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S U N S T O N E

California’s Proposition 8 opened painful divides between LDS
Church members. In an attempt to heal these rifts, SUNSTONE pre-
sents a collection of personal reflections from people who worked
and believed on all points of the Proposition 8 spectrum. The pur-
pose of this collection is to help Latter-day Saints with disparate
points of view on the issue to have compassion—to feel deeply—
with one another.

WHY I CAME OUT TO MY
ENTIRE WARD

An earlier version of this essay was posted on
SOYMADEMEGAY.COM.

Y OU KNOW HOW THERE’S ALWAYS THAT ONE
testimony every month that makes everyone feel really
awkward? The one that makes the congregation avoid

eye contact and shift uncomfortably in the pews? Well, I de-
cided to get it out of the way early this month.

“I just want to let everyone know why I am here,” I told
them.

“My entire life, I’ve on some level known that I am gay.
Growing up gay in the Church was really hard. Being gay and
active in the Church can still be really hard.

“But no matter what I want to be true, no matter what I
hope to be true, no matter what I think to be true, I know that
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints is true. It’s a
knowledge that is impossible to take away from me. (I’ve
tried.) I know President Monson is a prophet of God. I know
the Book of Mormon is true.

“I don’t say all this to solicit pity, fill you with guilt, or cause
shock. I say this because no matter what our individual situa-
tions, the Church is amazingly, frustratingly, inconveniently,
wonderfully true . . . so what else matters?

“In the name of Jesus Christ, amen.”
I walked past the bishopric and the stake president (of

course he would happen to be there) and down the aisle to my
seat in the chair section. A third of the way there, I realized
that I was looking down. “Hold your head up!” I told myself,
“You are not ashamed!” And I did. I held my head up all the

way to my distant seat. When I slid into my chair, one friend
put his arm around my shoulders, another smiled at me
through teary eyes, and another turned around and gave me a
thumbs-up.

So why did I out myself to my entire ward yesterday?
1. To bear my testimony.

Telling our stories
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I wanted to come out in testimony
meeting because I want everyone to know
what I believe. Plus, a lot of my testimony
was built while I was sorting out my sexu-
ality. It is a part of my testimony like my mis-
sion, youth classes, and everything else in
my life.

2.To let other gay Mormons know that
they aren’t alone.

I don’t know if there are other gay members of my ward,
but if there are, I want them to know that there are others like
them out there, doing our best to live the gospel. Loneliness
and isolation are the kryptonite of the gay Mormon.

3. To raise awareness.
I’ve had people tell me that they thought I might be gay but

dismissed the idea because I am active in the Church. Well,
now they know. A gay person can be as active in the Church as
the next guy 

4. To help remove some of the stigma associated with ho-
mosexuality.

I had blessed the sacrament just a few moments before I
stood to bear my testimony. And as I stood, wanting to be the
first to the podium, I realized the significance of what the con-
gregation was seeing. I was standing up from behind the sacra-
ment table and, in front of the bishopric, the stake president,
and my entire ward, revealing that I am gay. I was helping to
dispel the myth that if you are gay, you are a vile sinner and
unworthy of participation in the Church’s ordinances. I
wanted to show that gay people aren’t disgusting pervs. That
they bless the sacrament. I wanted everyone to know that you
shouldn’t be ashamed—that I am not ashamed—of being gay.
Or Mormon.

CLINT MARTIN
Atlanta, Georgia

A TALE OF TWO WARDS
An earlier version of this essay was posted on ROUGHSTONE
ROLLING.COM.

W HEN THE STAKE PRESIDENT SAT US DOWN,
it wasn’t about “getting out the vote,” knocking on
doors, or putting a sign on our lawn. It was about

making a contribution—a rather sizable contribution. He al-
ready had a figure in mind. Interestingly, my wife and I both
heard the figure in our heads before he said it.

The hard part about being asked by the Church to do some-
thing like this is, despite free agency, we really don’t say no.
And if we do, we just don’t get it. So after kneeling in prayer,
we mailed a check the next morning for the requested amount.
That same day, a miracle happened for my family which, al-
though I won’t go into it, we believe came as a direct result of
our decision.

We moved into a new area in September, and in the thick of
the great Proposition 8 crusade, I noticed distinctly different
reactions from people in my previous and current wards. My

previous ward is a mere four miles from Hollywood. It’s at-
tended by men and women who work in all areas of the enter-
tainment industry. It’s known as a “maverick” ward, an eclectic
ward, full of young couples just starting to spawn and new
converts still donning their pre-born-again tats. 

My current ward is thirty miles from Hollywood: thor-
oughly ‘burb, clean cut, white bread. The families are older,
with teens and older Primary kids. The men all have “suit”
jobs, and everyone sparkles.

My previous ward had to work very hard to drum up suffi-
cient numbers to walk the neighborhoods and attend the
meetings. It’s not that a lot of the members were against Prop
8. It’s just that the whole affair had such a right-wing flavor to
it and was therefore ill-fitted for these free-spirited “industry”
types. It was just . . . inconvenient.

But my new ward drank all the Kool-Aid and asked for
more. The campaign meeting attendance was standing room
only, and on the way out, everyone scrambled for their signs
and bumper stickers.

These two wards—old and new—are about 25 miles from
each other. 

And worlds apart.

T HE SUNDAY BEFORE Election Day was truly disap-
pointing. The members kept shoe-horning Prop 8 into
their testimonies and lessons. The greatest infringe-

ment was when the high priests group leader sermonized the
issue during his testimony, mentioning Jesus’ name only to
close.

