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  By EDWARD O. PHILLIPS

  THE GEOFFRY CHADWICK NOVELS
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  Praise for A Month of Sundays


  
  “Edward O. Phillips’s understated thrillers-cum-comedy-of-manners starring urbane, gay, Montreal anglophone Geoffry Chadwick, have always had a loyal following in the gay community. He commands loyalty from a broader sector - anyone who savours Wildean aphorism and pronouncements. I have always enjoyed the raunchy edge in Phillips's writing, but this time there is an added depth.”

  — Betty Jane Wylie, The Globe and Mail

  


  Praise for A Voyage on Sunday


  
  “Edward O. Phillips should be a cult figure in Canada, quoted by every literate, sophisticated person with a taste for wit and delicious phrasing. He is one of our very few who can write genuine comedies of manner.”

  — Betty Jane Wylie, The Globe and Mail

  


  Praise for Working on Sunday


  
  “Witty, diverting, and socially accurate … [Chadwick’s] social commentary is scathing, but his manner is unfailingly genial. A man who believes that the four food groups are alcohol, sugar, fat and caffeine, Geoffry Chadwick relishes both the surface and the undercurrents of conversation. He possesses an endearing love of festivity. When he meets his killer face to face, even then he entertains himself with the lunacy of the situation; no one can possibly be murdered right after Christmas dinner, and certainly not in Canada … The novel has its share of surprises, and a few dark corners, too. Loneliness hovers; decrepitude and death lie in wait. But meanwhile, Geoffry Chadwick’s party goes on.”

  — Carol Shields, The Globe and Mail

  


  Praise for Sunday Best


  
  “The real meat and potatoes of the book are dished up in Geoffry’s ironical opinions and epigrams. He skewers everything and everyone. Phillips also gives us scenes of rich comedy. Enjoy it for its waspish verbal zingers, its satire of convention and its wry insights.”

  — Montreal Gazette


  “Sunday Best is delightful reading on a wintry Sunday afternoon. A highly polished gem on Montreal mores and manners, with a side trip to Toronto.”

  — Ian Mayer, Toronto Star

  


  Praise for Buried on Sunday


  
  “Geoffry Chadwick, an acerbic lawyer who is frankly but never flamboyantly gay, makes his second appearance here, and long may he live to conduct his mordant and witty inquiries. Phillips’ prose has the cool sparkle of champagne, a deft blend of malice and understanding.”

  — San Francisco Chronicle


  “Wry social comment is Phillips’ business. And at his best, he adroitly pinpoints our current convoluted absurdities – so hard to see while they are in process of happening, so easy to see with hindsight.”

  — Ken Adachi, Toronto Star


  “Phillips offers an urbane view of the gamut of human foibles and the shenanigans of fate.”

  — Montreal Gazette


  “Scrumptious entertainment… Phillips makes some shrewd and wise observations about sexual and social choices.”

  — Booklist

  


  Praise for Sunday’s Child


  
  “The feelings run deep and it speaks sensibly, amusingly, and passionately.”

  — Marian Engel


  “A masterful and original novel.”

  — The Globe and Mail


  “Written with exquisite style, perfect pace and unusual elegance … always engaging, it is a genuine tour de force.”

  — The Hamilton Spectator


  “A witty, wonderfully poised, poignant, self-pityless book.”

  — Montreal Gazette
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  EDWARD O. PHILLIPS


  Edward O. Phillips’ first novel Sunday’s Child was published to extraordinary acclaim in 1981. It was followed by Where There’s A Will, Buried on Sunday, and Hope Springs Eternal. His short stories have appeared in many Canadian magazines, and one, “Matthew and Chauncey”, was produced as a French Canadian television film.

  Born in 1931, Phillips has lived most of his life in Montreal. His educational credits boast a law degree from the University of Montreal, a Master’s degree in teaching from Harvard, and a second Master’s degree in English Literature from Boston University. For several years, Edward was a teacher, but later devoted all of his time to writing. He passed away in 2020.
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  Now is the winter of our discontent

  Made glorious summer by this son of York.

