
Our Testimony 

 
Betsy 
Our names are Sean and Betsy Mackey. Thank you, Monica and the Stewardship Committee 
for this opportunity.   
 
Sean 
I was reared in a devoted Catholic family eight miles away from here. I was questioned before 
second grade what I want to be when I grow up and immediately I replied, a priest, before 
turning into a very misbehaving boy. Betsy attended UU youth group in Connecticut, 
however… 
 
Betsy 
I don't come from a church-going background. My parents were not joiners in any sense. They 
were skeptical of group affiliations. But independence isn't possible or desirable.  Especially 
when the chips are down, we need each other.  This was the case for our family, twice. I'll 
always be grateful to the Caring Committee for the physical and emotional support they gave 
us then. 
 
My Peace Corps service was in a small, arid Muslim village. I learned from the villagers more 
than they learned from me. They showed me life is not fair, is full of disappointments, 
happiness, and normal days. Nothing to do with you or if you belong to our tribe or a different 
tribe. Everything to do with our attitude towards service. Betsy’s service was at a Catholic high 
school in a small city. They showed her if one has close friends, close network connections, 
then one doesn't feel poor, lonely and lost, like…. 
 
 
When you go someplace routinely, even to Sunday services, week after week, it's easy to start 
taking it for granted.  TUUC can fall into this category.  It’s worthwhile stepping back to reflect 
on what makes TUUC a special place to go on Sundays, a special affiliation to have.   
 
I saw that an architect could quietly say religious beliefs when we walked into a rebuilt burned 
down Boston UU church. All nonverbal signals, all small details, all invisible things that are the 
missing key to the place for shedding the coat, shedding the mask. We were magnetized by 
First UU Church downtown and later by here, more so because we felt we needed a new 
community. 
 
There is the building itself, light-filled even when there's little light, with tree-framed views to 
take in during wandering moments. The changing artwork is a never-ending source of 
inspiration and delight. 
 
I spoke at my mother’s funeral mass in a direct voice, Unitarian themes, very unusual for my 
family Catholic Church. At my turn, I said, “I don’t have to tell you, my friends and family. You 
know how to be, now...You know what to do, today, and how to be next month...I could preach 
to you what you should or shouldn’t be...but you know the answer already. “I realized I am a 
second-born UU .We should be proud we don’t have any dogma, adults or children. Betsy 
taught Preschoolers downtown.  



There are the stories for all ages, including my own, that dovetail with the day's message, 
giving characters, color, and context. Dramatic presentations, even puppets, point me to 
deeper understandings in novel ways. 
 
I volunteered in the Lay Ministry Committee, helped organize Sunday services and gave two 
sermons when Reverend Clare was away. Betsy served on the Personnel Committee. 
 
Add to that the fellowship aspect. I'm so glad to have met many of you and to count you in my 
larger family.  Coffee hour chats build friendships and a spirit of belonging.  Chalice Circles 
enrich my life with purposeful conversation.  
 
 When Clare visited me after my stroke, she read aloud the poems, and pray together. Fellow 
UU, our magician encouraged me to do a summer service. I wrote and practiced it all day and 
night and spoke about seven years ago. I felt completely a different man but I realized most 
TUUC members welcomed and accepted me. 
 
Most compelling are Clare's sermons, laced with stimulating poetry and readings, helping me 
be more aware, challenging me to think more, do more, be more.   
 
Clare counseled me when I was depressed. She suggested I design my own memorial service. 
Everyone had given me something and to remember I had given them something. She helped 
me see clearly. I see everything, a rusty nail, a golden ring, and pain and grace, too. This 
church turned for us into not merely a nice building, not merely nice people, but our sanctuary. 
 
What do Sunday services give me?  In a word, nourishment.  There's stunning, stirring music 
provided by Tracy, the choir, and guest musicians. There is the pleasure of singing together, 
adding my own wobbly voice to the mix. 

 
This Sunday morning maybe you still have the earthquake or sunny rapture on your spirit. I 
suggest you feel it deeply, pain or joy. You should walk with that. Come to know that, know it 
intuitively as you’ve known forever. We all come here not to listen to the right answer, or the 
good news or how to be a freedom fighter. We know life is messy; we share all in church. I 
believe that is why we come back here. After listening to transforming poems and music for the 
soul, we turn, become a little bit more aware. We are now able to believe we are TUUC stones 
in water.  
 
This Sunday morning I am grateful, today, and next Sunday, and… 
 
I need to repeat. You know how to be today, and, how to be next month. 
 
We’re proud to be members of TUUC and glad to contribute to nourish the church that 
nourishes us. 
 
Many times I see how doing when I want the woods. 

 


