An Anthology of

Queer Historical
Fiction Stories

Edited by

Zora Gilbert
& Cat Parra

An Anthology of Queer Historical Fiction

editors
Zora Gilbert • Cat Parra

layout & prepress
Zora Gilbert

cover
Erica Chan

foreword
To those at the cusp of something new and
frightening: we’re with you. Take that first step.
The foreword for Dates 2 was inspired—actually, maybe that’s
too kind a word; it was driven, spurred—by the United States’
political climate in early 2017. To push hope and determined, active
progress in young, queer spaces was in itself an act of resistance
then, and it is, to an extent, an act of resistance now. But two years
have passed, and what we need—in both our stories and our lives—
has evolved, just like we have. Now we don’t just need solace; we need
action, too.
Where Dates 2 was about small, important acts, Dates 3 is about grand,
visible gesture. It’s an expression of the bristling frustration we feel with the
world at large and the brilliant potential we see in our community, and it’s
a reminder that sometimes the right, best, or coolest thing to do is the
thing that you stumble into sideways and have to make a real effort to
hold onto.
Dates 3 is about planting your feet and marching forth, and about
making change outside of the confines of what the world has
said is allowed. It’s about stepping out of comfort zones, for the
sake of both yourself and for the people you love. It’s about
seizing opportunity when it presents itself and deciding to
make opportunity happen, whether it wants to or not.
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So keep moving forward, and keep working toward
your goals. But don’t be afraid to sail into uncharted
waters if they’re where you want to go—someone’s
gotta map ‘em, so why can’t that someone be
you?
Dates 3 has been wild fun to work on, and
every single one of our creators inspired
me every single day while we were in
production. I bet they’ll inspire you, too.

Zora Gilbert
Editor
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The Wind and
the White Horse
Svetla Rose
Sunmi

