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Praise for Perfectly Queer

“A beautiful expression of truth. Jillian takes us on a riveting journey as she shares intimate pieces of her heart and soul. Her words awaken the parts within all of us that need remembering and reclamation. A brave teaching memoir, this book cracked my heart wide open in the best way. It’s a must-read for our times.”

— Asha Frost, best-selling author of You Are the Medicine

“Perfectly Queer is not just about coming out, it’s about coming alive. Jillian Abby bravely shares, with heart and humor, the love and freedom that’s available when we acknowledge, accept, and amplify our truth. If you’ve been hiding and packaging yourself to be digestible to others, in any way, this book is for you!”

— Nancy Levin, author of The Art of Change and founder of Levin Life Coach Academy

“Jill’s story of longing for her truth and becoming the truest expression of her soul made me laugh, cry, and cheer! What a beautiful invitation for us all to live authentically and find the place of unconditional love within ourselves. I looooved it so much. Thank you, Chica, for your light in the world.”

— Sandra Hinojosa Ludwig, author of award-winning book Chica, Why Not?

“In this perfectly honest and heartfelt memoir of what it means to wade through the Messy Middle stages of our lives, Jillian weaves a trail of laughter, tears, and ‘me toos’ that will resonate with any reader who feels caught in the gap between who they have been and who they desire to become.”

— Treisha Peterson, founder of the New June Academy and professor of human development and family studies at Texas Woman’s University.

“Perfectly Queer is the compelling story of one woman’s journey of self-discovery that is at once unique and entirely relatable. For many, the hard truths Jillian bravely shares will be affirming, and for others this book will serve as inspiration. However rocky the road might be, Jillian’s story shows us that living an authentic life is possible at any age and that love truly is love.”

— Madigan Likes to Read, popular online reviewer of LBGTQ+ books
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she doesn’t follow
where others go
her life is built
by what she knows
she listens to
the voice within
and wears her truth
on naked skin

and when she steps
into unknown
and starts to feel
the new, alone
like a fish
out of water
the discomfort
it becomes her

and so she takes
it off to see
what lies beneath
the quick unease
painted on
her skin, she reads
the truth she left
for times like these

as fish belong
to the sea
she says
I will always
belong to me

Sara Carr

  @iamsaracarr
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INTRODUCTION

Sometimes it happens when we’re holding hands, our fingers interlaced and thumbs occasionally brushing against the other’s soft skin. Sometimes it happens in the middle of the night, when I wake up and turn over to see the roller-coaster silhouette of a body, with its high points and swooping curves. Sometimes it’s just when I’m washing dishes in the kitchen, getting lost in my own head, that I’ll feel a warm kiss on the back of my neck and suddenly remember to breathe. It’s in these moments that I have to remind myself that I am with a woman. Feeling a woman. Holding a woman. This thing that I never thought would come to pass in my entire life is now here and happening. I did that.

My brain seems to crave this constant affirmation that she is beside me and that this is real. I’m not sure why. Perhaps it’s the number of years that this situation only existed in my mind, and the reality of it is hard to grasp. But my deeper sense is that I’m just in a place that feels completely comfortable and natural to me. With her, it’s a place where no labels need to exist. It’s just the sense that my soul sees this other soul and feels like it’s home—where it’s supposed to be. It’s a knowing that this is what loving fully and with my whole heart feels like.

My conscious mind is what brings these thoughts back to woman, female, lesbian, and I think that is where I still struggle to believe, after all this time, that what I am experiencing is real and true. When the memories replay in my head, it’s like some dusty old reel-to-reel projector spinning rows of images from the past few decades. From the beginning of the film until now seems like such a Herculean leap that I watch it in awe trying to comprehend how I was the main character that did, and said, and went through all of those things. Where did this courage come from? When was this strong sense of self born?

When my brain starts adding labels to my new life, there is still something that feels uncomfortable about it. Is it because it’s new? Is that my own inner, icky feeling about needing to be labeled? Is it residual homophobia from a lifetime of believing that if I became that label, I was somehow also becoming a “less than”?

