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  Praise for Richard Hall and

  THE BUTTERSCOTCH PRINCE

  



  
  “A deliciously written, softly witty and intricately plotted gay murder mystery … A delight!”

  — In Touch


  “Hall’s canvas is thickly populated with interesting figures and he has a nice touch for the potential of the lurid and banal alike. This is a neat, tidy thriller of the Agatha Christie variety, with an amateur sleuth and a convoluted plot, lots of local color and the pleasant addition of good sex scenes. Richard Hall uses the whodunit to advantage … humanized it in a way few have before.”

  — George Whitmore, The Advocate


  “The Butterscotch Prince has my admiration … a good read in one sitting.”

  — Michael Lynch, The Body Politic


  “Hall writes … in a measured, often moving voice that explores the difficulties of grief and commitment.”

  — Kirkus Reviews


  “The elegance and refinement of Hall’s prose have once again marked him as one of our most distinguished writers.”

  — Gay Pride



  “Hall’s stories evoke comparison with Henry James or Maupassant, Hemingway and Fitzgerald … A luminous collection … Hall has found in gay life stories to amuse, entertain, and move.”

  — Lambda Book Report


  “Hall shows again and again his fidelity to the gay male community at large. These stories are the work of an acknowledged master at the top of his form.”

  — Bay Area Reporter
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  Richard Hall


  Richard Hall was a novelist, an acclaimed short-story writer, and a widely produced playwright. He was book editor of The Advocate from 1976 to 1982 and the first openly gay critic to be elected to the National Book Critics Circle. His landmark essay, “Gay Fiction Comes Home,” was the front-page article in The New York Times Book Review in June 1988, and his reviews have also appeared in The New Republic, the San Francisco Chronicle, and The Village Voice. His Family Fictions: A Novel is also published by Penguin. The Spinner of Tales was published posthumously by ReQueered Tales in 2023. Richard Hall died of AIDS-related complications in October 1992.
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  It’s amusing to look back at this book now, nearly a half century after it was conceived, knowing that its author intended it to be read as pornography. That it was turned down for publication by a “caucus of literary lesbians” for failing to meet the requirements of such a work is also amusing, though no doubt it was a blow to its author’s ego, as his initial impetus for writing it had self-admittedly been pecuniary.

  What difference would it have made to Richard Hall’s trajectory as a writer had The Butterscotch Prince been accepted as pornography? We will never know, but the fact is that it was eventually accepted by a mainstream publisher and sent into the world as a work of literary fiction in 1975, selling a respectable twenty-five thousand copies before the remainder were pulped, only to be given a second life with the then-fledgling Alyson Publications in the 1980s. And, for that, we now have this belated third edition of Hall’s gay mystery, and premiere novel, from ReQueered Tales some forty years later.

  Of what do the book’s literary qualities consist? Of Hall’s later books, like Fidelities and Family Fictions, they lie in his mastery of the craft carefully honed over the years. But in this first work, in what was then already a well-mined genre, the answer is simpler: Hall makes us care about his characters and allows us to feel that we are there in his scenes, listening, absorbing and laughing along with them, while sharing their triumphs, disappointments and discoveries as he takes us on his protagonist’s journey to solve the mysterious death of a beloved friend. It is this simple yet telling gift that colours the writing.

  The story in these pages is set in a transitional time, as far as gay literature goes, bridging the gap between the hedonistic freedoms of the mid-70s, when it was first published, and the decade that followed, after AIDS had already reared its ugly head, when Hall revised the book. In so doing, he acknowledges an attempt to make the story more current, referring to a fear of death among the gay crowd in New York City without naming it, but at a time when the concept of safer sex had not yet taken hold. Ergo the uninhibitedly promiscuous romps experienced by the protagonist, Cordell, in his quest to solve the murder of his best friend and twin soul, Ellison, the book’s eponymous Butterscotch Prince.

