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Dedication

To the soul who seeks to find its way
to the truth inside itself.
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Bow down thine ear, O Lord, hear me:
for I am poor and needy.

Preserve my soul; for I am holy:
O thou my God, save thy servant

that trusteth in thee.
Be merciful unto me, O Lord:

for I cry unto thee daily.
Rejoice the soul of thy servant:

for unto thee, O Lord, do I lift up my soul.
I will praise thee, O Lord my God,

with all my heart:
and I will glorify thy name for evermore.

— Psalms 86:(1-4,12).





-vii-

Preface

For the Latter-Day Saint, Christian,
religious orspiritual person, moral laws regarding
one’s sexuality is complex. Homosexuality in our
contemporary society forces us to face the issues
of domestic partnership, family values, marriage
and civil rights. Fundamental moral teaching
deems homosexuality an immoral practice, and
those who outwardly live a gay lifestyle are
breaking scriptural or moral laws. Traditionally,
gays and lesbians have been placed in the same
category as child molesters, adulterers and even
rapists.The devout, religious person who believes
such traditional views typically supports acts to
politically and/or morally stop the active
homosexual from equal societal participation and
moral acceptance in order to save the world from
a Sodom and Gomorrah-like state. On the other
hand, some believe that the judgment that all gay
families do not have integrity, marriage between
the same sex doesn’t carry moral weight and gays
should not be granted civil rights leads to
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perpetual ignorance and increased hate — traits
of Sodom and Gomorrah-type societies.

The question of how we, as a society, must
bridge the gap in these ways of thought is not an
easy task. While I believe it important for people
to critically rethink their traditional and
fundamental paradigms about family values,
morality and integrity, this book is ultimately
written for the wounded soul unable to reconcile
his/her sexuality and spirituality — those who
have attemptedsuicide, are thinking of suicide, or
survivors of the successful. I do not profess to
know all the answers, to proclaim that this story
is everyone’s story or that this character’s
resurrection is true for all. My foremost concern
is for the salvation, happiness and contentment of
souls in turmoil.

That said, I believe the question of whether
to live or die never has an easy answer. I do not
pretend to know it, but I can tell you that as a
survivor of attempted suicide that my decision to
live has been worth the struggle. Dedication to my
own healing, honesty, willingness, surrender,
clear intent and constant contact with a spiritual
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source has eventually brought me peace of mind,
heart, body and soul. It is my sincere hope that
this story will bring hope and comfort to others
and inspire society to rethink its definitions of
morality and integrity.
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Olson, I swear, I hope one day you will forgive
me but you see I am in love with the woman who
sits next to me in band and I can't tell you
because I know you wouldn't understand, and I
don't deserve to liveand I don't deserve to dieand
Heavenly Father doesn't love me because I've
always been bad, I've always done things the
wrong way, I've always screwed up and He is
disappointed, just like you, Brother Olson, right
now, but I swear to you ever since I was sixteen I
have always done things right, I have lived the
commandments and Word of Wisdom and studied
my scriptures and kept the Sabbath day holy, and
I went to seminary and church and did my visiting
teaching at BYU and took my lessons and planned
to go on a mission, and I had hoped to find a
fella, a Mormon fella, and marry him in the
temple, and my family would be proud, so proud,
finally, and I would not be alone but end up with
them in the Celestial Kingdom and finally be
worthy of Heavenly Father's love.

You know, I don't even remember when or
where I took the lithium pills, but I took the
whole bottle. I walked to Julie's dorm about four
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blocks away and knocked on her door. No one
answered. By then I felt kinda woozy and got
really scared. Suddenly, as if Christ had come
down to me Himself, I saw so clearly as I looked
into the noon sun that I didn't really want to die.
I couldn't believe that I had taken all my pills so
thoughtlessly. What was I doing? If I were to die,
I would leave the world completely and never see
anyone again, including Julie and Kate. I walked
around the building, frantically searching for Julie
and asking anyone who walked by if they had
seen her.

She came out on the balcony and spied me
on the lawn still looking for her. I supposed that
she hadn't heard my knock. I felt really dizzy, like
I was going to fall over onto the grass. When I
looked up at her, I received another vision of
kissing her.

I weakly told her that something had
happened. She ran down the stairs quickly and
asked what was wrong, her face revealing deep
concern as her eyebrows frowned inwardly. I told
her that I had taken some pills, too many pills,
and needed her help. My eyes rolled back. She
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looked frightened as her mind raced for a solution
about what to do next.

