
� 1 

���������������������������������	���
���	
��	�
�	��	���������	���
���	
��	�
�	��	���������	���
���	
��	�
�	��	���������	���
���	
��	�
�	��	�� ���
��
�	����
�	����
�	����
�	���� ���� ��� ��� ���� ���� ���� ���� ���� ���� ���� ���� �������������������� ������������ �

�����������
���	
�����������
���	
�����������
���	
�����������
���	
�������������	
�	������� �
���	�!�� ���	���"���#�$	
�����������	��������������	
�	������� �
���	�!�����	���"���#�$	
 �����������	��������������	
�	������� �
���	�!�����	���"���#�$	
 �����������	��������������	
�	������� �
���	�!�����	���"���#�$	
 �����������	� ����

 NOTE: If you would rather not receive this newsletter, just let us know and we will remove you from the distribution list. 

������������	
�
·   Words to ponder 
·  Listening Parents Network to expand 
·  Story of a Listening Parent -- Abele 
·  Hoping for a warmer Mother’s Day -- Corvino 
·  Gathering storm--Corvino 
·  This won’t happen again! -- Frett 
·  Welcome to the (potluck) banquet -- Word 
·  Good Friday—Vanasco 
·  Calendar 
·  Thanks! 
·  Letter from a donor 
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"... the morality proper to the life and action of society and the state 
is not univocally the morality of personal life, or even of familial life.  
Therefore the effort to bring the organized action of politics and the 
practical art of statecraft directly under the control of the Christian 
values that govern personal and familial life is inherently fallacious.  
It makes wreckage not only of public policy but also of morality 
itself." 

-- John Courtney Murray, "We Hold These Truths," 1960, 
p.286. 
 
"In the past, I opposed gay marriage while supporting the idea of 
civil unions.  I have come to believe that this is a question of fairness 
and of equal protection under the law, and that a civil union is not 
equal to civil marriage."  

 -- Maine Governor John Baldacci explaining his signing of 
the bill making Maine the 5th state permitting same-sex marriages. 
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Fortunate Families, Inc. is a non-profit, tax-exempt 501(c)(3) 
public charity organization. Contributions are fully tax-
deductible. 
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eviewing the positive data and feedback since the 
January 28 launch of the pilot phase of the 

Listening Parents Network (LPN), the Fortunate 
Families board has decided to expand the Network.  The 
decision was made considering the following points:   

�  Announcement feedback: Listening Parents (LPs) and 
readers were extremely supportive.  

�  Launch data: As of this writing, 21 parents have 
contacted an LP.  The Network enabled them to share 
concerns and questions with someone who could relate 
to their situation with empathy and encouragement.  
Though only 15 of the current 49 LPs have been 
contacted, their feedback has been very good.  As 
expected, a couple of parents wanted more support for 
Church teaching to support their initial responses to their 
LGBT child.  Now they have more to ponder.  You can 
read about one Listening Parent in the next article. 

�  Interest: After the launch announcement, a number of 
other parents asked to be Listening Parents.  

�  Geography: Some parents prefer contacting someone 
in the same geographic area. 

�  Connectedness: Some parents prefer contacting 
someone with a similar relationship; e.g., mother of gay 
son, father of trans daughter, etc. 

�  Awareness: The more Listening Parents there are, the 
more they can spread the word about the LPN. 

In short, the LPN is operating as we had hoped, with no 
significant concerns.  We hope to have an expanded list 
of Listening Parents on the website by August. 

You can help with awareness!  Our new LPN brochure 
has just been added to the Fortunate Families website.   
There are many people or groups who are positioned to 
help get one in the hands of a parent who could benefit 
from the LPN.  Please give them a copy of the brochure 
or alert them to its availability on the website.

R 

 



� 2 

 
l-r: Jonathan, Joan, Cris, Sarah, and Thomas 
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by Joan Abele 

I was raised in Cleveland, Ohio and attended Catholic 
grade school and all-girls high school at the time there 
was a huge change going on in the church.  My home 
parish was a surprisingly liberal place in the midst of a 
solidly middle class, factory worker neighborhood.  It 
has been over 30 years since I lived in Ohio but I am still 
friends with several of the priests and nuns who were 
assigned there.  In fact, it was from one of the priests 
that I heard about Fortunate Families. 

