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Jayne Ozane’s Story   

“Dearest Jayne, I’m just ringing to apologise!”  

I still remember the dread of seeing my Godmother’s number flash up on my phone, and the 
sinking feeling of wondering what on earth she was going to say.  

It hadn’t been an easy few weeks. I had told my parents the “devastating news” a couple of 
weeks before, and had then sent a letter detailing the reasons behind my decision to all my 
past Archbishops’ Council colleagues, close friends and family. I had had quite a range of 
responses, and some deafening silences.  

“Apologise for what, Aunty?” I tentatively asked the woman who was my mother’s closest 
sister and confident, and who I knew had been speaking to her about “it” ever since I had 
told them “the news”.  

“Darling, we’ve always known, ever since you were a little girl, I just wish we’d had the 
courage to speak to you about it sooner and not let you suffer so.”  

I crumbled, and from somewhere deep down in my the core of my being came a low moan 
that turned into a heart wrenching cry….I doubled up, and let years of silent tears flow. 
Putting the phone down I felt a mix of emotions surge through me – from waves of gratitude 
and love for this wonderful woman, who in her kindness had poured such healing balm on 
raw wounds caused by the onslaught of so many recent harsh words, to a burning anger that 
made me want to scream “Why on earth didn’t you tell me? I’ve been battling with accepting 
who I am for the past 40 years – and it’s nearly cost me my life, twice!”  

And then I felt it yet again, that warm surge of liquid gold that floods through every vein, 
moving steadily from head to toe – that familiar feeling of being overwhelmed by something 
so completely good. A Holy Spirit Hug. Out of nowhere I was reminded of that wonderful 
Matt Redmond song:  

Oh, no you never let go, in every high and every low – even when I’m caught in the middle of 
the storms of this life. I will fear no evil, for my God is with me. And if my God is with me, 
whom then shall I fear?  

That said, sometimes it does indeed feel that God has let us go. I remember sharing this 
once with a “dear Christian friend”, who trying to be helpful had said “ah yes, but think of the 
Footprints story - that’s when God is carrying you”. I must admit I’ve never got so near 
wanting to hit someone as I did then! You see, sometimes we do just feel abandoned – and 
we scream: “My God, My God, Why have You forsaken me?”  

I know because that’s precisely how I had felt during years of failed deliverance ministry, 
courses and counselling. I felt it even more so when I determined to embrace that fact that I 
was doomed to be single for the rest of my life. Surely I had done all that God had required 
of me – so why did I feel so depressed, sad, alone and in desperate need of someone 
significant in my life? Why couldn’t God give me the grace to cope? My body too had found it 
impossible – landing me twice in hospital with undiagnosed crippling pain for which there 
appeared to be no diagnosis. In the end my doctors determined it had to be stress related.  
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Finally then, after years of failed prayer which left me feeling crushed by shame and guilt, I 
decided that the only option left to me was to do the one thing I had never previously 
countenanced. Somehow I needed to find the courage to fully embrace who I knew I truly 
was and am - a Christian evangelical who is attracted to women. Miraculously, shortly after 
doing so I met the most wonderful partner, whose love completely transformed my life – the 
fruit of which even my most sceptic critics couldn’t fail to see.  

At the same time I started to pour over the scriptures again – paramount amongst which 
were the “clobber verses” which I had read thousands of times. However, this time it was 
different. This time I determined to ask God to help me to see them in His light. I asked Him 
to send me people who could help me read them afresh – and so He did. From priests on a 
plane, recommending me books out of the blue, to bishops in the House of Lords reminding 
me that “by the grace of God I am who I am”. I met some other gay Christians, and began to 
realise that I was not – as I had sadly feared – the only gay Christian out there.  

God is Love. Period. He sent His Son, the Incarnate Word, to bear witness to this amazing 
truth. Jesus spent his life taking on people who felt they knew the Bible better than he did, 
and who certainly believed they were adhering to it more than He was. What He constantly 
sought to do, however, was to remind them why the scriptures they held so dear had been 
written in the first place – to point to Him, the bringer of Good News. Christ is our way, our 
truth and our life - He is our Living Gospel, who heals the sick, binds up the wounds of the 
broken hearted, and brings us hope. Indeed, in Him is life, and life in all its fullness.  

So my question is – what would it take for you to look, as I did, at the scriptures in a new way 
and countenance for a moment that there might be a different interpretation to texts you’ve 
never previously questioned? Is it witnessing the pain and trauma of a loved one who is 
struggling with all of this, and wondering what Christ’s Good News can be for them? Perhaps 
you feel you need a Holy Spirit revelation? If so, have you asked for one? Or maybe it’s a 
statement from a leader you respect? If so, how have you reacted to those who have 
changed their mind and given sound biblically based arguments for doing so?  

