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Disclaimer

          This book contains personal accounts of religious trauma, self-harm, and sensitive mental health topics that may be triggering. Please read with care and prioritize your well-being. 

          The content provided is for informational and reflective purposes only and does not constitute professional medical, psychological, or legal advice. You have the right and responsibility to form your own opinions and judgments. 

          By reading, you acknowledge that I, the author, am not liable for any actions taken, or any perceived damages or misinterpretations arising from the material within. 

          All views expressed are my own, and you should weigh them against your own judgment and professional counsel.

          This book is intended for mature audiences that may not be suitable for for minors. Viewers discretion is advised. 
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Dear Reader,

          I know this is hard. I would not wish the process of deconstruction on anyone. Even with as much disdain as I have for religion, I would much rather see someone find peace in their faith. 

          Unfortunately, that was not my story. I had to rip apart the very fabric of my belief system in order to create a life that I actually wanted to live. The alternative was suicide. I mean that. Suicide was my story. Suicide was my choice on August 14, 2016. That was the decision I made because I could not live with myself because of the reality that Christianity created for me. 

          I do not condone that decision, nor do I accept it as an alternative for anyone. I use it as sheer historical perspective. Please know that I do not write this from a place of hate. While I still have resentments towards my former faith and the actors within it, I recognize the goodness behind religion’s intention. In fact, I see the utility as it has served as a vessel for humanity. Some of the kindest and most humane acts I have witnessed have been from the hands of Christians. Unfortunately, so have some of the most heinous actions. 

          I also know this book will cause quite a ripple. As friends, family, and struggling theologians read this, I am sure my bold language will ruffle some feathers. For that I say, embrace it. Encourage it. My newfound perspective also pissed me off. Truth be told, my younger self would not have believed I would write this book. In fact, I would have probably argued that I would write about the opposite perspective. Deconstruction was never in my plan. Still, I am grateful that my journey is not based on my sole volition. A different route was planned by the powers that be. Destiny would turn out to be far from what I expected. 

          To my family who decide to read this, I feel your loss. I know you may grieve. I, too, grieved. It took years to move past that grief. It took years to see the light at the end of the tunnel again. My expectations are not for you to arrive at the same resolutions. It's unlikely any reader will come to the same convergence point. I just ask that you read this with an open mind and refrain from placing theology over my human perspective. I am not God. I do not pretend to have all the answers. All I have is my perspective and story that I wish to share. 

          To the people who find themselves on a similar path, be compassionate with yourself. I have found that the only way to weather this proverbial storm is through self-love. It is nonnegotiable. Even if you don't believe it, practice it. Compound interest applies. The effort you put in today will yield greater benefits tomorrow. Even more so next month, year, or decade. Consistency matters. The day you finally feel free will come. Your liberation is waiting beyond the brick wall of inner-work you are currently facing. 

          To those who find anger in my words, I ask for empathy, for you, too, may find yourself at the nexus of deconstruction one day. Consider my perspective. You don't have to agree with it. You can put it down at any time. If you choose to keep reading, consider you too may be healing. Your wounds may not look the same as mine. Your journey to wholeness may not reach the same destination as me, and that's okay. To reach the other side, you will endure mounds of internal work. I can find empathy in that. I can find compassion and humanity in that. We don't have to share views to share in humanity. Love does not have to be defined by our differing beliefs. An open mind, mutual respect, and the courage to share openly are all we need.

          To myself I extend compassion, love, and respect. For too long have I held such disdain. For too long have I held your happiness in such little regard. 

          This is my love letter to you. It is my emergence from the tomb in which society wishes I would rest. Writing this broke through the final layer of brick in what felt like a formidable wall. This is my freedom. 

          I wish nothing but love, peace, and happiness for anyone reading this. Family, friend, foe, or stranger, I hope you find something in my words worth taking with you. 

