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The Facing Project is a nonprofit that creates a more understanding and empathetic world through stories 

that inspire action. Founded in 2012 by J.R. Jamison and Kelsey Timmerman, the organization has connected 

writers, storytellers, artists, educators, and community leaders in over 100 communities across the country to 

share first-person stories, to come together across difference, and to begin crucial conversations on some of 

the most pressing issues that divide us.  

Through The Facing Project model, more than 7,500 people have collaborated to tell 1,500 stories (and 

growing) that have been used by schools, colleges/universities, clinics, theatres, and government, among 

others, to inspire action. Hailed by The Huffington Post as one of three oral history projects to watch, The 

Facing Project stories are archived in Special Collections at Ball State University and regularly performed on 

The Facing Project Radio Show on Indiana Public Radio and NPR.

IMPACT BY NUMBERS
Change of Perspective
•  100% of participants have found it easier to understand the 
point-of-view of others after participating in a Facing Project

•  91% of participants have indicated The Facing Project 
challenged their previously held stereotypes 

 

Philanthropy
•  90% of participants have indicated they now volunteer with 
organizations facing the topics/issued outlined in Facing Projects

•  80% of participants have indicated they now donate to 
organizations facing the topics/issues outlined in Facing Projects

What Are We?
H
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For most of his life, Josh Kaufman has 
used his smooth, masterful vocals to 
uplift and inspire. As winner of the sixth 
season of NBC’s The Voice, the India-
napolis-based singer/songwriter proved 
himself possessed of a stunning range 
and singular power to capture pure 
emotion. Also a longtime guitarist and 
piano player, Kaufman is now gearing 
up to release a debut album that chan-
nels his rich vocal work into a gracefully 
catchy blend of soul, funk, R&B, rock, 
and classic pop.

Along with setting to work on his debut 
album, Kaufman’s kept busy over the past year by sitting in with The Roots 
on The Tonight Show Starring Jimmy Fallon, headlining the Indy Jazz Fest, 
and making his Broadway debut in the Tony Award-winning Pippin (for 
which he played the lead and title role). Naming soul legends like Stevie 
Wonder and Marvin Gaye and introspective singer/songwriters like Jeff 
Buckley and Paul Simon among his favorite artists, Kaufman says one of his 
main goals for his debut is to make music infused with a powerful intimacy. 
“I’m a pretty reserved and introverted person by nature, and singing has al-
ways been a way to express the things that I might not express otherwise,” 
Kaufman notes. “At its best music creates this deep emotional connection 
that transcends explanation,” he continues, “and that, I think, is what keeps 
me making music."

Josh Kaufman

 About the
Performers

DAN
DEITRICH
Dan Deitrich is a singer/songwriter 
based in South Bend, Indiana. His 
honest, heartbreaking, yet hopeful 
writing finds a home in massive 
Americana anthems, catchy Indie 
rock hooks, as well as intimate 
acoustic confessionals. Whether 
it's music, film, writing, or graphic 
design, Dan loves to create and to 
tell stories. He regularly tours with 
Josh Kaufman and Cliff Ritchey. 

Cliff Ritchey gathers his songwriting 
inspiration from the simple country life 

he surrounds himself with in Markleville, 
Indiana. His desire is to connect with people 
on a deeper, more vulnerable level through 

his music. Cliff's writing career took off 
in 1999 as a rock & roll front man for the 

band AMDrive. His band was awarded the 
opportunity to be part of the American 

Music Awards Competition as one of the 
Top Ten Unsigned Bands featuring his song 

"Better Off Just Me.” 
 

Since then, Cliff’s musical journey has taken many exciting turns. In 2004 he 
released his first solo album This Is Front, followed by All Kidding Aside (2006), 

Seasons (2013) and most recently, The Second Half (2017) featuring the song 
"Honey Baby” which won 1st place in the Chris Austin Songwriting Competition 

(featured judges Andrew Marlin, Rodney Crowell, & Johnny Williams) and 3rd 
place in the International Songwriting Competition (featured judges included Tom 

Waits, Lorde, Ziggy Marley & and others). The Second Half is steeped in organic 
American musical greats like Johnny Cash and Ryan Adams, as well as one of 

Canada's finest exports, Ron Sexsmith. Cliff has also served as a touring guitarist 
for Jon McLaughlin, Josh Kaufman (winner of NBC’s The Voice Season 6) and 

Latin recording artist Jaci Velasquez. 