She went inside briefly to call the
paramedics then came back outside and put her
arm around me. She told me that everything
would be all right and rocked me close to her. We
stayed like that in silence until the ambulance
arrived. They checked my vitals and asked me
some questions, then sat me down on a gurney in
the back of the ambulance. I looked at Julie out
the back window, afraid that I would never see
her again. I could see her lips formthe words, "I'll
be right behind you."

The next thing I remember was sitting up in
a hospital bed as bright lights shone down on me
and a few people wearing white coats stood
around me. A nice lady doctor to my right told me
that she was going to put something down my
throat to pump my stomach. I looked down and
saw her holding a big, dark blue rubber tube. I
prayed to Heavenly Father for strength as my eyes
rolled again. I just couldn't picture that thing
going down my gullet.

A nurse on the other side of the bed told me
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to hold her hand and squeeze it really tight. Both
the doctor and nurse looked at me with
overwhelming compassion and a hint of pity in
their faces. I supposed they felt really sorry to see
a young woman in their ER who had just tried to
kill herself (a young Mormon woman who knew
better, at that).

The doctor started to stick the tube down
my throat. I gagged as my reflexes tried to push it
out. She told me to work with it and swallow,
reassuring me that it wouldn't hurt. Tears rolled
down my face as the tube slid into my stomach.
Pressure filled my abdomen as I involuntarily
vomited out the tube into a container another
worker was holding near the bed. I must have
looked scared because the nurse squeezed my
hand and patted me on the shoulder for
reassurance.

I glanced into the hallway and saw Julie
sitting on a bench staring at me. I was ashamed
that she saw me like this and wanted her to leave.
We exchanged uncomfortable glances. She
showed me fear, sadness and more fear. I didn't
know what my face looked like, but it probably



Spirited Yearling Wounded Loren Jenner

47

revealed guilt, fear and more guilt. To my
knowledge, she had no idea that I had thought
about being physically intimate with her.

Can you see the look in my eyes, Julie, or
am I hiding it well? You mustn't know, no, you
mustn't. I wish I could tell you, though, and that
you would tell me that you felt the same way, but
I know that you don't, I know it in my gut, I know,
I just know. I want you to come visit me in the
hospital again, please, come visit me. Do you see
my love for you in my eyes now, as I look at you,
my soul naked as they pump this stuff out of me,
do you see? Would you still be my friend and put
your hand on my shoulder and hold me close to
you if I told you that I wanted to touch my lips
with yours? And if I stay alive will you still be my
friend or walk away like Kate did?

The doctor pulled the big blue tube out of
my throat, and I vomited a couple times on my
clothes. The attending nurse wheeled me into my
room to recover, gave me a nightgown and set up
an IV. She urged me to consider checking myself
into a mental health center then left me with the
privacy of my thoughts.
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Four

"Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst
after righteousness: for they shall be fulfilled."

— Matthew 5:6

Mygrandmother first told me that the ticket
to the Celestial Kingdom included marrying a
man in the temple and having children. The
unspoken rule eluded that a couple received less
glory if they chose not to have children, but a
couple wasn't penalized if they couldn't have
children through no fault of their own. At least,
that was how I understood the rules of entrance
into God's highest kingdom as a young child
growing up.

My particular Mormon family aspired to
receive admission into the Celestial Kingdom
because each person would have the opportunity
to become a Heavenly Father or a Heavenly
Mother. Even more than that, they wanted to be
together forever with family members in the same
kingdom. If the whole family went to the lower
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kingdoms, the Terrestial or Telestial Kingdom,
that would be fine, too, for theywould be together
indefinitely — but of course, they wanted to be in
the highest kingdom with God. The fear was that
some family members would end up in one
kingdom while others would get left behind in
others.

Realizing that I had romantic and sexual
feelings toward women in a way that surpassed
howI felttoward men washeart-breaking because
I didn't want to get left behind. Most recently, I
had lived the teachings of the church, prepared to
go on a mission and strived to be worthy of the
temple so I could receive endowments. Not only
did my realization mean that I wouldn't have the
opportunity to learn how to become a Heavenly
Mother, but I wouldn't be able to be with my
family.

It probably goes without saying, then, that
there was immense pressure in my family to get
married in the temple, have children and beactive
in the church. Family values weren't overtly
pressed upon me in unpleasant ways, but if I did
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things right, I was supposed to get praise and
admiration from everyone. They didn't really say
bad things to me if I strayed, but I received
occasional prodding to "stay on the straight and
narrow" and frequent reassurances that the family
was praying for me. Ironically, I rarely got their
approval even when I did things right and knew
that my recent revelation about my sexuality
would make matters even worse.