  As we learn, Cordell does this with the aid of a single clue overlooked by the police, who are clearly not interested in a queer murder, tracking down the murderer with what would now be seen as a quaint sexual device: a double-sized masturbatory condom sleeve. We laughingly imagine prudes of the time looking askance at such an object, as puritanical Victorians might once have looked on peep shows, though clearly it was viewed as risqué if not downright shocking by the book’s characters.

  This book then is a romp, a fun backwards glance at an era as viewed through the eyes of a nascent writing talent eagerly exercising his literary skills while exploring the newly opened vistas of life for those who dared explore them in a starry-eyed, post-Stonewall America in all its innocence. Tellingly, Cordell’s search culminates in an all-night sextravaganza at a club called, appropriately enough, the Hellhole. Yet Hall appends a final chapter, bringing his story to a full close with a Pride march, a soul-liberating trail blazing through history. Whether you are encountering this book for the first time or coming back to it after many years, you may find some long-buried part of yourself in these pages.


  



  Jeffrey Round

  Toronto,

  December, 2022



  


  Jeffrey Round is an award-winning author, filmmaker, and songwriter. His breakout novel, A Cage of Bones, was listed on AfterElton’s 50 Best Gay Books. Lake on the Mountain, first of the seven Dan Sharp mysteries, won a Lambda Award in 2013. His latest book is the poetry collection Threads (2022) from Beautiful Dreamer Press.


  


  


  



  For Dan


  who taught me how to tell the truth


  


  


  I. CORD

  


  


  



  NOW, SOMETIMES, WHEN I HEAR the new math teacher’s voice floating down the hall from her classroom to mine, furious because her kids aren’t paying attention, I can’t believe she’s right next door, separated by the same twenty yards of dirty linoleum that once separated me from Ellison. I never heard Ellison screaming at  his  ninth-graders, not till near the very end. He had that special quality that can turn thirty squirmers into a single learning machine.

  When Ellison taught down the hall I never had to tap the door-stopper with my foot and swing it shut. Because his kids were pitched forward on their rubbery behinds, pencils gripped firmly, hot in pursuit of x the unknown. And loving it. You’d think  x  was the winning number in the state lottery or a prize thoroughbred at Aqueduct, the way they breathed. Ever hear thirty kids breathe while they use their heads eagerly, joyfully? They sound like the woodwind section playing the Forest Murmurs from Siegfried. Adenoidal ecstasy.

  When you’re a teacher you wait and hope for that. Forest Murmur time today – beautiful. That’s your reward. The magic. The rest is only a job in a zoo. Sometimes, when a week or two go by and no Forest Murmurs, you start to wonder what drove you into exile among the Little People. What wrong turning? Are you atoning for wrong-doing in a previous life? Suffering from clogged veins or riboflavin deficiency? But don’t get me wrong. I can’t imagine doing any other kind of work. Most of the time.

  But now, sometimes, when I hear the roars of Ginger Lucas down the hall and know she’s standing in front of thirty flat blank faces, it seems only a bad dream. I even switch channels and pretend she isn’t there. I view the bent heads in my own class as we read about Tom Sawyer and Holden Caulfield and tell myself I’ll meet Ellison in the faculty room for a smoke in a few minutes. And he’ll punch me in the upper arm in that hostile-friendly way of his and his eyes will be soft with wariness and humor, two wet sherry-eyes at the bottom of the glass, and we’ll trade a look that says everything.

  Says, Dig, Mr. Rivkin the principal missed his prostate massage this morning because Luella, the school nurse, found the forefinger in her rubber glove all worn away. Dig, we’re gonna buy old Horatio Hess, the French teacher, a Petite Larousse so he’ll get his vocabulary over two thousand words. Dig, there’s a new secretary named Awilda in the front office and we’re gonna turn up wearing T-shirts that say Puerto Rico Me Encanta. Dig, buncha kids want to build a kite at lunchtime, a super-kite, let’s give them a hand.

