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  Praise for Eros & Dust


  

  “I read Eros & Dust over the course of weeks, a story here and there, and walked away well contented. Healey’s short fiction themes – here very much a tangle of desire, aging, Mexico and South America, queerness – play lightly at one glance even as they settle into the reader's skin.”

  – Nathan Burgoine


  “I picture three Trebor Healeys: one poetic, one crazed with lust, and one shaggy with heat and dust. When all of them work in concert as they do in Healey’s novels their combined power is formidable. But the shorter pieces, such as those in Eros & Dust, reveal the strength of those beasts on a more individual level … Each voice is as distinctive in solo as it is an essential component of the blend. Truly a marvelous trick to pull off, and Trebor Healey does it with skill and grace.”

  – Jerry L. Wheeler


  

  



  Praise for Trebor Healey


  

  “Trebor Healey’s writing is suffused with the purest emotion, the bravest, funniest tone, and the perfect balance of poetics, daring and charm.”

  – Joy Nicholson, The Tribes of Palos Verdes


  “Shows us men and women whose lives have been, or are about to be, forever altered by love … sharp, empathic, and unforgettable.”

  – Bernard Cooper, The Bill from My Father


  “The eleven selections take the reader on far journeys in space and time, from Ireland, the forests of Alaska, and the cobblestone streets of Guanajuato to the streets and saloons of California’s post Gold Rush prosperity and San Francisco in the age of AIDS … pulls the reader in immediately and offers a journey to the distant coasts of emotion.”

  – Robert Ridinger, Speaking for Our Lives


  “Trebor Healey is all soul … The way he stacks sentences vibrates on the page. There’s an impressive, experimental range in this short story collection. Trebor Healey uses multiple narrators to bring voice to a variety of human experiences.”

  – Kirk Read, How I Learned to Snap
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  “The truth does not change according

  to our ability to stomach it.”


  – Flannery O’Connor

  


  


  


  Chile

  


  



  Jorge preferred not to talk about it, but if Jason insisted, well, then he would.

“I was arrested, yes. And held in the national stadium. About two months.”

  Jason responded with “Wow” and “intense,” in the way of an American.

  “I had it better than most. One day they just released me.” Jason looked at Jorge as if to say ‘go on’, but Jorge didn’t want to go on. He didn’t want to unleash all that – what he could say, would say, should say, wanted to say, needed to say, felt ashamed to say. How he was thrown out, but not like Victor Jarra, who was tossed into the street after his body was riddled with bullets. That’s what Pinochet’s secret police, the DINA, would do to the ones they truly hated. They’d kill them in the bowels of the stadium and then throw them in the street for everyone to see. To let people know they weren’t fucking around.  And because they despised communists. Communists were like fags to those fascists. They felt physical disgust for them.

  The DINA told Jorge, who actually was a fag, to go. He’d wanted to leave and suddenly he was told to. A soldier pulled him by the arm and pushed him toward the stairs, and then he was alone going up them, emerging into the light of day. He blinked; it felt strange, like a cruel setup. But once he was up top, he saw a lot of people standing around on the track and knew immediately they were releasing prisoners. They herded the whole group toward one of the stadium entrances and pushed them out into the street. An odd feeling overcame him. Not really relief, more like strangeness or vulnerability. The streets surrounding the stadium were deserted. There weren’t even soldiers walking around, and the public didn’t dare come near. They’d long since sent away the women who used to sing at the stadium entrance.

  A military truck went by at one point as the freed prisoners walked along together. It didn’t slow down or acknowledge them in any way. The soldiers in back noticed them but were nonplussed. The released men acted the same. None of them were talking. Jorge thought someone should say something. But what could anyone say? Glad that’s over? Thank God? Not everyone had been released. They’d all seen people beaten, tortured and killed. Right in front of them. It had felt wrong to celebrate or express gratitude.

  Jorge had said, “Pinochet’s a bastard.” Everyone looked at him, or a lot of the guys anyway. He had the feeling he shouldn’t have said it, shouldn’t have said anything. But they all agreed. They looked at him in the affirmative, yet said nothing.

