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There’s a song by the evangelical Christian  
music artist, Carman, entitled We Need God 
in America Again. One line of the song is as 
follows: “When it gets to the point where 
people would rather come out of the closet 
than clean it, it’s the sign that the judgment 
of God is going to fall.”  

This one line conveys a number of spiritual toxins within it: shame, 
guilt, condemnation, fear, and the assumption that being gay is some- 
thing a person can “clean” away. What’s sad is that I haven’t listened 
to Carman in about fifteen years, but at random times, I can still 
hear this line playing over and over again in my head. My reminder 
of how the majority of Christians feel about me.  

I was raised in a born-again, evangelical Christian home on the south 
shore of Long Island. In my family, the only time you missed church 
was if you were puking or dying. Church was everything for my first 
twenty-one years of my life.    

LIFE FULL OF GOOD FRUIT
by Tracey Papas
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Thinking back, I can honestly say that I always knew I was gay even 
before I knew what “being gay” meant. I always had crushes on my 
older sister’s friends as well as certain female celebrities and didn’t 
think much of it until one day when I was around 7 or 8 years old.

I remember sitting in my living room with some toys while my 
sister and mom watched an afternoon talk show. I became intrigued 
when I saw two women holding hands and talking about being  
in love. I can recall my mom verbalizing great disgust over their 
apparent “sin”. I can’t remember her exact words, but what I do 
remember is the feeling of dread that overtook me at her disdain. 
Could that be me? Could I be like these perverted lesbians my mom 
was so disgusted by? I felt fear overtake me, but quickly brushed it 
off by telling myself that my crushes were mere appreciation for 
people I admired. I told myself that as I got older, I would surely 
outgrow them. The alternative was far too scary for me to bear. As  
I grew, I quickly learned how most Christians felt about gays and 
lesbians. How they were perverts and sinners. How they were an 
abomination. How they rebelliously chose to go against God’s 
natural order of things. How they were being controlled by an evil 
spirit of lust. How God himself was disgusted by them.  How this 

“sin” seemed to be a lot worse than other sins.   

Around the time I turned fifteen, I realized I had a serious “problem” 
on my hands because it was around this time that I started falling 
for girls my own age. The feelings were more intense than anything 
I had ever experienced. I was overwhelmed by my desires, guilt and 
shame. I decided it would be best to suppress my feelings and date 
guys like every other girl my age. 

I told myself that when I met the “right” guy, all these unhealthy 
desires would go away. The only problem with this was that no guy 
ever seemed to be “right”. Deep down I knew that none of them 
could ever make me feel the way some of my girl friends did. 

Around the time I turned fifteen, I realized I had a  
serious “problem” on my hands because it was around 
this time that I started falling for girls my own age. 
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I longed for perfection and a sense of control in life. I was a great 
daughter, listened to my parents and rarely rebelled. I was an 
excellent student, athletic and got good grades. I tried to be a good 
Christian, attended church, read my Bible, and prayed. In fact, 
every night for many of my adolescent years I said the same prayer: 

“Lord Jesus, give me wisdom beyond my years to make all the right 
decisions in my life, so that when I am older I’ll have no regrets.”    

By the time I graduated from my small Christian high school, I had 
created what I thought was the perfect version of myself. I was  
a petite, attractive, blond-haired, green-eyed, All-American girl. On 
the outside, I was the ideal Christian young woman. I can even 
remember my mom joking that I was one of my youth pastor’s 
favorite students.   

Upon graduation, I was presented with the Pastor’s Award.  The 
Pastor’s Award was a plaque given to one person in the senior class 
who most exemplified Christ in all aspects of his or her life. It was  
a decision voted on by the school faculty. I remember the look of 
pride on my parents’ faces. For a brief time, it made me feel like I 
could do anything! I could even overcome these homosexual desires 
that threatened to destroy my life!  

Soon I went off to college and continued to fool myself into thinking 
I could change—that I could be “normal.” I never had a problem 
attracting the opposite sex and dated lots of guys. But after a couple 
months of dating, I’d lose interest and find a reason to breakup with 
them. I did date one guy for a period of 2½ years while I was in 
college. He became my best friend. Even though I knew I loved him, 
I couldn’t seem to fall in-love with him. There is a big  difference. 
He never seemed to make my pulse race the way some young 
women could.
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It was this boyfriend who was there for me my junior year of college 
when my mother passed away. She was originally diagnosed with 
breast cancer when I was 13 years old, but waited two years to have 
a mastectomy because she believed she was going to be completely 
healed by God without any medical intervention. During those first 
two years following her diagnosis, she made my sister and I promise 
to keep her cancer a secret. She gave several reasons why she didn’t 
want us to say anything, saying something about only telling people 
who had strong enough faith to stand with her, etc.  

However, I think the real reason was that she was ashamed. I believe 
she was under the impression that her cancer was the result of 
some type of spiritual weakness in her life. It wasn’t until the cancer 
took over her entire breast and metastasized to other areas of her 
body that she finally decided to have the operation.   

After my mother was gone, my boyfriend was extremely sweet, kind, 
and caring. I knew without a doubt that he loved me uncondition-
ally, and I despised the fact that I always felt like something was 
missing. It was like trying to force a puzzle piece into the wrong 
section of the puzzle. You can pound it in, but you’ll never be able to 
complete the rest. I never felt whole.  

Then finally, at the age of 23, I had my first girlfriend. 
It was both terrifying and exciting. And when she 
kissed me, everything made perfect sense. I was gay. 
No question about it.

She and I did not work out and I dated several women after her.  
In 2005, I finally met my wife, Lyndsey. She is a strong, intelligent, 
caring and beautiful woman and is everything I was looking for in  
a partner.     

You know that breakup line “It’s not you…it’s me.” In my case, it 
really was me. I broke up with this boyfriend my first year in grad 
school and dated several other guys. A couple told me they loved  
me and wanted to marry me, but the thought of marrying any of 
them terrified me to death. In the end, I realized I couldn’t fall in 
love with them either.  



There are times I think back to my high school graduation and I’m 
saddened. If the faculty members of my small Christian school 
knew they were voting for a lesbian to receive the Pastor’s Award, 
I’m fairly certain they would have chosen someone else. Although 
I am no longer that naïve 18-year-old, I still have the same main 
values. Love, humility, gratitude, family, people and empathy are 
still things most important to me. At my core, I am still the same 
person I always been yet I am aware that many people’s perceptions 
of me have changed.                         

Although my father and I do not see eye to eye on the gay issue, he 
has taught me many life lessons. One in particular is that you can 
tell whether something is good or bad by the fruit it brings into 
your life. When I was denying my homosexuality, my life was full 
of shame, guilt and lots of fear. Since I have become truthful with 
myself, I have experienced more joy and peace than I have ever 
known. In other words, my life is now full of good fruit.  

