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FOR NICK

Finally...
Always

7:09 AM.

E veryone thinks it was because of the snow. And
in a way, I suppose that’s true.

I wake up this morning to a thin blanket of white
covering our front lawn. It isn’t even an inch, but
in this part of Oregon a slight dusting brings eve-
rything to a standstill as the one snowplow in the
county gets busy clearing the roads. It is wet water
that drops from the sky — and drops and drops and
drops — not the frozen kind.

It is enough snow to cancel school. My little
brother, Teddy, lets out a war whoop when Mom’s
AM radio announces the closures.

“Snow day!” he bellows. “Dad, let’s go make a
snowman.”

My dad smiles and taps on his pipe. He started
smoking one recently as part of this whole 1950s,
Father Knows Best retro kick he is on. He also
wears bow ties. I am never quite clear on whether
all this is sartorial or sardonic — Dad’s way of an-
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Huky

Harxoueu-mo...
Hascezoa

07:09

ce OyMAaloT, YTO JTO CJIYYUJIOCH M3-3a CHera.

B Kakom-TO cMbIcjIe, HaBEPHOE, TaK U €CTh.
§1 mpocHyachk yTpoM, a Ta30H mepej HAIIUM JOMOM
VKPBIT JJeTKUM 0eJIbIM IIOKpbIBajaoM. OHO JIMIIE CaH-
TUMeTpa TPU TOJIINHON, HO B aToii yactTu Operona
BCe, KaK IPaBUJIO, 3aMHUPAET, eBa MOCHIIJIET JaxKe
JIETKUI CHEXKOK, IIOTOMY UTO Ha BCIO OKPYTY OIUH-
€IMHCTBEHHBI! CHEeTOOUNCTUTENb U TOT TPYAUTCA Ha
pacumcTKe JOpoT. 3aech y Hac ¢ Heba 00bIYHO IMaja-
eT MOKpas — Kall-Kall-Kall, — a He 3aMOpPOKeHHad
BOJZA.

B o6mieMm, cHera mocTaTO4YHO, UTOOBI He UITH
B mKosy. Moit muammuii 6pat Texnu usgaer 60eBoit
KJIUY, KOTZIa MAaMHUHO YTPeHHee Paagno o0bABIAET 00
OTMeHe 3aHATUHN.

— Heun cumera!l — BomuT Oparumka. — Ilam,
HOMIeM JIEIUTHL CHEerOBUKA.

ITama yapibaerca u mocTykuBaeT 1o Tpyoke. Ou
HavaJ KyPUTb ee HEJaBHO, KOTJa BAPYT YBJEKCA
STUM CTapbIM cepuasioM «llame BugHEH», OMyaap-
HBIM B MATHUIECATHIe TOAbl. EIlle OH HOCHUT rajicTy-
Ku-6a00uky. Sl HUKaK He MOTY MOHATH — TO JIA €T0
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[enn ®opmaH

nouncing that he used to be a punker but is now
a middle-school English teacher, or if becoming a
teacher has actually turned my dad into this genu-
ine throwback. But I like the smell of the pipe to-
bacco. It is sweet and smoky, and reminds me of
winters and woodstoves.

“You can make a valiant try,” Dad tells Teddy.
“But it’s hardly sticking to the roads. Maybe you
should consider a snow amoeba.”

I can tell Dad is happy. Barely an inch of snow
means that all the schools in the county are closed,
including my high school and the middle school
where Dad works, so it’s an unexpected day off for
him, too. My mother, who works for a travel agent
in town, clicks off the radio and pours herself a
second cup of coffee.

“Well, if you lot are playing hooky today, no
way I’m going to work. It’s simply not right.” She
picks up the telephone to call in. When she’s done,
she looks at us. “Should I make breakfast?”

Dad and I guffaw at the same time. Mom makes
cereal and toast. Dad’s the cook in the family.

Pretending not to hear us, she reaches into the
cabinet for a box of Bisquick.

6



Ecnu a octaHycb

HOBBEIIT 00pas — 3TO BepPX 9JeTaHTHOCTH, TO JIU Iala
IIPOCTO HacMeXaeTcs U TaKUM CIIocob0oM cooOIaer,
YTO KOTZa-TO OBLJ IIaHKOM, a Telleph YUYUT JeTeil
B cpefHel IIKoJie, TO JU YUYUTEIHCTBO U B CAMOM
Iejie IIPEeBPaTUJIO €r0 B 3aB3ATOr0 KOHcepBaTopa.
Ho samax Tpy6GouHoro tabaxa MHe HPaBUTCS: OH
CJIAIKOBATBLIA U ABIMHBIA — UM HAIIOMMHAET O 31Me
¥ IPOBAHBIX II€Yax.

— TbI, KOHEUHO, MOYKEIIb IPEIIPUHATL I'ePOU-
YeCKYI0 HMOOBITKY, — oTBeuaeT Temau mama. — Ho
BPSAJ JIX HA JOPOKKAX XOTh UTO-TO 3ajieKaioch. Ilo-
JKaIyh, cefiuac y Tebs JIydllle IOJYUYUTCSI CHeKHasd
ameba.

d smaro, mama cuactiauB. JKankux Tpu caHTHU-
MeTpa CHera O3HA4aloT, UTO BCE IIKOJLI OKpyra
3aKpBIThI, BKJIOYAS MOIO CTapIIyi0 U CPEeIHIOI0,
rIe OperojaeTr mama, — TaK YTO AJsA Hero aTo TO-
JKe HeOKUIaHHBIN BbIXOAHOII. Mama, paboTaromias
B TYPHUCTUYECKOM areHTCTBe HAIllero ropoaKa, BbI-
KJII0YaeT paguo W HaJIuBaeT cebe BTOPYIO UAIIKY
KoQe.

— Hy, pas BBI Bce cerofHs OesmesbHUYaETE, TO
A YK TOYHO He Imoeny padorarsh. ITO IIPOCTO HecIpa-
BemuBo. — OHa OepeT TeaedoH M 3BOHUT Ha pado-
Ty; 3aKOHUMB Pas3TOBOP, CMOTPUT Ha Hac: — Mmue
YTO, Teepb 3aBTPaK I'OTOBUTH?

Mg1 ¢ mamoii XOopoM XOXoueM: Mama «TOTOBUT»
KYKypy3HBIe XJIONbA 1 TOCThI. [loBap y Hac mama.

IIpuTBOpAsCh, UTO HE CJBIIIAT HAIIEro X0X0Ta,
OHA JocTaeT u3 IKapuuKa KopoOKy «BucKBuUKa».



[enn ®opmaH

“Please. How hard can it be? Who wants pan-
cakes?”

“I do! I do!” Teddy yells. “Can we have chocolate
chips in them?”

“I don’t see why not,” Mom replies.

“Woo hoo!” Teddy yelps, waving his arms in the
air.

“You have far too much energy for this early in
the morning,” I tease. I turn to Mom. “Maybe you
shouldn’t let Teddy drink so much coffee.”

“I’ve switched him to decaf,” Mom volleys back.
“He’s just naturally exuberant.”

“As long as you’re not switching me to decaf,”
I say.

“That would be child abuse,” Dad says.

Mom hands me a steaming mug and the news-
paper.

“There’s a nice picture of your young man in
there,” she says.

“Really? A picture?”

“Yep. It’s about the most we’ve seen of him
since summer,” Mom says, giving me a sidelong
glance with her eyebrow arched, her version of a
soul-searching stare.

“I know,” I say, and then without meaning to,
I sigh.

Adam’s band, Shooting Star, is on an upward
spiral, which, is a great thing — mostly.



Ecnu a octaHycb

— Hy nangso, BpAL JX 3TO TaK CJI0KHO. KTO X0-
yeT oJlaguii?

— d, a xouy! — mnogupeiruBaer Temmu. —
A MOXKHO C IITOKOJATHON CTPYKKOM?

— He Bu:Ky npenaTcTBUil, — OTBEUaeT MaMa.

— VYpa-a! — Bonut Tenmu, pasmaxuBas pyKaMu.

— Yro-TO Yy TeOA MHOTOBATO SHEPTUU IJISA CTOJb
pamHero yrpa, — IOAAPa3HUBAIO A U IIOBOpAuYMBa-
och K mame: — Ilokainyii, Tebe He CTOUT MO3BOJIATD
Tengu muThL TaKk MHOTO Kode.

— 1 yxe naBHO 3aBapuBaio emy 0e3 KoerHa, —

napupyetr mama. — OH IpocTo OyeH OT IPUPOILI.
— I'maBHoe — MHe He 3aBapuBaii 6e3 Kodewu-
Ha, — cIamch .
— Hy, asTo y:Ke 6bL10 GBI Hacuaue Haj pebGeH-
KOM, — 3aMedvaeT I1ama.

Mawma BpydaeT MHe ABIMSAIIYIOCS KPY/KKY U Ta-
3ery.

— Tam orinmuHas Gororpadusa TBOEro Kpacas-
YuKa.

— IIpaBga? Hey:xeau dororpadusa?

— Ara. Kaxercs, ¢ jiera MBI OOJIBIIIEIO U HE BU-
menu. — Mama mogHuMaeT OPOBU M CMOTPUT Ha Me-
Hs MCKOCA — TaK OHA «3aTyIsAALIBAET B IYIIY>».

— 9TO0 1a, — 0TBeYalo g, HeBOJIbHO B3AbIXasd.
«3Be3monan», Tak HasbIBaeTcA rpymnma Amama,

OBICTPO HAOMPAET MOMYJIAPHOCTb, M 3TO IMPEKPACHO
1o OOJIBIIIEeH YacTu.



[enn ®opmaH

“Ah, fame, wasted on the youth,” Dad says, but
he’s smiling. I know he’s excited for Adam. Proud
even.

I leaf through the newspaper to the calendar
section. There’s a small blurb about Shooting
Star, with an even smaller picture of the four of
them, next to a big article about Bikini and a huge
picture of the band’s lead singer: punk-rock diva
Brooke Vega. The bit about them basically says
that local band Shooting Star is opening for Biki-
ni on the Portland leg of Bikini’s national tour. It
doesn’t mention the even-bigger-to-me news that
last night Shooting Star headlined at a club in Se-
attle and, according to the text Adam sent me at
midnight, sold out the place.

“Are you going tonight?” Dad asks.

“I was planning to. It depends if they shut down
the whole state on account of the snow.”

“It is approaching a blizzard,” Dad says, point-
ing to a single snowflake floating its way to the
earth.

“I’m also supposed to rehearse with some pianist
from the college that Professor Christie dug up.”

Professor Christie, a retired music teacher at
the university who I’ve been working with for the
last few years, is always looking for victims for me
to play with. “Keep you sharp so you can show all
those Juilliard snobs how it’s really done,” she says.
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Ecnu a octaHycb

— AXx, ciaBa MOJIOABIM HE€ BIIPOK, — WU3PEKaeT
mama, HO IIPU 9TOM yJibI0aercdA. §1 3HAI0, OH OUEHb
papn 3a Apama. [lame ropxn.

§1 mposumcTeIBalo rasetry 0 KaJIeHZAPHOTO DPas-
mena. Tam wmaneHbpKas WHOOPMANMOHHAS Bpe3Ka
0 «3Bes3momnane» C elle MeHbInei gororpadueii Bcei
YeTBEPKH, a PANOM OOJIbIaA CTaThA IPO « BUKMHM!»
¥ OTPOMHBIN CHUMOK UX BOKAJIUCTKY, ITAHK-POK-IUBbI
Bpyxk Beru. O peb6siTax cka3aHO TOJIBKO, UTO « MECTHAS
rpynma «3Be3fonan» BBICTYIIUT Ha pasorpese y «Bu-
KUHM» HA TOPTJIEHACKOM OTPE3Ke TaCTPOJIBLHOTO Typa
3Be3]] IaHK-POKa II0 cTpaHe». B craTbe He ymomMuHa-
0TCA KyJa 06oJiee BaKHBIE AJIA MEHs HOBOCTH: BUepa
BeuepoM «3Be3IOoIaa» ObLI XeIJIalfHepPOM B OJHOM U3
K1y00B CHuaTiia M, CyIs IO 3COMICKE, KOTOPYI0 Anmam
IIPUCJIAJ MHE B IIOJTHOYb, COOPAJ TIOJHBIN 3aJI.

— Epemrs cerogua? — crpamuBaer mara.

— Cobupanace. Eciu Beck mrar He mapaamsyer
u3-3a CHera.

— W B camowm zese, Belb HAABUTAETCSI METEIb. —
ITama ykaswsiBaeT Ha OMUHOKYIO CHEXKMHKY, HETOPO-
IIJINBO IJIBIBYIIVIO K 3eMJIE.

— Eime s, kasxercsa, 6y1y peIeTUPOBATE C KAKUM-
TO TMHUAHWCTOM U3 YHUBEPCUTETa, ero mpodeccop
Kpuctu rge-to orxomasa.

IIpodeccop Kpuctu, yHuBepcuTeTcKasa mpenoaa-
BaTeJIbHUIIA MY3BIKM Ha IIEHCUY, Y KOTOPOU I 3aHU-
Maioch IOCJeNHIE HEeCKOJBKO JIET, BCe BpeMs HIIeT
HOBBIE JKEePTBBL — C KeM A MOoIvia ObI CchIrpaTh. «ep-
KU cebs B opMe, U THI ellfe TOKAaKeIlb BCeM 3TUM

11



[enn ®opmaH

I haven’t gotten into Juilliard yet, but my audi-
tion went really well. The Bach suite and the Shos-
takovich had both flown out of me like never be-
fore, like my fingers were just an extension of the
strings and bow. When I’d finished playing, pant-
ing, my legs shaking from pressing together so
hard, one judge had clapped a little, which I guess
doesn’t happen very often.

As I’d shuffled out, that same judge had told me
that it had been a long time since the school had
“seen an Oregon country girl.” Professor Christie
had taken that to mean a guaranteed acceptance.
I wasn’t so sure that was true. And I wasn’t 100
percent sure that I wanted it to be true. Just like
with Shooting Star’s meteoric rise, my admission
to Juilliard — if it happens — will create certain
complications, or, more accurately, would com-
pound the complications that have already cropped
up in the last few months.

“I need more coffee. Anyone else?” Mom asks,
hovering over me with the ancient percolator.

I sniff the coffee, the rich, black, oily French
roast we all prefer. The smell alone perks me up.

“I’m pondering going back to bed,” I say. “My
cello’s at school, so I can’t even practice.”

12



Ecnu a octaHycb

cuobam u3 J[Kynbapaa, YTO 3HAUUT HACTOAIIEE WC-
MOoJIHeHUuEe», — TOBOPUT OHA.

51 erte He moctynuia B JKyIbap, HO IIPOCTYIIIN-
BaHMe MPOIILJIO Upe3BhIUYaiiHO ynauyHo. I 6axoBcKas
ctouta, u IllocTakOBUY JUJINCH U3 MEHS TaK, KaK HU-
KoTra mpexkae, — OyATO MOU IIaJIbIbl CTAIU KUBBIM
MPOJOJIKeHeM CTPYH U cMbIuKa. Korma a sakoHun-
Jla UTPaTh — TSMKEJIO ABIIIA U C IPOKbIO B HOTAX, OT-
TOTO UTO CJAUIIKOM CHUJIBHO WX CoKMMAaJja, — OIWH U3
YJeHOB KOMUCCHUM JasKe IMOXJIONAJ, a 9T0, KaK MHe
KasKkeTcs, caydaeTcsa He TaK YK UacTo.

Korma a Beimosizia 3a aBepb, TOT K€ CAMBIN JK-
3aMEHATOP CKasaJl MHe, UTO HUX KOHCepBATOPUS
ITaBHO «He BHUIeJa IepeBeHCKUX aeBouek u3 Opero-
Ha». [Ipodeccop Kpuctu couna aTo 106GPHIM 3HAKOM
U y:Ke He COMHeBaJjJach B MOeM 3aUMCJIeHUU, B OTJIU-
yue oT MeHA. K ToMy Ke g u caMa TOJIKOM He 3HaJja,
X0Uy s 9TOT0 uau HeT. Kak 1 cTpeMuUTe bHbIIH B3JIeT
rpynnsl Agama, Moe TocTyImienne B JKyabapm, ec-
JU OHO, KOHEUHO, COCTOUTCS, CO3JACT HEKOTOPLIE
CJI0KHOCTHU WJIU, TOUHEe, YCYI'yOUT Te, YTO BO3HUK-
JIA B TOCJIeJHYE HEeCKOJbKO MeCSIEeB.

— §1 xouy emie Koge, KTo co MHOM? — cIIpaliuBa-
eT MaMa, HaBHucas HaJo MHOM ¢ TpeBHell Ko)eBapKoii.

s Bapixaio apomar Koge — TyCTOTO, UEepHOTO,
dpaHIy3CKON MacaAHON 00KapKU, KaK MBI BCe JIIO-
6umM. OguH TOJBKO 3amax MeHs ysKe OOIpUT.

— §-Tro momymbIBaio, He IOWUTHU JK eIle II0-
cmartb, — TOBOPIO . — Buosionuesb B mkose. Tak
YTO A JAaKe II03aHNMAaThCAd He MOTY.

13



[enn ®opmaH

“Not practice? For twenty-four hours? Be still,
my broken heart,” Mom says. Though she has ac-
quired a taste for classical music over the years—
“it’s like learning to appreciate a stinky cheese”—
she’s been a not-always-delighted captive audience
for many of my marathon rehearsals.

I hear a crash and a boom coming from upstairs.
Teddy is pounding on his drum kit. It used to be-
long to Dad. Back when he’d played drums in a big-
in-our-town, unknown-anywhere-else band, back
when he’d worked at a record store.

Dad grins at Teddy’s noise, and seeing that,
I feel a familiar pang. I know it’s silly but I have al-
ways wondered if Dad is disappointed that I didn’t
become a rock chick. I’d meant to. Then, in third
grade, I’d wandered over to the cello in music
class — it looked almost human to me. It looked
like if you played it, it would tell you secrets, so
I started playing. It’s been almost ten years now
and I haven’t stopped.

“So much for going back to sleep,” Mom yells
over Teddy’s noise.

“What do you know, the snow’s already melt-
ing.” Dad says, puffing on his pipe.

I go to the back door and peek outside. A patch
of sunlight has broken through the clouds, and

14



Ecnu a octaHycb

— He 0ymems saaumarsesa? Ilenbix gBagaTh ye-
Teipe yaca?! «Moauu, Mouu, pasourad gyiias, —
BOCKJIMIIAaeT MaMa. XOTsd OHa W IIpuodpeJja c roja-
MU HEKOTOPBIN BKYyC K KJIACCUYECKOIl MY3bIKEe — «C
9TUM KaK C BOHIOUMMH ChIPAMM: IIOCTEIIEHHO HAUM-
Haelrb pa3duparbCcia», — HO HEBOJbHOE IIPOCJIYII-
BaHMe MouX MapadOHCKUX pPeIeTHuIUNl He Bcerza
IIPUBOJUT €€ B BOCTOPT.

Co BTOpPOro sTaka MSOHOCUTCS JIA3I M I'POXOT:
Texmu aynuT mo cBoeit 6apabaHHO# ycTaHoBKe. Bo-
o011e-ToO OHA IIamMHa — ObLIA KOIZLa-To, KOIZa OH
Urpaj B IIHPOKO M3BECTHOII B Y3KUX KPyrax oKu-
TeJell Halllero ropogka rpyumne u padoTaa B MYS3bI-
KaJbHOM MarasuHe.

§1 BriKy manmuHy SOBOJBHYIO VJIBIOKY M UYBCTBYIO
IPUBBIYHBIA YKOP COBECTH. 3HAI0, 3TO IVIYHO, HO
MeHs Bcerza MYYWJI BOIIPOC, HE PACCTPOeH JU Iia-
ma, 4To f He IOIlJIa B POK-MY3bIKy. B 00IeM-TO s
u cobupajachk, HO B TPETheM KJIacce Ha YPOKe MY3bI-
KN BAPYT yBHAEJA BUOJIOHUEb, M OHA IIOKA3ajach
MHe COBepllleHHO KuBoi. Kasayoch, eciu Ha Heil
UrpaTh, OHA OTKPOET MHOKECTBO CEKPETOB, TaK UTO
s HavaJia yUYuThCs. IIPOIIIo y:Ke MOUTH JeCATh JIeT,
a s Bce IIPOJOJIKAIO.

— CJHIIKOM NITYMHO, YTOOBI CIIaTh, — TEPEeKpU-
KMBaeT MaMa IpoxoT 0apabaHoB.

— A 3Haere uTO, — TOBOPHUT IIalma, HOIBIXUBAA
TPyOKO#, — CHEr-TO y’Ke TaerT.

S upgy ® 3amHEl ABEpPU M BHIIVISABIBAIO HAPYIKY.
CkB03b 00JIaKa HMPOOMJIOCH COJHIIE, M CJBIIIEH II0-

15



[enn ®opmaH

I can hear the hiss of the ice melting. I close the
door and go back to the table.

“I think the county overreacted,” I say.

“Maybe. But they can’t un-cancel school. Horse
is already out of the barn, and I already called in
for the day off,” Mom says.

“Indeed. But we might take advantage of this
unexpected boon and go somewhere,” Dad says.
“Take a drive. Visit Henry and Willow.”

Henry and Willow are some of Mom and Dad’s
old music friends who’d also had a kid and decided
to start behaving like grown-ups. They live in a
big old farmhouse. Henry does Web stuff from the
barn they converted into a home office and Willow
works at a nearby hospital. They have a baby girl.
That’s the real reason Mom and Dad want to go out
there. Teddy having just turned eight and me being
seventeen means that we are long past giving off
that sour-milk smell that makes adults melt.

“We can stop at BookBarn on the way back,”
Mom says, as if to entice me.

BookBarn is a giant, dusty old used-book store.
In the back they keep a stash of twenty-five-cent
classical records that nobody ever seems to buy ex-
cept me. I keep a pile of them hidden under my bed.

16



Ecnu a octaHycb

pox Taromiero Jbga. 1 3aKphIBal0 ABEPHL M BO3BpAa-
IIAI0Ch K CTOJIY, 3aMevas:

— IToxoike, OKPYT OTOPAYMIICA.

— Bo03MO0XHO, HO OTMEHUTh OTMEHY IITKOJbI yiKe
Heab3s. UTo crenaHo, TO cAeIaHo, A yiKe B3sAJa BbI-
XOTHOM, — pajgyeTca MaMa.

— HMmenno. Ho MBI MOKeM M3BJI€Ub IIOJIL3Y M3
STOTO0 HEOKUIAHHOT0 HofapKa CyAbObl WM Kyla-HU-
Oyap moexaThb, — mpeiJjiaraer mana. — IIpokaTum-
ca. HaBectum I'enpu ¢ Yumioy.

Ternpu 1 Yuimoy — maBHUe IPy3bsa POAUTENEH U3
MY3bIKAJIBHOM TYCOBKM; Y HUX TOXKe II0ABUJICA pede-
HOK, M OHUM PEeIIWJIM HauaTh BeCTH ce0s KaK B3poOC-
abie. JKuByT OoHHU B GOJILIIIOM cTapoM (epMepCcKoOM
mome. I'eHpu mpucmocoOmMa capail IO AOMAIIHII
odpuc m 3aHMMAaeTCA TaM KOMIBIOTEPHBIM IM3aii-
HOM, a Yujioy paboraer B Onmskaiimieit OoJbHUILE.
Y Hux majgeHbKad nouka. IMeHHO OHa — HUCTUHHAaA
OIpuYrHa, MO0 KOTOPOWl Mama € Haloil XOTAT TynAa
moexaTb. Teaam TOMBKO UTO WCIOJHWJIOCH BOCEMb,
MHE CeMHAaAIaTh, a 3HAUUT, U3 HAC yyKe JaBHO BBI-
BeTPUJICA TOT KMCJIOBATHIN MOJIOUHBIH 3amax, OT KO-
TOPOTO TaK MJEIOT B3POCJIbIE.

— A Ha o00paTHOM IIyTHM MOMKEM BarJIIHYTh
B «ByxkBapna». — Iloxoxe, MamMa MeHA 3aMaHUBAET.

«Byk-Bapa» — 9TO OrpoOMHBIN IBLIBLHBIN CTa-
DBII MaraswH NOJEP:KAaHHBIX KHUT. B manbHeM yriry
Yy HUX CJIOKEHBI IBAAIATUIISTUIIEHTOBBIE 3aINCHU
KJIaCcCUUYeCKOU MY3BIKUW, KOTOPbIE, KayKeTcd, HUKTO,
KpoMe MeHs, HUKOTZa He MOKymaj. A A mpady ie-

17



[enn ®opmaH

A collection of classical records is not the kind of
thing you advertise.

I’ve shown them to Adam, but that was only af-
ter we’d already been together for five months. I’d
expected him to laugh. He’s such the cool guy with
his pegged jeans and black low-tops, his effortless-
ly beat-up punk-rock tees and his subtle tattoos.
He is so not the kind of guy to end up with some-
one like me. Which was why when I’d first spotted
him watching me at the music studios at school two
years ago, I’d been convinced he was making fun of
me and I’d hidden from him. Anyhow, he hadn’t
laughed. It turned out he had a dusty collection of
punk-rock records under his bed.

“We can also stop by Gran and Gramps for an
early dinner,” Dad says, already reaching for the
phone. “We’ll have you back in plenty of time to
get to Portland,” he adds as he dials.

“I’'m in,” I say.

It isn’t the lure of BookBarn, or the fact that
Adam is on tour, or that my best friend, Kim, is
busy doing yearbook stuff. It isn’t even that my
cello is at school or that I could stay home and
watch TV or sleep. I’d actually rather go off with
my family. This is another thing you don’t adver-
tise about yourself, but Adam gets that, too.

18
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JIYI0 TOPY UX HOJ KpoBaThio. Kosmekiua Kiaaccuue-
CKOUl MYBBIKM — HE TO, O UeM CTaHEIIb PACCKAa3BI-
BaTh BCEM U KaXKJOMY.

5 mokasana ee Amamy, HO TOJBKO IIOCJE TOTO,
KakK MbI IPOOLLIN BMECTe IATh Mecsales. 1 gymaia,
OH OyIeT cMeAThbCs. A Kak iKe MHaue — TaKOHu Kpy-
TOU napeHb, B 3ayKEHHBIX [IKNUHCAX, YEPHBIX IOy~
Kelax, ¢ IOJHBIM HaOOpPOM IPaMOTHO IMOTPEIaHHBIX
MaHK-POKEPCKUX QYTOOJOK U C U3BICKAHHBIMU TATY-
upoBKamu Ha Teje. OH coBceM He M3 TeX, KTO obpa-
1aeT BHUMAaHUe Ha TaKWX, Kak . Bor mouemy nBa
roza Hasaj, BIIEPBBIE IIOMMAaB €T0 B3IVIAJ B IITKOJIb-
HOW MYS3BIKQJBHON CTyauu, A ObLIa COBEPIIEHHO
yBepeHa, uTo AjaM moTelaeTrcs HaJg0 MHOM, 1 cTa-
paJjiach He IOTIaaThCA eMy Ha ri1asa. Kak ObI TaM HU
ObBLTTO, HO cMeAThbCcs OH He cray. OKasaioch, y HEro
IIOJ KPOBATHIO MBLIINTCA KOJIJIEKI[UA ITaHK-POKA.

— A ellle MOXHO 3aCKOYMTHL HaA IIOJIHUK K Oa-
OyIIKe ¢ IeqyIIKOM, — TOBOPUT IIalla, Y:Ke IPOTATH-
Basd PYKY K Tenedony. — IloTom BepHeMcs, U y Te-
0s1 ocTaHeTCS KydYa BpeMeHH, UTOOBI HoOpaTbCs IO
IToptienna, — mobaBiser oH, HAOUPaA HOMED.

— §1 3a, — coramatoch 4.

Iejio BoBce He B mpuTAraTeabHocTH « Byk-BapHa»
U He B TOM, 4TO AlaM Ha TacTPOJISAX, a MO JyUIIas
noxpyra Kum 3asATa MOATrOTOBKOM BBHITYCKHOTO (o-
Toasbboma. U maxke He B TOM, YTO MOSA BUOJOHYEIH
B IIIKOJI€ ¥ MHE BbIAJIaCh BO3MOKHOCTb OCTATHCSA J[0-
Ma, IOCMOTPEeTh TeJIeBU30p WM mocmaTth. {1 u B ca-
MOM Jiejie C YIOBOJBCTBUEM Kyqa-HUOYIb CHE3KY
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“Teddy,” Dad calls. “Get dressed. We’re going
on an adventure.”

Teddy finishes off his drum solo with a crash
of cymbals. A moment later he’s bounding into
the kitchen fully dressed, as if he’d pulled on his
clothes while careening down the steep wooden
staircase of our drafty Victorian house.

“School’s out for summer...” he sings.

“Alice Cooper?” Dad asks. “Have we no stand-
ards? At least sing the Ramones.”

“School’s out forever,” Teddy sings over Dad’s
protests.

“Ever the optimist,” I say.

Mom laughs. She puts a plate of slightly charred
pancakes down on the kitchen table.

“Eat up, family.”

8:17 AM.

We pile into the car, a rusting Buick that was
already old when Gran gave it to us after Teddy
was born. Mom and Dad offer to let me drive, but
I say no. Dad slips behind the wheel. He likes to
drive now. He’d stubbornly refused to get a license
for years, insisting on riding his bike everywhere.
Back when he played music, his ban on driving
meant that his bandmates were the ones stuck be-
hind the wheel on tours. They used to roll their
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co cBoeii cembeii. O TaKOM TOKe He pacCKasbIBalOT
BCeM HOAPAL, HO AmaM MOHMMAaeT MEHS U B 3TOM.

— Tenmgu, — 3oser namna. — Cobupaiticsa. MsuI oT-
MIPaBJIAEMCs HA MOMCKY HMPUKIIOUEHNH.

Tennu 3aBepiraetr 6apabaHHOE COJIO JIA3TOM Tape-
J0K. MUuHYTO# II03:Ke OH BJIEeTAaeT B KYXHIO B IIOJIHOM
00€eBOi1l TOTOBHOCTH, KaK OyATO HATATUBAJ ONEKIY,
cberasi 1o KPYTHIM [ePEeBAHHBIM CTYIeHbKAM Hallle-
IO MIEJSACTOr0 BUKTOPHMAHCKOTO AOMA.

— «IIIkojia 3axkphLIach Ha JIETO...» — IIOET OH.

— 9auc Kynep? — Bompoiiaer mama. — Y:Kean
MbI Tak Hu3KO nauu? Iloi xorsa 0s1 «PamMous».

— IIlkosa 3akprliaack HaBCerma, — IIPOLOJIIKAET
Tennu, He oOpalad BHUMAHUS Ha IIPOTECTHI HAaMbI.

— BeuHbIll onTHMUCT, — LIYYY 4.

Mama cmeercsa 1 CTaBUT HAa KyXOHHBIN CTOJI Ta-
PeJIKy cJierKa IIOATOPeJbIX OJaIuiA.

— Haueraii, cemeicTBoO.

08:17

MpbI BTHCKMBaeMCs B MAaIIUHY — pPiKaBEHLKUI
«BbpIOuK», KOTOPHI y:Ke ObLI cTap, Korga 0adyInka
oTmaja ero Ham mocje po:kaenus Tennu. Pogurenn
mpeJjiaraioT MHE II0OBECTU, HO A OTKA3hIBAIOCh. 3a
pPYJIb IPOCKaJb3bIBAET Mamna. Temepb eMy HPaBUTCHA
BOAUTDH MAIINHY, 8 MHOTHE TOAbI OH YIIOPHO OTKA3bI-
BaJIcs MOJyYaTh IIpaBa U MOBCIOY PasbessKasl Ha Be-
aocutmiene. Korma o urpas B IrpyIime, ero HeJi000Bb
K BOJKJIEHHUIO 03HAUAJIA, YTO BO BpeMs IracTpoJieil 3a
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eyes at him. Mom had done more than that. She’d
pestered, cajoled, and sometimes yelled at Dad to
get a license, but he’d insisted that he preferred
pedal power.

“Well, then you better get to work on building
a bike that can hold a family of three and keep us
dry when it rains,” she’d demanded. To which Dad
always had laughed and said that he’d get on that.

But when Mom had gotten pregnant with Ted-
dy, she’d put her foot down. Enough, she said. Dad
seemed to understand that something had changed.
He’d stopped arguing and had gotten a driver’s li-
cense. He’d also gone back to school to get his teach-
ing certificate. I guess it was okay to be in arrested
development with one kid. But with two, time to
grow up. Time to start wearing a bow tie.

He has one on this morning, along with a flecked
sport coat and vintage wingtips.

“Dressed for the snow, I see,” I say.

“I’m like the post office,” Dad replies, scraping
the snow off the car with one of Teddy’s plastic di-
nosaurs that are scattered on the lawn. “Neither
sleet nor rain nor a half inch of snow will compel
me to dress like a lumberjack.”
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PyJIEM IIOCTOSTHHO TOPUYAJN €ro APYy3ba-MY3bIKaH-
Tel. OHM TOJBKO IJIa3a 3aKaThIBAJX OT IIAIIMHOIO
yupsaMcTBa. Mama Ha 5TOM He OCTaHOBUJIACh: OHA
KaHIOuMJa, yupammnBajia, MHOTa opaja, YTOObl OH
MOJIy4YMJI IpaBa, HO IIalla OTCTAauBaJl CBOIO JIIOOOBL
K IIeJaJIbHOH TdAre.

— Yro %, TOTHa Tebe cileayeT IMOCTPOUTDH BeJIOCH-
men IJisi CeMbH 13 TPEX UeJIOBEK, IPUUeM C 3aI[UTOMN
OT NOKIA, — 3adBJIsgja MaMa. B oTBeT Ha 5To mama
BCerma CMesJCsA U T'OBOPHUJ, UTO yiKe IIOUTU IIPULY-
MaJI ero.

Ho xorma mama s3abepemenena Tenmu, To HACTOS-
Jla Ha CBOeM — XBAaTHUT, cKasaJia oHa. W mama, Bugu-
MO, IIOHSJI: UTO-TO m3MeHuJoch. OH mepecTas CIIO-
puTth u caaj Ha npaBa. OH TaKyKe BepHYJICA K yuebe,
4TOOBI MOJYYUTh CEPTUPUKAT HA mpenomaBanue. I1o-
Jararo, ¢ OSHHM PeOeHKOM ellle MOYKHO ObLIO OcCTa-
BaThCA HE COBCEM B3POCJBIM, HO C ABYMS IIPHIILIO
BpeMs PacTi — BPeMA HOCUTH TajICTyK-0a00uKy.

TancTyk-6abouka Ha male 1 CerogHsA, a TaKyKe IIe-
CcTpas CIOPTUBHAA KyPTKA U BUHTAKHBIE POKEPCKIE
OOTUHKH.

— §I cmoTpIo, THI IPHUOAEJICA PagU CHera, — 3a-
Meuaro .

— §I xak mouTa, — OTBeUaeT Iama, CUNIasa C Ma-
IIMHLI CHEr IJIACTMAaCCOBBLIM AuHO3aBpoM Temam —
ONHUM U3 TeX, YTO pasbpocambl Mo rasoHy. — Hwu
CISKOTh, HUA JOKIb, HU IOJIAIOMA CHera He 3acTa-
BAT MEHS BBIPAAUTHCA KaK APOBOCEK.
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”»

“Hey, my relatives were lumberjacks,” Mom
warns. “No making fun of the white-trash woods-
men.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Dad replies. “Just mak-
ing stylistic contrasts.”

Dad has to turn the ignition over a few times
before the car chokes to life. As usual, there is a
battle for stereo dominance. Mom wants NPR.
Dad wants Frank Sinatra. Teddy wants SpongeBob
SquarePants. I want the classical-music station,
but recognizing that I’'m the only classical fan in
the family, I am willing to compromise with Shoot-
ing Star.

Dad brokers the deal.

“Seeing as we’re missing school today, we ought
to listen to the news for a while so we don’t become
ignoramuses—”

“I believe that’s ignoramusi,” Mom says.

Dad rolls his eyes and clasps his hand over
Mom’s and clears his throat in that schoolteachery
way of his.

“As I was saying, NPR first, and then when the
news is over, the classical station. Teddy, we will
not torture you with that. You can use the Disc-
man,” Dad says, starting to disconnect the porta-
ble player he’s rigged to the car radio. “But you are
not allowed to play Alice Cooper in my car. I for-
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— 9i1, Mou TIpenKu ObLIM APOBOCEKAMM, — IIpe-
IOCTeperarlM TOHOM 3asaBJsgeT Mmama. — He cmeTs
TIIYMUTBCS HAJL OeJHBIMU JIECHBIMU JKUTEJIAMU, IIYCTh
OHU U OBLLIU I'OJIb IIepeKaTHasd.

— HMake u He fymaJ, — oTBedaer mamna. — IIpo-
CTO TIOUYEPKUBAI0 CTUJIUCTUYECKUIT KOHTPACT.

ITama HecKoJIBbKO pas IIOBOpauMBaeT KJIOU 3a-
JKUTAHUSA, U TOJBKO TOTIA MalimHa o:kuBaer. Kak
00BIYHO, HauMHaeTcsaA Oopbba 3a My3bIKy. Mama Xo-
YeT CAyIIaTh paauo «JH-TIM-ap», mama — DposuKa
Cunarpy, a Temgu — My3bIKy U3 MYJBTHUKA IIPO
«I'yory BobGa». fI xouy Kiaaccuky, HO, IIOHHMAsd,
yTO, KpOME MeHs, B HAIllell ceMbe JIlOOUTEeH HeT,
TOTOBA COTJIACUTHCA Ha «3BE30OMan».

ITama mpegyiaraet caemky.

— Pa3 y»K MBI Bce cerogHs He IOLLIN B IIKOJY,
TO HAM IIPOCTO HEOOXOAMMO HEMHOTO IIOCIYIIATh HO-
BOCTHU, UTOOBI HE CTATh HEBEKIAMMU...

— ITo-mMoemy, HY:KHO TOBOPUTH «HEBEKAMU», —
nepebuBaeT MaMa.

ITama 3axkaTbIBaeT rias3a, C:KMMAeT MaMUHY PYKY
U IIO-YUYUTEJIbCKU OTKAIIJINBAETCH.

— Tak BOT, s TOBOPIO: CHayajJa «JH-TIH-ap»,
a IIOTOM, KOTZa HOBOCTUM KOHUATCHA, KjaaccHuyecKas
BosiHA. Temmau, TeOsa MBI STUM IILITATL He OymeM, MO-
JKemb caymarthk «Iuckmen». — W mama HaumHaeT
OTCOEIUHATL IIEPEHOCHOU TJieep OT aBTOMOOUJIBLHO-
ro paguonpuemMHuka. — Ho Briouats dauca Ky-
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bid it.” Dad reaches into the glove box to examine
what’s inside. “How about Jonathan Richman?”

“I want SpongeBob. It’s in the machine,” Teddy
shouts, bouncing up and down and pointing to the
Discman. The chocolate-chip pancakes dowsed in
syrup have clearly only enhanced his hyper excite-
ment.

“Son, you break my heart,” Dad jokes. Both
Teddy and I were raised on the goofy tunes of Jona-
than Richman, who is Mom and Dad’s musical pa-
tron saint.

Once the musical selections have been made, we
are off. The road has some patches of snow, but
mostly it’s just wet. But this is Oregon. The roads
are always wet. Mom used to joke that it was when
the road was dry that people ran into trouble.

“They get cocky, throw caution to the wind,
drive like assholes. The cops have a field day dol-
ing out speeding tickets.

I lean my head against the car window, watch-
ing the scenery zip by, a tableau of dark green fir
trees dotted with snow, wispy strands of white fog,
and heavy gray storm clouds up above. It’s so warm
in the car that the windows keep fogging up, and
I draw little squiggles in the condensation.

When the news is over, we turn to the classi-
cal station. I hear the first few bars of Beethoven’s
Cello Sonata no. 3, which was the very piece I was
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mepa B Moeii MallliHe HeJb3dA, A 9TO 3ampeIan. —
ITama seser B 6GapgayoK, IIPOBEPUTh, UTO TaM €CTh
u3 My3biKu. — Kak Hacuer [I)xomarama Puumena?

— § xouy «I'yoKy Bo6Ga», oH y:Ke TaM, — Bepe-
mut Texmu, moANphITUBAs U yKasblBasg Ha ILIeep.
IITokosagHble 0JIaABU C CUPOIIOM SBHO TOJBKO yCH-
JINJIN eT0 BO30Y KIeHIe.

— ChBIHOK, ThHI pa3buBaelllb MHE Cepalle, — XMBI-
kaer mana. Msl ¢ Tengm o6a ObLIM BOCIMTAHBI Ha
OecxUTPOCTHBIX mecHAX [[»KoHarama Puumena, cBs-
TOT'0 MY3BbIKAJIBbHOTO IIOKPOBUTEJISI MaMbI C IIAIIOMH.

Mysbika BeIOpaHa, U MBI OThe3:KaeM. Koe-rme Ha
Iopore IIOIamaloTCs IISITHA CHera, HO II0 OoJbIiei
YacTU OHA IIPOCTO MOKpas. Urto K, aTo Operon —
Ioporu Bcerma MOKpble. MamMa OOBIYHO IIIYTHUT, YTO
MMEeHHO Ha CYXOil Jopore JIIOAU IOMamaioT B Oendy.

— Harneror, 3a6bIBal0OT 00 OCTOPOKHOCTH W TO-
HAT KaK HeHOopMaJbHBIEe. A y KOIIOB B TaKO#l MeHb
IPAMO MNPAa3SHUK II0 BBIIMCHLIBAHMUIO IITPA(OB 3a
IIpPEeBLIIIeHNE.

S mpmcIoHAIOCH TOJOBOW K OKHY, IVIANA, Kak
MHMO IIPOHOCHUTCSA JKMBasA KapTHUHAa: TeMHO-3eJIeHbIe
e, YyTh IPUIIOPOIIEHHbIe CHETOM, KJIOUKOBAThIE
OJIOCHI 0€JI0Or0 TyMaHa, U HaJo BCEM 3TUM TS KeJIbIe
ceprle Tyun. B MaImHe Tak TeIlIo, UTO CTeKJIa 3a10-
TeBAaIOT, 1 S PUCYIO Ha HUX 3aroTyJINHBI.

Korma HOBOCTH 3aKaHUYMBAIOTCA, MBI IIePeKJIIOUA-
eMcs Ha KJACCUYECKYIO0 PaguOCTAHIIUIO. §1 CJIBIITY
nmepBble aKKopabl TperThell BMOJOHYEJIBHOII COHA-
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supposed to be working on this afternoon. It feels
like some kind of cosmic coincidence. I concentrate
on the notes, imagining myself playing, feeling
grateful for this chance to practice, happy to be in
a warm car with my sonata and my family. I close
my eyes.

You wouldn’t expect the radio to work after-
ward. But it does.

The car is eviscerated. The impact of a four-
ton pickup truck going sixty miles an hour plow-
ing straight into the passenger side had the force
of an atom bomb. It tore off the doors, sent the
front-side passenger seat through the driver’s-side
window. It flipped the chassis, bouncing it across
the road and ripped the engine apart as if it were
no stronger than a spiderweb. It tossed wheels and
hubcaps deep into the forest. It ignited bits of the
gas tank, so that now tiny flames lap at the wet
road.

And there was so much noise. A symphony of
grinding, a chorus of popping, an aria of explod-
ing, and finally, the sad clapping of hard metal
cutting into soft trees. Then it went quiet, except
for this: Beethoven’s Cello Sonata no. 3, still play-
ing. The car radio somehow still is attached to a
battery and so Beethoven is broadcasting into the
once-again tranquil February morning.
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Tl BeTxoBeHa — TOTr'0 CAMOT0 IPOU3BEAEHUS, HAl
KOTOPBIM MHE CcJIeJoBajio Obl paboTaThb IHEM,

U MeHs HaKpbIBaeT OIIyIleHWe HEeKOW BCeJeHCKOI
rapmMouuu. S cocpemoraunBaCch Ha My3bIKe, Ipe-
CTaBJIsAA, OyATO UT'PAI0; MHE IPUATHO, UTO BBIAAJIACD
BO3MOJKHOCTb II03aHMMATHCS, W PAZOCTHO exXaThb
B TEILIOM MallliTHe BMECTe C CeMbeil 1 MOeil COHATOM.
f sakprIBaio riasa.

He oxxupmaemsb, uTo pammo IocJjie Takoro Oymer
IpomoJKaTh paborath. Ho oHO paboraer.

Mamuua packypoueHa. Ymap YeTHIPEXTOHHOTO
IpPy30BHKA HA CKOPOCTH IINECThAECAT MWUJIb B Uac
IPUIIEJCA MPSAMO B ITaCCa’KUPCKYI0 CTOPOHY C CU-
Jo¥ atromMHO#T 60MObI. OH OTOPBAJ ABEPU, BEIOPOCILI
mepeqHee MaCCAKHPCKOE CHUIEHbe uepes3 BOAUTEeJb-
CKOe OKHO; CMaxXxHyJ XOIOBYIO UaCTh, 3aKUHYB €e 3a
IOPOTY, U B KJIOUbsS Pa30apaj MOTOD, OYATO JIETKYIO
naytuaky. OH oTOpocHJI KoJjieca ¢ KOJIaKaMH Ja-
JIeKO B JIieC W IOI:Ker O0JIOMKU OeH300aKa, Tak UTO
Ha MOKpOII mopore Temephb ILICI[YTCS KPOIIeUHBIe
A3BIYKY IIJIAMEHH.

ITym 6v11 wymoBumubIii. CuM@poOHUS CKperxera,
XOp XJIOIIKOB, apus B3PbIBa U HAKOHEI 3ayHBIBHBIH
JISI3T JKEJIe3HBIX JIMCTOB, BPE3aBIIMXCA B CTBOJIBI
nepeBbeB. IloToM Bce cTuxJIO, Kpome ogHoro: Tpe-
Thell BUOJIOHUEJBbHOII cOHaThl BerxoBeHa — OHa
mo-TIpeKHeMy 3ByuuT. Pagmo B MallimHe KaKHUM-TO
Yy0M HE OTOPBAJIOCH OT aKKyMYJsATOpa, 1 B 0e3Ms-
TeKHOU THUINNHE (PeBPaIbCKOr0 yTpa pPasinBaeTCs
BerxoseH.
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At first I figure everything is fine. For one, I can
still hear the Beethoven. Then there’s the fact that
I am standing here in a ditch on the side of the
road. When I look down, the jean skirt, cardigan
sweater, and the black boots I put on this morn-
ing all look the same as they did when we left the
house.

I climb up the embankment to get a better look
at the car. It isn’t even a car anymore. It’s a met-
al skeleton, without seats, without passengers.
Which means the rest of my family must have been
thrown from the car like me. I brush off my hands
onto my skirt and walk into the road to find them.

I see Dad first. Even from several feet away,
I can make out the protrusion of the pipe in his
jacket pocket.

“Dad,” I call, but as I walk toward him, the
pavement grows slick and there are gray chunks of
what looks like cauliflower.

I know what I’m seeing right away but it some-
how does not immediately connect back to my fa-
ther. What springs into my mind are those news
reports about tornadoes or fires, how they’ll rav-
age one house but leave the one next door intact.
Pieces of my father’s brain are on the asphalt. But
his pipe is in his left breast pocket.

I find Mom next. There’s almost no blood on her,
but her lips are already blue and the whites of her
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CuauaJia 1 1yMaio, 4TO BCe B HopAAKe. Bo-mepBrIx,
A MO-TIPEKHEeMY CJBIITY COHATY. Bo-BTOPBIX, S CTOIO
3ech, B KioBeTe y oOoumHBI. fI omisgabiBaio cebs:
BCe, UTO A Hajeja CerofHs YyTPOM — U IKUHCOBAs
100Ka, ¥ NIEePCTAHOI Mm:KeMIep, W uUepHble OOTWH-
K, — BBIMIAAUT TOYHO TaK JKe, KaK KOTrZIa MbI BbI-
exaju 13 JoMa.

51 B3buparoch Ha JOpPOTy, UTOOBI IIOJyUIlle pas-
mIAgeTh MamuHy. ToJabKo 8TO OOJBINIE HE MalllWHA,
a TOJBIN MeTaJJIMYecKUi cKejeT, 0e3 cumeHuii, 6e3
MaccasKupoB. 3HAUHUT, OCTAJbHBLIX HaBEPHSIKA BBI-
O6pocuyo, Kak 1 MeHdA. SI OTPAXUBAIO PYKU O IOOKY
U UAY BIOJB IIOCCE MCKATh POAHBIX.

ITepBeiM s Buiky mamy. Ilaske ¢ paccTossHUA He-
CKOJIBKMX METPOB 3aMeTHO, KaK KapMaH eTo IUIKa-
Ka OTTOIILIPUBAETCS OT TPYOKHU.

— Ilama, — 30By & um uAy K HeMy, HO Jopora
BIPYT CTAHOBUTCS CKOJIb3KOI, Ha Hell IOABJIAIOTCA
KaKue-TO cepble JIOMTHU, IIOXO0KMe Ha I[BETHYIO Ka-
mycTy.

S morHmMaro, 4To ceifiuac BUIKY, HO 3TO IIOUEMY-TO
He CBS3BIBAETCSA Cpasy C OTI[OM. B IMaMATH BCILIbI-
BaIOT TOJILKO HOBOCTHBIE PEIIOPTAKU O TOPHAMO0 WJIU
mosKapax — O CJIydasiX, KoTja OfWH AOM Pa3HOCHUT
B IETKW, & JPYroi, COBCEM PAMOM, CTOUT IEJbIA
u HeBpenuMbIii. Moaru moero oriia Ha ac(ajabTe, HO
ero TpyOKa Io-Tpe:KHeMY JIeKUT B JIEBOM HATPYy.I-
HOM KapMaHe.

ITorom a maxoxxky mamy. Ha Hell moutu HeT Kpo-
BU, HO T'yOBI yiKe TTIOCUHEH, a OeJIKY IJ1a3 COBEPIIeH-
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eyes are completely red, like a ghoul from a low-
budget monster movie. She seems totally unreal.
And it is the sight of her looking like some prepos-
terous zombie that sends a hummingbird of panic
ricocheting through me.

I need to find Teddy! Where is he?

I spin around, suddenly frantic, like the time
I lost him for ten minutes at the grocery store. I’d
been convinced he’d been kidnapped. Of course, it
had turned out that he’d wandered over to inspect
the candy aisle. When I found him, I hadn’t been
sure whether to hug him or yell at him.

I run back toward the ditch where I came from
and I see a hand sticking out.

“Teddy! I’m right here!” I call. “Reach up. I’'ll
pull you out.”

But when I get closer, I see the metal glint of a
silver bracelet with tiny cello and guitar charms.
Adam gave it to me for my seventeenth birthday.
It’s my bracelet. I was wearing it this morning.
I look down at my wrist. I’m still wearing it now.

I edge closer and now I know that it’s not Teddy
lying there. It’s me. The blood from my chest has
seeped through my shirt, skirt, and sweater, and
is now pooling like paint drops on the virgin snow.
One of my legs is askew, the skin and muscle peeled
away so that I can see white streaks of bone. My
eyes are closed, and my dark brown hair is wet and
rusty with blood.
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HO KpacHBbIe, KaK V BypJajaka U3 MaJoOIOIKeTHOTO
yaxactTuka. OHa KayKeTCsl COBEPIIeHHO HEHACTOS-
meii. I oTTOrO, UTO MaMa II0X0XKa Ha KaKOr'o-TO He-
JIETIOTO 30MOM, A UyBCTBYIO, KaK K CEPAIY MHOACTY-
TmaeT cTpax.

«Hy:xuo mHatitu Tegnu. I'me ke ou?»

sl obGopaumBaroch, BHE3aIllHO MEPeNyraBIINCh,
KaK B TOT pPas, KOTJaa Ha JeCATbh MUHYT IIOTEPSIa ero
B ractpouoMe. fI OblIa yBepeHa, UTO ero MOXUTUJIN.
Koneuno ke, okasajoch, YTO OH YOpeJ MHCIEKTUPO-
BaTh KoHAUTEepcKuii ormena. Korga a mamia Gpara,
TO He 3HAJa, OOHMMATh €TI0 WKW PyraTh.

§1 6pocaroch K KiOBeTy, U3 KOTOPOTO TOJBKO UTO
BBLJIE3JIa, ¥ BUKY TOPUAIIYIO OTTYIa PYKY.

— Tepau! {1 tryr! — xpuuy g. — [laBaii TAHUCS,
d ceiiuac TeOsA BBITAIIY.

Ho, monbe:xaB 6imsKe, 3aMeuaro MeTAJIINYEeCKUi
0Jieck cepeOpsHOro OpacJeTa ¢ MOABECKaAMU B BHUIE
BHMOJIOHUYEJIW W TUTaphl. AfaM mogapuji MHE ero Ha
CeMHAAIATRIHA IeHb POKAeHUA. OTO MO 6paciieT, OH
ObLI Ha MHE CerogHs yTpom. I cMOTpIO Ha CBOe 3a-
IISCThe: OH IO-TIPEeXKHEeMY Ha MHe.

51 MemenHO MOAXOMKY elle GJMKe ¥ HAKOHEI[ II0-
HHUMal0, 4TO TaM Je:xKut He Texmu. 9to 1. Kposb us
IpyAu IPOIHUTaJa PyOallKy, 00Ky 1 OKeMIIep U Te-
Ieph HSTHAET JeBCTBEHHO-0JILIN CHEr, CIOBHO Kall-
Jau Kpacku. OgHa HOra TOPUYUT I10J] HeeCTeCTBEHHbBIM
YTJIOM; KOKA M MBIIIIILI PABOIILINCE, U S BIIKY OeJIbie
mpobiiecku Koctu. Mou ri1asa 3aKpbIThI, TEMHBIE BO-
JIOCHI TPOMOKJIN ¥ IIOKPBLINCH KPOBABOM KOPKOM.
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I spin away. This isn’t right. This cannot be
happening. We are a family, going on a drive. This
isn’t real. I must have fallen asleep in the car.

No! Stop. Please stop. Please wake up! I scream
into the chilly air.

It’s cold. My breath should smoke. It doesn’t.
I stare down at my wrist, the one that looks fine,
untouched by blood and gore, and I pinch as hard
as I can.

I don’t feel a thing.

I have had nightmares before — falling night-
mares, playing-a-cello-recital-without-knowing-
the-music nightmares, breakup-with-Adam night-
mares — but I have always been able to command
myself to open my eyes, to lift my head from the
pillow, to halt the horror movie playing behind my
closed lids. I try again.

Wake up! I scream. Wake up! Wakeupwakeup-
wakeup! But I can’t. I don’t.

Then I hear something. It’s the music. I can still
hear the music. So I concentrate on that. I finger
the notes of Beethoven’s Cello Sonata no. 3 with
my hands, as I often do when I listen to pieces I am
working on. Adam calls it “air cello.” He’s always
asking me if one day we can play a duet, him on air
guitar, me on air cello.

34



Ecnu a octaHycb

§1 pesko oTBOpaumMBaiOCh. OTO HeIpaBUIbHO. Ta-
KOro He MOKeT ObIThb. MBI BeZlb ITOoeXaJyii IOKaTaTh-
cd. ITo BCce HepeaJIbHO. §1, HaBepHOE, ITPOCTO 3aCHY-
Jia B MaIllUHE.

«Hert! XBarur. Iloxkanyiicta, xBatut. IIpocHUCH
JKe!l» — BMBIKY s B MOPO3HBIII BO3IYX.

X0JI08HO, OT MOETO IBIXaHU JOJIKEH UATH ITap —
HO ero HeT. §1 mepeBo:Ky B3IVIAM HA CBOE 3aMsICThe —
TO, Ha KOTOPOM HET KPOBU U I'PA3U, IIUIAIO €0 KaK
MOKHO CUJbHEE.

W He uyBCTBYIO HHUETO.

Panpmie y MeHa ObIBaJii KOIIMApbI: MHE CHU-
JIUCh KOHIIEPTHI, HA KOTOPBIX s HUKAK He MoOrja
BCIOMHUTH IIbeCy, MU PaspbiB ¢ AmaMoM, HO s
Bcerma MoTIJia TPUKasaTh cebe TPOCHYTHCA, IOM-
HATH TOJOBY OT MOAYIIKMW, IPepBaTh PUIBM yiKa-
COB, KOTOPBIA KPYTHUJICA IIOJ 3aKPBITHIMU BEKaAMMU.
§1 mpobyro cHOBa:

«IIpocuucs! — xpuuy s. — IIpocuucs! Ilpo-
cuucs! ITpocuucs!» Ho He Mory, He IPOCHIIAIOCH.

IToTom s uTo-TO cabiiry. My3bIKa, g IO-TIPEKHEMY
CJIBINIY MYBBIKY — ¥ COCPEJOTAaYMBAIOCh HaA HeEW.
51 mepebupatro nmasbiiamu, OyaTo urpato TpeTbio Bu-
OJIOHUEJILHYI0 cOHATy BeTxoBeHa HA HEBUAMMOM WH-
CTPpYMEHTe, — § YacTO TaK JeJial0, KOTAa CJIYIIAI0
Ipou3BeeHnsA, HaJ KOTOpbIMU paboTaro. AmaM Ha-
3bIBAET BTO «BO3AYLIHOW BUOJOHUYENbI0». OH Bce
BpeMs CIIpallliBaeT, CMOKEM JII MblI KOTma-HUOYIb
ChITPaTh AYSTOM — OH Ha BOBAYIIHOI THUTape, a i
Ha BOBAYIITHON BUOJOHYEHU.
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“When we’re done, we can thrash our air instru-
ments,” he jokes. “You know you want to.”

I play, just focusing on that, until the last bit
of life in the car dies, and the music goes with it.

It isn’t long after that the sirens come.

9:23 AM.
Am I dead?
I actually have to ask myself this.
Am I dead?

At first it seemed obvious that I am. That the
standing-here-watching part was temporary, an
intermission before the bright light and the life-
flashing-before-me business that would transport
me to wherever I’m going next.

Except the paramedics are here now, along with
the police and the fire department. Someone has
put a sheet over my father. And a fireman is zipping
Mom up into a plastic bag. I hear him discuss her
with another firefighter, who looks like he can’t be
more than eighteen. The older one explains to the
rookie that Mom was probably hit first and killed
instantly, explaining the lack of blood.

“Immediate cardiac arrest,” he says. “When your
heart can’t pump blood, you don’t really bleed. You
seep.”
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«A TIOTOM MOKHO OyZeT PacKOJOTUTH HAIIU BO3-
IYIIHbIE MHCTPYMEHTBI, — INYTUT OH. — BoT yBU-
IUIIb, Tebe 3aX0UeTCa».

§1 urpar, orycupysachb TOJIBKO Ha 3TOM, IIOKa
B MaIlllMHE HEe YMUPAET MOCJIEeIHAA YaCTUUKA KUBHU
U MY3bIKa He YXOIUT BMeCTe C Heil.

Bcxope casbiiarca cupeHsl.

09:23

«§ uro, ymepaa?»

IToxoxe, y:xe mopa CIpocUTh cebs 00 9TOM.

«$1 mepTBa?>»

ITonavamy MHe Kaszajiochb OYEBUIHBIM, UTO TaK
u ecTb. A Moe mpeObIBaHUe 3[7eCh — JIUIIL Iay3a
mepen SPKUM CBETOM U «BCeH KMBHBIO, ITPOHOCS-
medica mepej IyiazaMu», IOCJTe Yero d OTIIPAaBJIIOCH
Kyma-HuOyIb ele.

Bor Tosbko yixe momgbexasnia «Cropas moMOIb»,
a ¢ Hell moJuIuA 1 mokapHbie. KTo-TO HAKPHLI MO-
€ro IaIy IPOCTbIHEN; TTOKAPHBIN 3aCTETUBAET MaMYy
B ILJTAaCTUKOBBIA MemIoK. §I cabIlry, KaK OH TOBOPUT
0 He! ¢ IPYyruM IMOKapHBIM — TOMY Ha BUJ He 00JIb-
mre BocemMHaAuaT. ONBITHBINA 00BACHAET HOBUUKY,
YTO MaMy, CKOpee BCero, yaapujo IepBOi W yOuUJIo
MT'HOBEHHO, 3TUM-TO M OOBSICHAETCA OTCYTCTBUE
KPOBU.

— MrHoBeHHas OCTaHOBKA CepAlla, — TOBOPUT
oH. — Eciuu cepame He padoraer, HeJIb3sd HCTEUD
KPOBBIO: OHA HE TeUeT, a eIBa COUUTCH.
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I can’t think about that, about Mom seeping. So
instead I think how fitting it is that she was hit
first, that she was the one to buffer us from the
blow. It wasn’t her choice, obviously, but it was her
way.

But am I dead? The me who is lying on the edge
of the road, my leg hanging down into the gulley,
is surrounded by a team of men and women who are
performing frantic ablutions over me and plugging
my veins with I do not know what. I’m half naked,
the paramedics having ripped open the top of my
shirt. One of my breasts is exposed. Embarrassed,
I look away.

The police have lit flares along the perimeter of
the scene and are instructing cars in both direc-
tions to turn back, the road is closed. The police
politely offer alternate routes, back roads that will
take people where they need to be.

They must have places to go, the people in these
cars, but a lot of them don’t turn back. They climb
out of their cars, hugging themselves against the
cold. They appraise the scene. And then they look
away, some of them crying, one woman throwing
up into the ferns on the side of the road. And even
though they don’t know who we are or what has
happened, they pray for us. I can feel them pray-
ing.

Which also makes me think I’'m dead. That and
the fact my body seems to be completely numb,
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§1 He Mory gymaTh O TOM, UTO M3 MaMbl COUKUTCS
KpoBb. BMecTo 3TOr0O 51 0oTMeua, KaK Bce MPaBUJIb-
HO IOJIYYMUJIOCH: ee yAapuJiO IIePBOM, TaK UTO OHA
3acjaoHMJIa coboii Hac. KoHeuHO, 3TO TPOMBOIILIO
cJIyJaiiHo, HO BIIOJIHE B MAMUHOM CTHUJIE.

Ho s#a-to, s-to meprBa? Ta s1, KoTopas JIEMKUT
Ha Kpaio JOpOTH, CBECUB HOT'Y B KIOBET, OKPYsKeHa
TPYIION MYKUKMH U KEeHIINH, C OeIIeHON CKOPOCTHIO
CYeTsAIMXCA BOKPYT MOETO Tejla W BTBHIKAIOIUX He-
BEIOMO 4YTO B MOHW BeHBI. §I ToJsypaszera: Bpauu
«Ckopoii» Bcmoposu Moo pybamky. OgHa Trpynb
orojimaack. §I oTBopaumBaiOCh B 3aMelllaTeILCTBE
U CMYIIeHUN.

ITosmunua sakria aBapuiiHble (OHAPU BOKPYT
MecTa IPOUCHIECTBUA U IIPOCUT BOAUTEJIEH C obe-
UX CTOPOH IOBOpPauYMBATL Ha3aj: Tpacca IepeKphl-
ta. [lonunelickre BeKJINBO IpeaIaraloT MapuIpyThI
00be3a, IPoCceoUHbIe JOPOTH, MO0 KOTOPBIM JIIOIU
CMOTYT A0o0paThbcsa Ty[a, Kyla UM HY:KHO.

HaBepHska UM ecTh Ky/[a CIEIIUTh, 9TUM JIIOIIM
B MAalllMHAaX, HO MHOTUE M3 HUX He IIOBOPAUYHBAIOT
Hazaa. OHU BBIOMPAIOTCS U3 CAJIOHOB, 00XBATHIBAIOT
ce0sa pyKaMu, 4TOObI He 3aMEeP3HYTh, 1 PA3TJIAIbIBA-
foT aBapuio. [loToM OHU OTBOpauMBAaIOTCSA, HEKOTO-
pble TLJIaYyT, OOHY KEHIIUHY PBET B MPUIOPOKHBIE
KycThbI. /I XOTs 3TH JIIOAM HE 3HAIOT, KTO MBI 1 UTO
CJIYYMJIOCh, OHU MOJISITCA 3a HAc. 1 4YyBCTBYIO, KaK
OHU MOJISITCS.

ITO TaK:Ke MOATATKMBAET MEHSA K MBICIHU, UTO S
mepTBa. Kpome TOro, Moe TeJIo BEITVISIAUT COBEPIIEeH-
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though to look at me, at the leg that the 60 mph
asphalt exfoliant has pared down to the bone,
I should be in agony. And I’m not crying, either,
even though I know that something unthinkable
has just happened to my family. We are like Hump-
ty Dumpty and all these king’s horses and all these
king’s men cannot put us back together again.

I am pondering these things when the medic
with the freckles and red hair who has been work-
ing on me answers my question.

“Her Glasgow Coma is an eight. Let’s bag her
now!” she screams.

She and the lantern-jawed medic snake a tube
down my throat, attach a bag with a bulb to it, and
start pumping.

“What’s the ETA for Life Flight?”

“Ten minutes,” answers the medic. “It takes
twenty to get back to town.”

“We’re going to get her there in fifteen if you
have to speed like a fucking demon.”

I can tell what the guy is thinking. That it won’t
do me any good if they get into a crash, and I have
to agree. But he doesn’t say anything. Just clench-
es his jaw. They load me into the ambulance; the
redhead climbs into the back with me. She pumps
my bag with one hand, adjusts my IV and my mon-
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HO HETOABMKHBIM M 0ECUyBCTBEHHBIM — a Belb,
CyIsd IO MOeMy BUIY, II0 HOTe, KOTOPYIO Ha CKO-
pOCTHU LIECTHJECAT MUJIb B yac acaabTroBas TepKa
oboxpaJia IO KOCTH, A NOJKHA CTPajaTh OT afCKOI
6osu. U s masxe He mIauy, XOTh M 3HAI0, UTO C MOEH
ceMbel CJIIyYMJIOCh HEeUTO HeMbIcauMOe. MBI Terepb
kak Ilanraii-BosTaii: m BcA KOpoJieBCKasa KOHHUIIA,
U BCA KOPOJIEBCKAs paTh HE CMOTYT HAcC CHOBa CO-
OpaTh.

sl obmymbIBaio Bce BTO, KOTAa pBIKEBOJOCAS
BeCHyIIYaTad KeHI[WHA-Bpad, TPYAAIIAsIcA HaI0
MHOM, OTBeUaeT Ha MOM BOIPOC.

— Koma mo mkase I'tasro — BoceMb. laem Kuc-
JIopon, ceiuac :Ke! — KPUUUT OHA.

OHa ¥ caHuTap ¢ OYeHb XyABIM JIUIIOM IIPOTAJI-
KMBAIOT MHE B TOPJIO TPYOKY, IPUCOEANHAIOT K HEM
MOAYIIKY € KJIAIlaHOM W HAUYMHAIOT KadyaTb KUCJIO-
pogx.

— 3a CKOoJIbKO poJietur «Jlatig-daair» ? — copa-
MBaeT Bpad.

— 3a JgecATh MUHYT, — OTBEYaeT CaHUTApP. —
A o ropozma mBanaTk.

— Mp&I moBeseM ee 3a MATHAAIATD, €CJIN OyIellb
THATH KaK UepPTOB IICUX.

S morammiBaroch, 0 yeM JqyMaeT CaHUTAp: €CJIU
OHU pPas3o0BIOTCS, TO MHE OT 3TOTO I0Jb3bl He Oy-
IIeT, — ¥ HEBOJBHO coriamiaiochk. Ho oH Huuero He
TOBOPUT, TOJBKO CTHUCKHBaeT 3yObl. MeHA rpys3dArT
B Mmamuuy «CKOPOM MOMOIIK » ; PhIKAsS CATUTCS C3a-
nu, co MHOM. OnHOII PYKOII OHA PUTMHUYHO CIKUMAET
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itors with the other. Then she smooths a lock of
hair from my forehead.

“You hang in there,” she tells me.

I played my first recital when I was ten. I’d been
playing cello for two years at that point. At first,
just at school, as part of the music program. It was
a fluke that they even had a cello; they’re very ex-
pensive and fragile. But some old literature profes-
sor from the university had died and bequeathed
his Hamburg to our school. It mostly sat in the
corner. Most kids wanted to learn to play guitar
or saxophone.

When I announced to Mom and Dad that I was
going to become a cellist, they both burst out
laughing. They apologized about it later, claiming
that the image of pint-size me with such a hulk-
ing instrument between my spindly legs had made
them crack up. Once they’d realized I was serious,
they immediately swallowed their giggles and put
on supportive faces.

But their reaction still stung — in ways that
I never told them about, and in ways that I’'m not
sure they would’ve understood even if I had. Dad
sometimes joked that the hospital where I was born
must have accidentally swapped babies because
I look nothing like the rest of my family. They are
all blond and fair and I’m like their negative image,

42



Ecnu a octaHycb

KHCJIOPOAHYIO TOAYIIKY, a APYTro¥ TOIpaBJAeT Ha
MHe KalleJbHUIy M KapAUOMOHUTODHI. 3aTeM OHa
ybupaeT IpsaAb BOJIOC ¢ MOero Jiba 1 TOBOPUT MHe:

— Jlep#Kucsh.

BriepBrhie s BhICTymaja, KOTIAa MHE OBLIO MEeCAThH;
K TOMYy MOMEHTY f Wrpaja Ha BUOJOHUEIH YiKe
nBa roga. CHavajsia 4 3aHMMAaJIach MPSAMO B IIIKOJIE,
B paMKax o0pas3oBaTeJbHOI IPOTPAMMBbI II0 MY3bI-
Ke. MHe 3I0pOBO IIOBE3JI0, YTO y Hac BOOOIIe Ha-
mach BUOJIOHUYENb: OHU OYEHb JOPOTU U XPYIKU.
Ho kaxoii-To crapeHbKUil mpodeccop JUTEPATyPhI
U3 YHUBEDPCUTETA INepel] CMEPTHIO 3aBellasl CBOM
«amOypr» Haleill mKojie. B OCHOBHOM WHCTPY-
MEHT TOpYAaJ B YIUIy — OOJILIIMHCTBO JeTell XOTeJn
YUUTHCA UTPATh HA TUTaApe WU CaKCcO(dOoHe.

Korma s sagBua mame ¢ mamoii, 4To co0OMpaioch
CTaThb BUOJIOHYEJVCTKOW, OHM 00a PacXoXOTaJIUCh.
ITos:xe OHUM M3BUHAJIUCH 34 9TO, O0O'BACHASA, YTO 3a-
p’KaTh WX BBIHYyAWJIA KapTUHA MAaJIeHBKOW MeH
C OTPOMHBIM MHCTPYMEHTOM MEKY TOoImx HOT. Kak
TOJILKO OHU IIOHSJIU, UTO S CEPbE3HO, TO HeMeAJIeH-
HO ITPOTVIOTUJIV CBOM CMEIIKV W HAapPHUCOBAJY HA JIU-
max ogo0peHre U MOAAEPIKKY.

Ommako peakIusa POAUTEJIEN paHMIa MeHS — A
HUKOTJ]a UM He PacCKa3bIBajla, KaK MMEHHO, W He
yBepeHa, 4TO OHU ObI IMOHAJIU, JaKe ecJau Obl A pac-
ckasasa. Ilama wHOrmA WIyTwi, 4To OOJBHUIIA, THE
MeHSA POAUJIN, HOJYKHO OBITH, CJIYyYaWHO MOAMEHMIIA
MJIAJIEHIIEB, TTIOTOMY UTO BHEIITHE A COBCEM He ITI0XO-
JKa Ha OCTAJbHBIX UJeHOB ceMbu. OHU BCe CBETJIO-
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brown hair and dark eyes. But as I got older, Dad’s
hospital joke took on more meaning than I think he
intended. Sometimes I did feel like I came from a
different tribe. I was not like my outgoing, ironic
dad or my tough-chick mom. And as if to seal the
deal, instead of learning to play electric guitar, I’d
gone and chosen the cello.

But in my family, playing music was still more
important than the type of music you played, so
when after a few months it became clear that my
love for the cello was no passing crush, my parents
rented me one so I could practice at home. Rusty
scales and triads led to first attempts at “Twinkle,
Twinkle, Little Star” that eventually gave way to
basic études until I was playing Bach suites. My
middle school didn’t have much of a music pro-
gram, so Mom found me a private teacher, a col-
lege student who came over once a week. Over the
years there was a revolving batch of students who
taught me, and then, as my skills surpassed theirs,
my student teachers played with me.

This continued until ninth grade, when Dad,
who’d known Professor Christie from when he’d
worked at the music store, asked if she might be
willing to offer me private lessons. She agreed to
listen to me play, not expecting much, but as a fa-
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BOJIOCHIE U CBETJIOIVIa3ble, a 51 KaK UX HeraTuB: TeM-
HbIe BOJIOCHI U TeMHBIe I1a3a. Ho Korga s moapocaa,
IIyTKa PO OOJBHUITY IpHUoOpesia HOBBIM CMBICT —
HaBepHAKA He TOT, YTO BKJAAbIBAJ mama. MHorma s
¥ BOPABAY OIIyInaJjia ceds TPUILeJIUlieil u3 Apyro-
ro mieMeHu. §1 He moxoamjaa HU Ha OOIIUTEJIbHOTO,
UPOHUYHOTO OTIIa, HA Ha MIe0YTHYIO TYCOBIIUIY Ma-
my. U Oyaro B moaTBepIKIeHNUE, 51, BMECTO TOT'O UTO-
OBbI IOWTY YUUTHCA UTPATh Ha BJIEKTPOTUTAPE, B3AJIa
¥ BbIOpaJia BUOJOHYEb.

K cuactbio, B Moeli ceMbe My3bIKa ObLIa BaxkHee,
yeM ee JKaHp, 1, KOTJa uyepes Mmapy MecAIleB CTaJio
sSICHO, UTO MOs JIOOOBb K BUOJIOHUEJIN HEe MHMOJIET-
HA, POAUTEJN B3AJM MHE HHCTPYMEHT HAIIPOKAT,
uTOOBI I MOTJIA 3aHUMAThCA 1 foMa. HygHbIe raMMbl
U TPEe3By4YUs NPUBEIN K IIEePBBIM IIONBITKAM H30-
opasutrh «Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star», morom
OHU YCTYIUJW MECTO HPOCTEHINNM 3TIOAaM, IIOKa
HaKOHeIl s He HauaJia UTpaTh cIoUThl Baxa. B moeit
cpenHeli IKOJIe MYy3bIKAJbHAdA IporpaMMa Obljia He
0CcO0eHHO CHUJIBHOII, TAK UTO MaMa HalllJla MHe y4Yu-
TeJIA-CTYyIeHTa, KOTOPBIA HNPUXOAUJ Pa3 B HEAEJIO.
B TeueHme HECKOJIBKHUX JIET CTYAEHTHI, yUUBIIUE
MEeHsI, BCe BpeMs CMEeHSJINCh, a KOTIa MOU yMeHUs
MIPEBOCXOANJIN X, UTPAJIU BMECTE CO MHOI.

Tak TpPOIOJIKAJIOCH A0 AEBATOrO0 KJacca, KOrma
mama, 3HaKOMbIH ¢ mpodeccopom KpucTu co BpeMeH
paboThl B MYy3bIKAJIBHOM MarasuHe, CIIPOCUJI, He 3a-
XOUeT JI1 OHa JaBaTh MHE YacTHbIe Ypoku. IIpodec-
COp corjiacmJiach MEHs IIOCJYIIATh; KaK OHA IO03iKe
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vor to Dad, she later told me. She and Dad listened
downstairs while I was up in my room practicing a
Vivaldi sonata. When I came down for dinner, she
offered to take over my training.

My first recital, though, was years before I met
her. It was at a hall in town, a place that usually
showcased local bands, so the acoustics were terri-
ble for unamplified classical. I was playing a cello
solo from Tchaikovsky’s “Dance of the Sugar Plum
Fairy.”

Standing backstage, listening to other kids play
scratchy violin and clunky piano compositions, I’d
almost chickened out. I’d run to the stage door
and huddled on the stoop outside, hyperventilat-
ing into my hands. My student teacher had flown
into a minor panic and had sent out a search party.

Dad found me. He was just starting his hipster-
to-square transformation, so he was wearing a
vintage suit, with a studded leather belt and black
ankle boots.

“You okay, Mia Oh-My-Uh?” he asked, sitting
down next to me on the steps.

I shook my head, too ashamed to talk.

“What’s up?”
“T can’t do it,” I cried.
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MHe cKasaJjia, He 0KHAAas MHOTOT0, IIPOCTO U3 JII06es-
"HocTu. OHU C IIamoii cuUAeu BHU3Y U CIYIIaln, KaK
s B CBOell KOMHATe pelreTupoBajia coHaTy BuBaiabau.
Korga a coycrminack K y:xkuHy, npodeccop Kpuctu
IpeJIOMKIIIa B3ATh Moe 00yueHre B CBOU PYKH.

OxgHAaKoO IIepBOe MO€ COJIbHOE BBICTYILIEHIE CJIY-
YUJIOCH 3aJ0JITO IO HAaIllero 3HaKOMCTBa C Hel. ITo
MPOM3OIILJIIO B HAIlIEM I'OPOAKe, B 3aJie, Ie OOBIYHO
Urpajgu HaYWHAIOI[Me MeCTHBIe TPYIIIbI, TaK YTO
IO HENOA3BYYEeHHOTO KJIACCUUYECKOTO WHCTPYMEH-
Ta akyCTHKa TaM OblLjiIa OoTBpaTuTrejbHas. I urpaia
BUOJIOHUEJIbHOE cojio u3 «Tanma cdeu paxe» Haii-
KOBCKOTO.

Croa 3a creHOUW u ciaymias, Kak Apyrue IeTu
UCTIOJIHAIOT CBOUW NHhEChl HA BUBIJIMBBIX CKPUIIOU-
KaxX ¥ IpOMBIXAaloleM HHAHUHO, I YyTh He cOerxa-
Ja ¢ mepenyry. §I BbICKoOUmMJa B CJIY:KeOHYIO IBepPb
¥ CKODPUYMJIACHh Ha KPBLIbIE CHAPY KU, OEIIeHO JIbINIa
cebe B 1amoHu. Mo#l yUuTeNb-CTYAEHT HE HA IIYTKY
UCTIyTaJICA M IOCJIaJ PA3BICKHYIO IIapTHUIO.

Hamren mensa nmama. OH Torga eie TOJLKO HAUYM-
HaJ mpeobOpakaThcsi M3 OMTHMKA B KOHCepBaTopa,
TaK 4TO Ha HeM ObLJI CTAPOMOJHBIN KOCTIOM C KOXKa-
HBIM IIOSICOM B 3aKJIETIKAaX 1 UepHbIe HU3KME CAIlOTH.

— Tsr TyT KaK, Mus-Bor-re-Ha, HOPMaJIbHO? —
CIIPOCHJI OH, CaAsACh PAJAOM CO MHOII HA CTYHEeHbKH.

§1 momorasa royioBoii, CIUIIKOM HPUCThIXKEHHA,
YTOOBI TOBOPUTD.

— A uTo Taroe?

— $1 He MoTy, — paspsizaiach .
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Dad cocked one of his bushy eyebrows and stared
at me with his gray-blue eyes. I felt like some mys-
terious foreign species he was observing and trying
to figure out. He’d been playing in bands forever.
Obviously, he never got something as lame as stage
fright.

“Well, that would be a shame,” Dad said. “I’ve
got a dandy of a recital present for you. Better
than flowers.”

“Give it to someone else. I can’t go out there.
I’m not like you or Mom or even Teddy.”

Teddy was just six months old at that point, but
it was already clear that he had more personality,
more verve, than I ever would. And of course, he
was blond and blue-eyed. Even if he weren’t, he’d
been born in a birthing center, not a hospital, so
there was no chance of an accidental baby swap-
ping.

“It’s true,” Dad mused. “When Teddy gave his
first harp concert, he was cool as cucumber. Such
a prodigy.”

I laughed through my tears. Dad put a gentle
arm around my shoulder.

“You know that I used to get the most ferocious
jitters before a show.”

I looked at Dad, who always seemed absolutely
sure of everything in the world.
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ITama BckuHYJI lIoXMaThie OPOBY U BIIEPUJI B MEHS
cepo-roJIyonlie I1asa. §1 mouyBcTBOBaAJIA ce0A KaKMIM-
TO YYKECTPAHHBIM JKMBOTHBLIM HEBEIOMOI IIOPOMLI,
KOTOpOEe M3yUaroT U IBITAI0TCS MOHAThH. CaM-To mama
BCIO ’KM3Hb BBICTYNAJ CO BCAKMMU rpymnmnamu. Ha-
BepHAKA Y HErO HUKOTZA He ObIBAJIO TaKOW epyHIBI,
KaK CTpax CI[eHbI.

— Hy, aT0 66170 OBI OOUIHO, — CKa3aJ IIama. —
Y meHs mjsa Te6s POCKOIIHBIN KOHI[EPTHBIN mozja-
POK, KyIa Jydliie IIBeTOB.

— Orpait ero kKomy-HUOY b Apyromy. 1 He Mory
BBIATH TyAa. §I He TaKkasd, KaK BbI C MAMOU UJIN JasKe
Tennu.

Tenmu K TOMy MOMEHTY eBa HCIIOJHUJIOCH II0JI-
rojga, HO yiKe CTajJo fCHO, UTO B HEM OOJIbIlle OTHS
U 9Hepruu, ueM Korga-aubo Oymer Bo mHe. V1 KoHeu-
HO XKe, OH OBLI OeJIOKYPBIM U TOJyOOTJIa3hIM — Ja
U B JIO00M cJyduae, POAUJICSA OH B POAMIBHOM I[€H-
Tpe, a He B 00JIbHUIIE, TAK UTO €ro VK HUKAK He MOT-
JI TIeperyTaTh.

— U To BepHO, — 3aAyMUMBO IIpOoOOpMOTAJ IIa-
na. — Korga Tennu sakaTuj cBOM IIE€PBLIA KOHIEPT
Ha ryOHOM rapMoOIlKe, OH ObIJI CIIOKOEH KaK yIaB.
IIpocTo uymo rakoe-ToO.

f sacmesmachk CKBO3B cje3bl. Ilama MArko o0HsI
MEeHs 3a IJIeYH.

— 3Haellb, MeEHS Iepel KaKIbIM KOHI[ePTOM
JKYTKHE MaHIpPaK pasoupad.

§1 HemoBepuMBO B3MVISHYJIA Ha Ay — MHE BCer-
la Ka3aJIoCh, UTO OH-TO BCeTJa 1 BO BCEM YBEpPeH Ha
CTO IIPOI[EHTOB.
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“You’re just saying that.”

He shook his head.

“No, I’m not. It was god-awful. And I was the
drummer, way in the back. No one even paid any
attention to me.”

“So what did you do?” I asked.

“He got wasted,” Mom interjected, poking
her head out the stage door. She was wearing a
black vinyl miniskirt, a red tank top, and Teddy,
droolingly happy from his Baby Bjorn. “A pair of
forty-ouncers before the show. I don’t recommend
that for you.”

“Your mother is probably right,” Dad said. “So-
cial services frowns on drunk ten-year-olds. Be-
sides, when I dropped my drumsticks and puked
onstage, it was punk. If you drop your bow and
smell like a brewery, it will look gauche. You clas-
sical-music people are so snobby that way.”

Now I was laughing. I was still scared, but it
was somehow comforting to think that maybe stage
fright was a trait I’d inherited from Dad; I wasn’t
just some foundling, after all.

“What if I mess it up? What if I’'m terrible?”

“I’ve got news for you, Mia. There’s going to be
all kinds of terrible in there, so you won’t really
stand out,” Mom said.

Teddy gave a squeal of agreement.
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— 9TO0 ThI HAPOUYHO TAK I'OBOPUIIIb.

OH moKauyaJj roJIoBO.

— Her, He HapouHo. IIpsamo y:xac 4uTo GBIBAJIO.
A Benn a 6apabaHIIUK U Bcerga cumes cidagu. Hukro
U BHEMAaHMA HA MeHs He oOpairal.

— W uTo THI genan? — cipocuia .

— HagmosoKuBajicsi, — OPOCYHYB TOJIOBY
B JiBepb, coobiuia mamMa. Ha Hell KpacoBaJuch uep-
Has BUHWJIOBasA MUHHI-I00Ka, KpacHasa Mauka u Tex-
I, PAJOCTHO IYCKAIOIINI CJIOHK B CBOEH «KeHTY-
pyIiKe». — BrImuBaJ mapy JIUTPOB MKUBA IIepe] KOH-
neproMm. TebGe A 9TO He peKOMEHIYIO.

— IToxxanyit, TBOsSA MaMa IIpaBa, — COTJIACUJICS
nana. — ConuajibHbIe COY:KOBI HEe OJOOPSIIOT IIbs-
HBIX OecATnIeToK. Kpome Toro, s Torma KuIaJICH
majoukaMu 1 3a0JIeBbIBaJI CIIeHY, HO TaM-TO OBLI
HaHK. A ecyii ThI MIBBIPHEIIL B 3aJI CMBIUOK 4 elle
Oymelb BOHATh, KAaK MUB3aBO/, MIOJYUYNTCS HEJIOBKO
u HeyMecTHO. TBou npuATeIn-KIACCUKU TAKNe CHO-
OBI B 9TOM BOIIpOCE.

§1 paccmestacs. MHe Bce elre OBLIO CTPAIIHO, HO
MBICJIb O TOM, YTO, BOSMOYKHO, CTPaX CI[€HBI A yHac-
JleoBajia OT Iallbl, yTellaja: BCce-TaKW s HUKAKOM
He IMOAKUIBIIII.

— A uro, ecoiu s 3anyraiock? Eciu coBceM yirac-
HO chIrpaio?

— ¥ MeHsda gis Tedbsa HoBocTu, Mus. 31ech U Tak
MMOJTHO BCAKUX YKACOB, TaK UTO ThI HE CJUIIKOM BbI-
IeJquInbcsa Ha obmeM QoHe, — 3adBMUJIA MaMa.

Tennu B3BUSTHYJI B 3HAK COIVIACHUSI.
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“But seriously, how do you get over the jitters?”

Dad was still smiling but I could tell he had
turned serious because he slowed down his speech.

“You don’t. You just work through it. You just
hang in there.”

So I went on. I didn’t blaze through the piece.
I didn’t achieve glory or get a standing ovation,
but I didn’t muck it up entirely, either. And after
the recital, I got my present. It was sitting in the
passenger seat of the car, looking as human as that
cello I’d been drawn to two years earlier. It wasn’t
a rental. It was mine.

10:12 AM.

When my ambulance gets to the nearest hospi-
tal — not the one in my hometown but a small local
place that looks more like an old-age home than a
medical center — the medics rush me inside.

“I think we’ve got a collapsed lung. Get a chest
tube in her and move her out!” the nice red-haired
medic screams as she passes me off to a team of
nurses and doctors.

“Where’s the rest?” asks a bearded guy in
scrubs.
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— Hy npaspa, Kak ThI COPaBJIAENILCA C MaH[-
paxkom?

ITanma mo-mipesxkHEMy yabIbajicd, OJHAKO f IIOHSA-
Jia, 4TO Telleph OH CTaJl cephe3eH, IIOTOMY UTO 3a-
TrOBOPUJ MeAJIeHHee:

— IMa mwmkak. IIpocto urpaemb, HeCMOTPA Ha
crpax. IIpocto mep:xkuibe.

N a Bpimia Ha cieny. 1 He OjecHysa cBoeit
Urpoy, He CHUCKAJa CJaBbl, He COPBAJa CTOAUYIO
oBaIUio, HO U He IIpoBajimja Bce Ha cBeTe. U mocie
KOHIIEPTA A MMOJIyYnJIa CBOW MOJapPOK: YCTPOUBIIUI-
¢ Ha IacCaAXUPCKOM CHUAEHbEe MAaIllWMHbI, OH BBITJIA-
JleJl TAKUM K€ UeJIOBEKOIIOJOOHBIM, KaK Ta BUOJOH-
Yesib, K KOTOPOIl MeHs IIOTAHYJIO ABa roja Hasan.
W sToT mHCTPYMEHT OBLI He M3 IPOKaTa — OH IPU-
HaJAJIeKajl MHe.

1012

Korma «Ckopas» mombes:xaer K Oiamskaiimrei
0oJIbHUIIE — HEe TO#, UYTO B MOEM POJHOM TOpPOAKe,
a K MaJIEHbKOMY MECTHOMY MeIUIIMHCKOMY IIeHTDPY,
0OJIBIIIE TOXO0XKEeMY Ha OOBIUHBLIN CTapblii OOM, —
BpauM TYT K€ BKATHIBAIOT MEHs BHYTPb.

— ¥ Hac TYT OTKPBITHI THEBMOTOPAKC. YcCTa-
HOBUTEe el ILIeBPAJbHBIN IpeHaX M OaBaiTe 00-
paTHO! — KPUYUT CUMIATUYHAS PbIXKas JOKTOPIIA,
nepenaBas MeHA T'PYIIeE Bpauell m MeJcecTep.

— T'me ocrambHBIE? — cHpalluBaeT Oopojau
B MEIUIIMHCKOU (hopMe.

53



[enn ®opmaH

“Other driver suffering mild concussions, being
treated at the scene. Parents DOA. Boy, approxi-
mately seven years old, just behind us.”

I let out a huge exhale, as though I’ve been hold-
ing my breath for the last twenty minutes. After
seeing myself in that ditch, I had not been able to
look for Teddy. If he were like Mom and Dad, like
me, I... I didn’t want to even think about it. But
he isn’t. He is alive.

They take me into a small room with bright
lights. A doctor dabs some orange stuff onto the
side of my chest and then rams a small plastic tube
in me. Another doctor shines a flashlight into my
eye.

“Nonresponsive,” he tells the nurse. “The chop-
per’s here. Get her to Trauma. Now!”

They rush me out of the ER and into the eleva-
tor. I have to jog to keep up. Right before the doors
close, I notice that Willow is here. Which is odd.
We were meant to be visiting her and Henry and
the baby at home. Did she get called in because of
the snow? Because of us? She rushes around the
hospital hall, her face a mask of concentration.
I don’t think she even knows it is us yet. Maybe
she even tried to call, left a message on Mom’s cell
phone, apologizing that there’d been an emergency
and she wouldn’t be home for our visit.
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— ¥ BTOPOTO BOAUTEJIS JIETKOE COTPACEHUE, eMy
OKasaJii IIOMOIINL Ha MecTe. Poamrenu HaIeHBI
MepTBbIMU. MaBunK, OKOJIO CeMH JIET, eIeT cpasy
3a HaMWU.

1 BBIgBIXat0 — TaK, OyATO He AbIIIaJa II0CJe[-
HUe OBaAIaTh MUHYT. YBUIEB ceO0sg B TOM KIOBETe,
A y:Ke He cMorya uckarsb Tenau. Eciu ¢ HUM TO XKe,
YTO ¢ MaMOU U IIaloii, CO MHOI, TO ... I He XoTera
Iaske mymaThb 06 stom. Ho HeT, OH JKuUB.

Mensa mpuBo3AT B MaJeHBKYIO KOMHATKY C Ap-
KUM cBeTOM. Bpau cMasbhIBaeT 4eM-TO OPaHKEBBIM
MOIO TPyAb COOKY, a 3aTeM 3aCOBBLIBAET B MEHS Ma-
JIeHBKYIO TPYOKy. IIpyroii Bpau cBeTuT MHe (oHA-
PUKOM B TJiasa.

— Peakniuu HeT, — TOBODUT OH MeJCECTpe. —
Bepryiika y:xe sgech. Besure ee B Tpasmy. sKuso!

Mensa ObICTPO BHIKATHIBAIOT M3 HYHKTA SKCTPEH-
HOM ITOMOIIY 1 3aBO3AT B JU@PT. UTOOLI HE OTCTATD,
MHe IIpuxonuTca 0e:xarhb. [Bepu 3aKpBIBAIOTCA, HO
s ycueBalo 3aMeTUTh, YTO 3/IeCh YUJLJIOY. ITO CTPAH-
HO: MBI BeJlb cOOUpannch 3actatsb ux ¢ 'eHpu u n0ou-
kKoit noma. Ee BhI3Basm m3-3a cHera? Mz-za mac?
Yunnoy cuemut 1mo 60JIbBHUYHOMY KOPHUIOPY, Ha ee
JIUIe 3aCThLIa MacKa cocpeJoTOUYeHHOCTH. Bpan iu
OHAa y:Ke 3HaeT, uTo 3To MbI. OHa, MOKeT ObIThb, JIa-
JKe 3BOHMJIA, OCTABJsAJA COOOIeHMe Ha MaMHHOM
COTOBOM, M3BUHSSACH, UTO BO3HHUK CPOUHBIH BBHI3OB
¥, KOTZa MBI IIpUeieM, ee He OyAeT Aoma.
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The elevator opens right onto the roof. A heli-
copter, its blades swooshing the air, sits in the
middle of a big red circle.

I’ve never been in a helicopter before. My best
friend, Kim, has. She went on an aerial flight over
Mount St. Helens once with her uncle, a big-shot
photographer for National Geographic.

“There he was, talking about the post-volcanic
flora and I puked right on him,” Kim told me in
homeroom the next day. She still looked a little
green from the experience.

Kim is on yearbook and has hopes of becoming a
photographer. Her uncle had taken her on this trip
as a favor, to nurture her budding talent.

“I even got some on his cameras,” Kim lament-
ed. “I’ll never be a photographer now.”

“There are all kinds of different photographers,”
I told her. “You don’t necessarily need to go flying
around in helicopters.”

Kim laughed.

“That’s good. Because I’m never going on a heli-
copter again — and don’t you, either!”

I want to tell Kim that sometimes you don’t
have a choice in the matter.

The hatch in the helicopter is opened, and my
stretcher with all its tubes and lines is loaded in.
I climb in behind it. A medic bounds in next to me,
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JIudTt oTKpBIBaETCA MPAMO HA KpbINTy. Beproser
JKIEeT B I[eHTpe OOJIBIIIOr0 KPacHOro Kpyra, IIOCBHU-
CThIBAsA KPYTAIIUMUCS JIOIIACTAMU.

1 HuUKorma pambile He ObIBaja B BeproJjeTe. A Mos
ayunitas moapyra Kum ObLia — OmHAMKABI OHA IIPO-
Jetesia Hang ropoii CBaroit EjeHbl co cBouM Osameid,
KpyTbIM (poTorpadom us «HaurHa mxuorpsuK» .

