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Chapter One

Trevor Connelly, senior strategist for the National
Equality Coalition, NEC for short, opened her email and clicked on
the most recent missive from her boss, Audrey. It had come in at
one a.m., West Coast time, meaning Audrey had sent it at four a.m.
Washington time. Trevor shook her head because, though she greatly
admired Audrey’ s political savvy, she deplored her extreme
workaholism. Trevor wasn’t lazy, but she was also not crazy. She
saved her fire for when she really needed it: in the midst of a
hard campaign. For Audrey, she guessed the campaign never stopped,
as she directed as many as ten projects at a time all over the
country.

She opened the email, but before she began to read,
her phone rang. The display showed Audrey’s number. Whatever the
email said, it must be important. Audrey wasn’t much of a phone
person.

“Hi, Audrey. How are—”

“Hey, Trev. Did you read the email I sent?”

“Uh, no. I just sat down. What’s up?”

“How fast can you get to Indianapolis?”

“I don’t know. I’ll have to check—”

“Well, pull it together as fast as possible. I got a
call from Wendy Powell at Indiana Equal Rights Advocates yesterday.
They need help yesterday. They just found out the Republicans are
going to pass a RFRA in their New Year session. They only found out
by accident from someone they knew in the statehouse.”

Audrey meant religious freedom restoration act. It
was a law essentially designed to make it possible for
fundamentalist religious types to avoid having to serve same-sex
couples, though that was never the stated purpose.

“I want you on this campaign. You’ve got the chops
after New Mexico. You’re my best.” This was an odd statement,
because Audrey didn’t usually say complimentary things. She must be
especially concerned about the campaign.

“I’m ready, or I will be after I do some background
work. Who’s my contact?’

“Wendy Powell. She’s the executive director of IERA.
They have a solid organization and were very active with marriage
equality. The problem is the short time frame. The legislative
session begins in three weeks. And the extreme red shade of their
state government doesn’t help.”

“I better jump on it,” she said with more confidence
than she felt.

“Awesome. Use the standard template and improvise as
necessary. I know you can.”

“What about the corporate end?” Trevor referred to
the fact that businesses disliked these types of laws, not because
they were equal-rights fans but because they were bad for
business.

“Got some things in the works, but don’t say anything
right now. I’ll let you know when we have something solid.”

“All right then. I’ll send you the usual weekly
reports.”

“Good luck.” They hung up.

Trevor pushed her desk chair back, tilted it, and
rested her head in her hands, staring at the ceiling for a few
seconds and thinking about what she knew about Indiana, which
wasn’t much. She Googled furiously. She usually found out as much
as possible about where she’d be conducting a campaign. Trevor had
done a lot of work with marriage equality for many years, but this
was a different sort of problem, or rather a variation on the same
problem: homophobic hysteria stirred up by forward movement in
civil rights. Progress followed by backlash. Those right-wing types
were sure sore losers. Well, that’s why people like her existed and
why the Indiana Equal Rights Advocates needed her help.

Trevor lived alone in an outrageously priced studio
apartment in the Mission District of San Francisco, but she
justified the expense because she wasn’t interested in roommates
and didn’t have a girlfriend. Her work life wasn’t conducive to
domesticity. She was on the road half a dozen times a year,
sometimes for weeks or months at a time, conducting campaigns, and
she couldn’t subject a lover to that kind of life. She had a tank
full of fish and a neighbor who looked after them when she was
away, and that was enough responsibility. She glanced over at the
fish tank. It always soothed her to watch the multicolored critters
cruising around their watery home. Then she returned to Googling.
She’d talk with Wendy Powell soon enough, but first, she needed to
do some information gathering. Then she’d make a plan based on the
template for action that the NEC coalition had created. She knew
what they needed to do. She only hoped Wendy and her troops were up
to the task.

“Time to change the world again,” she said out loud
as she typed “Indiana + LGBT” in the search box and began to work
her way through the results list, taking notes.

* * *

A few days later, Trevor settled in for a Skype
meeting with Wendy. When the video feed appeared, it revealed a
plump, curly-haired woman in her thirties who wore an expression of
such unforced and genuine friendliness, Trevor couldn’t help but
grin back.