This is why I feel the need to scream from the rooftops that therapy and community are so vitally important in the process of accepting and living one’s true identity. The layers of complication and the changes the mind needs to work through are often subtle, but the number of layers makes me think of one of those mille crepe cakes that I have often drooled over but never had the pleasure of shoveling into my mouth. I am resisting all urges in this moment to quote Shrek on onions, ogres, and layers, so I won’t.

But as I go through life now, I see how I am constantly changing and unearthing new ideas about myself and the world I am raising my children in. I don’t want to get stuck. I need these sounding boards, both friends and trained professionals, to add depth and perspective to what I’m feeling. Or maybe it just really comes down to the fact that I need them so I don’t feel so alone.

In one of many uncomfortable conversations with a family member who has struggled to accept my new identity, I was told, “The world doesn’t need to hear your story. There are plenty of gay people out there now. There’s Ellen.” It was hard for me to muffle my laugh at the misguided attempt to silence me. Yes. Ellen DeGeneres is part of the LGBTQ+ community. And so is k.d. lang and Melissa Etheridge and Sir Elton John—the list goes on and on. Yet somehow—if you can believe it—I found that their stories didn’t feel like being a middle-aged homeschooling mother of two who co-owned a small business with her husband and finally came to the point where she could accept herself as gay. I wondered if Sir Elton ever cruised around in his minivan while wondering how he was going to get the chocolate milk stain from a toddler’s tantrum out of the fabric seat.

My coming-out timing happened to be within the same era that Glennon Doyle released her world-famous tome Untamed. And, thus, the most common phrase I get after coming out to someone now is, “Oh! Just like Glennon Doyle! Have you read Untamed?” I have. Multiple times, in fact. And I adore it. But the tale of Glennon and Abby is still not my story. Nor is Molly Wizenberg’s beautifully penned The Fixed Stars. Nor is Brit Barron’s humorous and touching story in Worth It. The reality is there is room for all of these stories to be shared. And there is a need for them. And just as Ellen is out to the world, I am allowed to be as well. And you are too. And she is too. And he is too. And they are too.

But this story is not just for the queer community. In writing this, I became determined to make it a story worth sharing that extended beyond the scope of the LGBTQ+ experience. Because it is. And I wasn’t as alone or unique as I liked to convince myself that I was. There was universality to this. Many of us have parts of ourselves that we struggle to love. Many of us hide parts of ourselves or our lives from family or society. Many of us feel unsettled or unsatisfied in midlife and are paralyzed by the fear of change.

I hope that through sharing my story and the many insights that I have spent wild amounts of time fixating on that you can find a common bond. If you’ve gone through or are going through the process of coming out, this story is my arms outstretched to give you a hug of support and let you know that you’re not alone in this and that you’re not losing your mind either. If you have a friend or family member who has recently come out, I hope that through my story you are able to have more insight into what they may be feeling and the types of support they may benefit from in their process. If you’re a beloved part of our LGBTQ+ community who has been out for years, this is a dedication to you for paving the way for those of us who finally feel free. And if you’re my family member—thanks for hearing my whole story.

All I can say is that I am just really, really glad you’re here.




IMPORTANT NOTES

This story is told from my memories and recollection of the events and conversations that occurred throughout my life. It’s been an interesting and eye-opening deep dive back through experiences that shaped me along the way. Perhaps what shocks me most, though, is the fact that I could even recall so many of these memories in the first place.

You see, I’ve been teased a lot in my adult life for having a bad memory. Partners and friends laugh in disbelief as I cannot at all recall having certain conversations with them or have no memory of places we’ve been together. I’m even worse when it comes to remembering the faces and names of people I’ve met. I once mistook a random guy for my uncle, only to realize mid-ramble that I had misidentified him.