— OH BCIO JOpOry pasmiarojbCTBOBAJ O IIOCT-
BYJIKAHUYECKOU (pJiope, a MeHsA CTOITHUJIO IPAMO Ha
Hero, — pacckazajia MHe KumM Ha ciieqyiomuil [eHb
B mKkoje. OT mepe:XMBaHUM OHa Bce ellle Kasajach
cJIerKa 3eJeHOBaTOM’.

Kum nmemaer esxeromHblii aib00OM BBIITYCKHUKOB
u HajieeTcA cTaTh ororpadom. JAmsa B3AI ee B 9TOT
TOJIET UCKJIOUNTEJIBHO IO OOpOTe AYIIeBHOM, UTO-
ObI IOMOYb IPOPACTH IOHOMY TAJAHTY.

— § maxe momaJjia Ha ero KaMepbl, — COKpYyIIIa-
nack Kum. — Temeps A HUKOTAA He cTaHY (oTOorpa-
dom.

— BrIBamoT ke pasHbie ororpadri, — BO3pa3u-
aa sg. — Tebe He 00sA3aTebHO OyIeT Bce BpeMd Jie-
TaTh HA BEPTOJIETAX.

Kum paccmesiacs.

— W npekpacHOo, TIOTOMY YTO g HUKOT/IA B }KU3HU
0oJIbllle He CALY B BEPTOJIEeT — U Tebe He COBeTyIo!

Celiuac MHe OUeHBb XOUeTCs cKaszaTb KuM, 4To
WHOTIA BBIOOPA HET.

JIIOK BepToJieTa OTKPHIT, 1 MOIO KaTaJKy CO Bce-
MU TPpyOKaMu U IPOBOJAaMU 3arpysKaioT BHyTPb. Ca-
HUTAp yCTPAWBAETCA PAJAOM CO MHO, ITO-TTPEKHEMY
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still pumping the little plastic bulb that is appar-
ently breathing for me. Once we lift off, I under-
stand why Kim got so queasy. A helicopter is not
like an airplane, a smooth fast bullet. A helicopter
is more like a hockey puck, bounced through the
sky. Up and down, side to side. I have no idea how
these people can work on me, can read the small
computer printouts, can drive this thing while
they communicate about me through headsets,
how they can do any of it with the chopper chop-
ping around.

The helicopter hits an air pocket and by all
rights it should make me queasy. But I don’t feel
anything, at least the me who’s a bystander here
does not. And the me on the stretcher doesn’t seem
to feel anything, either. Again I have to wonder if
I’m dead but then I tell myself no. They would not
have loaded me on this helicopter, would not be fly-
ing me across the lush forests if I were dead.

Also, if I were dead, I like to think Mom and Dad
would’ve come for me by now.

I can see the time on the control panel. It’s
10:37. I wonder what’s happening back down on the
ground. Has Willow figured out who the emergency
is? Has anyone phoned my grandparents? They live
one town over from us, and I was looking forward
to dinner with them. Gramps fishes and he smokes
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C)KUMAad U OTHYCKasA MaJeHbKUI IJIaCTUKOBBIN OaJ-
JIOH, KOTOPBIil, BUANMO, OBINIAT 3a MeHsa. Kak ToJb-
KO MBI B3JieTaeM, s IOHUMAal, nouemy Kum Tak 3a-
TOLIHUJIO. B BepToseTe Bce mHAUE, UeM B caMoJieTe,
KOTODPBIH JIETUT IPAMO U OBICTPO, KakK cHapsana. Bep-
TOJIET Kyna OOJIbllle IIOXO0K Ha XOKKeHHyIo maiioy,
KOTOpyIo OoJsiTaeT mmo HeOy: BBepX, BHU3, U3 CTOPO-
HBI B CTOPOHY. 1 He IpeACTaBIsAI0, KaK OTHU JIIOIU
elle MOTYT 3aHMMATbCS MHOU, UYATATh pacledaTKu
¢ MaJeHbKOTO KOMIBIOTEPA, YIIPABISATH MAIIWHOM,
OIHOBPEMEHHO OOCYy:KJasi MOe COCTOSHIE uepes Ha-
VIIHUKN, — KaK OHM MOTYT JeJjlaThb XOTh UTO-TO,
KOTZIa BEPTOJIET TaK OyJITBIXaeTcs.

Beproser momamaeT B BO3AYIIHYIO AMY, 4, IIO
BCEMY, MeHS AOJIKHO ObI 3aTOIIHUTH. Ho 1 — 1o
Kpaiineil Mepe, s-HaOJIOJaTeJbHUIA — HUYEro He
yyBcTByI0. W Ta s, 4YTO Ha KaTaJiKe, BUAUMO, TOKe
HUYEro He UyBCTBYeT. {1 CHOBa HEBOJIBbHO 3ayMbIBa-
I0Ch, MepTBa S WU KWBa, HO TYT Ke TOBODPIO cebe:
HeT. MeHs He cTaau 6bI TPY3UTH B 9TOT BEPTOJIET, HE
Jeresn ObI CO MHOM HaJ IUKUMU JIECAMU, €CJIU OBl 5
ObLIa MEepTBAa.

Kpome Toro, MmHe HpaBUTCSA AyMaTb, YTO, OYAb s
MepTBa, MaMa C Mamnoi y:Ke ObI MeHsA HAIILIN.

Ha npubopHoit mocKe s BMKY Uachl; ceiiuac me-
CATH TPUALIATH ceMb. §I ramarm, YTO IPOUCXOMUT
TaM, Ha 3emJje. IloHaANMa U YUIJIOYy, KTO CPOYHBIHN
nanueHT? [[03BOHMJI Jin KTO-HUOYAb MOUWM JemyIII-
Ke ¢ 6a0ymkoii? OHHM KHUBYT B COCeJHEM TOPOAKe,
u s cobupasiachk ¢ HUMHU obemaTh. llenyiika pbioa-
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his own salmon and oysters, and we would’ve prob-
ably eaten that with Gran’s homemade thick brown
beer bread. Then Gran would’ve taken Teddy over
to the giant recycling bins in town and let him swim
around for magazines. Lately, he’s had a thing for
Reader’s Digest. He likes to cut out the cartoons
and make collages.

I wonder about Kim. There’s no school today.
I probably won’t be in school tomorrow. She’ll
probably think I’m absent because I stayed out late
listening to Adam and Shooting Star in Portland.

Portland. I am fairly certain that I’m being tak-
en there. The helicopter pilot keeps talking to Trau-
ma One. Outside the window, I can see the peak of
Mount Hood looming. That means Portland is close.

Is Adam already there? He played in Seattle
last night but he’s always so full of adrenaline af-
ter a gig, and driving helps him to come down. The
band is normally happy to let him chauffeur while
they nap. If he’s already in Portland, he’s probably
still asleep. When he wakes up, will he have cof-
fee on Hawthorne? Maybe take a book over to the
Japanese Garden? That’s what we did the last time
I went to Portland with him, only it was warmer
then. Later this afternoon, I know that the band
will do a sound check. And then Adam will go out-
side to await my arrival. At first, he’ll think that
I’m late. How is he going to know that I’m actually
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YUT U caM KOIITHUT JIOCOCEeH 1 YCTPHUI[, 1 MbI ObI, Ha-
BepHOe, el MX BMecTe ¢ 0a0yIIKMHBIM IJIOTHBIM
TeMHBIM XJIe0OM, 3aMeIlleHHBIM Ha IInBe. 3aTeM Oa-
Oymka orBessa 0k Tegaum K OrPOMHBIM TOPOACKUM
MYCOPHBIM 0OaKaM, 4TOObI OH CMOI IIOMCKATh JKYP-
Hajbl. B mociaentee BpemMs OpaTUINKA YBIEKCA «Pu-
Iep3 maliKecT», eMy HPaBUTCA BHIPe3aTh OTTyAAa
KOMMKCHI ¥ KAPTUHKU 1 COCTABJIATEL KOJLIAMKMN.

HNurepecHo, uto ceituac menaer Kum? 3amarumii
cerogHs Her. fI, MoKeT, He IIPUAY B IIKOJY W 3aB-
Tpa. HaBepHoe, oHA IIOAyMAaeT, UTO s 3aJepiKajiach
B Iloptnennge, caymas Agama u «3Besmoman», U He
ycIiesia BepHYThCS.

IToptaeunn. S coBepiienHo yBepeHa, 4TO MeHs Be-
3yT Tyzna. [IujoT BepTojaeTa TOBOPUT CO CaYKOO0M ma-
paMequKOB. 3a OKHOM BUAHLI Pa3MBbIThIe OUePTaHU A
nuka Mayar-Xyna. 3uauurt, [lopTieHnn y:ke 0JU3KO.

Wurepecno, Agam y:xe tam? Buepa Beuepom oH
urpaa B Custiie, HO IIOCJIe KOHIIEPTA OH Bcerga K-
OUT OT afpeHajnHa, a e34a Ha MallliHe IIOMOTAaeT
eMy YCHOKOUTBHCSI. My3bIKaHTBI U3 TPYIIIILEI O0OBIYHO
panbi-pafiellieHbKU yCaauTh ero 3a PYJb, IIOKa caMu
npemiator. Eciu Agam y:xe B [lopTienne, oH, HaBep-
HOe, elle couT. Korma o IpoCHETCS, MOXKET OBITh,
HaM BBIIUTH Kode Ha XoTopH-cTpuT? Wiau moryadars
mo fAmoHcKoMy cany? MsI Tak caesain B IIOCTIeTHUI
pas, Korma BMecTe Ipues:xkanu B IlopTiennm, Toab-
KO Torma ObLIO Temyee. Bo BTOpPOIi IOJIOBUMHE IHS
rpyia, CKopee BCero, OTIPABUTCA HA CayHIYEK.
A morom Apmam BeIfifieT xnaTh MeHa. CHadasia oH
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early? That I got to Portland this morning while
the snow was still melting?

“Have you ever heard of this Yo-Yo Ma dude?”
Adam asked me.

It was the spring of my sophomore year, which
was his junior year. By then, Adam had been
watching me practice in the music wing for several
months. Our school was public, but one of those
progressive ones that always got written up in na-
tional magazines because of its emphasis on the
arts. We did get a lot of free periods to paint in the
studio or practice music. I spent mine in the sound-
proof booths of the music wing. Adam was there a
lot, too, playing guitar. Not the electric guitar he
played in his band. Just acoustic melodies.

I rolled my eyes.

“Everyone’s heard of Yo-Yo Ma.”

Adam grinned. I noticed for the first time that
his smile was lopsided, his mouth sloping up on one
side. He hooked his ringed thumb out toward the
quad.

“I don’t think you’ll find five people out there
who’ve heard of Yo-Yo Ma. And by the way, what
kind of name is that? Is it ghetto or something?
Yo Mama?”
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mOoAyMaeT, YTO s omasabiBaio. Kak eMy y3HATB, UTO
Ha caMoM JeJjie A IpuexaJa paubiie? Yto g momasia
B IlopTiienn eiie yTpoM, A0 TOTO, KaK pacTasj cHer?

— TBI uTO-HUOYAH 3HAENIb PO TAKOTO IIapH:
No-Mo Ma? — cupocus MeHs AzxaM.

Iesio OBLIO BECHOII MOero AecATOoro Kjacca, KO-
TOPBIH IJIA Hero ObLI OZUHHAAIATHEIM. K 9TOMY Bpe-
mMeHu AjnaMm HaOJSOmA 3a MOUMU 3aHATUAMU B MY-
3BIKAJIBHOM KpbLJIE yKe HEeCKOJIbKO MecAneB. Harmra
IIKoJia ObLIa OOBIYHOM I'OCYZapCTBEHHOII, HO IIPO-
T'PECCUBHON — OJHOUM W3 TeX, 0 KOTOPBHIX BCE Bpe-
MsA IOHUIIYT B HAIIMOHAJBHBIX KypHajaX, C yIOPOM
Ha TyMaHUTapHbIe HAYKW W UCKYCCTBO. ¥ HAC OBLIO
MHOTO CBOOOIHBIX YaCOB, YTOOLI PUCOBATh B MacTep-
CKOU MJIW 3aHUMATHCA MY3BIKOH. S cBOM ImpoBoagmIia
B 3BYKOMBOJIMPOBAHHBIX KAaOMHKAX-CTYIUAX MY3bI-
KaJbHOTO KPbLIa. AaM TOKe YacTO IPUXOAUI Tyaa
C TUTApOl — He BJEKTPUUECKOM, Ha KOTOPOU UrpaJ
B CBOeIl I'pyIIle, a aKyCTUYECKOIi, 1 IIPOCTO HAUTPBI-
BaJI BCAKNE MEJOIUN.

§1 sakaTumia riasa.

— Jla Bce sHatoT Mo-Mo Ma.

AjnamM yXMBLIBHYJICA, U 51 BIEPBbIe 3aMETHJIa, UTO
yIBIOKa Y HeTO KPUBOBAaTasA: BBEPX II0JI3 TOJIBKO OIUH
yroJiok pra. OH TKHYJ OOJBINTUM HAJIbIEM, YKPAIIIeH-
HBIM KOJIBIIOM, B CTOPOHY IIKOJIBHOTO ABOpA.

— He gymato, 4To THI HaHWeIllb TaM NISATH YeJIO-
BeK, KOTOPBIE CJIBLIIIAJIN OBl O Mo-Mo Ma. U kcraTu,
uyro 970 3a uMaA? TpyioOHBIH »KAproH KaKoMi-TO?
Mo-Mama?
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“It’s Chinese.”

Adam shook his head and laughed.

“I know plenty of Chinese people. They have
names like Wei Chin. Or Lee something. Not Yo-
Yo Ma.”

“You cannot be blaspheming the master,” I said.
But then I laughed in spite of myself. It had taken
me a few months to believe that Adam wasn’t tak-
ing the piss out of me, and after that we’d started
having these little conversations in the corridor.

Still, his attention baffled me.

It wasn’t that Adam was such a popular guy.
He wasn’t a jock or a most-likely-to-succeed sort.
But he was cool. Cool in that he played in a band
with people who went to the college in town. Cool
in that he had his own rockery style, procured from
thrift stores and garage sales, not from Urban Out-
fitters knock-offs. Cool in that he seemed totally
happy to sit in the lunchroom absorbed in a book,
not just pretending to read because he didn’t have
anywhere to sit or anyone to sit with. That wasn’t
the case at all. He had a small group of friends and
a large group of admirers.

And it wasn’t like I was a dork, either. I had
friends and a best friend to sit with at lunch.
I had other good friends at the music conservato-
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— OHo KuTaiickoe.

Ajnam momoTaJ TOJI0BOM U XMBIKHYJI.

— §1 3Haw Kyuy KuTaiueB. Y HUX MMeHa THUIIA
Beit Yuns. Wnu JIu-uero-to-ram. Ho me Mo-Mo Ma.

— Kaxk Tl MOKelllb U3/1eBaThCs HAll MACTEPOM, —
Bo3MyTHJach 1. Ho moTroM, HeOKUIZAHHO AJIA cebd,
pacxoxorajachk. ToIbKO uepes mapy MecsAIiies s II0Be-
puia, uTo AaM He HacMeXaeTcs HaJo MHOM, 1 ¢ TeX
Iop MbI MHOTAA BOT TaK MEePEKUIbIBAINUCH CJIOBEY-
KOM B KOPHODPE.

Ho ero Buumanme no-npesxHeMy o0eCcKypasKuBa-
JIO MeHs.

He To uT06BI Azam cumTajica OCOOEHHO IIOMY-
JSPHBIM TapHEM: He CIIOPTCMEeH, He AUCK-KOKeil.
Ho oH 6bL1 KPyT — IIOTOMY YTO UTPaj B TPYIIE
C JIIOOABbMU, YYUBIIMMUCA B TOPOJCKOM YHUBED-
curere. KpyT moTomMy, UTO II0-POKEPCKU CTHUJIBHO
oleBaJIC B NOOBITOE Ha TapasKHBIX PAaCIIPOLaKax
U B CEKOHJ-XEeHaX, a He B IOANEJIKY OT «YpOaH ayT-
durrepc». KpyT u B ToM, UTO BBITVIALE aOCOJTIOTHO
CUaCTJIUBBIM, KOTJAa CHUJEJ B CTOJIOBOM, C T'OJIOBOM
MOTPY3UBIINCH B KHUTY, a He TOJbKO IIPUTBOPAACH
YUTAIONIUM, IOTOMY UTO eMy HeKyla MU He C KeM
cectb. TosibKO He B ero cayuae — y Amama ObLia
He0oJbIlIasd IPpynna Apys3ell M orpoMHAasA TOJIIa II0-
yuTaTesien.

W me To uTOOBI A cama ObLiIa «yHBLIOU 3aYUKOM» .
Y MeHa ObLIV TIPUATENIN U JyUIllas HOAPyTra, ¢ KOTO-
poiit MBI cuziesiu 3a obemoM. [Ipyrue Xopoinue Apy3bs
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ry camp I went to in the summer. People liked me
well enough, but they also didn’t really know me.
I was quiet in class. I didn’t raise my hand a lot
or sass the teachers. And I was busy, much of my
time spent practicing or playing in a string quartet
or taking theory classes at the community college.
Kids were nice enough to me, but they tended to
treat me as if I were a grown-up. Another teacher.
And you don’t flirt with your teachers.

“What would you say if I said I had tickets to
the master?” Adam asked me, a glint in his eyes.

“Shut up. You do not,” I said, shoving him a lit-
tle harder than I’d meant to.

Adam pretended to fall against the glass wall.
Then he dusted himself off.

“I do. At the Schnitzle place in Portland.”

“It’s the Arlene Schnitzer Hall. It’s part of the
Symphony.”

“That’s the place. I got tickets. A pair. You in-
terested?”

“Are you serious? Yes! I was dying to go but
they’re like eighty dollars each. Wait, how did you
get tickets?”

“A friend of the family gave them to my par-
ents, but they can’t go. It’s no big thing,” Adam
said quickly. “Anyhow, it’s Friday night. If you
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JKIaJI MeHSA B KOHCEPBATOPCKOM MY3BIKAJIbHOM Jia-
repe, Kyzaa A esguia jerom. Ko MHe Bce HOpMAJIbHO
OTHOCWJINCH, IIPaBia COBCeM He ITIOHMMAaIU. B Kiac-
ce s BeJia ce6sl TUXO; He YACTO ITOJHUMAJIA PYKY U He
rpybousna yuurensm. VI S mouTHm Bce Bpemsa ObLia
3aHATA: TO PeleTHPOBAja, TO Urpajia B CTPYHHOM
KBapTeTe, TO CJAyIIaJa JEeKIUU II0 TeOPUU MY3BIKU
B MecTHOM yHuBepcurere. OJHOKIACCHUKY BeJIU Ce-
05 CO MHOU IOBOJIBHO MMJIO, HO 3a4aCTYI0 OTHOCH-
JUCHh KaK KO B3POCJIOH, OYATO s elle OgHA YUMJIKA.
A ¢ yuurensimu He QIUPTYIOT.

— A BoT uTO OBI THI CKasaJjia, ecJu Obl ¥ MeHd

ObLu OwmiieThl Ha MacTepa? — B rmasax Apmama 3a-
ILJISCAJIU OTOHBKH.
— Ia 6pock. Hety y Teb6si, — Bo3pasuja f, OT-

NUXHYB €ro 4YyTh CUJIbHee, YeM HaMepeBaJach.

Anam m300pasuii, UTO OTJIETAET 1 IaJaeT Ha CTe-
KJSHHYIO cTeHy. [IoToM KapTUHHO OTPAXHYJICS.

— A Bor u ecTh. B Kakoii-To « [ITaumnens» B IlopT-
JIeHe.

— «Apauu [IaUTIIEp XO0JJ», OH IPUHAAJICKUT
cuM@OHUUECKOMY OPKECTpY.

— Ara, TOT caMbIii. Y MeHs €CTh OUJIeThI, IeJIbIX
nBa. TebGe nHTEpEecHO?

— Ts1 uTO0, cepbesno? Komeuno! f 6e3ymHO XO-
TeJjia IIOWTU, HO 9TO CTOUT UYTh JIX HE BOCEMbIECHAT
6axcos. IToroxu, a rae ThI B3AJ OMJIETHI?

— pyr ceMbu MOJaPUJI MOUM POAUTEIISM, a OHU
He MoOryT molitu. Huuero oco6eHHOT0, — BBITIAJIII
Apam. — B o01ieM, 9T0 B HATHUIY BeuepoMm. Eciau
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want, I’ll pick you up at five-thirty and we’ll drive
to Portland together.”

“Okay,” I said, like it was the most natural
thing.

By Friday afternoon, though, I was more jittery
than when I’d inadvertently drunk a whole pot of
Dad’s tar-strong coffee while studying for finals
last winter.

It wasn’t Adam making me nervous. I’d grown
comfortable enough around him by now. It was
the uncertainty. What was this, exactly? A date?
A friendly favor? An act of charity? I didn’t like
being on soft ground any more than I liked fum-
bling my way through a new movement. That’s why
I practiced so much, so I could rush myself on solid
ground and then work out the details from there.

I changed my clothes about six times. Teddy, a
kindergartner back then, sat in my bedroom, pull-
ing the Calvin and Hobbes books down from the
shelves and pretending to read them. He cracked
himself up, though I wasn’t sure whether it was
Calvin’s high jinks or my own making him so goofy.

Mom popped her head in to check on my pro-
gress.

“He’s just a guy, Mia,’
me getting worked up.

“Yeah, but he’s just the first guy I’ve ever
gone on a maybe-date with,” I said. “So I don’t
know whether to wear date clothes or symphony

K

she said when she saw
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XOUelllb, s 3aCKOYy 3a TOOOM IIocje IMOJOBUHBI Iie-
croro u nmoegem B IlopTiieHn BmecTe.

— JlagHo, — ckasaJjia i, Kak OyJITO Bce 9TO OBLIO
COBEPIIEHHO OOBIYHBIM IEJI0M.

OmHaKO K HMOJYIHIO MATHUIBI A HepBHUUYANA Ky-
Ia OoJibIlle, UeM IIOCJIE TOT'0, KaK MIPOIILJIOH 3UMOIA,
rOTOBfACH K HK3aMeHaM, HeUasHHO BBINIMJIA IeJbIi
KoelHUK IMaIIMHOTO KpeImyuaiiiero Koge.

HepBunuana a He m3-3a Amama: 3a 9TO BpeMs
s y:Ke BIIOJIHE OCBOMJIach B €ro 00IlfecTBe — a OT
HeompeneaeHHocTu. UTto 9T0 BOOOIIE Takoe? CBu-
nanme? Jlpy:eckas Jo0e3HocTb? AKT 6JIarOTBO-
putenbHOCcTH? §1 He Jsr0OmIa CTymaTh Ha 3BIOKYIO
mouBy — He 6oJibllle, yeM pasdupaTb HOBbIE Ibe-
cbl. Bor mouemy s 3aHMMAaJach TaK MHOTO: UTOOBI
o0pecTH MMOJA HOTaMU TBEPAYIO 3eMJII0, a IIOTOM YiKe
pabdoTaTh HaI MeJIOUaAMMU.

§1 mepeomesasiacy pas mrectb. Temmu, Torga ere
IOITKOJIEHOK, CUAEeS B MOeil KOMHaTe, TacKas C II0-
JIOK KoMuKchl mpo KansBuaa u ['o60ca u mpuTBOps-
sAch, uTo unTaeT. OH IMOKATBHIBAJICSI CO CMEXYy, XOTs
ObLIO He OUYeHb IIOHSATHO, BECEJAT ero IIPOJeJIKHU
KannbBuHa iy Mou MeTaHUS.

Mama mpocyHyJia TOJIOBY B ABEPbh, YTOOBI IIOCMO-
TPeTh, KaK UAYT JeJia.

— Oun mpocTto napeub, Musi, — ckKasaJjia OHa, 3a-
MEeTHUB, UTO A yiKe Ha B3BOJE.

— Ara, IpoCTO TIePBHIH TapeHb, C KOTOPBIM A ULY
Bpoze ObI Ha CBUIAHMWE, — OTPBI3HyJach . — Tak
YTO s He 3Hal0, 0JeBAThCS MHE KaK Ha CBUAAHNIE WU
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clothes — do people here even dress up for that
kind of thing? Or should I just keep it casual, in
case it’s not a date?”

“Just wear something you feel good in,” she sug-
gested. “That way you’re covered.”

I’m sure Mom would’ve pulled out all the stops
had she been me. In the pictures of her and Dad
from the early days, she looked like a cross between
a 1930s siren and a biker chick, with her pixie hair-
cut, her big blue eyes coated in kohl eyeliner, and
her rail-thin body always ensconced in some sexy
getup, like a lacy vintage camisole paired with
skintight leather pants.

I sighed. I wished I could be so ballsy. In the
end, I chose a long black skirt and a maroon short-
sleeved sweater. Plain and simple. My trademark,
I guess.

When Adam showed up in a sharkskin suit and
Creepers (an ensemble that wholly impressed Dad),
I realized that this really was a date. Of course,
Adam would choose to dress up for the symphony
and a 1960s sharkskin suit could’ve just been his
cool take on formal, but I knew there was more to
it than that. He seemed nervous as he shook hands
with my Dad and told him that he had his band’s
old CDs.
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KakK B QUIapMOHUIO. Y HAC TyZa BOOOIe HapsKaioT-
cA Kak-HUOyOb ocobeHHO? WMyu MHe Jydlle OIeThCs
KakK 00BIUHO, Ha TOT CJyYail, ecjii 9TO He cBuAaHue?

— IIpocTo HameHL TO, B UeM XODPOIIO ce0s UyB-
CTBYyeIllb, — TpeoKuiIa MamMa. — U yObelb Bcex
3alIleB cpasy.

HaBepHuska mama Ha MoeM MecTe He KoJiebajiach
O0bl HU ceKyHAbI. Ha mx ¢ mamoit doTorpadpuax us
MIPOIILJIOTO OHA BBIMIAAUT Kak IruOpuj TOMHOII Kpa-
COTKM M3 TPHUAIATBIX T'OLOB M OalKepIIu: o30pHAsd
CTPUIKKA, OOJIbINIMe ToJyOble TIjia3a, OOBeIeHHbBIe
KapaHJaIloM, U Tolllee, KaK IMelnKa, TeJo, Bcerma
o0JslaueHHOEe BO UTO-HUOYAb BHI3HIBAIOIE COOJIA3HU-
TeJIbHOE — K IPUMEPY, B CTAPUHHYIO KPY:KEBHYIO
KOoGTOUKYy U obJieraroiiye KOXKaHbIe IITaHBI.

1 B3moxHysa: BOT ObI MHE OBITH TAKOM CMEJIOI.
B KoHIle KOHITOB s BhIOpaJia AJNHHYIO YePHYIO I00KY
U TeMHO-0OPAOBBIN CBUTEP C KOPOTKUMU PyKaBaMMU.
IIpocTo m yeTKO — mOXO0Ke, 9TO MO (YMPMEHHBIN
CTUJIb.

Korma moaBuicsas AgaMm B cTpOroM KOCTIOME C OT-
JUBOM U «Kpullepcax» (3TO coueTaHWe COBEPIIEHHO
cpasumiio mamy), A IOHsAJa, YTO Y HAac W IpaBia CBU-
mauue. Morio, KOHEYHO, OKa3aThCs, UTO AmaM IIpo-
CTO PEeIInJ OHeThbCSA «KaK B (PMIAPMOHUIO», a I
opUIUATBHBIX CAYUYaeB Y HETO IIPUIMACeH KJIACCHBIMH
KOCTIOM W3 IIeCTUAECATHIX, HO A OIIYTHJIA B 3TOM
HeuTo Ooubiiiee. IlapeHb ABHO HepBHHUYAJ, KOTIa
MOKMMAJ PYKY MOeMY Iaille ¥ TOBOPUJ, UTO Y HEro
€CThb OUCKH MAIINHON I'PYIINEI.
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“To use as coasters, I hope,” Dad said.

Adam looked surprised, unused to the parent
being more sarcastic than the child, I imagine.

“Don’t you kids get too crazy. Bad injuries at
the last Yo-Yo Ma mosh pit,” Mom called as we
walked down the lawn.

“Your parents are so cool,” Adam said, opening
the car door for me.

“I know,” I replied.

We drove to Portland, making small talk. Adam
played me snippets of bands he liked, a Swedish
pop trio that sounded monotonous but then some
Icelandic art band that was quite beautiful. We got
a little lost downtown and made it to the concert
hall with only a few minutes to spare.

Our seats were in the balcony. Nosebleeds. But
you don’t go to Yo-Yo Ma for the view, and the
sound was incredible. That man has a way of mak-
ing the cello sound like a crying woman one min-
ute, a laughing child the next. Listening to him,
I’m always reminded of why I started playing cello
in the first place — that there is something so hu-
man and expressive about it.

When the concert started, I peered at Adam out
of the corner of my eye. He seemed good-natured
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— Hasepuoe, moa OHBO IIOACTABJIAEINIb, — IIO-
LIIyTHJ IIama.
ApmaM M3pAIHO YAWBUJICA — BUIUMO, He IIPU-

BBIK, UTO POAUTEJb MOKET OBITH eXUJHee COOCTBEH-
HOTO pebeHKa.

— TonbKo He cxomuTe ¢ yma, metu. Ha mocien-
HeM KoHIepTe Mo-Mo Ma Ha TaHNIOIE GBLIN THXKe-

JIble TPaBMbI, — KPUKHYJA MaMa, KOT[a MbI YXOIM-
JIM Yepe3 ra3oH K MalllliHe.

— ¥ Tebs Taxkume KpyThle IIpedKN, — CKasall
Agnam, OTKpbIBasg MHE IBEPD.

— $1 3maro, — orBeTHIa 4.

Mz1 exanu B IlopTiennm, GoaTas O BCAKUX IIy-
cTAKaxX. AmamM cTaBMJI MHE IIECHH I'PYIII, KOTOPBIE
eMy HPaBUJIKCH: IIBEACKOrO IOII-TPHO, 3BYUaBIIETO
OOHOOOPAa3HO M CKYUYHOBATO, a MOTOM KaKHX-TO HC-
JaHJIIeB, KOTOPhIe OKas3aJiCh BechbMa XOopouiu. Mbl
HEeMHOTO 3a0JyAUINCh B IIEHTPe U Ipuexaau K KOH-
IepPTHOMY 3ajJly BCEero 3a HEeCKOJbKO MUHYT OO Ha-
yaja.

Hamrmu mecra O0b1l1u Ha OaJIKOHEe, Ha CAMOM BepXY.
Ho uma o-Mo Ma xoxsaT He CMOTpETh, a 3By4YaJIo BCe
moTpscalolle. ITOT YeJIOBEK YMEeT CAesaTh TakK, UYTO
BUOJIOHYEJIb CTOHET, KaK IIauylias KeHIIWHa, —
U TYT ’Ke cMeeTcs, Kak pebenok. Ciyiias ero, s
Bcerza BCIIOMMHAIO, IIOYEeMYy caMa Hauajla HUI'PaThb
Ha BHOJIOHYEJN: €CTh B HEll UTO-TO HEeBEPOSATHO, II0-
YyeJIOBEUEeCKU AYIIeBHOE.

Korma mauajyica xoHIEpT, 1 KpaeM Ijiasa IIOTJIA-
neiBasia Ha Agama. Emy Bpome ObI Bce HPaBUJIOCH,
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enough about the whole thing, but he kept looking
at his program, probably counting off the move-
ments until intermission. I worried that he was
bored, but after a while I got too caught up in the
music to care.

Then, when Yo-Yo Ma played “Le Grand Tango,”
Adam reached over and grasped my hand. In any
other context, this would have been cheesy, the old
yawn-and-cop-a-feel move. But Adam wasn’t look-
ing at me. His eyes were closed and he was swaying
slightly in his seat. He was lost in the music, too.
I squeezed his hand back and we sat there like that
for the rest of the concert.

Afterward, we bought coffees and doughnuts
and walked along the river. It was misting and
he took off his suit jacket and draped it over my
shoulders.

“You didn’t really get those tickets from a fam-
ily friend, did you?” I asked.

I thought he would laugh or throw up his arm in
mock surrender like he did when I beat him in an
argument. But he looked straight at me, so I could
see the green and browns and grays swimming
around in his irises. He shook his head.

“That was two weeks of pizza-delivery tips,” he
admitted.

I stopped walking. I could hear the water lap-
ping below.

“Why?” I asked. “Why me?”
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HO OH IIPOJOJI:KaJl CMOTPETh B CBOIO IPOTPAMMKY,
BEPOATHO, CUMTAA MHUHYTHI IO aHTpakra. s Gecmo-
KOWJIach, BAPYT eMy CKYYHO, HO CKOPO MY3bIKa CO-
BepIIEHHO yBJEKJIa MeHd.

Korna Mo-lo Ma saurpan «Bousblioe TaHro»,
Anmam BAPYT B3dAJ MeHs 3a PYKy. B /10001 apyroit
CUTyallu! TOJYUYUJIOCH OBI IIOINJIO: CTaHIapPTHBIN
JKeCT «CKYYHO-TaK-XOTh-moJiamao». Ho Amam He
cMoTpes Ha MeHA. Ero miaza ObLIM 3aKPBITHI, OH
uyTh MMOKaumBajicsa B Kpecye. OH TOKe C TOJIOBOI
yIireJa B My3bIKY. SI B OTBeT ciKaJjia ero PyKY, U MBI
TaK U IIPOCHUIENI BeCh KOHIIEPT.

ITorom MBI Kynuau Kode ¢ TOHUYMKAMU U MeJ-
JIEHHO TIOULIW BAOJH pexku. Hamoszanm tyman, Axam
CHAJ MUIKAK U HAKWHYJ MHe Ha ILJIeYH.

— Benp HA caMoM [ejie 3TU OUJIETHI Y TeOs He OT
Ipyra ceMbu? — cIpocuJa .

d nymana, oH paccMmeercsa MJIM BCKHUHET PYKU
B IIYTJIMBOM «CAAIOCh», KAK OH JeJiaj, KOrma s II0-
Oexxmasa ero B cmopax. Ho oH mocMoTpesa IIPSMO
MHe B IVIa3a, TaK UTO A pasridiesa IepellieTeHune
3eJIEHOT'0, KOPUMUYHEBOTO U CEPOro B €ro PamysKKax.
OH moxauaJj I'oJIOBOM U IIPU3HAJIC:

— 9T0 OBLIU ABYXHEIeJbHbIE YaeBbIe 3a JOCTaB-
Ky IHUIIBL.

§1 ocramoBuaach. BeLIO CABIIIIHO, KAK BHU3Y ILI€-
IeTcs BOAA.

— TIlouemy? — cmpocuia a. — Ilouemy a?
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“I’ve never seen anyone get as into music as you
do. It’s why I like to watch you practice. You get
the cutest crease in your forehead, right there,”
Adam said, touching me above the bridge of my
nose. “I’m obsessed with music and even I don’t
get transported like you do.”

“So, what? I’m like a social experiment to you?”
I meant it to be jokey, but it came out sounding
bitter.

“No, you’re not an experiment,” Adam said. His
voice was husky and choked.

I felt the heat flood my neck and I could sense
myself blushing. I stared at my shoes. I knew that
Adam was looking at me now with as much cer-
tainty as I knew that if I looked up he was going
to kiss me. And it took me by surprise how much
I wanted to be kissed by him, to realize that I'd
thought about it so often that I’d memorized the
exact shape of his lips, that I’d imagined running
my finger down the cleft of his chin.

My eyes flickered upward. Adam was there wait-
ing for me.

That was how it started.

12:19 P.M.

There are a lot of things wrong with me.
Apparently, I have a collapsed lung. A ruptured
spleen. Internal bleeding of unknown origin. And
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— §I HuKorma He BHUIEJ, YTOOLI KTO-HHUOYIb TaK
IIOTPYIKAJICA B MY3BIKY, Kak Thl. IlosToMy s1 1 Jito-
0JII0 CMOTPETD, KaK Thl 3aHUMAaeIIbCA. ¥ TeOsA IOoaB-
JIsieTcs TaKasd uyaHas CKJagkKa Ha J0y, BOT TYyT. —
AnaM KOCHYyJICA MOero JinIla HajJ IepeHOoCHuIlei. —
f momemram Ha My3bIKe, HO Jaske MHE TAK KPBIIIY
He CHOCHT, Kak Tebe.

— W uro? f A Teba UTO-TO TUIIA COIMAJIBLHOIO
sxcmepuMenTta? — §1 cobupasachk TPOU3HECTH ITO
LIYTJINBO, HO MOJYYUJIOCEH 3JI0 U TOPHKO.

— Hert, THI He 3KCIEPUMEHT, — BO3Pa3mMa Axam
CHUILIO U CHABJIEHHO.

§1 mouyBcTBOBAJIA, KaK Kap 3aJMBAEeT MHe IIel0,
MMOHsAJIA, YTO KPACHEI0, M YCTABUJIACHL HA CBOU TY(JIN.
f smama, Amam cMOTPUT Ha MeHSA, — TakK yKe TOUHO,
KaK TO, UTO, €CJIM ceiiuac IOSHMMY Ha Hero Ijiasa,
OH MeHs Torenyer. VI MeHs Mopasmiio, Kak CUJIbHO
51 XOTeJIa 9TOrO TOIEeJys U KaK JYacTO, OKa3bIBaeTCs,
0 HEM JyMaJia — HACTOJBKO, UTO yCIIesa 3aIIOMHUTD
dopmy AmamMoOBBIX I'y0, HACTOJIBKO, UTO MBICJIEHHO
IIPOBOJMIIA HAJBIEM II0 IMOUYKE HA ero moabopOoaKe.

Mou pecHUIIBI METHYJHCh BBepx. AjaM Kaaj
MeHd.

Tak Bce M HAUAJIOCH.

12:19

YV MeHs Kyda BCIKUX TMOBPEXKIEHUI.
Cynms mo pasroBopaM, OTKPBITHIN THEBMOTOPAKC,
pas3pbIB CceJie3eHKU, BHYTPeHHee KPOBOTeUeHHUEe He-
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most serious, the contusions on my brain. I’ve also
got broken ribs. Abrasions on my legs, which will
require skin grafts; and on my face, which will re-
quire cosmetic surgery — but, as the doctors note,
that is only if I am lucky.

Right now, in surgery, the doctors have to re-
move my spleen, insert a new tube to drain my
collapsed lung, and stanch whatever else might
be causing the internal bleeding. There isn’t a lot
they can do for my brain.

“We’ll just wait and see,” one of the surgeons
says, looking at the CAT scan of my head. “In the
meantime, call down to the blood bank. I need two
units of O neg and keep two units ahead.”

K

O negative. My blood type. I had no idea. It’s
not like it’s something I’ve ever had to think about
before. I’ve never been in the hospital unless you
count the time I went to the emergency room after
I cut my ankle on some broken glass. I didn’t even
need stitches then, just a tetanus shot.

In the operating room, the doctors are debating
what music to play, just like we were in the car this
morning. One guy wants jazz. Another wants rock.
The anesthesiologist, who stands near my head, re-
quests classical. I root for her, and I feel like that
must help because someone pops on a Wagner CD,
although I don’t know that the rousing “Ride of
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SICHOM STUOJIOTUU M, CAMO€ Cepbe3Hoe, KOHTY3UA
royioBHoro moara. I pebpa ciaomambl. CompaHa Ko-
JKa Ha HOoTaX, TaK 4YTO IIOoTpedyeTcs Iepecajgka; U Ha
June, TyT y:Ke Hy:KHa O0yJeT KocMeThu4YecKas Xupyp-
rmA — HO, KaK OTMEYaloT Bpadyu, BCE BTO MOHAJO-
OMTCSA TOJBKO IPHU YAAUHOM pacKjajie.

IIpamo ceifuac B ommepanuoHHON BpaumM yAAJIAIOT
MHE ceJIe3eHKY, BCTaBJIAIOT HOBYIO TPYOKY JJId OTCa-
CHIBAHUS JKUJKOCTH U3 JIETKOTO W CTapaloTca HAUTH,
YyeM BBI3BAHO KPOBOTEUYEHUE, U OCTAHOBUTH ero. Ox-
HAKO IJIS MO3Tra MOero OHM MOTYT cAejaTh He MHOTO.

— IlpocTo mOJOMKIAEM U IIOCMOTPUM, — TOBOPUT
OIVH M3 XUPYPrOB, ISAAA Ha KOMIOBIOTEPHYIO TOMO-
rpaMMy MOell TOJIOBbI. — A TIOKa ITO3BOHUTE B OaHK
KpoBu. Hy:KHBI 1Be HO3LI HMEePBOIl OTPHUIIATEILHOU
ceiiuac u IBe IIPO 3arac.

ITepBas orpunarenbHada. Mosa rpymma KpoBu. A a
U He 3HaJIa. Buaumo, paHbiie MHe 00 9TOM AyMaThb
He INpUXOAuJoch. I HUKOTHA He ObIBajia B OOJBHU-
me, ecJii He CUWUTATH TOTO CJIydas, KOTha s MoIla-
Ja B TPaBMIIYHKT, IIOpPe3aB IUKOJOTKY pPasOUTHIM
crexksgom. Torma MHe fgaske IIBOB He HaKJaIbIBaJu,
TOJIBKO CHEeJaJIi YKOJ OT CTOJIOHSKA.

B omepamuonHO#l Bpaum cmopAT, KaKyl MY3bI-
Ky IIOCTaBUTbH, IPAMO KaK Mbl B MAaIlllMHE CETOHS
yrpoMm. OauH X0UeT 1:Ka3, IPYroil — POK, aHeCcTe3u-
0JIOT, CTOSAINAs Y MOei T'0JIOBBI, TPeOyeT KJIACCUKU.
51 6osero 3a Hee, u 9TO OyATO OBI IIOMOTAET: KTO-TO
craBuT nuck Baruepa. IlpaBga, 6paBypusIil «Iloser
BaJbKUPUU» — HE COBCEM TO, UeT0 MHE XOTEJIOCh.
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the Valkyries” is what I had in mind. I’d hoped for
something a little lighter. Four Seasons, perhaps.

The operating room is small and crowded, full
of blindingly bright lights, which highlight how
grubby this place is. It’s nothing like on TV, where
operating rooms are like pristine theaters that
could accommodate an opera singer, and an audi-
ence. The floor, though buffed shiny, is dingy with
scuff marks and rust streaks, which I take to be
old bloodstains.

Blood. It is everywhere. It does not faze the doc-
tors one bit. They slice and sew and suction through
a river of it, like they are washing dishes in soapy
water. Meanwhile, they pump an ever-replenishing
stock into my veins.

The surgeon who wanted to listen to rock sweats
a lot. One of the nurses has to periodically dab him
with gauze that she holds in tongs. At one point,
he sweats through his mask and has to replace it.

The anesthesiologist has gentle fingers. She sits
at my head, keeping an eye on all my vitals, ad-
justing the amounts of the fluids and gases and
drugs they’re giving me. She must be doing a good
job because I don’t appear to feel anything, even
though they are yanking at my body. It’s rough and
messy work, nothing like that game Operation we
used to play as kids where you had to be careful
not touch the sides as you removed a bone, or the
buzzer would go off.
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§1-To Hagesanach Ha UyTO-HUOYIH TToJierye — «Bpeme-
Ha rojiia», HaAIpUMep.

OmepanmoHHas TecHasl, B HeH IIOJHO JIIOJei
W OCJIeIIUTEIbHO SAPKUX JIaMII, MOSUEPKUBAIOIUX
HEeOIIPATHOCTb dToro Mecra. Hudyero moxosxkero Ha
TeJeloy, TZe OlepalMOHHBIe BBITIAAAT KaK cTa-
PUHHBIE TeaTphl, BMEIIAIOIIe W OIEPHOro IEBIA,
u nybsury. Ilon, xord u no Gyiecka OTIIOJTUPOBAH-
HBII, BECh B IOTEPTOCTAX, I[apannHax U OypPBIX II0-
TeKax — IIojlaraio, 9TO 3aCoXIas KPOBb.

Kpoeb. Ona moBciogy. I[OKTOPOB OHA HUCKOJIb-
KO He OecriokouT. OHU PEKYT, IIBIOT U OTCACHIBAIOT
IPSMO IIOCPeAU KPACHBIX IIOTOKOB, KaK OyATO MOIOT
IIOoCyAy B MBLIBbHOM Bojfie. B To ;Ke BpeMs MHE B BEHbI
3aKauuBaeTCAa HOBad KPOBb.

Xupypr, TpeOOBaBIINI POKa, CHJIbHO IIOTe-
er. OmHOM m3 Me[cecTep IPUXOAUTCA PETYIAPHO
nmpoTupars eMmy Jio6 MapJied, 3a’KaToll B INMUIIAX.
B xaxoii-To MOMEHT IIOT IPOCTyIlaeT CKBO3b MAaCKY,
U Bpauy MPUXOAUTCS €€ CMEHUTD.

Y aHecresaumoJiora JIETKHWE, JIACKOBBIE IIAJbBIIHI.
OHa cuguT y MOeH TOJIOBBI, CJEeJs 3a IIOKasaTeJsd-
MU KUSHEHHBIX QYHKIUHA U Peryaupys KoJude-
CTBO BBOJUMBIX MHE JKUAKOCTeIl, Ta30B 1 JIEKapCTB.
JosKHO OBITH, V HEee XOPOIIO MOJYUYaeTcs, MTOTOMY
YTO f, CyAA IO BCEMY, HUUEro He UYBCTBYIO, XOTH
B MOEM TeJjie KOIIAITCA XUPYypru. ITO KpoBaBad
U TpyaHas paboTa, HUUYYThb He IMOXO:Kasd Ha UTPY
«Omepanusa», KOTOPOl MbI YBJIEKAJIWCHh B IETCTBE:
TaM HYKHO OBLJIO OCTOPOYKHO BBITAIIUTH KOCTb ITUH-
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The anesthesiologist absentmindedly strokes
my temples through her latex gloves. This is what
Mom used to do when I came down with the flu or
got one of those headaches that hurt so bad I used
to imagine cutting open a vein in my temple just
to relieve the pressure.

The Wagner CD has repeated twice now. The
doctors decide it’s time for a new genre. Jazz wins.
People always assume that because I am into clas-
sical music, I’m a jazz aficionado. I’m not. Dad is.
He loves it, especially the wild, latter-day Coltrane
stuff. He says that jazz is punk for old people.
I guess that explains it, because I don’t like punk,
either.

The operation goes on and on. I’m exhausted by
it. I don’t know how the doctors have the stamina
to keep up. They’re standing still, but it seems
harder than running a marathon.

I start to zone out. And then I start to wonder
about this state I’m in. If I’m not dead — and the
heart monitor is bleeping along, so I assume I'm
not — but I’m not in my body, either, can I go any-
where? Am I a ghost? Could I transport myself to
a beach in Hawaii? Can I pop over to Carnegie Hall
in New York City? Can I go to Teddy?

Just for the sake of experiment, I wiggle my
nose like Samantha on Bewitched. Nothing hap-
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IeTOM, He KOCHYBIINCH KPaeB OTBEPCTUA, — HHAaUe
3aIUIIAT 3yMMep.

AHecTe3noJI0T paccesaHHO MOTVIAKUBAET MOU BU-
CKM PyKaMH B JIaTEKCHBIX ImepuaTkax. To ke camoe
Iejajia MaMa, Korga S CBAJINBAaJIach ¢ IPUIIIOM WJIN
MY4YHUTEJIbHOII TOJIOBHOII 00JIbI0 — W13 TeX, OT KO-
TOPBIX MeUTaelllb BCKPBHITh BeHY Ha BUCKE, UTOOBI
TOJIBKO OCJIA0UTH JAaBJICHUE.

Huck Barmepa mpourpas y:ke aBa pasa. Bpauwm
pelnan, YTO MPUILIO BPeMs HOBOTO JKaHpa; IIo-
OesxmaeT mekas. Jlromm Bcerma AyMarioT: pas s JIFO0JIIO
KJIACCUUYECKYI0 MY3bIKY, TO U I Ka3 MHe HpaBUTCA, —
HO 9TO He TakK. A BOT mama ero o00:kaeT, 0COOEHHO
OesymMHOro mosamero KoiaTpeiiHa, ¥ TOBOPUT, UYTO
I:Ka3 — 9TO TaKOM CTapuMKOBCKHII maHk. Ilosaraio,
B TOM-TO BCe U [IeJI0, BeJb IIaHK s TOXKe He JII00JII0.

Omnepanusa TAHeTca U TAHeTcs. 1 yiKe coBepIleH-
HO mamoTaHa. He 3Ha, oTKyma y Bpaueil 6epyrcs
CHIJIBI IPOAOJIKATE. OHU CTOSAT HA CBOMX MeCTax, HO,
MOXO0XKe, 9TO IIOTPyAHee, ueM 0ekaTb MmapadoH.

S HaumHaio oTKAOUaThCA. IloTOM 3amyMBIBAIOCh
0 CBOEM HBIHEIIHEeM cocTosHuu. Eciu s He MepT-
Ba — a pas3 KapAMOMOHUTOP YCePIHO MOTUCKUBAET,
TO, BUANMO, HET, — HO HAXO0)KyCh He B CBOEM TeJe,
MOT'Y JIX i OTIIPaBUThCA, Kyaa MHe yroguo? Moxker,
a npuspak? A cMmory Ju A IIepeHecTHUCh Ha raBaii-
CKMI ILIS)K WM B HbIo-HopKckuii Kapuerm-xosma?
Cwmory siu noiitu K Tennu?

HckinrounTebHO pagn SKCIEPUMEHTA S IIeBeJIIO
"HOocoM, kak CamamTa B cepuaie «Mos KeHa MeHS
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pens. I snap my fingers. Click my heels. I’'m still
here.

I decide to try a simpler maneuver. I walk into
the wall, imagining that I’ll float through it and
come out the other side. Except that what happens
when I walk into the wall is that I hit a wall.

A nurse bustles in with a bag of blood, and be-
fore the door shuts behind her, I slip through it.
Now I’m in the hospital corridor. There are lots of
doctors and nurses in blue and green scrubs hus-
tling around. A woman on a gurney, her hair in a
gauzy blue shower cap, an IV in her arm, calls out,
“William, William.” I walk a little farther. There
are rows of operating rooms, all full of sleeping
people. If the patients inside these rooms are like
me, why then can’t I see the people outside the peo-
ple? Is everyone else loitering about like I seem to
be? I’d really like to meet someone in my condition.
I have some questions, like, what is this state I’m
in exactly and how do I get out of it? How do I get
back to my body? Do I have to wait for the doc-
tors to wake me up? But there’s no one else like me
around. Maybe the rest of them figured out how to
get to Hawaii.

I follow a nurse through a set of automatic dou-
ble doors. I’m in a small waiting room now. My
grandparents are here.
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npuBopo:kmiIa». Huuero He mpoucxoaurt. Illenxaro
nmajgbliaMu, IeJKaio KabJyKkaMu — 5 Bce ellle 37eCh.

A pemraro mompo6oBaTh TPIOK IOMIPOIE: IIOIXO-
Ky K cTeHe, BooOpasKas, KaK HPOILIBIBAI0 CKBO3b
Hee M BBIXOXKY C Apyroii cropoHbl. Ho mosmyuaercs
Y MeHS TOJbKO YTKHYTHCSA B CTEHY.

TopominBO BXOAUT MeJAcCecTpa ¢ HaKeToM KPOBH,
", IPEeXKIe YeM JBePh 3aXJIONbIBAETCA 3a Hell, s IPo-
CKaJb3bIBAIO B Iejb. Temeph g B OOJbHUYHOM KO-
punope. TyT cHyeT MHOKECTBO Bpaueil U MeICecTep
B 3ejqeHoM u rosyoom. sKeHmmHa Ha KaTajike —
BOJIOCHI YOpaHbI IIOJ CHHIOI CETYATYIO KYyIIaJbHYIO
IIAaOYKy, B PYKe TOPUYUT KAIleIbHUIA — 30BET:
«YUabaM, YUIbAM». I IPOX0:KYy HEMHOTO JTaJIbIIIe.
31ech uepea OmeparMoOHHBIX, BO BCEX CIIAIIME JIIO-
nu. Eciay manmeHTHI B 9TUX HajlaTaX B TAKOM JKe
COCTOSTHUM, UTO U f, TO IIOUeMy MHEe He BUIHO HX
pasryamuBaiomuX o0 Kopumopam aABoitHuKoB? Kro-
HUOYAb BeIb JOJIKEH CJIOHATHCS 3[IeCh, KaK 1 a? Xo-
TeJIOCh ObI MHE BCTPETUTH XOTH OAHOTO TAKOTO JKe.
Y MeHS HAKONUJIKCH BOIPOCHI: HAIIPUMEP, UTO ITO
3a COCTOsIHIE M KaK MHe M3 Hero BeIOpaThcsa? Kak
MHE CHOBA IOIacThb B cBoe Teno? Hy:xHO Ju KIaTh,
moka MeHs pas3byaaT epauun? Ho BOKpyr HET HUKOTO
moxoixero. BosamMo:kHO, ocTajbHbIE IPUAYMATIN, KaK
mobparbesa mo I'aBaiies.

1 mpoxo:Ky caemom 3a MeICECTPOl B aBTOMAaTHU-
yecKue JBOMHBIE JBEPH UM OKAa3bIBAIOCh B HE0OJb-
IO KOMHATE OKUIAHUA. 3Iech Mou 0a0yIIKa U Ie-
OyIIKAa.
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Gran is chattering away to Gramps, or maybe
just to the air. It’s her way of not letting emotion
get the best of her. I’ve seen her do it before, when
Gramps had a heart attack. She is wearing her Wel-
lies and her gardening smock, which is smudged
with mud. She must have been working in her
greenhouse when she heard about us. Gran’s hair
is short and curly and gray; she’s been wearing it
in a permanent wave, Dad says, since the 1970s.
“It’s easy,” Gran says. “No muss, no fuss.” This is
so typical of her. No nonsense. She’s so quintes-
sentially practical that most people would never
guess she has a thing for angels. She keeps a col-
lection of ceramic angels, yarn-doll angels, blown-
glass angels, you-name-it angels, in a special china
hutch in her sewing room. And she doesn’t just col-
lect angels; she believes in them. She thinks that
they’re everywhere. Once, a pair of loons nested
in the pond in the woods behind their house. Gran
was convinced that it was her long-dead parents,
come to watch over her.

Another time, we were sitting outside on her
porch and I saw a red bird.

“Is that a red crossbill?” I’d asked Gran.

She’d shaken her head.
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Ba6yurka uro-To roBOpUT AenyIIKe — HJIU, MO-
JKeT ObITh, IIPOCTO B HpocCTpaHcTBO. Takoii y Hee
crmoco0 He moagaBaThcA YyBcTBaM. S y:Ke BHaesia
Ty ee MaHepPy, KoTga y OeAyIIKN CJIOYYHUJCS cep-
meuHblii mpuctyn. Ha 6a0yiike BBICOKME PE3UHO-
BbI€ CAIlOTY M CANOBBLIM KOMOMHE30H, 3aJIANaHHbBIN
rpsasbio. HaBepHoe, oHa paboraia y cebs B opaH-
JKepee, KOT[a YCJbINIAJAa HOBOCTH O Hac. BoJocsl
y 6abyIIKu KOPOTKMEe, KyJApPsABble M celble; Iala
TOBOPUT, OHA [eJlaeT TaKOU IIepMaHEHT C ceMuje-
cATBIX romoB. «IIpocTto m ymo6HO, — OOBACHSAET
6abymika, — HH 3a00T, HM XJOMOT». JTO OUYEHb
XapakTepHO AJA Hee: HUKAKUX TJIYIIOCTell, BCe II0-
memoBomy. OHA KaiKeTcsa MPSIMO-TaKU KBUHTICCEH-
el IPaKTUYHOCTY, U OOJIBIIMHCTBO JIOIell HU 3a
uyTo OBl He MOAYMAaJId, UTO OHA CJerkKa IoMeIllaHa
Ha aHTeJax. Y Hee IeJad KOJJIEKIIUA caMbIX Pa3HO-
00pas3HbIX aHTEJOB: HUTAHBIX KYKOJI, PapdOpOBBIX,
CTEeKJIAHHBIX — [a KaKUX YTOAHO, B CIEIMaJlbHOM
KuTaiickoMm Oydere B ee mBeiHOil KomHaTe. M 6a-
OyIIKa He IPOCTO cOOMpaeT aHIeJIOB — OHa BEPUT
B HUX, CUUTAET, UYTO OHU MOoBciony. OqHAaKIbI B Jiec-
HOM TMPYAYy 3a UX C AeAYIIKOM HOMOM IIO0CEeJIUJIach
mapa rarap. baOymka TBepIo yBepoBajia, UTO 3TO
ee aBHO TOYMBIINE POJAUTEN IPUJIETENN IPpUCMa-
TPUBAThH 3a HEH.

B npyroii pas MbI cumenu Ha BepaHIe, U S 3aMe-
THJIa KPACHYIO ITUUKY.

— 9T0 KJecT? — chpocuia i 0a0yuKy.

Omna mokauaJia TOJIOBOIA.
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“My sister Gloria is a crossbill,” Gran had said,
referring to my recently deceased great-aunt Glo,
with whom Gran had never gotten along. “She
wouldn’t be coming around here.”

Gramps is staring into the dregs of his Styro-
foam cup, peeling away the top of it so that lit-
tle white balls collect in his lap. I can tell it’s the
worst kind of swill, the kind that looks like it was
brewed in 1997 and has been sitting on a burner
ever since. Even so, I wouldn’t mind a cup.

You can draw a straight line from Gramps to
Dad to Teddy, although Gramps’s wavy hair has
gone from blond to gray and he is stockier than
Teddy, who is a stick, and Dad, who is wiry and
muscular from afternoon weight-lifting sessions at
the Y. But they all have the same watery gray-blue
eyes, the color of the ocean on a cloudy day.

Maybe this is why I now find it hard to look at
Gramps.

Juilliard was Gran’s idea. She’s from Massachu-
setts originally, but she moved to Oregon in 1955,
on her own. Now that would be no big deal, but
I guess fifty-two years ago it was kind of scandal-
ous for a twenty-two-year-old unmarried woman to
do that kind of thing. Gran claimed she was drawn
to wild open wilderness and it didn’t get more wild
than the endless forests and craggy beaches of Or-
egon. She got a job as a secretary working for the
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— Kaect — ato mosa cectpa I'mopusa, — 3asgBuiia
6abyIika, mMesa B BUAY HeJaBHO YMEPIIYIO ABOIO-
ponHy 6a0ymKy 710, ¢ KOTOPOU camMa OHa HUKOTZA
He jJaguaa. — OHa ObI He cTajia cloja IPUJIETATh.

Henyiika pasTIsaAbIBAET OCTATKU JKUIAKOCTHU
B CBOEM IIE€HOIIJIACTOBOM CTaKaHe, OTKOJYIbIBasA Ky-
COUKM OT Kpad; MajeHbKUe Oejble HMIAPUKU CKATBI-
BaroTcs emy Ha KoieHu. Cynas 1o BUIY, 9TO OTBpa-
TUTEJbHOE IIOMJIO, OHO BBITVISAUT TaK, OyATO OBLLIO
CBapeHo JecATh JeT Hasaj U C TeX 0P CTOSAIO Ha Or-
He. U Bce Ke A He OTKasaJyiach ObI BBITIUTD UAIIIEUKY.

Cpasy BujgHO, UTO Jenyllika, mana u Texmgu of-
HOIT IOPO/IbI, XOTA AeAYIITKNHBI BOJHUCTHIE, HEKOTIA
CBeTJIbIe BOJIOCHI y2Ke ITocelesin, 1 OH IIJIOTHee Tolle-
ro, KaK majaka, Teqau u mamnbl, sKUJIUCTOTO U MYCKY-
JIUCTOTO OT JHEBHBIX 3aHATHUHN B TPEHAYKEPHOM 3aJe
«XPUCTHAHCKOMN accomuan MOJOABIX Jirogaei» . Ho
y BCeX Y HUX OAWHAKOBBLIE BOAAHUCTBIE CEPO-TOJY-
Oble I1a3a — I[BeTa OKeaHa B ITACMYPHBIH JeHb.

Mosxer ObITH, II09TOMY ceiliuac MHE TPYIHO CMO-
TPEeTh Ha AeAYIIKY.

Ixynbapn Obln 6aOymikuHOIT maeeii. Cama oHa
u3 Maccauycerca, HO nepeexasia B OperoH B IATb-
IecsT IIATOM rofy, ogHa. Temeph B 9TOM HET HUYETO
0CO0EHHOT0, HO, IyMalo, MATHAECAT [Ba Tojfa Hasaj
TaKOM MOCTYIOK CUUTAJICA JOBOJBHO CKAHIAIBHBIM
1A IBaALIATUABYXJIETHE He3aMy:KHEH JKeHIWHBI.
Babymika saaBuia, 4To ee MaHAT JUKWE IIPOCTOPHI,
u 0eCKOHEUHLIE Jieca U CKaJUCThIe mobepe:xba Ope-
ToHa ee BroJiHe ycrpouau. OHa HaHAIACh CeKpeTap-
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Forest Service. Gramps was working there as a bi-
ologist.

We go back to Massachusetts sometimes in the
summers, to a lodge in the western part of the state
that for one week is taken over by Gran’s extended
family. That’s when I see the second cousins and
great aunts and uncles whose names I barely rec-
ognize. I have lots of family in Oregon, but they’re
all from Gramps’s side.

Last summer at the Massachusetts retreat,
I brought my cello so I could keep up my practic-
ing for an upcoming chamber-music concert. The
flight wasn’t full, so the stewardesses let it travel
in a seat next to me, just like the pros do it. Teddy
thought this was hilarious and kept trying to feed
it pretzels.

At the lodge, I gave a little concert one night,
in the main room, with my relatives and the dead
game animals mounted on the wall as my audience.
It was after that that someone mentioned Juilliard,
and Gran became taken with the idea.

At first, it seemed far-fetched. There was a per-
fectly good music program at the university near
us. And, if I wanted to stretch, there was a con-
servatory in Seattle, which was only a few hours’
drive. Juilliard was across the country. And expen-
sive. Mom and Dad were intrigued with the idea
of it, but I could tell neither one of them really
wanted to relinquish me to New York City or go
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meit B Cay:k0y oxpaHBI JecoB. [emyiika padoTas
TaM ke OMOJIOTOM.

Wuorma merom mbl e3nuMm B MaccauyceTc, B KOT-
TeI K B 3allaJHOM YAaCTH IITaTa, KOTOPHIN HA HeIesro
OKKYIIMPYyeT paspociiascsa 0a0yIiKuHa ceMbsa. Tam
s BUJKYCHb C TPOIOPOAHBIMU CECTPaMHU U OpaThbsaMU,
IBOIOPOAHBIMU 0a0yITKaAMU U JeAyITKAMU, KOTOPBIX
CMyTHO 3Hai0 Mo uMeHaMm. B Operone y MeHs: Toxke
0oJIbIlIas ceMbs, HO BCe IO AeAYIIKUHON JUHUH.

IIpomabiM JETOM Ha MaccauyceTcKoe cOOopHIie
s B3sJya ¢ co00li BHOJIOHYEIb, YTOOBI He IIpephIBaTh
3aHATUA Iepel] KOHIIEPTOM KaMepHOII My3bIKHU. B ca-
MoJieTe ObLIM CBOOOIHBIE MECTa, TAK UTO CTIoapiecca
paspermnuia MHe IIOCTaBUTH BUOJIOHUEJH HAa COCE[-
Hee cujeHbe — f JieTesa IPAMO Kak mpodeccruoHal.
Tennu Halmeg 5TO KpaiiHe 3ab0aBHBIM UM BCe BpeMsd
IBITAJICA HAKOPMUTDH BUOJIOHYEb KPeHAeJIbKaMu.

B xoTTemxe g omHaMKIbl BeUepOM Aasia KOHIEePT,
B caMoO# OOJIBIION KOMHATe, IIepel POJCTBEHHUKA-
MU ¥ pa3BeIIaHHBIMHU IO CTEHAM TOJIOBAMU IUKUX
3Bepeii. Ilocae aTOro KTo-TO ynmoMmauyJa I[:Kyabapm,
u 0abyIIKy uaesa 3aXBaTHJIA.

CHauaja 5TO KasajgoCch HaAyMAHHBIM: B OJIH-
JKailiieM K HaM YHUBepcuTeTe Oblja IIpeKpacHas
yuebHAas IporpamMma 0o My3biKe. A eciu s MeTHjaa
BBIIIIe, TO KOHcepBaTopusA umesaach B Custiie, Bcero
B HECKOJIBKUX Yacax e3abl. [[IKyJabapn sKe HaXOIUJI-
cs Ha APYroM KOHIe CTPaHbI U Joporo crouya. Mama
¢ manoi 00a 3aMHTEPECOBAJINICH, HO MHEe OBLIO SICHO:
HaA caMOM Jlejie HUKTO M3 HUX He XOTeJ OTIPaBIATH
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into hock so that I could maybe become a cellist for
some second-rate small-town orchestra. They had
no idea whether I was good enough. In fact, nei-
ther did I. Professor Christie told me that I was one
of the most promising students she’d ever taught,
but she’d never mentioned Juilliard to me. Juil-
liard was for virtuoso musicians, and it seemed ar-
rogant to even think that they’d give me a second
glance.

But after the retreat, when someone else, some-
one impartial and from the East Coast, deemed me
Juilliard-worthy, the idea burrowed into Gran’s
brain. She took it upon herself to speak to Profes-
sor Christie about it, and my teacher took hold of
the idea like a terrier to a bone.

So, I filled out my application, collected my let-
ters of recommendation, and sent in a recording of
my playing. I didn’t tell Adam about any of this.
I had told myself that it was because there was no
point advertising it when even getting an audition
was such a long shot. But even then I’d recognized
that for the lie that it was. A small part of me felt
like even applying was some kind of betrayal. Juil-
liard was in New York. Adam was here.

But not at high school anymore. He was a year
ahead of me, and this past year, my senior year,
he’d started at the university in town. He only
went to school part-time now because Shooting
Star was starting to get popular. There was a re-
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MeHs B Hpio-Vlopk niau sazesarb B ZOJITH, YTOOBI &
cTajla BUOJIOHUYEJIMCTKON B 3allITATHOM OPKECTPUKeE
Kakoro-HuOyab ropoauinku. OHM He HIpeICcTaBJs-
JIX, HaCKOJLKO XOpOIIO f WUrpaio, Ja W caMa s He
npexacrasasaina. IIpodeccop Kpuctu rosopmia, uTo
s OHA M3 CAMbIX MHOT0OOO0EIAIINX ee YUeHUI], HO
HUKOTIA He ynomMuHasa npu MHe I[Kynbapn. xy-
JBAPJ CUNTAJICA IIKOJON MYy3bIKAHTOB-BUPTYO30B,
U IOAYyMAaThb, OYATO TaM IMOMKEJAIOT XOTs OBbI B3IVIS-
HYTh Ha MeHs, yiKe Ka3ajJoCh JeP30CThIO.

Ho mocie cemeiinoro cbopa, Korga KTO-TO eIlre,
OecnpucTpacTHBIN 1 ¢ BocTouHOro mobepeskbs, Ha-
3BaJI MeHd A0CTOoMHOM [[IKyIbapAa, MBICIIb 3Ta IPOY-
HO YKOpPeHm’Jach B rojioBe y 0a0ymku. OHa B3saga Ha
cebs1 pasroBop ¢ npodeccopom Kpuctu, u mos yum-
TeJbHUIA BIENUJIACh B U0, KAK Tepbep B KOCTb.

Tak uTo s 3amosHMIIA (POPMY 3asABIE€HUS, coOpaia
peKoMeHJaTeJIbHbIe OT3bIBEI 1 OTOCJIAJIA 3AIINCh MO-
eii urpel. I Hu 0 yueM He pacckazayia Agamy. f yoOe-
nuia cebs: HEeT CMBICIa O0BABIATH O MOEH TTOTBITKE
Ha Bech CBEeT, €CJIX TaK MaJio IIaHCOB JaKe Ha IIPo-
caymuBanue. Ho Bce paBHO A co3HaBaJa, 4TO 9TO ca-
Mas HacToAllas JOoKb. MajleHbKas YacThb MeHs II0-
Jarajia Jaske mojady 3asBIeHUS HEKUM IIpenaTeslb-
crBoM. JIsxynaeapy B Heio-Mopke, a AzaM-To 37eCh.

Ho y:xxe OGoxapiie He B mkojse. OH ObLT Ha Trof
craplilie MeHd U C OCeHU — JJIsT MeHs HavaJicd IIo-
cJeIHUI, OMUHHAAIIATEINA KJIACC — IIOIIeJ B T'OPOJ-
cxoul yHuBepcureT. Ilocelas oH He Bce 3aHATHUA,
IIOCKOJIbKY MHOMYJIAPHOCTEh «3Be3qomnana» Habupasa
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cord deal with a Seattle-based label, and a lot of
traveling to gigs. So only after I got the creamy
envelope embossed with The Juilliard School and a
letter inviting me to audition did I tell Adam that
I’d applied. I explained how many people didn’t get
that far. At first he looked a little awestruck, like
he couldn’t quite believe it. Then he gave a sad lit-
tle smile.

“Yo Mama better watch his back,” he said.

The auditions were held in San Francisco. Dad
had some big conference at the school that week
and couldn’t get away, and Mom had just started a
new job at the travel agency, so Gran volunteered
to accompany me.

“We’ll make a girls’ weekend of it. Take high
tea at the Fairmont. Go window-shopping in Union
Square. Ride the ferry to Alcatraz. We’ll be tour-
ists.”

But a week before we were due to leave, Gran
tripped over a tree root and sprained her ankle.
She had to wear one of those clunky boots and
wasn’t supposed to walk. Minor panic ensued.
I said I could just go by myself — drive, or take
the train, and come right back.

It was Gramps who insisted on taking me. We
drove down together in his pickup truck. We didn’t
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000pOTHI. YiKe ObLT KOHTPAKT ¢ KOMIIaHMEl 3BYKO-
danmucu B Cuamie m MHOTO TaCTPOJBbHBIX ITOE3OK.
ITosTOoMy TONTBKO KOTZAa MHE IIPUIIIEJ KPEMOBBINA KOH-
BEPT CO IITAMIIOM IIKOJBI J[JKyJbsSpAa U TUCHMO,
mpurjiamnaoinee MeHs Ha MPOCIAyIIMBaHUE, s pac-
ckasajyia Amamy o 3asdBiaeHun. {1 00bACHUIA, CKOJIb-
KO Jrofeil He moOumparoTcsa U A0 aToro srtama. CHa-
yaysia AxaM BBITJIIAE] HECKOJbKO OIIeJIOMJIEHHBIM,
OyATO He MOT HOBEPUTH, IIOTOM BBIAAJ IIEUATHLHYIO
YABIOOUKY U CKasaJ:

— Mo-Mawme syuiie He paccaabiIATbCA.

IIpocaymuBanmue nmpoxonuio B Can-PpaHIiUCKO.
YV mambl Ha TOM Hemesie Oblja KaKas-TO KpPyIHAas
KOH(MepeHIUs B NIKOJe, U OH He MOT OTBEepTeThCsd,
a MamMa TOJbKO UTO BBIINLIA Ha HOBYIO paboTy B 6I0pO
IyTeIIeCTBU, TaAK UTO COIPOBOMKIATH MEHSA BBHI3Ba-
Jachk 6a0yirka.

— HaBaif yCTPOUM IO 9TOMY CJIyUYar0 HACTOAIMH]
IeBUUYHUK. BullbeM uaio B «PalipMoOHTE», IOTJIaz3e-
eM Ha BUTpuHBI Ha FOHMOH-CKBED, CHE3AUM Ha IIapo-
Me 10 AnbkaTpaca. B o6iieM, mo6ygeM TypHUCTKAMU.

Ho 3a mezemnro mo Hamero orresna 6abyuikKa cuor-
KHyJIaCh O KOPeHb [epeBa U CUJLHO MOTAHYJIA IIH-
KoJIOTKY. Ha Hee HaIlemujau 3J0POBEHHbBIN HEYKJIIO-
KUHA OOTMHOK M 3aIlIPeTHJIN XOAuUTh mermkom. Ilox-
HsAJach HeOoJIbIlad MaHWKaA. 1 3adABUIA, UTO MOTY
moexaTh U OHA, Ha MAIIWHE UJIU I10e3%e, U BEPHYCh
1eJION W HeBPeIUMOI.

Ho menyiika HacTosI, UTO OTBE3ET MEHS, 1 MBI II0-
exaju BMecTe Ha ero nukame. Mbl He 0cCOOeHHO MHOTO
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talk much, which was fine by me because I was so
nervous. I kept fingering the Popsicle-stick good-
luck talisman Teddy had presented me with before
we left.

“Break an arm,” he’d told me.

Gramps and I listened to classical music and
farm reports on the radio when we could pick up
a station. Otherwise, we sat in silence. But it was
such a calming silence; it made me relax and feel
closer to him than any heart-to-heart would have.

Gran had booked us in a really frilly inn, and
it was funny to see Gramps in his work boots and
plaid flannel amid all the lacy doilies and potpour-
ri. But he took it all in stride.

The audition was grueling. I had to play five
pieces: a Shostakovich concerto, two Bach suites,
all Tchaikovsky’s Pezzo capriccioso, which was
next to impossible, and a movement from Ennio
Morricone’s The Mission, a fun but risky choice
because Yo-Yo Ma had covered this and everyone
would compare. I walked out with my legs wobbly
and my underarms wet with sweat. But my endor-
phins were surging and that, combined with the
huge sense of relief, left me totally giddy.
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pasroBapuBaJii, I 3TOMY ObLIA TOJLKO pafa, IIOTOMY
YTO CTPAIIHO HepBHUYAJIA. V1 Bce BpeMs BepTesia B Py-
Kax IIaJIOYKy OT MOPOYKEHOI'0 — TaJIMCMaH Ha yaady,
KoTopbIi Teaau Bpyuus MHE IIepe]] OThe3I0M.

«Hu cTpyH u HU CMBIYKa», — IIOKEJIAJ OH.

Mg ¢ mexymikoi caymiajam II0 paguo KJaccude-
CKyI0 MY3bIKy U «BecTHuk ¢epmepa», Korma ynaa-
BaJIOCh ITOWMAaTh BOJIHY. B ocTayibHOEe BpeMs exaJiu
B TuinuHe. Ho 5T0 Obl1a YMUPOTBOPAIONIASA THUIIN-
Ha, JIy4llle CaMOTO 3aJyIIeBHOTO pasroBopa: OHa
moMoraJja MHe paccjabuThbCS U MOYYBCTBOBATH Ce0s
OnmIKe K JemyIIKe.

Babymika sakasasia HaM HOUCTUHE POCKOIIHYIO
TOCTUHUITY, ¥ OBLIO 3a0aBHO BUIETh AeAVIIKY B pa-
0oumx OOTHMHKAX M KJIETUYATON pyOalllKke IIOCpenu
KPYKeBHBIX CcaJ(eTOK 1 Ba3oUeK C I[BEeTOUHBIMU JIe-
nectkaMu. Ho OH Bce IPpUHSAJI KaK JOJKHOE U IIepe-
HEeC CTOMYECKH.

IIpocaymnBanue BBITAHYJIO M3 MEHS BCE CHJIBI.
1 monkma ObLIa CBHITPATH IISATH IIPOM3BEIEHUI: KOH-
nept IMlocrakoBuya, nBe ciouThl Baxa, Bce «IlerIo
Kanmpuy4uno30» JaiKOBCKOro (IIOUTH HEBO3MOKHBIMN
noxaBur) u remy us « Muccuu» IaHMO0 MOppuUKOHE —
WHTEPEeCHBIN, HO PUCKOBAHHLINA BEIOOP, IOTOMY UTO
ero mepeurpsiBaa Mo-Mo Ma u Bce cTasu 651 cpaB-
HUBATb. 1 BBIILIA U3 ayIUTOPUU C MOKPBIMHU OT IIOTa
MOAMBIIIIKAMY 1 APOKalluMu HoraMu. TaM Ha MeHs
HaXJILIHYJIA BOJHA 9HAOP(MUHOB BKYyIe C OTPOMHBIM
YyBCTBOM O0JIETUEHUA, U IIepe Tila3aMu Bce 3aKpPy-
JKIJIOCH.
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“Shall we see the town?” Gramps asked, his lips
twitching into a smile.

“Definitely!”

We did all the things Gran had promised we
would do. Gramps took me to high tea and shop-
ping, although for dinner, we skipped out on the
reservations Gran had made at some fancy place on
Fisherman’s Wharf and instead wandered into Chi-
natown, looking for the restaurant with the long-
est line of people waiting outside, and ate there.

When we got back home, Gramps dropped me
off and enveloped me in a hug. Normally, he was
a handshaker, maybe a back-patter on really spe-
cial occasions. His hug was strong and tight, and
I knew it was his way of telling me that he’d had a
wonderful time.

“Me, too, Gramps,” I whispered.

3:47 P.M.

They just moved me out of the recovery room
into the trauma intensive-care unit, or ICU. It’s a
horseshoe-shaped room with about a dozen beds and
a cadre of nurses, who constantly bustle around,
reading the computer printouts that churn out
from the feet of our beds recording our vital signs.
In the middle of the room are more computers and
a big desk, where another nurse sits.
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— Hy uro, moegeM MoCMOTPUM TOPOJ? — CIPOCUII
IenyIiKka, yJabl0asch 4yTh TPACYIIUMUCA T'yOaMM.

— Koneuno!

Mg=1 npogenanu Bce, uTo MHe HaobOemraaa 6a0y1i-
kKa. [lemymika CBO3WJI MeHS BBINMUTH Uaio0 U MOOGPO-
OUTHh II0 MaraswHaM, BOT TOJbKO YKHH, KOTOPBIi
60abyIika HaM 3aKasajia B KaKOM-TO MOJHOM IOPO-
ryieM MecTe B palione PpiOaubeil mpUCTaHU, MBI
IPONYCTUJIX W BMECTO 3Toro 3abpesiu B HalinarayH,
HAIIIX PECTOPAaH C caMO¥ NJIWHHON O4Yepeabio CHAa-
PY’KH U IIOEJIH TaM.

Korma Mbl BepHyJIMCH JOMOM, OeAyIINKA BBIIIE]
BMeCTe CO MHOM M3 MalllMHLI U 00HAJI MeHA. O0bru-
HO OH TOJBbKO PYKY IMOKHMAaJI, B OCOOBIX CIaydasx
pasBe UTO IO CIOMWHE IIOXJIONBIBaJ. Ero 0o0bBaATHE
OBLIIO KPENIKUM U CUJIBHBIM, X S IIOHHMAaJa: TaKUM
o0pa3oM OH cooOIaeT, YTO 3aMedyaTeJIbHO IIPOBEJ
BpeMs.

— § Toxe, menynnb, — mienHyJa .

15:47

MeHsA TOJIBKO UTO mepeBeIn 13 MOCIeonepPaloH-
HOWU ITajiaThl B OTAeJIeHNe PeaHuMAaIluy U NHTEHCHUB-
"ot Tepamumu, uau OPUT. 9to KomMHAaTa IIOIKOBO-
00pas3Hoil (POPMBI, B HEH OKOJIO JIOMKUHBI KPOBATEH;
BOKPYI' HUX MOCTOAHHO CHYIOT HECKOJIbKO Mejce-
cTep, mpoderas riasaMy KOMIILIOTePHBIE pacIieuar-
KM C 3alUCAMU HaIMnX (PU3MOJOTMUECKUX TOKasa-
Tesell, BRIIOJI3AIONINE B N3HOKbEe KpoBaTeii. B 1eH-
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I have two nurses who check in on me, along
with the endless round of doctors. One is a taciturn
doughy man with blond hair and a mustache, who
I don’t much like. And the other is a woman with
skin so black it’s blue and a lilt in her voice. She
calls me “sweetheart” and perpetually straightens
the blankets around me, even though it’s not like
I’m kicking them off.

There are so many tubes attached to me that
I cannot count them all: one down my throat
breathing for me; one down my nose, keeping my
stomach empty; one in my vein, hydrating me; one
in my bladder, peeing for me; several on my chest,
recording my heartbeat; another on my finger, re-
cording my pulse. The ventilator that’s doing my
breathing has a soothing rhythm like a metronome,
in, out, in, out.

No one, aside from the doctors and nurses and a
social worker, has been in to see me. It’s the social
worker who speaks to Gran and Gramps in hushed
sympathetic tones. She tells them that I am in
“grave” condition. I’m not entirely sure what that
means — grave. On TV, patients are always criti-
cal, or stable. Grave sounds bad. Grave is where
you go when things don’t work out here.

100



Ecnu a octaHycb

Tpe HajlaThbl CTOAT APYTHe KOMIbIOTEePHI M 0OJIBIIOH
CTOJI, 32 KOTOPBIM CHAHUT eIle OJHA MeICecTpa.

3a MHOH CJeIAT MeJcecTpa W MeA0parT, a Takke
BCe BpeMs CMeHsoIue APYr apyra Bpauu. Men-
OpaT — MOJIYAJHBBIN, HE3JOPOBOTO BUAA MY KUMHA
CO CBETJILIMU BOJIOCAME W yCAMM; OH MHE He 0COOeH-
HO HpPaBUTCs. A y MececTphl KOXXa HACTOJIbKO Uep-
Hasl, YTO OTJIMBAET CUHEBOM, X 'OBOPUT OHA C MEJIO-
IuJHBIM akimeHToM. OHa 30BeT MEHs «COJIHBIIIIKOM »
U BCe BpeMs pasIyIaKMBaeT HA MHE OJesjio, XOTA He
IIOXO03Ke, UYTOOBI d €ro CKUALIBAJIA.

Ko mHe moacoennHeHo CTOMBKO TPyOOUEK, UTO
WX W COCUMUTATH HE MOTY: OJHA B ropje, ABLINIUT 3a
MeHs; OJHA B HOCY, OTCACBIBAET KUIKOCTb M3 JKe-
JyOKa; OGHA B BeHE, BOCIIOJIHAET TePsIeMYIO BOLY;
OZHA B MOYEBOM IIy3bIPE, MOUMUTCS 34 MEHs; He-
CKOJIBKO B IPyAu, QUKCUPYIOT COKPAIIEHUA Cep-
11a; elle oJHA Ha IaJjblle, 3alKUChIBAET MyJabc. Am-
mapaT MCKYCCTBEHHON BEHTUJIALUU JIETKUX, IIOMO-
ralolii MHe ABINIATH, 3aJaeT MATKUN ITPUATHBIN
PUTM, HOXOXKHMH HA METPOHOM: BIOX, BBIZOX, BIOX,
BBIZ[OX.

Huxkro, Kpome Bpaueii, MeacecTep U COIHAJIbHONI
paboTHUIEI, HEe 3aXOAUJI MEHs IIpPoBegaThb. VIMeHHO
compaboruunia Oecemxyer ¢ 0abOyIIKON M MeIyITKOM
HETrPOMKHNM COYYBCTBEHHBIM rojiocom. OHa rosopur,
YTO S B TSAMKEJIOM COCTOSHMNU. 1 He oUueHb IIOHMMAIO,
YTO 3TO 3HAUUT — TSMKeJoe. ¥ TeJIeBU3NOHHBIX IIa-
IIIEHTOB COCTOSIHIE BCerga Jubo KpUuTUIecKoe, JIudo
crabuabHoe. «Tskesmoe» 3ByunT yrpoxxaroiie. Kor-
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“I wish there was something we could do,” Gran
says. “I feel so useless just waiting.”

“I’ll see if I can get you in to see her in a lit-
tle while,” the social worker says. She has frizzy
gray hair and a coffee stain on her blouse; her face
is kind. “She’s still sedated from the surgery and
she’s on a ventilator to help her breathe while her
body heals from the trauma. But it can be helpful
even for patients in a comatose state to hear from
their loved ones.”

Gramps grunts in reply.

“Do you have any people you can call?” the so-
cial worker asks. “Relatives who might like to be
here with you. I understand this must be quite a
trial for you, but the stronger you can be, the more
it will help Mia.”

I startle when I hear the social worker say my
name. It’s a jarring reminder that it’s me they’re
talking about. Gran tells her about the various
people who are en route right now, aunts, uncles.
I don’t hear any mention of Adam.

Adam is the one I really want to see. I wish
I knew where he was so I could try to go there.
I have no idea how he’s going to find out about me.
Gran and Gramps don’t have his phone number.
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Ia 4YeJIOBEKY CJIMIIKOM TSKeJO, Y Hero Bce mepecra-
eT paboTaTh — a TaK U 0 MOTUJIbI HEZAIeKO.

— Eciz 6bI MBI MOIVIM XOTH UTO-HUOYIBL cle-
JaTh, — roBopuT 6abymka. — 1 4yBcTBYyIO cebs Ta-
KOii 0ecII0JIe3HOM, IIPOCTO CULA 3LeCh.

— § ysHaro, MOKHO Ju OygeT HPOBECTH BaC

K Hell uyepes HEKOTOPOe BpeMs, — TOBOPHUT coIpa-
6oTHUIA. ¥ Hee celble KypuaBble BOJIOCHI, IISATHO OT
Kode Ha Osry3Ke u mobpoe auio. — JleBouka ele He

OTOIILJIA OT ONEepaluy U MOAKJII0UeHa K PecIupaTo-
py: OH IIOMOTAeT e¥l ABIIIATH, IIOKA TEJO IPUXOIUT
B cebs mocJie moka. Ho maske mamueHTaM B KOMAaTO3-
HOM COCTOSTHWU OBIBAET IT0JIE3HO YCJBIIIATH roJioca
JIFOOMMBIX ¥ POLHBIX.

Henymika KPpAXTUT B OTBET.

— V¥ Bac ecTbh KTO-HUOYIb, KOMY MOJKHO II03BO-
HUTH? — cIpaiimuBaeT coipadboruuiia. — PoacTeeH-
HUKU, KOTOPbIe MOTYT 3aXOTeTh MOOBIThH 3€Ch C Ba-
Mu. S moHmMMAalo, YTO IJISA Bac 9TO TIKeJI0e HCIIBI-
TaHUe, HO UeM CUuJibHee OyaeTe BbI, TeM OOJIbIIIE 9TO
nomosxerT Mue.

§1 B3mparuBaro, ycJabIIliaB CBOe UM OT cOI[paboT-
HUILBI, — HENPUATHOE HAIOMMWHAHNE, YTO OHU I'O-
BOpPAT 000 MHe. Babymika mepeuuncaser paboTHUIIE
HECKOJIbKMX UYeJIOBEK, KOTOphIe yike enyT cioma. Ho
s He CJIBIIY HUKAKOTO YIOMUHAHUA 00 Amame.

AnmaM — eIWHCTBEHHBINH, KOTO S IIO-HACTOAIIEMY
X0Uy BUAETh. BOT GbI BHISICHUTDH, I'lé OH, U IIOIIPO-
6oBaTh Tyma moOpaThecdA. S1 He TpemCcTaBIAI0, Kak
OH y3HaeT 000 MHe. ¥ 0a0yIKy U JeAyIITKN HET ero
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They don’t carry cell phones, so he can’t call them.
And I don’t know how he’d even know to call them.
The people who would normally pass along perti-
nent information that something has happened to
me are in no position to do that.

I stand over the bleeping tubed lifeless form
that is me. My skin is gray. My eyes are taped shut.
I wish someone would take the tape off. It looks
like it itches. The nice nurse bustles over. Her
scrubs have lollipops on them, even though this
isn’t a pediatric unit.

“How’s it going, sweetheart?” she asks me, as
if we just bumped into each other in the grocery
store.

It didn’t start out so smoothly with Adam and
me. I think I had this notion that love conquers all.
And by the time he dropped me off from the Yo-
Yo Ma concert, I think we were both aware that we
were falling in love. I thought that getting to this
part was the challenge. In books and movies, the
stories always end when the two people finally have
their romantic kiss. The happily-ever-after part is
just assumed.

It didn’t quite work that way for us. It turned
out that coming from such far corners of the so-
cial universe had its downsides. We continued to
see each other in the music wing, but these inter-
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TejiepoHA, a Y HUX HET COTOBBIX, TAK UTO OH HE CMO-
JKeT UM II03BOHHUTH. Hy a Jiogu, KOoTopble B O0OBIU-
HOM CHUTyaIlMu cOOOIIuau ObI, UYTO CO MHOM YTO-TO
CJIYUYMIIOCh, HABEPHSIKA 9TOTO He COesaloT.

S cToro Haj MONMCKUBAIOIIEN, YTHIKAHHON TPY-
0ouKaMy HEIOJABMKHOU (UI'ypoil — caMoii co0oii.
Mos xoka mocepesia. I'ytasza 3aKpBITEI U 3aKJIE€HBI.
Mmue xouercsi, 4TOOBI KTO-HUOYAL CHSJ IJIACTHIPD,
OIVH ero BUJ BbI3bIBaeT 3yna. Hamo MHOI XJIOIIOUET
cuMIIaTUYHaA MeacecTpa. K ee yuudopMe MPUIIAIL-
JIW JIeJIeHIIbI, XOTsI 3eCh He IeAuaTpuuecKoe OTme-
JIeHue.

— Hy, xak y Te0s gejia, COJHBIIIKO? — CIPAIIN-
BaeT OHa, OyATO MBI TOJbKO UTO CTOJIKHYJIKCHL B Ma-
rasuHe.

Brauajyie y Hac ¢ AgamMoM Bce IIIJIO HE CJIHUIIKOM
rragko. Kasercs, g npuaep:KuBajach MHEHUS, UTO
JA1000Bb mobe:xmaer Bce. I K TOMYy MOMEHTY, KakK
AzaM TpuBe3 MeHs JOMOI mocie KourepTa Mo-Mo
Ma, nymato, MbI 06a IIOHAJIN, YTO BIIOOIAeMcs. SI-To
moJiarajia, 4To 9TO CaAaMbIF TPYAHBIN sTan. B KHuUTax
u QUIbMAaxX WCTOPUU BCErNa 3aKAaHUMBAIOTCHA, KOT-
Ia IBOE HAKOHEI-TO CJIMBAIOTCSA B POMAHTHUYECKOM
monesnye. «yKuam oMM HOJIro M CYACTIMBO» IIPOCTO
moApa3yMeBaeTcsi, OCTaBasACh 3a KaJapOM.

Ho y Hac monyunsiocs He coBceM Tak. OKasajocsh,
mpebbIBaHME B CTOJIb JAJEKUX APYT OT APyra yroJ-
KaxX COIMaJIbHOM BCEJEHHOM MMeeT CBOM HeIOCTAaT-
Ku. MBI IPOMOJIKAIM BUIAETHCA B MY3BIKAJIBHOM
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actions remained platonic, as if neither one of us
wanted to mess with a good thing. But whenever
we met at other places in the school — when we
sat together in the cafeteria or studied side by side
on the quad on a sunny day — something was off.
We were uncomfortable. Conversation was stilted.
One of us would say something and the other would
start to say something else at the same time.

“You go,” I’d say.

“No, you go,” Adam would say.

The politeness was painful. I wanted to push
through it, to return to the glow of the night of the
concert, but I was unsure of how to get back there.

Adam invited me to see his band play. This was
even worse than school. If I felt like a fish out of
water in my family, I felt like a fish on Mars in
Adam’s circle. He was always surrounded by funky,
lively people, by cute girls with dyed hair and
piercings, by aloof guys who perked up when Adam
rock-talked with them. I couldn’t do the groupie
thing. And I didn’t know how to rock-talk at all. It
was a language I should’ve understood, being both
a musician and Dad’s daughter, but I didn’t. It was
like how Mandarin speakers can sort of understand
Cantonese but not really, even though non-Chinese
people assume all Chinese can communicate with
one another, even though Mandarin and Cantonese
are actually different.

106



Ecnu a octaHycb

KpbLIe, HO 9TH OTHOIIEHHUS OCTABAJINUCH IJIATOHI-
YeCcKUMHU, KaKk OyATo Mbl o0a He XOTeJW OMpauaTb
UX, CMeIluBas OgHO ¢ ApyruM. Ho Korma MbI BCTpe-
YaJIiCh B APYTUX MECTaX IIKOJbl — CHUIeJIU BMeCcTe
B CTOJIOBOH HJIM 3aHMMAJNCHL OOK O OOK BO IBOPHUKE
B COJIHEUHBIA IeHeK, — UTO-TO mcuesdajo. Ham cra-
HOBMJIOCH HEJIOBKO. Pa3roBop He KJIEMJICH, BBIXOIUII
HEeCTeCTBEHHBIM: MbI TO HAUMHAJINA I'OBOPUTEL OHO-
BPEMEHHO, TO He MOIVIX IPUAYMAThL, YTO CKA3aTh.

— TbI MoslOgUMHA, — BBIZABJIMBAJIA 5.

— Her, 3T0 THI MOJIOAUNHA, — OTBeYas Amam.

Bemxiaupocts TArormsaa. 1 xorema mIpoOUTHCS
CKBO3b Hee, YTOObI BEPHYTh MATKUI CBET U TEILIOTY
TOTO0 KOHIIEPTHOT'O Beuepa, HO He OUeHb IIOHMMAJIAa,
KakK 9TO CHesaTh.

Apam mpuriamag MeHs IIOCMOTPETb W IIOCTY-
maTh, KaK Urpaer ero rpynmna. Ha KoHIepTax ObIIO
IayKke XysKe, yeM B IKoJjie. Ecam B cBoell ceMbe s
omryiiaJia cebsa CJIOBHO PbIOa, BEITAllleHHAA 13 BOIbI,
TO B Kpyry Anmama KasaJiach cebe pbI0oii, 3a0pOIieH-
HOIl Ha Mapc. Pamom ¢ HUM Bcerma ObLIN OCTPOYM-
HbIe, "KMBHEPAJOCTHbBIE JIIOIU, KJIACCHBIE NeBUOHKU
C KpallleHbIMU BOJIOCAMHU Y MUPCHUHI'OM, CAMbIE 3aM-
KHYTBIE TADHU TYT Ke Becejesn, Korna OH 3aroBapu-
BaJl C HUMHU Ha POK-)Kaproue. fI He Moryia BecTu cebs
Kak HacTodAllasa (aHaTKa, a POK-’KaproHa He 3Hajia
BooOmIe. 1 goa:kHA Oblaa OBI IIOHMMATL DTOT SA3BIK,
Oyayun My3BIKQHTIIEN M JOYEPhIO CBOErO OTIia, HO
He ToHuMMaJia. Tak roBopsdAlire HA MaHIAPUHCKOM
KHUTAHCKOM MOTYT YaCTUYHO HMOHMMATh KAHTOHIEB,
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I dreaded going to shows with Adam. It wasn’t
that I was jealous. Or that I wasn’t into his kind
of music. I loved to watch him play. When he was
onstage, it was like the guitar was a fifth limb, a
natural extension of his body. And when he came
offstage afterward, he would be sweaty but it was
such a clean sweat that part of me was tempted
to lick the side of his face, like it was a lollipop.
I didn’t, though.

