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It was the fall of 1984, and I was a freshman at Coe College in Cedar Rapids, Ia. I was sitting on the far 

side of the room in the “Nature of Science” course, required for all freshmen, when “He” walked in the 

room.  

I know this sounds like I am making it up, but I swear it happened like this: it was like something out of 

a movie. 

The lights in the room dimmed and a spotlight illuminated him; a choir of angels or background 

singers appeared behind him and sang “AHHHH” …it’s one of the few times in my life I remember a 

voice, other-than-my-own, scream through my head. “I know you”. 

We did not meet for three more months.  

Friends of mine were telling me about this friend of theirs, David, who wasn’t resonating with his 

roommate. I was not resonating with mine, so after a brief negotiation of the details, he moved in and 

we became roommates—soon after that, best friends.  
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Soon after that, boyfriends. 

But it was the ‘80’s and neither one of us could be gay.  

Thus began the emotional rollercoaster ride from the incredible highs of young love to devastating lows 

and back again as we both tussled with our queerness: trying to figure out who and how we loved—the 

whole while remaining best friends. 

After graduation, I moved back to the Twin Cities and David moved to New York City to pursue his 

dreams of being a daytime TV star. After a brief stay in New York, David moved to the Twin Cities—his 

dreams of stardom crushed like sands through the hourglass, so are the “Days of Our Lives”.  

I will always cherish that one spring day in 1991 when we walked around Lake Bde Maka Ska:  
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David was engaged to be married to a woman and I was in a destructive relationship: we talked of 

running away together to the west coast: leaving the struggles of our life here and starting fresh—

together. It was one of those soul-deep conversations. 

The fall of 1991 found me at Dayton’s Southdale Marketplace Foods, honing my skills as a food service 

manager. On Black Friday, thirty years ago this week, as we prepared to meet the onslaught of holiday 

shoppers searching for that perfect give at the perfect price, the phone rang: it was for me—and it was 

my mom. 

It turns out David had been killed in a car accident the previous night—Thanksgiving night—while 

heading back to the Twin Cities after visiting his family in Iowa. 

And my head exploded. 

Would you pray with me? May the words of my mouth and the mediations of our hearts be elevated in 

Your sight, oh God, our Rock and our Redeemer. Amen.  

Good morning, Community United Methodist Church, and happy reconciling Sunday! 

My name is Paul David Stanko. I bring you greetings from your sister congregation at Spirit of Hope 

United Methodist Church in Golden Valley, where I serve as the Instrumental Music Coordinator in 

non-pandemic times and as the Director of Online Ministries currently. I am an ordained minister in 



the Universal Life Church and have served the LGBTQ&A spiritual community for over 25 years in 

active ministry.  

I was raised Presbyterian and have served Presbyterian, Methodist, Catholic, Lutheran, and multi-

denominational churches in varying capacities over my career.  

In my “day job” I work for a food service management company as the Director of Employee 

Development and when I grow up, I’m going to be a rock star, even though I’ve heard you can’t do 

both. 

I came out somewhere in the 90’s and my husband and I live in Plymouth Minnesota with our two 

dogs, London and Paris.  

I am so please Pastor Riva invited me to spend this time with you today. Do you know how lucky you 

are to have Pastor Riva here? I truly enjoyed our time working together at Spirit of Hope. Riva is a great 

leader, a compassionate listener, and a joyful participant in this thing called life. How lucky you are to 

have her here guiding you along in your spiritual journey.  

Again, Riva, thank you for allowing me to celebrate with you, this bodies two-year anniversary of 

becoming a Reconciling Congregation: You have made an important statement about who you are and 

how you interpret God’s love. 

Because you chose to be a reconciling congregation, Community UMC has taken a stand on the front 

lines of what is still very divisive issue. You have chosen to stand up against criticism from religious 

extremists (some within this very denomination) and said,  

“We believe that prejudice, hatred, or discrimination directed toward any individual or group is 

contrary to the life, spirit, and teaching of Jesus Christ. We have vowed to accept the freedom 

and power God gives us to resist evil, injustice, and oppression. Therefore, we shall work to 

eliminate prejudice and discriminatory practices within ourselves and our community, and to 

show God’s grace.” 

That is powerful—most specifically when the larger Methodist church maintains the position that “the 

practice of homosexuality is incompatible with Christian teaching.” 