After finishing my residency in Detroit, I moved to Utah 
in 1983.  I actually had to look on a map to see where 
Utah was since I was not completely sure!  My practice 
is primarily cardiac anesthesia at Intermountain Medical 
Center, which is a Level 1 Trauma center in Salt Lake 
City, and I’m president of the medical staff as well. 

My husband is also an anesthesiologist at the same 
hospital and we have been married for 7 years.  Between 
us, we have 10 children, although I am only biologically 
responsible for 3 of them!  All of them are adults (at 
least numerically) and our house is pleasantly quiet.  My 
oldest, Thomas, graduated from Oberlin College in 2007 
and is living in Japan teaching English.  My daughter, 
Sarah, is graduating from Lewis and Clark College on 
May 10th.  My youngest son, Jonathan, is an 
international man of mystery.  He was an exchange 
student in Italy when he was a sophomore in high 
school and decided then to go to college in Europe.  He 
came out to me when he was 15 while he was in Italy, 
although I was pretty sure he was gay from the time he 
was very young.  He returned from Italy fluent in Italian, 
much more self assured and joined the rowing team at 
his high school.  This is a very conservative state and I 
worried that I would get calls from the other parents 

saying they didn’t want him on a team with their sons, 
but absolutely nothing happened, to my great relief.  He 
was even voted the graduation speaker for their class and 
did a terrific job.  He is finishing his second year at 
Franklin College, an American university in Lugano, 
Switzerland, about an hour north of Milan.  To make you 
feel even sorrier for him, they have two weeks of 
required academic travel each semester. It is a tough life. 

 have serious reservations about the church’s “official 
position” on homosexuality, but since my parish is 

open and welcoming, I tend to compartmentalize it. At 
our last PFLAG meeting, our roundtable discussion was 
about the role of religion in our families. The group was 
about evenly divided between Latter Day Saint and 
Catholic, which is not the actual demographic here.  
While we didn’t get to everyone, it seemed like I was the 
only one in either group who still goes to church, which 
speaks volumes for how families are isolated from the 
institutional churches, in addition to our gay and lesbian 
family members.  There is a lot of anger directed toward 
churches that teach loving one another with the 
modifier:  “as long as they are just like WE are.”  One of 
my friends who is a gay priest was just named the 
president of a Catholic college in the South and was very 
open about his sexual orientation-- change happens one 
person at a time! 

We have a terrific PFLAG chapter and 
that has been a source of a lot of support 
and friendship.  Two weekends ago I 
chaperoned at the Queer Prom put on by the Salt Lake 
City Pride Center.  There were over 650 kids there (you 
read that right) and it was loads of fun.  The women I 
worked with wondered what it would have been like if 
there had been anything like it for them when they were 
in high school.  It was wonderful to see these kids just be 
themselves knowing that no one would hassle them.  The 
police officers who provided the security said it was a 
much easier group than most of the other proms they 
work for -- no fights breaking out, no yelling matches. 

I understand the difficulties of being a parent of a gay 
child in a conservative community.  It has been my 
challenge to become more open about my son and not 
worry that I am being judged a “bad mother”.  My 
husband is LDS and has had his own challenges in 
dealing with the attitudes of his church especially with 
Proposition 8 support and phone banking.  He has been 
incredibly supportive of me, and of Jonathan.  I feel 
privileged to be allowed to engage in conversations with 
parents who may be struggling for a variety of reasons.  
It is a long process throughout all the phases of a 
family’s life but one that is completely worth it. 

I 
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By John Corvino,  
365gay.com,  
May 9, 2009 
Reprinted with permission 

unday will be Mother’s Day, 
and I’ll be thinking about 

various mothers in my life. 

My own mother, with whom I 
have a great relationship. She and 
my father live in another state and 
will be coming to visit me several 
days later.  

My two grandmothers, who both 
died a few years ago but were a big 
part of my life. They enter my 
memory frequently. 

And my mother-in-law, with 
whom I have a more, um, 
challenging relationship. 