Once the fans would descend, I’d skitter off to
the sidelines. Adam would try to draw me back, to
wrap an arm around my waist, but I’d disentangle
myself and head back to the shadows.

“Don’t you like me anymore?” Adam chided me
after one show. He was kidding, but I could hear
the hurt behind the offhand question.

“I don’t know if I should keep coming to your
shows,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked. This time he didn’t try to
disguise the hurt.

“I feel like I keep you from basking in it all.
I don’t want you to have to worry about me.”
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HO He J0 KOHIa; XOTSA MHOCTPAHIBI CUNTAIOT, OYATO
BCe KUTAUIIBLI MOTYT O0IIlaThbCcsAa MeKIy co00i, Ha ca-
MOM Jiejie MAaHTAPUHCKUUA W KAHTOHCKUI AUAJIEKTHI
CUJILHO Pas3IndaloTCs.

XoauTh Ha KOHIEPTHI ¢ AnaMoM OBIJIO CYIIUM
myuenueM. He To uToObI A peBHOBAaJIa, 3aBUIOBA-
Jla WY MHe He HpaBMJIach ero MysbIKa. §1 Jsrrobuia
CMOTpPeTh, KaK OH urpaetr. Korma ou cToss Ha clie-
He, TUTapa Kasajach elle OJHOM ero KOHeUHOCThIO,
€CTeCTBEHHBIM ITPOJOJIKeHMeM Tejaa. A xorma Amam
CXOOWJI CO CIIeHBI IIOCJIe KOHIIepTa, OH ObLI BeCh
B IIOTY, HO TAKOM UKHCTOM U CBEXKEM IIOTY, UTO MHE
IayKke XOTeJOCh O0JIM3aTh ero IeKy, CJIOBHO Jene-
Hen. KoneuHo, g sTOro He geiaia.

Kak TosbKO BOKPYr Hero co0Mpajuch HOKJIOH-
HUKH, I YCKOJIb3aJia B TEMHBIN 3aJi. AaM IbITaJICS
MeHs BePHYTh, OOHATH 34 TAJINIO, HO I BLIBOPAUMBA-
Jach W BO3Bpalllajiach B TE€Hb.

— §1 Tebe Goabllle He HPaABIIOCH? — C YKOPOM
CIpocu MeHs AJaM IOCjie OJHOIO N3 KOHIEPTOB.
OH mryTus, HO 3a HEOPEXHBIM TOHOM CJIBIIIAJIACH
mocaja.

— CoMHeBaCh, YTO MHE CTOUT IPOMOJIKATH XO-
IUTHh HA Ballli KOHIEPTHI, — cKasaJa .

— Tlouemy? — CIIPOCHJI OH, HA TOT pa3 gake He
MBITAsICh CKPBITH OOUIY.

— {1 uyBcTByI0, UTO Melnai Tebe II0JHOCTBHIO
B 3TO morpyauthbcd. He xouy, uTo0bI Tebe IPUXOaU-
JIOCH BOJIHOBATBLCS 34 MEHsI.
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Adam said that he didn’t mind worrying about
me, but I could tell that part of him did.

We probably would’ve broken up in those early
weeks were it not for my house. At my house, with
my family, we found a common ground. After we’d
been together for a month, I took Adam home with
me for his first family dinner with us. He sat in
the kitchen with Dad, rock-talking. I observed, and
I still didn’t understand half of it, but unlike at
the shows I didn’t feel left out.

“Do you play basketball?” Dad asked. When it
came to observing sports, Dad was a baseball fa-
natic, but when it came to playing, he loved to
shoot hoops.

“Sure,” Adam said. “I mean, I’m not very good.”

“You don’t need to be good; you just need to be
committed. Want to play a quick game? You already
have your basketball shoes on,” Dad said, looking
at Adam’s Converse high-tops. Then he turned to
me. “You mind?”

“Not at all,” I said, smiling. “I can practice
while you play.”

They went out to the courts behind the nearby
elementary school. They returned forty-five min-
utes later. Adam was covered with a sheen of sweat
and looking a little dazed.

“What happened?” I asked. “Did the old man
whoop you?”
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Apam oTBETHII, UTO U HE AyMaJI 3TOTO JeJIaTh, HO
3HaJIa, YTO B IVTyOMHE IYIIN OH BCe-TaKU BOJHOBAJICS.

BosMmokHO, MBI IpeKpaTuan ObI OTHOIIEHUA B Te
epBbIe Heaenu, ecau Obl He Moil gom. Tam, ¢ Moei
ceMbeit, MbI 00pesiv B3auMommoHuMaHue. [locye Toro
KaK MBI ITPOOBIIM BMECTe OKOJIO MecsIla, s IIpuBe-
Ja Amama Ha ero mepBbIfl CeMeNHBIA Y:KUH C HAMU.
OHU ¢ mTanoi cume I Ha KyxXHe 1 6ecenoBaJii O POKe.
51 maburromana 3a HUMH, HO-IIPEKHEMY He ITOHWMAs
¥ TIOJIOBUHBI, HO He YYBCTBOBaja cebsS MCKIIOUeH-
HO¥ M3 pasroBOpa, KaK Ha KOHI[ePTax.

— A TBI urpaenis B 6acker60si? — CIPOCHJ IIa-
na. B mmaHe spesuig oH O0b11 (paHaToM Oeiicbosia, HO
cam JiIo0mJI moOpocaTh MY B KOJIBIIO.

— Koneuno, — orBerut Agam. — Hy, To ecTs He
0COOEHHO XOPOIIIO.

— Xopor1ro He 00A3aTeIbHO, IVIABHOE — YBIJIe-
yeHHO. XOUeIllb ChIrpaTh I0-0bicTpoMy? ThI yike
B Oacker0oabHOM o0yBu. — Ilama ykasan ma Apna-
MOBBI KeJbl, IIOTOM IIOBEPHYJICA KO MHe: — ThbI He
npotus?

— BoBce Her, — yawiOHyJach A. — Iloka BBl

urpaere, g MOT'y IIO3aHUMATHCA.
OHu ynuim Ha IJIOMIAAKY 3a COCEIHEU HadvaJlb-
HOM IIKOJION 1 BEPHYJIUCHh MUHYT YePe3 COPOK IIATh.
Apnam, Bech OJiecTAIIMIT OT IOTA, KA3aJICsa CJErKa
OIIIEJIOMJIEHHBIM.
— Yro cayumioch? — cupocuia . — Crapuk
Tebsa creman?
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Adam shook his head and nodded at the same
time.

“Well, yes. But it’s not that. I got stung by a
bee on my palm while we were playing. Your dad
grabbed my hand and sucked the venom out.”

I nodded. This was a trick he’d learned from
Gran, and unlike with rattlesnakes, it actually
worked on bee stings. You got the stinger and the
venom out, so you were left with only a little itch.

Adam broke into an embarrassed smile. He
leaned in and whispered into my ear:

“I think I’m a little wigged out that I’ve been
more intimate with your dad than I have with you.”

I laughed at that. But it was sort of true. In
the few weeks we’d been together, we hadn’t done
much more than kiss. It wasn’t that I was a prude.
I was a virgin, but I certainly wasn’t devoted to
staying that way. And Adam certainly wasn’t a vir-
gin. It was more that our kissing had suffered from
the same painful politeness as our conversations.

“Maybe we should remedy that,” I murmured.

Adam raised his eyebrows as if asking me a ques-
tion. I blushed in response. All through dinner, we
grinned at each other as we listened to Teddy, who
was chattering about the dinosaur bones he’d ap-
parently dug up in the back garden that afternoon.
Dad had made his famous salt roast, which was my
favorite dish, but I had no appetite. I pushed the
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Apnam omHOBPEMEHHO TOKavaJ TOJIOBOM 1 KUBHYJI.

— Hy na. Ho He Tosnbko. Korma mMbl urpanau, me-
Hs yKyCHWJIa ITUeja, B JIaAOHb. A TBOI OTeI] CXBaTUJI
MeHS 3a PYKY W BBICOCAJ SA/I.

d xuBHysa. 9ToMy (POKyCy OH BBIyUHMJICA y Oa-
OyIIKY, 1 IIPU ITUEJTUHBIX YKyCaX, B OTJINYNE OT YKY-
COB I'peMydYmux 3Meil, BbICACHIBAHUE IeHCTBUTEIHLHO
momoraetr. JKajgo u Ax BBIXOAAT, TaK UTO OCTAETCS
TOJIBKO JIETKUU 3Y/I.

Amam pacIiblics B CMYIIEeHHOM yJIbIOKEe, IIOTOM
HAKJIOHUJICA U IIPOIIENTaJ MHE Ha yXO:

— Kaxercss, 1 memMHOro o6ajjgea OT TOr0, UTO
cTaJ OJIMKe ¢ TBOMM IIalloi, 4yeM ¢ TOOOI.

5 mpeicayna. OgHAKO B HEKOTOPOM CMBICJIE DTO
ObLTIO mpaBaoii. B Te HECKOJbKO Heaedb, UTO MBI
BCTPEUAJINCH, JIeJI0 He 3aXOAMJIO HaJbllle MOIleyeB.
He 10 uT06BI MHE MeIajga CKPOMHOCTb — s ellle ObI-
Jla IeBCTBEHHUIel, HO COBEPIIeHHO He co0Mpasach
TaKOBOIT ocTaBaThesA. A AfaM y:K TOUHO TeBCTBEHHU-
KoM He 0bLi1. CKOopee HAIIK IIOIeJyH CTPASATIN OT TOM
JKe BBIMYYeHHOM Be:KJIUBOCTHU, UTO U PA3TOBOPHI.

— HagepHoe, 1Topa 3T0 UCIIPABUTD, — IIEITHYJIA 5.

Anam momusag OpoBU, OyATO YTOUHSA, BEPHO JIU
paccasiman. I B orBer 3asmmiachk Kpackoii. Bechb
VeKUH MBI YXMBLISAJINCH APYT APYTY, caymaa Temmu,
0oJITaBIIIETO O KOCTSAX AWHO3aBPOB, KOTOPhIE OH ce-
TOIHSA JHEM OTKOIIAJ B camxy 3a momoM. Ilama mpuro-
TOBMIJI CBOM 3HAMEHUTHINA POCTOU® B COIAHOI KOPKe,
Moe J0uMoe 0JII0[I0, HO V MeHA He ObLIO aIllleTuTAa.
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food around my plate, hoping no one would notice.
All the while, this little buzz was building inside
me. I thought of the tuning fork I used to adjust
my cello. Hitting it sets off vibrations in the note
of A — vibrations that keep growing, and growing,
until the harmonic pitch fills up the room. That’s
what Adam’s grin was doing to me during dinner.

After the meal, Adam took a quick peek at
Teddy’s fossil finds, and then we went upstairs to
my room and closed the door. Kim is not allowed
to be alone in her house with boys — not that the
opportunity ever came up. My parents had never
mentioned any rules on this issue, but I had a feel-
ing that they knew what was happening with Adam
and me, and even though Dad liked to play it all
Father Knows Best, in reality, he and Mom were
suckers when it came to love.

Adam lay down on my bed, stretching his arms
above his head. His whole face was grinning —
eyes, nose, mouth.

“Play me,” he said.

“What?”

“I want you to play me like a cello.”
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§1 Bosuia emy mo Tapeisike, HalesaChb, YTO HUKTO He
obpatuT BHMMaHUsA. TeM BpeMeHeM BO MHe Hapac-
Tajia HeKas BUOpaluda. OTO HAIIOMHMJIO MHE KaMep-
TOH-BUJIKY, C IIOMOILIBIO KOTOPOrO s HacTpaumBaja
BUOJIOHYENb. ECIM yJapuTh UM II0 YeMy-HUOYAb,
BOBHUKAIOT 3BYKOBBIe KOJIeOAHUA Ha YaCTOTE HOTHI
Jg — u BUOpanusA IPOLOJIKAET YCUIUBATHCH, ITOKA
rapMoHMuYecKue O0OepPTOHBLI He B3allOJHAT BCe IIPO-
crpaHcTBo. To Ke camoe Jejajia co MHOII yJIBIOKa
Anama 3a y:KUHOM.

ITocne enpr Amam HACKOPO OCMOTpPEJ HCKOIIA-
emble Haxonku Tenaum, a MOTOM MBI ITOJHAJINCH KO
MHe B KOMHATy U 3aKpbLIu gBepb. KuM He paspe-
IIal0T OCTaBaThCA JAOoMa HaeIuWHe C MAJbUMKAMU —
BIIPOYEM, ¥ BO3MOXKHOCTU TaKO! IIOKa He IIpen-
CTaBJAJIOCH. Mou poaUTEenN HUKOTAA He OTJIAIIaaun
HUKaKUX IIpaBUJ Ha 9Ty TeMy, ONHAKO MeHs He
OCTaBJIAJO OIIyIIeHUe, OYATO OHM HOHMMAIOT, YTO
TPOMCXOAUT CO MHOU 1 ATaMOM; U ITyCTh JaKe Iare
HPAaBUJOCh UT'PATh B CBOE «IIalle BUAHEI», B Peasb-
HOCTH OHU C MaMO¥ IUTaIMN U3PALHYIO c1aboCTh KO
BCEMY, UTO KacajocCh JIIOOBU.

Apam sier Ha MO0 KPOBaTh U 3aKUHYJI PYKHU 3a I'0-
JoBYy. Bee ero muno cuano yasiOKoM: u ryiasa, u HOC,
# POT...

— CeIrpait Ha MHe, — CKasaJI OH.

— Yro?

— §1 xouy, uTOOBI THI mOWUTPajsia HA MHe, KaK Ha
BUOJIOHYEJIH.
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I started to protest that this made no sense, but
then I realized it made perfect sense. I went to my
closet and grabbed one of my spare bows.

“Take off your shirt,” I said, my voice quaver-
ing.

Adam did. As thin as he was, he was surpris-
ingly built. I could’ve spent twenty minutes star-
ing at the contours and valleys of his chest. But he
wanted me closer. I wanted me closer.

I sat down next to him on the bed so his long
body was stretched out in front of me. The bow
trembled as I placed it on the bed. I reached with
my left hand and caressed Adam’s head as if it were
the scroll of my cello. He smiled again and closed
his eyes. I relaxed a little. I fiddled with his ears as
though they were the string pegs and then I play-
fully tickled him as he laughed softly. I placed two
fingers on his Adam’s apple. Then, taking a deep
breath for courage, I plunged into his chest. I ran
my hands up and down the length of his torso, fo-
cusing on the sinews in his muscles, assigning each
one a string — A, G, C, D. I traced them down, one
at a time, with the tip of my fingers. Adam got qui-
et then, as if he were concentrating on something.

I reached for the bow and brushed it across
his hips, where I imagined the bridge of the cello
would be. I played lightly at first and then with
more force and speed as the song now playing in
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5l mauasma OBLIO TOBOPUTH, UTO ABTO OpemoBas
uaes, HO BAPYT MOHAJIA: UAeA-TO IpeKpacHad. 1 no-
crasia u3 mrada OSVH U3 3alIaCHBIX CMBIYKOB.

— CHuMu pybaiky, — IOIpocuJia A APOTHYB-
UM TOJIOCOM.

Apam cusaua. Ilpu Bceii cBoeit xynobe oH OBLI Ha
YAUBJIEHVE XOPOIIO CJIOKeH. §I Obl MoIyIa MHUHYT
IBa[llaTh PAasTIAbIBATE pejbedHbIe BBIITYKJIOCTH
U BOAAUHEI ero rpyau. Ho o xoresa Gosbiieit GJiu-
soctu. §I xoTesa Gosbliiei 6JIM30CTH.

51 cena pamom ¢ HUM Ha KPOBaTh, TAK YTOOBI €TO
IJIMHHOE TeJIO JIeXKaJIo mepeno MHOI. CMBIUOK 3a-
BUOPUPOBAJI, KOTHa S IIOJIOMKKJIA €ro Ha II0CTeJb.
JleBoii pykKo#l A oraguia TroJioBy Amama, CJIOBHO
TOJIOBKY cBoeii BuoJsioHuesu. OH CHOBa 3ayJbIOa-
cA U 3aKpbLI mIasa. I HemHOro pacciabuiachk. Ilo-
urpajia ¢ ero yuiamMu, Kak ¢ KOJKaM’, U IIYTINBO
MOIIeKoTAaJIa, KOTa OH TUXOHBKO 3acMesiicsa. ITorom
mpoBeJjia AByMs IajbllaMH II0 €r0 KaIbIKy W, II0-
rIy0sKe BIOXHYB OJIA XpaOpocTu, OMyCTUJIAa PYKHU
emy Ha rpyab. [Ipobeskana majblaMu BBEPX U BHU3
II0 TOpPCY, 0CO0OEHHOEe BHUMAHUE YAENAA CYXOKUIU-
SM MBIIIII], ¥ MBICJEHHO HasHAUYWJIa UX CTPYHAMMU:
Jisl, COJIb, 10, pe. KOHUMKaMu mablieB s 10 OTHOMY
mpocJyenusaa mx cBepxy BHu3. Torma Amam 3aTux,
CJIOBHO KOHIIEHTPUPOBAJICA HA YEM-TO.

§1 B3Asa CMBIUOK U OIyCTHMJIA IOIIEPEK ero TeJia,
uyTh BBINIE Gelep, Iae, II0 MOUM pacueTaM, JOJIKHA
ObLIa HaXOAUTHCA MOACTaBKa BuoJsioHuenau. CHaua-
Jla s BOAWJIAa CMBIYKOM JIETKO, a IIOTOM BCe ILJIOT-
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my head increased in intensity. Adam lay perfectly
still, little groans escaping from his lips. I looked
at the bow, looked at my hands, looked at Adam’s
face, and felt this surge of love, lust, and an un-
familiar feeling of power. I had never known that
I could make someone feel this way.

When I finished, he stood up and kissed me long
and deep.
“My turn,” he said.

He pulled me to my feet and started by slip-
ping the sweater over my head and edging down
my jeans. Then he sat down on the bed and laid me
across his lap. At first Adam did nothing except
hold me. I closed my eyes and tried to feel his eyes
on my body, seeing me as no one else ever had.

Then he began to play.

He strummed chords across the top of my
chest, which tickled and made me laugh. He gently
brushed his hands, moving farther down. I stopped
giggling. The tuning fork intensified — its vibra-
tions growing every time Adam touched me some-
where new.

After a while he switched to more of a Spanish-
style, fingerpicking type of playing. He used the
top of my body as the fret board, caressing my
hair, my face, my neck. He plucked at my chest and
my belly, but I could feel him in places his hands
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Hee u ObICTpee, IIOCKOJbKY MY3bIKa B MOEH rojioBe
Habupajsia TeMII ¥ I'POMKOCTb. AlaM JiesKaJ coBep-
IIEHHO HEIIOABW/KHO, C ero I'y0 CPBhIBAJIMCH JeTKue
CTOHBI. §1 B3IMIAHYJIA HA CMBIYOK, HAa CBOW PYKH, Ha
auno Anmama, M Ha MeHs HaKaTWJa BOJIHA JIOOBU,
JKeJIaHWS 1 He3HAKOMOe IIPerke OILIyIleHe BJIacTU.
Mie u B roJioBy He IIPUXOLUJIO, UTO s MOTY BbI3BaTh
Yy KOr'0o-TO TaKue IMepeKuBaHUsd.

Korna s saxkomumia, AgaM BCTajl U IIONEJOBAJ
MeHs, KPEeIKO U JIOJITO.

— Temepb A, — CKasajg OH, MOAHHMAA MeHs Ha
HOTH.

st HauajIa OH CTAHYJ C MEHS CBUTEP U IIPHUCITY-
CTUJI MOM I KUHCHI. IIoTOM ces Ha KpOBaThb, a MeHs
TMOJIOKMJ K cebe Ha KOJIEHU, HO HEKOTOpOe BpeMs
He geJsiaj Huuero. S 3akpblia Iyia3da W IOMNBITAJIaCh
OILIIyTUTH €0 B3IJIAM Ha CBOEM Tejle — ceiiuac OH BU-
IeJ MeHs TaK, KaK HUKTO J0 Hero.

W ryr Agam Hauag urpars.

OH mepecTaBJIAJ aKKOPAbI HAa BEPXHEH YacTu MO-
eli Tpyau, MOJYYaJIOCh II[EKOTHO M CMEIIHO. 3aTeM
HEKHO M OCTOPOXKHO OH HePEeABUHYJ PYKU HUKE; s
mepecrajia XUXUKaThb. KaMepToOH 3a3Bydas IpoMue
U OTUeTINBee — BHOpAIMs YCUIMUBAJIACh KaKIbIN
pas, kak AjgaMm Kacajica MeHS B HOBOM MECTe.

Yepes HeKOTOpPOe BpeMs OH MIepeKJIOUMJICA Ha
WCIaHCKUII CTHJIb, ObICTpoe apuemxuo. C BepxHei
YacThbi0 MOEro Teja OH obpalnaJjicsa Kak ¢ rpudowm,
TIafs BOJOCHI, JIUIO, I1eto. OH MOIMUIIBLIBAT U II0-
CTYKUBAJI 110 TPYAU U JKUBOTY, a fA OIIyI[ajia ero py-
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were nowhere near. As he played on, the energy
magnified; the tuning fork going crazy now, firing
off vibrations all over, until my entire body was
humming, until I was left breathless. And when
I felt like I could not take it one more minute, the
swirl of sensations hit a dizzying crescendo, send-
ing every nerve ending in my body on high alert.

I opened my eyes, savoring the warm calm that
was sweeping over me. I started to laugh. Adam
did, too. We kissed for a while longer until it was
time for him to go home.

As I walked him out to his car, I wanted to tell
him that I loved him. But it seemed like such a cli-
ché after what we’d just done. So I waited and told
him the next day.

“That’s a relief. I thought you might just be us-
ing me for sex,” he joked, smiling.

After that, we still had our problems, but being
overly polite with each other wasn’t one of them.

4:39 P.M.

I have quite the crowd now. Gran and Gramps.
Uncle Greg. Aunt Diane. Aunt Kate. My cousins
Heather and John and David. Dad is one of five
kids, so there are still lots more relatives out there.
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KI Jajke TaM, I'le OH BOBCe MeHs He KacaJicsa. Amam
UTpajJ U Urpaj, SHeprusd HapacTraja: KaMepToH obe-
3yMeJI, pasjuBasd BUOpAIlMM IOBCIONY KpPyroM, —
IOKa BCe MOe€ TeJIO He 3aTPeneTaio U y MeHdA He I1e-
pexBaTujo gbixaunue. I Korma g Io4yBCTBOBAJIA, UTO
0oJibllle HY CEeKYHIbI 9TOT'O HEe BBIHECY, BUXPh OIILY-
MeHUHA OOCTUT TOJIOBOKDPYKUTEJIBHOTO KpeIleHIo,
IPOH3UB KaXJ0e HEePBHOE OKOHUAHIE B MOEM TeJle.

51 oTkprLIa TIaza, HacJaaKIASICHh 3aTOILIAIOIIUM
MEeHsI TeILJILIM IIOKOeM, M Hauaja CMeATbCA. Amam
ToKe. MBI II0Ie/I0BAJINCE ellle, ITOKa eMy He IPUIILIO
BpeMsA UIATHU JTOMOM.

IIpoBoikaa Amama K MalnuHe, A BAPYT 3ax0Tejia
cKazaThb, uTo Jiiobusito ero. Ho aTo mokasasmoch MHe
VoK CIAMIIKOM OaHAJbHBIM IIOCJIE TOTO, UYeM MBI Ceii-
yac 3aHUMAaJuCh. 1 caepskajiach TOrna U cKasaja Ha
caenyIomunii NeHb.

— Kakoe oGisieruenue. A s-To 1yMaJ, Thl IPOCTO
HWCIIOJIb3Yyelllb MeHs IJIsI CeKca, — MONIPAa3HU MeHsI
Anam, yXMBLIASCH BO BECH POT.

ITocie aToro mpob6eMbI y Hac elje BO3HUKAJIN, HO
ypeaMepHasa BeKJIUBOCTh APYT C APYTOM B MX YKCJIO
He BXOIUJIA.

16:39

Temepb y MeHsA Iesad ToJjma rocreii. BaOyrika
¢ menymkoi, aana I'per, tera Huawma, Tera Keir,
KyseHb! [)xoH m [pBun n kysmHa Xexnep. [lama —
OIVH U3 IIATHU JeTell, TaK YTO HaMHOTO OOJIbIIe POJ-
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Nobody is talking about Teddy, which leads me to
believe that he’s not here. He’s probably still at the
other hospital, being taken care of by Willow.

The relatives gather in the hospital waiting
room. Not the little one on the surgical floor where
Gran and Gramps were during my operation, but a
larger one on the hospital’s main floor that is taste-
fully decorated in shades of mauve and has comfy
chairs and sofas and magazines that are almost
current. Everyone still talks in hushed tones, as if
being respectful of the other people waiting, even
though it’s only my family in the waiting room.
It’s all so serious, so ominous. I go back into the
hallway to get a break.

I’m so happy when Kim arrives; happy to see
the familiar sight of her long black hair in a single
braid. She wears the braid every day and always, by
lunchtime, the curls and ringlets of her thick mane
have managed to escape in rebellious little tendrils.
But she refuses to surrender to that hair of hers,
and every morning, it goes back into the braid.

Kim’s mother is with her. She doesn’t let Kim
drive long distances, and I guess that after what’s
happened, there’s no way she’d make an exception
today. Mrs. Schein is red-faced and blotchy, like
she’s been crying or is about to cry. I know this
because I have seen her cry many times. She’s very
emotional. “Drama queen,” is how Kim puts it.
“It’s the Jewish-mother gene. She can’t help it.
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CTBEHHUKOB He npuexayiu. Hukro He roBopurt o Tex-
IV, U { JeJsaio BBIBOX, UTO OH He 3/eCb. BO3MOKHO,
OH BCe ellle B APYyroi OOJIbHUIE U O HeM 3a00THUTCA
Yunuoy.

PonacrBeHHUKN coOMparoTcss B KOMHATE OMKUAA-
HuA. He B MajleHbKOII, B XUPYPIrUUECKOM OTIeJIe-
HUU, Toe 6a0yIIka ¢ JeIYIIKO CuIe i BO BpeMs MO-
et omeparuu, a B 0OJIBINOI, HA MepBoM sTaxke. OHa
KpacuBo odopMiieHa B JMJIOBBIX TOHAX, IIOBCIONY
paccTaByieHBI YIOOHBIE Kpecja U TUBAHUNKHI, JIEKAT
TIOUTH CBEKUeE KypHaJbl. Bece mo-mipeskHEMY pasro-
BapUBAaIOT TUXO, KaK OyATO M3 YBAXKEHUA K APYTUM
OXKUIAIOININM, XOTA, KPOMEe MOUX POAHBIX, 3[eCh HU-
Koro HeT. Bce Tak cepbe3Ho, Tak 3yoBelne. S Bo3Bpa-
1Iaf0Ch B KOPUAOP, YTOOBI B3LOXHYTH ITOCBOOOIHEE.

IIpues:xaer Kum, u A cuacminBa; TaKk TPUATHO
CHOBa BUJETH ee AJUHHYIO YepHyI0 Kocy. OHa HO-
CUT KOCYy BCeria, M BCAKUII pas K obely HEIOKOp-
HBIM MEJKUM 3aBUTKAM ee IbIIITHON I'PUBHI yIaeTCs
BbICBOOOAUTHCA. HO OHA He co0upaeTcs IOTBOPCTBO-
BaTh CBOMM BOJIOCAM, U KaKJ0€ YTPO OHU CHOBA YXO-
IAT B KOCY.

C Kum npuexana matb. OHa He mosBosaser Kum
IajieKo e3NUTh Ha MAIWHE, U CeTONHS YK TOUHO He
crenana Obl MCKJIOUEHUA — IIOCJT€e TaKOT'0-TO MPO-
uciiectBua. ¥ muccuc IlleiiHn KpacHoe JUIO0, BCe
B IIATHAX, KaK OyATO OHA TOJBKO UTO ILJaKaja WUJIU
BOT-BOT 3armjauder. I y:ke 3HAI0 9TO: 1 MHOTO pas BU-
mena ee B ciaesax. OHa oueHb dMOIIMOHAJIbHA. Kum
Ha3BhIBAET €e «IPUMAJOHHA-MCTEPUYKa» U YTBEPIK-
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I suppose I’ll be like that one day, too,” Kim
concedes.

Kim is so the opposite of that, so droll and fun-
ny in a low-key way that she’s always having to say
“just kidding” to people who don’t get her sarcas-
tic sense of humor, that I cannot imagine her ever
being like her mother. Then again, I don’t have
much basis for comparison. There are not a lot of
Jewish mothers in our town or that many Jewish
kids at our school. And the kids who are Jewish are
usually only half, so all it means is that they have
a menorah alongside their Christmas trees.

But Kim is really Jewish. Sometimes I have Fri-
day-night dinner with her family when they light
candles, eat braided bread, and drink wine (the
only time I can imagine neurotic Mrs. Schein al-
lowing Kim to drink). Kim’s expected to only date
Jewish guys, which means she doesn’t date. She
jokes that this is the reason her family moved here,
when in fact it was because her father was hired to
run a computer-chip plant. When she was thirteen,
she had a bat mitzvah at a temple in Portland, and
during the candlelighting ceremony at the recep-
tion, I got called up to light one. Every summer,
she goes to Jewish sleepaway camp in New Jersey.
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Iaer, OyATO TaK OeMCTByeT I'eH eBPeMCcKoll MaMalln
u OemHAsA KEHIMHA HUYETO He MOKET C 9TUM IOofe-
JIaTh.

«HaBepnoe, u s Korma-HUOYIh CTaHY TaKOi», —
HEOXOTHO JOITyCKAeT MOs MOApPYyTa.

Ha stoT 00pas Kum coBepiieHHO He II0X0XKa,
B Hel yiiMa CIep:KaHHOT'O BECEJIbA 1 TOHKOT'O OCTPO-

ymma — el yacTeHbKO IIPUXOOAUTCA I'OBOPUTHL «3TO
ObLIa IIyTEKa» JIOAAM, He IIOHMMAIINM €e CapKa-
CTHUYECKOI'o IOMOpa, — WM d He MOIy IIpeiaCcTaBUTh,

YTO OHA KOTma-HuOYIb CTAHET TaKOH JKe, KaK MaTh.
Ho, ¢ apyroii croponsl, y MeHsa MajJoBaTO JaHHBIX
I cpaBHeHUA. B HallleM ropojike He Tak YK MHO-
o eBpeliCK1UX MaTepeii, a B Halllell IIIKOJIe — eBpei-
ckux gereii. IlprueM OGOJBIIMHCTBO M3 HUX €BpeU
JINIIH HAIIOJIOBUHY, TaK UTO IIPOSABJISIETCS 3TO TOJb-
KO B CEMHUCBEUHUKE, BOAPYKAEMOM PSIIOM C €JIKOM.

Ho Kum uncrokpoBHas eBpeiika. lHorma mo maAT-
HULIAM A YKUHAIO C ee CEMbei; OHU 3aKUTAIOT CBe-
uu, emAT XJIeO-IJIETeHKY W IIbIOT BUHO (IOMKAJIYyH,
eIWHCTBEHHAs CUTyaIlls, KOrJa HeBpacTeHUYHAasd
muccuc I[llei#iH MOKeT HO3BOJUTH KWUM BBIIIUTH).
IIpennmonaraerca, uro Kum pmoskHa BCTpedaThbCs
TOJIBKO C €BPEHCKUMU MaJIbuMKaMu, U B Pe3yJbTa-
Te OHa He BcTpeuaercA HU ¢ KeM. OHa IIYTUT, YTO
IJIs1 3TOTO-TO €e CeMbs CIofla U Iepeexasa, XOTA Ha
camMoOM [lejie ee OTIla HAHAJU YIPaBJIATb MECTHBIM
3aBOJOM KOMIBIOTEPHBIX MHuKpocxeMmM. Korma Kum
WCTOJIHWJIOCH TPUHAAIATh, OHA TPOIILIa 6aT-MUIBY
B HOPTJICHJICKOM CHMHArore, 1 BO BPeMs L€PEeMOHUNU
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It’s called Camp Torah Habonim, but Kim calls it
Torah Whore, because all the kids do all summer
is hook up.

’

“Just like band camp,” she joked, though my
summer conservatory program is nothing like
American Pie.

Right now I can see Kim is annoyed. She’s walk-
ing fast, keeping a good ten feet between her and
her mother as they march down the halls. Suddenly
her shoulders go up like a cat that’s just spied a
dog. She swerves to face her mother.

“Stop it!” Kim demands. “If I’m not crying,
there’s no fucking way you’re allowed to.”

Kim never curses. So this shocks me.

“But,” Mrs. Schein protests, “how can you be
s0...” —sob—*“so calm when—”

“Cut it out!” Kim interjects. “Mia is still here.
So I’m not losing it. And if I don’t lose it, you
don’t get to!”

Kim stalks off in the direction of the waiting
room, her mother following limply behind. When
they reach the waiting room and see my assembled
family, Mrs. Schein starts sniffling.

Kim doesn’t curse this time. But her ears go
pink, which is how I know she’s still furious.

126



Ecnu a octaHycb

CO cBeuaMU MHe IO3BOJUIM 3aKeub oaHy. Kammoe
nero Kuwm yes:xaet B starepsb B Hoio-[ixepcu. Ou Ha-
spiBaercsa «Jlareps Topa xabonum», Ho Kum soser
ero «C Topoit mobiyauM», IMOCKOJBKY €IWHCTBEH-

HOe, UeM 3aHATHI TaM JIEeTHU BCe JIETO, — 3TO (QJIUPT
U UHTPUTH.
— IIpsaMo Kak B MY3BLIKAJbHOM Jiarepe, — IIIy-

THUT OHA, XOTsA MOS JIETHAA KOHCEePBAaTOPCKAas IITKOJIa
coBCeM He TaKas, Kak B «AMepPUKAHCKOM IIPOTe».

Cettuac Kum saBHo pasgpa:xema. Oma OBICTPO
UIeT II0 KOpHIOopaM, oIlleperkas MaTh Ha MOOPBIX
Tpu MeTpa. BHesamHO ee IJieund B3JIeTAIOT BBEPX,
KaK y KOIIKM, 3aMeTuBIIeil cobaky. OHa pe3Ko IIo-
BOpauMBaeTcCsa K MaTepu u Tpedyer:

— Ilpexparu! f :xe He peBy, TaK KakKoro xpeHa
TBHI COILIM PACIIyCKAaelllb?

§1 B moke: Kum HUKOTIA He pyraercs.

— Ho, — csnabo Bospa:xxaer muccuc Ilefim, —
KaK Thl MOJKeIb OBITh TaKOH... — BCXJUII, — CIIO-
KOMHOM, KOT/a...

— Viimucs! — oOpniBaeT ee Kum. — Musa Bce
emre 31echb. Tak uTo 1 He cOOMPAIOCh TYT UCTEPUKU
ycTpauBaTh. A pas g He IICUXYI0, TO U ThI He Oy IeIlb!

Kum yHocuTca Bmepen, MaTh BsJIO IJIETETCS 3a
Heii. Korma omm moOmparoTcsa M0 KOMHATBI OMKIKIA-
HUS U BUAAT MOI0 COOpaBIIYIOCA CEMbIO, MIUCCHUC
ITeiin HaumHAaET XJIIOTATh HOCOM.

Ha sroT pas Kum He pyraercsi, HO yIiu ee po3oBe-
0T — BEePHLI IPU3HAK TOTO, UTO OHA IIO-TIPEKHEMY
B APOCTH.
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“Mother. I am going to leave you here. I'm tak-
ing a walk. I’ll be back later.”

I follow her back out into the corridor. She wan-
ders around the main lobby, loops around the gift
shop, visits the cafeteria. She looks at the hospital
directory. I think I know where she’s headed before
she does.

There’s a small chapel in the basement. It’s
hushed in there, a library kind of quiet. There
are plush chairs like the kind you find at a movie
theater, and a muted soundtrack playing some New
Agey-type music.

Kim slumps back in one of the chairs. She takes
off her coat, the one that is black and velvet and
that I have coveted since she bought it at some mall
in New Jersey on a trip to visit her grandparents.

“I love Oregon,” she says with a hiccup attempt
at a laugh. I can tell by her sarcastic tone that it’s
me she’s talking to, not God. “This is the hospital’s
idea of nondenominational.” She points around the
chapel. There is a crucifix mounted on the wall, a
flag of a cross draped over the lectern, and a few
paintings of the Madonna and Child hanging in the
back. “We have a token Star of David,” she says,
gesturing to the six-pointed star on the wall. “But
what about the Muslims? No prayer rugs or symbol
to show which way is east toward Mecca? And what
about the Buddhists? Couldn’t they spring for a

128



Ecnu a octaHycb

— Mama. OcraBadwo Teba 3mech. §1 mpoiiaycs.
CKOpO BepHYCh, — YEKAHUT OHA U BBHLJIETAET IIPOYb.

51 BeIXOXKY B Kopupmop ciexoM 3a Heit. Kum Ope-
IIeT 1O IIeHTPAJIbHOMY BECTHO0I10, 00XOIUT BOKPYT
MarasuHYMKA C HMOoJapKaMu, 3arysagbIiBaeT B Kade.
OHa cMOTPUT Ha OOJBHUYHBIA yKasaTejdb, U f IIO-
HUMAalo, KyJa OHA HaIIPaBUTCA, HAKEe DPaHBbIIE ee
caMoii.

B mogBase mpsAdyeTcsa MaJieHbKas dacoBHsA. Tam
TUX0 — OubJAMOoTeuHAas Takas THUIIWHA, — CTOAT
ILTIONIIEBBIe Kpecja, Kak B KMHOTeaTpax, 1 MPUTIY-
IIEHHO MYPJIBIKAeT KaKad-TO HbIO-dUIKeBad MY-
3BIYKA.

Kum matoxaeTcss B Kpecjo W CKUIBIBAET IaJIb-
TO — TO caMoe YepHoe, bapxaTHOe, KOTOPOMY $ 3a-
BUJIOBaJIa C TEX IMOP, KAK OHA ero Kymuja B KaKOM-
To MoJiIe, B Heio-I[sKepcu, Kyna e3auia K 6abyiike
C IeoyIIKOM.

— Oboxxato Operou, — coo0IaeT oHa ¢ MKalo-
UM cMeITKkoM. 1o A3BUTEeTLHOMY TOHY A IIOHUMATO,
YTO pasroBapuwBaeT IOoApyra co MHOII, a He ¢ Bo-
rom. — BoT Tebe GOIBPHUUYHOE BOILIOIEHUE UIEU
o0benmHeHNA Beex peauruii. — OHa 00BOIUT PYKOI
yacoBHI0. Ha cTeHe BUCUT pacmsATHe, mosanu Kade-
IPBI — HECKOJbKO m3o0Opaskenmii Magonusl ¢ Mia-
IeHIleM, a caMy Kadeapy OOKpbIBaeT ¢Jar ¢ Kpe-
crom. — A Bor 3Be3ga aBuga. — Kum ykaseiBaer
HAa IIeCTUKOHEUHYIO 3Be3y Ha cTeHe. — Ho Kak Ha-
cuetr mycyabMaH? Hu MOJIUTBEHHBIX KOBPUKOB, HU
yKasaTesnda HanpaBiaeHus Ha Mexkky. W OyaamcTbi?
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gong? I mean there are probably more Buddhists
than Jews in Portland anyway.”

I sit down in a chair beside her. It feels so natu-
ral the way that Kim is talking to me like she al-
ways does. Other than the paramedic who told me
to hang in there and the nurse who keeps asking me
how I’m doing, no one has talked to me since the
accident. They talk about me.

I’ve never actually seen Kim pray. I mean, she
prayed at her bat mitzvah and she does the bless-
ings at Shabbat dinner, but that is because she has
to. Mostly, she makes light of her religion. But af-
ter she talks to me for a while, she closes her eyes
and moves her lips and murmurs things in a lan-
guage I don’t understand.

She opens her eyes and wipes her hands togeth-
er as if to say enough of that. Then she reconsiders
and adds a final appeal.

“Please don’t die. I can understand why you’d
want to, but think about this: If you die, there’s
going to be one of those cheesy Princess Diana me-
morials at school, where everyone puts flowers and
candles and notes next to your locker.” She wipes
away a renegade tear with the back of her hand.
“I know you’d hate that kind of thing.”

Maybe it was because we were too alike. As soon
as Kim showed up on the scene, everyone assumed
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OHu uTO, He MOIVIM Ha TOHT pacKolilejauTtbca? Benb
HaBepHAKa OyanucToB B IlopTieHae mo6oJIbIle, yeM
eBpees.

51 caxkycsn B Kpeciio psagom c Heii. To, uro Kum pas-
ToBapuBaeT CO MHOI KaK OOBIUYHO, KaKeTCA TaKUM
ecrectBenHbIM. Kpome Bpaua «Cropoii momoIm»,
BeJIeBIIIEN MHE Aep:KaTbCsd, U MeICeCTPhI, CIIpAallln-
BaBIleH, KaK y MeHs [1eja, HUKTO He T'OBOPHUJ CO
MHOMU ¢ camMoil aBapuu. ['OBOPAT TOJBKO IIPO MEHH.

ITo mpaBme roBopsi, g HHUKOIIA He BHIea, KaK
Kum moauresa. To ecTts oHa Moauaack Ha CBOeH 0aT-
MHUIBE U ITPOM3HOCUT MOJIUTBY 3a y:KuHOM B II1a6-
6aT, HO TOJBKO IIOTOMY, UTO eii IPUXOAUTCS dTO Je-
Jatbk. OQHAKO IIOCJIe HELOJIIOI'0 Pas3roBopa CO MHOI
OHA 3aKpbIBaeT IjIa3a, LIEeBeJUT I'y0aMy U IIemYer
YTO-TO Ha SIBBIKE, KOTOPOIO A He MOHUMAIO.

3akoHunB, KUM OTKpBLIBAeT IjIa3da M BBITHPAET
OIHY PYKY O IPYyryio, 6yaro ropops: «Hy u xBaTuT».
Ho morom mepenymbpiBaeT u J00OABIAET IIOCJIELHIOKO
mpocuoy:

— Iloxanyiicra, He ymupaii. I moHuMar, moye-
MY ThI MOJKEIITb 9TOT'O XOTeTh, HO IIO[yMaii BOT O ueM:
ecau ThI YMpelllb, B IIIKOJe M3 TBOEro IMKadumia
YCTPOAT HUANOTCKUI MeMopuas IpuHIecChl Jlua-
HBI, TyJda Bce OyAYyT KJIacCTb I[BEThI, CTABUTH CBEUKU
U nuxaTh 3anucku. — OHa yTupaeT mpeaaTeabCKyo
cJe3y THLIBHOI CTOPOHOM JamoHu. — §1 Ke 3HAIO,
Tebe ObI OT TAKOT'O TOIIIHO CTAJIO.

Bo3M0xHO, Tak BBIILIO IOTOMY, UTO MbI OBLIN
cauIKoM moxoxku. Kak tonpko Kum mosasuiaaces Ha
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we’d be best friends just because we were both dark,
quiet, studious, and, at least outwardly, serious.
The thing was, neither one of us was a particularly
great student (straight B averages all around) or,
for that matter, all that serious. We were serious
about certain things — music in my case, art and
photography in hers — and in the simplified world
of middle school, that was enough to set us apart
as separated twins of some sort.

Immediately we got shoved together for every-
thing. On Kim’s third day of school, she was the
only person to volunteer to be a team captain dur-
ing a soccer match in PE, which I’d thought was
beyond suck-uppy of her. As she put on her red jer-
sey, the coach scanned the class to pick Team B’s
captain, his eyes settling on me, even though I was
one of the least athletic girls. As I shuffled over to
put on my jersey, I brushed past Kim, mumbling
“thanks a lot.”

The following week, our English teacher paired
us together for a joint oral discussion on To Kill
a Mockingbird. We sat across from each other in
stony silence for about ten minutes. Finally, I said.

“I guess we should talk about racism in the Old
South, or something.”
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TOPU30HTE, BCE PEINJIN, UTO MBI CTAHEM JIYUITUMU
moApyraMu, TOJBKO MOTOMY, UTO 00€ MBI TEMHOBO-
Jochble, TUXWE, CTapaTeJbHbIe U CePbe3Hble — IIO0
Kpaiimeil mepe, BHelrHe. OTHAKO Ke HI OJHA U3 HAC
He ObLTa OTVIMYHUIIEN (TBepAble YETBEPKU IO BCEM
mpegMeTaM) MM, €CJIM YK Ha TO IIOILIO, OCOOEHHO
cepbe3Hoii. MBI cepbe3HO OTHOCUJINCH K HEKOTOPBIM
BellaM — A K My3bIKe, OHA K KMBOIUCHU U hOoTOTrpa-
(uu; a B yIpoIeHHOM MUPe CpeaHell IMIKOJIbI 3TOT0
OBLIIO TOCTATOYHO, UYTOOBI CUECTh HAC KEM-TO BPOE
pasIyuYeHHBIX U BCTPETUBIINXCS OJM3HEI0B.

Hac HemenneHHO IpUHAJINCH CTAaBUTH B Itapy. Ha
TPeTUil JeHb npedbiBaHusAa KM B IIIKOJIe OHA eIUH-
CTBEHHAas BhI3Bajlach HA (QUBKYJILTYPE B KATUTAHBI
(GyTOONBLHON KOMAaHIBI, UTO, IO MOEMY MHEHUIO,
OBLIO C ee CTOPOHBI 3aIlpeneJbHBIM IIOAXAJHM-
crBoMm. Iloka oHa HazeBaJia KpacHyI QyTOOJKY,
YUUTEJb OTVIAALIBAJ KJIACC, YTOOBI BHIOpATh Kallu-
TaHa BTOPOW KOMAaH]bI, M €T0 Ila3a OCTAHOBUJINCH
Ha MHe, XOTdA A Oblja OJHOI M3 HauMeHee CIIOPTUB-
HBIX IeBoueK. S1 moIiesnach B pasieBaJIKy HaJeBaThb
dyTooaKy u, npoxonsa mumo Kum, 6yprayaa: «Hy,
crracuboOUYKm» .

Ha caenyroieil Hemere yunTe IbHAIIA aHTIITHCKO-
ro TocaJujia Hac BMecTe BO BpeMs OO0IIero o0Cy:K-
IeHus «YOuTh ImepecMelIHuKa» . MUHYT IecsaTh MbI
OAJWJINCH APYT Ha Apyra B KaMeHHOM MOJIYaHUU.
Haxownern s BergaBuia:

— TIlonarato, Hy?XKHO TOBOPUTH O Pacm3Me Ha CTa-
pom IOre u Bcem TakKoM.
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Kim ever so slightly rolled her eyes, which made
me want to throw a dictionary at her. I was caught
off guard by how intensely I already hated her.

“I read this book at my old school,” she said.
“The racism thing is kind of obvious. I think the
bigger thing is people’s goodness. Are they natu-
rally good and turned bad by stuff like racism or
are they naturally bad and need to work hard not
to be?”

“Whatever,” I said. “It’s a stupid book.”

I didn’t know why I’d said that because I’d actu-
ally loved the book and had talked to Dad about it;
he was using it for his student teaching. I hated
Kim even more for making me betray a book I loved.

“Fine. We’ll do your idea, then,” Kim said, and
when we got a B minus, she seemed to gloat about
our mediocre grade.

After that, we just didn’t talk. That didn’t stop
teachers from pairing us together or everyone in
the school from assuming that we were friends.
The more that happened, the more we resented
it — and each other. The more the world shoved us
together, the more we shoved back — and against
each other. We tried to pretend the other didn’t ex-
ist even though the existence of our nemeses kept
us both occupied for hours.
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Kum enBa samerHo 3axkaTumja riasa, OTIYero MHe
3aX0TeJIOCh IIBLIPHYTh B Hee cjaoBapeM. Mews Imo-
pasujo, KaK CHUJIbHO i yKe HeHaBUeJsa ee.

— § umrasa 3Ty KHUTY B MOEH IPOIIJIONA IITKO-
Je, — coobmuia onHa. — C pacusMoM TaM Bce Kak
Ooyaro sicuo. S mymaro, BasKHee UeJIOBEUEeCKIe Kaue-
crBa. Hafo moHATH, XOPOIIHU JU JIOAU OT IPUPOABI
M IIPOCTO WCIOPYEHBI PACH3MOM, HJIM OHU H3HA-
YaJbHO IIJIOXWM M KM HAJI0 3J0POBO IIOTPYAUTHCH,
YTOOBI CTATH XOPOITUMHU ?

— He BaxxHO, — CcKa3saJja s, — BCe PaBHO Aypail-
Kasd KHIKKA.

§1 me smasa, 3auem roBopIo Takoe, Belb Ha CAMOM
Iejie KHAIa MHe OYeHb IIOHPaBUJACh, U MBI ee 00-
CY:KIasiu C Tamoii: eMy OHAa IoIlaJjiach Ha MeAmpak-
Tuke. I g Bo3dHeHaBuaenaa Kum eimre 0oJbIe 3a TO,
YTO TAa BBIHYAWJIA MEHSA IpeaaTh JIOOUMYIO KHUTY.

— JlagHo, maBaii Torma 3aliMeMCs TBOeH wuje-
eii, — ckasayja Kum, 1 Korma MbI IOJYYUJIN II0 YeT-
BepPKe ¢ MUHYCOM, OHA Kak OyATo o0pamoBaJiach Ha-
IIIMM TIOCPEICTBEHHBIM OI[€HKAM.

ITocse sTOTO MBI IPOCTO HE Pa3TrOBApPUBAJIU, UTO
He MelIlIajo YYNTEJIIM CaKaTh Hac BMeCTe Ha YPOKaX,
a BCeM B IIIKOJIE CUMTATDL HAC ImoapyramMmu. Yem ugaie
9TO CJAYYaJI0Ch, T€M OOJIbIlle MbI HErOJOBAJIU — Ha
BCeX U JAPYT Ha apyra. Yem GoJibllle MUP CTAJIKUBAJI
Hac, TeM CUJbHEee MBI OTTAJKUBAJINCH — U OIOJIUa-
Juch Apyr Ha apyra. Kasxgas crapanach geiaTh BUI,
YTO APYrOi He CYIIEeCTBYET, XOTd HaJNUne 3aKJIATO-
ro Bpara He JaBaJio O ce0e 3a0bITh HU HA MUHYTY.
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I felt compelled to give myself reasons why I hat-
ed Kim: She was a Goody Two-shoes. She was an-
noying. She was a show-off. Later, I found out that
she did the same thing about me, though her major
complaint was that she thought I was a bitch. And
one day, she even wrote it to me. In English class,
someone flung a folded-up square of notebook pa-
per onto the floor next to my right foot. I picked it
up and opened it. It read, Bitch!

Nobody had ever called me that before, and
though I was automatically furious, deep down
I was also flattered that I had elicited enough emo-
tion to be worthy of the name. People called Mom
that a lot, probably because she had a hard time
holding her tongue and could be brutally blunt
when she disagreed with you. She’d explode like a
thunderstorm, and then be fine again. Anyhow, she
didn’t care that people called her a bitch. “It’s just
another word for feminist,” she told me with pride.
Even Dad called her that sometimes, but always in
a jokey, complimentary way. Never during a fight.
He knew better.

I looked up from my grammar book. There was
only one person who would’ve sent this note to me,
but I still scarcely believed it. I peered at the class.
Everyone had their faces in their books. Except for
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Mue xasaimoch HeOOXOZMMBLIM OOBSICHUTH cebe,
moueMy S HeHaBMIKY KUM: oHA JiniieMepHasA MOIJIN-
3a. Ona HasoisiuBa. OHaA Bce BpeMs BBLIIIEHIPUBAET-
cs. BrociencTBuu A BRISICHMJIA, UTO OHA TOUHO TaK
JKe TPUAYyMBIBAJia MHE TIOPOKHU, TOJHKO ee 0COOeHHO
Oecmja MOSI CT€PBO3HOCTD. M OTHAKABI OHA MHE 3TO
masxke Hanmcasa. Ha ypoke aHIVIMMCKOTO KTO-TO KU-
HYJI KBaJpaTUK, CJAOKEHHBIH 13 TETPAJHOrO JINCTA,
Ha TOJI PAJOM ¢ Moel mpaBoil Horoii. I mogobpaia
ero u oTkpsLIa. Tam 66110 Hanucano: «Crepral»

Hukro MeHs Tak paHbIlle He Ha3bIBaJd, U XOTHd
s, camMo co0oil, pasosjiujaach, HO B IVIyOuHe MYIIN
TaksKe ObLiIa MOJbIeHA: OUEeBUAHO, S 3a/esia aBTopa
3allMCKU 34 JKUBOE, Pas3 yJAOCTOMJIACH STOTO CJIOBA.
Jltomu HepemKO TaK HA3LIBAJM MO0 MaMy — BO3-
MOJKHO, IIOTOMY, YTO €ei OBLJIO TPYAHO CMOJIYATD
M OHA MOTJIa BBICKA3bIBATHbCS UPE3BLIUANIHO PE3KO,
ecau He corjamajgach ¢ cobeceguukom. OHa B3PbI-
Bajach u OyIlieBaJjia, CJIOBHO I'P03a, HO IOTOM OIATH
CTaHOBWJIACH BEMKJWBOM u Jt00e3Hoi. U eii ObLIO
COBepIIeHHO 0e3pas3IMYHO, YTO e€e Ha3bIBAalOT CTep-
BOM. «3TO MPOCTO APYroii BapwaHT cjoBa “demu-
HUCTKA” », — C TOPJOCTHIO 3asBJsaa oHa MHe. [laike
mama WHOTZA ee TaK Has3bIBaJl, HO BCErla B NIYTKY,
0m0o0pPUTEILHO — M HHKOIZIA BO BpeMs CCOpPbI. Emy-
TO OBLIIO BULHEMN.

S mopmsana riasa or yueOHuMKAa. ToJbKO ommH
YeJIOBEK MOT II0CJIaTh MHE TaKylo 3aIliCcKy, HO MHe
BCe ellle B 9TO He Bepuoch. I yKpaakoul orisamesa
KJacc: Bce yTKHyJAuch B Kuuru. Kpome Kum. Ee
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Kim. Her ears were so red that it made the little
sideburnlike tendrils of dark hair look like they
were also blushing. She was glaring at me. I might
have been eleven years old and a little socially im-
mature, but I recognized a gauntlet being thrown
down when I saw it, and I had no choice but to take
it up.

When we got older, we liked to joke that we were
so glad we had that fistfight. Not only did it cement
our friendship but it also provided us our first and
likely only opportunity for a good brawl. When
else were two girls like us going to come to blows?
I wrestled on the ground with Teddy, and some-
times I pinched him, but a fistfight? He was just
a baby, and even if he were older, Teddy was like
half kid brother and half my own kid. I’d been ba-
bysitting him since he was a few weeks old. I could
never hurt him like that. And Kim, an only child,
didn’t have any siblings to sock. Maybe at camp she
could’ve gotten into a scuffle, but the consequences
would’ve been dire: hours-long conflict-resolution
seminars with the counselors and the rabbi. “My
people know how to fight with the best of them,
but with words, with lots and lots of words,” she
told me once.
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yIIu OBLIM HACTOJBKO KPAaCHBIMH, UTO MeJKUue 3a-
BUTKU TEMHBIX BOJIOC PSAAOM C HUMHU TOKE Ka3alucCh
posoBeiMu. OHa 3J00HO cMOTpeJa IMPAMO HAa MEHS.
XoTsa MHe OBLIIO BCEro ONUHHAAIATD 1 I He CJAUIIKOM
XOPOIII0 OPHUEHTHPOBAJIACh B COIMAJLHBIX TOHKO-
CTAX, HO OPOIIEHHYIO IIePUYaTKy BBbI30Ba PacCIIO3HA-
Jia ¢ TIepBOTO B3MVIALA, M MHE He OCTaBaJIOCh HUUYETO
IPyroro, KpomMe Kak IIOTHATH ee.

CraB mocrapiiie, MbI C VAOBOJLCTBUEM IIIYTHIN HA
Temy «Kak 310poBO, UTO MBI TOTZA IIOAPAIUCE». TOT
SMIM30/ He TOJBKO CKPEINJ HaIly APY:KOYy, HO TaKiKe
OKasajicA OJiA Hac IepPBOM U, IIOXOXKe, eIUHCTBEH-
HOM BO3MOKHOCTBIO XOPOIIEHBKO KOr'0-HUOYAb OTMY-
Ty3uThb. Korma eie aBe IeBUYOHKU BPOJAE HAC MOLYT
moiitu 10 Mopao6osa? Komeuwno, s 6oposacs ¢ Tegau,
MHOTHA IMHUIIAJa ero, — HO OUThb KyJaKaMU TaKoIo
manbima? Jlaxxe oyab Tegau mocrapiiie, OH Bce paBHO
MIPeCTABJAICST MHE HAIlOJOBUHY OpaToM, a HaIoJIo-
BUHY COOCTBEHHBIM peOeHKOM. §1 HaHUYMJIACh C HUM,
elre Korga eMy ObLIO HEeCKOJIbKO Hemesb. I Hu 3a UTo
ObI He cMoOIvIa Tak ero ynaputb. A y Kum, equHcTBeH-
HOro peOeHKa B ceMbe, He OBLIO OpaTheB M CECTep,
C KOTOPBIMU MOKHO OBLIO OBI ITOApPAaThCA. Bo3MOXKHO,
B Jlarepe OHA M ydacTBOBajia ObI B IIOTACOBKAaX, HO
MOCJIeACTBUSA OBIBAJIN VIKACHBI: IPAuyHOB OMKUIAJIN
MHOTOYaCOBbIE€ CEMUHAPHI 110 YIaKMBAHUIO KOHQINK-
TOB, B IPUCYTCTBUU BOCIIUTaTeJell 1 paBBuHa. « Moit
HapoJ IPEeKPacHO YMeeT CPasKaTbCsA C CAMBIMU CUJIb-
HBIMH IIPOTHUBHUKAMM, HO TOJBHKO CJIOBAMM, THMOI-
TBbMYILEl CJI0OB» , — KaK-TO Pas cKasaJja MHe IIoApyra.
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But that fall day, we fought with fists. After the
last bell, without a word, we followed each other
out to the playground, dropped our backpacks on
the ground, which was wet from the day’s steady
drizzle. She charged me like a bull, knocking the
wind out of me. I punched her on the side of the
head, fist closed, like men do. A crowd of kids gath-
ered around to witness the spectacle. Fighting was
novelty enough at our school. Girl-fighting was ex-
tra special. And good girls going at it was like hit-
ting the trifecta.

By the time teachers separated us, half of the
sixth grade was watching us (in fact, it was the ring
of students loitering that alerted the playground
monitors that something was up). The fight was a
tie, I suppose. I had a split lip and a bruised wrist,
the latter inflicted upon myself when my swing at
Kim’s shoulder missed her and landed squarely on
the pole of the volleyball net. Kim had a swollen
eye and a bad scrape on her thigh as a result of
her tripping over her backpack as she attempted
to kick me.

There was no heartfelt peacemaking, no official
détente. Once the teachers separated us, Kim and
I looked at each other and started laughing. After
finagling ourselves out of a visit to the principal’s
office, we limped home. Kim told me that the only
reason that she volunteered for team captain was
that if you did that at the beginning of a school
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Ho B TOT OCceHHUIT IeHb MBI Ipajinch KyJaKaMU.
IIposBenes mocyenHU 3BOHOK, I MBI, HE TOBOPA HU
CJIOBA, BBIILIY HA CIOPTUBHYIO ILIOLIAAKY U OGpocH-
U PIOK3AaKW Ha 3eMJII0, MOKPYIO OT 3apsaauBIIei
¢ yrpa mopocu. Kum Opocuaach Ha MeHs, CJIOBHO
OBIK, U BpesaJjia Iof AbIX. S ymapuia ee B CKyJqy —
CJKATBIM KYJIAKOM, IIO-MY:KCKHu. BOKpyr cobpasach
TOJIIIa, TIOTJIa3eTh HA IIpeacTaBieHue. JIpaku ObLIN
He caMbIM OOBIUHBIM [IeJIOM B HAaIeil IIKoJje; IeB-
yaubsa Apaka — U BOBCE M3 PAAA BOH BBIXOASIIAM
cobObpITeM. A YK ApaKa TUXUX MPUIUYHBIX €BO-
YeK — TPOUHOE YIOBOJILCTBUE.

K Tomy Bpemenu, Kak HAC PaSHSJIN YIUTENSd,
BOKPYT CTOsijIa IOJOBMHA IIIECTOr0 Kjacca (B CyIl-
HOCTU, UMEHHO TIO KOJIBITY ITKOJHHUKOB IEKYPHbBIE
110 TLJIOIIAIKE TTOHSAJM, UTO TaM UTO-TO IPOUCXOINT).
Ipaka, moxanyii, OKOHUMJIACh HUUbeH. ¥ MeHsdA ObLIa
pasbuta ryba m paccaykeHO 3aIlCThe — IIOCJIeTHee
0 COOCTBEHHOM HEOCTOPOKHOCTU: MOM yaap B ILJIe-
vyo KuM mpoiites1 MUMO U TIOTIaJl POBHEXOHBKO B CTOJIO
BOJIeIi00NbHOM ceTKu. Kum moayuwmia (QUHraa Iomn
IJ1a3 ¥ HEIIPUATHYIO CCaAuHy Ha Oelpe: CIIOTKHYJIACh
0 CBOIl PIOK3aK, KOTJa XOTeJa MeHs JIATHYTh.

He 6n110 HMKAKOro 3aayIlleBHOTO IPUMUPEHU,
HUKAKOT0 OQPUIIMAJIBHOTO paspelleHusd KOHQIIUKTA.
Kak Tonbko yumTessa Hac pasHsaaud, Mbl ¢ Kum mo-
CMOTpeJU APYr Ha Apyra W IPUHAINCH XOXOTATh.
OTBepTEBIINUCH OT BUBUTA B KAOMHET TUPEKTOPA, MbI
mobpesnu gomoii. KuM o0BbsiCHMIIA, UTO BBI3BAJIaCh
OBITH KAaTUTAHOM KOMAHIBI TIO0 OJAHOM IIPOCTOI Hpu-
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year, coaches tended to remember and that ac-
tually kept them from picking you in the future
(a handy trick I co-opted from then on). I explained
to her that I actually agreed with her take on To
Kill a Mockingbird, which was one of my favorite
books. And then that was it. We were friends, just
as everyone had assumed all along that we would
be. We never laid a hand on each other again, and
even though we’d get into plenty of verbal clashes,
our tiffs tended to end the way our fistfight had,
with us cracking up.

After our big brawl, though, Mrs. Schein re-
fused to let Kim come over to my house, convinced
that her daughter would return on crutches. Mom
offered to go over and smooth things out, but
I think that Dad and I both realized that given her
temper, her diplomatic mission might end up with
a restraining order against our family. In the end,
Dad invited the Scheins over for a roast-chicken
dinner, and though you could see Mrs. Schein was
still a little weirded out by my family—“So you
work in a record store while you study to become a
teacher? And you do the cooking? How unusual,”
she said to Dad — Mr. Schein declared my parents
decent and our family nonviolent and told Kim’s
mother that Kim ought to be allowed to come and
go freely.

For those few months in sixth grade, Kim and
I shed our good-girl personas. Talk about our fight
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YKHe: ecJIM 9TO CAejiaThb B caMOM Hauajie yueGHOro
rojga, yumreya Teds, cKopee BCero, 3allOMHSAT U II0-
crapaioTcsa B OyayIieM He BRIOUPATh (C TeX IIop s BOB-
CIO II0JIb30BAJIACh 9TUM HEXUTPBIM IprueMoMm). §1 pac-
CcKasaja, 4TO Ha caMOM JeJjie Oblja corjlacHa C ee
TPAKTOBKOH «YOUTH IIepecMeIlHNKa» 1 UTO 9TO OLHA
W3 MOUX CaMbIX JIOOMMBIX KHuUr. Tak Bce M Hauda-
J0Cch. MBI MOAPYKUINCH, KaK OKUIAJIN BCe BOKPYT.
Boabire Mbl HMKOTIAa He HOSHUMAJIN APYT Ha Apyra
PYKY, M XOTsS MHOI'O pas MeKIy HaMHU BCIILIXHBAJIA
CJI0OBeCHbIe OaTajinu, pPasMOJBKU 3aKaHUNBAJINCD
TeM JKe, YeM U Ta JpaKa, — CMeXOM [0 yIIamy.

Opuako mocJie Toii Hameir apaku muccuc Illeiin
He mmo3BoJsinaa KM XoouTh KO MHE JOMOi1, yOoe:KIeH-
Has, YTO AOYb BepHETCA Ha KOCThLIAX. Mama mpen-
JIOKMJIa TOTOBOPUTH C HEW W Bce yJIaAuTh, HO OY-
Malo, MBI C ITaIoi 00a MOHUMAJIM, YTO IPY MAMUHOM
TeMIIepaMeHTe ee JUIIJIOMATIYEeCKAas MUCCUSI MOKET
OKOHUMTLCA OPAEPOM Ha apecT BCel Hallleil CeMbH.
B xonme koumnos nana npurnacui IllefiHoB Ha y:KUH,
3aKapuUI Kypuny, U XOTs ObIJIO BUAHO, UTO MUCCHC
IITetiH Bce elle HEMHOT'O COMHEBaeTCsa B MO€EH ceMbe:
«Tak BBI paboTaeTe B My3bIKaJIbHOM MarasuHe, II0-
Ka yuuTech Ha yuurenasa? U Bel rorosure? Kakx me-
00BIYHO», — CKasaJia oHa mame, muctep Illeitn cuen
MOUX POAUTeJIed HNPUINYHBIMU JIOAbMIU, & CEeMbIO
He CKJIOHHOH K HaCUJUIO, U BeJIeJI JKeHe PaspelinTb
Kum npuxonuThk K HaM CBOOOIHO.

Torma, B mecToM KJacce, Mbl ¢ KM Ha HECKOJIb-
KO MECHIeB JUIININCh UMHUIKA XOPOIIUX JeBOUYEK.
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circulated, the details growing more exaggerat-
ed — broken ribs, torn-off fingernails, bite marks.
But when we came back to school after winter
break, it was all forgotten. We were back to being
the dark, quiet, good-girl twins.

We didn’t mind anymore. In fact, over the years
that reputation has served us well. If, for instance,
we were both absent on the same day, people au-
tomatically assumed we had come down with the
same bug, not that we’d ditched school to watch
art films being shown in the film-survey class at
the university. When, as a prank, someone put our
school up for sale, covering it with signs and post-
ing a listing on eBay, suspicious eyes turned to Nel-
son Baker and Jenna McLaughlin, not to us. Even
if we had owned up to the prank — as we’d planned
to if anyone else got in trouble — we’d have had a
hard time convincing anyone it really was us.

This always made Kim laugh. “People believe
what they want to believe,” she said.

4:47PM

Mom once snuck me into a casino. We were go-
ing on vacation to Crater Lake and we stopped at
a resort on an Indian reservation for the buffet
lunch. Mom decided to do a bit of gambling, and
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Pasrosopsr 0 Halmeil apake TPONOJIKAJNUCH, TOMI-
poOHOCTH pasayBaanCh HEMMOBEPHO: CJIOMAaHHBIE
pebpa, BeIpBaHHBIE HOT'TU, caenbl yKycoB. Ho Korma
MBI BEPHYJIUCHh B IIKOJY IIOCJE 3MMHUX KaHUKYJI,
BCe 3TO y:Ke mo3abbplaoch. MBI CHOBa CTAIW TEMHO-
BOJIOCBIMH TUXUMU MaMHbKAMU-OJU3HAIIKAMA.

MpbI He UMeIu HUUero IPpOTHUB — MHOTHE TOABI 9Ta
penytanusa paborasia Ha Hac. Ecau, K IpuMepy, MbI
00e OTCYTCTBOBAJIN B KAKOM-TO IEHb, JIIOAM aBTOMATH-
YeCKHU CUUTAIN, OyATO HAC CBAJIUJI OOWH 1 TOT K€ BU-
pyc, a He UTO MbI IIPOTYJISIN IIKOJIY PAaSX aBTOPCKOIO
KHHO, KOTOpOe ITOKAa3bIBAJIM HA 3aHATUAX [0 KUHOU-
CKyCCTBY B yHUBepcurere. Korga KTo-To B HOpAIKe PO-
3BITPHIIIA BHICTABUJI HAIITY IITKOJTY Ha ITPOIAXKy, OOKJIe-
UB ee O0bABJIEHUAMU U BHECA B CIIMCOK HEIBUKITMO-
ctu Ha eBay, momo3puTesbHbIe B3IVISAbI 00PATUINCD
Ha Henbcona DBetikepa u :xenny MaxknadauH, a He
Ha Hac. XOTs HAM MIPUILIOCHh IPU3HATHCA B COMESTH-
HOM — KaK MbI U ILIAHUPOBAJIU, €CJIU Yy KOTO-HUOYIb
OyAyT HEIIPUATHOCTH, — HaM [JOJIr0 IMPUIILIOCH BCEX
y06esKIaTh, UYTO 3TO JeMCTBUTEJIHLHO HAINX PYK HEJIO.

Jro Bcerga cmernuio Kum. «JItogu BepAT B TO, BO
YTO XOTAT BEPUTL», — T'OBOPIJIA OHA.

16:47

OmHa:kapl MaMa HeJleraJibHO IIPOTalllijIa Me-
Ha B KasuHo. MBI mmoexaiy Ha KaHUKYJbI Ha 03ePO
KpeiiTep u ocranoBuianch moobenath 03 WHIET-
CKOI1 pesepBalliy, B MIAHCHUOHATE CO IIBEICKUM CTO-
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I went with her while Dad stayed with Teddy, who
was napping in his stroller. Mom sat down at the
dollar blackjack tables. The dealer looked at me,
then at Mom, who returned his mildly suspicious
glance with a look sharp enough to cut diamonds
followed by a smile more brilliant that any gem.
The dealer sheepishly smiled back and didn’t say a
word. I watched Mom play, mesmerized. It seemed
like we were in there for fifteen minutes but then
Dad and Teddy came in search of us, both of them
grumpy. It turned out we’d been there for over an
hour.

The ICU is like that. You can’t tell what time of
day it is or how much time has passed. There’s no
natural light. And there’s a constant soundtrack of
noise, only instead of the electronic beeping of slot
machines and the satisfying jangle of quarters, it’s
the hum and whir of all the medical equipment, the
endless muffled pages over the PA, and the steady
talk of the nurses.

I’m not entirely sure how long I’ve been in here.
A while ago, the nurse I liked with the lilting ac-
cent said she was going home. “I’ll be back tomor-
row, but I want to see you here, sweetheart,” she
said. I thought that was weird at first. Wouldn’t
she want me to be home, or moved to another part
of the hospital? But then I realized that she meant
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Jom. Mama permia HEMHOTO ChITPATh, W A TOIILIA
c Hel, a mamna ocrajica ¢ Tegnu, 3agpeMaBIIUM B KO-
asacke. Mama ycesnach 3a OZHOJOJLIIAPOBBIE CTOJIBI
nnsa Osek-mKeka. Kpynbe MTOZO3PUTENBHO IIOCMO-
TpeJs Ha MeHs, IOTOM Ha Mamy, KOTOpas OTBEeTHJa
€My B3TJIAJOM CTOJIb PE3KMM, UTO UM MOKHO OBLIO
amMasbl KOJOTh, a IIOTOM IITPOCHUAJA OCJIEIUTENh-
HOW, Apue JI000T0 OpuyimaHTa, yiabIOKoi. Kpymbe
poOKO yJIBIOHYJICS B OTBET M He CKAasajJ HU CJIOBA.
§1 cmoTpesa Ha MAaMWHY UTPY CJIOBHO 3aTUITHOTU3U-
poBanHas. Kazamock, MBI IPOBEIN TAM BCETO MUHYT
IATHAALIATh, HO KOIIa Hac Hauwiy namna ¢ Texam —
o0a cTpalllHo HeJJOBOJIbHbIE, — OKAa3aJ0Ch, UTO IPO-
cumeau MbI OOJIbIIIE Yaca.

B OPUT roxe Tak. HeBO3MOKHO TOHATH, KaKoe
cefiuac BpeMsA CYTOK M CKOJIBKO THI 37leCh HAXOUIITb-
ca. EcrectBeHHOro cBerta TyT HeT. VI IOCTOAHHBIN
IyMOBO# (hOH, TOJBKO BMECTO B3JIEKTPOHHBIX CHUT-
HAJIOB UTPOBBIX aBTOMATOB U YCJAKIAIONIETO CJIYX
TMMO3BAKMBAHUA Y€TBEPTAKOB 37leCh I'yIeHUe U CTpe-
KOTaHMEe MEeAWIIMHCKUX MAIlNH, 0€CKOHEUHBIE BBI-
30BBI 110 TPOMKO# CBASW U HEIPEPHIBHBIN T'OBOPOK
MejicecTep.

51 He oueHB-TO IIPECTABIAI, CKOJIBKO yiKe 31eCh
HaxXxoKych. HekoTopoe BpeMs Hasan MececTpa
C MeJIOMUYHBIM aKIIeHTOM, HPDaBUBIIAACSA MHeE, CKa-
3ajia, 4TO UAeT JOoMOii. «§I BepHych 3aBTpa U X0Uy
yBUIETh TeOsA 371eCh, COJHBINIKO», — CKasaja OHa.
ITonavany s Halijga 3TO CTPAaHHBIM: pa3Be OHA He
XO0UeT, YTOOBI 1 BEPHYJIACh JOMOI MW YTOOBI MEHS
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she wanted to see me in this ward, as opposed to
dead.

The doctors keep coming around and pulling up
my eyelids and waving around a flashlight. They
are rough and hurried, like they don’t consider
eyelids worthy of gentleness. It makes you realize
how little in life we touch one another’s eyes. May-
be your parents will hold an eyelid up to get out
a piece of dirt, or maybe your boyfriend will kiss
your eyelids, light as a butterfly, just before you
drift off to sleep. But eyelids are not like elbows or
knees or shoulders, parts of the body accustomed
to being jostled.

The social worker is at my bedside now. She is
looking through my chart and talking to one of the
nurses who normally sits at the big desk in the mid-
dle of the room. It is amazing the ways they watch
you here. If they’re not waving penlights in your
eyes or reading the printouts that come tumbling
out from the bedside printers, then they are watch-
ing your vitals from a central computer screen. If
anything goes slightly amiss, one of the monitors
starts bleeping. There is always an alarm going off
somewhere. At first, it scared me, but now I realize
that half the time, when the alarms go off, it’s the
machines that are malfunctioning, not the people.
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mepeBesiu B Apyroe ormpejeHue O0oabHUNBLI? Ho mmo-
TOM fA IOHAJA, YTO OHA XOUeT YBUAETh MEHSA B TOU
mnajaTe, a He MEPTBO.

Bpauu mo-mpexHeMy HepUOAUYECKU IIOAXOAAT,
OTTATUBAIOT MOW BEKW U MalllyT mepe riasamMu ¢o-
HapukoMm. OHE gejaioT 3To Ipy60BaTO U TOPOILJINBO,
Kak OyATO He CUMTAIOT, UTO BEKU HOCTOHMHBI KaKOIi-
aubo 3a60ThI. ATO 3acTaBJAET 3aqyMaThbCAd, CKOJb
penKo B HaIlel KM3HU MBI KacaeMcs IJIa3 APYTHUX
Jiomeri. Bo3aMOKHO, pomuTeNIM IIOAHMMAJNM BaM Be-
KO, UTOOBI yOpaTh COPUHKY, UM, MOMKET OBITh, JIIO-
OMMBI JIETKUM KacaHWEM I[eJI0BAJI Ballld 3aKPBITHIE
ras3a, KOr[a BBl yiKe YILIBIBAJIU B cOH. Ho Bce ke
BEeKM — He JIOKTU, KOJIEH! WJIU ILJIeYM: YacTU TeJia,
MIPUKOCHOBEHME K KOTOPHIM ITPUBBIYHO.

Temepb y Moei#l mocTeJu CHUAUT COLPAOOTHUIIA.
OHa mpocMaTpuBaeT MOIO MeIKapTy U pasroBapu-
BaeT C Me[CecTpPoii, OOBIYHO CUAAIIEH 3a GOJBITNM
CTOJIOM B IIeHTpe MmaJjaTbl. IIpocTo ImopasuTeabHO,
KakK 3mech 3a BamMu ciaenar. Eciau mepen Bamimmu
rIa3aMy He MaIlyT pyukaMu-(hOHapUKaM! WJIN He
YUTAIOT pAacleyvyaTK!, BBINOJ3AIIUEe U3 IPUKPO-
BaATHBIX IIPUHTEPOB, TO CMOTPAT Ballli JKU3HEHHbBIE
MoKa3aTeJ i Ha sKpaHe IeHTPAJIbHOTO KOMIIBIOTEPA.
Ecam 4To-TO XOTH YUyTHL-UyTh HEJAAHO — KaKOM-
HUOyIh MOHUTOP HAUMHAET IUINATh; M BCE BpeMA
roe-HUOY b paspaeTcsa curtai. IloHauaay MeHA 9TO
Iyrajgo, HO Telepb s IMOHUMAaI0, UTO IIOJIOBUHA CUT-
HAJOB COOOIaeT, YTO YTO-TO He TaK C MalluHAMWU,
a He C JIOIbMU.
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The social worker looks exhausted, as if she
wouldn’t mind crawling into one of the open beds.
I am not her only sick person. She has been shut-
tling back and forth between patients and families
all afternoon. She’s the bridge between the doctors
and the people, and you can see the strain of bal-
ancing between those two worlds.

After she reads my chart and talks to the nurs-
es, she goes back downstairs to my family, who
have stopped talking in hushed tones and are now
all engaged in solitary activities. Gran is knitting.
Gramps is pretending to nap. Aunt Diane playing
sudoku. My cousins are taking turns on a Game
Boy, the sound turned to mute.

Kim has left. When she came back to the wait-
ing room after visiting the chapel, she found Mrs.
Schein a total wreck. She seemed so embarrassed
and she hustled her mother out. Actually, I think
having Mrs. Schein there probably helped. Com-
forting her gave everyone else something to do, a
way to feel useful. Now they’re back to feeling use-
less, back to the endless wait.

When the social worker walks into the wait-
ing room, everyone stands up, like they’re greet-
ing royalty. She gives a half smile, which I’ve seen
her do several times already today. I think it’s her
signal that everything is okay, or status quo, and
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CormpaboTHHUIla BBIVISAUT 3BEPCKU yCTABIIell,
CJIOBHO He OTKasajiach Obl 3aHATH CBOOOZHYIO KOIi-
Ky. §I He eguHCcTBeHHAas ee GonbHasA. OHa Bech IeHb
KypcuUpyeT TyAa-ciofa MeXIy HalueHTaMUu U UX ce-
MbAMU. OHA — MOCTHUK MEXIYy BpauaMu U IPOUNMU
JIOABMU, U BUAHO, KAKOTO HATIPAKEHUS €l CTOUT
0ajaHCUPOBAHUE MEXAY ABYMA MUDPaMU.

ITounTaB MO0 KapTy U OOCYyAUB ee ¢ MeJcecTpa-
MU, OHA BO3BpalllaeTcs BHU3, K MOUM POTHBIM, KO-
TOpbIe IIepecTajJyd PasToBapWMBATH IPUTIYIIEHHBI-
MU TOJIOCAMU M Telepb 3aHAJNCH KaKABIH CBOUM
menom. Babymika BsyKeT, JeAYIIKA IIPUTBOPAETCHA
IpeMJIoIuM, TeTs JluaHa pelaeT CyIOKY, Kys3eHBbI
cMeHAT Apyr apyra 3a «lefim-60eM», urpas ¢ BBI-
KJIIOUEeHHBIM 3BYKOM.

Kum yexama. BepHyBiiuch mociie mocelnieHUs
YaCOBHM B KOMHATY OMKHUIAaHWUA, OHA OOHADYKU-
na, uro muccuc Illeiin coBcem packiensach. Kum
OYeHb CMYTHUJACh U MOCKOpee yBeja MaThb. Ho ny-
Maro, Ha caMoM jeJie mpucyTtcrtBue muccuc et
TaM IPUHECJO HEKOTOPYIo moan3y. Iloka ee ycmo-
KamBaJju, BCeM ObLIO UeM 3aHATHCS, M JIIOAU OIIY-
maau cebs Hy:KHbIMU. Temepb UM CHOBa He K Ue-
My ce0s IPUJIOKUTh, ONATH HAUAJI0Ch 0€CKOHEUHOe
oXKUIaHUe.

Korma compaboTHuIIa BXOOZUT B KOMHATY, BCe
BCTAIOT, OyATO IIPUBETCTBYIOT UJe€HA KOPOJIEBCKOM
cembu. OHa BbIAET MOJYYJIBIOKY, KOTOPYIO S CETO-
HA y2Ke BUesia y Hee HeCcKOJbKO pas. Sl mymato, sTo
TaKOM ee CUTHAJ, UTO BCE XOPOIIIO UJIU KaK TIpPexIe,
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she’s just here to deliver an update, not to drop a
bomb.

“Mia is still unconscious, but her vital signs are
improving,” she tells the assembled relatives, who
have abandoned their distractions haphazardly on
the chairs. “She’s in with the respiratory thera-
pists right now. They’re running tests to see how
her lungs are functioning and whether she can be
weaned off the ventilator.”

“That’s good news, then?” Aunt Diane asks.
“I mean if she can breathe on her own, then she’ll
wake up soon?”

The social worker gives a practiced sympathetic
nod.

“It’s a good step if she can breathe on her own.
It shows her lungs are healing and her internal in-
juries are stabilizing. The question mark is still the
brain contusions.”

“Why is that?” Cousin Heather interrupts.

“We don’t know when she will wake up on her
own, or the extent of the damage to her brain.
These first twenty-four hours are the most critical
and Mia is getting the best possible care.”

“Can we see her?” Gramps asks.

The social worker nods.

152



Ecnu a octaHycb

W OHa TPHUIILJIA COOOIUTH TOJIBKO CBEKMEe HOBOCTH,
a He UTO-HUOYIb yKacHoOe.

— Mus mo-upesxkHeMy 0e3 CO3HAHUSA, HO ee JKU3-
HEeHHBIE IIOKA3aTeJin YJIYUYIIAIOTCA, — OOBIBISIET
colpaboTHHUIA MOMM POACTBEHHUKAM, CIEIIHO IIO-
OpOoCaBIIIUM CBOY 3aHATUS B KpecjaxX U coOOpaBITUM-
ca BOKpyr Hee. — Celiuac y Hee CIEIMAJHUCTHI IIO
WCKYCCTBEHHOI BeHTUJIAININY Jerkux. OHu IpoBeps-
0T, KaK QYHKIIMOHUPYIOT jJerkue Mum, MOKHO JIA
OTKJIIOUUTH €€ OT pecrimparopa.

— Benpb 5TO XOpoInue HOBOCTU? — CcIIpalliiBaeT
rera [{lmana. — HasepHoe, ecam oHa CMOYKET MIbI-
maTh caMa, TO CKOpPO OUHeTca?

CorpaboTHuIla [IeMOHCTPUPYET OTPabOTaAHHBINI
COUYBCTBEHHBIN KUBOK.

— OueHb XOPOIIIO, €CJIM OHA CMOXKET [IBINIATh ca-
Ma. JTO HOKaKeT, UTO ee JIeTKVe BBLINPAaBJIAIOTCH,
a BHYTPEHHUE MHOBPEXKIEHUSA CTaOMJIN3UPOBAJICH.
Ho ocHOBHas CI0KHOCTH IO-TIPEKHEMY C KOHTY3U-
sAMHU TOJIOBHOTO MO3Ta.

— B cmbIcie? — BMemnuBaeTca Ky3uHa Xemep.

— Mpb&I He 3HaeM, KOTZla OHAa OYHETCS caMa, U He
3HAaeM, HACKOJBKO TOBPEXKIEH ee MO3T. JTU Iiep-
BbIe ABAAIIATh UYEThIPE Yaca — caMble KPUTUUYHBIE,
u Mus mosydaer JYUIIyIO TOMOIb, KaKyl TOJBKO
BO3MOJKHO.

— Mo:kHO HaM ee yBHUIEeTh? — CIIpAIlIMBAET Je-
IyIIKa.

CorpaboTHuIla KUBAET.
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“That’s why I’m here. I think it would be good
for Mia to have a short visit. Just one or two pe-
ople.”

“We’ll go,” Gran says, stepping forward. Gramps
is by her side.

“Yes, that’s what I thought,” the social worker
says. “We won’t be long,” she says to the rest of
the family.

The three of them walk down the hall in silence.
In the elevator, the social worker attempts to pre-
pare my grandparents for the sight of me, explain-
ing the extent of my external injuries, which look
bad, but are treatable. It’s the internal injuries
that they’re worried about, she says.

She’s acting like my grandparents are children.
But they’re tougher than they look. Gramps was
a medic in Korea. And Gran, she’s always rescu-
ing things: birds with broken wings, a sick bea-
ver, a deer hit by a car. The deer went to a wildlife
sanctuary, which is funny because Gran usually
hates deer; they eat up her garden. “Pretty rats,”
she calls them. “Tasty rats” is what Gramps calls
them when he grills up venison steaks. But that
one deer, Gran couldn’t bear to see it suffer, so she
rescued it. Part of me suspects she thought it was
one of her angels.
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— Ins aToro g u 3xech. [lymato, nas Muu O6ymer
moJie3eH KpaTKuil BuauT. Ho TOMBKO OMMH M JBa
YeJIOBEKaA.

— Mp=I moiimem, — BBICTyHAaeT BIlepen O0abyIIKa.
Henymka BcTaetT pAgoOM He.

— HMa, a Tak u moxyMmaJia, — COTJIANlIaeTCs COIl-
paboTHUIA, a OCTAJILHON ceMbe TOBOPUT: — MBI He-
HAJOJITO.

Bce Tpoe umayT mo xopumopy Mosda. B mudte
conpaboTHUIIA THITAETCA IMOATOTOBUTL O0aOYIIKY
U OeAYIIKY K MOEMY BUAY, HEPEUUCIAS BHEITHUE
MMOBPEXIEHUA U O0BACHAA, UTO XOTSA OHU BBITVIAJAT
y:KacHO, HO BIIOJIHE M3JIeUYUMMbl. BHYTpeHHUe II0-
BPEKIEHUSA — BOT UTO BBLI3BIBAET OMACEHUS, TOBO-
PUT OHa.

Ona pasroBapuBaeT ¢ 0aOyIIKOW U OeIYIIKOIi,
KaK C JeTbMU, HO OHU Kpelue, YeM KaKeTcd C BUY.
Henymgka cay:xuia Bpauom B Kopee. A 6abymka —
OHa BCerja clacajia BCAKUX JKMBOTHBIX: IITHUI[ CO
CJIOMAHHBIMU KPBLIBAMI, OOJBHOTO 000pa, OJieHd,
coutoro mamuHoi. OJeHb OTIPABUJICA B 3alIOBe.-
HUK VKO IPUPOABI — 3TO JOBOJBHO 3a6aBHO, IIO-
TOMY 4YTO OOBIYHO 0abylIKa TepreTb He MOKET oJie-
Hel: OHU 00'befaoT el caf. «['HycHbIe KPBICHI», —
Ha3bIBAeT OHA MX. «BKyCHBIEe KPBICKI», — TOBOPHUT
IenyIIKa, sKapd Ha peIlleTKe oJeHbu credku. Ho
B TOT €IMHCTBEHHBIN pas 6abyurka He cMOIjia CMO-
TPeTh, KaK OJIeHb My4JaeTcs, U cliacja ero. §1 Braiine
II0l03peBalo, UTO OHA pelnuia, OyATO 9TO OLUH U3 ee
aHTEJIOB.
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Still, when they come through the automat-
ic double doors into the ICU, both of them stop,
as if repelled by an invisible barrier. Gran takes
Gramps’s hand, and I try to remember if I’ve ever
seen them hold hands before. Gran scans the beds
for me, but just as the social worker starts to point
out where I am, Gramps sees me and he strides
across the floor to my bed.

“Hello, duck,” he says.

He hasn’t called me that in ages, not since I was
younger than Teddy. Gran walks slowly to where
I am, taking little gulps of air as she comes. Maybe
those wounded animals weren’t such good prep af-
ter all.

The social worker pulls over two chairs, setting
them up at the foot of my bed.

“Mia, your grandparents are here.” She motions
for them to sit down. “I’ll leave you alone now.”

“Can she hear us?” Gran asks. “If we talk to her,
she’ll understand?”

“Truly, I don’t know,” the social worker re-
sponds. “But your presence can be soothing so long
as what you say is soothing.”

Then she gives them a stern look, as if to tell
them not to say anything bad to upset me. I know
it’s her job to warn them about things like this and
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U Bce paBHO, Korma 6abyiika ¢ JemyIIKOH IIpo-
XOJQAT uYepe3 AaBTOMATHMUECKHEe JBOWHBIE IBEPU
B OPUT, o6a ocraHaBIMBAIOTCs, CJIOBHO HATKHYB-
m1uch Ha HeBUAMMBIN Oapbep. Babymika cikmMmaer
IeNyIIKUHY PYKY, U A MLITAalOCh TPUIOMHUTHL, BU-
Ieja JIU WX KOTAA-HUOYAb pPaHbBIIE AeP:KAIUMUCS
3a pyku. BaOyiika pasriagbiBaeT KONKM B IIOUCKaX
MeHs, HO TOJIBKO COIpaboTHHUIIA MOAJHUMAET PYKY,
4yTOOBI YKa3aTh, KaK JeAyIIKa HAXOAUT MEHS U UAEeT
yepes majaTy K Moeil KpoBaTu.

— IlpuBeTt, yT€HOK, — TOBOPHT OH.

Ilocnenuuit pa3 oH MeHA Tak Ha3bIBAJ MHOTO JIET
Hasaj, Korma s Oblia ere muaxaiie Texnu. Badyika
MeJIJIEHHO IOAXOAUT Tyla, THe A JIeKY, MEeJKO CIJia-
TeiBadA. [loxoke, paHeHbIe JKUBOTHBIE OKA3aJIUCH HE
TaKOM YK XOPOIIel IMOATOTOBKOM.

CorpaboTHuUIla IPUABUTAET ABA CTYJa U CTABUT
UX B U3HOKbe MOell KpoBaTu.

— Mus, 3neck TBou 6abymmka u genymia. — OHa
JKecToOM IIpUIJIalllaeT MX cecTb. — $I ocraBiio Bac
OTHUX.

— OHa MOKeT HacC CJablaTh? — CIpalIuBaeT
6abymka. — Ecam mbI OygeM roBOpUTH C Heli, OHA
moiimeTt?

— YecTHO TOBOPSI, He 3HAI0, — OTBEUAET COIPabOT-
Humna. — Ho Baiite ipucyTcTBre OyAeT eii IMoJIe3HbIM,
IIOKA TO, YTO BBl TOBOPUTE, HE MOYKET €l IIOBPEAUTh.

OHa MepsAeT WX CYPOBBIM B3IVIAAOM, KaK OyATO
IPUKAa3bIBasg HE TOBOPUTH HUYETO, UTO MOYKET MEHS
paccTpouTh. §1 3HAI0, IPEAYIPERIATH O MOJOOHBIX
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that she is busy with a thousand things and can’t
always be so sensitive, but for a second, I hate her.

After the social worker leaves, Gran and Gramps
sit in silence for a minute. Then Gran starts prat-
tling on about the orchids she’s growing in her
greenhouse. I notice that she’s changed out of
her gardening smock into a clean pair of corduroy
pants and a sweater. Someone must have stopped
by her house to bring her fresh clothes. Gramps is
sitting very still, and his hands are shaking. He’s
not much of a talker, so it must be hard for him
being ordered to chat with me now.

Another nurse comes by. She has dark hair and
dark eyes brightened with lots of shimmery eye
makeup. Her nails are acrylic and have heart decals
on them. She must have to work hard to keep her
nails so pretty. I admire that.

She’s not my nurse but she comes up to Gran
and Gramps just the same.

“Don’t you doubt for a second that she can hear
you,” she tells them. “She’s aware of everything
that’s going on.” She stands there with her hands
on her hips. I can almost picture her snapping
gum. Gran and Gramps stare at her, lapping up
what she’s telling them. “You might think that the
doctors or nurses or all this is running the show,”
she says, gesturing to the wall of medical equip-
ment. “Nuh-uh. She’s running the show. Maybe
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Belmax — ee pabora, y Hee Kyua JeJl, 1 OHa He MO-
JKeT Bcernma ObITh 0e3yIPEeYHO YyTKOM, HO Ha CeKyH-
Iy MEHs OXBaTBhIBAET CUJBbHEHUIIAsa HEeIIPUA3Hb.

ITocne yxoma compaboTHuUIEl 0abymika ¢ meayIi-
KO MUWHYTY CHUAAT B MOJUYaHWU. 3areM 0alyIiKa
HauynHaeT IfebeTaTb 00 OpXHIesdx, PaACTyIUX y Hee
B opaH:Kepee. Sl 3ameuaro, UTO OHa CMEHUJIa CBOM
caJoBbIfT KOMOMHE30H Ha YKCThIe BEJIbBETOBBIE IITAa-
HBI U CBUTEP. BUAMMO, KTO-TO 3aexaj K HUM JOMOM
U TIpuBes eii ome:xay. leayiiKa CUAUT OYEeHb THUXO
¥ HEIOABMIKHO, ero PyKu apoxkar. OH He 0COOeHHbIH
JII00UTEJIb IT000JITaTh, TAK UTO EMY ceiiuac, HaBepHoe,
TPY/AHO BBIMIOJHATEL YKa3aHUe FOBOPUTH CO MHOM.