Based on this position, the church-at-large has also maintained restrictions regarding clergy. Pastors 

may not be “self-avowed, practicing homosexuals” and may not conduct ceremonies that celebrate 

same-sex weddings or unions. Such ceremonies also may not be held on church property. 

Well, good thing for you, I am no longer practicing. I think I have this gay thing down now, and I 

consider myself a professional homosexual! 

Oh, and I cut and paste those statements directly from umc.org this week. 

So yeah, the stand you took is NOT a feeling shared by all: even in 2021.  

On behalf of those who are victims around the world of persecution for their sexual orientation or 

gender identity: thank you.  

But that seems such a sanitized statement to make here in Columbia Heights, Minnesota on this fall 

morning. It doesn’t convey the reality of the struggle of being queer. 

It doesn’t convey the experience of being cast out of your house, with nowhere to go at 9:30 at night 

because your parents have a melt down when you finally get the courage to tell them you like boys not 

girls.  

It doesn’t convey the shame of having to sell your body to disgusting men just to get money to feed 

yourself. 



It doesn’t convey the anguish of being left to die on a fence post after being beat senseless as the 

temperatures dip below freezing. 

It doesn’t convey the heartache you feel when see protesters who have gathered their supporters to 

stand outside your loved ones funeral with a signs reading “God Hates Fags” or “”No Tears for Queers.” 

Those examples may seem extreme, but as a minister to the LGBTQ community, I have heard those 

stories firsthand and stories like them for a long, long time. 

In fact, just Tuesday, a friend of mine, Dillon, who plays keyboard and sings in the gospel group 29:11 

from South Africa posted this: “Today I experienced the most horrible thing ever! I picked up a group 

member in Elsie’s River, and while waiting, a boy aged round about 8-10 comes walking across the park 

in high heels. Big old men and boys threw stones at him shouting “[Hey look at the Homo]” it broke my 

heart. I’m still processing the experience and cannot imagine what that young lad was going through in 

his mind! We have to do Better” 

That story is no different from stories I heard 20 years ago. 

For a decade in the late 90’s early 2000’s, I served at All God’s Children Metropolitan Community 

Church in south Minneapolis.  

For those of you unfamiliar with “MCC,” the Metropolitan Community Church was a denomination 

formed in 1968 by a defrocked gay Pentecostal pastor with the express purpose to minister to Lesbian, 

Gay, Bi-sexual, and Transgendered people.  

The intent was to bring them back to God and prepare them to go into the world and preach the 

inclusive love of our Great Creator. This was the first time ANYONE entertained the notion that God 

loved ALL creation, not just the white, middle class suburban Christians.  

The first church service for any Metropolitan Community Church was held in a living room in 

Huntington Park, California on October 6, 1968, almost a year before the Stonewall Riots (which is 

largely considered the birth of the gay rights movement). With that service, the notion of reconciliation 

with organized religion was born. 

MCC drew people from all walks of life to its doors. The first pastor I served with, was a former 

Assemblies of God pastor, one of our office volunteers was a former Baptist pastor, we had former 

clergy and congregants from every denomination—even Methodist—all gathered under one roof.  

What a melting pot! Let me tell you, worship planning was an adventure: You had the former Lutherans 

wanting high liturgy and robes and the Pentecostals wanting praise and worship, the Catholics thought 

the Baptists were going to hell, the Baptists were sure the Catholics were going to hell and often times 

planning worship while trying to please all WAS hell! 

But they all gathered for one reason: to re-establish a connection with God. To Reconnect. To reconcile 

who they were as LGBTQ people with a God they were told wouldn’t love them. 

I remember that 53-year-old Baptist Pastor sitting in my office one afternoon, his body raked with soul-

shredding sobs as he asked me if God could REALLY love him: a gay man? 

And, sadly, his story was not unique. 

I was privileged to witness communion celebration after communion celebration where people, quite 

literally, fell prostrate on the alter sobbing at just the idea that God could love them—just as they are.  

THAT is why reconciliation is such an important ministry: that naming and speaking of truth which 

create relationships and communities grounded in peace with justice. That welcoming embrace that 

affirms, for those who have been marginalized, that God created them, and loves them just as they are. 



That God’s House is a place where people can EXPRESS who they really are and find comfort AS they 

are. 