We got off to a rocky start. Mark 
and I dated for several years before 
he came out to his parents. They 
did not take his gayness, or my 
presence in his life, well. To them, 
I was “that man”—they never 
would use my name—who 
corrupted their son. 

For a long time, they refused to 
meet me. Eventually we ambushed 
them. One day, Mark’s sister 
invited everyone out to lunch. “We 
won’t tell them you’re coming,” 
she explained sympathetically. “In 
a public place, they’ll have to be 
nice to you.” 

When they arrived at the 
restaurant, Mark took a deep 
breath and blurted out, “Mom, 
Dad, this is John.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I offered. His 
mother responded with a look that 
could wilt flowers. 

So a policy of mutual avoidance 
continued until his sister’s 
wedding, an event that neither of 
us was willing to miss. What’s 
more, my own parents would be in 
attendance. My Sicilian mother 
meets my Filipino mother-in-law. 
An irresistible force meets an 
immovable object. No one knew 
what to expect. 

Mark’s parents and my parents 
interacted cordially. Then, 
surprisingly and without 
explanation, things changed. 

Perhaps seeing us interact with my 
parents made my in-laws realize 
that they were missing out on their 
son’s life. Perhaps they were 
simply impressed that I had 
parents, rather than having 
emerged directly from hell. 

Whatever it was, they softened—
dramatically. They began to accept 
our invitations to get together. 
They visited our home, and we 
visited theirs. In short, the ice 
thawed. 

’ve lived long enough to know 
that such transitions, like 

springtime in Michigan, can’t 
always be trusted. One hopes for 
the best, but it’s wise not to plant 
the summer garden or put the 
winter blankets away too early. I 
was reminded of this a week or so 
ago, when I attended Mark’s 
cousin’s wedding. 

After the groom danced with his 
mother, all mothers and sons were 
invited to join in for the 
“Mother/Son dance.” So Mark led 
his mother to the dance floor while 
I picked at my salad and pondered 
the overbearing heterosexuality of 
wedding customs. Bride dances 
with groom. Bride dances with 
father. Groom dances with mother. 
Closeted gay uncle dances with 
grandma. And so on. 

Mark returned from the dance 
floor quickly. Too quickly. 

“You are not going to believe what 
she just said to me,” he blurted out. 
“She said that she wishes this were 
my wedding, and that she’s 
praying that I’ll find a nice girl.” 

Later on we would discover that 
she had approached several 
cousins to enlist them in the “nice 
girl” search. (Thankfully, they all 
told her that he had already found 
someone nice and that she was 
being ridiculous.) 

How does one interact with 
a mother-in-law who is 
praying for one’s 
replacement? Very 
carefully, of course. 

I don’t take her sentiments 
personally, though they do make 
me alternately angry and sad. 

Mainly, I find it exasperating that a 
mother who so clearly loves her 
son could be so blind to what 
actually makes him happy, or to 
the presence in his life of someone 
else who loves him. 

nd yes, I do think she’s acting 
out of love, despite those who 

would (indeed did) accuse her of 
being horribly selfish. Human 
motives are almost always mixed. 
But I get where she’s coming 
from. 

Like most parents, she wants her 
son to be happy. She has a certain 
picture, drawn from her own life, 
about what adult happiness 
consists in: husband, wife, and 
children. And she spent three 
decades hoping for, praying for, 
and generally expecting Mark to 
have that picture of happiness. 
Change is hard. 

So my strategy with her is to keep 
doing what I’ve been doing: 

S 
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treating her like a family member, 
despite her ongoing resistance to 
being one for me. We continue to 
interact cordially. For me to 
confront her about what she said 
would be counterproductive. 
(Mark’s doing so is another 
matter.) 

I’m grateful for the fact that we 
have made progress. It is now 
possible for us all to get together 
without my ambushing them, or 
without flower-wilting glares. But 
the détente is far from perfect. 

So Sunday is Mother’s Day, and 
we’ve invited her and his father 
out to eat. I don’t know if they’ll 
show up. But I continue to hope 
and believe that, despite the 
unexpected frost, springtime will 
come. 
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by John Corvino, 365gay.com         
April 17, 2009 
Reprinted with permission 

eave it to the National 
Organization for Marriage 

(NOM) to try to rain on our 
parade. 

