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Readings 
 
Loving the Truth 
By A. H. Almaas 
(From the book, Spacecruiser Inquiry: True Guidance for the Inner Journey (pp. 125-131). Shambhala 
Publications, copyright 2002.) 
 
The motivation we need [for the spiritual journey] is the sincerity of wanting the truth for its own sake, 
loving the truth for its own sake. This happens when truth becomes what we want, what we value, what 
we appreciate, what makes our heart happy. . . 
 
The heart’s love of the truth is not a thought or an idea. It is not a matter of trying to live according to an 
ideal. It’s not a motive that comes from the mind. It is an impulse from the depth of the soul, a deeply 
felt motive from the heart. . . 
 
We investigate because we are turned on to the truth. We inquire because we can’t help it, because we 
can’t help liking the truth. We inquire because we really want to find out. What we find out might be 
wonderful or beautiful, and it might be painful, scary or difficult. We might get burned in the process. 
But none of that matters to the lover. . . 
 
If you love truth but you also love comfort, loving comfort may at some point become a barrier to 
recognizing the truth. For example, you might want to lie to yourself so that you can have the comfort 
that you love. The only way that you can continue to see the truth about comfort is by loving the truth 
more than you love comfort. Comfort is one example, but it could be pleasure, riches, fame, love, 
recognition, creativity, company, and so on. 
 
We recognize at some point that our love for truth is natural; it is inherent in our heart. The heart loves 
what is true. We also recognize that loving truth is the intelligent thing to do because the truth is 
ultimately what will free us. 
 
Colors, by Michael Cohen, of Project NatureConnect (ecopsych.com) 
 
green 
yellow 
blue 
red 
orange 
green 
 
(These were shown one by one on the screen, and I asked everyone to say the color aloud. I then invited 
everyone to notice how it felt when the words did not match the color, and how it felt when they finally 
matched at the end.) 
 
 



Committing to Truth that Evolves and Expands 
 
A couple weeks shy of 5 years ago, I stood in front of about 70 members of my congregation at Clawson 
United Methodist Church in Michigan, just before the benediction at the end of the Sunday service, and 
asked people to stay for a special announcement after the service. 
 
When I had arrived as the minister of Clawson United Methodist Church in July of 2010, the 
congregation knew that I was soon to be divorcing my husband of 25 years, but in the carefully worded 
announcement I made that day, three years later, I told them that the reason for our divorce was that I 
had come to a late-in-life realization of being lesbian. Both of my sons, Jeremiah, age 20, and Isaac, age 
18, stood with me at the front of the church as I made the announcement that day, and Isaac followed 
with a statement of his own in support of me. 
 
Rev. Melanie Carey, who was the District Superintendent over about 90 United Methodist Churches in 
the Detroit, Michigan area, had just given a sermon with the title, “The Truth Will Set You Free.” She 
knew what I was going to be announcing and she was there to offer both me and the congregation her 
support. After both me and Isaac had read our statements, Rev. Carey then offered her statement of 
support for me, and also clarified the official stance of The United Methodist Church – that 
“homosexuality is incompatible with Christian teaching.” She explained that because I was not actually 
in a same-gender relationship, I was supported by the bishop and the district superintendents in 
remaining in my position as a minister. 
 
Immediately after the service, instead of shaking hands and giving hugs at the door, I went to a side 
room, so that people could have a chance to process my announcement before they had to face me in 
person. Many people followed me there and gave me hugs and shed tears. I knew that several members 
of the congregation had gay or lesbian sons, daughters, brothers, or sisters. 
 
At first all the responses I heard were positive. One of the most touching comments I received was from 
my music director. He told me that he was so relieved that my announcement was just about being 
lesbian -- he had been afraid that I was about to announce that I had a life-threatening kind of cancer!  
 
I also knew, however, that some of my congregation members were more conservative theologically 
and politically, and I wasn’t clear how they would respond. One member in particular, who had taken 
me to surgery on my ankle a year earlier and waited there with his wife to bring me home – was not 
ready to talk to me until two or three weeks later. 
 