I too could give some in-depth expositions of scripture, which would start by explaining how 
we are meant to read scripture in context. I could talk about the fact that the concept of 
homosexual orientation (as opposed to activity) is a relatively recent phenomenon, and that I 
don’t see myself reflected in Romans 1. I could expound on the central theme of Genesis 2 
(found right at the start of our Holy Book) and share the importance of God providing a “help-
meet” for Adam. Someone who would complete him and meet his deepest human need - not 
to be alone. A need, by the way, which God recognises He alone cannot meet.  

I’m not sure that arguing over different interpretations of scripture however will truly get us 
anywhere – theologians have been doing this for years. What I’d far rather do is ask you to 
look at the abundance of fruit that comes from loving, stable, committed and faithful same-
sex relationships and weigh this honestly and truthfully against the heart ache and pain of 
those who are feeling rejected and judged by the Church.  

By their fruits you shall know them – and know them indeed.  

Jayne has also written - Why I’m Still an Evangelical” for the Church of England Newspaper. 
Link is here http://www.churchnewspaper.com/41868/archives 

http://www.churchnewspaper.com/41868/archives
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My Story  - Anonymous.  

I began my Christian journey at 14, about the same time I was beginning to come to terms 
with my own sexual identity as a gay man. Thankfully, in my local church and immediate 
family, I have received nothing but support and love and my vocation to priesthood has been 
fostered and supported, regardless of my sexuality. It was only when I started reading 
theology at university that I came across Christians for whom my sexuality was a problem 
and my involvement in current debates in the Church in Wales has shown me how strong 
opinions are on this question. 

My story is pretty unremarkable, yet I am grateful for all those who have treated me with truly 
remarkable love and kindness. Particular mention ought to be made of my experience 
‘coming out’ to the Diocesan Bishop. Having arrived, been seated in his office and sitting 
with a growing dread as I awaited his entrance, I blurted it out almost straight away! The 
warmth, love and acceptance which he demonstrated at that moment was one of the most 
powerful experiences of my life. Since then, I have felt considerably more comfortable and 
confident in being who I am. I will never be able to thank him enough, if only all bishops were 
as loving… 

Personally, I am convinced that my sexuality is part of who I am, and is therefore part of the 
person God created in love and called to minister in his name as a priest. I am lucky enough 
to have never felt actively discriminated against for my sexuality, and have found acceptance 
and love in all the communities I have been part of. However, I have spent long hours talking 
to people whom the Church has left broken and hurt. For those who are hurting, my advice is 
to look to Christ as the one who calls, welcomes and loves all people and our duty as 
LGBT+ Christians is to use the quiet witness of faithful, beautiful, honest lives to transform 
the Church. 
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We won’t be coming to your day because we don’t agree with your progressive 
Christian views’  

The ‘We’ are my aunty and uncle, the special day was the celebration of our Civil 
Partnership this summer and the progressive Christian views…I’m not too sure really 
because I thought Christians have always believed that God is love? 

I grew up in a very loving home and family, no issues there at all but from an early age I 
knew I was ‘different’ and the notion of being different was very frightening. Having told my 
family bit by bit I discovered that the majority of them had no issues with me being gay, my 
work colleagues the same. I was, on the whole accepted for who I was, that was until it 
came to the Church. The Pentecostal Church, which I attended for 7 years post Confirmation 
desperately sought to cast out my ‘demons of homosexuality’. The Anglican Church to which 
I returned and through which I trained to be a Reader, through those in Leadership, sent out 
the very clear message that I was not allowed to be me, in fact ‘me’ was bad and was to be 
hidden away as much as possible. I was to live a lie. 

Having then stepped onto the path towards Ordination things became very interesting. 
Theological College was a relatively kind place and I enjoyed my time there, coming out to 
friends and beginning to learn to relax in myself. All was good until my Diocesan Bishop 
came to College and told me where I would be serving my Curacy. He was placing me with a 
particular Training Incumbent who had been told all about me and who would ‘keep an eye 
on me’ because ‘you are a scandal risk to the Church’. All of this, and more, did me so much 
damage in that it served to undermine any sense of self-worth I had and totally screwed up 
my view of God. In my mind instead of loving me, his creation, he now viewed me with 
contempt. 

Needless to say for the whole of my Curacy I felt as if I was living under a very dark cloud, 
unable to be myself and being reminded regularly that who I was was bad and fell very far 
short of God’s best, there was never any mention of God’s love for me.  

During this time and on into my first Incumbency the only light I experienced was from close 
friends and Colleagues and a Spiritual Director all of whom over time helped me to awaken 
to that fact that, God loves me, just as I am. 

The dawning of a new and brighter day came with a new Diocesan Bishop. Initially, because 
of his position, he terrified me but after ‘coming out’ to him he has always been affirming of 
who I am and what I bring to ministry. Although the clouds of homophobia still exist, in recent 
years I have begun to live in the light and warmth of God’s love, a new and very exciting 
place to be! And of course I have found love, something I thought would never happen in the 
context of the Church. 