“Trevor? Why, that’s such great name. How’d that come
about, ’cause I don’t think your mom and dad picked it out for
you.”

Trevor laughed. “No, not hardly. I chose it myself
when I was sixteen.”

“Gotcha. Well, it’s just such a pleasure to meet you.
Where do I start?”

“It’s very nice to meet you too. I’m really looking
forward to coming to Indiana and starting as soon as possible. The
NEC is happy to be able to help you with your problem.”

Wendy rolled her eyes. “Yes, our little problem
happens to be a big number of dyed-in-the-wool, rock-ribbed,
Republican homophobes. They’re not all like that, but you know
Indy’s gerrymandered like a lot of places, so they’ve got these
nice, safe districts full of hard-core conservatives in lots of
parts of the state. We have some Democratic allies in the House,
but not many, and well, you ever heard of our governor, Mike
Pence?”

“I have,’’ Trevor replied, thinking about the facts
she’d gleaned from her Google search.

“He’s a true believer, and these folks are trying to
write the law, and it’s real hush-hush like. We just found out
about it. But once it’s passed, Pence will sign it for sure. He’s a
real darling of the Indiana Family Institute. He goes to their
little get-togethers and—”

“Wendy, could we back up just a little?” Wendy was
obviously enthusiastic and a good talker, but Trevor had to try to
keep the discussion on track. “I’ve got a list of questions.”

“Oh, sure, sure. Pam, that’s my fiancé, she says I’ve
got no filter and I don’t know when to stop talking.”

“Not to worry. We’re going to need all the words you
can muster and a whole lot of other people’s words too. This will
be war with two fronts, one in the private lobbying of politicians
and, second, a publicity war. You have to have a message, and you
have to repeat it over and over, and you have to get a lot of
people to repeat it for you everywhere, all the time. So let me run
through my list, and then we’ll see where we are.”

Trevor asked Wendy about the exact composition of
Indiana’s Senate and House and who were some key people to lobby.
She wanted to know how many volunteers Indiana Equal Rights
Advocates could promise, how many media contacts they had, and how
many allies and surrogates from the straight community and much
more. After forty-five minutes of Trevor firing questions at her,
Wendy looked a little shell-shocked.

“My word, that’s a lot to think about,” Wendy
said.

“I know it’s a great deal to hit you with, but as you
know, we’re in a time crunch. If what you say is true, we don’t
have any to waste.”

“Have you got a place to stay out here, Trevor?”

Trevor was taken aback and stuttered a bit. “Yeah. I
thought the Best Western in the city center would be okay.”

“Goodness, no. You can’t stay in a hotel. We have so
many conventions here, you’ll never find a hotel room that isn’t
out in the boonies. You’ll stay with Pam and me. We’ve got a spare
bedroom and Wi-Fi, and we’re right on the outskirts of the Arts
district, the gay area. We can save you some money, and we can get
to know each other.”

“Um. Sure. I guess if it’s okay with you.” Trevor had
never had anyone offer her a place to crash like that. Guess there
was really something to the saying that Midwesterners were always
nice. She’d come across the term Hoosier Hospitality in her
research, and this must be an example of it.

“Oh, one more thing. How do you feel about dogs?”

“Fine, as long as I don’t have to walk them or pick
up their poop, and they don’t try to mate with my leg.”

“Oh, gosh, ours is old and well trained, and she
loves company, and of course you wouldn’t have to do anything but
give her attention. She’ll insist on that.” And Wendy kept right on
talking, but when she took a breath, Trevor cut in.

“Sure. Well, let’s wrap this up. I’ve given you a lot
of homework. I’ve got some more work of my own to do before I
arrive on your doorstep in a week and a half.”

* * *

Gail Moore loved her cousin Wendy, though Wendy’s
relentless enthusiasm for her project of the moment could be
exhausting, and it had been that way since they were kids. Gail
pondered the latest thing that Wendy couldn’t stop talking about.
This time it was this so-called religious-freedom law from the
state government.