ITogxomuT HOBasA MexcecTpa. Y Hee TeMHBIE BO-
JIOCBI W TeMHBbIE€ TIJIa3a, IMMOJUEPKHYTHIE TOJICTHIM
caoeM Oiectaiux TeHei. Ha ee akpUI0BBIX HOTTAX
KapTUHKU B Buje ceppeuek. HaBepHoe, oHa Tpatur
yiMy BpeMeHU U CUJ Ha YXOI 34 CBOUMU HOI'TSMMU.
Meus 3To BOCXHUIIAET.

ITo He MOA MeJ[cecTpa, OTHAKO OHA obpaliaeTcs
K 0a0yIlKe C HeyIIKO:

— Hwu cexyHza®ml He coMHeBalTeCh, UTO OHA BaC
casimuT. OHA BCe MOHMMAET, UTO IPOUCXOAUT. —
MencecTpa cTOUT, yrepeB PyKU B OOKU, AJIS ITOJIHO-
THI oOpasa eii He XBaTaeT TOJBHKO JKBAUKU BO PTY.
Babymika ¢ megyIiikoil ycTaBUJINCH Ha Hee, KaITHO
BIIUTHIBAs ee ciaoBa: — Bwl, MoKeT, nymMaere, 4TO
BpauM, WJIW MeACeCTPhI, MJIW BOT 9TO BCEe, — OHA
YKasblBaeT Ha CTeHYy MeIUITMHCKOTo 060pyaoBa-
HuA, — 3maech 3ampasiadaoT? He-a. Oma 3mech BceM
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she’s just biding her time. So you talk to her. You
tell her to take all the time she needs, but to come
on back. You’re waiting for her.”

Mom and Dad would never call Teddy or me mis-
takes. Or accidents. Or surprises. Or any of those
other stupid euphemisms. But neither one of us
was planned, and they never tried to hide that.

Mom got pregnant with me when she was young.
Not teenager-young, but young for their set of
friends. She was twenty-three and she and Dad had
already been married for a year.

In a funny way, Dad was always a bow-tie wear-
er, always a little more traditional than you might
imagine. Because even though he had blue hair and
tattoos and wore leather jackets and worked in a
record store, he wanted to marry Mom back at a
time when the rest of their friends were still hav-
ing drunken one-night stands.

“Girlfriend is such a stupid word,” he said.
“I couldn’t stand calling her that. So, we had to
get married, so I could call her ‘wife.’”

Mom, for her part, had a messed-up family.
She didn’t go into the gory details with me, but
I knew her father was long gone and for a while
she had been out of touch with her mother, though
now we saw Grandma and Papa Richard, which is
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3anpasisger. MoKeT, OHa IPOCTO HYKHBINT MOMEHT
BbIKHAaeT. Tak UTO IIOTOBOPUTE C HEH: CKAKUTE,
YTO BpeMeHH! y Hee CKOJIbKO yIOJZHO, HO IIyCTh OHA
BO3Bpaiaercs. BblI ee Kaere.

Mama ¢ mamoil Hukorza Onl He HasBaau Temmu
WJIN MeHS OWIMOKOH — AW CAYUYallHOCThIO, WJIU
ciopupudoMm. Wau Ji00bIM APYTUM U3 3TUX UIUOT-
cKkux 3BpemusMoB. Ho HUKTO U3 Hac He OBLJI 3amJa-
HUPOBAaHHBIM Pe0OEHKOM, 1 POAUTENU AAKe He IIhITa-
JINCH CKPBIBATH 3TO.

Mama 3abepemenesia MHOM, Korma Oblja COBCEM
foHoti. He mompocTKoM, HO, IO MepKaM HUX IPY-
JKeCcKoTro Kpyra, — paHo. E#l 6bL710 aBafnaTh TpH,
Y OHU C IIAIIOM OBLIM IOJ KaK JKeHAaThl.

3abaBHO0, UTO maia Bcerga ObLI HeCKOJLKO CTapo-
MOIHBIM — BCerga 4yThb 0oJiee KOHCEPBATUBHBIM,
yeM MOYKHO OBLIO IToaAyMaTh. Jla, y Hero ObLIN CUHUE
BOJIOCHI ¥ TATYWPOBKU, OH HOCHUJI KOXKAaHble KYPTKHU
u paboTaJl B My3bIKAJILHOM MarasuHe, HO OH 3aXO0TeJ
JKEeHUTHCA HA MaMe ellle TOT/a, KOTJa OCTAJbHbIE UX
IPY3bs TOJIBKO IIEPENUXUBAJINCH PA30K II0 IbIHU.

«“Mosa gmeBymikKa” — 3BYYHT yKaCHO TVIyIIO, —
3aABUJI OH. — Y MeHsd A3bIK He IOBOPaYMBaeTCA TaK
ee Ha3bIBaTh. BBIXOAUT, HAM HY/KHO IOKEHUTHCS,
YTOOBI A MOT TOBODUTH eii: “yKeHa”».

Yro KacaeTcs MaMbl, y Hee ObLIa HE OUYEHBL-TO
OsaromosiyuHas ceMbs. [Ipu MHe oHa He BIaBaJjiach
B BOOUIOIIME MOAPOOHOCTH, HO S 3HAJA, UYTO €e OTeIll
ncues3 C TOPU30HTA AJABHBIM-ITaBHO U HEKOTOPOE Bpe-
Ms OHA He 00IIajach ¢ MaTepbio, HO TeIePb MbI BU-
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what we called Mom’s stepfather, a couple times
a year.

So Mom was taken not just with Dad but with
the big, mostly intact, relatively normal family he
belonged to. She agreed to marry Dad even though
they’d been together just a year. Of course, they
still did it their way. They were married by a les-
bian justice of the peace while their friends played
a guitar-feedback-heavy version of the “Wedding
March.” The bride wore a white-fringed flapper
dress and black spiked boots. The groom wore
leather.

They got pregnant with me because of someone
else’s wedding. One of Dad’s music buddies who’d
moved to Seattle had gotten his girlfriend preg-
nant, so they were doing the shotgun thing. Mom
and Dad went to the wedding, and at the reception,
they got a little drunk and back at the hotel weren’t
as careful as usual. Three months later there was a
thin blue line on the pregnancy test.

The way they tell it, neither felt particularly
ready to be parents. Neither one felt like an adult
yet. But there was no question that they would
have me. Mom was adamantly pro-choice. She had
a bumper sticker on the car that read If you can’t
trust me with a choice, how can you trust me with
a child? But in her case the choice was to keep me.
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Ienuch ¢ 6abymrkoi u mamoii PuuapgomM — Tak MBI
Ha3bIBAJIM MaMWHOTO OTUYMMAa — IIapy pas B I'of.

Tak uTo MamMy B3sJ B 000pPOT He TOJBKO IHala,
HO U ero 0oJbINasi, MOYTH HOJHAS WU OTHOCUTEJIHHO
HopMaJIbHasA ceMbsa. Mama corjacuiach BBIHTH 3a-
MYJK 3a MAaIly, XOTS OHU IIPOOBLIN BMECTe BCEro I'of.
W xomeuHo Ke, oHU Bcé€ chaesaayiu 1mo-ceoemy. Ilo-
JKeHMJIa UX MUPOBAs CYAbs-JeCOMAHKA, a APY3bs
cuIrpaju Ha ayieKTporuTapax «CBameOHBLIN Maplil»
B XapI-pPOKOBOi1 o0paboTke. HeBecTa Obljia B OTKPHI-
TOM 0eJIoOM IJIaThe ¢ 0aXPOMOIi B CTHJIE TPUIIATHIX
TOJIOB U YEPHBIX IMHUIIOBAHHBIX OOoTMHKax. sKeHmx
OBLII BECh B KOJKeE.

f monmyumiaack m3-3a Uy:KOM cBambObl. OguH U3
NaNVHBIX IIPUATEJeN-My3bIKAHTOB, IlepeexaBIINi
B Cuati, caesaa cBoeil moApPysKKe pedeHKa, TaK UTO
OHH CKOPOIIAJHTEJbHO IMOXKeHuJarnch. MaMa ¢ mamoin
nmpuexaju Ha cBaab0y, Ha BeuepUHKe cJerka Habpa-
JIUCh U y cebsd B oTejie OBLIM He CTOJb OCTOPOKHEI,
Kak o0bIuHo. Uepes Tpu Mecslla TeCT Ha GepeMeH-
HOCTH ITOKAa3aJl TOHKYIO CUHIOIO IIOJIOCKY.

ITo ux pacckasam, HUKTO U3 HUX He OIIyIIaJ B ce-
6e 0co0oii TOTOBHOCTH CTaTh poxureneM. Hu oguu
ele He YYBCTBOBAJ cebsA MOCTATOYHO B3POCJBIM.
Ho Bompoca, cTouT i MeHA POXKATh, HE BOSHUKJIO.
Mama HempeKJIOHHO CTOsJIa 3a IIPaBO KeHINMHBI Ha
abopr. Ha 3agHeM cTeKJe ee MaIlIMHBI KPacOBaJICS
crukep: «Eciu MHe Henb3ss JOBEPUTH BBIOOP, TO
pasBe MOKHO HOBepuTh pebeHka?» Ho B ee cuayuae
BBIOOD OBLTT COXPAHUTH MEHS.
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Dad was more hesitant. More freaked out. Until
the minute the doctor pulled me out and then he
started to cry.

“That’s poppycock,” he would say when Mom re-
counted the story. “I did no such thing.”

“You didn’t cry then?” Mom asked in sarcastic
amusement.

“I teared. I did not cry.” Then Dad winked at me
and pantomimed weeping like a baby.

Because I was the only kid in Mom and Dad’s
group of friends, I was a novelty. I was raised by
the music community, with dozens of aunties and
uncles who took me in as their own little foundling,
even after I started showing a strange preference
for classical music. I didn’t want for real family,
either. Gran and Gramps lived nearby, and they
were happy to take me for weekends so Mom and
Dad could act wild and stay out all night for one
of Dad’s shows.

Around the time I was four, I think my parents
realized that they were actually doing it — raising a
kid — even though they didn’t have a ton of money
or “real” jobs. We had a nice house with cheap rent.
I had clothes (even if they were hand-me-downs from
my cousins) and I was growing up happy and healthy.
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ITama ObLT He CTONB pemuTeJeH W KyZa 0OoJbIie
HepBHMUYAJ. [0 TOM caMoii MUHYTHI, KOT/ZIa Bpad BbI-

TalllMJ MeHsI, — TOT/A I1amna 3aljiaKall.

— 9T0 Bpaku, — OOGBIYHO TOBOPUJI OH, KOTZla Ma-
Ma IepecKasbiBajia ncropuio. — Huduero mogo6Horo
s He mejiall.

— TsI He muakaJ Torma? — cIpalizBajia Mama
C IPUTBOPHBIM YAUBJIEHUEM.

— 1 me mnakan, g pesen. — Ilana mogMuruBaJ

MHe 1 m300parkaj MJaJleHuYeCKUA BOILIb.

Byayuu enguHCTBEeHHBIM peOEHKOM B KPYT'y POMAM-
TeJbCKUX JIPy3eil, a mpoussBesaa ¢pypop. MeHsa Boc-
OUTHIBAJIa MY3BbIKAaJbHAd OOIMMHA — MHOKECTBO
TeTyIleK U AANIONIEK, HOCUBIIMXCSA CO MHOM, KaK
¢ COOCTBEHHBIM IIPUEMBINIEM, Make KOTma A crajia
BBIKA3bIBATh HEIMOCTMKUMYIO JIIO0OOBb K KJaccuue-
ckoit mysbike. Ho m pomHas ceMbA He OCTaBJAIA
MeHsA 0e3 BHUMaHUA. BabOyIlnKa ¢ IeqyIIKON KUJIN
HemoJaJIeKy M C PafoCcThbio 3a0upayiu MeHs Ha BBI-
XOIHBIE, TAK UTO MaMa C IIaIloil MOTJIN Pa3BJIEKATHC
CKOJIbKO BJIe3eT M 3aBUCATh Ha BCIO HOYb HA MAIU-
HBIX KOHI[epPTaX.

K Moum ueTnsIpeM rogam mo poauTeseii, KaxKeTcs,
JIOIIJIO, UTO OHUW U IIPAaBJAA MEJIal0T 9TO — BOCIIUTHI-
BaioT pebeHKa, — XOTh y HUX HeT HU Ky4H JeHeT, HU
«HacTosaIell» paboTbl. MBI KUJIM B CUMIATAYHOM
IoMe C JellleBOM apeHIoi. Y MeHs Oblja omerkia,
OyCTh JaKe Ilepelexlliasd II0 HACJEICTBY OT JBOIO-
pOAHBIX OpaTheB M CeCTep, W A pocjia CUACTIIUBOM
¥ 3IOPOBOM.
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“You were like an experiment,” Dad said. “Sur-
prisingly successful. We thought it must be a fluke.
We needed another kid as a kind of control group.”

They tried for four years. Mom got pregnant
twice and had two miscarriages. They were sad
about it, but they didn’t have the money to do all
the fertility stuff that people do. By the time I was
nine, they’d decided that maybe it was for the best.
I was becoming independent. They stopped trying.

As if to convince themselves how great it was
not to be tied down by a baby, Mom and Dad bought
us tickets to go visit New York for a week. It was
supposed to be a musical pilgrimage. We would go
to CBGB’s and Carnegie Hall. But when to her sur-
prise, Mom discovered she was pregnant, and then
to her greater surprise, stayed pregnant past the
first trimester, we had to cancel the trip. She was
tired and sick to her stomach and so grumpy Dad
joked that she’d probably scare the New Yorkers.
Besides, babies were expensive and we needed to
save.

I didn’t mind. I was excited about a baby. And

I knew that Carnegie Hall wasn’t going anywhere.
I’d get there someday.
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«TBI TIOJIyYMJIaCh YeM-TO BPOJe SKCIIePUMEHTa, —
ropopmus mama. — Ha yauBieHue ymadyHbIM. MbI
omacajmuch, 4TO HaM, HaBepHOe, CJAyYaiiHO IOBe3-
ao0. Hy:keH ObLI elle ofH peOEHOK B KauecTBe KOH-
TPOJILHOU T'PYIIIBI» .

OHu crapajmuch HECKOJbKO JieT. Mama Oepeme-
HeJia IBa pasa, 1 o0a pasa CJayYaJuCh BBIKUIBIIIN.
Poaurenu oropuanuch, HO y HUX He ObLIO JeHer Ha
BCAKNE MCCJEMOBAHUA PEeIPOAYKTUBHBIX QYHKIUI,
KOTOpbIe AesaloT MHoTHe jJiogu. K MouM neBATH TO-
IaM OHU PEILINUJIUN, UTO 3TO, IOKAJYH, U K JyUIIeMYy.
A cranoBmiack camocrosaTenbHoii. OHU IepecTanan
MIBITATHCA.

Kax O0yaTro uto6bl yoemnuThb cebsd, Kak 9TO 340PO-
BO — He OBITh CBSA3aHHBIMU MAaJE€HBKUM pPEeOeHKOM,
MaMa ¢ HaIoi KyIIujixd Ha BcexX Tpoux omiieTsl B Hblo-
Hopxk Ha Hememo. IIpeAmIonaramnock, 4To aTo 6yaeT My-
3bIKAJIbHOE MMAJJOMHUYECTBO. MBI COOMPATINCH TOUTHU
B «Cu-6u-mxu-6u» nu Kapaeru-xomua. Ho Bapyr, K cBO-
eMy yAUBJIEHHIO, MaMa OOHapy:Kuja, 4TO OepeMeH-
HAa, a TIOTOM, K ellle 0O0JIbIIeMYy U3YMJICHUIO, YCIIEIITHO
IpOHOCWJIa pebeHKa Bech IEePBBIN TPUMECTD, U HaM
MPUIILIOCH OTMEHUTD T0e3Ky. Mama ObICTPO ycTaBa-
Jia, ee TONUTHUJIO, U TTalla MPavyHO ITYTUJI, UYTO, JOJIKHO
OBITH, OHA 60oMTCs HbIOMOPKIEB. Kpome Toro, meTu 00-
XOAUJINCH HEJENIeBO, U HYsKHO OBLIO 9KOHOMUTD.

Mensa sTo HUUYTHL He oropumJio. S OblIa B BOC-
TOpre, UTO y HAC B ceMbe poauTcs pebeHok. U 3Ha-
Ja, uro Kapueru-xoin HuKyzna He meHercsa. Korma-
HUOYAb A Tya momany.
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9:40 P.M.

I am a little freaked out right now. Gran and
Gramps left a while ago, but I stayed behind here
in the ICU. I am sitting in one the chairs, going
over their conversation, which was very nice and
normal and nondisturbing. Until they left.

As Gran and Gramps walked out of the ICU, with
me following, Gramps turned to Gran and asked:

“Do you think she decides?”

“Decides what?”

Gramps looked uncomfortable. He shuffled his
feet.

“You know? Decides,” he whispered.

“What are you talking about?” Gran sounded
exasperated and tender at the same time.

“I don’t know what I’m talking about. You’re
the one who believes in all the angels.”

“What does that have to do with Mia?” Gran
asked.

“If they’re gone now, but still here, like you be-
lieve, what if they want her to join them? What if
she wants to join them?”

“It doesn’t work like that,” Gran snapped.

“Oh,” was all Gramps said. The inquiry was over.

After they left, I was thinking that one day
maybe I’ll tell Gran that I never much bought into
her theory that birds and such could be people’s
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17:40

Tenepb A m3psaAxHO BBIOMTA M3 KoJsiew. BabyInka
¢ IeoyIIKO¥M HeZaBHO VIILIH, a A OCTajJach B OTHeJe-
HUUW MHTEHCUBHON Tepammuu. 1 cu:Ky Ha CTyJe, 1I0-
BTOPAA IPO cedsa ux Oecemy co MHOI, KOTOpas IIO-
JyJajiach OUeHb IIPUATHOM U JIETKOii, cCOBCeM O0bIU-
HOII — IIOKA OHU OCTaBAJIKChH 3/[€Ch.

Korna onu BBINIM U3 maIaThl — U A C HUMH, —
IenyIlKa IIOBEPHYJCA K 6a0yIiKe 1 CIIPOCUII:

— Kak gymaeinb, oHa ceifuac peraeT?

— Yo permaer?

Henyiika cMyIIeHHO IEPECTYIUJI ¢ HOTY Ha HOTY.

— Hy, nouumaerins... Pemraer, — mpormernTas oH.

— O ueMm THI roBOpUIIE? — 0aOYIIKUH I'OJIOC 3BY-
YaJ OHOBPEMEHHO Pa3JpPaskeHHO U HEKHO.

— Ia He 3HAIO A, O UeM T'OBOPIO. JTO JKe ThI Be-
PUIIL BO BCAKUX AHTEJIOB.

— Ho kakoe onu umeioT orHomeHue Kk Mue?

— Ecawu, Kak ThI TOBOPUIID, UX ceiiuac He BUIHO,
HO OHH BCE eIlfe 31eCh, TO BAPYT OHU 3aXOTAT, UYTOOBI
oHa ymuia ¢ Humu? YW BAPyr oHa 3axXoueT K HUM?

— Bce coBceMm He Tak, — oTpesaJia 6abyIIKa.

— A, — TOJILKO U CKasaJI Je[yIIKa 1 00JIbIlle HU-
Yero He CIIpallunBaJl.

ITocne Toro xak OHM yILIMW, d IIOAyMAaja, UTO,
MOXKeT OBITh, KOTIa-HuOy b paccKasKy 0a0yIKe, UTO
HUKOTZa OCOOEHHO He Bepuja B ee TeOpPuio, OYATO
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guardian angels. And now I’m more sure than ever
that there’s no such thing.

My parents aren’t here. They are not holding my
hand, or cheering me on. I know them well enough
to know that if they could, they would. Maybe not
both of them. Maybe Mom would stay with Teddy
while Dad watched over me. But neither of them
is here.

And it’s while contemplating this that I think
about what the nurse said. She’s running the show.
And suddenly I understand what Gramps was re-
ally asking Gran. He had listened to that nurse,
too. He got it before I did.

If I stay. If I live. It’s up to me.

All this business about medically induced co-
mas is just doctor talk. It’s not up to the doctors.
It’s not up to the absentee angels. It’s not even up
to God who, if He exists, is nowhere around right
now. It’s up to me.

How am I supposed to decide this? How can
I possibly stay without Mom and Dad? How can
I leave without Teddy? Or Adam? This is too much.
I don’t even understand how it all works, why I’m
here in the state that I’m in or how to get out of it
if I wanted to. If I were to say, I want to wake up,
would I wake up right now? I already tried snap-
ping my heels to find Teddy and trying to beam my-
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ITHUIBl U BCAKUE KUBOTHBLIE MOTYT OBITH AHTeJIAMI-
XPaHUTEJAMU JIIOAei. A Temepb A U BOBCe yBepeHa:
HUYEro Takoro Her.

Mowu poautenu He 3Aech. OHUM He mep:KaT MeHs
3a PYKY, He 000PSIOT 1 He MOAIeP:KUBaIoT. 1 3Hat0
UX IOCTATOYHO, UTOOBI IIOHMMATh: OHU OBLI HeIpe-
MEHHO IPUILIN, ecau Obl Moriu. IlycTh maske He
o0a — moKeT, MaMa ocrtajsack Obl ¢ Tennu, a mama
nmpucMaTpuBaJ Obl 3a MHOI. Ho 31ech HEeT HUKOTO
U3 HUX.

PasmbImiasa 06 aToM, s BCIIOMKHAIO CJI0OBa Me[-
cectphl: «OHa 3mech BceM 3alpaBisieT» — 1 BHe3all-
HO MOHMMAI0, O UeM Ha CaMOM JeJie IeAyIIKa cipa-
muBaJa 6a0ymkKy. OH TOMXe CHIYILIAJT 3Ty MeICeCTpPy.
W morapasncs GpicTpee MeH.

Ocranych au . Byay jau a xuthb. Bce 3aBucur
OT MeHd.

Bce sTu paccy:kmeHus Bpaueil 0 MeIUKaMeHTO3-
HOM KOMe — BCEero JIMIIb Pas3rOBOPBLI. JTO 3aBUCUT
He OoT Bpaueii. I He OT aHTeJIOB-IIPOTYJILIITNKOB.
W naxe He or Bora, KOTOPBIHA €cau W CYIIIECTBYET,
TO ceifyac TOXKe He 3[eChb. ITO 3aBUCUT OT MEH.

Kak mue aTo pemuts? Kak s mory ocrarbcsa 6e3
MaMbl 1 mamnbl? A Kak g Mory yitu u opocuts Ten-
mu? 1 Agama? 910 vk caumikoM. Sl maske He IOHU-
Mai0, KaK BCe YCTPOEHO, IIOUeMYy $ 3[IeCh, B TaKOM
COCTOSTHUM, M KaK M3 HEro BhIOpaThCA, €CJaU S 3a-
xouy. Ecau MHe HYKHO CKasaTh: «fl X0Uy OUHYTH-
cA», TO OUHYCHh JU s IpsamMo ceiiuac? f yixe mbiTa-
Jach IeJKaTh Kabiykamu, 4To0bl HaiTu Tenau uin
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self to Hawaii, and that didn’t work. This seems a
whole lot more complicated.

But in spite of that, I believe it’s true. I hear
the nurse’s words again. I am running the show.
Everyone is waiting on me.

I decide. I know this now.

And this terrifies me more than anything else
that has happened today.

Where the hell is Adam?

A week before Halloween of my junior year,
Adam showed up at my door triumphant. He was
holding a dress bag and wearing a shit-eating grin.

“Prepare to writhe in jealousy. I just got the
best costume,” he said. He unzipped the bag. In-
side was a frilly white shirt, a pair of breeches, and
a long wool coat with epaulets.

“You’re going to be Seinfeld with the puffy
shirt?” I asked.

“Pff. Seinfeld. And you call yourself a classi-
cal musician. I’m going to be Mozart. Wait, you
haven’t seen the shoes.” He reached into the bag
and pulled out clunky black leather numbers with
metal bars across the tops.

“Nice,” I said. “I think my mom has a pair like
them.”

“You’re just jealous because you don’t have such
a rockin’ costume. And I’ll be wearing tights, too.
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nepeHectuch Ha ['aBaiiu, u aT0 He cpaborano. A TyT,
IIOXOKe, BCe KyZa CJIOKHEee.

Ho a Bce paBHO Bepio, uTo 310 IpaBga. SI cHoBa
CJIBIIITY CJIOBA MEICECTPHI: A 37eCh BCeM 3alpPaBisio.
Bcee sxnyT Moero pemenud.

f pemrato. Temeps s 9TO 3HATO.

W omo myraer meHa OoJibllie, YeM BCe IIpOUee,
CJIyUMBIIIEECS CEeTOMHS.

T'me ke, uepT mobepu, Agam?

B moit mpegmocsieqaui Tox B IIKOJE 3a HEMEJIO
no XemnoyuHa Apmam IIOABMJICA Yy HaIlell aBepu
¢ BuzoM Tpuymdaropa. OH Iep:Kaja B pyKax IOPT-
IJIe ¥ CUSLJI TOPAEIUBOM YXMBLIKOM.

— IIpuroToBbCS TOMYYUTHCA 3aBUCTHIO. 1 TOJB-
KO YTO TOOBLJI CAMBIN JIYUIITNHA KOCTIOM, — CKa3aJl OH
U paccTerHyJ1 MopTiies. BHyTpu o0Hapy:Kuiach 6e-
JIOCHe)KHAasA pyOaIkKa ¢ piomaMu, OPUIKN U IJIUH-
HBIH IIEPCTAHOMN CIOPTYK C FaJiyHaAMMU.

— Tw1 cobupaembesa wusobpakath CaiiH(penma
B TaKO¥ BRIUYPHOI pybalrike? — cmpocua .

— @u, Catiadenn! W TbI elfe HasbIBaellb ceds
KJIaCCUYeCKUM My3bIKaHTOM. §I cobuparock m3obpa-
sxkath Momapra. Ilorogu, TwI emfe Tydau He Buie-
ga. — OH mojie3 B CYMKY ¥ BBITAIIUJ T'POMO3IKUE
YyepHBbIe KOKaHble OOTMHKU C METAJJINUYECKUMHU I10-
JIOCKaMU HaBepXy.

— Munensko, — onenuia a. — Kaxercd, y mo-
eli MaMblI €CTh ITOXOMKUeE.

— TBI IPOCTO 3aBUAYEIIh, IIOTOMY UTO ¥ T€0s Ta-
KOT0 KJIACCHOTO KocTioMa HeT. U ele g HageHY UyJI-
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I’m just that secure in my manhood. Also, I have
a wig.”

“Where’d you get all this?” I asked, fingering
the wig. It felt like it was made of burlap.

“Online. Only a hundred bucks.”

“You spent a hundred dollars on a Halloween
costume?”

At the mention of the world Halloween, Teddy
zoomed down the stairs, ignoring me and yanking
on Adam’s wallet chain.

“Wait here!” he demanded, and then ran back
upstairs and returned a few seconds later holding
a bag. “Is this a good costume? Or will it make me
look babyish?” Teddy asked, pulling out a pitch-
fork, a set of devil ears, a red tail, and a pair of
red feetie pajamas.

“Ohh.” Adam stepped backward, his eyes wide.
“That outfit scares the hell out of me and you
aren’t even wearing it.”

“Really? You don’t think the pajamas make it
look dumb. I don’t want anyone to laugh at me,”
Teddy declared, his eyebrows furrowed in serious-
ness.

I grinned at Adam, who was trying to swallow
his own smile.

“Red pajamas plus pitchfork plus devil ears and
pointy tail is so fully satanic no one would dare
challenge you, lest they risk eternal damnation,”
Adam assured him.
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Ku. Jla, 1 HACTOJIBKO YBEPEH B CBOEU MYKECTBEHHO-
cTU. A ellle y MeHs eCTh IIapuK.

— T'me TBI ocTas Bece aT0? — cOpocuiia s, nrymnas
napuk. [Toxosxe, OH OBLI ceJIaH U3 IKYTA.

— B Unrepuere. Becero corus 6axkcos.

— TslI moTpaTHJ COTHIO OOJIJIAPOB Ha KOCTIOM
nnsa XejanoyuHa?

Yeapimas cjaoBo «XeJJoyuH», TeAau CKaTUJICA
[0 JIECTHHUIIEe W, He oOpalllasd BHUMAHWUS Ha MeEHs,
BIIEWJICA B IeTIOUKy AmamMoBa OyMasKHUKA.

— Tlomo:knau, s cefiuac! — KPUKHYJI OH U yOe-
JKaJI HaBepX, a uepes Iapy CeKyHJ BEepPHYJICA C CyM-
KO#. — IJro xopomuil KocTioM? Unu a B HeM Oyny
Kak MaJIeHbKHI? — B030y:xmgeHHo cupocusa Temmu,
JocTaBas BUJILI, ITapy HAKJIAMHBIX YIel, KPaCHBIN
XBOCT U AJUHHYIO KPACHYIO IIKaAMY.

— Vx. — Apam ormiaTHyJCcA, cAejaB OOJIbIINe
mmasa. — ITOT KOCTIOM MeHSA 0 YePTHUKOB ITyraer,
a BeIb THI €TO JajKe He HaJeJ.

— IIpaBga? TeI He AyMaelllb, UTO M3-3a IIHUMKAMBI
BCe BBITVIAAUT KaK-To Tymo? fI He Xxouy, 4TOOBI HAIO
MHOI cMesanch. — Teaau CypoBO CABUHYJI OPOBU.

A ¢ yememkoit yecraBuiaach Ha AmaMa, KOTOPBIH
MIBITAJICA CAEP/KATDh YJIBIOKY.

— Kpacuas nuxama, BUJIBI [Ja ellle HACTOSIINE
IbSIBOJIbCKIE VIIN U XBOCT — B TAKOM KOCTIOME HU-
KTO He OCMEJIUTCS OpOCUTH Tebe BbI3OB, HE PUCKYS
HaBJIeUDL Ha ce0s BeUHOe IIPOKJIATHIEe, — yBepua Tex-
o Agam.
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Teddy’s face broke into a wide grin, showing off
the gap of his missing front tooth.

“That’s kind of what Mom said, but I just want-
ed to make sure she wasn’t just telling me that so
I wouldn’t bug her about the costume. You’re tak-
ing me trick-or-treating, right?” He looked at me
now.

“Just like every year,” I answered. “How else am
I gonna get candy?”

“You’re coming, t0oo?” he asked Adam.

“I wouldn’t miss it.”

Teddy turned on his heel and whizzed back up
the stairs. Adam turned to me.

“That’s Teddy settled. What are you wearing?”

“Ahh, I’'m not much of a costume girl.”

Adam rolled his eyes.

“Well, become one. It’s Halloween, our first one
together. Shooting Star has a big show that night.
It’s a costume concert, and you promised to go.”

Inwardly, I groaned. After six months with
Adam, I had just gotten used to us being the odd
couple at school — people called us Groovy and the
Geek. And I was starting to become more comfort-
able with Adam’s bandmates, and had even learned
a few words of rock talk. I could hold my own now
when Adam took me to the House of Rock, the ram-
bling house near the college where the rest of the
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JIutmo Teaam pacmabLIOCh B IMHMPOKOUM YJIBIOKE,
OTKPBIBAIOIIEHN NBIPY HA MECTe BBHIIABIIETO Iepen-

Hero 3y0a.
— Mawma ToKe UTO-TO TaKoe CKasaja, HO A IIPOo-
CTO XOTeJ MPOBEPUTH — BAPYT OHA 9TO TOBOPWUT,

TOJIBKO YTOOBI 51 IepecTasl IPUCTABATh K Hell ¢ KO-
criomoM. ThI JKe mOBeZellb MeHs Ha «CJAaCTH WU
Hanactu»? — Temepb OH ImepeKIIOUMICA HA MEH.

— Kak u xakgeiii rom, — orBeTmaa . — Kaxk
JKe MHe ellle pa3mo0bITh KoHpeT?

— Tsr TOXe moiiferb? — CHOPOCHI OpaTHIIKA
Apama.

— 3JTOro A HU 3a YTO He MPOIYIY.

Tennu pasBepHyYJICS HA MATKAX U YHeCCS BBEPX
o JiecTHUIle. AlaM TTOBEPHYJICSI KO MHe:

— Tepou y:xe ompeneaumsics. A Tbl UTO Haje-
Helrb?

— Oii, g He 0YeHb-TO KOCTIOMHAS OapPBINTHS.

Apam 3akaTuJ rasa.

— Hy Tak ctaHb e0. ITO JKe Halll IePBLIN 00IImii
XemnoyuH. ¥ «3Be3folama» B 3TOT Beuep OOJIBIIOL
KOHIIEPT, KOCTIOMUPOBAHHBIN, 1 THI 00eIaja IIOHNTH.

§1 mbicaenno 3acroHasna. Ilocie mecT MecsIes
¢ AgaMoM s y:Ke NPUBBIKJA, UTO B IIIKOJIE MBI —
CTpaHHAA IMapoykKa, Hac Ha3wsiBasu Banne:xx m Bo-
TaHuka. M a Hauaja 0OoJjiee yBepPEeHHO BecTu cels
¢ MysbIKaHTaMu AjaMa, Jake BBIyUYMJIa HECKOJIBKO
CJIOB U3 POK-:KaproHa. I Moria He yIapuTh B Ipsashb
aunoMm, korga Axam 6past MmeHsa ¢ coboit B «Jlom po-
Ka» — HecypasHoe 3JaHue OKOJI0O YHUBEPCHUTETA,
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band all lived. I could even participate in the band’s
punk-rock pot-luck parties when everyone invited
had to bring something from their fridge that was
on the verge of spoiling. We took all the ingredi-
ents and made something out of it. I was actually
pretty good at finding ways to turn the vegetarian
ground beef, beets, feta cheese, and apricots into
something edible.

But I still hated the shows and hated myself for
hating them. The clubs were smoky, which hurt my
eyes and made my clothes stink. The speakers were
always turned up so high that the music blared,
causing my ears ring so loudly afterward that the
high-pitched drone would actually keep me up. I’d
lie in bed, replaying the awkward night and feeling
shittier about it with each playback.

“Don’t tell me you’re gonna back out,” Adam
said, looking equal parts hurt and irritated.

“What about Teddy? We promised we’d take
him trick-or-treating—"”

“Yeah, at five o’clock. We don’t have to be at
the show until ten. I doubt even Master Ted could
trick-or-treat for five solid hours. So you have no
excuse. And you’d better get a good outfit together
because I’'m going to look hot, in an eighteenth-
century kind of way.”
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T7le JKUJIM OCTaJIbHBIe UJeHbl rpynmbl. I maxe yua-
CTBOBaJIa B ITAHK-POKOBBIX CKJIAMUMWHHBIX BEeUEPUH-
KaX IPYNIIbI, KyJa KayKIbIU IPUTIANIeHHBIN JOKEeH
OBLI TPUHECTU M3 CBOET0 XOJOANJIbHUKA UTO-HUOYIb
mouTy mpoTyxinee. MbI CKJIaAbIBAIN BCEe WHIPEAU-
€HTHI ¥ TBOPUJIM U3 HUX HeuTo. BhLIO U mpaBaa yB-
JIEKaTeJbHO IPUAYMbBIBAaTh, KaK IIPEBPATUTH BereTa-
PUaHCKUM «TOBAXKUI» papii, CBEeKJIy, chIp «Deras
u abpUKOCHI BO YTO-TO C'hbeJOOHOeE.

Ho a mo-mpeskHemMy HeHaBueaa KOHIEPTHI —
u cebs, 3a TO, UTO UX HEHABWKY. B Kiay0ax Be4HO
OBLIIO HAKYyPEHO, OT JTOTO CJE3UJIUCH IJIasa U BO-
HaJa ofekaa. [lMHAMUKM Bcerjga HacTpaWBaJil Tak
TPOMKO, UTO MY3BIKa Oopajia ¥ I'poXoTajia, OT Yero
Yy MeHdA B yIIax TaK 3BEHEJIO, UTO TOHKUHA ITPOH3U-
TeJBHBIA T'yJl IIOTOM He JaBaJl 3acHYThb. 1 sexaima
B KpPOBaTW, CHOBA M CHOBa IIPOUTDHIBAA B yMe He-
JIOBKMI W HENPUATHBIA Beuep, W YyBCTBOBaJa cebs
BCe XYyiKe C KaXKJIbIM PAyHIOM.

— TosbK0 He TOBOPY MHE, UTO ThHI a€Ilb 3aJHUN
X0J[, — 3ampoTecToBaJ AmaM OTOPUEHHO W pasnapa-
JKEeHHO.

— A xak O6wpITb ¢ Texgmu? MbIl ke moobelmanau
B3ATH €Tr0 Ha «CJIACTU WU HATIACT!» ...

— Hy na, B mATh yacoB. A Ha KOHIIEPT HAM HYKHO
He paHblIle IecATh. SI coMHeBaloCh, 4To naske Macrtep
Tex cMOYKeT BBIIPAIIUBATE CJIAJOCTU IIATH YACOB O[T
paxn. Tak uro orroBopku y TedsA Het. U syure no0yab
cebe XOPOIINI KOCTIOM, IIOTOMY UTO s OyAY BBITJIA-
IeTh 00aIIeHHO — II0 MEPKaM BOCEMHAIIATOTO BeKa.
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After Adam left to go to work delivering piz-
zas, I had a pit in my stomach. I went upstairs to
practice the Dvorak piece Professor Christie had
assigned me, and to work out what was bothering
me. Why didn’t I like his shows? Was it because
Shooting Star was getting popular and I was jeal-
ous? Did the ever-growing masses of girl groupies
put me off? This seemed like a logical enough ex-
planation, but it wasn’t it.

After I’d played for about ten minutes, it came
to me: My aversion to Adam’s shows had noth-
ing to do with music or groupies or envy. It had
to with the doubts. The same niggling doubts I al-
ways had about not belonging. I didn’t feel like
I belonged with my family, and now I didn’t feel
like I belonged with Adam, except unlike my fam-
ily, who was stuck with me, Adam had chosen me,
and this I didn’t understand. Why had he fallen
for me? It didn’t make sense. I knew it was music
that brought us together in the first place, put us
in the same space so we could even get to know each
other. And I knew that Adam liked how into mu-
sic I was. And that he dug my sense of humor, “so
dark you almost miss it,” he said. And, speaking of
dark, I knew he had a thing for dark-haired girls
because all of his girlfriends had been brunettes.
And I knew that when it was the two of us alone
together, we could talk for hours, or sit reading
side by side for hours, each one plugged into our
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Apawm yures Ha paboTy, Pa3BOSUTDH MUIIITY, a Y Me-
HS BHYTpHU Bce ymaJyo. I momHsiaach K cebe mopa-
b6oraTh Haj mbecoil J[BopsKaka, KOTOPYIO MHe Jajia
npodeccop Kpuctu, u o6aymaTs TO, YTO MEeHA Tpe-
Bo:kmy10. [ToueMy MHe Tak He HPaBATCA KOHIEPTHI?
IToromy am, uTo «3Be3moman» HabUpaeT MOIIYJIAP-
HOCTb U s 3aBuAyio? Wiau MeHSA OTTAJIKMUBAIOT IIO-
CTOSIHHO PACTYII[e TOJMbI JeBOoueK-paHaTok? ITo
Kas3aJIoCh BIIOJIHE JIOTUUYHLIM O0BbACHEHUEeM, HO ObI-
JIO HEBEPHO.

ITocse Toro Kak s mourpajia MUHYT JeCATb, MEHS
BIPYT OCEHUJIO: MOe OTBpallleHne K KoHIllepTaM Ana-
Ma HUKaAK He CBA3aHO C MY3BIKOM, (paHaTKaMU WU
3aBuCTbI0. OHO CBSI3aHO C COMHEHUSIMU — C TeMU ca-
MBIMHU TVIYIBIMK COMHEHUSIMM, UTO s He IMPUHAMIJIe-
JKy K JaHHOMY Kpyry. SI He uyBcTBOBaJsa cebA cBOeil
B ceMbe, a Tellepb He YyBCTBOBaJa cebsa cBoei ¢ Ana-
MOM, TOJBKO B OTJIMYME OT CEMbU, KOTOpas Bcerma
ObLIIa CO MHOM, AaM BEIOpAJI MEeHs caM, M 3TOTO 5 He
nouumaJia. Ilouemy oH BiaoOuIcAad B MeHA? ITO ObI-
JIO COBEPIIeHHO HeHmOCTMKIUMO. §1 3Haja, 4YTO B IIep-
BYIO ouepesb HaC cBeJia My3bIKa: OHa IIOMECTUJIa Hac
B OJJHO ITPOCTPAHCTBO U MbI CMOTJIX XOTh HEMHOTO y3-
HaTh APyT apyra. U a sHazia, uto AmaMy HpPaBUTCSA
MOSI YBJIEUEHHOCTh MY3bIKO#. TakiKe OH OIeHMJ MOe
YyBCTBO I0Mopa. «Takoe TeMHOe, UTO €ro IOUTH He
BUIHO», — TOBOpPUJ OoH. KcTraTu o TeMHOM, A 3HaJA,
YTO y Hero cjaaboCTh K TEeMHOBOJIOCBIM IeBUYOHKAM,
IIOTOMY YTO BCE €r0 TMOAPY:KKH! ObLIM OGPIOHEeTKAMU.
W a 3uana, uTo Korga MBI OCTaBaJNCh HaemuHe, TO
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own iPod, and still feel completely together. I un-
derstood all that in my head, but I still didn’t be-
lieve it in my heart. When I was with Adam, I felt
picked, chosen, special, and that just made me
wonder why me? even more.

And maybe this was why even though Adam
willingly submitted to Schubert symphonies and
attended any recital I gave, bringing me stargazer
lilies, my favorite flower, I’d still rather have gone
to the dentist than to one of his shows. Which was
so churlish of me. I thought of what Mom some-
times said to me when I was feeling insecure: “Fake
it till you make it.” By the time I finished playing
the piece three times over, I decided that not only
would I go to his show, but for once I’d make as
much of an effort to understand his world as he
did mine.

“I need your help,” I told Mom that night after
dinner as we stood side by side doing dishes.

“I think we’ve established that I’m not very
good at trigonometry. Maybe you can try the on-
line-tutor thing,” Mom said.

“Not math help. Something else.”

“I’ll do my best. What do you need?’

“Advice. Who’s the coolest, toughest, hottest
rocker girl you can think of?”
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MOIVIM YacaMHi pPasroBapUBaTh WK IPOCTO CULETH
PAIBIIIIKOM, YMTaA KaXIbIN CO CBOEro aimoa, 1 Bce
paBHO YyBCTBOBATh ce0sa BMecTe. B roJyiose s1 Bce aTO
yMecTuJIa, HO CepAlleM IIOo-IpekHeMy He BepuJa.
Korga s 6epn1a ¢ Agamom, S uyBCTBOBajIa cebsa 13-
OpaHHOI1, 0COOEHHOIi, 1 9TO TOJHKO OOJIbIIIE 3aCTaB-
JISITI0O MeHA HemoyMmeBaThb: «Ilouemy sa?»

U moxxer ObITh, UMEHHO II09TOMY — IIYCTh Amam
C TOTOBHOCTBIO COIVIAIIAJCA CJAYHIATh CUMMOHUU
IIy6epTa u XOAMJ HA BCE€ MOU BBICTYILJICHUS, HTPU-
HOCS MOHU JIIOOMMbIe 3Be3muaThble JUJIUU, — S BCe
paBHO Jiyuliie OBI IIOIIJIA K 3y0OHOMY, UeM Ha ero KOH-
mepT. ITO OBLJIO y:KAacHO HebJarogapHO ¢ MOEH CTo-
poHbI. I mpuIOMHMIA, KAK MaMa UHOTIA TOBOPUJIA,
ecau s YyBCTBOoBaJia cebsa HeyBepeHHO: «IIpuTBO-
pAiicsa, moxka cama cebe He HOBePHUIb». IIpourpas
mbecy TPHU pasa, s PeIlunja, YTO He TOJbKO HOUIY
HaA KOHIEPT, HO U MIPUJIOKY Ha 9TOT Pas CTOJBKO JKe
CUJI, YTOOBI MOHATH MUD AlaMa, CKOJBKO ITPUTIOKIAI
OH JIJIs TOHMMAaHUA MOETO.

— MHe HyKHa TBOS IIOMOIIb, — CKasaJjia g Ma-
Me TeM JKe BeUepPOM IOocCJie YKIUHA, KOT[a Mbl CTOSJIN
00K 0 OOK, MOA IIOCYY.

— Kaxercss, MbI yiKe IPUILIN K BBIBOAY, UTO 5
He CUJIbHA B TpuUroHoMeTpuu. MoKeT, ompooyenrs
OH-JIaHOBBIE KyPCHI?

— He B maTtemaTuke. Koe B uem napyrom.

— Cpenato Bce, uTo cMoTy. UTO Tebe HYyKHO?

— Coser. KTo camas Kpyras, KecTKas, OTIaJI-
Has POKepIa, KAKyI0 Thl MOJKEIlb BCIIOMHUTDL?
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“Debbie Harry,” Mom said.

“Tha—"

“Not finished,” Mom interrupted. “You can’t
ask me to pick only one. That’s so Sophie’s Choice.
Kathleen Hannah. Patti Smith. Joan Jett. Court-
ney Love, in her demented destructionist way. Lu-
cinda Williams, even though she’s country she’s
tough as nails. Kim Gordon from Sonic Youth,
pushing fifty and still at it. That Cat Power wom-
an. Joan Armatrading. Why, is this some kind of
social-studies project?”

“Kind of,” I answered, toweling off a chipped
plate. “It’s for Halloween.”

Mom clapped her soapy hands together in de-
light.

“You planning on impersonating one of us?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “Can you help me?”

Mom took off work early so we could trawl
through vintage-clothing stores. She decided we
should go for a pastiche of rocker looks, rather
than trying to copy any one artist. We bought a
pair of tight, lizard-skin pants. A blond bobbed
wig with severe bangs, a la early-eighties Debbie
Harry, which Mom streaked with purple Manic
Panic. For accessories, we got a black leather band
for one wrist and about two dozen silver bangles
for the other. Mom fished out a her own vintage
Sonic Youth T-shirt — warning me not to take
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— Ie66u Xappu, — MOMEHTAJIbHO OTBETUJIA
MamMa.

— Crma...

— Eme He Bce, — mepebua ona MmeHs. — 1 ke

He MOTYy Has3BaThb TOJbKO OJHY, 9TO MPSIMO «BBIOOD
Codpu» xaxoii-ro. Kortnmu Xamua. Ilartu Cmwur.
I:xoau Ixxert. Koprau JlaB, B cBoeM 0e3yMHOM HU-
ruauctuyeckoM ctuie. Jlrocuana Bunbsame — mycThb
OHA W KaHTPHU, HO JKECTKas, Kak rsos3nb. [a, eme
Kuwm T'opmon u3 «CoHUK 10Cc» — IOJITHUHHUK CKOPO,
a oHa Bce ckauetT mo ciene. Crapymka Kot Ilayap,
KoHeuno. U [I:xoan ApmaTtpeiifuHr. A uTo, 9TO y Te-
04 3amaHMe II0 00IeCTBO3HAHUIO TaKkoe?

— Bpoge Toro, — orBetmia s, obTupas iiepbda-
TYI0 Tapeyjry. — IOTO AJsa XeJJIOyrHa.

Mama B BoOCTOpre XJOIHYJIAa MBLIBHBIMHU JAI0-
HAMUA.

— TbI X0Uelllb ChIrPATh OJHOTO U3 Hac?

— Hy ma. Tsl MHe moMOKeIsb?

Mawma ormmpocusiack ¢ pabOThI IIOPAHbIIE, UTOOBI
MBI CMOTJIM HpPOYECATh MATasMHUYUKU BUHTAIKHOM
omexanl. OHA pelIniia, 4To HaJ0 UCKATh CTUJIN3AIIIO
POKEpPCKOro MPUKH/A, a He MLITAThCS CKOMMPOBATH
KaKyo-HHUOYyAb KOHKDPETHYIO 3Be3y. MbI Kynuau o6-
Jieraioliye IITAHBI M3 «ANEPUUHON KoxKu». U ere
OJIOHAVHUCTBIA CTPUIKEHBINI IIapUK C YeJKOH [0
rnas, a-i1a [[e66u Xappu Hauaia BOCBMUAECATHIX, HA
KOTOPOM MaMa IIOJKpacujia SpKO-PO30BOII KPaCKOM
HECKOJIbKO TPANoK. M3 aKceccyapoB MBI BHIOpaIn
YEepHYIO0 KOKaHYIO JIEHTY Ha OJHO 3alACThe U UYTh
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it off lest someone grab it and sell it on eBay for
a couple hundred bucks — and the pair of black,
pointy-toed leather spiked boots that she’d worn to
her wedding.

On Halloween, she did my makeup, thick streaks
of black liquid eyeliner that made my eyes look
dangerous. White powder that made my skin pale.
Bloodred gashes on my lips. A stick-on nose ring.
When I looked in the mirror, I saw Mom’s face
peering back at me. Maybe it was the blond wig,
but this was the first time I ever thought I actually
looked like any of my immediate family.

My parents and Teddy waited downstairs for
Adam while I stayed in my room. It felt like this
was prom or something. Dad held the camera. Mom
was practically dancing with excitement. When
Adam came through door, showering Teddy with
Skittles, Mom and Dad called me down.

1 did a slinky walk as best as I could in the heels.
I’d expected Adam to go crazy when he saw me, his
jeans-and-sweaters girlfriend all glammed out. But
he smiled his usual greeting, chuckling a bit.
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He IBe TIOKUHBI cepeOpPAHBIX OpacjaeToB Ha JpPYroe.
Mawma oTKomaJjia CBOI0 COOCTBEHHYIO CTapyio yTOOJI-
Ky «COHUK 10C», IpeayIpeauB MeHsa He CHUMATh ee,
a To KTo-HUOYIb CTAIMUT U IpoxacT B MuTepHeTe 3a
mapy coTeH 0aKCOB, 1 UePHBIE OCTPOHOCHIE KOXKAHBIE
OOTHHKMU C IIXIIaMU, B KOTOPBIX ObLIA HA cBaJboe.

Korma macrynun Xesnoyus, MaMa caejajia MHe
makuax. [IInpoKue yepHbIe CTPEJIKY HA IIasdax, Ko-
TOpPbIEe MTHOBEHHO IPUAAIN MHE JeMOHUYECKUI BUI,
O6imenHasa or 6e0i WMyApPHI KOXKAa, KPOBABO-KPACHBIN
POT, KOJBIO-KJHUIICA B HOCY. B3riIAHYB B 3epKaJio,
d yBUIeJa, YTO U3 Hero Ha MeHS YCTaBUJIOCh MaMU-
HO JuI10. BodaMo:KHO, BCe Iesio OLII0 B 6e100pBIcOM
mapuie, HO TOrZa MHeE BIepPBBIE IPHIIJIO B I'OJIOBY,
YTO A W BIPABAYy IOXO0Ka HA KOI'0-TO M3 MO Po-
HOII CeMbH.

Ponurenu u Tennu :xpanu Agama BHU3Y, a A CU-
Iena B cBoeii komHaTe. UyBcTBoBaja s1 cebsl Tak,
OyaTo cobuparoch Ha BBRIMYCKHOI Beuep. Ilama mep-
JKaJI HaroTrope BHUAeoKaMmepy. Mama 4UyTh He IIpHU-
IIsdchkIiBajia OoT Bo30Oy:kaeHus. Korma Amam Boles
B JBepb, 00chinaB Teaau pasHOIBEeTHLIMU KOH(peTa-
MU, MaMa C IIalloy IT03BaJIu MeHs.

HackobK0 5TO I103BOJIAIM BEICOUEHHBIE KAOIYKIH,
s TOMHO U IIJIABHO COIILTIA II0 CTyIIeHAM. §1 o:xugasa,
uyro Apmam obajigeeT, yBUIEB BOJIIIeOHOe IIpeodpa-
JKeHUe CBOeH IOIPY:KKHU, HUKOTIA He M3MEeHBIIel
NPUBBIYHBEIM [KMHCAM 1 cBuTepaM. Ho OH TOJIBKO
IPUBETCTBEHHO YJIBIOHYJICA, COBCEeM KaK OOBIYHO,
U TUXOHbKO XMBIKHYJI.
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“Nice costume,” was all he said.

“Quid pro quo. Only fair,” I said, pointing to his
Mozart ensemble.

“I think you look scary, but pretty,” Teddy said.
“I’d say sexy, too, but I’'m your brother, so that’s
gross.”

“How do you even know what sexy means?”
I asked. “You’re six.”
“Everyone knows what sexy means,” he said.

Everyone but me, I guess. But that night, I kind
of learned. When we trick-or-treated with Teddy,
my own neighbors who’d known me for years didn’t
recognize me. Guys who’d never given me a second
glance did a double take. And every time that hap-
pened, I felt a little bit more like the risky sexy
chick I was pretending to be. Fake it till you make
it actually worked.

The club where Shooting Star was playing was
packed. Everyone was in costume, most of the
girls in the kinds of racy getups — cleavage-baring
French maids, whip-wielding dominatrixes, slutty
Wizard of Oz Dorothys with skirts hiked up to
show their ruby garters — that normally made me
feel like a big oaf. I didn’t feel oafish at all that
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— KuiaccHbIII KOCTIOM, — BOT 4 BCe, UTO OH CKa-
3a.

— VYcayra 3a ycayry. Bcé mo-uectTHoMy, — OTBe-
THUJAa 5, yKa3bIBas Ha eTo MOI[apPTOBCKOe obJjiaueHme.

— ITo-mMoemMy, ThI BBITVIAAUINL JKYTKOBATO, HO
CUMIIATUYHO, — BbICKasaucda Temgu. — §1 ObI cKa-
3aJI «CeKcyaJbHO», HO s TBOII OpaT, TaKk UTO 9TO Oy-
IIeT HeXOpOIIIo.

— Orkynza THI BoOOIIEe 3HAEIIb, UTO TAKOEe «CeK-
cyaabHO» ? — cupocuiia si. — Tebe ke Bcero IIecThb.

— Jla Bce 3HAIOT, YTO TAKOE «CEKCYaJbHO», —
OTBETHUJI OH.

OueBugHO, BCce, KpoMe mMeHsa. Ho B ToT Beuep s,
KasKeTcs, MPOYYBCTBOBAJIA, YTO 3TO 3BHAUUT, HA CBOEN
mKype. IToka mbl ¢ Tegnu xomomuan ¢ KOIAOKAMU, MOU
coOCTBeHHBIE cocenu, 3HAKOMbIE€ CO MHOM MHOTHE I'0-
Ibl, He y3HaBaJau MeHdA. [lapHuU, HUKOTIA He yaocTa-
MBAaBIIINE MEHs JINITHEr0 B3IVISAAA, Teleph MIJININCh
KakK HaHATble. 1 KaAbIN pas3, Kak 3TO CIy4aaoCh,
YyBCTBOBAJIA Ce0sA UyTh OOJIbIIIE IIOXOKEH Ha Ty OT-
BSSHYIO CEKCYaJIbHYIO IEeBUOHKY, KOTOPYIO M300pa-
sKayia. MaMUH COBET IPUTBOPATHCA IO TeX II0pP, MOoKa
caM ceOe He IIOBEPUIlb, ITPEKPACcHO padoTaJ.

Kny6, roe BomicTyman «3Besgoman», ObBLT HaOUT
ouTkoM. Bce mpuInam B KOCTIOMAaX, OOJIBIIHMHCTBO
IeByIlIeK B MMKAHTHBIX: HeKOJbTUPOBaHHbIE (ppaH-
Iy3CKHe TOpHUYHbIE, AOMUHATPUKC, TOMAaXWBAIO-
mue XJbICTaMu, pacinyTHble I[opotu us3 «Boue6-
"Huka Crpanbl O3» ¢ 100kKamMu, 3aJpaHHBIMU [0 PY-
OMHOBO-aJIBIX TOJBSA30K, — BCE TO, IIPU BUJE UETO
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night, even if nobody seemed to recognize that
I was wearing a costume.

“You were supposed to dress up,” a skeleton guy
chastised me before offering me a beer.

“I fucking LOVE those pants,” a flapper girl
screamed into my ear. “Did you get them in Se-
attle?”

“Aren’t you in the Crack House Quartet?” a guy
in a Hillary Clinton mask asked me, referring to
some hard-core band that Adam loved and I hated.

When Shooting Star went on, I didn’t stay back-
stage, which is what I normally did. Backstage
I could sit on a chair and have an uninterrupted
view and not have to talk to anybody. This time,
I lingered out by the bar, and then, when the flap-
per girl grabbed me, I joined her dancing in the
mosh pit.

I’d never gone into the mosh pit before. I had
little interest in running around in circles while
drunk, brawny boys in leather trod on my toes. But
tonight, I totally got into it. I understood what
it was like to merge your energy with the mob’s
and to absorb theirs as well. How in the pit, when
things got going, you weren’t so much walking or
dancing as being sucked into a whirlpool.

When Adam finished his set, I was as panting
and sweaty as he was. I didn’t go backstage to greet
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s 00BIUYHO Kasajach cebe ymMcTBeHHO orcrasnoii. Ho
BCIO TY HOYb f He UyBCTBOBaJia ce0sA Heqopas3BUTOI,
XOTsA HUKTO, KayKeTcs, He IMMOHAJ, UTO A B KOCTIOME.

— Hapo 6b110 KOCTIOM HaJleTh, — YKOPUJ MEHS
mapeHb-CKeJIeT, IIPeK e YeM IIPeIJIOKUTh MHe IIBA.

— BuuH, g OIPOCTO TAIlyCh OT TBOUX IITAHOB, —
IPOBU3:KAJIa MHEe B yXO Kakas-To (QUIsmIepIina. —
Tsr ux B Custie mocraaa?

— Tor He u3 «Kpok xayc KBoTep»? — CIPOCHI
MeHsI HapeHb B MackKe Xwuiiapu KinHTOH, mMes
B BUY I'PYIIIIY, UTPAIOIIYI0 B CTUJIE XapaKOp, KOTO-
pyo Amam 001, a S TepHeTh He MOTIJa.

Korna ma creny Boimes «3Besmomnan», g He CIIPS-
Tajachk 3a KyJamcaMu, Kak o0bryHO. Tam a Moria
MOCHUIEeTh Ha CTyJe, 0e3 IMoMeX IIOCMOTPETH BELICTY-
IJIeHne, 1 MHe He HyXKHO OBbLIIO HM C KeM pasroBa-
puBatb. Ho Ha sTOT pas a ocrajach y cToiiku Gapa,
a IIOTOM, KoTrfa (pJIsIIeplia MOoTAaIlliIa MeHs TaHIle-
BaTh, IIOIJIA C HE B cAaMYIO TOJIUEIO.

Sl HuKorma paHbllle He BBIXOAWJIA HA TAHIIIOJN:
MHe ObIJIO He CJAMIIKOM HHTEPEecHO TOITATbCSI Ha
MecTe, MMOKy/a IbAHBbIE MIOJKUe MapHU B KOXKe CKa-
yyT 110 MouM HoraMm. Ho B TOT JeHb S HBIPHYJIA TY-
Ila ¢ TOJIOBOM. §1 moHANA, KAKOBO 9TO: BIMBATL CBOIO
9HEPTrUIO B TOJIIY 1 BIUTHIBATEL €e sHepruio. U y3Ha-
Jla, UTO Ha ILJIOIIaJKe IIepe] CIleHOi, Korma Bce Ha-
YyUHaeTcd, ysKe He CTOJbKO CTOUIINb UMW TaHIyelllb,
CKOJIBKO BTATHBAENILCA B BOJLOBOPOT.

K xoHmy BoICcTyILIIeHUsA «3Bea3norana» s ObLIa Ta-
KO sKe 3aJbIXalollleficss U IIOTHOM, Kak Amam. 1 He
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him before everyone else got to him. I waited for
him to go to the floor of the club, to meet his pub-
lic like he did at the end of every show. And when
he came out, a towel around his neck, sucking on
a bottle of water, I flung myself into his arms and
kissed him openmouthed and sloppy in front of
everyone. I could feel him smiling as he kissed me
back.

“Well, well, looks like someone has been infused
with spirit of Debbie Harry,” he said, wiping some
of the lipstick off his chin.

“I guess so. What about you? Are you feeling
very Mozarty?”

“All I know about him is from what I saw in that
movie. But I remember he was kind of a horndog,
so after that kiss, I guess I am. You ready to go?
I can load up and we can get out of here.”

“No, let’s stay for the last set.”

“Really?” Adam asked, his eyebrows rising in
surprise.

“Yeah. I might even go into the pit with you.

“Have you been drinking?” he teased.

“Just the Kool-Aid,” I replied.

We danced, stopping every now and again to
make out, until the club closed.

On the way home, Adam held my hand while he
drove. Every so often he’d turn to look at me and
smile while shaking his head.
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TIONILJIa 3a CIIeHY, UTOOBI IPUBETCTBOBATH €r0 PAaHbIIIe
Bcex. §1 momoskmasia, IMOKa OH BBIMAET Ha ILJIOMIAIKY
KJIy0a — BCTPETUTHCA CO CBOEH IIyOJIMKOM, KaK OH
JleJaj mIocJie Kaxkaoro Koumepra. Y Korga oH BbIIIeN,
¢ TIOJIOTEHIEM Ha TIJIeuYaX, ITONMUBasA BOAY U3 Oy THLIKH,
s1 Opocuitach eMy Ha IITef0 1 I0I[eJIOBAJIa JUTTKUMU T10-
JIyOTKPBITBIMH T'y0aMu IpsaMO nepeq BceMu. §1 uys-
CTBOBaJIa, KaK OH yJIbIOAeTcs, IleJIysi MEeHA B OTBET.
— Hy-ny, moxoxe, KOro-to Tyt o0y nyx Iledoou

Xappu, — 3aMeTHJ OH, OTTUpPAas MOMaAy C I0m00-
poxxka.

— Tlowxkanyii. A Te1 kKak? UyBcTByeurb cebsa Mo-
mapTom?

— Bce, uTO 4 0 HeM 3HaI0, S BUAET B TOM KU-
HO. HOo mOMHIO, UTO OH BpOJEe KaK OBLI CTPAIIHBIN
0a0HUK, TaK YTO IIOCJIe TAKOTO IIOIeJysA A HaBepHs-
Ka oH. TwI roroBa uaTu? fI Mory sarpysuTh Belu,
U CBAJIUM OTCIOJA.

— Her, naBaii ocTaHeMCs Ha IIOCJIEIHIOIO IPYIIITY.

— IlpaBga? — cmopocua Axam, IOIZHAB OPOBU OT
YAUBJICHUA.

— Ara. {1 naxxe mory mo¥iTu ¢ TO6G0M HA TAHIIIIOJ.

— TbI uTO, BRIDNUJIA? — IOLHAYMJ OH.

— ToabKO KONy, — OTBETHJA 5.

Mpgz1 TaHIIEBAIM, TO U IEJI0 OCTAHABJINBASCH, UTO-
OBl ITIOOOHMMATHLCA M IIOIEJ0BATHLCSA, IO CAMOI'O 3a-
KPBITUA KJay0a.

ITo mytu momoii Amam, Beis MAIIWHY, AepPrKas
MeHs 3a pyKy. OH TO U [eJI0 OBOPAUMBAJICS IIOCMO-
TpeTh HA MeHs U yJbIOajcs, Kauas roJIOBOIi.
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“So you like me like this?” I asked.
“Hmm,” he responded.

“Is that a yes or a no?”

“Of course I like you.”

“No, like this. Did you like me tonight?”

Adam straightened up.

“I liked that you got into the show and weren’t
chomping to leave ASAP. And I loved dancing with
you. And I loved how comfortable you seemed to be
with all us riffraff.”

“But did you like me like this? Like me better?”

“Than what?” he asked. He looked genuinely
perplexed.

“Than normal.”

I was getting irritated now. I’d felt so brazen to-
night, like the Halloween costume had imbued me
with a new personality, one more worthy of Adam,
of my family. I tried to explain that to him, and to
my dismay, found myself near tears.

Adam seemed to sense that I was upset. He
pulled the car off onto a logging road and turned
to me.

“Mia, Mia, Mia,” he said, stroking the tendrils
of my hair that had escaped from the wig. “This is
the you I like. You definitely dressed sexier and are,
you know, blond, and that’s different. But the you
who you are tonight is the same you I was in love
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— U kaxk, g HpaBaIOCh TeOE TaKOIi? — cIpocusa .

— XM, — OTBETHIJI OH.

— 9TO «Ja» WJIU «HEeT»?

— KoHeuno e, Tbl MHEe HPABUIILCS.

— Her, Bor Takoii. Ceronusa BeuepoM s Tebe Hpa-
BUJIACK?

AnmaM BRIIPAMUIICH.

— MHe HOHpPaBUJIOCH, UTO ThI YBJIEKJACH KOH-
IepTOM M He PBajiach CJAMHATH OTTYAA KaK MOXKHO
onicTpee. U ObLI0 OUeHBb 340POBO C TOOOII TAHIEBATD.
Eme MHe mOHpaBUJIOCh, KAK €CTECTBEHHO ThHI ce0s
YyBCTBOBAJIA CO BCEM HaIIUM COPOIOM.

— Ho BorT Takoii g Tebe moupaBuaack? Boabine?

— Yem uro? — OH BBIMNIALEJ HCKPEHHE 03a1a-
YEHHBIM.

— Yem 00BIUHO.

A maumuzana pasgpaxkarscs. CerogHsa BeuepoMm s
YyBCTBOBAJIA ce0s HACTOJIBKO IeP3KOi 1 CBOOOIHOIA,
CJIOBHO X€JLJIOYMHOBCKUI KOCTIOM HaeJINJ MEeHs HO-
BO#l JIMUHOCTBIO, OoJiee mocToiiHONl Amama u Moen
ceMbH. §1 momeITazach OOBACHUTL €MY 9TO W, K CBO-
eMy y:Kacy, o0OHapysKuJja, 4YTO BOT-BOT Pa3peByCh.

Apam, BUAMMO, OYYBCTBOBAJ, UYTO S PaccTpoe-
Ha. OH CBEepHYJ HA IPOCEJOK, OCTAHOBUJI MAIINHY
U IIOBEPHYJICS KO MHE.

— Muwnua, Mus, — ckasaj OH, IIaAsd IPAIN MO-
UX BOJIOC, BBIOMBIIHECS M3-TIO4 Hapuka. — MHe
HPaBUIILCS ThI, BOT TaKas, Kakas ecTh. Thl, KOHEU-
HO, CerofHs OleTa CeKCyaJibHee U, IPAMO CKayKeM,
OJIOHAUWHKA, WM 3TO HeoObIuHO. Ho Ta ThI, KAKON THI
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with yesterday, the same you I’ll be in love with to-
morrow. I love that you’re fragile and tough, quiet
and kick-ass. Hell, you’re one of the punkest girls
I know, no matter who you listen to or what you
wear.”

After that, whenever I started to doubt Adam’s
feelings, I’d think about my wig, gathering dust in
my closet, and it would bring back the memory of
that night. And then I wouldn’t feel insecure. I’d
just feel lucky.

713 P.M.

He’s here.

I have been hanging out in an empty hospital
room in the maternity ward, wanting to be far away
from my relatives and even farther away from the
ICU and that nurse, or more specifically what that
nurse said and what I now understand. I needed to
be somewhere where people wouldn’t be sad, where
the thoughts concerned life, not death. So I came
here, the land of screaming babies. Actually, the
wail of the newborns is comforting. They have so
much fight in them already.

But it’s quiet in this room now. So I’m sit-
ting on the windowsill, staring out at the night.
A car screeches into the parking garage, shaking
me out of my reverie. I peer down in time to catch
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ObLIa CerofHs BeuepoM, — 9TO Ta JKe Thl, B KOTOPYIO
s ObLI BJIIOOJEH Buepa. MHe OueHb HPABUTCHA, UTO
THI XPYHKad U KecTKasi, TUXOHA U oTopBa. deprt, na
TBI — OJHA M3 CAMbIX HAHKOBLIX JIEBUOHOK, KaKUX
s 3HAI0, UTO ObI THI HU CJOyIIaJa W Kak ObI HU ofie-
BaJiachb.

BoocaenctBuu BecaAkuiti pas, Korma A HauwmHasa
COMHeBaThbCs B YyBCTBax Anama, A AyMajia O Iapu-
Ke, IBLIAIEMCS B ITKa(dy, M 9TO OXKUBJIAJO BOCIIO-
MUHaHUA 0 TOW Houm. M Torma HeyBepeHHOCTh IIPO-
mazaja 1 g IPOCTO YyBCTBOBaJia ce0s CUACTIMBOIA.

19:13

OH 31€Ch.

s Topuasa B mycToii majiaTe B POAMJIBHOM OTIe-
JIeHUH, JKeJjas CIPATAThCA IIOJaJIbIlle OT MOUX POX-
CTBEHHUKOB U eIlfe JaJbIlle OT IajJaThbl MHTeHCUBHOMN
Tepamuy M TOW Me[CecTpPhl — TOUYHEee, OT TOTO, UTO
OHA TOTJa cKasaJia, a s Telepb HoHsaa. MHe HyKHO
OBLJIO TOCHUIETh I'le-TO, I'le OBl JIIOAYW He IopeBaJiu,
e ObI IyMaJju O KM3HU, a He 0 cMepTH. Tak 4To s
MIPUIILIA CI0Za, HA TePPUTOPUIO MIAUYIIUX MJIageH-
neB. Ha camowm pesie miau HOBOPOKJEHHBIX YMUPO-
TBOpPseT U OOAPUT — BeAb B HUX yiKe CTOJIBbKO Ooe-
BOTO 3ajopa.

Ho ceiftuac B maJsiaTe TMxXo; s CHUKYy Ha IOJOKOH-
HUKe, TVIAAA B OKHO. Beuepeer. Ha KpBITYIO CTOAHKY
BBE3;KaeT MallliHA, ¥ HEWCTOBBIH BUST U CKPEKET
BBIPBIBAIOT MEHs U3 3a0bIThs. I BoBpeMsa ycIieBaio
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a glimpse of the taillights of a pink car disappear
into the darkness. Sarah, who is the girlfriend of
Liz, Shooting Star’s drummer, has a pink Dodge
Dart. I hold my breath, waiting for Adam to ap-
pear out of the tunnel. And then he’s here, walk-
ing up the ramp, hugging his leather jacket against
the winter night. I can see the chain of his wallet
glinting in the floodlights. He stops, turns around
to talk to someone behind him. I see the soft fig-
ure of a woman emerge from the shadows. At first,
I think it must be Liz. But then I see the braid.

I wish I could hug her. To thank her for always
being one step ahead of what I need.

Of course Kim would go to Adam, to tell him in
person as opposed to breaking the news over the
phone, and then to bring him here, to me. It was
Kim who knew that Adam was playing a show in
Portland. Kim who must have somehow managed
to cajole her mother into driving downtown. Kim
who, judging by Mrs. Schein’s absence, must have
convinced her mother to go home, to let her stay
with Adam and me. I remember how it took Kim
two months to get permission to take that helicop-
ter flight with her uncle, so I’m impressed that she
managed this amount of emancipation within the
space of a few hours. It was Kim who must have
braved any number of intimidating bouncers and
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IIOCMOTPETh BHU3, UTOOBI 3aMETUTh, KAK BO ThMe HC-
yes3aloT 3aHue rabapuTHbIe OTHI PO30BOI MAIITHNHBI.
¥ Capsl, geBymku JIus, 6apabaHiuiisl «3Be3mona-
nIa», po3oBbii «Ilomk mapT». §1 3amep:KmUBaio Jbrxa-
HUe, OJKUIas1, KOIa N3 TeMHOTEI TYHHEJIA MOABUTCS
Apam. U BOT OH, UAET IO IMAaHAYCY, CKUMASI B PY-
KaxX CBOI0O KOKaHYIO KypTKy — B3alllUTy OT XO0JIoAa
3UMHEro Beuepa. §1 BMKY IIEIIOUKY ero OyMaKHUKa,
OJIeCTAIYI0O B cBeTe (poHapeii. AmaM ocTaHaBJIUBa-
eTca m obopaumBaeTcs, YTOOBI IIOTOBOPUTH C KeM-
TO mo3anu. VM3 TeHell moABIseTCA JIeTKad KeHCKasd
durypa. Cuauaaa a gymaio, 4To 9TO JI13, HO IIOTOM
BIKY KOCY.

M=ue y:xacHO xouercss o0OHATE ee. ITobmarogapuTh
3a TO, UTO OHA BCeraa Ha IIar paHblile MeHs IOHIMA-
eT, UTO MHe HYKHO.

Koneuno :xe, Kum ob6s3aTesnbHO MOJKHA ObLIA
moexaTh K Amamy, 4ToObI BCe paccKasaTb eMy JIUY-
HO, a He BBIBAJIMBATL HOBOCTHU II0 TeJIe()OHY, U IPH-
Be3THU ero cona, ko mae. Umenuno Kum ysHama, uTo
y Anama ceromusa xoHilepT B IToptienme. OHa Kaxk-
TO YMYJAPUJIACh YIPOCUTH MaTh OTBE3TU €€ B IIEHTP
ropoza. A cyzns mo orcyrcrBuio muccuc Illeiin, mos
moApyra eie u yoeamnaa POAUTENILHULY OTIPABUTh-
Cs JOMOM U IIO3BOJIUTE €M OCTAThCs CO MHOM 1 Aja-
moM. §1 momHIO, Kak Kum nBa mecsla noouBajiach
paspelleHusa HA Ty BEePTOJETHYIO IPOTYJIKY C IAmell,
U WCKPEeHHe IIOpajkeHa, UYTO e yaajioch MOJYYUTh
CTOJBKO CBOOOILI 3a cunTaublie uackl. Umenuno Kum
He MCOYTraJiach TOJI CYPOBBIX BBIIINOAT X XHUIICTE-
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hipsters to find Adam. And Kim who must have
braved telling Adam.

I know this sounds ridiculous, but I’'m glad it
wasn’t me. I don’t think I could have borne it. Kim
had to bear it.

And now, because of her, he is finally here.

All day long, I’ve been imagining Adam’s ar-
rival, and in my fantasy, I rush to greet him, even
though he can’t see me and even though, from
what I can tell so far, it’s nothing like that movie
Ghost, where you can walk through your loved ones
so that they feel your presence.

But now that Adam is here, I’'m paralyzed. I’m
scared to see him. To see his face. I’ve seen Adam
cry twice. Once when we watched It’s a Wonderful
Life. And another time when we were in the train
station in Seattle and we saw a mother yelling and
swatting her son who had Down syndrome. He just
got quiet and it was only when we were walking
away that I saw the tears rolling down his cheeks.
And it damn near tore my heart out. If he is cry-
ing, it will kill me. Forget this my choice business.
That alone will do me in.

I’m such a chickenshit.

I look at the clock on the wall. It’s past seven
now. Shooting Star will not be opening for Bikini
after all. Which is a shame. It was a huge break for
them. For a second, I wonder if the rest of the band
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poB u Hamia Anama. Y oHa e ocMeamach coo0-
IIATh €My O CJYYHBIIEMCH.

3HAa1, 9TO 3BYYUT CMEIIHO, HO S pajaa, u4TO 3TO
obL1a He A. He gymaro, uTo cmoriia ObI 3TO BEIHECTH.
Bce mpumnocs BerHectu Kum.

U cefiuac 6iaromaps eit oH 37eCh.

Becs memp g mpencraBissaa cebe mpuesn Ana-
Mma. B moux dantrasuax s Opocasiacb eMy HaBCTpe-
4y, IyCTh OH X He MOT YBHUIETh MEHS W IIyCTh, HA-
CKOJIBKO A MOTY CYAUTh, TYT BCE COBCEM He TaK, KaK
B @uabme «IIpuBugenue», rme MOMKHO OBLIO IPOXO-
IUTHh CKBO3b JIOOMMBIX JIIOJIelf 1 OHU OIIyIIaJu Ba-
111e IPUCYTCTBUE.

Ho Temepn, xorma Amam 3mech, 1 He MOTY OBU-
HYTBbCA ¢ MecTa. 1 60I0Ch YBUAETH €r0, B3TVIAHYTH
eMy B Jjumo. S gBaKAbI Bugesa, Kak Amam IJavder:
epBBIA pas, KOrga Mbl CMOTPENHN «ITY IIPEeKPacHyIo
JKM3HB». A BTOpOii — Ha Boksaje B Cuatiie, rie HAM
moraJjach MaTh, OpaBIIasd ¥ OWBIIAA CBOErO ChIHA
¢ cuagpomom JlayHa. Amam IpoCTO 3aTUX, U TOJIBKO
KOT/ZIa MbI YK€ YXOAUJIU OTTyHa, s 3aMeTHJia, 4TO II0
ero ImeKaM KaTATCs cje3bl. VI oT 3TOro y MeHsA UYyTh
cepIe He pasopBajochk. Eciam oH OyaeT IJaKaTh,
3TO TOYHO yObeT MeHsA. MoKHO 3a0BITh IIPO BCE «MHE
peuiatb» — OJHO 9TO MEHS IIPUKOHUUT.

§1 HeBO3MOIKHAA TpycHxa.

S cmorpio Ha yachkl Ha cTeHe: y:Ke OoJibIle ce-
MH. «3Be3nonan» He OyaeT BBICTYIIATh HA pasorpe-
Be y «BukmHM». I10 craHman. Ilia HUX 9TO OBLI
OrpoMHBIN TPOPHIB. Ha ceKyHAY A 3ayMbIBAIOCh, HE
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will go on without Adam. I highly doubt it, though.
It’s not just that he is the lead singer and the lead
guitar player. The band has this kind of code. Loy-
alty to feelings is important. Last summer, when
Liz and Sarah broke up (for what turned out to be
all of a month) and Liz was too distraught to play,
they canceled their five-night tour, even though
this guy Gordon who plays drums in another band
offered to sub for her.

I watch Adam make his way to the hospital’s
main entrance, Kim trailing behind him. Just be-
fore he comes to the covered awning and the auto-
matic doors, he looks up into the sky. He is waiting
for Kim but I also like to think he’s looking for me.
His face, illuminated by the lights, is blank, like
someone vacuumed away all his personality, leav-
ing only a mask. He doesn’t look like him. But at
least he’s not crying.

That gives me the guts to go to him now. Or
rather to me, to the ICU, which is where I know he
will want to go. Adam knows Gran and Gramps and
the cousins, and I imagine he’ll join the waiting-
room vigil later. But right now he’s here for me.

Back in the ICU time stands still as always. One
of the surgeons who worked on me earlier — the
one who sweated a lot and, when it was his turn
to pick the music, blasted Weezer — is checking
in on me.
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BBIHZET JIU OCTajJbHAA IPyIIa Ha CIleHy, 0e3 Axgama.
OmHAKoO g B 9TOM CHUJIBLHO coMHeBaroch. OH BoBce He
TJIaBHBIN BOKAJUCT U HE JUJAEeP-TUTAPUCT — IIPOCTO
y TPYyIObI €CTh CBOIM KOIEKC M BEPHOCTL UYBCTBAM
BaskHa. IIpomaeiM jeTom, korga JIus u Capa paso-
nnch (Kak OKasajioch, BCETO-TO Ha Mecslr) U JIus
OblIa CIAMIIKOM IOaBjieHa, YTOObBI UTPaTh, IPYIIIa
OTMEHUJIa Typ U3 IIATH KOHIEPTOB, XOTS OIWH IIa-
pesb, I'opgoH, urpaBmmuii Ha GapabaHax B ApyTroi
KOMaH/e, IIpeajaraj HOIMeHUTD ee.

d cmorpio, kak AgaM uaeT K IVIABHOMY BXOIY
6osbHMILI. KM enBa He O€XXUT 3a HUM U BCe PABHO
orcraet. Ilepen TeM Kak MOJONTH K KPBLIbIYY U aB-
TOMATHYECKUM ABEPSIM, OH CMOTPUT Ha He6o. Agam
skmer KuM, H0 MHe HpaBUTCS AyMAaTb, UTO OH HIIET
TaM MeHsA. Ero Jaumo, ocBelieHHoOe (poHapsaMU, He-
MPOHUIIAEMO, KaK OyATO KTO-TO CIYJ C HETO BCE KU~
BOe, ocTaBuB Jiuinb MacKy. O cam Ha cebsa He IIO-
xo:x. Ho, Mo KpaiiHeil Mmepe, He ILJIaUeT.

ITo IIpHUgaeT MHE CHUJIBI IyXa, YTOOBI IONTHU K He-
my. Win, ckopee, K cebe — B IIajaTy MHTEHCUBHOI
Tepanuu, KyJa, A 3Hal0, OH 3aX0YeT II0oHacTb. Axam
3HAKOM c 0a0yIIKOM, MeAyIIKOM U Ky3eHaMu, U, Iy-
Malo, M03sKe OH IIPUCOeSUHUTCA K OQeHNI0 B KOMHA-
Te oxkumanusa. Ho ceiiuac oH mpuIes KO MHE.

B mamare Bpems mo-mpexxuemy croutT. OauH U3
XUPYPTroB, TPYAUBIINUXCS HAAO0 MHOHW paHbIle, —
TOT CaMbIil, KOTOPBIN CUJIBHO IIOTEJ 1 BPYOWJI TPyII-
my «Yusep», Korga Oblaa ero ouepeab BeIOMPATh MY-
3BIKYy, — IIPOBEpPseT MeHs.
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The light is dim and artificial and kept to the
same level all the time, but even so, the circadian
rhythms win out and a nighttime hush has fallen
over the place. It is less frenetic than it was during
the day, like the nurses and machines are all a little
tired and have reverted to power-save mode.

So when Adam’s voice reverberates from the hall-
way outside the ICU, it really wakes everyone up.

“What do you mean I can’t go in?” he booms.

I make my way across the ICU, standing just on
the other side of the automatic doors. I hear the
orderly outside explain to Adam that he is not al-
lowed in this part of the hospital.

“This is bullshit!” Adam yells.

Inside the ward, all the nurses look toward the
door, their heavy eyes wary. I am pretty sure they’re
thinking: Don’t we have enough to deal with inside
without having to calm down crazy people outside?
I want explain to them that Adam isn’t crazy. That
he never yells, except for very special occasions.

The graying middle-aged nurse who doesn’t at-
tend to the patients but sits by and monitors the
computers and phones, gives a little nod and stands
up as if accepting a nomination. She straightens
her creased white pants and makes her way toward
the door. She’s really not the best one to talk to
him. I wish I could warn them that they ought to
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CBer 37eCh TYCKJBI/ M HEeCTeCTBEHHBLII, OH IIO-
CTOSHHO IEeP:KUTCA Ha OZHOM YPOBHE, HO ITUPKAaj-
HbIe PUTMBI BCe PaBHO ITO0OEKIAIOT, ¥ BeUePHAST TU-
IrHA 3aToIidgeT najgary. OHa MeHee HaIPSsKeHHAasd,
yeM ObL7Ia JHEM, Kak OyATO M MeICEecTPhl, U Malllu-
HBI HEMHOT'O YCTaJIN 1 IIePeKJIOUNINCh B 9Heprocoe-
perarwouii pexKuM.

Tak 4TO KOTJa CHaApy:KM B KODPHIOpPE pasmaeTrcs
rosoc Amama, Bce B3AparuBaior.

— Yr0 3HAUNT: MHE HEJIb3d BONTH? — I'PEMUT OH.

§1 mepecekaro maJjiaTy M BCTAIO IIPAMO HAIIPOTHUB
aBToMaTH4YecKux naBepeii. CJIBIIIIHO, KaK CaHHUTap
CHapyXu o0bACHAET AmamMy, UTO B Ty 4acTb OOJIb-
HUIBI €My HeJIb3s.

— Ia 970 ke uylb cobaubsa! — BomuT Amam.

B mamate Bce MenacecTphl CMOTPAT B CTOPOHY
IBepu, UX MPUOYXINUe IIada HACTOPOXKEHHBI U IIO-
IO3PUTENbHEI. I COBEPINEHHO yBepeHa, UTO OHU Y-
mator: «Hey:kenu HaM 3mech Majo Iej, YTOOBI MbI
ellle yCIoKawWBaJIM CyMaclleqmux cHapy:ku?» Mue
OUeHb X0UeTcsd O0bACHUTHL UM, UTO AJaM He cyMmac-
MU, UYTO OH HHUKOTJAa He KPUYUT — TOJBKO
B UPE3BBIYANHBIX CIAyUYasIX.

Hemononas cepemoinaa mencectpa, KoTopas He
TMOAXOMUT K TaIMeHTaM, a CUAUT U CJEIUT 3a TeJie-
doHaAMU U JTaHHBIMHU HA KOMIILIOTEPAX, UyTh KMBAaeT,
Kak OyATo IpuHUMAasA HadHaueHue, 1 BctaeT. [loTom
OTJIAKMBaeT MsAThIe Oeisible OPIOKM U HAIpaBJIsSETCS
K nBepu. YecTHO TOBOPS, OHA — HE JIYUIINi BHIOOD
nas pasroBopa ¢ Agamom. BoT OBl ckasaTh UM, UTO
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send Nurse Ramirez, the one who reassured my
grandparents (and freaked me out). She’d be able
to calm him down. But this one is only going to
make it worse. I follow her through the double
doors where Adam and Kim are arguing with an
orderly. The orderly looks at the nurse.

“I told them they’re not authorized to be up
here,” he explains.

The nurse dismisses him with the wave of a
hand.

“Can I help you, young man?” she asks Adam.

Her voice sounds irritated and impatient, like
some of Dad’s tenured colleagues at school who
Dad says are just counting the days till retirement.

Adam clears his throat, attempting to pull him-
self together.

“I’d like to visit a patient,” he says, gesturing
toward the doors blocking him from the ICU.

“I’m afraid that’s not possible,” she replies.

“But my girlfriend, Mia, she’s—”

“She’s being well cared for,” the nurse inter-
rupts.

She sounds tired, too tired for sympathy, too
tired to be moved by young love.
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Hamo IocjiaTh cecTpy Pamupec — Ty, KoTopas yre-
maJja Moux 0abyIIKy ¢ JeayUIKo# (1 340POBO BBIOU-
Ja meHdA u3 Kojeu). OHaA ObI CMOTJIA €T0 YCIIOKOUTD,
HO 3Ta TOJIBKO BCe MUCIOPTHUT. I IPOXOKY caeaoM 3a
Hell yepes IBOWHLIE IBepU — Tyna, rae Kum u Agam
CIOPAT ¢ caHuTapoMm. TOT CMOTPUT HA MeEACECTPY
U O0'bSICHSET:
— §I ckasaj, 4TO UM HeJIb3s CIOJa BXOAUTh.

Me/::ceCTpa JKEeCTOM OTIIyCKaeT €ero.

— Mory a BaM IOMOYb, MOJIOZOI UeJoBeK? —
cupammmuBaeT oHa Amama.

Ee rosoc 3Byuut pasgpakeHHO U HeTepPIeJINBO,
KaK y HEeKOTOPBIX IAIMHBLIX ITOMKUJBIX KOJIJIEr IIO
IIIKOJIe, KOTOPhIE, II0 €0 CJI0BaM, TOJbKO M CUUTAIOT
OHU [0 IEeHCHUMN.

Anam oTKaILINBaeTCs, NbITAasCh COOPATHC.

— §I 6BI XOTes HABECTUTh IIAIMEHTKY, — TOBO-
PUT OH, IIOKa3bIBas HA OBEPb, OTHEJIAIONIYIO €TO OT
maJjaThl MHTEHCUBHOM Tepamnunu.

— Borocsh, 5T0O HEBO3MOKHO, — OTBEUAeT MeJ-
cecTpa.

— Ho mosa peBymka, Musa, oua...

— O Helt xopomio 3a60TATCSI, — OOpPBIBAET ero
MezcecTpa.

B ee rosoce 3ByuuT yCcTamocTs — CIUIITKOM OOJIb-
masi, YToOkI elle U COYYBCTBOBATD, YTOOLI OBLITH TPO-
HYTOH I0HO# JI000BBIO.
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“I understand that. And I’m grateful for it,”
Adam says. He’s trying his best to play by her
rules, to sound mature, but I hear the catch in his
voice when he says: “I really need to see her.”

“I’m sorry, young man, but visitations are re-
stricted to immediate family.”

I hear Adam gasp. Immediate family. The nurse
doesn’t mean to be cruel. She’s just clueless, but
Adam won’t know that. I feel the need to protect
him and to protect the nurse from what he might
do to her. I reach for him, on instinct, even though
I cannot really touch him. But his back is to me
now. His shoulders are hunched over, his legs
starting to buckle.

Kim, who was hovering near the wall, is sudden-
ly at his side, her arms encircling his falling form.
With both arms locked around his waist, she turns
to the nurse, her eyes blazing with fury.

“You don’t understand!” she cries.
“Do I need to call security?” the nurse asks.

Adam waves his hand, surrendering to the
nurse, to Kim.

“Don’t,” he whispers to Kim.

So Kim doesn’t. Without saying another word,
she hoists his arm around her shoulder and shifts
his weight onto her. Adam has about a foot and
fifty pounds on Kim, but after stumbling for a
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— § moummmaro. I s GiraromapeH 3a 3To, — TO-
BopuT Agam. OH 30 BCeX CUJI CTapaeTcs UTPaTh II0
ee IpaBUJIaM, I'OBOPUTL KaK B3POCJLIA, HO I'0JIOC
ero mpemaTeJbCKU IPOKUT. — MHe neiicTBUTeIbLHO
OUeHb HYKHO YBHUIETDH ee.

— Cosxajero, MOJIOLOM UeJOBEK, HO IIOCEI[eHMUs
paspelamTcs TOJbKO UJeHaM CeMbH.

S capimy, kak Amam criaTbiBaeT. «YJeHBI ce-
MbU». JHKeCcTOKOCTh MeacecTphl HeHaMepeHHa, HO
Anmam, BO3MOMKHO, 9TOTO He IoHuMaeT. MHe HY/KHO
3alUTUTh €r0 — U ee OT TOI'0, UTO OH MOKET Cle-
JaThb ¢ Hel. fI UHCTUHKTUBHO TAHYCh K HEMY, XOT
U He MOT'y peaJIbHO KocHYyTbcs. Ho ceiiuac oH Ko MHe
cuuHOMi. Ero mieun ccyTyamianch, HOM'M HAUNHAIOT
moArubaThCA.

Kum, 10 cux mop skaBiiasicsa K cTeHe, BAPYT OKa-
3bIBaeTCA PANOM ¢ AmaMoM, ee PyKu OOBMBAIOT €T0
obmsakiee Teso. ObenMu pyKaMu Aep:Ka ero 3a Ta-
auio, Kum obopaumBaeTca K MeacecTpe, SPOCTHO
CBepKasd IIasaMu.

— BbI He moHUMAaeTe! — KPUYUT OHA.
— MHe BbBI3BaTh OXpaHy? — CIIpAllIMBAET Me[-
cecrtpa.

Apam MmareT pykoit, ToKopsaach el u Kum.

— He mano, — memnuer ou Kum.

" Kuwm cpaerca. He roBops HU CJIOBa, OHA KJja-
IIeT ero PyKy ce0e Ha ILJIeU0 U IIePEHOCUT ero Bec Ha
cebsa. AmaM cCaHTUMETPOB HA TPUIIATH BBHIIIE U KU-
JIOTPAaMMOB Ha ABaAIaTh TaKeaee KuMm, HO, IPOTHYB
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second, she adjusts to the added burden. She
bears it.

Kim and I have this theory that almost every-
thing in the world can be divided into two groups.

There are people who like classical music. People
who like pop. There are city people. And country
people. Coke drinkers. Pepsi drinkers. There are
conformists and free-thinkers. Virgins and non-
virgins. And there are the kind of girls who have
boyfriends in high school, and the kind of girls who
don’t.

Kim and I had always assumed that we both be-
longed to the latter category.

“Not that we’ll be forty-year-old virgins or any-
thing,” she reassured. “We’ll just be the kinds of
girls who have boyfriends in college.”

That always made sense to me, seemed prefer-
able even. Mom was the sort of girl who had had
boyfriends in high school and often remarked that
she wished she hadn’t wasted her time.

“There’s only so many times a girl wants to get
drunk on Mickey’s Big Mouth, go cow-tipping, and
make out in back of a pickup truck. As far as the
boys I dated were concerned, that amounted to a
romantic evening.”

Dad on the other hand, didn’t really date till col-
lege. He was shy in high school, but then he started
playing drums and freshman year of college joined
a punk band, and boom, girlfriends. Or at least a
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Ha CeKyHIy, OHA MPHUCIOCAOJUBAETCS K MTOIIOJIHI-
TeJbHOMY Becy. OHA 9TO BBIJEPIKUT.

Y mHac ¢ Kum ecTh Takas Teopus: IIOUTH BCe HA
cBeTe MOKHO pas3[eIUTh Ha JIBe I'PYIIIEI.

Ectp nro1, KOoTOpBIE JIIOOAT KJIACCUUECKYIO MY-
3BIKYy, X Te, KTO JIIOOUT IoI. I'OpOACKIe KUTEJHn
U JepeBeHCKHue. JI1o0uTesn KOJIbl U JIIOOUTENN IIell-
cu. KoudopMucTel 1 BOIBHOAYMIIBI. [leBCTBEHHUKN
U HeJIeBCTBEeHHUKH. VU ecTh NeBYIIKU, ¥ KOTOPBIX
B CTApIINX KJIACCAX MOSABJSAIOTCA ITapHU, a €CTh Te,
Y KOTO He IOABJIAIOTCS.

Mgz1 ¢ Kum Bcerma cumTanam, 4TO OTHOCHMCS K II0-
ciaenHell KaTeropuu.

«He To uT0OBI MBI OyZeM COPOKAJIETHUMU JI€B-
CTBEHHUIIAMU UM BCe TakKoe, — yBepsaa oHa. — MEI
mpocTo OyaeM TaKMMU OeBYyIIKaMU, ¥ KOTOPBIX IIa-
PEeHb 3aBOJIUTCS B YHUBEPCUTETE» .

ITo Bcerga Kasajoch MHE Pa3yMHBIM U JaKe
OpeaIoUYTUTEeIbHLIM. MaMa Obliaa M3 TeX MeBYIIeK,
Y KOT'O ITapHU MTOABUJINCH B CTAPIINX KJjaccax, U 4a-
CTO 3aMeuaJjia, YTO TOJBKO 3Ps MOTPATHUJIa BpeMs.