I don’t remember these memory issues always being a problem for me. They seemed to creep up more in my life as I got into my later 20s, 30s, and now 40s. My partner kindly reminds me on a regular basis that I am repeating a story to her that I’ve already shared . . . thrice.

I didn’t realize that this phenomenon could be due to inhabiting a body stuck in a stress response for decades, until I read Dr. Nicole LePera’s book How to Do the Work, specifically her chapter on “Trauma Body.” LePera explained that she would go to her “spaceship” to manage her stress, a different mental realm that removed her from present life and current conditions. My friends called mine a “cloud,” not knowing that my apparent aloofness was me dissociating rather than being uninterested. LePera notes in her book that with dissociation “some detach so completely that they view the event as a dream. Others develop amnesia.”1 Finally, some answers as to why my brain seemed to delete its cache memory system so often.

You can see the inherent problem this creates in writing a memoir. I share my experience, memories, and recollections through my dissociative lens. Everything in my story is told exactly as I remember it. When I didn’t remember how I felt or reacted in a situation, I made sure to say that in the book. This happened most often after I would “come out” to people—regardless of whether their response was positive or negative. I would let my words escape and then immediately retreat to my cloud of safety, barely picking up their response as it washed over me like a passing wave.

My story is my truth. Certain people mentioned in this story have been given a pseudonym to protect and respect their privacy. Nearly all people mentioned in this story have reviewed the chapters (or been invited to review the chapters) to ensure that the key details were correct. With that said, while we can recall the same events, our perspectives of the situation are unique to our own frame of reference. It is not appropriate for me, as a memoirist, to guess what others were thinking or feeling and state it as truth. I can only offer my own perspective and feelings to you.

And now a word about terminology. . . .

Throughout my story, you’ll see that I refer to myself interchangeably as gay, lesbian, queer, and LGBTQ+. There are a few reasons. One, I am proud of all the titles and, at the same time, not tightly bound to any single one specifically. I use them sometimes for ease or sentence flow; and other times that is the label that feels most appropriate in that moment. One is no better or worse or more right than another. They all have a purpose. Two, the more I say them, the more comfortable I become with them. I couldn’t say so many of these words for so long. Lesbian took me the longest to be able to utter comfortably. I am undoing a lifetime of conditioning to be at peace with all the labels.

Some of the labels may sting for you. Some may not feel good or right to you. There are women who don’t like the patriarchal feel of gay used as a broad term for same-sex attraction. There are people who have been out for decades who bristle at the term queer for the negative history it carries, whereas the younger generations seem to embrace the reclamation of the word and the fact that it is a blanket term that can encompass both sexuality and gender. As for the acronym LGBTQIA2S+, I have shortened it to LGBTQ+ for the sole fact that if this ever turns into an audiobook, I am 100 percent guaranteed to tie my tongue in knots and inadvertently spit on the microphone trying to get all the letters out.

To paraphrase the incomparable Maya Angelou, we do our best until we know better, and then we can do better. I am a work in progress. We all are. That is the beauty of our ever-changing human experience.
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STAR BABY

Star Baby.

That’s what my mom called me as a young kid. My mom said something was different about me. She had an inner knowing that told her I was meant for something great in life. We talked about getting STARBABY put on a vanity plate for my first car when I was older.

What would I be famous for? She had no idea, nor did I. It was just mother’s intuition that my life wouldn’t follow the conventional path. I was meant to do important things. Big things. I hoped it had to do with dancing ballet or joining the cast of Boy Meets World and becoming Topanga’s earthy best friend who always carried around a sack of trail mix. That would have been the pinnacle of stardom for me.

Instead, things seemed to progress along the ballet route. I started dancing ballet at age four and snagged a role in the Empire State Ballet’s production of The Nutcracker when I was in third grade. I remember returning to my elementary school gym class after a show, my Victorian-curl ringlets from my mom’s pink foam rollers bobbing up and down on my head like corks in the water. My stage makeup had that ’80s flair of obnoxious pinks and purples. A boy in my class looked at my exaggerated hair and makeup from the performance and said, “You’re weird.” I knew other kids in the class were staring at me too.