  Pinochet was a bastard. A very cruel bastard. It was a palace coup. A lot of foreigners didn’t know that. Allende had appointed him commander in chief of the armed forces just weeks before. They’d shaken hands, expressed friendship even – and then he pulled that stunt. He was a Macbeth, and only the morally compromised of the upper class will attempt to tell you otherwise. 

  Of course, there are lots of apolitical people who appreciate what Pinochet did. He brought order, turned around the economy – for those at the top. He was a neoliberal whore, offering up his country as a guinea pig for Milton Friedman and his University of Chicago sycophants. Jorge was sickened when he’d hear people talk positively about Pinochet. He consoled himself by thinking that no one respected Pinochet as a human being, even if his presidency was somehow beneficial to them. He’d betrayed his country, whether you liked Allende or not. You don’t kill your boss. 

  It’s a macho country, and Jorge thought machismo was just a prettied-up word for cowardice. Because resorting to violence was a failure not only of imagination, but more importantly, it was a failure of one’s duty as a human being to deal with the hard truths that life presents. A shirking of responsibility and a failure of courage. Jorge was a doctor. A doctor accepts responsibility for what happens to a person, face to face, touching them.

  But Jorge said none of that. He told Jason he’d rather not talk about it. “They let me go. I wasn’t tortured much. I was lucky.”

  Jason was relentless. “How did you get arrested?”

  Jorge hesitated but thought he could at least tell that part.

  “I was a medical student. Lots of students were politically active at that time. Allende had opened the floodgates. We were looking toward a bright future. There were communist student groups, socialist groups, liberation theology priests and seminarians. A burgeoning feminist movement. It was exciting. Then the curtain came down. When the soldiers came to the university, they came right into the classrooms with their guns and asked us who was a communist or a socialist. No one said anything, of course. Then they started asking us individually. ‘Tell me which ones are communists, socialists.’ Poking and prodding us with their rifles. Many, like me, said nothing, but others were frightened and began to answer them and point at their peers. Espinosa pointed at me: ‘He’s a socialist.’ He was my friend. I looked at him. What could I say or do? The soldiers grabbed me and yanked me toward the door.” 

  “You must have been pissed.”

  “No, I wasn’t angry, actually. Betrayed, yes. I just kept my eyes on him. It felt very serious to me, something final that couldn’t be taken back, and I felt he needed to be very clear about what he had just done.

  “Well, here we are,” Jorge announced, pulling up to the curb to park at the central market where they were going to have seafood.

  Sometimes Jason was just interested in the food, and the cuenca dancing and Pablo Neruda, and so together they ate a lot of good seafood and visited Neruda’s houses  –  all of them whimsical and charming. One was in Santiago, another in Valparaiso, and a third at Isla Negra by the sea. It was hard not to envy Neruda his charmed life, though it ended badly at the hands of Pinochet and his goons. An avowed communist, Neruda was dismissed by some for staying too long at the fair, a supporter of the Soviet Union well after there was substantial proof of Stalin’s tyranny and brutality. There are mean people in Chile, and some of them thought it served Neruda right to be brought to heel by a tyrant. Any tyrant would do, apparently. These were generally the same people who thought Pinochet was good for the economy. Catholics mostly.

  Jason wanted to go to the peace park at Villa Grimaldi as well as the Museum of Memory, of course; he was making a study of Chile’s dark history. It was only natural, Jorge told himself:  this is what intelligent tourists do, apparently. 

* * *

The Museum of Memory was professionally curated – what they called a world-class museum. Jorge found it cold and antiseptic with its Bauhaus modern glass architecture, its escalators and spacious salons with hardwood floors. It was the official left’s response to the official right’s, and it felt like a mausoleum. Outside, the food stands crowding the street and the nearby metro station teemed with life. We’re alive, Jorge thought, going about our business. That’s a better memorial than a behemoth of a museum, with all its space, which just felt like emptiness and death to him. Well, maybe that was the point. Who knew who the architect had been? Probably not even a Chilean. World-class.