  — Shakespeare,

  Richard III
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  I HAVE ALWAYS DETESTED FUNERALS. Granted, this observation does not brand me as unusual. Most people when faced with a list of drab duties they must on occasion perform would put funerals near the bottom. Small wonder. Most burial services are hastily slung together affairs, conceived in haste after a person has died and all too often left to the unctuous discretion of the funeral home.

  To begin with, a funeral home is not a home but a business, with accounts receivable, a price list, and bottom lines. A funeral parlour is not a parlour but a large rectangular room with a coffin, preferably closed, at one end and a scattering of straight-backed chairs for those either too feeble or too overcome to stand. Curtains are drawn, lighting subdued, carpets deep piled. It would seem to me that if ever you were not to be disturbed by voices pitched at normal level that time is when you are dead, but such is the custom of the country that once through the door of a funeral establishment the visitors lower their voices to near inaudibility.

  I speak only of the pre-funeral visitation, two sessions: four to six and seven to nine, allowing the bereaved one hour for a sandwich and coffee. The visitation itself is not unlike a cocktail party, but without the cocktails. After greeting the family with obligatory hugs, followed by clasped hands and sincere eyelocks meant to convey caring, the guests stand around talking about nothing in particular. The only taboo topic appears to be the body in the coffin, almost as if the central figure in this ephemeral drama is no more than part of the furnishings, like the standing lamps with parchment shades or the gilt framed painting of Sunset in the Rockies.

  All this is prelude to the funeral itself, a pastiche of indifferent organ playing, hymns pitched a tone too high for the hardy few who attempt to sing, and a eulogy by numbers from a minister who did not know the deceased, or dead person. “O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy victory?” while the mourners wonder about how soon they can get back to the office, or whether there will be anything to eat after the service.

  If I appear jaundiced about funerals, the reason is that I am. I recently buried my wife of only five years. Furthermore, I just turned seventy, not one of the jollier milestones of a lifetime. In spite of the smiley-face slogan that “Eighty is the new seventy,” I am still acutely aware of the ineluctable fact that the major portion of my life has been lived. Way too old to be high-hearted, I nevertheless married for love and the reassuring realization that I would have a wonderful companion for my declining years.

  I turned out to be half right. Elinor proved to be the ideal wife for an elderly, crotchety, and – according to most – terminal bachelor. In truth, I was a widower, my first wife having died young in an accident. I have not had very good luck with wives. A runaway truck killed the first, breast cancer the second. I will not dwell on the details about Elinor. There is a pornography of illness which I refuse to countenance. Simply mention that a person is ill, be it cancer or heart problems or AIDS, and someone within earshot will want to learn all the particulars. What are the symptoms, the treatment, the length of stay in hospital? Will there be surgery? How many stitches? How long has the patient been given to live? No doubt for some this relentless cross-examination is meant to indicate concern, but there remains an element of prurience, a barely repressed relish over clinical details.

  While Elinor lay dying I refused to play the game. Fortunately I did not have to. When I married Elinor I acquired two stepchildren, Jane and Gregory, along with assorted grandchildren. Gregory, his wife Laura, and their children live in Toronto, an arrangement that suits me fine. I have low tolerance for small children, and Gregory and Laura believe their children walk on water. Childish whims are endlessly indulged, the children eat with the grownups, and the word “no” is all too infrequently heard. Elinor used to visit her son in Toronto, leaving me happily behind in Westmount. When we married I made clear I was not saying “I do” to her entire family, nor she to mine. Elinor’s daughter Jane has turned out to be a throwback to an earlier century. Her children stand when an adult enters the room; “please” and “thank you” are much in evidence; bedtimes are non-negotiable. Jane has turned out to be a conventional woman at a time when testing the limits of acceptable behaviour often seems the norm. She tolerates telemarketers and thanks recorded messages. She is very hard work, but she rushed in to fill the vacuum left by her mother’s illness and death, and insisted on taking charge of funeral arrangements.

