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church (one lasting fifty minutes, the content of which I've forgot-
ten, and much shorter ones that stirred me then and that I still re-
member), some of our more interesting ward members who bore
their testimony of global conspiracies instead of the gospel; a visit
by a Massachusetts congressman (if I'm remembering rightly; I
think Linda may have arranged that—please correct me if I'm
wrong); a memorable gathering during the blizzard of 78 when
Cambridge shut down and we shared food storage treats in the
cultural hall; dances, service projects, firesides, musical events,
institute classes, crushes, long talks about the meaning of every-
thing, and much, much more.

Especially the friends. It’s as if we clung to each other, many of
us far away from the homes we grew up in, others not that far
from their geographical homes but having moved to a new spiri-
tual home. I remember being delighted at one home evening to
realize that I was one of the few “non-converts” there.

My friends from the ward constituted most of my life at that
time. My Church experiences were far more important, really,
than my graduate classes (though a few of my fellow graduate stu-
dents became friends, too), and many of my friends from church
remain intensely dear to me still.

Something that struck me while reading the responses to the
fire: Though the years I spent there seem a magical, unrepeatable
time, it appears that many of those who came later feel the same way
about their time there. And how about those who came before me? I
know of some of them by reputation, and they seem legendary.

One of those who preceded me, Carlfred Broderick, has spo-
ken evocatively of his student days there. (See his “The Core of My
Belief,” in A Thoughtful Faith, edited by Philip L. Barlow [Center-
ville, Utah: Canon Press, 1986]), 85-101 and listen to some of his
tapes.) I can picture the stories he tells in those rooms and hall-
ways that are now in ruins.

But my own time there—and the people I know—have taken on
something of that legendary stature in my mind, too.

Matzoh for Sacrament—Steve Rowley

I first entered the Longfellow Park chapel on September 4, 1977.
It was fast Sunday. I was a new physics grad student at MIT and a
convert, baptized only about six months previously. This pair of
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circumstances very quickly convinced me that everybody knew
more, felt more, read more, did more, understood more, was
more than I would ever be.

Fortunately, the building was full of fascinating nooks and
crannies. For example, there was a trap door in the ceiling of the
second floor restroom by the balcony—at that time the only pas-
sage into the attic above the chapel. Do you know how quiet the at-
tic above a chapel is between meetings on a winter Sunday after-
noon? Since I had no social skills to speak of, it was good to ex-
plore the building and try to figure out what the different rooms
were for, how they felt, what people did there, why they cared. As
it happens, they cared a lot. And I learned a lot trying to figure
out why they cared so much.

Everybody loved the rose window. At various times, the glass
was various colors—even violent orange for a year or so, until
unanimous objection to the color led to fears that a “midnight
maintenance” team would perform an unauthorized vitrectomy.
My favorite was the pale green shade of glass that changed with
the sunset during our late sacrament services.

Over time, I found some measure of community there. An-
other ponytailed, bearded, hippie liberal intellectual, more or
less, was just fine. I had no real idea how unusual that was, since
the limits of this building were nearly my only experience of the
church. But in Cambridge, it was kind of normal; the extraordi-
nary tolerance of the community reflected the gospel quite well.
This was the place where I spiritually came of age, watching the
examples of wise, kind people. And, of course, observing the oc-
casional counterexample of a few non-wise or non-kind people.
And being non-wise or non-kind myself, on occasion, and meet-
ing forgiveness.

Once, somebody brought matzoh for sacrament, during Pass-
over. Everybody was cool with that, which made a big impression
on me. Okay, there was the after-church meal of bagels and ham,
but everybody had the grace to laugh about it.

I went to church there for twenty-three years—twenty-three
years in a singles ward. I probably drove several bishops nuts. For
no particularly obvious reason, they made me a Sunday School
teacher for fourteen consecutive years. I could never quite figure
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