In December of 2011, Lyndsey and I welcomed the birth of our  
son, Kaden Philip. Then in May of 2013, we were blessed again to 
welcome our second son, Ryan Kenneth. Both boys are such 
blessings and have brought even more joy to our lives. If someone 
would have told me when I was fifteen that this is the way my life 
would play out, I would have told them that they were crazy; but 
boy am I glad it did! I believe God did indeed answer the prayer  
I prayed for so many nights so many years ago. I can honestly say  
that I have no regrets in my life. There is nothing I look back on  
and think, “I should have done that differently”. Every choice I  
have chosen has brought me to this point in my life and has made 
me into the person I am today; and I happen to like who I am and 
where I’m at.       

I hope that my words bring a little peace and understanding to 
whomever reads them.  
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On the night of November 20, 2001, a very 
personal conversation held over Instant 
Messenger changed our lives forever. Our 
twelve-year-old son, Ryan, messaged me in 
my office from the computer in his room.  

Ryan: can i tell u something

Me: Yes I am listening

Ryan: well i don’t know how to say this really but, well......  
i can’t keep lying to you about myself. I have been hiding this for 
too long and i sorta have to tell u now. By now u probably have 
an idea of what i am about to say.

Ryan: I am gay

Ryan: i can’t believe i just told you

Me: Are you joking?

JUST BECAUSE HE BREATHES
by Linda Robertson 
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Ryan: no... 

Ryan: i thought you would understand because of uncle don

Me: of course I would

Me: but what makes you think you are?

Ryan: i know i am

Ryan: i don’t like hannah

Ryan: it’s just a cover-up

Me: but that doesn’t make you gay…

Ryan: i know

Ryan: but u don’t understand

Ryan: i am gay

Me: tell me more

Ryan: it’s just the way i am and it’s something i know

Ryan: u r not a lesbian and u know that. it is the same thing

Me: what do you mean?

Ryan: i am just gay

Ryan: i am that

Me: I love you no matter what

Ryan: i am white not black

Ryan: i know

Ryan: i am a boy not a girl

Ryan: i am attracted to boys not girls

Ryan: u know that about yourself and i know this

Me: what about what God thinks about acting on these desires?

Ryan: i know

Me: thank you for telling me

Ryan: and i am very confused about that right now

Me: I love you more for being honest

Ryan: i know

Ryan: thanx



We were completely shocked. Not that we didn’t know and love gay 
people; my only brother had come out to us several years before and 
we adored him. But Ryan? He was unafraid of anything, tough as 
nails, and all boy. We had not seen this coming, and the emotion 
that overwhelmed us, kept us awake at night and, sadly, influenced 
all of our reactions over the next six years, was fear.

We said all the things that we thought loving Christian parents who 
believed the Bible—the Word of God—should say:

We love you. We will always love you. And this is hard. Really hard. 
But we know what God says about this, and so you are going to 
have to make some really difficult choices.

We love you. We couldn’t love you more. But there are other men 
who have faced this same struggle and God has worked in them  
to change their desires. We’ll get you their books—you can listen to 
their testimonies. And we will trust God with this.

We love you. We are so glad you are our son. But you are young and 
your sexual orientation is still developing. The feelings you’ve had 
for other guys don’t make you gay. So please don’t tell anyone that 
you are gay. You don’t know who you are yet. Your identity is not 
that you are gay—it is that you’re a child of God.

We love you. Nothing will change that. But if you are going to 
follow Jesus, holiness is your only option. You are going to have to 
choose to follow Jesus, no matter what. And since you know what 
the Bible says, and since you want to follow God, embracing your 
sexuality is not an option.

You are going to have to choose to follow Jesus, no  
matter what. And since you know what the Bible says, 
and since you want to follow God, embracing your  
gay sexuality is not an option.

Fashioned of God: Gay Christian Stories

2120

Just Because He Breathes



We thought we understood the magnitude of the sacrifice that 
we—and God —were asking for. And this sacrifice, we knew, would 
lead to the abundant life, perfect peace and eternal rewards. Ryan 
had always felt intensely drawn to spiritual things; he desired  
to please God above all else. So, for the first six years, he tried to 
choose Jesus. Like so many others before him, he pleaded with God 
to help him be attracted to girls. He memorized verses of Scripture, 
met with his youth pastor weekly, enthusiastically participated  
in all the church youth group events and Bible Studies and got 
baptized. He read all the books that claimed to know where his gay 
feelings came from, dove into counseling to help discover the 
“why’s” of his unwanted attraction to other guys, worked through 
painful conflict resolution with my husband and I, and built strong 
friendships with other guys—straight guys—just like the reparative 
therapy experts advised. He even came out to his entire youth 
group, giving his testimony of how God had rescued him from the 
traps of the enemy, and sharing—by memory—verse after verse that 
God had used to draw Ryan to Himself.

But nothing changed. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Though our hearts may have been good (we truly thought what  
we were doing was loving), we did not even give Ryan a chance to 
wrestle with God, to figure out what he believed God was telling him 
through scripture about his sexuality. We had believed firmly in 
giving each of our four children the space to question Christianity, 
to decide for themselves if they wanted to follow Jesus, to truly 
own their own faith. But we were too afraid to give Ryan that room 
when it came to his sexuality, for fear that he would make the 
wrong choice.
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Basically, we told our son that he had to choose between Jesus  
and his sexuality. We forced him to make a choice between God and 
being a sexual person. Choosing God—practically—meant living a 
lifetime condemned to being alone. He would never have the chance 
to fall in love, have his first kiss, hold hands, share intimacy and 
companionship or experience romance.

And so, just before his 18th birthday, Ryan—depressed, suicidal, 
disillusioned and convinced that he would never be able to be loved 
by God—made a new choice. He decided to throw out his Bible and 
his faith at the same time and to search for what he desperately 
wanted—peace—another way. 

The way he chose to try first was drugs.

We had, unintentionally, taught Ryan to hate his sexuality. And 
since our sexuality cannot be separated from the self, we taught 
Ryan to hate himself. So as he began to use drugs, he did so with  
a recklessness and a lack of caution for his own safety that was 
alarming to everyone who knew him Suddenly our fear of Ryan 
someday having a boyfriend (a possibility that honestly terrified 
me) seemed trivial in contrast to our fear of Ryan’s death, especially 
in light of his recent rejection of Christianity and his mounting 
anger at God.

God didn’t answer his prayer—or ours—though we were 
all believing with faith that the God of the Universe, the 
God for whom nothing is impossible, could easily make 
Ryan straight. But He did not.

Fashioned of God: Gay Christian Stories
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Ryan started with weed and beer, but in six short months was  
using cocaine, crack and heroin. He was hooked from the beginning; 
his self-loathing and rage at God only fueled his addiction. Shortly 
after, we lost contact with him. For the next year and a half we didn’t 
know where he was, or even if he was dead or alive. And during that 
horrific time, God had our full attention. We stopped praying for 
Ryan to become straight. We started praying for him to know that 
God loved him. We stopped praying that he would never to have  
a boyfriend. We started praying that someday we might actually get 
to know his boyfriend. We even stopped praying for him to come 
home to us; we only wanted him to come home to God.

