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  Praise for Only the Lonely


  


  
  “Coming of age in a dying American town is hard enough. But if you’re Middle Eastern and gay … Zebrun’s ruminative second novel captivates through the complexity and vulnerability of its characters and the excellence of its prose, polished to a luminous transparency.”

  – Kirkus


  “A rich dive into the tempest of family, the cold depths of loneliness and the riptide of fundamentalism … haunting.”

  – JustOut, Portland, Oregon


  “Much like the old black-and-white movies that Sonia loved, Only the Lonely reads like an artsy independent film … a modern-day update of The Glass Menagerie.”

  – Desert Daily Guide, Palm Springs, CA


  “A major fiction writing talent.”

  – Ron Hansen, Exiles


  “A very intimate story that reflects international concerns in miniature, about one immigrant family’s struggles with secrets, discrimination, and religion.”

  – Bay Windows, Boston


  “… once you start you won’t stop … for noir novel lovers.”

  – OutSmart, Houston


  “This quietly perceptive, insightfully written novel … doesn’t speculate but lets the chilling tale play out to a climax that is as frightening as it seems inevitable.”

  – The Providence Journal


  “With his memorable cast and nicely underplayed big themes, Zebrun delivers a new and worthy perspective on the 9/11 experience.”

  – Publisher's Weekly


  “Only the Lonely is a perceptive work of modern fiction, a gripping tale of dreams dashed amidst the dust of 9/11 … a truly involving narrative about a teenager named Asim, his father’s dying wish, a passion for cinema, and a country hurtling toward September 11.”

  – Buffalo Spree Magazine


  

  



  


  


  


  


  ONLY THE LONELY

  


  by Gary Zebrun

  


  


  



  Introduction

  


  



  My first sighting of Gary Zebrun was across a crowded table at a bar in Providence, Rhode Island. We were both MFA students at Brown, Gary in poetry and me in fiction, and the genres sometimes comingled after readings. Word was he was the favorite of Michael Harper, who was then running the program and who seemed to intimidate everybody. I remember Gary seemed smart and gregarious with a good sense of humor, and I never expected to see him again once I graduated. Imagine my surprise, then, when, two years after having been hired to teach at the University of Michigan, I turned a corner in the English Department hallway and ran into him again. He’d been hired the year after me, Michigan having set up a Brown pipeline in creative writing. We became good friends, along with the novelist Ron Hansen and Henry Binder, a Stephen Crane scholar, and the four of us talked movies and literature and politics until bartenders told us we had to go home.


  Gary had already had a lot of success as a poet but had always been drawn to prose, as well, and wrote a short memoir piece called “The Russian Winters of Buffalo, New York” that evoked so appealingly the fabulist nature of the stories his grandmother had told him that any number of agents wrote him wondering if he had any other prose sitting around. That opened the floodgates, and the result has been a string of accomplished literary thrillers underpinned with subtexts about the complexities of being gay in contemporary America.


  If the great majority of thrillers in general aspire to be cold-blooded in both the effectiveness of their machinery and the pitilessness with which that machinery exposes its characters’ weaknesses and rewards their strengths, Gary’s Only the Lonely is one of those rare thrillers in which the narrative is primarily powered by its main characters’ impulses to shelter and/or enact care for those with whom they’ve connected, or to fret about those connections themselves. Sure, there’s a nefarious and sufficiently apocalyptic plan that needs to be foiled, but mostly our protagonist Asim’s obsessive fears – even after having figured out that it’s likely that there is such a plan afoot – take the form of his asking himself Am I doing enough for X? or Why can’t I connect more fully with Y? It’s oddly similar to the way our antagonist Tarik, despite the persistence of the blinding hatred of his zealotry and his willed single-mindedness, keeps alive his forlorn hope that he can still win his estranged brother Asim over to his side.