I suppose some might be expecting more of a theological insight on this matter from a Priest, 
well not this one. I do believe most powerfully that constantly arguing over the very few texts 
in the Bible that have been connected to the gay issue have very little if anything to say 
about permanent, faithful, stable same-sex relationships as experienced by many people in 
the world today. I think they simply serve as a smoke screen to avoid thinking about real 
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people and what they might need and indeed expect from the Church, acceptance and 
affirmation in the name of the God who loves us all equally. 

As opposed to regurgitating more and more theology God, through my journey, has taught 
me that love IS the only answer. I think in the situation the Church finds herself in LGBT+ 
people, most of whom like me, have been on a huge journey of self-discovery, don’t deserve 
words of condemnation and judgement, getting to where we have got in life has been 
torturous for many without more words of pain. Instead we expect to find in the Church a 
place of rest and refreshment being affirmed and loved just as we are, after all…God is love. 

At our Civil Ceremony this summer we both chose readings. What follows is the reading I 
chose, Touched by an Angel by Maya Angelou. I include it here because it encapsulates 
very neatly my journey to date. I’ve highlighted the last line because I believe that it stands at 
the heart of the matter at hand. 

We, unaccustomed to courage 
exiles from delight 
live coiled in shells of loneliness 
until love leaves its high holy temple 
and comes into our sight 
to liberate us into life. 
 
Love arrives 
and in its train come ecstasies 
old memories of pleasure 
ancient histories of pain. 
Yet if we are bold, 
love strikes away the chains of fear 
from our souls. 
 
We are weaned from our timidity 
In the flush of love's light 
we dare be brave 
And suddenly we see 
that love costs all we are 
and will ever be. 
Yet it is only love 
which sets us free. 

 Please Church, don’t be like my aunty and uncle, join in the celebration of love and lets 
return to what I would consider to be the focus and heart of our faith…LOVE!  

 

Rev’d Sarah Hildreth-Osborn 
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Why does God love me more than my brother who is gay?... 

This is the question that I’ve asked myself so many times over the past 25 years. 

Born into an atheist family my parents always taught me to treat others as I would like to be 
treated and to love each other regardless of race, class, culture etc. 

My brother is 4years younger than me and for as long as I can remember is seen to be 
different by people. He was bullied at school for being ‘soft’ and not wanting to play sport. He 
left college after 6 weeks due to be being bullied for being gay. For many years he denied 
that he was gay and was even engaged to his girlfriend, in order ‘to be seen as normal’. 

After his relationship ended he avoided family gatherings in fear of being asked the common 
questions: Have you got a girlfriend? When are you getting married? 

At 26 years old he told me that he was in a relationship, obviously very much in love but 
avoided answering my questions: What’s her name? When am I going to meet her? He was 
eventually brave to show me a photograph of his partner. My brother was scared of how I 
would react and was surprised when I hugged him. He ‘made me’ tell our parents. My mum 
cried and my dad (an ex-soldier) said ‘so you’re still my son, you haven’t changed, it doesn’t 
change how much I love you’. I was looking at my brother, relaxed and happy for being 
himself for the first time.  

At that time I had always believed in God and accepted that God has made us and loves us 
all individually. I couldn’t/can’t understand why there is so much discrimination and hatred to 
people who are different and especially if they’re gay. Over the years my faith has grown and 
developed. 

Sometimes it feels as if the ‘gay issue’ is all around us and over the past years my friends, 
colleagues, the media has told me that it wrong and dirty to be gay.  

As a Christian I have prayed considerably over the years,  received prayer and had various 
debates about this issue. I am told that it is wrong to love someone of the same gender. I 
have been told that it is disgusting.  My brother and his partner, of 16years, have told me 
that they’re not welcome in church because that they disgust God… Is this true?? Can it be 
the same God that created us all individually, who loves us for who we are, warts and all??? 

Over the past several years the debate of whether the church should allow gay ministers to 
become bishops, gay people to be allowed to marry and marry in church has dominated our 
PCC meetings. Some of my Christian friends have threatened  to leave the church if we 
allow such things. 

My response is to pray. My prayers always start with ‘Please Lord what would Jesus say or 
do? His answer is always He love us for who we are, regardless.  

So why would my brother and so many others choose to be gay? Choose to be not 
welcomed/hated. My answer, through prayer  is my brother is worthy of God’s love. God 
does not love him any less than I.   
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When my brother tells me that the church hates him  I feel an immense sadness and remind 
him that God loves him just as he does me but that man’s interpretation of the Bible is 
conflicting and manmade – not always God’s will. 

