
I’d like to begin this morning with “Prayer for Pride”, which comes from the Reconciling 

Ministries Network, a United Methodist Church mission of inclusion that seeks to equip 

and mobilize persons of all sexual orientations and gender identities to resist evil, 

injustice, and oppression in whatever forms they present themselves.  Let us pray.   

 

“Creator of all queer and wonderful things, you’ve made and you make and 

remake us.  Gather us in harmony—not a false unity but a selfless and brave 

coexistence.  Give us hungry spirits to hear the diverse melodies of our kin, to recognize 

the infinite shades of our existence in and because of you.  

 We are proud of who we are because of who you are—because who you are is 

refracted through us, because who we are is a part of your body.  Pride—not the sin but 

the reclamation, the reconciliation, the redemption:  let that be our cloak and your love 

our greatest treasure.  Amen.” 

 

 

I am not a preacher.  My father was.  One of my grandfathers was.  But I have never 

been short on words.  In fact, as a lifelong educator, you could say I’ve always been 

paid to talk.  And I’ve been told I talk too much, many times.  My first report card from 

Kindergarten said, “David is a little chatterbox”!  Who knows where it came from, but I 

have always had a burning desire to speak and be heard, and now embrace all that I 

am.  For me, to speak is to help, to teach, to sing.  That burning desire has always been 

coupled with a great need to see fairness and justice.  Over time I came to really  

understand that the speaking and the stories we share connect us.   

 

So several weeks ago when Father Paul asked—somewhat jokingly, I thought—if I had 

ever thought about preaching, I said that it was likely in my blood.  Maybe I should 

preach at St. Paul’s sometime, he then suggested.  A couple of weeks later, when 

Worship Council discussed using LGBT-inclusive music for Pride month, that not-so-

still, not-so-small, almost-never-silent voice in me asked—out loud, of course—“How 

about if I preach on Pride Sunday?”, as today is known by many progressive 

denominations.  So here we are and I stand before you.  I have written a sermon.  As I 



prepared, I felt a dozen different sermons fomenting in my mind, some of them stealing 

my sleep in the wee hours several times.  But not to worry, I’m only delivering one of 

them today!  And Father Paul, I promise I will never complain about a sermon more than 

ten minutes long.  I heard Dad and Grandpa say many times that a good sermon has no 

more than three points.  I’ve observed in all the liturgical churches I’ve served that a 

sermon should be apropos of a prescribed reading for the day, preferably the Gospel.  

But the occasion—Pride Sunday—is a detail that I could not overlook.  After some 

fretting, peace came in a single phrase from today’s Wisdom of Solomon passage:  “For 

[God] created all things so that they might exist.”  BOOM.  Simple.  Just “to be”, 

apparently, is enough.  So, in first person, “I am” enough.    

 

I am gay.  Hopefully, that’s neither shocking nor surprising to you.  I don’t hide it—and  

I’ll tell you if you ask, indeed much of the time even if you don’t—because I have 

learned that I, too, am a child of God in whom God is well pleased.  My dear, dear 

Houston friend, The Rev. Susan Quinn Bryan, now retired from ministry in the 

Presbyterian Church (USA), suggested that my sexual orientation isn’t even about me.  

Perhaps I was created so that I might exist, a gift from God to my family, encouraging 

them—requiring them—to be the Christians they professed…  you know, the ones who 

love their neighbors as themselves.  Who love their children, who love their siblings, as 

themselves.  I take no pleasure in telling you that the report cards have had mixed 

grades—mostly, but not all A’s.   

 

Gay Pride was not born of a need to celebrate being gay, but of our right to exist without 

persecution. So instead of wondering why there isn’t a Straight Pride movement, be 

thankful you don’t need one.  Once I saw a rainbow-colored bumper sticker that read, “I 

don’t mind heterosexuals, as long as they act gay in public!”  While that may seem 

ludicrous, I assure you it feels no less ridiculous in the reverse.  To exist without 

persecution is the whole point of Black Lives Matter and Asian Lives Matter, too, and 

similarly, a White Lives Matter movement isn’t needed.  That some are still debating this 

truth in the year 2021 baffles—and bereaves—me.  What would Jesus do?  Everything I 

read about him suggests he would sit with the marginalized, and he said nothing against  



being gay.  He spoke out about divorce, and he spoke a lot about how it was sinful to 

mistreat others through relationships based on money.  Yes, he did.   

 

So, is being gay a sin?  No.  Sins are acts that separate us from God and keep us from 

loving our neighbors as ourselves.  Being gay is not a sin, but living one’s life 

dishonestly is.  And this is why we must understand the difference between orientation 

and lifestyle; lifestyle is a choice, but when one’s orientation is gay, there is no other 

honest way to live.  Being gay is not a sin, but bullying is.  Being gay is not a sin, but 

being hateful to other people is.  Being gay is not a sin, but putting yourself in the place 

of God to judge others is.  Being gay is not a sin.   