  Jorge went to the Villa Grimaldi with Jason a week later, which was something of a mausoleum and yet didn’t feel like one. Its exhibits were mostly outdoors, situated in the gardens of an estate that had been used as a torture center. There were slogans painted on its brick walls, and Victor Jarra songs playing, gardens with roses planted for each one of the disappeared. Thousands of flowers. As if the dead had come back and reclaimed the place where they’d been killed. Many of the exhibits – crude sculpted dioramas, mosaics and painted tiles – were childlike and clearly rendered by non-artists. The effect was uncannily devastating and suggested something larger in human nature: the inability to express something, or to pull something off.

  Jorge became upset and told Jason that he wanted to leave. But an animated Jason started talking about how he felt as well. He said it felt to him like a country raped and unhealed, that in Argentina, the dictatorship and the disappearances were talked about openly and so there was less shame. Everyone despised the generals there. No one ever expressed any sort of silver lining to the mass murder, as he would hear in Chile on the street every day. The Argentines were “out” and Chile was a traumatized closet case.

  Jorge stiffened with offense at this on top of everything else he was feeling. “Well, this is my country and you’re visiting it,” was all he could think to say. A vexed Jason looked at him but understood that he’d transgressed, even if he was unsure how or to what degree he’d done so.

  Jorge became further upset now that he had scolded Jason. He did not want to chase away the young man’s company. But this was his country. What was he supposed to do? Agree with him?  Was he supposed to admire Argentines who act like fools half the time? They hadn’t even been capable of doing a dictatorship correctly. Argentina was a mess; how dare he put it above Chile? Chile had the longest history of democracy in all of Latin America. Was it Chile’s fault that Kissinger and Nixon meddled in their affairs? Did he have to listen to some tourist from that very same country insult his own? How could Jason insult his people at the same time he seemed so confident of his compassion for them? 

  It was the first time Jorge thought seriously of ending things with Jason. But he told himself he had to try to understand that Jason was naïve. He needed to be educated – and not in the way he thought or was going about it, thrilled by the darkness. Jason knew plenty about the coup and the Pinochet era, more than any American Jorge had ever met, but it was all romanticized facts, reinterpreted as if for some movie. Jorge perceived that Jason seemed to think that by knowing him – someone who’d experienced the darkness – he was gaining empirical credits or something.

  “Are you as hard on your own country?” Jorge challenged him.

  “Yes.”

  “And so, if Argentina is ‘out’ and Chile is a closet case, what is America?”

  Jason looked out the window as they drove along the road past squat cement houses with barred windows, thinking of a good analogy. “America is like the privileged white guy who goes to the gym a lot and takes gay cruises. Maybe he has two houses. One in San Francisco and one in Palm Springs.” He looked directly at Jorge then. “My country is a lie. It’s built on slaves and cheap immigrant labor. It’s not closeted, just in denial. Everyone actually believes its lies. It’s like the Chileans who think Pinochet was good for the country. They think Reagan was good for the country.” He reconsidered. “Well, it’s just like here actually. There’re those who do and those who don’t. Black people and Native Americans know the score. They are the disappeared there.”

  “The world is a mess,” was all that Jorge could think to respond.

  Jason smiled. “I’ll drink to that.” 

  Jorge said nothing and kept driving but soon pulled over at a metro stop. Jason looked at him.

  “Why don’t you take the subway home?” Jorge suggested.

  “But why? Where are you going?”

  “I’m fine. I just need some time.”

  “Have I upset you?” 

  Poor Jason, Jorge thought. It actually made him smile. Is this why people liked Americans? Was their ingenuousness charming? Child-like?

  “I’ll call you tomorrow,” Jorge offered and looked into his rearview mirror, preparing to pull back into traffic.

  Jason shrugged. “Okay. Thanks for taking me to the Peace Park.”

  “You’re welcome.”