  But none of that is going to happen now. When we drop Tom Sawyer and the kids look up and the Forest Murmurs fade (if they ever started) and Jesus Gongora jumps up with his right hand nailed to his crotch, I’m going to stay in my seat. I won’t trundle downstairs to the faculty room. I’ll lock my door for five minutes and sneak a smoke here. I can’t take the vacancy there. The air is bent to his shape still, but where he should be, one eye squinty in an aureole of smoke, is emptiness. Ellison Greer, who used to complain about the view from his apartment on 22nd Street, now has the finest view in three states, a thousand-dollar-a-month condominium-type view from New Jersey, where the morning sun hits the glittering peaks of Manhattan and turns them into illustrations for the heavenly city. He’s in the Elysian Fields Cemetery, Section 35, Plot B. The all-black section. With a puncture wound through his grieving heart.

  Maybe I should introduce myself. Cordell McGreevy. That’s one of the advantages of parenthood – one of the few, I guess. You get to name your creation. I was born 31 years ago, named for Cordell Hull, who was racing around signing peace treaties when my father was young. He was very impressed. Frankly, I’ve always felt kind of dated, like bread that says Good Until September 25th. Nobody knows Cordell Hull any more.

  I grew up in Troy, New York, which is a nice place to be from. The best thing I can say about it is that if they chopped it off and moved it to a warmer clime I might like to go back. But since my father died and my mother moved to California, I can find no reason to return. I only had one friend there, the quietest boy in my class, who raised praying mantises professionally starting at the age of ten. He put curtain rings around their middles and tied them to the back fence with sewing thread, but I have a sneaky feeling he’s tied up somewhere now with a curtain ring around his own middle.

  I guess I had a standard American upbringing – everything rosy on the outside but inside a real House of Atreus, everybody full of pent-up wrath and plans for revenge. My sister and I have barely spoken to each other for ten years. Our last quarrel was over the division of spoils when my father died and my mother broke up housekeeping. Geri and I had a vicious fight over a book – an Oz book which we both loved – but it was one of those quarrels which is not really about the matter at hand. It was an ancient wrong with underground runners that went back and back, down and down, like oak roots under the front porch. Back to who got to sleep in Mom’s bed. Who got to kiss Daddy first. Who got to ride in the front seat. God knows.

  But as we stood in the upstairs hallway, snatching the Oz book from each other’s hands, there was one moment when our eyes met and we both knew, deeply and truly, that we would never forgive or forget. That at the age of sixty, seventy, on our deathbeds, we would still be competing, still trying to push the other aside (“Me first, me first!”), still taking out old injustices and polishing them to a fine black glow (The Annual Awards Dinner for Grievances – this year’s prize goes to Cord for his standout performance in I Remember Mama). And something in me went cold – a flame perishing – and I let her have the book. We have been cool ever since.

  That story reflects no credit on me. I won’t waste pages trying to justify myself, tracing our sibling rivalry to the same pounding hungers that exist in every family. It doesn’t really matter, does it? I mean, all we’ve got is now.

  One other story from the past – the last one, I promise – and one I like better. Not that it’s any more flattering.

  I studied piano as a kid, mostly under my mother’s prodding. The worst part was the annual recital given by the students of my teacher, Miss diFlorenzo. This recital was a very classy affair at the Trojan Acres Club with the girl students (and the students were mostly girls, believe me) in evening dresses and the boy students (all three of us) in pre-tied bow ties. The recital was organized so that the most advanced students played last and one year – believe it or not – I was the most advanced. The last of the last.

  Picture it. A six-foot grand on a dais (I used an upright at home). Acres of relatives out front, beaming with pleasure that their ordeal was almost over and the bar within easy reach. Miss diFlorenzo almost buried in a gardenia corsage she had sent herself. And yours truly, approaching the keyboard with the terrifying conviction that he couldn’t play unless he went to the bathroom first and dropped a load.