When he did talk to me, it was to offer an ultimatum. He had evidently convened a secret meeting with 
some of the more conservative folks in the congregation, and a half dozen of them sent letters to me, 
our staff relations committee, and the district superintendent, saying that if I was still minister at the 
end of December, they would be gone. They all believed that the Bible was clear that homosexuality was 
a sin, and they felt they had to take a stand for what they believed was God’s truth. I was very 
saddened. I had really hoped that even though I knew our theologies were not the same, that having 
known and worked with me as their minister for three years, their hearts might have been touched in a 
way that would allow them to be more open.  
 
I met individually with almost all of the members who had written letters and listened to what they had 
to say. I told them that if that was what they honestly believed, then I knew it was not likely I could talk 
them out of their decision. But I told them that I deeply believed that God welcomed me fully, and that 



God’s love was big enough to welcome all people. And I also told them that I would do what I thought 
was best for the congregation. 
 
Then from September through December I had the challenge of leading and preaching to a congregation 
that included some people who were glad to support our church taking a more welcoming stand, some 
who just loved their church, had appreciated my ministry, and would stay no matter what, and some 
who stayed only because they were hoping I would be gone at the end of the year. 
 
One of the things I shared in sermons during those four months was what I had learned about Jesus 
growing up – that he welcomed those who are on the margins, and that we should do the same. Even if 
there are some places in the Bible that say that homosexuality is a sin, there are many, many more Bible 
verses that talk about how we should welcome the stranger, the widow, the immigrant, the orphan, the 
hungry, and the poor. There are many Bible stories where Jesus welcomes the women and children, 
reaches out to the sick and outcast, celebrates a small gift from someone who is poor, encourages love 
for both the neighbor and the stranger, or lifts up someone whom society or religious leaders 
considered a sinner. I saw it as much more important to continue in the tradition of Jesus and the 
prophets of expanding love for those who were on the margins in their day – to live by an evolving truth 
that responded to the realities of current day society, than by trying to find an unchanging truth in the 
form of laws and rules and cultural norms that were written down two thousand years ago or more.  
 
I told them how I had seen that expanding love for those on the margins lived out in the church where I 
grew up -- the smallest of three United Methodist churches in Elmhurst, Illinois, a suburb of Chicago. For 
the size of our church, we were somewhat diverse, and we also had a lot of people who didn’t fit into 
the ideal of a two-parent home with perfect children. One couple from China were both doctors. One 
family was from Chile and had a daughter who was usually in Sunday school with me. One woman 
received a lot of personal support from the church as she raised her son with severe mental health 
issues. Another couple felt a bit out of place elsewhere because the husband did all the cooking. One of 
my babysitters from church who played French horn became the first woman to lead a section in the 
Amsterdam Concertgebouw – a world class symphony orchestra, and she also became a mother without 
getting married. Two members of the church were on a wheelchair basketball team. Another babysitter 
became a United Methodist minister when it was less common for women to become ministers. And 
one of our ministers had been divorced at a time when that was less common for a minister. 
 
So while some members in Clawson were simply waiting me out, and hoping I would leave, I tried to be 
both gently challenging and yet compassionate to them, while also offering encouragement to those 
who supported me and a more welcoming version of Christianity. Quite a challenge! I preached from the 
Bible every week, and I preached from the heart every week, trying to touch the hearts of everyone with 
the possibility of a truth that continues to unfold and expand. 
 
In the United Methodist Church, the bishop decides when a minister will move. Before I came out 
publicly, I had received a commitment from my bishop, Bishop Deborah Kiesey (whom has actually now 
retired to Iowa City!) that unless I requested a move, she would not move me away from the Clawson 
church. 
 
I could see no way for the truth of an expansive view of God’s love as I understood it to remain strong if I 
gave in to those with more rigid beliefs and left. All I could see was further oppression and silencing of 
those who had already been living for years under a state of “don’t ask, don’t tell” about their family 
members, and a hardening of a more literal interpretation of the Bible. 