  Jason had his Bip card and liked the subway system in Santiago and lived just blocks from a stop, so he didn’t feel inconvenienced or abandoned, but he was concerned about Jorge’s kicking him out of the car. Jorge had a lot of problems, that was obvious – coming out late, the way he deferred to his family and kept his personal life to himself, even though his children were all now adults and they went on and on about their boyfriends and girlfriends. And all those stories Jorge’d told Jason about the young men he’d picked up. Some had robbed him, most never called again. “Thank God I have a big dick,” Jorge had shrugged, “or I’d never hook up with anyone.”

  Jason had repressed his urge to chuckle. He was so much more jaded than Jorge, and being the younger of the two by twenty years, he found it awkward, this role reversal. Life was sad and yet it threw you consolations. Like Pinochet that way, he thought cynically. What had that woman said of the dictatorship: “You’ve got to break a few eggs to make an omelet.” They weren’t her eggs, that was for sure.

  He stood on the platform, waiting for the train, scouting the crowd for cute Chileans. There were always a few. A lanky one with a scruffy chin captured his attention, but as soon as their eyes met Jason knew he was straight. Which didn’t make him any less nice to look at. Jason had discussed with Jorge his preference for non-monogamy and Jorge had been amenable. But Jason could tell he was only being agreeable because he was used to not getting what he wanted and even took some masochistic comfort in it. Which made Jason not want to meet other guys. He didn’t want to feed Jorge’s neurosis. He thought better of that whenever he’d see someone like the scruff-chinned boy, of course. If that boy had been gay and interested, wouldn’t he have followed him home? And wasn’t not doing so being as neurotic as Jorge? Because Jason believed the very idea of monogamy was in itself a neurosis.

  The train arrived. He forgot the lanky scruff-chinned guy as he stepped through the doors and plopped down in a window seat, looking out into the distance at the Andean foothills rising all along the eastern side of the city. Hopping off at Bellas Artes, he made his away along the wooded hillside of the Cerro Santa Lucia to the shiny new high-rise where he was renting an apartment. He’d chosen the neighborhood for its central location, but as it turned out, it was also a very gay neighborhood and his building was clearly a gay address. In the elevator, an attractive young man with a dignified manner, dark eyes and a unibrow stood next to him. Jason made small talk, and there was a moment of hesitation when the man got off on the twelfth floor, smiling shyly as he said, “See you around.” The doors closed and Jason traveled the additional six floors up to his apartment, but he found himself thinking of the young man as he stepped out of the elevator and proceeded to the door of his own apartment. He could go back down to the twelfth floor, he considered. Well, he’d passed up his chance – or had he? Was he reacting to the perceived rejection by Jorge? He’d think about that later. He turned around and went back to the elevator and took it down six floors. He walked the length of the hall on the twelfth floor, and bingo, he saw a door cracked open an inch or two. If it turned out not to be the young man’s apartment, he would apologize and say he’d gotten the wrong door. But that wasn’t necessary. He knocked and it was the right door and he closed it behind him.

  Jorge called the next day just like he said he would. “Would you like to take a ride down the coast?” Far from and more or less devoid of the memorials that dotted the capital.

  “Of course, I’d love that.”

  They met down on the street at a nearby café where they had coffee and a pastry and Jorge spread out a map, showing the route he had in mind and the various things to see there.

  They worked their way out of the traffic-clogged city and were soon enough among vineyards and fruit orchards before reaching the coastal fog belt that enshrouded Valparaiso. Jason loved Valparaiso with its winding streets that snaked up the hillside, the whole city shaped like a giant amphitheater, with all the spectators being tiny little houses, many with tin roofs. “It looks like a Claymation world, or something,” Jason offered, unable to find the right words to describe the enchanted, otherworldly fairy-tale character of the place.

  “Let’s come back here tonight,” Jorge offered, “I don’t want to lose any daylight with all that coast to cover.”

  And as they traveled on the winding highway south of Valparaiso, Jason kept saying how “it looked a lot like California.” And it did. The road skirted the sea, and there were huge wind-bent cypresses, the coast rocky and varied as it spilled into the crashing surf. It looked like the Monterey Peninsula, and when they got to Neruda’s house at Isla Negra Jason remembered Robinson Jeffers’s house in Carmel, and he thought as well of Steinbeck, who like Neruda found a way to work his political beliefs seamlessly into his art.