CLIFF RITCHEY
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The year was 1991 and I was in my late 20s chronologically speaking, but I 
was living like a rebellious teenager. In my mind I was enjoying life, but in reality 
. . . I was in prison.  

Things started out with me simply snorting cocaine, but then it turned to freebasing. My life took 
on an entirely new look. I had a very good job, except I didn’t want to go to work. I just wanted to get high. 
But no work, no money, and I couldn’t  get high if I didn’t have money.  I wanted to enjoy life and do everything, but 
be responsible. 

I had good parents. But I chose to allow the streets to have the parental influence over me. I had a child that I 
basically gave to my parents to raise. You see, I did not want her to be exposed to the type of people that I had 
coming in and out of my life. I did not want her to be like me . . . addicted.

My parents loved me. My mom was a teacher and my dad was a deacon at the church, so I came from a good family. 
My mom carried a total of four children of which I was the only one to survive. Often people would tell her that there 
was something special about me. That I had a purpose to fulfill. As I was in the throws of my rebellion, my mom would 
tell me that my dad used to have bad dreams and that he would wake up fighting . . .  fighting the devil to loosen me 
from the bounds of addiction. In his sleep he’d be kicking and punching, even falling out of the bed at times because 
he wanted so bad for me to be free. If only I had wanted the same.

One day, when I was snorting cocaine with a friend, we got caught. We were upstairs in a room that had no windows 
so we couldn’t escape. The cops came in. We had no way out. I was taken to jail.      

First time. Cocaine. Convicted.      

Nine months I stayed in jail and spent that time pretty much in silence. The day I was sent away to prison I was in the 
shower. I opened my mouth and the gift that had been put inside of me came to life. You see, I’m a singer and I’ve 
always known that I was a singer, but the addiction had silenced the singer within. It was at that moment, singing in a 
shower in jail, that my walk to freedom began. Singing released the anger I had within. Anger for allowing myself to 
fall into a place that I knew I did not belong. In spite of where I was, God’s favor was with me; because the petitioning 
of the courts by my church family and my attorney helped get my prior felony of writing bad checks reduced to a 
misdemeanor, so my time in jail was reduced. 

Beth Leavell-Davis’s story as told to Chandra Ford
TWICE CONVICTED . . . FOREVER FREE

BETH LEAVELL-DAVIS

CHANDRA FORD

But in the end it didn’t matter ‘cause while in jail I still 
struggled with addiction. I married a guy I met while 
in jail. I actually met him through the prison ventilation 
system. He would talk to me and, from my jail cell, I would 
talk back. I’d seen him only twice, but we got married 
and then four months after being out of jail, I left him. It 
was back home to my parents’ only to start using drugs 
all over again. My freedom walk was once again blocked 
by me. 

I’ve always known that every decision has consequences 
and while out of prison, this was made even more real to 
me. I made a stupid decision to give a ride to someone 
that committed a robbery. Terrified as I was, I pushed 
him out of the car, so we did not get caught that day; but 
shortly after that I reoffended anyhow. My probation 
officer knew I was not ready to be out, so he didn’t offer 
me any help, and I went back to jail. 

Second time. Convicted.

This time, though, was 
different. My ears 
were open to really 
hearing what God 
was saying to me. 
Sometimes you have 
to be put in a place 
that all you can do is 
listen to God. I spent 
the first year listening. No recreation, no socialization 
with other prisoners. I stayed in the dorm. I walked and 
listened to sermon tapes sent from home.      

I realized that I had always been in prison. Even when 
I was “free,” I was really locked up. It wasn’t until I was 
physically locked up that I began to experience real 
freedom. One day, looking out the window, I saw a bird 
land on a razor wire and it did not get cut. I knew that I 
needed to be like that bird: to fly and land, but only when 
I was truly ready to let go of my desires and to trust God 
to help me land where He wanted. I prayed and asked 
Him that I not be freed from prison until I was truly ready 
to let go of the things that caused me to be there.      