That opening story, about David… I chose that, not just because it’s true, but because the moment I 

found out about his death, the trajectory of my life changed… forever. I came to understand, later in 

life, that David was my twin flame.  

A twin flame is like a soul mate on steroids.  

You may be familiar with the notion, often popularized in movies or romantic novels of a soul mate as 

being the greatest love of your life, someone you will meet and live happily ever after… Well, that isn’t 

all of it. Soulmates help you realign to your purpose often acting as a cheerleader or motivator. 

Sometimes, they show up as your greatest nemesis.  

I believe, before you are born, you make an agreement between yourself and members of your soul 

family to help each other grow here on Earth. But growth isn’t all unicorns and rainbows. As anyone 

who goes to the gym to work out understands, you need to break muscle down for it to build back upon 

itself: stronger. ..and those of us who may not have worked out for a long time and go back, KNOW it 

will hurt the next day as the muscles heal.  

It’s the same with soul growth. Think about the people that push your buttons for a moment: don’t 

those situations call you to change—to evolve—just as a great love does? So next time someone really 

gets you going about something, just pause and see what might they be trying to teach you about 

yourself? …and honor the role you play in each other’s lives. You may have just met one of your soul 

mates! 

Well, twin flames take that up a notch. They are considered to be an intense soul connection with 

someone thought to be a person's other half, sometimes called a "mirror soul." One of the main 

characteristics of a twin flame relationship is that it will be both challenging and healing. And it was for 

SURE both of those things.  

David was my brother, my lover, my champion, and my destroyer… but that last one was all within my 

head. He was, to me, perfect. His flaws were easily brushed away by his smile.  

Now this may be the advantage of time embellishing my memory, but we liked the same music, the 

same movies, …the same people…we could finish each other’s sentences and whenever he got attention, 

it drove me nuts! When we were apart for summer breaks, we wrote each other constantly and would 

visit each other during those times away.  

When he moved to New York for that brief time, I was so lost in finding myself, I failed to reconnect as 

strongly as I probably should have when he moved to Minnesota. I believe he came her because I was 

here (again, that might be a fanciful notion on my part). It was that spring day, walking around Bde 

Maka Ska where we came crashing back together as if no time had passed. A connection so strong, we 

both were willing to throw our individual lives away to run away together… 

After that phone call at Dayton’s on Black Friday, my supervisor told me to go home. I remember 

driving myself home screaming and crying and shouting “NO!” at the top of my lungs as I headed north 

on 35W from Southdale to Uptown, where I lived.  

When word got out about what had happened, a friend who walked into my apartment to support me 

told me later, that he was quite taken aback when he first saw me. He noted a shocking physical 

manifestation of a grief so deep and profound, it has no rational explanation. Half my face was purple 

and splotchy.  



When I drove down to the funeral in Iowa, I was reunited with other college friends who shared in the 

sadness of David’s death. I was reunited with his family, who had become my adopted family while I 

was attending college just as my family adopted David as one of the clan when he would come up and 

stay with us on his trips to Minneapolis.  

I was surrounded by family and friends—even my parents who came to the funeral—yet, I was alone 

because no one knew.  

No one knew what we meant to each other—what we went through together, the love and bond we 

shared—they couldn’t.  

The church David was buried out of was a Missouri Synod Lutheran Church. While they have evolved 

to a just as destructive “love the sinner, hate the sin” stance, back in 1991 even that was not the case.  

My chance to publicly say goodbye to the degree I felt my loss was not available to me. I needed to be 

someone else—some less authentic version of myself—that day.  

And this is where you come in Community United Methodist Church. As a reconciling congregation, 

you can make sure experiences like that never happen to anyone. You create a place where all are 

welcome; where all can celebrate and mourn and live life to their fullest authentically as who God has 

called them to be. 

But it can’t just be a beautiful statement on your website or a rainbow flag on your wall.  

The job you, as a congregation, have chosen to undertake, means you are the voice for those who have 

not had a voice.  

You are the allies who stand up to others who chose the label “Christian”, within and without your 

denomination, yet do not live the love of the Christ.  

You have set yourself apart and agreed, through your choice to be reconciling, to do your part and 

strike down the human rules that bar people from utilizing their God-given gifts: from celebrating love 

how THEY are called to express it.  