  Asim seems to have taken over as both caregiver and primary connection to the world for Sonia, his dead father’s mistress, and is so fretty on her behalf that when she watches movies at the theater that was his family’s business, he finds himself fearing that she might drift off in her seat. Sonia has Parkinson’s and a touch of dementia as well, and lives in a hazy twilight of remembered scenes from movies, the folkloric past of her mother’s life in Russia, a reverie of her part in a ménage à trois with Asim’s father, and intermittent acuity. Asim evokes for her her lost loves, and over and over again love is conceptualized by the principals in Only the Lonely as a longing for a shelter that either cannot be accessed, was accessed and lost, or could perhaps be accessed by someone with more courage and less uncertainty.


  All of this is focused in Asim, the dutiful worker who means well but is always wishing he might be less weak: that he might stand up to his brother; that he might have pursued with his now-dead parents those questions that have always haunted him about their behavior; and that he might believe that he can accept the intimacy and connection that Billy, his hunky and eager new boyfriend, seems to offer.


  That reticence was modeled for Asim by, among others, a mother who died when he was young, which is where the dutiful worker comes in: performing services can always take precedence over acting to cement or nurture those longed-for bonds. We’re unsurprised, therefore, to discover that his name means The Protector, and he’s both proud of that role and ruefully aware of how often he has hidden behind it.


  If all of this seems like an odd set of concerns for a thriller, that’s because it is. Only the Lonely is more concerned with matters of the heart – with emotional complexity – than most thrillers are. Which is, one might suppose, another way of saying it’s more literary than many thrillers aspire to be. But none of that prevents Only the Lonely from being a ripping good read on the level of the thriller. It’s authoritative and compelling on the nuts and bolts of turning yourself into a homemade bomb maker; on the emotional complexities of that kind of radical isolation from the social mainstream (glimpsing his brother’s car, Tarik finds himself blindsided by “an unexpected and cavernous despair”); on the methods by which global bad actors can recruit the kind of miserable and disaffected young people that they can exploit; and on the terrified ways in which the disoriented can grope towards a kind of clarity. (Sonia, waking to her apartment on fire, screams Help! and then reminds herself “That’s what you do. You scream help.”)


  In the service of that suspense, the novel is expert at pitching the reader into the viscerally dramatic. Heading to the Maid of the Mist at Niagara Falls to rendezvous with his brother, Asim registers that “he could hear the American and Horseshoe Falls, not as deafening as the walls of water would become from the boat, but still loud enough – disharmony heard from afar, a gargantuan thrashing.” And Tarik, watching the events of 9/11 on the news, finds himself after the towers’ collapse spellbound by, along with everything else, the “chalky strangers running everywhere.” All of which insures that throughout, the novel’s narrative propulsion never lets up.


  And for all its suspense the novel is also at times very funny: when someone in an ambulance suggests they check Sonia’s vitals, she pipes up, “I have vitals?” And when Billy, in mid-seduction, is confronted by Asim’s boxers patterned with snowflakes, he asks, “Seasonal wear?”


  What seems unique about Only the Lonely, though, is how much of the world’s outsized danger and covert complexity – the heart of any thriller – is evoked within the surprisingly ubiquitous context of the impulse of caregiving and its relation to longings remaining unfulfilled. At one point Sonia remembers a story her mother had told her about old Russia:


  
  It was a peasant tale, her mother said: Once upon a time an ancient husband and wife lived in a snowbound cabin and sat before frosted windows. They scratched the glass clean to see snow spirits swirling outside among the birches. They were caretakers of the forest. In winter they worshiped fire and harsh wind. They said Our Lady of Tenderness hid out underneath the roots of a birch tree. Sometimes during a storm a witch would enter their house for a glass of tea. Restored by the kindness of the old couple, she returned to the forest and all night howled a witch’s blessing. Our Lady of Tenderness never emerged.