“We have to stop this thing. You’ve got to help out
this time. Look, this is going to be huge. Come on. At least come
down to the office and work on the volunteer data base. I won’t
make you do anything you don’t want to do, like actually
talk to someone. This organizer is coming from NEC, and
she’s going to stay with Pam and me and—”

“I don’t know, Wendy. I’d have to be discreet.” Gail
lived with her mother, who knew she was a lesbian but preferred to
ignore that fact and certainly didn’t want to talk about it. Gail
never brought it up if she could avoid it.

“Ah, geez. Sarah will be fine. Please don’t use that
as an excuse. When was the last time you were on a date? You could
meet someone. You need to get out of the house.”

Gail hated when Wendy reminded her of her seemingly
terminal single status.

“Don’t remind me. I’ll think about it.”

“All you ever do is think about it, Gail. You’re like
an old maid who lives with her mom. A lesbian old maid. That’s
pretty sad, don’t you think?”

“Gee, thanks, cuz. I feel much better now.”

“Okay. Sorry. That was harsh, but Gail, honey, I
worry about you. You and Sarah have some kind weird don’t ask/don’t
tell relationship, and you have no life.”

“I said I’d think about it, okay? Just back off. You
don’t know when to stop, do you?”

“Okay, cuz. I hear you. Talk to you later.”

After hanging up, Gail sat at her workstation in the
library staring into space. It was true she wasn’t a very sociable
person. Even her job as an information-systems technician didn’t
require her to talk to the public, just her coworkers. She’d just
passed her thirty-fourth birthday, however, and it didn’t look like
anything was ever going to change in her life unless she made it
happen. It was really dispiriting when she let herself think
about it. She got irritable with her beloved cousin because she was
right and Gail didn’t want to face that fact.

Somehow, she didn’t think a political fight was the
right way to change her life, but it beat trying to go out to bars
and meet people. Gail loathed bars and the entire culture around
them. She didn’t even like softball. Wendy joked with her, saying,
“Are you sure you’re a lesbian?” She was sure but didn’t know quite
how to be a lesbian, and living with her mom made it
convenient for her to never come to grips with that experience.
Gail was disgusted with herself. She needed to do something
to shake up her life and rise out of the doldrums.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she called
Wendy back, “Okay. You win. I’ll help out. There better be some
interesting women around and not just all couples and overly
enthusiastic teenagers or retirees.” It wasn’t as though Gail had
spent a lot of time volunteering with IERA, but she kept telling
herself she never met any eligible women because there hadn’t been
any the two times she’d actually shown up. It certainly wasn’t
because she was antisocial or shut down or anything.

“I promise, cuz,” Wendy said. “This is going to be a
really big deal, and you’re going to have a good time, and you
could meet someone. You never know.” Like many happily
coupled people, Wendy wanted others to share the joy.

“Besides, you owe me.” Wendy kept on talking. “Not
only did you refuse to help with marriage equality, but you let me
come out of the closet and take all that heat from the family.”
Wendy often reminded Gail of her cowardice during that period of
their lives.

“Sure, cuz. I promise I’ll be optimistic. I hope
you’re right.”

* * *

Trevor scanned the crowd behind the security gate in
the arrivals area and saw Wendy frantically waving. Next to her
stood a beaming woman with short gray hair, who had to be the
famous Pam. In her several Skype calls with Wendy, Trevor had
gotten to know a lot about Pam as well. Wendy never stopped talking
anyhow, and she certainly talked a lot about Pam. It was touching
how in love they were and how happy they were to be getting
married. Trevor was pleased for everyone who got married, but she
never saw that bliss for herself, despite her sporadic mild
yearning for something more. She was only capable of having a
meaningful relationship with her fish. And with her background,
getting married would just be asking for trouble as far as she was
concerned. Her adoptive parents had been kind to her, but she
hadn’t spent much time with them, and they’d never really
connected.

She was soon wrapped up in tight hugs and admired and
exclaimed over by the two women. She was a bit overwhelmed and
reflected that she might not quite be ready for so much nonstop
interaction. She’d already accepted Wendy’s offer of a place to
stay, though, and didn’t know a graceful way to get out of it.
Trevor generally used what down time she had on a campaign to rest
a bit and recharge. Occasionally, she’d go out to a local bar and
once in a while scored a sex partner for the night. That was safer
than becoming involved with anyone she was working with. But it was
often hard to resist the local young, single, lesbian volunteers,
who usually got crushes on her. Trevor had succumbed a few times,
but the last instance had such nasty consequences, she’d vowed
never to do it again. Anonymous hook-ups were fine, but they were
dispiriting and alienating if Trevor thought about it too deeply.
She obviously wasn’t cut out for a long-term relationship. Her one
and only try had been disastrous, and that had happened even before
she became a traveling trouble-shooter for NEC.