  The house was as whimsical as the other two they’d visited, with scrimshaw, art, porthole windows, lots of books and photos of course, and delightful spaces for entertaining. This house was unique in that it was the largest of Neruda’s three houses and right on the beach. It was also the last place Neruda had lived and where the soldiers came for him. They’d apparently trashed the place and it had remained boarded up all during the Pinochet era.

  There was a restaurant built next to it, and they stayed for lunch. Jason asked Jorge what he’d done during the afternoon yesterday after dropping him off at the subway, and Jorge answered that he’d just taken care of chores – laundry, bills, shopping, things like that. Jason asked him if he were upset with him. 

  “Those places are difficult, that’s all. I get emotional. It’s not important. What did you do yesterday?”

  “Not much. I met a hot boy on the elevator and played with him for awhile. Then I just went for coffee and read some Bolaño.”

  Jorge wished Jason hadn’t bothered to mention the elevator liaison. Was that really necessary? And yet it was typical of Jason’s American transparency that he kept no secrets. He looked at Jason, but Jason was stirring his iced tea and looking for a waiter, hoping to commandeer another lemon. 

  “Did you read the Bolaño in Spanish?”

  “Oh no, he’s too hard in Spanish. I’m reading it in English. It’s called By Night in Chile and it’s about –”

“Yes, I know, the dictatorship.” Of course.
“Bolaño was arrested as well, you know. But only for a couple days.” 

  Jorge was nodding, thinking how did it end up back here on the same subject as always. Was Jason just answering the question or was he being insensitive? Or was he, in fact, cruel? And was there a difference? 

  They paid their bill and left the enormous restaurant with its numerous empty tables. In that way, Jason thought, it’s very similar to Argentina. Very big restaurants with no one in them. 

  They headed further south. El Tabo. Cartagena. They pulled off at a beach, parked and walked out onto the sand. Something big was dead in the sand and Jason ran over to it: a squid, about three feet long. “Wow. Intense.”

  “The sea here is full of life.” Jorge smiled. There was a pelican walking along the edge of the water and when they passed it, it walked right up to them. How strange, Jason thought. Jorge shrugged.

  They got back on the road and came around a curve, the sea next to them disappearing into infinity as the sun dipped toward sunset. Jason watched a far-off tanker and a closer fishing boat. And when he turned to look ahead, he saw the enormous hotel casino that dwarfed the little town of San Antonio.

  “Do you gamble?” Jorge asked him.

  “Not really. Do you?” 

  “Sometimes.”

  They pulled into the parking lot that separated the hotel from the highway. 

  Jorge wanted to play blackjack and sat down at a table after obtaining some chips from the cash cage. Jason drifted off to play a few slots. Jorge proceeded to play a few hands, lost, and got up. And then he saw him, sitting at another blackjack table. He didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t very well go up to him and tap him on the shoulder. But he wanted to look him in the eye again. So he waited against the wall. Finally, Espinosa got up and Jorge stared at him. Espinosa stared back. They stood stock still for maybe thirty seconds, ten or twelve feet apart. Espinosa nodded and walked away.

  Jorge went to the bar and ordered a beer. He drank it slowly and ate some peanuts. There was a soccer game on the television behind the bar. Chile vs. Ecuador. Chile scored and several patrons cheered. He wanted to ask them: Are you proud to be Chilean? Is it best to forget? Forgive and forget – that’s how to get through life, his mother had always said.

  Jason came up to the bar then. “How’d you do?”

  “Nothing. Yourself?”

  “I lost some pesos. No big deal.”

  “Would you like a beer?” Jorge asked.
“Sure.”

  Jason looked around, and turned back to Jorge when his beer arrived.

  “Do you think you’ll you see this boy again, Jason?”

  Jason looked at him with a perplexed expression. “Oh. Carlos. His name is Carlos. Yeah, we had fun.”

  “Where does that leave me?”