By the time our son called us, after 18 long months of silence,  
God had completely changed our perspective. Because Ryan had 
done some pretty terrible things while using drugs, the first thing 
he asked me was this:

“Do you think you can ever forgive me?” (I told him of course, he 
was already forgiven. He had always been forgiven).

“Do you think you could ever love me again?” (I told him that we 
had never stopped loving him, not for one second. We loved him 
then more than we had ever loved him).

“Do you think you could ever love me with a boyfriend?” (Crying,  
I told him that we could love him with fifteen boyfriends. We just 
wanted him back in our lives. We just wanted to have a relationship 
with him again…and with his boyfriend).

A new journey had begun. One of restoration, open communication, 
healing and grace. Lots of grace. And God was present every step  
of the way, leading and guiding us, gently reminding us simply to 
love our son, and leave the rest up to Him.

“Do you think you could ever love me with a boyfriend?” 
Crying, I told him that we could love him with fifteen 
boyfriends. We just wanted him back in our lives. We 
just wanted to have a relationship with him again…and 
with his boyfriend.
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Over the next ten months, we learned to truly love our son. Period. 
No buts. No conditions. Just because he breathes. We learned to love 
whoever our son loved—and it was easy. What I had been so afraid 
of became a blessing. The journey wasn’t without mistakes, but we 
had grace for each other, and the language of apology and forgive-
ness became a natural part of our relationship. As our son pursued 
recovery from drug and alcohol addiction, we pursued him. God 
taught us how to love him, to rejoice over him, to be proud of the 
man he was becoming. We were all healing…and, most importantly, 
Ryan began to think that if we could forgive him and love him, then 
maybe God could, too.

And then Ryan made the classic mistake of a recovering addict: he 
got back together with his old friends—his using friends. And one 
evening that was supposed to simply be a night at the movies turned 
out to be the first time he had shot up in ten months…and the last 
time. We got a phone call from a social worker at Harborview 
Medical Center in Seattle asking us to come identify our son—that 
he had arrived there in a coma, in critical condition. We spent 17 
days at Harborview, during which time our whole family was able to 
surround and love on Ryan. We experienced miracle after miracle 
during that time, things that no doctor had any medical explanation 
for. God’s presence was tangible in Ryan’s room. But that’s a long, 
sacred story that I’ll have to tell another time.

Though Ryan had suffered such severe brain damage that he had 
almost complete paralysis, the doctors told us that he could very 
well outlive us. But, unexpectedly, Ryan died on July 16, 2009. And 
we lost the ability to love our gay son…because we no longer had  
a gay son. What we had wished for, prayed for, hoped for—that we 
would not have a gay son—came true. But not at all in the way we 
used to envision.

Now, when I think back on the fear that governed all my reactions 
during those first six years after Ryan told us he was gay, I cringe 
as I realize how foolish I was. I was afraid of all the wrong things. 
And I grieve, not only for my oldest son, who I will miss every day 
for the rest of my life, but for the mistakes I made. I grieve for what 
could have been, had we been walking by faith instead of by fear. 
Now, whenever Rob and I join our gay friends for an evening, I 
think about how much I would love to be visiting with Ryan and  
his partner over dinner. But instead, we visit Ryan’s gravestone.  
We celebrate anniversaries: the would-have-been birthdays and the 
unforgettable day of his death. We wear orange—his color. We 
hoard memories: pictures, clothing he wore, handwritten notes, 
lists of things he loved, tokens of his passions, recollections of the 
funny songs he invented, his Curious George and baseball blankey, 
anything, really, that reminds us of our beautiful boy…for that is  
all we have left and there will be no new memories. We rejoice in 
our adult children and in our growing family as they marry, but ache 
for the one of our “gang of four” who is missing. We mark life by the 
days BC (before coma) and AD (after death), because we are now 
different people; our life was irrevocably changed—in a million 
ways—by his death. We treasure friendships with others who “get 
it”, because they, too, have lost a child.

We weep. We seek Heaven for grace and mercy and redemption  
as we try, not to get better but to be better. And we pray that God 
can somehow use our story to help other parents learn to truly love 
their children. 

Just because they breathe.
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OPEN LETTER TO JESUS
by Anonymous

Dear Jesus 

When I open a Bible, I read you love me and 
have loved me since the beginning of time. 
It tells me you love me so much you died for 
me so I would have the choice of accepting 
or rejecting you and your love.  
I have known and loved you since I was a teenager. As a teenager I 
promised to give you my whole being, my heart and my soul. In turn 
you promised to guide me, lead me, walk with me and save my soul 
from eternal damnation.  All in all it is a wonderful relationship. 
There is nothing in my life that is more important to me than you. 
My faith is my number one priority. In my faith it is important to 
me to be honest, transparent and authentic. 

You and I have had long conversations. You’ve whispered things in 
my ear. You have quickened things deep in my soul and you have 
shared things with me during times of prayer that I could not have 
known otherwise.
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A few of the things I have done in your name are feed the hungry, 
give to the poor and provide for the orphans. I have introduced 
people to you. Some have welcomed you and some have not. I have 
held the hand of dying friends and prayed with them as they took 
their final breath. I have taken in a child that had no safe place to 
rest and loved him as my own. I have paid the rent of strangers and 
the doctor bills of friends. I have gotten up in the middle of the 
night to be with a friend when a pet was dying. I have prayed with indi- 
viduals whose spouses were abusing them and help them find the 
courage, through you, to leave a life of fear. I have sung in the 
church choir. I have taught Sunday school. I have participated in 
church plays, as well as church ministries, etc.  

I am not making this list for my own praise or applause, I am merely 
listing examples of things done, actions taken, not in my human 
flesh, but because your love and grace towards me is so amazing 
that I cannot contain it or keep it to myself.

I try very hard to live by your example and be a reflection of you to 
my own little world, as well as the world at large. But to be honest 
some of my brothers and sisters in Christ are making it very hard for 
me to carry on, have hope and share your name and love with others.

Yet all of this comes crashing down around me and is uttered as 
worthless garbage rather than heartfelt ministry by the vast 
majority of my Christian brothers and sisters when we discuss the 
fact I am gay. Upon learning this one fact about me, I become a 
misfit, an outsider, and a deceiver. Nothing more than a preying 
wolf among sheep.

Some automatically exclude me from the very places I was once 
welcome. No longer am I allowed to lead in the church. Minister. 
Pray openly for others. The option of church membership is taken 
off the table entirely.  

I am gay, and to the vast majority of my Christian  
brothers and sisters—upon learning this one fact  
about me—I become a misfit, an outsider and a deceiver.  
Nothing more than a preying wolf among sheep.



Others say I can attend church and tithe, but not be intimately 
involved in any ministry or outreach until I am “saved”. Which  
I sincerely thought was a relationship you and I entered into when 
I was a teenager.