  I had wanted a private burial service for Elinor, to be followed by a bang-up memorial service with professional musicians, a well rehearsed choir, and eulogies delivered by old and close friends. Jane, however, wanted the service to be held with the coffin present. I thought of pulling age and rank, but reconsidered. Jane had known Elinor a lot longer than I, and in terms of the Grand Design did the form of the obsequies really matter? The price of my capitulation was to have the coffin closed for the visitation. I wanted Elinor to be remembered vibrant and alive, not made up with pale orange foundation and wearing her best black dress. Jane hesitated. Wouldn’t her mother’s friends want one last look?

  It was then that I brought the flat of my hand down on the table so hard it hurt. This condition was not open to discussion. I did not want the service held in the undertaker’s dreary little chapel. I did not want the goddamned visitation. And I was as sure as bloody hell that my late wife was not going to be on display in her coffin like something in a counterculture art gallery. Jane took the point, compressed her already thin lips (she takes after her father), and agreed the casket would remain closed.

  My outburst has resulted in a coolness between Jane and me; I confess I have made no move to heal the breach. Jane is a pain in the ass, and now that Elinor is dead I no longer have to make nice with my stepdaughter.

  The service went off as I expected. The coffin lay on a dolly in front of the chapel. I suppose as coffins go it was handsome, oak with antiqued gold handles. I chose it, I paid for it. On top was a wreath of gardenias, Elinor’s favourite flower, again from me. Two wreaths of white roses flanked the coffin, from Jane and Gregory. We had requested that instead of flowers donations be made to the cancer society. The flowers were the best part of the service.

  As mourners filed in, the organist – a woman in her sixties played Bach badly, many missed notes and a fluctuating dynamic level. Her suspiciously shiny auburn hair had the look of being patted but never combed, and her black academic gown needed pressing. The ad hoc minister, ecumenical and also unpressed, delivered the usual platitudes and homilies: a rich full life sadly terminated; sorely missed by family and friends; an influence for good that will linger. Let us pray. We stood to sing a hymn. I never sing hymns, mainly because I am seldom in church; but the slack was taken up by an enthusiastic baritone who sang out-of-tune and a mezzo who sang slightly off the beat. The service ended with an invitation into the parlour for refreshments.

  The immediate family followed the hearse to the crematorium. I had managed to get through the service fairly well, as I had done my real grieving when Elinor went into the hospital and I knew she was not coming out. As the illness progressed she moved further and further away from me until she came to a place where I could no longer reach her. Her death came as a relief. By then I had reached a point of exhaustion unlike any I had experienced. I could have shovelled snow, planted a garden, climbed a mountain; but my mind felt numb. I could not even argue with Jane about the form of the service, with the exception of the closed coffin, no more than Elinor herself would have wanted.

  I had thought the worst was over, but I was wrong. When, after a brief prayer to which I did not listen, I watched the coffin slide down a ramp into the furnace I felt that I might faint, or double up, or cry out. But I didn’t. I endured the terrible finality, took several deep breaths, and left. I did not weep. Tears seemed too easy an outlet, and Elinor would have frowned on a public display of grief.

  During the service in the funeral chapel, as I deliberated tuned out on the eulogy, I had a sudden, illuminating idea. More than a mere idea, it seemed a flash of inspiration. I was going to throw a party and invite all of Elinor’s friends to celebrate her life. Instead of a solemn and sombre memorial service I would hold a wake, well perhaps not a wake as by then Elinor will have been buried beside her parents in the Mount Royal Cemetery. There would be a party, a wonderful party, the kind where the women cry and then get drunk, while the men get drunk and then cry. Elinor deserved better, far better than this shabby service whose only redeeming feature was the large attendance. Elinor obviously had more friends than I had realized. I doubt my own funeral will be so well attended.