It made sense for her to stay with Wendy and Pam
because it would facilitate their campaign work. And being in
someone’s home meant if she hooked up with a girl, she’d have to go
to her place. That was unacceptable to Trevor as it meant
relinquishing control, which she abhorred. She could go to a hotel
if that occurred, but she wasn’t going to make it a priority. It
was best she stayed focused on the work anyhow. She might not be a
workaholic on Audrey’s level, but she was most comfortable and
happiest when she was working.

They arrived at Wendy and Pam’s charming little ranch
house off Massachusetts Avenue, where they sat around the kitchen
table nibbling on fruit, crackers and cheese, and cookies. Trevor
had to insist they not cook since Pam seemed ready to start
preparing a three-course dinner. Their bichon, Astrid, skittered
around underfoot, soliciting attention or tidbits of food or both.
Trevor was perfectly happy to enjoy other people’s pets, even if
she never wanted anything but a few tropical fish. She leaned down
to pet the little dog, and when she looked up, Wendy was gazing at
her with an expression close to awe. Trevor was embarrassed but
pleased. It was always good to start on the right foot with someone
she had to work with. There’d be time enough later for conflicts to
develop. A positive beginning would, she hoped, make them easier to
deal with.

“You’re something,” Wendy said, her cheek propped up
on her hand as she frankly stared at Trevor. “Your eyes—what color
are they? Sometimes they look green, sometimes gold.”

“They’re both, really. It’s kind of a rare genetic
thing. I have a green ring around the hazel ring around my pupil.”
Trevor was asked this question all the time. “Shows up in Irish
people occasionally.”

Pam peered into her face, just inches from Trevor’s
head. It was unnerving, but, again, this had happened before.

“Yep. That’s what you’ve got. Cat eyes.”

Trevor reddened anyhow.

“So, I bet you get a lot of girls whenever you’re
working on some project,” Wendy said with an evil grin.

“Eh. Not really. Sometimes I do, but it can be
tricky. I’m not a real relationship person because of my work. I do
meet women, but I can’t stand breaking their hearts, because I, you
know, leave after a few months.

“Awww.”

Trevor grinned self-deprecatingly. She watched as
Wendy caught Pam’s eye and nodded.

“She’s a sweetheart, but we can’t have her too
distracted because we’ve got too much to do. Honey, Trevor and I
need to talk business for a bit.”

Pam stood up and kissed Wendy on the cheek. “I’ll
clean up. You girls go ahead and chat.” As she left the dining
room, Astrid pranced after her, her little head raised
expectantly.

Trevor pulled out her plan from the battered,
old-fashioned leather briefcase that never left her side when she
was on a campaign. She considered it a talisman in the same way
some baseball pitchers would wear only certain underwear or socks
during play-off games. That was kind of gross, but Trevor
understood the impulse. Even the most rational people had to have
some kind of faith, if only in an object. Trevor had no use for
organized religion since she’d fled her deeply religious and
abusive family, and she didn’t believe in God either. This
superstitious attachment to her briefcase was as far as she’d
go.

“Let’s review the timeline first,” Trevor said and
pulled out a sheet of paper and an organizing calendar, which she
and Wendy bent their heads over together.

“Once we think we’ve got this pretty well set, you
can post a big copy in the office so we can see it every day.”

Trevor took up her pen and wrote on the calendar
under February 9, Senate Judiciary Committee hearing.

Wendy dictated, and she wrote more dates for the
hearings for the state Senate sessions and the state House
hearings.

Wendy produced a list of people who had volunteered
to lobby their state representatives. It wasn’t very long. She also
had a list of those politicians who were considered gay friendly or
on the fence. That was also very short.

Trevor frowned. “We need to schedule local people
into meetings with their reps, and we need area businesses in the
districts to lobby them.”

