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One day as I was walking in the neighborhood of the school I attended, thinking on the troubles of the world and what could be done, my unfortunate habit, I happened upon a boy only a little younger than myself sitting by the road.  He was weeping, and thinking that his small troubles would distract me from those ills I had in my mind taken upon my own shoulders, as well as out of kindness, I stood before him and asked him what the matter was that bound his head to his hands with tears.  His reply was this:

Oh gentle stranger, I can only hope you are not as those others were who knew of my affliction.  But as yours is the only ear left me, I shall have to trust it as I would a saint’s - or more, as they too have often closed their doors to me.  

I was alone in my room, studying the Bible and other texts by the great moral teachers of the past, when I was distracted by a sudden profusion of merry and idle chatter from the nearby lobby.  Leaving such weighty books (in more than one sense of the word), I decided to join them, for a time, in such simple and carefree pleasure as I’d overheard.


I had no sooner joined them, however, when I wished I had never done so, for I soon discovered that the source of their laughter was not the spontaneous “Joy… among friends and lovers reunited” at the start of the school year, as C.S. Lewis would say (the Screwtape Letters, chapter XI), but the “Joke Proper,” and of a most improper and disagreeable kind.  

The punch line was an old word for a piece of wood, although not used in that sense at all, but as a vulgar way to describe a certain sort of man, and he kept repeating it over and over, as if to try to get three laughs for one bankrupt joke.


If you have not, by now, learned what causes me such distress, I beg you to leave me to my misery, for nothing I can say further will make you understand.


He then waited for an answer, drying his eyes in the mean time.  I assured him that I had long since guessed his secret, and told him to continue without fear, which he did:

They told other jokes as well, all mocking gays, and so when I could stand it no longer I got up to resume my study, which after their company would have been a relief.  But as I left, one of them, either being flippant or guessing the reason for my exit, called out to me, asking why I was leaving so soon after joining them.  Saying merely “homework,” I retreated as quickly as possible, unable to defend against the tirade of insults and clever remarks that were flung at my back.

Those people were fools, and nothing was sacred to them, so I didn’t let it worry me.  But I soon found myself subject to a worse kind of attack.  I was watching a movie with several friends, and a scene came up in which two girls were kissing.  Someone made a sound of disgust, and I asked her what was wrong.  She said that it was bad enough that the movie was violent and un-Christian, but did they have to stoop to this level of depravity?

I asked her to explain what crime was being committed by the characters at that time, and she hesitated, but finally said “Well, doesn’t it say in the Bible that homosexuality is an abomination?”

I didn’t know how to respond, and stammered some poor defense, amounting to, how, if you don’t choose your orientation, can God punish you for it?  This left them unconvinced, saying that perhaps one doesn’t choose a lot of things, and that the fact that some are destined for hell may be part of God’s plan.  

People began to whisper behind my back, and that group, containing most of my friends, didn’t invite me to accompany them ever again.  I’ve begun to believe that all these people, from every country and every era of history, cannot be wrong, and that God created a vile creature when He created me, to paraphrase Christine de Pizan.  Would that she were here.  But her battle has been largely won, compared to mine, and her case has less Biblical evidence against it, and much evidence in favor of it that mine does not.  


“Don’t be afraid; there is hope,” I told him when he had finished.  And this is what I said:

I am not Christine de Pizan, nor one of her famous ladies, but I have a few things to say on your behalf.  Yes, the Bible does say many things against homosexuality, it would seem, but look more closely into it and you will see a different story.  First Corinthians 6:9 says, “Those who live immoral lives, who are idol worshipers, adulterers or homosexuals—will have no share in his kingdom.  Neither will thieves or greedy people, drunkards, slanderers, or robbers.”  So “homosexuality” isn’t necessarily worse than taking more than your share at dinner, or badmouthing the guy next door.  And these other things all refer to the actions involved, so it is perhaps only the love act itself that is considered sinful.  

There are two further things to say about that: firstly, if someone should argue that Jesus said “Anyone who even looks at a woman with lust in his eye has already committed adultery with her in his heart” (Matthew 5:28), and claim that it also applies to gays, then tell them this: that you are inherently no worse than any straight man or woman, and that really, no one should entertain fantasies of any kind that they do not intend to fulfill, because that leads to a weak and cluttered will, and sins of the heart.  

Secondly, the idea of marriage has changed since those times, as have many other ideas.  We no longer say that fabric of two different materials woven together is “an abomination,” as the Bible does, so perhaps, now that the nature of sexuality is better understood, and this is a safer, cleaner age, it is only the more general law against sex outside of marriage that is important, and gay couples should simply seek to be married at once.  For where in the Bible does it forbid the marriage of two people of the same sex?

And finally, for those who will not be convinced of the above arguments, I give you this: In John 8:7 Jesus said of the woman caught in adultery (which is one of the highest sins, forbidden in the ten commandments), “All right, hurl the stones at her until she dies.  But only he who never sinned may throw the first!”  For I ask you: why do your friends shun you for who you are, when they take the Lord’s name in vain daily, dishonor their parents, speak slanderously of anyone they do not like, and worship comfort, money, and the famous like a new religion?  

Such Christians as these believe that they are protecting their faith and virtue by shunning you, as if they can save their souls by piling one more wrong on top of all the rest.  Or that is what they would say.  Have they not heard “love thy neighbor as thyself?”  No, the true cause of their cruelty is worse: a simple unwillingness to confront the source of their discomfort and to see it for what it is—fear of everything unknown, or misunderstood.
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