          

          Sincerely,

          Dewey

        

      

      

  



        
          My Background

          My Christian upbringing occurred in Texas. I was raised in a conservative sect of Christianity known as Baptist. I have two loving parents, a wonderful sister, and a bunch of extended family who have been on this journey with me from the beginning. 

          I had a happy childhood. I am beyond grateful to my parents for instilling many valuable lessons in me. My dad showed me what having a work ethic meant. He taught me what true hard work actually was. My mom taught me compassion and empathy. My sister taught me to always speak up. I owe each of them tremendously for this and so much more. 

          This book is not meant to blame or cast hate towards them. In fact, I encourage the opposite. I would not have survived many eras of my life without them. I’m fully prepared for them to not understand my reasoning. I understand why they may feel that way too. In a previous mindset, I would have felt the same way. I wish nothing but love, peace, and joy to them regardless. 

          Religion, intentional or not, placed a wedge between my family and me. The wedge slowly grew over time, shrinking my circle of familial relationships with it. The core four, the DRTeam as we called ourselves, never faltered. I will always be there for them without hesitation. Even when we disagree about fundamental issues, I will always be there for them. Make no mistake, we have had our share of turmoil and disagreements. We always grow through it together, as I hope we do through this book.

          The part of my childhood that goes awry is that I was carrying a secret. I knew from a pretty early age, about twelve, that I was gay. I might not have been ready to accept it, but I knew. Deep down, I knew I was gay. 

          Being raised in a Baptist household, the idea of homosexuality was bound to come up in sermons. It was never my parents who spoke poorly of gay people. It was the church. They didn't teach me to hate gay people. It was the church that taught me to hate myself. That same hate would manifest a lot of turmoil and trauma in which I would have to overcome. 

          Make no mistake, my parents gave me everything I could ever need or want. This is not about them. This book is not about my upbringing. It's about the bigger picture like the indoctrination occurring from generation to generation. Deconstruction may be a complex situation, but my love for my family is not. 

          Anyway, I camouflaged my true self through a series of self-endeavors that I would call achievements. I graduated from high school at sixteen years old and as valedictorian. I was a first-generation college student. Three semesters later, I was the first in two generations to join the military. I was the first Marine in my family and the only service member of my generation. 

          I graduated with honors. I was meritoriously promoted and awarded a Navy and Marine Corps Achievement Medal, while concealing who I was deep down. 

          Through a series of my own mistakes, my immediate family found out I was gay at seventeen. This greatly contributed to joining the military. It was my escape route. Enlisting was my undo button. Becoming a Marine was something that I hoped would overshadow the whole gay thing. 

          I didn't come out to the rest of the world until I was twenty-one and freshly separated from my first husband. Yes, I had a whole marriage that I didn't share with the world until after it was over. I was young, dumb, and passionate about living my best life. I just didn't have the wisdom to make any of that happen. 

          My downward spiral happened when I was in the Marine Corps, after coming out in what I thought was a poetic Facebook post. The world reacted as it did. Christianity continued to direct hate my way. While it wasn't my first rock-bottom, I reached my lowest low during this time. I attempted suicide on August 14, 2016, while on a forewarned deployment in Okinawa, Japan. 

          I spent a decade rebuilding myself after my suicide attempt. My approval-seeking, go-getter self graduated Magna Cum Laude with my Bachelor of Science in Healthcare Administration. Directly after that I graduated with my Master of Arts in Technical Communication with a 4.0 grade point average. I did all of this while working in higher education, clinical effectiveness, and medical education. I was part of building a brand-new medical school. By no means do I take credit for it, but I take pride in being a part of that. 

          I did all of this while using all of my problems as fuel to improve my physical fitness and strength. In 2015, I ran the Honolulu Marathon. My fitness aspirations led me to become an instructor in the Marine Corps Martial Arts Program. I built endurance by training alongside scout snipers and the infantry. I became a yoga teacher, personal trainer, and group fitness instructor. Even after my contract ended, I continued pushing the boundaries of my physical ability and fitness. 