  The more I thought about the party, the better I liked the idea. During the ride from the crematorium back to the undertaker’s I was already planning the event. The prospect of organizing the celebration for Elinor even helped me to endure my sister Mildred, who had come down from Toronto for the funeral. Mildred is the kind of woman whose behaviour at funerals makes staying alive seem an excellent option. Like many women of a certain age, Mildred gets off on grief. Nothing cheers her up like a good funeral, and how much more when the dead person is family.

  Mildred was the only member of my immediate family to be present at the ceremony; my father has been long dead and my mother is too old and frail to attend. As a result we were the only passengers in the limousine heading back to the undertaker’s.

  “I won’t talk, Geoffry,” she began once the car was in motion. “I know you’ll want to think about poor dear Elinor. It was a lovely service, wasn’t it.”

  “It was a shitty service, Mildred, and you know it. Anybody who attends as many funerals as you do has to have developed some yardstick of quality.”

  “Geoffry Chadwick, how can you say such a thing!” Mildred sat up straight to indicate disapproval. I am certain one of the reasons she enjoys funerals is that, like many women of her age, she looks good in black. “You know,” she reached out a gloved hand to clasp mine, “you mustn’t let your loss make you bitter.”

  “I did not lose Elinor, Mildred. She died.” Mildred removed her hand. “And why are you wearing gloves? We’re having the warmest Indian Summer in memory.”

  As I listened to her saying something about respect for the dead, I could not suppress a little frisson of pleasurable malice. Mildred has ugly hands, hence the gloves. Voilà tout. She even wears gloves to go shopping. They regularly snag on her engagement ring; but, as any rich hairdresser knows, vanity is right up there beside hunger and sex as a force that drives civilization.

  By the time we returned from the crematorium most of the guests had left, but not before making heavy inroads into the refreshments. In order to give this unfortunate funeral event a semblance of shape, I took Mildred, along with Jane, Gregory, and their partners, to my club for lunch. By asking Mildred to be my hostess I made certain she would carry the conversation, leaving me free to concentrate on my three pre-lunch, straight-up, dry martinis. I knew I would be sorry this evening; but I was not about to toast my late wife in sherry or vodka and tonic. I couldn’t remember the last time I drank three martinis, nor did I particularly want to.

  After lunch, the two pairs of parents excused themselves as they had to get hack to Elinor’s house, where Gregory and his family were staying, to rescue the baby sitter. Knowing the children involved, I would have been tempted to hire a security guard instead of an unsuspecting sitter, but the decision was not mine to make. Besides, another problem had presented itself, that of my sister. Having come straight from the airport to the undertaker’s, Mildred now wanted to visit Mother at Maple Grove Manor, where she currently lived. Mother is old and frail, her grasp of reality tenuous. One of the best things that ever happened to Mother was Elinor, who proved adept at handling her. In effect, Elinor dealt with Mother by not dealing with her. Elinor’s own mother used to get around town on her broomstick, until old age, inflexible values, and terminal probity did her in. Elinor found my mother – vague, alcoholic, unthreatening, and non-judgemental – easy to be around. They became friends at once.

  The upshot was that I had not yet told Mother about Elinor’s death. I knew she would take it hard, and I wanted to present Mother with a fait accompli so she would not feel obliged to attend the funeral. I am the first to admit I was thinking of myself as much as of Mother. Getting through the funeral service and subsequent cremation was going to be enough of a trial without wondering whether Mother was going to disintegrate during the service. Now I was painted into a corner. How to explain Mildred, head to toe in black including stockings, appearing suddenly in Mother’s room at Maple Grove. Mildred, who has all the innate tact of a Florida alligator, would blurt out the news about the funeral, to Mother’s immense distress.

