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  Praise for Job’s Year


  

  “Job’s  Year treads the fine line between faith and modern existentialism … a walk along the tight-ropes between madness and sanity … Hansen is at his best, moving from past to present, memories unlocked by a change of light, smell of perfume, feelings of love, lust, loneliness … [The plot and characters are] brought to life with grace, style, and subtle surety.”

  — Paul Levine, Los Angeles Times


  “Taut, vivid, compassionate, strongly felt … turns the events of a man’s difficult year into a story as page-turning as a detective story.”

  — USA Today


  “Truly good books leave their readers changed … Job’s Year may do that to you.”

  — San Francisco Chronicle


  “One of the most impressive novels of the year … a triumphant, life-affirming work.”

  — Portland Oregonian


  “An intelligent, compassionate and honest treatment of a decent human being who happens to be homosexual … Hansen writes sardonically and perceptively about the realities of his life, whether they involve a drunken con artist, a rich woman who knows she is being used but cannot resist it because ‘he’s so good in bed’, and the one woman whom Oliver ever had a close personal relationship with … Hansen never uses the word ‘gay’ … He understands very well that being homosexual in our society is still not always the happiest condition in the world.”

  — Publishers Weekly


  “Hansen is quite simply one of the best stylists writing today; his ability to capture the most mundane nuances of modern life, as well as the most complex emotional conflicts, is little short of astonishing.”

  — Manifest



  


  

  


  Praise for Joseph Hansen


  “Hansen is an excellent craftsman, a compelling writer; he has a real gift for storytelling – for character, for scene, for pace independent of violence.”

  — The New Yorker


  “The most important pioneer in gay mystery writing.”

  — John Morgan Wilson


  “Not that he was just a good gay writer, but he is right up there with Raymond Chandler and Ross Macdonald in terms of being one of the great California mystery writers.”

  — Michael Nava
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  JOSEPH HANSEN

  



  
  Joseph Hansen was a pioneer in the homosexual mystery story, thanks to his Dave Brandstetter series, started in 1970. He developed a lean prose on par with Chandler, Hammett and Ross Macdonald, inspiring two generations of gay mystery authors since, many of whom pay homage today. His writing was published in a variety of periodicals including The Atlantic, Harper’s, South Dakota Review and Mystery Monthly.


  Born in 1923, his first work was published by the New Yorker in 1952. In the 1960s he worked for the gay magazines One and Tangents. He produced the radio show "Homosexuality Today" for KPFK-FM and helped found the first Gay Pride Parade in Hollywood in 1970. During the 1960s, he also wrote, under the pseudonym James Colton, erotic pulp fiction ... all this before Stonewall.


  Hansen produced nearly 40 books including mainstream novels, including Backtrack, A Smile in His Lifetime, and Job’s Year from the early 1980s reissued in 2025 by ReQueered Tales, and a series of semi-autobiographical works based on his early years as a struggling writer. His much praised mainstream novel. A Smile in His Lifetime (1981), was written on a grant from the National Endowment for the Arts.
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  Walking is a series of coordinated falls.


  — Lewis Thomas, M.D.

  


  


  



  April

  


  



  JEWETT HELPS SUSAN UP the cracked cement stairway under the dark deodars to the house. It is slow going. She has lost weight, but she depends on him for half her strength, and her bad leg gets in the way. She feels sick and weak, and he feels old, and they stop to rest every few steps. It is always worst on the sixth and final day of each month’s series of treatments, which this is. Both of them have become attuned to the fine shadings of wretchedness, which darken with each day’s treatment.


  He has learned to take empty back streets home from the distant University Medical Center, because it is always necessary to stop at least once so she can open the car door and miserably vomit into the gutter. It isn’t nice. It is unsanitary and antisocial, but she stubbornly refuses to use the plastic container with lid he has stowed in the car. (It is her car she insists they take, with tiny stuffed toy replicas of Lambert’s dogs dangling from strings off the rearview mirror.) She is repelled by the idea that Jewett will empty and wash the container. When he brings up the idea, she threatens to hire a nurse. And that puts an end to it.


  The day is sunny but cool, and the retaining wall against which they lean, side by side, catching their breaths, is cold. The rusty moss is thick on this portion of wall. The pine needles are thick and slippery underfoot, making the ascent harder than it might be. Yet he hasn’t swept them away because they form a cushion, and he is afraid that sometime he may lose his grip on her and she will fall. It is important that she not cut herself. If she starts to bleed, it will be hard to stop, maybe impossible. The chemicals that drip into her veins during these dreary five-hour sessions will in time, if they haven’t already, end her blood’s ability to coagulate. Then there is the danger of infection. Week by week she is losing her ability to fight infection.


  The danger is worst in the days following treatment, when a common cold could turn swiftly to pneumonia, and this chilly spring he has made her bundle up. She wears an old stocking cap that started life a cheerful blue but has faded with the years to a sickly lavender. Moths have been at it, and through the holes her pale scalp shows. All her fine, white, old-woman’s hair has fallen out. She won’t let him buy her a new cap. Over her protests, so that she can make a neat appearance at the medical center, he has hauled her heaps of soiled clothing to the dry cleaner’s and to the laundromat: he rather enjoyed sitting in the blank white room on a chair of flimsy molded orange plastic, warmed by winter sunshine through plate glass, reading while the washers sloshed and shuddered. But her clothes are all old, faded, threadbare, and she refuses to let him take her to buy new ones.


  “A waste of money,” she says. “I’m dying, remember?”


  Now they commence climbing again, he with an arm tight around her, lifting, she making low, miserable sounds under her breath. These switch him back in time fifty years. After the polio, she had to go for therapy to the hospital three days a week, to try to regain the use of her leg. He pleaded to be allowed to go along in the Model A when their father drove her in the early mornings, having carried her in his arms down these long steps – though she could manage them, slowly, wearing her brace. Jewett sees his father’s straight back, lean shoulders lifted against Susan’s weight, disappearing down the steps, the dark tree branches shutting him from sight. Jewett ran to his mother, who was dressing for school, and hopped around her, tears in his eyes, begging to go to the hospital with Susan.