Then, as the members of the congregation piled into their
cars and crawled out of the parking lot to go home and break
their fasts, high priests manned the exits, handing out stacks of
Prop 8 signs to each car so everyone could plant them in
public places around town. The goal, I believe, was to make
sure that when people closed their eyes that night, they would
see blue and yellow “Yes on 8s” burned into their retinas.

Despite my disappointment with ward members—and
conversations with friends who surprised me with firm “No on
8” positions—I never softened on my own support for Prop 8.
On the contrary, along the way, I came across a talk Neal A.
Maxwell had given thirty years ago entitled, “Meeting the
Challenges of Today,” which only strengthened my resolve to
follow the prophet:

“But make no mistake about it, brothers and sisters,”
Maxwell said, “in the months and years ahead, events will re-
quire of each member that he or she decide whether or not he
or she will follow the First Presidency. Members will find it

L oneliness and isolation are the 
kryptonite of the gay Mormon.
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more difficult to halt longer between two opinions (see 1 Kings
18:21) . . . This is a hard doctrine, but it is a particularly vital
doctrine in a society which is becoming more wicked. In short,
brothers and sisters, not being ashamed of the gospel of Jesus
Christ includes not being ashamed of the prophets of Jesus
Christ.”

The rift between members—the passion and commit-
ment—tells me this is a complex exercise that also, in simplest
terms, comes down to each individual’s relationship with God
and Christ. It’s a test and opportunity for each of us to exert
our faith and wrestle with the issue through prayer and pon-
dering. 

That isn’t to say that everyone will, or should, come away
with the same answer, and it isn’t whether the Church is right
or wrong. It is, however, about whether each of us can individ-
ually attain a solid confirmation and sense of peace from the
Lord that it’s all right to embrace the position we do.

That may be difficult for those who believe that not fol-
lowing the prophet in this cause is no less than disobedience to
the Lord. I can’t offer any defense for members who opposed
Proposition 8. I just can’t relate to them, and this frustrates me
tremendously. Maybe I’m just too obtuse.

That being said, we should recognize that whatever answer
we each receive is valid to no one but ourselves—and we
should afford the same courtesy to our brothers and sisters
with different positions. Because, in the end, it’s just us and the
Lord—one on one. And the question won’t be how we voted,
but how we strove to build a relationship with him.

DAVID TEDDER
Los Angeles, California

SEEKING FORGIVENESS
An earlier version of this essay was posted on FORGIVENESSFOR8.
BLOGSPOT.COM.

I TURNED IN MY BALLOT, WATCHED IT GET COUNTED,
and left the building with a sticker on my chest telling the
world that I had just participated in our democratic

process.
Outside the polling station in the parking lot stood two

people holding signs in a last ditch attempt to change a few
votes. In blue with red and white lettering their signs read:

VOTE NO ON PROP 8
UNFAIR & WRONG

I walked up to one of the volunteers and thanked her for
her work. Her name turned out to be Jeanette, and she seemed
happy to be doing her job.

As I pulled out of the parking lot, I looked across the street
and noticed a woman sitting in a lawn chair amid a sea of signs
supporting Proposition 8. She herself was holding a yellow
sign with baby-blue lettering:

PROTECT MARRIAGE
VOTE YES ON PROP 8

She was smiling, just like Jeanette was. Though I didn’t
agree with her politics, I admired the woman across the street

for braving the cool
weather and possible
scorn to support what
she thinks is best.

“You need to go
back and help
Jeanette.”

In Mormon lingo,
we call it the still,
small voice or the Holy
Spirit. It prompts you
to do important acts
that you otherwise
would never do. I tried
to ignore it at first because I had a lot of studying to do before
my class. But the more I tried to ignore it, the stronger it be-
came. I knew I had to go back. 

I made myself a quick lunch, read as much as I could in an
hour, and drove back to the polling station a few miles away.

The woman in her yard, who looked a lot like a Mormon
mother, was still sitting outside. Just inside the parking lot
stood Jeanette and a man smiling and waving with their signs
as cars pulled in.

I walked up to them. “Hey, do you have an extra sign I can
hold for a while?” I swear I wasn’t just trying to get a date with
Jeanette.

Jeanette handed me a sign, told me about the distance I
should keep from the polling office door, gave me some advice
about not being confrontational, and said that she and her
buddy were about to go pick up some more volunteers.

Great, sounds like a party.

I PICKED A SPOT near the entrance of the parking lot,
turned on my iPod, and smiled and waved like a home-
coming queen. 

Within fifteen minutes, Jeanette and her buddy left, and I
found myself alone in the parking lot with my sign. The clouds
moved over the sun, and a cool breeze began to blow, just
enough to make me slightly uncomfortable in my shorts and
thin running jacket.

Two hours crept by, and I was still alone. No other volun-
teers had shown up. The woman across the street, however,
had been joined by an eight-year-old boy who was very ex-
cited about the whole affair. He shouted, “Vote yes on prop 8!”
as loud as his little voice would allow. 

An elderly couple drove by and smiled, both of them giving
me a big thumbs up. I waved back.

Then a man about my age drove by with his middle finger
waving proudly.

A married couple, middle-aged, their faces dour with dis-
gust, rolled their windows down to point their thumbs to the
ground.

The weather continued to get colder, my fingers started to
go numb, and my back was aching from standing for so long. I
wasn’t sure how much longer I could stay out.

And yet, I couldn’t leave. I didn’t want to leave. I am com-
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against gay marriage is to be against my own sister. How can I
tell her, “You know, I love you, but I really hate this particular
fundamental part of who you are.” I refuse to do that.

