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The Night Listener

by Armistead Maupin

After an absence of eight years, Armistead Maupin returns with the
tale of Gabriel Noone, a writer whose late-night radio stories have
brought him into the homes of millions. Noone is in the midst of a
painful separation from his lover of ten years when a publisher sends
him proofs of a remarkable book: the memoir of a sickly thirteen-
year-old boy who suffered horrific sexual abuse at the hands of his
parents.

Now living with his adoptive mother, Donna, Pete Lomax is not only
a brave and gifted diarist but a devoted listener of Noone’s show.
When Noone phones the boy to offer encouragement, it soon
becomes clear that Pete sees in this heartsick, middle-aged storyteller
the loving father he’s always wanted. Thus begins an extraordinary
friendship that grows deeper only as the boy’s health deteriorates,
freeing Noone to unlock his innermost feelings.

Then, out of the blue, troubling new questions arise, exploding
Noone’s comfortable assumptions and causing his ordered existence
to spin wildly out of control. As he walks a vertiginous line between
truth and illusion, he is finally forced to confront all his relationships
— familial, romantic and erotic.

As complex and hypnotically engrossing as the best of mysteries,
The Night Listener is an astonishing tour de force that will move
and challenge Maupin’s readers as never before.
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‘THE “TALES OF THE CITY” SEQUENCE HAS BEEN ONE
OF THE LITERARY MENUS PLAISIRS OF THE LAST
DECADE . . . MAUPIN, WITH ALL HIS ELEGANCE AND
CHARM, HAS FOUND A PLACE AMONG THE CLASSICS’
Jonathan Keates, Observer

TALES OF THE CITY
‘San Francisco is fortunate in having a chronicler as witty and
likeable as Armistead Maupin’
Independent
-0 552 99876 1

MORE TALES OF THE CITY
‘Charming and compelling’
Literary Review
055299877 X

FURTHER TALES OF THE CITY
‘(Maupin) is the perfect chronicler of the moral, political, sexual and
social fluxes of the world’
City Limits
055299878 8

BABYCAKES
‘I love Maupin’s books for very much the same qualities that make
me love the novels of Dickens’
Christopher Isherwood
0552 99879 6

SIGNIFICANT OTHERS
‘A book of enormous humanity. It is funny, wise, melancholy, topical
and a terrific read’
Simon Brett, Punch
0552 99880 X

SURE OF YOU .
‘I know I was not the only one who was up until two in the morning,
promising myself to stop after just one more chapter’
David Feinberg, New York Times Book Review
055299881 8
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( Maybe the Moon

Armistead Maupin

‘WONDERFUL, FUNNY, POIGNANT AND GUTSY ...YOU
CAN FEEL THE AUTHOR’S HUGE AND HURT AND LOVING
HEART BEAT ON EVERY PAGE’

Anne Lamott, Mademoiselle

All of thirty-one inches tall, Cadence (Cady) Roth is a true survivor
in a town where — as she says — ‘you can die of encouragement’. Her
early leading role as a lovable elf in a smash-hit American film
proved a major disappointment since moviegoers never saw the face
behind the rubber mask she had to wear. After a decade of hollow
promises from the Industry, she is still waiting for the miracle that
will make her a star.

Through a series of bracingly frank journal entries, Armistead
Maupin tracks his spunky heroine across the saffron-hazed wasteland
of Los Angeles — from her infrequent meetings with agents and
studio moguls to her regular, harrowing encounters with small
children, large dogs and human ignorance. Then one day a lanky
piano player saunters into Cady’s life, unleashing heady new
emotions, and she finds herself going for broke, shooting the moon
with a scheme so hare-brained and daring that it might just
succeed . . .

Maybe the Moon, Armistead Maupin’s first novel since his
bestselling Tales of the City sextet, is the tale of an outsider told-
from the inside. It is a work that speaks to the resilience of the
human spirit.