  


  And here Gary’s grandmother’s stories return, to deftly serve the novel’s narrative and thematic needs. Those snow spirits worship fire and harsh wind, and yet are also the caretakers of the forest. Those winds can be so harsh they can drive witches into your house for tea. Those witches will accept your kindness and howl you a witch’s blessing. But one way or another, Our Lady of Tenderness will never emerge. And it's in that intersection of danger, benevolence glimpsed and then gone, lyrical otherworldliness, resilient kindness, and intractable disappointment that the power of this memorable novel resides.


  Jim Shepard,

  December 2025


  


  


  Jim Shepard is the author of eight novels, including The Book of Aron, and six story collections, including the forthcoming The Queen of Bad Influences.


  


  


  


  For Edmund White


  


  


  


  
  “How do things end, finally, things such as this —

  peter out to some forgotten core of 

  weary faithful huddled in the rain?”

  Don DeLillo, Underworld

  


  


  


   Tuesday, September 4, 2001

  


  LITTLE GREEN BIRDS

  


  



  THE BOX WAS WRAPPED in a Buffalo News comics page.

  Asim didn’t hear his brother leave it outside the office at the Bethlehem Theater because he had been lost in the University of Michigan catalogue, studying a photograph of students sitting cross-legged on a campus quad, nearby a Calder sculpture – a huge red rudder – rising into the air. Stuck into the ground was a little rainbow flag. One of the guys looked Arab, maybe Iranian, he couldn’t tell. There was a blond girl, probably with Polish parents; a freckled, dopey-looking Irish kid; a handsome guy, maybe nineteen, with thick black hair, no doubt Italian. They were laughing. He thought, they must be gay.

  Inside the theater, Shrek was playing for the last time; he could hear Rufus Wainwright singing “Hallelujah” while Shrek and the Donkey ambled to Town Square. Asim knew he didn’t have a good voice like Sonia and Billy. He couldn’t sing like his father. But he hummed along, listening for the lyrics: It’s not a cry you can hear at night / It’s not somebody who’s seen the light / It’s a cold and it’s a broken hallelujah.

  Asim tossed the catalogue onto the desk, and wondered, how stupid am I, staying here. He looked at his watch: it was past the time he should have made an aisle walk. He’d forgotten to check on Sonia, who had been too tired to see the movie on opening night; he worried she might have drifted off in her seat.

  On his way out, he tripped over the box. He poked around the lobby and went outside to the sidewalk. Across the street a white van with a Bubble Brush Car Wash sign pulled away and sped off. He believed he’d recognized the driver. Shit, he thought, was that Tarik? Can he be back?

  He took the box into the office. Taped to it was an envelope, and inside a cassette – no note – though he recognized his brother’s handwriting on the label: For Asim. Paradise? Or Hell? Above the inscription Tarik had drawn little green birds flying in a purple sky.

  He placed the tape into a portable Sony and listened:


  
  “I am swimming in all of Allah’s expectation. There are other ways to jihad, but this one is sweetest. The desert taught me about sacrifice, which Mother understood. I don’t know why Father called her Sinai crazy. If she knew about me, she would shout out, ‘Praise Allah, who granted me honor with my Shahid. Sometimes I think about you as a boy, not a dirty faggot, and I wonder, If only I could help Asim. I had to fight off Father’s demons, too.”

  


  After a scraping silence, Asim thought the tape had finished, and just as he reached to click off the player, his brother’s voice returned:

  
  “Why is that Russian bitch living at our house? I’ve got to see you. You should have delivered the imam’s package. He had plans for you at Michigan. Now I think he believes that I can’t be trusted with a brother like you. He’ll see. Inside the box is a Jew’s skull. The ashes are from an Afghan shisha. It is an inspiration.”

  


  He unwrapped the newspaper – Doonesbury, Zippy, Garfield, Rose is Rose – and opened the lid. The skull was about the size of a small cantaloupe. Its top was sawed off, and he could see the ashes in the cavity.

  He lifted the thing from the box and cringed. He thought, he’s fucking crazier than I knew.

  “What’s that?” Sonia asked, from the doorway.