And I loved it. I soaked up the attention like my brother soaked up Hi-C Ecto Cooler juice boxes. I am different? Thank you for noticing! I thought.

The following year, I landed a spot in the Joffrey Ballet’s production of Romeo and Juliet. It was my first paid job and I made $15 per show, practically a millionaire by 1980s and fourth-grade standards. I remember holding that check for $45 in my hand and thinking, This is it! I’ve made it. I loved that feeling of success. It was like pouring gasoline on a fire inside of me. The rush. The endorphins. I became high on achievement and craved my next fix. I was an elementary school success junkie.

That’s also the first time I remember an underlying fear creeping in. The high of achievement eventually wore off, and I would be stuck with the desperate feeling of, Is this it? How could I possibly do more? I would nearly extinguish my own fire with the hollow fear that I could never possibly achieve anything greater than what I just had. I wondered if my life had peaked at 10 years old.

I look back on this time and am curious when exactly the seed of perfectionism was planted. I questioned if it had always been a part of me, etched into my DNA through a long line of ancestral perfectionists who placed irrational expectations on themselves; though I couldn’t recall seeing those behaviors in my mother, grandmother Jean, or great-grandmother Violet. I wondered if maybe my perfectionism grew instead from my environment, molded by subtle cues from my mom in an effort to make my life better than hers. She was a young mom. She had given up her college career to get married and have me. She worked long hours as a waitress to make ends meet. As a parent now, I understand that we all want an easier road for our children to follow. What was it about the way I was raised that pushed me to a more extreme standard though, where doing well wasn’t good enough? I had to be the best. All. The. Time.

Memories of not achieving Star Baby status used to cast dark shadows in my mind. I remember as far back as Lutheran preschool, when I was cast in the nativity play as Random Angel #4. I was pissed, though it’s doubtful that anyone sensed those feelings radiating from my chubby pink cheeks and wispy blond hair. I stared at the lead angel as she got to speak a sentence to the audience of adoring parents. I wondered why that role hadn’t been entrusted to me. But being lead angel was a lesser worry. I remember my true fixation was why I didn’t get to play Mary or Joseph, or replace the plastic baby doll that was Jesus. Why was I resigned to the background, just standing there in my white pillowcase with my cardboard wings, watching others demonstrate their acting chops? All eyes were on them. I could have picked my nose and nobody would have noticed.

My feelings of perfectionism seemed to grow each time I achieved something new. Each taste of achievement only made me crave it that much more. And not being the best, to me, felt like starvation. If I tried gymnastics, I stared at the girl my age who was training for the competitive team and would think to myself, Why am I not her? I would beat myself up for having started the sport too late, wishing I could have found my passion for tumbling when I was 3 instead of when I was 11. It was always an internal struggle between pushing myself to work extra hard to catch up to her level, or giving up and accepting defeat because there was no way I would reach the level of success that others had already achieved. I couldn’t just be. I couldn’t just do. For me it was “be the best or don’t be at all.”

Perfectionism came out in various ways as I got older. Most of the time it arose as obsessive thoughts after I’d made a mistake. I felt physically ill in my seventh-grade math class when I realized that I had forgotten to do one math problem on my homework assignment. I had to excuse myself to go to the bathroom and hide while the teacher went over the homework problems with the class. God forbid I be present and the teacher have an opportunity to call on me for that one question where I didn’t have an answer prepared.

Hiding also turned into lying on occasion. When I couldn’t hide my mistakes, I would try to talk myself out of them by denying they ever happened or playing dumb like I didn’t know what had gone wrong. By this point, I had learned that I could do all things in life, except admit that I was wrong.

My perfectionism gave me an impressive résumé as a child. However, it also damaged my relationships, particularly with my brother, Steve. We developed an unspoken competitiveness to be the better child and garner Mom’s attention. It was competing with Steve that made me fixate the most, and one standardized test consumed me for over a decade.