«JleBUOHKM MOTYT CKOJIbKO YTOZHO XOTeTh HaKa-
YaThCsA MUBOM U 3aHATHCA CEKCOM HA 3aJHEM CHUJe-
ube. Ho ¢ TeMu mapHAMHU, ¢ KOTOPLIMU A BCTpeUa-
JIach, MOYKHO OBLJIO PACCUUTHIBATH TOJBKO HA POMAH-
TUYECKUU BeUep».

ITana :xe, HAITPOTUB, 4O YHUBEPCUTETA HE BCTpe-
yajcA ¢ JeByIIKaMu IIo-HacToAleMmMy. B crapmmx
KJaccax OH ObLI 3aCTEHYMB U POOOK, HO KOT/Ia HAYaJI
urpaTh Ha 0apabaHaxX M B TIEePBBIHA IOl YHUBEPCUTE-
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few of them until he met Mom, and boom, a wife.
I kind of figured it would go that way for me.

So, it was a surprise to both Kim and me when
I wound up in Group A, with the boyfriended girls.
At first, I tried to hide it. After I came home from
the Yo-Yo Ma concert, I told Kim the vaguest of
details. I didn’t mention the kissing. I rational-
ized the omission: There was no point getting all
worked up about a kiss. One kiss does not a rela-
tionship make. I'd kissed boys before, and usually
by the next day the kiss had evaporated like a dew-
drop in the sun.

Except I knew that with Adam it was a big deal.
I knew from the way the warmth flooded my whole
body that night after he dropped me off at home,
kissing me once more at my doorstep. By the way
I stayed up until dawn hugging my pillow. By the
way that I could not eat the next day, could not
wipe the smile off my face. I recognized that the
kiss was a door I had walked through. And I knew
that I’d left Kim on the other side.

After a week, and a few more stolen kisses,
I knew I had to tell Kim. We went for coffee af-
ter school. It was May but it was pouring rain as
though it were November. I felt slightly suffocated
by what I had to do.
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Ta BOIIIEJI B COCTaB MAaHK-TPyNIbl — 6ai! — cpasy
HapucoBaJjiach Kyda moapyskek. Ilo KpaiiHeii mepe
HECKOJIbKO, IO TeX IIOP IIOKa OH He BCTPETUJ MaMy
u — Oar! — xkeHy. S mouemy-TO periuia, UTO U CO
MHO# Tak Oymer.

Tak urto mjsa MeHA 1 O KuM ObLIO CIOPIPU30M,
KOT/Ia f Iepelllia B IPYIITy HOMep OAUH — JeBYyIIeK,
Y KOTOPBIX IapeHb ecThb. CHauajia s MBITAJIACH DTO
ckpsIBaTh. Ilocae kornepra Mo-Mo Ma a He paccka-
sasia KuM HMKaKuX mogpoOHocTell, He YIOMAHYJIA
o moieaye. S make Jormuecku oOOCHOBaJIA HemO-
MOJIBKY: HET CMbICJIAa OTOPOJ TOPOAUTH M3-3a IIO-
nenysa. OqQuH mOIeJayil — 5TO ellle He OTHOIIEHUS.
51 mesioBasmach ¢ MaJbUMKAMM U PaHbIe, ¥ 00BIUHO
Ha CJeyIOIINil HeHb IIOIeJIyH HCIIapAJICA, CJIOBHO
KaIlJIs POCHI HA COJIHIIE.

OnmHako g 3Haja, 4ro ¢ AgamMoM Bce nHauye. §1 mo-
HsiJIa 9TO II0 TEeILIY, 3aTOIMMUBIIEMY BCE MO€ TeJI0 TeM
BeUEpOM, KOTZa OH BBICAAUJ MEHsS y IoMa, elle pas
TOIeJIOBAB Ha CTyIMeHbKaxX KphLIbla. Ilo Tomy, Kak
d 10 yTpa cikuMaJja B 00bATHAX noaymky. ITo Tomy,
YTO 5 He MOIJIA eCTh Ha CJIeAYIONINii TeHb U He MOTJIa
COTHATH C JInIla OJIasKeHHYI0 yIbIOKY. 1 moHsIa, 4To
TOITeJIYH BTOT CTajJl ABEePbhIO, Yepe3 KOTOPYIO A IPO-
nuta. Y 3mana, uro ocraBuaa Kum Ha TOI CTOpOHE.

Yepes HeeII0 1 ellle HeCKOJIbKO MOoIleJIyeB yKpa-
KOl — #a moHAJa, uTo KuM Hazo Bce paccKasaTh.
ITocne mkoabr MBI TonLIM B Kodeitaio. Croan maii,
HO JOXKIb JIWJI, KaK B HOAOpe. ¥ MeHdA YyTh IIepexBa-
THIBAJIO TOPJIO OT TOTO, UTO A JOJ:KHA ObLIa CHEeaTh.

213



[enn ®opmaH

“I’ll buy. You want one of your froufrou drinks?”
I asked.

That was another one of the categories we’d de-
termined: people who drank plain coffee and peo-
ple who drank gussied-up caffeine drinks like the
mint-chip lattes Kim was so fond of.

“I think I’ll try the cinnamon-spice chai latte,”
she said, giving me a stern look that said, I will not
be ashamed of my beverage selection.

I bought us our drinks and a piece of marion-
berry pie with two forks. I sat down across from
Kim, running the fork along the scalloped edge of
the flaky crust.

“I have something to tell you,” I said.

“Something about having a boyfriend?” Kim’s
voice was amused, but even though I was looking
down, I could tell that she’d rolled her eyes.

“How’d you know?” I asked, meeting her gaze.

She rolled her eyes again.

“Please. Everyone knows. It’s the hottest gossip
this side of Melanie Farrow dropping out to have a
baby. It’s like a Democratic presidential candidate
marrying a Republican presidential candidate.”

“Who said anything about marrying?”

“I’m just being metaphoric,” Kim said. “Any-
how, I know. I knew even before you knew.”
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— 1 yromiato. Tsl onATh Oymelns KaKkoi-HUOYIb
3aTeNJINBBIN KOKTeib? — cIpocuia .

9Jro ObLTIA elle OLHA KAaTeropus, BhIJeJIeHHASA Ha-
MU: eCTb JIIOAU, IBIOIIVe IIPOCTOH Kode, M Te, KTO
IPEAIOYNTAET CIOKHBIE KOPenHOBbIe HATTUTKY BPO-
Ile MATHOTO JIaTTe, KOTOPbBIH TaKk HpaBuicad Kum.

— Jlymato, mompoOyio JiaTTe C KOPHUIleH W Kap-

IaMOHOM, — OTBETHJIa OHA, aJpecys MHE CYpPOBBIi
B3TVIAL, TOBOPAIIUM: « MHe He CTHIAHO 3a MOU BbI-
60op».

1 kynmia HaM HAOIUTKU W KYCOK ITMpOra C eKe-
BUKOII, 3axXBaTuUB ABe Buaku. IloToM cesa HAIPOTUB
Kum u nmposesia BusKoii mo 3y6uaToMmy Kparo cjoe-
HOUM KOPOYKH.

— §1 xouy Tebe Koe-uTO paccKkasaTh, — HavaJja .

— Hacuet Toro, uro y Te6s IosIBUJICA ITapeHb? —
Tonoc Kum 3Byuas Beceso, HO A 3HaJa, gasKe TIAIA
BHUS3, UTO OHA 3aKaTUJja rjasa.

— Kak Tb1 y3Hama? — cmpocuja si, BCTpedyasch
C HeH B3TJIAL0M.

OHa cHOBa 3aKaTuJja Ijasa.

— Jla magHO, BCce 3HAIOT. JTO camMasa Topsayasd
cmietHda niocyie Menanu ®Pappoy, Koropas cobupa-
eTcA OPOCUTH IIKOJIY U POAUTEL pebenKa. I[Toutn Kak
ecau OBI KaHAUAAT OT JEMOKDPATOB ;KeHUJICA Ha pe-
cnyOJIMKaHCKO KaHIuIaTKe.

— KTo roBopuJ mpo KeHUTLOY?

— 910 mpocto Metadopa, — ckasama Kum.

B sm06oMm ciyuae, s 3maro. W 3masa maxke IO TOTrO,
KakK ThI 9TO MOHSJIA.
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“Bullshit.”

“Come on. A guy like Adam going to a Yo-Yo Ma
concert? He was buttering you up.”

“It’s not like that,” I said, though of course, it
was totally like that.

“I just don’t see why you couldn’t tell me soon-
er,” she said in a quiet voice.

I was about to give her my whole one-kiss-not-
equaling-a-relationship spiel and to explain that
I didn’t want to blow it out of proportion, but
I stopped myself.

“I was afraid you’d be mad at me,” I admitted.

“I’m not,” Kim said. “But I will be if you ever
lie to me again.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Or if you turn into one of those girlfriends,
always ponying around after her boyfriend, and
speaking in the first-person plural. ‘We love the
winter. We think Velvet Underground is seminal.’”

“You know I wouldn’t rock-talk to you. First-
person singular or plural. I promise.”

“Good,” Kim replied. “Because if you turn into
one of those girls, I’ll shoot you.”

“If I turn into one of those girls, I’ll hand you
the gun.”

Kim laughed for real at that, and the tension was
broken. She popped a hunk of pie into her mouth.
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— Bpems TBI Bee.

— Hwuuyrouku. Takoii mapeHb, Kak Amgam, cobu-
paeTcs Ha KoHIEepT Mo-1o Ma? OH Te6a 06xa:KuBalI.

— IIa Bce He Tak, — B3aIpoTecToBajia A, XOTd,
KOHEUYHO JKe, Bce ObLIIO MMEHHO TaK.

— § ToBKO He MOHUMAIO0, II0UYEeMY Thl MHE PAaHb-
Ille He cKasajia, — IIOHH3uJja rojoc Kum.

§1 cobupasack BbIZATH € BCIO CBOIO 3arOTOBKY
PO «OOWH-TIOIENYyH-elle-He-OTHOIIEHNA» U 00bscC-
HUTH, YTO HE XOTeJIa JejiaTh U3 MYyXHU CJI0HA, HO BO-
BpeMs MPUKYyCHUJIa SI3bIK.

— § Gosimachk, UTO THI OyAellb Ha MEHS 3JIUTh-

cd, — IpU3HaJIacCh .

— $1 me 3mioch, — ckazana Kum. — Ho paso-
3JII0Ch, €CJIM THI eIlle XOTh Pa3 MHE COBPEeIllb.

— Torga nagHo, — 06JIErYeHHO B3LOXHYJIA 5.

— Wium ecsoim THI IPEBPATHUIIBCSA B ONHY U3 TeX
IIeBUIl, KOTOPbIEe MOBCIOAY TACKAIOTCS 3a CBOUM IIap-
HEM U TOBOPAT O cebe BO MHOKECTBEHHOM 4YHCJIe:
«Mpz1 mr06uM 3umy. MBI cuuTaem, 4Tto «BeaBer aH-
IerpayHa» — BIOXAJbHBIN ITPOEKT» .

— 3Haelb, g 06elain He TOBOPUTH ¢ TOOOI 0 po-
Ke. B eqimHCTBEHHOM UmCJie MJIX HET — HO 00eliaro.

— Omnmnuno, — orBetTusia Kum. — IloTomy uro,
€CJIX Thl BAPYT IIPEBPATHUIILCS B TaKoe, S Te0A Ipu-
CTpeJIio.

— Eciu a mpeBpalych B Takoe, s caMa BPydy
Tebe pyKbe.

Jto paccmenriio Kum mo-HacTodAiemMy, 1 Halrpsa-
JKeHMe pasBesasoch. OHa CyHYJIa B POT KyCOK ITMPOTA.
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“How did your parents take it?”

“Dad went through the five phases of grieving —
denial, anger, acceptance, whatever — in like one
day. I think he’s more freaked out that he is old
enough to have a daughter who has a boyfriend.”
I paused, took a sip of my coffee, letting the word
boyfriend rest out in the air. “And he claims he
can’t believe that I’'m dating a musician.”

“You’re a musician,” Kim reminded me.
“You know, a punk, pop musician.”
“Shooting Star is emo-core,” Kim corrected.

Unlike me, she cared about the myriad pop mu-
sical distinctions: punk, indie, alternative, hard-
core, emo-core.

“It’s mostly hot air, you know, part of his whole
bow-tie-Dad thing. I think Dad likes Adam. He met
him when he picked me up for the concert. Now
he wants me to bring him over for dinner, but it’s
only been a week. I’m not quite ready for a meet-
the-folks moment yet.”

“I don’t think I’ll ever be ready for that.” Kim
shuddered at the thought of it. “What about your
mom?”
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— W Kax TBOM POAUTEIN BOCIPUHSAIN 3TO?

— Ilama mpoien yepe3 BCe IATH CTALUI Iops:
oTpullaHmue, 3JI0CTh, IIPUHSATHE W BCE TaKoe — 3a
OfVH MeHb. JlymMaio, ero GOJbIe IIIOKUPYET, UTO OH
yiKe HacTOJIBKO cTap, YTOOBI y ero Jouepu 3aBeJi-
csa Oonippenn. — §1 momosruasia, OTXJIEOHYB IVIOTOK
Kode M OCTAaBUB CJIOBO «0OH(PEHI» BUCETH B BO3-
nyxe. — U oH 3asABiAeT, UTO HEe MOYKET IIOBEPUTH,
OyATO 51 BCTPEUYalOCh C MY3bIKAHTOM.

— Ho TBI Xe camMa MY3BIKAHT, — HaIOMHIJIA
mHe Kuwm.

— Hy, THI X DOHMMAEIIb, C IIAHKOM, IIOI-MY-
3BIKAHTOM.

— «3Be3momag» — 9TO He IIaHK, 9TO 9MO-KOp, —
nomnpaBusia Kum.

B oTinume or MeHs OHA MpeKpacHo pasdupasach
B MUpHaJax HAIPaBJeHUH IIOI-MY3LIKN: IIaHKe, MH-
I, aJlbTepHaTuBe, XapaAKope, 3MOo-Kope.

— B 0CHOBHOM 3TO, KOHEUHO, IIyCTasi 0O0JTOBHSI,
YyacTh ero obpasa «IIalbI-KOHCEepBaTOpa B TaJICTy-
Ke-0abouke». MHe Kaxkercss, Agam mare HPaBUTCH.
OHU BCTpeTHJINCH, Korma AmaM 3abupaj MeHs Ha
koureprt. Temeps mama xouer, YTOOBI A IIPUBEJIA €T0
Ha yKUH, HO Belb BCEro HejeJid mpoiwia. I He co-
BCEM I'OTOBa K TOPKECTBEHHOMY MOMEHTY 3HAKOM-
CTBA C POACTBEHHUKAMU.

— Jlymazo, g HUKOTIa He Oyay K 9TOMY I'OTOBa. —
Kum cogporuymachk or ogHOI MBICJIT. — A YTO TBOSA
mama?
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“She offered to take me to Planned Parenthood
to get the Pill and told me to make Adam get tested
for various diseases. In the meantime, she ordered
me to buy condoms now. She even gave me ten
bucks to start my supply.”

“Have you?” Kim gasped.
“No, it’s only been a week,” I said. “We’re still
in the same group on that one.”

“For now,” Kim said.

One other category that Kim and I devised was
people who tried to be cool and people who did not.
On this one, I thought that Adam, Kim, and I were
in the same column, because even though Adam
was cool, he didn’t try. It was effortless for him.
So, I expected the three of us to become the best of
friends. I expected Adam to love everyone I loved
as much as I did.

And it did work out like that with my family. He
practically became the third kid. But it never clicked
with Kim. Adam treated her the way that I’d always
imagined he would treat a girl like me. He was nice
enough — polite, friendly, but distant. He didn’t
attempt to enter her world or gain her confidence.
I suspected he thought she wasn’t cool enough and
it made me mad. After we’d been together about
three months, we had a huge fight about it.
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— Omna mpepjoxuiaa orBe3Tu MeHsa B «ILmramm-
poBaHNIe ceMbI», UTOOBI MHe ImomoOpaau TabJIeTKH,
¥ BeJieJia OTIPaBUTh AlaMa IPOBEPUTHCS HA BCAKIE
0ose3HM. A TIOKa IIOCOBeTOBaJIa Cpasdy 3alacTHucCh
mpesepBatuBamu. W mase majna gecaTs 0AKCOB, UTO-
OBI CO3IaTh Pe3eps.

— T yoxe? — 3agoxHyJaach Kum.

— Jla Her ’Ke, BCEro HeMeJA MIPOILIa, — OTMaX-
HyJach d. — B 3TOM MBI HO-IpEeXHEMY B OIHOM
rpy1me.

— 9ro nmoka, — 3ameruyaa Kum.

B eme oxmy kareropuio, IpuUAyMaHHYIO HaMH,
BXOJUJIU JIIOIW, KOTOPbIE CTAPAJINCH ObITH KPYTHIMH,
U Te, KTO He crapajicsa. TyT g mosaraJa, uro Amam,
Kum u s cama oTHOCHMMCSA K OQHOI T'pyIIlEe, IIOTOMY
uyT0 X0Tda Amam u ObLI KPYT, OH He crapaJjca. Or He-
ro 3TO He TpedoBaJI0 HUKAKuX ycuauii. Tax uTo s
oXKMJajia, UYTO MBI TPOE CTAaHEeM JYUIIHUMU IPY3bsi-
mu. 1 oxxumaia, uro Agam OymeTt Ji0OUTH BCeX, KOT'O
JI00JII0 A, TaK sKe CUJIbHO, KaK .

Tak y:ke mOJIlyuYMJIOCH C MOel ceMbell — OH ITPaK-
THUYECKHU cTajJ TpeThuM pebernxom. Ho ¢ Kum sTo He
cpabarbsiBasio. AgaM OTHOCHUJICA K HeH Tak, Kak, IO
MOMM IIPEJCTABJICHUAM, CTAJ ObI OTHOCUTHCA K Ta-
KO IeByIlIKe, KaK . OH ObLJI BEXKJIUB, APYKeT00eH,
HO BeJs ceba orcrpaHenHo. OH He IBITAJICA BOUTH
B ee MUD WJIX 3aBOeBaTh ee mJoBepue. 1 momospena-
Ja, utTo Agam He cumtajd KuM TOoCTaTOUYHO KpPYTOH,
u 370 MeHsa Oecuo. ITocae Toro Kax MbI TPOOBIIN
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“I’m not dating Kim. I’m dating you,” he said,
after I accused him of not being nice enough to her.

“So what? You have lots of female friends. Why
not add her to the stable?”

Adam shrugged.
“I don’t know. It’s just not there.”
“You’re such a snob!” I said, suddenly furious.

Adam eyed me with furrowed brows, like I was a
math problem on the blackboard that he was trying
to figure out.

“How does that make me a snob? You can’t force
friendship. We just don’t have a lot in common.”

“That’s what makes you a snob! You only like
people like you,” I cried.

I stormed out, expecting him to follow after
me, begging forgiveness, and when he didn’t, my
fury doubled. I rode my bike over to Kim’s house
to vent. She listened to my diatribe, her expression
purposefully blasé.

“That’s just ridiculous that he only likes people

like him,” she scolded when I’d finished spewing.
“He likes you, and you’re not like him.”
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BMecCTe MecsAla TPU, MeKAY HaMU CAYUMUIach Helry-
TOUYHASA CCOpa II0 ATOMY IOBOXY.

— 1 xe BcTpeuaroch He ¢ Kum. S BcTpeuaroch
c ToOOo¥, — CKasaJj OH, Korja d oOBMHMIJIA eTro B TOM,
YTO OH HEJOCTATOUHO JII00e3eH ¢ Hell.

— Tak u uro? ¥ Teba Kyua Opy3eii cpemu me-
Bymiek. IloueMy He IPUCOEAUHUTH K 3TOMY KPYyTy
Kum?

AnaM 1moskaJt miIedyamu.

— Ila me 3HAI0, IPOCTO OHA Apyras.

— Tl Takoii cHOO! — 3asiBUJIA A, BHE3AIIHO Pa3hb-
SAPUBIINCH.

Apnam ycraBuics Ha MeHs, HAXMYPUB OPOBU, KaK
OyaTo s Oblla MaTeMaTHYeCKOI 3amaueil Ha TOCKe,
KOTOPYIO OH IIBITAJICSA PEIIUTh.

— Ilpu uem TyT cHOO? Benb Henb3sa Ke HOAPY-
JKUTHhCSA HACUJIBLHO. ¥ HacC ¢ Hell IPOCTO MaJIo O0IIero.

— Bor sT0 M gemaer Teba crobom! TwI JIrFOOMIIL
TOJIBKO T€X, KTO IMOXO0JK Ha Te0s, — BBEIKPUKHYJIA .

S pasOymeBasach, OKUIAsA, UTO OH IIPUCOENU-
HUTCA K UT'Pe, BhIMaJMBasd IIPOIIeHWe, a KOorga OH
9TOTO0 He clejiaj, MOs APOCTh yABOUJIACh. UTOOBI
IIPOBETPUTHCA, A Ioexaja Ha BeJsocurnege K Kum.
OHa BhICJyIIAJA MOI AUATPUOY C HAPOUUTO CKEII-
TUYECKUM BBbIPAKEHUEM JINIA.

— 9TO ’Ke IPOCTO CMEIIHO — TOBOPUTbH, OYATO
eMy HPaBATCSA TOJBKO Te JIIOAU, KOTOPhIe TTOXO0MKU Ha
HEero, — BBLITOBOPHIJIA OHA MHE, KOIZA s 3aKOHUMJIA
BBIILJIECKUBATD 3JI0CTh. — KMy HPABUIIbCA ThI, a ThI
Ha Hero He IIOX0XKa.
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“That’s the problem,” I mumbled.

“Well, then deal with that. Don’t drag me into
your drama,” she said. “Besides, I don’t really click
with him, either.”

“You don’t?”

“No, Mia. Not everyone swoons for Adam.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just that I want
you guys to be friends.”

“Yeah, well, I want to live in New York City and
have normal parents. As the man said, ‘You can’t
always get what you want.””

“But you’re two of the most important people
in my life.”

Kim looked at my red and teary face and her ex-
pression softened into a gentle smile.

“We know that, Mia. But we’re from different
parts of your life, just like music and me are from
different parts of your life. And that’s fine. You
don’t have to choose one or the other, at least not
as far as I’m concerned.”

“But I want those parts of my life to come to-
gether.”

Kim shook her head.

“It doesn’t work that way. Look, I accept Adam
because you love him. And I assume he accepts me
because you love me. If it makes you feel any bet-
ter, your love binds us. And that’s enough. Me and
him don’t have to love each other.”
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— B aTomM-TO 1 TpobaemMa, — GypKHYJIA .

— YTo K, Torga pemaii ee. He BTATUBaAl MeHdA
B CBOIO ApaMy, — 3adaBuja moapyra. — Ia u ecau
YEeCTHO, 51 OT HETrO He B BOCTOPre.

— IlpaBga?

— Ila, Musa. He Bce 6e3 yma ot Agama.

— $§1 Huuero Takoro u He umesa B Buny. IIpocto
X0UY, YTOOBI BBI ITOAPYKUJINCE.

— Ara, By a s xouy xuth B Helo-Mopke 1 umeTs
HOPMAJBbHBIX pomauTeseii. Kak ckasajyl TOT mapeHb,
«He BCerjga MoJiyJaelrb TO, YTO XOUellb» .

— Ho BbI 00a 04eHDb BAKHBI JJIA MEHA.

Kum mocmorpesa Ha Moe KpacHOe 3alljiaKaHHOe
JIUIIO0 W, CMATYUBIINCH, JIACKOBO YJIBIOHYIACH.

— Mpgz1 3Haem 310, Mus. Ho MBI m3 pasHbIX ua-
cTell TBOEHN JKM3HM, TOUHO TaK JKe, KaK MY3BIKa
u 1 — u3 pasHbix. I 370 HOpMasibHO. Tebe He 006s-
3aTeJIbHO BRIOMPATH KOT'O-TO OJHOIO — II0 KpaliHen
Mepe, MHe TaK KasKeTCs.

— Ho a xouy, 4TOOBI 5T YaCTH MOEH KMBHU CO-
eIUHUNJINCE.

Kum nmoxauasa rosoBoii.

— Tax He monyuurca. Ilocaymaii, & npuHIMAaIO
Amama, moToMy UTO THI ero Jo0uirb. Y mosarato, oH
MIPUHUMAET MeHs, IIOTOMY YTO ThI JIIOOWIIEL MEHS.
Eciuu Tebe jsierde oT 5TOM MBICIU, TBOSA JIIOOOBH —
BOT 4YTO CBA3LIBaeT Hac. M sToro gocrarouno. Ham
¢ HUM He 00s3aTesIbHO JIIOOUTH APYT Apyra.
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“But I want you to,” I wailed.

“Mia,” Kim said, an edge of warning in her voice
signaling the end of her patience. “You’re starting
to act like one of those girls. Do you need to get
me a gun?”

Later that night, I stopped by Adam’s house to
say I was sorry. He accepted my apology with a be-
mused kiss on the nose. And then nothing changed.
He and Kim remained cordial but distant, no mat-
ter how much I tried to sell them on each other.
The funny thing was, I never really bought into
Kim’s notion that they were somehow bound to-
gether through me — until just now when I saw
her half carrying him down the hospital corridor.

8:12 P.M.

I watch Kim and Adam disappear down the hall.
I mean to follow them but I’m glued to the lino-
leum, unable to move my phantom legs. It’s only
after they disappear around a corner that I rouse
myself and trail after them, but they’ve already
gone inside the elevator.

By now I’ve figured out that I don’t have any
supernatural abilities. I can’t float through walls
or dive down stairwells. I can only do the things I’d
be able do in real life, except that apparently what
I do in my world is invisible to everyone else. At
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— Ho a xouy, 4T00BI BBI JIIOOMIU, — IIPOPHIIA-
Jga d.

— Mus. — Peskas HOTa IpeAyIpPeKIeHUA B TO-
Jgoce Kum ykaswiBasa, 4TO KOHEIl ee TepIeHus OJIu-
30K. — T®I HaumMHaelb BeCTH cedA KaK Te JeBUIIHI.
Xouellb IIOUCKATh MHE PYKbe?

Tem :xe BeuepoM s 3aexajia K Agamy, 4TOOBI u3-
BUHUTHCA. OH IPUHSAT MOU M3BUHEHUS, PACCESHHO
MOIeJI0OBAaB MeHs B Hoc. VI HMYEero He M3MEHUJIOCH.
Onu ¢ Kum npomoskuian BecTu ceds APYys:Kear0HOo,
HO OTCTPAHEHHO, KaK ObI S HU IBITAJIACH IOAPYKUTH
ux. 3a0aBHO, UTO s HUKOI'/A He BepuJia B CEHTEHI[UIO
Kum o ToM, uTO OHU HeKUM 06pa3oM CBSI3aHbBI Uepes
MeHsI, — JI0 9TOT'0 CaMOT'0 MOMEHTa, KOT/a yBuaeaa
ee, IOYTH HeCYyIIyio Anama 1o 60JLHUYHOMY KOPH-

AO0DPY.

20112

Kum u Agam yxomar mo Kopumopy. 1 xouy moii-
TH 3a HUMU, HO HE MOTY CABUHYTBHCA C MECTa, MOU
mpu3pavHble HOTY CJIOBHO HPUJIHUILIN K JIUHOJIEYMY.
TosbKO TOCJIEe TOT0, KAaK OHU MCYE3aI0T 3a YIVIOM,
BCTPAXUBAIOCH U IJIETYCh 32 HUMU, ONHAKO OHU yiKe
CKPBLINUCH B Jure.

K sromy BpemeHU A moHANA, UTO ¥ MEHA HET HU-
KaKUX CBEPXbECTEeCTBEHHBIX CIOcoOHocTeil. SI He
MOT'Y TIPOXOIUTH CKBO3b CTEHBI M NPHITATH B JIECT-
HUYHBIE TpoJsieTbl. MoTy meiaTh TOJIBKO TO, UTO
Momia Obl M B peaJbHOM KM3HU, — IIpaBra, APY-
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least that seems to be the case because no one looks
twice when I open doors or hit the elevator button.
I can touch things, even manipulate door handles
and the like, but I can’t really feel anything or any-
body. It’s like I’m experiencing everything through
a fish-bowl. It doesn’t really make sense to me, but
then again, nothing that’s happening today makes
much sense.

I assume that Kim and Adam are headed to
the waiting room to join the vigil, but when I get
there, my family is not there. There’s a stack of
coats and sweaters on the chairs and I recognize my
cousin Heather’s bright orange down jacket. She
lives in the country and likes to hike in the woods,
so she says that the neon colors are necessary to
keep drunk hunters from mistaking her for a bear.

I look at the clock on the wall. It could be din-
nertime. I wander back down the halls to the
cafeteria, which has the same fried-food, boiled-
vegetable stench as cafeterias everywhere. Unap-
petizing smell aside, it’s full of people. The tables
are crammed with doctors and nurses and nervous-
looking medical students in short white jackets
and stethoscopes so shiny that they look like toys.
They are all chowing down on cardboard pizza and
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rve JIoau 9Toro He BumAT. 1lo KpaiiHell Mepe, MHe
TaK KayKkeTcsd, IOTOMY UTO HMKTO He 3aMedaeT, Kak
s OTKPBIBAIO ABEPW WM HAXKMMAaIO0 KHOIIKY JudTa.
51 Mmory morparmBaThcA OO Bellleii, MOTY JajKe IIOBO-
paumBaTh ABEPHBIE PYUKU, HO MO-HACTOAIIEMY UYB-
CTBOBATh IPUKOCHOBEHNE K UeMy-JI100 UIu K KOMY-
aubo He mory. Kak 6yaTo B3anMOIEHCTBYIO C MUPOM
u3 akBapuyma. lleTuKOM 9TO HUKaK He yKJaIbIBa-
eTcA y MeHA B I'ojioBe — KaK, BIIPOYEM, HUUTO W3
COOBITUI CeTOTHSAINIHETO THs.

1 pemato, uro Kum ¢ AmamMom HaIIpaBIAIOTCSA
B KOMHATY OKUJaHU, YTOOBI IPUCOEIUHUTHCA K ce-
MellHOMY OIeHUI0, HO KoTjma JoOmMparwch TyJa, MOUX
POJICTBEHHUKOB TaM He 3acTaio. Ha Kpecaax JIeXKUT
rpyZa MajabTO, KYPTOK M CBUTEPOB; A Y3HAIO0 APKUN
OpPaHIKeBBIN NYyXOBUK Ky3uHbl Xemgep. OHa KUBET
B IVIYIIX W JIOOUT OPOAUTH IIO JlecaM — a TaM, IIO
ee CJI0BaM, KHCJOTHBIE I[BeTa HEeOOXOOUMBI, UTOOBI
TMbAHBIE OXOTHUYKYU CIAyYalHO He MPUHSAIN TeOsd 3a
MenBenA.

S cmorpio Ha creHHbIe uachkl. Iloxoike, ceifuac
BpeMsa y:kuHaA. I cHOBa Openy mo Kopuaopam —
K CTOJIOBOI, TakK :Ke BOHSIOIIEH YeM-TO KapeHbIM
U BapeHO-OBOIIHBIM, Kak M Jiro0ad apyras. Hecmo-
TpsA Ha HeallIleTUTHbIE 3alaxu, CTOJI0OBas 3abuTa
aogbMu. CTONIMKN 3aHATHI BpauaMM, MeJcecTpaMu
W HEePBHBIMU CTYJeHTAMH-MEIUKAMHU B KOPOTKUX
OeabIX XajlaTax, ¢ OJIECTAIMMU, CJIOBHO UIPYIIEU-
HBIMHU, CTeTOCKoIlaMu. Bce OHM MOIVIOIIAIOT Kap-

229



[enn ®opmaH

freeze-dried mashed potatoes. It takes me a while
to locate my family, huddled around a table. Gran
is chatting to Heather. Gramps is paying careful
attention to his turkey sandwich.

Aunt Kate and Aunt Diane are in the corner,
whispering about something.

“Some cuts and bruises. He was already released
from the hospital,” Aunt Kate is saying,

and for a second I think she’s talking about Ted-
dy and am so excited I could cry. But then I hear
her say something about there being no alcohol in
his system, how our car just swerved into his lane
and some guy named Mr. Dunlap says he didn’t
have time to stop, and then I realize it’s not Teddy
they’re talking about; it’s the other driver.

“The police said it was probably the snow, or a
deer that caused them to swerve,” Aunt Kate con-
tinues. “And apparently, this lopsided outcome is
fairly common. One party is just fine and the other
suffers catastrophic injuries...” She trails off.

Idon’t know that I’d call Mr. Dunlap “just fine,”
no matter how superficial his injuries. I think about
what it must be like to be him, to wake up one
Tuesday morning and get into your truck to head
off to work at the mill or maybe to the feed-supply
store or maybe to Loretta’s Diner to have eggs over
easy. Mr. Dunlap, who was maybe perfectly hap-
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TOHHYIO MUIIY ¥ CyOJIUMUPOBaHHOE KapTodeabHOe
mope. I He cpasy 3amMeuaio CBOIO CEMbBIO, CTPYIUB-
mryrocsa BOKPYyr crosimka. Babymka 6onraer ¢ Xe-
Ilep, IeAyIIKa COCPENOTOUEHHO KYyeT COHABUY C MH-
e KOM!.

Teta Keiit u Tets [luama CugAT B YIVIY X O UEM-TO

mIenvyyTes.
— HecKkoabKO ITapanuH U CUHAKOB. ET0 yiKe BBI-
OYCTUIN U3 OOJbHUIIBEI, — TOBOPUT TeTsa KelT.

IMenyro cexynmy s mymaio, OyATO OHA TOBOPUT
o Tennu, m IpUX0KYy B TaKOW BOCTOPT, UTO UYTh HE
miaauy. Ho, ycapimas 06 OTCYyTCTBUY aJIKOTOJIA B €T0
opraHmsMe, O TOM, KaK HAIy MAIIWHY BAPYT BBI-
HEeCJIO Ha ero II0JIOCY ¥ YTO HEKTO 110 MMEHU MUCTEP
HyHnam roBoput, OyATO y Hero He OBLIO BpeMeHU
OCTaHOBUTBLCA, I MOHMMAIO: OHU TOBOPAT He o Tex-
IV — pedYb UAET O JPYTI'OM BOJUTEJE.

— ITonunusa ckasasna, 9TO CAYIUIOCH U3-3a CHETa
WJIN OJIeHBb 3aCTaBUJI UX BUJIBHYTH, — ITPOJOJIKAET
teta Keiir. — U oueBuAHO, TaKOI HEPABHBIA UTOT —
BIIOJIHE OOBIYHOE [eJio. ¥ OJHOM CTOPOHBI BCe IIpe-
KpPacHO, a y BTOPOH YyJOBUIIHLIE TPaBMbI... — OHa
YMOJIKAeT.

Bpsan au ¢ mucrepom I[yHiamom «Bce IpeKpac-
HO», KAKUMHU ObI JJETKUMMY HU OKAa3aJNCh €Tro paHe-
HuA. §I mBITarOCh IPEACTaBUTH ce0sd HA ero MecTe:
BOT OH IIPOCHYJICS BO BTOPHUK yTPOM, C€J B CBOH
TPY30BUK, UTOOBI OTIIPABUTHCA Ha paboTy, MIM Ha
3ampaBKy, WJn B 3aKycouHywo «¥Y JloperTei», rIe
O0BIYHO 3aKas3bIBaJ AUYHUIY, 00KapPEeHHYIO C IBYX
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py or perfectly miserable, married with kids or a
bachelor. But whatever and whoever he was early
this morning, he isn’t that person any longer. His
life has changed irrevocably, too. If what my aunt
says is true, and the crash wasn’t his fault, then he
was what Kim would call “a poor schmuck,” in the
wrong place at the wrong time. And because of his
bad luck and because he was in his truck, driving
eastbound on Route 27 this morning, two kids are
now parentless and at least one of them is in grave
condition.

How do you live with that? For a second, I have
a fantasy of getting better and getting out of here
and going to Mr. Dunlap’s house, to relieve him of
his burden, to reassure him that it’s not his fault.
Maybe we’d become friends.

Of course, it probably wouldn’t work like that.
It would be awkward and sad. Besides, I still have
no idea what I will decide, still have no clue how
I would determine to stay or not stay in the first
place. Until I figure that out, I have to leave things
up to the fates, or to the doctors, or whoever de-
cides these matters when the decider is too con-
fused to choose between the elevator and the stairs.

232



Ecnu a octaHycb

cropoH. Boamo:kuo, muctep JlyHaam ObLI COBEPIIIEH-
HO CUACTJINB MM abCOJIIOTHO HEeCUacTeH, JKUJI C JKe-
HOHU U JeTbMU WJIU IO-XOJOCTANKK. Ho KeM 1 KaKuM
ObI OH HU IIPOCHYJICA 3TUM PAHHUM YTPOM, OH yiKe
HUKOTrAa He OyaeT npe:XkHUM. Ero ;KusHb ToxKe 0es-
BO3BPATHO M3MeHMWJIach. Ecau TO, YTO TOBOPUT MOS
TeTd, IpaBia U aBapusd CAydyujgach He IO ero BuHe,
TOTJla OH — «HeBe3yuuii O0JIBAHUMK», KAK cKalajia
661 Kum, 1 okasaJicsi He B TO BpeMs He B TOM MecCTe.
W3-3a ero HeBe3dyuecTH W M3-3a TOTO, UTO OH HAa CBO-
eM Irpy30BHKe HaIpPaBJIAJICA CETOJHS YTPOM Ha BOC-
TOK TIO Tpacce ABallaTh CEMb, TBOE JeTell OCTaINCh
0e3 poauTesieli U IO MeHbIell Mepe OAWH M3 HUX
B TSYKEJIOM COCTOSHUMU.

Kaxk xkuth ¢ atum? Ha cekyuay s BooOpasmiia,
Kak BBI3IOPABIMBAaIO, BBIOMPAIOCH OTCIOLA U IIPU-
e3:karo B goM mucTepa llyHsiama, 4To0bI 00JETYUTH
ero HOIlly, YBepPUTh OegoJiary, 4YTo 9TO He ero BUHA.
BoaMo:kHO, MBI OBI fasKe TMOAPYKUINCD.

Komeuno, ma camoMm fesie Bce BPSM JU IIOJYUU-
Joch ObI Tak. Ham OBIIO OBI HEJIOBKO U IEeYabHO.
Kpome Toro, s 10 cux mop MOHATHUA He UMEI0, UTO
pelry, a TJiaBHOe, IO-TIPEKHEMY He IPeACTaBJIIO,
KaK MOKHO BBIOpPaTh, OCTaBaThbCA WM HeT. IIoka s
ATOTO He OIPeJeNi0, MHE TPUAETCA MOJOKUTHLCA Ha
cynn0y, UM Ha Bpaueil, My Ha TeX, KTO BeJaeT Ta-
KMH BOIPOCAMH, KOTZIA CaM PEUIAIOIUH CIUIITKOM
pacrepsiH, YTOOBI BRIOpPATh MEKIY JUMPTOM U JIeCT-
HUIEH.
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I need Adam. I take a final look for him and Kim
but they’re not here, so I head back upstairs to the
ICU.

I find them hiding out on the trauma floor, sev-
eral halls away from the ICU. They’re trying to
look casual as they test out the doors to various
supply closets. When they finally find an unlocked
one, they sneak inside. They fumble around in the
dark for a light switch. I hate to break it to them,
but it’s actually back out in the hall.

“I’m not sure this kind of thing works outside
of the movies,” Kim tells Adam as she feels along
the wall.

“Every fiction has its base in fact,” he tells her.

“You don’t really look like the doctor type,” she
says.
“I was hoping for orderly. Or maybe janitor.”

“Why would a janitor be in the ICU?” Kim asks.
She’s a stickler for these kinds of details.

“Broken lightbulb. I don’t know. It’s all in how
you pull it off.”

“I still don’t understand why you don’t just go
to her family?” asks Kim, pragmatic as ever. “I’m
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Mue uy:xen Agam. fI 6pocaio mocaenHuil B3TUIAI,
Hajgesch YBUIETH ero u KuM, HO uUX 3Iech HeT, Tak
YTO s HANPAaBJISAIOCH BBEPX MO JIECTHUIE, 0OPATHO
B majary.

51 HaxoKy MX HaA dTayke TPABMATOJIOTHU, 3a Ia-
PY KOPUIOPOB OT cBoeil majaTtel. Axam u Kum, cra-
pasch BBIVIANETH €CTECTBEHHO U HEIPUHYKIEHHO,
IPOBEPAIOT NBEPU BCEBO3MOMKHBIX KJIaA0BbIX. O0-
Hapy:KUB HAKOHEI[ He3aIlepTyio, OHU IIPOOMpAaroTCA
BHYTPb U TOTUYTCS TaM B TeMHOTE, UIA BBIKJIOYA-
Tenb. MHe o4eHBb He XOUeTCA UX Oropuarhb, HO Ha ca-
MOM JieJie OH CHapY’K¥, B KOPUAOPE.

— Taxue HOMepa MPOXOAAT TOJBKO B KUHO, —
rosoput Kum Amamy, 1apsa pykKoii o cTeHe.

— Bce BrIZyMKM OocHOBaHBI Ha GaKTax, — OTBe-
JaeT OH.
— TBI coBceM He TOXOK Ha Bpaua.

— 1 cobupasica mpuUTBOPUTLCS canuTapoM. Min
yOOPIITUKOM.

— 3aueM ObI YOOPIUKY 3aXOJUTh B HajlaTy WH-
TeHCUBHOII Tepanmuu? — cupalruBaeT Kum.

OHa y:KacHO HpUAMPYHBA K TAKOTO poja mera-
JISM.

— Jlammouka meperopesia. He 3Haio. Bece nmeso
B TOM, KaK 9TO MPOBEPHYTh.

— §1 Bce paBHO He TOHMMA0, moueMy ObI TeOe
IIPOCTO HEe IOUTH K ee POAHBIM? — CIIPAIlIUBaeT
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sure her grandparents could explain, could get you
in to see Mia.”

Adam shakes his head.

“You know, when the nurse threatened to call
security, my first thought was ‘I’ll just call Mia’s
parents to fix this.”” Adam stops, takes a few
breaths. “It just keeps walloping me over and over,
and it’s like it’s the first time every time,” he says
in a husky voice.

“I know,” Kim replies in a whisper.

“Anyhow,” Adam says, resuming his search for
the light switch, “I can’t go to her grandparents.
I can’t add anything more to their burden. This is
something I have to do for myself.”

I’m sure my grandparents would actually be
happy to help Adam. They’ve met him a bunch of
times, and they like him a lot. On Christmas, Gran
is always sure to make maple fudge for him because
he once mentioned how much he liked it.

But I also know that sometimes Adam needs
to do things the dramatic way. He is fond of the
Grand Gesture. Like saving up two weeks of pizza-
delivery tips to take me to Yo-Yo Ma instead of just
asking me out on a regular date. Like decorating
my windowsill with flowers every day for a week
when I was contagious with the chicken pox.
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nparmatuyiasg Kum. — HaBepHsarka ee 6a0yIika
C IeAyIIKON CMOT'YyT BCe OOBACHUTH U IPOBECTHU Te-
6s Kk Muwue.

Apam KauaeTr roJoBoii.

— 3Haenb, KOT/Ia MeJcecTpa yIposKasa BhI3BaTh
oxpaHy, Moel IepBOil MbICJbI0 ObLiI0: «Hamo 1mo-
3BaTh poxuTeseit Muu yiaagutb 3T0». — Ajam 3a-
MOJIKaeT U JejlaeT HECKOJbKO IyOOKUX BIOXOB. —
JTro mpocTo o6pylIrBaeTcs Ha MeHs CHOBa U CHOBA,
U KaXXIbIN pas Kak MepBbIf, — TOBOPUT OH OXPUI-
IIXM TOJIOCOM.

— § monumaro, — IrernoToM orBevaeT Kum.

— B am060M ciyuae, — mpomposkaeT Agam, BO3-
O0HOBJISAA MMOMCKHU BBIKJIIOUATENISI, — S HE MOTY IIOM-
TH K ee 0a0ylIKe u genyiike. fI He MoOry eiie 0OJIbIIe
YTSKeJIATh UX Houry. S mo/KeH caeaTh 3TO caM.

5 yBepena, uto 6alOyIlKa ¢ OeAyITKON ObLIU OBI
cuacTIuBEI ToMOouYb Anamy. OHU MHOTO pa3 BCTpeda-
JUCHh ¢ HUM, 1 OH UM OueHb Hpasurcsa. Ha PoxxmecTso
6al0yIlika Bcerma cTapaercs HPUTOTOBUTL IJIA HETO
CJIMBOUYHYIO IIOMaJKy C KJIEHOBBIM CHPOIIOM, IIOTOMY
uyTo AlaM KaK-TO YIIOMSHYJI, UTO OY€Hb ee JIFOOUT.

Ho #a raxixe 3Haio, uTo mHOrAa AmamMy IIPOCTO
Heo0XOoOMMO CIeJIaTh 4To-TO s PexTHoe. OH 000:Ka-
eT ApKUe KecThl. K mpumepy, nBe Heaeau KOIUTH
IeHbI'd C YaeBbIX 3a Pa3BO3KY IIUIIIbI, YTOOBI IIOBE-
CTH MeHs Ha KoHIepT Mo-Io Ma, BMecTO TOTO UTO-
ObI IIPOCTO IPEIJIOKUTh BCTpeuaThesa. Vau Ieayio
HeJeJf0 yKpaliaTh MO MOZOKOHHUK I[BEeTaMM, KOT-
la s 3apasmujiach BETPSIHKOM!.
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Now I can see that Adam is concentrating on the
new task at hand. I’'m not sure what exactly he has
in mind, but whatever the plan, I’'m grateful for it,
if only because it’s pulled him out of his emotional
stupor I saw in the hallway outside the ICU. I’ve
seen him get like this before, when he’s writing a
new song or is trying to convince me to do some-
thing I won’t want to do — like go camping with
him — and nothing, not a meteorite crashing into
the planet, not even a girlfriend in the ICU, can
dissuade him.

Besides, it’s the girlfriend in the ICU that’s ne-
cessitating Adam’s ruse to begin with. And from
what I can guess, it’s the oldest hospital trick in
the book, taken straight from that movie The Fu-
gitive, which Mom and I recently watched on TNT.
I have my doubts about it. So does Kim.

“Don’t you think that nurse might recognize
you?” Kim asks. “You did yell at her.”

“She won’t have to recognize me if she doesn’t
see me. Now I get why you and Mia are such peas
in a pod. A pair of Cassandras.”

Adam has never met Mrs. Schein, so he doesn’t
get that implying that Kim is a worrywart is fight-
ing words. Kim scowls, but then I can see her give in.

“Maybe this retarded plan of yours would work
better if we could actually see what we’re doing.”
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Temepp Amam cocpemoTOUmMJICA Ha HOBOM muee.
51 He 3HAI, KAaKOU y HEro IJaH, Ja 9TO U HE BaiK-
HO — TJIaBHOE, UYTOOBI OH BBIIIEJ M3 TOTO Y:KACHOTO
olleTIeHeHNUA, B KOTOPOEe IOTPY3UJICA 3a IBEPHIO MO-
el majaThl Imojuaca Hasan. MHe yKe 3HaKoMa sTa
ero COCPeIOTOYeHHOCTb. TaKMM OH OOBIUHO CTAaHO-
BUTCS, KOTZIa COUNHAET HOBYIO IIECHIO MJIU IIBITAETCS
ybequTs, MeHdA caejiaTh TO, 4ero A He xouy. Hampu-
Mep, HOUTH ¢ HUM B IIAJaTOYHBIN moxonx. B Takue
MUHYTBHI MOKET IIPOUCXOIUTHh UTO YIOAZHO — IIYCTh
Iaske METEOPUT yIIaJeT Ha 3eMJo, AgaM He OTKa-
JKeTCs OT CBOeH 3aTeu.

Hackonbko a MoOry cyauTh, IJIAaHUPYET OH cTa-
peimmii GOJLHUYHBIA TPIOK, 3aMMCTBOBAHHBINA W3
durbma «Berver» , KOTOPBIN MBI HEJABHO CMOTPEJIN
¢ Mamoii. MHe 9TOT ILJIaH KasKeTCcA COMHUTEJILHBIM,
Kum Tosxe.

— Tl He gyMaellb, YTO MeJCeCTpa MOKeT y3-
HaThb Te0a? — cmpamuBaer Kum. — ThI ;Ke Ha Hee
HaopaJI.

— OHa He CMOJKeT MeHs Y3HaTh, €CJIM He YBUIUT.
Teneps 4 moHuMaro, moueMy Bbl ¢ Mueil HepasJieii-
Boga. ITapouxa Kaccauap.

Apam HuUKorAa He BeTpeuasicsa ¢ muccuc Illein
¥ He MOHMMAET, YTO HAMEKH HA MHHUTEJILHOCTH
Kum — moBopg miisa ccopel. Kum cepauTo xmypures,
HO TIOTOM, BUAWMO, CIaeTCs.

— Mo:xer, 5TOT TBOH AeOUJIbHEBIN IIJIaH cpaboTaer
JIyYIlle, eCJIM MbI XOTsA ObI OyIeM BUIETh, UTO JejIaeM.
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She fumbles around in her bag and pulls out
the cell phone her mother made her start carry-
ing when she was ten — child LodJack, Kim called
it — and turned on the monitor. A square of light
softens the darkness.

“Now, that’s more like the brilliant girl Mia
brags about,” Adam says. He turns on his own cell
phone and now the room is illuminated by a dull
glow.

Unfortunately, the glow shows that the tiny
broom closet is full of brooms, a bucket, and a pair
of mops, but is lacking any of the disguises that
Adam was hoping for. If I could, I would inform
them that the hospital has locker rooms, where the
doctors and nurses can stow their street clothes
and where they change into their scrubs or their
lab coats. The only generic hospital garb sitting
around are those embarrassing gowns that they
put the patients in. Adam probably could throw
on a gown and cruise the hallways in a wheelchair
with no one the wiser, but such a getup would still
not get him into the ICU.

“Shit,” Adam says.

“We can keep trying,” Kim says, suddenly the
cheer-leader. “There are like ten floors in this
place. I’m sure there are other unlocked closets.”

Adam sinks to the floor.
“Nah. You’re right. This is stupid. We need to
come up with a better plan.”
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OHa poeTca B CYMKe, BBITACKMBaeT MOOMJIbHUK,
KOTOPBI MaMa BCyUyHWJia €l JeT B AecATb — Kum
Ha3bIBAET €ro «JeTcKas IIPOTUBOYTOHHAS CUTHAJIU-
3anusA», — W BKJIOUAET 9KpaH. KBaapaT cBeTa 4yTh
paccenBaeT TEMHOTY.

— Bor aTO0 y:Ke O6oibllle TOXO:Ke Ha YMHUILY,
KOTOpyI0 HaxBajauBaeT MwusdA, — roBopuT Anmam
U BKJIOUaeT cobcTBeHHBIN Teaedon. Temepsr Kom-
HaTKa TYCKJIO OCBeIleHa.

VBBI, CBET 03apsAeT BOPOX BEHUKOB, BEAPO U Mapy
mrBabp, HO 3/eCh HET HUKAKOM OfeKIbI, Ha KOTOPYIO
"Hanmesaacsa Agam. Ecau ObI 1 Morvia, TO coo0IuiIa Obl
UM, UTO B OOJBLHUIlE €CTh KOMHATHI CO IMKaduuKa-
MU, TIe Bpauud U MeJCeCTPhbl OCTABIAIOT YJIUUHYIO
ofie:KIy W TIepeofeBalOTCA B MEAUIMHCKYIO (Gopmy
nin jabopaTopHble XaJaThl. EAUHCTBEHHBIH 00IIe-
OOJIbHMUHBIN Hapsah, KaKoll MOMKHO HaWTH, — 35TO
Te caMble COMHUTEJIbHOTO BUIA COPOUKHU, B KOTOPHIE
TYT 00JIaUAIOT HaIMeHTOB. AnaM, IMOKaJIyi, MOT ObI
HaAIeNUTh TAKyI0 M HEY3HAHHBIM IIPOeXaTh IO KO-
pugopaM B Kpecje-KaTaJKe, HO BPAJ JU HOJOOHAA
YJ0BKA IIOMOJKET €My IIONACTh B MOIO IajaTy.

— Bor uepT, — B3gBIXaeT Agam.
— Mgz mo:xeM mompoboBaTh ellie, — BAPYT pe-
maer moamep:karbh ero Kum. — 31gech He MeHbIIe

mecartu staxkeli. HaBepHAKa ecThb Apyrue Hesalep-
ThI€ KJIaJOBEIE.

Anam caguTca Ha MOJI.

— Her, Te1 mpaBa. 3to miryno. HymxHO mpmmy-
MaTh IIJIaH TOJIyYIIIe.
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“You could fake a drug overdose or something so
you wind up in the ICU,” Kim says.

“This is Portland. You’re lucky if a drug over-
dose gets you into the ER,” Adam replies. “No,
I was thinking more like a distraction. You know,
like making the fire alarm go off so the nurses all
come running out.”

“Do you really think sprinklers and panicked
nurses are good for Mia?” Kim asks.

“Well, not that exactly, but something so that
they all look away for half a second and I stealthily
sneak in.”

“They’ll find you out right away. They’ll throw
you out on your backside.”

“I don’t care,” Adam responds. “I only need a
second.”

“Why? I mean what can you do in a second?”

Adam pauses for a second. His eyes, which are
normally a kind of mutt’s mixture of gray and
brown and green, have gone dark.

“So I can show her that I’m here. That some-
one’s still here.”

Kim doesn’t ask any more questions after that.
They sit there in silence, each lost in their own
thoughts, and it reminds me of how Adam and
I can be together but quiet and separate and I real-
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— Ts1 Mor 6bI M300PA3UTH MEPEIO3UPOBKY HAP-
KOTUKOB UJM YTO-HUOYIb elle, YTOOLI TeOs Irome-
CTUJIM B peaHUMAInio, — mIpeaiaraer Kum.

— 910 xe Iloprmienn. Tyr 3mopoBo moBeser, ec-
JU C Iepeso30M XOTs Obl OTBE3YT B IIYHKT IIE€PBOI
moMoIu, — Bo3paskaer Amam. — Her, a Temepsn
anymaio o0 oTBiekaroliieM MameBpe. Hy, ycTpouThb
YTO-HUOYAb THUIIA IIOKAPHON TPEBOT'M, UTOOBI BCE
MeJICeCTPhI BEIOEKAIN OTTYA.

— TBI meficTBUTEJIBLHO AyMaelllb, YTO OTHETYIIIH-
TeJu W IIAHWKA cpenu Mejacectep mpuHecyT Mue
moab3y? — crpamuBaetr Kum.

— Hy, He TpeBory, HO YTO-TO TaKoe, UYTOOBLI BCe
OTBEPHYJINCH HA IIOJICEKYHIbI, a 51 0bI THXOHLKO IIPO-
COUMJICSA BHYTPb.

— Tebs Tyt :xe o6Hapy:kaT. VI BBIKUHYT IUHKOM
mo, 3aj.

— He Baxxuo, — orBeuaeT Agam. — MHe ObI Bce-
ro CeKyHIOUKY.

— 3auem? B cmbIciie, YTO ThI CMOXKEIIb CHeJIATh
3a ONHY CeKyHIy?

Apam Ha MrHOBeHUe yMoJakKaer. Ero riasa, o0bIu-
HO cepo-0ypo-3ejieHble, TEMHEIOT.

— Tak A cMory moKasaTh eif, uTo A 371ech. UTo
XOTBb KTO-TO eIle 31eCh.

ITocse storo Kum Gosbllle He 3aZjaeT BOIPOCOB.
OHI/I cnugAaAT B TEeMHOTe, KaJKI[bIﬁ IIOTPy¥HEH B CBOU
MBICJIN, U S BCIIOMHUHAIO, KAk MBI ¢ AJaMOM TOKe
MOJKeM He TOBOPUTH HHU CJIOBA, HO HMPEKPACHO UyB-
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ize that they’re friends now, friends for real. No
matter what happens, at least I have achieved that.

After about five minutes, Adam knocks on his
forehead.

“Of course,” he says.

“What?”

“Time to activate the Bat Signal.”

“Huh?”

“Come on. I’ll show you.”

When I first started playing the cello, Dad was
still playing drums in his band, though that all
started to taper off a couple years later when Teddy
arrived. But right from the get-go, I could see that
there was something different about playing my
kind of music, something more than my parents’
obvious bewilderment with my classical tastes. My
music was solitary. I mean Dad might hammer on
his drums for a few hours by himself or write songs
alone at the kitchen table, plinking out the notes
on his beat-up acoustic guitar, but he always said
that songs really got written as you played them.
That was what made it so interesting.

When I played, it was most often by myself, in
my room. Even when I practiced with the rotating
college students, other than during lessons, I still
usually played solo. And when I gave a concert or
recital, it was alone, on a stage, my cello, myself,
and an audience. And unlike Dad’s shows, where
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CTBOBATH APYT Apyra. Sl moHmMaio, 4To Temeph OHU

IpPy3bs, HACTOALINE APY3bA. UTO ObI HU CIYUYHIOCH

[Jajblile, o KpaliHeil Mepe 9TOTO A J00MIacCh.
MunyT uepes naTe Agam ctyuut cebsa mo Joy.

— Hy KoHeuHO, — TOBOPUT OH.

— Yro?

— Ilopa nmocaars curHasn Barmeny.
— Yero?

— Tlotimem. 1 Tebe moKaKy.

Korma s Tonbko Hauasaa urpaTh Ha BUOJIOHUENH,
mamna eie 6apabaHuJ B CBOeil I'pyIlilie, XOTA dyepes
mapy JieT mocie po:kaenus Tennu Bce peske u pe-
xke. Ho ¢ camoro HavaJsia A TOHAJA: PACXOKIAECHUS
MeXIy KJIacCHUeCKON MY3BLIKOM U IIpodell He uC-
YepIbIBAIOTCA SBHBIM HeIOyMeHHeM POAUTeJel II0
IOBOAY MOMX MY3BIKAJbHBIX BKYCOB; €CTh OTIMYUS
U B ucnoaHeHnu. Mos Mys3bIKa urpajachk coibuo. To
eCTb IIala, KOHEeYHO, MOT YacaM{ CaMOCTOSTEJIbHO
JIYIIUTDH O CBOEI yCTAaHOBKE MJIM MUCATHh B OOUHOU-
Ky IeCHU 3a KyXOHHBLIM CTOJIOM, OpeHua MOTHB Ha
MOTpPenaHHO TUTapKe, HO OH Bcerga TOBOPUJI, UTO
MMeCHU MO-HaCTOAIEMY POXKIAIOTCS, KOTIa UX Urpa-
10T. B 3TOM-TO TyIaBHEIN MHTEpPEC.

Ho a B ocHOBHOM mrpasia B OUHOYKY B CBOEH KOM-
HaTe. Jlake Korma A 3aHMMAJach C IIOCTOSHHO cMe-
HAOIIUMA APYT APyra YHUBEPCUTETCKUMU CTYIEH-
TaMH’, BHEe YPOKOB s BCe paBHO urpaJia onua. 1 Korma
s maBajia COJMbHBINM KOHIIEPT MM BBICTyIIajia B cMe-
NMIaHHOM IIporpaMMe, TO TOKe BBIXOAMJA K ITyOJINKe
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enthusiastic fans jumped the stage and then dive-
bombed into the crowd, there was always a wall be-
tween the audience and me. After a while playing
like this got lonely. It also got kind of boring.

So in the spring of eighth grade I decided to
quit. I planned to trail off quietly, by cutting back
my obsessive practices, not giving recitals. I fig-
ured that if I laid off gradually, by the time I en-
tered high school in the fall, I could start fresh,
no longer be known as “the cellist.” Maybe then
I’d pick up a new instrument, guitar or bass, or
even drums. Plus, with Mom too busy with Teddy
to notice the length of my cello practice, and Dad
swamped with lesson plans and grading papers at
his new teaching job, I figured nobody would even
realize that I’d stopped playing until it was already
a done deal. At least that’s what I told myself. The
truth was, I could no sooner quit cello cold turkey
than I could stop breathing.

I might have quit for real, were it not for Kim.
One afternoon, I invited her to go downtown with
me after school.

“It’s a weekday. Don’t you have practice?” she
asked as she twisted the combination on her locker.
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B OQWHOYKY — TOJIBKO C BHOJIOHYEIbI0. M B oTiu-
Yure OT MalnHbIX KOHIIEPTOB, I'/ie BOCTOPKeHHbIE II0-
KJOHHUWKH! 3alPBLITMBAJIN Ha CIIEHY U PHIOKOM HBIPS-
JIZ B TOJIY, MEXXAY MHOI u myOGImKo# Bcerza Onlia
creHa. Yepe3 HEKOTOpPOE BpeMsa MHE CTAJIO OIUHOKO
U I'PYCTHO TaK UT'PaTh — U d HEeMHOTIO 3acKyuaJa.

Tak uTO BeCcHOIl BOCBMOIO KJjlacca A pelrunjia Bce
3TO OpPOCUTH. YXOAUTHL 51 COOMpPATIACh IMOTUXOHBKY:
COKpalllaTh CBOM OECKOHEUHbIe 3aHATHUS, He JaBaThb
COJIbHBIX KOHIIEPTOB. §1 paccumraia, 4To ecau Oymay
OpocaTh MOCTEeIIeHHO, TO K OCeHU, KOra MoiIy B cTap-
IIe KJIacChl, CMOTY HauyaTh HOBYIO »KW3Hb, U MEH
Gouiblite He OYAYT 3BATh « BUOJIOHUEIUCTKOI» . MoiKeT
ObITb, A ObI BhIOpAJsia TOTHA HOBBI MHCTPYMEHT —
ruTtapy, 6ac uiau gaske 6apabanni. K Tomy ke Mama
ObLIa CIAMIIKOM 3aHATa ¢ Tenmu, 4ToOBI OTMEYATh
MPOAOIKUTEILHOCTh MOUX 3aHATHUH, a Mama KOopIes
HAJ MJIaHaMU YPOKOB M COCTaBJIAJ OTUYETHOCTH IIO
yCIIEBA€MOCTH Ha CBOEM HOBOM YUHTEJIbCKOM padoTe.
Tak 4yTO MHe Ka3aJ0Ch, HUKTO Ja’Ke He IIOMMET, YTO S
mepecTaja 3aHuMAaTbCH, IIOKA IeJI0 yiKe He OyaeT cre-
namo. Ilo kpailimeit mepe, Tak s yoexxnana cebs. Ho
IIpaBa 3aKJIYAIach B TOM, UTO OPOCUTEL BIOJIOHYEJID
IIJIsI MeHsA OBLIO BCe PABHO YTO MEPECTATH AbLIIIATD.

BoamoixHO, g 1 B camoM geje Gpocuia Obl, ecan
6b1 He Kum. OpHasKabl JHEM d IPUIVIACHJIA ee II0-
exXxaTh B IIEHTP ropoja II0CJie ITKOJIbI.

— Ceropgnsa ke OygHuii 1eHb. PazBe Tebe He HYXK-
HO 3aHMMAThCA? — CIPOCHJIa OHA, HAOupas 1udpo-
BYIO KOMOMHAIIMIO HA CBOEM IITKa(UUKe.
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“I can skip it today,” I said, pretending to search
for my earth-science book.

“Have the pod people stolen Mia? First no re-
citals. And now you’re skipping out on practice.
What’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” I said, tapping my fingers
against the locker. “I’m thinking of trying a new
instrument. Like drums. Dad’s kit is down in the
basement gathering dust.”

“Yeah, right. You on drums. That’s rich,” Kim
said with a chuckle.

“I’m serious.”

Kim had looked at me, her mouth agape, like I'd
just told her I planned on sautéing up a platter of
slugs for dinner.

“You can’t quit cello,” she said after a moment
of stunned silence.

“Why not?”

She looked pained as she tried to explain.

“I don’t know but it just seems like your cello is
part of who you are. I can’t imagine you without
that thing between your legs.”

“It’s stupid. I can’t even play in the school
marching band. I mean, who plays the cello any-
how? A bunch of old people. It’s a dumb instru-
ment for a girl to play. It’s so dorky. And I want to
have more free time, to do fun stuff.”

“What kind of ‘fun stuff’?” Kim challenged.
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— §1 cerogHA MOTYy PONYCTUTh, — OTBETUJA I,
IIPUTBOPAACH, YTO UIY YUYEOHUK 10 3€MJIEBEIEHUIO.

— Hey:xro Mwurmo noxutuiu WHOIJIAHETAHE U3
crpyurka? CHayajla HUKaKMX KOHIIEPTOB. A Temepb
IIpOITyCKaelrs 3auATusa. YTo mpoucxomaut?

— He 3Ha10, — ckasaja s, TOCTYKMWBasA Hajblla-
MU 10 MmKaguury. — §1 1yMaio mompo6oBaTh KaKoii-
HuUOyIb HOBBIHM nHCTpyMeHT. Hanmpumep, 6apabaHbl.
ITanmHa ycTaHOBKA [0 CHX IIOP MBLIUTCA B IIOABAJIE.

— Hy nma, Te1 — Ha 6apabauax. He cmemrn, — yx-
MbBLIbHYJAch KuM.

— 1 cepbesHO.

Kum ycraBmiach Ha MeHS C OTKPBITBIM PTOM,
Kak OyATO A 3adABWJIA, YTO COOMPAIOCH MOAKAPUTH
Ha VKUH CIU3HIKOB.

— Ts1 He MOXKeITb OPOCUTH BUOJIOHYENH, — 3a-
SIBUJIA OHA IIOCJIe CEKYHIbI OIIapAIIIEHHOTO MOJTYaHUS.

— Ilouemy aT0?

Kum nmomopmmnaces kak ot 6osu.

sl He 3Hai0, KaKk OO0OBACHUTH, HO TBOS BUOJOH-
yeJib — 9TO YacTh TeOA camoii. I mpocTo He MoOry
IpencTaBUTh TeOA 6e3 9TOH MITYKU MeXKIy KoJeHeld.

— He rnynu. {1 make B IIKOJIBHOM MapIINPYIO-
1meM OopKecTpe He Mory urpatb. M BooOIe, HY KTO
ceifuac urpaet Ha BuosioHuean? Oguu crapuku. s
IeBYIIKK 9TO HUAUOTCKUHN wmHCTpyMeHT. OH Takoii
CKyuHBbIN. U moToM, MHe HYKHO 60JIbIIle CBOOOLHOTO
BpPeMeHU Ha Pas3BJIeueHMs.

— Kakwue Taxkue «pasBiiedeHUA»? — C COMHEHU-
eM mouHTepecoBasgach Kum.
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“Um, you know? Shopping. Hanging out with
you...”

“Please,” Kim said. “You hate to shop. And you
hang out with me plenty. But fine, skip practice
today. I want to show you something.”

She took me home with her and dragged out
a CD of Nirvana MTV Unplugged and played me
“Something in the Way.”

“Listen to that,” she said. “Two guitar players,
a drummer, and a cello player. Her name is Lori
Goldston and I bet when she was younger, she prac-
ticed two hours a day like some other girl I know
because if you want to play with the philharmonic,
or with Nirvana, that’s what you have to do. And
I don’t think anyone would dare call her a dork.”

I took the CD home and listened to it over and
over for the next week, pondering what Kim said.
I pulled my cello out a few times, played along.
It was a different kind of music than I’d played
before, challenging, and strangely invigorating.
I planned to play “Something in the Way” for Kim
the following week when she came over for dinner.

But before I had a chance, at the dinner table
Kim casually announced to my parents that she
thought I ought to go to summer camp.
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— Hy 751 uTO, He 3Haemsb? Boararheca mo mara-
3WHAaM, ¢ TO0OII TycoBaThCA.

— Jla 6pock, — Bo3pasmaa Kum. — TsI ;ke HeHa-
BUAUIID XOAUTH II0 MarasuHaMm. A co MHOH U Tak Ky-
Yy BpeMeHM IPOBOAUIIL. JIaJHO, CETOAHA 3aHATUSI
MOJKeIlb MTPOITYCTUTE. X0uy Tebe Koe-uTo ITOKa3aTh.

Ona mpuTamuiaa MeHA K cebe mAOMOIi, HaIlllia
nuck «HupBana 9M-TU-BM aHILIArA» W IIOCTaBUJIA
mHe «Something in the Way».

— Ilocaymait aTo, — ckasasna oHa. — [IBa rura-
pucra, yiapHUK U BuoJoHUeancTKa. Ee 30ByT Jlopmu
Tonpcron, m mMory cmopuTh, OHa, Korza ObLiIa IIO-
MJIajlile, 3aHUMaJIach IO ABa Yaca B JIeHb, KaK ofHa
MOs 3HAKOMAas IeBOYKAa, MIOTOMY UTO, €CJIM XOUelllhb
urpaTth B cuMpoHTYEecKOM opKecTpe miu ¢ « Hupsa-
HOIi», 3TO0 HeobxomuMmo. M1 He gymMaio, YTOObI KTO-TO
PUCKHYJI Ha3BaTh €e CKYYHON UIMOTKOM.

s B3sAsa guck ¢ coboil m ciyllaja ero cHOBa
W CHOBAa BCIO CJEAVIONIYIO HeAeJ 0, O0ayMbIBasA TO,
uyro ckaszasa Kum. HeckonbKO pas s BeITaCKMBaJa
BUOJIOHUYEJb U MOABITPHIBAJIA IECHAM. JTa MY3bIKA,
BBIBBIBAIOIAsA U CTPAHHO OoApdAIlIad, ObLIa COBCEM
He MOXO0’Ka Ha Ty, YTO s urpaJia paHbiie. S cobu-
panach ceirpath Kum «Something in the Way» ma
ciaenyioliei Hemese, KOTAAa OHA MPUAET K HaM Ha
YoKUH.

Ho mHe He mpepcraBuiach Takasd BO3MOKHOCTD:
3a y:KMHOM KuM HempUHY:KISHHO 3adBUIa MOUM
pOIUTENSAM, UTO, II0 €e MHEHUIO0, MHe HeoO0XOAMMO
moexaThb B JIETHUU Jiarepb.
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“What, you trying to convert me so I'll go to
your Torah camp?” I asked.

“Nope. It’s music camp.” She pulled out a glossy
brochure for the Franklin Valley Conservatory, a
summer program in British Columbia. “It’s for se-
rious musicians,” Kim said. “You have to send a
recording of your playing to get in. I called. The
deadline for applications is May first, so there’s
still time.” She turned to face me head-on, as if she
were daring me to get mad at her for interfering.

I wasn’t mad. My heart was pounding, as if
Kim had announced that my family won a lottery
and she was about to reveal how much. I looked
at her, the nervous look in her eyes betraying the
“you wanna piece of me?” smirk on her face, and
I was overwhelmed with gratitude to be friends
with someone who often seemed to understand me
better than I understood myself. Dad asked me if
I wanted to go, and when I protested about the
money, he said never mind about that. Did I want
to go? And I did. More than anything.

Three months later, when Dad dropped me off
in a lonely corner of Vancouver Island, I wasn’t
so sure. The place looked like a typical summer
camp, log cabins in the woods, kayaks strewn on
the beach. There were about fifty kids who, judg-
ing by the way they were hugging and squealing,
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— Kax, TbI X0ouemb, 4TOOBI A IIOexaJja ¢ TOOOH’
B jiarepb Topswi? IlsiTaensca o6paTUTh MEHA B CBOIO
Bepy? — cupocuia .

— Jla HeT xKe. ITO My3BbIKaJIbHBIH Jlarepb. — OHa
BBITAIMJIA PEKJAMHBIN OyKJeT ¢ OpPOCKON HaIIIM-
coio: «Komcepsaropus ®Ppaukiaue Bouawm, jerTHAs
nporpamma B Bpuramckoii Komymoum». — 9to aisa
Cepbe3HBbIX MY3BbIKAHTOB, — IIOAuYepKHyaa Kum. —
YTo0sI TyIa IIOMACTh, HALO OTIIPABUTD 3alIHCh TBOEH
urpsl. S mo3BoHUIA U Bce BhIsicHWIIA. [locimemHuii
CPOK IIOoJauu 3asgBKK — IIepBOe Masd, TaKk UYTO Bpe-
M elfe ecTb. — OHa pasBepHYyJIach KO MHE, CJIOBHO
mmpenjarasi pa3os3jUThCS Ha Hee 3a BMeIIaTeJ IbCTBO.

Ho s He snuiack. Moe cepjlie KOJIOTHUJIOCH TakK,
oyaro Kum o00bsBMIIa, UTO MO CeMbs BBIUTPAJa
B JIOTEpPe0, X BOT-BOT CKa’KeT, CKOJbKO HMMEHHO.
S cmorpena Ha TOApPYry, Ha e€e BCTPEBOKEHHBIE
raasa, Tak IIpeJaTelbCKU MPOTHUBOpeUale 6paBoit
YXMBIJIKE, U MeHs IeperoJHsaaa 6JarogapHOCTh 3a
TO, UTO f MPYKY C UEJIOBEKOM, KOTOPBIN 3a4acTYIO
MOHMMAaeT MeHs Jiyulie, yeM d cama. Ilama cmpo-
CHUJI, XOUy JIY s II0eXaTh, U, KOTZa s CcTaJla TOBOPUTD
0 JeHbrax, BeJieJl He 0ecIoKouThcA 00 aToM. Xouy
Jau g moexath? S xoresma — GoJbIlle BCETO Ha CBeETe.

Tpu Mecslla CIycTs, KOTZa Iamna TpUBe3 MeHs
B VHBLIBIN MYCTHIHHBIN YTOJIOK OocTpoBa BaHKyBep,
A y:Ke ObLIa HE CTOJIb YBepeHa B CBOEM JKeJaHUU.
MecTo BBITIALENO KaK TUIUYHBIN JIETHUH Jarepb:
OpeBeHUYaThle MOMUKKU B Jecy, OaljapKu Ha TIJId-
ske. TaMm OBIIO OKOJIO MATUAECATU AeTell — CymAs II0
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had all known one another for years. Meanwhile,
I didn’t know anybody. For the first six hours, no
one talked to me except for the camp’s assistant
director, who assigned me to a cabin, showed me
my bunk bed, and pointed the way to the cafeteria,
where that night, I was given a plate of something
that appeared to be meat loaf.

I stared miserably at my plate, looking out at
the gloomy gray evening. I already missed my par-
ents, Kim, and especially Teddy. He was at that fun
stage, wanting to try new things and constantly
asking “What’s that?” and saying the most hilari-
ous things. The day before I left, he informed me
that he was “nine-tenths thirsty” and I almost peed
myself laughing. Homesick, I sighed and moved
the mass of meat loaf around my plate.

“Don’t worry, it doesn’t rain every day. Just
every other day.”

I looked up. There was an impish kid who
couldn’t have been more than ten years old. He had
a blond buzz cut and a constellation of freckles fall-
ing down his nose.

“T know,” I said. “I’m from the Northwest,
though it was sunny where I lived this morning.
It’s the meat loaf I’'m worried about.”

He laughed.
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UX MMPUBETCTBEHHBIM BOILIAM W O0BATHUAM, JaBHO
3HAKOMBIX APYT ¢ Apyrom. 1 ’Ke HMKOTO He 3HaJa.
B mepsrle 1ecTh 4acoB cO MHOM HHKTO He Pasro-
BapuBaJI, KpoMe MOMOIIHMKA IWPEKTopa Jarepsd,
KOTOPBIHA IPOBOAWJ MEHS K JOMHUKY, IIOKa3ajl MOIO
KpoBaTh U MaxHYJ PYKOHM B CTOPOHY CTOJIOBOM, Ime
B TOT Beuep MHE BPYUUJIU TaPEJKy UYero-TO HEeIIOHAT-
HOT'0, OKa3aBIIIerocsa MACHBIM PYyJIETOM.

d cxopOHO mAMMIachk B TapesKy, M3peaKa IIo-
TVIAObIBas Ha IIACMYPHBIA cephlli Beuep 3a OKHOM.
§ yxxe ckyuasa mo poguresiam, o Kum u oco0eHHO
no Temmu. ¥ Hero Kax pas HavajCs caMblii 3a0aB-
HBIH II€PUOJ, OH XOTeJ IPOo00BATL BCE HOBLIE BEIIH,
IMOCTOAHHO CHPAIINBAJ: «A 5TO UTO? » — U U3PEKaJl
yYMOpPHUTeJIbHEeHIINe CeHTeHIINN. B neHs mepes MmouM
OT'BHE30M OH COOOIIMJ MHE, YTO XOUeT IIUTh «Ha JIe-
BATH AECATBHIX», U A UyTh HE OIMHCAJIACh CO CMEXY.
Tockysa mo momy, s B3LOXHYyJa U Havaja BO3UTH CO-
MHUTEJBHBIN Ha BUM PYJIET IO TapejKe.

— He Bonmyiica, 3mech He KaKABIA NeHb UIET
Ioxab. TonIbKO Uepes IeHb.

A mopmsana rirasa. PAgoM CTOSAJ XUTPOIVIA3BIN
MaJIBUMIIKA, Ha BUJ He cTaplle AecATH JeT. Bejo-
OpbIcasi TOJI0Ba ero ObLIAa OCTPHU:KEHA €KUKOM, a Ha
HOCY KPacoBaJIOCh CO3Be3aMe BECHYIIEK.

— HorageiBatoch, — cKasajga da. — §1 cama
¢ CeBepo-3amajza, XOTs Korma s yessKaJia CerofmHs
yTpoM, TaM ObLIO coaHIle. MeHsi O0JbIlle BOJIHYET
STOT PYJET.

Manbunk paccmesicd.

255



[enn ®opmaH

“That doesn’t get better. But the peanut-butter-
and-jelly is always good,” he said, gesturing to a ta-
ble where a half-dozen kids were fixing themselves
sandwiches. “Peter. Trombone. Ontario,” he said.

This, I would learn, was standard Franklin
greeting.
“Oh, hey. I’'m Mia. Cello. Oregon, I guess.”

Peter told me that he was thirteen, and this was
his second summer here; almost everyone started
when they were twelve, which is why they all knew
one another. Of the fifty students, about half did
jazz, the other half classical, so it was a small
crew. There were only two other cello players, one
of them a tall lanky red-haired guy named Simon
who Peter waved over.

“Will you be trying for the concerto competi-
tion?” Simon asked me as soon as Peter introduced
me as Mia. Cello. Oregon.

Simon was Simon. Cello. Leicester, which
turned out to be a city in England. It was quite
the international group.

“I don’t think so. I don’t even know what that
is,” I answered.

“Well, you know how we all perform in an or-
chestra for the final symphony?” Peter asked me.
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— On ayumie He craHer. Ho apaxmcoBoe Macio
U J2KeM Bcerjia XOpOIlW, — CKas3ajJ OH, YKa3aB Ha
CTOJI, TZie HOJAIOKUHBI JeTell MmacTepuau cebe coHT-
Buumu. — [Iurep. Tpombon. OHTapmo, — mpezcra-
BUJICS OH.

Kak a morom ysHanga, 9TO OBLIO CTAaHZAPTHOI
dopmysoit 3HaKOMCTBa BO «PpaHKIUHE».

— O, mpuser. A, Buammo, Mus. BuogoHuesnb
Operosx.

ITurep ckazas, yTo eMy TPUHAAIATH U OH 37€Ch
yKe BTOpOeE JIETO; TIOUTH BCe HaUaJl B [BEHAIATh,
II09TOMY ¥ 3HAJW APYT Apyra. VI3 maTtugecAT! yda-
IIUXCSA OKOJIO IIOJIOBMHBI UTPANU [)Kas3, a OCTaJb-
Hble — KJIACCUKY, TaK UTO TpyHma moJiydyajiach
HeOosibmasg. BuosoHUYeMcTOB KpoMe MeHS OBLIO
TOJILKO IBO€, OMMH M3 HUX — [IOJITOBABBIN PHIKEBO-
JIOCBIH mmapeHs 1o umeHu CaiimoH, KoToporo Ilurep
IOM03BaJI, IIOMaxXaB eMy PYKOI.

— Ts1 Oyzens mogaBaTh 3asABKY Ha KOHIIEPTHBIN
KoHKypc? — crnpocusi meusa CaliMOH, Kak TOJBKO
ITurep npencraBus meHa Kak «Mwuio. BuosioHuens.
Operou».

Caitimon Ob11 «Catimon. Buosonuens. Jlectep»,
mocJaeqHUI OKasajyica ropomzoM B AHrmmuu. Komma-
HUA cobpaJsiach BIIOJHE MHTEPHAIMOHATIbHAS.

— ComHeBaloch. §1 gmasxke He 3HAI0, YTO ITO Ta-
KOe, — OTBeTUJa f.

— Hy, TbI Begb 3Haelb, YTO MBI BCe HUT'PaeM
B OpKecTpe B GUHAIBHON cuMPOHUU? — CIPOCHUI
meHsa [Turep.
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I nodded my head, though really I had only a
vague idea. Dad had spent the spring reading out
loud from the camp’s literature, but the only thing
I’d cared about was that I was going to camp with
other classical musicians. I hadn’t paid too much
attention to the details.

“It’s the summer’s end symphony. People from
all over come to it. It’s a quite a big deal. We, the
youngster musicians, play as a sort of cute side-
show,” Simon explained. “However, one musician
from the camp is chosen to play with the profes-
sional orchestra and to perform a solo movement.
I came close last year but it went to a flutist. This
is my second-to-last chance before I graduate. It
hasn’t gone to strings in a while, and Tracy, the
third of our little trio here, isn’t trying out. She’s
more of a hobby player. Good but not terribly seri-
ous. I heard you were serious.”

Was I? Not so serious that I hadn’t been on the
verge of quitting.

“How’d you hear that?” I asked.

“The teachers hear all the application reels and
word gets around. Your audition tape was appar-
ently quite good. It’s unusual to admit someone
in year two. So I was hoping for some bloody good
competition, to up my game, as it were.”
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§1 KuBHYJIa, XOTA Ha caMOM Jejie uMeJjia 00 3ToM
BeCchbMa CMYTHOe TpejacTaBieHue. Ilama BCIO BecHY
3aUMTHIBAJ BCJIYX KaKWe-TO cBeleHUA 00 ycCTpOu-
CTBe Jareps, HO MHe ObLIO BajKHO TOJBKO TO, UTO 5
BCTPEUYCh TaM C JPYTUMH KJACCUUECKUMU MY3BI-
kauramu. Ha mogpoGHOCTHY 1 0COOEHHOTO BHIMAaHMS
He oOparaJa.

— 9ro cumdoHUA KoHIla jJeTa. Ha Hee mpues:xa-
IOT OTOBCIOZY, 3TO JOBOJIBHO 60JbIIOe coObITHEe. MBI,
caMble MJIAAIINE, YIACTBYeM BO BCAKUX 3a0aBHBIX
BCTaBHBIX HOMepax, — mosacuma Caiimon. — Ho
elle BBIOMPAIOT OJAHOTO MY3bIKAHTA U3 Jarepd, U OH
urpaet ¢ IpodecCuOHAJIBLHBIM OPKECTPOM U BBICTY-
IaeT ¢ COJIbHBIM HOMepoM. B mporiom rogy A mou-
T BBIUTPAJI, HO TOTOM mobefa mAocTajach OTHOMY
dueiiTrcTy. 9TO MOU IpEeANOCJAeIHHUI IMaHC Hepen
BoinycKoM. CTPYHHBIM y:Ke TaBHEHBKO He yaaBa-
JIOCHh BBIUTPATh, a Tpeiicu, TpeTbd M3 HAIIEro Ma-
JIEHBKOTO TpuOo, He Oymer mbiTaThbesA. OHA OoJbINe
IIJIsT YIOBOJIBCTBUS UTPAET, XOPOIIT0, HO HEe CAUITKOM
cepbe3Ho. A ThI, S CJBINIAJ, TaKas cepbe3Hasd.

5 ceppesnasa? Yk He HaACTOJIBKO, €CJIU UYTh He
6pocwuia.

— T'me TBI 3TO yeabiman? — copocusa .

— Yuuressa TPOCHYIINBAIOT BCE 3asBOUHBIE 3a-
IIHACH, BOT CJAYXU U IPOCOUMINCEH. TBOA 3amuch TOY-
HO OblLiaa oueHb xopoinas. Ha BTOpoii rog oOBIYHO
y:xke He OepyT. Tak uTo s HamesJica HA CUJIBHOTO
COMEePHUKA, UYTOOBI TAHYTHCA 3a JUIEPOM, TaK CKa-
3aTh.
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”»

“Whoa, give the girl a chance,” Peter said.
“She’s only just tasted the meat loaf.”

Simon shriveled his nose.

“Beg pardon. But if you want to put heads to-
gether about audition choices, let’s have a little
chat about that,” he said, and disappeared off in
the direction of the sundae bar.

“Forgive Simon. We haven’t had high-quality
cellists for a couple years, so he’s excited about
new blood. In a purely aesthetic way. He’s queer,

though it may be hard to tell because he’s English.”

“Oh. I see. But what did he say? I mean it sounds
like he wants me to compete against him.”

“Of course he does. That’s the fun. That’s why
we’re all at camp in the middle of a flipping rain
forest,” he said, gesturing outside. “That and the
amazing cuisine.” Peter looked at me. “Isn’t that
why you’re here?”

I shrugged.

“I don’t know. I haven’t played with that many
people, at least that many serious people.”

Peter scratched his ears.

“Really? You said you’re from Oregon. Ever
done anything with the Portland Cello Project?”

“The what?”
“Avant-garde cello collective, eh. Very interest-
ing work.”
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— 9i1, maii JeByIIKe LIaHC, — 3ampoTecToBas ITu-
Tep. — OHa ellle TOJIbKO IIOIIPOOOBaJIa MICHOM PyJIeT.

CaiiMOH CMOPIIIUI HOC.

— IIpomy mpoinenusa. Ho ecam ThI 3axouenb
TOTIeNTAThCSA HACUeT MPOCHYIIUBAHUSA, I TOTOB, —
¥ OH yIaJIMJICS B HAIPaBJIeHUHW Kade-MOPOIKEeHOTO.

— Wssunu CaiimoHa. ¥ Hac roga ABa He OBLIO
KJIACCHBIX BUOJIOHUEJHCTOB, TaK UTO OH B BOCTOpPTre
OT cBesKkell KpoBu. YucTto acreruuecku. OH Toy0o0i,
XOTsA, MOKET, U HET — C HUMHU, aHTJIMYaHAMU, HE
oM Mellb.

— A, mousaruo. Ho uto oH Takoe ckazan? B cMmbIc-
Jie, OH UTO, XOUeT, UYTOOBI A C HUM COPEeBHOBAJIACH?

— Koneuno, xouer. B arom ke Bech raingd. Pa-
IV 9TOTO MBI BCE 3[IeCh, B Jlarepe MOCPeAr MEP3KOTO
MOKpOTro Jieca, — ckasaja Ilurep, ykaswiBasg 3a OK-
HO. — U pagu m3yMuTeNbHOU KyXHU, KOHEUHO. —
OH mocmoTpes Ha MeHA: — PasBe THI 31eCh He s
aToro?

S moxkasa mieuamu.

— He srarw. I HUKOrga He UrpaJia ¢ Takou Kyuei
Hapoja, Ja elle TaKoTo Cephe3HOTo Hapoza.

ITurep mouecan yxo.

— IIpaBga? Tsl ke cKasajia, YTO IpuexaJja U3
Operona. A ¢ «IlopTieHn uesio IPOAKeKT» ThI KOT-
Ia-HUOyIb mrpaja?

— C kemMm, c kem?

— Hy, Takoit aBaHTapAHBIN BUOJOHYEIBHBIN KOJI-
aekTuB. OUueHb MHTEPECHBIE PAOOTHI.
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“I don’t live in Portland,” I mumbled, embar-
rassed that I’d never even heard of any Cello Pro-
ject.

“Well then, who do you play with?”

“Other people. College students mostly.”

“No orchestra? No chamber-music ensemble?
String quartet?”

I shook my head, remembering a time when one
of my student teachers invited me to play in a quar-
tet. I'"d turned her down because playing one-on-
one with her was one thing; playing with complete
strangers was another. I’d always believed that
the cello was a solitary instrument, but now I was
starting to wonder if maybe I was the solitary one.

“Hmm. How are you any good?” Peter asked.
“I don’t mean to sound like an asshole, but isn’t
that how you get good? It’s like tennis. If you play
someone crappy, you end up missing shots or serv-
ing all sloppy, but if you play with an ace player,
suddenly you’re all at the net, lobbing good vol-
leys.”

“I wouldn’t know,” I told Peter, feeling like the
most boring, sheltered person ever. “I don’t play
tennis, either.”

The next few days went by in a blur. I had no
idea why they put out the kayaks. There was no
time for playing. Not that kind, anyway. The days
were totally grueling. Up at six-thirty, breakfast
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— 1 :xuBy He B I[lopTienge, — OypKHYJIA 5, CMY-
IeHHasd TeM, UYTO Jajke He CJBbINIaJa HU O KaKOM
«Yen0 IPOIIKEKT» .

— JlagHO, a ¢ KeM ThI TOT/IA UT'PAEIIhb?

— C gpyrumu jgoogbMu. B 0OCHOBHOM CO CTyIeH-
TaMU U3 YHUBEPCUTETA.

— A B opkectpe? Wiu B aHcamM0OJie KaMepPHOI My-
3piku? B cTpyHHOM KBaprere?

S mokauajsia roJioBOM, HPUIIOMHUB, UTO KaK-TO
pas ofHa M3 MOUX YUYUTEJIbHUI-CTYJEHTOK IIpPU-
raiiajla MeHd Iourparb B KBaprere. §I oTkasa-
Jlach, IIOTOMY YTO UI'PATh BIBOEM C Hell OBLIO OIHO,
a C COBEPUIEHHO HEe3HAKOMBIMU JIIOABMU — OpyTroe.
51 Bcernma mosiarasa, 4TO BUOJIOHYETh — OAWUHOYHBIN
WHCTPYMEHT, HO Telleph BAPYT 3aAyMajiach: MOXKET,
3TO A OGUHOUKA?

— XM. A Kak TbI BOOOIE MOXKEIIb XOPOIIO
urpatrs? — yauBmica IIutep. — To ecTh A He xouy
TOKAa3aThCs XaMOM U KO3JIOM, HO pPa3Be He TaK CTa-
HOBSATCS XOPOIIMMU MY3bIKAHTaM1? OTO KaK TeHHIUC.
C HeyMex0ii B KOHIIE KOHITOB HAUMHAEIIb IPOIYCKATh
yIapbl WJIN UTPaTh Pacxyig0aHHO, HO C acOM BIDYT
OKa3bIBACIIbCSA Y CETKU U MOAAeIb OTJINYHbIE MAYU.

— 1 u He 3HaNa, — ckasaya g [lurepy, 4yBCTBys
cebsa y)KacHO 3aMIeJON U CKy4HOli. — B TeHHUC A
TOKe He Urpaio.

Cienyromue HeCKOJIBKO AHEH IPOILIN KaK B TY-
MaHe. Sl Tak U He MOHAJA, 3aUeM Ha ILJIAKe JieKa-
au GalijapKu, — BPEeMEHU Ha pa3BJIeUEHUs 37eCh
He ObLTO. 3a JeHb A COBEPIIEHHO BLIMATHIBAJIAC.
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by seven, private study time for three hours in the
morning and in the afternoon, and orchestra re-
hearsal before dinner.

I’d never played with more than a handful of
musicians before, so the first few days in orches-
tra were chaotic. The camp’s musical director,
who was also the conductor, scrambled to get us
situated and then it was everything he could do to
get us playing the most basic of movements in any
semblance of time. On the third day, he trotted out
some Brahms lullabies. The first time we played, it
was painful. The instruments didn’t blend so much
as collide, like rocks caught in a lawn mower.

“Terrible!” he screamed. “How can any of you
ever expect to play in a professional orchestra if
you cannot keep time on a lullaby? Now again!”

After about a week, it started to gel and I got my
first taste of being a cog in the machine. It made
me hear the cello in an entirely new way, how its
low tones worked in concert with the viola’s higher
notes, how it provided a foundation for the wood-
winds on the other side of the orchestra pit. And
even though you might think that being part of a
group would make you relax a little, not care so
much how you sounded blended among everyone
else, if anything, the opposite was true.

I sat behind a seventeen-year-old viola player
named Elizabeth. She was one of the most accom-
plished musicians in the camp — she’d been ac-
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ITogpem B 1IECTH TPUALIATH, 3aBTPAK B CEMb, II0 TPHU
yaca yTPpoOM U JHEM Ha CaMOCTOSATeJbHbIe 3aHATHUA,
U PeIeTUIUs OPKecTpa Iepel Y:KHUHOM.

Panbiie g1 HUKOrma He Urpaja OOJbIIe YeM C Of-
HUM WU IBYMsS MY3BIKAHTaAMHU, TaK UTO IIePBbIe THU
B OpPKecTpe [Jis MeHs ObLIY CILIOMIHBEIM XaocoM. My-
3BIKAJIbHBIN TUPEKTOpP Jiareps, OH iKe U JUPUKED,
C OIPOMHBLIM TPYAOM BCEX paccaauii, a IIOTOM U3
KOKM BOH Jie3, YTOObI 3aCTaBUTH HAC ChIrPATh IPO-
creiiinue Theckl OoJsiee-MeHee B TakT. Ha Tperwuit
IeHb OH IpHHec KoJbIOeabHbIe Bpamca. B mepBblii
pas OHU IIPO3ByYaJUd OTBPATHUTEJNbHO. MHCTpyMeH-
ThI HE CTOJIBKO COUETAJNINCDH, CKOJIbKO CTATKUBAJINCD,
CJIOBHO KaMeIlIKH, MOIaBIINe B TA30HOKOCUIKY.

«Y:xacHo! — 3aBommi qupm:kep. — Kak BbI Hazee-
Tech UT'PaTh B IPOPECCUOHAILHOM OPKECTPe, eCJIn He
MOKeTe yAeps:KaTh PUTM B KoJbibeabHoi? Eie pas!»