          This is not a book about fitness, but I would be wrong not to credit the power in which physical fitness allowed me to process and overcome many obstacles. At many times, it was the one constant. It was the one thing that no one could take away from me. It was one undeniable thing that couldn't be disregarded because of my sexuality. My relationship with it has changed over the years. Nonetheless, it still has a profound impact. 

          Currently, I use this same energy as my muse. I use the energy that once consumed me to create, write, and in storytelling as I do throughout this book. It has helped me heal. I hope this helps others heal too.

          Currently, I live with my now partner, our six dogs, three cats, chickens, ducks, rabbits, quail, and fish. We both have an affinity for rescue animals. I would also be doing a disservice if I did not mention how animal companionship helped me survive and heal. They provide unconditional love and acceptance. This alone reminds me that love has no boundaries. 

          My partner, too, is an integral piece of my puzzle. I could not have healed from some things without him. We embarked on this journey together. I wouldn't want to share it with anyone but you, babydoll.

          This glimpse of history can only cover so much of my story. Consequently, I am sure to leave some things out for it is impossible to capture every nuance or detail. I do hope you leave after this chapter knowing me a little better, though. 

          I promised myself that when I wrote this I would not hold anything back. This is me ripping the final band-aid off. I am wholeheartedly stepping out of the shadows. I promised myself to make no decision that would sacrifice my understanding, story, or peace. Some of my story can be particularly triggering. Parts of it may sound trivial in the grand scheme of things. Still, it is my story that I am choosing to share with the world. This is my story that I am sharing in hope that it will disrupt the norm. My hope is that it helps stop the next generation of gay kids raised in Christianity from hating themselves. It is my hope that my writing helps the current generation continue to heal as well. Finally, I hope that I continue to grow by putting myself out there, even when it is scary. 

          

        

      

      

  



        
          
Introduction

          As I sat down to write, a heaviness settled in my chest, like an anchor of emotions dragging me back to the past I’d tried to leave behind. 

          Each word I typed felt like a tiny revolution, a declaration of my newfound autonomy. I could feel the ghosts of my upbringing hovering just beyond the dim light of my computer screen. Their whispers taunted me, echoing familiar mantras of sin and salvation. But I refused to let them drown out the melody of my truth. This was my conversation now, one I’d long wanted to have with the world.

          With every stroke of the keyboard, I navigated the tangled web of my memories. Moments that had once felt sacred now stood before me as relics of a life I was unearthing. I recalled the preacher’s fervent sermons, each passionately delivered sentence a thread weaving together a tapestry of guilt and expectation. Yet, as I broke each thread, I began acknowledging the vibrant hues beneath. They were the laughs shared with friends, the warmth of community, the intimate connections that transcended doctrine. “Why was it so hard to let go?” I mused, the same question echoing within me as it had in the remnants of my faith.

          And then there was the realization that struck me. My liberation was not merely about shedding old beliefs. It was also about embracing the emerging identity that had been patiently waiting for its cue to rise. It was exhilarating and terrifying all at once, a dance on the precipice of the unknown. 

          With a deep breath, I committed myself to this journey, one that demanded vulnerability but promised healing. Maybe it was time to gather the pieces of myself that I had hidden away for too long. Maybe it was time to step boldly into the light, ready to confront the reality outside the tomb that had once felt so confining. This was freedom. My freedom. 

          This book is not a hateful message. I do not wish to anger the many Christians whom I have in my life. It is also not to dismiss someone else’s opinion, expression, or personal relationship with God. 

          This is not a book trying to steer you away from your religion. My words can only illustrate my experience as a gay, United States Marine Corps veteran raised as a conservative Christian. Piece by piece, this is my deconstruction story to share.

          Make no mistake, though, this is a response to the lifetime of hate that has been cast upon me by Christianity.

