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Good Morning to you all, | feel like I've been blown away with all these wind storms. | know it's
normal for this time of year... but my goodness!

There are a few things for you to know about:

1. This coming Wednesday, the 10" is our Open House with Center for Community and
SCH Home Health from 11:30 AM-1PM, there will be a light lunch, and lots of
information. This open house is done each year, with one of the organizations hosting it.
This is all surrounding National Caregiver's, Home Health and Hospice Month.  Please
drop by if you can...

2. The following Wednesday, the 17" is our Caregiver Education and Support Service
Meeting, here at the Pioneers’ Home Manager’s House. Klaudia LeCesse will present
this month'’s topic on “Common Mistakes in Care and Interaction — Creative Solutions and
Resources.” Lunch will be provided, and it will begin at 12 noon. Hope you can come.

3. We are still seeking soup makers, potters, Silent Auction items, cookie and bread
bakers... for Brave Heart Bowls... if you can help us out... let myself or Bonnie Cottrell,
one our Americorps Volunteers know. Bonnie’s email is
volunteer@braveheartvolunteers.org. Thanks!

Hope you have a great week!

i am a little church(no great cathedral)
far from the splendor and squalor of hurrying cities
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-i do not worry if briefer days grow briefest,
i am not sorry when sun and rain make april

my life is the life of the reaper and the sower;
my prayers are prayers of earth's own clumsily striving
(finding and losing and laughing and crying)children
whose any sadness or joy is my grief or my gladness

around me surges a miracle of unceasing
birth and glory and death and resurrection:
over my sleeping self float flaming symbols
of hope,and i wake to a perfect patience of mountains

i am a little church(far from the frantic
world with its rapture and anguish)at peace with nature
-i do not worry if longer nights grow longest;
i am not sorry when silence becomes singing

winter by spring,i lift my diminutive spire to
merciful Him Whose only now is forever:
standing erect in the deathless truth of His presence
(welcoming humbly His light and proudly His darkness)

~ e.e.cummings —

(Complete Poems 1904-1962)