  “Idle curiosity,” his mother said, “is an unattractive thing in a civilized person. I’d suggest you do your best to suppress it.” She bent to give her bobbed hair a hurried brush in the dressing-table mirror. “Starting now.”


  “But it’s not idle curiosity,” he said. “I want to help her.”


  “Casuistry” – his mother put on a little tight-fitting brown felt hat – “is even less attractive.” She brushed past him to lift down from a rattly hanger in the closet the light jacket that matched her skirt and hat. Her blouse was pale yellow silk, with a floppy bow at the throat. Alice Jewett had no use for what eight-year-old Oliver already understood to be a rule of life –  that teachers had to look dowdy. She always looked pretty, even in those pinchpenny Depression days when they’d had to sell his father’s Dodge to help pay Susan’s medical bills, so Alice didn’t get to drive her trim Model A anymore. And no one could pay lawyers, so his father had to knock on doors in the evenings, trying to sell cheap life-insurance policies. “ ‘Casuistry’ means,” she told Jewett, “making up pious excuses to cover impious motives.”


  From the built-in oak drop-leaf desk in the living room she gathered student papers she’d sat up late last night correcting and stuffed the papers into her neat briefcase. She frowned at her pretty little gold wristwatch. “Magdalena’s late again.” She kissed the top of Jewett’s head and ran for the front door. “If she comes before you leave for school, tell her I won’t need her Friday. Tuesday, next week.” She was out the door and her high heels were rattling across the hollow porch boards when she called back, “And her money is in the cookie jar.” Then she was off, slim and brisk as a girl, down the long steps to wait for her ride.


  “My motives are not impious,” Jewett called after her before he shut the door. He touched his hair where she had kissed him, and put his fingers to his nose to smell the trace of her perfume those quick kisses always left. But he did it without thinking, from habit. He was scowling, angry with her. It wasn’t idle curiosity. She didn’t know, his father didn’t know. They were too busy and too worried. Susan’s brave smiles could conceal from them how she felt. Jewett knew. He was with her more than they were, and he had time to pay attention.


  Susan’s therapy went on and on, and she was tired of it and full of anger and despair because her leg was hardly getting better at all. She cried. He knew. He had caught her at it, and the sound of it was bitter. He never told her. She was trying hard to appear strong and hopeful. It would be cruel for him to tell her he knew she cried. But he did know – nothing could change that. And he wanted to help her. He felt sure that if they let him go with her to the hospital, he could help her. His father and his mother didn’t understand how alone Susan felt, having to get better all by herself. He understood, and it was mean to let her go on alone when he could help.


  He went to the kitchen, dragged a chair across the blue linoleum, climbed on the chair, opened the cupboard, and took down the cookie jar, heavy pale brown pottery with California poppies painted on it, egg-yolk color. He set it on the shelf and lifted the lid. Inside, his hand found a little wax-paper packet. He unfolded it. There were six wilted one-dollar bills. He must be wrong. He climbed down off the chair, separated the bills, and laid them out on the counter. He was not wrong. None of them was a five or a ten. Magdalena was gray-haired, heavy in the hips and breasts, and her ankles swelled out over the tops of her worn, misshapen shoes as she waddled about. Every Tuesday and Friday she came early and worked all day, vacuuming, sweeping, mopping, washing dishes, making the window-panes shine, leaving a cedar-oil gloss on the furniture. On Tuesdays, she also ran the washing machine and hung the clean clothes out on the line, and brought the dry clothes indoors and folded them and put them away, smelling of starch and sunshine. On Fridays she stayed and cooked dinner. And three dollars a day was what they paid her. He wrapped the bills in the wax-paper packet and dropped it back into the cookie jar. He put the lid on the cookie jar, climbed on the chair again, slid the cookie jar back into the cupboard, and shut the door.


  He had meant to take coins so as to ride a bus to the hospital. He had never ridden a bus alone, but he knew where the hospital was, and knew how to ask directions from a bus driver. He couldn’t take Magdalena’s money. Not even if he could persuade himself he was only borrowing. Casuistry, his mother said. You weren’t borrowing if you knew you’d never be able to pay the money back. He set the chair in its place at the kitchen table and left by the back door so he wouldn’t meet Magdalena toiling up the stairway from the street, puffing and panting. She would scold him for starting late to school. He fought his way through the thick brush and untrimmed trees in back of the house to the street above. He wished he had a bicycle on which to roll swiftly down the hill. He didn’t have a bicycle. He walked to the hospital.


  It seemed a long way. He was afraid he would arrive too late, that Susan’s session would be ended, that their father would have come back in the Model A from his law office to pick her up and fetch her home again. He kept reading clocks through store windows. Then he saw the hospital looming up white and tall on its hilltop, windows catching and flashing back the sunlight, and it no longer seemed far. His legs were tired, but he made them go faster, climbing the strange streets of shacks and broken fences. It was a Mexican district. Maybe Magdalena’s house was somewhere here. A dog came running at him, and he stopped dead still, afraid. But the dog only sniffed at his shoes and trouser legs. It didn’t try to bite him. It went on.


  The hospital was big and confusing to him. But he told a round-faced woman in starchy white about his sister and her leg. He rode the elevator and followed children in wheelchairs, old men with twisted faces, hobbling on crutches, to the physical-therapy room. It was like the gymnasium of the high school where his mother taught. Except no one here was playing basketball, as had been the case at the high-school gym when his father took him there. Everyone here was crippled. Most of them wore pajamas and bathrobes and bedroom slippers. They were all being helped to stand and walk by nurses or by young men in white jackets and white trousers. From somewhere, Jewett heard the echoing cries and splashes that meant there was a swimming pool. He was short, and found it hard to see between the many cripples. No wonder Susan was discouraged. All these cripples. He dodged this way and that, looking for Susan. He saw her, far away across the room.