But the really confusing part for me is some of these very people 
who say with conviction I am going to hell, still want to partake of 
my kindness and love. They call me to pray for their needs. Still 
request my money for their cause. Still eat food I have prepared at 
my table. Some will even go so far as to say I am very much like you, 
but yet they have no doubt I am going to hell.

Jesus, I have never claimed to be a theologian.  I have spent hours  
in your word, in prayer, getting to know you better and more 
intimately. But as far as Greek or Hebrew goes, as far as what words 
originally meant, I do not know.  I am weary of “fundamentalist” 
theology, “mainstream” theology, “gay” theology, “feminist” 
theology, “left” theology, “right” theology or any other theology  
that does not bear your name and your name only.

All I want to do is to know you better and more intimately. I want to 
be a deeper, richer, more accurate reflection of you. I want to 
share your goodness, love and grace with a hurting and deeply 
wounded world. Can you help me do that?  

I would like to end this letter by asking you for your help. 

Please give me the strength, courage and wisdom to listen for your 
voice. The voice I have learned intimately over the years. 

Please give me the grace to love those who would attempt to rip you 
from my life and cast doubt on the validity of our relationship. 

Give me compassion for those who tell me you hate me and lie to 
me about my very soul. In essence, help me be more like you with 
every breath I take. I don’t need the road to be easy, I just need the 
strength to walk it. 

Thank you for being my best friend.

Above all else, love, 
Whosoever

Fashioned of God: Gay Christian Stories
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MY “COMING OUT” TALE
by Jason Martin

At thirty-three-and-three-quarters years  
of age, I had made a decision. I was tired of 
fighting!  Emotionally I had fought my 
entire life (since 5 or 6 years old) knowing 
that I was “different”.   
Those feelings and thoughts in my head were not those taught to 
me by my uber-conservative and deeply religious family. They were 
not the things I had seen or heard on Disney movies—or any of the 
other only G and PG rated movies—we were allowed to watch 
growing up. And definitely nothing taught in the church I attended 
five times a week! Actually it was just the opposite. 

If the church’s beliefs had taught there was a burning hell, I would 
have been preached there, every time the subject of homosexuality 
was discussed.  Instead the “sick”, “unnatural”, and “debauched” 
thoughts I had, were only because I had not given enough of myself 
over to God. WTF?!?! How much more could one person do?! Short 
of giving up all worldly possessions and becoming Mother Theresa, 
or becoming a priest (how ironic would that be), I devoted myself 
to God plenty! It may not have always been 100% heartfelt, but the 
man-hours were there. 



Let’s recount: church 5 times a week, getting up nearly every 
Saturday morning to knock on strangers doors to tell them about the 
bible (of which for 3-½ years after high school graduation I devoted 
90 hours a month in doing and then working a full-time job on 
nights and weekends), being a deacon in the church...twice, not 
celebrating any holidays or birthdays, not giving in to any carnal 
desires for 33-¾ years…yeah I think I freaking devoted myself 
pretty damn well! But don’t get me wrong. I love my family with all 
my heart and I do not regret being raised in an atmosphere of faith. 
I thank my parents every day for the way I was brought up and am 
so thankful for the morals and principles instilled in me. I have a 
good work ethic, a deep love for people, and want to do nothing 
more than to be a “good” person who is liked by all and help out 
those in need and be there for whoever, whenever I can. Here lately 
though, I feel like I’m the one looking for help. And so my “coming 
out” story begins:

My early cocoon was breached in June 2008. I had already mentally 
made the decision that I’m going to be me, not the pretend me that 
I’m playing to everyone, and not the me that lies about who and 
what I am. I started telling work mates, close friends —those I knew 
would be ok with me being gay. And it went really well! There 
wasn’t a single friend or person that I told that was mean or hateful 
or looked at me like I was a freak. Instead it was the ‘ol, “about time” 
or “yeah, we knew”, or “I’m so happy for you”—like I was the only 
person in the room who didn’t know. But I guess when you hide 
yourself so far back in the closet, you hope that if you shroud 
yourself with as many layers as possible, others won’t notice. Well  
I was wrong! It started with just a handful or very close friends, 
then I told another person and then another, but my family was the 
last on the list. I had reconciled to myself that my immediate family 
would only find out on my death bed. In my head, I had played the 
6-degrees-of-separation game, and definitely did not tell anyone 
that knew other family members that it might loop back around and 
reach my parents or sibling. That was not even thinkable.
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In January 2009, something changed. Oprah hosted a week-long 
special on being the “real” you. Each day focused on something 
different—health, spirituality, your home, etc. Every day the basic 
thought was, “to be truly happy you have to be true to  yourself”. 
Something clicked. I knew what I had to do.  So late January I had 
practiced for days what to say and how to say it, but I stopped by my 
parents house (as I did 2 or 3 times a week), and in the middle of 
conversation, said the words, “I have something to tell you. I’m 
gay.” Worst case scenario, my parents would tell me to get the hell 
out of their house and never come back. Let’s Tarantino it for a 
moment and explain the real reason I never came out sooner than  
I did.  

In my family’s church, being gay was just as abhorrent as sex before 
marriage, alcoholism, smoking, adultery, etc. By saying I was gay, 
not only would I be excommunicated from the church and shunned, 
but my own family members would not be “allowed” to talk to me…
ever. They were not to speak to me —call me, e-mail me—nothing.  
I have a very close family, and although my younger brother and his 
wife live almost 3-hours away and I didn’t get to see them as often 
as I’d like, we still talked often, e-mailed each other, etc. 

So back to real-time. After the bomb dropped, my parents just sat 
there for what seemed like an eternity and finally my mother said, 

“Ok, well you just need to get back with God and do more in the 
church” and basically the thought-scheme was to never leave 
church. I should basically hold a 24/7 vigil and except for going to 
work, I was to think, eat, & sleep God. After 5 or 10 minutes of how 
to correct my “situation”, talk had resumed to the weather and how 
I needed to be careful driving to work later that week because 
there was a chance of snow. ?!? I got in my car and just laughed out 
loud. It was like we took the exit ramp to Gayville, and then jumped 
right back on the Interstate of Denial. It was so surreal.

So a couple weeks later, right before Valentine’s Day, my younger 
brother and his wife were coming to visit for the weekend and we 
hadn’t seen them for 3-4 months. I stopped by my parent’s house 
again, as usual, during the week and during another conversation, 
brought up that I wanted to come out to my brother. Stop the presses! 
The mood totally changed, and the words from my father’s deep and 
stern voice was, “Why would you want to do that?!” I told them that 
it was the same reason I explained to them a couple of weeks before, 
I think that I should be honest with the people that I love the most. 
My mom piped up, “Well, we wondered why you just came out and 
said you were gay!” A little confused (more than normal) I asked her 
what she thought I meant when I told them. She said, “We just 
thought you were asking for help and needed support to deal with 
this.” I informed her that I did want their support, but it was not  
in any way to “deal with”, “get over” or “cure” anything that was 
wrong with me.  

