The Rainbow Connection - The Truth About Homosexuality

Kaelly Langston

It started simply enough. She was my friend.

Me, | was shy and very conservative. | was too shy for boys and didn't have any real close
girlfriends. I wanted to have a special friend, one in whom | could confide my deepest darkest
secrets.

| wasn't a tomboy or a geek. | wasn't ugly or fat or disgusting. | was just me. "Plain old Wonder
White Bread," not very interesting, not very exciting. | dated a few guys, but never made that
"love connection” like so many other girls that | knew had. I often wondered what was wrong
with me, why didn't | feel like other girls? I certainly couldn't have approached my mother with
such questions. And, | felt so odd, so different; | certainly couldn't ask any of my casual
girlfriends.

When | entered college, | was full of hope and promise. This was the moment I had daydreamed
about since the sixth grade. | was going to be just like my favorite teacher. How | admired her.
She had long, elegant legs that | often watched and admired. Her makeup was always perfect and
she drove the cutest little Mustang. As an adult now, | tried to emulate her, right down to the
Mustang | drove.

| secured a full time job that accommodated my class schedule. It was easy, relatively speaking,
but the best part of the job was my social interaction: | had found a friend. She was so
understanding, attractive and outgoing: everything that | was not. She was tall, had long legs,
was blessed with generous endowments. Her manner and dress were well-polished. She was the
epitome of class, | revered her and she could do nothing wrong.

When | was in the office, we often spent our breaks together. Sometimes she paid, sometimes |
paid; as friends, we didn't need to keep track. She was interested in me; it was so easy to talk to
her. It seemed as though she understood everything about me. All of a sudden, I didn't feel so
different anymore. | felt accepted and understood. My life was changing, although not for the
better. | was too wrapped up in the ecstasy of finally belonging and finally being understood that
| couldn't see it.

Then one Friday, she suggested that we go to dinner and a movie, | was so excited that she
wanted to be my friend outside of work that | could hardly contain myself. Even though I put in
really long hours that week, | looked forward to going out on Saturday night, exhausted, but
energized.



She had made all the arrangements. We went to a marvelous movie and even if it weren't, | don't
think I would have thought otherwise. | was giddy with glee at actually going out with a friend. |
was wanted, | was accepted and | was understood! Finally!

She had chosen quite an expensive restaurant for dinner. Awash in candlelight and expensive
food, we had a wonderful dinner, fantastic and interesting conversation and even splurged on
souffle for dessert.

We had just finished dessert. When | reached for my wallet to pay my share, she put her hand on
mine and told me that she would take care of it. While grateful for her generosity, there was
something about the look on her face, gentle touch and tone of her voice that just wasn't right. A
small alarm went off in my head, but was quickly quieted by the rationalization that as friends,
we really didn't keep track and besides, she did choose the place and she did make a lot more
money than me.

Basking in the glow of a wonderful evening, my mind barely registered what she was saying to
me. She started out by telling me what a wonderful friend | was and how grateful she was that |
was a part of her life. She told me that she had never felt such a connection to another woman
before, and | was just such an interesting person and so much fun to be around. She then told me
that she loved me. This being the 70's, where everybody was telling everybody that they loved
them, | responded that I loved her too! After all, she was my best friend and confidant.

And then it happened. She took my hand in hers and looked into my eyes and told me that she
knew | felt that way about her, too. It wasn't registering in my brain quite yet, but as she
continued talking, my mind began to swirl. I started to lose my breath, and the room began to
spin out of control. The words became disjointed, she mentioned dating, love, ecstasy, and the
wonderful life we were to share. | needed air! And I needed it fast! | fled the table, but she found
me. She was confused about my actions. Didn't I say | loved her too? Wasn't she my type? She
thought | was a lesbian! How could she possibly think that? What on earth was she talking
about? She tried to persuade me that | was a lesbian by taking everything I had confided in her
and turned it around.

