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 Last July some of you heard my sermon on “Smiles of a Sunday 

Morning”, and I would like to start today by picking up on a theme 

or two from that morning, and focus on how those of us of 

humanist persuasion can hope to find a fullness – a spiritual fullness 

- in our experience together. 

Here at the Meeting House, we are trying to satisfy the human 

yearning for beauty, connectedness, and awe, giving voice to a rich 

religious pluralism.  We try to search out the mysteries of life’s 

questions, to find their validity, and to be renewed by one another.  

But how does that apply to us humanists?  

UU worship has historical roots in an essentially educational or 

verbal approach, seeking positive steps in the rational search for 

truth in an atmosphere of open inquiry and expression.  UU worship 

for some today, however, has become much broader, incorporating 

celebration of all of life, offering a new aesthetic perspective on life, 

a radical openness to all experience, a sensitizing process that 

exposes us to the heights and depths of living.  Maybe that will help 

us. 

Beyond the rational, we might hope to find a path to another 

existence, one which leads us to a fuller life and sense of self-

realization.  Maybe even something spiritual.  And what might that 

path be? 
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G. Peter Fleck, in Chapter 13 of his “The Mask of Religion” 

(Prometheus Books, Buffalo, NY 1980), presents an idea of what that 

path might be.  He develops the theme of “As a Tale That is Told”, in 

reference to Psalm 90:9,12, from which he derives the following: 

“We spend our years as a tale that is told”.  Peter further suggests: “I 

think that all of us, at least intermittently, are aware of this 

historical quality of our lives, that all of us from time to time, as it 

were, step out of the present in order to survey the past, in order to 

refresh our memory of how we got where we are and to look down 

the road where we are going.   

 Telling that tale can be a kind of spiritual endeavor in which we 

get to the heart of who we are and what is most important to us.   

We can gain a deeper understanding of our life experience and its 

meaning.  We might be surprised to learn that the stories we tell 

others of our lives today are guided by an ageless, universal pattern 

that also guided traditional and often sacred stories of generations 

past. Our stories today contain much the same enduring elements, 

motifs and archetypes that express the common twists and turns of 

the path of life. 

As we learn early, good stories are made up not only of a 

beginning, middle, and end, but a beginning, muddle, and 

resolution. This is the pattern, or archetype, that can describe the 

process of transformation common to all lives. We are given a 

vantage point from which we might see this as a sacred pattern, or a 

blueprint, offering a structure that both forms the plot of a story 

and facilitates lifelong growth and development. 
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We focus not only on our story to date, but expand this in a 

kind of kaleidoscope of these memories and stories of the past, 

moving on in dynamic or timeline fashion through the present 

moment on into planning and anticipating the future.  Thus we can 

include in our story a projection of how it might plan to end up. 

Through this completed story we have the potential to tap into 

ageless, universal themes that have been experienced by all of 

humanity, and that connect us to our roots and common heritage. 

Telling our life story in this manner can fulfill the important 

functions of bringing us into accord with ourselves, with others, 

with the mystery of life, and with the universe around us. 

Our life as “a tale that is told” can become vastly significant for 

us humanists, especially if we choose to follow this path of story 

development and telling.  How unlike poor Macbeth, who likened 

this pursuit of our life story to “a tale told by an idiot, full of sound 

and fury, signifying nothing”! 

There is a power in storytelling that can transform our lives. 

Traditional stories, myths, and fairy tales hold this power. Stories 

told from generation to generation carry this power in the enduring 

values and lessons about living life deeply that they pass along. Life 

stories can be tools for making us whole; they gather up the parts of 

us and put them together in a way that gives our lives greater 

meaning than they had before we told our story. 

The stories we tell of our own lives carry this transforming 

power, too. Our stories illustrate our inherent connectedness with 

others. In the life story of each person is a reflection of another’s 
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life story. In some mysterious, amazing way our stories and our lives 

are all tied together. 