I’m talking about NOM’s 
“Gathering Storm” ad, in which 
various characters warn that recent 
gay-rights victories are threatening 
their fundamental liberties: 
“There’s a storm gathering. The 
clouds are dark, and the winds are 
strong. And I am afraid…” 

The ad, in turn, prompted a 
number of YouTube responses, 
ranging from hilarious parodies 
(“There’s a bullshit storm 
gathering”), to serious fact-

checking, to exposure of the 
audition tapes. 

The latter was embarrassing for 
NOM, since it highlighted that 
these frightened folks were 
actually actors reading lines. 
(Either that, or every single one of 
them is both a California doctor 
AND a Massachusetts parent—and 
what are the odds of that?) 

Personally, I don’t find it overly 
troubling that the characters are all 
actors. The ad contained a small-
print caption stating as much, and 
besides, their forced emotion was 
about as realistic as the lightning in 
the background. 

No, it’s not the use of actors that’s 
troubling. It’s the fact that virtually 
everything they say is misleading 
or false. 

he central claim of the ad is 
that same-sex marriage 

threatens heterosexuals’ freedoms: 
“My freedom will be taken 
away….I will have no choice.” 

One would think that Iowa and 
Vermont had just declared same-
sex marriage mandatory. 

But of course, they did no such 
thing. They simply acknowledged 
that gay and lesbian couples are 
entitled to the same legal rights 
and responsibilities as their straight 
counterparts. 

How does this threaten anyone’s 
freedom? The ad mentions three 
cases—presumably the best 
examples they have—to illustrate 
the alleged danger: 

(1) “I’m a California doctor who 
must choose between my faith and 
my job.” 

Not exactly. California 
doctors can practice 
whatever faith they 
like—as long as it doesn’t 
interfere with patient care. 

The case in question involves a 

doctor who declined to perform 
artificial insemination for a lesbian 
couple, thus violating California 
anti-discrimination law. 

I can appreciate the argument that 
a liberal society protects religious 
freedom, and that we should thus 
allow doctors in non-emergency 
cases to refer patients to their 
colleagues for procedures which 
violate their consciences. 

But what are the limits of such 
exemptions? What if a doctor 
opposed divorce, and thus refused 
to perform insemination for a 
heterosexual woman in her second 
marriage? What if she opposed 
interfaith marriage, and refused to 
perform insemination for a 
Christian married to a Jew, or even 
for a Catholic married to a 
Methodist? 

r what if a doctor refused to 
perform insemination for 

anyone except Muslims, on the 
grounds that children ought only to 
be raised in Muslim households? 
These are questions our opponents 
never bother to consider when they 
play the religious-conscience card. 

(2) “I’m part of a New Jersey 
church group punished by the 
government because we can’t 
support same-sex marriage.” 

No, you’re (an actor playing) part 
of a New Jersey church group that 
operates Ocean Grove Camp. 
Ocean Grove Camp received a 
property-tax exemption by 
promising to make its grounds 
open to the public; it also received 
substantial tax dollars to support 
the facility’s maintenance. It then 
chose to exclude some of those 
taxpayers—in this case, a lesbian 
couple wishing to use the camp’s 
allegedly “public” pavilion for 
their civil union ceremony. So 
naturally, New Jersey revoked the 
pavilion’s (though not the whole 
camp’s) property-tax exemption. 

L 
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(3) “I am a Massachusetts parent 
helplessly watching public schools 
teach my son that gay marriage is 
OK.” 

Massachusetts parents—like any 
other parents—can teach their 
children what they wish at home. 
What they cannot do is dictate 
public school curriculum so that it 
reflects only the families they like. 

hat these complaints make 
abundantly clear is that by 

“freedom,” our opponents mean 
the freedom to live in a world 
where they never have to confront 
the fact that others choose to 
exercise their freedom differently. 

In other words, they intend the 
very opposite of a free society. 

According to the NOM ad, in 
seeking marriage equality, gay-
rights advocates “want to change 
the way I live.” 