When I was a senior in high school, my
seminary teacher said that if a person stayed
single his whole life then he wouldn't have the
opportunity to become a God but serve as an
angel instead. In addition, I read "The King
Follett Discourse" by Joseph Smith, Jr., the
prophet, and learned about how there are many
infinite worlds, many infinite Gods and humans
are learning how to become Gods (Magazine
Printing Company, 1963, Salt Lake City, 7-11).
All of these concepts rang true for me. I was
proud to be part of a religion that knew the secrets
aboutGodhood and howto prepare oneself for the
calling. Because of the hierarchal thought patterns
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that I was raised with, though, I inferred from
these teachings that being an angel was not as
great of a calling as being a Goddess. I resolved
not to be an angel in the afterlife but a Goddess
with my own world to watch over. I would do
everything I could to prepare myself for the
opportunity to become a Heavenly Mother.

My world shattered when I realized that if
I followed my feelings toward the same sex then
I wouldn't have the opportunity to become a
Goddess like everyone else — I would only be an
angel. Jeez, most people would love the idea of
being an angel, but I looked down on the calling
because it wasn't as grand as being a Goddess. I
would be stuck as an angel for the entire afterlife
while others, like my family, would be busy
becoming Gods and Goddesses and creating their
own worlds and universes.

On top of all this, Sister Jenson said that I
must refrain from acting on my feelings toward
the same sex in order to remain chaste and pure.
If I stayed celibate my whole life then I would
become an angel, but if I acted on my feelings
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then I would go to the lowest kingdom, the
Telestial Kingdom, and live among adulterers,
murders, liars and thieves. I was angry to know
that if someone had sex out of wedlock with the
opposite sex then he would most likely get a good
slap on the hand and be denied the sacrament for
so many Sundays. On the other hand, I knew that
the punishment could be unbelievably severe if a
person slept with the same sex; I had heard that
the person could be excommunicated or
disfellowshipped on the spot. If he remained
celibate, he would have a place in God's kingdom
as an angel. If he married the opposite sex and
had children anyway, he would have the same
opportunities to become a God like everyone else.
The way I saw it, I'd go to the Telestial Kingdom
no matter what I did — if I didn't act on the
feelings, and either remained celibate or married
a man despite my feelings, I would be living a lie.

Sister Jenson said that I could get over my
feelings toward the same sex. I wondered if she
had ever felt sexual feelings toward the same sex,
made sense of it all and remained celibate all her
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life. After all, she was an older lady with silvery
hair who had never been married. Though I
believed that remaining celibate would be living
a lie, I saw Sister Jenson as a living testament that
same-sex feelings could be overcome and
resolved to rid myself of my impure thoughts and
feelings.

My perception of Sister Jenson conflicted
with my normal construct of other Mormon
women I admired. She was an outsider like me,
and no matter her reasons for being single, would
only be an angel while all of the other Mormon
women I had looked up to were married and had
children.For this reason, I developed a quick trust
with her and revealed the intimate details of my
past.

My life had been a salt and pepper path of
staying on the straight and narrow and falling by
the wayside. When I was a child, I lived with my
father's family and went to Primary, Sunday
school and sacrament. We lived like every other
typical Mormon family — at least to outside
appearances. We fasted the first Sunday of every
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month, prayed before every meal and before
going to bed, held Family Home Evening every
Monday night and kept the Sabbath day holy.

In my early teen years, though, I had
stopped attending church. I moved in with my
father who was inactive and an alcoholic. Life
wasn't easy for either of us during those years.
Despite the hard times, he had a big heart that
shined through even at his worst. Deep down I
knew that my father loved me, but this
reassurance wasn't always present with my real
mother who didn't live with us. She had left when
I was a baby, and whenever I went to visit her
later in my childhood, she meanly degraded and
repetitively humiliated me in a way that, over
time, affected me negatively on an emotional
level.

I can't remember who told me that the
reason I felt sexual feelings toward the same sex
stemmed from having an absent father and an
emotionally abusive mother. The theory
postulated that I didn't want to experience the
pain of a man leaving me again but sought to heal
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the wounds of my mother's mean-spirited ways. I
hoped the idea would prove true for me because
I didn't want to experience feelings toward the
same sex. If my sexual identity did have
something to do with parts of my childhood that
were difficult then that meant I could becured. As
long as I stayed celibate and worked hard to heal
my life, I would not lose the support of a religion
that I loved so dearly and cherished so deeply.
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Five

"Blessed are the merciful:
for they shall obtain mercy." — Matthew 5:7

When the regulars for second shift walked
through thedoor, I gladlywelcomed Nurse Sally's
shift coming to a close because she was hard to
talk to and not very fun to be around. I supposed
people got like that after working in a joint like
this for so many years. Burn out, you know.