“You realize it takes time to pull this together, and
we weren’t given much of that.”

“I know, but we’ve got to try. We can’t let them vote
without having talked with some of us. Who’s in charge of
contacting the citizen lobbyists?”

Wendy looked at her blankly.

“Citizen lobbyists—that’s what they’re called. In
marriage-equality votes we had lots of locals doing this, and it
really helps.”

“I’ll see who I can find. Not a lot of folks are open
to that kind of meeting outside of Muncie, Terre Haute, and
Indianapolis. You know the story.” Wendy meant that queers were
concentrated in the big cities of Indiana, and what few there were
out in small towns and rural areas tended to keep very low
profiles.

“I do, but if they’re there we have to find them and
persuade them. Let’s move on to media. Who writes press releases
for you?”

“That would be me.” Wendy grinned. Trevor’s optimism
dropped another notch. Media work was a full-time job for at least
one person, and here was the executive director doing two and
possibly three jobs. Non-profits were often overworked and
understaffed. She’d have to do the best she could with what they
had.

“Can we get a volunteer to help? Someone who’s good
with words? You need to focus on strategy with me.”

“I, uh, yeah, I think so.”

“Great. Now what about the allies and
surrogates?”

They talked for another hour, and Trevor took
voluminous notes. She tried not to think of the enormity of what
they planned to attempt and how late a start they had. She couldn’t
afford regret because that wouldn’t help her get things done. She
moved forward all the time and at as swift a pace as possible.
Wendy was solid, obviously dedicated and tuned in with the local
community. Since IERA had conducted a successful marriage-equality
campaign the previous year, Trevor assumed they must have a great
base of core volunteers. Trevor would just have to see how it would
spin out.


Chapter Two

The Metropolitan Community Church provided their
community hall for IERA’s campaign kick-off meeting. The cramped
office in the space they shared with four other nonprofits didn’t
have a big enough space to accommodate their volunteer meetings. At
the table in the front of the room, Trevor sat with Wendy and with
Reverend Julia Blaney, the MCC senior pastor. She chatted with
Reverend Julia and Wendy and watched people fill up the chairs.
They had made a couple of big lists on posters, one for each side
of the front table. One listed the volunteer tasks, and one listed
the suspected vote breakdowns for the Assembly and the Senate. The
calendar and the to-do list of tasks for volunteers to sign up for
were also there.

Pam was in charge of volunteer coordination, and she
had the sign-up lists for all the various tasks they needed help
with. Trevor was hoping they could recruit more people to work on
in-person lobbying, but in her experience, that would be tough. It
was easier to write a relatively anonymous postcard than meet face
to face with some possibly hostile, sometimes condescending
straight politician. Because of the urgency of the impending vote,
Trevor concluded they’d have to send some brave folks in to visit
lobby-unfriendly, right-wing politicians. They’d never win enough
votes otherwise.

Trevor watched as a curvaceous woman with thick,
black, medium-length hair wove her way to a chair in the front row
directly in front of the podium and just to the right of where
Trevor sat. Trevor was always amused at how many people wouldn’t
sit right up front in a meeting, as though they were still in
school and didn’t want to be called on by the teacher. Not this
woman. She put her coat on her chair and came over and hugged first
Wendy, then Pam. Trevor heard Wendy tell her, “So glad you’re
here.” And the unknown woman gave Wendy a modest, affectionate
grin.

Trevor watched her walk away and approved the view
from the rear. She had the right body for wearing tight jeans, and
they were very well-worn jeans, the best kind. They’d faded to
light blue, almost white, and fit their wearer perfectly. As she
turned to sit in her chair, she caught Trevor looking at her. She
looked neither friendly nor unfriendly. Trevor sensed she was being
studied and evaluated. It gave her an uneasy but not unpleasant
feeling. She essayed a polite smile and a head nod. The woman
didn’t smile, but she did echo the nod. Her eyes were the deep
brown associated with people of Mediterranean or Latino heritage.
Still not smiling, she gazed at Trevor, seeming to study her.
Trevor held that penetrating gaze for another moment, then looked
away. She turned to speak to Wendy to calm herself. She wasn’t
unused to being stared at, but this time it seemed to mean more
than the usual sexual interest. It was more like she was being
examined and possibly found wanting, though she couldn’t imagine
why

