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I found an unsent letter a few months ago when I moved from New York to California. It 
was written in December 2006 and addressed to my dad. I wrote it a few days after my 
parents' last trip to see me. I’ve only seen them twice since. The last time was in 2009. I 
haven’t talked to my mom since my grandmother passed away in April, and I haven’t 
had a real conversation with my dad since a stroke impaired his speech in October 
2011. 

I’m not on bad terms with my parents. There’s no ill will, and we don’t fight. I’d even say 
there’s love. But a fundamental quality of our relationship fractured the last time they 
visited—our bond of kinship was broken. It took me years to understand exactly how our 
relationship changed, but understanding has helped me articulate why I yearn for a new 
kind of kinship.

I had been out to my parents for six years at the time of that trip. My ex-partner, Chris, 
and I had been together for four years and had lived together for two. I had told my 
parents about this, but they had never acknowledged it. They had visited before, and 
had never asked to meet him. This time, I thought I’d take the initiative. We were going 
to see the Christmas Spectacular at Radio City Music Hall and I bought an extra ticket. 

My parents refused to let Chris come. My father’s words are etched in my memory: “We 
have done enough all these years, trying to pretend you’re normal. You cannot ask 
more of us.” My mom acquiesced with her silence. With my father's words and my 
mother's silence, the bond of kinship between us ripped in half.

I cried when I wrote that letter a few days later. “I am your son," I said, "and you refused 
to set foot in my apartment; you wouldn’t even visit my neighborhood. You tell me you’re 
merely ‘trying to pretend’ I’m normal with no regard to how hurtful that is, and then you 
expect me to be grateful for that. What you’re telling me is that I can’t ask you to be a 
part of my life and that I can’t expect you to ever try to understand me.” In that visit, I 
experienced the breakdown of kinship so common between LGBT people and their 
parents. I had been emotionally disowned.

Kinship is a bond based on shared experience and a shared identity that distinguish you 
and your people from the rest of the world. Kinship is the commonality and sense of 
belonging that Adam expressed when he called Eve “bone of my bones and flesh of my 
flesh.” This phrase is used throughout the Bible to assert a closeness that goes beyond 
friendship. We see Laban embrace Jacob in Genesis 29:14 saying, “Surely you are my 
bone and my flesh.” The Israelites crowned David using the same words. Your kin are 
the people to whom you belong and who belong to you, the people with whom you 
share your biggest joys and who help you through your biggest troubles.



The breakdown of my relationship with my parents distanced me from my siblings. 
When the parent-child bond breaks, it damages every relationship built around it. My 
siblings can't wrap their head around my loss, and they often get caught in the void that 
now exists between my parents and me. Last year, for example, I posted a picture on 
Facebook with a guy I was dating. My mom asked my sister to tell me not to post things 
like that in public because our extended family might see them. That unintentional 
poking at my scar still hurts.

I tried, in 2011, to mend the kinship between us. I wrote—and mailed—a letter in which I 
poured out my heart, sharing things about my adult life that only my closest friends 
knew. They received the letter, but never responded. These days we still communicate, 
but they don’t know me any better than distant relatives who follow me on Facebook. It's 
relationship, but it isn't kinship.

A man without kin is alone at a primal level—an aloneness God recognized in Genesis 
2:18 as “not good.” God gave us the gift of kinship as a cure for that aloneness, and to 
establish it he gave us the gifts of child rearing and marriage.

Having lost the kinship into which I was born, I've looked to marriage as a new promise 
for kinship. As a gay Christian man, the first question I faced was whether God’s 
declaration that it is not good for man to be without kin applied to me—whether His 
promised cure for aloneness was extended to me. Through prayer and the reading of 
scripture I have discerned that the answer is yes. There is no doubt in my heart that 
God has a plan for my wellbeing that is compatible with the way He created me. When 
I’m alone with God I hear that still, small voice say in no uncertain terms that He wants 
me to find, in the words of Genesis, a helper fit for me. 

I am at peace with the knowledge that God will bless my marriage to another man. I 
believe He wants our marriage, like any Christian marriage, to bear His image. A 
marriage in God’s image is trinitarian; it brings together two people, with Christ at the 
center. A Christian marriage is a life-long covenant reflecting those the Lord has made 
with His people and His Church. It is through this covenanted union in the presence of 
God that a couple becomes a new unit of kinship. And for a man like me, who no longer 
feels that bond with the people who reared him, the promise I see in marriage—the 
hope of someday having kin again—becomes one of the most beautiful messages 
proclaimed by the Gospel.