If that attitude conflicts with the teachings of my faith, then
it is something that I will have to just sit with, perhaps for the
rest of my life. I love my sister too much, and I love my faith
too much (which, paradoxically, has become more personal
and more inspiring than ever in my life).

I hope my friends and family who disagree with me will be
understanding and not decide that I have lost my testimony or
am not following the prophet, both of which miss the point.
There are simply some things you cannot reconcile or explain
into neat categories. You just have to sit with them.

The best I can do is to allow this tension to make me a little
softer, a little humbler, a little more patient. A little more like
the One I claim to follow.

ADAM FISHER
Spokane, Washington

UNDERSTANDING DAD
An earlier version of this essay was posted on LATTERDAYMAIN
STREET.COM.

W ITH ONE (BRILLIANT) EXCEPTION (ME), MY
immediate family members are all active
Mormons. They are, however, split pretty much

down the middle: my mother and sisters are conservative, and
my father and brothers (and I) are progressive. 

My father always taught us, by word and deed, that all
people are equal and deserve the same rights. Think of the
most accepting, tolerant, respectful person you know. That
person has nothing on my dad. 

So try to imagine how utterly shocked I was—how com-
pletely my world was shaken—when he told me he was going
to vote yes on Proposition 8. 

Actually, don’t try to imagine it: you can’t. I thought I knew
him and, therefore, myself. But I didn’t know this man who
raised me to never follow authority blindly, to always follow
my conscience, and to respect the paths of others because they
are all valid. That man would never have voted against equal
rights.

My dad has always been an advocate of gay rights (for all
rights), and has never been one to follow whatever Church
leaders say just because they say it. He had always followed his
own conscience. And he tells me his conscience says gay
people should have the right to get legally married. However,
the Church leadership told its members to pray about this de-
cision—and here the plot thickens. My dad prayed about it,
and, according to him, God told him to vote yes. 

We talked about it for quite a while, and he finally asked me
what I would do in his position, if I received divine inspiration
that went against my own sense of morality. I told him that if
something went against my sense of morality I would never
believe it was divine. 

Fast forward a month or so:
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pletely serious when I say that
holding this sign and waving
at the passing cars had be-
come a deeply spiritual expe-
rience for me.

I don’t know exactly why I
felt I needed to be out there.
I’m pretty sure everyone who
passed me had already de-
cided how they were going to
vote. But perhaps, I thought,
there might be one person or
a few people who might see
me, alone with my sign in the

cold. And perhaps seeing me would influence them to change
their mind, or finally convince the undecided. Perhaps they
would feel inspired to call and encourage friends to vote. Or
maybe this little project was just for me. Whatever it was, that
still, small voice warmed what should have been frozen, and I
stuck around for another hour until it began to get dark.

A middle-aged man in the parking lot stepped out of his car
and approached me.

“Thanks,” he said, “I am one of those guys who hopes to get
married soon.”

Tears welled up in my eyes. I wanted to hug him and beg
for his forgiveness. I wanted to tell him how sorry I was for the
actions of all the people who had decided he wasn’t worthy of
marriage. I wanted him to know that I hoped he would forgive
them, especially since I go to church with so many of them, for
they know not what they do.

Instead, I smiled and wished him luck.
As I drove out of the parking lot, the woman across the

street was still there. I smiled and gave her a friendly wave. She
smiled and waved back.

LOYD ERICSON
Claremont, California

I LOVE YOU, PERIOD

I TRIED TO REMAIN AS NEUTRAL AS POSSIBLE ON THE
gay marriage debate, passing it off with, “Well, I don’t live
in California, so I don’t have to make a decision.”

However, as the saying goes, “The personal is political.”
My sister is gay. That has made this debate personal.
Just a few months ago I was talking with my sister’s friend

(who is also gay) defending my LDS friends who believe the “I
love you even though you’re gay” sentiment. I was arguing that
one could love a gay family member and not accept (or even
like) his or her sexuality.

My thinking shifted when she explained that for many
people (possibly even me), their sexuality is a fundamental
part of their personhood. So to truly love any kind of person,
gay or otherwise, you cannot say, “I love you even though . . .”
you have to say, “I love you, period.”

If my sister is gay, and God made her that way just as He
made me straight, then I love that she is gay. For me, to be

us and the Lord—one
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we strove to 
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Proposition 8 passed, to my dismay. My dad and I have
made a wary peace. He emails, telling me he loves me, that
he’ll always love me, and that it hurts him that I cannot accept
what he believes. I reply (using my words and not my fists, like
a big girl), telling him that I love him but I don’t understand
him, I don’t know him—maybe I never did, and it hurts me
that he’s betrayed everything I thought he stood for. He tells
me that God has asked him to do something he does not un-
derstand. 

How can I be against that? But how can I be all right with it? 
I guess for some Mormons it comes down to this: are you

going to do what you think is right, or are you going to obey
God? 

I understand that, but I cannot accept it. Or maybe I don’t
understand it. Because as sure as my dad is that God told him
to vote against equality, that is how sure I am that his vote was
horribly wrong—yes, even immoral. I can’t accept it as an act
of justice, mercy, or love; yet my Mormon upbringing taught
me about a just, merciful, loving God. It seems like so many
people want to worship a God created in their own image, in-
stead of a God that is truly divine and eternal.

This issue isn’t something we can work through or get over
—not now, maybe not ever—but that doesn’t mean every-
thing changes. I think my dad and I have taken this issue,
given it a swirlie, and shoved it in a locker where it can be con-
tained. Things might never be quite the same between my dad
and me, but things change, people change, relationships
change. It’s inevitable. 