It was time to start the meeting, and Wendy stood up
and introduced the reverend, who welcomed the crowd but also
offered a blessing for their cause. Her words made Trevor
uncomfortable, as did any religious display, but she counseled
herself to chill. There was no harm. She was in the Midwest, and
more people here went to church. That was all. The dark-haired
woman in the front row had folded her hands and bowed her head. Was
she merely being polite, or was she truly a believer? Trevor hoped
it was the former, but she wasn’t sure why that mattered to
her.

Wendy took up her notes and shuffled them on the
podium. “Welcome, everyone, and we’re glad you’re here. Let me give
you some background before we dive into our plans.

“Through our Democratic friends in the Indiana State
Legislature, we’ve discovered that a religious freedom bill, a
RFRA—religious freedom restoration act, will be introduced in the
Senate in a matter of weeks. Its stated purpose is to make sure the
Indiana government is not permitted to ‘substantially burden the
free exercise of conscience and religious beliefs.’ What this sort
of law does, in effect, is grant a license to discriminate to
anyone who cares to employ it. This one goes even further, which
I’ll get to in a minute.” She paused.

“Originally, RFRA was created in the 1990s so the
federal government couldn’t prosecute Native Americans who used
peyote, an illegal hallucinogenic cactus, in their religious
ceremonies. The religious right is totally perverting the meaning
of the original law for its own nefarious ends, specifically,
discriminating against gay couples. They’ve lost marriage equality,
and they know it. If you haven’t been living under a rock for the
past couple years, you know our case will be heard in the Supreme
Court in April. Many, many states, including Indiana, have already
overturned their marriage bans. The Supreme Court has the final
word, and most of us expect it will be positive, and the
right-wingers think so too. Enter the RFRA. It’s the consolation
prize. New Mexico tried it last year and it failed, but we have no
such guarantee in Indiana. Not only that, but the wording of the
law is such that anyone who invokes it to avoid serving someone
because of their sincerely held religious beliefs cannot be
sued.”

Wendy’s voice oozed sarcasm, a surprising departure
from her typical genial tone. It was clear how she’d gotten the
position she held. She was a lovely woman but tough when she had to
be. She paused to let her last words sink in.

“Think about that. Here in Indianapolis, we’re lucky
to have a nondiscrimination ordinance. We’ve had it for years, but
with this new law, it would mean nothing. Say you’re going to get
married, but the owners of the venue you choose don’t like you
because you’re queer. They can discriminate against you with
impunity. Even if there’s a nondiscrimination law on the books.”
The would-be volunteers rumbled and booed.

“So, we’re here to stop it. I have to be honest. Our
chances don’t look that good because they’re going about this in
such a stealthy manner, but we have to try. We’re going to mount a
real campaign. To that end, the National Equality Coalition has
given us funding. Not only that, but they’ve also sent out one of
their ace strategists to help us, Trevor Connelly from San
Francisco. She’s a veteran of the marriage-equality fight and also
worked on stopping the RFRA in New Mexico. She helped pass
nondiscrimination ordinances in Tucson, Arizona and Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania. She’s here to show us how it’s done, and we’re
absolutely thrilled to have her. Trevor?”

Trevor stood up, said thank you to Wendy, and scanned
the room slowly without saying anything, making eye contact with as
many people as possible. It was a good-sized crowd, maybe two
hundred. Not all of them would be in the fight to the end, but the
ones who lasted would be the best and the most dedicated. She could
see the dark-eyed woman in the front row in her peripheral vision
but avoided looking at her so as to not be distracted. But Trevor
was still unnaturally aware of her. She partly used her pause to
focus on the task at hand. The serious-looking dark-haired woman
staring at her was threatening to shred her concentration. Her eyes
kept being drawn back to her. Trevor took a breath and began to
speak.