This particular standardized test was required in second or third grade. I took it and got an above-average score. I liked seeing the black bars stretch across the page showing my percentage of correctness in each category. I was so correct. The bars were nearly to the margin of the page. Steve was one year behind me in school. When it was his turn to take the test, his scores qualified him for a special gifted and talented program.

You’ve probably heard the phrase “comparison is the thief of joy.” It’s true. Suddenly, compared to Steve, my excellent scores were now garbage. It didn’t matter that one year prior I was content with my work. Now knowing that there was the prize of acceptance into a gifted and talented program burned me up inside. How could I have missed out on that? What was wrong with me?

Every so often I would pull out our test score sheets, printed on a dot matrix printer. I would compare our scores line by line, trying to make sense of my own shortcomings. What made matters worse for me was that I outscored him on nearly every subject and I still wasn’t good enough. My scores were higher and yet I wasn’t good enough. Questioning turned to disappointment. Disappointment turned to shame. Shame turned to obsession. The papers continued to yellow over the years, and I continued to compare the scores every time I would come across them in a drawer of school memorabilia. Every time, I hoped for some insight that would signal to me that I was okay, that I had done everything right and it was someone else’s mistake that I was overlooked. My perfectionism loved blame.

By my teen years it shouldn’t have mattered to me anymore. I had achieved other things to soothe my perfectionist soul. By seventh grade I was the first person in my class to earn a varsity letter. My letter jacket hung loosely over my tiny prepubescent frame as I strutted around the middle school campus wearing an honor typically reserved for the burly high school jocks. By the end of middle school, I won nearly every school award possible, from English to technology to art, in my eighth-grade awards ceremony. I remember at the awards ceremony proudly walking up to the front of the banquet hall to collect another award and having a friend of mine threaten as I passed, “If you walk up here one more time, I’m going to trip you.” (She may have been a bit of a perfectionist too.)

By ninth grade, I had been selected as the youngest Rotary Youth Exchange student that my local club had ever sent abroad. I was elated that they chose me to represent our area for a yearlong exchange program in Bolivia. I knew my mom was proud too, even if she was equally terrified to send her young child overseas in a pre-Internet era.

That year abroad held me back academically. When I returned to the U.S., my class credits from Bolivia didn’t count toward my high school graduation requirements. Perhaps they questioned the educational stringency when my grade in French (a language where I could only say “hello” and “I am a little notebook”) was higher than my grade in English.

Steve and I were now in the same academic year and would be graduating from high school together. Life had given us another playing field to compete on, though Steve had tapped out of the competition against me long ago. Beating me carried no weight for him. He was secure in knowing that my mom loved him regardless. I don’t know what he felt inside growing up, but I doubt it was the level of shame and fear of inadequacy that consumed me by the time I was in high school.

I sought tangible ways to measure myself against others, and class rank was one of those. When I left for Bolivia at the beginning of my sophomore year, I was positioned in the 11th spot out of hundreds of students. Upon my return to the U.S. and entry to my brother’s grade, my rank shot up to fourth. It was then that the old standardized-test-score obsession of mine boiled to the surface. It made sense now. I had finally cracked the reason why he was considered “gifted and talented,” and I got Average Jill status. His class was less academically competitive than mine. My scores never changed, but when I was switched to his grade level, my rank improved because the competition was not as stiff. It was an ugly feeling of smug satisfaction, knowing that I would have been good enough for the gifted and talented program. I was just in the wrong year.

In hindsight, I wish I could have let the fixation on the test score go. I wish in my childhood I could have just been happy for Steve. I wish I could have understood what was driving me to crave success and winning. I wish I could have verbalized the feelings of despair and shame I felt for not being perfect in everything. But admitting those feelings would have meant admitting that I wasn’t perfect.

To this day, I wonder what drove me toward wanting to achieve Star Baby status in every aspect of my life. I know that I wanted to please my mom. She poured herself into motherhood, and I wanted to reciprocate the love I felt by showing her I could be the best daughter possible. She sacrificed aspects of her life by becoming a mother, and I wanted to show her that I could achieve the dreams that she was not afforded the opportunity to chase.