          No one ever warned me about the aftermath of faith, about the eerie silence that follows the storm of doubt and questioning. Even now, staring at the blinking cursor, I felt the pangs of isolation creeping in. The very community that had once surrounded me now felt like a mirage, beautiful yet out of reach. 

          As I processed this rebuilding of identity, I found solace in my resolve to embrace the authentic self I’d buried for so long. Each word I typed was not just an account of loss, but a radical statement of acceptance that echoed my newfound understanding of love in its rawest, purest form.

          I remembered sitting in the military barracks, wrestling with my internal turmoil, craving connection and belonging. How could one reconcile the rigidity of my upbringing with the truth that pulsed in my heart? Those moments transformed me. They became a catalyst for questioning outdated beliefs. Not just about God, but about society, love, and acceptance. I’d often run my fingers across the dog tags hanging around my neck, each clink a reminder of a struggle much larger than myself, illuminated by a voice that whispered, “You are worthy”. A majority of my peers found camaraderie in the verses of scripture, but I discovered courage through vulnerability. 

          It was here, in this chasm of uncertainty, that I redefined my relationship with faith, and my relationship with humanity itself. 

          A realization dawned: my worth did not hinge on adherence to dogma but on the ability to love fiercely and without reservation. As I continued writing, I vowed to honor every fragment of my journey. Each finger tap sparked liberation through the vessel of each story shared. I invite others to join me on this pilgrimage of reclaiming lost identities. If only to remind myself that growth begins with introspection, and heartache can lead to profound beauty.

          This book is not a how-to guide or tutorial on deconstruction. It is also not for the faint of heart. Deconstructing was one of the most painful experiences of my life. I wish that pain on no one. 

          I hope that something worthy arises from the words I pour out. If not, my own introspective processing that resulted from composing this is enough for me. 

          You will come across some difficult stories and content. I will probably challenge your belief system and offend you. It is not intentional. I once would have been offended too. I would have taken some of what you are about to read as sacreligious. That is not my intention. I’m not saying God is dead or Jesus didn’t exist. I am saying Christianity is damaged. It is broken. It is severed from its source. 

          This brokenness is reflected by the beggars turned away and the fleeing immigrants imprisoned. Let us remember the historical atrocities committed in the name of faith. Let us remember the massacres and apartheid committed in God’s name. We can’t pretend that every self-proclaimed holy doctrine or discipline is saintly. We also cannot ignore Christianity’s dark past. It is relevant now more than ever. 

          I ask that as you continue reading this book, you keep an open mind. You do not have to agree with everything I say. You do not have to fixate on minute details. You do not have to take offense or chastise my conclusions. I ask that you abstain. I ask that you read this book with grace and humility, as Christ would.

          It is a daunting prospect, opening my heart like a book before an audience that might be both sympathetic and hostile. Yet, as I continue typing, I feel an undeniable spark of agency igniting within me, a strange juxtaposition of vulnerability and strength. These are not just the confessions of a soul battered by both betrayal and love; they are affirmations of my humanity, each line an embrace of the chaotic beauty that comes with living authentically.

          Deep down, I understood that clinging to that thread would no longer suffice. I sought instead to weave my narrative into the fabric of the world outside those walls. Those moments of clarity reminded me that faith is not merely a fortress. It can also be a place of exploration with space for doubt, nuanced understanding, and especially love.

          While dismantling the beliefs I once held sacred was painful, it was also liberating. Each story I recounted was a step toward healing, a push against the confines of expectation. 

          I wanted to illuminate the path for others who might be standing at the precipice of their own spiritual upheavals, unsure of how to navigate through the tumultuous sea of faith and identity. My heart raced at the thought; perhaps my words could serve as a lifeline for another soul caught between the remnants of belief and the promise of acceptance. In that, I found purpose tethered not to dogma, but to a deeper truth: we can rise, we can learn, and above all, we can reshape the story, knowing love is the true essence of existence.
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