  Jason reached out his hand, but Jorge pulled his away, offering a disarming smile. “Not here.” 

  Jason had to remind himself that Chile was not particularly hip to demonstrative homosexuality. “Jorge, you’re my special one. I’m not going down the coast with Carlos.” 

  Going down the coast, sounds like a good term for it, Jorge thought, and laughed to himself.

  “What’s so funny? You don’t believe me?” 

  Jorge thought about how Jason’s honesty – which he clearly considered to be among his virtues – was almost a vice and increasingly annoying to Jorge. Jason seemed to think his honesty was a kind of integrity, but Jorge saw it as narcissism, almost a boastfulness. Jason was the kind of person who would have been tortured and killed, Jorge thought. In South America, there is a time and a place for the truth, and it’s something you figure out quickly as a kid. You respect it. Jorge was shocked at the thought and upset with himself for thinking it. Was it some kind of vengeful urge that had put that thought in his head?

  Again he thought of the Pinochet years. The right killed their leftist victims because they thought them proud and that they needed to be humbled, even humiliated for it. Victor Jarra’s songs of freedom. The story was that the soldiers made Jarra sing before they shot him. “Sing!” they demanded. He sang “We Shall Overcome,” which obviously infuriated them, and it quickly led to his death. 

  But what was Jorge doing comparing Victor Jarra to this spoiled American kid? Or was he doubting the integrity of the left and how they’d played their hand? Yet is revolution any place for humility? Well, Jorge had been humbled. Once he was released from detention, he had abandoned activism. Granted, it was far more dangerous, and few but the most dedicated continued with the struggle. But had he just gone along then? Was his humility of the ‘tyranny needs only for good people to do nothing’ kind? Had his arrest, his torture been in vain?

  Had Doctor Espinosa just played him for a fool? And was he really learning this from an American ingénue with a dark interest in his country’s tragedy and an insatiable lust for young men? Or was Jason just singing? Is that what he was doing? In the way of Whitman?

  He shrugged. “When are you leaving?”

  Jason looked surprised. “Uh, not until April. My lease goes till then, and I’m signed up for classes. Are you getting sick of me?” Jason looked at him intently. “Do we need to take some time off?”

  “No, no,” Jorge said. “I’m sorry, I don’t want you to leave. I …”

  Jason reached out his hand, and Jorge did not pull his away this time. “You what?” 

  Why is he asking me that? Why can’t he leave anything alone? “I need to go to the bathroom.”

  “Okay. I’ll wait here.”

  Jorge’s eyes filled as he crossed the wide carpeted expanse of the casino. He stepped into the restroom and looked in the mirror, shaking his head. And then, seemingly out of nowhere, he saw Espinosa in the mirror next to him. With that same blank stare. He turned toward him, and before he knew what was happening, he had his hands around Espinosa’s neck and was slamming his head against the metal stall door opposite the sink. Espinosa was resisting, holding Jorge’s outstretched arms, his face expressionless, but his eyes full of terror. Then Jorge turned him around and got behind him, holding his neck in a headlock with his right arm while he pushed open the stall door and dragged Espinosa into it, forcing him to his knees and then shoving his head down into the bowl repeatedly and holding it down longer and longer with each dunk. And then there were hands on him and he was being pulled back, and he heard Espinosa gasping for breath and saw him fall backward onto the floor. Two young men had Jorge pinned against the wall now, assailing him with questions: “What the fuck are you doing? Are you fucking crazy? You nearly killed him!”

  He shouted, “That man worked for Pinochet!” He knew his accusation was absurd. Espinosa had just been another student, but how else to explain his rage? 

  The young men stepped back then and let go of him, looking back and forth between Espinosa and Jorge. They said nothing more and stood aside as Jorge tucked in his shirt and proceeded past them back out into the casino.

  Jason could see Jorge looked upset and flushed as he marched back toward the bar.

  “Are you okay?”

  “We’re leaving.” And Jorge proceeded to walk right past him. 

