate Wallace Rogers was just overloaded with things to
bear. Her step-mom died and shortly thereafter, he ex-husband,
father of her children, suffered a stroke. Please keep her in your
hearts.
•
We are sending healing thoughts to Elizabeth Johnson as
she lays low in healing mode.
•
Barbara Klipper is recovering from bronchitis in FL.

issue:
ographs to take your breath away
tiful, inspiring words to fill you with spirit
uragement to take action

“The world’s
favorite season
is the Spring.
All things
seem possible in
May.”
Edwin Way Teale

Corona Virus
By Marty Hassell, March 21, 2020,
5:45pm
The second coming is upon us
This time in the form of
Billions of microscopic organisms
Invading the bodies of
Humans worldwide
It is in the form of
Trillions a day later
Of Crowns of Thorns
Entering
Without much effort
The cells of our bodies
Trying to get
Our full attention
This time
Trying to save us
From the inside out
Will we learn to turn to God
This time
Will we learn to turn into God
This time
Or
Will we die again
All of us
And wait
Patiently in the grave
Until we rise
To try again

Photo: Marty Hassell
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I love to take minutes. I know, who does that? I took over being Clerk of the Board from

A BIT
OF LEVITY

Jane Lea who HATED TAKING MINUTES. The first meeting I said, “You know, I love
taking minutes.” Jane looked at me as if I had just landed from Mars.
But here’s the backstory:
My mum had been a legal secretary for her job before she married my dad. Her fingers
could fly over the keys of a manual typewriter. When I was about 3 years old she made a
chart of a typewriter keyboard on a piece of cardboard and she taught me my alphabet that
way. I didn’t just learn my abc’s, I learned them in QWERTY.
I literally grew up with keystrokes in my brain. I think it is why I cannot use my thumbs
while texting the way the kids do. I am simply wired QWERTY. I also think it is why I like

If you need help
during the crisis
call Rev. Kate
at
617-823-7204

to take the minutes at meetings because I do not have to look at the keyboard at all when I
type. I am really engaged in the meeting, eye contact and all, and my fingers do the
minute-taking.
It’s fun, really. (Okay, Jane Lea, I see you looking at me like I’m from Mars!)
So, being the Clerk of the Board is my ideal. I get to offer a service and have fun at the
same time.
A side note--my Uncle Walter, my dad’s brother, was also a typist. He was a clerk in the US
Army in WWII, stationed in the Pacific Theatre. He was a whiz at typing. When he came
home, his first job was demonstrating typewriters for sale
IN THE STOREFRONT WINDOW of a local department store!
He wore mittens to make it even harder and typed like a man on fire. Crowds would gather
outside the window on the sidewalk on Main Street as my Uncle Walter furiously typed
with his mittens on.
So, I obviously have inherited this gene from both sides of my family.
From your minute-taking loving Clerk, Kathleen

Announcements
Announcements
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That “Not”

(NOT)

is Not True!
UUMH is announcing
loud and clear:
In our hearts we hold
us dear.
Not in the same room
true enough,
But our bond is strong,
And our love is
tough.
Here is the Feb. 26 walking
club group. We walked the
Beech Forest trail in both
directions and saw different things on each lap. We
read Mary Oliver's poem
"Winter and the Nut Hatch"
and even saw its subject on
our walk!
We are planning our next
walk now, which will happen
as soon as we are able to
gather together again in our
beloved Meeting House.
We hope you will join us for
that... stay tuned.

A Message from Stan & Ada in Mexico 				
March 16, 2020

Stan and I are snow birds – having spent 3 winters in California, and
now 2 winters in Mexico. We chose a fairy tale city, San, Miguel, the destination of people from the US and Canada for many years, especially because education programs for GIs were established after WWII. Its schools
for the arts are famous; many artists and writers have chosen San Miguel as
a year-round home. Many conferences are scheduled in this city that makes
it easy for non-Spanish speakers to enjoy Mexico. Some families live here
to provide a private school education at a Mexican price. The estimate I
heard this year is that there are 26,000 non-Mexicans living in San Miguel.
Last year we put our efforts into getting to know San Miguel de Allende,
and studying Spanish. This year we have continued Spanish study, and
have become even more aware of the huge discrepancies between the US
and Canadian residents and the Mexican economic spectrum from the very
wealthy to those who cannot afford to feed themselves and their families.
We see both in the streets, from the wedding parties parading down the
cobblestone streets with a band and giant puppets dancing with them, to the
people who sit on the stone sidewalks with their hands out.
The city center is fairy tale beautiful, dominated by the Parroquia de
San Miguel Arcangel – a large church with a limestone façade in hues of
pink and yellow. There are festivities almost every weekend including indigenous celebrations, state sponsored celebrations
with parades, dancing, concerts in the open air,
and religious celebrations all coexisting. And
the restaurants often are performance venues
for both local and visiting musicians – including
Zoe Lewis! Theater, art, music, continuing education classes, conferences, clubs, movies in
English, there is always something to do. Much
of the acceptance of the non-Mexican population is in an effort to keep the tourists coming,
the tourists who are the biggest source of employment for the residents.
This may sound familiar to folks in Provincetown.