  She stood between long parallel bars of yellow wood. She had pushed up the sleeves of her sweater, and stringy muscles showed in her thin forearms. Her knuckles were white from gripping the bars so hard. Her face was tight. A red-haired, plump young man was leaning his freckled face to hers, nodding, urging her to try. Her leg would never get strong if she didn’t put weight on it. Did she want to wear that heavy brace forever? Susan wasn’t looking at him. She was looking down at her bad leg, which swung foolishly, and appeared to Jewett frail, not up to any weight.


  She was making those low, miserable sounds under her breath. They broke Jewett’s heart. He lunged toward her. She didn’t see him. She tried to take a step on the bad leg. It gave under her, she lurched, and the bar caught her in the armpit. It jarred her and she winced. The young man’s big, freckled hands came out to keep her from falling. He smiled, and she smiled back at him, heaving herself upright again. The smile was so brave and false that Oliver felt a surge of pity and cried her name. She turned. “Oh, Oliver, no!” She looked stricken. She let go the bars and dropped in a heap on the gray buttoned canvas mat beneath. Jewett ran to her, fell to his knees, and threw his arms around her. She was sobbing. He said, “I came to help you.” But he knew, too late, that he hadn’t helped. He had only made her more miserable …


  When he unlocks the front door, she stops making the sounds. He helps her through the house, past the silent loom, down the hall to the back bedroom, which he has made clean and tidy and brightened with fresh wallpaper. He lets her down gently onto the bed that he keeps always fresh now with clean sheets, pillow slips, blankets. He unzips and gets her out of her awful old mackinaw jacket, and helps her lie back against the pillows. He removes her scuffed little shoes, sets them by the bed. She shuts her eyes. “Television?” he asks. The set is old, black and white, but she stares at it these days, not up to the effort of reading. She shakes her head. He stands gazing down at her. She looks as if she might die, right now, this afternoon. But he knows there is no cause for alarm. If not by this evening, then by tomorrow, she will be working, some of her color will return, and for three weeks, until the next set of treatments, she’ll be a fair replica of her old self, able to joke, maybe even able to hope.


  She begins to snore softly, and he slips off her old blue knit cap and stands inspecting it, poking a finger through the biggest of the moth holes. He recalls when it was bought, and why. The winter of 1932-33. For skiing. Because she finally did regain the use of that leg – such use as it would ever be to her. The brace hung for a while in her closet, then was taken to the garage to hang off a nail, the metal rusting, the pads graying, curling away from the metal, the straps stiffening and cracking.


  She changed when she could do without the brace. The change was temporary, but he didn’t know that. Instead of lying in bed all day, reading, drawing, painting, she wanted to walk. Not alone, no. Jewett must walk with her. Later, she tried to run, and did run in a crazy, lurching way, and pestered Jewett to race her along the tilted street at sundown, when no cars passed, when neighbors were busy indoors. She wouldn’t play in the gym at school for fear of being ridiculed. But early on Saturday and Sunday mornings, she made Jewett play basketball with her on the quiet street, a barrel hoop nailed up over the garage doors. The hoop is gone now, but the nails that held it are still there. He hated basketball, he was no good at it, he wanted to be alone with his little cardboard stages, his little cardboard actors, but he played with her, played with her to help her leg grow strong – while his father slept, his father who loved basketball.


  Then she saw a short subject about skiing. In those days, all four of them went, one night each week, to the movies at the Fiesta down on Main Street. Two features, a newsreel, a cartoon, and sometimes a short like the skiing one. The flower face of Freddie Bartholomew flickers in Jewett’s mind’s eye now, in dense black and white, weeping. Joan Crawford, big eyes outlined in black, a black spit curl at her ear, comes sneering through a bead curtain. Ugly old Marie Dressler howls at Wallace Beery in lashing rain aboard a storm-tossed tugboat. And tiny skiers squat as they whisk down a long chute, then fly above pine trees in long, heart-stopping trajectories, before they come to earth. She wanted to do that – fly.


  Instead, she broke her leg. She learned to ski first, crookedly but loving it, and with a great sense of triumph. She whizzed down slopes around Big Pine. Jewett liked the look of the snow but not the cold of it. He shivered and however much his father sighed, never kept his skis on for long, though he skied with natural grace and almost never fell. He preferred to sit in the Model A with the heater humming, the heater bought specially for these weekend treks up to the snow, and read. If there’d been a radio, he’d have listened to the radio, running down the car’s battery. But it was the time before car radios.


  Then Susan found a little ledge to jump off. It wasn’t three feet high. But her leg wasn’t strong enough for even such a jump, and the bones snapped. She had sneaked off alone to try this jump, sure her father wouldn’t let her if he learned about it. So she lay alone in pain in the snow for a while before they found her. The bone mended poorly, and three operations were needed to make the best of it. And after that, she returned to her old habits – never getting out of bed again unless she absolutely had to.


  Jewett drops the cap on the bedside chair and leaves the bedroom, softly shutting the door. In the kitchen, he washes the breakfast dishes – they got a late start this morning. It is hard for him to hurry her to the torture he knows lies ahead, so they often get late starts. He has something she likes in mind for supper, and he cuts up a chicken and some big, floppy fresh mushrooms. She won’t eat more than a few small bites, so he wants the bites to please her.


  Also, this is the last meal he will cook for her for a week. He will make enough to freeze a couple of packets that she can easily reheat if she will – though usually she won’t. Packets from last week lie close-stacked in the grudging old freezer compartment, gathering snow – from last week, from the weeks before. He coaxes her, mildly scolds her, tries to exact promises, but he is losing the struggle to keep her weight up. Five nights on the living-room couch is his limit. To move in, he’d have to dislodge those twine-bound heaps of weaving from his old room. Where to? The garage is full of them already. And short of moving in, being here, every day and night, he can’t keep her eating. It’s hopeless – one week out of four is already too many for Bill. Susan is not Bill’s sister. Bill has no use for his own sisters.