 

Artem Kolesov said, “We don’t come out for heterosexual people to know.  We don’t 

come out for the ones who hate us to know.  We shout and make as much noise as 

possible just so other people like us, who are scared and can’t be themselves, would 

know that they are not a mistake and they are not alone.”  Created by God so that they 

might exist!  But LGBTQIA2+?  Yes, I am “G”, but not “L” or “B” or “T”—and so on.  Why 

do I subscribe to this coalition?  Because it’s about compassion:  to suffer with another 

one.  And as believers, we’re called to suffer with one another, to share in Christ’s 

passion, to be Christ in the world.  The pain is what connects us.  When we’re happy, 

we don’t seem to really need anyone else.  As the old adage says, a joy shared is 

multiplied—but a sorrow shared is divided.  This is my story, my pain, that I’m asking 

you to share with me.   

 

Pride is important because someone still believes they’re better off dead.  Why would 

they think such a horrible thing?  Because far too many have been told that by their own 

families—some in those exact words.  By their own mothers.  Having just one accepting 

adult in their life can lower an LGBTQ+ youth’s risk of attempting suicide by 40%.  Be 

that adult—for God’s sake, literally!  Because someone still believes they’re better off 

dead.  Many, many have been told that by the church—in the name of God—maybe not 

in those exact words, but just as hurtfully.  As a gay man that incenses me!  As a 



believer, it absolutely breaks my heart.  And for my first 35 years or so, I thought that 

heartbreak would be forever irreparable.   

 

But our beloved Houston congregation at A Community of the Servant-Savior 

Presbyterian Church (USA) prayed for a pianist and God sent them two Davids, as they 

love to tell.  I intended to fill in for a month and ended up staying five years!  During that 

time I was privileged to attend regional and national music and worship conferences, to 

attend the biennial national Presbyterian General Assembly, to serve More Light 

Presbyterians and That All May Freely Serve (justice organizations that worked for 

many years toward full inclusion of the LGBT community by churches and in positions of 

church leadership, respectively), and to be ordained as an Elder in the Presbyterian 

church.  Our family of faith there gifted us a sit-down dinner reception for 200 friends 

and family that attended our Holy Union on December 30, 2001.  I had all but decided I 

never wanted to work in church music again.  David had all but decided he never 

wanted to go to church again.  That little church with the big name and even bigger 

heart changed the trajectory of our lives.  For the first time ever, David and I were able 

to offer our musical gifts, together as a couple (he playing double bass and I on piano), 

during worship with those dear people.  When I looked up from the keyboard I saw our 

deeply beloved friend Frances DeGraff, smiling as a tear rolled down her cheek, and 

saw that she understood the holy gift they were giving us.  In her face I saw the very 

face of God.   

 

St. Paul’s has been a tremendous gift, as well!  I’ve shared, perhaps over-shared, my 

feelings with you on several occasions by now.  Gratitude sometimes just overwhelms 

me when a church actually practices what it preaches.  You hired me, an openly gay 

man, to serve God and the church with my gifts—indeed, with all that I am, not just with 

my words, not just with my music, but with my life.  I was always the practical child;  

what good was a toy if my hands were too cold to play with it outdoors after Christmas?  

I wanted gloves first.  I love the Pride flag and what it represents.  I have participated in 

more than a couple of Gay Pride parades, twice with churches!, and certainly agree with 

the reasons why parades are needed.  I am deeply aware and humbled, grateful for 



those who came before me in the fight for equality, and understand that it is upon their 

shoulders that we in the LGBTQIA2+ community stand.  So I say their names:  Marsha 

P. Johnson, Sylvia Rivera, Harvey Milk, Edith Windsor, Larry Kramer, Del Martin, Phyllis 

Lyon, Henry Gerber, José Sarría—just to name a few.  You have given me more than a 

flag, more than a parade:  you have given me the opportunity to serve, to be truly re-

membered as a whole person in the communion of our savior, Jesus Christ.  And you’ve 

let me preach now!  I can’t imagine how you’re going to top this, but I’m excited to see 

what comes next.   

 

While we may reflect this month on accomplishments and acts of inclusion that give us 

pride, we must also realize in truth and compassion that there is much more work yet to 

do—not just for the LGBTQIA2+ community, but for the many others who are also still 

marginalized:  People of Color, indigenous peoples, immigrants, the mentally ill, the 

differently-abled, the homeless, the poor, the imprisoned.  They were also created so 

that they might exist.     

 

I’ve probably talked too much or too long for some.  I likely play the piano too loudly for 

some.  Maybe I’m “too gay” for some.  I will always be too much for some, but those are 

not my people.  You are my people, and I was created so that I might exist.  And for 

that—all of that—I say thanks be to God!   

 

 

 

 

 