My father died on December 5th, 1995, six months before 
the date of my release. That was the first time in my life I 
heard my mother cry. It was then I just knew I was getting 
out of prison. Everyone was fighting to get me home and 
the judge okayed an early release. My mom agreed to 
hold the funeral arrangements until I got out. But then 
something happened. One of the prison lieutenants 
mistook me for another prisoner that was trafficking so 
she called the judge, told him that I should not be freed. 
Back to my cell. I missed my dad’s funeral.      

I had lost something that I could not get back—seeing 
my dad one last time, and it was in that moment that the 
prayer that I prayed resurfaced in my mind. That’s when 
I knew I was ready to be released from prison. It took me 

a year until I was able to watch the video of his funeral 
or even visit his grave, but once I did I again began my 
freedom walk. It was hard, but I was doing it. I found a 
good job, but as is normal with addicts, I didn’t do the 
right things. I got caught up in credit card fraud, but 
God’s favor blessed me to be on house arrest instead of 
returning to prison.   
    
Music was my saving grace. I always had the spirit of 
music within and singing simply called to me. It focused 
me, encouraged me, and gave me hope  . . .  all the 
things that my addiction took from me.   

I reconnected with a man that I had known for years, 
and he would eventually become my future husband. 
Just like me, he was broken, addicted, and in need of 
deliverance. You know what they say: you attract that 
which is most like you. We married, and I had a child 
at 44. We both made an effort to be the parents we 
weren’t to our previous children.     

       
His addictions resurfaced and so did my 
anger—anger so strong that we had boxing 
matches, literally putting our hands on each 
other. The day he picked up the sweeper 
and threw it at me, I knew things had to 
change. I prayed for God’s peace and He 
gave it. My husband is better and so is 
our marriage. 

Walking the road to freedom has not been easy, but I’ve 
learned that there are others like me, and that this road 
has not been mine to walk alone. My experience has 
been to share with others. See, all of us has something 
that wants to keep us in prison, but if we search within 
and ask God for His help, we can find the thing that 
breaks us free. 

I was twice convicted, but now I am forever free.

Beth Leavell-Davis was born in Muncie, IN, and 
graduated from Ball State University with a degree 
in Criminal Justice and a minor in Women’s Studies. 
She also holds a degree from Ivy Tech in Computer 
Applications and a Doctorate of Hard Knocks from 
the streets. She is the only surviving child of Irvin 
(deceased) and Virginia Leavell. Beth is active in 
community theatre and religious outreach. She 
has shared her story in prisons and at Ball State’s 
Women’s Week. She is a singer and a member of 
Union M.B. Church. Her life’s goal is to help others. 

Chandra Ford, originally from Memphis, TN, is no 
stranger to being in front of audiences. She has 
performed in multiple productions at Muncie Civic 
Theatre and has performed at several Facing Project 
events. Chandra brings an excitement to storytelling 
that gets her audience involved and feeling as if they 
can touch the person who the story is about.

My ears were open to really 
hearing what God was 
saying to me. 
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What you can’t see in the photos of Jason and I walking through the 
woods just after our wedding ceremony, under a purple umbrella as 
it started to rain, is Jason’s injured finger. The injury from an accident 
the evening prior involved a staple gun, wedding decorations, and 
a trip to the emergency room. Jason and I often joke that our family 
“wins at statistics.” If an outcome is statistically improbable, it is safe 
to assume it will occur in our family. The staple gun incident was just 
the beginning. 

Our first year of marriage was full of adjustments, job changes, and 
challenges that led to me spending many days alone in our small 
apartment while Jason worked as a carpenter building houses. With 
one car, no internet, and no television, depression and loneliness 
became my constant companions. This wasn’t new for me. My first 
memory of that feeling was in first grade. 

Jason and I connected with a group of people in Muncie, passionate 
about bringing resources to under-resourced areas of the city. In June 
2005, we moved into our first home in the community we had fallen 
in love with. 

As we settled into our new home and adopted a chocolate lab, 
we began to desire to grow our family. We started the adoption 
process, and three years later in September of 2008, our oldest 
daughter, Abigail, was born. As we fell in love with our little girl over 
the next year, we started to notice a few things that seemed off. In 
2009, when Abigail was nine months old, we met with a Pediatric 
Geneticist. He stopped counting Abigail’s cafe au lait spots at fifty 
and began talking to us about neurofibromatosis (NF). He explained 
the possibility of development and cognitive delays and possible 
tumors. The appointment is a strange memory for me; I knew what 
was happening, but I am not able to remember specifics of anything 
he shared. We were encouraged not to research her diagnosis online 

With one car, no internet, 

and no television, 

depression and loneliness 

became my constant 

companions.

