


Her goal is to show these women without the slickness of digital 

technology. Just as they have an unconditional love for their kids, she 

accepts them as they come to the camera. The “average-ness” of this 

group of women serves to underscore just how widespread their stories 

are. The book features full-page images of the women with essays they 

wrote themselves. Their words bring to light some very real issues they 

face when their children finally come out to them. Confronted by the 

knowledge that their children identify with something outside cultural 

and religious norms, these women now must make a choice. For some 

it is easy, for others it is tragically difficult. Many of their stories are 

filled with heartbreak and sadness, while others are overflowing with 

love for their children as well as reconciliation with God. All express 

the unconditional acceptance and love of a true mother’s heart. The 

portraits themselves serve as a conduit to help the viewer want to learn 

more about each woman’s journey. Anderson’s goal is for the women’s 

fierce and loving voices and faces testify that hearts can be touched, 

attitudes can be changed, and lives can be saved. 

z
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Carla Brown—Atlanta, Georgia

“Mom, I’m gay.” Even two years later I can still remember that moment. 

The sun was beaming down and my porch was warm, but I suddenly 

felt like I could not feel the warmth anymore. I remember saying, as if 

I were looking from outside my body, “Are you sure?” I so regret those 

words; of course he knew he was gay! The next hour is in bits and 

pieces. I know that I told him that I loved him no matter what, and 

that everything would be all right because I would always be with him. 

That’s what came from my mouth, and I meant each word, but inwardly 

my heart was breaking.

Questions came at me at a fierce pace. Had I known and refused 

to see it? How will my family react? They are of Spanish and Italian 

descent and not open-minded. The “what will people think” of the 

Southern society suddenly seemed so huge. I had always thought of 

myself as a modern woman, but I was ashamed of what friends, family, 

and church would think of me as a parent. Would I be blamed for 

this? Why not when I was blaming myself? What had I done, or not 

done, to cause this in my child? I barely slept. I felt pain that I had 

not felt before.

I reached out to the one person I believed would give me the 

support and answers that I needed. I called my bishop and requested 

a meeting. I needed guidance, and he is the person I had gone to in 

the past to find solace. My bishop was kind but honestly shocked and 

clearly uncomfortable with my news. I poured out my fears and pain 

and I got nothing in return. He actually said that he had nothing to 

offer me. This was not something he had any knowledge of. I left his 

office feeling angry and disappointed. I went home and I railed at 

God. Why me? Why my child? How do we fit in your plan? I went 

through days of anger and confusion. I found it hard to sleep. Finally, 

exhaustion forced me to approach God in humble prayer. I gratefully 

received the answers that I had been seeking. Austin had been created 

by his Heavenly Father just as he is and that He loved him. A wave of 
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love and comfort filled me. I knew that it was not Austin who needed 

to change, it was me.

It was during this time of searching and learning that I learned that 

I would have a second battle. My youngest child, ten years old, sweetly 

explained to me that his guy friend had a crush on a girl in class, his 

girlfriends all had crushes on a boy, but that he liked a boy. This time 

I did not falter. I explained to him that he was perfect, that some liked 

the opposite sex, and some would like the same sex. That God had cre-

ated him just as he is and that he was perfect. He smiled at me in the 

rear-view mirror. I had done it right this time.

I have a choice to make. I can be a voice of change in my church, or I 

can sit quietly. I have chosen to fight like a dragon for all of our children.

v

Anne Wunderli—Boston, Massachusetts

Twelve years ago my daughter was dating a girl in her Young Women 

class. I was in denial and desperate with longing to find any Mormon 

mothers with LGBTQ daughters with whom I could talk. In place of 

any flesh and blood mothers, I dreamed of women with whom I could 

cry, share, and learn. Perhaps it was the Spirit or Mother in Heaven who 

buoyed me up during that time, or maybe it was just the hope that there 

were other mothers out there like me. I’m grateful I found the Mama 

Dragons. Virtual and real-life friendships have made a tremendous 

difference in my life.

When our daughter, at the age of twelve, told me she might be gay, 

I did what I could to dissuade her from making a firm decision at what 

I felt was a young age. When she told me at fifteen that she and her 

girlfriend loved each other, I told her I didn’t think she was gay. When 

our daughter attended college in Utah, she had a year-long relationship 

with another woman. During her years in Utah I spent many days, and 
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all Sundays, crying. I was grieving the loss of the future I had envisioned 

for her. I cried because I was concerned for her safety as an LGBTQ 

woman in Utah. I cried because I felt like I had failed as an LDS mother. 

Although I worked through our entire marriage at increasingly respon-

sible and challenging positions, I was committed—pridefully—to being 

the mother of active, LDS daughters. I associated my entire success as a 

mother with that goal. The much-hackneyed phrase “No other success 

can compensate for failure in the home” became the cat-of-nine-tails 

with which I would lash myself. I have a journal I kept during that time 

that has that phrase written dozens of times.

Facebook groups like “I’ll Walk with You,” “Mormons Building 

Bridges,” “Feminist Mormon Housewives” and “Exponent II” helped 

me envision a new reality and a new identity. I came to see my success 

as a mother defined not by whether or not our daughters were active 

in the Church but by their self-confidence, compassion, and charity. I 

became a passionate supporter of my daughter and her wife, and about 

supporting in any way I could those in marginalized populations. Joining 

the Mama Dragons helped to make me feel whole and I was ecstatic to 

be part of this amazing group. Knowing other Mamas has been life and 

sanity saving. I’ve been able to share deep, dark feelings and experiences 

of reconciling a church I’ve loved with a daughter and daughter-in-law 

that I adore.

I’m a Mama Dragon because I want to help other Mamas walk this 

path with as light a step as they are able. My process of reconciliation 

has frequently been painful. In meeting women who’ve been able to 

experience joy while going through their own evolution, I’m learning 

from them how to find joy and peace. If I can help other mothers in a 

similar way, I would love that.



Anne Wunderli—Boston, Massachusetts
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