Championing the call to reconciliation means being able to hear the scripture passages I read to you 

this morning in an elevated light.  

How did you feel when you heard a gay man read those passages to you? Did you squirm a bit when I 

read how I should surely be put to death and my blood would be upon my me and I surely will NOT 

inherit the Kingdom of God?  

I mean, that IS what they say, right? 

In full disclosure: I pulled the most salacious translations I could find to share with you today because I 

felt it important you know what you were saying when you said All are Welcome Here.  

For my LGBTQ sisters and brothers, we have been brow beat with those passages for a very long time.  

It is also important to state this again: I picked the most salacious of translations.  

The word “homosexual” does not appear in the Bible nor does the original text hint at a meaning that 

implies same sex love. That was added.  

Of course the “gay preacher” is going to say that, right?  

But all of scripture is about interpretation. The bible was written in several languages, none of which 

were English. So we rely on translators to give us their best shot at an interpretation what the original 

text says. 



For the sake of time today, we are not going to dig into the original language and intent of those 

passages.  

I will just say, scholars much more learned than I, understand none of those passages refer to 

homosexuality as we understand it today. I mean, the true lesson behind the story of Lot and the angels 

is addressing inhospitality & rape NOT homosexuality. 

If you seek to know more, a great place to start is the book What the Bible Really Says about 

Homosexuality by Daniel Helminiak.  
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And there are many online resources in this day and age that dig deep into this subject.  

In the end, they all come down to the same thing: translations can be subjective.  

But don’t take my word for it. In fact, I will do you one further: Don’t ever believe what someone says 

from standing up here as gospel (no pun intended).  

Do you OWN research and study. 

Our job in walking a spiritual path is to understand for ourselves what scriptures mean. Not to have 

everything handed to us in an easy digest, bumper sticker theology.  

It’s never that simple.  

No, we are called to walk a journey of individual spiritual discovery in community with one another. 

That calls us to examine the scriptures from many angles. 

Noted Jewish biblical scholar, Jon Levenson says, “For Jews, the Bible is a problem to be solved; for 

Christians it is a message to be proclaimed.”  

We have good news to proclaim, but are we digging in to solve the problem of what that good news is?  

And are we willing to stand by what we have found, even if it flies in the face of some very loud, very 

stubborn, very narrow-minded people who are quick to point out that “it’s in the Bible! In black and 

white.” 

You, yourself, have stated: 

We are a welcoming, diverse Christian Community, reflective of our neighborhood, actively 

working to serve our community through our demonstration of God’s love. We want to Reach 

others through God’s love, Grow in faith with God’s love, and Send people out with God’s love. 

I remember, shortly after David’s funeral, standing back in the kitchen at Dayton’s Southdale making 

egg salad and thinking “You are off exploring the universe and I am standing here making egg salad. 

What is wrong with this picture?” 

As I stated, David’s reemergence into non-physical changed my life forever. I can pinpoint that moment 

as the spark igniting within me an unquenchable desire to deepen my spiritual journey—just as a twin 

flame is supposed to do.  

His death caused me to question—everything.  
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What is the meaning of Life? What is the meaning of Death? What is God and why would a 25-year-old 

young man, whom I loved to my core, be taken from me? 

I immersed myself in the study of world religions, not just Christianity, all in an effort to understand 

how humans see God. I plowed through sacred text after sacred text.. 

Here is what I have come to know: The only thing that matters in the end, is Love.  



As Christians, we know the greatest commandment is, 'You shall love the Lord your God with all your 

heart, and with all your soul, and with all your mind. ' This is the greatest and first commandment. And 

a second is like it: 'You shall love your neighbor as yourself.” 

I believe that call to love is an action item: a choice.  

I believe when you help people deal with their food insecurities by supporting of a local food shelf or 

hosting a community dinner, you are doing love. 

I believe when you chose to get the vaccine to help end a pandemic, you are doing love 

I believe when you recognize each soul is a child of God, no matter their gender identity, sexual 

orientation, skin color, cultural background, chosen profession, political affiliation, religious beliefs or 

any other thing—I believe you are doing love.  

And THAT is what reconciliation does. It acknowledges all of God’s creation as worthy. It acknowledges 

all love as an aspect of the creator.  

Part of reconciliation is allowing ALL to proclaim their truth boldly.  

Part of reconciliation is to re-examine things we take as dogma and see them in a fresh light. 