  “A globe for a lamp in the lobby,” he said, rushing to replace the lid. He opened the bottom cabinet drawer and put it in. He remembered the tape and popped it out of the player, and dropped it in, too. When he closed the door, he caught his finger.

  “I thought I heard a voice. It sounded a little like Tarik,” she said.

  “You’re hearing things again.”

  She grimaced.

  “You look sick,” she said.

  He ignored her and asked, “Did you like Shrek?”

  “Who wouldn’t,” she said.


  


  


   February 2001

  


  OPENING NIGHT

  


  



  ASIM KNEW OTHERS IN Lackawanna called her crazy because she spoke Russian and wavered when she walked. When he saw her again at the Bethlehem Theater after his father died, he understood Sonia was sick with the shaking disease. It was the last show of Notting Hill, she handed him her ticket, and he felt her fingers skittering across his palm.

  “They call Hugh Grant another Cary. Nyet. You’re as beautiful as the boy in that launderette movie,” she said.

  “Omar,” Asim said.

  “Who?”

  “That’s the boy’s name.”

  There were only fourteen moviegoers in the theater. While Notting Hill played, he walked down the aisle a couple of times, pretending he needed something from the storage room behind the screen. He wanted to check her out, and each time he walked back, he’d catch a glimpse; with a prurient interest that surprised him, he thought, She’s the woman my father loved.

  He was five when he first saw them. The door to the room next to the projection booth was cracked open. His father tumbled, naked, with Sonia on a cot the size of a bunk bed. The old man lifted himself and fell back. He breathed like the warty-faced Czech with asthma who lived next door. Asim watched until his father rose from the cot, blocking Sonia from his view. The old man stepped into boxers and pulled on his trousers and then, still bare-chested, turned and noticed his son. Asim bolted down to the theater and hid under a seat until the houselights went on, and the old man found him scrunched there like he’d been the one who’d done something wrong. (His father liked to be called old man because it made him think of Ernest Hemingway and bullfights and the sea.)

  “Since when did you become a detective?” his old man asked, sitting next to him and patting his head.

  “Our secret,” his father said.

  A couple of years before Asim’s father died, the old man had watched him set down a canister of film outside the room with the cot. On the door was a Sabrina poster that his father had hung there years before: Audrey Hepburn arm and arm with Humphrey Bogart and William Holden. The old man seemed washed in regret. He looked back at his son and opened the door and sat on the cot.

  “Be kind to her when you take over the movie house. You’ll understand. Love isn’t easy.”

  “Kind to who?”

  “Sonia.”

  “What makes you think I want to stay around, Dad?”

  “You love the movies. It’s a family business. You can make a good life in Lackawanna. Anyway, she’s going to need some company.”

  “You aren’t enough company.”

  “Don’t be a smart-ass.”

  “Why would she need me? You don’t look like you’re going anywhere.”

  The old man didn’t say anything, as if he wasn’t listening anymore, and Asim decided he’d try to rattle his father.

  “So what was playing when I found you fucking her?”

  It was the first time he mentioned what he had seen in the cot room.

  “How should I remember? That’s a stupid thing to ask.”

  “Almost as stupid as thinking I’m going to live and die in Lackawanna.”

  “Go off somewhere and see if you’ll ever be as happy as you could be at the Bethlehem. You’ll come home. You’ll see.”

  The first time she came back to the theater, Asim’s father had been dead for two months. Asim stopped at the top of the aisle and noticed Sonia laughing in her seat. He tried to turn his attention to Hugh Grant and Julia Roberts, but all he could think about was his father pulling up boxer shorts in the room upstairs. Since that night when he was five, to his surprise he sometimes spied on the old man when his father dressed at home. Even a few months ago, he had been watching from the open door of his bedroom. Tarik noticed. Their father wasn’t shy about nakedness, and Asim was thinking, He still has legs like a younger man.

  His brother shouted, “Close your door. It offends Allah to show off your body like this.”

  His father yelled, “We aren’t in Egypt. Don’t tell me what to do.” He patted his bare chest like a gorilla and smiled.