Whenever I seek God’s assurance that he loves us all regardless of our sexuality I receive 
the following verse through prayer: And now I give you a new commandment: love one 
another. As I have loved you, so must you love one another. If you have love for one 
another, then everyone will know that you are my disciples (John 13:34-35 GNB) 

I would like leave you with two thoughts: 

Where in the Bible does it say love thy neighbour … but not if they’re gay.? 

If Jesus was here today greeting us at the door, who would He welcome and who would he 
turn away? 

Kim Robinson 
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Uncle Clarence and Uncle Johnny occasionally came to stay with me and my parents in the 
late 1950s and early 1960s. Much of the time they were at sea, working in the Merchant 
Navy which, I remember, they very much seemed to enjoy. As a child I became puzzled 
because the other occupiers of our guest bedroom were uncles and aunts - Donald and Ivy, 
Cecil and Alma, Willy and Phyllis. I remember asking why most of my uncles came with an 
aunty but Uncle Clarence came with another uncle. It was explained that, whereas most of 
my uncles liked to spend their life living with a lady, Uncle Clarence preferred to do so with 
another man. A few years later my parents' favourite niece, Jenny, arrived unexpectedly with 
her new boyfriend Tony. All of a sudden there was tension. All I understood at the time was 
that they were not allowed to stay in our spare bedroom and had to find a bed and breakfast. 
Although too young at the time to understand I came to realise that my Christian, loving 
parents were not concerned about things like someone's particular sexuality. What, 
however, they were prepared to support and honour was a relationship of love and 
commitment between too people. 
 
Rev’d. Canon Adrian Copping 
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Judith’s story  

I brought my children up to love and be loved by God, to know that they were precious in His 
sight and mine and that I would do everything and anything in my power to protect them. By 
trusting and putting their faith in God He too would guide and protect them always.  

Although I was relieved when my eldest son told me he was gay (he had become reclusive 
and difficult to engage with and I suspected he was carrying a great weight on his young 
shoulders). I was also saddened as I knew he had a very hard journey to make in a world 
that despite all his efforts would shun him and attempt to make his life difficult. He had a 
wide circle of friends who embraced him as the man he was and appeared to settle into 
university life. One occasion when we were walking through the shopping area in 
Manchester a group of young boys began verbally abusing us and spitting on him. I became 
very angry and wanted to challenge them but my son stopped me and told me this was a 
common occurrence and best ignored. I was saddened that he had so much experience of 
such targeted hatred and bigotry this day and age when we are supposed to be a civilised 
society. I wondered if it would ever stop.  

He was fortunate to meet his now husband and has forged a strong loving relationship filled 
with mutual respect and support. They have common aims and outlook although work in 
different fields of employment. They were joined in a civil partnership 4 years ago during a 
beautiful ceremony in which they publicly declared their love for each other. Although they 
were not permitted to mention God or show any religious connections into the ceremony I 
reminded my son that God loved him completely and would be with him regardless of any 
man made rules and regulations. It was a joyous day and meant everything to my son and 
son in law.  

Two years ago they came and told me that they felt the time had come to make their family 
complete. They wished to adopt a child. Both families were involved in the screening 
process and both of the boys completed a gruelling and lengthy period of preparation with 
the social work teams to assess their suitability as prospective parents. It was difficult to 
support them practically but I was able to support them in prayer. My Parish Priest offered 
much love and understanding to them and made them feel treasured by God and the church 
despite them not being local to our Diocese. They were encouraged by this so much that  

my son in law tried to attend a church more locally to them in Manchester and although not a 
regular attender he felt quite welcomed.  

Last year Oliver came into their lives as a very active and delightful year old little bundle of 
joy. Last March the final adoption papers were signed and Oliver took his new family name. 
A great day of celebration for us all. Unbeknown to the family, they had decided to convert 
their civil partnership into a marriage. We attended the Registry Office where they were 
crammed into a small room and completed the paperwork – 10 minutes later they were out, 
all done! How very sad. No family, no God, nothing just a weary official who apologised for 
the sterility of the process. This is not what I had expected of my son’s wedding day. I had 
wanted my son to be married in the sight of God and the congregation of family and friends. 
But that is not allowed. They have become disillusioned by the church’s reluctance to accept 
them.  
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With some persuasion my son took Oliver to his local church’s play group but when both 
daddies took him one day they were cold shouldered and overheard stage whispers of “they 
are gay you know”. They refuse to take Oliver to church now as they are so worried he will 
be exposed to such blatant hypocrisy, discrimination and bigotry.  

I know we were created in the image of God and we must seek the face of Christ in all 
people but are we trying to recreate a god in our own image? Are we not discriminating 
against the very love that Christ demands of us? My son still believes and puts his faith in 
God and knows he is loved by him deeply but has lost all hope in the church.  

I put my trust and hope in my Father that one day things will change.  

Judith Johnson  

 
 
 


