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Happy New Year, everybody! 

 

I was happy to be asked to speak briefly about what TUUC means to me. For 

newcomers, this is part of our stewardship campaign. So if as I’m talking you find 

yourself with an overwhelming desire to pull out your checkbook – hey, don’t hold 

back! 

 

So one day more than 20 years ago, the oldest of our three children, Martha, then 

about 10 years old, asked us one day, “What’s a church?” That, along with a feeling 

Francie and I shared that we wanted life to be more than work, grocery lists and 

kids’ sports, led us to start looking for churches to check out. Francie liked what she 

saw at TUUC and the next Sunday I drove up Dulaney Valley Road to check it out. I 

turned into the parking lot, hustled into the service, late as usual, and after a few 

minutes began to have a strange feeling that I might not be in the right place. So I 

hustled out of the service at the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, just 

down the road, and found my way to TUUC. 

 

When I was little, I loved the idea of God. Somehow, I came up with the secret idea 

that I could win a point with God for every bump I ran my hand over in the hallway 

at elementary school, and in first or second grade, I would walk along with my hand 

out accumulating huge points with God. But as a teenager I became a rationalist and 

a skeptic, and I’m sorry to say I haven’t advanced much in the 50 years since then. 

My father insisted that we go to church as long as we lived at home, and I came to 

like the peace and contemplation; sometimes the sermons; the focus on injustice; 

the singing. But I seethed, and remained silent, when everyone was expected to 

recite the creed and affirm their belief in God the father and creator, his son who 

was crucified and rose again, the Holy Ghost and lots more that I specifically and 

passionately did not believe. It struck me as contrary to science and common sense, 

and to repeat it mindlessly seemed to me to do violence to the gifts of human reason 

and intelligence. I also had a suspicion that many of those repeating all these 

supernatural claims did not seriously believe them 

 

So fast-forward a couple of decades. I knew I missed much about church – but I did 

not miss one bit the intellectual straitjacket I remembered. Suddenly at TUUC, I 

discovered a church that not only accepts me and my crotchety insistence on reason 

– but actually encourages me to use my reason. All I have to do to qualify for this 

church is diligently seek the truth. So I rediscovered the break in the week when I 

could pause to think about the big issues -- of the meaning of life, of that moral arc 

that Martin Luther King said was bending slowly toward justice; when I could listen 



to a thought-provoking sermon that might gently challenge me to be a better 

person; when I could be drenched in beautiful music and look out the window and 

feel surrounded by the seasons. 

 

Twenty-something years kind of sneaks up on you, doesn’t it? Francie and I spent 

some happy years downstairs teaching RE. I learned Survey Monkey to survey the 

congregation for the Committee on Ministry. I used my nonexistent skills on Habitat 

houses. I schemed to get TUUC into the local media. Now I’m trying something I am 

completely unqualified for, helping build a new website for TUUC. But mostly, as a 

church-going atheist, I’ve just enjoyed coming here, listening to Clare – who, I think 

we can all agree, is not just a genius but a stable genius -- hanging out with a lot of 

interesting people, getting comforted and challenged. For me, TUUC is sort of the 

extended version of going outside on a clear night out in the country and looking up 

at the stars and having that breathtaking shift of perspective – hey, guess what, this 

isn’t all about us!  

 

As churches go, TUUC is not terribly hung up on sin – and thank God, if she does 

exist after all. But I’ll wrap up this little talk with a quote about sin from Albert 

Camus that I think I first heard sitting right here.  “If there is a sin against life,” he 

wrote, “it consists not so much in despair, as in hoping for another life and in 

ignoring the implacable grandeur of this one.” That’s something I appreciate about 

TUUC – for me, it’s not about fantasizing about other worlds. It’s rooted right here in 

this world. 