  Tarik glared at the old man and walked into Asim’s room and said, “I don’t know why Allah allows him to live.” His brother slammed the door. Not long ago, Tarik had warned him, “Like father, like son. Watch out.”

  Notting Hill was in its last reel. Asim thought, The old man must have known I liked boys. He should have talked to me about it.

  Asim still had to restock the candy shelves. The keys hung in the office from the side of the desk in a narrow space next to the wall. When he sat to reach for them, a tear in the vinyl cushion pricked his thigh, and he decided to fix it before the slit got worse. He opened a drawer where his father had kept tools and duct tape. On top of everything was an airline ticket for his brother to Islamabad. It was dated April 5 and didn’t have a return. He wondered why his brother would want to go to Pakistan but wasn’t surprised Tarik hadn’t told anyone. Except for outbursts and mumbling in Arabic, his brother seldom said much to anyone. He could understand a trip to Egypt to see their mother, though Asim himself had decided he didn’t want to go there, ever; or a flight to Jordan where his uncles Usef and Salum lived, but Islamabad didn’t make any sense.

  He couldn’t think of anyone Tarik would even walk around the block to see. He searched through drawers for anything else his brother might have left in the desk that would explain what was going on, but there were just movie house things: copies of Variety, concession and advertising invoices, spools of colored tickets, old movie stills. He held up John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever and thought, he’s hot. Those Aussies in Strictly Ballroom. Gene Kelly swinging around a lamppost in Singin’ in the Rain. He wondered whether his father ever danced with the Russian woman. He rolled up the Travolta to take it home. He decided he would talk to Masika first and see what she thought about the ticket. But he already knew what she would say: “Don’t worry about our crazy brother. Let him go and disappear in the desert.”

  He found the tape and patched the slit in the cushion.

  After everyone had left, he chained shut the emergency doors. On his way out he was surprised to find her standing in the lobby next to the coming attractions – Pierce Brosnan bungee-jumping out of a window to retrieve a suitcase full of money in The World Is Not Enough. Sonia was smoking a cigarette with a silver plastic holder, threads of smoke iridescent in the chandelier light.

  “Where’s the usher?” she asked.

  She was confused. Her eyes wandered to the lobby cards and some old stills – Chaplin, Davis, Dean, Monroe – suspended from the ceiling, until she settled on his dark eyes and waited for an answer.

  “What usher?” Asim asked.

  Sonia bowed her head, and he worried that she was going to start bawling.

  “I knew Joseph for a long time. Before him there was Andrew, and before him, a few ushers I never thought to ask their names. I was young. I didn’t shake.”

  “I’m sorry,” he said.

  “Who are you?”

  He didn’t know if she was asking his name or if it was the question of an old woman lost in her past.

  “Asim,” he said.

  He could tell she was thinking about the name, and then she said, “An old name for a boy.”

  He shrugged.

  “You’re Badru’s youngest. You’ve never worked here.”

  “I’ve been here almost all day, every Saturday since I was a little kid.”

  “I know.”

  “You do?”

  “Your father was a gentleman.”

  He nodded.

  “Sometimes he’d bring popcorn to my seat.”

  He didn’t say anything, and wondered whether she knew he’d seen them all those years ago.

  “Your brother isn’t so gentle.”

  “You know Tarik?”

  “He sulks.”

  “How do you know so much about everyone?”

  “Your sister’s beautiful. A nurse.”

  “You’re a little creepy.”

  She smiled. “I like you.”

  What could he say?

  “Sometimes your father couldn’t get away, and he asked the usher to drive me home. We sat in the car and talked about the movie,” she said.

  “I’ll take you tonight. I know stuff about you, too.” He was surprised by how much he liked her.

  “A celebrity,” she said.

  “It’s been two months since my father died. Where have you been? I thought you came to all the openers.”

  “Don’t talk about the dead.”