  


  



  “Dying?” Bill says. “We’re all dying, for Christ sake.” He stands naked in the steamy bathroom, peering into the shaving mirror. He pushes at his thick, dark hair, pushes it back from his smooth, clear forehead. “I’m sure as hell dying. Look at that.” He faces Jewett, thrusts his head close. “My stupid hair is coming out by the handfuls.” He taps the back of his head, lowers his head. “Look there. A bald spot big as a dollar.” There is no bald spot, but Bill gives Jewett no time to say so, which is probably just as well. Bill faces the mirror again, lifting his upper lip with two fingers. This plays hell with his diction, but Jewett gets the gist of it. “My fucking gums are receding.” He lets his lip go. He talks into the mirror. “You know what happens next? Your teeth start to fall out.” With flattened hands, he drags down on his cheeks so the red inside his lower eyelids shows. “Look at me. Will you look at me for once? I’ve got as many wrinkles as a fifty-dollar suit.”


  “Stop pulling at your face.” Jewett regrets sounding like a mother, and puts his arms around Bill from the back, hugs him, kisses the nape of his smooth, brown neck where the neatly trimmed hair is still damp from the shower. “Anyway, fifty-dollar suits are the ones that never wrinkle, never stain, look as awful after years of wear as they did in the store. Nothing can harm them.” He caresses Bill’s chest and flat belly. “They’re nonbiodegradable.”


  “Yeah, well, I’m biodegradable,” Bill says, “and I’m biodegrading fast. No wonder you don’t want to come home anymore.” He picks up a red comb and works on his hair. “I’m getting old and ugly.”


  “You don’t know what old is, you don’t know what ugly is, and you don’t know what dying is.” Jewett lets him go, turns away. “Come on. I’ll fix you a beautiful breakfast. You’ll feel more cheerful then.” He walks along the hall.


  Bill shouts after him, “I know you’re never here.”


  A film of dust lies over all the shiny surfaces in the kitchen. Not the bedroom, not the bathroom. They’re immaculate. So probably is the rest of the place – he was too tired to notice last night. But the kitchen is neglected. Why is it the people he loves can’t feed themselves? He can guess how Bill has survived – on afternoon cheese and wine at the gussied-up canyon houses of interior decorators, on brunches of quiche and Irish coffee on Malibu sun decks among keepers of Beverly Hills boutiques. Bill excites these types with his easy masculinity. What do they excite him with – how easily he excites them?


  Jewett, briskly sponging counter tops, stove top, breakfast bar, the red cushions of the barstools, can’t think of another reason why Bill flocks with these chichi queens, in their skinny-ass designer jeans, shirts open to the navel, sunlamp tans, and loops of thin gold chains at their withered throats. Bill doesn’t feel superior to them – of that Jewett is certain. There is always something wistful and lost about Bill in their shrieking company – like a little brown sparrow among flamingos. Yet he keeps going back. It saddens Jewett, but seemingly it doesn’t sadden Bill, so Jewett does his best not to question or comment anymore. Bill works for decorators. That’s probably explanation enough – along with the fact that he adores parties.


  The supermarket date-stamp on the package of sweet Italian sausages puts it a little past. He cracks the clear plastic butchers’ wrap and sniffs. They will be all right if he washes the grease off. He rinses the sausages carefully under warm water and lays them in a skillet over a low flame and puts a lid on the pan. The tomatoes have gone a bit soft and one or two of them have developed black spots. He washes the red, smooth skins, cuts away the spots, and chops the tomatoes fine. He observes the eggs carefully as he cracks them into a red bowl. They appear as fresh as supermarket eggs ever do these days. He cuts butter into a pan and starts it melting. He beats the eggs. And he hears Bill come into the kitchen, smells his cologne and his cigarette smoke.


  “The treatments are brutal. She can’t drive herself,” Jewett says, and fits the coffee maker together and puts coffee into it. “It’s only one week out of the month.”


  “And every Saturday,” Bill says. “And it was three weeks in March. That fucking chain-saw movie.”


  “That wasn’t supposed to take so long,” Jewett says. He goes to the breakfast bar, where Bill has placed himself, shakes a cigarette from Bill’s pack, and lights it with Bill’s lighter. “They fired Kimberly Wells. There was nothing to do but shoot everything over again with the new girl. I explained that.”


  “You missed every meeting of the renters’ association. You missed the meeting with the city council. Building snowmen with Rita Lopez. I’ll bet when she stuck the carrot on, it wasn’t for a nose.”


  “You’re confusing her with the roles she played in those old movies.” Jewett pours boiling water into the coffee maker. He peeps under the lid at the sausages, which sputter. He finds a fork and tenderly rolls the sausages over. They have begun to brown, and they smell fine and fresh. “She’s as indifferent to sex as a Camp Fire Girl. You can’t be jealous of old Rita.”


  “She wasn’t indifferent to sex when you lived with her. I know you. You wouldn’t live with anybody who was indifferent to sex. Not for eight years.”


  “She liked fighting better,” Jewett says. “Anyway, that was twenty years ago.” Again, the thought makes him a little dizzy. “Bill, we played gin rummy – like down at the senior citizens’ center? No two golden-agers could have been more chaste. We’d never even have met except that both of us needed the money from that disgusting picture.”


  “You had laughs,” Bill says sulkily.


  “We needed all we could get, believe me.” Jewett lifts down from their brass hooks red mugs marked with big white initials, O and B. These were Bill’s notion some Christmases ago, like the monogrammed red bath towels. Jewett has yet to see the point. He is careful always to give Bill the O mug, always himself to use a B towel. He hoped this might draw an explanation from Bill. It never has. It made him mad at first, and grumpy later, but never rational. Jewett keeps at it to test his father’s repeated assertion that the key to success is never giving up. Jewett lives in hope – and curiosity. He fills the mugs now, stirs sugar and cream into the O mug and sets it in front of Bill. “It’s true, I missed the renters’ meetings.” Jewett stubs out his cigarette in the ashtray. “But I earned the rent, all right?”


  “You don’t want to face facts,” Bill says. “Rent won’t help if they convert this place to condominiums. We’ll have to buy. And you’d have to do fifteen chain-saw movies to earn that kind of money.”