  Obviously, I would have to accompany Mildred to Maple Grove, oblige her to wait in the lobby, and go upstairs to break the news to Mother. Fortunately, I experienced the false courage that three martinis and a good beaujolais can foster. Not surprisingly Mildred registered astonishment bordering on shock that Mother did not know of Elinor’s – passing.

  “Death,” I corrected.

  “But, Geoffry, how could you possibly not have told Mother? Doesn’t she have every right to know?”

  “Yes, she does. But I wanted to choose the most appropriate time. I know bad news travels fast. The internet could learn a thing or two about speedy transmission when it comes to word of a nice death. Now, this is what we will do. You will wait in the lobby of the residence. I will go up and break the news to Mother in the best way I can. Then, as a diversion, I will announce you are here, and call down to the front desk to send you up. Your unanticipated presence will take her mind off the bad news. And you will knock yourself out to be diverting. C’est bien compris?”

  “Don’t you think I had better be there, for moral support?”

  I understood Mildred hated the thought of not being present for the delivery of bad news, reality tv without the intervening screen. But I was in no mood to indulge her.

  “The second the two of us walk into the room, you dressed in black like the Three Fates, she will know something is up. Mother may be wafty, but she is not a complete idiot.”

  Mildred thought for a minute. “Well, perhaps you are right.”

  “I’m glad you agree. I’ll have the hall porter call us a cab.”


  



  NOW THAT MOTHER HAS HER evening meal at five-thirty in the afternoon, she has her first drink at four, while the other residents are having their tea. Imagine dinner at half past five with the evening yawning ahead, one of the many terrors besetting those who cling to life. Since it was shortly after four when Mildred and I pulled up outside Maple Grove Manor, Mother had already poured her first drink. (I have a private paid arrangement with the nurse who buys vodka for Mother to dilute it with water in the bottle. With vodka who can tell, and Mother is then able to make it down to the dining room for dinner.)

  “Well, Geoffry, I didn’t expect you today of all days. Pour yourself a drink, dear.”

  I complied. Lukewarm watered vodka is not my idea of a good time, but my martinis had begun to let me down.

  “Why do you say, ‘Today of all days,’ Mother?”

  “Well, you did have the funeral to attend.”

  “Funeral?”

  “Elinor’s funeral, dear. Have you forgotten?”

  “As a matter of fact, no. But how did you come to find out?”

  “The Director saw the death notice in the paper and came to see me. I didn’t mention it to you as I knew you would tell me in your own good time.”

  I sat in one of the wing chairs I had brought from Mother’s apartment. “I wanted to tell you after the funeral. But I should have known that bad news travels at the speed of light. Well, it’s done.”

  We sat silent. Mother can still surprise me, which I suppose is another way of saying she harks back to an era of civility that is fast disappearing. This civility, of the sort I remembered as a child, is thin on the ground these days. Perhaps the civilized man is going the way of other endangered species, the snail darter and the Siberian tiger. I was certainly well brought up, according to the standards of my youth. To stand whenever an older person enters a room is so ingrained that I have stood when that older person turned out to be some years my junior. Likewise, when a lady joins or leaves a table I struggle to my feet, no easy task when the chair has no arms and the table is not solidly anchored.

  A gentleman, or a lady, attempts to put others at ease, never placing himself (pace, ladies) front and centre. He never takes the first canapé, nor the last, confident that more food will appear. He knows who he is and does not chase after the spotlight. The current locution “in your face” would be anathema to the true gentleman. Mother taught me manners with a combination of example and gentle but firm insistence: thank-you notes rewritten until legible, helping ladies and older men on and off with coats, never to interrupt when someone else – even of one’s own age – was speaking, denying oneself the last piece of cake or pie until pressed by the hostess, and sprinkling “Please, Thank you, You’re welcome” liberally, like confetti at a wedding.