 
So I did what I thought was best in the long run for the church, and at the end of December, I was still 
there. So about twenty members of the church left to join more conservative churches, and they took 
$50,000 a year in donations with them. Many of them were sure the church would close within two 
months without their money.  
 
But we found out that we were not alone. We found a lot of support – including significant financial 
support -- from outside the congregation, and we expanded our ministry and moved forward with hope 
by hiring additional new staff, welcoming more diversity, and trying some creative new forms of 
ministry. I’ll share some more about that shortly. 
 
But before I go on here, I would like to share four things with you: 
 

1) Some of the things that made it hard for me to see my own truth of being lesbian 
2) Some of the things that supported me in coming to a full realization of that truth after many years, and 

then to remain strong in my truth in the face of significant challenges 
3) Some of the ways that the Clawson United Methodist Church grew stronger and more open by living 

into a new truth of who they could be 
4) And how the evolution of my own truth has brought me here to the UU Society in Coralville, Iowa, with 

my partner, Sarah 
 
First, some of the things that made it hard to realize the truth.  
 
Some of what I learned and experienced growing up about being gay or lesbian were stereotypes that 
didn’t fit me. I was not a tomboy – I liked cooking and sewing and I didn’t like sports. So when I was 
young, I didn’t have any reason to think I was lesbian. I also don’t remember any personal examples of 
women whom I knew were lesbian, largely because I wasn’t around people who talked about sexual 
orientation. So while I am sure there were lesbians in my life, I didn’t know who they were.  
 
As a youth, when I found myself secretly playing with naked Barbie dolls and or wanting to draw naked 
women, I was being secretive because thinking about or enjoying any kind of nakedness or sex felt 
wrong.  It was not something anyone talked about, so I just got the sense that it was wrong to think 
about it. That feeling that I was doing something wrong, made it so that I never really thought about 
why the naked bodies that I was more interested in were women’s bodies, when most of my girlfriends 
were more intrigued by men’s bodies.  
 
In high school and college, I started to realize that some boys and men were attracted to me and I was 
flattered by that. I liked being appreciated whether it was for my looks, my personality, or my mind. And 
I really liked the emotional closeness, so I dated a number of guys. I was emotionally attracted to 
intimacy with both men and women and had fantasies about being close to both men and women. But 
since it was “normal” for women to have close women friends, that part didn’t seem unusual. And since 
it was “normal” for women to be attracted to men, that part didn’t seem unusual. But I never noticed 
that while those fantasies about men involved being close, they were very rarely sexual fantasies.  
 
In late high school, college, and seminary, I read a lot about feminism and feminist theology. I remember 
having what I thought was an “aha” moment when I read that our society trains both men and women 
to focus on women’s looks. The book explained (and I can’t remember now what book it was) that men 
look at women they are attracted to, and women look at women to compare to themselves. So 



whenever I found myself really noticing how a woman looked, I dismissed the looking as a way of 
negatively comparing my looks to theirs. I didn’t explore my feelings more, because I had claimed a false 
story that I thought was supporting my own self-esteem! I didn’t really let myself be aware that I wasn’t 
just wishing I looked like that, but that I was feeling some kind of desire as well.  
 
I did find a man that I enjoyed conversation and emotional closeness with, and I knew that I wanted 
children.  So I eventually married Carter, and we went together to seminary together, and became 
United Methodist ministers together, and had two boys.  
 
Once I was married, I was faithful in my marriage, so even though I continued to be emotionally 
attracted to both men and women, I never really experienced the overall difference between sexual and 
emotional attraction. I knew that I liked my husband a lot, and we could have really good conversations, 
but I kept thinking there was some other reason why I was not attracted to him in the way he wanted 
me to be attracted to him. When I was pregnant, maybe it was because my hormones were out of 
whack. Or maybe if he only did more chores around the house, I would be more appreciative of and 
open to him. Maybe I was just too “prudish” and didn’t really appreciate sex. Maybe we needed to vary 
our technique some more. Maybe we were both just too tired after parenting. Maybe men just were 
more interested in sex than women – that seemed to fit a lot of stories I had heard. 
 