Andrea Mann’s story as told to Liz Bergren
IMPROBABLY VULNERABLE

because we would only find worst-case scenarios. He 
assured us that most cases were mild. 

The year following her diagnosis was a blur of doctor’s 
appointments, MRIs, and constant worry balanced 
with story time, visits to the park, and time as a family. 
In early 2011, a bump appeared on her right leg. The 
bump was quickly diagnosed as a tumor and was 
removed in April of 2011 by a world-renowned surgeon 
and the generosity of our community that raised over 
$30,000 to provide for the procedure. Our vibrant 
toddler was back to herself in a matter of weeks. 

Later that year, we decided to adopt a second child. 
I had always wanted to parent a child with Down 
syndrome (Ds). I had lots of experience with an older 
cousin with Ds, and volunteering 
with people with disabilities. I 
shared my desire with Jason, but 
he was hesitant. After visiting 
with families who were raising 
children with Ds, and realizing 
that it wasn’t scary, and their 
kids were pretty awesome, we 
registered with the National 
Down syndrome Adoption 
Network. Three weeks after 
registering, we were driving to 
Kentucky to meet our daughter, 
Shilo, who had been born four 
days earlier. During our trip, 
we received a call that Shilo 
would need two heart surgeries. 
On November 29, 2011, Shilo 
came home. After an additional 
hospitalization, we spent the 
holidays that year at home, 
limiting Shilo’s exposure to 
possible illness. 

In February of 2012, Shilo contracted a respiratory 
virus and was taken to the emergency room, unable 
to breathe. If I laid her down, her oxygen would drop 
and so, for the first 24-hours in the hospital, I held my 
daughter. Shilo “crashed” when I took a break to go 
to the bathroom. She was intubated and resuscitated 
using CPR. On Memorial Day 2012, she was released 
after 96 days in the hospital, following an additional 
heart surgery that doctors thought she would not 
survive. Ninety-six days of insurmountable worry and 
grief. Ninety-six days of Jason and Abigail living in one 
city, and Shilo and I living in another. Ninety-six days 
of comforting my daughter by touching her as much 

as I could because I knew she couldn’t hear me due 
to hearing loss. Ninety-six days of wondering if she 
would survive, of watching the hospital staff rush to her 
bedside because they thought she would pass away. 
Ninety-six days of feeling guilt any time I had to leave 
her to use the restroom or to sleep. 

Oddly enough, those ninety-six days also hold beauty 
for me. I’m not sure that many people get to experience 
that sort of community. Friends babysat Abigail while 
Jason worked; prepared meals for all of us; mowed our 
lawn; visited me; and countless other acts of support 
and kindness. Our community was the one thing that 
kept us all feeling like we could move forward. 

Shortly after returning home, I began to experience 
symptoms of post-traumatic 
stress disorder (PTSD). I 
frequently had nightmares 
and would wake up not 
knowing where I was, how old 
I was, or that I was a wife and 
mother. A wave of guilt would 
wash over me as soon as I 
became oriented. I blamed 
myself for Shilo contracting 
the respiratory virus, and then 
again for her crashing when I 
left to use the bathroom.

I wondered if it may have 
been easier if she hadn’t 
survived. Our days were long 
and solitary as we rarely 
left the house. Shilo vomited 
frequently, and nothing was 
changing it. She didn’t smile, 
and had met no milestones by 
her first birthday. These things 

got better when we were able to switch to a blended 
diet at a year. Although some of my depression and 
PTSD symptoms dissipated with her improvements, 
I met with a therapist a couple times. Like so many 
people I met, she gave me accolades for adopting a 
child with Down syndrome, which exacerbated my guilt 
about my thoughts on her not surviving so I stopped 
going. 