  The Chopin Funeral March, my scheduled offering, had gone clean out of my mind. Luckily, my fingers still remembered and I sat in remote bemusement watching them scuttle over the keys like mottled crabs, picking out sounds that seemed vaguely familiar. But all good things have to end and when the  da capo  came around, my fingers ran out of gas. So, after rippling off a handsome broken chord in the diminished, I spun around to the audience and said, “That is where Chopin died, ladies and gentlemen. The piece was finished by his star pupil, Ludwig van Beethoven, as you all know. But I’m sure you want me to end the piece here, where Chopin did, out of respect.” Cool as ice, not a quaver in my voice. Naturally there was great applause – mostly because now they could hug their kids and head for the bar. But the pay-off came when Miss diFlorenzo rushed up and kissed me, her corsage going like sixty, and said in her birdy voice, “He did what Paderewski used to do. He always stopped there too. And he was a personal friend of the composer.”

  I tell this story not to show how weak is the hold of the average citizen on nineteenth century chronology, but to make another, sadder point – how easy it has always been for me to lie. Sometimes I think I was born with a tape running in my head, the Lie for Today. When faced with any difficulty, the tape starts and I get this homing feeling, the relief of knowing I’m back in the land of lies, all snuggled in and comfy, where no one can reach or harm me.

  Even now, when my life is so different, I sometimes get the old urge and it takes a firm hold on the tape to keep it from rewinding and starting over. In my heyday I lied for no reason at all, just to keep in practice, or to tell my hearer something that could be believed more easily, without an explanation. And that’s why I’ve always made my friends people of integrity, those who make the rare stubborn stands of this world. No one else interests me. That was true even when I was a kid, which explains why Miss diFlorenzo found herself minus a star pupil after the recital.

  How I got from Troy to teaching in P.S. 9 in Manhattan is a long boring story, mostly about sitting in classrooms and taking notes and regurgitating the notes on exam forms, plus a few years of therapy to help me bridge the gap between the glorious bullshit of college and the brutality of the West Side. That’s one way of putting it. Actually, two years with Dr. Ash were spent learning how to be a fag.

  I put it that way because things are better now and I can joke about it. That is, I can be self-deprecating in a mildly humorous way, which Dr. Ash always said is a sign of “maturity” – a word, I’ve always believed, that should be applied to bonds and not people. But learning How T.B.A.F. was not as easy as it sounds.

  I know, these days, it’s supposed to be a smooth transition from a world that hates you to a world that loves you, a smooth boogie from an old life to a new. Read the pride manuals, go to a few rap sessions, turn out for some zaps, march in the June parade, and whammo! – there’s nothing to be afraid of. You’re automatically rid of the scorn (“Hey, man, you throw that ball like a girl!’’) and the fear (“You didn’t get a hard-on when you danced with Cindy, whazza matter with ya?”). Well, it didn’t work out that way for me.

  In fact, there were some very heavy times, when I figured I wasn’t going to make it. I had to develop a whole new cell structure that could handle it – a Cordell McGreevy clone that could cope with cocksucking, as it were. It wasn’t easy. In fact, I suspect that even Dr. Ash, a balding model of subdued optimism nailed to a black Barcalounger, occasionally had his doubts.

  Like the week I couldn’t stop talking, after overhearing two men my own age, in the ad agency where I worked as a copywriter, discuss the fact that I was queer. I was visiting a colleague in his topless cubicle when my name sounded over the glass bricks – my name followed by a few estimates of my sex habits. I stumbled out, ears roaring, back to my own cubicle. That afternoon a silver thread of sound started pouring from my mouth. It didn’t stop for fourteen hours a day for seven days. I talked to every human being who crossed my path. When you figure I was riding the buses and roaming the streets, that adds up to a lot of people. Most of them, and it’s a credit to New York, were courteous, perhaps realizing I was  in extremis  but harmless. I talked about everything and nothing – a blind rush of chatter that kept the lid on the hysteria. I don’t want to get clinical, because this story is about Ellison Greer and others, but as I analyzed it later, with Dr. Ash’s help, my talking enabled me to hold on. It was the glue that held the shreds and tatters of my ego together. The wind in the sails of my self. I talk therefore I am. As simple as that.