  She put her hand, which had begun to tremble more erratically, on his arm and followed him out the last open glass door. The movie house keys jingled from a brass ring as he locked it. She shuffled beside him to the car, parked across Abbott Road outside the Pig Iron, a men’s bar, Poles and Irish stinking of their joblessness and drinking their last boilermakers of the night. Through the window he noticed a guy in a tank top, with a shock of red disheveled hair, watching him open the door of his beat-up El Dorado, a gift from an uncle who owned convenience stores in Buffalo. He thought, A tank top in February. That’s something. He helped the old woman into the front seat. When he closed the door and looked back, he saw a few others at the window, but only the redhead was watching. The guy was older and Asim had noticed him hanging out in the park by the lake. Asim didn’t turn to see but hoped, by the time he drove away, the redhead would still be watching.

  “Where do you live, Sonia?” he asked.

  Sonia –  it was a name that made him think of a black dress with diamonds and fur. It sounded like drag.

  “Across the DB Mart,” she said.

  “On Wilkesbarre?”

  She nodded.

  “I’ve never seen you in the neighborhood,” he said.

  “I’ve seen you.” She was staring at him.

  Asim wanted to ask where, but instead he remembered what Tarik had said about her: abomination. It was what his brother said about their father. It was what Tarik said about fags.

  “Okay,” he paused, and said, “let’s go.”

  He had figured she lived on the other side of the bridge, a neighborhood close to Our Lady of Victory, with other European immigrants whose sons and daughters built raised ranches with automatic garage doors, plastic on couches, jockeys or Marys-on-the-half-shells dotting lawns. Why would she live in Arab town?

  “There,” she said, pointing to a triple-decker with a busted porch globe, the bulb, exposed, dangling.

  “Are you a Communist?” she asked.

  He shook his head and smiled awkwardly because the question was ridiculous.

  “Don’t worry. Nicholas believed he was a Communist.”

  “Who’s Nicholas?”

  “My husband. Your father liked him. Too much.”

  “Too much. What’s that supposed to mean?”

  She opened her door and leaned back into the car and said, “Razrishiti vam pamoch.”

  “What’s that?” he asked. “You aren’t making any sense.”

  “Someday you’ll know,” she said, and turned.

  Asim watched her climb the porch steps and enter the door into the house. He waited until he saw a third-floor light illuminate a window. He wondered whether she’d look out, but it wasn’t long before the room darkened. He stayed a while looking for another light to pop on and pictured the Sabrina poster – Nicholas and his father arm and arm with Sonia. He realized what Sonia had meant by too much. But he suspected she made things up to seem mysterious. Ra … vam … mook, whatever, he thought. Could the Russian words have had something to do with his father loving Sonia’s husband? If his father had liked men too, wouldn’t the old man have said something to Asim? Again he thought about what Tarik had said, abomination. It made him shiver. When no other lights came on, he drove a few blocks down Wilkesbarre to the house he’d lived in all of his life. Along the way, he thought, My father must have been nuts to think I’d stay in Lackawanna for her, or anyone.


  


  


   

  


  YOU CAN HAVE ALLAH

  


  



  ASIM LIVED AT 108 Wilkesbarre Avenue, five blocks from the Yemen Soccer Field. From his bedroom window he could see the onion dome of the Lackawanna Guidance Mosque, which used to be the Ukrainian Orthodox Church. As far as he knew his father never answered a single adhan. But for about a year Tarik had followed the call to daily prayer and tried to convince Asim to attend. “Get lost,” he finally told his brother. “I’m like Dad. You can have Allah.”

  Tarik had nearly decked him.

  When he got home, Asim was surprised his brother was listening to television in the bedroom. He could hear laughter from an audience and David Letterman introducing a dog that could bark along to “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.” Tarik must have fallen asleep during the 11 o’clock news. For a moment he thought about barging in and asking about the ticket to Pakistan, but it was late and he knew a question like this could set off his brother. The neighbor might call the police again. He’d wait. Across the hall a light shone under the door of his sister’s room. She liked to read for hours after a night at the hospital. He knocked.