After 33 years of spiritual immersion in the church, spending nights 
praying to God to take this away from me, and even begging God that 
if it was some form of child abuse that my brain had shut off from 
myself to reveal it so I would have an answer as to why I felt this 
way and was thinking the things I shouldn’t be. But since that never 
happened, and would never happen, I am “dealing with” this now. 
My mother cried and my father seemed frustrated. I was asked not to 
tell my brother that weekend, so that our time together wouldn’t be 
ruined, since it had been a while since we saw him; I agreed. 

I got in my car and just laughed out loud.  It was like  
we took the exit ramp to Gayville, and then jumped right 
back on the Interstate of Denial.  It was so surreal.
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Over the course of the next few days anticipating my brother’s visit,  
I envisioned one of three scenarios in my head of how the weekend 
was to go. 1) Deep, longing, random stares at me from my parents 
all weekend. 2) My mom bursting into tears at the drop of a hat. Or 
3) One of my parents waiting until the whole family is in a public 
place and one of them (more than likely my dad) saying in the 
loudest, booming voice, “Are you sure your gay?!” But that didn’t 
happen at all. Instead, my parents were awkwardly, super-gooey 
sweet the entire weekend. Random hugs. Kisses on the cheek. 
Whispers in my ear that they loved me. So after the weekend had 
ended, I was still determined that I was going to tell my brother. So 
I emailed him a couple of days later and asked him if I could drive 
over on the weekend for the afternoon to see him. He said yeah, he 
was hoping to see me to talk too. He said that over the weekend 
something didn’t feel right and he had talked to dad about it and our 
dad told him what was going on. Although it frustrated me that I 
wasn’t allowed to tell him earlier but my dad did, I blew it off and 
said I would see him that weekend.

The next evening I drove home from work and pulled into my 
driveway to find two cars: one with three elders from the church 
and the other with my parents —an intervention. Although there  
was no “laying on of hands”, no holy water or exorcisms performed, 
it went better than I anticipated. I was told by one of the elders that 
they admitted that I couldn’t be “cured” and it wouldn’t go away. 
But, he said, I needed to decide to either stay in the church and not 
“practice” sin, ever, or renounce my faith and leave the church. I 
told them I could never make a promise that I wouldn’t find 
someone and until then, I would come to church and be the good 
little boy I have my whole life, but I would not concede in my 
feelings. They left; I’m sure unfulfilled in their visit of salvation.
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Two-days later I get a call from my dad asking me to stop by their 
house. I anticipated another “come to Jesus” meeting, which is 
semi-correct. For forty-five minutes scriptures were read and I was 
told how the “lifestyle I was choosing” (choice…if I heard that work 
one more time I was going to throw up or scream) was a dangerous 
and eternally damning path. I sat respectful and listening to every- 
thing said with little or no emotion. Then my dad told me that I 
would have to make a decision as to how I was going to live my life. 
I told him that a decision was already made a month ago when I  
first told them I was gay, and that I didn’t think he was going to like 
the answer.  

He closed his bible, gave me the coldest, dead-pan stare I think I’ve 
ever seen in my life, and said that I was selfish and stupid. I told him 
I was sorry he felt that way. So he asked me if I was going to tell my 
mother? (Who had been in another part of the house). I said yes, and 
he said, “You know this is going to kill her. You’re going to kill her 
when you tell her. You know that she has anxiety attacks and has to 
take medication for depression.”  

I then said I was sorry, that I definitely didn’t want that to happen. 
He called her into the living room, and before I could say anything 
told her that I had chose not to be a part of the church (and subse-
quently their life) anymore.  

She kind of got defensive and said, “I don’t think it’s going to be 
everything you think it is?!”  

I looked at my mother and said, “What in the world do you think I 
think it is?!?! Do you think I want to feel this way? You keep using 
the word choice but no one would choose to be different. And I know 
that my life will never be constant sunshine and roses!” (I didn’t say 
rainbows…although I should have. Tee hee). “I know that on any 
given day, depending on who I’m with or what place I’m coming out 
of, that I risk getting my ass kicked, or getting killed, and that’s the 
fact that I’ve come to live with. I realize that my life, although 
damned by you and the church, may not be much of one, but I’d 
rather be true to myself and quit lying about who I am, than pre- 
tending to stand for a church and beliefs that tell me I’m less of  
a person for being gay.  You’ve always told me as your son to do the 
best I can in everything, and I have. Now you’re going to have to 
trust me. Trust me to be smart enough to use the skills you’ve taught 
me in life, the morals and principles that you’ve instilled in me to do 
what’s right. And all I ask from you is to love me. Love me and trust 
me that I’ll always do the right thing.  That’s why I felt the need to 
be honest with you, the people in my life I love the most. Would you 
rather me live a double life—go to church and pretend that every-
thing is great and I’m the perfect little boy you want me to be—and 
find out from someone else that they saw me kissing another guy?!”  

My dad said, “No, you’re right, we do appreciate you being honest.” 
I said, “No, you really don’t. You’d rather me stay here in a place 
that I was miserable and unhappy. I could stay here and go to 
church, but my heart would never be in it. This religion is an 
all-or-nothing commitment and I would never be my all. At best I 
would be present physically, but always feel like half a person, and 
that’s not the way I want to live the rest of my life. And that’s the 
absolute crazy, messed-up thing about this whole situation, because 
I know that I’ll get kicked out of the church and have even come to 
terms that I may never talk to my family again, and even on a higher 
plane knowing that my eternal salvation may be in question, and 
dad keeps asking if I’m seeing someone. If I was, it would make all 
of this so much easier, because that means I would have someone, 
some support to go to, but I will leave here with nothing!”

There was silence for several seconds. My dad said, “I just wish  
you would stop being so selfish and realize that you are giving up 
everything for a few years of fun!”  
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I looked at him and said, “And I wish you would realize how 
unselfish I really have been. Because for the last 15 years of my life 
I’ve done nothing but do what I was told was right to please my 
family. And there is nothing in this world that I know to say to make 
you understand how I feel, and I can’t change that.”  

My dad got up from his chair (I thought he was going to hit me),  
he gave me a hug and stood by the front door. My mom (who  
had been crying most of this entire time) literally clung to me and 
just kept repeating “Please don’t do this. Please don’t do this.”  
My dad opened the door, and said “Honey, it’s time to say goodbye”, 
and he walked over and almost had to pull her off of me, and I 
walked out the front door. (Somewhere during this conversation the 
fact that I was suppose to go visit my brother that weekend—a day 
or two later—had come up, and my dad said I didn’t need to drive 
over there, that I just needed to call him on the phone. My mom dis- 
agreed and made the comment, “It should be up to his brother 
whether he wants to see Jason one more time.” Another segway).

I cried walking to the car, and most of the way driving down the 
road, and about three miles later pulled into a restaurant parking lot 
and decided to call my brother to see if he wanted me to still come 
over that weekend. When he answered the phone I knew instantly 
something was different. 

His answers where dry and short.  “Hey, what’s up?” I asked.  