  “That is certainly a fact I don’t want to face.” Jewett returns to the stove to cook the eggs with tomato mixed up in them, to scoop the eggs onto plates, to lay the sausages on the plates beside the eggs. “What about the injunction?” Jewett sets the plates on the breakfast bar. He has forgotten forks and napkins. He fetches these, the napkins red, of course. He sits on the red-cushioned stool beside Bill. “Didn’t you say the renters were going for an injunction?”


  Bill unfolds the napkins and lays it in his lap. He is wearing worn old corduroys stiff with spilled varnish and dotted with paint, but the napkin is ceremonial. He says, “If the city council won’t act. We’re giving them another week, and then we go into court.” He stabs at a sausage with his fork, and hot grease squirts his faded red sweatshirt. The sweatshirt, sleeves torn off to show the hard muscles of his brown arms, is part of his work outfit, like the corduroys, and has often been used as a paint rag. All the same, he says “Shit!” and wipes at the grease spots with his napkin. “If we get the wrong judge, you and I will be out on our ass in the street.” He forks a chunk of sausage into his mouth and chews. “This is no movie, buddy. This is reality.” Bill is at his least winning when he calls Jewett buddy. Jewett wonders what Bill thinks his days with Susan are. He doesn’t ask. The other man’s reality is rarely so real as one’s own. Isn’t that what’s behind acting – the attempt to make strangers share another stranger’s reality? Behind writing too, painting, music, dance. Bill isn’t without sensitivity. He sometimes walks changed out of a theater. He rarely reads, but Jewett has known books to change him. Eating quietly, Jewett decides that Bill is simply absorbed for the first time in his young life in a political cause, fighting alongside a crowd of like-minded people. This can be a heady experience, obsessive, apt to blind a man to anything else. At the risk of being called buddy again, Jewett asks tentatively:


  “Would it be so bad – getting kicked out of here? It’s only an apartment. We can find another.”


  Bill chokes, hurriedly drinks coffee, gulps, wipes his mouth with the napkin, stares at Jewett over the napkin as if he can’t believe what he has heard. “Are you serious?”


  “You mean it’s a matter of principle?” Jewett asks.


  “Wrong. Don’t you know what this place is to me? ‘Only an apartment’?” He lays down the napkin. He appears stunned and injured. “Is that what it is to you?”


  Jewett is nonplussed. “Isn’t it? What makes it so special? Your beautiful pieces. But we can take those with us wherever we go.”


  “Ah, Christ.” Bill looks ready to cry. Turning away, wagging his head in mournful disgust, he gets off the stool and crosses the kitchen, carrying the red mugs. He rinses them at the sink and fills them again with coffee. Jewett gets the O mug this time. Bill doesn’t sit down beside him again. He stands, holding his B mug, studying Jewett, who does his best to keep his face blank. “You really don’t know, do you? You had a home –  you’ve still got a home, your sister is still in it. You were born there, grew up there with parents who looked after you and fed you and sent you to the same school all your life. You had a home.”


  Jewett nods. “Yes. All right. And?”


  “This is the first home I ever had. The only home. Did you ever stop to think of that? This is the first place I ever lived more than six months running in my whole life. This is the first place I ever lived with anybody I wanted to live with, anybody I loved, anybody who loved me.” Tears fill his eyes. He picks up the cigarette pack, shakes a cigarette from it, lights the cigarette. “This is the first place I was ever happy in my life.” His mouth begins to tremble. His voice wobbles. To keep from crying, he shouts at Jewett. “Now do you understand, you cold bastard? It’s not just another goddamn apartment. This is my home, Oliver. This is my home!” And he can’t help it – he starts to cry.


  Jewett gets off the stool and takes him in his arms, holds him tight, they sway together. Jewett strokes Bill’s back. “Don’t cry,” he says. “Don’t cry. I didn’t know. I’m not a cold bastard, Billy. I understand, now. Don’t cry anymore. I understand.”


  Bill clumsily kisses his mouth. “I’m sorry I said that.” He hiccups, reaches for his stool and sits down, wipes his face on the red napkin. “I didn’t mean to shout at you. But I don’t want to go back to drifting around. I had that, Oliver.” He hunches miserably over the coffee mug, smoking, sniffling a little, wipes his nose on the napkin. “Trailers – shut up with half a dozen babies. You ever smell one of those dinky old trailers with half a dozen little kids in diapers when you have to keep it shut up in the rain? You ever eat cold cereal a week running for every meal? Eat out of whatever cans your old lady could rip off at the supermarket when nobody was looking – okra? You want to try okra cold out of the can sometime. You don’t know what you’ve been missing. You ever try fitting in at a school where none of the kids ever saw you before, and your tennis shoes are rotting off your feet? He’d take me and one of my sisters and stop the car in front of some house and we’d go to the door and say we were lost, and could we please use the bathroom, and he’d keep the old lady talking while we found her house money and picked up any little items we could hide in our pockets and hock later. Summers, he’d canvass new towns in a pickup truck with asphalt cans in the back, long-handle brushes, ladders, selling roofing jobs, getting down payments and never going back. He had twenty dodges. We were lucky he was only in jail half the time. Dolan Haycock. Father of the year. Shit!”


  “Forget it,” Jewett says. He has of course heard this litany before. But not lately. He is disturbed that it still haunts Bill. “It’s over. You’re all right, now.”


  “Was all right.” Bill gloomily crushes out his cigarette, gloomily swallows coffee. “Everything’s going sour, all of a sudden. We’re losing this place. Your sister’s dying. You’re never home.”


  “It can’t be helped. It won’t be forever.”


  Bill grunts skeptically. “And I’m losing my looks.”


  “You are not losing your looks,” Jewett says. “Bill, you are not yet thirty-two years old. You are a very young man. This is ridiculous. I’m here every minute I can be.”


  “You get along fine without me,” Bill mumbles.


  “I breathe in and out,” Jewett says. “I’m sorry you feel neglected. Just put up with it for a while, all right? And stop imagining things. You’re beautiful. I love you.”


  Bill sighs and sits straight. “I have to go to work.” He slides off the stool. “How is she? Don’t think I don’t care. But losing this place is all I can think about. We had happy times here. Every room. I don’t want to leave them behind. We’d never be the same anyplace else.”