‘DELIGHTS, AMUSES, MOVES AND ANGERS YOU WITH THE
LIGHTEST OF TOUCHES. IT IS, AS MIGHT BE SAID OF
CADENCE HERSELF, A SMALL MASTERPIECE’

Simon Callow, Vogue

‘MAYBE THE MOON WILL DISAPPOINT ONLY THE ENVIOUS.
RICH, MOVING, SEXY AND FUNNY, IT ALSO HAS A
PLEASINGLY ANGRY STREAK’

Patrick Gale, Daily Telegraph

055299875 3
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A LIST OF ARMISTEAD MAUPIN TITLES
AVAILABLE FROM BLACK SWAN AND
BANTAM PRESS

THE PRICES SHOWN BELOW WERE CORRECT AT THE TIME OF GOING TO
PRESS. HOWEVER TRANSWORLD PUBLISHERS RESERVE THE RIGHT TO SHOW
NEW PRICES ON COVERS WHICH MAY DIFFER FROM THOSE PREVIOUSLY
ADVERTISED IN THE TEXT OR ELSEWHERE.

(199876 1 TALES OF THE CITY £6.99
(099877 X MORE TALES OF THE CITY £6.99
(199878 8 FURTHER TALES OF THE CITY £6.99
(199879 6 BABYCAKES £6.99
[J 99880 X SIGNIFICANT OTHERS £6.99
[J 99881 8 SURE OF YOU ,. £6.99
(] 998753 MAYBE THE MOON £6.99
(1036530 THE NIGHT LISTENER (Hardback) £16.99

All Transworld titles are available by post from:
Bookpost, PO Box 29, Douglas, Isle of Man IM99 1BQ

Credit cards accepted. Please telephone 01624 836000,
fax 01624 837033 or Internet http://www,bookpost.co.uk or
e-mail: bookshop @enterprise.net for details.

Free postage and packing in the UK. Overseas customers allow
£1 per book (paperbacks) and £3 per book (hardbacks).



Armistead Maupin was born in Washington, D.C. in 1944 but grew
up in Raleigh, North Carolina. A graduate of the University of North
Carolina, he served as a naval officer in Vietnam before moving to
California in 1971 as a reporter for the Associated Press. In 1976 he
launched his daily newspaper serial, Tales of the City, in the San
Francisco Chronicle. The first fiction to appear in an American daily
for decades, Tales grew into an international sensation when
compiled and rewritten as novels. Maupin’s six-volume Tales of the
City sequence — Tales of the City, More Tales of the City, Further
Tales of the City, Babycakes, Significant Others and Sure of You — are
now multi-million bestsellers published in eleven languages. The first
two of these novels were adapted as a pair of widely acclaimed
television mini-series: the third, Further Tales of the City, is currently .
in production. Maupin’s 1992 novel, Maybe the Moon, chronicling
the adventures of the world’s shortest woman, was a number one
bestseller. As a librettist he collaborated in 1999 with composer Jake
Heggie on Anna Madrigal Remembers for mezzo-soprano Frederica
von Stade and Chanticleer, the classical choral ensemble. Maupin’s
latest novel is The Night Listener. He lives in San Francisco,
California.

Official Author Web Site:
www.ArmisteadMaupin.com
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Also by Armistead Maupin

TALES OF THE CITY
MORE TALES OF THE CITY
FURTHER TALES OF THE CITY
SIGNIFICANT OTHERS
SURE OF YOU
MAYBE THE MOON

and published by Black Swan



Babycakes

Armistead Maupin
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This work was published in somewhat different form in the
San Francisco Chronicle.

Grateful acknowledgement is made for permission to reprint:
Lyrics from Sail Away, by Noel Coward, copyright © 1950 by
Chappell & Co Ltd, copyright renewed, Chappell & Co. Inc,
publisher in USA. International copyright secured.

All rights reserved. Used by permission.

BABYCAKES
A BLACK SWAN BOOK : 0 552 99879 6

First publication in Great Britain

PRINTING HISTORY
Corgi edition published 1986
Black Swan edition published 1988
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Copyright © The Chronicle Publishing Company 1984
All rights reserved.

The right of Armistead Maupin to be identified as the author
of this work has been asserted in accordance with sections 77
and 78 of the Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All the characters in this book are fictitious,
and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
is purely coincidental.

Condition of Sale
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or
otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other
than that in which it is published and without a similar
condition including this condition being imposed on the
subsequent purchaser.

Set in 10/11pt Times.

Black Swan Books are published by Transworld Publishers,
61-63 Uxbridge Road, London W5 5SA,
a division of The Random House Group Ltd,
in Australia by Random House Australia (Pty) Ltd,
20 Alfred Street, Milsons Point, Sydney, NSW 2061, Australia,

in New Zealand by Random House New Zealand Ltd,

18 Poland Road, Glenfield, Auckland 10, New Zealand
and in South Africa by Random House (Pty) Ltd,

Endulini, 5a Jubilee Road, Parktown 2193, South Africa.