Some day that thing we’ve contained might escape and seek
revenge (Night of the Living Social Justice Issue. Ooh, scary).
For now, though, I’ve relearned one of those lessons that never
seem to sink in all the way: even the greatest people are not all
great, and even the most monstrous people are not all monster. 

Some people are a little bit country, a little bit rock ‘n roll.
REBECCA ELLSWORTH

Princeton, New Jersey

INSPIRED MINDS

I WON’T BE VISITING UTAH THIS WINTER.” MY
brother’s anger was palpable even through email. “I don’t
want to support a state run by bigots and I am so frus-

trated by the Church’s support (and I assume yours!) of
Proposition 8 in California.”

Despite the hurtful words, I had to laugh out loud. My ab-
sent brother thought he knew me better than I knew myself!
He simply assumed my support for Proposition 8, but my rec-
onciliation with my own feelings and the Church’s position
had been a difficult process.

My brother is gay—my uncle, too, and my nephew, and my
favorite fitness instructor. So although I endorse traditional
marriage, my initial reaction to Proposition 8 was, “Gay mar-
riage is inevitable. It doesn’t hurt me; why fight it?” I was ready
to sit back and let it happen.

Then my dad called from his home in California. “I’ve been

asked to lead efforts to pass Prop 8 for my stake.” 
The relationships are much closer for my dad: his brother,

his son, his grandson.
“Are you ready for this, Dad?”
His voice was firm. “I’m ready.”
Like all parents, my mom and dad made a slew of mistakes.

My brothers probably shouldn’t have been allowed to build
pipe bombs, every kid needs a turn on dishes (not just the
meek ones), and I would have appreciated some counseling
on applying to college. But despite our paltry family home
evenings and years between scripture study, my parents in-
stilled one unfailing virtue: love people. My dad constantly
brought home strangers he’d met on an airplane or at a
meeting. He hired homeless men to work in our yard (it was
safer in those days). And more than once, I saw him take the
coat off his back and the shoes off his feet for someone who
needed them more. Bigotry was so absent from my household
that I thought it was something that existed only in books or
truly awful movie villains. 

Not until junior high and high school in the 1980s did I
clue in on the racial and homophobic slurs that surrounded
me. I once told a very nasty joke to my friend without under-
standing the homosexual innuendo (it makes me blush to this
day). “I don’t think you know what you are saying,” he ad-
vised. “Don’t repeat that to anyone else.” 

As awareness of homosexuals increased in the community
in the 1980s, I had a parallel awakening at home. My brother
announced his preferences quite openly, and suddenly toler-
ance at my house was no longer a luxury; it was a necessity. 

“Dad, you’re not going to stand on corners and wave signs
are you?”

“Yes, I am.”
“But Dad, it’s a losing battle. This isn’t worth your time.”
“Maybe, but the Prophet doesn’t think so. And I think he

might know a few things we don’t.”
My father’s words sent me into a flurry of investigation. The

arguments against Prop 8 were and are simple: say no to big-
otry, say no to hate, say no to discrimination. But the argu-
ments supporting Prop 8 are complex: protect religious
freedom, maintain parental rights, preserve traditional mar-
riage. 

Visiting NOONPROP8.COM and PROTECTMARRIAGE.COM, I
found both websites well designed with passionate prose and
persuasive rhetoric. But neither site was convincing. The No’s
dismissed legitimate concerns about parental rights and edu-
cation, and the Yeses relied on “the sky is falling” arguments.
The radical factions of both sides made me shudder. I couldn’t
align myself with the “haters” who truly believe all gays are
going to hell, nor with the “lovers” who want to teach my chil-
dren all about homosexuality. 

At LDS.ORG, I found my middle ground. The press releases
and commentary used facts and legal cases instead of accusa-
tions. Tolerance and love for all people were stressed on every
page. As I read through the words of Elder Bednar, Elder
Ballard, and especially Elder Oaks, I found myself nodding my
head, “Yes, yes. Yes, that’s right.” 

S U N S T O N E
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Their comments were clear and compelling, but it is my
reverence for these men as prophets that cemented my support
for Proposition 8. As a society, we simply can’t predict the
long-term consequences of gay marriage; I’m relying on more
inspired minds than my own.

I recognize that many, including family members, will view
me as blindly obedient and yes, bigoted. Still, I hope they’ll ac-
cept my help in securing civil unions for homosexual couples
in the state of Utah. But when it comes to marriage, I’m taking
the Prophet’s word on it. Because I believe the Prophet talks to
God. And I believe God knows a few things I don’t.

MICHELLE LARSON
Salt Lake City, Utah

A DIFFICULT JOURNEY

M Y CONSCIOUSNESS CHANGED ONE NIGHT
when I was six years old. After a ward swimming ac-
tivity, as I dressed in the locker room, I looked up

and realized that there were naked men all around me. Their
bodies were compelling to me, and even though I was years
away from the hormone rush that would make my hair curl
and turn me into a sexually aware being, my heart beat loudly
in my throat, and I recognized that I was somehow different. I
also distinctly knew that what I felt was forbidden. On the
drive home, I sat on my sweaty hands on the leather seats of
Dad’s car, trying to make any sense of these feelings that were
at once confusing and tantalizing.