  “That’s crazy.” Jewett laughs so as not to sound exasperated. “We’ll be the same no matter where we go. And maybe we won’t have to go at all. You’re fighting back. Why won’t you win?”


  “Because money talks,” Bill says. “Especially to politicians. And we haven’t got that kind of money.” He picks up the cigarette pack and lighter and stuffs them into a pocket of the corduroys. “If we did, we wouldn’t be renters, would we?” He brushes Jewett’s mouth with an absentminded kiss, and walks out.


  “She’s all right,” Jewett says to the empty kitchen. “She’s as well as can be expected.”


  


  



   They sit on the long, windowed porch at the Skipper’s, under drooping strings of signal pennons whose crimsons, blues, greens have faded to an almost uniform gray. The bentwood chairs at the small square tables are rickety. The tablecloths are mended. Jewett and Bill lazily drink coffee and brandy and smoke cigars. They never smoke cigars anywhere else. While they ate crabmeat salad, sand dabs fried in butter with toasted sesame seeds, washing the food down with a crisp Chablis, they watched the sun set, a bulging red fireball. The sun has drowned in the ocean now. Far out, long streaks of cloud are flame color, slowly turning smoky. Overhead, the sky has a green luster that will soon fade.


  Jewett leans his forehead against the windowpane. Below, at the foot of the ragged bluff on which the old wooden restaurant perches, little beach-running birds skitter on long legs among the jutting rocks and in the foam-edged tide. Spotlights shine down on them from the restaurant, but they don’t seem to care. There are no gulls, no cormorants, no noisy sea lions now. Maybe the birds enjoy the extra feeding time the spotlights give them, even if it cuts in on their sleep. He doesn’t know where they sleep. He wonders. He turns to tell Bill to look at the birds, and a hand appears between his face and Bill’s. A hearty voice says:


  “Oliver Jewett, how about that!”


  Jewett looks up, frowning. No one has ever asked him for an autograph in a restaurant. No one ever will – not by his reckoning. Why should they? So who is this bald man, sagging jowls, pouches under his eyes, drip-dry suit of baby blue, blue shirt of oxford cloth a little too tight where his belly bulges? Red light glancing off the sea gives his face a false rosiness, but there is nothing false about his smile. It looks delighted. Jewett rises awkwardly, unsure, and takes the proffered hand, but he must look as blank as he feels, because the man says:


  “You don’t recognize me, do you? Fred Heinz.”


  “Good God!” Jewett laughs and gives him a clumsy hug and a couple of slaps on the back. “Where in hell did you come from?”


  “Illinois. I manage a television station there. Been in L. A. for a network convention. Fly home tonight, damn it.” He turns and calls, “Joanie?” And a stocky, gray-haired suburban matron in a beige double-knit suit punished by an aircraft seat comes to shake Jewett’s hand and smile with neat false teeth. “My wife, Joan?” Heinz sounds almost as if he were asking Jewett to confirm this identification. “Oliver Jewett.”


  Her handclasp is damp. “Fred’s always thrilled when you turn up on TV. He always makes it a point to watch.”


  “And then she has to hear all about New York,” Heinz says, “for the five hundredth time.”


  His expression is innocent, his tone all self-effacing good humor, but Jewett knows he is lying. Joanie may hear about the long flights of stairs up to that crack-windowed room where the heat seldom climbed to the radiators, where cockroaches poured in a black rush down the drains when you switched on the bathroom light, about the greasy hot plate behind the tin shutter doors, about the sardines and crackers and the cutoff credit at every deli within a mile, about their waiting tables for one free meal a day, about the super seizing Heinz’s typewriter for the unpaid rent. She may hear about Jewett’s failed auditions in clothes borrowed from other actors, about how he lined his shoes with cardboard after walking the soles through from producer to producer, about how the little-theater group in the abandoned church put on Heinz’s play and never paid him as they’d promised. But she hasn’t heard, and never will, how the two boys, twenty-one, twenty-two, kept each other warm under thin blankets in winter, and consoled each other for their daily failures and dashed hopes – and how they laughed, holding each other tight, in bed.


  Jewett is stunned by the recollections that rush into his mind. It’s been thirty-five years. He’s scarcely ever thought of these things. Yet now, it’s suddenly as if they’d happened yesterday. Except to look at Heinz – puffy, gray, gone to pot. What became of the skinny kid with the beautiful grin and the thick sandy hair he kept pawing out of this eyes while he crouched over that ugly typewriter, rattling away with four fingers, ribbon growing frayed and pale, yellow pages spouting out of the machine? Jewett searches the slack face before him now for traces of that wild obsessive ambition. He doesn’t find any.


  Joan Heinz appears to be talking. Jewett blinks and gives his head a shake so as to make himself hear her. “But it must have been absolutely gruesome.” She laughs. The sound of it is artificial. “I can’t understand how anyone can be nostalgic about it.”


  “We were so young,” Jewett says, “we thought we were having an adventure.”


  “Sure,” Heinz says. “The bad bits didn’t matter. We were going to be famous. All geniuses have to starve first.”


  “Strengthens the character,” Jewett says. Plainly starve is only a word to Heinz now. He hasn’t gone hungry in a long time, by the look of him. Jewett wonders how he likes being manager of a television station in Illinois. Is it any worse than acting in chain-saw murder movies? He doesn’t ask. Instead he looks at Bill, who stands up. “Bill Haycock, Joan Heinz, Fred Heinz.” Jewett watches the man’s face as Bill shakes his hand. Something sad and regretful happens to Heinz’s jollity. The way he looks Bill up and down suggests to Jewett that he has, after all, gone hungry for a long time.


  “Are you an actor too?” Joan Heinz asks Bill.


  Bill shakes his head and says to Heinz, “How does somebody get to manage a TV station?”


  “He goes in as a newswriter and has luck,” Heinz says.


  “You musn’t think we watch a lot of television,” Joan Heinz tells Jewett. “But Fred notices when you’re going to be on and makes an occasion of it. It’s so empty, so addictive, such a waste of time. And really, there’s plenty of guilt, just taking your living from it.”