There is a tiny grain of truth in this 
latter claim. Marriage is a public 
institution. If you enter the public 
sphere, you may think or feel or 
say whatever you like about 

someone’s 
marriage, but you 
nevertheless must 
respect its legal 
boundaries. 

Even so, I think our opponents 
have incredible chutzpah to frame 
this issue as being about personal 
liberty. Freedom means freedom to 
differ, not to obliterate difference. 

Or as Wanda Sykes aptly put it, 
capturing the irony of the freedom 
complaint: 

“If you don’t believe in same-sex 
marriage…then don’t marry 
somebody of the same sex.” 

John Corvino, Ph.D. is an author, 
speaker, and philosophy professor at 
Wayne State University in Detroit. 
www.johncorvino.com 
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ou think you have it figured 
out. You think you know just 

how you will handle the situation 
and then suddenly you are met 
with flat out gay bullying and you 
freeze like a deer in the headlights. 

I have been working for several 
months now on anti-gay bullying. I 
have met with teachers, social 
workers parish staff and school 
principals. The documentary Its 
Elementary gives a clear picture of 
the effects of gay bullying on both 
our straight and gay children. The 
instructors guidebook that is 
provided with the DVD has a 
chapter title What do you say to 
“That’s so GAY” it spells out 
exactly how you should respond as 
an adult to childish taunts. 

Yet, here I was at our parish 
Stewardship Fair, standing in front 
of my giant science-fair-type 
poster, with table after table of 
similar posters guarded by each 
ministries representative, when the 
unthinkable happened.   

My poster had the simple heading 
of “Gay and Lesbian Ministry”, 
black letters on a blue back 
ground.  The information provided 
include our mission statement, 
some realities that our gay children 
have to face like ridicule and 
isolation and a section on what we 
as adults can do including teaching 
our children respect for all people. 

 was standing at my post, flyers 
in hand, ready to answer 

questions or to be ignored. 
Whatever happened I was ready or 
so I thought. 

 Suddenly a very animated boy 
about 13 or 14 rather tall, much 
taller than I am ,which I suppose 
made it easier for him to 
completely ignore me, was 
jumping up and down laughing 
and pointing at my poster taunting 
his brother who was about the 
same age and standing near by . 
“This is it. This is the ministry you 
should join.” Than still jumping he 
began waving his arms to get his 
mothers attention he summoned 
her over to my station and repeated 
the same taunt. The innocent 
brother for his part was standing 
several feet away repeating over 
and over again, quietly “I’m not 
gay.”  “I’m not gay.”  

 am embarrassed to say I was 
completely at a loss. There it 

was right on my giant poster 
board.  

�  Stop it 
�  Don’t ignore 
�  Educate 

Everything I needed to remember 
about bullying spelled out for me.  

And what did I do? 

My heart was pounding.  My mind 
was racing. This is not my child. 
I’m not his teacher. What authority 
do I have to correct him? If I say 
something will it escalate? 

Then I thought I will speak to the 
mother not to the child.  She had 
not stopped her son from harassing 
his brother but maybe she too was 
embarrassed. 

I turned my eyes to her, speaking 
softly I began to hand her a 
pamphlet and asked if she would 
like some information on the 
ministry. 

The look I received was pure 
disgust. Through tightly clenched 
teeth she responded. “We are here 
to look for a ministry to join.” and 

W 
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then refusing the pamphlet she 
walked away. 

I had totally and completely failed. 
All night long I went over and over 
in my mind what I should have 
said or done.  I know now reading 
a book or watching a film isn’t 
enough you have to practice, 
practice, practice. Have something 
simple at the ready to say to stop 
the offender, throw him off his 
game if only for a moment. Bullies 
are very good at what they do. I 
will never underestimate them 
again.  I will be ready. 
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by Deb Word 
Memphis TN 

My husband and I are part of the 
Diocesan Catholic Ministry with Gay 
and Lesbian Persons monthly potluck 
host team, and we are members of the 
Parent Support Group team as well. I 
sent our bishop a note, along with this 
tribute, saying I know he hears our 
group should not be seen or heard, but 
by being “out”’ we can help bring 
peace to those who need us. In 
answering me, he reminded me, that 
although she had not made it to a 
potluck supper, she had indeed been 
‘welcomed to the great banquet.’ 
 

y friend died this week. I 
had not known her long, but 

her life touched mine, and I will 
miss her.  She reached out to me in 
September, beginning the phone 
conversation in the same way a 
few others had… “What do you 
people do at those potlucks, and 
who comes?”  I never know how 
the conversation will go after that 
… but in her case, it was the 
beginning of a friendship.   

