Introduction

I became a fundamentalist in 1948 at age 12. Not the kind of fundamentalist that flies planes into buildings - I wasn't one of them! They were going to burn forever in Hell, along with (a) all Christians who believe the Wrong Way (and that was most of them), (b) all Jews, (c) all Shintos, (d) all Hindus, (e) all atheists, (f) all Jains, (g) all Buddhists, (h) all  . . . well, almost everyone in the world; my heaven would not suffer from overpopulation! 

Doubt

One crisp night during the Christmas season of 1952, I was walking home from my job at the grocery store when I noticed that the stars that had been over the house that I had just passed now seemed to be over the next house that I was passing. With the sermon of the day before on my mind, I wondered how that story of the star over the manger could be literally true - as claimed by my parents and, it seemed, most of the adults that I knew. Of course, if the star were close over the manger, there would be no problem with parallax; but wouldn't the star then burn up the manger - and every thing else on earth?   I also began to see the bigotry to which I had been happily wedded as ugly. I wanted a divorce.

Atheism

By age 23, I could no longer defend the literal veracity of every word of the Good Book, such as where it claimed that Joshua made the day longer by commanding the sun to stand still (Mr. Joshua: is it literally true that the movement of the sun determines the length of the day?). So, in the Fall of 1959, I became an atheist.