  Heinz gets red in the face. “The money’s nice. Don’t tell them the money isn’t nice.”


  “No more playwriting?” Jewett says.


  “The money’s nice, of course, but –” Joan begins.


  “I might get back to it when I retire,” Heinz says. “I’m creative all day. After eight hours, I’m out of gas. I hear some people can write after dinner – not me.”


  “He has to sleep off the double martinis,” Joan says. She is not speaking to anyone in particular. She is frowning into the shadowy main dining room. She grabs Heinz’s arm. “Look. Those people are trying to take our table.” She raises a hand, calls out to the waiter, and hurries off.


  Heinz looks grim. Not about her going, but about her picture of how he lives. He doesn’t try to erase it. In self-disgust, he fills it out. “So I can wake up in time for double scotches to clobber me for the night – well, at least till three in the morning, Scott Fitzgerald’s dark night of the soul.” He makes a face. “What went wrong? You’re still acting. How come I’m not writing?”


  “Because you’ve got good sense,” Jewett says.


  “To hell with that. You made it. Maybe I was good too. Maybe I gave up too soon. Now I’ll never know.”


  “Forget it. I didn’t make it, Fred. I was not good, and I never will be good. And believe me, there’s no satisfaction in learning that. If I can find a way out of the acting business, I’m going to take it. You were the smart one. The money is good. Stop drinking. Take a walk before dinner, take a walk before bedtime. Stop regretting.”


  Heinz sighs and shakes his head. “Doesn’t anybody end up satisfied in this life?”


  “Nobody who wants very much,” Jewett says.


  “Are you coming or not?” Joan is back, agitated. “People are lined up, waiting for tables. It’s embarrassing sitting there alone with them staring at me.”


  “Right. Coming.” Heinz works up a smile. “Listen, this was great.” He pumps Jewett’s hand, pumps Bill’s hand. “Nice to meet you, Haycock.” With Joan tugging at his sleeve, he fumbles a business card from his wallet and gives it to Jewett. “Let’s not lose touch, now,” he says. “You must fly to New York sometimes, in your business. If you get a layover at O’Hare, give me a ring.” Joan drags him away. He shouts over his shoulder, “I’ll drive into town and we’ll have a drink.”


  “I’ll do that,” Jewett says, and sits down again.


  Bill is already seated. He tilts his head. “You were lovers. How does it feel, seeing him again after all this time? The nineteen forties, wasn’t it?”


  “December 1947. He got pneumonia. His father came from Rockford and dragged him home.” Jewett pushes the card into a pocket and tries his coffee.


  “That was a year before I was born,” Bill says. “How does it feel? I can’t imagine how it would feel.”


  The coffee is tepid. Jewett looks for the waiter. “He weighed about a hundred thirty. Lots of hair. When there was money from home – his home, not mine – I went to the barber. I was the one who had to look neat for auditions. Haircuts didn’t help.” Jewett catches the eye of the waiter, a stoop-shouldered, middle-aged son of the fearsome Portuguese lady. Jewett holds up his coffee cup and brandy glass. The waiter nods. “When Fred was gone, my hair grew long. I couldn’t keep the room. I slept a lot with friends and, when I’d used them all up, with men and boys I’d never seen before and would never see again, just to have a place to sleep in out of the cold. Sometimes I got breakfast, sometimes not.”


  The waiter comes with the coffee urn and two more little slim glasses of brandy. He fills the cups and takes away the empty brandy glasses. Jewett goes on:


  “When I got breakfast, I was set for the day, which I mostly spent in the public library with the bums and bag ladies – the other bums and bag ladies. When I got filthy enough, ragged enough, hungry enough, I put my pride in my pocket and shlepped around to a little theater I knew. I swept the place out, scrubbed the toilets, painted flats, rigged spotlights, anything, and they let me sleep there and gave me pocket money. Then an actor got sick or drunk or something and I got a part. It turned my luck around. I was seen and hired for the summer Shakespeare plays. Because of my hair – what else? Men cut their hair short in those days. The city of New York could save the price of a wig. Wigs weren’t a dimestore item in the forties.”


  “It wasn’t the hair,” Bill says wearily. “Why do you always put yourself down?” He stirs sugar and cream into his coffee. “You still haven’t answered my question. How did it make you feel – seeing him again?”


  Jewett shrugs. “Sad, what else?” He smiles to himself. “I had a nickname for him – the Ivory Mischief. It’s a quote from someplace, I don’t know where. That’s what he was like, white and smooth to the touch, like ivory.” Jewett shakes his head. “Lean and good to hold. Now he’s a bag of lard, isn’t he? And about as mischievous as a sea slug. Sad, Bill, that’s all. Time is not kind.”


  “Are you different too?” Bill says.


  Jewett gives a small, bleak laugh. “I thought I was wonderful, beautiful, talented, and that the world would one day be sorry for how it was treating me.” His cigar has gone out in the ashtray. He knocks burnt wrapper and ashes off it with his table knife and relights it. “Fred kept me from dying of self-pity by making me laugh. He had a lovely zany streak. One night when we were asleep, a rat tried to eat our feet. Big rat, big as a cat. Fred called him the grandfather of all rats, and when he finally trapped him in the bathroom and bashed his head in – it had to be Fred, I can’t kill anything – Fred said that if we didn’t give grandfather a decent burial, all his five hundred thousand children and grandchildren would come after us. I’d told him about my toy theaters at home, and he made me sew a suit for the rat and make a little top hat out of cardboard, and fix up a coffin from a shoe box. Then we took the Staten Island ferry and tossed him off the back while Fred recited ‘Sunset and evening star, And one clear call for me …’ It was touching.”


  “Jesus,” Bill says, but vaguely, his mind on something else. He frowns. “You never told me you wanted to quit acting. Why him? Just to make him feel better about how he’s thrown his life away?”