As Shilo got better, two daughters meant twice the 
play dates, twice the story times, and twice the therapy 
appointment and specialists. We had a family photo 
session when Shilo was two and a half. We ordered a 
large print, certain our family was complete. Shortly 

ANDREA MANN

LIZ BERGREN
On Memorial Day 2012, she 

was released after 96 days 

in the hospital, following an 

additional heart surgery, 

doctors thought she would 

not survive. 
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Carol Boltz’s story as told to her daughter, Liz Boltz Ranfeld
LIVING TRUTH

LIZ BOLTZ RANFELD 
& CAROL BOLTZ

This summer, I went on a dream trip to France: sleeping in 
an ancient house next to a 16th Century castle, hiking with a 

donkey in the hills of the Ardeche, canoeing down the Dordogne 
river with four of my ten grandkids, tasting wine throughout the Cotes 

du Rhone region, and watching the Tour de France’s peloton fly past me in 
the mountains. There are so many things that I love about France: the landscapes, the friendly people, the 
historical castles, and even the spirit embodied by the French motto that translates to “liberty, equality, 
and fraternity.” The food! The wine! The farms!  Oh, and the cyclists with their fantastic legs. (And butts. 
Someone explain to me why more women don’t follow the Tour de France!)

after, I had a dream I was pregnant. On a whim, I 
took a test and it was positive. Jason and I had been 
married for ten years and had never been pregnant; 
though we had never prevented it. We were in the 
midst of a season of flurried activity and I was tentative 
about expecting. At two-and-a-half years old, Shilo 
couldn’t walk, we were in the midst of transitioning 
her from tube-feeding to 
eating by mouth, and Jason 
was beginning a new position 
managing a business.

My pregnancy was not met with 
the joy and excitement most 
would expect. It was a whirlwind 
of emotions, from happiness 
to tears, and filled with fear 
about what could go wrong. I 
requested a few tests, after a 
small abnormality was detected, 
and was repeatedly assured 
everything was progressing 
normally. In December of 2014 
we traveled to see family for the 
holidays with a blood pressure 
monitor in tow because of my 
irregular pressure during my 
pregnancy. On Christmas Day, I was admitted to the 
hospital seven hours from home with symptoms of 
Preeclampsia and HELLP Syndrome—an acronym for 
hemolysis, elevated liver enzymes, and low platelets. 
Forty-eight hours and a failed epidural later, our son 
Asher was born by C-Section. He was transferred to 
the NICU where he remained for eight days. Shortly 
after returning home, he ended up in the emergency 
room with hypothermia, was transferred to Indy, and 
released three days later. While in the hospital, Asher 
was diagnosed with hydronephrosis. Little did Jason 
and I know, our son would eventually experience 
two surgeries for a tethered spinal cord, casting for 
scoliosis, and be diagnosed with a congenital heart 
defect called persistent left-sided svc. Asher also 
receives daily shots of human growth hormone (hgh). 

After Asher, I had a recurrence of PTSD that left me at 
the lowest I had ever been. On a particularly low day, 
Jason came home to find the house in chaos. Nothing 
had been cleaned, the lunch dishes were still on the 
table, and he asked if everything was okay. I told him 
I had just had a bad day. After the kids were in bed, I 
opened up to him about where I was emotionally. It was 
no secret to either of us that I was struggling, but that 
was the first time I had admitted to him how difficult my 

world had become.

I shared with him that I had a plan to take my life. I 
had worked out where: the basement, because our 
kids don’t like it. But I hadn’t been able to figure out 
how to do it so that I wouldn’t be gone so long they’d 
get brave enough to look; but also so that when Jason 

found me I wouldn't be able to 
be revived. 

Jason encouraged me to 
see the doctor. The following 
Monday, I was sitting on an 
exam table sharing it all with 
my family doctor. Although 
I knew I needed help, I was 
hesitant to accept a mental 
health diagnosis and instead 
requested that my thyroid 
levels be tested. After those 
test results came back normal, 
I knew it was time to start 
medication. 

Because of the supportive 
response from Jason and my 
doctor, I became comfortable 

sharing with a few others about the shit show that 
was my mental health. The more willing I was to be 
vulnerable, the more people seemed comfortable 
opening up to me about their own stories. After a few 
months on medication and the support of my growing 
community, I shared openly on my blog about the 
darkness that had overtaken my life, and how I was 
slowly climbing out. 