Part of reconciliation is to resist evil, injustice and oppression without, as well as within. 

But here’s the part I want to leave with you today: don’t talk about it. Do it. 

That Assemblies of God pastor I worked with at All God’s Children, well he’s a soul mate of mine. In our 

relationship, I am his catalyst for his change.  

Through a book I gave him back in the last 1990’s, he sought to understand more about God and to re-

examine the dogma he was raised to believe as the son of an Assemblies of God pastor himself.  

He is now the Rev. Dr. T. Paul Graetz of City of Light church in Atlanta, Ga. A professor of the Emerson 

Theological Institute at City of Light. Emerson Institute is one of the premier accredited New Thought 

schools in America offering a Bachelors, Masters and or Doctorate degree in Religious Studies. A long 

way from Assemblies of God! 

He was in town last month, and while having lunch, he gave me this idea for a praise song, it’s really 

simple, but sums up not only the call of Christ, but our call as a reconciling congregation: “Do be do be 

do! 

Do the work of love, Be who you are boldly, Do the acts of Kindness, BE one with God. Do grow in 

God’s love. BE the light of Christ from within… 

In my spiritual explorations, trying to understand God and life and love, I was blessed to be gifted this 

writing, which is so important to remember as you  

“… bring people into Christian Community, in order to grow in God’s love, as demonstrated 

by Christ, for the transformation of the world.” 

Witness not with words, teach not with books, and lay no claims to knowledge you cannot possibly 

have. Live as love—for it is by your example that you witness and teach.  

For paper turns to dust and words are but sound that fade and disappear in an instant.  

But you, living your highest calling, rooted in love, is a gift that can touch the heart and refresh the 

soul. Life is a celebration of Love. Words are soon forgotten as time and memories fade, but the heart 

and soul remember forever, the touch of love.” 

I challenge you here today, Community United Methodist Church to live that call of Reconciliation in 

all you do. And while you do, sing a little song: “do, be, do, be do” 



Amen 

 
Genesis 19: 1-9 

19 The two angels arrived at Sodom in the evening, and Lot was sitting in the gateway of the city. When he saw 

them, he got up to meet them and bowed down with his face to the ground. 2 “My lords,” he said, “please turn 

aside to your servant’s house. You can wash your feet and spend the night and then go on your way early in the 

morning.” 

“No,” they answered, “we will spend the night in the square.” 
3 But he insisted so strongly that they did go with him and entered his house. He prepared a meal for them, 

baking bread without yeast, and they ate. 4 Before they had gone to bed, all the men from every part of the city of 

Sodom—both young and old—surrounded the house. 5 They called to Lot, “Where are the men who came to you 

tonight? Bring them out to us so that we can have sex with them.” 6 Lot went outside to meet them and shut the 

door behind him 7 and said, “No, my friends. Don’t do this wicked thing. 8 Look, I have two daughters who have 

never slept with a man. Let me bring them out to you, and you can do what you like with them. But don’t do 

anything to these men, for they have come under the protection of my roof.” 
9 “Get out of our way,” they replied. “This fellow came here as a foreigner, and now he wants to play the 

judge! We’ll treat you worse than them.” They kept bringing pressure on Lot and moved forward to break down 

the door. 

Leviticus 18:22 & 20:13 
22 You shall not lie with a male as with a woman. It is an abomination.  
13 If a man lies with a male as he lies with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination. They shall 
surely be put to death. Their blood shall be upon them. 

1 Cor 6: 9-10 
9 Do you not know that the unrighteous will not inherit the kingdom of God? Do not be deceived. Neither 

fornicators, nor idolaters, nor adulterers, nor [a]homosexuals, nor [b]sodomites, 10 nor thieves, nor covetous, nor 

drunkards, nor revilers, nor extortioners will inherit the kingdom of God. 

1 Timothy 1:10 
10 for the sexually immoral, for those practicing homosexuality, for slave traders and liars and perjurers—and for 

whatever else is contrary to the sound doctrine 

Romans 1:26-27 
26 Because of this, God gave them over to shameful lusts. Even their women exchanged natural sexual relations 

for unnatural ones.27 In the same way the men also abandoned natural relations with women and were inflamed 

with lust for one another. Men committed shameful acts with other men, and received in themselves the due 

penalty for their error. 