“Nothing,”  he said. 

“Everything ok?”  

“Yeah,” he replied.  

“You talked to dad didn’t you?” I asked. He just started balling. I 
asked him if he still wanted me to come over, and he said he wanted 
to see me, but not for the last time! I told him that that would be his 

decision and choice. For the next hour he asked me what he could 
have done to be a better brother, that he felt guilty that we didn’t 
spend more time together, was there any way he could talk me into 
staying (within the church). I told him no, it wasn’t that simple. 
After lots of tears and not much ground being covered, I told him 
that I wasn’t going to come over that weekend to see him. He said 
that it would probably be better if I didn’t, because if I came over, 
he would hold on tight to me and never let me go. I told him that I 
wasn’t going to say “goodbye”, just “until next time”, and he agreed.  

That was February 28th, 2009. To this day I still have no communi-
cation with my immediate family—mom, dad, brother or sister-in-
law.  I e-mailed my dad and brother the end of May. Short little 2-3 
line e-mail: “Just wanted to say hi. Hope everyone is doing well. 
Wanted to tell you I missed you.  Love you.” And nothing. August 
24th is my parent’s 35th wedding anniversary. It was the first year 
since I was seventeen and had a job that I was not with them 
around their anniversary and every year I would take them out  
to lunch/dinner. I went to Homeland and got a greeting card. I 
found the perfect one! It wasn’t a “bible” card, but it sort of para- 
phrased 1 Corinthians chapter 13 (about love) and had phrases 
about “love is always being there in the bad times and the good, love 
is supporting those you care about, love is looking past faults”;  
some really good shit. I couldn’t have written a better card. I took it 
home to write something graceful and poetic, and froze! I’m not one 
for lack of words, and any other time I would have filled the entire 
inside of that greeting card with terms of endearment, but after 
feeling so distant for several months, I couldn’t really bring any- 
thing positive to mind.  So I put that I loved them, hoped they had a 
Happy Anniversary, and were both in good health and doing well. 
That was it. That was all I could dredge up. I did a text from my 
mom last Thanksgiving Day letting me know that my dad had been 
diagnosed with prostate cancer, and then another text saying he had 
finished treatment, but through it all, not a peep.

Would you rather me live a double life—go to church 
pretending that everything is great and I’m the  
perfect little boy you want me to be—and find out from 
someone else that they saw me kissing another guy?!
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Although my story is depressing and sad, and I still have my good 
days and bad, there is a light in my tunnel. These past few years, I 
have been truly blessed by having a good life. I have family members 
(aunts, cousins, etc.) and lots of friends that are supportive. I have 
groups and organizations that I am a part of and have met some 
really nice, wonderful people. I lived with a close friend  for four 
years whom I consider a sister, my sister’s partner, and her god-son 
whom I consider a little brother/nephew and 2 dogs. Just over a 
year ago, I was blessed to find my soul mate and the person I plan to 
spend the rest of my life with.  It’s so hard for him to understand 
what I went through with my old church, but now that I have him 
in my life, all the other stuff gets overshadowed. He is an amazing 
man, with a gentle and kind heart, who loves me for me.

I have joined a local church that is open and all-inclusive and has 
been so nice to me. So yes, I still believe in God, and I feel that he 
has been there for me every step of the way. The pain will never go 
away, but I pray and hope that one day something will change for 
the better with my biological family.  Several times in the last few 
years there have been some very stressful moments in my life, 
where I’ve needed God more than ever. To be told my whole life 
that I was less of a person in God’s eyes because of being gay and 
wondering whether or not the daily prayers and tears to God were 
even being heard, deeply troubled me. But after talking to my pastor 
and having her tell me that God listens to people who have stolen, 
killed, etc. and that I am still a child of God, I’ve learned to take a 
new approach to my spiritual journey. Not only have I really looked 
at the Bible and what is says about homosexuality, but I have a 
renewed faith and am part of a strong faith family.  The ironic part 
is, that now that I have shed a religion I was in for over thirty years, 
I have to completely reexamine everything theologically that I was 
taught growing up. If I was told for so long about how one thing is 
wrong or different from what I’ve recently learned, then I have to 
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approach every new thought and idea with an open mind with the 
peace that God will help me understand it the best way possible,  
not having it force-fed to me, with no questions asked. 

I have a good friend whose dad threw her out of their house for 
coming out, but her mom has been supportive. And although the 
statement “it’s not fair” was repeated several times, and it’s not fair 
to have family not love you and disown you, I told her to look at the 
bright side: she still has some support in her family. Something 
clicked in my own mind when I heard myself tell her, that my 
parents don’t have anything to do with me because of “God”. How 
can I compete with God?! Well, I can’t compete with God, and I 
know that God really doesn’t have anything to do with it. People 
think they know what God wants them to do and they spread hateful 
beliefs and teachings about what God wants and how God feels. I 
have news for them: God said to love everyone!



BEING TRUE TO MY SEXUALITY  
SAVED ME
by Anonymous

I’m a lesbian. Before I acknowledged my 
sexuality openly, I went through a period 
of time where I lived and believed much 
like conservatives do. I knew, deep down, 
even though I didn’t admit it, that I was  
a lesbian—but I  also“knew” what the bible 
said and I loved Jesus enough that I wanted 
to rid myself of that part of me.    

So I started going to a church and enrolled in a small Christian 
college. And over a four year time span, my life snowballed out  
of control. 

I lost all my friends. I could not keep a job. I was emotionally 
bankrupt and improperly diagnosed with bipolar disorder. I was 
put on multiple medications. I nearly flunked out of college. I  
tried to kill myself about half a dozen times. I dug myself into a 
financial pit, from which I was forced to file bankruptcy in order  
to overcome. My family and I became enemies, and never spoke.  
My heart was full of hate, for myself and for everyone around me.  
I was a burden on society and contributed little to my economy. I  
was distracted from God, and our relationship suffered greatly.  
I was angry and violent.



Now I am in a committed relationship (almost four years strong) 
with my partner. I am carrying our first child, due in July. I work a 
full-time job and make enough money to pay my bills. So does my 
partner. Together, we have paid off thousands of dollars in debt. I 
have a strong relationship with the important people in my family. 
They love me and accept me. They also love my partner, and her 
family loves me. I am returning to school in the fall to pursue a 
bachelor’s degree. I take no medication for emotional instability.  
I build and maintain friendships. I participate in my local economy. 
I give whenever I can. I have a strong and personal relationship 
with God. I am a progressive member of the nonviolent movement.

I’m sure that there are people living in this world who fall into 
homosexual activity even though that it not God’s plan for their 
lives. And for those people, I pray honestly that they will find  
the truth of who they were created to be. But that is not true for 
everyone...it is not true for me. 

It is who I was created to be—a lesbian. The only time my life faced 
“destruction” was during the time that I listened to church leaders 
instead of listening to the voice of God. I hope that someday we will 
be able to see that, for some people, being true to their sexuality is 
what saves them. It did me. 