My friend was a retired Catholic 
School teacher with chronic health 
problems.  I had gone to school 
with her younger sister. She had 
taught my younger brother.  We 
connected quickly. She worried at 
first that I would recognize her 
name, and then later appreciated 
the fact that we had so much in 
common. 

She was finally coming to terms 
with the fact that she was lesbian.  
She told me she had kept the 
bulletin announcement with my 
name and phone number in it for 4 
months, before she got the courage 
to call.  She told me on the first 
call that she had not shared with 
anyone her ‘secret.’  That she had 
not spoken it aloud, until she 
called me.   

We visited on the phone for an 
hour the first call, then again about 
two weeks later for another hour.  
She came out to one of her sisters 
between calls, and was so grateful 
that her sister had been kind and 
loving, and told her this was not a 
big issue and that she should have 
shared earlier…and that she was 
loved. 

In the beginning, I invited her to 
our monthly ministry potluck.  She 
told me she was afraid that coming 
out to a crowd was more than she 
could deal with.  I told her she 
would be fine, as the potluck 
includes family and friends, 
supportive parishioners.  No one 
would make any assumptions from 
her being there.  She said she 
would try… but lost her courage. 

The next few months her health 
issues were worse, and it was not 
until February that we got together 

for lunch and a 
three hour visit.  
She shared with 
me her story, and 

her fear that Who She Was would 
take her straight to hell.  This was 

not a woman who had been away 
from church.  She was a religious 
order auxiliary, and had a 
committed prayer life and strong 
faith.  She was concerned because 
a few months before we met, she 
felt love for the first time, and it 
was for another woman.  Nothing 
had happened, she knew her love 
interest had not felt the same way, 
nothing had happened, and yet she 
feared for her soul.   

spent a lot of the time we had 
together reminding her that she 

was as God made her, that she was 
loved, and that the Father cared for 
her.  We spoke every few weeks, 
sometimes just for a quick 
reminder that it was ‘potluck’ 
week, sometimes for more ‘soul 
sharing’ conversations.  She never 
made it to a potluck supper, her 
health and her wariness just didn’t 
allow it. But she never gave up, 
telling me each time, ‘I will try, I 
really want to come.’  

I left a message for her on Tuesday 
that the potluck was a week late 
because of Easter.  She didn’t call 
back, but that was not uncommon 
when her health was at its worst.  I 
found her obituary on Sunday, and 
hoped that she died in peace, 
knowing the Father loves her.  He 
does, I just hope she felt it. 

 

 ����)
�����
by Jennifer Venasco 
Reprinted with permission 

n Good Friday, Jenny and I 
went to services at a Catholic 

church near Jenny’s lesbian 
neighborhood of Andersonville in 
Chicago. 

Jenny and I have had a lot of 
discussions about which 
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denomination should be our church 
home. We take the decision 
seriously, because we both take 
religion seriously; Jenny grew up 
Catholic and went to Catholic 
school, and though I was baptized 
in that faith as well, I alternated 
between mass with my dad and the 
liberal (and gay-welcoming) 
United Church of Christ with my 
mom. As a young adult, I attended 
a (couldn’t be more progressive) 
Unitarian-Universalist seminary 
briefly. 

We both like the “high church” 
ritual of Catholicism – but we want 
children together, and neither of us 
wants to raise kids in a tradition 
that both tells girls that no matter 
how faithful they may be, they can 
never be priests, and that tells 
children of gay parents that our 
relationships and families are 
immoral. 

“I don’t want our kids to hear one 
thing in church and then have us 
say another thing to them in the car 
ride home,” Jenny said. 

But kids are still a few years in our 
future, so when we’re in the same 
city, we try to go to church 
together, and we alternate 
denominations.  