“This will be a challenge. I don’t want to discourage
you, but we need to be realistic. Hearts and minds will have to be
changed, and we have to work quickly. We have a high mountain to
climb, but it’s not insurmountable. I’m here to help you, but all
of you will be doing the major share of the work. I want every
person here to be assured that you are needed, that you’re
absolutely essential to our success. You heard from Wendy about who
I am and where I’m from. My job here is to help Wendy with strategy
and to coordinate our efforts, to train volunteers in lobbying, and
to basically keep on top of progress. I’m a consultant. I’m not the
boss. Wendy is.

“Wendy will review the various volunteer tasks we
need filled. You can see them here on the left, along with how many
people we need. Pam here has the sign up-lists. Your coordinators
will keep you informed of meetings via email or Facebook. Let’s do
this!” She raised a fist and was rewarded by more than polite
applause.

Wendy gave out volunteer job descriptions, and then
the meeting broke up as people gathered around Pam to sign in.
Trevor stood by to chat with anyone who cared to approach her. She
was answering a question from a young gay guy but noticed someone
standing off to her left. She turned and came face to face with the
mystery woman from the front row.

“Hi. I’m Gail.”

“Hi, Gail. I’m Trevor,” she said, automatically stuck
her hand out, and then felt silly.

“Yes. I know.” Gail’s smile, though lovely, looked a
bit tentative, as though she was shy.

“Uh, well, is there something I can help you with?”
This question sounded so lame, but Trevor’s customary smoothness
appeared to have deserted her.

Before Gail could answer, Wendy appeared next to her
and clutched her arm. “This is my cousin!” She said it so gaily, it
sounded as though Gail had won a prize.

“Ah.” Cousin? Then, as they stood next to one
another, she saw that their noses were the same, and their
foreheads looked alike. They also both happened to be blessed with
small ears set close to their heads. Otherwise they were very
different. Wendy was short and round. Gail was a good four inches
taller and very well built, with everything in proportion, nothing
out of place. She had slightly broad shoulders, medium-sized
breasts and hips. And thanks to the tight jeans, Trevor could tell
her legs were well muscled. Whereas Wendy was light-skinned, Gail’s
skin tone was more caramel. It went with her black hair. Trevor
wondered what her ethnic background was, but their personalities
presented the greatest contrast. Wendy was a supremely happy
individual and exuded joy and exuberance. Gail was the opposite.
Quiet and subdued, she met Trevor’s eye with some reluctance.

“Wendy convinced me to work on RFRA. I wasn’t sure I
wanted to, but here I am.”

“You ought to be a lobbyist,” Wendy said
enthusiastically.

“Uh…” Gail hesitated.

“I can help you, and we provide a script and all,”
Trevor said, still wondering why she sounded so inane to herself.
Gail seemed to have unnerved her at some level, and that was
unheard of. Women never made Trevor uneasy or anxious. She was
always the essence of cool. And she always stayed in control of any
situation, personal or political.

Gail looked at Wendy, who nodded and beamed. She
turned back to Trevor, her expression slightly troubled, or at
least tentative.

“If I were going to be a lobbyist, what would I have
to do, and why would I want to do it?” She wasn’t exactly setting
up a challenge, but Trevor took it as such. She fixed Gail with an
intense, sincere stare and took a breath.

“This is one of the more difficult tasks, since you
have to speak in person to legislators, many of whom may not be
receptive to your message. It’s a vital task though. We’ve found
person-to-person contact with one of our community is important in
convincing those on the fence. There aren’t many of those in the
Indiana Senate or House, but we have to try. Are you game?
I’ll coach you.”

Trevor searched Gail’s face. Suddenly, it was key
that she persuade Gail to join the cause and also that she have a
good excuse to spend time with the beautiful dark-haired but somber
woman standing before her. Gail’s face was expressive. Stoic she
was not. She looked back at Trevor, hope and doubt battling with
something else. Interest? Her chocolate-brown eyes widened and
sparked a little. Trevor wondered what was lurking behind them.

Trevor scanned the schedule in her hand. “I think
we’re on for lobbyist training next Monday at six.” That was one
volunteer task she reserved for herself. Wendy and her people could
handle other campaign aspects, but Trevor always took charge of the
lobbying effort.

“Okay, then. Wendy. I’ll see you later. Nice to meet
you, Trevor.” Gail and Wendy hugged, and then she was gone.