  Flustered, Jason motioned for the check, watching as Jorge left through the front glass door. Jason paid the bill and hurried to the door and out into the parking lot toward Jorge’s car. 

  Jason hopped into the passenger seat. “What’s the matter? I’m sorry, I’m always saying the wrong thing.”

  But Jorge grabbed hold of him then and embraced him and began to weep in earnest. “It’s not you. It’s not you.” 

  Jason held him as he sobbed. After a few minutes, Jorge sat back in his seat, collected himself and put on some music. They pulled out. 

  “Jorge?”

  He stared straight ahead. “It’s not you.” 

  They drove back to Santiago, not saying a word. Jason watched the sun approaching the horizon, and as they reached Valparaiso, the tin roofs shimmering in the last light.

  Jorge dropped Jason off and told him he would call him tomorrow, imagining Jason would likely run off to see Carlos. Jason in fact did. Jorge went home and turned on his computer and began searching for songs by Victor Jarra, Violeta and Angel Parra. He sang along. Eventually he began writing a letter to Jason. He wanted to thank him and profess his love and ask Jason to stay. Forever. 

  Across town, Jason was lying spent with Carlos, comforted by the seeming lack of complication between them, and wondering if Carlos had been to the Atacama Desert where Jason planned to go in April when his lease was up and classes completed. Jason remembered how Jorge had told him about the trip he’d taken there with his mother. His mother was difficult of course, but he was a devoted son. 

  “It’s full of volcanoes and light,” he’d said.

  “I heard Pinochet used it for secret mass graves of the disappeared.”

  They hadn’t talked anymore about the Atacama. Jorge was complicated; there were too many difficult and prolonged silences. They’d met on the Internet, and Jason hadn’t expected it to be more than a casual thing anyway. But Jorge had offered to take him everywhere. He was the ideal guy for a traveler, Jason had thought. What a generous, kind person. Jason was grateful for the time they’d spent together. He wished him the best and hoped he would find the partner he seemed so intent upon finding. He thought of how he wanted to give him something, a token of thanks. Perhaps a nice dinner somewhere – one of those Peruvian places he likes – on his last night in Santiago.

  He leaned over and kissed Carlos. “I like Chile,” he said. “I want to see more of it. Have you ever been to the Atacama Desert?” 
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  Hey Elmer,

  



  I went to an amazing show today at the Pasadena Art Museum and thought of you. It was called “An Opening of the Field: Jess, Robert Duncan, and Their Circle” and was all about the painters and artists who were grouped around Robert Duncan and his painter/lover, Jess. I didn’t know Duncan was such a hub. But he’s always lived in my mind from that one line of poetry of his I adore: Sometimes I am permitted to return to a meadow. Yes, sometimes. Not often enough. And if you’ll forgive my being overly literal, I remember that line whenever I go up to the High Sierra with my backpack summers. Man, am I permitted when I’m up there :). Not a bigger, wider meadow anywhere than what you find up there, with all that high mule’s ear grass and surrounded by big pines and far-off peaks and ridges. Damn. Poetry.


  Oh yeah, then there’s the meadow of your world. Your cabin, the river. I guess it’s more of a canyon … well a slanted meadow then, all those oaks and golden grass and the railroad tracks and the creek. Damn I miss it. And you! You are a meadow of the mind, my friend :).


  Anyway, this exhibit was so, so inspiring. You’ve got to see it and I so wish you were here to see it with me because you’re my Art Daddy :). It started in Sacramento because the collection belongs to the Crocker Museum of California Art, which is an awesome, unsung museum, as you well know. Did you know that along with the Oakland Museum and this Pasadena Museum where I was today, these are the only ones that focus specifically or maybe even exclusively on California art, as far as I know? Which is underappreciated to say the least! I know you have work at the Oakland Museum. We need to get your stuff into these other two as well and I’m gonna pitch them :).


  So, the reason I got there (even though I had it on my list of shit to do since it opened) was cuz my friend Larry sent me a Facebook note telling me and a bunch of other people in SoCal that we had to NOT MISS IT and it was leaving town Sunday. This was on Saturday. So I dropped what I was doing and hopped on the train – I’m totally into the train now, as you know how I hate driving. The stop is like five blocks from the museum, so even though it was raining, it was totally doable.