After hanging out near the nurse's station,
the second shift workers filed into the office
behind the station before going on the floor at 3
p.m. I figured they talked about what happened
with who, if anyone new had arrived or if anyone
had left. I became particularly attached to two of
the psych techs,Athena and Lynn. They both kept
a special eye out for me nearly every day. I
wondered if they hadconversations about what to
do with me and if either of them would be my
buddy for the night (my buddy was usually a
woman since the guys can't follow women into
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the bathroom and vice versa).
When they came out of the office one by

one, I could tell that Lynn posed as my buddy for
the night because she looked right at me and
smiled. Lynn grew up back east and had a mother
who treated her pretty badly. She had medium
length, dark brown hair that she touched up with
a curling iron and raised two little children named
Paul and Britney. After her first husband had left,
she supported her children on her own. I didn't
know that she had cancer arrested in remission.

She sat next to me in the day room and
asked me how I was and . . . how was my
stomach? I told her that it hurt, but what I didn't
tell her was that physical pain felt much more
manageable than the emotional pain it masked
because it was usually central to one place in my
body. I lit a cigarette, took a slow drag and
inhaled, feeling thementhol penetrate the sides of
my cheeks like the dull tang of an overripe lime.
After I exhaled, I looked up at her and met her
gaze. Her eyes filled with compassion but were
lined with a hint of hardness, almost like her
protectivecover kepther from breakingdown and
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sobbing. For one split second I felt completely
reassured and smiled, remembering the first time
I had met her.

Not long after I first got to The Center, I
spent nearly an entire afternoon crying as I lay on
my bed. I sobbed so hard that my nose stuffed up,
and since I didn't have any Kleenex handy, I
swiped it on my pillow, laid my head back down
and continued to cry. I lay on my belly with my
head turned to the left when I saw, out of the
corner of my eye, someone come into my room.
The person sat down on my bed next to me,
touched me on the arm and asked very softly,
"What's wrong? Mmmhh?"

I cried even harder to feel so much
compassion coming from a complete stranger, all
for me. Myheart overflowed with gratitude to feel
her touch, presence and care. Finally, I lifted my
head to take a peek and saw that she was Lynn. I
had never really talked much with her before. I
had heard that she just started working at The
Center around the same time that I came in.

"I don'tknow," I muttered in-between sobs.
I grabbed a new, untouched corner of my pillow
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and wiped my nose again.
"Need one of these?" she offered, as I saw

out of my peripheral vision her hand holding a
Kleenex. My tired hand moved slowly across the
bed to pick it up.

"Thank you," I said, my voice cracking
from the dryness in my mouth. ‘Damn
Nortriptyline,' I thought.

"You might feel better if you talk about
what's bothering you," she encouraged.

I eyed her again, sizing her up and trying to
decide if she was trustworthy or not. Most of the
time, though, I was so desperate that I didn't care
if someone hurt me.

"I miss my friend, Julie," I managed to
finally get out. "I feel so bad. I hate myself. I
never think about anyone else. I tried to kill
myself right in front of her. She'll probably never
talk to me again."

I paused to wipe my nose again, this time
with the Kleenex. "We were so close," I
continued. "She was in the deepest parts of me. I
loved her and tried to kill myself over her, just
like I did for my friend Kate last year. I'm such a
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screw up! I don't know if I'm ever going to see
Julie again," I repeated, feeling like I wasn't
making any sense.

"Do you ever feel physicallyattracted to the
same sex?" she boldly asked.

"No," I lied, answering with a tone that
suggested I was disgusted by people "like that." I
didn't want her to know about my thoughts about
Julie and me.

"Oh, I just wondered because some people
have those feelings, and I think it's ok if someone
is in love with a person of the same sex," she
explained.

The tears trickled down my face in tiny
streams that merged into one another instead of
gushing out flood waters that could break a dam.

"I'll never see her again," I dramatized.
"You don't know that," she reassured.
"But she hasn't even tried to get a hold of

me," I protested. "The last time I saw her was in
the ER in Provo. She's the one who called the
ambulance. She sat on a chair outside the door
when my . . ." I choked up as the emotion
tightened my throat and my tears fell harder just
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remembering.
"I mean, I'll never forget the look on her

face. I wanted to hide in shame when she
witnessed me getting my stomach pumped. She
looked horrified and perplexed that I had hurt
myself so. I grew more scared that the doctor
wouldn't be able to get the lithium all out and I
would die. I really didn't want to die . . ." I trailed
off with even greater emotion. My head felt like
a watermelon busting apart on the sidewalk.