  Jewett knows he should say yes to this and let it go. Bill is anxious about losing the apartment, anxious about losing his looks. This was supposed to be a happy evening. But Jewett’s own anxiety is up. Heinz looks so old. Life is slipping away. So Jewett goes ahead and says:


  “He hasn’t. I have. I haven’t talked to you about it because it’ll only upset you, you’ll only argue. And arguing won’t change the facts. Do you remember Hobson’s Choice? The scene where the strong-minded daughter who wants to marry John Mills goes to break off his engagement to the slum girl with the fat mother? And while the women shriek at each other indoors, Mills stands outside in the street, and the camera is on his face. He doesn’t blink, doesn’t move a muscle. But something happens to that man inside, something terrible and beautiful, and he makes you feel it. Now that is acting. Bill, I could no more do that than I could climb down to those rocks right now, strip off my clothes, and swim to Hawaii.” Bill tries to interrupt. Jewett won’t let him. “I can’t go on pretending to be an actor. It makes me feel like a liar and an ass. I’ve got to find a way out. I’ve got to find some self-respect. It’s already very late.”


  “Are you drunk, or what?” Bill says.


  Jewett says eagerly, “You remember my telling you about the bakery at home – my first real job, Joey Pfeffer, the war? The bakery’s for sale. I’d love to buy it. I’d make a good baker. You know I’d make a good baker.”


  “Will you talk sense?” Bill says.


  “It’s honest, useful work,” Jewett says. “Like you do. With your hands. Making something people need.”


  “Bakers get fat.” Bill tosses back his brandy. “From people ordering wedding cakes and then not getting married.” He grinds out his cigar, backs up his chair. “Come on. Sleep it off. You’ll feel sane tomorrow.” He gets to his feet.


  “I mean it,” Jewett says. But Bill has gone to pay the check. On their way out, they pass through one of the bars where, high up in shadowy drifts of cigarette smoke, hangs a color television set. It is election year. A wrinkled presidential candidate with a crooked grin and dyed hair is talking. He can’t be heard above the noise of the drinkers. Bill says, “There’s your old buddy.” Jewett worked in two films with the candidate thirty years ago. Bill says, “If he wins, maybe he’ll get you a job in Washington.”


  “You forget how wholesome he is,” Jewett says. “I am not wholesome.” Out on the sea cliff where the car is parked, he says, “We can live above the bakery.”


  “Please shut up about the bakery,” Bill says.


  


  



  August

  


  



  “YOU SAID YOURSELF THE PRICE scares everybody.” Jewett leans urgently across the little yellow table, morning sunshine warm on his back through the bakery window. The smell of fresh-baked bread is strong in the air. The taste of streusel and raspberry jam from the pastry he has just eaten mingles in his mouth with the taste of coffee from the paper cup in its yellow plastic holder. “I don’t honestly think you’re going to get the cash, Joe. It’s a lot of money at one time.”


  Young Joe Pfeffer frowns past Jewett, mouth tight, fingers pulling solemnly at his long nose. He laughed and cheered when Jewett walked in with the news about “Timberlands.” He was pleased as hell, pleased and proud, and pumped Jewett’s hand till Jewett had to shake loose. Joe yelped the good news to the girl who looks like Frances Lusk, and she ran in a flurry to the kitchen to tell Peter-Paul, who came out with flour in his hair to give Jewett grave congratulations. The Pfeffers are fans of “Timberlands,” never miss it. This morning, Jewett has become awesome as a god. And Joe is plainly finding it hard to say no. He sighs, gives his head a troubled shake. “That ranch I want to buy up north. They want cash.”


  “We don’t always get what we want.” Jewett smiles. “Talk to them. See if they won’t accept partial payment.” He has no real knowledge of business, but he has often played bankers, businessmen, brokers. He falls back on the simpleminded psychology of television scripts. From his inside jacket pocket he takes a crisp oblong of paper and unfolds it in the middle of the table for Joe to look at. It is a cashier’s check for ten thousand dollars, made out to Joseph Pfeffer, Jr. Jewett is a little staggered at his profligacy, but the paychecks come from the network as promised, week after fat week, and the money piles up in the bank like faery gold. He gives the check a little nudge toward Young Joe, who watches it as if hypnotized. “This is earnest money,” Jewett says. “If I default, it’s yours – all right? – free and clear, no questions asked. If we close the sale, it goes toward the purchase price.”


  Joe drags his gaze away from the check. He blinks at Jewett, shifts uneasily on the flimsy yellow chair. “And you want –” He is hoarse, scarcely audible. He clears his throat. “And you want to pay me one-fourth down, and the rest in monthly installments based on the shop’s income – is that it?”


  “With a floor under them,” Jewett says. “We’ll work that out with the savings and loan people.” He pushes back his chair and stands. He gives his smile all the assurance he can muster, and holds out his hand. “Done?”


  Young Joe digs worriedly in his ear with a little finger, staring at the check again, which he still won’t touch. “Jesus,” he says to himself. He looks up from under a wrinkled brow at Jewett. “I don’t know.”


  “Has anyone else made you an offer?”


  “Well, no – not really. I mean, they inquire, but no, nobody’s made me an offer.” He grins sheepishly and picks up the check. “They sure as hell none of them put any money on the table.” He gets to his feet.


  “Think the ranch people will agree up north?”


  Young Joe’s sallow complexion darkens in a blush. “Ah, hell,” he says, “that was just talk. I wanted cash. I figured if I said that about the ranch, it would be easier to get the cash. They’ll take it in sections, sure. I just didn’t want it to drag on for years, is all. I wanted to have it over with.”


  “That For Sale sign’s been in your window at least since January,” Jewett says.


  “Yeah.” Thoughtful, running his gaze over the check again, Young Joe sighs. Then he looks up a final time, grins, says, “What the hell,” and shakes Jewett’s hand. “Done. When do you want to draw up the papers?”


  


  



   Jewett unties the stretch of bristly cord that has held down the trunk lid. He tosses the tangle into the trunk and bends to wrestle out a bulky carton. It is at least as heavy as he feared. He ought to have paid the kid who loaded it to come with


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  



   

  

  

  

  

  

  


  



   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  



   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  



   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  



   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  


  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
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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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