IIpumepHO Uepes Hee 0 BCe HaYaIo IIPuodpeTaTsb
dopMmy, u g BIepBbIe TOYYBCTBOBaJA ce0sT BUHTUKOM
B MallimHe. JTO TOMOTJIO MHE YCJBIIIATh BUOJIOHYETH
COBEPIIIeHHO IT0-HOBOMY: KaK ee HU3K1e HOTHI Ccorvia-
CYIOTCS C BBICOKMMHY HOTAMU ajIbTa, KaK OHA CO37aeT
OIIOPY IJISA NePeBIHHBIX YXOBBIX Ha APYTroil CTOpOHE
OPKeCTpPOBO# AMbI. I XOTA MOMKHO IIOAYyMAThb, UTO,
OyAydu dYacTbi0 TPYINbI, ITO3BOJUTEIHHO HEMHOTO
paccaabuThbCcd, MeHbIe 3a00TUTHLCA O CBOEM 3BydYa-
HUU B 00IIleM IIOTOKE, BCce POBHO HA00OOPOT.

A cugena 3a cemMHaAIATUJIETHEH AaJbTUCTKONI
mo mmeHu Jamsaber. OHa ObLIa OJHUM K3 CAMBIX
OIIBITHBIX MY3BLIKAHTOB B Jlarepe — ee yiKe IIPUHS-
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cepted into the Royal Conservatory of Music in
Toronto — and she was also model-gorgeous: tall,
regal, with skin the color of coffee, and cheekbones
that could carve ice. I would’ve been tempted to
hate her were it not for her playing. If you’re not
careful, the viola can make the most awful screech,
even in the hands of practiced musicians. But with
Elizabeth the sound rang out clean and pure and
light. Hearing her play, and watching how deeply
she lost herself in the music, I wanted to play like
that. Better even. It wasn’t just that I wanted to
beat her, but also that I felt like I owed it to her, to
the group, to myself, to play at her level.

“That’s sounding quite beautiful,” Simon said
toward the end of camp as he listened to me prac-
tice a movement from Hayden’s Cello Concerto
no. 2, a piece that had given me no end of trouble
when I'd first attempted it last spring. “Are you
using that for the concerto competition?”

Inodded. Then I couldn’t help myself, I grinned.
After dinner and before lights-out every night, Si-
mon and I had been bringing our cellos outside to
hold impromptu concerts in the long twilight. We
took turns challenging each other to cello duels,
each trying to out-crazy-play the other. We were
always competing, always trying to see who could
play something better, faster, from memory. It had
been so much fun, and was probably one reason why
I was feeling so good about the Hayden.
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au B KopoieBckyio KoucepBaTopuio B TopoHTO —
U K TOMY JKe KpacuBa KaK CyIepMoOeJsb: BbICOKAasd,
C IapCTBEHHOM OCAaHKOM, C KOXKel KodelHoro msera
W OCTPHIMM, TOUEHBIMU cKyJiamu. 1 ObI mopmajiach
WCKYIIIeHWIO BOSHEHABU/IETH €€, ecJIu OBl He ee urpa.
IIpu HeBHEMMATEJIBHOCTH AJBT MOMKET M3IaBaThb CO-
BepIIeHHO YYAOBHUIIMHBINA CKpeKeT, Jake B PyKax
OIIBITHBIX MYBBIKaHTOB. Ho y DumzabeT oH 3BeHeN
YUCTO, SICHO U JerKo. Ciaymas ee m riAnsa, Kak TUIy-
0OKO OHa MOTPYKAeTCA B MY3BIKY, s caMa 3ax0TeJjia
urpatb Tak. I paxke syudrmre. 1 3axoresa He TOJIBKO
MEepPemIloHyTh €e, HO TaKiKe OIIYyTHJIA, UYTO JOJIK-
Ha — el, Bceli rpyime, cebe — UrpaTh Ha ee ypOBHeE.

— 3ByUYHUT OYEeHb KpacuBO, — ckasan CaiiMoH
OnmsKe K KOHILy CMEHBI, IOCJIYIIaB, KaK f pPeIreTu-
PYIO OTPBHIBOK M3 BTOPOro BMOJIOHUYEIBHOTO KOHIIEP-
ta lafifHa — TOT caMbIii, C KOTOPHIM y MEHS ObLIN
OTrPOMHBIE CJIOKHOCTH, KOTZa fA BIIEPBBIE IIOIPO-
OoBaJjia ero IpoOILION BecHOW. — TbI Oymelrs 3TO
UrpaTh Ha KOHIIEPTHOM KOHKypce?

S xkmBHya. IloTOoM He BhIAEp:KAIA U YXMBLIBHY-
nack. KaskabIii Beuep Iocjie y:KUHA U IO OTOOSA MBI
¢ CaiiMOHOM BBIHOCHWJIM CBOY BMOJIOHUEIM HAa YJIU-
0y W yCTPAMBAJIN HNMIPOBU3UPOBAHHBIE KOHIEPTHI
B JOJITruX cyMepkax. MbI IO ouepenu BBI3LIBAJIU
IPYyT ApyTra Ha BUOJIOHUYEJbHBIE AY3JIU, Tle KaKIbIi
B MCCTYIJIEHUU CTapaJjicA IepeurpaTth Apyroro. Msbl
TIOCTOAHHO COPEBHOBAJIVICH, ITOCTOSTHHO ITHITAJINCH
y3HaTh, KTO MOKET ChIrpaTh Jyulle, ObIcTpee, Ha
maMsaTb. OTO OBLIO HEBEPOSATHO YBJIEKATeJIbHO, 3a-
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“Ahh, someone’s awfully confident. Think you
can beat me?” Simon asked.

“At soccer. Definitely,” I joked.

Simon often told us that he was the black sheep
in his family not because he was gay, or a musician,
but because he was such a “shitey footballer.”

Simon pretended that I’d shot him in the heart.
Then he laughed.

“Amazing things happen when you stop hiding
behind that hulking beast,” he said, gesturing to
my cello. I nodded. Simon smiled at me. “Well,
don’t go getting quite so cocky. You should hear
my Mozart. It sounds like the bloody angels sing-
ing.”

Neither one of us won the solo spot that year.
Elizabeth did. And though it would take me four
more years, eventually I’d nab the solo.

9:06 P.M.

“I’ve got exactly twenty minutes before our
manager has a total shit fit.” Brooke Vega’s raspy
voice booms in the hospital’s now-quiet lobby.

So this is Adam’s idea: Brooke Vega, the indie-
music goddess and lead singer of Bikini. In a trade-
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XBaTHIBAIOIE, U, IIOMKAJYH, elle U II0ITOMY A Tak
ropaunack ceouM laiimaOM.
— Ax, KTO-TO Upe3BBLIUailHO yBepeH B cebe. [ly-

Maelllb, CMOXKEIIb MeHs Iepeurparb? — CIPOCHII
Caiimou.
— B dpyrb0o1 — TOUHO, — IIOIIYTHUJIA .

CaifiMOH yacToO pacCKashIBaJ HaM, UTO BCIO JKU3HD
B ceMbe OH Oejias BOpOHA — He IIOTOMY, UTO Teil uanu
MYS3BIKAHT, a IIOTOMY, YTO «XPEHOBBIN (hyTOOIUCT» .

CaliMOH TPUTBOPUJICA, UTO A PAHWJIA €T0 B CAMOe
cepjle, a IOTOM PacXoXOTaJcH.

— YauBuTeJbHBIE IITYKU CJIYYAIOTCS, KOTIA ThI
IepecTaenlb IPATATHCA 3a 3TUM I'DOMO3IKUM UYI0-
BUINEM, — CKasaJ OH, YKas3bIBasg HAa MOIO BUOJIOH-
yesb. S kuBHyJ1a. CaliMOH yabIOHyJICT MHe: — Jlaz-
HO-JIaJTHO, TOJBKO He HAJAO TaK HOC 3aamparb. llo-
cayiaja 661 Tbl Moero Moitapta. OH 3ByYHUT CJIOBHO
XOp YEePTOBBIX aHTEJIOB.

Hu omuu m3 Hac He BBIUTPAT B TOT T'OJ COJLHBIH
"HoMmep. I[To6enuia Jnmmuzaber. 1 mycTh OBI 9TO 3aHs-
JIO y MeHs ellle YeThIpe I'ojia, B KOHIle KOHIIOB s OBI
00A3aTeJIBFHO MIOJIyYnJIa COJIO.

21:06

— ¥ MeHA eCTh POBHO ABAAIATH MUHYT, IPEKIE
YeM HaIll MeHeIKep U30UAEeT AePbMOM OT 3JI0CTU. —
B nputuxinem 60JiIbHUYHOM BeCTHO0JIE TPEMUT XPUII-
JBIN pe3kuil rosoc Bpyxk Beru.

Tax BoT B uem maesa Amama: Bpyk Bera, 6oru-
HA WHIW-MYSBIKM U COJIMCTKA IPynnbl « BukuHM!».
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mark punky glam outfit — tonight it’s a short
bubble skirt, fishnets, high black leather boots, an
artfully ripped-up Shooting Star T-shirt, topped
off with a vintage fur shrug and a pair of black
Jackie O glasses — she stands out in the hospital
lobby like an ostrich in a chicken coop. She’s sur-
rounded by people: Liz and Sarah; Mike and Fitzy,
Shooting Star’s rhythm guitarist and bass play-
er, respectively, plus a handful of Portland hip-
sters who I vaguely recognize. With her magenta
hair, she’s like the sun, around which her admir-
ing planets revolve. Adam is like a moon, stand-
ing off to the side, stroking his chin. Meanwhile,
Kim looks shell-shocked, like a bunch of Martians
just entered the building. Or maybe it’s because
Kim worships Brooke Vega. In fact, so does Adam.
Aside from me, this was one of the few things they
had in common.

“I’ll have you out of here in fifteen,” Adam
promises, stepping into her galaxy.

She strides toward him.

“Adam, baby,” she croons. “How you holding up?”

Brooke encircles him in a hug as if they are old
friends, though I know that they only met for the
first time today; just yesterday Adam was saying
how nervous he was about it. But now she’s here
acting like his best friend. That’s the power of the
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B mukapHOM MAaHKOBCKOM NIPUKUIE — CETOTHS 9TO
KOpPOTKadA 100Ka-Iy3bIPphb, CETUYATHIE UYJIKMU, BBICOKUE
YepHBIEe KOJKaHbIe CalloTH, ¢ (paHTasmell n30pBaHHAA
dyrboaka «3Besmomanma», MOBEPX Hee BUHTAMKHBIN
MeXOBOIi KaKeTUK-00/1epo, Ha TiIa3ax YepHbIe OUKU
B cruie sKakiaua OHaccuc — OHA BBIMVIIOUT B 0OJIb-
HUYHOM BeCcTHuO0I0JIe TaK Ke HeYMECTHO, KaK yCTpUIla
mnocpenu KypATHUKA. BOKPYr Hee TOJIATCA JIOLU:
JIuz u Capa; Maiik u ®PuUTim — pPUTM-TUTAPUCT
u OGacucr «3Bes3nomazas COOTBETCTBEHHO — IIJIIOC
TPYINKa IOPTJIEHACKUX XWUIICTEPOB, CMYTHO MHE
3HaKOMBIX. CO CBOMMM SPKO-PO3OBBIMU BOJIOCAMU
Bpyx nmomo6Ha COJHITY, BOKPYT KOTOPOTO BPAIIAIOTCA
BOCXWUINEHHbIE TIJIaHeTbl. AaM, CJIOBHO JYHA, CTOUT
mooaib, TOTVIAKUBAs MOA00POAOK. A BoT KuM BBI-
TIAAUT HACTOJBKO OIIEJIOMJIEHHOM, OyATO B 3MaHUE
TOJILKO YUTO BOIILJIA TOJIIIA MapcuaH. Bo3aMoKHO, 9TO
nmoromy, uro Kum obo:kaer Bpyk Bery. [la u Agam
Ha caMoM JeJie To:Ke. [loMruMo MeHs oHa — OIHO U3
HEMHOTHUX OOIUX JJIA HUX YBJICUECHUH.

— Mp1 ynaokuMceA 3a mATHaAALAThb, — OOeImaeT
ApnaMm, BCTymas B ee raJIaKTUKY.

HNuBa maraer K HEMY.

— Apnam, mOporoi, — THUXO U C YYBCTBOM T'OBO-
PHUT OHA, — THI KaK, JePIKUIILC?

Bpyx sakampouaer ero B o0bATHA, OyATO CTapo-
ro Ipyra, XOoTd A 3HAI0, YTO OHU CErOfHSA BIIEPBBIE
BCTPETUJINCH: TOJBKO Buepa AaM paccKasbIBaJ
MHe, KaK BOJIHyeTcsa Ha 9TOT cueT. Ho Temepsh omHa
BeneT ce0sA Kak ero Jiydinas moapyra. Buammo, Ta-
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scene, I guess. As she embraces Adam, I see every
guy and girl in that lobby watch hungrily, wishing,
Iimagine, that their own significant other were up-
stairs in grave condition so that they might be the
ones getting the consolatory cuddle from Brooke.

“Okay, kids. Time to rock-and-roll. Adam,
what’s the plan?” Brooke asks.

“You are the plan. I hadn’t really thought beyond
you going up to the ICU and making a ruckus.”

Brooke licks her bee-stung lips.

“Making a ruckus is one of my favorite things to
do. What do you think we should do? Let out a pri-
mal scream? Strip? Smash a guitar? Wait, I didn’t
bring my guitar. Damn.”

“You could sing something?” someone suggests.

“How about that old Smiths song ‘Girlfriend in
a Coma’?” someone calls.

Adam blanches at this sudden reality check and
Brooke raises her eyebrows in a stern rebuke. Eve-
ryone goes serious.

Kim clears her throat.

“Um, it doesn’t do us any good if Brooke is a
diversion in the lobby. We need to go upstairs to
the ICU and then maybe someone could shout that
Brooke Vega is here. That might do it. If it doesn’t,
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KoBa BJAacCTh cueHbl. Korma ona oouumaer Axgama,
BIJKY, KaK KayKJIbIi ITIapeHb U AeBYIIKa B BeCTUO0JIe
C JKaJHOCTBIO CMOTPSAT Ha HUX, MeuTas, HaBepHoe,
YTOOBI MX OJIUBKUM UEeJIOBEK JIeXKAJ ceiiuac HaBepxy
B TAMKEJOM COCTOSIHHM, — TOTIA OHU CMOIVIH OBI II0-
JIYUYUTh yTeIIUuTeJIbHOe 00bATHE OT BpyK.

— JlagHo, pebATKU, BpeMsa POK-H-poJjia. Amam,
KakKo# y Hac mian? — copamuBaeT Bpyk.

— Tv1 — mam miaaH. 1, TpusHATHCS, TPUIYMAJ
TOJIBKO, UTO Thl HUJEIlh B MHTEHCHUBHYIO TePAaIIMIO
U yCTpauBaellb TaM ITyMUXY.

Bpyx o6GimsbpiBaeT myxJible KpacHble I'yObI.

— ¥YcTpauBaTh MIYMUXY — OMHO M3 MOUX JIIOOU-
MbBIX 3aHATH. Kak mymaeirb, 4To CTOUT caeJiaTh?
Wcnyctuth cuienmueckuii Bomiab? Pasmernca? Pas-
outh rutapy? Iloromu, g ;Ke He IPUHECJA CBOIO I'i-
Tapy. Uepr.

— Moxker, cnoenb 4YTO-HUOYAL? — cIIpallinBaeT
KTO-TO.

— Kak Hacuer To# crapoi#ri mecHu «Cmurc»,
«Girlfriend in a Coma»? — mpenjaraeT Apyroii.

Anam OeseeT OT TAKOro BHE3aIIHOI'O HAIIOMHHA-
HUSA O MefiCTBUTEJBLHOCTH, U BPYK pe3Ko u ocy:xaa-
ollle B3AepruBaer OpoBu. Bce cTaHOBATCS cepbes-
HBIMH.

Kum nmokamiiuBaer.

— Kxm, HaAM HUYero He IacT, ecJau BpykK ycTpo-
uT 10y B Bectubiose. Hy:xHO moiiTH HaBepx, U KTO-
HuOYyIb KPUKHET, uTO 37ech Bpyk Bera. 9To moxxer
noMoub. Ecjam Her, Torma meTh. Bce, uero MnI Ha
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then sing. All we really want is to lure a couple of
curious nurses out, and that grouchy head nurse
after them. Once she comes out of the ICU and sees
all of us in the hall, she’ll be too busy dealing with
us to notice that Adam has slipped inside.”

Brooke appraises Kim. Kim in her rumpled
black pants and unflattering sweater. Then Brooke
smiles and links arms with my best friend.

“Sounds like a plan. Let’s motor, kids.”

I lag behind, watching this procession of hip-
sters barrel through the lobby. The sheer noisi-
ness of them, of their heavy boots, and loud voic-
es, buzzed on by their sense of urgency, ricochets
through the quiet hush of the hospital and breathes
some life into the place. I remember watching a TV
program once about old-age homes that brought in
cats and dogs to cheer the elderly and dying pa-
tients. Maybe all hospitals should import groups
of rabble-rousing punk rockers to kick-start the
languishing patients’ hearts.

They stop in front of the elevator, waiting end-
lessly for one empty enough to ferry them up as a
group. I decide that I want to be next to my body
when Adam makes it to the ICU. I wonder if I will
be able to feel his touch on me. While they wait at
the elevator banks, I scramble up the stairs.
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caMoOM Jejie XOTUM, — 9TO BBIMAHUTDL Hapy JIi000-
IBITHBIX MEJCecTep, a 3a HUMHU U Ty BPEIHYIO cTap-
mryo. Kak ToJIbKO OHA BBIAAET M3 MaJaThl U YBUIUT
B KOpHJOpe BCeX Hac, oHa OyAeT CIAUIIKOM 3aHATa,
4TOOBI 3aMETUTD, UTO AaM IpoOpajicad BHYTPb.

Bpyx omnenuBalomie pasmisgasiBaeT Kum, B ee 1o-
TpeIllaHHbIX YePHBIX IITAHAX U PACTIHYTOM CBUTEpE.
IToTrom 3Be3a yabibaeTcs U IPOTATUBAET PYKY MOeH
JIy4Iei moapyre.

— Iloxo:ke Ha maH. [laBaliTe >KMBEHBKO, pe-
OATKH.

51 orcraro, HabMOnAA, KaK MPOIECCUS XUIICTEPOB
HeceTcsl uepes3 XOJLI. Be33acTeHUMBBIN IIyM UX Ts-
JKeJIBIX OOTHMHOK M I'POMKHX I'OJIOCOB, OIbAHEHHBIX
OLIYII[eHEM CPOYHOCTH U BAaXKHOCTH, PUKOIIETOM
oTmaeTcA B TUINHHE OOJBHUIBI X BABIXAeT HEMHOTO
JKM3HU B 9TO YHBLIOE MecTo. IIomMHIO, s cMoOTpesa
IO TeJIeBU30py Iepemady O OOMaxX IIPecTapesibIX,
B KOTOPBIX paspelaeTcss 3aBOAUTEL CO0AK U KOIIEK,
4TO0BI B30OAPUTD MOMKUIBIX U YMUPAIOIUX JIIOAEH.
Boamo:xHO, BceM OOJILHUIIAM CTOUT HPUIVIAIIATE XY-
JUTAHUCTBIX ITaHK-POKEPOB, UTOOLI IPUAATH JKUBU-
TeJbHBIN NMITYJIBC CEPAIAM YaXHYIIUX HAI[MeHTOB.

T'pynma ocramaBiauBaercs mepen JaudrTom, Oec-
KOHEYHO OKHIas JOCTATOUYHO IIYCTOr'0, YTOOBI yBe3-
T Bcex cpasy. Sl pelraio, 4TO X0Uy OBITH PSAJOM CO
CBOUM TeJioM, Korma Amam mpobepercs B IajarTy.
WMHuTepecHo, cMOTy s IOYYBCTBOBATHL €r'0 ITPUKOC-
aHoBeHue? Iloxa oHU KAYT y AUPTOB, I TOPOILIIOCH
K JIECTHUIIE.
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I’ve been gone from the ICU for more than two
hours, and a lot has changed. There is a new patient
in one of the empty beds, a middle-aged man whose
face looks like one of those surrealist paintings:
half of it looks normal, handsome even, the other
half is a mess of blood, gauze, and stitching, like
someone just blew it off. Maybe a gunshot wound.
We get a lot of hunting accidents around here. One
of the other patients, one who was so swaddled in
gauze and bandages that I couldn’t see if he/she
was a man or woman, is gone. In his/her place is a
woman whose neck is immobilized in one of those
collar things.

As for me, I’m off my ventilator now. I remem-
ber the social worker telling my grandparents and
Aunt Diane that this was a positive step. I stop to
check if I feel any different, but I don’t feel any-
thing, not physically anyhow. I haven’t since I was
in the car this morning, listening to Beethoven’s
Cello Sonata no. 3. Now that I’m breathing on my
own, my wall of machines bleeps far less, so I get
fewer visits from the nurses. Nurse Ramirez, the
one with the nails, looks over at me every now and
again, but she’s busy with the new guy with the
half face.

“Holy crud. Is that Brooke Vega?” I hear some-
one ask in a totally fake dramatic voice from out-
side the ICU’s automatic doors.
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51 orcyTcTBOBAJIA B ITaJiaTe MHTEHCUBHOM Tepannm
0osibllle IBYX YacoB, U 3JeCh MHOroe M3MEeHUJIOCH.
Ha onpmoi#t 13 mycToBaBIINX KOEK Tellepb HOBBIHM ma-
MUEeHT — MYKUMHa cpegHux JieT. Ero auio HamoMu-
HaeT KapTHUHY CIOppeajncTa: IOJIOBUHA BBITJISAIUT
HOPMAJBbHOM, JaKe KPacuUBOM, a BTOpad — MECHBO
KPOBHU, MapJjiu U IIIBOB, KaK OyATO KTO-TO IIPOCTO-HAa-
IIPOCTO OTOPBaJ ee. BO3MOXKHO, 9TO OTrHECTpeJIbHA
paHa. ¥ Hac 3mech ObIBaeT MHOKECTBO HECUACTHBIX
caydaeB Ha oxoTe. /[pyroii mammeHT, KOTOPBIN OBLI
TaK IIJIOTHO 3a0MHTOBAaH, UTO J He MOIJIa pa3obparsb,
Kakoro oH moJjia, mcues. Ha ero (usnu ee) mecre Je-
JKUT KeHIMWHA, YbI0 I1ei0 GUKCUPYeT cuelnaibHasd
IMITYKOBUHA BPOJe BOPOTHUKA.

A a Temephb OTKJIIOUEHA OT pecrimparopa. Bermomu-
Ha10, Kak coIpabOTHUIIA TOBOpUJIa MOUM OalyIlkKe,
menymike m Tere J[maHe, UTO 9TO MOJIOKUTEIBHBIN
caBur. I ocraHaBIMBAIOCH, IILITAsICh YJIOBUTH B Ce-
0e KaKue-TO HOBBIE OIINYINEeHHUs, HO HUYEro He UyB-
CTBYIO — IO KpaiiHell Mepe, pusmdecku. Tax mpomo-
JKaeTcs ¢ yTpa, ¢ TeX IIOp, KaK A B MallliHe CJIyIIaaa
TpeTbio BoJOHYEIbHYIO cOHATY BerxoBena. Temepsn,
Korfa s JBINIY caMa, MOsS CTeHa MAalllUH ITUIIUT T'o-
pasmo MeHbIlle, TaK UTO W MEJICECTPhl KO MHE IIOJ-
xomgar pesxe. Cecrpa Pamupec, equHCTBeHHAS 3I€Ch
C MAaHUKIOPOM, TO ¥ JIEJIO IOTJIAAbIBAeT Ha MEHs, HO
OHA 3aHATAa HOBBLIM ITapHEM C IIOJOBWHOM JIMIIA.

— OnyxuyTts! 9T0 uTo, Bpyk Bera? — Bompoma-
€T KTO-TO HeBO3MOKHO (paJIbIIIMBEIM TOHOM 3a aBTO-
MaTHYECKUMU IBEPAMU IaaThbl.
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I’ve never heard any of Adam’s friends talk so
PG-13 before. It’s their sanitized hospital version
of “holy fucking shit.”

“You mean Brooke Vega of Bikini? Brooke Vega
who was on the cover of Spin magazine last month?
Here in this very hospital?”

This time it’s Kim talking. She sounds like a
six-year-old reciting lines from a school play about
the food groups: You mean you’re supposed to eat
five servings of fruit and vegetables a day?

“Yeah, that’s right,” says Brooke’s raspy voice.
“I’m here to offer some rock-and-roll succor to all
the people of Portland.”

A couple of the younger nurses, the ones who
probably listen to pop radio or watch MTV and
have heard of Bikini, look up, their faces excited
question marks. I hear them whispering, eager to
see if it’s really Brooke, or maybe just happy for
the break in the routine.

“Yeah. That’s right. So I thought I might sing
a little song. One of my favorites. It’s called ‘Eras-
er,”” Brooke says. “One of you guys want to count
me in?”

“I need something to tap with,” Liz answers.
“Anyone got some pens or something?”
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§1 HuKorma paHbIIe He CJOBIIIAajaa, YTOObI APY3bs
Anmama roBOpuUaIM KaK B AYPAIKUX IIOAPOCTKOBBIX
dunrbmax. Bugumo, a0 y HUX 60JIbHUYHASA, IOABEP-
THyTas CAHUTAPHON 00pabOTKe BepCUsA «OXPEHETH» .

— B cmbicie, Bpyk Bera ms «Buxkunm»? Bpyk
Bera, xoropas 6bL1a Ha 06Js0KKe «CIuMH» B IpO-
oM Mecsale? 3mechb, B 9TOM caMoi OoJIbHUIE?

Ha »stor pas rosopur Kum. OHa mnpousHOCHUT
cJIOBa KaK IIECTUJIETHSSA [eBOUKA, 3aUUTHIBAIOIIAS
CTPOYKM M3 IIKOJBHOM MbEChl O TPYIIax MUIIEeBBIX
MPOAYKTOB: «3HAUUT, HAAO €CTb MO0 IIATH IIOPIUii
(GpPYKTOB 1 OBOIIEH B JeHB? »

— Ha, 5T0 A, — 3BYUUT XPUILIBIH rojoc Bpyk. —
§1 3mech, UTOOBI MPOTAHYTH PYKY POK-H-POJIBHOMN
momoIy BeceM Jionam Iloptienna.

ITapa mosomeHBKUX MeJcecTep — Te, KOTOpbIe,
BO3MOJKHO, CJIYIIAIOT IONYJISAPHOE Paguo WUJIU CMO-
TPAT KaHaAI «IM-THU-BU» U CJABIIAIA O «DBukwm-
HU», — IOAHUMAIOT I'OJIOBBI, HA UX JIUI[AX YUTAETCS
B3BOJIHOBAHHBIN BOWpocC. §1 CIIbINTy, KaK OHU IIell-
uyTCs, Kejas IIOCMOTPeTh, MpaBia JIi 9TO BpyK,
WU, MOYKeT OBITh, IIPOCTO PAAYIOTCA TEPEPBLIBY
B pyTUHE.

— Jla, aTo mpaBza s. §1 pemmiaa creTh MajJeHb-
KYIO TIeCeHKY, ONHY U3 MOUX JIOOUMbIX. OHa Ha3bI-
Baerca «JlacTuk», — ropoput Bpyk. — KTo-Hubyan
u3 Bac, pebsara, XoueT MHE MOACTYYaTh?

— Mue wmy)XHO YTO-HUOYIH, YEeM MOYKHO CTY-
4aTh, — orBeuaeT JIuz. — Y Koro-HuOyahb €CTh pyd-
KU WJIX UTO-TO B TOM pone?
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Now the nurses and orderlies in the ICU are
very curious and heading toward the doors. I’m
watching it all play out, like a movie on the screen.
I stand next to my bed, my eyes trained on the dou-
ble doors, waiting for them to open. I’m itching
with suspense. I think of Adam, of how calming it
feels when he touches me, how when he absentmind-
edly strokes the nape of my neck or blows warm air
on my cold hands, I could melt into a puddle.

“What’s going on?” the older nurse demands.

Suddenly every nurse on the floor is looking at
her, not out toward Brooke anymore. No one is go-
ing to try to explain to her that a famous pop star
is outside. The moment has broken. I feel the ten-
sion ease into disappointment. The door isn’t going
to open.

Outside, I hear Brooke start belting out the lyr-
ics to “Eraser.” Even a cappella, even through the
automatic double doors, she sounds good.

“Somebody call security now,” the nurse growls.

“Adam, you better just go for it,” Liz yells.
“Now or never. Full-court press.”

“Go!” screams Kim, suddenly an army general.
“We’ll cover you.”

The door opens. In tumble more than a half-doz-
en punkers, Adam, Liz, Fitzy, some people I don’t
know, and then Kim. Outside, Brooke is still sing-
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Temepb MeacecTpbl WM CAHUTAPLI B IIajlaTe yiKe
BCEePbe3 3aMHTPUIOBAHBI U ABMIKYTCA K ABepu. Bce
pasBopaumnBaeTcsa IIepeJo MHOM, CJIOBHO B KHHO.
§1 croro pamoM co cBoeil KpoBaThIO, IVISAAA HA JBOI-
HBIE IBEPH, U JKIY, KOorga OHI OTKpoioTcs. OT HeTep-
meHusa d enBa cAep:kuBaioch. SI gymai o6 Amxame,
0 TOM, KaK YCIIOKAWBAIOT €ro IPUKOCHOBEHUS, KOTIa
OH pacCessHHO TJIaJUT MHE IIel0 C3aJu WIN AYeT To-

PAYMM BO3LYXOM Ha MOHU XOJOAHBLIE PYKH, — TOTHA
sl IPOCTO JIYKUIEH PACTEeKaroCh.

— Yro mpomcxomuT? — BOIPOIIAET CTapIIasd
MezcecTpa.

BuesamHo Bce cecTpbl mOBOpaumMBalOTCsa K HeW,
OHU 0O0JIbIlIe He TOPONATCS yBUuIeTsh bpyk. Hukro He
mhITaeTcsi O0BSACHUTDH, UTO TaM, CHApPY:KU, M3BECT-
Had 1mom-3Be3ga. MomeHT ymyineH. I 4yBCTBYIO, KaK
HaIpAXKeHNe CMeHdeTcs pasouapoBaHueM. [lBepsh
He OTKpOeTCcs.

Bpyx HaumHaer rpoMKo pacmeBaTh «JlacTuk».
Haske a xamesia, gaske CKBO3b JBOMHbBIE aBTOMATH-
YecKue JBEPU ee IIPEKPACHO CJBIIIHO.

— Kro-Hubynpb BbisoBuTE oxpany. Ceiiuac :xe, —
PBIUUT cTapllias MeJcecTpa.

— Apgam, Jyulie IPOCTO AW Tymal — KPUUUT
JIuz. — Ceiiuac uam HuKoraa. B aTaky!

— Wnu! — oper Bapyr Kum, Kax apMeicKkuii Ko-
MaHaup. — M5 Tebsa IPUKpPoOeM.

IIBepb OTKpBIBaeTCs. BHyTpPh BBAJIMBAIOTCA O0JIb-
e MOJYAIOMKUHBI ITaHKOB, Amam, JIus, @uriu, eiie
Kakue-TO He3HaKOMbIe MHe JIIOAU W HaKoHel Kum.
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ing, as though this were the concert she’d come to
Portland to give.

As Adam and Kim charge through the door,
they both look determined, happy even. I'm
amazed by their resilience, by their hidden pockets
of strength. I want to jump up and down and root
for them like I used to do at Teddy’s T-ball games
when he’d be rounding third and heading for home.
It’s hard to believe, but watching Kim and Adam
in action, I almost feel happy, too.

“Where is she?” Adam yells. “Where’s Mia?”

“In the corner, next to the supply closet!” some-
one shouts. It takes me a minute to realize it’s
Nurse Ramirez.

“Security! Get him! Get him!” the grumpy nurse
shouts.

She has spotted Adam through all the other in-
vaders and her face has gone pink with anger. Two
hospital security guards and two orderlies run inside.

“Dude, was that Brooke Vega?” one asks as he
snags Fitzy and flings him toward the exit.

“Think so,” the other answers, grabbing Sarah
and steering her out.

Kim has spotted me.

“Adam, she’s here!” she screams, and then turns
to look at me, the scream dying in her throat.
“She’s here,” she says again, only this time it’s a
whimper.
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Cuapy:xxku Bpyk mo-mpe:kHeMy moeT, KakK OyITO 3TO
KOHIIEPT, Pagu KOTOporo oHa m mpuexaja B Ilopt-
JICHT.

Korma Agam u Kum BpwIBatoTCA B majary, OHU
BBIIVIAASAT PELINTEJIbHO, Jaxke pagocTHO. f1 mopaske-
Ha UX CTOMKOCTHIO, CKPBITHIMU B HUX cujaamu. MHe
XOUeTcs 3alphiraTh, 00Jed 3a HUX, KakK g O0bIYHO Je-
JaJja Ha aeTckoM Oericoosie Tenmu, Korma oH goberas
0 TpeThell 0a3hbl U HAIPABJAJICA «IoMOIi». TpyaHo
OBEepPUTh, HO, MIansa Ha Kum u Amama B meiicTBUH,
s TOKe IIOUTH YYBCTBYIO ce0sl CUaCTINBOIM.

— I'me oma? — kpuuut Agam. — I'me Mus?

— B yry, pAnoM ¢ KJIagoBKOI! — KPUUYUT KTO-
T0. TOJILKO uepes CeKyHAY A MOHUMAIO, 4TO 5TO Ce-
ctpa Pamupec.

— Oxpana! Baare ero! BasaTe! — Bomur cepau-
Tas MeJcecTpa.

Ona BrIgenIa AnamMa U3 BCeX IPOYNX IIPUIIETIb-
IeB, U ee JINIIO0 PO30BEeT OT 3JI0CTH. B majiaTy BGe-
ramoT ABa OOJbHHUUYHBIX OXPAaHHUKA U ABa CaHMUTapa.

— CapIlib, 3TO uTO, Bpyk Bera 6pr1a? — cmpa-
IIMBaeT OAWH, Hajgerad Ha PUTIU U TOJIKAsA ero
K BBIXOZY.

— Kaxuco, m1a, — orBeuaer BTOpPOIi, xBatas Ca-
Py ¥ BBICTABJAA €e 3a IBepb.

Kum 3amerusia MeHsa 1 KPUUUT:

— Apam, oua smech! — Ilorom moBopauuBaer-
cs IOCMOTPEeTh Ha MeHs, M KPUK 3acTpeBaeT y Hee
B ropyie. — OHa 3mech, — moBTOpAeT KuM, TOJIBKO

YViKe OPOXaInuM OT CJje3 I'OJIOCOM.
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Adam hears her and he is dodging nurses and
making his way to me. And then he’s there at the
foot of my bed, his hand reaching out to touch
me. His hand about to be on me. Suddenly I think
of our first kiss after the Yo-Yo Ma concert, how
Ididn’t know how badly I’d wanted his lips on mine
until the kiss was imminent. I didn’t realize just
how much I was craving his touch, until now that
I can almost feel it on me.

Almost. But suddenly he’s moving away from
me. Two guards have him by the shoulders and
have yanked him back. One of the same guards
grabs Kim’s elbow and leads her out. She’s limp
now, offering no resistance.

Brooke’s still singing in the hallway. When she
sees Adam, she stops.

“Sorry, honey,” she says. “I gotta jet before
I miss my show. Or get arrested.” And then she’s
off down the hall, trailed by a couple of orderlies
begging for her autograph.

“Call the police,” the old nurse yells. “Have him
arrested.”

“We’re taking him down to security. That’s pro-
tocol,” one guard says.

“Not up to us to arrest,” the other adds.

“Just get him off my ward.” She harrumphs and
turns around. “Miss Ramirez, that had better not
have been you abetting these hoodlums.”
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Aqam COBIIIUT ee 1, YBePHYBIINCH OT MeAcecTep,
npobupaercsa Ko MHe. VI BOT OH 37[eCb, B M3HOKbE
MOeH KpoBaTU, TAHET PYKY, YTOObI KOCHYThCA MEH.
Ero pyka Bce O0amke. HeoxumaHHO 1 BCIIOMHUHAIO
0 HallleM IIepBOM IIOIleJIye IocJe KoHIepra Mo-Ho
Ma — a Torma He mpencTaBJANA, KAK CUJIBHO XO0UY
OILIIyTUTH €ro I'yObl Ha CBOUX, IIOKAa IOILEJyi He cTaJl
Hens0exeH. I u celfiuac He moHMMaJIa, 10 KaKOIl cTe-
IeHU JKaKIy ero IIPUKOCHOBEHWUS, IOKA ero pPyKu
IOUTH He JOTAHYJINUCH IO MEH.

IToutu. Ho BHe3amHO OH OTOABUTAETCA OT MEHJI.
JlBoe OXpPaHHWKOB AEp:KaT ero 3a IJIEYN U BOJIOKYT
Hasan. OOUH Tak:Ke XBaTaeT 3a JIOKOTb KMM 1 BBI-
npoBakuBaeTr ee. Teleph OHA CHUKJIA UM HE OKAa3bI-
BaeT COIIPOTHUBJIEHNU.

Bpyx Bce ele mmoetr B Kopumope. YBumeB Axama,
OHAa 3aMOJIKaer.

— IIpocTu, noporoii, — roBoput ona. — MHe Ha-
10 BAJINTD, IIOKA s He IPoIycTmia KoHuept. WMiu mo-
Ka MeHs He apecToBajau. — V OHa yXOIUT IO KOPHUIO-
Py, a 3a Helt OeryT JBa caHUTapa, MoJid 06 aBTorpade.

— BrI3oBUTE mOIUIUIO, — HAACATHO KPUYUT
crapiiad meacectpa. — IIycTh ero apecTyior.

— Mb5I yBemeM ero BHU3, B CJIYKOy 0e30IacHo-
ctu. Takoil MOPATOK, — TOBOPUT OOWH OXPaHHUK.

— M5l He MOKEM apecTOBBIBATH, — O00aBJIAET
IPYTOM.

— IIpocTo ybepute ero us moeit maynatel. — OHa
dripraer u orBopaumBaercsa. — Mwucc Pamupec, a
OUeHb HAJeI0Ch, UYTO HEe BBl IIOACTPEKAJIU 9TO XYJIM-
rambe.
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“Of course not. I was in the supply closet.
I missed all the hubbub,” she replies.

She’s such a good liar that her face gives noth-
ing away.

The old nurse claps her hands.

“Okay. Show’s over. Back to work.”

I chase after Adam and Kim, who are being led
into the elevators. I jump in with them. Kim looks
dazed, like someone flipped her reset button and
she’s still booting up. Adam’s lips are set in a grim
line. I can’t tell if he’s about to cry or about to
punch the guard. For his sake, I hope it’s the for-
mer. For my own, I hope the latter.

Downstairs, the guards hustle Adam and Kim
toward a hallway filled with darkened offices.
They’re about to go inside one of the few offices
with lights on when I hear someone scream Adam’s
name.

“Adam. Stop. Is that you?”

“Willow?” Adam yells.

“Willow?” Kim mumbles.

“Excuse me, where are you taking them?” Wil-
low yells at the guards as she runs toward them.

“I’m sorry but these two were caught trying to
break into the ICU,” one guard explains.

“Only because they wouldn’t let us in,” Kim ex-
plains weakly.
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— Koneuno mer. §I 6bL1a B KJIaJ0BO U TpOMY-
CTHJIA BeCh TapapaM, — OTBEUYaeT Ta.

OHa IIPEeBOCXOIHO YMeeT BpaTh, TAK UTO €€ JIUIIO0
HUYEero He BBLITAeT.

Crapinas MeacecTpa XJIOTIaeT B JIQAOMIN.

— Bce, moy 3akoHuYMI0ChH. Bo3BpaiaiiTech K pa-
6ore.

d uny cnemom 3a Agamom u Kum, KOTOPBIX BegyT
K audTaM, ¥ 3aIpBITUBAI0 ¢ HUMHU. KUM BBITVIAIUT
OIITIEeJIOMJIEHHOM 1 3aTOPMOYKEHHOM, KaK O0yATO KTO-TO
HayKaJ el KHONIKY Iepe3arpy3Ku U Telepb OHa Me[-
JIEHHO IPUXOAUT B cebsa. I'yObl Amama ciKaThl B TOH-
Kyto gqunuio. To a1 oH cobupaeTcs 3amiakaTb, TO JU
KUHYTbCA HA OXpPaHHUKA ¢ KyJakamu. JIjis ero 6ara,
s HaJIeICh, YTO mepBoe. I[yia cedba — uTo BTOpPOE.

Buusy oxpanHuku nmoarajgkuBaioT Kum u Agama
K KOPHUJIOPY, IO CTOPOHAM KOTOPOTO TAHYTCS TEM-
Hble KabuHeTsl. OHU yiKe cOOMPAIOTCA BOUTU B OJHY
13 HEMHOTHUX OCBEI[eHHbIX KOMHAT, U TYT S CJBIIIY,
KaK KTO-TO T'POMKO 30BeT:

— Apawm! Croii. 9o TBI?

— Yunnoy? — Kpuuut Amam.

— Yunnoy? — 6opmouer Kum.

— IIpocTuTe, Kyma BbI UX BemeTe? — KPUUUT
Yunnoy oxpaHHUKaM, 6eroM HAaIpPaBIAACH K HUM.

— W3BuHHUTE, HO 3TUX [ABOUX IIOMMAaJIM, KoTZa
OHY TBITAJINUCH BJIOMUTHCA B IaJaTy WHTEHCUBHOU
Tepanuu, — O0BACHSAET ONUH OXPAHHUK.

— ToabKO IIOTOMY, UTO OHY HAC He BIyCKaJIH, —
BsJIO MosACHseT Kum.
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Willow catches up to them. She’s still wearing
her nursing clothes, which is strange, because she
normally changes out of what she calls “orthopedic
couture” as soon as she can. Her long, curly auburn
hair looks lank and greasy, like she’s forgotten to
wash it these past few weeks. And her cheeks, nor-
mally rosy like apples, have been repainted beige.

“Excuse me. I’'m an RN over at Cedar Creek.
I did my training here, so if you like we can go
straighten this out with Richard Caruthers.”

“Who’s he?” one guard asks.

“Director of community affairs,” the other re-
plies. Then he turns to Willow. “He’s not here. It’s
not business hours.”

“Well, I have his home number,” Willow says,
brandishing her cell phone like a weapon. “I doubt
he’d be pleased if I were to call him now and tell
him how his hospital was treating someone try-
ing to visit his critically wounded girlfriend. You
know that the director values compassion as much
as efficiency, and this is not the way to treat a con-
cerned loved one.”

“We’re just doing our job, ma’am. Following or-
ders.”

“How about I save you two the trouble and take
it from here. The patient’s family is all assembled
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Yunnoy morouser ux. Ha He#l Bce emre dopma
MeJICECTPHI, ¥ 3TO CTPAHHO: OOBIYHO OHA CHUMAET TO,
YTO HABBIBAET «BBICOKOU MOJOI AJIA OPTOLENUU»,
Kak MOMKHO cKopee. Ee [IIWHHBIE TeMHO-DPBIKUE
KYAPU BBITVIAAAT HEONPATHBIMU U CAJBHBIMHU, KaK
OyaTo oHa 3a0bIBajia UX MBITh IIOCJIEIHNE HECKOJIb-
KO HeJlleJib, a IeKu, 00bIYHO PO30BbIe, KaK JA0J0UKH,
Temnepb OJIeIHBI.

— HWsBunurte. A gunioMumpoBaHHAsA MeIcecTpa
u3 Cunap-Kpuk. f 3mecs craskmposaiach, Tak 4To,
€cJIi XOTHUTEe, MBI MOMKEM IIOUTH IpAMO K Puuapmy
Kapyrepcy.

— 9TO0 KTO? — cIpaliuBaeT OJUH OXPaHHUK.

— JlupeKTop mo CBA3AM C OOIIECTBEHHOCTHIO, —
HOSICHSAET OPYroil, MOTOM IIOBOPAUMBAETCA K YUJI-
agoy. — Ero Her, ero pabouunii neHb JaBHO 3aKOH-
YMIICA.

— ¥ MeHd eCcTh eTro JoMallIlHu TejaedoH, — roBo-
put Yuioy, padMaxuBas CBOMM COTOBBIM, CJIOBHO
opy:xuem. — CoMHeBaiOCh, UTO OH Oy[eT JOBOJIEH,
ecau s TMO3BOHIO eMYy U PAaCcCKaKy, KakK B €To 0O0JIb-
HUIe 00paIlaTCA C YeJIOBEKOM, KOTOPBIA IBITAET-
cA HaBECTUTh CBOIO TAMKEJIO PAHEHHYIO AeBYIIKY. BbI
3HaeTe, YTO AWPEKTOP I[EHUT COCTPAJAaHUE TaK ’Ke
BBICOKO, KaK U 3(p(PeKTUBHOCTb, U UTO TAK HE CTOUT
IIOCTYHATh C BIIOOJEHHBIMU.

— Mp1 npocTo BHIIONHSEM CBOIO pabOTy, M3M.
Hawm Besesn.

— Kaxk Hacuer TOrO, UTO f CIlacy Bac ABOUX OT
HaroHsada u yBeny ux? CeMbsA TallMEeHTKU BCA CO-
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upstairs. They’re waiting for these two to join
them. Here, if you have any problems, you tell Mr.
Caruthers to get in touch with me.” She reaches
into her bag and pulls out a card and hands it over.
One of the guards looks at it, hands it to the other,
who stares at it and shrugs.

“Might as well save ourselves the paperwork,”
he says. He lets go of Adam, whose body slumps
like a scarecrow taken off his pole. “Sorry, kid,” he
says to Adam, brushing off his shoulders.

“I hope your girlfriend’s okay,” the other mum-
bles. And then they disappear toward the glow of
some vending machines.

Kim, who has met Willow all of twice, flings
herself into her arms.

“Thank you!” she murmurs into her neck.

Willow hugs her back, pats her on the shoulders
before letting go. She rubs her eyes and winces out
a brittle laugh.

“What in the hell were you two thinking?” she
asks.

“I want to see Mia,” Adam says.

Willow turns to look at Adam and it’s like some-
one has unscrewed her valve, letting all her air es-
cape. She deflates. She reaches out and touches
Adam’s cheek.

“Of course you do.” She wipes her eyes with the
heel of her hand.
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O6panachk HaBepxy. OHM KIYT, UTO 3THU ABOE K HUM
mpucoeguHATCA. A ecau y Bac BOBHHUKHYT IIpolJe-
MBI, mompocuTe Muctepa Kapyrepca cBszaThCA CO
MHO#. — OHa BBITACKMBAET U3 CYMOYKHU BUBUTKY
¥ IPOTATHUBaeT oxpaHHuKaM. OIUH U3 HUX CMOTPUT
Ha KapToOuKy, IIOTOM IIepegaeT APYroMYy, KOTOPBIi
TOXKe PAas3TIAIbIBAET ee U IMOKUMAeT ILJIeYaMu.

— 3aogHO MW OT OyMasKHOW PabOThl M30aBUM-
csi, — TOBOPUT OH M OTIIycKaeT Ajgama, Ube TeJo
o0MsKaeT, OyATO myraJjo, CHATOe co croada. — IIpo-
CTU, IapeHb, — I'OBOPUT OH AmaMy, OTPAXUBAS €To
IJIeYn.

— Hapgeroch, ¢ TBoe#l IeBYILIKOU Bce OyAeT B IIO-
pAOKe, — MSAMJUAT BTOPOIi, U OHU MCUE3AIOT B Ha-
MIPaBJI€HUN KAaKNUX-TO CBETAIMXCSA aBTOMATOB.

Kuwm, mo sToro Bugesinas YUaI0y BCero ABaKIbI,
OpocaeTcs el Ha IIIEO.

— Cnacub6o, — 60pMoUYeT OHA B IIJI€UO0 YUJIOY.

Ta oOHMMAaeT ee B OTBET U IVIAAUT IO ILIeUaM, mpe-
JKJle YeM OTHYCTUTH. IIoTOM BBITHMpPAaeT Tia3a U BHI-
IaeT JOMKUU HEPBHBIN CMEIIOK.

— O uem, OJIMH, BBl TOJBKO AyMaJiu?

— §I xouy Bumers Muio, — roBoput Anxam.

Yunnoy nmoBopaumuBaeTcsa K HeMY U BIDYT CHeXKU-
BaeTcd, KaKk OyATO KTO-TO OTKDPHLI BHYTPHU ee KJa-
IIaH, BRINYCTUB Bech BO3AyX. OHA IPOTATUBAET PYKY
u Kacaercd meku Anama.

— Koneuno, o1 xouerrb. — OHa BBITUpAET I1a3a
TBIBHOW CTOPOHO JIAJIOHM.
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“Are you okay?” Kim asks.
Willow ignores the question.
“Let’s see about getting you in to Mia.”

Adam perks up when he hears this.

“You think you can? That old nurse has it in
for me.”

“If that old nurse is who I think she is, it doesn’t
matter if she has it in for you. It’s not up to her.
Let’s check in with Mia’s grandparents and then
I’ll find out who’s in charge of breaking the rules
around here and get you in to see your girl. She
needs you now. More than ever.”

Adam swivels around and hugs Willow with
such force that her feet lift up off the ground.

Willow to the rescue. Just the way she rescued
Henry, Dad’s best friend and bandmate, who, once
upon a time, was a total drunk playboy. When he
and Willow had been dating a few weeks, she told
him to straighten out and dry out or say good-bye.
Dad said that lots of girls had given Henry ultima-
tums, tried to force him to settle down, and lots
of girls had been left crying on the sidewalk. But
when Willow packed her toothbrush and told Hen-
ry to grow up, Henry was the one who cried. Then
he dried his tears, grew up, got sober and monoga-
mous. Eight years later, here they are, with a baby,
no less. Willow is formidable that way. Probably
why after she and Henry got together she became
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— C Bamu Bce B mopsaake? — cmpaiiuBaeT Kum.

Yuimoy urHOpupyeT BOIIPOC.

— Ilofimem mocMOTPMM, KaK MOYKHO IIPOBECTH
Tebsa K Mue.

IIpu sTux cioBax AnaMm OKUBIIAETCA.

— Jlymaere, y Bac moayuutTcA? ¥ TOH crTapoii
Me[icecTpPhl Ha MeHs 3yO0.

— Ecau sra crapad meacectpa — Ta, O KOM
IyMaio, TO He MMeeT 3HaueHUs, eCThb JU y Hee Ha
Tebs 3y6. ITo He ee Aeso. [aBatiTe moiigemM K poi-
cTBeHHMKaM Mwuwu, a mOTOM S BBISICHIO, KTO 37I€Ch
OTBeUaeT 3a HAPYIIeHUSA IIPaBWJI, U IPOBeAy TeOA
K TBoelU JneBymike. Thl eil Hy:xkeH ceifuac. Bousbire
yeM KOTZa-Iubo.

AnaMm KpysKUTCS Ha MecTe W OOHMMAaeT YUJJIOY
C TaKOU CHUJIOM, UTO €e HOTH OTPBHIBAIOTCA OT 3€MJIU.

Yuinoy Bcerga IpuxoguT Ha IIOMOIIL. TOUHO Tak
JKe OHa cmacJia ['eHpu, maTMHOTO JIYYIIero Apyra ms
ero Ipynnbl, KOTOPBLIA paHbIle OLLI O0e3HaIe:KHBIM
ObsaIHUIeN u ryasakoii. Korma oHu ¢ Yuiiaoy BeTpe-
YaJIiCh yiKe HeCKOJbKO HeJlesIb, OHA BeJjesia eMy 3a-
BA3ATb U IPUBECTH ce0d B IOPAJOK — WU A0 CBU-
nanma. Ilama yTBep:kma, 4TO Kyda AeBUI] HpPeIb-
apasanu [eHpU yJbTUMAaTyMBbl, IBITAACH 3aCTaBUTH
€T0 OCTENEeHUTHCS, W BCE OHU OCTAJNCH PHIZATH Ha
obounHe. Ho korma Yuiioy ymakoBaJia CBOIO 3y0-
HYI0 IIeTKYy M IIOCOBeTOBajsia I'eHpM IIOB3pOCIETH,
prigan y:ke I'enpu. IloTom OH ocymImJ cjie3bl, IIO-
B3POCJIEJI U CTaJ TPE3BLIM M MOHOTaMHBIM. U BOT
IIPOIILJIO yiKe BOCEeMb JIET, ¥ HUX €CTh Pe0eHOK. YuJI-
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Mom’s best friend; she was another tough-as-nails,
tender-as-kittens, feminist bitch. And probably
why she was one of Dad’s favorite people, even
though she hated the Ramones and thought base-
ball was boring, while Dad lived for the Ramones
and thought baseball was a religious institution.

Now Willow is here. Willow the nurse. Willow
who doesn’t take no for an answer is here. She’ll
get Adam in to see me. She’ll take care of every-
thing.

Hooray! I want to shout. Willow is here!

I’m so busy celebrating Willow’s arrival that the
implication of her being here takes a few moments
to sink in, but when it does, it hits me like a jolt
of electricity.

Willow is here. And if she’s here, if she’s in my
hospital, it means that there isn’t any reason for
her to be in her hospital. I know her well enough
to know that she never would have left him there.
Even with me here, she would’ve stayed with him.
He was broken, and brought to her for fixing. He
was her patient. Her priority.

I think about the fact that Gran and Gramps are
in Portland with me. And that all anyone in that
waiting room is talking about is me, how they are
avoiding mentioning Mom or Dad or Teddy. I think
about Willow’s face, which looks like it has been
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JIOy B 3TOM ILJIaHEe IIPOCTO BoJieOHuIa. Bo3amMoikHO,
MO3TOMY, IIOCJ€e TOTO KaK OHU ¢ I'eHpHW COIILINCH,
OHa cTajla MaMMHOM Jyumiel IoaApyroil — OHa Ta-
Kas JKe JKeCcTKasd, KaK I'BO3[b, MATKasd, KaKk KOTeHOK,
demuHHCTCKAsA cTepBa. V1 BO3MOIKHO, IIO3TOMY OHA
ObljIa OZHOM M3 JIIOOMMMUI[ Ialbl, XOTA HEHAaBHUIEJIa
«Pamous» u cuurasa 6eiic60JI TOCKOM 3€JeHO0, B TO
BpeMs Kak Iala KW pagu «PaMoH3» M IIoumTall
6eiic00JI PeIUTMO3HBIM OPJIEHOM.

Temeps Yuaioy sgmech. YUJIIOY MeAcecTpa. YHUII-
JIOy, KOTOpas He CUNTAET «HEeT» OTBETOM, — 3/eCh.
Omna nposegetr Azama ko mHe. OHa mo3aboTurcss 060
BCEM.

«¥pal — xXouy g IPOKpUYATE. — YUJLJIOY 3heCh!»

§1 rax OypHO paxyoch ee IpUE3ay, UTO TOJIbKO Ue-
pe3 HeCKOJIbKO MUHYT IOHUMAIO, II0UeMy OHa 37eCh.
A Korja moHuUMAa0, MeHs OyATO 3JIEKTPUUECKUM pPas-
PALOM IIOPAXKAET.

Yunnoy sgeck. Eciiu oHa B Moeit OoJibHUIIE, 3HA-
YuT, y Hee 00JIbllle HeT HUKAKUX HPUUYUH OCTABATh-
cda B cBoeli. S 3HAO ee TOCTATOUHO XOPOIIO M TOHM-
Malo, UTO OHa HHMKOIZIA He ocTaBmJa 0bl Tegmu Tam.
IIycTs maske s 3mech — YuJLIoy ocrajach ObI C HUM.
OH ObLI paHeH M TpuBe3eH K Hell Ha jeueHue. OH
ObLT ee MAIlMEeHTOM, ee IVIaBHOII 3a00TOii.

d gymaio o Tom, uTo m 6GaOylIika ¢ AeAYIIKOI
B Iloptiienae, co mHOM. VI Bce B KOMHATE OKUTAHUS
TrOBOPAT 060 MHE, HUKTO M3 HUX He YIIOMUHAaeT Ia-
ny, mamy wiau Teaggu. I mymaio o juile Yuijaoy —
C Hero CJIOBHO CTePJI BCIO PAJOCTh — 1 O TOM, UTO
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scrubbed clean of all joy. And I think about what she
told Adam, that I need him now. More than ever.
And that’s how I know. Teddy. He’s gone, too.
Mom went into labor three days before Christ-
mas, and she insisted we go holiday shopping to-
gether.
“Shouldn’t you like lie down or go to the birth-
ing center or something?” I asked.

Mom grimaced through a cramp.

“Nah. The contractions aren’t that bad and are
still like twenty minutes apart. I cleaned our entire
house, from top to bottom, while I was in early la-
bor with you.”

“Putting the labor in labor,” I joked.

“You’re a smart-ass, you know that?” Mom said.
She took a few breaths. “I’ve got a ways to go. Now
come on. Let’s take the bus to the mall. I’m not up
to driving.”

“Shouldn’t we call Dad?” I asked.

Mom laughed at that.

“Please, it’s enough for me to have to birth this
baby. I don’t need to deal with him, too. We’ll call
him when I’m ready to pop. I’d much rather have
you around.”

So Mom and I wandered around the mall, stop-
ping every couple minutes so she could sit down
and take deep breaths and squeeze my wrist so hard
it left angry red marks. Still, it was a weirdly fun
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OHa cKasasa Ajgamy, OyATO Temepb OH HY:KeH MHe
0oJIbIIIe, YeM KOorma-Jmbo.

Bor Tak s u monumato: Texmgu To:xke ymep.

CxBaTKM y MaMbl HAUYaJINUCh 3a TPU AHA A0 Pox-
IecTBa, M OHA HACTOAJIA, YTOOBI MBI IIOILJIXA 34 IIO-
IapKaMU K IPasgHUKY BMecTe.

— PasBe Tebe He HAAO JeKaTh, UJIU €XaTh B PO-
IUJIBHBIN IEHTP, WU UYTO-HUOYADL eIle B STOM Iy-
xe? — cmpocuia .

Mama ckopumIa poKy CKBO3b CIIasM.

— He-a. CxBaTKu elje He HACTOJBKO CHJIbHBI
U TOKa HIYT TOJIBbKO Uepes KasKIble ABAAIATh MU-
uyrt. Korma y MeHss HauaJuCchb CXBATKU C TOOOM, s
BBIUNMCTMJIA BeCh HAIIl JOM, CBEPXY JOHU3Y.

— CxBaTujach CO CXBaTKaMM, — MOIIYTHJIA .

— TbI Haxadka, ThI 5TO 3HAENIL? — COOOILIMJIA
mama. OHa caesajia HECKOJIbKO BIOXOB-BBIJJOX0B. —
Eme me ckopo. Iloiimem ke, moeneM 10 TOPTOBOTO
IeHTpa Ha aBTOOyce. S ceifuac He pacIoyo:KeHa ca-
IUTHCS 34 PYJb.

— Moker, CTOUT I0O3BaTh mamy? — CIpocuja .

Mawma paccmesiiach.

— MHe BIOJIHE XBATHUT 3TOr0 pe0eHKa, He XBaTa-
€T eIle TOJLKO C HUM BO3UTHCSA. MBI I03BOHIM €My,
Korma s OyAoy roToBa posKaTh. JIydiie y:K co MHOM
OyZeIb ThI.

Tak uTo MBI ¢ MAMOIi OPOUJIU IIO0 TOPTOBOMY II€H-
TPy, OCTAHABJIMBASCH KaKIble IBE MUHYTHI, UTOOBI
OHA MOTJIa IPUCECTD, IePEBECTH AYX 1 CTUCHYTH MO€
3amsACThbe TaK KPEIKo, UTO OCTaBaJINCh SIPKUe Kpac-
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and productive morning. We bought presents for
Gran and Gramps (a sweater with an angel on it
and a new book about Abraham Lincoln) and toys
for the baby and a new pair of rain boots for me.
Usually we waited for the holiday sales to buy stuff
like that, but Mom said that this year we’d be too
busy changing diapers.

“Now’s not the time to be cheap. Ow, fuck. Sor-
ry, Mia. Come on. Let’s go get pie.”

We went to Marie Callender’s. Mom had a slice
of pumpkin and of banana cream. I had blueberry.
When she was done, she pushed her plate away and
announced she was ready to go to the midwife.

We’d never really talked about my being there
or not being there. I went everywhere with Mom
and Dad at that point, so it was just kind of as-
sumed. We met a nerve-racked Dad at the birthing
center, which was nothing like a doctor’s office. It
was the ground floor of a house, the inside decked
out with beds and Jacuzzi tubs, the medical equip-
ment discreetly tucked away. The hippie midwife
led Mom inside and Dad asked me if I wanted to
come, too. By now, I could hear Mom screaming
profanities.
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HbIe caenbl. Y Bce iKe 9TO OBLIO CTPAHHO Becejoe
U ILUIOAOTBOPHOE yTPOo. MBI KyOWJIM IMOTApPKH IJIs
0al0yIKK ¢ JeAyIIKOM (CBUTEP C aHreJIOM M HOBYIO
KHUTy 00 ABpaame JIMHKOJIbHE), M WUTPYIIKU s
pebeHKa, ¥ HOBble PE3WHOBBIE CAIIOTH OJISA MEH.
OOBIYHO MBI KJAJY TPA3AHUYHBIX PACIPOLAK, UTO-
Obl IOKyIaTh TaKuWe Bellll, HO MaMa CcKasaJja, 4UTo
B 9TOM T'OAY MBI OyJIeM CJIHIIKOM 3aHAThI O0eroTHel
C MMOATY3HUKAMU.

— Celiuac He BpeMsd OBITHL TPMWXKUMHUCTBIMEU. OX!
Bot uept! Ussunu, Mus. IloiigeM chbeguM IO IH-
POKKY.

Mzr momiz B Kade. Mama B3siaa cebe JIOMTHUK
THIKBBI C 0AHAHOBBIM KpeMoM. 1 BbIOpajia YepHUKY.
Korna mama moesa, oHa OTTOJNKHYJIA TAPEJKY U 00h-
sABMJIA, YTO T'OTOBA €XaTh K aKylIepKe.

ITo mpaBzme roBops, MBI HUKOTZA He OOCY:KIaJH,
Oyay Jiu A IPUCYTCTBOBATH IIPU poaax. 1 Bcoay xo-
OuJa ¢ MaMOM M IIaIloi, TaK UTO STO KakK ObI IIOJI-
pasyMmeBayiocb. MBI BCTPETUJINCH CO B3BUHUEHHBIM
mamoi B POAUJIBLHOM IT€HTPE, KOTOPhIH OBII COBCEM
He TOXO0K Ha JeuebHoe yupe:knenme. OH pacroJia-
rajics Ha IePBOM 3TaKe KaKoTo-TO JAoMa ¥ BHYTPU
OBLT 3acTaBjeH KPOBATAMU W BaHHAMHU «JKaKy3U»,
MeIUIIMHCKOe 000pyZoBaHMe 0J1aropasyMHO yopaJiu
¢ Tias mojaJsbiie. AKyIIepKa-XWUIIIIN BBeJa MaMy
BHYTPbD, a Halla CIIPOCUJ MeHs, X0Uy JU S TOXKe II0%i-
ti. K 9TOMy MOMEHTY s ysKe CJBINIANA, KaKk Mama
BBIKPUKKUBAET PyraTejbCTBa.
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“I can call Gran and she’ll pick you up,” Dad
said, wincing at Mom’s barrage. “This might take
a while.”

I shook my head. Mom needed me. She’d said so.
I sat down on one of the floral couches and picked
up a magazine with a goofy-looking bald baby on
the cover. Dad disappeared into the room with
the bed.

“Music! Goddammit! Music!” Mom screamed.

“We have some lovely Enya. Very soothing,” the
midwife said.

“Fuck Enya!” Mom screamed. “Melvins. Earth.
Now!”

“I’ve got it covered,” Dad said. Then he popped
a CD of the loudest, churningest, guitar-heaviest
music I’d ever heard.

It made all the fast-paced punk songs Dad nor-
mally listened to sound like harp music. This music
was primal and that seemed to make Mom feel bet-
ter. She started making these low guttural noises.
I just sat there quietly. Every so often she’d scream
my name and I’d scamper inside. Mom would look
up at me, her face plastered with sweat.

Don’t be scared, she’d whisper. Women can han-
dle the worst kind of pain. You’ll find out one day.
Then she’d scream fuck again.
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— §1 mory mosBoHUTH 0alyIliKke, 1 oHa 3abepeT
Te0A, — CKas3aJl Iama, OTHIATHIBASCH OT MaMUHOM
HIPMBI. — JTO MOYKET 3aHATH HEKOTOPOE BpeMd.

51 mokavasia rosioBO#: g Hy'KHA MaMe, OHa TaK
ckasasna. Ilorom npucesna Ha OZHY U3 KyILIETOK
B IIBETOUKAX UM B3fAJIa JKyPHAJ C JILICBIM MJIAEHIIEM
Ha 00JI0OXKKe, B y MJafeHIa ObLI JOBOJBLHO TJIy-
merii. [Tana ybesxan B KOMHATKY ¢ KPOBAThBIO.

— Mysbiku, uept nogepu! Myseiku! — 3aBormia
MamMma.

— V¥ Hac ecTb npekpacuasa duausa. OueHb yCIOKa-
UBaeT U pacciabiider, — MIPEeNJIOKIIA aKyIlIepKa.

— Bxomny 9umio! — B3Busreysa mama. — «Mea-
BuE3»! «Epc»! Ceituac xe!

— §1 Bce B3sJI, — cKasaJy mmama U BPYOWJ JUCK
c caMoii TPOMKOIi, OyIHOM, IIeperpyKeHHoi ruTap-
HBIMH aKKODJaMU MY3bIKON, KaKyI0 s Korma-imubo
CJIBIIIAJIA.

ITo cpaBHeHUIO C Heil Bce OBICTPBHIE DHEPTUYHBIE
TecHW, KOTOpBIe Talla CJAyIIaJd OOBIYHO, Ka3aJuch
BO3IYIIHBIMHU, CJIOBHO I1epebopsl apdbl. ITa My3bI-
Ka Obli1a IIepBOOBITHOI, M OT Hee MaMma, KaiKeTcd,
nmouyBcTBOBaja cebsa ayume. OHa Havansa U3LaBaTh
HUBKOe yTPoOHOe KpaxTeHUe. S mpocTo cujesna Moa-
ya. VlHOTIa OHA BRIKPUKMBAJIa MOe UM, U A BOerasa
K Heil. Mama mogHMMAaJIa Ha MEH IJ1a3a, 110 ee JIUIY
rpajioM JIUJI IIOT.

— He 6oiica, — menTajia oHa, — KEHIUHBI MO-
T'yT BBIHECTH camMyIo afcKyto 6osib. Korma-aubyab ThI
9TO y3Haelb. — M cHoBa KpuuaJa: — TBomo mMaTsh!
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I’d seen a couple of births on that cable-TV
show, and people usually yelled for a while; some-
times they swore and it had to be bleeped, but it
never took longer than half an hour. After three
hours, Mom and the Melvins were still screaming
along. The whole birthing center felt tropically hu-
mid, even though it was forty degrees outside.

Henry dropped by. When he came inside and
heard the noise, he froze in his tracks. I knew that
the whole kid-thing freaked him out. I’d overheard
Mom and Dad talking about that, and Henry’s re-
fusal to grow up. He’d apparently been shocked
when Mom and Dad had me, and now was com-
pletely bewildered that they chose to have a sec-
ond. They’d both been relieved when he and Willow
had gotten back together.

“Finally, a grown-up in Henry’s life,” Mom had
said.
Henry looked at me; his face was pale and sweaty.

“Holy shit, Mee. Should you be hearing this?
Should I be hearing this?”
I shrugged. Henry sat down next to me.

“I’ve got the flu or something, but your Dad
just called asking me to bring some food. So here
I am,” he said, proffering a Taco Bell bag reeking
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51 y:xe nBa pasa Bupesia poAbl B OMHOM IIpOrpaM-
Me 0 KabeJbHOMY TEeJIEBUAEHUIO, U JKEHIUHBI TaM
O0BIYHO HEKOTOPOE BpeMs KpUdajau — HNHOTAA PY-
rajiich, U UX 3aryliaju MUKaHbEeM, — HO 3TO HU-
KOT[la He TPOJOJIKAJIOCH AOJbIIe Iojydaca. depes
Tpu yaca MaMa u «MeJBUH3» OpaJiu MO-TIPEeKHEMY.
Bo BceM pogmibHOM ILIEHTpe CTOfAJIa TpomudecKasd
BJIAJKHASA IyXO0Ta, XOTS HA yJauIe ObLJI0 BCETO OKOJIO
OATHA TPAyCcoOB TeILIa.

Ilpuexan T'enpu. Boiiga u ycabmnmaB mrym, oH
3aCTBLJI KaK BKOIIAHHBIA. §1 3HAmMa: Bce, UTO Kaca-
JIOCH JieTeil, IPUBOAMJIO €r0 B COCTOSHWE TAHUKN.
S momcaymiasa, KaKk Mama C Ao TOBOPWJIU 00
3TOM ¥ O TOM, UTO ['eHpU OTKa3bIBAETCS B3POCJETH.
OH SBHO MCHBITAJ IIOK, KOTIA Y MaMBbI C IIaIOil I0-
SABUJIACH §, a Temepb ObLJI COBEPIIEHHO 00eCKypaskeH
TeM, UTO OHU PEIIUJU 3aBECTH BTOPOro pebeHKaA.
Mowu poauTenu B3TOXHYJIH C oOJierdueHWEM, KOTZAa
Tenpu m Yuinoy cHOBa COULINCH.

«Haxkonern-tro B Ku3Hu ['eHpU TOABUJICA B3POC-
JIBIH YeJIOBEK», — CKasdaJjia ToTJa MaMa.

T'enpu nmocmoTpesn Ha MeHs; ero Juno 0610 OJes-
HBIM ¥ MOKPBIM OT IIOTA.

— Yept, Mu. Mo:xer, Tebe He CTOUT 3TO CJIBLI-
matb? Ja u MHe, IOXKAIYi, TOXKE.

S moxkasa nneuamu. 'eHpu MIIIOXHYJICA PALOM CO
MHOH.

— ¥V MeHA TPUII WJIW YTO-TO B 3TOM POAE, HO
TBOY Tala MO3BOHWJI U MOIIPOCUJ ITPUBE3TU KaKOi-
HuOyab eabli. I BOT A 3mecb. — OH MPOTAHYJ MHE
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of onions. Mom let out another moan. “I should
go. Don’t want me spreading germs or anything.”
Mom screamed even louder and Henry practically
jumped in his seat. “You sure you wanna hang
around for this? You can come back to my place.
Willow’s there, taking care of me.” He grinned
when he mentioned her name. “She can take care
of you, too.”

He stood up to leave.

“No. I’m fine. Mom needs me. Dad’s kind of
freaking out, though.”

“Did he puke yet?” Henry asked, sitting back
down on the couch.

I laughed, but then saw from his face that he
was serious.

“He threw up when you were coming. Almost
fainted on the floor. Not that I can blame him. But
the dude was a mess, the doctors wanted to kick
him out... said they were going to if you didn’t
come out within a half hour. That got your mom so
pissed off she pushed you out five minutes later.”
Henry smiled, leaning back into the sofa. “So the
story goes. But I’ll tell you this: He cried like a
motherfucking baby when you were born.”

“I’ve heard that part.”
“Heard what part?” Dad asked breathlessly. He
grabbed the bag from Henry. “Taco Bell, Henry?”

“Dinner of champions,” Henry said.
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BOHAMONNN JyKOoM maker m3 «Taxko Oemnr». Mawma
WCITyCTHUJIA ellle oauH cToH. — MHe Hamo uatu. He
X0Uy PacIpoCcTPaHATh 3apasy u Bce Takoe. — Mawma
3aKpuuaia rpomue, u [eHpH IPAMO IOAIPHITHYJI Ha
mecte. — TBI yBepeHa, UTO XOUellb 31eCh TYCOBATh-
ca? Mokemb moexaTh Ko MHe. Tam Yuiiaoy, oHa
000 mHe 3aboturca. — OH yabIOHYJICS, HAa3BaB ee
umsa. — Oua u o Tebe TOKE MOKET M03a00TUTHCA.

OH BCcTaJ, COOUPAACH YXOOAUTD.

— He mago. 1 B mopanke. {1 my:xaa mame. Bor
TOJILKO TIama, Kaskercd, He B cebe.

— Ero y:xe TomHMI0? — cupocus I'enpu, yca-
JKMBasACh 0OpaTHO HA KYIIETKY.

51 paccmesnack, HO IO ero JUIy IMOHAJA, UTO OH

He IIyTUT.
— Ero BrIpBasio, Korma TeI poskganack. OH 4yTh
B 00OMOPOK He I'DOXHYJICA, IPAMO Ha IIOJI, — U { He

MOTYy ero BMHUTH. IlapeHb OBLT COBCEM HUKAaKOI,
U Bpaul XOTEeJHU BBLITOJKATHL €ro B3allei... CKasaJiu,
YTO TAK U CAeJIal0T, €CJU ThI He BhIHAEIIb uepes IIoJI-
yaca. TBosgd MamMa OT 3TOr0 TaK IIepeIryrajach, UTO
ocBoOoMIACE OT TEOs uepes HATh MUHYT. — [eHpu
YABIOHYJICA, 00JIOKaUMBaACh Ha KyUIETKy. — Takue
nesa. Ho s1 Tebe BOT UTO CKasKy: KOTJa Thl POAMIACE,
OH pBIgaJj, KaK MJajeHell.

— 9Ty 4YacThb d ysKe CJbIIIaja.

— Kaxkyio yacthb cabiiana? — cOaBJI€HHBIM TI'O-
JIOCOM CIpPOCHJI IIara, 3abupas maker y I'enpu. —
«Taxko 6emi», leapu?

— O0en 4eMIIMOHOB, — OTBETHJI TOT.
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“It’1l do. I’m starving. It’s intense in there. Got
to keep up my strength.”

Henry winked at me. Dad pulled out a burrito
and offered one to me. I shook my head. Dad had
started unwrapping his meal when Mom let out a
growl and then started screaming at the midwife
that she was ready to push.

The midwife poked her head out the door.

“Ithink we’re getting close, so maybe you should
save dinner for later,” she said. “Come on back.”

Henry practically bolted out the front door.
I followed Dad into the bedroom where Mom was
sitting now, panting like a sick dog.

“Would you like to watch?” the midwife asked
Dad, but he just swayed and turned a pale shade
of green.

“I’m probably better up here,” he said, grasping
Mom’s hand,

which she violently shook off.

No one asked me if I wanted to watch. I just
automatically went to stand next to the midwife.
It was pretty gross, I’ll admit. Lots of blood. And
I’d certainly never seen my mom so full-on frontal
before. But it felt strangely normal for me to be
there. The midwife was telling Mom to push, then
hold, then push.

“Go baby, go baby, go baby go,” she chanted.
“You’re almost there!” she cheered.
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— Coiiger. YmMupato ¢ romony. TyT y Hac Bce ce-
pre3Ho. MHe HaZ0 TOLAEePKUBATH CUJIBI.

Teupu mnoamvuraysn. Ilama BbITamua OYpPPUTO
u npemyioxua Mue. 1 mokauasa rososoii. OH Hauas
pasBopaumBaTh eny, KOrga MaMa 3apbluajia 1 3aopa-
Jla aKyIlIepKe, UTO TOTOBA TYKUTHCA.

Axyliepka IIpocyHyJa roJioBy B IBEDb.

— IToxo:ke, MBI y:Ke OJIM3KO, TAK UTO, HaBEepHOE,
BaM CTOUT TIOECTh MO3Ke, — cKaszajga oHa. — Maure
obparHo.

T'enpu myseit BbLIETEN U3 NBEPEl POAMUIBHOTO IEH-
Tpa. §I moma Bcien 3a Iamoil B KOMHATy, MaMa Te-
Tepb CUesa U TSKeJIO AbIIaia, Kak 0oabHast cobaka.

— BbsI x0THTE CMOTPETH? — CIIPOCHUJIA aKyIlIepKa
mamy, HO OH TOJIBKO MOKAUHYJICA U cTaJ 0JieJHO-3e-
JIEHBIM.

— §1 nyunre smech moCcHIKY, — CKasaJj OH, XBaTas
MaMy 3a PYKY.

OHa APOCTHO OTIUXHYJA €T0.

MeHsa HMKTO He CIIPOCHJI, XOUYy JIX S CMOTPETH.
§1 mpocTo aBTOMaTHMYECKH HOOIIIA M BCTAIa PALOM
¢ akymiepkoi. [JokHA TPU3HATHCA, 9TO OBLIO IO-
BOJILHO OTBpaTuTesbHO. Mope KpoBu. WM A TOUHO
pamblile HUKOTIa He BHeja CBOI0O MaMy B TaKOM Cu-
Tyanuu. AKyliepka Bejiejia MaMe TYKUThCSA, IIOTOM
mepecTaThb, IIOTOM CHOBA TYsKUTHCS.

«Wnu, manioTka, uan, MaJioTKa, U1, MaJIIOTKA,
UM, — pacieBHO TAHYyJIa OHa U moAdampuBaa: —
TsI yixe MOUYTH 37€eCh!»
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Mom looked like she wanted to smack her.

When Teddy slid out, he was head up, facing the
ceiling, so that the first thing he saw was me. He
didn’t come out squalling like you see on TV. He
was just quiet. His eyes were open, staring straight
at me. He held my gaze as the midwife suctioned
out his nose.

“It’s a boy,” she shouted. The midwife put Ted-
dy on Mom’s belly.

“Do you want to cut the cord?” she asked Dad.

Dad waved his hands no, too overcome or nau-
seous to speak.

“I’1l do it,” I offered.

The midwife held the cord taut and told me
where to cut. Teddy lay still, his gray eyes wide
open, still staring at me.

Mom always said that it was because Teddy saw
me first, and because I cut his cord, that some-
where deep down he thought I was his mother.

“It’s like those goslings,” Mom joked. “Imprint-
ing on a zoologist, not the mama goose, because he
was the first one they saw when they hatched.”

She exaggerated. Teddy didn’t really think I was
his mother, but there were certain things that only
I could do for him. When he was a baby and going
through his nightly fussy period, he’d only calm
down after I played him a lullaby on my cello.
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Mawme, moxo:xe, OUeHb XOTeJIOCh €1 Bpe3aTh.

Tennawm BeINIE] I'OJIOBOHA BBEPX, IVIAAA HA MOTOJIOK,
TaK 4TO s OKasajiach IepBoii, Koro oH yBumaea. OH He
BOIIMJI, KAK MOKa3bIBAIOT 110 TesjaeBu3opy. OH mpocTo
Je:xan m Moauasi. Ero OTKpPBITBEIE TUIada CMOTPENIH
npamo Ha MeHA. OH He CBOAUJ C MeHs B3IVISAAA, IIO-
Ka akyliepka o0Tupajia U IPOoYUIaia eMy HOC.

— ManpuuK! — BOCKJMKHYJIA OHA W ITOJIOKUJIA
Tegou maMme Ha KUBOT.

— XoruTe mepepesaTh IYIOBUHY? — CIPOCHIA
OHA TAaIy.

ITanma ToMBbKO OTMAaxHYJICSI: eMy OBLIO CJIHIIKOM
TPYIHO YTO-JI1O0 TOBOPUTH, €TI0 TOIITHUJIO.

— §1 aTo cpenar, — mpemJIoKMIA A.

Axymniepka HaTAHYJa OYIOBUHY U IIOKas3ajia MHe,
rme pesaThb. Temmu JiesKasa CIIOKOMHO, IIUPOKO pac-
KPBIB cepble IVIada U MO-IIPeKHeMY IVISAA Ha MeHd.

Mawma Bcerga ropopuia, 0yATO MMEHHO IIOTOMY,
uyro Texnu mepBoil yBumea MeHA U A mepepesaia my-
MOBUHY, OH TAE-TO B TUIyOWMHE VI CUUTAJT CBOEH
MaMOIl MeHs.

— 9TO0 KaK y I'ycAT, — IIyTuJa MamMa. — ¥ HUX
IPOUCXOAUT MMIPUHTHUHT Ha 300JI0Ta, a He Ha Ma-
MY-TYCBIHIO, IOTOMY YUTO OHU €r0 IIePBOT0 YBUIEJH,
KOTZIa BBLIYIUJINCH.

Ona npeyBenuuuBaja. Ha camom npese Tegau He
cuuTasl MEeHs CBOeil MaMoOil, HO HEeKOTOpbIe Bellu
IS HEero MorJjia clieJjiaTh TOJIbKO d. Korma GpaTuiinka
OBLJI COBCEM MAaJIEHbKUM U ITPOXOMUJI 3TAIl BeUePHUX
KaIIpu30B, OH YCIIOKAMBAJICSA, TOJBKO €CJHU I Urpa-
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When he started getting into Harry Potter, only
I was allowed to read a chapter to him every night.
And when he’d skin a knee or bump his head, if
I was around he would not stop crying until I be-
stowed a magic kiss on the injury, after which he’d
miraculously recover.

I know that all the magic kisses in the world prob-
ably couldn’t have helped him today. But I would do
anything to have been able to give him one.

10:40 P.M.

I run away.

I leave Adam, Kim, and Willow in the lobby and
I just start careening through the hospital. I don’t
realize I’m looking for the pediatric ward until
I get there. I tear through the halls, past rooms
with nervous four-year-olds sleeping restlessly be-
fore tomorrow’s tonsillectomies, past the neonatal
ICU with babies the size of fists, hooked up to more
tubes than I am, past the pediatric oncology unit
where bald cancer patients sleep under cheerful
murals of rainbows and balloons. I’'m looking for
him, even though I know I won’t find him. Still,
I have to keep looking.
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Jia eMy KOJIBIOebHYIO Ha BuoJioHUYeau. Korma oH Ha-
yajy 3HakKoMuthbea ¢ I'appu IloTTepom, TOIBKO MHeE
IO3BOJIAJIOCH UNTATh €My HOBYIO IVIABY IIepell CHOM.
W ecnu on obmmpas KOJIEHKY MM yIIUOAJICSA TOJIO-
BOi, a g ObLia IIOOJM30CTH, OH HE YCIOKaWBaJICH,
MOoKa A He 3aKpPhIBajia PAHKY BOJIIEOHBIM MOIETY-
€M, II0CJIe KOTOPOrO OHA AOJKHA ObLiIa UYIEeCHBIM
00pPas3oM HCIEIUTHCA.

§1 moHmMato, UTO BCe BOIIIEOHbIE TTOIeJyH MUpPA,
HaBepHOe, He CMOIJIN ObI TOMOYb eMy ceronHsA. Ho a
OBl cHeJiaja BCE, YTO TOJHKO BO3MOYKHO, UTOOBI IIO-
IapuThb €My 3TOT HOIEJaYH.

22:40

§ y6eraro.

1 ocraBiamw Amama, Kum u Yuaioy B BecTuOHO-
Jle 1 HauMHAI0 Hapes3aThb Kpyru mo OoabHuIe. S He
0COBHAI0, UTO UIY MeAuaTpuuecKoe OTAeeHue, IOo-
Ka He mobuparoch Tyzaa. S 6ery mo Kopumopam, MUMO
ImaJiaT ¢ KallpU3HbIMU YeThIPEeXJIETKaMU, OECIIOKOMHO
CHANIIMMY Tepes 3aBTpaIlHell TOH3UISKTOMUeit; Mu-
MO IIaJIaThl MHTEHCUBHOM Tepanuu AJis HOBOPOXKIEeH-
HBIX, C MJIaIeHIIaM1 Pa3MepoM C KyJIaK, MOIKIIOUeH-
HBIMU K ellle OOJIbIIEeMY KOJHMUYECTBY TPYOOK, YeM ;
MUMO IIeINaTPUYECKON OHKOJIOTUH, /e JILIChIe PAKO-
BbI€ TAIMEHTHI CIIAT MO/ KU3HEePaJOCTHBIMU paayra-
MU ¥ BO3AYITHBIMU IIapUKaMU, HADUCOBAHHBIMU Ha
cTeHax. §1 uIy ero, mycTh Jake 3HaI0, UTO HE HAUIY.
U Bce paBHO MHE HYKHO IPOLOJLKATH UCKATh.
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I picture his head, his tight blond curls. I love
to nuzzle my face in those curls, have done since
he was a baby. I kept waiting for the day when he’d
swat me away, say “You’re embarrassing me,” the
way he does to Dad when Dad cheers too loudly at
T-ball games. But so far, that hadn’t happened. So
far, I’ve been allowed constant access to that head
of his. So far. Now there is no more so far. It’s
over.

I picture myself nuzzling his head one last time,
and I can’t even imagine it without seeing my-
self crying, my tears turning his blond curlicues
straight.

Teddy is never going to graduate from T-ball
to baseball. He’s never going to grow a mustache.
Never going to get into a fistfight or shoot a deer or
kiss a girl or have sex or fall in love or get married
or father his own curly-haired child.

I’m only ten years older than him, but it’s like
I’ve already had so much more life. It is unfair. If
one of us should have been left behind, if one of us
should be given the opportunity for more life, it
should be him.

I race through the hospital like a trapped wild
animal.

Teddy? I call. Where are you? Come back to me!

But he won’t. I know it’s fruitless. I give up
and drag myself back to my ICU. I want to break
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§1 mpexcTaBisgio ero TOJIOBEHKY, I'yCThIE CBETJIBIE
KyapAmKu. §1 00110 THIKATBCA HOCOM B 3TH KY-
IPAILIKY C TeX IIOP, KaK OpaTHIIKa ObLI ellle MJIaleH-
mem. §I Bce KIy TOro MHS, KOTMAa OH OTIUXHET MEHS
u crakerT: «ThI MeHs CcMYIaellb», KAK TOBOPUT ma-
e, KOrfa TOT CJIUIIKOM I'POMKO 0ojieeT 3a Hero Ha
IerckoM Oeiicoosie. Ho mo cux mop sToro He ciyda-
JIOCh, 10 CUX MOP Y MEHs ObLI IMMOCTOSHHBIN JOCTYII
K ero rojoBe. [lo cux mop. Temeps aToro «mo cux
mop» GoJbilie HET. Bece KOHUEHO.

§1 BooOparkaro, Kak B IIOCJeTHUII pas 3apbIBalOCh
HOCOM B €ro KyJIpH, U JaKe B BOOOpPaKeHUU He MOTY
He IJIaKaTh; MOM CJIe3bl PACIPAMJISAIOT CBETJIbIe 3a-
BUTKH.

Tenogm mUKOrma He IepeilmeT M3 JEeTCKOTo Oeiic-
6osta BO B3pocablii. OH HUKOTHA He OTPACTUT YCHI.
Hukorna He BBsKeTCA B IpakKy, He yObeT OJeHsdA, HE
mmoIesiyeT AeBYIIKY, He 3alfiMeTcs CeKCOM, He BJIIO-
OuUTCSA M He JKeHUTCS, U He CTaHeT OTIIOM COOCTBEH-
HOTO KyJPSABOTO CHIHA.

§1 Bcero Ha gecATH JieT cTapliie ero, HO MHe Kak
OyATO y:Ke HOCTaJIOCh Kyjna 0oJbIlle :KU3HU. ITO He-
yecTHO. ECIM KTO-TO M3 HacC JBOUX HOJIKEH OCTATh-
cs, ecJd KOMY-TO ONHOMY MalOT BO3MOMKHOCTDH IIO-
JKUTH TOHOJbINIe — JTO AOJIKEH ObITH OH.

§1 meuych o 60BHUIE, CJIOBHO 3aTHAHHOE JUKOE
JKMBOTHOE.

«Tennu! — 30By . — I'me Tb1? Bepuuch Ko mue!»

Ho on ue Bepuetca. f 3Ha10, uTO BCe 6ecmoe3HO.
f cmarock u miIeTych oOpaTHO K cBoeii majsate. MHe
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the double doors. I want to smash the nurses’ sta-
tion. I want it all to go away. I want to go away.
I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be in this
hospital. I don’t want to be in this suspended state
where I can see what’s happening, where I’m aware
of what I’m feeling without being able to actually
feel it. I cannot scream until my throat hurts or
break a window with my fist until my hand bleeds,
or pull my hair out in clumps until the pain in my
scalp overcomes the one in my heart.

I’m staring at myself, at the “live” Mia now, ly-
ing in her hospital bed. I feel a burst of fury. If
I could slap my own lifeless face, I would.

Instead, I sit down in the chair and close my
eyes, wishing it all away. Except I can’t. I can’t
concentrate because there’s suddenly so much
noise. My monitors are blipping and chirping and
two nurses are racing toward me.

“Her BP and pulse ox are dropping,” one yells.

“She’s tachycardic,” the other yells. “What hap-
pened?”
“Code blue, code blue in Trauma,” blares the PA.

Soon the nurses are joined by a bleary-eyed doc-
tor, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes, which are
ringed by deep circles. He yanks down the covers
and lifts my hospital gown. I’'m naked from the
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XoueTcs pPas0UTh ABOMHBIE ABEPU, PA3HECTU CTOJ
mencectep. 1 xouy, uTOOBI Bce mcuesso. 1 He xouy
oCcTaBaThCA 3lIech, B OonbpHUIE. I He X0Uy ocTaBaTh-
cs B 9TOM MOABEIIIeHHOM COCTOSHUU, Te MOTY BH-
IeTh IPOMCXOIAIIEee 1 OCO3HABATH CBOY OIIYIIEeHUS,
HO He CIoCcO0Ha II0-HACTOAIIEMY WX IIPOYYBCTBO-
BaTh. ¥ MeHA He MOJYUYUTCA HA0OPATHCA [0 XPUIIOTHI,
WIN pasObUTh OKHO KYJIAKOM, UTOOBI M3 PYKHU IIOTEK-
Jia KpOBb, WJIM NYYKAMU BBIJEPrUBATh BOJIOCHI, II0-
Ka 0OJIb B TOJIOBE He CTAHET CUJIbHee 0OOJU B MOEM
cepaie.

Ceiiuac s1 cMOTpPIO Ha cebsd, HA «KHUByHO» Muio,
JeKallyo Ha O0JBbHUYHOII KpoBaTu, U BO MHe Oy-
uryet sspocthb. SI ObI Bpesasa mo cobcTBeHHOMY 0e3-
JKU3HEHHOMY JIUIY, €cJu Obl MOTJIa.

Ho B™mecTo aTOTO A caKych Ha CTYJ M 3aKPBIBAIO
riasa, JKejas, 4ToObI Bce ucuesso. ToIbKO He BBIXO-
IUT — s He MOT'Y COCPeJOTOUNThLCS 13-3a BHE3AIHO-
ro nmryma. Moy MOHUTOPBI MUATIAT U CTPEKOUYT, U KO
MHe GeryT JBe Me[ICEeCTPHI.

— HaBieHue u KHUCJIOPOA B KpoBUW majgarT! —
KPUYUT OJHA.

— Ilynsc samkanuBaeTr! — BTOPUT Apyras. —
Yro cayumiocs?

— Buumanme! CpouHas peaHUMAaIus B TpaB-
Me! — peBeT I'POMKAasA CBA3b.

Bckope ¥ mencecTpaM IpucoegUHAETCS 3aCHaH-
HBIN Bpad, MOJ IJIa3aMMW y Hero tTeMuble Kpyru. OH
cIlepruBaeT MPOCTHIHY W MOJHUMAaeT MO0 OOJbHUY-
HYIO COPOUKY. 1 oOHasKeHa HUMKe T0ca, HO 3[[eCh IO
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waist down, but no one notices these things here.
He puts his hands on my belly, which is swollen and
hard. His eyes widen and then narrow into slits.

“Abdomen’s rigid,” he says angrily. “We need to
do an ultrasound.”

Nurse Ramirez runs to a back room and then
wheels out what looks like a portable laptop with
a long white attachment. She squirts some jelly on
my stomach, and the doctor runs the attachment
over my stomach.

“Damn. Full of fluid,” he says. “Patient had sur-
gery this afternoon?”

“A splenectomy,” Nurse Ramirez replies.

“Could be a missed blood vessel that wasn’t cau-
terized,” the doctor says. “Or a slow leak from a
perforated bowel. Car accident, right?”

“Yes. Patient was medevaced in this morning.”

The doctor flips through my chart.

“Doctor Sorensen was her surgeon. He’s still on
call. Page him, get her to the OR. We need to get
inside and find out what’s leaking, and why, before
she drops any further. Jesus, brain contusions, col-
lapsed lung. This kid’s a train wreck.”

Nurse Ramirez shoots the doctor a dirty look, as
if he had just insulted me.

“Miss Ramirez,” the grumpy nurse at the desk
scolds. “You have patients of your own to deal
with. Let’s get this young woman intubated and
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9TOTO HUKOMY HeT fejsa. Bpau Kjaser pyKu MHe Ha
JKMBOT, Pa3ayThIil M TBepAblii. Ero riasa pacimps-
IOTCH, 3aTeM CYKAIOTCA B IIEJIOYKU.

— JKuBoT TBepABIii, — CO BJIOCTHIO TOBOPUT
oH. — Hy:xHo menats Y3U.

Cectpa Pamupec 0eXuUT B [OAJIbHIOI0O KOMHATY
¥ BBIKATHIBAET HEUTO IIOXOXKee Ha HOYTOYK C IIOJCO-
eIVHEHHON K HeMy IJIWHHOUN 0esioii IITyKOBUHOI.
OHa BBIIABJIWBAET HEMHOI'O Tejid Ha MOM JKWBOT,
¥ Bpau HAaUMHAET BOAUTD II0 HEMY 3TOU IITYKOI.

— Yepr. IlomHO XKUIKOCTH, — T'OBOPUT OH. —
Y manueHTKN ObLja oIlepalis CerogHs qaem?

— CnenskromMusa, — oTBedaer cectpa Pamupec.

— Moxker, cocyn He IPUAKIIN, — TpPeaIoiaraeT
Bpau. — Wnu MeyieHHOE TpOocauyMBaHme U3 IPOOU-
TOIl KUIIKU. ABapusa?

— Ha. ITanueHTKY IPUBE3JIN CETOAHA YTPOM.

Bpau nposucTeiBaeT MO0 KapTy.