  I have observed that gay men are perhaps the last bastion of what many consider to be an outdated and quaint civility. Lesbians are hopeless: a bottle of whiskey and a toothbrush glass on the bare table and help yourself. Pizza served in the delivery box. You take the folding bridge chair; I’ll sit on the packing crate. Cats on the comfortable chairs and not to be disturbed. But gay men, under the camp chatter and manufactured malice, often demonstrate genuine and uncomplicated kindness, doing the right thing and making even disaster into a huge joke.

  Mother harks back to an earlier century. Even with her unmistakeably Canadian accent she would have been right at home in the antebellum South, more Melanie than Scarlett I grant you; but she would never have acknowledged that the North had won the war.

  Mother reached for her tumbler and took a long, meditative swallow.

  “I hope you are going to do something nice in Elinor’s memory, perhaps flowers each year at the church as a memorial, maybe a donation to charity.”

  “Flowers do seem like a good idea. But I’m thinking about having a party for Elinor, a kind of celebration of her life with all her friends.”

  “That sounds like a good idea. People always enjoy a good party. Poor Elinor. Now she is at rest. After all, life with you couldn’t have been easy.”

  “Why the vote of confidence, Mother?”

  “Goodness me, Geoffry, you were already set in your ways before you turned twenty-one.”

  About to retort that a preference for regular meal times and neatly pressed shirts did not brand me as a crank, I changed the subject.

  “Has that dotty old fool Barlowe been annoying you?” My reference was to the resident bore who liked to buttonhole people in the lobby and tell off-colour jokes.

  “Not as much. He always expects me to laugh, and I never do. Why, just the other day he told me a pointless story about two nuns who were riding their bicycles through an old part of Paris. One nun reportedly said to the other, ‘You know, I’ve never come this way before.’ Her companion replied, ‘It must be the cobblestones.’ At this point Mr. Barlowe began to wheeze; I thought he might be having an attack. But no, he was just laughing. I told him I didn’t realize that nuns were allowed out on bicycles, but what better way to sightsee in an old city like Paris. He shook his head and went away. A tiresome man, but harmless.”

  Before I could comment, the door burst open and Mildred plunged into the room.

  “Geoffry, I thought you were going to call me. Hello, Mother.” Mildred kissed the older woman on both cheeks. “I suppose Geoffry has told you the sad news?”

  If she had been hoping for a good weep-in, where she could play the role of compassionate daughter comforting the grieving mother, she was to be sorely disappointed.

  “Why do you say that, Mildred?” Mother sat up straight. “Elinor was ill, very ill. Her death came as a release. Just as mine will do one of these days.”

  Mother took a hefty swallow of her drink and deflated into her chair. I understood then that Mother had reached a point in her life when death, any death, no longer touched her very deeply. I could almost have envied her tranquility. Not even the prospect of her own exit managed to dismay.

  I stood. “I think I’ll move along. Mildred, you can have a visit with Mother before she goes down to dinner.” I have trouble saying the word “supper” for the main meal of the day.

  I made my escape. Mildred was staying with an old school friend, so I did not have to cope with her this evening, a minor blessing. The events of the day had ground me down. What I needed, almost more than air to breathe, was the restorative balm of solitude. As it was now too late for a nap, I planned to go home and get quietly drunk. Tomorrow I must pay the price, but at the moment tomorrow seemed days away.

  As I rode the elevator down to the lobby, I remembered when Mildred and I were children Mother used to complain that summer weeks spent at the country cottage were a month of Sundays. Mildred and I used to laugh because Sunday to us meant no school. Now that Elinor is dead every day seems a cold, wet Sunday. More than just a month, I faced a lifetime of Sundays, with every seventh day a double-barrelled threat. The prospect did not please, but time has a way of dribbling past. With the help of scotch, the Sunday Times and preparations for the party I knew I would scrape through. What other choice did I have?
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  A HANGOVER AT SEVENTY IS NOT like a hangover at forty, fifty, or even sixty. It is a major affliction. Yet in a curious kind of way, my fragile condition on the day following the funeral turned out to be a bonus. So focused was I on the ache in my head and the discomfort in my gut that I had little awareness left over to brood on the fact that I was well and truly alone. I showered, pulled on some clothes, and went to a nearby eatery for a high-calorie, artery-clogging breakfast of eggs, bacon, sausage, pancakes, hash browns, toast, and several cups of coffee. So much unaccustomed food in the morning tends to stun, and it was in a state of blunted awareness that I strolled through the beautiful October day to the house Elinor and I had shared.