In time, I learned that what I had experienced that night
was my burgeoning homosexuality. I read encyclopedias, our
family health guide, Childcraft books—anything I could get
my hands on—in an attempt to understand something about
the attraction inside me. I hid in the city library with forbidden
reading tucked inside other books. By the time I was in high
school, even though I didn’t know a single gay person in my
small rural community, and even though, beyond masturba-
tion, I had never acted on my desires, I knew that “gay” was
the word for people like me. And that secret filled me with
deep shame and fear.

I left for a mission after a year at BYU, wondering if I simply
hadn’t tried hard enough to change. I was a good kid, but all
my work to playact the person I wanted to be
still left me feeling fraudulent and defective.
But I held a fervent belief that throwing my-
self completely into missionary service would
rid me of my demon. Mustering all the deter-
mination and discipline that had helped me
succeed in virtually everything I had endeav-
ored until then, I channeled my focus into
my mission. I continually promised God that
I would be his forever if he would just deliver
me from my attraction to men. Doctrine &
Covenants 132:50 became a prayer that I
clung to with both hope and desperation.

Behold, I have seen your sacrifices, and will forgive
all your sins; I have seen your sacrifices in obedience
to that which I have told you. Go, therefore, and I
make a way for your escape, as I accepted the offering
of Abraham of his son Isaac. 

I convinced myself that if I worked hard enough, prayed
earnestly enough, God would make a way for my escape. So I
worked as I never had. I strictly obeyed the mission rules. I
studied the scriptures and the language obsessively so I could
convey God’s message flawlessly. I prayed until my knees were
asleep and often until I was asleep on my knees. Those prayers
were always variations on a theme: 

I’m yours. I’m here. I’m giving everything I know
how to give. Please make me whole. Please, Heavenly
Father. 

Please.
Depression settled on me like cold fog when my mission

ended and I had to confront my failure. God’s failure. I spent a
full week in my room at home, coming out only long enough
to mumble a few words, eat something, and then disappear
back into myself. I ultimately couldn’t stand being alone with
my thoughts, so I found three jobs, one as a hotel night clerk.
In that miserable little hotel office, I passed night after night of
darkness and spiritual defeat. One night I found a number for
the Gay and Lesbian Community Center in Salt Lake. It was
very late. I dialed the number, not expecting an answer, and
when a man said hello, I sobbed and shuddered uncontrol-
lably for minutes. 

That phone call was only the beginning of increasing dark-
ness and tarry desperation that seeped in from the edges of my
world. Devotion hadn’t fixed me. 

I stumbled back to BYU, but I no longer believed that
change was just a matter of persistence and time. I lost my
faith in God’s plan for me. Even though I excelled in school
and hung a convincing façade of normalcy (even dating a
beautiful, amazing woman for nearly three years), my self-es-
teem was in tatters. Increasingly, I thought about suicide. I re-
sisted only because I was afraid to hurt the people who loved
me. When I tried to pull away from them, my family and
friends pulled me closer. But even still, I came dangerously
close to finding oblivion. 

One night after a guy I worked with propositioned me in a
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note he left on my windshield, I sat in a cold car on a deserted
road and cried quietly as I stuffed bullets into the magazine of
a handgun. I sat with the gun in my mouth, but I couldn’t
finish.

Looking back, even writing about those grim years seems
like telling fiction; I’m looking through hazy, cracked glass at a
brittle, tragic person I knew in a different world. Loving
friends and family, as well as a kind, affirming therapist at BYU
(after several miserable false starts with other BYU therapists)
helped me realize my life had value. My gay self had value.

I am now in the fourth year of a beautiful, committed rela-
tionship with a man I love more than I can explain. And I
know he loves me with the same depth. Our bond nourishes
me every day and continually reinforces my understanding
that I am as worthwhile as everyone else. I’ve also come to
know on a profound personal level that God loves me just as I
am. During all those years of pleading and cursing in the dark-
ness, He was there, waiting for me to figure out that I was
whole, long before and long after that night at the swimming
pool. 

BENSON DASTRUP
Seattle, Washington

A NEW PRAYER

L IKE MANY LDS HOMOSEXUALS I HAVE KNOWN, I
spent most of my life thinking I was broken, that my
desires were condemned by God, that I could be fixed if

only I worked hard enough. I prayed, fasted and worked for
years to become straight, and felt that the final step to the erad-
ication of my homosexuality would be serving a mission. 

It didn’t work. I came home as gay as ever. The defenses
that I had held up for so long crumbled, and I entered the
darkest time of my life. I was worn out by years of denying
who I was. One day, while speeding up the freeway to my
home in Salt Lake, I slipped off my seat belt and gripped the
steering wheel. I wanted nothing more than to turn that wheel
sharply into the median. I was spiritually exhausted. I had
failed the test. 

I didn’t kill myself that day, thanks to a dear friend who
happened to call at that very moment. 

Not long after, at a singles ward in Sugar House, I met the
man I am with now, five and a half years later. At
that time, our ward was very diverse, with people
from many different backgrounds, including
many other gay men. It was the most spiritual
ward I have ever attended. In this period of a new
relationship and new spiritual strength, I went to
God with a new prayer.

For the first time in my life, I didn’t ask to be
made straight. Instead, I asked to be OK with
who I was, to be OK with being gay and to accept
the way I was created. The feeling I had then was
like a burst of light and warmth in my mind—I
finally got it. Everything pointed to the fact that
God has no disdain for the person I am. 

In the past five and a half years, I have lived with my
partner the only way I am legally able. We attend church and
are active in callings. I have taught and participated in the
Church in many capacities, bringing the Spirit to the congre-
gation or class through my testimony, in spite of the fact that I
am gay and supposedly far from anything godly. 