  *  *  *


  I met Ellison Greer not long after the talkathon. I was still shaky but at least I’d hung up my harp. I’ll never forget the shock of seeing him. Not because he was handsome, although he was. No. Because Ellison Greer, except for his smaller size and the amount of melanin in his skin, could have been my twin. If I describe him you can see us both. Just reduce his dimensions by ten percent.

  Broad forehead, a blade nose, a chin that won the west. Brown eyes, shading up to amber in a certain light. His best feature is hard to describe and I spotted it instantly. I’d call it natural grace, the unbought kind. He hung well, light and bouncy, ballbearings under his feet. Coat-hanger shoulders, snake hips and an ass that bobbed up like two apples in a basin. An aristocrat in a shadowed skin. A butterscotch prince.

  I met Ellison in the lobby of the Lyric Theater, and I don’t mean an opera house. It was on East 14th Street, in the heart of mango land, San Juan North. The Lyric, for those who haven’t had the pleasure, is a browsing pasture for dedicated trophy hunters, sword swallowers. On screen was hard-core pornography, dicks like barbers’ poles, vaginas deep as the San Andreas Fault. You wouldn’t believe how dull fucking can be until you sit through two hours of it. After a while you think you’re in an auto body shop.

  Why did I go? A good question. I can give you the usual reasons – loneliness, boredom, sexual dementia, etc. But none of them is exactly right. What drove me to the Lyric was – to quote one of Dr. Ash’s more sententious remarks – my “identity crisis.” It was a place in which to find the mantle of a self and wrap it around me. Those hungry Hildas roving the aisles, those human suction machines, gave me a sense of myself. Cord McGreevy as a member of a group. Some group. A far-fetched psychiatric theory, obviously, but you’d be surprised how well it tested out. Because when I was dissatisfied or annoyed, when I’d told one lie too many and lost what little sense of myself I had, the need to hit the Lyric would come down on me like the vengeance of the Lord and I would find myself transported to the goblin palace with the white marquee that said Adult Films Only.

  Cleopatra didn’t ride her barge with greater glee than I did the crosstown bus. Just buying the ticket from the lady with polyester hair was a high. Handing it to the ticket man, who was once a star in the Yiddish theater around the corner, buoyed me up even more. And when I hit the interior, fruity with the groinsmell of a hundred desperate men, I could feel every muscle go loose with excitement. Gliding around that black cavern was as soothing as a lobotomy. Up and down I went, noiseless, my steps cushioned by the carpet, down to the can, out to the alleys on either side, past rows of men, eyes to the screen, caught up in those vast meaningless couplings. As I moved around I could feel my edges soften, the boundary that separated me from life begin to blur.

  The strangest thing at the Lyric calmed me the most – the utter silence. No one spoke. I doubt that fifty live sentences have been spoken in that place since it went porno. Meeting, touching, climaxing – all without a word. As if a new convention of language had been minted, the language of gliding feet and bent head, of sudden gasp and sodden sigh. I felt as if I were lapped in the womb of some prehistoric sea, before creatures hit dry land and cried.

  I saw Ellison in the outer lobby, at the foot of the stairs to the balcony. Our eyes clicked at the same moment. Lookalikes. Brothers under the skin. The phrase hit me like a blow. He was a tawny gold, a lovely Gauguin gold. He had one foot on the stairs but he turned around and came toward me with the mocking smile I got to know so well, a smile full of things like, “Is this meat market really you?” Or, “I won’t tell your mama if you won’t tell mine.”

  Actually, he came up to me and said, “I wanta talk to you.” I was very surprised. I mean, no one had ever said a word to me in that place, much less indicated interest in sustained conversation. My first reaction was negative. I wanted out. I glanced at the curtained doors leading inside but he read my mind. “Uh-uh,” he shook his head sweetly and jerked his thumb toward the exit. “Out.” And then he snapped his fingers. A soft sound, hardly audible, almost too faint for any ears but his. Snap! How many thousands of times I was to hear those gold castanets going off!