The destruction that existed in my life ended the moment 
that I acknowledged my sexuality. Because, for me, being 
a lesbian is an essential part of God’s plan for me.
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SITTING ON THE DIVIDING WALL
by John Smid

Fashioned of God. That is an interesting 
concept. It is not necessarily a creation, but 
rather it’s a journey. Fashioned to me says: 
molded, formed, designed over time. 

My life is fashioned, developed; a journey.    

I grew up knowing that I was not in sync with those around me. As 
I pictured the main home I grew up living in I saw the short half 
wall that divided the kitchen from the living room. One day we had 
family over for a pizza meal and the women sat in the kitchen, the 
men in the living room watching something on TV. I remember 
picturing myself sitting on the dividing wall not knowing where to 
be. I wanted to be with the women because for some reason I felt 
more comfortable there. At the same time, being a male, I believed 
my proper place would be to sit with the men. I didn’t want to be 
there because they weren’t relating. They weren’t saying anything 
and it just seemed so cold to me.



My life has been like that all along the way. As I grew into early 
adolescence, I always felt out of place. In high school I sat in the 
library with the girls while guys would pass by but not stop. I won- 
dered who they were, what did they think about? I did not believe  
I could relate to them at all and yet I felt uneasy and out of place 
with the girls, but they talked—they seemed to relate to one another.

As I graduated from high school I worked for a department store 
with a guy that I became close friends with. Even though I had 
dated a couple of girls earlier, I felt something for this guy that I 
had never felt for any girl! I wanted to know him, to spend time 
with him, and my emotions were very high when I was around him. 
But he moved out of town and I was devastated! I had been dating a 
girl from high school. As I experienced the serious loss of my friend 
to another city my response was to get married to the girl I was 
with. It just felt like it would be a way to find somewhere to fit, to 
belong. I would now be married, and forming a family. Yes, that 
would solve the problem.

As I experienced life as a married man and children, the problem 
morphed into crushes on men from afar. Guys on the city bus, men 
at work, good looking men began to draw my attention and occupy 
my fantasies. It seemed I began to want more than I was experienc-
ing with my wife. This drew me to begin talking about my fantasies 
with a gay man from work. Through our discussion and subsequent 
sexual encounter with each other I discovered something I could  
no longer run from. I was gay. Two weeks later I told Kris that I 
wanted a divorce.

With my wife and two toddler girls standing at the garage door, I 
backed out of the driveway for the last time married to Kris. I 
numbed out any emotion that was left and became an openly gay 
man. I figured if someone didn’t like that I was gay, I guess they 
could go their own way.

Sitting on the Dividing Wall

As I experienced life as a married man with children, the 
problem morphed into crushes on men from afar. Guys 
on the city bus, men at work, good-looking men began to 
draw my attention and occupy my fantasies.
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Parties, bars, sexual relationships and a couple of serious boyfriends 
left me a little baffled. The breaking relationships hurt and week-
ends of highs and lows were hard to face. 

Religion. Yes, that’s it. God will solve my problems. 

What? It’s wrong to be gay?

Well if the bible says it, the pastor preaches it and the people 
confirm it, then I must be wrong. Being gay needs to go away so 
that I can finally have a life that seems to work for me. What about 
my kids? What about my job? Well, If I am going to be a man, a 
father that is worth anything than I must sacrifice my kids, my job 
and go get some help to get rid of the gay. But there’s a girl now. I 
was dating another girl, Vileen, with the hope that maybe I can be 
normal, a guy with a girlfriend others understand. Maybe I can 
make this work and with help, that might be possible.

So, 1000 miles away I found an ex-gay ministry. The best in the 
country. They can help me. I can help them. I’ll give up everything 
to go there and become normal. I can then be a good dad. Maybe  
I can work out this thing with my girlfriend. They should know! 
They are speaking for God. They have worked with people like me 
a lot.

After two years I thought I was fixed! Yes! I can marry this woman. 
God? Can I marry her? Will it work? It seemed that the bible, 
pastors, and the people agreed that it would work if I wanted to 
work at it. So, marriage came along again. This time, there was  
no room for even the mention of divorce. I knew it was different 
this time. I was honest. I knew myself. I wasn’t hiding anything. 
This should work. I do. Until death do us part.

Three months into the marriage I was devastated. This homosexuality 
won’t go away! This is not working. I am in pain. I can not do this. 
But there’s no room for any mention of divorce. We were invited to 
attend a marriage weekend seminar. The host said God had told 
them to ask us to attend. Did they know something was up? Yes, God 
said it, that’ll help. Yes, I can love her. It’s not about sex, it’s about 
love. That takes the pressure away. I’m not gay, I’m just a man with 
same-sex attractions. I can make a choice about what I do with that. 
It seemed so simple.

I became the best ex-gay I could become. I did it all! I was obedient. 
I stayed away from temptation. I loved my wife by being faithful, 
making sacrifices, being consistent and secure. I spoke out with my 
story of the victory over homosexuality. I taught. I led others to find 
what I had found. It was good! Wasn’t it?

I began to hide. I did not hide bad things I had done. I hid what I 
could not do. I was afraid to say I wasn’t the satisfied husband that 
others thought I was. I was lonely, afraid and lost. We were not 
having sex anymore because I was too anxious about pursuing it.  
I didn’t want it. She didn’t seem to want it either because she never 
said anything about it. When I tried to talk about it with her she shut 
down. Maybe she felt embarrassed too.

Deeper into ex-gay ministry I built an empire! The ministry grew. 
People’s lives were seemingly being changing for the good. I felt 
respected. I was a desired story called a testimony. I could talk 
about the goodness of God who took away my homosexuality. Being 
gay, seemed to be gone to everyone but me. I still suffered. I wanted 
to feel loved by a man. I wanted to love a man. But I was trapped.  
That would be sin. I would lose everything I worked hard for if I 
even thought about that.
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So, year after year I hoped beyond hope that someday I’d find the 
solution to the challenges in my marriage. If I could fix that, it would 
all be okay. I would have a reputation for God, a significance within 
my community. And by the way, maybe the relationship with my kids 
would get better. Leaving my kids to go get “fixed” caused severe 
damage and feelings of abandonment that never went away for them. 
Maybe someday.

Due to unrelated complications I resigned from the ex-gay ministry 
I’d led for more than two decades. God came to me in a new way. My 
Creator made it clear to me that he offered grace. God reminded me 
that there was no condemnation and that I was free. I was free to 
make authentic choices. I was free to take another step in this 
journey to find peace, to find the real me and to live as I was. A gay 
man. No, this can’t be possible. I’m married.

The anxiety grew and my challenge now was another divider in the 
wall of life. Being gay was over there and being the married man 
and respected Christian leader was over here. It seemed there was 
no connecting point between the two and I was dying on the small 
ledge of the short wall. I had to make a decision. Since God has 
shown me there was freedom I had to embrace liberty. But that will 
end up in more pain.