There have been difficult times during these years. We lived
in Utah during the passage of the marriage amendment, but
nothing has been so difficult as dealing with Prop 8 in
California, where I am putting my partner through chiro-
practic school. 

The Sunday the bishop read the letter from the First
Presidency regarding Prop 8, my partner and I were shocked.
We came home after church and broke down in tears. My
partner asked me why something we love so much can hate us
so much.

That was, unfortunately, just the beginning. Prop 8 was dis-
cussed every week in Relief Society and priesthood meetings.
Even the youth were being recruited to the cause. There were
activities every week outside of church: cold calls, neighbor-
hood canvassing, and e-mails. Even with all this, apparently
the ward wasn’t responding enough, and the meetings in-
creased in number and intensity. 

It was like a nightmare for me. Any member who spoke up
too much was reprimanded, lost his or her recommend, or
faced church courts. I stayed mostly to the sidelines in church,
though outside of it, I was extremely active in the effort to de-
feat the proposition. I regret the former now. I should have
spoken up more in church. Why shouldn’t I have? I adhere
strictly to the principles of the gospel, I am no less worthy than
the other members, and no less worthy of the civil rights they
enjoy. 

My relationship with my partner saved my life and my tes-
timony. But my testimony is being damaged by my fellow
Saints’ persecution of my relationship. Luckily I have my faith
and the support of my companion. I hope that this too shall
pass. 

I personally know the Church is true, but it is administered
by fallible people, and even the greatest among us make mis-
takes. It may take all the way to the Second Coming for the
Church to stop those mistakes that bring grief to people like
me. I, however, will not wait that long for my civil rights and
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cases with him. He is active in politics and was Hillary’s chief
fundraising contact in California. He knew I was a Hillary sup-
porter.

With some trepidation, I confided to him my planned par-
ticipation in the pro-Prop 8 campaign.  “Is it because of your
religious beliefs?” he asked. I answered in the affirmative. He
was not upset. He was not critical. I appreciate his nonjudg-
mental response because I felt more secure in the wildly polit-
ically incorrect stand I would be taking. I was converted, and I
believed. 

ROBERT CROCKETT
Los Angeles, California

THE STILL, SMALL VOICE:
HAVE FAITH

An earlier version of this essay was posted on YOUNGSTRANGER
.COM.

M Y MARRIAGE LAST SUMMER WAS ONE OF THE
most joyous occasions in my life, if not the most
joyous. It was a loving and intimate time with

family. A time when my father prayed for me, put his arm
around me, and encouraged me. A time when the man I love
was embraced by my family. A time when we deepened our re-
lationship with our foster son. The fact that we had to sacrifice
for that event, and the fact that it had meaning beyond what a
merely private ceremony would have offered, helped to make
us more of a family. 

But on 5 October 2008, I saw a picture of the Prop 8 organ-
izers in the L.A. Times online. They were laughing, cheering,
and holding up clenched fists upon learning that their refer-
endum to strip me of my marriage had succeeded. 

The certificate that hangs on the wall of our bedroom, the
one that has given me joy every single day I have looked at it,
has been voided. Thousands of people spent millions of dol-
lars to make it so. When they succeeded, they laughed and
cheered and celebrated at what they had taken away from us. 

The next morning, my prayers, usually peaceful, focused
and centered, were just a kind of mournful outcry: “God,
please help me! Please!” And the day that followed was just
dull and gray and tired. I wished I’d had the strength to just
shrug it off, but I didn’t. 

It wasn’t until I was heading home after work that day,
walking down the Minneapolis skyway that connects all the
major buildings downtown, toward the parking ramp where
my bike was locked, that the still, small voice of the Spirit fi-
nally came.

It said simply, “Be not of little faith.”
That got my attention. I interrogated the Spirit. “What do

you mean?”
The Spirit replied, “Don’t be angry. Don’t be afraid.

Everything will be well. Everything will be made right.”
And that was the extent of it. I wanted more than that, but

it was clear to me that if I wanted more, I had to be, for the

the respect of my peers. I will speak to whoever will listen,
write for whoever will read, and march with whoever will
march, until my fellow Saints start to listen.

RICKY RENEER
Anaheim, California

MY TRIAL

I SPENT SIX HOURS HANGING PRO-PROP 8 DOOR
hangers on the doorknobs of my California neighbors.
This might seem odd to anyone who knows me as a life-

long Democrat, a libertarian of sorts, a financial supporter of
Hillary Clinton, and an occasional pro bono litigator for civil
rights groups. 

In the midst of my doorknob-hanging marathon, my
Blackberry informed me that some partners at my interna-
tional law firm objected to my pending visit to UCLA. Being a
trial and appellate lawyer in Los Angeles, I had been invited to
the UCLA Law School to provide the only pro-Proposition 8
voice the students would hear among the cacophony of its op-
ponents. 

Some of my law firm partners had been highly visible, using
the firm’s name to speak out against Proposition 8. Hearing
about my pending speech, they had taken the matter to my
firm’s management committee. So, stopping in a downtrodden
trailer park in the corner of my ward, I stood in a warm rain
for two hours doing some serious negotiation over the phone.
My firm’s management finally consented to let me give my
speech, but the irony of forbidding me to identify my firm af-
filiation was not lost on me, my partners, nor the friends I told
the story to later.

