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Foreword
By Carol, Graham, and Caleb Younger

Some families have a person who never leaves home without a camera. 
Thick photo albums rest on their coffee tables. Our family has a beloved 
member who never leaves the house without a pen, a notebook or a 
handful of index cards — just in case. Our family scrapbooks sit on the 
bookshelf inside our Baptists Today collection. 
 Sometimes readers of Baptists Today ask if our lives are really as 
glamorous as they are portrayed in “The Lighter Side.” We always 
respond: “Yes.” We have walked the red carpet in extravaganzas such as 
the International Biscuit Festival. We have dined on the fine cuisine the 
Peppertown Restaurant has to offer. We have visited hotels where regal 
ducks majestically walk to a large fountain.
 Sometimes it can be hard to distinguish where the luxurious column 
lifestyle and the luxurious lifestyle we hold in reality begin and end. 
Would Caleb and Graham have sounded so much like Jesus if their dad 
weren’t writing a column? Yes, but not nearly as many people would have 
heard them.
 The truth is that our father/husband doesn’t need to fabricate stories 
because he has a way of making the mundane sparkle. Things become 
events when he covers them, writing what was there: people overly excited 
about biscuits; waitresses who believed their job description included 
getting to know their customers; travelers at the nicest hotel in Memphis, 
watching ducks with a sense of wonder that seemed out of place.
 After 12 years of these candid slices of life, the boy whose tie and 
button-down shirt made him squirm at a wedding now wears those 
regularly and will soon be a groomsman for a fellow law student. The 
6-year-old who received a credit card offer now receives such mail 
legitimately, since he is about to enter college. The seminary student who 
was scooping butter pecan at the Welcome New Students Ice Cream Social 
in 1983 has resigned herself to knowing that if she books an anniversary 
getaway at a monastery and ends up in a separate room from her husband, 
it will show up in a column. 
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 Like all scrapbooks, this one has been fun for us to reread and 
consider. “Did you really say that?” “Did I really make us do that?” “Did 
we really think that?” (On a few occasions we suspect the answer is “No.”) 
If life is a scrapbook of moments, this scrapbook makes us grateful for 
the time we’ve had and for the one we love who always keeps an extra 
pen handy to make sure he pays attention to the humor and meaning all 
around us. These columns make us laugh, but they also help us see the 
significance of even the lightest moments.
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Introduction

I thought about titles for this book that aren’t quite right … The Lighter 
Side — Greatest Hits 2000-2012 or The Lighter Side — Volume 1 or 
Lighten Up or Columns I Wish Were Funnier — or one that might help it 
sell: Pulitzer Prize-Winning Columns. Then I found out that I don’t get to 
pick the title.
 I’m sure that when Johnny Pierce invited me to write “The Lighter 
Side” he meant “lighter” as in “not serious.” “Not serious” is a fine goal, 
but writing this column has done surprising things for me. 
 Because I write this column for Baptists Today, I learned that Johnny 
Cash, the Sundance Kid, and Queen Latifah (think of her as G.A. Queen 
Latifah-with-a-Scepter) were Baptists. When I heard that the Georgia 
Baptist Convention was kicking out a church for having a female pastor, 
I didn’t think — as I would have before having this column — “Why 
are Baptists stupid?” but jumped straight to “Why don’t we kick out all 
women who wear ‘braided hair, or gold, or pearls’?” (1 Timothy 2:9).
 My light, bright family has been the victim of many columns. I’ve 
written about the day I met Carol (she was scooping butter pecan for new 
seminary students; I got in line even though I prefer chocolate). 
 I would not have been a chaperone at Graham’s sixth grade dance 
if I wasn’t sure I could get a column out of it. (I was kind to shout loud 
enough for his friends to hear, “I wish your father was here.”) When Caleb 
needed a driving instructor, I agreed because I could write about it: “For 
future reference, the brake is the one on the left.” 
 When Carol and I spent our 25th wedding anniversary in separate 
rooms at a monastery, my disappointment was tempered by Carol’s 
assurance that people would laugh at my frustration. 
 My pathetic attempts at athletics seem less agonizing when I write 
about them: “The key to my success is not running fast or far.” This 
column inspired me to admit that “Gyms contain little oxygen, and the 
line between warming up and tiring out is now non-existent.” 
 When I played basketball at youth camp, my pain was tempered 
by the understanding that I could write about it: “I conserved energy by 
taking the elevator instead of the stairs and lying down in the shower.”
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 Because I write this column, I took notes during a trip to Israel: 
“Have you seen any of these in your town — The Church of the 
Adolescent Jesus, The Church of the Flagellation or The Church of Our 
Lady of the Spasm?” 
 I took notes at a Jimmy Buffett concert: “Jimmy claimed the pope 
came to a concert, blessed the cheeseburgers and told Jimmy he had long 
been a parrothead.” 
 I took notes at the International Biscuit Festival (which I would never 
have attended if I did not write this column): “BYOB — Butter Your 
Own Biscuit.”
 I have learned to look for the shining lights in Christ’s church — 
gracious women who wish Miss Manners had written Romans, the painter 
at my parents’ church who put a hint of kudzu in the baptistery, the good 
church people who made me drive home barefoot after preaching at their 
church because they thought someone in Liberia needed my shoes more 
than I do.
 I have learned to look for the bright lights in ministry: the kind of 
preachers whose nurseries run out of space nine months after they preach 
on the Song of Solomon; ministers who speak on war, abortion, and the 
presidential campaign and have everyone shouting “Amen”; ministers who 
may initially be distracted during worship (“Why does the Lord’s Prayer 
sound like the voice on my GPS?”), but who end up with “I can’t believe 
what saints I get to serve.” 
 When I joined the Former Pastors’ Club, this column led me to make 
a list of what I missed — baptizing young Christians, senior citizens who 
ask me to pray with them and free parking at the hospital. 
 When you write a column called “The Lighter Side,” you end up 
looking for light. I have been given a good gift. 