On Good Friday, then, it was a 
Catholic church—though Jenny 
was worried about taking me 
somewhere we might not be 
welcome on such a solemn holy 
day.  

Most Christian churches have an 
alternate sort of service on Good 
Friday, the day they commemorate 
the death of Jesus on the cross. In 
Catholic churches, this means that 
there is no mass, so there is more 
flexibility in the service. 

Even so, we were 
stunned to see a woman 
lead the service at this 
particular church. To 

see a woman standing at the altar. 
To see a woman holding up the 
Host during communion. To hear 
all the parts in the traditional 
crucifixion story– Pontius Pilate, 
voices in the crowd, and Jesus 
himself –read by women. 

Most of all though, we were 
startled to hear the homily, which 
was all about social justice – and 
about how all should be welcome 
in the Catholic church despite 
theological disagreements, 
including gays and lesbians.  

Jenny grabbed my arm. “What is 
happening right now?” she 
whispered. 

We were awestruck – and by 
awestruck, I mean that I was 
moved to tears. 

For an hour, we had a taste of what 
the Catholic church could be: a 
warm, welcoming, sacred home 
that focused on comforting those 
who are suffering; on righting the 
situation of those who have been 
wronged; and on welcoming those 
who have been excluded. 

 It was revolutionary.  

“If this was what the 
Catholic church was 
everywhere, I would 
convert,” I told Jenny, as 

we left the church holding hands, 
the priest smiling at us. 

Some might argue that a Catholic 
church that treats women equally 
and recognizes the sacredness of 
gay and lesbian relationships is not 
the Catholic church at all – but I 
think it is a Catholic church that 
hews closer to its social justice 
roots, and closer to the basic 
principles of inclusion for all that 
Jesus himself espoused. 

In any case, that church did a brave 
thing, just as it is always brave to 
ask people to see what could be, 
instead of insisting that they live 
with what is. 

During the prayers, the women led 
us to pray for all who are excluded, 
for all who are hurt by unfair 
legislation. And afterwards, I 
added my own prayer – for the 
world-wide Catholic church to 
become more like this, to become 
its own best possibility. 

Jennifer Vanasco is an award-
winning, syndicated columnist. Email: 
jennifer.vanasco@gmail.com. Follow 
her at Twitter.com/JenniferVanasco 
 

Stories make a difference! 
Did something you or someone you 
know do or say make a positive 
difference?  Make someone more 
empathetic—a family member, priest, 
bishop, legislator or LGBT person?   
Tell us about it. Your story could 
make the difference in someone’s life.  
Your story might be exactly what 
someone else needs to hear! 
�

*�#	���
��
Jun 13, 2009 (Sat) 

Day of Reflection 
for Parents of Lesbian 
Daughters and Gay Sons.  
Scarboro Foreign Mission Society, 
Scarboro, Ontario (near 
Toronto).  Facilitated by Mary 
Ellen & Casey Lopata.�  Info: 
johnmontague@sympatico.ca. 

Jun 22-24, 2009 

New Ways Ministry retreat 
facilitated by Rev. Diarmuid 
O’Murchu.  Daylesford Abbey, 
Paoli, PA (near Philadelphia).  
Info: info@newwaysministry.org 
OR www.newwaysministry.org 
OR 301-277-5674. 

Jul 2-5, 2009 

DignityUSA 19th Biennial 
Convention.  Speakers include: 
Dr. Mary Hunt and Richard 
Rodriguez.  Includes workshop by 
Mary Ellen & Casey Lopata.  San 
Francisco, CA.  Info: 
www.dignityusa.org. 
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Aug. 7-9, 2009 

Next Steps: Developing Catholic 
Lesbian/Gay Ministry, Baton 
Rouge, LA.  New Ways Ministry. 
For all interested in starting 
lesbian/gay ministry programs or 
developing next steps for existing 
programs.  Info: 301-277-5674 OR 
info@newwaysministry.org OR 
www.newwaysministry.org. 

Sep. 23, 2009 (Wed) 

National Bisexuality Day.  Info: 
www.thetaskforce.org 

Sep 24-27, 2009 

Catholic Association of Lesbian 
and Gay Ministries (CALGM) 
Conference.  Las Vegas NV.  
Includes James Alison as speaker, 
and workshops by Fortunate 
Families.  Info: www.nacdlgm.org. 