  With a mastery that permitted no protest, he conducted me to the street. Ellison never got flapped, which is another way of saying his surfaces were polished as smoked glass. Underneath, of course, there’s another tale to tell, a tale leading to Section 35, Plot B. But that first night I didn’t glimpse anything but self-control and integrity. The kind I couldn’t resist.

  We sat over coffee for a long time, not really saying much except for the required gripes about living in New York. I remember his first contribution to that – “New York is the only place where you go to bed with clean fingernails and wake up with an inch of crud.”

  It was strange looking at him. The white-tiled glare of the shop made me squint after the dark theater but I noticed details. His hands were squarish, like mine, with long knobby fingers. His eyebrows were straight and narrow – pencil slashes, over deep sockets. His hair was a coarse wiggy fiber mounded high. His teeth were piano keys, a C-major smile.

  Ellison was born in Elizabeth, New Jersey, went to Jefferson High there, then to North Bergen State, staying on for an advanced degree in education. He always planned to be a math teacher. Only once did he waver, when he went to work for Chase Manhattan right after graduation, having received from a recruiter an offer too good to turn down. But it soured quickly. “I was window dressing,” he said. “I got my picture in the house organ seven times in twelve months. The day I found myself looking at my face in a full-page ad in the Times I figured it was time to quit. I was turning into an illustrated man.”

  I listened to that story but my senses, my blood and nerves, were soaking up a different line. I was trembling with that message, scourged with its possibilities. I had been a single person, a unit of aloneness, all my life. Was now, tonight, with this man who resembled me so strangely, the beginning of something new? But even as I wondered this, in some portion of my mind

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

  


  


  AN AFTERWORD

  


  


  



  I am often asked how I came to write The Butterscotch Prince. My answer usually amuses people. I sat down in January 1973 to write a gay porno novel for Greenleaf Classics Inc. of San Diego, a publisher I knew nothing about except that they had brought out a few gay thrillers and some high-class porno by Phil Andros. Since I was unemployed at the time, having just returned from a two-year teaching stint in Puerto Rico, I decided to give it a try. I figured it wouldn’t be hard to do, since the formula was set and I had a fair experience of sleaze. In other words, I went slumming.

  Six weeks later I mailed off the completed manuscript to Greenleaf (whose editorial staff, I was later told, consisted of several literary lesbians). In due course, the rejected book came back, together with a reply. This informed me that though my work evidenced a certain talent, I had not produced a pornographic novel, as required. Such novels, I was advised, opened with a sex scene of no less than five pages, and went on to detail a major erotic encounter in every subsequent chapter.

  Looking over my manuscript, I realized a great many chapters didn’t mention sex at all, let alone linger over it in loving and apocalyptic detail. I had bombed in the porno market. My spirits sank.

  Fortunately, a friend and ex-lover, visiting from California, saw my gloom. He believed in the novel and offered to phone three literary agents, selected at random from the Yellow Pages. My only stipulation was that he mention its gay content – I didn’t want to send it out under false pretenses. This he did and all three agents offered to look at the manuscript – a small miracle in itself, I now realize. The first agent to read it (he actually specialized in scholarly books, it turned out) passed it on to another, who then passed it to a third. The third agent, Warren Bayless, liked the book, interviewed me, and assured me he would find a major publisher for it. I remembered walking along Lexington Avenue in a daze afterward – was it possible that my novel, my gay porno novel, was going to make it into the legit world?

  Well – sort of. It took Warren a full year to place the book and then it was not with a major hardcover house but with Pyramid Books, a publisher of original paperbacks (later absorbed into Harcourt Brace Jovanovich). But what amazed me was the careful consideration and thoughtful analysis the book received from editors at G.P. Putnam’s, William Morrow and other traditional houses. Each decided in turn that the book was a little too hot to handle – the fact that the plot turned on a sexual device alarmed them, I was told. Still, I was encouraged and began to think about my novel anew. In time I saw that I had tended to disparage it because of its humble origins. It might have started as pornography but, in spite of my best efforts, the book had moved on to other, larger matters – self-acceptance, the problems of male-male intimacy, race, coming-out.