I also felt a responsibility to myself. I confused perfectionism with having high self-esteem, when the truth was actually the opposite. I needed perfectionism to make me feel worthy. Perfectionism meant that others showered me with praise and acceptance, complete external validation that I had purpose. Rather than feeling loved for who I was, I became accustomed to feeling loved for what I accomplished—an empty and fleeting kind of love.

One thing I’ve learned is that God, or Source, or the Universe, whatever you prefer to call your creator, has an interesting sense of humor. My mom wanted me to be Star Baby. She knew I would achieve something great in life, though she didn’t know what.




HOLDING HANDS

The ground seemed unstable, and I felt like I was gulping air on occasion. Normal breathing was difficult. Altitude sickness was beginning to set in. I ambled along the cocoa-colored dusty ground, teetering to one side or another. She slid her soft, delicate right hand into my left and held it as we walked the remainder of the way. I found breathing more difficult for a different reason now.

I was new to Cochabamba, Bolivia. This kicked off my year as a Rotary Youth Exchange student in the other half of the world. I was 15 years old and desperate to go anywhere that wasn’t my hometown in Western New York. I remember landing and it being the first time I had ever gotten off a plane that wasn’t connected to a gate. That felt exhilarating to me. I had done it. Escaped suburban, middle-class life for a chance at the unknown.

That’s when I met my host sister for the year. Carolina was beautiful, not that I viewed her in an attraction sort of way at that time. She was just beautiful by our traditional standards of beauty: tall and fit, with long, thick, jet-black hair, naturally tanned unblemished skin, and rich brown eyes that looked like morning coffee with a drop of cream. She didn’t wear makeup. She wasn’t overly fussy about her hair, which always had a wave in it from when she’d put it in a messy knot on the back of her head. She moved with the confidence of the medal-winning track star that she was, but also with a soft grace at the times when teenage bouts of shyness crept in.

She made me nervous for reasons that I didn’t understand. I know. I was 15. I should have understood. But up until that point, my exposure to relationships and feelings of attraction was mostly unknown. At that age, my friend group had turned into little more than the peers I saw in my classroom, at after-school clubs, or on the swim team. I was so busy with extracurriculars and hanging out with my mom, that I skipped the step where you’re supposed to have boy talk with your girlfriends, go to parties, and experiment in some basement closet for seven agonizing minutes. Instead, I was driven to build an enviable résumé, while simultaneously trying to figure out why I felt like a space alien in my hometown. All I knew in that moment was that I liked looking at Carolina and being around her energy.

When she held my hand that first day as she showed me around the school campus, my first reaction was internal panic. Why was she touching me? Did that mean she liked me? More importantly, what if someone saw us? What would they think about us? There was nobody around us, and yet in that moment I felt like there were eyes everywhere burning into me for what I was engaged in. This wasn’t right. Good girls don’t do this.

I was raised in what was considered a “not homophobic” household. We knew single gay men and gay couples, and we were cool with them because they were always so nice to us. They felt safe to my mom, and later to me. We loved the people they were and the security they gave us in knowing that we couldn’t possibly be homophobic with them as friends. What they did with their partners and every aspect of their private lives remained behind closed doors, just where we felt comfortable with it. No hand-holding, gentle caressing, or even quick kissing ever occurred. I’m not sure if that’s because it would have felt like too much for them to do in public back in the early ’90s, when the stigma around gay men and the fear of AIDS was rampant across the U.S. Or maybe they did it for our comfort, knowing that we were okay allowing them to exist but not quite comfortable enough to let them openly be who they were.

These feelings arose in me again as Carolina took my hand. Even though there was nothing sexual or romantic about it, my body couldn’t shake the feeling coursing through me that this was somehow wrong. The fact that I liked it made it feel even more wrong. It never dawned on me that the “wrongness” I felt had been from my own cultural and societal conditioning. At the time, I would have never viewed these feelings as being homophobic.