— Xwupyprom 6611 1oKTOpP CopeHcen. OH ele Ha
IexxypcTBe. BpI30oBUTE €r0 M OTBE3UTE €e B omepa-
nuoHHy. Hy:XHO 3arIAHYTh BHYTPb U IOCMOTPETH,
YTO TaM TeUYeT M IIOUYeMy, IIOKA eil He CTaJIO0 XYIKe.
Tocmonu 6Goske, KOHTY3UM MO3Ta, OTKPBITHIN ITHEB-
MOTOpakKc. ITa [eBOUKa — MPOCTO TPUALIATH TPU He-
CUaCThbA.

Mwucc Pamupec Opocaer Ha Bpada 3J00HBIN
B3IVIAN, KaK OYATO TOT OCKOPOUJI MeHH.

— Mucc Pamupec, — OpIO3KUT BOPUJIUBAA MEJT-
cecTpa m3-3a cTojia. — ¥ Bac eCTh COOCTBEHHBIE TIa-
IIMEeHThI, 0 KOTOPBIX Hamo 3aborturhbca. Ilomorure
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transferred to the OR. That will do her more good
than all this dillydallying around!”

The nurses work rapidly to detach the moni-
tors and catheters and run another tube down my
throat. A pair of orderlies rush in with a gurney
and heave me onto it. I’m still naked from the
waist down as they hustle me out, but right before
I reach the back door, Nurse Ramirez calls, “Wait!”
and then gently closes the hospital gown around
my legs. She taps me three times on the forehead
with her fingers, like it’s some kind of Morse code
message. And then I’m gone into the maze of hall-
ways leading toward the OR for another round of
cutting, but this time I don’t follow myself. This
time I stay behind in the ICU.

I am starting to get it now. I mean, I don’t to-
tally fully understand. It’s not like I somehow
commanded a blood vessel to pop open and start
leaking into my stomach. It’s not like I wished for
another surgery. But Teddy is gone. Mom and Dad
are gone. This morning I went for a drive with my
family. And now I am here, as alone as I’ve ever
been. I am seventeen years old. This is not how it’s
supposed to be. This is not how my life is supposed
to turn out.

In the quiet corner of the ICU I start to really
think about the bitter things I’ve managed to ig-
nore so far today. What would it be like if I stay?
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UHTYOHMPOBATh NEBYIIKY U II€PEBE3TH B OIePaI[lOH-
HYI0. 9TO el 0oJbllle IIOMOJKeT, UeM Ballle MeJbTe-
neHue!

MencecTpb! padoTaioT OBICTPO: OTKJIIOUAIOT MOHU-
TOPBI, OTCOEIUHSAIOT KATeTePhl M OIATH BCTABJIAIOT
TPyOKYy MHe B ropjio. BOerator gBa canuTapa u Iepe-
Ipy:KaloT MeHs Ha KaTaJky. 1 Bce ellle oOHasKeHa
HUKe T10sCa, KOTTA OHU ITOCIEIIHO BhIBO3AT MEHS,
HO He ycIIeBalo s JoeXaTh J0 3aJHel TBepu, Kak ce-
crpa Pamupec kpuuut: «Ilogoxaure!» — u MATKO
MPUKPBIBAET MOU HOTHU OOJBLHUYHOM copoukoii. OHa
TPUIKIBI JIETOHBKO CTYYUT II0 MOeMy JIOY KOHUHKA-
MM IaJbIleB, CJIOBHO 3TO KaKoe-TO MocJiaHme as0y-
Koii Mopse. I s yes:kaio B JIJAOUPUHT KOPUIOPOB,
BeOyIuxX K oIepannoHHO. MeHs cHOBa OyIyT pe-
3aTh, TOJIbKO Ha 9TOT pas A He UAy 3a coboii. Ha aToT
pas f ocTalch B IajaTe MHTEHCUBHON Tepaluu.

Temepb A HAUMHAIO YTO-TO IIOHHMATH, XOTs eIle
U He Bce. Bpang au g cKoMaHAoOBaJia KPOBEHOCHOMY
COCYAy OTKPBITHCSA M HAUYATh IPOTEKATh MHE B JKI-
BoT. Ul Bpsaz i A XOTeJIa ellle OJHOTO XUPYPruuecKo-
ro BmemarteabceTBa. Ho Tenau ymep. Mama u mama
yMmepau. CerogHs yTpoM s moexajia IPOKaTUTbCS CO
cBOell ceMbeli. A Temeph A 3leCh, OTUHOKASI KaK HU-
Korga. MHe ceMHAZAIIaTh JieT. Bece MOJIKHO OBITH He
Tak. Mod XKM3HB JOJKHA ObLiIa OBITH COBCEM, COBCEM
He TaKoi.

B Tuxom yroike maJjiaThl S HAUWHAIO IIO-HACTO-
AmeMy oOZYMBIBAaTh TOPLKYIO HOPaBAY, KOTOPYIO
yMyIpsiach UTHOPHUPOBATHL BeCh ATOT AeHb. KakoBo
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What would it feel like to wake up an orphan? To
never smell Dad smoke a pipe? To never stand next
to Mom quietly talking as we do the dishes? To nev-
er read Teddy another chapter of Harry Potter? To
stay without them?

I’m not sure this is a world I belong in anymore.
I’m not sure that I want to wake up.

I’ve only ever been to one funeral in my life and
it was for someone I hardly knew.

I might have gone to Great-Aunt Glo’s funeral
after she died of acute pancreatitis. Except her will
was very specific about her final wishes. No tradi-
tional service, no burial in the family plot. Instead,
she wanted to be cremated and have her ashes scat-
tered in a sacred Native American ceremony some-
where in the Sierra Nevada Mountains. Gran was
pretty annoyed by that, by Aunt Glo in general,
who Gran said was always trying to call attention
to how different she was, even after she was dead.
Gran ended up boycotting the ash scattering, and
if she wasn’t going, there was no reason for the
rest of us to.

Peter Hellman, my trombonist friend from con-
servatory camp, he died two years ago, but I didn’t
find out until I returned to camp and he wasn’t
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MHe OyzeT, ecau A ocTaHych? KakoBo OyAeT OUYHYTh-
ca cuporoii? Hukorga He mMoyyBCTBOBATH 3amax Iia-
nuHoii Tpyoku? Hukorna He BcTaTh psgoM ¢ MaMoIi,
4yTOOBI TUXO PAa3roBapuUBaTh 3a MBITBEM IIOCYIbI?
Huxorna e nmpounTtats Tegnu HoByIo raBy «[appu
ITorrepa»? OcraTrbcs 6e3 HuX?

S He yBepeHa, UTO 3TO Bce ellle MO Mup. S He
yBepeHa, UYTO XOuy IPUXOAUTH B ceds.

EnuHcTBeHHBIN pas B :KM3HU s ObLjIa Ha IIOXOPO-
HaX, ¥ 9TO OBLIM ITOXOPOHBI YEJOBEKA, KOTOPOTO S
enBa 3HaJja.

S morma moexaTh Ha IIOXOPOHBI JBOIOPOMAHOI
6abymku I'710, Korma oHA ymepJjia OT OCTPOTrO TaH-
Kpeatuta. OfHAaKO B 3aBeIaHWM OHA BecbMa CBOe-
00pasHo MBJIOKUJIA CBOIO MOCJeAHIO Boo. Huka-
KOIl TpaAWIMOHHOI CIYKObI, HUKAKUX IIOXOPOH HAa
ceMeMHOM y4YacTKe KJaabuiina. BmecTo aToro oHa
XoTeJsia, 4YTOObI ee KPeMUPOBAJIU, a Ieles Pas3BesIn
B CBAIEHHON MHAECHUCKON IIePeMOHUH I'le-TO B ropax
Coeppa-HesBazga. BaOymiky uspsagHo B30ECHUIO U 9TO
3aBelllaHWe, U caMa TeTsd [0 — 10 6a0yNIIKHMHBIM
cJI0oBaM, OHA Bcerma cTapajach IIPUBJIeYb BHUMA-
HUEe K CBOEU HeIOXO0KeCTU Ha NPYTHuX, AaKe IIocje
cMmepTu. B KoHIle KOHIIOB 6abyIika permiaa 00MKO-
THPOBaTh paccernBaHUe Teljia, a pa3 oHa He cobupa-
Jach exXaTh, TO HaM, OCTAJIbLHBIM, TeM 0oJee He OBLIO
cMbICJTIA.

ITurep Xennmmawn, MO# APYr-TPOMOOHUCT U3 MY-
3BIKAJBHOTO JIareps, yMep JBa roja Has3ajJ, HO
y3Haja 00 3TOM, TOJIbKO KOTZa BepHYJIach B Jarepb
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there. Few of us had known that he’d had lympho-
ma. That was the funny thing about conservatory
camp; you got so close with the people over the
summer, but it was some unwritten rule that you
didn’t keep in touch during the rest of the year.
We were summer friends. Anyhow, we had a memo-
rial concert at camp in Peter’s honor, but it wasn’t
really a funeral.

Kerry Gifford was a musician in town, one of
Mom and Dad’s people. Unlike Dad and Henry,
who as they got older and had families became less
music performers than music connoisseurs, Kerry
stayed single and stayed faithful to his first love:
playing music. He was in three bands and he earned
his living doing the sound at a local club, an ideal
setup because at least one of his bands seemed to
play there every week, so he just had to hop up
on the stage and let someone take the controls for
his set, though sometimes you’d see him jumping
down in the middle of a set to adjust the monitors
himself. I had known Kerry when I was little and
would go to shows with Mom and Dad and then
I sort of remet him when Adam and I got together
and I started going to shows again.

He was at work one night, doing the sound for
a Portland band called Clod, when he just keeled
over on the soundboard. He was dead by the
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U He HaljIa ero TaM. Majio KTO 3HAJ, YTO y HETO
auMmpoma. 3abaBHO: B MY3BIKAJILHOM Jiarepe Tbl
OYeHb CUJIBLHO COJIMIKAJICA C JIIOJbMU 34 JIETO, HO II0
KaKOMY-TO HeIlMCaHOMY IIPAaBUJIy HUKTO He MOAIep-
JKMBaJI CBA3b B OCTAJIbHOE BpeMsA. MbI ObLIN JIeTHU-
MU Jpy3baMu. KoHeuHo, y Hac B jarepe yCTPOUIU
MeMOpHaJbHBIN KOHIIEPT B UuecTh IluTepa, HO 3TO He
OBLIM HACTOSAIIME TTOXOPOHBI.

Keppu T'uddopn ObLT My3BLIKAHTOM M3 HAIIETo
TOPOIKA, OTHUM M3 POOUTEJIbCKUX MpusaTeseii. B oT-
JInYre OT Hamkl u 'eHpu, KOTOphIE, CTAB cTapIie u 00-
3aBeJACHh CEMbAMU, HaUaJI1 MEHbIIEe UTPATh U O0JIb-
1re cayaTh, Keppu octaBajcs OZUHOUYKON, BEPHBIM
CcBOel TepBO# Ji00BU: My3unupoBanuio. OH urpa
B Tpex Tpymnmax u 3apabaTbIBaj Ha sKU3Hb, OTCTpA-
WBas 3BYK B MeCTHOM KJy0Oe. Vgea IbHBIN pacKJam:
BeIb KAKAYIO HEJEeJI0 TaM Urpajia XoTda Obl oJHA U3
ero KOMaHJ — TaK UTO BO BPeMs CBOEro BBICTYILIE-
HUSA eMy HYKHO OBLIO TOJIBKO BBICKOUMUTH Ha CIEHY
U TOPYYUTh KOMY-HUOYIb TOCIEAUTDH 34 MYJIbTOM,
XOTSA YaCTEHBKO CJIYyYaJOCh, UTO OH COCKAKMBAJ CO
CIIEHBI B IIepepPhIBE MEXKIY ITeCHAMU, YTOOBI CAMOMY
MOAKPYTUTL MOHUTOPEI. S 3Hana Keppu ¢ panHero
IeTCTBA U XOIWJIa Ha €ro KOHIePTHI C POAUTEIAMH,
a TTOTOM KaK OBl MTO3BHAKOMUJIACH 3aHOBO, KOTJA MbI
cTaJii BCTpeuaTbea ¢ AaMoM, U CHOBa HavaJia Ipu-
XOJUTH €TI0 CJIYIIATh.

OpHasxIbl BeuepoM OH ObLI HA paboTe — HacTpa-
WBaJI 3BYK AJIA MOPTIEHACKOU rpynusl «Kmom» —
¥ TIPOCTO TMOBAJUJICA T'PYAbI0 Ha MyJabT. K mpuesmy
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time the ambulance got there. A freak brain an-
eurysm.

Kerry’s death caused an uproar in our town. He
was kind of fixture around here, an outspoken guy
with a big personality and this mass of wild white-
boy dreadlocks. And he was young, only thirty-two.
Everyone we knew was planning on going to his fu-
neral, which was being held in the town where he
grew up, in the mountains a couple of hours’ drive
away. Mom and Dad were going, of course, and so
was Adam. So even though I felt a little bit like an
impostor crashing someone’s death day, I decided
to go along. Teddy stayed with Gran and Gramps.

We caravanned to Kerry’s hometown with a
bunch of people, squeezing into a car with Henry
and Willow, who was so pregnant the seat belt
wouldn’t fit over her bump. Everyone took turns
telling funny stories about Kerry. Kerry the
avowed left-winger who decided to protest the Iraq
war by getting a bunch of guys to dress up in drag
and go down to the local army recruiting office to
enlist. Kerry the atheist curmudgeon, who hated
how commercialized Christmas had become and so
threw an annual Merry Anti-Christmas Celebration
at the club, where he held a contest for which band
could play the most distorted versions of Christ-
mas carols. Then he invited everyone to throw all
their crappy presents into a big pile in the middle
of the club. And contrary to local lore, Kerry did
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«Cxopoii» oH y:ke ObLT MepTB. Jlypankas aHeBpU3-
Ma Mo3Ta.

Cmepts Keppu BCKOJBIXHYJIa BeCch HAIl TOPOI.
OH ObBLT 3leCh CBOETO POJa MMOCTOSTHHOI BEJIUUYNHOI:
SApKad JUYHOCTh, MCKPEHHWI, OTKPBITHIN, SHEPTUU-
HBIIl mapeHb, BCeOOIuil JIOOMMUYNK C KOIIHOU 0eJIo-
OpBICBIX ApemoB. M oH OBLI MOJIOX, BCETO TPHUAIATD
nBa. Bece Halm 3HAKOMbIE COOMPAJIVICH HA €ro IMOX0-
POHBI, KOTOPbIe IPOBOAUINUCH B €T0 POIHOM T'OPHOM
TOpPOIKe, B ABYX Yacax e3nbl. MaMma c mamoii, KoHed-
HO, exanu, u Agam Toxxe. Tak 4TO, XOTS I UyBCTBO-
Bajla ce0sd caMO3BaHKOU, 0e3 cCIpocy BJesaroleii
B UYJKOU CMEPTHBIN JeHb, g pellnja ToXKe I10eXaTh.
Tenou ocrajnicsa ¢ 6abyIIKON U TeIYyIITKOM.

B poxnoit ropoy Keppu ormpaBuiica meJsblii Ka-
paBaH MmamuH. MBI 4eTBepO BTUCHYJIUCH K l'eHpm
u YUJI0y, ¥ KOTOPOIi OBLI TaKoil CPOK OepeMeHHO-
CTH, UTO HA ee JKMBOTe He 3acCTernBaJiCid PeMeHb 0e3-
omacHocTu. Bce 1o ouepeam paccKa3bIBaJIW CMeEIII-
Hble mcropum 00 ycommem. IIpo To, xak Keppu,
W3BECTHBIN JIEBBIM pPaAUKaJj, PEIIn IIPOTEeCTOBATH
npotuB BouHBI B Mpake. OH cobpaJy rpynmy map-
Hell, 1 BCe OHU, BHIPAAUBIINCH B KEHCKUE I1JIaThsd,
OTIIPABUJINCHL HA MECTHBII BepOOBOUHBIA ITYHKT,
uyTOoOBI 3aIucaThbCsa B apmuio. Miau mpo To, kKax Kep-
pu, Gpiosry-aTeucra, 6ecus TOT GakT, uro Poxxme-
CTBO IPEBPATUJIOCH B UCTOUYHUK HAKUBBI, I TIOTOMY
OH €:KeroJHo IpoBoAua Becesblii aHTHPOMKIECTBEH-
CKUI IpasgHUK y ce0d B KJIyOe M ycTpaumBaJ KOH-
KypcC Ha HCIIOJIHEHNE CaMbIX M3BPAIlleHHBIX BepCHUil
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not burn the stuff in a bonfire; Dad told me that he
donated it to St. Vincent de Paul.

As everyone talked about Kerry, the mood in
the car was fizzy and fun, like we were going to
the circus, not a funeral. But it seemed right, it
seemed true to Kerry, who was always overflowing
with frenetic energy.

The funeral, though, was the opposite. It was
horribly depressing — and not just because it was
for someone who’d died tragically young and for
no particular reason aside from some bad arterial
luck. It was held in a huge church, which seemed
strange considering Kerry was an outspoken athe-
ist, but that part I could understand. I mean where
else do you have a funeral? The problem was the
service itself. It was obvious that the pastor had
never even met Kerry because when he talked about
him, it was generic, about what a kind heart Kerry
had and how even though it was sad that he was
gone, he was getting his “heavenly reward.”

And instead of having eulogies from his band-
mates or the people in town who he’d spent the last
fifteen years with, some uncle from Boise got up
and talked about teaching Kerry how to ride a bike
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POKIECTBEHCKUX THUMHOB. 3aTeM OH IIpeajaraJ
BCeM COPOCUTD UX APAHHBIE IOAAPKU B OOJBIIYIO KYy-
yy mocpenu Kayoa. Ho Bompeku MmecTHOMY 00OBIYAO
Keppu He coxmran mx Ha KocTpe — Iama pacckasall,
YTO OH OTBO3MUJI BCE 3TO B 0JIAaTOTBOPUTEILHYIO Opra-
HuU3anuio nMeHUu cBaToro Bencana ge Iloasa B Kaue-
CTBe IOKEePTBOBAHUA.

IToka Bce rosopusiz o Keppu, armocdepa B Ma-
muHe ObLIa JeTKOoI U Becesoli, Kak OyATO MBI eXaju
B IIUPK, a He Ha MOXOPOHBI. Ho 9TO Kasajyioch mpa-
BUJILHBIM, B cCaMbIil pa3 1 Keppu, B KOTOpOM Bcer-
Ia OypJinja HeMCToBasA SHEpPrusd.

OxHaKo caMM IIOXOPOHBI IIOJYYUJIUCH COBCEM
uabiMU. llepemMoHUs ObLa ysKaCHO TOCKJIUBOU —
U He IIOTOMY, UTO XOPOHUJIU YeJIOBEKa, TParmuecKu
yMepIIero MOJIOABIM H3-3a KaKOH-TO apTepuajb-
HOM epyHabl. IIpolaHue MPOXOAUJIO B OTPOMHOM
IIePKBHU, UTO Kas3aJloCh CTPAHHLIM, Beab Keppu OBLI
yOeKIeHHBIM aTeHuCTOM, HO 9TO s eIlle MOIJIa IIO-
HATb. B 00111eM-TO, I'le Ke ellle yCTpauBaTh IIPOoIa-
Hue? MeHsa 6oJbllle yaAUBUJIA caMa cay:xba. Ilacrop,
OUeBUIHO, HUKOTIA Aake He BcTpeuasca ¢ Keppu,
IIOTOMY UTO B CBO€Il peum ITPOM3HOCUJ ONHU TOJb-
KO obmiue ¢paspl — 0 A0OpPOM cepAlie YCOIIIIETO
U 0 TOM, YTO, HECMOTPS Ha ero mevajbHBIN yXOHI, OH
MOJIy4aeT ceifiuac CBOIO «HeO0eCHYI0 Harpamy».

Hukro He man ciaoBa HU APYy3bAM-MYy3bIKAHTAM
TIIOKOMHOr0o, HU JKUTEJIM Tropona, rae Keppu mpo-
BeJI IIocJIefHIEe MATHAAIATE JieT. BMecTo aTOoro BCTA
Kakou-To mansa us3 Bolice n Hauas pacCKasbIBaTh, KaK
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when he was six, like learning to ride a bike was
the defining moment in Kerry’s life. He concluded
by reassuring us that Kerry was walking with Je-
sus now. I could see my mom getting red when he
said that, and I started to get a little worried that
she might say something. We went to church some-
times, so it’s not like Mom had anything against
religion, but Kerry totally did and Mom was fe-
rociously protective of the people she loved, so
much that she took insults upon them personally.
Her friends sometimes called her Mama Bear for
this reason. Steam was practically blowing out of
Mom’s ears by the time the service ended with a
rousing rendition of Bette Midler’s “Wind Beneath
My Wings.”

“It’s a good thing Kerry’s dead, because that
funeral would’ve sent him over the edge,” Henry
said. After the church service, we’d decided to skip
the formal luncheon and had gone to a diner.

““‘Wind Beneath My Wings’?” Adam asked, ab-
sentmindedly taking my hand into his and blowing
on it, which is what he did to warm my perpetu-
ally cold fingers. “What’s wrong with ‘Amazing
Grace’? It’s still traditional —”

“But doesn’t make you want to puke,” Henry
interjected. “Or better yet, ‘Three Little Birds’ by
Bob Marley. That would have been a more Kerry-
worthy song. Something to toast the guy he was.”
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yums mectusieTHero Keppu es3guTh Ha Bejocumene,
Kak OyOTO OBJIafIeHVE BEJIOCUIIEOM CTAJIO PeIlaro-
M MOMEHTOM B JKM3HU €ro IJIEMSHHUKA. 3aKOH-
Y1 OH yBepeHWsMU, 4TO Keppu ceiiuac IrecTByeT
¢ Nucycom. {1 samermia, Kak MOsS MaMa HaJIMIach
KPacKo# mpu 9TUX CJIOBaX, M HEMHOTO 3a0eCIOKOu-
Jlach, Kak ObI OHa uero He ckasajyia. Mbl mHOTZA XO-
IWJIU B 1IEPKOBb, TAK UTO Mama Bpoje Obl He mMeJa
HUYero IpoTUB peauruu. 3aTo umes Keppu, mpuuem
IO TOJTHOM IIporpaMMe, a MaMa SAPOCTHO 3aliuiiajia
JITofiel, KOTOPBIX JIIOOMJIa, 1 OCKOPOJIEHUA B X aapec
nmpuHuMaJsia OJM3KO K cepany. pyspa mHOrma Ha-
3pIBasIu ee 3a 9T0 «MaTbh-MeaBenuIa». ¥ MaMbl yiKe
MIPaKTUYECKH IIIeJI ITap U3 yIel K TOMy BpeMeH!, KaK
CIIy:K0a OKOHYMJIACH TOITHOTBOPHBIM IT€PEIOKEeHNeM
necau Berr Muaiaep «Wind Beneath My Wings».

— Xopomio, uro Keppu ymep, moromy 4rto st
TIOXOPOHBI €ro YK TOUHO NOOMJIN Obl, — BBICKA3aJICH
T'erpu. Ilocye 11epKOBHOM CIYKOBI MBI PEIIMJIN IIPO-
MyCTUTh OQUITUATIbHBIN 00€e]] ¥ OTIIPABUJINCH B He-
IOPOTOii PeCTOPaHUYUK.

— «Wind Beneath My Wings»? — yauBuics
Agnam, paccessHHO B3sIB MO0 PYKy U Ays Ha Hee. OH
YacTo Tak [Iejajl, YTOObI COTPETh MOU BEUHO XOJIOI-
HbIe maJabilbl. — A mouemy He «Amazing Grace»?
OHa Bce-TaKU TPASUIIMOHHAMI...

— Ho nme BbIBBIBaeT TOIIHOTY, — mepebus I'en-
pu. — A ayume 651 ceirpanu «Three Little Birds»
Bo6a Mapiu. Bot aT0 661710 OBI O0JI€E mocToiiHO Kep-
pu ¥ TIOKasayo ObI, KAKUM MapHeM OH OBLI.
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“That funeral wasn’t about celebrating Kerry’s
life,” Mom growled, yanking at her scarf. “It was
about repudiating it. It was like they killed him all
over again.”

Dad put a calming hand over Mom’s clenched
fist.

“Now come on. It was just a song.”

“It wasn’t just a song,” Mom said, snatching
her hand away. “It was what it represented. That
whole charade back there. You of all people should
understand.”

Dad shrugged and smiled sadly.

“Maybe I should. But I can’t be angry with his
family. I imagine this funeral was their way of re-
claiming their son.”

“Please,” Mom said, shaking her head. “If they
wanted to claim their son, why didn’t they respect
the life he chose to live? How come they never came
to visit? Or supported his music?”

“We don’t know what they thought about all
that,” Dad replied. “Let’s not judge too harshly. It
has to be heart-breaking to bury your child.”

“I can’t believe you’re making excuses for
them,” Mom exclaimed.

“I’m not. I just think you might be reading too
much into a musical selection.”

“And I think you’re confusing being empathetic
with being a pushover!”

330



Ecnu a octaHycb

— ITH TOXOPOHBI BOBCE HE BOCXBAJAIU KU3HBb
Keppu, — npopsruana mama, gepras cBoit mapd. —
Onu orBepraau ee. Kak O0yaTro youBajiz ero CHOBA.

ITama MATKO HOJOKUJI PYKYy Ha MaMWH COKATBIN
KyJIaK.

— Hy, ycmokoiics. 9To Oblja BCEro JIAIIb IeCHsd.

— 970 OBbLJIa He BCEro JIMIIL IIeCHsI, — BO3pa3ujia
Mama, OTAepruBasi pyKy, — a TO, UYTO OHa OJIUIETBO-
psana: Bechb 9TOT dapc. ThI-TO JOTKEH 5TO TOHUMATh.

ITama moskas mieyaMu U IeYaJIbHO YJIBIOHYJICA.

— Moxker, u gomxen. Ho a He Mory 3JuUThCS Ha
ero pomHbIX. Ilymaro, 9TU IMOXOPOHBI OBLIM WX IIO-
TBITKON BEPHYTH CHIHA.

— He Hamo, — ckazaJja mama, Kauasi I'0JIOBOM. —
Eciu oHE X0Tesn BEepHYTH ChIHA, IIOUEMY UM OBLIO
He YBaXKUTh JKM3Hb, KOTOPYIO OH BbIOpan? Ilouemy
OHU HUKOT[a He IpUe3:Kaiu ero HaBecTuTh? He moz-
IEePyKUBAJINA €r0 MY3bIKY ?

— Mpr He 3HaeM, YTO OHHM AyMaju 000 BCEM
3TOM, — OTBeTHJI mamna. — JlaBaii He OyaeM CyIUTH
caumkoMm pes3ko. HaBepHoe, y:KacHO TAMKEIO XOPO-
HUTH CBOETO pebeHKa.

— IToBepuTs HEe MOTY, UTO THI UIEITh UM OTIPaB-
IaHWe, — BO3MYTUJIACH MaMa.

— 1 u e unty. IIpocro gymaro, 4TO BEIOOD MY3BIKHT
HEe MOYKET CJIY?KUTh OCHOBAaHVEM JIJIsI TAKUX BBIBOJIOB.

— A a mymaro, COYyBCTBOBATH M OBITH pa3mas-
Hell — 9T0 pasHble Belu!
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Dad’s wince was barely visible, but it was
enough to make Adam squeeze my hand and Henry
and Willow exchange a look. Henry jumped in, to
Dad’s rescue, I think.

“It’s different for you, with your parents,” he
told Dad. “I mean they’re old-fashioned but they
always were into what you did, and even in your
wildest days, you were always a good son, a good
father. Always home for Sunday dinner.”

Mom guffawed, as if Henry’s statement had
proven her point. We all turned to her, and our
shocked expressions seemed to snap her out of her
rant.

“Clearly I’'m just emotional right now,” she said.

Dad seemed to understand that was as much
an apology as he was going to get right now. He
covered her hand with his and this time she didn’t
snatch it away.

Dad paused, hesitating before speaking. “I just
think that funerals are a lot like death itself. You
can have your wishes, your plans, but at the end of
the day, it’s out of your control.”

“No way,” Henry said. “Not if you make your
wishes known to the right people.” He turned to
Willow and spoke to the bump in her belly. “So lis-
ten up, family. At my funeral no one is allowed to
wear black. And for music, I want something poppy
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ITanmmua rpumaca Oblaa egBa 3aMeTHA, HO 3TOTO
XBaTUJIO, 4TOOBI AjgaM ciKaJ MO0 PYKy, a Iempu
¢ Yuuioy obMmeHanuch Barisazamu. l'eHpm Torma
IpUIleJ Iamne Ha BBIPYUKY.

— ¥V Hero ¢ poauTensMu He TaK, Kak y TebA, —
ckasay oH. — To ecTb TBOM, KOHEUHO, CTAPOMOJHEI,
HO OHU BCerja HOAAEP:KUBAJIU TO, UTO THI Aejal,
U Jajke B caMble cymMacOpOAHbI€ TOABI THI OBLI XO-
POIIIMM CHIHOM U XOPOIIHWM OTIloM. Bcerga moma, Ha
BOCKpECcHOM obefe.

Mawma 3ap:kasa, Kak 0yaTo ciaoBa ['enpu moarsep-
IUJIV ee TOUKY 3peHus. MbI Bce IIOBEPHYJINUCH K HEM,
¥ HAIIU OllapallleHHbIe JUIA, II0X0Ke, IIPUBEJIU ee
B UyBCTBO.

— IIpocTo a 3mOpoBO paccrpomiach, — cKasa-
Jia OHa.

Ilama, BugmmoO, IMOHAJ, UTO APYTUX M3BUHEHUN
npAMo ceituac He moskaercsa. OH HAKPBLI ee JIaJOHD
CBO€li, M Ha 3TOT Pa3 MaMa ero He OTTOJKHYJIA.

— §1 mpocto gymaio, — HEYBEepPeHHO 3aTOBOPHUJI
OH TI0CJIE KOPOTKOT'O MOJYAHUSA, — UTO IOXOPOHBI
OUYeHb ITOX0KM HA caMy CMepPThb. ¥ Te0sS MOryT OBITH
KaKMe-TO IIOKeJIaHMus, KaKue-TO IIJIaHbI, HO B KOHIIE
KOHIIOB THI y3Ke HUYero He KOHTPOJINPYelb.

— Ee uero! — Bospasuu 'eapu. — IIpocTto Ha-
IO COOOIIUTL O CBOMX IIOMKEJAHUAX IIPAaBUJIbLHBIM
gonaMm. — OH moBepHyJICA K YWUJJIOY ¥ 3aTOBOPUII
B ee OTPOMHBIN KUBOT: — WTakK, ciymaire, ceMbs.
Ha momx moxopoHax HUKOMY HeJNb3A OBITH B Uep-
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and old-school, like Mr. T Experience.” He looked
up at Willow. “Got that?”

“Mr. T Experience. I’ll make sure of it.”

“Thanks, and what about you, honey?” he asked
her.

Without missing a beat, Willow said:

“Play ‘P.S. You Rock My World’ by the Eels.
And I want one of those green funerals where they
bury you in the ground under a tree. So the funeral
itself would be in nature. And no flowers. I mean,
give me all the peonies you want when I’m alive,
but once I’'m dead, better to give donations on my
behalf to a good charity like Doctors Without Bor-
ders.”

“You’ve got all the details figured out,” Adam
said. “Is that a nurse thing?”

Willow shrugged.

“According to Kim, that means you’re deep,”
I said. “She says that the world is divided into the
people who imagine their own funerals and the peo-
ple who don’t, and that smart and artistic people
naturally fall into the former category.”

“So which are you?” Adam asked me.

“I’d want Mozart’s Requiem,” I said. I turned
to Mom and Dad. “Don’t worry, I’m not suicidal
or anything.”
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HOM. A MY3BIKY d X0Uy KaKy0-HUOYIb BeCeJIeHbKYIO
u crapomonuyio. Hanpumep, « Mucrep Tu dxcnupu-
euc». — OH momHAJ TIasa Ha Yusuaoy. — Ilouamau?

— «Muwucrep Tu dxcnupuenc». I mozabouych 06
3TOM.

— Cmacubo, a uero xouelrb TbI, moporas? —
cupocu ee I'enpn.

He mennsa Hu cekyHAbI, YUIJIOY OTBETHJIA:

— IlocraBp «Ma3», mecuio «P. S. You Rock My
World». 11 a1 x0uy Taxkyio 3eJIeHYyI0 [ePEMOHUIO, KO-
Ia XOPOHAT IOA AepeBoM. Taxk UTO caMu IMOXOPOHBI
IOJIKHBI OBITh Ha mpupose. I aukakux nsetos. To
€CTh Tallld MHE CKOJIbKO YTOJTHO ITMOHOB, MMOKA I K-
Ba, HO KOTZa yMDPY, JyUIllie OTIIPaBb OT MOET0 NMeHU
MMO’KePTBOBaHMEe B KaKyO-HUOYIb XOpOIIyio GJaro-
TBOPUTEJIBHYIO OpraHm3anuio Bpoae «Bpaueit Ges
TPaAHUI» .

— BBl y:Ke Bce mpoayMaiud, — BOCXUTUJICS
Apam. — Bce MeacecTphl Tak Jgesiaior?

Yunmoy moxaia miedamMu.

— Ecau Beputh Kum, sTO 03HA4aeT, UYTO TBI
OueHb TUIYOOKHMU UeJioBeK, — cKasaja si. — OnHa
TOBOPUT, MHUD JEJUTCS HA TeX, KTO MIPEICTaBJSIeT
coOCTBEeHHbIE ITOXOPOHBI, U TeX, KTO HET, a yMHbIe
U XYIOKEeCTBEHHO OJlapeHHBbIe JIIOJU €CTeCTBEHHBIM
0o0pas3oM IIoIafaioT B IIEPBYIO KaTEropuio.

— A TBI B Kakoii? — cmpocua MeHs Axgam.

— § xouy «PexBmem» Momapra, — ckKazajga
U TIOBEpHYJACh K poauresnam: — He BomHy#TECH, A
He caMOoyOuiiiia, HUUYEro Takoro.
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“Please,” Mom said, her mood lightening as
she stirred her coffee. “When I was growing up
I’d have elaborate fantasies about my funeral. My
deadbeat father and all the friends who’d wronged
me would weep over my casket, which would be red,
naturally, and they’d play James Taylor.”

“Let me guess,” Willow said. “‘Fire and Rain’?”

Mom nodded and she and Willow started laugh-
ing and soon everyone at the table was cracking up
so hard that tears ran down our faces. And then
we were crying, even me, who didn’t know Kerry
all that well. Crying and laughing, laughing and
crying.

“So what now?” Adam asked Mom when we’d
calmed down. “Still harbor a soft spot for Mr. Tay-
lor?”

Mom stopped and blinked hard, which is what
she does when she’s thinking about something.
Then she reached over to stroke Dad’s cheek, a rare
demonstration of PDA.

“In my ideal scenario, my bighearted push-
over husband and I die quickly and simultaneous-
ly when we’re ninety-two years old. I’m not sure
how. Maybe we’re on a safari in Africa—’cause in
the future, we’re rich; hey, it’s my fantasy — and
we come down with some exotic sickness and go to
sleep one night feeling fine and then never wake
up. And no James Taylor. Mia plays at our funeral.
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— Oii, ma snamgHO, — CKasajla MaMa, IOMEIH-
Bad cBoi Kode. Ee HacTpoeHume yJydIinajsoch Ha
rnazax. — Iloka & pocia, 4 MHOro danTasmpoBasa

0 cBOUX IOXOpPOoHaxX. Mol JioAbIpb-TIATIAIA W IIPU-
sATeJN, KOTOPhIe IIJIOX0 CO MHOI 00paIaaimnuch, 0yayT
pBIIATh HaJ MOUM I'PoOOM — €CTeCTBEHHO, Kpac-
HBIM, — a urpath oyzaer I:xeiimc Teiiaop.

— Jlati-ka yrajaimo, — BMellajgach YUJIIOY. —
«Fire and Rain»?

Mama kuwBHYJIa, OHEH C YHJJIOY pacCMesucCh,
U CKOPO BCEe 3a CTOJIUKOM ITOKATBHIBAJIHNCH CO CMEXY,
la TaK, YTO CJEe3bl TEKJIU II0 IeKaM. A IIOTOM MBI
ILIaKaay, naxe 9, 3HaBmad Keppu He CIUIITKOM XO-
pomro. Ilnakanu u cMmeAnnch, CMeANNCH U IIJIAKAJIN.

— A uTo Tenmeps? — crpocua Agam MaMy, Kormga
MBI yCIIOKOUJINCH. — Bce ellle mpubeperaere Terioe
MecTeuko Iy mucrepa Teiimopa?

Mawma 3amoprasia, Kak Bcerga mejajia, pasmgyMbl-
Basgi o0 ueM-To. IloToM IIOBepHYyJach K IIame W IIO-
mmagmia ero 1mo meke. OHU peaKo MPOSABIAIN CBOU
YyBCTBA HA JIIOAAX.

— B moeM wugealbHOM CIEHAPUU MBI C MOUM
IOOPBIM TUIYIIBIM MYJKE€M YMHPaeM OJHOBPEMEHHO
u OBICTPO, KOTJA HaM II0 AeBAHOCTO ABa roga. SI He
3Hal, TOYHO Kak. Moxker ObITh, B AdpuKe, Ha ca-
dapu — moTomy uTO B OymayIileM MBI OOraThI; a UTO
TaKoTo, 9TO Ke ModA (paHTasuA. Tak BOT, HAC IOX-
KallnuBaeT KaKad-HUOyAb SK30THUYEeCKasd OO0JIe3Hb,
U OOHAKIbI BEUEPOM MbI 3achIllaeM, IIPEKpacHo ce-
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If, that is, we can tear her away from the New York
Philharmonic.”

Dad was wrong. It’s true you might not get to
control your funeral, but sometimes you do get to
choose your death. And I can’t help thinking that
part of Mom’s wish did come true. She went with
Dad. But I won’t be playing at her funeral. It’s
possible that her funeral will also be mine. There’s
something comforting in that. To go down as a
family. No one left behind. That said, I can’t help
thinking Mom would not be happy about this. In
fact, Mama Bear would be absolutely furious with
the way events are unfolding today.

2:48 AM.

I’m back where I started. Back in the ICU. My
body, that is. I’ve been sitting here all along, too
tired to move. I wish I could go to sleep. I wish there
was some kind of anesthesia for me, or at least some-
thing to make the world shut up. I want to be like
my body, quiet and lifeless, putty in someone else’s
hands. I don’t have the energy for this decision.
I don’t want this anymore. I say it out loud. I don’t
want this. I look around the ICU, feeling kind of ri-
diculous. I doubt all the other messed-up people in
the ward are exactly thrilled to be here, either.
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0s1 YYBCTBY, HO yiKe He IpochkimaeMmca. VI HUKaKoO-
ro II:xeiimca Teiimopa. Ha Hamux moxopoHax Gymer
urpatb Mus. Eciu, KoHeUHO, yaacTcsa BBITAIIUThH ee
U3 HBIO-HOPKCKON (pUIapMOHUMU.

ITama omu6es. [la, HeIb3A KOHTPOJIUPOBATEH COO-
CTBEHHBIE IIOXOPOHBI, HO MHOIIA MOYKHO BBIOMPATD
cMepThb. VI 1 HEBOJILHO IIPU3HAIO, UTO YACTh MAMIU-
HOTO ’KeJIaHWSI W BIPaBAy cObLIACH: OHA YIILJIa BMe-
cte ¢ manoii. Ho s He 6yay urpath Ha ee MOXOPOHAX.
BosMo:kHO, ee TOXOPOHBI TaKKe OYyAyT ¥ MOUMMU.
B sTtom ecTh UTO-TO yMUPOTBOpAIOIIEEe: YATU BCEH
ceMbell, HUKOTO He ocTaBuUTh. OJHAKO MeHsA He II0-
KHJaeT MBICJb, UTO MaMa He oOpajoBajiach ObI Ta-
KoMy ucxony. ITo mpaBae roeopsi, MaTh-MenBequiia
mpuiia 06l B JUKYIO APOCTH OT TOTO, KaK CErOomHs
pasBoOpauYNBAaIOTCA COOBITUS.

02.48

§1 BepHyJacs Tyna, rae Bce HAUAJOCh: B IMAJATy
WHTEeHCUBHOU Tepanuu. TouHee, moe Tejo. I-To Bce
BpeMs cupesia 37ech, CJAUIIKOM YCTaBIIAs, YTOOBI
nBuUrathbcsa. MHe oueHb XOTeJIOCh ObI 3aCHYThL. A ele
Jydine — YTOOBI HAIMeJCA KaKOH-HuUOYyIb HAPKO3
WJIN IPYyTroe CPeacTBO, OTTOPOAMBIIIEE MEHS OT 3TOTO
mupa. §1 Xxouy cTtaThb TaKoOu Ke, KaK MOe TeJ0, TUXOH
u 0e3:XMBHEHHON, IOCTYUIHON KYKJIOU B YbUX-TO PY-
Kax. Y MeHs HeT CHUJI pelaTh. 1 60JbIlIe He X0Uy BCe-
ro aroro. §1 roBopio Beayx: «§l sroro He x0uy». Ilo-
TOM OIVISIABIBAIO ITAJIaTy U MOHMMAaI0 BCIO HEJIEIOCTD
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My body wasn’t gone from the ICU for too long.
A few hours for surgery. Some time in the recov-
ery room. I don’t know exactly what’s happened to
me, and for the first time today, I don’t really care.
I shouldn’t have to care. I shouldn’t have to work
this hard. I realize now that dying is easy. Living
is hard.

I’m back on the ventilator, and once again there’s
tape over my eyes. I still don’t understand the
tape. Are the doctors afraid that I’1l wake up mid-
surgery and be horrified by the scalpels or blood?
As if those things could faze me now. Two nurses,
the one assigned to me and Nurse Ramirez, come
over to my bed and check all my monitors. They
call out a chorus of numbers that are as familiar to
me now as my own name: BP, pulse ox, respiratory
rate. Nurse Ramirez looks like an entirely differ-
ent person from the one who arrived here yesterday
afternoon. The makeup has all rubbed off and her
hair is flat. She looks like she could sleep standing
up. Her shift must be over soon. I’ll miss her but
I’m glad she’ll be able to get away from me, from
this place. I’d like to get away, too. I think I will.
I think it’s just a matter of time — of figuring out
how to let go.
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cBOoMX cJioB. Hey:kenum KTo-HUOYIOb M3 STUX U3yBe-
YeHHBIX JIIOJefl B BOCTOPTe OT IPeObIBaHUS 310eCh?

Moe Teso oTcyTcTBOBaJIO B IajiaTe HE TaK YK
IOJITO: JBa Yaca Olepanuy IIJII0C HEeKOTOpPoe Bpe-
MsdA B IOCJIeONepanuoHHOM. SI He 3HAIO0 TOYHO, UTO
CO MHOM OBLTIO, W BIIEPBBLIE CETONHSA MeHsA 3TO abco-
JIIOTHO He BoJiHyeT. VI He 006s3aHO BOJIHOBAThH. MHe
He IOJI’KHO OBITH TakK TsKeso. Temephb A MOHNMAIO:
yMupars Jerko. JKuthb TpyaHo.

Mensa omATh TMOAKJIOUMIN K ammapaTy HCKYyc-
CTBEHHOT'O JBIXaHWA, U HA MOUX IJIa3daxX HOBadA JI€H-
Ta maacTeIpA. I HUKAK He MOr'y IOHATH, 3aUeM.
Hey:xenu Bpaum omacaroTcs, YTO I OUHYCH ITOCPEIN
oIepanuu U MPUAY B y:Kac OT CKaJbIleJeil u KpoBu?
Kaxk O0yaro Takme Belu MOTYT PACCTPOUTH MEHS Te-
nepb. K Moeil KpoBaTu MOAXOAAT JBE MEACECTPHI —
nmpunucaHHas Ko MHe u cectpa Pamupec. OHu mpo-
BEPAIOT BCe MOHUTOPHI. HeckoHuaeMbIM pedpeHoM
3ByYaT B UX yCTaX MOKasaTesu, y:Ke 3HaKOMbIe MHe,
Kak COOCTBEHHOe WMsA: apTepuajJbHOE TaBJIeHUeE,
KHCJIOPOJA B KPOBU, YACTOTA IbIXATEJNHHBIX NBUKE-
uuii. Cectpa PamMupec Temnepb COBEpPIIEHHO He IIO-
X0Ka Ha Ty KEeHIMUHY, KOTopas BOIILIa Clofa BUe-
pa nHeM. MakusaK Bechb CTepPCs, BOJIOCHI omaiau. Ee
cMeHa, OOJIKHO ObITh, CKOPO 3aKOHUHUTCA. §1 Oyay
CKy4YaTh IO Hell, HO XOPOIII0, UYTO OHA CMOMKET YUTH
IoJaJIblile OT MeHA M 9TOro Mecra. S ObI TOXKe XOoTe-
na yuru. [ymatro, s u yiiny. HaBepHAKa 9TO TOJBKO
BOIIPOC BPEeMEHU — HYKHO MOHATh, KaK OTIYCTUTH
camy ceOs.
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I haven’t been back in my bed fifteen minutes
when Willow shows up. She marches through the
double doors and goes to speak to the one nurse
behind the desk. I don’t hear what she says, but
I hear her tone: it’s polite, soft-spoken, but leaving
no room for questions. When she leaves the room
a few minutes later, there’s a change in the air.
Willow’s in charge now. The grumpy nurse at first
looks pissed off, like Who is this woman to tell me
what to do? But then she seems to resign, to throw
her hands up in surrender. It’s been a crazy night.
The shift is almost over. Why bother? Soon, me
and all of my noisy, pushy visitors will be some-
body else’s problem.

Five minutes later, Willow is back, bringing
Gran and Gramps with her. Willow has worked
all day and now she is here all night. I know she
doesn’t get enough sleep on a good day. I used to
hear Mom give her tips for getting the baby to
sleep through the night.

I’m not sure who looks worse, me or Gramps.
His cheeks are sallow, his skin looks gray and
papery, and his eyes are bloodshot. Gran, on the
other hand, looks just like Gran. No sign of wear
and tear on her. It’s like exhaustion wouldn’t dare
mess with her. She bustles right over to my bed.

“You’ve sure got us on a roller-coaster ride to-
day,” Gran says lightly. “Your mom always said she
couldn’t believe what an easy girl you were and
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5 u maTHagIaTM MUHYT He IIPOBeJa B CBOEU KPO-
BaTHU, KOrJa B ABepsX Bo3HHKaeT yuyiaoy. Oma pe-
IIUTEeJbHO BXOIUT B MAJaTy W HaAIpPaBJIAETCA K MeJ-
cecTpe 3a CTOJIOM. §1 He CJOBIIIY ee CJI0B, TOJIbKO TOH:
BEXKJIUBBIA, MATKUN, HO He JOIIYCKAIOIIUI BOIPOCOB
u comHeHuii. Korma uepes HECKOJIBKO MHUHYT OHA
YXOOUT, B aTMoc(epe UTO-TO MeHsAeTcsa. Temephb 3a
MeHs OTBeuaeT Yujioy. Bopunusas meacectpa cHa-
yaJia BOBMYIIIAeTCsa: MOJ, Ja KTO OHA Takas, YTOOBI
YKasbIBaTh MHE, UTO JeJaTh? — HO ITOTOM ITOJUNHSI-
eTcsA W IIOKOPHO IogHuMaeT pyKu. Houb ObLia Ges-
yMHO Tsskenas. CMeHa IOUTH 3aKOHUMJIACH. 3aueM
sxe OecnorouThbca? CKOPO A M BCce MOU IITyMHBIE Ha-
TJIbIe IIOCETUTEJIN IIePecTanyT OBITH ee IIPOOJIeMOi.

Yepes AT MUHYT YUJIJIOY BO3BpAIlaeTcs, ¢ Hel
60albyIiika u JgefylIiKa. YUWJJIOY HOpopadoraja Bechb
IIeHb U IIPOBeJia 3/Iech BCIO HOUL. 1 3Ha[0, OHA U TaK
penxko BbIchIIaeTcs. IIoMHIO, MHE IIPUXOIUJIOCH
CJBINIATH, KaK MaMa JaBajia el COBeThI, UTO HYKHO
cIesiaThb, YTOOBI Pe0EHOK He IPOCHIIAJICA I0 yTpa.

He 3Ha10, KTO BBIMNIAIUT XyiKe — S UMW JeTyIII-
Ka. Ero mexu mpmobpesu 3eMJIMCTBIN OTTEHOK, KO-
JKa KasKeTcs Cepoil W CyXoli, Kak IepraMeHT. A BOT
0a0ymIKa HUUYYTh He u3MeHuJaach. Ilo ee juiy He-
BO3MOKHO CKa3aTh, YTO OHA IJIaKaJia U IpoBeJia bec-
COHHYIO HOUb. YCTAJOCTb CJAOBHO OOUTCA KOCHYTHCS
ee. Ba0OyIika crenuT IpaAMUKOM K MOeil KpOoBaTu.

— Hy u Harepneauch MBI ¢ TOOOI CTpaxy CEroj-
HsI, — 0es3aboTHO mebeuer oHa. — Byaro Ha pyc-
CKUX rOpKax mpokaTuauchk. TBosg MaMa Bcerna yauB-
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I remember telling her, ‘Just wait until she hits
puberty.” But you proved me wrong. Even then
you were such a breeze. Never gave us any trouble.
Never the kind of girl to make my heart race in
fear. You made up for a lifetime of that today.”

“Now, now,” Gramps says, putting a hand on
her shoulder.

“Oh, I’m only kidding. Mia would appreciate it.
She’s got a sense of humor, no matter how serious
she sometimes seems. A wicked sense of humor,
this one.”

Gran pulls the chair up next to my bed and
starts combing through my hair with her fingers.
Someone has rinsed it out, so, while it’s not exactly
clean, it’s not caked with blood, either. Gran starts
untangling my bangs, which are about chin length.
I’m forever cutting bangs, then growing them. It’s
about as radical a makeover as I can give myself.
She works her way down, pulling the hair out from
under the pillow so it streams down my chest, hid-
ing some of the lines and tubes connected to me.

“There, much better,” she says. “You know,
I went outside for a walk today and you’ll never
guess what I saw. A crossbill. In Portland in Feb-
ruary. Now, that’s unusual. I think it’s Glo. She
always had a soft spot for you. Said you reminded
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JsJiach — MOJI, KaKOUM CIIOKOMHBIN peOeHOK pacTer,
a g el oTBeuyasa: «BoOT HmOmOKI1, IOKA OHA B IIOM-
POCTKOBRBIII Bo3pacT Bouger». Ho s ommbamach —
Jaske W Torma ¢ ToOoii ObLIO Jierko. Hukorma Tel He
npuunHANa HaM xyomnoTr. Hukorma moe cepplie He
6oJ1esio oT cTpaxa 3a TebsA. Ho y»k cerogus ThI 3a BCIO
JKU3HDb OTBITPAJIACh.

— Hy, Hy, — TOBOPHUT AeAYIIKa, KJIaad PyKy 0a-
OyllIKe Ha TJIeYO.

— Oii, ga a ke myuy. Mue Obl IIOHPABUJIOCH.
XoTsa mHOTIA OHA U KaKEeTCs Yepecuyp Cepbe3Hoi,
Yy Hee ecTh YyBCTBO IoMopa. [IpuueM IIpeBOCXOmHOE.

Babyiika npugsuraer cTyJ K MOei KpoBaTH 1 Ha-
YKMHAEeT IaJbI[aMU PACUEeChIBATh MHE BOJIOCKHI. KTO-TO
WX IIPOMBLI, TAK UTO TellePbh OHM XOTh M HE COBCEM
YHCThIe, HO ViK€ He CJIUIIIIMEeCs OT Kposu. Babyi-
Ka pacIyTbIBaeT MOIO UeJIKy, ceifiuac oHa AJIUHOM 0
moxbGopoaKka. 1 Bce BpeMs TO OTpaIUBalio YeJIKy, TO
CTpUry ee. 9TO YyTh JIM HE caMOe paluKajbHOe n3-
MeHeHINe BHEIITHOCTH, Kakoe s cebe mo3BoiAn. Ba-
OyIllKa IIPOJOJIAKAET CBOIO PaboTy, BBITACKUBAS BO-
JIOCHI M3-TIOJ IMOAYIIKIM, TAK UTO OHU JIOJKATCA MHE
Ha TPyAb, CKpbIBAasg 4YacTh IPOBOJOB U TPYyOOUEK,
MOACOeNMHEHHBIX KO MHE.

— Bor Tak-To jgydiile, — TOBOPUT 0aOyIIKa. —
3Haelllb, BBIILIA S CErOAHSA IPOTYISATbC, U B JKU3-
HU He yrajaeirb, uto yBugeaa. Kiaecra. B Iloptien-
ne, B ¢eBpasie. Bor yx sT0 HeoObruHo. 1 mymaio,
o170 I'mo. Cectpuiia Bcerma mutajga K Tebe caaboCThb.
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her of your father, and she adored him. When he
cut his first crazy Mohawk hairdo, she practically
threw him a party. She loved that he was rebel-
lious, so different. Little did she know your father
couldn’t stand her. She came to visit us once when
your dad was around five or six, and she had this
ratty mink coat with her. This was before she got
all into the animal rights and crystals and the like.
The coat smelled terrible, like mothballs, like the
old linens we kept in a trunk in the attic, and your
father took to calling her ‘Auntie Trunk Smell.” She
never knew that. But she loved that he’d rebelled
against us, or so she thought, and she thought it
was something that you rebelled all over again by
becoming a classical musician. Though much as
I tried to tell her that it wasn’t the way it was, she
didn’t care. She had her own ideas about things;
I suppose we all do.”

Gran twitters on for another five minutes, fill-
ing me in on mundane news: Heather has decided
she wants to become a librarian. My cousin Mat-
thew bought a motorcycle and my aunt Patricia is
not pleased about that. I’ve heard her keep up a
running stream of commentary like this for hours
while she’s cooking dinner or potting orchids. And
listening to her now, I can almost picture us in her
greenhouse, where even in winter, the air is always
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ToBopmia, Tl HamOMMUHAEIIb €1 TBOETO OTIIa, a ero
oHa obo:xkasaa. Korma o caenan cebe mepBbIii 0es-
YMHBIN UPOKe3, IVio eMy UyTh JiU He BEUEPUHKY
3akatmiaa. Eil HpaBuiIoCh, YTO OH OyHTaph, YTO OH
TaKk He MOXO0K Ha BcexX. M oHa 3HaTh He 3HAJA, UTO
TBOH IIalla ee TepmeTh He MOT. IJI0 KakK-TO IIpuexa-
Ja HaC HABECTUTh, KOTJa TBOEMY malie ObLIO JIeT
MIATBL-1IECTh, W IIPUBOJIOKJA ¢ COO0M CBOIO IPEBHIOIO
HOPKOBYIO IIy0y. 9TO OBLJIO ellle A0 TOro, KakK OHa
3aHsAJACh 3alllUTON MPAaB KUBOTHBIX, XPYCTAJIbHBI-
Mu OesgenyiikaMu m BceM Takum. Illy0a y:KacHO
BOHsJIA IIapUKaM# OT MOJIM, CJIOBHO CTapble IIPO-
CTBIHM, KOTOpbIe MBI Jep:Kajd B CYHAyKe Ha aH-
TPEecoJIsAX; ¥ TBOU Iama cTaj HasbIiBaTh ee «TeTda ua
cyHayka». OHa-TO HUKOTrma o0 sTom He y3Hajsa. Ho
eli HPaBUJIOChH, UTO OH OYHTyeT MPOTHUB HAC, — TaK
T'to nymana, oHa periuiia, 4To U ThI TOKe OYHTYeIIIb,
pas 3aHdAJach KJlaccuuecKoil My3bIKoii. I Kak 4 HU
cTapaJjiach mepeyoeiuTh ee, OHA W CJOYIIATh He XO-
Tesia. Y Hee ObLIM COOCTBEHHBIE IIPEACTaBIEHUSI 000
BCeM — HaBepHOe, KaK U y BCeX Hac.

Babymka npogosxaer medeTaTh ele MUHYT OATh,
BBOJSI MEHA B KyPC IMOCJIEJHUX CEMENHBIX HOBOCTEI.
Xenep pemma cratbh O6mbamnorexkapem. Moii aBOIO-
ponubiii 6paT MaThio KyIua MOTOIMKJ, 1 TeTs Ila-
TpUCHUA 3TOMY He paja. I BcmoMmHao, Kak 6a0yii-
Ka Morjia yacaMu 0e3 YMOJIKY BbIZaBaTh MOMOOHBIE
THUPaabl, KOTa TOTOBUWJIAa 00el WM MepecakmBajia
opxumeu. W, ciayiias ee POOHOM TroJjioc ceifuac, s
TIOUTH BIMIKY €e B OpaHKepee, The qake 3UMOI BO3-
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warm and humid and smells musty and earthy like
soil with the slightest tinge of manure. Gran hand-
collects cowshit, “cow patties,” she calls them, and
mixes them in with mulch to make her own ferti-
lizer. Gramps thinks she should patent the recipe
and sell it because she uses it on her orchids, which
are always winning awards.

I try to meditate on the sound of Gran’s voice,
to be carried away by her happy babble. Sometimes
I can almost fall asleep while sitting on the bar
stool at her kitchen counter and listening to her,
and I wonder if I could do that here today. Sleep
would be so welcome. A warm blanket of black to
erase everything else. Sleep without dreams. I’ve
heard people talk about the sleep of the dead. Is
that what death would feel like? The nicest, warm-
est, heaviest never-ending nap? If that’s what it’s
like, I wouldn’t mind. If that’s what dying is like,
I wouldn’t mind that at all.

I jerk myself up, a panic destroying whatever
calm listening to Gran had offered. I am still not
entirely clear on the particulars here, but I do
know that once I fully commit to going, I’ll go.
But I’'m not ready. Not yet. I don’t know why, but
I’m not. And I’m a little scared that if I acciden-
tally think, I wouldn’t mind an endless nap, it will
happen and be irreversible, like the way my grand-
parents used to warn me that if I made a funny
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IyX BCerma TeIJIbIN W BJIAKHBIA, a 3alaXy 3eMJIU-
CcThle ¥ THUJIOBAThIE, KaK IMOYBa C JIETKUM OTTEHKOM
neperuosa. BaOymka cobupaeT HaBO3 — «KOPOBBU
MUPOKKU», KaK OHA WX Ha3blBaeT — U CMeIIuBa-
eT ero ¢ COJIOMOii, mejas coOCTBeHHOEe ymobOpeHwue.
IlemyImika ImoJjiaraer, 4TO €¥ cJieyeT 3allaTeHTOBaTh
pelienT U IpoAaBaTh ero, IOTOMY UTO OHA yA0Opser
cBOUM M300peTeHMeM OpPXUAEHW U Te Bcerjga Imo0erk-
IaloT Ha BBICTABKAaX.

§1 meITaroch MEIUTHUPOBATH IO 3BYK 0a0yIITKMHO-
ro rojioca, YTo0bl MEHS YHECJO IIOTOKOM ee BeceJioi
6onToBHU. VIHOTHA s OUTH 3achIIalo IIOJ 3TOT aK-
KOMIIaHEMEHT, CUJA Ha BBICOKOM CTYJe 3a CTONKOI
y Hee Ha KyxXHe, — WHTEPECHO, IOJYUYUTCA JIN Ce-
rogHs. $I Obl1a OBI TaK paga YyCHYTh. Telsioe omesyio
YepHOTHI, CTHPAalolee Bce octajabHoe. CoH 6e3 CHO-
BuAeHUM. I He pas cJIbIIIaia BEIPAKEHNEe « MePTBBIN
coH». He Takoii iz 6ymer cmepts? [IpekpacHeiimias,
Telieinasa, riyoouaiiiias, HecKoHuaeMmas apema?
Ecau aro Tak, To g He mpotuB. Ecau ymupaHue 1mo-
XOKe Ha 3achIllaHue, s COBCEM He Oyay IIPOTHUB.

§1 B3aparmBaio — cTpax BMUT PYUIUT 3bIOKUH IT0-
KO, HaBeAHHBI 0a0yIIKUHBLIM IiebeTanueM. S erre
He BO BCeM pasobpaJiach, HO 3HAI0 ONHO: Korma s
TBEpZO pemry yitu, g yiay. Ho moka a He rorosa.
He snaro mouemy, HO He roroBa. VI MHe HEMHOIO
CTpAIIIHO Jake CaydaliHo moayMaTh: «§l He mpoTuB
3acCHYTh HaBeuHO». Korma-tTo B gercTBe 6alyImika
C IenyIIKON CKa3ajiu MHE: eCJIi CKOPUYUTH POKY,
KOTZIa Yachl OBIOT TOJIIEeHb, OCTAHEIIbCId TaKUM Ha-
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face as the clock struck noon, it would remain like
that forever.

I wonder if every dying person gets to decide
whether they stay or go. It seems unlikely. After
all, this hospital is full of people having poisonous
chemicals pumped into their veins or submitting to
horrible operations all so they can stay, but some
of them will die anyway.

Did Mom and Dad decide? It hardly seems like
there would have been time for them to make such
a momentous decision, and I can’t imagine them
choosing to leave me behind. And what about
Teddy? Did he want to go with Mom and Dad?
Did he know that I was still here? Even if he did,
I wouldn’t blame him for choosing to go without
me. He’s little. He was probably scared. I suddenly
picture him alone and frightened, and for the first
time in my life, I hope that Gran is right about the
angels. I pray they were all too busy comforting
Teddy to worry about me.

Why can’t someone else decide this for me?
Why can’t I get a death proxy? Or do what baseball
teams do when it’s late in the game and they need a
solid batter to bring the guys on base home? Can’t
I have a pinch hitter to take me home?
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Bcerga. A UTO, €CaM W Telephb yiKe HUUEro HeJlb3sd
O0yzeT UCIIPaBUTH?

Hey:xxenu EKakaoMy yMUPAIOIIEMY UYeJIOBEKY
OPUXOAUTCA pellaTh, ocTaTbcsa miaum yiutm? Kak-To
COMHHTEJIbHO. B KOHIle KOHIIOB, B 5TOI OOJBLHUIE
TIOJTHO JIfO/iel, KOTOPBIX IMMOABEPraioT V:KACHBIM OIle-
panuAaM, 3aKaUuMBAIOT UM B BEHBI AJOBUTHIE XUMU-
KaThl — ¥ BCE [IJIS TOTO, YTOOBI OHU CMOTJIA OCTATh-
cs, HO HEKOTODbIE 3 HUX BCE PABHO yMPYT.

Brioupanu au mama u namna? Bpsang iu y HuX ObLIO
BpeMsdA Ha TaKoe BajKHOe DellleHue, U A He MOory cebe
IPeCTaBUTD, YTOOBI OHU BBIOpAIU YHTU M OPOCUTH
meHna. A kKak ke Texmu? Xores s oOH yiTH C Ma-
MO# m mamoii? 3HaJ JIM OH, 4TO S BCE ellle 31ecCh?
Haxe ecsiz 3HaJ, A ObI HE CTajJla BUHUTH €0, YTO OH
pemrna yiitu 6e3 mensa. Ou manenbkuii. Hasepnoe,
eMy ObLIO cTpalrHo. I BHe3amHO IMPECTABIISAI0 €ro
OAWHOKUM, IIEPENyTraHHbIM — U BIIEPBBIE B JKU3HU
HaZeCh, UTO OaOyIIKWHBI AHTEJNBbI CYIIeCTBYIOT.
51 momrochk, UTOOBI BCe OHUM B3aHAJNNCH YTEIIEHUEM
Tenou u He 6ecrmoKoMJINCHL 000 MHE.

ITouemy KTO-TO Ipyroii He MOKET PEUIUTH 3a Me-
Ha? Ilouemy MHe HeJIb3s MOPYYUTH dTO KOMY-HU-
O0yab, BBIJATH ITOBEPEHHOCTb Ha cMepThb? Wiam mo-
CTYOUTh TaK, KaK B 0efICOOBHBIX KOMaHIaX, KOT/a
urpa yske 0JmM3Ka K QUHAJy U HYKEH MOIIHBIA OT-
OuBarOIMii, YTOOBI BEPHYTh UTPOKOB «moMoii»? He
MOT'Y JIX S IPOBECTU 3aMeHY II0JAI0INero, 4To0bl OH
BEePHYJI MeHS IOMOI?
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Gran is gone. Willow is gone. The ICU is tranquil.
I close my eyes. When I open them again, Gramps
is there. He’s crying. He’s not making any noise,
but tears are cascading down his cheeks, wetting
his entire face. I’ve never seen anyone cry like this.
Quiet but gushing, a faucet behind his eyes myste-
riously turned on. The tears fall onto my blanket,
onto my freshly combed hair. Plink. Plink. Plink.

Gramps doesn’t wipe his face or blow his nose.
He just lets the tears fall where they may. And
when the well of grief is momentarily dry, he steps
forward and kisses me on the forehead. He looks
like he’s about to leave, but then he doubles back to
my bedside, bends so his face is level with my ear,
and whispers into it.

“It’s okay,” he tells me. “If you want to go.
Everyone wants you to stay. I want you to stay
more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.”
His voice cracks with emotion. He stops, clears his
throat, takes a breath, and continues. “But that’s
what I want and I could see why it might not be
what you want. So I just wanted to tell you that
I understand if you go. It’s okay if you have to
leave us. It’s okay if you want to stop fighting.”

For the first time since I realized that Teddy was
gone, too, I feel something unclench. I feel myself
breathe. I know that Gramps can’t be that late-in-
ning pinch hitter I’d hoped for. He won’t unplug
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Babymka ymia. Yummoy yinuia. B mamare Tu-
X0 ¥ moKoiiHo. fI 3akpriBaio miasza. Korma s cHoOBa
UX OTKPBIBAIO, PAJOM CO MHOI cTouT Aemyinka. OH
miraver. OH He u3maeT HU 3BYKa, HO CJIE3BI TEKYT
BOJIOIIAIOM, 3ajJMBas BCe ero JHIo. s1 HUKoTrma He
BHUJeJa, YTOOBI YeJIOBEK TaK ILJIaKaJj: MoJdYa, HO Oyp-
HO, CJIOBHO B €ro Ijla3ax caM co000 OTKPBLICA KpaH.
Ciesbl MagaioT Ha Oesjg0, Ha MOM TOJILKO UTO pac-
yecanHsble Bosockl: «Kam. Kam. Kam».

Henyiika He BBITUPAET JUIO W HE MTPOUYUIIAET
HOCc. OH IIPOCTO IIO3BOJIAET CJIe3aM JIUThCA, KaK UM
yroguo. VI Korma MCTOYHHUK IOpsA Ha CEKYHIY Iiepe-
ChIXaeT, OH JIeJIaeT Iar BIIepe] U IeJyeT MeHs B JI00.
Kaxercs, on cobupaercs yiTH, HO IIOTOM IIOAXOIUT
erfe OJIMyKe K KPOBAaTH, HAKJIOHSAET JIMI[O HA YPOBEHD
MOET0 yXa U IIemyer:

— Hwuuero, ecam T xouemsb yiTu. Bece xordr,
4yT0OBI ThI OcTajiach. §I X0uy, UTOOGBI THI OCTAJIACh.

Huxorma B :Ku3HM g HUUYEro Tak He xXoTes. — Ero
roJioc cperBaercs. JlefyIiKa yMOJIKAaeT, OTKAIINBA-
eTcsd, AejaeT IIyOOKUii BOOX U IIpomosikaer: — Ho

9TOTO X0Uy $, W A IIOHUMAIO, IIOUYeMYy ThI MOXKEIb
3axoTeTb MHOTO. Tak BOT, A IPOCTO CKaKy Tebe, UTo
MOUMY, €CJU ThI yhAelnrb. ITO HUYEro, ecau Tebe
HYKHO TOKMHYTH Hac. Huuero, ecam ThI 3aX0Uellb
mepecTatb OOPOTHCA.

Bmepsrie ¢ Tex mop, Kak d moHsAJa, uTo Temnm
TOXKEe yMep, A OIIYIIal, KaK YTO-TO Pa3yKaJioCh BO
MHe. Sl 94yBCTBYyIO, UTO AbINly. 3HAIO, AeNyIIKa He
MOJKeT OBITH TOII 3aMeHOII MOJAI0Iero, Ha KOTOPYIO
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my breathing tube or overdose me with morphine
or anything like that. But this is the first time
today that anyone has acknowledged what I have
lost. I know that the social worker warned Gran
and Gramps not to upset me, but Gramps’s recog-
nition, and the permission he just offered me — it
feels like a gift.

Gramps doesn’t leave me. He slumps back into
the chair. It’s quiet now. So quiet that you can al-
most hear other people’s dreams. So quiet that you
can almost hear me tell Gramps, “Thank you.”

When Mom had Teddy, Dad was still playing
drums in the same band he’d been in since college.
They’d released a couple of CDs; they’d gone on a
tour every summer. The band was by no means big,
but they had a following in the Northwest and in
various college towns between here and Chicago.
And, weirdly, they had a bunch of fans in Japan.
The band was always getting letters from Japanese
teenagers begging them to come play, and offering
up their homes as crash pads. Dad was always say-
ing that if they went, he’d take me and Mom. Mom
and I even learned a few words of Japanese just in
case. Konnichiwa. Arigatou. It never panned out,
though.
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a1 Hagesanach. OH He cTaHeT OTKJIOUATH MOIO AbIXa-
TeJIBHYI0O TPYOKY, AaBaThb MHE CMEPTEJIbHYIO 03y
Mopdua miu meyaTh 4TO-HUOYADL ellle B 9TOM poJe.
Ho cefiuac, mepBbIii pa3 3a AeHb, KTO-TO ITPU3HAJI,
YTO S OUeHb MHOTOE IToTepsasa. S moMHIo, corpaboT-
HUIIA Ipenynpexaanga 0a0yIiKy U IeQyIIKY, YTOObI
OHU He Oropyajii MeHs, HO AeIYUIKWHO IIPUBHAHUE
U paspelneHre, KOTOPOe OH TOJIbKO UTO MHE IaJI, JJIs
MeHs KaK II0JapoK.

Henymika He yxomuT oT MeHsa. OH omycKaeTrcs
ob6paTHo Ha cryJja. CTaHOBUTCA THUXO — TaK THUXO,
YTO MOYTH CJBIIIHLI CHBI APyrux Jmogei. Tak Tuxo,
YTO IMOYTH CJBINIHO, KaK s TOBOPIO Aenyiinke: «Cma-
cubo».

Korma mama 3a6epemenesna Tegnu, mama Bce erre
OapabaHMI B TOM Ke KOMaHe, B KAKOUW UTr'paJi ¢ YHU-
BepcuTera. OHU BBIIYCTUJIU IIapy aabOOMOB, KaK-
Ioe JIeTo e3qUJIN B TypHe. I'pyIia He cTajga MIHUPOKO
U3BECTHOW, HO y HUX ObLIM MOKJIOHHMKM Ha Cee-
po-3amajie ¥ B Pa3HBIX YHUBEPCUTETCKUX TOPOAKAX
orciona mo Yukaro. W1 gaske, Kak HU CTPAHHO, 00-
Hapy:Kujiach Kyua danaroB B fImonuu. I'pynna Bce
BpeMs moJyJajia MUCchMa OT SMOHCKUX MOAPOCTKOB,
YMOJIAIONINX MPUeXaTh U MpeajIarailiux CBOU I0-
Ma B KauecTBe MecTa JJid mposkuBaums. [lama Bcer-
Ia TOBOPUJ, UTO ecJu Obl OHU II0eXAaJi, TO OH OBl
HeIIPeMeHHO B34AJ Hac. MBI ¢ MaMO# axke BBIyUUIN
HECKOJIbKO CJIOB Ha SAMOHCKOM, IPOCTO HAa BCAKUM
cayuaii: «KOHHUYUBA», «apurato». OmQHAKO 9TO Je-
JIO TaK ¥ He BBITOPEJIO.
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After Mom announced she was pregnant with
Teddy, the first sign that changes were afoot was
when Dad went and got himself a learner’s per-
mit. At age thirty-three. He tried letting Mom
teach him to drive, but she was too impatient, he
said. Dad was too sensitive to criticism, Mom said.
So Gramps took Dad out along the empty coun-
try lanes in his pickup truck, just like he’d done
with the rest of Dad’s siblings — except they’d all
learned to drive when they were sixteen.

Next up was the wardrobe change, but it wasn’t
something any of us noticed right away. It wasn’t
like one day he stripped off the tight black jeans
and band tees in exchange for suits. It was more
subtle. First the band tees went out in the window
in favor of button-up 1950s rayon numbers, which
he dug up at the Goodwill until they started get-
ting trendy and he had to buy them from the fancy
vintage-clothing shop. Then the jeans went in the
bin, except for one pair of impeccable, dark blue
Levi’s, which Dad ironed and wore on weekends.
Most days he wore neat, flat-front cuffed trousers.
But when, a few weeks after Teddy was born, Dad
gave away his leather jacket — his prized beat-up
motorcycle jacket with the fuzzy leopard belt — we
finally realized that a major transformation was
under way.
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ITocue Toro Kak Mama 00'BbABMIA O CBOEI OepeMeH-
HOCTH, IIEPBBIM 3HAKOM TPAAYINUX IIePEeMEeH CTaJIo
MoJIy4eHMe Ialol YUYeHnYeCcKnX IIpaB — B Bo3pacTe
TpuALATH TpeX JieT. OH IMOIBLITAJICA IIPUCTPOUTL Ma-
MY YYUTh €ro BOOUTH MAINHY, HO OHA, IO ero CJO-
BaM, OKasaJjiach CJHIIKOM HeTeplejuBa. Mawma ke
yTBepiKajia, UTO IIama CJHHUIIKOM PE3KO pearupyeTr
Ha KpuTuKy. Tak 4To mAeAyIIKa TOHSAJI IaIly Ha CBO-
eM IHMKalle II0 IIYCThIM IIPOCeJKaM, KaK IIOCTyIIaJ
U C OCTAJIbHBIMI CBOMMU J€ThbMU, — TOJBKO OHU BCE
HAyYWJIUCHh BOAUTH B IIIECTHAAIATD.

3areM IIocjemoBajia cMeHa rapaepoba, Ipasna,
9TOTO HUKTO U3 HAcC cpady He 3ameruJ. Ilama He
B OfHOYAChe Iepesie3 M3 Y3KUX UEePHBIX IKHUHCOB
U GUPMEHHBIX (PyTOOJIOK I'PYIIILI B KOCTIOMBI. Bee
MPOUCXOAMJIO Oojiee TOHKO W mocrenernHo. CHauasia
(yT6OIKY CMEHUJINCH 3aCTETHYTHIMHU Ha BCe IIYTro-
BUIIBI TPUKOTAKHBIMU pPyOaIllKaMU U3 HATHIECS-
THIX: IIalla OTKANBIBAJI MX Ha 0JIArOTBOPHUTEJIbHBIX
pacmpomakax, IOKa OHHM He BOIILJIXA B MOAY U €My He
MIPUILIOCHh HMOKYIaTh MX B MarasmHax BUHTAMKHOI
Oome)Kabl. 3aTeM B MOMOUKY OTIIPABUJINCH A KUH-
Cbl — KpPOME OOHUX, 0e3yIPEeUYHLIX TEeMHO-CHHUX
«JIeBalicoB», MX mama OTIVIA’KMBaJ W HaAeBaJ IO
BBIXOAHBIM. B ocTajibHbIE JHYU OH HOCUJI dJIETaHTHbBIE
Oproku ¢ orBoporamu. Ho Korma uepes HECKOJIBLKO
Hemesb Iocjyie poxkgenus Temmu mama oTmaa CBOIO
KOKAHYIO0 KYyPTKY — JIIOOUMYIO, U3PATHO ITOHOIIEH-
HYI0 MOTOIMKJIETHYIO KyPTKY C IIYIIHUCTBIM JieoIap-
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“Dude, you cannot be serious,” Henry said when
Dad handed him the jacket. “You’ve been wearing
this thing since you were a kid. It even smells like
you.”

Dad shrugged, ending the conversation. Then he
went to pick up Teddy, who was squalling from his
bassinet.

A few months later, Dad announced he was leav-
ing the band. Mom told him not to do it for her
sake. She said it was okay to keep playing as long
as he didn’t take off on monthlong tours, leaving
her alone with two kids. Dad said not to worry, he
wasn’t quitting for her.

Dad’s other bandmates took his decision in
stride, but Henry was devastated. He tried to talk
him out of it. Promised they’d only play in town.
Wouldn’t have to tour. Ever be gone overnight.

“We can even start playing shows in suits. We’ll
look like the Rat Pack. Do Sinatra covers. Come on,
man,” Henry reasoned.

When Dad refused to reconsider, he and Henry
had a huge blowout. Henry was furious with Dad
for unilaterally quitting the band, especially since
Mom had said he could still play shows. Dad told
Henry that he was sorry, but he’d made his deci-
sion. By this time, he’d already filled out his ap-
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IOBBIM IIOSICOM, — MbI HAKOHEI] OCO3HAJIN, UTO UIET
Kynma 0ojiee 3HAUUTEJIbHAA TpaHcHoOpMAaIlnsd.

— YyBak, ThI JKe 9TO He Bcepbe3, — II0pPasuJjIics
Tenpu, Korga mama BpyuuJ eMy KypTKy. — TbI iKe
HOCHJI ee, KOI'Za ellle MaJbuMIIKoN ObLI. OHA maxke
HaxHeT TOOOM.

ITanma mosxan mievyamMu, 3aKOHUYMB Oecemy, U IIO-
e B3ATh Ha pyku Teanm, BOIMBIIEr0 B CBOEI KPO-
BaTKe.

Yepes HECKOJBKO MeCAILEB Iama O0BABUJI, UTO
yXOAuT U3 rpynmsl. Mama yb6e:xkmajaa ero He aeJjiaTh
5TOro TOJILKO panu Hee. Ckasaja, 4YTO OH BIIOJIHE MO-
JKeT MPOJOJIKATh UT'PaTh, €CJIU He coOOMpaeTcs yes-
JKaTh C KOHI[EPTAMM HA MECSI[ M OCTABJIATEL €€ ONHY
¢ aBymMsaA gerbMu. Ilama OTBETHJ, YTO HA STOT CUET
MOJKHO He BOJTHOBATBLCA: OH YXOOUT HEe pajau Hee.

Bce My3bIKaHTHI M3 I'PYIITLEI IPUHAIN €TI0 pelle-
HUe KaK IoJiKHoe, onuH ['enpu ObL Oesyrernern. OH
OBITAJICA OTTOBOPUTH mamy. Oberas, UTo OHU OyayT
UrpaTh TOJLKO B rOpoJe: He IPULETCA e30UTh, YX0-
IUTH HA BCIO HOYb.

«MbI MOMKeM ma)Kke HauaTh BBICTYIATh B KOCTIO-
max. Bynem kax “Pat mak”. Bygem gmenath KaBephl
Cunarpsl. Cornarmaiics, 4yyBak», — yoe:xmaa ['eapu.

Korga mama oTkasajicss MeHSTH CBO€ pelleHue,
onu ¢ I'eHpu KPyIIHO ITOCCOPMINCH. ['eHpH OBLI B sIPO-
CTU Ha IIamly 3a CAMOBOJILHBIN YXOJ U3 T'PYIIILI, TeM
0oJiee ecyi Ha 3TOM He HacramBaJia mama. Ilama or-
BeuaJI IPYry, UTO eMy OUYEeHb JKaJIb, HO PellleHIe IIPH-
HaTo. K sTOMYy BpemMeHH OH ysKe IIOfaJl 3asBJIeHIe
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plications for grad school. He was going to be a
teacher now. No more dicking around.
“One day you’ll understand,” Dad told Henry.

“The fuck I will,” Henry shot back.

Henry didn’t speak to Dad for a few months af-
ter that. Willow would drop by from time to time,
to play peace-maker. She’d explain to Dad that
Henry was just sorting some stuff out. “Give him
time,” she said, and Dad would pretend to not be
hurt. Then she and Mom would drink coffee in the
kitchen and exchange knowing smiles that seemed
to say: Men are such boys.

Henry eventually resurfaced, but he didn’t
apologize to Dad, not right away, anyhow. Years
later, shortly after his daughter was born, Henry
called our house one night in tears.

“I get it now,” he told Dad.

Strangely enough, in some ways Gramps seemed
as upset with Dad’s metamorphosis as Henry had
been. You would have thought he would love the
new Dad. On the surface, he and Gran seem so old-
school, it’s like a time warp. They don’t use com-
puters or watch cable TV, and they never curse and
have this thing about them that makes you want
to be polite. Mom, who swore like a prison guard,
never cursed around Gran and Gramps. It was like
no one wanted to disappoint them.
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B Marucrparypy. Temepb OH coOupascs cTaTh yUUTe-
JeM — OoJIbllle HUKAKOM TPaThl BpEMEHU BIIYCTYIO.

— Korma-uubyab Tl IOMMeIlb, — CKasaJj Iama
Tenpu.
— XpeHa ¢ Ba A MOUMY, — OTPBI3HYJICA TOT.

ITocne storo I'empu He pasroBapuBaj C IIAIIOH
HECKOJIBKO MECAIeB. YUJLJIOY TO U eJI0 3ariAbIBa-
Jla K HaM, 4TOOBI BBICTYIUTh B POJU MUPOTBOPIIA.
Ona o0ObscHANA mame, yTo ['eHpuM mpocTO pelIaer,
uTo eMy BaKkHee. «Jlaii emMy BpeMs», — TOBOpHMJA
OHAa, ¥ Tala IPUTBOPAJICA, UTO HUUYYTH He OOMIKa-
ercda. Ilorom Yumioy ¢ MmaMoi Tuam Kode Ha KyXHe
U 00OMEeHUBAJNUCh MTOHUMAKIINMHU YJIbIOKaMu, OYATO
roBopuBIIUMU: « My:KUKU Takue MaJbUUIIKA» .

B xonne xounos I'eapu cHoBa 00BbABUJICA HA TO-
pusonTe. Ho oH He M3BWMHUJICA Iepel] HMamoll — IO
KpaiiHeil Mmepe, cpady. HecKoJIbKO JieT cIycTsA, BCKO-
pe 1mocJie poKAeHUA nouepu, ['eHpu ogHAK Il Beye-
poM mpumexas K HaM B cJe3ax.

«Tenephb s MOHAT», — CKa3aJI OH IIare.

IIOBOIBPHO CTPAHHO, HO APYTUM Y€JIOBEKOM, KO-
TOpOoro mnpeoOpasKeHHWEe Iambl OTOPYMUJIIO TaK IKe,
kak u 'eHpu, ObLI gepymrka. Kasajmoch ObI, eMy-TO
HOBBIU IIama JoJIXKeH ObLI moHpaBuThcsa. OHU c 6a-
OyIIIKOM — JIIOAM CTApOii 3aKBACKM M He CIIelaT
yrHaThCA 3a OBICTPBIM TeueHueM BpemeHu. OHHU He
IIOJIB3YIOTCS KOMIBIOTEPOM, HE CMOTPAT KaOeJIbHOe
TeJieBUAeHNe, HUKOTIA He CKBEpHOCI0OBAT. Boobe,
B HUX €CTh HEUTO TaKOe, OTYETO C HUMU XO0UeTCA Be-
ctu ceba mpuiamyHOo. Mama, KoTopas MaTepujach
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Gran got a kick out of Dad’s stylistic transfor-
mation.

“Had I known that all that stuff was going to
come back in style, I would’ve saved Gramps’s old
suits,” Gran said one Sunday afternoon when we’d
stopped by for lunch and Dad pulled off a trench
coat to reveal a pair of wool gabardine trousers and
a 1950s cardigan.

“It hasn’t come back into style. Punk has come
into style, so I think this is your son’s way of re-
belling all over again,” Mom said with a smirk.
“Whose daddy’s a rebel? Is your daddy a rebel?”
Mom baby-talked as Teddy gurgled in delight.

“Well, he sure does look dapper,” Gran said.
“Don’t you think?” she said, turning to Gramps.

Gramps shrugged.

“He always looks good to me. All my children
and grandchildren do.” But he looked pained as he
said it.

Later that afternoon, I went outside with
Gramps to help him collect firewood. He needed to
split some more logs, so I watched him take an ax
to a bunch of dried alder.
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KaK TIOPEMIITUK, HUKOTZa He pyrajach mpu 0abyiike
¢ menyiikoii. Kak GyaTo HUKTO He XOTeJ HX pPaso-
YapoOBBIBATD.

Babymka npumia B HeBoOOPa3MMBbIiT BOCTOPT OT
MalXHOTO CTUJINCTUYECKOTO IIPeo0paKeHns.

— Ecau 6 a swasa, 4TO BCe 9TO CHOBA BOMJET
B MOJAYy, A Obl cOXpaHWJa cTapble AeAYIIKUHBI KO-
CTIOMBI, — IIOCETOBaJIla OHA B OAWH BOCKPECHBIM
IIeHb, KOT/la MbI 3aexaJii K HUM Ha o0eJ 1 mara CHsJI
ILIalll, OTKPBIB B30paM IIepPCTAHbIe rabapAuHOBBIE
OPIOKM M KapAuraH II0 MOJE IATUIECATHIX.

— 910 He BomLIO cHOBa B Monay. Ceiiuac B mome
MMaHK, TaK 4TO § II0JIaraio, 9TO HOBBIIM CII0cO6 Balie-
ro cblHa OYHTOBaTh, — IIMPOKO YyJbIOAsCh, BO3pa-
3mia mama. — Yei nana 6yaraps? TBoil nama OyH-
Tapb? — 3aBopKoBaJja oua Hanm Tegau. Tor pagocTHO
3a0yJIbKaJI.

— Hy uTo X, OH BBIMVIAAUT KAK HACTOAIIUH IIe-
rojib, — Mpu3Haja 6abyIlliKka ¥ MOBEpHyJach K Je-
nyiike: — TwI Tak He gyMaenb?

Henyiika moskas mjaedaMu.

— Ilo MHe, Tak OH Bcera XOPOIIO BBITJIAIUT.
W Bce mou metw m BHYKU Toke. — Ho MHe mokasa-
JI0Ch, eMy 0O0JIbHO 00 5TOM I'OBOPHUTH.

ITos:ke Tem gHEM s BBINLIA C AEAYIIKOI, YTOOBI
IOMOYb eMy IIpHHecTH ApoBa. EMy moHamo6uIoCh
PacKOJIOTH ellle HeCKOJIbKO II0JIeHbeB, TaK UTO 5 CTa-
Jla CMOTpEeTh, KaK OH OepeT TOmop, YTOObI ITOPYyOUTH
CYXYVIO OJIbXY.
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“Gramps, don’t you like Dad’s new clothes?”
I asked.

Gramps halted the ax in midair. Then he set it
down gently next to the bench I was sitting on.

“I like his clothes just fine, Mia,” he said.

“But you looked so sad in there when Gran was
talking about it.”

Gramps shook his head.

“Don’t miss a thing, do you? Even at ten years
old.”

“It’s not easy to miss. When you feel sad, you
look sad.”

“I’m not sad. Your father seems happy and
I think he’ll make a good teacher. Those are some
lucky kids who get to read The Great Gatsby with
your dad. I’ll just miss the music.”

“Music? You never go to Dad’s shows.”

“I’ve got bad ears. From the war. The noise
hurts.”

“You should wear headphones. Mom makes me
do that. Earplugs just fall out.”

“Maybe I’ll try that. But I’ve always listened to
your dad’s music. At low volume. I’ll admit, I don’t
much care for all that electric guitar. Not my cup
of tea. But I still admired the music. The words,
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— Jlenyiika, pasBe TebOe He HPABUTCA IMAlnHa
HOBAasfd OfiesKaIa? — CIPOCHJIA .

Henyiika oCTaHOBUJICA C 3aHECEHHBIM TOIIOPOM.
IToToM MATKO OmyCcTHJI €70 Ha 3eMJII0 PAIOM CO CKa-
MeMKOIi, Ha KOTOPO#l A cumea.

— Mue oueHb [gajKe HPABUTCSI €ro OfAeKIa,
Musi, — oTBeTHJI OH.

— Ho TbI BBIMNIALEJ TAKUM MeYaJbHBIM, KOTZAa
6abymika o6 5TOM TOBOpPUIJIA.

Hemyurka moxkavaJjl roJIOBOA.

— Bce-To TBI 3ameuaelib. Y1 5TO B IecATH JIeT.

— 9TO TPYAHO He 3aMeTHUTh. Korma ThI Iedajib-
HBIN, Thl U BBITIAAUIID IT€YAJTbHBIM.

— §I e nmevasnbubIl. TBOM mama, MOX0MKeE, CUACT-
JIUB, U A IyMalo, 13 HEro MOJYYUTCA XOPOIIUHN yUu-
TeJb. BOT moBe3eT AeTAM, KOTOpPhIe IPouTyT « Bean-
Koro I'sarcOm» ¢ TBouM mamoii. I ToIBKO OyAy CKy-
YaTh IO MY3bIKe.

— ITo myssike? Tl ke HUKOTA HE XOMMJ Ha Ta-
MIWHBI KOHIIEPTHI.

— V¥ meHsd caabblie ymuru. Ilociie BoiiHbI. Boar ot
nryma.

— MoskHO HazeBaTh HayITHUKNU. MeHa maMa 3a-
craBaser. Te, YTO BKJIAABIBAIOTCA B YIIU, IIPOCTO
BBIIIAAIOT.

— Moxer 6b1Th, 4 monpobyro. Ho a Bcerma ciy-
maJj My3bIKYy TBOero mambl. ToJbKO Ha MaJioll TPOM-
Koctu. IIpusHaioch, 1 He CIUIIKOM JIOOJI0 BCe 5TU
3JIEKTPOTUTAPBI — HE B MOeM OHU BKyce. Ho mecHu-
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especially. When he was about your age, your fa-
ther used to come up with these great stories. He’d
sit down at his little table and write them down,
then give them to Gran to type up, then he’d draw
pictures. Funny stories about animals, but real and
smart. Always reminded me of that book about the
spider and the pig — what’s it called?”

“Charlotte’s Web?”

“That’s the one. I always thought your dad
would grow up to be a writer. And in a way, I al-
ways felt like he did. The words he writes to his
music, they’re poetry. You ever listen carefully to
the things he says?”

I shook my head, suddenly ashamed. I hadn’t
even realized that Dad wrote lyrics. He didn’t sing
so I just assumed that the people in front of the
microphones wrote the words. But I had seen him
sit at the kitchen table with a guitar and a notepad
a hundred times. I’d just never put it together.

That night when we got home, I went up to my
room with Dad’s CDs and a Discman. I checked the
liner notes to see which songs Dad had written and
then I painstakingly copied down all the lyrics. It
was only after I saw them scrawled in my science
lab book that I saw what Gramps meant. Dad’s
lyrics were not just rhymes. They were something
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TO MHE OYeHb HPaBUJINCH, 0COOEHHO caoBa. IIpumep-
HO B TBOEM BO3pacTe TBOI IIalla 4YacTo IIPUIYMbIBAJI
BCAKME yBJeKaTedbHble mcropuu. OH camuicsa 3a
MaJIeHBKHH CTOJI 1 3alMChIBAJI UX, IIOTOM JaBaJj 0a-
OyllIKe IepernevaTarhb, a IOTOM PHCOBAJ K HUM Kap-
TuHKA. [IpOoCTO cMelIHble NCTOPUU IIPO 3BEPIOIIEK,
OIHAKO *KMBBIe M OCTPOYMHBIE. ITO BCErna HAIlOMU-
HAJI0 MHE Ty KHUTY O IIayuynxe U IIOPOCEHKe — KaK
OHA Ha3bIBAJIACH?

— «ITayruuka IlapaoTTei» ?

— Touno, oHa. §I Bcerma mgymaj, 4TO TBOU Ilama
cTaHeT IucaTejieM, Korga BeipacreT. M B HeKOTOpOM
CMBICJIE OIIYINAJ, UTO TAK M IOJYUYUJI0Ch. TeKCTHI,
KOTOpbIE OH IIHIIET JJIs CBOeil My3bIKH, — JTO IIO-
93us. TbeI Korma-HuOyAb CIyliasia BHUMATEIbLHO, UTO
OH TaM TOBOPUT?

51 mokauaJsia ToJI0BOI, BHE3AIITHO YCTBHIAMBIINCH.
§1 maxe He ocosHaBaJIa, UTO IIaNa IIMCAJ TEKCTHI IJIs
meceH. CaM OH He IIeJI, U 5 IIOIIPOCTY PEeInia, UTO Te
JIIOAY, KOTOPbIE€ CTOAT Iepes MUKpPodoOHaAMMU, X Ha-
mucaau 3Ty cjaoBa. Ho s iKe coTHU pas Buaesa, Kak
OH CHUAUT 3a KyXOHHBIM CTOJIOM C T'MTapoOil U OJIOK-
"HOTOM. IIpOocTO 1 HUKOIAA He CBA3bIBAJIA 9TH BEIlN.

Tem BeuepoM, KOTIa MbI IIPUEXAJIN SOMOIL, f IIO-
HsJIach B CBOI0O KOMHATY C HAIWHBIMU aJb00OMAaMI
U maeepoM. §1 mpocMmoTpesia BKJIALBIII CO CIHCKOM
meceH, 4yToObl y3HaATh, KaKue IECHU HAIIMCAJ IIala,
a IOTOM TIATEeJHHO BBIIKCAJIA BCEe TEKCThI. TOJBLKO
YBHIEB UX HallapalaHHBIMI B TeTpajKe IJid Jjabopa-
TOPHBIX PadOT, A MOHAJIA, UTO UMEJI B BULY JeAVIIKA.
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else. There was one song in particular called “Wait-
ing for Vengeance” that I listened to and read over
and over until I had it memorized. It was on the
second album, and it was the only slow song they
ever did; it sounded almost country, probably from
Henry’s brief infatuation with hillbilly punk. I lis-
tened to it so much that I started singing it to my-

self without even realizing it.

368

Well, what is this?

What am I coming to?

And beyond that, what am I gonna do?
Now there’s blankness

Where once your eyes held the light
But that was so long ago

That was last night

Well, what was that?

What’s that sound that I hear?

