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Dialogue.  Perhaps you have experienced it.

I was moving through life just fine. Ken and I and our friend Randy were making progress on the Vermont 
cottage.  We were dreaming big dreams to make it a place for gay spiritual reflection—and some gay spiritual 
sex. Like a patriarch, Ken had raised stones to mark the yard.  And Randy, like an apostle, had broken down 
the “dividing wall of hostility” between the living and dining rooms.  We had even put in a labyrinth.
Back in Philadelphia, I had been struggling with some health problems, a few hospitalizations, some troubling, 
unexplained anemia—but we were handling it. I was able to juggle my job responsibilities, my health issues, 
and my church duties (relatively few at the time).
Then, in the partly-cyber, partly-in-the-flesh community I belong to, named MennoNeighbors, someone post-
ed a link to the /DreamSeeker Magazine/ Winter 2006 issue. Its theme?  “Toward a Genuine Conversation on 
Homosexuality.”

(Insert giant spiritual sucking sound here!) 

Instantly I was once again drawn into the dreaded “loving dialogue,” and I began pointing out the usual pow-
er and privilege issues. (All the authors in that “genuine conversation” had been straight.) Soon Michael King, 
the editor, was asking me to write a responding chapter in his book based on the issue. The book got published 
(/Stumbling Toward a Genuine Conversation on Homosexuality,/ Cascadia, 2007). It was full of all the old 
arguments, and many remarkably new ones, regarding the proper place and behavior of lgbt people and the 
political niceties of churchly inclusion and exclusion. It included gay and lesbian voices. Even some church 
leaders took great strides forward. 
And I felt more hopeless than ever.

If loving dialogue is so loving, why do I end up hating it? Why do I second guess and question myself every 
time I get sucked into it? I let myself get spiritually sucker-punched. Maybe because what the institution de-
fines as “loving dialogue” is inherently condescending. By entering the dialogue, I accept the implicit proposi-
tion that our human worth and our status as children of God are questionable and must be proven.
Every time I point out what “Paul really meant” or expose the stupidity of those creation-equals-heterosexual-
ity arguments, I unconsciously agree to the notion that straight people have the prerogative to twist Scripture 
into their image and to twist us to fit. So my job becomes convincing them to twist it in ways we can live with.
When I present evidence of the hypocrisy, unfair power structures, and patterns of privilege in the institutional 
church, I buy into the assumption that straight people rightly possess the power to judge who we are, what 
place we have in the church, and what our “lifestyle” ought to look like. I become merely a supplicant before 
their bench.

So I am done with dialogue!

From now on, my conversations must grow from a foundational truth: We are all equally children of God. 
Lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender, straight, and otherwise-defined—we are all equal siblings in God’s family. 
In the church we are all equal members of the body of Christ.  Those are not debatable questions. They are /
settled reality./
We are all equally children of God; so any discussion of sexual morality first assumes that sex, pleasure, and 
desire are good for /all/ God’s children. We are all meant to express our sexual lives in ways that honor the 



image of God within us. Where sex is concerned, we journey together to discover the ways of living sexually 
that bless us personally, bless each other, and bless our community.
Jesus is the /way,/ the /truth,/ and the /life./ Our /journeys/ must be /authentic/ in the manner in which 
we /live/ them. I want to live the way, the truth and the life—not argue about whether I should be given an 
opportunity to experience them in the first place. These gifts are no one but God’s to give.

So I leave the institution’s “loving dialogue” behind. I want to leave behind even my little lectures to “them” 
about “their” straight power and privilege. I want to stop pointing out “their” sins. I do not even want to play 
the youth-suicide card or hit “them” over the head with the damage caused by forcing same-sex oriented 
people into heterosexual marriages. My personal favorite was detailing leader’s failures to live up to their own 
ideals: enough of that! We are all equally children of God and equal members of the body of Christ. I must quit 
running guilt trips on my spiritual siblings.

Mohandas Gandhi famously said, “We must be the change we wish to see in the world.” Although he was 
not a Christian, he gets closer than most to following what Jesus teaches regarding the realm of God. Reign of 
God? Kingdom of heaven? I personally like the wording in the Gospel of John: “eternal life.” For Jesus, eternal 
life is not just a future reality. It is not life /after/ death. It is not even some hope to work toward someday. 
For Jesus, eternal life is a present reality. It is life lived from God’s perspective. It is a new community and a 
new world order breaking in. It lovingly—and persistently—lives side-by-side with the old reality. Steadily it 
grows, crowding out the old empires. Eternal life means being the life by which God re-creates the world.
Even in confrontations, Jesus did not “dialogue with” Caesar’s representatives or the Temple authorities. He 
did not wait until he could convince them to change the way they ran the social, political, and religious struc-
ture of their day. He started a community of disciples living differently—living eternal life now.
Many of us who are gay, lesbian, straight, allied, transgender, and otherwise-defined are already living eternal 
life now. Look at the BMC web site. It is not oriented toward saving an old church, but toward nurturing a new 
realm of God among us.  

At Germantown Mennonite Church where I attend, and other congregations like it, gay-straight distinctions no 
longer apply. If someone raises the issue, eyes roll. Been there; done that; got over it.
More than a decade ago, Ken and I led a few retreats on the theme “Rites of the Gay Male Spirit.” We left apol-
ogetics behind and through ritual and reflection invited gay men to rediscover the image of God within them. 
At one event, seven mud-covered, naked men spontaneously danced up from a pond like re-created Adams in 
a new Eden.

From now on, I want to dance out of that mud rather than get stuck in the muck of the institution’s pointless 
debate. Striving to prove our worth and acceptability exhausts me. I used to think I could do both—dance in 
God’s light and dialogue with the devil’s darkness. But the dialogue just sucks the dance out of me. No more.
I have been addicted to the dialogue for a long time. It gave me a rush—but it cannot feed my soul. Old habits 
die hard and I may find myself backsliding from time to time. But I /will/ leave the dialogue behind.  
I want to reawaken to that New Creation that I sensed in those workshops that Ken and I once led. This year, 
when Randy, Ken, some friends, and I gather at our Vermont cottage, I want to hear how gay life is becoming 
eternal life for each of them. I want to find out what God is teaching them in their sex and sexuality and every-
day lives.

When I return to Philadelphia, I want to continue to live the truth of my own gay existence. I want to witness 
my lesbian, bisexual, straight, transgender, and otherwise-defined friends living their truth around me. No 
more dialogue. No more defining things by two-sided discussion. I hunger for mutually curious and encourag-
ing conversations. Let us explore, at new depths, the way God is working in and among us.  
I want to dance beyond the old divisions. I want to dance the way and the truth with /all/ my sisters and 
brothers and siblings. I want to live eternal life right now.   •