“I had a vision,” the shaman said, and placed a hand upon his sister’s
belly. Her smile lit a thousand suns in the Eternal Blue Sky. The shaman had
no visions of her last pregnancies; she had carried none of them to term.
“I dreamt of your child as a great leader,” the shaman continued,
“surpassing our forefathers in wisdom, guidance, and glory. Mark my words,
Mavruda. The Dulo clan will be blessed with a son.”
“Yes?” Mavruda said, with neither increased pleasure nor vexation. “In
all my dreams, I’ve a daughter by my side.”
The shaman was wrong.
It was a long and difficult labour. Mavruda’s husband, Shun, all but
abandoned his duties as boila to Khan Kubrat, to stay by her side the long
weeks she was in danger. No warnings of unrest in the khanate could stir him
from his post. He breathed again when the child was born, red-faced and
screaming and very much alive, but smiled only when his wife woke some
days later.
Shun placed the mewling bundle reverently on her chest. “A girl,”
Mavruda whispered, and stroked the baby’s head. She was wrong as well.
The child was named Kali. She grew quick of mind if absent-minded too,
with a curiosity so insatiable her keen eyes could swallow the world. From
the moment she could walk, Kali was underfoot, following where the adults
went, touching what they touched, and asking innumerable questions.
Mavruda taught her how to sew and embroider, to ride and shoot. She
showed Kali how to put up the yurts during travel, always facing south, and
arrange their possessions within. With the blessing of Kali’s aunts and uncles,
Mavruda placed her in charge of caring for her younger cousins as well,
particularly after she saw how popular Kali was amongst children.
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“They respect you if you respect them,” Kali explained, when a young
aunt wondered aloud how she managed even the most notorious troublemakers. “They listen to you if you take the time to listen to them. And the
more stories, games, and toys you have up your sleeve, the more easily you
can stave off a tantrum with fun.”
She took to riding too, with skill and enthusiasm surpassing even the
great love all Bulgars hold for their mounts. It was far more common to see
her on her horse than off, a white mare she named North Wind. Kali would
ride North Wind to the very edges of Old Great Bulgaria, sampling all the
khanate had to offer.
It was her homemaking that suffered. Despite Mavruda’s efforts to instill
discipline, too often Kali would begin sewing a shirt only to leave the sleeves
off and visit her favourite cousin for tips on jewelry making. Not long after
that, sleeves still undone, jewelry abandoned, and shirking her evening
duties with the yurts, she would sneak away on North Wind to see how fared
the neighbours’ livestock. Kali was deft with her hands and quick when she
applied herself, but lacked focus.
“Perhaps it is not her calling,” Shun said to his wife one evening when
Kali was fourteen. Mavruda had recounted the lovely embroidery Kali had
started on a jacket, before thoughtlessly leaving it out in drizzling rain and
taking off to the seaside to try her hand at fishing. “Did your brother not
foretell glory for our child? I’ve seen Kali’s skill with a bow when we hunt.
There is fire in her eyes. It’s combat training she wants.”
The next morning, he presented Kali with a sabre.
“It was your grandfather’s, made for him when we fought the Avars.”
Kali held it in awe, drawing the blade from its scabbard to see the patterns
engraved in its side. The hilt curved perfectly against her palm. Shun
wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “I will teach you how to use it while
riding, how to shoot your bow in battle, how to pull opponents off their
horses with a lance like mine. The Khazars will tremble at your coming, my
dear.”
Kali bowed her head in pleased submission, the naked sabre laid across
her hands.
Shun was pleased with her progress over time, though beyond her
ability with weapons, Kali had a way with the men. They gravitated to her,
young and old, and placed weight on her opinions despite her freshness on
the field. She approached encounters with a creativity Shun was startled by.
“When you speak less and listen more, what you say has more impact,”
Kali told her father. She fought in her first battle at fifteen, without incident.
Her second would have been fatal, had Kali not suggested the team she
traveled with disguised themselves with the sheared wool of the enemies’
cattle to pass by unnoticed.
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country beside them. “There is so much still I have not seen, so much I have
not tried. I have found my true calling in pursuing everything; my direction in
helping others.”
“There is much I would like to pursue as well,” Sondoke said. They sat
upon a stone, and he was silent before he gathered up his courage once
more. “I hear you have received numerous offers of marriage, from men
and women whose alliance your family once desired.”
“I have.” Kali pressed her fingertips to his. “I have refused them all.”
“You have changed your mind then?” Sondoke asked, not less anxious.
“You are no longer interested in marriage?”
“Not with them,” Kali said. “Only with someone I already deeply care
for, who time and time again has shown me I can rely on.”
She kissed him. Umay, the Earth, moved.
“I am not a man nor a woman, Sondoke. The wind blows me on my
white horse. I want a little bit of everything, but from you I think I want it all.”
Sondoke touched his forehead to her fingertips, his eyes radiantly bright.
They walked home hand in hand. Kali paused midway before an elderly
couple’s yurt to learn how rugs are woven.

END.
everyone and understand what they need, from the fishermen to the
clothes-makers, soldiers, and blacksmiths.”
“One blacksmith, at least,” she answered.
Kali’s work changed almost overnight. She consulted with her father in
the evenings, recounting what had passed and asking for his guidance. In
the days, she lead her father’s people by walking beside them. They spoke
to her and she listened and watched. It was easier to find the answers and
the resources for all they needed and desired when she knew who to ask
and where to look.
Once or twice, when her father’s pains were too great for him to be
moved, Kali took his place amongst the boilas and consulted with Khan
Asparuh. They were to settle near the Danube river, the Khan pronounced.
There were people already there, the Severi and Seven Slavic Tribes, who
would be their allies.
When Shun recovered, Kali walked amongst the Sevari and Seven Slavic
Tribes as well. She began to learn their languages and their customs, their
way of life on the Danube Delta.
“Did you not once say there was nothing wrong with learning many
things?” she asked Sondoke, resting her her hand on his. The had made their
way just outside the now semi-permanent camps, the bright fires dotting the
72
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D AT ES
is an anthology of queer historical fiction, with stories set
throughout time and across the world. Travel along with us
as we take to the streets, skies, and seas in settings ranging
from ancient Sumeria to Prohibition-era New York City.
In this volume, 50 contributors have come together
to create 20 comics, 23 full-color illustrations,
and 3 short prose stories. Each story features
queer characters as the heroes of their
own adventures, be they traveling
around the globe or just across the
street. And the best part?
No tragic endings.