Eventually, when I became more clear about my sexual attraction to women, I thought that I must be 
bisexual, and didn’t believe that was a reason to leave a marriage.  During the period that I was 
questioning my sexuality, I also did not want to break up my family.  So it was harder to consider acting 
on those other attractions to either men or women.  
 
And it also made it harder to fully come to the truth of my sexual orientation when my career and future 
as a minister were at stake. 
 
Even though there were many factors that made it hard for me to recognize my sexual orientation, there 
were also things that laid the groundwork for me to accept myself more easily once I finally realized the 
truth.  
 
I had always been part of liberal United Methodist Churches. I was never told in a personal or legalistic 
way that being gay was a sin, or that it would mean going to hell, even though the official policy of the 
UMC has been that “homosexuality is incompatible with Christian teaching.” As I mentioned earlier, the 
church I grew up in taught me by its culture that following Jesus was about welcoming the outcast and 
reaching out to those in need of support. Being a good Christian was more about reaching out in love, 
than it was about drawing lines of separation between who was good or bad, saved or condemned, 
sinner or redeemed. So I never had the doubts and questions some people have about whether God 
would still love me if I was lesbian – whether it really was okay to be lesbian. 
 
I think I have been a Universalist all of my life, even when I was mostly living that out in United 
Methodism. I never believed in hell, and was never taught about hell in the churches I was part of. And 
much of the time that I was within United Methodism and working as a minister, I was trying to pull my 
congregations along to open them to a broader welcome of all, to a more flexible and compassionate 
faith, to a fuller stand for justice for all -- not to avoid some punishment like hell, but to create more of 
heaven on earth. 
 



Ever since I attended seminary in Washington, DC, I had someone to turn to look at my inner life. I 
began seeing a therapist off and on. Some of the time it was individual counseling, and some of the time 
it was marriage counseling. I was able to talk through things that were challenging, whether it was the 
ongoing question of why the marriage between Carter and I was never fully satisfying, or when we faced 
parenting challenges, or when I was trying to figure out what to do next in my life. I also ended up 
seeing spiritual directors for a number of years. 
 
When the boys were young, I started taking some online courses in ecopsychology. The main focus of 
the courses was using our nonverbal senses in the moment in nature and finding ways to affirm the 
nonverbal wisdom in our everyday lives. I began to learn many truths that were not just in my head, but 
in my body, about what made me feel more calm, and how to find strength and connection with the 
world and something larger than myself that didn’t have to be mediated through Bible stories or words 
and ideas about God, or ethics about right and wrong. The reading about colors that I invited you to do 
earlier was from one of those classes. 
 
Those nonverbal truths led me to take a break from being a pastor in a church for a while, and to lead 
nature retreats for several years, along with sharing music that I had written through concerts and 
worship services at neighboring churches.  
 
Trusting those nonverbal truths also led me to the First UU Congregation of Ann Arbor, Michigan, which 
had 45 acres of land, and was looking for a temporary Assistant Minister, as the Senior Minister of 25 
years approached retirement. I saw an opportunity to explore spirituality that was based more in nature 
and in nonverbal wisdom, and could be expressed in a variety of ways.  
 
In my three years as Acting Assistant minister at the UU congregation in Ann Arbor, I also had lots of 
everyday interactions with many who were gay and lesbian, and families with two moms or two dads. I 
loved being part of a religious community where no one gave a second glance to those who were gay 
and lesbian – it was perfectly fine and accepted. During that time I also reconnected with a friend who 
was now openly gay. The more direct experiences and interactions I had with those who were gay or 
lesbian, the more it seemed possible to allow it as an option for myself. 
 
As a minister, it is important to find support from outside of the congregation where you are doing 
ministry. One of my steadfast sources of support for trusting my inner wisdom was being part of a 
Diamond Heart spiritual growth group, which I participated in for about 10 years. We had retreats four 
times a year, with the same group of people, and learned about loving the truth that we found in each 
moment, and it led me to want to uncover more and more of the truth that I experienced directly about 
the depths of who I was. We had a strong focus on exercises that helped us to experience more fully the 
qualities of love, joy, peace, wisdom, curiosity, will, compassion, and strength. The reading we heard 
earlier in this service about loving the truth was written by A. H. Almaas, the founder and lead teacher of 
the Diamond Heart approach.  
 