  “Asim,” she said.

  He walked in. “Who else would it be?”

  “How was Julia Roberts?”

  He ignored her.

  “Something’s wrong,” she said.

  He took the ticket out of his pocket and said, “I found this in the office desk. It’s a
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  About ReQueered Tales

  



  In the heady days of the late 1960s, when young people in many western countries were in the streets protesting for a new, more inclusive world, some of us were in libraries, coffee shops, communes, retreats, bedrooms and dens plotting something even more startling: literature – highbrow and pulp – for an explicitly gay audience. Specifically, we were craving to see our gay lives – in the closet, in the open, in bars, in dire straits and in love – reflected in mystery stories, sci-fi and mainstream fiction. Hercule Poirot, that engaging effete Belgian creation of Agatha Christie might have been gay … Sherlock Holmes, to all intents and purposes, was one woman shy of gay … but where were the genuine gay sleuths, where the reader need not read between the lines?

  Beginning with Victor J Banis’s “Man from C.A.M.P.” pulps in the mid-60s – riotous romps spoofing the craze for James Bond spies – readers were suddenly being offered George Baxt’s Pharoah Love, a black gay New York City detective, and a real turning point in Joseph Hansen’s gay California insurance investigator, Dave Brandstetter, whose world weary Raymond Chandleresque adventures sold strongly and have never been out of print.

  Over the next three decades, gay storytelling grew strongly in niche and mainstream publishing ventures. Even with the huge public crisis – as AIDS descended on the gay community beginning in the early 1980s – gay fiction flourished. Stonewall Inn, Alyson Publications, and others nurtured authors and readers … until mainstream success seemed to come to a halt. While Lambda Literary Foundation had started to recognize work in annual awards about 1990, mainstream publishers began to have cold feet. And then, with the rise of e-books in the new millennium which enabled a new self-publishing industry … there was both an avalanche of new talent coming to market and burying of print authors who did not cross the divide.

  The result?

  Perhaps forty years of gay fiction – and notably gay and lesbian mystery, detective and suspense fiction – has been teetering on the brink of obscurity. Orphaned works, orphaned authors, many living and some having passed away – with no one to make the case for their creations to be returned to print (and e-print!). General fiction and non-fiction works embracing gay lives, widely celebrated upon original release, also languished as mainstream publishers shifted their focus.

  Until now. That is the mission of ReQueered Tales: to keep in circulation this treasure trove of fantastic fiction. In an era of ebooks, everything of value ought to be accessible. For a new generation of readers, these mystery tales, and works of general fiction, are full of insights into the gay world of the 1960s, ’70s, ’80s and ’90s. For those of us who lived through the period, they are a delightful reminder of our youth and reflect some of our own struggles in growing up gay in those heady times.

  We are honored, here at ReQueered Tales, to be custodians shepherding back into circulation some of the best gay and lesbian fiction writing and hope to bring many volumes to the public, in modestly priced, accessible editions, worldwide, over the coming years.

  So please join us on this adventure of discovery and rediscovery of the rich talents of writers of recent years as the PIs, cops and amateur sleuths battle forces of evil with fierceness, humor and sometimes a pinch of love.


  
  


  The ReQueered Tales Team

  Justene Adamec • Alexander Inglis • Matt Lubbers-Moore
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  If you enjoyed this book, please help spread the word by posting a short, constructive review at your favorite social media site or e-book retailer. We thank you, greatly, for your support.


  And don’t be shy! Contact us!


  For more information about current and future releases, please contact us:

  E-mail: requeeredtales@gmail.com

  Facebook (Like us!): www.facebook.com/ReQueeredTales/

  Twitter: @ReQueered

  Instagram: www.instagram.com/requeeredtales/

  Web: www.ReQueeredTales.com

  Blog: www.ReQueeredTales.com/blog

  Mailing list (Subscribe for latest news): https://bit.ly/RQTJoin
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