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The Half-Baked Committee 

 

“The new guy worries me. I prefer our old pastor.” 

“The guy was ninety-four!” 

“His sermons were as dry as my daughter-in-law’s Thanksgiving turkey.” 

“I admit he lacked inspiration but I enjoyed watching his toupee crawl around his head.” 

“Half the congregation napped. We should have exchanged the pews for cots.” 

“Or sold his sermons as a sleep aid.” 

“Ladies, Ladies! We’re here to discuss the new pastor.” 

 “Someone said the he smokes Mary-Wanna.” 

 “Mari, with a short i.” 

 “You can say it either way. I looked it up on the inter-web.” 

 “Internet.” 

“Whatever. His lectures border on heresy.” 

 “And his cartoon ties are distracting. Sponge Bob Round Pants!” 

 “Square.” 

 “I’m no more square than you, Mary-Beth. Peter Pan collars are out this year.” 

 “This talk is dangerous. My last church split over false rumors.” 

 “She’s wearing a Peter Pan collar right now.” 

 “I’m talking about your new pastor. Rumors are serious.” 

 “Angie, I don’t trust preachers who ignore hell and glorify heaven.” 

 “Heaven is good.” 

“Like a slice of Joyce’s heavenly coffeecake.” 
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“Yes, Claire, but hell is just as real.” 

“Like squeezing our rear-ends into these child-sized chairs. I may have to wear mine home.”    

“Barbara, couldn’t you get the adult Sunday School classroom?” 

“Where we meet isn’t important. Why we’re here, is.” 

“Is the coffee ready?” 

“Evelyn, you’re holding a Starbucks cup.” 

“I’m hankering for Joyce’s coffeecake.” 

“Martha, aren’t you on a diet?” 

“That was last week. I survived on sugarless gum and almost took up smoking. In my diet induced 

delirium my neglected Cheetos called my name.” 

“You only live once!” 

“And orange fingers are so attractive.” 

“Ladies, we’re roaming miles from our mission.” 

“Do you know how much my cell phone company charged me for roaming?” 

“Barbara, why did you call this meeting?” 

“Yogurt. No. Sour cream. Joyce, what makes your cake so moist?” 

“You have such a discerning palette, Martha. It’s sour cream.” 

“Coffee’s ready!” 

“I’d prefer a glass of sherry.” 

“Darlene, it’s ten o’clock in the morning!” 

“Fill your cups and plates. Then let’s return to the matter in hand.” 

“He wants to focus on teens and tweens. We have enough programs.” 

“That’s because you don’t have children.” 
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“Kathleen, not all of us spent our twenties birthing a Little League team.” 

“Linda, I meant—” 

“I know what you meant. I chose not to reek like sour milk and dirty diapers for six solid years.” 

“Kathleen doesn’t reek . . . then again, I don’t sit in her pew.” 

“And your dogs don’t exactly smell like Chanel Number 5.” 

“They should. I spritz my Mitzy with doggie cologne from Temple of Groom.” 

“I prefer cats. Don’t forget to spay and neuter, everyone. I couldn’t justify bringing an innocent child 

or cat into this world of hate, war, and crime.” 

“Speaking of crime, did you hear about the burglary at Luigi’s?” 

“Yes! My daughter-in-law was eating lunch during the incident. She abandoned a fresh plate of 

spinach ravioli. Luigi’s closed for two days.” 

“I love when the waitress says ‘ciao’. Reminds me of my honeymoon in Tuscany.” 

“Did you hear the pastor is on his third marriage?” 

“Is that a fact? I mean, as opposed to a rumor.” 

“Third time’s a charm.” 

“Must you always speak in clichés?” 

“Joyce, what’s the unusual spice? I detect cinnamon, cloves and . . . something else.” 

“Secret ingredient.” 

“Ladies! For pity’s sake, this is not a cooking club. We need to vote.” 

“Nutmeg?” 

“Nope.” 

“Meg? Wasn’t she the Sunday school teacher who gave peanuts to allergy-prone Emily?” 

“Quiet everyone! Who agrees we should seek another pastor? Raise hands.” 
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“Is it true that your congregation has gone through five pastors in four years?” 

“Angie, the past is the past. We’re dealing with our present problem. Show those hands.” 

“Our snooze-fest of a pastor only left two months ago. That’s not very past.” 

“Five minutes ago is the past.” 

“Cardamom!” 

“Was that his name?” 

“Yes—I mean, no, Claire. That’s the spice, Martha. You have such delicate taste buds!” 

“I should. I was head pastry chef at Angel’s Delicatessen.” 

“We could use a few angels. This meeting seems a bit mean-spirited.” 

“Are you backing out, Evelyn?” 

“Not backing out, just stepping back. Let’s give this guy a few more sermons.” 

“A few more comical ties. Did you see Fred Flintstone?” 

“We should confront him with our concerns.” 

“That’s not how this committee works!” 

“The committee needs replacing.” 

“How can you say that, Gloria? You’re a founding member.” 

“I know. But instead of accusing the pastor of smoking pot and multiple marriages we should ask him 

if these things are true.” 

“Are you crazy? You can’t ask personal questions.” 

“Good idea, Gloria. Why not?” 

“Leave it to the new girl to agree to such an outrageous suggestion.” 

“New members always stir the pot.” 

“The new pastor is doing enough stirring.” 



 5 

 “Because he plays contemporary music and wants to open the gymnasium to teenagers after school? 

These are not radical ideas.” 

“I sense a touch of mace.” 

“The cook at Luigi’s thought he maced the thief but grabbed the wrong container. The paprika 

temporarily blinded him. He ran into the street and hit a parked car.” 

“Martha, let’s go into business and specialize in coffeecakes!”  

“Yes! Your baked goods are near perfection.” 

“Near?” 

“Well, nothing’s perfect.” 

“Especially humans.” 

“Linda won’t be satisfied until God Himself applies for the job of pastor.” 

“Barbara would find a blemish on his resume.” 

“And disapprove of his ties.” 

“Ladies, that’s not fair. Barb and I are just concerned for the congregation.” 

“Linda, you have too much time to think.” 

“Meaning?” 

“Well, with no children . . .” 

“Here we go again.” 

***** 

“Frank, I’m home.” 

“How was the meeting, Joyce?” 

“Very productive.” 

“Did you kick the new pastor to the curb?” 
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“Don’t be irreverent, Frank. Just because you don’t go to church—” 

“And look at the aggravation I avoid. Did you save me a piece of coffeecake?” 

“Get your coat, Frank. We’re going shopping.” 

“Be serious. What was the verdict?” 

“I quit church. I’m opening a bakery.” 

 

 


