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while attending graduate school and starting my career. During
that time, I learned to serve and love in ways I could not previ-
ously have known without the people, places, and events that I
believe could only have come together in a magical place like
Cambridge.

Even though I have been gone for over a decade now, I have
spent the last five years traversing thousands of pages of oral his-
tories regarding the Church’s growth in New England and in the
Cambridge area in particular, hoping to produce, at the end, a
manuscript that would have meaning and messages for many—
not just those of us who have come to love Cambridge because it
is a part of us. Having invested those years in this effort, I am
flooded by the realization of all the things that have transpired
in the Longfellow Park Chapel—the most significant of which
were not publicized events, but the little life-changing interac-
tions, moments, and bits of inspiration that have impacted thou-
sands of people over the last fifty-three years. I know my life was
changed there, and will ever be grateful for that.

Homeless Memories—Heather Craw

The Longfellow Park building was as quirky and original as its
congregants. I hope the church will use this fire as an opportu-
nity to build a more orthodox, rectangular, “Mormon” building
in Cambridge and hopefully stamp out some of the heretical
leanings that thrive amid secret passages and peanut galleries.

If you know me, you know I’'m kidding. What a waste to lose
something so special! Some of the best memories of my life are
homeless now.

So Many Firsts—Branden Morris

I feel really sad about this, but also a little bittersweet. I've never
been one to feel sentimental about buildings, but this news today
has prompted a sweet little trip down memory lane. As is the case
for so many of you, that building and all it represented is a critical
part of who I am today.

I was baptized into the Church in ’93 as a college freshman,
after having had lots of LDS friends in high school and finding I
missed their influence after starting school. I remember taking
the missionary discussions with the assistants to the presidents
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