The experience that most directly led me to the truth of being lesbian was at a Diamond Heart retreat in 
which we examined the ways in which we betray ourselves. As I reflected on that, I realized that every 
time I was trying to be physically intimate with my husband, I had been choosing between betraying 
myself and disappointing him when he wanted us to be close. For years I had been betraying myself, 
because I couldn’t bear to keep disappointing Carter. Once I put it into those words, I knew that if I was 
betraying myself, there was no way I could make either of us happy.   
 



When I came home from the retreat, within a couple days I had a long conversation with Carter. We 
decided that it did not make sense to stay together if our relationship was never going to be able to 
reach the fullness of what both of us hoped for in a marriage.  
 
We asked the bishop for a move to separate churches and separate homes. Once Carter and I knew 
where we would be moving we shared with our sons Jeremiah, then a senior in High School, and Isaac, 
then a freshman, about the upcoming separation and divorce and told them the reasons. Jeremiah, our 
older son, said that he loved both of us no matter what. Isaac had more tears, but when he spoke, he 
told of a previous challenge he had gone through, and said, “I think this will be like that. It will be really 
hard at first, but then I will grow a lot.” Carter and I were both amazed and touched by their responses. 
A few days later Isaac came to me and said, “Mom, don’t take this the wrong way, but I think this will be 
an adventure!” 
 
We had told the bishop that Carter and I wanted to be able to live within 30 miles of each other, so we 
could more easily both parent our younger son Isaac. We were assigned to churches that were only one 
and half miles apart – a little closer than we had expected! So while Jeremiah had gone away to college 
at Michigan State, Carter and I often went to his concerts together, and we still shared most of the 
parenting of Isaac. The three of us even had weekly dinners together for a couple of years. It helped that 
it wasn’t too difficult to still be good parents. 
 
It also helped to know that my ex-husband had also found support. Carter became deeply involved with 
the Straight Spouse Network – an organization that offers support to people who either have been or 
still are married to someone who is gay or lesbian. When he took on the role of President of the 
National Organization, he even used a pseudonym, while I was still hiding the fact that I was lesbian. 
 
For the next three years, once I became minister at my new church in Clawson, Michigan, I stayed in the 
closet while I led worship, loved the people in my congregation, taught classes, sang in the choir, visited 
people in the hospital, performed funerals and weddings, helped them host a homeless shelter in the 
building for a week every year, and tried to get them involved in further social justice. I didn’t feel a 
strong need at first to be in a new relationship. It was enough to learn what it was like to not be 
married. But I had decided that I would l come out as lesbian when my younger son, Isaac, graduated 
from high school, and I planned at that point to leave the United Methodist ministry.  
 
Within a couple of months from when I told my supervisor my intentions, she called me and told me 
that the bishop and other leaders would support me if I wanted to stay on as minister in Clawson and 
come out as lesbian. I had not at all been expecting that invitation. It made a huge difference to know 
that I could be more honest about myself and not lose my job and source of income and housing. 
 
Once I came out, it was very clear that I was not alone, and that our congregation was not alone. Two 
ministers who were well known in Michigan sent out many letters on our behalf to ministers and others 
whom they knew would support the United Methodist church being more open, soliciting donations to 
help the Clawson church. Two local LGBT choirs, another community choir, and a United Methodist 
musician from Ann Arbor all agreed to donate their time for fundraising concerts. The largest United 
Methodist congregation in Ann Arbor hosted a fundraising concert for our church. In the end, we had 
raised $37,000 in several months! We found hope and encouragement from unexpected sources. 
 