  Unfortunately, the editor at Pyramid who had bought the novel left the company soon thereafter. The novel was assigned to another editor, who hadn’t yet read it. This editor, Jeanne Glass, eventually wrote me that she considered the book “very powerful and very good.” I looked forward to a pleasant working relationship with her.

  It was a shock, then, to discover that she had no intention of meeting me face-to-face. During the several months of revisions and proofing that preceded publication, I didn’t lay eyes on her. We communicated via little notes that I left with and retrived from the receptionist. I never made it into the editorial sanctum.

  Finally, tired of all this, I called to insist that we get together to plan some publicity. A meeting was set up but on the day appointed, I met only the firm’s publicist. Jeanne Glass didn’t even cross the hall to say hello. It was clear to me that though she might find my work admirable, she didn’t care to shake my hand.

  Nor did my problems end on publication day. I had given Pyramid a list of gay newspapers which, I knew, would review the novel. Six weeks after publication not one review copy had gone out. When I called Glass about this she was evasive. Finally I offered to do the mailing myself. At this I was told that no free copies would be given me – I would have to buy them at the usual author’s discount. Nor would envelopes or postage be forthcoming – these would be at my expense too. I’m afraid that conversation ended in a shouting match; I never spoke to my editor at Pyramid again.

  It is a testament to the perspicacity of gay people and the power of the gay grapevine that the book succeeded. Despite the fact that there was nothing on the cover or blurb to signal that the protagonist was homosexual and the book’s milieu entirely gay, despite the fact that no review appeared outside the gay press and the book was advertised only once (in the Advocate, at my own expense), The Butterscotch Prince sold almost 25,000 copies. I received countless letters, several expressions of interest from filmmakers, an advance toward a screenplay and a great many invitations to submit new manuscripts elsewhere. The book was taught in gay literature courses at several colleges. The little novel which I had written as a lark ended up by making friends for me all over the world (it did especially well in England).

  In spite of all this, Pyramid, within a relatively brief period, shredded the unsold copies and removed the book from their list. My agent told me that their salesmen found it embarrassing. Thus the novel which, with proper promoting, might have continued to find readers for many years, was quietly dumped.

  I mention these sad and demeaning details because it is easy to forget that a decade ago mainstream publishers were not interested in actively promoting a gay book to the gay market. Such an activity was beneath their dignity – it would require them to acknowledge and participate in a culture, a world, that they scorned. Gay books had to be disguised, prettified, distorted. Once published, they had to be kept in a literary closet for fear of offending salesmen, booksellers, browsers. This was both cynical and hypocritical; naturally, it almost guaranteed that a book would fail. Only a few small presses, usually gay-owned, proudly proclaimed their wares within the limits of their small budgets. It is only since 1978, and with the pioneering efforts of a handful of commercial publishers, that the trade has changed its policy toward gay books. In this, as in so many other areas of gay life, profit rather than justice was the chief motive for change.

  It was, therefore, with a great deal of pleasure that I accepted the offer from Alyson Publications to reissue the novel. I was glad it would have a second life. How many of us, after all, get to see our children reincarnated? The only question confronting me, as I sat down to re-read the novel – ten years, almost to the day, since I had put the first blank page in my typewriter – was whether to revise it. As I read, it was obvious that the basic situation was still relevant and believable and the central relationship – that of Cord to his murdered friend Ellison – posed a dilemma that was still important. At the same time, the social and sexual world which served as background to the book had changed drastically.

  After a lengthy debate with myself and with friends as to whether the novel wouldn’t be better left untouched as a period piece, I decided to update and contemporize as unobtrusively as possible. My purpose now, as then, was chiefly to entertain. I decided this purpose could be best achieved by altering the background to reflect our present condition. I hope that my former readers will not be disappointed by the changes and that new readers will be diverted by what they encounter for the first time.


  Richard Hall

  New York City

  May 1983


  


  


  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/requeered/

  Web: www.ReQueeredTales.com

  Blog: www.ReQueeredTales.com/blog

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