"You didn't want her to see you in such a
vulnerable position and you felt scared of what
your future would hold for you," she mirrored.

"Yeah," I nodded, wiping the tears off my
face. I poked the Kleenex into my ears because
many of my tears fell into them and made them
wet. I breathed easier now. As I moved onto my
right side, she moved onto the bed a little more
and stroked my arm with her hand.

"You'regoing to be ok," she reassured. "By
the way, my name is Lynn."

"Hi Lynn," I said, already feeling like
smiling. She was right — it did help to talk about
it. After my tears stopped falling and my breath
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became even, I enjoyed her affectionate touch for
a few minutes before she suggested that we go out
and see what the others were doing. I told her that
I needed a minute.

"I better see you out there in a while," she
admonished playfully.

"Ok," I agreed, smiling. I would come to
find that Lynn always had a way to help me see
things differently.

As I flicked the ashes off my cigarette into
the ashtray, I came back to reality and spotted
Ann sitting in the corner dressed in her usual
army fatigues. I swear, the first time I met Ann, I
could see right through her. She held her jaw tight
and chin taut as if she grinded her teeth 24 hours
a day. Even though I knew that she wore her
fatigues just to look tough, I started to envy them
and wanted a pair of my own.

"What are you thinking?" Lynn inquired,
curious about my far off gaze.

"I was thinking about whenI first met you."
"You know," she began, "the reason I came

to work at The Center was to find one person to
help. I knew from the start that I wanted to help
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you. We can't have you hurting yourself like you
did yesterday." The tears hiding behind her
professional persona brimmed to the corners of
her eyes.

"Yeah,"I flippantly remarked."I have to go
to the bathroom." I walked into my new room by
the nurse's station, knowing that Lynn had to
follow me close behind. Lynn never looked
directly at me when I peed, and I loved her for it.
Iswear, there is nothing more private than peeing.
Well, except . . . ah, never mind. I actually started
getting used to having someone with me in the
bathroom— it strangely comforted me.

After I finished with my business, she
opened the door, and we walked into my room.

"Lynn," I began, my voice shaking. She
turned around and looked at me with that look —
the expression that sent her persona to the back
yet brought her sensitivity to the front, making
her more real. "Can we talk in here for a while?"

"Sure," she responded, "but remember that
we have group soon."

I nodded as we sat down on my bed with
new, fresh-smelling sheets. Every night we
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patients played a game like Pictionary or charades
for entertainment.

"I want to talk about yesterday," I started.
"I don't want to hurt myself like that again, either.
I'm sorry if I hurt you when I burned myself." I
waxed teary as I remembered the horror that had
stunned her face when she witnessed my welt.

"What matters most is that you are sorry
you hurt yourself," she pointed out.

I looked the other way. I should've known
she would play the don't-hurt-yourself card. I
didn't understand why she cared about how I
treated myself and figured my behavior was my
business. I deserved no respect, no sorrow — my
God, least of all sorrow.

"I don't care about myself, and I'm not
worth your trouble," I answered defiantly.

Her sensitive eyes became stern as her
brow creased and eyebrows moved inward. "You
are worth it. You wouldn't burn a friend, would
you? Would you burn me?"

"No," I quickly replied, appalled that she
would even think such a thought.

"Well then, why would you do that to



Spirited Yearling Wounded Loren Jenner

66

yourself?"
"There's nothing in here," I said, not sure if

I answered her question as I touched my chest
with my left hand. I broke down and cried hard,
my head hanging low against my shirt.

"I see you," she stated, "and you are
definitely worth it."

I wished that I had been looking at her
when she said that because I secretly craved
intimate moments like this and wanted to witness
that she really meant it.

I looked up at her. She meant it. The
reassurance I felt was so intense that I changed
the subject.

"You were right," I resolved.
"About what?"
"That I like women," I whispered, my

essence drenched in shame and guilt. I bowed my
head to the floor and tapped my foot on the newly
buffed linoleum. What seemed like a really long
silence followed, though it was probably only a
few seconds.

"It'sok if you love other women. In fact, it's
ok if you love them a lot."
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I gazed into her eyes again, trying to takein
what she was saying. I wanted to feel alright
about my feelings but just couldn't. All I could
think about was that no matter what I did or didn't
do, I would never make it to the Celestial
Kingdom. I knew that if I was going to be true to
myself, I would not marry a man in the temple —
the endowment I needed to gain entrance into the
highest kingdom of all, the one that housed God
Himself. And if God didn't want me there with
Him, then certainly He didn't love me like I
thought He did.