Oct. 4, 2009 (Sun) 

New Ways Ministry Luncheon 
and Bridge Building Award to 
John McNeill.  New York City , 
1-5 PM.  Info: 
info@newwaysministry.org OR 
www.newwaysministry.org OR 
301-277-5674. 

Oct. 9-11, 2009 

New Ways Ministry retreat.  
Facilitator: Michael Crosby, OFM 
Cap.  Stella Maris Retreat Center, 
Skaneateles, NY (near Syracuse).  
Info: info@newwaysministry.org 
OR www.newwaysministry.org 
OR 301-277-5674. 

Oct. 11, 2009 (Sun) 

Solidarity Sunday.  Dedicated to 
the memory of the many, including 
LGBT, persons who lost their lives 
through violence because of who 
they were or perceived to be. Info: 
www.dignityusa.org/solidarity.  
Also National Coming Out Day. 

Nov. 6-8, 2009 

Call To Acton, Milwaukee, WI.  
Info: www.cta-usa.org. 

Nov. 21, 2009 (Sat) 
Day of Reflection for Catholic 
Parents and Family Members of 
Lesbian Daughters and Gay 
Sons.  9am–3pm.  Based on 
“Always Our Children.”  
Benedictine Sisters Shalom Prayer 
Center, Mt. Angel, OR.  Florence 
& Steve Balog: Facilitators.  Info: 
(503) 845-7850 or 
sandfbalog@mtangel.net. 

 

Since our April newsletter 27 
people and/or groups contributed 
to Fortunate Families.  Thank you! 

�	��	
��
���
������
�
I am writing 

first of all to 
say thank you for all of 

the hard work you are doing to 
transform or Church and world.  
Your efforts to advance the cause 
of equality for God’s GLBT 
children are foundational in the 
change I see coming for our 
Church in the future.  Throughout 
the history of our Church, it is 
people like you, working to change 
hearts and minds one at a time, that 
have been God’s instruments in 
bringing His people to new 
understandings of just how deep 
His love is for all He has created. 

In many ways, your organization is 
the answer to some of my deepest 
prayers from the time I was 18.  I 
grew up in the suburbs of an 
upstate NY city, attending Mass, 
receiving the Sacraments, and 
receiving Catholic instruction 
through CCD classes,,,,  In 1993, 
just as I was finishing high school, 
I realized that “gay” was the word 
that described a large part of who I 
was.  This realization sent me into 
an incredibly deep depression and 

years of struggle to accept myself.  
However, a child’s life-experience 
at St. [ ] told me that God was real, 
that He created me and that He 
loved me, and that Jesus was still 
my best friend and accepts me as I 
am.  My parents had a very 
difficult time accepting that both 
my brother and I are gay, but over 
the years, they have come to a 
place of acceptance.  It was 
especially difficult with my Mom 
at first, but she has put aside her 
fear and has embraced us with 
unconditional love. 

t is the truth of God’s 
unconditional love that I have 

clung to as I’ve worked through a 
very difficult journey of self-
acceptance.  It is only by the grace 
of the Holy Spirit that I have been 
sustained throughout the years of 
pain and anger I felt toward the 
institutional Church.  Through the 
grace of God I have been able to 
face these things and still accept 
the fundamental truths of 
Catholicism as central to my life 
and spirituality.  God has placed 
many friends—priests, nuns, and 
fellow lay Catholics—in my life 
who have supported me and helped 
me work through many things.  
They and you are living the spirit 
of the Second Vatican Council and 
breathing life into our Church. 

Your work with parents and 
families of GLBT Catholics has 
real potential to change our Church 
and transform our world.  I believe 
that it is through the grassroots 
movements of the Spirit that 
change happens in the Church.  
Indeed it is the only thing that has 
ever been able to move the 
hierarchy to a new understanding 
of God’s creation.  I am happy to 
send you the enclosed Easter gift 
to support your work.  I will also 
keep you and your families in my 
prayers, and I ask you to keep me 
in yours. 

I 
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