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Abraham abandoning his firstborn and Jesus breaking up families on Father’s Day? Yeesh. You can relax, dads,
I’m not gonna talk about y’all.

No, it’s Pride Month, and next weekend was supposed to be Cazenovia’s Pride celebration with a
parade, vendors, lots of color, the whole thing. If you’ve never been to Pride, it’s almost always family-friendly,
and if it isn’t gonna be, they’ll tell you ahead of time. It’s pure, in the sense that it’s just people getting together
to celebrate being who they are. And it’s loving, complete with churches apologizing for cruelty and moms
handing out hugs to folks whose parents never want to see them again. Normally, there’s a real healing that
accompanies Pride. Which is part of why the news that broke at the end of last week’s been so devastating. Caz
Pride canceled all their events and the organization disbanded after its founder was arrested for “sexually
explicit communications with a child.” Before I go any further and at the risk of stating what I hope is obvious,
this sermon is not a defense of those alleged actions nor is it an endorsement of anything remotely in that arena.
Don’t get it twisted; I take this stuff very seriously.

Now, there are a few things about this terrible situation that should matter to people like us. First, kids
have got to be protected and victims cared for. One version of this sermon could end right there. But. Second,
there’s a deep sense of anger, confusion, and disappointment within the LGBTQIA+ community. Pride events
strive to be safe places for everyone, especially for children. One of the many reasons Pride remains necessary
is to encourage queer kids who’re trying to figure themselves out in a world that so often says they’re flawed or
even damned for being born as they are. Pride’s supposed to provide community and support for those
vulnerable kids who don’t always receive that elsewhere. That trust coupled with the knowledge that you can
make it to adulthood and be queer at the same time is exactly the kind of safety those kids need. Home may not
be safe. Family may be cruel. But the chosen family they can begin to find in spaces like Pride very well may
save their lives. To abuse that trust and that safety’s an incredible betrayal. Third, Cazenovia’s rattled. The
founder who was arrested created Pride in Caz, helped organize the event for years, served on the school board,
even ran a business in town. This is bigger than Pride. And fourth, the founder’s a drag queen, and in an era
where drag is targeted and lumped in with debates about trans folks, that distinction’s getting blurry.

All of those things matter, but there’s another factor that’s absolutely gotta be part of the conversation.
The current political environment’s been pushing so hard for so long against queer identities, and they’ve either
intentionally or ignorantly combined the art form of drag (and yes, it is an art form) with the gender identity of
trans people. To oversimplify, drag is about character, performance, and expression. Trans identities are about
who you are at your core. The person arrested was a drag performer. It’s not the same, but in some ways, that’s
an unhelpful distinction in a world that refuses to see the distinction. When the news is still hot and the wounds
raw, it doesn’t do a lot of good to remind folks of that, which is frustrating because it does matter. But also,
because of the way those distinct things’ve been merged by the political arena, there’s a wrinkle that can’t be
ignored. It’s difficult enough to be trans in a kind society, and we are not a kind society. There’ve been many
legislative attempts painting trans people and drag performers as inherently sexually aberrant, labeling them as
scapegoats for horrendous acts while also restricting access to fundamental human needs. They’re depicted as
deviants waiting for their chance to sneak into a bathroom, turn your kids, or damn the entire country simply by
existing. Those who know their history’ll recognize these depictions from autocracies past.

And that matters now because, assuming the accusations are true, they bolster those deviant claims
about queer people as a whole. So I’'m afraid of several things at the same time: namely that the worst is true
and children were harmed AND that this will be used to reinforce the claim that queer folks are not to be



trusted. A drag queen arrested for sexually explicit conversations with a child is the prime example of what’s
supposedly wrong with queer acceptance. Which is to say, because the cultural milieu is what it is, because a
rather loud corner of Christianity’s got a lot to say about the supposed evils of queerness, and because there’s an
opportunity to further associate the LGBTQIA+ community with terrible behavior, there’s a very important,
troubling, and messy caveat we need to keep in mind: none of this has gone to trial yet, but the slow trickle of
revelations is grim.

I’ll pause for a quick second and say this, again, for utter clarity: justice must be served. The queer
community’s just as invested in holding people accountable for this as anyone. Maybe moreso, given our
awareness of our already tenuous position in society. I hope no children were harmed. I hope justice will arrive.
And I hope we aren’t witnessing another example of the legal system being used to disrupt and oppress a
minority community. To put that differently, like that old refrain, we blame bad behavior from members of the
majority on the individual, and we blame bad behavior from members of minorities on being members of
minorities. It’s not right, but it is the society we live in.

If you see the post on Nextdoor about this, you’ll encounter predictably vile comments. There’s tons of
assumption, tons of supposition, and tons of blame. The mugshot, like most mugshots of minorities, is
extremely unflattering. The commenters blame Democrats, “his lifestyle,” and failed background checks. They
even compare him to a serial killer. It’s worrisome how quickly this situation in Cazenovia went to the
wilderness before the full truth was revealed. At least, it’s worrisome for this outside observer. And it’s just as
worrisome how quickly the online public piled on accusations and targeted their vitriol against the alleged
perpetrator’s groups for the apparent failings of the individual. To be fair to Caz Pride, it’s an impossible
situation, and while I don’t love how I learned about this, I really don’t know if there was a better way.

Jesus says “nothing is covered up that will not be uncovered, and nothing secret that will not become
known.” In time, we’ll know more about what happened and what the implications are. What we learn may well
be atrocious, but we’re not in the business of condemning entire groups of people for the sins of an individual.
We seek justice, we defend the vulnerable, we look for truth, and we hold people accountable. We’re even
called to love the imprisoned, and the Bible doesn’t give any convenient outs on what kind of prisoners we
don’t have to love. It may well be that the worst outcome’ll be revealed. I pray that it isn’t. But in this incredibly
fraught time, we have got to be vigilant about how we assign blame and impose consequences. Just like Hagar
and Ishmael pushed into the wilderness, sometimes despair and weary fear seem like the only places we have
left, especially when people we thought we could admire or trust do terrible things. It’s disappointing, makes
your chest feel empty and your gut heavy. It’s heartbreaking to be reminded of the frightful things this world
does to children. And it’s scary what malicious opportunists do with tragedy. All those things are true.

And yet, somehow hope remains. It has to, we need it to. Hope remains in good people showing up.
Hope remains in justice being served and victims getting the help they need. And hope remains in God healing
the scars that people make. Somehow, hope remains.