Why was I doing this? And enthusiastically, to boot?
The First Presidency’s call to action is the force that galva-

nized me to rethink my “live and let live” view of the California
Supreme Court’s 5 May 2008 decision.  I read the decision sev-
eral times in connection with the First Amendment work I do,
and came to believe that it was unfairly and wrongly decided.
In addition, the conclusions in a sociological study from
Witherspoon Institute, “Marriage and the Public Good: Ten
Principles,” persuaded me that gay marriage would lead to a
European-style degradation of marriage.  My children would
grow up in a community which would not value, and perhaps
even denigrate, traditional marriage.

I found that there was a distinct sub rosa group of people
among my colleagues and clients who believed as I did but
lacked the courage to air their views publicly. They were afraid
to speak their minds for fear of losing business or being
branded a “bigot” and a fascist. I understood these concerns. I
had them, too. After all, there weren’t fancy parties and
fundraisers going on among the Los Angeles elite to support
Proposition 8.

A few weeks before the election, I sat in our lunchroom
with a group of my colleagues, some gay, and listened to their
discussion about Prop 8. I remained silent, feeling some re-
morse. I walked with one of my gay law partners to his office.
I  have known this man for almost two decades. I have tried-
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time being, content with merely that. 
I felt beautiful inside and out. I felt blessed peace. And gen-

uine love. Even for those people with the laughing faces,
jeering my loss from the image posted in the L.A. Times online.

So I walked down the street and reflected on the fact that
the same Spirit that encouraged me and mine to head out to
California and get married, the same Spirit that has blessed me
with so many spiritual gifts in the aftermath of that marriage,
was now telling me to “be not of little faith.” It was com-
manding me not to be angry, not to be resentful. That was my
task. If I would make some effort in that direction, the Spirit
would help me. 

Does that mean I won’t continue to talk about Prop 8, about
marriage, and about this very strange journey of mine? Of
course not.

But it does mean I need to be ever attentive. And ever
faithful. 

JOHN GUSTAV-WRATHALL
Minneapolis, Minnesota

A DREAM

I N 2000, WHEN THE CHURCH ANNOUNCED THAT IT
was lending its support to the campaign for California’s
Proposition 22, I felt as if a brick had been dropped on my

heart. I found it impossible to attend church without weeping
throughout meetings. I would just sit there in the pew with
tears streaming down my face. I tried to stop, but I couldn’t. It
was so terrible, it was funny. 

And to make matters worse, I had just moved to a new
ward. Imagine trying to introduce yourself to a new bishopric
through a veil of tears. No one knew what to do with me.
Much to everyone’s relief, I stopped attending church for a few
years. My only contact was with my visiting teacher, whose
tenderness and understanding I cherished.

It took almost seven years and a lot of prayer for me to find
the courage to go back to church again in January 2008. I did
so in large part because I had become a mother to two young
daughters and I wanted them to learn about the basic princi-
ples of faith not only from me at home but also from a com-
munity of Mormons in a neighborhood ward. 

Six months after I returned to church, the First Presidency
letter asking members to “do all you can” in support of
Proposition 8 was read over the pulpit. Again, I felt as if a brick
had been dropped on my heart. I tried to be as strategic as I
could about ward contact, so I could just experience the basic
principles of the gospel and the spiritual uplift I hungered for.
But the Proposition 8 campaign soon became impossible to
avoid.

One weekend in late October, I was away from home on a
work assignment, and I was feeling particularly anguished by
the upcoming election. (I knew that the proposition was going
to pass.) When I was not in professional meetings, I was in
tears. I set aside one night of my trip to spend a few hours
praying for consolation and understanding. Alone in my hotel
room, I begged for relief from my profound feelings of sadness

and for understanding. 
That night, I dreamed that my husband and I were riding

our bicycles down a long avenue to the ocean. At the end of
the avenue, a large crowd had gathered; they were watching
animals caught in the ocean reefs, drowning. 

We have to save them, I thought as my husband and I tore
off our shoes and socks and ran down the dunes into the
water. We plucked the drowning animals one by one from the
reefs and threw them to shore, where they began to breathe
again. Still feeling a tremendous sense of urgency to rescue
more drowning creatures, I stood and turned away from the
shore seeing the tide withdraw through the reefs. A tremen-
dous sense of peace overtook me, and I realized it was going to
be okay. The tide was turning. It was good that my husband
and I had done our part to rescue the drowning, but greater
powers than mine were in control.

I woke with a luminous sense of peace. It has been work to
keep that feeling about me every day since the campaign, but I
am grateful for the blessing of a dream, the prospect of the tide
turning, and for loving powers much greater than my own.

JOANNA BROOKS
San Diego, California

LOYAL TO BOTH

I HAVE A BROTHER I DEARLY LOVE WHO WAS A
practicing homosexual. He was honorably discharged
from the Navy in the late 1960s because of his attractions.

He contracted AIDS from one of his partners and passed away
from the disease in 1982. His was one of the first 500 AIDS-re-
lated deaths in the United States.

He told us that he felt he was a woman born into a man’s
body. He had attempted to “cure” himself by going to “houses
of ill repute” but found himself completely turned off by the
women there (“disgusted” was his word). One day I blurted
out an insensitive joke in the house. At the punch line, I sud-
denly became aware that my brother was nearby and had
heard it. I know it was painful for him to witness my insensi-
tive, juvenile actions. To this day, I am pained at the thought
that I might have hurt his feelings. 

Because of my guilt, perhaps, and my love for my brother, I
have been particularly interested in issues of Latter-day Saints
struggling with same-sex attraction. I have been invited by two
stake presidents to serve in an advisory/specialist capacity at
the stake level. I have worked with dozens of individuals who
struggle with homosexual tendencies and behavior, and with
the families who love them. I have witnessed the over-
whelming feelings homosexual Saints experience of being os-
tracized, not just by society, but often by family, church, and
even God. From time to time, I try to imagine what I would do
if I were told that my feelings towards my wife were a perver-
sion and that I could not act on them. My heart aches for these
people.