At the UUFSMA (Unitarian Universalist
Federation of San Miguel de Allende)
we have begun to understand the huge
commitment of this large and very active
community. The minister in San Miguel
is Tom Rosiello, a former UUMH member with his husband Malcolm Halliday,
founders of Great Music on Sundays at
5. The fellowship has created organizations to help better the situations of
those in need including taking care of the
congregation members, supporting education at many levels, supporting migrants
and other homeless people, and developing ways to clean and preserve the water supply to a rapidly growing city. About 50% of their budget goes to supporting
11 different non-profit agencies, and many members are active and/or founding
members of those agencies. They are retired professionals whose expertise and
dollars go a long way in the Mexican economy.
Last June our friend Luisa Field, a resident of San Miguel, came to the
UUMH and shared “Walk With Us,” a video by filmmaker Judy Jackson, about
ABBA House, one of the beneficiaries of UUFSMA support, and a safe house for
migrants where she has been an active volunteer for many months during the
time when caravans were moving through San Miguel by train to the US border.
As a result of sharing the video our UUMH Social Action Committee took an interest in ABBA house in Celaya, a city about an hour from San Miguel. Wave (Rik
Kapler), a committee member, acted on the invitation to go to ABBA house this
winter as a volunteer, and has spent several weeks there offering activities to the
residents. Both the staff and other volunteers especially appreciated his project to
have residents build bunk beds out of materials and hand tools which he donated.
We look forward to seeing UUMH friends soon, although we know it may only be
via cyber space even when we are back in the U.S.
We hope that everyone’s self-isolation will be effective in curbing the virus, and
that we will soon be sitting near each other in the pews of the UU!

Photo: Susumu Kishihara

♫ Bulgarian Notes ♫ български нотки ♫
April 2020 / John Thomas

Shiroka Laka. “Wide meander” in Bulgarian. A 2+ hour winding mostly one-lane drive south from Plovdiv… deep into
the revered and mysterious Rhodope mountains… close to the border of Greece… to this village of ~700, an architectural and folklore reserve, founded in the 17th century… where today one of Bulgaria’s two National Schools of
Folk Arts specializing in folklore music (the other in Kotel) continues to keep traditions alive.

A walk in the slippery snow and ice at dusk, up to the path at the top of the steep hill with Rhodopean houses
seeming to cling to the side of the ridge… beautiful, serene… this almost hidden village in ancient mountains…
nearly silent but for the sounds of sheep and dogs… a gaida (Bulgarian bagpipe) playing somewhere in a home…
the rich bouquet of burning wood from fireplaces and stoves as smoke rises out of chimneys and settles as an
aromatic cloud just above the village roofs… the flakes of snow that gently drop from above, extra cold and tasty on
the tongue… the mountain air so clean… the music school filled with energy as the evening turns the skies to black
ink… the murmur of the Shirokolashka River as it winds through the village… peace….

And then comes the first Sunday in March. Pesponedelnik. The day of
the Kukeri. The town is alive with costumes, magic, music, dance, ritual, and community from morning until dusk. Thousands of people celebrate together. Nobody knew on that day that it will be awhile before
Bulgarians again can do what they love so much: hold hands in a circle
dance with vibrant, rhythmic live music for hours and hours. That time
will come again.

Face Mask Pattern
(version 2)
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http://www.craftpassion.com/?p=26304

2”
Please check your scale here after print

Note: Please add 1/4” seam allowance for all the pattern
Copyright © craftpassion.com
Meant for hobby and personal use only. Do not sell.

Check out youtube
“How to Make Your Own
Face Mask”
Many options there!
Thank you, Ellen, for this
information!

Grateful for everyday.
Aware of my privilege.
Expanding my heart
As my perimeter grows smaller.
Thinking of us
Stretching hands across
the pews
Smiling at each other.
We are together
in the ways that matter most
Ready to help
Ready to pray
Ready to reach out.

“I tell you this
to break your heart,
by which I mean only
that it break open and never
close again to the rest of the
world.”
Mary Oliver

Back Page
The
Meetinghouse News
Kathleen Henry, Editor
Submissions are welcomed
and encouraged!
Please submit written work,
announcements,
and artwork,
by the 20th
of the month
to
meetinghousenews@gmail.com