When we connect with one another, we can experience a 

creative interchange, as we listen carefully and reflectively to what 

the other says, and in an act of creation express in response 

something more profound than either of us reaches alone.  That 

moment of creation, if not a “eureka”, can move us well beyond the 

rational toward the spiritual. 

In the words of Jacob Trapp, Minister long ago of the Unitarian 

Church in Summit, NJ: “Our real lived life, our participation in being, 

our possible fullness of existence, is in relation to, in communion 

with, the things and beings of the everyday.  When things and 

persons speak to us, when a streak of sun on a maple leaf or an 

unspoken warmth of affection addresses us although no word is 

said, and stirs us in our heart of hearts, we taste communion, we 

hear the music of meaning.  What was old is made new, what was 

split away or estranged is reunited, what was dead comes alive 

again in true communion, in the sacrament of dialogue.”  In the 

sacrament of dialogue. 

 “It is only giving that stimulates,” said Albert Schweitzer.  

“Impart as much as you can of your own spiritual being to those 

who are on the road with you, and accept as something precious 

what comes back to you from them.” 

This giving, or tale telling, is what loving persons can do, and 

which brings us right back to considering what it is we are trying to 

do here in this Meeting House, with all of us who make up this 
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Congregation.  It’s people who love, and who have learned how to 

integrate their past, present, and future into a life of 

accomplishment that becomes our tale that can be told, one that we 

can smile about. This relates to us humanists, who while practicing 

a free and rational search for meaning, are also living and loving life 

to its fullest. 

A full life is one where we continue to find new things to love, 

and new things to celebrate.  We can build upon those things which 

are worthy of our total commitment, those things we have truly 

loved so far, those things which have dominated and delighted our 

“soul”. 

“Soul!” So there I did it again!  I used another undefined term, 

the other being “spiritual”.  Undefined these words, yes, but 

nonetheless both to be found, out beyond the rational and 

scientifically verifiable.  Out beyond there, we celebrate: firstly, 

wonderment, at nature and our perceived surroundings; secondly, 

beauty in sound, sight, and touch; and third, not the least, the 

participation in a loving community, where our tales are to be told, 

and our understandings of and with each other are creatively 

deepened. 

In that loving community is where we connect, where we can 

experience in being with and talking with others.  That is the kind of 

connection we experience in the various things we do with each 

other at the Meeting House.  In those connections we are able to 

reach out together, and find through creative interchange some new 

perspectives and insights, which lead us out beyond the strictly 
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rational.  Together we can enjoy those things of wonder and beauty 

and community which lead us into the spiritual.  

A. Powell Davies spoke of “loving community” this way: “We 

meet each other as friends and neighbors anywhere and everywhere, 

but we seldom do so in the consciousness of our souls’ deepest 

yearnings. But in church we do – in a way that protects us from all 

that is intrusive, yet leaves us knowing that we all have the same 

yearnings, the same spiritual loneliness, the same need of assurance 

and faith and hope.  We are brought together at the highest level 

possible.  We are not merely an audience.  We are a congregation.” 

Many of you, I suspect, will celebrate that I may finally have 

reached a point where I can signal that this is all coming to an end.  

You will recall that I suggested earlier that good stories had the 

character of a beginning, muddle, and resolution.  Alas, I fear with 

my story here today that I may have left you still dealing with the 

“muddle” phase, far short of any “resolution”.  But let’s try. 

Our tale for the day has sought to be an encouragement to the 

humanists among us to try to see the beauty of community, 

especially when experienced as the opportunity to develop and 

share with others our own life’s tale.  Further, this encouragement 

features the concept of a tale that embraces in a dynamic fashion 

our story of how we got here, what life is like right now, and where 

we can see it going.  Telling this tale is a high-quality invitation to 

others to do likewise, and as we interchange our tales creatively, we 

arrive a place that seems, well, spiritual. 

Thank you for your kind attention. 



7 

 

 

 