I have no memory of Asher’s birth because I was 
sedated, but I do remember Jason leaning over me 
during labor, crying, and saying, “Why does everything 
have to be so fucking hard?” That phrase sums up the 
last eleven years. While that may sound negative, I 
believe that hard moments and beautiful moments can 
coexist and are not at all mutually exclusive. Initially, 
I was hesitant to share my mental health journey 
because of the varying opinions about treatment; many 
times, those suffering with depression are encouraged 
to pray more often, get plenty of time outdoors, or 
“choose joy.” I was prescribed medication that allows 
me to be a much better wife, mother, and friend. I felt 
like myself again. 

People sometimes share that they are inspired by the 

 I shared with him that I 

had a plan to take my life. 

I had worked out where: 

the basement, because our 

kids don’t like it.   

fact that I am an adoptive mom, I advocate strongly for my kids and the disability community, or that I speak 
openly about my mental health. I believe what they are responding to is not what I am doing in my life but rather 
my willingness to be vulnerable. One of the lies of depression and anxiety is that you are alone, not enough, and 
too much at the same time. The more open I am about myself and the challengingly beautiful life we live, the 
more freedom others have to do the same. 

Andrea Mann  is a stay at home mom. She spends time caring for her three children and juggling therapies  
and  specialist. She is active in her neighborhood and community, advocating for the rights and needs 
of people  with disabilities, and speaking on the topics of disability and theology. Andrea loves to read 
nonfiction,  write, be outside, and spend time with family and friends. 

A Ball State graduate, Liz Bergren is a public relations professional who enjoys helping organizations and 
community members share their stories with others. Liz believes in the power of vulnerability and is 
humbled to be a part of The Facing Project. 
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But more than 15 years ago, my first trip to 
France was not wonderful. It was awful. My 
then-husband Ray and I traveled as part of 
a group tour, where all of our decisions were 
made for us. They told us what to do, where to 
go, and how to get there, leaving me feeling 
restricted and stifled. I spoke no French, not 
even a little bit. My strict church background 
meant that I had never had wine before, 
so I felt unfamiliar with it and guilty about 
partaking in the wine tour portion of the trip. 
Worst of all, there was something seriously 
wrong with Ray. The whole trip was tense and 
uncomfortable, and Ray insisted on keeping to 
himself the whole time. He didn’t want anyone 
to know anything about him, not even his last 
name or his career as a Christian musician. All I 
knew was that something was very wrong with 
him, but I didn’t know what it was.

Back home, after the trip, I had to lie and say 
that our week in France had been great, even 
though everything about the experience was 
negative. 

A few months later we finally had a family 
intervention that changed everything. It was 
the day  after Christmas in 2004, my grown 
children and I sat down with Ray and said we 
needed to understand what was wrong. It was 
at my oldest daughter’s dinner table that we all 
learned the truth: my husband was gay. He was 
very depressed. Years of praying and pleading 
with God had not changed this core fact about 
him. Now something had to change, or we 
would lose him to depression. 

What had to change, exactly? Well, everything. 
Not just my marriage, family, and status in 
the church and community, but also my whole 
framework of belief. It was like I had gears in 
my brain that needed to change, but there was 
no transmission. The idea of a “gay husband” 
or a “gay Christian” was incompatible with 
everything I had always been taught and 
believed. I tried to make my beliefs match what 
Ray told me, but I would get to a stopping 
point where there was no way that I could 
go on believing like I always had. I wanted to 

believe that Ray could change and not be gay 
anymore, the way my church told me people 
could. But I knew that he couldn’t. I knew he 
had tried to change for 50 years and had been 
unsuccessful. I met numerous other people who 
had tried to change and couldn’t. Even my best 
friend of 30 years, Kassie, had not been able 
to change from lesbian to straight. Ultimately, I 
chose to believe my husband and my friends. 

But I wanted to keep the life that I had. I 
wanted Ray to be able to change. And that’s 
how I came to change instead. 

I did lose friends. I was judged by people in 
my church and community. Because Ray was 
well known in his career, I was, too. As people 
eventually learned what he had buried for so 
long, they wanted me to fall in line with what 
they assumed to be true, which was that if he 
believed hard enough, prayed hard enough, 
quoted enough scripture, and had faith that 
was full enough, he could “change back” to 
straight, and everything would go back to the 
way it was. 

But truth is much stronger than belief.

When Ray came out, everything I had believed 
until then gave me only a few choices.

That’s it. Those were my choices.

But I decided that none of these options were 
right for me. I knew too many people who had 
tried these options and were dissatisfied by the 
results. Many, like me, had been compelled by 
their churches to choose one of them. I was not 
going to listen. 
 