Printed and bound in Great Britain by
Cox & Wyman Ltd, Reading, Berkshire.



For Christopher Isherwood and Don Bachardy
and in loving memory of
Daniel Katz
1956-1982
and
once again
for Steve Beery






Memo to Lord Jamie Neidpath

Easley House may bear a marked resemblance to Stanway
House, but Lord Teddy Roughton is nothing like you. You and I
know that. Now the others do. Cheers.

A.M.



¥ lﬁy_ 14

L RED
ri 1V ;'!1 -.--- f R, 3 Ef

b
A ‘a'#~g;" 4,{.;1 w-‘;’—’.‘r_.- s




When you feel your song is orchestrated wrong,
Why should you prolong

Your stay?
When the wind and the weather blow your dreams sky-high,

Sail away — sail away — sail away!

— Noel Coward
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One—A royal welcome

She was fifty-seven years old when she saw San Francisco for the
first time. As her limousine pulled away from the concrete
labyrinth of the airport, she peered out the window at the driving
rain and issued a small sigh over the general beastliness of the
weather.

‘I'’know,’ said Philip, reading her mind, ‘but they expect it to
clear today.’

She returned his faint smile, then searched in her handbag for
a tissue. Since leaving the Reagans’ ranch she’d felt a mild case
of the sniffles coming on, and she was dashed if she’d let it get the
best of her.

The motorcade veered onto a larger highway - a ‘freeway,’ she
supposed — and soon they were plunging headlong into the rain
past lurid motels and posters of nightmare proportions. To her
left loomed a treeless hillside, so unnaturally green that it might
have been Irish. There were words on it. rendered in white
Stones: SOUTH SAN FRANCISCO — THE INDUSTRIAL CITY.

Philip saw the face she made and leaned forward to study the
curious hieroglyphic.

‘Odd,” he murmured.

‘Mmm,’ she replied.

She could only hope that they had not yet arrived in the city
proper. This tatty commercial district could well be the equiva-
lent of Ruislip or Wapping or one of those horrid little suburbs in
the vicinity of Gatwick Airport. She mustn’t imagine the worst
just yet.

Her original plan had been to arrive in San Francisco on board
the Britannia — an operation that would have entailed the
pleasant prospect of sailing under the Golden Gate Bridge. The
sea had become quite treacherous, however, by the time she
reached Los Angeles, and the same storms that had brought six
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California rivers to flood level would almost certainly have
played havoc with her undependable tummy.

So she had settled on this somewhat less than majestic
entrance via aeroplane and automobile. She would spend the
night in a local hotel, then reinstate herself on the Britannia
when it arrived in the harbor the following day. Since she was
almost sixteen hours ahead of schedule, this evening’s time was
completely unclaimed, and the very thought of such gratuitous
leisure sent surprising little shivers of anticipation down her
spine.

Where would she dine tonight? The hotel, perhaps? Or
someone’s home? The question of whose home was a sticky one
at best, since she had already received feverish invitations from
several local hostesses, including — and here she shuddered a bit
— that dreadful petrol woman with all the hair.

She dismissed the issue of dinner for the moment and once
more turned her attention to the passing scene. The rain seemed
to have slacked a tiny bit, and here and there in the slate-gray
skies a few dainty patches of blue had begun to make themselves
known. Then the city materialized out of nowhere — a jumble of
upended biscuit boxes that reminded her vaguely of Sydney.

‘Look!” crowed Philip.

He was pointing to a dazzling rainbow that hovered like a
crown above the city.

‘How perfectly splendid,” she murmured.

‘Indeed. Their protocol people are more thorough than I
thought.’

Feeling giddier by the minute, she giggled at his little joke. It
seemed appropriate to commemorate the moment by a cheery
wave to the citizenry, but public assembly was quite impossible
along this major artery, so she ignored the impulse and set about
the task of repairing her lipstick.

The rain had diminished to a dazzle by the time the motorcade
descended from the highway into a region of low-lying warehou-
ses and scruffy cafés. At the first intersection, the limousine
slowed dramatically and Philip signaled her with a nod of his
head.

‘Over there, darling. Your first well-wishers.’

She turned her head slightly and waved at several dozen
people assembled on the street corner. They waved back vigor-
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