  I didn’t know what to expect, and it’s a small museum, so I didn’t expect much. But the minute I walked in, I was just sort of bowled over by the poetry of it. I didn’t know who any of the artists were and yet the stuff was beautiful. I could have felt all tragic or angry (as I often do) that so much good art goes unrecognized and unrewarded, but I didn’t feel that way. Because I loved this art SO MUCH, I just felt really happy that people make such stuff, and the fact that it’s unrecognized made me kind of love it more, and made me feel like I was let in on some special secret. Not to diminish the horrible pain being an unrecognized artist entails. Don’t I know it? Don’t we both? So I have permission to feel happy about it too :). That friggin’ meadow! Actually, lately I’ve been kind of feeling happy that I don’t get much attention. There’s a purity to it, there really is. I have a screenwriter friend who makes tons of money and he told me once he envied me. I was like, what? But he longs for anonymity, for being able to create exactly what he wants instead of having to please other people, which is what his success entails. He wasn’t complaining, just I think reminding me of the good part of being unknown. Fame and wealth are hell for a lot of people. We don’t have to endure that. Aren’t we lucky … har, har, har.


  But back to the work. Man, so many little modernist gems of painting. Rooms and gardens, flowers and oak-studded hillsides, intense Modigliani-like faces, café scenes and street corners. Like the Paris of the mind that is painting. This whole exhibit expressed the greatness of San Francisco that won’t be appreciated for another hundred years. And then they’ll get it, and these guys, and you and me too, are part of that. I’m Baudelaire and you’re Cezanne :) Oh yeah, I’m still an arrogant, romantic fuck. But that’s why you love me, right? :).


  So, there was also lots of collage that Jess did (he called them “paste-ups”) which I still love so much even though technology and photoshop and all that has fucked it up as a form. Nothing like juxtaposing magazine ads with hard news stories or photos from archaeology or anthropology books. National Geographic! I probably like them cuz even I can do them :P. Well, I’m gonna do some more. Basically, this exhibit made me want to do everything (write, collage, paint, draw) shadowbox! Shadowbox? Put ’em up, put ’em up :). Ah, what is art, Elmer, but shadowboxing with the angel instead of wrestling with him? :)


  That’s why I go to museums. Down with foodies and all these damn restaurants. It’s museums that feed me. So, I wonder if you know of any of these artists. I bet you do, even though they are a little before your time. There was R. B. Kitaj, Edward Corbett, Wallace Berman, Lawrence Jordan, George Herms, and of course, work by poets! – Jack Spicer, Robin Blaser, Michael McClure. There was a lot of ‘word’ in this show, maybe that’s why it spoke to me so much … like in the collages, there were these tidbits of wisdom, lost in but plucked out of the media barrage we live in, making me think of William Carlos Williams’ poem: “It is difficult to get the news from poems/yet men die miserably every day/for lack of what is found there.”


  Now contemplate these lines:


  One exchanges the empire of one’s desires for the anarchy of pleasures (I keep thinking about this – it separates desire and pleasure. That is so very revelatory)


  Tolerance is the mask of prejudice (to embrace, not to put up with, is what art calls us to do … you know Father Boyle who created Homeboys? He’s all about this – loving those who no one will love. Goes the same for things … makes you think art can save the world, if they’d only listen. Ah, maybe it already has :) Wherever would we be without it?


  He who augments knowledge, augments sorrow (oh no, am I depressing myself and you by sharing this experience :P – Sorry! But truly, for a knowledge-seeker, this is cautionary, or is it just an eloquent way of saying ignorance is bliss? Embrace the sorrow then. The truth has to be the ultimate reward, come what may. Life is school.)


  The joy that exceeds pleasure (back to the above one about empire of desires – So true! Shit, am I becoming religious?)


  Apparently Duncan and Jess’s house


  

  

  

  

  

  
  



  

  


  


  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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