If I hadn’t made my own way, I know what would 
have happened: I would have re-lived that horrible 
trip to France over and over again, in many 
different settings. I would have always felt that 
unease, sense of inauthenticity, discomfort, and 
unsettling, vague sense of pain. 

Instead: today I live authentically. In France this 
summer, I did everything I wanted to do. I traveled 
independently, making all of my own decisions 
about what I wanted to do. Ray even came for part 
of the trip to share our family’s experience. There 
were no secrets this summer as I talked deeply with 

new friends about important things like politics, 
relationships, families, and faith. 

I drank wine with familiarity 
and expertise—no more guilt 

or uncertainty! In France, and 
in my daily life, I do not need to 

hide anything, because I am not 
ashamed of the life I once lived 
or the one I live today. 

Carol Brammer Boltz is a Muncie local who graduated from Ball State University with a degree in 
special education. She raised 4 children and helped run the music business of her then-husband 
Ray Boltz until his retirement from the industry. More recently, she retired from Community 
Hospital Anderson, where she was the gift shop manager. She has supported many local 
causes and served on the Board of Directors of Soulforce International. She has 10 wonderful 
grandchildren, loves to travel, and is often daydreaming about her next big adventure.

Liz Boltz Ranfeld is a nonfiction writer from Indiana. After finishing her MFA in Creative 
Nonfiction at the University of New Hampshire, she moved back to Indiana to be an English 
professor at Anderson University, where she has taught for the past eight years. She teaches 
Composition, Research Writing, Creative Nonfiction, Teaching Diversity Through Young Adult 
Literature, and Critical Thinking Seminar, among other courses. Additionally, she writes marketing 
content for Inbound Back Office. Her creative and academic writing has been published by Salon, 
Jezebel, Faculty Focus, Relief Journal, Everyday Feminism, Christ and Pop Culture, The Cresset, 
and The Shriver Report. She lives in Albany with her husband, two kids, and rescue chihuahua.

1. Take the advice of professional counselors who could 

tell that we loved each other. They said we should 

open the marriage to other relationships, which we 

would have to keep secret from the world. 

2. Cut ties with Ray in order to show allegiance to my 

beliefs. I could choose to hate Ray for something 

outside his control.  

3. To ask the impossible of Ray: that he continue to lie to 

himself and the world in order to maintain a shallow 

existence. If we could live the status quo of a straight, 

married, Christian couple, we could protect his career 

in Christian music from the anger of his “fans.” This 

would mean hiding everything we knew to be true in 

order to live a false life. 

1. To maintain a relationship with Ray for my benefit, his 

benefit, and the benefit of our family and those we love. 

2. To vocally stand up for people in the same situation as me 

and try to prevent others from suffering unnecessarily. I did 

this through blogging, meeting with people, and becoming a 

public advocate for LGBTQ+ Christians.  
3. Not to question Ray’s development as a whole person, even 

when it was painful for me and for him. 
4. To give up my positions of status and to defend my values 

even as friends and onlookers judged my decisions.  

5. To create a new life for myself that included starting a new 

career, becoming more emotionally independent, handling 

my own financial destiny, and being authentic with myself 

and those around me.

Those choices were:

This is what I chose instead:
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Fourth Saturday of the Month, 3:30 p.m., 
on Indiana Public Radio or any time on 

NPR One or anywhere podcasts
are available.

Creating empathy through stories that inspire action

TUNE IN!

THE FACING PROJECT WOULD LIKE TO THANK THE FOLLOWING ORGANIZATIONS 
AND INDIVIDUALS FOR VOLUNTEERING THEIR TIME, TALENTS, AND RESOURCES TO 
BRING THE STORYTELLERS CONCERT TO LIFE:

Jay Moorman (Chair), Ontario Systems 
Stephanie Fisher (Vice Chair), Mojo Media Labs
James Mitchell (Treasurer), Minnetrista
Lori Kniffin (Secretary), University of North Carolina—Greensboro
J.R. Jamison, The Facing Project
Ro Selvey, Southside Middle School
Shantanu Suman, Ball State University 
Alex Sventeckis, TechPoint
Kelsey Timmerman, The Facing Project 
Garima Verma, Paramount Pictures 
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