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Eight years ago, I was working in a high school, with an 
office across the hall from the senior lounge. I could 
hear everything that went on in there at all hours of the 
school day, which meant I was up to date on all sorts of 
things, including the music the kids were listening to. 
In the winter of that year, I started to hear the same 
song drifting across the hall, over and over and over. 
One day I finally stopped to listen to the words: 

I'm beautiful in my way 
’Cause God makes no mistakes 
I'm on the right track, baby 
I was born this way 

It was “Born This Way,” by Lady Gaga, a song 
celebrating everything that is good about difference—
and especially celebrating the LGBTQ community. Those 
high school seniors weren’t the only ones who loved it. 
The song had staying power. You’ve probably heard it 
on the radio. You’ve definitely heard it in the grocery 
store. And if you go to the Pride Parade after church 
today, I guarantee you will hear it blasting from every 
other float. 

As a gay person and a believer that God makes no 
mistakes, I thought the song was very sweet. It made 
me feel good to hear kids singing it in the halls. 

But something about it didn’t sit right with me. Every 
time I hummed along, I found myself thinking: 

Why does it matter whether I was born this way? 

Do I have to prove I was “born this way” to earn equal 
rights? 

Are they still “rights” if I have to earn them? 

There is a generational element to these questions. I 
came of age in the early 2000s: after the gay rights 
pioneers who fought for equality by insisting that no 
one should experience discrimination for their sexual 
orientation, which is immutable and beyond their 
control; but well before the youth of today, who are 
more likely to argue that that gender is a construct, 
sexuality is fluid, and our choices are what truly define 
us. 

And there is truth to both sides. Like many people, I 
experience my gender and sexuality as part of my 
hardwiring. But when I think about my experience of 
being queer and how it has shaped my life, hardwiring 
is only one part of the story. I also think about the 
communities I’ve been a part of. The books I’ve read. 
The partner I chose. My decision to be a Christian, and 
stay a Christian, and what it means for me to keep 
following Jesus, even as a member of a group that has 
long been persecuted by the church. 

Those are choices, and I’m proud of those choices. I 
made them on purpose, in efforts to live a life that is 
pleasing to God. I refuse to pretend that they are 
beyond my control, like symptoms of a disease. I am 
glad to let my choices define me. 

If, as Christians, we want to wrestle with these issues of 
identity and choice, at some point we will run into St. 
Paul—not because he had particularly healthy or 
forward-thinking views on human sexuality, but 
because so much of the New Testament records his 



efforts to make sense of the same issues. Paul’s 
questions about identity and choice are central in his 
letter to the Galatians. Does it matter to Jesus whether 
you are a Jew or Greek, slave or free, male or female? In 
other words, does it matter whether you were born this 
way? 

Ultimately, he decides that there is truth on both sides—
that the Good News of Jesus Christ is for all people, 
regardless of ancestry. No matter Jew or Greek, God 
makes no mistakes. 

But also, a life in Christ is something we choose. Even if 
we are born into the church, we don’t stay there by 
accident. 

So Paul also says: No matter who you are, Jesus has 
already chosen you—but you get to decide whether to 
choose him back. 

What matter most are your choices. 

Paul’s specialty was giving advice to Christians who 
were struggling to live together in community. So he 
knew, of course, that the identities we are born into do 
matter. Our race and class, our gender and sexuality, 
our temperament—those things always shape our 
choices. They can determine how much choice we have 
in the first place, and not infrequently, they lead us to 
choices that confound the people around us. 

Paul reminds us of Jesus’ Great Commandment to love 
your neighbor as yourself, but how can you love people 
with whom you can’t even begin to find common 
ground? 

If their choices are confusing or horrifying to you, or 
yours to them? 

Up north, right now, the most traditional and the most 
radical elements of the LGBTQ community are lining up 

to march. People who celebrate the word “queer,” and 
people who flinch when they hear it. People who fought 
hard for equal marriage, and people who believe that 
marriage itself is an irredeemable institution. People 
who just want to live ordinary, respectable lives, and 
people who reject “ordinary” and “respectable” as the 
standards to which anyone should aspire. 

Together in community, sort of. Giving each other the 
side-eye, too often looking at one another with 
misunderstanding and contempt. Many other 
marginalized communities have factions that compete 
in the same way. 

Here’s how I choose to read Galatians. If you want to 
live in community with people who are very different 
from yourself, don’t look for the ways they are like you. 
Look for the fruits of the Spirit in their lives—and 
understand that they are different trees, which will bear 
different shapes of fruit. 

Where do they show peace and gentleness? How do 
they find love and joy? 

And could it be that even if we make very different 
choices from one another, we all deserve equal rights, 
because we all stand equal in Christ? 

You’re beautiful in your way, 
‘Cause God makes no mistakes. 
You’re on the right track, baby. 

Amen. 