I discovered that living in a mixed-orientation marriage was truly 
compromising all of my significant life values. I wasn’t free, I was  
not connected, and I was not living an authentic life. The anxiety  
I had become so familiar with came from the lack of living my life  
in honesty and truth. I now had discovered the motivation to make  
a serious life change. 

Three months into the marriage I was devastated. This 
stupid homosexuality won’t go away! This isn’t working. 
I’m in pain. I can’t do this. But there’s no room for any 
mention of divorce. 

Sitting on the Dividing Wall
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After twenty-four years of marriage and trying as hard as I knew 
how to change being gay so that the marriage would finally work,  
I threw in the towel. Uncle! I give up. I cannot change something 
about me that did not need to be changed. I was fashioned of God. 
My life developed into the being, I am. Anything other than that 
would not be authentic. 

 

After nearly a year of contemplation, counsel, conversations and  
a significant twelve-week life-coaching course, I sat down with my 
wife and said I had made the decision to separate from the mar-
riage. The conversation is surreal to me today, but none the less it 
was definitive. After several weeks of preparation and plans I  
moved to a place on my own.

I worked to develop deeper friendships. I explored my strange new 
world of singleness again. I grieved for her. I would sit alone in my 
living room with deep groaning in my heart wondering how she was 
doing. I was alone by my choice. She was alone from nothing of her 
own doing. But the decision was made with such extensive internal 
process and truth that I knew it was the right one.

I attended a Christian conference for LGBT people. So did Larry. 
We had not previously ever met, but found we had a common friend 
across the globe. Both sincere about our faith and finding a way to 
work out being gay and hold onto our faith we said hello for the first 
time. I went away from having met him knowing he was a good man 
with deep character.
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I am sorry. I feel so grieved, but I must leave. I cannot 
continue to live on this wall divider anymore. I must find 
my place where I can live in peace.



Larry became someone I grew to not only respect  
more—and to appreciate his character—but I fell deeply 
in love with this man. I found that the love I felt was  
mutual and desired. 

A year later while attending the same annual conference I saw 
Larry  from across the room. I made a decision to initiate getting 
to know him better. I found few people that are of deep character 
and getting to know another man like that was something I felt 
determined to do. I had no sexual or romantic motive.

As I spent time with Larry during group lunches and walks, I enjoyed 
finding out more about him, bringing even more confirmation of 
his character. During the last group session we were sitting close 
together. I found my shoulder touching his and didn’t want to move. 
Just that little tap on my shoulder opened up a door that I didn’t 
know was even there.

After the conference was over we remained in contact. He had 
shared with me that he wanted to hold my hand that evening of the 
shoulder touching. But I was a married man! What boundaries are 
necessary for me to maintain my own integrity?

Through the next several months we talked a lot. We talked about 
faith, life histories, and yes, boundaries that would be necessary to 
maintain. Red lights, yellow lights and green lights to our relation-
ship became a symbol of our desire to not compromise. While my 
marriage was about to end and the decisions were in place to walk 
into singleness, Larry became someone I grew to not only respect 
more—and to appreciate his character—but I fell deeply in love 
with this man. I found that the love I felt was mutual and desired. 
But, there could be no physical connection until we both were 
confident that I was free to do so. The decision to end my marriage 
was not motivated by being in a relationship with Larry. However I 
could not deny that I had found someone that touched a deep part 
of my soul and I didn’t want to lose what I had found.

As the divorce became final Larry came to me with a question: “John, 
will you come to live with me and pursue a committed relationship?” 
This would mean I would leave my family, friends and all of the 
comforts of familiar territory including my job.  I said that I would 
definitely move to live with him but what am I asking of him? 
Quickly I came back with a question. “Larry, will you embrace me 
into your life?”

Embracing me into his life would mean a great sacrifice as well. I 
had discussed with him that I had come too far. If I am going to be 
gay, I must live that openly within my community. Larry lives in a 
small town, with a large family and church acquaintances. For me to 
live with him, it would be necessary for him to come out! He hadn’t 
been publicly out before now. It would mean that he would need to 
tell his conservative religious family, friends and anyone else this 
might affect, about our relationship with no compromise. He said, 
“John, I will embrace you into my life.”

So, plans to move were made. I packed up all of my belongings and 
Larry helped me to move a few hundred miles away. As we entered 
into life in Larry’s home he met with his family. Each family member 
set aside their biblical opinions and said they loved Larry and would 
welcome me into their family with wide-open arms. His employer 
said that they would protect his rights to be a gay man with no threat 
of discrimination. 

The small, North-East-Texas community of Paris, TX, has welcomed 
me and our relationship into their community. A small church has 
affirmed our decisions and embraced us as people—and as a gay 
couple. I love living on Larry’s small country acreage. Peaceful and 
generous, it feels like home. 

Sitting on the Dividing Wall
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Larry and I are living as though we had known each other many 
years. Our lives merged without a hitch, or an argument. The deep 
respect that I feel coming from him causes me to return the favor 
with no hesitation. He is a man who is everything I sensed him to 
be when we first met.

I’m still adjusting to a new life. I still feel deep grief for Vileen,  
my ex wife. I miss the friends I knew so well. I get messages from 
Christian friends who greatly disagree with my decisions and have 
chosen to separate from my life. I am thankful that I didn’t make 
any move without such a strategic plan. I feel confident and yet, at 
the same time, I am very sorry for the trouble and pain this has 
caused so many.

The origins of my marriage and earlier life choices stem from a 
conservative Christian viewpoint that the bible condemns homo- 
sexuality. The belief that any homosexual relationship would 
compromise all godly standards has permeated our culture and 
caused many people endless shame and problems just like I’ve 
experienced. I’ve discovered my own conviction that the bible 
interpretations have been wrongly taught based on an anti-gay bias 
throughout the years and an unwillingness to truly study this issue. 
I’ve also learned that two people of any gender can deeply love one 
another and live in a respectful relationship of authenticity and 
integrity as well as being congruent with their faith.

I acknowledge that I took part in teachings against homosexuality 
and directed a program that in many ways harmed hundreds, if  
not thousands, of people. I have been determined to make myself 
available in any way I can to offer a healing word, or helping hand 
for those who want it.

I am growing to understand how I am fashioned of God. I was raised 
by a mom that criticized my every breath. I moved into a marriage 
when I was nineteen to escape pain. I ended the same marriage to 
pursue something more authentic. My confusion led me to deepen 
my faith experience and was then told that being gay was sinful and 
needed to change. I married again looking for connection, making  
an attempt to fit into the cultural norms of a heterosexual world. I 
spend twenty-four years trying to change something that couldn’t be 
changed. Now, in my late fifties, it is my hope that I might find a 
more authentic life. God has been forming me all through this jour- 
ney of life. My faith is truly in my Creator, but my life has been a 
mystery of decisions and outcomes.
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Read more stories at fashionedofgod.com

Special thanks to Tracey, Linda, Jason, John, the two onymous 
submitters and all others who have found the courage to share 
their unique stories, both in this book and on the website. 
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