I was going to need some mental gymnastics to be okay with this one. My mind flipped back to some middle school Spanish textbook that taught us how Latin cultures were more affectionate than my white American life. In Latin America people might greet each other with a kiss on the cheek and possibly a hug. Girls might hold hands with their friend. I allowed myself permission to keep holding Carolina’s hand because the textbook told me it was okay. This was cultural, I told myself. Nothing more. Nothing wrong. Even still, my nervous insides were waiting for it to end.

She let go of my hand to open the old wooden door of our classroom and I gulped in a breath of relief. My hyper-vigilance that someone would see us and think something negative about us began to subside. We could go back to just being girls hanging out together. The reality is, that’s all we were anyway. I brought my attention back to the simple classroom with bare plaster walls, one row of windows, and a chalkboard at the front. It was a stark contrast to the colorfully postered U.S. classrooms I was used to. There were three rows of wooden desks with two-seater benches at each one. I wondered who I would get paired up with for the coming school year. Everything felt so new and slightly overwhelming. I let out a deep exhale at the realization that there would be a lot of new and overwhelming experiences over the course of the next year. This was only day one.

We left the school campus and dodged city traffic in a roundabout that had a statue of a revolutionary hero, assault weapon raised in triumph over his head as he knelt on the ground. Carolina and I walked swiftly back to the Chinese restaurant where my entire extended host family was eager to meet and surround me with conversation that I didn’t yet understand. I waited and hoped during that walk that she would take my hand again.


OEBPS/toc.xhtml


TABLE OF CONTENTS







		Cover Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Table of Contents



		Introduction



		Important Notes



		STAGE ONE: EXPECTATIONS



		Star Baby



		Holding Hands



		Hard-Copy Facebook and a Misleading Haircut



		Prudes and Johns



		Orphans and Auditors



		Picture-Perfect Wedding



		Paychecks and Pickup Trucks



		Bloodsuckers and Mustangs



		The Lesbian Experiment



		Saint John











		STAGE TWO: CONFUSION



		Temptation and Trigger Points



		Waterfalls and Wives



		Black Holes



		Drifting



		Netflix and Jill



		Toes and a Cemetery Tombstone











		STAGE THREE: RAPID DECLINE



		Self-Loveiversary



		World-Champion Wife



		Not Straight



		Caffeine Death Spirals



		Greatest Gift











		STAGE FOUR: THE PEAK OF PAIN



		Second-Best-Case Scenario



		After Knowing



		Winning Lotto Tickets and Waves



		Are You Sure?



		Not Broken



		Faking It and Family Photos











		STAGE FIVE: THE SLOW REBUILD



		The Elephant Circle



		Twin Flames



		What’s a Lego Bin?











		STAGE SIX: FINDING NEW STRENGTH



		The Cost of Tacos



		U-Hauling



		Modern Family



		A Good Way to Die



		Saving Sandcastles and Hunting Bluebirds



		Same but Different



		The Game of Life



		Worth It











		Epilogue



		Endnotes



		About the Author



		Empower You: Unlimited Audio Mobile App



		Continue Your Journey with Hay House

  

    









Guide





		Cover Page



		Title Page



		Table of Contents



		Start











LIST OF PAGES





		i



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		1



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		67



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		109



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		139



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		199



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		261



		262



		263



		265



		267











OEBPS/images/part01.jpg
EEEEEEEE

EXPECTATIONS





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
8A

LIVINGH

. OUT OF THE CLOSET






OEBPS/images/htitle.jpg
PERFECTLY
QUEER





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
PERFECTLY
QUEER

FACING BIG FEARS,
LIVING HARD TRUTHS, and
LOVING MYSELF FULLY
OUT OF THE CLOSET

JILLIAN ABBY

n
HAY
HOUSE
HAY HOUSE, INC.

Carlsbad, California ® New York City
London e Sydney ® New Delhi