My compassion, combined with my experiences, leads me
to overwhelmingly want to give those with same-sex attraction
what I enjoy. I want them to feel accepted by society, to enjoy
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the fulfillment of affections, and to have stable, meaningful re-
lationships. While in this condition of compassion, I was
asked by my living prophet to take a position on the topic of
marriage as recognized by society. Not only was I asked to take
a position, but I was asked to give my time, talent, and re-
sources to support it.

On the surface, that position seemed to conflict with my
heartfelt desires for people who live with same-sex attraction.
After all, would not a committed married relationship afford
them stable relationships, the fulfillment of affections, and so-
cietal acceptance? Of course it would. But it is not that simple.

As a believing Latter-day Saint, I accept the eternal nature of
families. I recognize that priesthood ordinances in the temple
seal relationships such that they extend into the eternities and
allow flawed and sinful humans the opportunity, through the
Atonement, to become exalted. I recognize that the sole sum of
our existence, and the purpose of this life, is to become like
Heavenly Father and be part of the eternal family. As such, I re-
alize that whatever serves as a substitute for the full commit-
ment of the temple is damaging to our eternal welfare.

Consider some of the things that substitute for the eternal.
Premarital sex, for example, gives individuals a semblance of
fulfillment, but it is fleeting and does not lead to eternal joy. It
feels good and fulfills a longing but is not acceptable to our
Heavenly Father. What is worse, it impresses upon the mind,
heart, and soul a distraction from the loyalty that intimacy
within a chaste relationship affords. It is like candy as a substi-
tute for fruits and vegetables. You can consume it and enjoy it,
but it likewise produces temporary benefits that may actually
harm you in the long run.

By allowing SSA individuals to “opt out” of the eternal by
condoning marriage among themselves, aren’t we simultane-
ously giving them the option to forego eternal blessings that
are much more desirable? When I place boundaries on my
children’s behavior, am I doing it because I hate them or be-
cause I love them, wanting them to live a life that will bring
more than temporary fulfillment? In the same way, when
President Monson looked at the eternal, foundational principle
of exaltation, a sealed marriage, and concluded that it is better
to forego the semblance of the eternal, is he doing it out of hate
or love? 

As I considered these thoughts in light of my compassion
for SSA individuals, it was not difficult for me to solidify my
loyalty to the eternal principle. This loyalty is not because my
compassion is any less, but because it is so very real. I love
these people, and giving them a semblance of the good is actu-
ally to rob them of it. Rather, I would encourage relationships
that can lead towards exaltation.

I ache inside for those who live with SSA. They are some of
the best, most noble souls I know. They are often compas-
sionate beyond others and are deserving of the very best. For
me, a “substitute” solution of calling same-sex relationships a
marriage does not give them the best. Rather, it invites them to
step away from the best Heavenly Father can offer his children.
Thus, it is because I love my SSA brothers and sisters that I
supported Proposition 8. 

I realize that this alone does not provide much consolation
for those whose affections make opposite sex unions desirous,
and I do not claim to fully understand the how’s and why’s of
same sex attractions. It is sufficient for me to appreciate that
those who experience them did not necessarily “choose” to
have those feelings. As such, my heart goes out to them. I do
believe, however, that the best thing I can do for the eternal
happiness of all of my Father’s children is to encourage those
committed bonds that can be sealed through eternity. While I
also have a great sense for other reasons why society should
uphold the position of Proposition 8 beyond religious justifi-
cations, what I share here are my religious convictions, my
moral convictions, and my spiritual convictions. 

In the end, the Church will be judged by God, not by so-
ciety. We are not friends of the world, although we love those
in it. We are loyal to our Father, and we subject ourselves to
the leadership of his prophet. I know for a fact that Thomas
Monson has a wealthy heart when it comes to others, and I am
confident that his motives were as mine when he asked mem-
bers to support Proposition 8. 

I was embarrassed when I told that joke at the expense of
my brother, but I am not embarrassed to have supported
Proposition 8. In the perspective of eternity, I believe my ac-
tions will be viewed as loyal to a loving God and to his chil-
dren’s salvation.

JOHN LYNCH
Campbell, California

A LETTER TO MYSELF
An earlier version of this essay was posted on FORGIVENESSFOR8.
BLOGSPOT.COM.

D EAR SELF. I’VE KNOWN YOU FOR A VERY LONG
time. You are smart, funny, an extremely faithful
member of the Church, and gay.

I know that it was painful for you to go to church every
week and hear the derogatory comments made by not-so-few
people in your ward. The majority didn’t know that their
hurtful comments about gays were affecting you personally. I
know that it was even more painful for you to hear those com-
ments from people you have come out to and whom you as-
sumed would be more tactful about their support for Prop 8.

I know that you quit going to church a few weeks ago be-
cause you couldn’t stand to hear the defamation of your gay
peers during discourses over the pulpit or in Sunday School
classrooms. I know that it’s going to be difficult to really con-
vince yourself to go back. But I urge you to do so. Remember
that the gospel is about your relationship with Jesus Christ and
not about your relationship with a group of people.

Self, the core doctrines of the gospel are true. The core cul-
ture of the Church is not doctrine. Just as segregation used to
be preached over the pulpit and is now a faded memory, I sin-
cerely hope that this issue follows suit. Be strong and know
that you are loved.

YOUR FRIEND,
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