First, she talked about how | felt different. Then, she took my admiration of my sixth grade
teacher and told me it was sexual attraction. Then, she used my lack of dating and not being
sexually active with men to mean that | was not sexually attracted to men. She told me that being
a leshian was natural. And she used what | thought was a great friendship with her to say that |
was really in love with her. Then she told me that if we became lovers a whole new world of
excitement and sexual fulfillment would open up that | would never otherwise know. | asked her
to take me home and told her I'd call her later.



| was dazed and confused. I tried to sleep, but couldn't. I didn't want to think, yet my mind was
racing. Maybe she was right, some of the things she said did make sense. Maybe if | gave over to
her desires, | would be fulfilled. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad and after | had tried it, if I didn't
like it, I could just stop. If I did try it, then maybe it wouldn't repulse me anymore. | fell asleep
on the couch.

It seemed that | was not asleep for so long. But when | woke, it was still dark. In reality, it wasn't
"still" dark, it was dark "again." | had slept the day away. Fixing myself a snack, I sat down at
my desk to work but | found myself unable to concentrate on anything other than the previous
night.

| listed on a piece of paper everything she had said that indicated that | was a lesbian. The first
thing she said was that | felt different. Yes, | had always felt different. But what did that have to
do with sex? Wasn't feeling different a normal feeling? Being different had nothing to do with
sexuality. The next thing she said was that | admired my sixth grade teacher because | was
sexually attracted to her. Then | thought about what it was that | admired in her. In reality, |
admired in her what | myself did not possess.

Thinking about others I admired, | found it was for the same reason, for they all, male and
female, had qualities that | wished | had. Then she talked about my lack of dating. I had dated
some boys, but it wasn't that | wasn't sexually attracted to boys, it was that | wasn't ready for a
sexual relationship. I was still under 20, | was in school, | was working, 1 didn't have the time,
much less the energy for a relationship serious enough to warrant sex.

It finally dawned on me that | was not a leshian. The lack of close friendships with members of
my own sex was my own fault. | didn't allow myself to become a good, close friend. The things |
felt and my lack of a sexual relationship with boys were entirely normal. Rather, those who
focused their youthful lives on such sex were the abnormal ones, especially since my faith taught
that any form of pre-marital sex was wrong; it was a sin. The fact that I didn't date much was my
own fault. I didn't make the time to date. Any free time | had, | used on me. And, who on this
planet has the right to take a position that the lack of sexual involvement with a man meant | was
a lesbian?! After all, no two people develop in the exact same way in the exact same time, not
even twins! So my slow development was not caused by my sexuality, it was caused by me.

And then, the reality hit me, and made me sick. This woman, who I considered my friend, had
taken everything | had told her and twisted it to meet her personal agenda. Not only did I feel
betrayed by that duplicity, but I also recognized that she had used the same techniques on me that
cults used to recruit new members.



She preyed on a shy, lonely, impressionable young woman. She took me into her confidence.
She took my deepest secrets that | had shared with her and used them to meet her own agenda,
all the while preaching unconditional love. She preached that | would find love, acceptance and
satisfaction in her lifestyle. | also hadn't realized it, but she had been methodically separating me
from the other workers in our office. She was cutting me off from the others who would or could
have voiced their opinion had | asked. She attempted to make me emotionally dependent upon
her.

The reality was that | was not a lesbian. I was just me. | quit that job immediately and changed
my phone number. Two years later, I met the man of my dreams and was married shortly
thereafter. I'm 30 years older now and looking back, | can see what could have happened to my
life had I believed the messages she and the society around me were giving to me.

I am now active in a homosexual crisis ministry. | see, over and over again, the fraud of the
homosexual community. | see young and old, men and women, many of whom are religiously
observant, all conflicted in their homosexual lifestyle. | feel their pain and heartbreak at being
torn between the only world they know and the world they know that G-d has planned for them. |
see time and time again how much they struggle to leave their homosexual lifestyle, only to have
their lover use their family and faith against them.

But, I tell my clients, "you have a choice.” | came to a fork in the road and fortunately chose the
path that has given me a completion and a happiness that is truly consistent with G-d's plan of
creation. Based upon my experience, it is clear you do not have to be a homosexual. You were
not born a homosexual nor do you need to live as a homosexual and, certainly, do not need to die
a homosexual. Through faith, prayer, and the help provided by gender affirming ministries
representing different faiths, be it JONAH, Living Stones or others, there is hope and life.

Adapted from the first chapter of an upcoming book: The Rainbow Connection-The Truth About
Homosexuality, by Kaelly Langston, which also appeared in a slightly different format in the
March 2003 "Bridge Builder," a publication of Living Stones Ministries.