We found ways to save money, without reducing our ministry. I realized that we couldn’t cut any staff 
from the church and still remain hopeful, so I offered myself as minister to go to half time, and found 



other sources of income for myself. Meanwhile, we found a source of grant funding to hire a half-time 
Christian educator. The best person who applied for the job ended up being a retired school 
superintendent and choir director who was gay, and who also brought his partner who was Mexican, 
with him to church. When we needed new custodians, the best applicants were a gay couple, one of 
whom had grown up in our church, and his mom was an active leader.  
 
We were clear that we were not going to cut back on ministry, even when there was less money to fund 
it. We tried out a new form of ministry called Messy Church. Messy Church is a new type of service for 
families and individuals that meets on a weekday, and which involves dinner together, hearing and then 
on the spot acting out a Bible story, and doing crafts related to the Bible story – all ages together, and 
closing with sharing joys and concerns and song. We got many people coming to Messy Church who had 
never been to a typical church service, or who were single parents, or older adults who appreciated the 
sense of community. 
 
We also became more welcoming to people of other races and cultures. We brought in an African 
American woman to teach Zumba classes, and she brought more diversity in those who came to the 
Zumba classes. In order to bring in more money, we worked with a real estate agent who specialized in 
renting and selling churches. He helped us find other congregations to rent space in our large old 
building from us: an Arabic speaking Pentecostal congregation, an Ethiopian Orthodox Church, and later 
an LGBT focused Metropolitan Community Church. 
 
After I left the congregation, the next minister who was assigned was Korean, who endeared herself to 
the congregation by having her own wedding at the church soon after she arrived, and they now have a 
minister from Liberia. The church still faces challenges, but they are still doing ministry five years later. 
 
But after a while, I did want to consider being in a relationship. So I started making plans to leave United 
Methodist ministry. I had been open and out, and I did not want to hide a relationship in order to keep 
my job. It felt like living out my truth was part of what I needed to do to make the world a better place. 
 
The first time I went to a lesbian gathering, and considered the possibility of dating a woman, I met 
Sarah. She was friendly, curious, adventurous, and studying Buddhist meditation. We shared common 
interests in cohousing and contra dance. We first just got together a few times, then we started dating. 
And I started figuring out how I was going to leave United Methodist ministry and still make a living. 
 
After applying for many nonprofit jobs in Michigan, I saw the opening listed for this position here. I had 
loved by time at the UU congregation in Ann Arbor, and so was occasionally checking UU job openings. 
This position would use many of the skills I had learned in ministry, and many of the skills I had used at 
the Unitarian Universalist congregation in Ann Arbor, Michigan. And I loved the goals of growing, and of 
being “the greenest church in Iowa.” 
 
It was wonderful to be able to bring Sarah with me when I interviewed for the position, and not worry at 
all about what people would think! I am thrilled to be working here, nurturing ways for all of us to keep 
seeking and living out the truths we have come to know and helping to make the world a better place 
through the work of this congregation. 
 
There are many more things I could tell you about other evolving truths on my life journey, and the 
various ways I have come to know my own truth. But the main things I learned from this aspect of my 
story:  



 

• The truths about our identity can be very complex truths, and it may take time to discover and 
live out the truth of who we are. 

• It can be hard to imagine something for yourself until you have had direct experience of it with 
others. 

• It can be hard to accept a truth when it will mean lots of personal changes and possible and 
unknown negative impacts on others 

• It can be hard to accept a truth when your ability to make a living is impacted 

• It made a huge difference to grow up in a way that affirmed all kinds of people 

• It was very Important to learn about and trust my truth in an experiential way, and not just 
intellectually 

• It helped a lot to know that I was not alone.  

• It helped a lot for the congregation to find out that it was not alone 

• Finding individuals and communities of people who support you along the way makes it much 
easier to be able to live out your truth more fully and joyfully 

 
Especially as we welcome new members today, I invite us all to find ways to support each other in 
discovering our own truths, and living those out fully in the world. Those truths may be about ourselves, 
how to live creatively in the world, how to nurture relationships, how to relieve suffering, how to 
express big new ideas, or how to address issues of peace and social justice in the world. 
 
May we be a community that touches hearts, changes lives, and transforms the world. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  
  
  

 