  Ours had not been a conventional marriage. When a man in his sixties, who has lived most of his adult life as a homosexual, marries a widow some years his junior, attention is usually paid. To be sure, a gay man in a pin-striped suit does not attract the attention of one who bleaches his hair and wears a gold ring through his eyebrow. Like forest creatures scrutinized on nature programs, I have always tried to blend in with my surroundings. My sartorial requirements do not extend to tattoos, construction boots, and artificially shredded jeans.

  Another uncommon feature of our marriage was that Elinor and I maintained separate establishments. This possibly unconventional arrangement sprang less from lack of commitment than simple inertia. When we met, I was living in a comfortable apartment in a well maintained building no more than a pleasant walk to the small townhouse where Elinor had chosen to settle. She had managed to make the house comfortable without gutting it first. Her efficient kitchen did not resemble an operating theatre; her bathrooms did not aspire to be spas; and walls designed by the architect remained securely in place. From her first marriage had come silver and china; from her mother’s house some choice antiques; from her own past the bits and pieces accumulated over the span of a lifetime.

  My condominium apartment had a similar history: silver and china from an early marriage, some choice pieces from my mother’s house when it was dismantled, and my own accumulation of books, records, pictures, and what the young today call “stuff.” Once we had married, we faced the idea of amalgamation. Yet even with ruthless determination to unload all non-essentials, we realized that between us there were simply too many possessions to be absorbed into her house, while to relocate to my apartment was obviously not an option.

  The logical solution would have been to buy a larger house. But after years of carefree condo living, I did not want to undertake a furnace with a service contract; a roof that needed an annual checkup, not unlike the owner; a garden to be weeded; snow to be shovelled; leaves raked. The prospect of painters, plumbers, carpenters tramping in to bring the new property up to our specifications defeated me. I had no wish, at this point in my life, to shoulder the responsibility of a house: burglar alarms, smoke detectors, insurance policies, friendly neighbours, carpenter ants burrowing in the deck, and squirrels nesting in the soffits. Nor, I have to admit, was Elinor overjoyed at the prospect of uprooting herself one more time. Why tamper with the status quo?

  The more we examined our options, the better we liked the way we were. As things worked out, I spent most of my time at Elinor’s house. On occasion, for no good reason, which is the best reason of all, we would go to my apartment with a couple of videos and send out for chicken or pizza. We felt as though we were not married and borrowing a friend’s apartment for a tryst. The evening usually ended with a bit of slap and tickle. Even as a gay man I have to admit that when it comes to bumpity-bump, women are very well designed.

  Another major bonus of keeping on my apartment was that when Jane’s children came to Granny’s for a sleepover or a weekend, I could fade back into my own lair. Also when Gregory and his brood arrived from Toronto I could make myself scarce. And when friends came to visit Montreal, provided we considered them housebroken, there was an apartment at their disposal. I suppose running two establishments could be called an extravagance; but as Elinor herself was fond of saying, “It’s only money.”

  My reason for visiting the house this morning was first to collect the mail, and second to pick up Elinor’s rolodex. Still firm in my determination to have the party for Elinor, I had to have the list of her friends. I might also invite a few of my own, for comic relief, as well as those we shared in common. Like most men, I choose my friends from among those people I enjoy being around. Men and women who recharge and stimulate me, regardless of age, are those I consider friends. Elinor, on the other hand, maintained friendships with a number of people I would have considered very high maintenance, individuals whose idea of a relationship is centric, with themselves at the centre. So long as their egos are being massaged, their demands met, their whims catered to, the friendship sails through untroubled waters.