Wendy must have noticed Trevor staring after her
because she said, “Oh, girl. We need to talk.”

Startled and embarrassed, Trevor turned and gave
Wendy a rueful grin.

* * *

Gail drove home carrying on a silent dialogue with
herself. Trevor was easily the best-looking, most fascinating and
dynamic woman, scratch that, person, she’d met in, well,
forever. As a public speaker, she was articulate and inspiring. In
conversation, she was friendly, even slightly shy in a sweet
manner. She wore jeans, vest, boots, and a skinny tie with a
certain rakishness. After seeing and hearing Trevor, Gail would
have wanted to volunteer for the cause even if Wendy hadn’t twisted
her arm, though she wasn’t sure about the lobbying thing.

Those were the pros. Then there were the cons, which
weren’t many, but they were big ones. Someone like Trevor would
obviously already have a lover, or if she didn’t, she was a
hit-and-run type, and Gail didn’t do casual sex. Three, she wasn’t
a Hoosier, and not just because she came from somewhere else. She
was really NOT a Midwesterner. San Francisco called up all sorts of
images to Gail, not all of them positive. San Francisco was the
epicenter of left-wing, radical, atheistic, socialistic, political
extremes. Any relationship with Trevor wouldn’t work since Gail was
the opposite of that. She was cautious, conservative, religious,
and family connected. Truly, take away the lesbian part, and Gail
was your standard-issue Hoosier. She even thought Wendy was too
radical for Indiana, though she loved her. Someone like Trevor
would never pay an iota of attention to someone like her.

Anyhow, Trevor likely just wanted to impress people
so she could recruit them. Her friendliness was probably an act,
though it was a supremely polished and effective one. And here she
was contemplating a relationship with someone she’d just met. What
a dopey thought. Gail shook her head as though she could dislodge
the idea. She’d wanted to meet women, but she’d been thinking more
of the local variety. Trevor wasn’t what she had in mind, but
still, she was hard to ignore. Trevor was very good-looking and
seemed pleasant and down to earth.

Gail pounded the steering wheel and sternly counseled
herself to let it go. She had other problems anyhow. She had to
tell her mom where she’d been. She almost never went anywhere after
work, and here she was coming home at nine p.m. Her mom would ask.
Gail had, in fact, just scribbled a note, Don’t wait dinner. Be
back later, before swallowing a bowl of canned soup and some
crackers. Her mom was so old-fashioned she didn’t possess a cell
phone. They had an answering machine and pad and pen.

She needed to figure out what to say to her mother to
account for her unusual absence, and Gail didn’t like to lie to
her. Well, she didn’t tell her everything, but she could
strategically leave things out. She was practiced at that. Yet this
time, she didn’t see she’d have to edit herself, though her mom
would roll her eyes and sigh when Gail told her about Wendy’s
latest project. Her mom loved Wendy but considered both her
lesbianism and political activism a form of mild insanity or
eccentricity, the kind that a loving relative could overlook for
the most part. However, it would be different if it was her own
daughter.

Some of the other members of their large extended
family weren’t so charitable. Wendy’s mom, Ellie, had had to stop
going to the traditional family church when Wendy and Pam got
together because she’d received so much grief from people she’d
known there for years. After a time, Ellie had embraced Wendy and
Pam, and once all the marriage-equality stuff hit the news, the
pastor of the Church of the Holy Rapture had kicked the fire and
brimstone way up, and Ellie was inundated with hostility since she
wasn’t ashamed of Wendy. It had become sort of okay with the family
that Wendy and Pam were lovers, but once Wendy became a
marriage-equality activist, Ellie caught all kinds of new versions
of hell. She finally gave up and found a different church, but the
experience was traumatic for the family.

It had caused friction with her own mother, too, but
she was too nice and too loving to be openly critical of her sister
or her niece, and Gail was grateful for that. Out of Wendy and
Ellie’s earshot it was a different matter, though, and Gail felt
weak because she didn’t challenge her mother’s little
passive-aggressive digs concerning gay people or same-sex marriage.
She’d say nothing or just murmur something like, “Oh, Ma, come
on.”

Not surprisingly, her mom’s biggest concern was the
grief her sister had had to take
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