  One of the downsides to any ongoing close relationship, be it marriage, what used to be called an “affair,” or even same-sex arrangements, is that each partner arrives with a great deal of baggage. This freight can take the form of family, friends, business or sports associates (those tiresome men with whom one plays golf or squash but avoids for lunch), hobbies, collections, and furniture. All this accumulation can take a great deal of getting used to.

  At the best of times marriage, in the conventional sense, is a difficult undertaking. Elinor and I managed better than most; but, with one or two notable exceptions, I found most of her friends uphill work. Let me hasten to add the friends were less at fault than I. All were willing to accept Elinor’s new husband at face value and welcome him into the charmed circle. It was I who resisted being welcomed. The dividing line between warm, solicitous, caring, and just plain nosey is finely drawn. Gatherings of Elinor and her cronies, most of whom were female, turned into good natured grillings. How come I had waited so long before marrying again? Had I broken many hearts? How come we never saw you, a dream escort, at the Museum Ball, St. Andrew’s Ball, the Charity Ball? Have you ever been on the board of the S.P.C.A., Welfare Federation, the Montreal Symphony? Didn’t we meet at Cynthia’s Christmas cocktail party?

  For a while, I fielded these questions with tactful evasions. The truth might have set me free, but I did not wish to put Elinor on the spot. The idea of putting on tails to dance with a series of women, most of whom are too busy talking to pay attention to rhythm and steps, is not my idea of a jolly time. To attend committee meetings where members trot out their particular hobby horses is less than stimulating. Hell may well turn out to be a long-winded committee meeting that lasts for eternity. As for cocktail parties, regardless of season, who can be expected to remember people met in tandem with whom one has a three-minute conversation conducted in a quiet scream. As a result, when Elinor met her friends for dinner, I took refuge in my apartment. The solution might not have been to everyone’s taste, but it worked for us.

  The house had been occupied by Gregory and his wife, who had come to Montreal for the funeral. At my urging they left their children, along with Jane’s, at home. A funeral is no place for the young. My statement for the press is that no adult occasion is a place for children, unless heavily sedated. Gregory and Laura protested; shouldn’t the grandchildren be present at Granny’s funeral? But I was firm. No doubt one day the children will heap blame on their step-grandfather for denying them their grandmother’s funeral and the resulting personality dysfunction requiring expensive therapy, but by that time I will be dead and safely out of reach.

  There was one other rule to be followed to the letter: The house was to be left exactly as found, meaning nothing was to be taken as memento. Death brings out the latent larceny in families, and I did not want Elinor’s jewellery tooling down the 401 in Laura’s handbag. Ditto her camera, binoculars, Hermes scarves, Sheffield tray, jade Buddah, or Georg Jensen silver. Elinor had left detailed instructions about who was to get what, and I had every intention of seeing her instructions carried out. Nor did I want to be arbiter in a Tong war when Jane discovered that her sister-in-law had made free with the contents of the sideboard.

  For myself I wanted nothing. Elinor had become part of my life, and I did not need alabaster urns or her morocco-bound edition of Jane Austen as a reminder. I kept the wedding ring I gave her, a broad gold band which she had worn. I also wanted a few photographs at which I would never look, a polished stone we found one day at the beach, a handsome brass pot we stumbled across at a flea market, a key chain purchased with pennies she had culled from the loose change we kept on the dresser, and the copper bracelets she sometimes wore to ward off arthritis. These and a few other odds and bits were what I would take, objects of no intrinsic worth but redolent of our life together.

  At my suggestion Elinor had left the house to her daughter Jane, meaning that as Westmount residents the children would have access to the library and recreational facilities of which the city was justly proud. Gregory and his wife were to have first pick of the contents, but only after individual bequests to friends. A portion of Elinor’s portfolio would also go to Gregory as compensation

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

  
  
  
  
  


  
  
  
  
  
  

  


  


  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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