It’s just my lifetime

It’s whistling past my ear

And when I look back

Everything seems smaller than life
The way it’s been for so long

Since last night

Now I’'m leaving

Any moment I’ll be gone

I think you’ll notice

I think you’ll wonder what went wrong
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ITanuHbI cTUXW OBLIM HE TPOCTO 3aPUMDMOBAHHBIMU
rekcramu. OgHY IIecHIO, HasbIBaBIIyiocs «B oxxuma-
HUU BO3ME3IUA», S IPOCTYIINBATIA U IEePEUNTHIBA-
Ja, TIoKa He BbIyumJja HausycTb. OHa OblLIa HA BTO-
poM ajbpboMe — eJUHCTBEHHAs MeAJeHHas IIecHsd,
KOTOPYIO OHU CIeJIajii 3a BCE BPEMsA CBOErO CyIIle-
CTBOBaHMs. 3BydYaja OHA IOYTH KaK KaHTPU, BO3-
MOJKHO, U3-3a KPATKOBPEMEHHOTO yBJleueHUsA ['eHpU
«HAPOIHBIM» IMAHKOM. S ciryIirasia ee Tak MHOI'O, YTO
Hayaja HalleBaTb BCJIYX, AaKe He 3aMeyas 9TOTO.

Yro aTo, He moHMYy?

A uny — HO K uemy, Kyzna?

W ecau poiiny K HEMYy,

Yro Oyny mesaTh Torma?
IIycTo Tam Temeps u TeMHO,
Tme ot ry1a3 TBoux TadAJg Mpak.
Ho Tak omo

Brino canmikom gaBHO —
Housbro, Buepa.

Hy a sto-To uTo yixe?
Yro 3a 3BYK CJBINTY A7

Tak co cBUCTOM MUMO yIIei
IIponocurcs Xu3HbL MOA.
OrinssHyCch — 3a MOeH CIIMHOMI

Bce menbine, ueM KMU3Hb, CTOKpPAT.
U sT0 co mHOM

Vixe oueHb JAaBHO —

C HOUM, BUepa.

A yxoKy — uTO KIATH?
Mur — u 3a gBepwu IIar.
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I’m not choosing

But I’m running out of fight
And this was decided so long ago
It was last night

“What are you singing, Mia?” Dad asked me,
catching me serenading Teddy as I pushed him
around the kitchen in his stroller in a vain attempt
to get him to nap.

“Your song,” I said sheepishly, suddenly feeling
like I’d maybe illegally trespassed into Dad’s pri-
vate territory. Was it wrong to go around singing
other people’s music without their permission?

But Dad looked delighted.

“My Mia’s singing ‘Waiting for Vengeance’ to
my Teddy. What do you think about that?” He
leaned over to muss my hair and to tickle Teddy
on his chubby cheek. “Well, don’t let me stop you.
Keep going. I’ll take over this part,” he said, tak-
ing the stroller.

I felt embarrassed to sing in front of him now,
so I just sort of mumbled along, but then Dad
joined in and we sang softly together until Teddy
fell asleep. Then he put a finger over his lips and
gestured for me to follow him into the living room.

“Want to play some chess?” he asked.
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TbI, BepHO, OyAellb ragaThb,
Yro ke IOILIO He TaK.

§1 He BBIOUpAtO, HO

S yeranm or 6opBOBI U Ipax.
" Bce pemeno
HeBoamoxkHO 1aBHO —
Housto, Buepa.

— Yo sT0 THI mOemb, Musa? — copocus maia,
3acTaB MeHs 3a cepeHamoin Temmgm: s Karaja ero
B KOJIACKE II0 KyXHe B TIeTHBIX MOMBITKAX YCHIIIUTD.

— TBom 1mIecHI0, — CMYIIEHHO OTBETUJIA 5, BHE-
3aIHO OIIYTUB, OYyATO BTOPIJIach HA KaKyO-TO JIMU-
HYIO TIaOUHY TeppuTopuio. MokeT ObITh, HEXOPOIIIO
BOT TaK XOJUTb, pacmeBasd MY3BIKYy APYTUX JIOJei
0e3 ux paspelreHus?

Ho mama, moxoike, yMHIHICS.

— Mosa Musa moetr «B oummaHuu BO3Me3IU»
moemy Tegnu. Kax Bam sto mpaBurca? — OH Ha-
KJOHUJICA, YTOOBI B3HEPOIIUTH MHE BOJIOCHI U IIO-
Tpenath Tenau mo myxJjoi meke. — YTo K, He Oyay
Tebe memaTrh. [Ipomoskaii. A S HCIOJHIO ATy IIap-
Tiui0. — Y OH mepexBaTUJ ¥ MEHS KOJISCKY.

Temepb MHe ObIIO HEJOBKO IIE€TH Mepea HUM, Tak
4TO A IPOCTO MblUajia AAJbIle, HO IIOTOM IIaia 3a-
meJ caM, M JaJIbllle Mbl THXOHBKO BEJH MEJIOIIIO
BOBoeM, moka Temmu me s3acuyi. Ilorom mama mpu-
JIOKUJI TIaJiel] K Iry0aM M JKeCTOM IM03BaJl MEeHs 3a
co0oi1 B TOCTHHYIO.

— Xouellb ChIrPATh B MIAXMAaThI? — CIIPOCHJI OH.
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He was always trying to teach me to play, but
I thought it was too much work for a supposed
game.

“How about checkers?” I asked.

“Sure.”

We played in silence. When it was Dad’s move,
I’d steal looks at him in his button-down shirt, try-
ing to remember the fast-fading picture of the guy
with peroxided hair and a leather jacket.

“Dad?”

“Hmm.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Always.”

“Are you sad that you aren’t in a band anymore?”

“Nope,” he said.

“Not even a little bit?”

Dad’s gray eyes met mine.

“What brought this all on?”

“I was talking to Gramps.”

“Oh, I see.”

“You do?”

Dad nodded.

“Gramps thinks that he somehow exerted pres-
sure on me to change my life.”

“Well, did he?”

“I suppose in an indirect way he did. By being
who he is, by showing me what a father is.”
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OH Bce BpeMs IIBITAJICA HaYYUTh MEHS UTPaTh, HO
MHe KasaJjioch, UTO 3Ta TaK Ha3biBaeMas Urpa Tpeoy-
eT CJIMIIKOM MHOTO Tpy/a.

— Kaxk macuer mamiek? — OpenoxuIa .

— A nmasaii.

Mpsr urpanu mosua. Bo BpeMsa mammrHOTO Xoma A
YKpPaIKOi CMOTpeJia Ha Hero, Ha 3aCTerHYTyIO0 Ha
BCe IIYTOBUIILI PyOaIlKy, CTapasch BLI3BATDH B IaMs-
TH OBICTPO TAIOIINII 00pas3 ImapHs ¢ 00eCIIBeUeHHbI-
MU BOJIOCAMU, B KOKAHOU KypPTKe.

— TIlam?

— Xm?

— MoxHO TebsA CIIPOCUThH?

— Bcerna.

— Tebe rpycTHO, UTO THI OOJIBIIIE HEe HT'PAEIIb
B rpynamne?

— He-a, — oTBeTuJ OH.

— CoBcem-coBcem?

ITanunb! cepble IIa3a BCTPETUINCH C MOMMU.

— C yero 9To THI BAPYT?

— §1 roBopusa ¢ geAyUIKOI.

— A, mousaTHO.

— INa?

ITama KuBHYI.

— JlenyIika gymMaeT, 4TO KaK-TO HaJaBUJ HA Me-
H$, YTOOBI UBMEHUTDH MOIO JKU3Hb.

— U uro, sT0 Ipasma?

— Tloskanyii, HEKMM KOCBEHHBIM 00pasoM — Ja.
OH IpocTOo OBLI caMUM CO0OIi 1 ITOKA3bIBAJ MHE, UTO
3HAYNUT «OTeI».
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“But you were a good dad when you played in
a band. The best dad. I wouldn’t want you to give
that up for me,” I said, feeling suddenly choked up.
“And I don’t think Teddy would, either.”

Dad smiled and patted my hand.

“Mia Oh-My-Uh. I’m not giving anything up.
It’s not an either-or proposition. Teaching or mu-
sic. Jeans or suits. Music will always be a part of
my life.”

“But you quit the band! Gave up dressing punk!”

Dad sighed.

“It wasn’t hard to do. I’d played that part of my
life out. It was time. I didn’t even think twice about
it, in spite of what Gramps or Henry might think.
Sometimes you make choices in life and sometimes
choices make you. Does that make any sense?”

I thought about the cello. How sometimes
I didn’t understand why I’d been drawn to it, how
some days it seemed as if the instrument had cho-
sen me. I nodded, smiled, and returned my atten-
tion to the game.

“King me,” I said.

4:57 AM.

I can’t stop thinking about “Waiting for Venge-
ance.” It’s been years since I’ve listened to or
thought of that song, but after Gramps left my
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— Ho 71 ObLT XOpOIIMM TIATIOH, KOTHAa WTrpas
B rpynme. CambIM Jy4mmM naimoii. I ObI He Xorena,
4TOOBI THI 3TO OpoCJI panu MeHA. — Mue BAPYT caa-
BuJIo ropso. — CoMHeBaoCh, uTo 1 Teanu ObI 3aX0Te.

ITama yapIOHyJICS ¥ MOXJIOIIAT MEHS II0 PYKe.

— Mus-Bor-Te-ua. I Huuero He 6pocaio. TyT Her
pacKjama «UJIU-UIU». YUUTEJIbCTBO WUJIU MYS3BIKA.
JoxmHCB nan KocToMbl. MysbIKa Bcerga OymeT ua-
CTHIO MO€H JKU3HMU.

— Ho 7581 e ymen us rpynmbi! Ilepectan oxe-
BaThCA KaK IMaHK!

ITama B3moxHYI.

— 9r0 OBLIO HETPYAHO cAesaaTh. S yiKe oThIrpas
aTy poab. IIpocro ymuio To Bpems. S maske He pas-
IYyMbBIBaJ 00 9TOM, UTO OBI TAM HU IIPEACTABJIAJIOCH
menyiike niau I'eupu. Horma B ;KU3HU BBIOMpPAEIIb
ThI, & WHOTA BbIOMpaT TebA. Thl uTO-HUOYAL ITO-
HUMaelb?

Mue mpwuiiia Ha yM BHOJIOHYEJb: BeOb s MOPOH
He TIOHMMaJia, IT0YeMy MeHs IOTAHYJIO0 K Hell, u aa-
JKe KasaJioch, OyATO 3TO OHa BhIOpaja MeHdA. I KuB-
HYyJIa, YABIOHYJIaCh U BEPHYJIACh K UTDeE.

— 1 B mamkax.

04:57

1 He mepecraio gymaTh 00 9TOI IecHe, «B oxu-
maHuu Bo3Me3aua». C Tex IOp Kak d ee cJyllaja
WIN Jaske IIPOCTO BCIIOMMHAJIA O HEM, MPOILINA To-
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bedside, I’ve been singing it to myself over and
over. Dad wrote the song ages ago, but now it feels
like he wrote it yesterday. Like he wrote it from
wherever he is. Like there’s a secret message in it
for me. How else to explain those lyrics? I’m not
choosing. But I’m running out of fight.

What does it mean? Is it supposed to be some
kind of instruction? Some clue about what my
parents would choose for me if they could? I try
to think about it from their perspectives. I know
they’d want to be with me, for us all to be together
again eventually. But I have no idea if that even
happens after you die, and if it does, it’ll happen
whether I go this morning or in seventy years. What
would they want for me now? As soon as I pose the
question, I can see Mom’s pissed-off expression.
She’d be livid with me for even contemplating any-
thing but staying. But Dad, he understood what
it meant to run out of fight. Maybe, like Gramps,
he’d understand why I don’t think I can stay.

I’m singing the song, as if buried within its lyr-
ics are instructions, a musical road map to where
I’m supposed to go and how to get there.

I’m singing and concentrating and singing and
thinking so hard that I barely register Willow’s re-
turn to the ICU, barely notice that she’s talking
to the grumpy nurse, barely recognize the steely
determination in her tone.
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Ibl, ¥ BOT Tellepb, IIOCJEe YXOma AeAyIIKH, I CHOBA
¥ CHOBA II010 ee mpo cebs1. [lama cOunHMI 9Ty ITeCHIO
JaBHBIM-IAaBHO, HO Telepb MHE KasKeTCs, YTO OHa
HanucaHna Buepa. OHa CJIOBHO IPHUIILJIA OTTyHa, TZe
oH cettuac. CJI0BHO OH OTHPABUJI JJIA MEHS TAWHYIO
BecTOuKy. Kak ele o0OBACHUTL 9TU CTPOKU: «f1 He
BBIOMPAIO, HO A yCTaJ OT OOPHOBI U ApPaK» ?

Yro xe oHM o3HauaroT? MOKeT, 9TO KaK0Oe-TO
ykasaume? Kakoii-To HaMeK Ha TO, UTO BhIOPAIU OBbI
IJIsT MeHS poauTenu, ecau 661 Morau? S mpobyio mo-
CMOTpPeTh Ha ce0d MX IyiadaMu. 3HaAI0, OHU XOTEJHU
ObI OBITH CO MHOM, 4TOOBI BCE€ MBI B KOHIIE KOHIIOB
okasasuch BMecTe. TOTBKO 5 IIOHATUS He NMEI0, UTO
BOOOIIIE IIPOUCXOAUT ITOCae cMepTu. Ecau MbI U Tak
OyzeM BMecTe, PasBe TaK BaKHO, YMPY S CETOIHS
WJIN JIeT yepes3 ceMbaecaT? Yero ObI pOoUTEIN XOTe-
Ju nJs MeHs cefivac? Ensa 3agas cebe 9TOT BoIpoc,
A BMJKY MaMWHO THeBHoe Juro. OHa ObI pasosiu-
Jlach HAa MeHs OasKe 3a MBICIAb O ueM-JI1ub60, Kpome
«ocTaTbcsa». Ho mama moHmMMAJ, YTO 3HAUYUT yCTATh
ot 0opnObI. HaBepHOe, OH ObI, KaK U AeAyIlKa, II0-
HSAJ MOU COMHEHUA.

§1 moro manuuHy mecHo, GYATO B €e CTPOKaxX 3a-
KJIIOUeHBI TOUHBIE yKasaHusA, My3bIKajJbHas KapTa
IOpOTH: Kya MHe CJaelyeT UATHA U KaK Ty1a IOIacThb.

§1 moro m gymMar TakK COCPeIOTOYEeHHO, UTO eaBa
3aMeuaro, KaK B I1ajlaTy BO3BpallaeTcsa YUJJIOoy, eJBa
CJIBIITY, KAK OHA TOBOPUT C BOPUJINBOM MeICEeCTpoii,
elBa y3HAIO CTAJIbHYIO PEIINMOCTE B €e T'oJIoce.
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Had I been paying attention, I might have real-
ized that Willow was lobbying for Adam to be able
to visit me. Had I been paying attention, I might
have somehow got away before Willow was — as
always — successful.

I don’t want to see him now. I mean, of course
I do. I ache to. But I know that if I see him, I’m
going to lose the last wisp of peacefulness that
Gramps gave me when he told me that it was okay
to go. I’m trying to summon the courage to do what
I have to do. And Adam will complicate things.
I try to stand up to get away, but something has
happened to me since I went back into surgery. I no
longer have the strength to move. It takes all my
effort to sit upright in my chair. I can’t run away;
all T can do is hide. I curl my knees into my chest
and close my eyes.

I hear Nurse Ramirez talking to Willow.

“I’1l take him over,” she says.

And for once, the grumpy nurse doesn’t order
her back to her own patients.

“That was a pretty boneheaded move you pulled
earlier,” I hear her tell Adam.

“I know,” Adam answers. His voice is a throaty
whisper, the way it gets after a particularly screa-
my concert. “I was desperate.”
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Ecau Ob1 51 3amMeTusa Bce 9TO BOBpPeMs, TO, MO-
JKeT, IOHsAJAa Obl, YTO YUJLJIOY IIbITAeTCA IPOTAIIUTD
Ko MHe Anmama. Ecau Obl a4 oOpaTuia BHEIMAaHNIE Ha
IPOMCXOAAIIEee PAIOM CO MHOM, TO cMOrJIa ObI Kyzaa-
HUOYIb cOeKaTh, IPekae ueM YUJLIOY, KaK OOBIYHO,
mobuyach yciexa.

s He xX0ouy ero BuueTrsh ceituac. Hy, To ecTb, KO-
HEYHO JKe, X0Uy — IPAMO-TaKu a0 cMepTHu xouy. Ho
3HAI0, YTO €CJIU YBUIKY €T0, TO IIOTEPSAI0 Te II0CTe-
HUEe OCTAaTKW AYIIeBHOTO MWPAa U TOKOA, KOTOPBIE
MHe MOJapuJ JeAyIIKa, CKasaB, UTO d BIIOJHE MO-
Iy 3ax0TeThb yiTu. §fl mpiTatoch coOpaThbCs C AYXOM,
4yTOOBI CZeJIaTh TO, YTO HYKHO, a AJlaM Bce yCJIOXK-
HUT. I mpobyio BcTaTh, 4TOOBI yOpaThCcA ITOLaJIbIIE,
HO YTO-TO M3MEHUJIOCh BO MHE C Te€X IIOpP, KaK MeHs
CHOBa yBe3JI B OIEPAIlMOHHYI0. Y MeHs OOJIbIle
HeT CUJI IBUTAThCH, JaKe CUeHNe Ha CTyJe Tpedyer
OTrPOMHOTO HAIIPSAKeHusd. S He Mory yoexarb — Mo-
Ty TOJILKO CIIPATATHCA. 1 IPMKMMAaI0 KOJIeH! K I'Py-
IV U 3aKPBIBAIO IIasa.

C Yuinoy ceiiuac pasroBapuBaet cectpa Pamupec.

— {1 mpuraaKy 3a HUM, — TOBOPHUT OHA.

W B aTOT pas BopunmBas MejcecTpa He BEJUT e
BEPHYTHCA K €e COOCTBEHHBIM HAI[EHTaM.

— To, 4TO THI TYT YCTPOMJ, OBLIO YKACHO TJIy-
mo, — oOpaiaerca oHa K Axzamy.

— § smar, — orBeuaer Amam. Ero rosioc 3By-
YUT TPUAYIITEHHO U TUXO0, TAKUM OH CTAHOBUTCS II0-
cJie 0cO0eHHO TPOMKMX KOHIEpPTOoB. — 1 GBLI B OT-
YasgHUU.
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“No, you were romantic,” she tells him.

“I was idiotic. They said she was doing better be-
fore. That she’d come off the ventilator. That she
was getting stronger. But after I came in here that
she got worse. They said her heart stopped on the
operating table...” Adam trails off.

“And they got it started. She had a perforated
bowel that was slowly leaking bile into her abdomen
and it threw her organs out of whack. This kind of
thing happens all the time, and it had nothing to
do with you. We caught it and fixed it and that’s
what matters.”

“But she was doing better,” Adam whispers. He
sounds so young and vulnerable, like Teddy used
to sound when he got the stomach flu. “And then
I came in and she almost died.”

His voice chokes into a sob. The sound of it
wakes me up like a bucket of ice water dropped
down my shirt. Adam thinks that he did this to
me? No! That’s beyond absurd. He’s so wrong.

“And I almost stayed in Puerto Rico to marry
a fat SOB,” the nurse snaps. “But I didn’t. And
I have a different life now. Almost don’t matter.
You got to deal with the situation at hand. And
she’s still here.” She whips the privacy curtain
around my bed. “In you go,” she tells Adam.
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— Her, ThI IPOCTO POMAHTHK, — BO3pasKaeT
cecrtpa.

— $1 ugmor, BoT a4 KTo. I'oBOpHMIM, UTO el y:Ke
JIy4Ile, YTO ee OTKJIIYMJIN OT pecuuparopa. Ho mo-
cJIie TOro Kak s mpulles, ei crago xy:xe. Ckasanu, ee
cep/Ie OCTAaHOBUJIOCH HA OIIEPAIlMOHHOM CTOJIe... —
Anmam ymMoJKaer.

— U ero 3aBesu cHOBa. ¥ Hee OKasaJach IIpobu-
Ta KHUIIKA, OTTyJa B OPIOIIHYIO IIOJOCTH MEIJIEHHO
BBITEKAJIA KeJUb, M OT 9TOTO0 IPOUYNE OPTaHBI BBI-
uiu u3 ctpod. Takoe cayuaeTcs OUueHb YacTO, U YK
oT Te0A HUKAK He 3aBucesio. Mbl BOBpeMs Bce OTJIO-
BUJIM U HUCIPABUJIN, U 5TO IJIaBHOE.

— Ho eit Xe cTaHOBMJIOCH JyUllle, — IIETYET
Apam. ¥V Hero cefiuac Takoi sKe IOHBIM 1 0e33alUT-
HBIA roJioc, Kak y Tegam, Korma TOT IIOAXBATUIL JKe-
JIYIOYHBIN I'PUIII. — A TIOTOM fA BOIIEJ, U OHA UYTh
He yMepJa.

Ero rosoc mpepniBaeTcsi BCXJIUIIBIBAHUEM. OTOT
3BYK BCTPAXMBAET MeHs, OyATO MHe Ha pyOalIky
OIIPOKUHYJIU BeApo JeAAHOH BoAbl. Amam mymaer,
uyro 9To0 oH BuHOBaT? Het! Takoit abcypa y:xe HU
B Kakue Bopora He JeseT. OH JKe Bce HEIIPaBUJILHO
TIOHSII.

— A s uyTh He ocTasiach B [IyapTo-Puko u He BbI-
IIJIa 3aMy’K 3a CTAPOro KMPHOTO CYKWHA ChIHA, —
pABKaeT B OTBeT MejacecTpa. — Ho He ocrajach.
W remepns y MeHA coBceM apyras JKU3Hb. «UyTb»
Huuero He 3HauuT. Hy:XHO MMeTh IeJ0 C TeM, UTO
ecThb ceifuac. A ceifuac oHa cHoBa 3mechk. — CecTpa
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I force my head up and my eyes open. Adam.
God, even in this state, he is beautiful. His eyes
are dipping with fatigue. He’s sprouting stubble,
enough of it that if we were to make out, it would
make my chin raw. He is wearing his typical band
uniform of a T-shirt, skinny pegged pants, and
Converse, with Gramps’s plaid scarf draped over
his shoulders.

When he first sees me, he blanches, like I’m some
hideous Creature from the Black Lagoon. I do look
pretty bad, hooked back up to the ventilator and
a dozen other tubes, the dressing from my latest
surgery seeping blood. But after a moment, Adam
exhales loudly and then he’s just Adam again. He
searches around, like he’s dropped something and
then finds what he’s looking for: my hand.

“Jesus, Mia, your hands are freezing.” He squats
down, takes my right hand into his, and careful
to not bump into my tubes and wires, draws his
mouth to them, blowing warm air into the shelter
he’s created. “You and your crazy hands.” Adam is
always amazed at how even in middle of summer,
even after the sweatiest of encounters, my hands
stay cold. I tell him it’s bad circulation but he
doesn’t buy it because my feet are usually warm.
He says I have bionic hands, that this is why I’'m
such a good cello player.
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3aJIeprUBaeT PasmeJUTeJbHYIO IIITOPY BOKPYT MOeEH
KpoBaTu u BeauT Agamy: — 3axomu.

§1 BacraBusAw cebsa MOJHATL T'OJOBY U OTKDPHITH
rnaza. Amam. Boike, maske B TaKOM COCTOAHUU OH
KpacuB. Ero miasa 3amaysu ot ycramoctu. Ha muie
oTpocJia IeTHHa — OOCTATOYHAaA, 4TOOBI 000ApaTh
MHe TOoH0OpPOIOK mpu Imoreaye. Ha Hem oObIuHAasA
KOHIlepTHaA ofexna — (yThosKa, 00TArnBaroIue
pBaHbIe INTAaHBI U «KOHBEPCBI», C IIJI€Y CBUCAET
KJIeTUaThIi AedyIIKUH mapd.

VYBuIEB MeHsA, OH Pe3Ko OJegHeeT — Kak OyATo IIe-
pen HUM Kakag-HUOyAb UyJOBUIIHAA TBAph u3 «dep-
HOI JaryHbI». Sl BBITVISAKY OOBOJIBHO IIJIOXO, CHOBa
TMOAKJII0UeHA K PecIupaTopy U MI0KHHE APYTUX TPY-
0oueK; CKBO3b ITOBA3KU, HAJOKEHHBIE B IOCJEeTHEHN
orepanunu, MPocTymnaeT KpoBb. OMHAKO Uepes3 CeKyHIY
AJaM TPOMKO BBIIBIXAET U OIATH CTAHOBUTCS CAMUM
co6oii. OH mapuT Io KPoBaTHU, CJIOBHO UTO-TO YPOHWII,
¥ HaKOHeI[ HAIllyIbIBAeT TO, YTO UCKAJ: MOIO PYKY.

— Tocmongu, Musa, y Tebsa :Ke PyKH cOBCceM 3a-
mepaau. — OH omycKaeTcs Ha KOPTOYKU, Oeper
MOIO IIPaBYIO JIAJJOHb B CBOM, OCTOPOXKHO, UTOOBI
He 3aJeTh TPYOKU U IPOBOMIA, HAKJIOHSAETCA U IyeT
TEIJIBIM BO3JYXOM B CJIOMKEHHBIH ITajamuk. — TbI
U TBOUM HEBO3MOXKHBIE PYKU. — Anam Bcerja mopa-
JKaeTcs TOMY, KaK Jaske IMOCPeAM JieTa, JaiKe Iocye
CaMBIX JKapPKUX O0BATUN MOU PYKHU OCTAIOTCA XOJIOZ-
HBIMH. S TOBOPIO €My, UTO BCe [IeJI0 B ILJIOXOH I[UP-
KyJAIUY KPOBHU, a OH He BEPUT: Belb HOTU y MEHs
00b1uHO Terible. OH yTBep:KIaeT, YTO MHe IpuaeIa-
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I watch him warm my hands as he has done a
thousand times before. I think of the first time
he did it, at school, sitting on the lawn, as if it
were the most natural thing in the world. I also
remember the first time he did it in front of my
parents. We were all sitting on the porch on Christ-
mas Eve, drinking cider. It was freezing outside.
Adam grabbed my hands and blew on them. Teddy
giggled. Mom and Dad didn’t say anything, just
exchanged a quick look, something private that
passed between them and then Mom smiled rue-
fully at us.

I wonder if I tried, if I could feel him touch-
ing me. If T were to lie down on top of myself in
the bed, would I become one with my body again?
Would I feel him then? If I reached out my ghostly
hand to his, would he feel me? Would he warm the
hands he cannot see?

Adam drops my hand and steps forward to look
at me. He is standing so close that I can almost
smell him and I’m overpowered by the need to
touch him. It’s basic, primal, and all-consuming
the way a baby needs its mother’s breast. Even
though I know, if we touch, a new tug-of-war —
one that will be even more painful than the quiet
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Jau OnoMexaHMYeCKue PYKH, II09TOMY-TO S TakK 370-
POBO UTpaio HA BUOJIOHYEJIN.

s cmoTpio, Kak OH corpeBaeT MO0 JIaJOHb, —
TOYHO TakK Ke, KaK ThICAUY pas [0 aToro. B mamsaru
BCILJIBIBAET, KaK OH CJeJiaJ 9TO B TEPBBIN pas: Ha
IIKOJILHOM ra3oHe, Kak OyATOo 3To ObLIa camasi ecTe-
CTBeHHAs Belllb Ha cBeTe. Sl TakiKe IOMHIO, KaK OH
BIIEPBLIE IIPOEJIAJ 3TO Iepe] MOUMU POAUTEIIMU.
Brein kanyn PoixaecTBa, MBI Bce CUIENIM HA Teppace,
nonuBasa cunp. CHapy:KM IOAMOpPasKHMBajo. Amam
crped Mou JIALOHU W CTaJ AyTh Ha Hux. Temmu 3a-
XuxuKaJg. Pogurenn HuUero He cKasajau, TOJIbKO 00-
MEHSJINCH OBICTPLIM B3IVIALOM — YeM-TO JMYHBIM,
TOJIbKO CBOMM, — a IIOTOM MaMa IIOHMMAIOIe HaM
YIBIOHYJIAC.

Wurepecuo, cmoria ObI s, ecau ObI IIocTapa-
Jach, IMOYYBCTBOBAaTh ero mnpukocHoBeHusa? Ecin
ObI A JierJia cBepXy Ha Ty cebs, KoTopas Ha KpoBa-
TH, cTaja Obl I CHOBA OJHHM IIEJLIM CO CBOMM Te-
agom? IlouyBcTBOoBajsa Obl A ero Torma? Ecuau ObI a
KOCHYJIach IPU3PAUYHON PYKOU €ro PyKU, OIILYTHJI
661 0H 9T0? CTas OBl corpeBaTh JaJOHN, KOTOPBIX He
BUIUT?

AnaMm oTIIycKaeT MOIO PYKY, IIPUABUTAETCs OJIu-
JKe ¥ cMOTPUT Ha MeHs. OH CTOUT Tak OJM3KO, UTO
s HOYTH YYBCTBYIO €T0 3amax, U MeHs OXBaTbIBaeT
HeIpeomoJnMOe KeJlaHue TOTPOHYTHCS 10 Hero. ITo
YTO-TO TIIYOMHHOE, IIePBOOBITHOE U BCEIIOTJIOIIAIO-
1mee — KakK TAra pebeHKa K MaTePUHCKOH TPYIu.
U Bensw s 3HAIO: ecaau MBI KOCHEMCSA APYT Apyra, Hau-
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one Adam and I have been waging these past few
months — will begin.

Adam is mumbling something now. In a low
voice. Over and over he is saying:

please. Please. Please. Please. Please. Please.
Please. Please. Please. Please. Finally, he stops
and looks at my face. “Please, Mia,” he implores.
“Don’t make me write a song.”

I’d never expected to fall in love. I was never the
kind of girl who had crushes on rock stars or fan-
tasies about marrying Brad Pitt. I sort of vaguely
knew that one day I’d probably have boyfriends
(in college, if Kim’s prediction was anything to go
by) and get married. I wasn’t totally immune to
the charms of the opposite sex, but I wasn’t one of
those romantic, swoony girls who had pink fluffy
daydreams about falling in love.

Even as I was falling in love — full throttle, in-
tense, can’t-erase-that-goofy-smile love — I didn’t
really register what was happening. When I was
with Adam, at least after those first few awkward
weeks, I felt so good that I didn’t bother thinking
about what was going on with me, with us. It just
felt normal and right, like slipping into a hot bub-
ble bath. Which isn’t to say we didn’t fight. We ar-
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HeTcA HOBOe MepeTaTrnBaHMe KaHaTa — U OHO OyzeT
eme Oojie3sHeHHee TOM TUXOH 00PHOBI, KOTOPYIO MBI
BeJI B IOCJIEZHVE HECKOJBKO MECHAIEB.

Temepb OoH uTO-TO GOpMOUeT, Tuxo-TMxX0. CHOBa
¥ CHOBA TIOBTOPSAET:

— Iloxkanyiicra. Iloxkamyiicra. Ilo:kamyiicra.
ITo:xkamyiicra. Ilosxkamyiicra. Ilosxamyiicra. Ilosxa-
ayticra. Iloxkanyiicra. Iloskasmyiicra. Iloskamyii-
crta. — Hakoner AmaM 3aMOJIKAeT 1 CMOTPUT MHe
B auro: — Ilomkanyiicra, Musa, — ymoaseTr oH, —
He BBIHYKJAall MeHSA NUCATh MECHIO.

51 HUKOTZa He mpeAIIogaraia, YTo TaK BJIOOJIIOCH.
Hwuxkorna, kKak HeKOTOpbIe AeBUYOHKH, S HE TepsJja Io-
JIOBY OT POK-3Be3[ U He (paHTasupoBaJia, UTO BHINIY
3amy:x 3a Bpama Ilurra. {I cmyTHO mpegnosnaradia,
YTO KOTHAa-HUOYAb, HaBEPHOE, Y MEHS MOABUTCS Ta-
PeHb (B YHUBEPCUTETE, €CJIU BEPUTH IPEICKABAHMIO
Kum) u MmHe 3axouercs BbIliTH 3amy:k. He To uTo-
ObI A ObIJIa COBEPIIEHHO HEeBOCIPUUMUMBA K UapaM
IIPOTUBOIIOJIOKHOTO TI0JIa, HO PO30BHIE I'PE3bI JTIOOBU
MeHs He MYUYWJIN, KAK MHOTMX POMaHTUYHBIX, BOC-
TOPYKEHHBIX JeBUIL.

Haxxke Korma s ysKe BJIIOOJSAIach — TOU caMoit
CTPEMUTEILHOM, HBIIKON JI000BBIO, KOTZA HE MO-
JKeIllb CTepeTh C JIMIa TWIYIYyH YJIBIOKYy, — A He
moHMMAaJa, YTo mpoucxonut. Korma mMbl ¢ Agamom
ObLIM BMecTe (II0 KpaiiHel mMepe, IOCJIe TeX IePBBIX
HEeJIOBKUX HeJesb), MHe CTaHOBUJIOCH TaK XOPOIIIO,
YTO I M He AyMaJjia PasMBINLIATH O MPOUCXOAAIIEM
CcO MHOM — c HaMHu. Bce Kasajoch TaKuM JKe ecTe-
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gued over lots of stuff: him not being nice enough
to Kim, me being antisocial at shows, how fast he
drove, how I stole the covers. I got upset because
he never wrote any songs about me. He claimed he
wasn’t good with sappy love songs:

“If you want a song, you’ll have to cheat on
me or something,” he said, knowing full well that
wasn’t going to happen.

This past fall, though, Adam and I started to
have a different kind of fight. It wasn’t even a
fight, really. We didn’t shout. We barely even ar-
gued, but a snake of tension quietly slithered into
our lives. And it seemed like it all started with my
Juilliard audition.

“So did you knock them dead?” Adam asked me
when I got back. “They gonna let you in with a full
scholarship?”

I had a feeling that they were going to let me
in, at least — even before I told Professor Chris-
tie about the one judge’s “long time since we’ve
had an Oregon country girl” comment, even before
she hyperventilated because she was so convinced
this was a tacit promise of admission. Something
had happened to my playing in that audition; I had
broken through some invisible barrier and could fi-
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CTBEHHBIM ¥ NPABUJbHBIM, KaK IOTPYy:KeHUEe B TO-
pAYYyI0 BaHHY C MEHOH. ITO He 3HAUUT, OYATO MBI
He CCOPMJINCH U He 0OpoJuCh APYr ¢ Apyrom. Mebl
CHOPUJIM MO KyYe IIOBOAOB: OH HEIOCTATOYHO MU
¢ Kuwm, g :KMych o yriaM Ha KOHIIePTax, OH CJIUIII-
KOM OBICTPO BOJAUT, S BO CHE CTACKMBAIO C HErO Ofie-
sino. §1 oropuajiach, YTO OH He IUIIET PO MEHJ Iec-
HU. AfamM 3asiBJISAJ, YTO €My He CJAHIIKOM XOPOIIO
yIaeTcs CIIOHSBas JI000BHAS JUPHUKA.

«Ecau xouemnrs mecHio, TO Tebe TpUAETCS MHe
U3MEHUTh UK OOMaHyTb, B O0IIEM, OTMOUYUTH UTO-
HuOyAb 9TaKoe», — TOBOPUJ OH, IIPEKpPacHO 3Hasd,
YTO TAKOTO HEe CIYUUTCS.

IIpominoii oceHbIo MBI ¢ AZaMOM HAYAJIU APYTYIO
60pn0y. Ha camom mese aTo maske He ObLIO OOPHOOIi:
MBI He Pyrajuch W He opajud APYr Ha apyra. Ml
Jajke IIOYTHU He CIOPMJIM, HO B HAINY JKU3Hb TUXO
BIIOJI3JIA 3Melika Hampsi:keHHocTu. Kasasoch, Bce
HAYaJI0Ch C MOETo IIPOCayIuBauus B [Kyabape.

— Hy xax, TbI cpasuia ux HamoBaJ? — CIPOCHUJI
meHsa Agam, Korma s BepHyJaack. — Te0s mpuHMMA-
0T Ha MOJHYIO CTUIIEHINIO?

V MeHs CJI0KUJIOCH OIIYIeHNe, UTO MEeHs U IpaB-
Ia TPUMYT JaKe paHbllle, UeM S paccKasaja IIpo-
deccopy Kpuctu o sameuaHuu OJHOTO M3 UJEHOB
KOMMCCHUM HACYET JAaBHO HE BUJEHHBIX «JIePEBEH-
CKUX JeBouek us3 Operona», gake mpexzie, 4eM MO
YUHUTEJbHUIIA UYyTh HE 3aJ0XHYyJIach OT BOCTOPTA,
ybOe:xIeHHasd, UYTO 3TO 3aByaJUPOBaHHOE obellaHue
HOCTYILJIEHUsA. UTO-TO CJIIyYMJIOCh C MOEH WUIpou
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nally play the pieces like I heard them being played
in my head, and the result had been something
transcendent: the mental and physical, the techni-
cal and emotional sides of my abilities all finally
blending. Then, on the drive home, as Gramps and
I were approaching the California-Oregon border,
I just had this sudden flash — a vision of me lug-
ging a cello through New York City. And it was
like I knew, and that certainty planted itself in my
belly like a warm secret. I’m not the kind of person
who’s prone to premonitions or overconfidence, so
I suspected that there was more to my flash than
magical thinking.

“I did okay,” I told Adam, and as I said it, I real-
ized that I’d just straight-out lied to him for the
first time, and that this was different from all the
lying by omission I’d been doing before.

I had neglected to tell Adam that I was apply-
ing to Juilliard in the first place, which was actu-
ally harder than it sounded. Before I sent in my
application, I had to practice every spare moment
with Professor Christie to fine-tune the Shostako-
vich concerto and the two Bach suites. When Adam
asked me why I was so busy, I gave purposely vague
excuses about learning tough new pieces. I justified
this to myself because it was technically true. And
then Professor Christie arranged for me to have a
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mepen ToW MyOJIUKOII — g MpoOmMIach yepes KaKow-
TO HEBUJUMBIN O6apbep M CMOIVIA HAKOHEI[ ChIrPATh
mbechl TaK, KaK CJblIIajia UX y cebda B TOJIOBe,
U pe3yJIbTaT IMOJYyUUJICS BOJIIEOHBIM: YMCTBEHHBIE
U (pusnyeckre, TeXHUUYECKUE U SMOIMOHAJIbHBIE
TpPaHU MOUX CIIOCOOHOCTEH HaKOHEeI[ COULINCH BMe-
cTe m camauch BoenuwHo. Ilorom, mo IIyTu AOMOW,
KOrZla MBI C JeAYIIKOH MPUOJMMKAIUCH K T'PAHUIE
Kamudpopuus — Operox, y MeHs BHE3AITHO BO3HUK-
JI0 BUEHHe: A BOJOKY BuOJIoHUeab 0 Heio-Fopky.
§ kax OyaTo TOUHO y3HaJa Oyayilee, U 9Ta YBEpPeH-
HOCTh IyCTUJIa KOPHU B MOEH Jylile, CJIOBHO TeILIasd
cepaeuHas taiiHa. [IocKOIbKY 00BIUHO A He CKJIOHHA
K OPeIYyBCTBUSAM WU UPE3MEPHOH caMOyBepPeHHO-
CTH, A MPEAIOJOKNAIA, YTO MOe BUAEHNE POAUJIOCH
He TOJBbKO U3 MarmdyecKOTO MBIIIIeHUS.

— §1 HopmasnBHO ceIrpaia, — OTBeTHJIa A Axamy
U TYT JKe MOHsJIa, YTO BIIEPBbIE COBPaJia eMy B JIUI[O
U 3TO y:Ke COBCEeM He Te HeIOMOJIBKM, KOTOpPhIE S II0-
3BOJIsJIa cebe mpekie.

CuauaJja a4 He coOpaJiach ¢ IyXOM CKasaThb Ana-
My, YTO momaio 3adBieHue B J[)KynabApm, — a aTo
OKasaJioch KyJa TpyJaHee, UeM MOTJIO OBbI MMOKAa3aTh-
csa. IIpe:xae ueM OoTHOpaBUTHL 3asBIeHUE, MHE MIPU-
NIJOCh KaKAYI0 CBOOOAHYI0O MUHYTKY 3aHUMATBLCS
¢ mpodeccopom Kpucrtu, uToOBI JOBECTH IO COBEP-
meHcTBa KoHuept IllocrakoBuua u aBe crouTsl Ba-
xa. Korma Amam cropammBasi, moyemMy s Tak 3aHs-
Ta, S HAMEPeHHO PAaCILILIBUATO TOBOPHUJA, UTO Pas-
yuuBaio HOBBIE CJIOKHBIE TTheCchl. I ompaBabIBaIach
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recording session at the university so I could sub-
mit a high-quality CD to Juilliard. I had to be at
the studio at seven in the morning on a Sunday and
the night before I’d pretended to be feeling out of
sorts and told Adam he probably shouldn’t stay
over. I’d justified that fib, too. I was feeling out
of sorts because I was so nervous. So, it wasn’t a
real lie. And besides, I thought, there was no point
in making a big fuss about it. I hadn’t told Kim,
either, so it wasn’t like Adam was getting special
deception treatment.

But after I told him I’d only done okay at the
audition, I had the feeling that I was wading into
quicksand, and that if I took one more step, there’d
be no extricating myself and I’d sink until I suf-
focated. So I took a deep breath and heaved myself
back onto solid ground.

“Actually, that’s not true,” I told Adam. “I did
really well. I played better than I ever have in my
life. It was like I was possessed.”

Adam’s first reaction was to smile with pride.

“I wish I could’ve seen that.” But then his eyes
clouded over and his lips fell into a frown. “Why’d
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mepen coboii, uTo (popMaIbHO 3TO IpaBga. A IOTOM
npodeccop Kpuctu goroBopuiach A MeHS O 3a-
OUCY B YHUBEPCUTETE, UYTOOBI s CMOTJIA IIpejacTa-
BUTHh B JKyJIbapA AUCK XOpollero KadectBa. MHe
HYKHO OBLJIO IPUHTH B CTYAUIO B CEMb yTpPa B BOC-
KpeceHbe, II09TOMY MPEAbIAYIINM Be4epoM s IPU-
TBOpPUJIACh HEMHOTO OOJBbHOW U cKasasma Amgamy,
YTO eMy, II0Kallyii, He CTOUT OCTaBaThCA HA HOUb.
ITo BpaHbe A TOXKe mepen coboii ommpasaaa. §1 mei-
CTBUTEJBHO ILJIOXO ce0s YyBCTBOBAJA, MIOTOMY UTO
cTpaIlHo HepBHMUYAaJJA. Tak 4ToO U 9TO He OBLIO Ha-
cTosIneii JoxKbi0. KpoMe Toro, s moJiaraja, 4To HET
CcMbICJIa TOAHUMATEL OGOJIBIION IIYM BOKPYT IIOCTY-
miaenusa. Kum A Toxke HUYEro He cKasaja 1, 3HAUUT,
He MPOosBUJIa 0CO00H HEUECTHOCTHU II0 OTHOIIEHUIO
K Agamy.

Ho, orBeTuB emy, uTO Ha IPOCJYIIMBAHUUN ChI-
rpaJjia BCero JHUIIb HOPMAaJbHO, S OIYyTHJA, OYATO
IOJI0 MHOI pasBeps3JINch 3bI0OyUMe ITeCKu, OYATO elle
mar — ¥ MHe y:Ke OyZeT He BbIOpaThCsA: s OyAy TO-
HYTb, IIOKa He 3aJ0xXHych. Taxk uTo g Habpaja IIo-
0oJibllle BO3AyXa 1 PBaHyJach Ha TBEPAYIO 3€MJIIO.

— Ha camowm gesie 37O HempaBaa, — IpU3HaIach
a Agamy. — $§1 cwirpasa mo-HaACTOAIEMY 340POBO.
§1 mrpana syurne, ueM Korma-imbo B CBOEH JKUBHMU.
IIpamo xrak omep:KkuMas.

ITepBoii peakiueit Amama ObLiTa yJabIOKa TOPHO-
CTHU 3a MeHH.

— XoreJ ObI 5 3TO YBUAETH, — CKa3aJl OH, HO I10-
TOM €ero Ijiasa 3aTyMaHUJINCh, a TyObl HEJOBOJIHHO
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you downplay it?” he asked. “Why didn’t you call
me after the audition to brag?”

“T don’t know,” I said.
“Well, this is great news,” Adam said, trying to
mask his hurt. “We should be celebrating.”

“Okay, let’s celebrate,” I said, with a forced gai-
ety. “We can go to Portland Saturday. Go to the
Japanese Gardens and go out for dinner at Beau
Thai.”

Adam grimaced.

“I can’t. We’re playing in Olympia and Seattle
this weekend. Minitour. Remember? I’d love for
you to come, but I don’t know if that’s really a cel-
ebration for you. But I’ll be back Sunday late af-
ternoon. I can meet you in Portland Sunday night
if you want.”

“I can’t. I’m playing in a string quartet at some
professor’s house. What about next weekend?”

Adam looked pained.

“We’re in the studio the next couple weekends,
but we can go out during the week somewhere.
Around here. To the Mexican place?”

“Sure. The Mexican place,” I said.

Two minutes before, I hadn’t even wanted to
celebrate, but now I was feeling dejected and in-
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ciRaJnch. — 3aueM Tebe TTOHAMO0UIOCH TPUYMEHbB-
maTtb? — cupocus oH. — Ilouemy ThI He TO3BOHMJIA
MHe II0CJIe TIPOCJYIINBAHUA, UYTOOBI IIOXBACTATHC ?

— He 3unaio, — oTBeTuia 1.

— Hy uTo K, mpeKkpacHble HOBOCTH, — CKasaj
Agpam, crapasch CKpbITh 0o0umy. — Hamo 0wl oT-
Ipa3agHOBaTh.

— JlagHo, maBaii mpa3mgHOBATh, — C HAUTPAHHOM
BECEJIOCThIO coryacuiach . — MOMKHO YCTPOUTH
MOPTIEHACKYI0 cy60oTry. IToOoposurs mo AmoHCKUM
cagam, moobenats B «Bo Tai».

Amam ckopuus rpuMacy.

— §1 me mory. M&I B aTu BBIXOJHEIe urpaem B Cu-
amie u Onumnuu. MuHU-TaCTPOIU, TOMHUIIEL? S OBbI
OUYeHb XOTeJ, UTOOBI THI Toexaja, HO He 3Haio, Oy-
IeT Ju 9TO s TebA TaKuM yiK nmpasguukoM. Ho s
BepHYCh B BOCKpeceHbe aHeM. MoiKeM BCTPETUTHCS
BEUEPOM IIOPTJIEHICKOTO BOCKPECEHbs, MIPSIMO TaM,
ecJU XOUelllb.

— He mory. f urpaio B cTpyHHOM KBapTeTe IoMa
y KaKoro-To mmpodeccopa. A Kak HACUeT CJAeIYIOIINX
BBIXOJIHBIX?

Anam cTpagabuecKyu MOMOPIIUJICS.

— Cuenyrolyio mapy BbIXOMAHBIX MBI CUIUM B CTY-
IUU, HO MOXKHO KyIa-HUOYIbh CXOMWTH Ha Hemee.
Kyna-uubynp mobam:xe. B MeKcuKkaucKuii pectopan?

— OrnauuHo. B MeKcUKaHCKUI pecTopaH, — CKa-
3aJia d.

3a IBe MUHYTHI IO TOTO fA JasKe He coOmpaach
HUYEro OTMeuaTb, HO Teleph IMOYYBCTBOBAaJsia cels
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sulted at being relegated to a midweek dinner at
the same place we always went to.

When Adam graduated from high school last
spring and moved out of his parents’ place and
into the House of Rock, I hadn’t expected much to
change. He’d still live nearby. We’d still see each
other all the time. I’d miss our little powwows in
the music wing, but I would also be relieved to have
our relationship out from under the microscope of
high school.

But things had changed when Adam moved into
the House of Rock and started college, though not
for the reasons I’d thought they would. At the be-
ginning of the fall, just as Adam was getting used
to college life, things suddenly started heating up
with Shooting Star. The band was offered a record
deal with a medium-size label based in Seattle
and now were busy in the studio recording. They
were also playing more shows, to larger and larger
crowds, almost every weekend. Things were so hec-
tic that Adam had dropped half his course load and
was going to college part-time, and if things kept
up at this rate, he was thinking of dropping out
altogether.

“There are no second chances,” he told me.

I was genuinely excited for him. I knew that
Shooting Star was something special, more than
just a college-town band. I hadn’t minded Adam’s

396



Ecnu a octaHycb

YAPYYEHHON M OCKOPOJIEHHOM, OTTOTO UTO IIPasm-
HUYHBIA YKUH HepeaBUHYJCA Ha OygHUII Beuep, aa
elfe B TAaKOM IITPO3aMYHOM MECTe, KyJa MbI XOIUJIU
BCerqa.

Korma Apmam mpomuioii BeCHOW OKOHUMJI IITKOJY
U cbexaJs OT poauTeiieil B «JloM poka», A He OXKH-
Iajia KaKUX-TO OOJIBIINX IIepeMeH: OH MOo-TIPeKHeMY
OyZeT *KUTb HeJaJaeKo oT MeHs. MbI Tak ke Oymem
Bce BpeMs BupeThcA. I OyAy CKydaTh IO MaJleHb-
KuM OecelaM B MY3BIKAQJIbHOM KpPbLJI€, HO IIPU 3TOM
MHe CTaHeT Jierde, MOTOMY UTO HAIIX OTHOIIEHUS
BBIAAYT W3-TO IITKOJBbHOTO MUKPOCKOIIA.

Ho Bce usmenniiocsh, korna Azam nepeexast B «Jlom
POKa» ¥ IMOCTYIUJI B yHUBEPCUTET — XOTS U 110 MHBIM
IpUYMHAM, UeM OKuaaia f. B Hauajge oceHH, MOKa
AnaM TOJIBKO MPUBBIKAJ K YHUBEPCUTETCKOM :KU3HU,
y «3Besmonasa» neja BAPYT mouuiu B ropy. Onma me
caMasi MaJleHbKas KOMIAaHus 3ByKosamnucu B Custie
peJIoKUIA TPYIIle KOHTPAKT, U TelIepPb OHU Kydy
BpPeMeHH IIPOBOAMIN B cTyauu. KoauuecTBO KOHIED-
TOB TaKKe YBEeJIUUYNJIOCH, OHI UTPAJIU IIOUTH KaKIbIe
BBIXOIHBIE, ITPUYEM 3aJIbI C KAXKABIM Pa30M CTAHOBU-
Juch Bce Oosblie. ¢Ku3HBL Oypamiia HACTOJIBKO, UTO
Anmam mouTu 3a0pocuy yuedy 1 coopajics MepexoanuTh
Ha 3a0uHbIi. OH HajKe MOAYMBIBAJI COBCEM YUTH W3
YVHUBEPCUTETA, €CJIU HUUEero He U3MEeHUTCS.

«BTOpBIX IIIaHCOB He ObIBAeT» , — T'OBOPUJI OH MHE.

1 Obl1a mckpeHHe paga 3a Hero. S 3Hama, UTO
«3Be3monan» — He IIPOCTO OObIYHAA TPYyIIa U3
YHUBEPCUTETCKOTO TOpoaKa. [laske ero 4acThIM OTh-
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increasing absences, especially since he made it so
clear how much he minded them. But somehow,
the prospect of Juilliard made things different —
somehow it made me mind. Which didn’t make any
sense at all because if anything, it should have lev-
eled the field. Now I had something exciting hap-
pening, too.

“We can go to Portland in a few weeks,” Adam
promised. “When all the holiday lights are up.”

“Okay,” I said sullenly.

Adam sighed.

“Things are getting complicated, aren’t they?”

“Yeah. Our schedules are too busy,” I said.

“That’s not what I meant,” Adam said, turning
my face toward his so I was looking at him in the eye.

“I know that’s not what you meant,” I replied,
but then a lump lodged itself in my throat and
I couldn’t talk anymore.

We tried to defuse the tension, to talk about it
without really talking about it, to joke-ify it.

“You know I read in US News and World Report
that Willamette University has a good music pro-
gram,” Adam told me. “It’s in Salem, which is ap-
parently getting hipper by the moment.”

“According to who? The governor?” I replied.

“Liz found some good stuff at a vintage-clothing
store there. And you know, once the vintage places
come in, the hipsters aren’t far behind.”
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e3maM fA He CJUIIKOM IIPOTHUBUJIACH, OCOOEHHO II0Ce
TOTO, KaK OH O0BACHUJI, HACKOJbKO BAXKHBI OHU s
Hero. Ho moe npeanosaraemoe mocryiieraue B [[Ky-
JbAPA Bce m3MeHuJ0. MHe moueMy-TO CTajao He Bce
paBHo. Takasa mepemeHa Obljia COBEPIIEHHO HEIIO-
HSTHA, BeJb TellePb MbI CTAJI PABHBI U B MO€Il JKu3-
HU TOKe 3a0pes3iKUIM BOJHYIOI[E IIePCIEKTUBEI.
— Moxuo moexats B Iloptiiena uepes mapy He-

Ieab, — mpemaoxua Agam. — Korma y Bcex Hau-
HYTCS KaHUKYJIbI.
— OTINYHO, — YHBLIO COIVIACUJIACH S.

Anam B3TOXHY.I.

— Bce ycnoxHsETCA.

— Ara. ¥V Hac cIUIIKOM HaIpsS:KeHHbIe rpaduKu.

— $1 e 00 sTOM, — CcKazayg Amam, IIoBOpauuBasi
MOe JIMIIO TaK, YTOOBI s1 IIOCMOTPeEJIa eMy B IVIasa.

— §1 3Haro, uTO THI He 06 3TOM, — OTBETUJIA 5, HO
IIOTOM KOMOK BCTaJI Y MEHS B TOpJie, U A 6OJIbIlle He
MorIJIa BEIZABUTH HU CJIOBA.

Mpgz1 cTapanuch paspsaaguTh HaOpsKeHne, He Kaca-
JINCH DTOM TE€MBI BCEPbes, IIYTUIN.

— 3Haellb, 1 TYT BLIUKUTAJ B rasdeTe, YTO B YHU-
BepcuTeTe YUJJIaMeTTa XOpolllas mporpaMMma o My-
3bIKe, — ckasag mHe Amam. — Jrto B Caseme, oH
cefiyac CTAaHOBUTCS MOJIHBIM MECTEUKOM.

— Kro Tak cuuraer? I'ybepuaTop?

— JIus mamia TaM Kakue-TO KJIacCHBIE IITMOT-
KI B BUHTA)KHOM MarasuHe. A ThI jKe 3HAelllb, KaK
TOJIBKO IOSIBJISAIOTCA MOLOOHBIE MECTa, M XUIICTEPHI
cpasy Haberaror.
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“You forget, I’m not a hipster,” I reminded him.
“But speaking of, maybe Shooting Star should
move to New York. I mean, it’s the heart of the
punk scene. The Ramones. Blondie.” My tone was
frothy and flirtatious, an Oscar-worthy perfor-
mance.

“That was thirty years ago,” Adam said. “And
even if I wanted to move to New York, there’s no
way the rest of the band would.”

He stared mournfully at his shoes and I recog-
nized the joking part of the conversation had end-
ed. My stomach lurched, an appetizer before the
full portion of heartache I had a feeling was going
to be served at some point soon.

Adam and I had never been the kind of couple to
talk about the future, about where our relationship
was going, but with things suddenly so unclear, we
avoided talking about anything that was happen-
ing more than a few weeks away, and this made
our conversations as stilted and awkward as they’d
been in those early weeks together before we’d
found our groove. One afternoon in the fall, I spot-
ted a beautiful 1930s silk gown in the vintage store
where Dad bought his suits and I almost pointed it
out to Adam and asked if he thought I should wear
that to the prom, but prom was in June and maybe
Adam would be on tour in June or maybe I’d be
too busy getting ready for Juilliard, so I didn’t say
anything. Not long after that, Adam was complain-
ing about his decrepit guitar, saying he wanted to
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— TsI 3a0bIBaelb, I-TO He XUIICTEP, — yKasaja
sa. — Kcratu, mouemy ObI «3Be3gonaay» He HaYaTh
IBUTAThCA B cTopoHy Hpio-Mopka? Dro e Bpo-
Ie KaK cephlle HaHK-cHeHbl — «Pamons», «Bion-
nu». — §1 roBopmiaa JIerKUM, UTPUBLIM TOHOM, IO-
croitabIM «Ockapa».

— 9T0 OBLIO TPUAIATHL JIET Ha3al, — BO3Pas3miI
Apam. — U paxxe ecau s 3axouy nepeexaTb B Hbio-
Mopk, ocranbHAs rpyIIna HUKAK He CMOJKET.

OH CKOpPOHO yCTaBMJICA Ha CBOM HOTH, U § IIO-
HsJa, YTO IIyTOYHAs YacTh Oecedbl 3aKOHUMJIACH.
B xuBoTe y Mensa 3abypuajo — JierKasd 3aKycKa
mepes IIOJHOM IOPIMel cepAaeuHoil 00am, KoTopas,
KaK s YyBCTBOBaJa, CKOPO OyZeT mogaHa K CTOJIY.

Msr ¢ Agamom ObLIM He M3 TeX IIapoueK, KOTO-
pble CTPOAT IJIAHBI HA OyayIlee UJIN YBJIEUEHHO 00-
CY:KIAIOT pasBUTHE CBOUX OTHOIIEHUI, HO, KOTda
BCe BIPYTI TaK 3allyTajloCh, Mbl HECKOJbKO HeIesb
IasKke He 3aTparuBaJd OOJBLHYIO TEeMYy, W OT JTOTO
HAIll Pas3roBOPBI CTAJM TAKHMH K€ HeeCTEeCTBEH-
HBIMU M HEYKJIOKUMHU, KaK B Te IepBble HemeJu,
IMOKa MBI He HAILJIX CBOIO KoJielo. B oaumH oceHHUI
IeHb s MPUMETHJa KpPachBoe IIeJKOBOE ILIAThe
TPUALATHIX I'OSOB B BUHTAXKHOM MarasuHUYMUKe, IIe
mama mokKymnaJj cede KocTioMbl. MHe oueHb XOTeJI0Ch
MOoKas3aTh IjIaThe AaMy W CIPOCUTH Yy HEro, CTOUT
JIM TOKYHAaTh ero IJs BbIIYCKHOro. Ho BRIMYyCKHOI
OXKUIAJICS TOJIBKO B MIOHe, AJaM Torma MOT yexaThb
HA racTpoJIf, WU A MOIJIA OBITH CJUIIKOM 3aHATA,
rOTOBSACH K KOHCEPBATOPCKUM 9K3aMeHaM — TaK UTO
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get a vintage Gibson SG, and I offered to get it for
him for his birthday. But then he said that those
guitars cost thousands of dollars, and besides his
birthday wasn’t until September, and the way he
said September, it was like a judge issuing a prison
sentence.

A few weeks ago, we went to a New Year’s Eve
party together. Adam got drunk, and when mid-
night came, he kissed me hard.

“Promise me. Promise me you’ll spend New
Year’s with me next year,” he whispered into my
ear.

I was about to explain that even if I did go
to Juilliard, I’d be home for Christmas and New
Year’s, but then I realized that wasn’t the point.
So I promised him because I wanted it to be true as
much as he did. And I kissed him back so hard, like
I was trying to merge our bodies through our lips.

On New Year’s Day, I came home to find the rest
of my family gathered in the kitchen with Henry,
Willow, and the baby. Dad was making breakfast:
smoked-salmon hash, his specialty.

Henry shook his head when he saw me.

“Look at the kids today. Seems like just yester-
day that stumbling home at eight o’clock felt early.
Now I’d kill just to be able to sleep until eight.”
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s HU4Yero He ckasaja. Bckope mocJe sToro Amam Io-
JKaJI0BAJICA HA CBOIO APAXJIYIO TUTAPY U 3asBUJ, UTO
XOoueT HOOBITh KOJIJIeKIUOHHBIN «I'mbcoH IAc xu»,
a A TIpeAsoKuUiaa KyIUTh eMy TaKoil Ha IeHb POK-
nenns. Ho moromM OH CKasaji, YTO 9THU TUTAPbI CTO-
AT TBICAYU OOJIJIAPOB, A W IEHb POMKIEHUS y HEro
Telmepb TOJBKO B CJENYIONIEM CEeHTAOpe — U CJIOBO
«CEeHTA0Pb» B €Tr0 yCTaxX MIPO3BYYAJI0 KaK CyNeOHBIMN
IIPUTOBOP K TIOPEMHOMY CPOKY.

Heckoubko Heme b Ha3a  Mbl BMECTE II0€XaJIi Ha
HOBOTOJHIOI0O BEUEPHHKY. AmaM HaWICAd W, KOTaa
HACTyIINJa IIOJHOYb, KPEIKO MeHs IOIeJIoBaJl.

— OGemmrait mue. Obemiaii, uro caexyromuit Ho-
BBIU I'OJl ThI IPOBEAEIIb CO MHOM, — IIPOIIEITa OH
MHE B yXO.

1 cobupasach OOBSACHUTDH, UTO AAKe €CIU Yemay
B J[IKybaAp, To BepHYCh noMoit Ha PorkaectBo m Ho-
BBIM T'OJ[, HO IOTOM IIOHSJIA: OH MOBOPHUT O APYI'OM.
ITosTromy s moobGemana emy, Beob MHE HUYYTH HeE
MEHbIIIe er0 XOTeJI0Ch, YTOOBI BCE MOJYUNI0CH MMEH-
HO Tak. V moriesioBajia ero B OTBET TaK KPEIKOo, OyATO
IBITAJIACh Uepes3 T'yObl CJAUTH HAIllW TeJia BOEIUHO.

B mepBoe yTpo HOBOTO roja s HpUIILIa IOMOM
U O0HaApPY KMJIa, UTO BCA MOS CeMbs, a TakyKe ['eH-
pu, Yuaioy U ux Aouka cobpanuch Ha Kyxue. [lama
TOTOBUJ 3aBTPAaK, CBOE KOPOHHOE 0JII00 — cajaT u3
KOIIUEHOT'O JIOCOCH.

VBuger meHs, ['eHpu mokavaJj roJIOBOM.

— ITocmoTpuTe-Ka Ha coBpeMeHHBIX mereii. Ka-
JKeTcs, ellle Buepa MPUXOIUTb JOMOII B BOCEMb OBIJIO
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“We didn’t even make it till midnight,” Wil-
low admitted, bouncing the baby on her lap. “Good
thing, because this little lady decided to start her
new year at five-thirty.”

“I stayed up till midnight!” Teddy yelled. “I saw
the ball drop on TV at twelve. It’s in New York, you
know? If you move there, will you take me to see it
drop in real life?” he asked.

“Sure, Teddy,” I said feigning enthusiasm.

The idea of me going to New York was seem-
ing more and more real, and though this generally
filled me with a nervous, if conflicted, excitement,
the image of me and Teddy hanging out together on
New Year’s Eve left me feeling unbearably lonely.

Mom looked at me, eyebrows arched.

“It’s New Year’s Day, so I won’t give you shit
for coming in at this hour. But if you’re hungover,
you’re grounded.”

“I’m not. I had one beer. I’m just tired.”

“Just tired, is it? You sure?” Mom grabbed ahold
of my wrist and turned me toward her.

When she saw my stricken expression, she
tilted her head to the side as if to say, You okay?
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paHoBaTO. A ceiiuac s OBI JKM3HB OTIAJ 32 BO3SMOK-
HOCTh HOCIIATh 0 BOCHMU.

— Mpsr1 faxe 1o mosyHOUYU HE TOCUIENU, — IPU-
3HaJach YUJLIOY, Kauas JOUYKY Ha KoseHsax. — U xo-
poIlIIo, TOTOMY YTO 3Ta MaJeHbKasd JieIu pelrnia Ha-
YaThb HOBBIN T'OJ B HOJIIIECTOTO.

— A a mpopep:kaca OO MOJyHOUU! — 3aBOIIMI
Tennu. — S Bue 110 TEJIEBU30PY, KAK B JBEHAAIIATH
omycTuiu Oosbinoi map. 9to B Heio-Mopke, 3Ha-
emrsb? Eciu THI Tyna mepeeseinsb, Thl BOSbMEIh MeHs
IIOCMOTPETDh, KaK OH OIMYCKAETCA MO-HACTOAIIEMY ?

— Koneuno, Tegnu, — ckasaja A, CUMYJUPYA
DHTY3UAa3M.

Moit orbesn B Hbio-Vlopk kasaica Bce 0Oosee
u 0oJiee peasbHBIM, 1 XOTsI OOBIUHO 9Ta UAesI IIPUBO-
Injia MeHS B TPEBOXKHOE, ITPOTUBOPEUNBOE BOBOYIK-
IeHUe, TOTAa A BAPYT IIpeNcTaBuia, Kak Mol ¢ Texnu
B KanyH HoBoro roma BaBoeM OpOANM IO HOUHOMY
Hyio-MopKy, 1 Moe cepzlle 3aHBLIO OT YyBCTBA He-
TIePEeHOCUMOT0 OIUHOUYECTBA.

Mawma, moguaB 6POBU, TOCMOTPEJIA HA MEHS.

— Panu Hosoro roma s He craHy rHOOUTH TeOA
3a TO, YTO ThI IPUIILJIA B TaKoi uac. Ho ecau y Tebs
MoXMeJbe, ITOCaKy IO apecT.

— Her y Mmensa moxmesbsa. S BBIIUIIA OTHY KPYIK-
Ky nuBa. IIpocro a ycrana.

— Touno npocto ycrana? Tel yBepena? — Mama
cxXBaTuUJIa MEeHA 3a 3alACThe U pasBepHyJa K cebe.

VYBUuIEeB Moe mevasbHOE JINIO, OHA CKJIOHUJIA TO0-
JI0OBYy HaOOK. «YTo ¢ ToOOi#1?» — mpoumraia A B ee
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I shrugged and bit my lip to keep from losing it.
Mom nodded. She handed me a cup of coffee and led
me to the table. She put down a plate of hash and
a thick slice of sourdough bread, and even though
I couldn’t imagine being hungry, my mouth wa-
tered and my stomach rumbled and I was suddenly
ravenous. I ate silently, Mom watching me all the
while. After everyone was done, Mom sent the rest
of them into the living room to watch the Rose Pa-
rade on TV.

“Everyone out,” she ordered. “Mia and I will do
the washing up.”

As soon as everyone was gone, Mom turned to
me and I just fell against her, crying and releasing
all of the tension and uncertainty of the last few
weeks. She stood there silently, letting me blubber
all over her sweater. When I stopped, she held out
the sponge.

“You wash. I’'ll dry. We’ll talk. I always find it
calming. The warm water, the soap.”

Mom picked up the dish towel and we went to
work. And I told her about Adam and me.

“It was like we had this perfect year and a half,”
I said. “So perfect that I never even thought about
the future. About it taking us in different direc-
tions.”

Mom’s smile was both sad and knowing.

“I thought about it.”
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rrasax. 1 moskasia IIleuaMu W IMPUKycuiaa ryoy,
uyTOo0BI He pacliakaTbesA. Mama KUBHYJIA, BPy4YnJIa
MHe Yalky Kode u mpoBogmiia K croay. Ilorom oHa
mocTaBuMJia Iepefo MHOIM TapesjKy IManmuHOTO cajlaTa
¥ TOJICTBIH JIOMOTHh apOMAaTHOrO xXJieba, 1, JaKe XOTs
s He oINyIiaja TojJona, MOM POT HAIOJHUJICS CJIIO-
HOM’, a KeJIyJOK 3aypuaj, U BHE3aIlHO MHe YKacHO
3aX0TeJIOCh ecThb. §1 MoJiua sKeBajia, a MaMa He OT-
pBIBasiCh CMOTpeJia Ha MeHsA. Korga Bce MOKOHYMIIN
C 3aBTPAKOM, MaMa OTOCJIaJa OCTAJbHBIX B T'OCTU-
HYIO CMOTpPeTh «Ilapajm po3» Mo TeJIeBU30py.

— Bce BrIMeTaiiTech, — ckKasajga oHa. — A MBI
¢ Mueit nomoeMm mocyny.

Kak Tosbko Bce yimiiam, mama IIOBEPHYJIACh KO
MHe, ¥ § IIPOCTO yIaJjia Ha Hee C IJIa4eM, BhIITyCcKasd
u3 ceb0sa HaOpsiKeHNe WM HeyBePeHHOCTb MOCJeTHUX
HEeCKOJIBKUX Henesb. OHa MoIua 00HMMAJIA MeHs, He
Melllasi 3aJMBaTh cjie3aMu ee cButep. Korma s BBI-
mIakajgach, OHa CyHYyJia MHe TyOKY.

— Tv1 moemb. 1 BeITUpaio. MbI pasroBapuBa-
eM. Mensa sTo Bcerma yCIIOKamMBaeT: TeIlias Boza
U MBLJIO.

Mawma B3sJIa mOCyAHOE ITOJIOTEHIlE, U MBI IIPUCTY-
nouau K pabore. {1 pacckasaja eir o Hac ¢ AgamMom.

— V¥V mac ObLIO IMOJTOpa HAeaJbHBIX roma. Ta-
KUX HeabHBIX, UTO s HUKOIIA U He ayMaJa o 0y-
nyiieMm. O ToOM, YTO OHO pa3BeleT HAC B Pa3HbIE CTO-
POHEI.

Mawma ysnwsi6HYyJIaCh, MOHUMAIOIIE U TEeYATBHO.

— 3aTo 00 sTOM AyMaja .
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I turned to her. She was staring straight out the
window, watching a couple of sparrows bathe in a
puddle.

“I remember last year when Adam came over for
Christmas Eve. I told your father that you’d fallen
in love too soon.”

“T know, I know. What does a dumb kid know
about love?”

Mom stopped drying a skillet.

“That’s not what I meant. The opposite, really.
You and Adam never struck me as a ‘high-school’
relationship,” Mom said making quote marks with
her hands. “It was nothing like the drunken roll
in the back of some guy’s Chevy that passed for a
relationship when I was in high school. You guys
seemed, still seem, in love, truly, deeply.” She
sighed. “But seventeen is an inconvenient time to
be in love.”

That made me smile and made the pit in my
stomach soften a little.

“Tell me about it,” I said. “Though if we weren’t
both musicians, we could go to college together and
be fine.”

“That’s a cop-out, Mia,” Mom countered. “All
relationships are tough. Just like with music,
sometimes you have harmony and other times you
have cacophony. I don’t have to tell you that.”

“I guess you’re right.”
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§1 moBepuysnacek k Heii. OHA cMOTpesa, KaK 3a OK-
HOM IIapOYKa BOPOOBEB KYIIAETCA B JIYIKE.

— $1 moMHIO IPOILIBIHA ron, Korma AxaM IIPUIe)
K HaM Ha PoxxmectBo. Torma s ckasajia TBOeMY OTITY,
YTO ThI BJIIOOMIACH CIAUIIKOM PaHO.

— TlouATHO-TOHATHO. UTO IIyIbIii peOEHOK MO-
JKeT 3HATh O JIO0BU?

Mawma mepecTaJia BEITUPATh CKOBOPOLKY.

— Ha camomMm gesie s He 3TO ©MeJia B BUAY, a POB-
HO TIPOTHUBOIMOJIOKHOEe. Bbl ¢ AmamMomM HUKOrHa He
KasaJnuch MHE «IIIKOJBHOU Iapoukoii». — Mama
nsobpasmia majabllaMi KaBbIUKH. — ITO OBLIO CO-
BCEM He IIOXOKe Ha IIbAHBIA IIepelnnx Ha 3aJHeM
cunenbe uyxkoro «IlleBpose» — Takoe cxommio 3a
OTHOIIIEeHHUA, KOTIa d yuuJjach B 1IKoJie. Bbl, peds-
Ta, BRITVIAMENN U 0 CUX IOP BBITVIAIUTE BJIIOOJIEH-
HBIMU IIO-HACTOAIeMY, TUIiy0oko. — OHa B3ZOXHY-
na. — Ho cemHaanaTh jieT — HeyJOOHBINM BO3PACT
IJ1s JI00BHU.

9TO 3aCTAaBUJIO MEHS YJIBIOHYTHCA, U IO JIOMKEU-
KO cJierKa OTIIyCTHJIO.

— a Hy? — OpuTBOPHO yauBMJIach 4. — BoT ec-
Ju ObI MBI 00a He OBLIN MY3bIKAHTAMU, TO MOTJIN OBI
BMeCTe XOIUTH B YHUBEPCUTET U KUTh IIPUIIEBAIOUN.

— 9T0 OercrBo OT AelcTBUTeNIbHOCTH, Muda, —
BOo3pasujia MamMa. — Bce oTHOIIeHus TPyAHBI. Kak
B MY3bIKe: MHOT/A MIOJIyYaeTcsa TapMOHUSA, a WHOTIA
KakKo(OHUs. YK He MHe TeOe 3TO O0bACHSATh.

— Hasepno, THI mpaga.
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“And come on, music brought you two together.
That’s what your father and I always thought. You
were both in love with music and then you fell in
love with each other. It was a little like that for
your dad and me. I didn’t play but I listened. Luck-
ily, I was a little older when we met.”

I’d never told Mom about what Adam had said
that night after the Yo-Yo Ma concert, when I’d
asked him Why me? How the music was totally a
part of it.

“Yeah, but now I feel like it’s music that’s going
to pull us apart.”

Mom shook her head.

“That’s bullshit. Music can’t do that. Life
might take you down different roads. But each of
you gets to decide which one to take.” She turned
to face me. “Adam’s not trying to stop you going
to Juilliard, is he?”

“No more than I’m trying to get him to move to
New York. And it’s all ridiculous anyway. I might
not even go.”

“No, you might not. But you’re going some-
where. I think we all get that. And the same is true
for Adam.”

“At least he can go somewhere while still living
here.”

Mom shrugged.

“Maybe. For now anyhow.”

I put my face in my hands and shook my head.
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— W xcraTu, My3bIKa Bac IBOUX U CBeJla — Tak
MBI C IIAIION Bcerma cumTaar. Bel 00a ObLIN BIIOOIIE-
HBI B MY3bIKY, a IIOTOM BJIIOOMJINCH U APYT B Apyra.
VY Hac ¢ TBOMM MAmOH IIOJYYUJIOCH IIOUTH TaK Ke.
TosnbKko s He urpaia, a caymaina. K cuactbio, a ObLIa
YyTh IIOCTapIlle, KOrga Mbl BCTPETUINCD.

Sl HuKorma He pacckasbIBajla MaMe O TOM, YTO
AzlaM OTBETHJI B TOT Beuep mocje KoHuepTa Mo-Mo
Ma ma moif Bompoc — mouemy A? O Tom, uTo Ges
MYS3BIKU Y HAC TOYHO He 00O0IIIOCH.

— Ara, HO ceiiuac MHe KaXeTCs, YTO UMEHHO MY-
3bIKa HAC W pa3Beler.

Mawma nmokauaJjia TOJIOBOIA.

— Epysaga. MysbsIKa 3TOTO CIeaTh He MOXKET.
+Ku3Hbp MoKeT IIoBecTH Bac Pas3HBIMU IIYTAMU, HO
KaKIOMY IpHUAeTcA BBIOMpPaTh, II0 KaKOM mopore
uatu. — OHa moBepHyJIach KO MHe. — AjmaM Benb
He IIBITAeTCs OTTOBOPUTH Tebs exaTh B [iKyabapn?

— He Oosbllle, ueM # MBITAIOCH YTOBOPUTH €TI0
mepeexats B Hoio-Mlopk. U Bce 9TO IPOCTO CMELIHO.
S maxxe mMory He IOCTYIUTh.

— Mowxkems. Ho Kyma-umOGynb Bce pPaBHO IIO-
ememnb. Jlymato, Bce MbI 370 moHuMaeMm. W To xKe ca-
Moe OymeT y Amama.

— Ilo kpatine#t mepe, OH MOKET €3IUTh Ky1a-HU-
0yIb, a JKUTh 3/eCh.

Mawma moskasia miedyamu.

— Boamoxkno. ITo kpalineit mepe, IOKa.

§1 cupsrana jguno B JIaJOHAX W IIOKadajia TO-
JIOBOIA.

411



[enn ®opmaH

“What am I going to do?” I lamented. “I feel like
I’m caught in a tug-of-war.”

Mom shot me a sympathetic grimace.

“I don’t know. But I do know that if you want
to stay and be with him, I’d support that, though
maybe I’m only saying that because I don’t think
you’d be able to turn down Juilliard. But I’d un-
derstand if you chose love, Adam love, over music
love. Either way you win. And either way you lose.
What can I tell you? Love’s a bitch.”

Adam and I talked about it once more after that.
We were at House of Rock, sitting on his futon. He
was riffing about on his acoustic guitar.

“I might not get in,” I told him. “I might wind
up at school here, with you. In a way, I hope I don’t
get accepted so I don’t have to choose.”

“If you get in, the choice is already made, isn’t
it?” Adam asked.

It was. I would go. It didn’t mean I’d stop loving
Adam or that we’d break up, but Mom and Adam
were both right. I wouldn’t turn down Juilliard.

Adam was silent for a minute, plinking away at
his guitar so loud that I almost missed it when he
said,

“I don’t want to be the guy who doesn’t want you
to go. If the tables were turned, you’d let me go.”
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— Yro ke MHe AenaTh? — Tpopwigasa A. —
5 uyBeTByO cebs Tak, OyATO BBSA3ajiach B IIE€PETs-
ruBaHuMe KaHara.

Mama ckopumia COUyBCTBEHHYIO IpuMacy.

51 ve 3Haro. Ho 3HaA10 TOYHO: ecaim THI 3aXOUYeEllb
OoCTaThCA W OBITH C HUM, A TeOsd IIOAIEP:KY, XOTd,
BO3MOJKHO, f TaK T'OBOPIO TOJBKO IOTOMY, YTO ThI
BpAn AU oTKaskelbea oT Iskynabapaa. Ho a moiimy,
ecJii ThI BbIOEpeIIb JII000Bbh — K AnaMy, a He K My-
3bIKe. ThI B JITOOOM ciyuae BBIUTPAEIIb U B JIIOOOM
cayuae mpourpaeiib. UTo g Mmory Tebe ckasarhb? Jlio-
00Bb — JKYTKas CTepBa.

IToTom MBI rOBOPUIK 00 3TOM ¢ ATaMOM ellle OSUH
pas. M cunenu B «Jlome poka», Ha ero marpace.
AmaM UTO-TO HAUTPBHIBAT Ha aKyCTUYECKOI rurape.

— $1 mory He mocTynuTh, — cKasaJa g. — Mory,
B KOHIIe KOHIIOB, OCTAThCS B HAIIEM YHUBEPCUTETE.
B ayire s maske HameoCh, UTO MEHS He IIPUMYT U He
IpUAeTCA BhIOUPATS.

— Ho ecau Tebs mpuMyT, TO BBIOOD yiKe cue-
agan? — cmopocua Axam.

Ha, Tak u O0bL10. S OBI yexayia. 9TO He 3HAUUIIO,
uTO g pasabusia 60bl AgaMa MM UTO MBI OBI paso-
IILJINCh, HO ¥ MaMa, ¥ OH Bce IIOHUMAaJIX BepHO. §1 OBl
He oTKasajyiach oT I[Kyibapnaa.

IToutm nenyio mMuHYTY AzaM MoJdas, Aepras
CTPYHBI TUTAPHI TAK 'POMKO, UTO A €Ba PACCJIBIIIA-
Jia ero cjeayrolilue CJa0Ba.

— §1 He x0Ouy BIMATHL Ha TBOU BHIOOD. Eciu OBl a
OBLT Ha TBOEM MECTe, Thl Obl MEHS OTIIyCTHJIA.

413



[enn ®opmaH

“I kind of already have. In a way, you’re already
gone. To your own Juilliard,” I said.

“I know,” Adam said quietly. “But I’m still here.
And I’m still crazy in love with you.”

“Me, t00,” I said.

And then we stopped talking for a while as Adam
strummed an unfamiliar melody. I asked him what
he was playing.

“I’m calling it ‘The Girlfriend’s-Going-to-Juil-
liard-Leaving-My-Punk-Heart-in-Shreds Blues,’”
he said, singing the title in an exaggeratedly
twangy voice. Then he smiled that goofy shy smile
that I felt like came from the truest part of him.
“I’m kidding.”

“Good,” I said.
“Sort of,” he added.

9:42 AM.

Adam is gone. He suddenly rushed out, calling
to Nurse Ramirez that he’d forgotten something
important and would be back as soon as he could.
He was already out the door when she told him that
she was about to get off work. In fact, she just left,
but not before making sure to inform the nurse
who’d relieved Old Grumpy that “the young man
with the skinny pants and messy hair” is allowed
to see me when he returns.
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— B o61mem-To, g Teba y:xe ormyctuisa. Thl Kak
ObI y:Ke yexXaJs, B CBOII coOCTBeHHBIN [[JKyabapm, —
cKasaJja .

— Ia, 3uaro, — Tuxo orBetws Agam. — Ho s Bce-
Taku 37echb. Y mo-mpesxHeMy 0e3yMHO TeOsi JII00JII0.
— W a1, — npusHaiach 4.

Hexoropoe Bpemsa MblI Moauaiu, AgaM Haurpbl-
BaJl He3HAKOMYI0 MeJsionuio. §I cmpocuia, 4ToO OH
urpaer.

— Burros. {1 mazBai ero: « Mosa-meByIIKa-yess;Kaer-
B-[)KyIbSAPA-U-PBET-B-JIOXMOTbSA-MOE-ITaHKOBCKOE-
cepjare», — IIPOIeJ OH IIPeyBEeJINUYeHHO I'HyCaBbIM
rosiocoMm. Ilorom yabIGHYJICA TOW TVIymOBATOM 3a-
CTeHUYMBOU yJIBIOOUKOI, KOTOPAas, II0 MOUM OIIyIIe-
HUAM, POKAAJach B CAMBIX MCKPEHHHUX TJIyOMHAaX
ero cepamna: — Illyuy.

— Xopoiro, — ckKasaja 4.

— Twuna Toro, — mo06aBUJI OH.

05:42

Apam yiresn. OH BBICKOUMJ BHE3AIHO, KPUKHYB
cectpe Pamwupec, uTo 3a0bLI KOe-UTO OUYEHDL BaiK-
Hoe U CKOopo BepHercA. OH y:Ke IOUTH BBIOEKAT 3a
IBepb, KOIZIa OHA CKasajia eMy BIOTOHKY, UTO ee Je-
JKYPCTBO 3aKaHumBaercs. U Terepb OHA TOXe YIILIA,
HO CHAuaJja MpeayIlIpenunia MeIcecTpy, CMeHUBIIYIO
CTapyio BOPUYHbBIO, UTO «MOJOLOMY UeJIOBEKYy B Tec-
HBIX IIITAHAX W C BOPOHBWM THE3IOM Ha TOJIOBE»
MOYKHO BOMTH KO MHE, KOTZa OH BEPHETCS.
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Not that it matters. Willow rules the school now.
She has been marching the troops through here all
morning. After Gran and Gramps and Adam, Aunt
Kate stopped by. Then it was Aunt Diane and Uncle
Greg. Then my cousins shuffled in. Willow’s run-
ning to and fro, a gleam in her eye. She’s up to
something, but whether it’s trotting out loved ones
to lobby on behalf of my continuing my earthly ex-
istence or whether she’s simply bringing them in
to say good-bye, I can’t say.

Now it’s Kim’s turn. Poor Kim. She looks like
she slept in a Dumpster. Her hair has staged a
full-scale rebellion and more of it has escaped her
mangled braid than remains tucked inside. She’s
wearing one of what she calls her “turd sweaters,”
the greenish, grayish, brownish lumpy masses her
mom is always buying her. At first, Kim squints
at me, as if I’'m a bright, glaring light. But then
it’s like she adjusts to the light and decides that
even though I may look like a zombie, even though
there are tubes sticking out of every which orifice,
even though there’s blood on my thin blanket from
where it’s seeped through the bandages, I’'m still
Mia and she’s still Kim. And what do Mia and Kim
like to do more than anything? Talk.

Kim settles into the chair next to my bed.

“How are you doing?” she asks.
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He 10 uT065BI 5TO MMeso 3HaueHme. Temeps mapa-
Iom KomaHAyeT Yuyiaoy. OHa Bogmja cioga ceMeli-
HbIe BolicKa Bce yTpo. Ilocie 6a0ymikm, meayIIKu
u Apama sarnsuyisna Tets Keiit. [Torom mpuiim
rerda J{mana c mganeir I'perom. 3a HMMU Tpocouu-
JINCH ABOIOPOJHBIE OPAThA U CECTPhI. YUJJIOY CHYeT
TyZa-ciofila, a B ee riia3dax cBepKaioT uckopku. OHa
YTO-TO IIOHMMAET, HO A He 3HAI0 TOYHO, 3aUeM OHa
NPUBOAUT KO MHE POJHBIX: KAaK-TO IIOBJMUATH HAa
MeHs, YTOOBI 1 MPOAOJKAaa *KUTh, UJIN IPOCTO II0-
IpOoIaThCA.

Teneps ouepens Kum. Begunas Kum, oHa BhIIIA-
IUT Tak, OyATO HOUeBaja B MyCOPHOM KOHTeIHepe.
Ee Bosocwr ycTpouam HactroAmuii OyHT, U B paciry-
CTUBIIIEHCA KOCe X OCTAJIOCh Ky a4 MEHbIIIe, YeM BbI-
6uioch Ha cBoOony. KM B OMHOM M3 CBOMX «HABO3-
HBIX CBUTEPKOB» — TaK OHa HAa3bIBAET MEIIKOBAThIE
XJaMHUIbl 3€JIeHOBATHIX, CEPOBATBHIX U OYpPOBATHIX
IIBETOB, KOTOPBLIe eIl IIOCTOAHHO IIOKYyIIaeT MaTh.
Cuauajya Kum mypuTca Ha MeHs, CJIOBHO Ha SIPKUM,
ocenuTeNbHBIN cBeT. Ho moTom OyATo OBI IIPUBBI-
KaeT K OCBEIeHHWIO U PelllaeT: MIyCTh A BBITVISIKY KaK
30M0U1, IyCTh MPOBOJA W TPYOKM TOpUAT y MEHA U3
BCeX OTBEPCTHUil, MyCTh JaKe MOe TOHKOe OJ[esJIO HUC-
MaYKaHO KPOBbIO, IPOCOUMBIIENCA uepes3 IMOBA3KIH,
4 Bce Ta xe Mwus, a oHa Bce Ta sxe Kum. A uro Musa
¢ Kum 6osbiiie Bcero aro0aT geaath? Boarars.

Kuwm ycrpamBaercs Ha cTyJjie psagoM ¢ MOed Kpo-
BaTBIO 1 CIPAIIKBAET:

— Hy, xKak TbI TyT?
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I’m not sure. I’'m exhausted, but at the same
time Adam’s visit has left me... I don’t know
what. Agitated. Anxious. Awake, definitely awake.
Though I couldn’t feel it when he touched me, his
presence stirred me up anyhow. I was just starting
to feel grateful that he was here when he booked
out of here like the devil was chasing him. Adam
has spent the last ten hours trying to get in to see
me, and now that he finally succeeded, he left ten
minutes after arriving. Maybe I scared him. Maybe
he doesn’t want to deal. Maybe I’m not the only
chickenshit around here. After all, I spent the last
day dreaming of him coming to me, and when he fi-
nally staggered into the ICU, if I had the strength,
I would’ve run away.

“Well, you would not believe the crazy night it’s
been,” Kim says. Then she starts telling me about
it. About her mom’s hysterics, about how she lost
it in front of my relatives, who were very gracious
about the whole thing. The fight they had outside
the Roseland Theater in front of a bunch of punks
and hipsters. When Kim shouted at her crying
mother to “pull it together and start acting like
the adult around here” and then stalked off into
the club leaving a shocked Mrs. Schein at the curb,
a group of guys in spiked leather and fluorescent
hair cheered and high-fived her. She tells me about
Adam, his determination to get in to see me, how
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He 3naro, uTo eit orBeTUTH. S BEIMOTaHA OO IIpe-
Iejia, HO B TO JKe BpeMs HpuXoa Amama OCTaBUJI Me-
Hd... JaKe He 3HAIO Kakoil. Bo30Oy:KaeHHOII, UTO JIU.
BsBosnoBannoii. IIpocHyBIIelicsa, na, COBEPIIEHHO
npocHyBIeca. X0oTh S U He CMOIVIA OIIYTUTL ero
IPUKOCHOBEHME, CAMO €r0 IPUCYTCTBUE BCTPAXHY-
a0 meHna. OgHaKo He ycIesia 1 Kak cjeayeT oopamo-
BaThCA €ro MOSBJEHUI0, KAK OH BAPYT BBLIETEJ U3
maJIaThl, CJIOBHO 3a HUM II0 HIATAM T'HaJICA IbSIBOJI.
ITocnenuue mecaTs yacoB AmaM IIBITAJICA IIOIACTD
KO MHe U, KOTZla 9TO eMy HaKOHeIl yIaJI0Ch, cOerxall
yepes JecsaTh MUHYT HocJje npuxoma. Mosxer, s Ha-
myraJyia ero. MoKeT, OH He 3aX0TeJI UMeTh CO MHO
meso. MoxkeT, a4 3Iech He eTUHCTBEHHaA TpycHXa.
B xoHIe KOHIIOB, 1 s BeOb IeJILIN JeHbL MedTaJa,
uyT0o0BI AaM IpuIlles, a Koraa ero mycTuamn, coexa-
Ja Obl, HAWAWCH Y MEHS CHJIBI.

— TbI He mOBepHUIlb, KAKOW CyMacCUIEIIIUNA ObLI
BUepa Beuep, — ropoputT Kum m HaumHaeT MHEe 000
BceM pacckasbiBaTh. O0 mcTepuKax cBOeil mMarTepu,
0 TOM, KaK OHA 3aKaTuJja CIeHYy Iepel MOUMU POJI-
CTBEHHUKAMM, KOTOPBIE ObLIN OUeHb CHUCXOAUTEIb-
HbI 1 Muibl. O cKaHJale, CJIYYUBIIEMCA Y HUX IIPU
Bxoge B «PoysieHpg TeaTp» Iepej] TOJIION IIAHKOB
u xuncrepoB. Kakx Kum 3aopasa Ha pbIZaoIIyio
maTh: «Celiuac ke cobepuch W HAUHMU BeCTU cebs
KakK B3pocJias», a IOTOM 3alllaraJja B 3JaHle, OCTa-
BUB moKupoBaHHyI0 mwuccuc IlleiitH Ha Tporyape,
U I'pyIna mapHeld B Ko:Ke U IIUIaX, C BOJIOCAMHU KIC-
JIOTHBIX I[BETOB BOCXUIIEHHO XJIOIIAJIA €€ II0 JaJOHM.
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after he got kicked out of the ICU, he enlisted the
help of his music friends, who were not at all the
snobby scenesters she’d imagined them to be. Then
she told me that a bona fide rock star had come to
the hospital on my behalf.

Of course, I know almost everything that Kim
is telling me, but there is no way that she’d know
that. Besides, I like having her recount the day to
me. I like how Kim is talking to me normally, like
Gran did earlier, just jabbering on, spinning a good
yarn, as if we were together on my porch, drink-
ing coffee (or an iced caramel frappuccino in Kim’s
case) and catching up.

I don’t know if once you die you remember
things that happened to you when you were alive.
It makes a certain logical sense that you wouldn’t.
That being dead will feel like before you were born,
which is to say, a whole lot of nothingness. Except
that for me, at least, my prebirth years aren’t en-
tirely blank. Every now and again, Mom or Dad
will be telling a story about something, about Dad
catching his first salmon with Gramps, or Mom
remembering the amazing Dead Moon concert she
saw with Dad on their first date, and I’ll have an
overpowering déja vu. Not just a sense that I’ve
heard the story before, but that I’ve lived it. I can
picture myself sitting on the riverbank as Dad
pulls a hot-pink coho out of the water, even though
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Ona pacckasbiBaeT 00 Aname, 0 €T0 PEITUMOCTH II0-
BUJATh MEHA, O TOM, UTO, KOTZa ero He MYCTUJIU KO
MHE B [1ajaTy, OH M0O3BaJl Ha IIOMOIIb CBOUX IIPUATE-
JIefi-My3bIKAHTOB, KOTOPbIE OKA3aJKUCh BOBCE He Ta-
KMMHI HAAyThIMU TYCOBIIUKAMM, KaK OHA IojaraJa.
ITorom Kum coobiaer, 4To pagu MeHs B OOJbHUIY
MIpUIILIa HACTOAIasaA POK-3Be3a.

Koneuno, 13 ee pacckasa s1 BPSAM JIU YCJIBIIITY YTO-
TO HOBOE, HO OHA-TO 00 3TOM He 3HaeT. Kpome Toro,
MHe HPABUTCA €€ M3JIOKEeHMEe BUEPAITHUX COOBITHUIM.
Hpasurcs, uro Kum pasroBapuBaeT coO MHOU Kak
00BIYHO, COBCEM Kak 0al0y1ka g0 Hee. Oma mpocTo 60J1-
TaeT, TPABUT YMOPUTEJIbHEIE OaliKK, OyATO MBI CUANM
Ha Halllell Teppace, momuBaeM Kode (B ee ciayuae —
JeISHON KapaMeJbHbBIN (DPAaTyINHO) U CILJIETHIYAEM.

He 3maro, mpaBma 3To Uau HET, YTO YeJOBEK IIO-
cjJe CMepTH BCIIOMHHAaeT BCe CJIYUYUBIIEEeCS C HUM
npu KusHu. Ilo 3apaBOM pPasMBIIIJIEHUM, IIOCTE
CcMepTH BOOOIIe He JOJIMKHO ObITh HUKAKMX OIIyIIe-
HUH, KaK 1 0O POKIEHUA, TO eCTh abCOJIOTHAS IIy-
crora, HeObITue. OOHAKO AJIA MeHS, HAalpuMep, Io-
IBI IO MOETO TOSBJEHUS Ha CBeT He TaK YK IYCThI.
Pogurenu To m gesio paccKasblBalOT KaKue-HUOYIb
HCTOPUMU: IIalla BCIOMMUHAET CBOEro IePBOro JIOCOCsH,
KOTOPOTO OH IOMMaJI, KOT[a PhI0aUumJI ¢ AedyIIKoi,
MaMe He JaeT IIOKOA IOTpsAcamInuili KoHIepT «Ilex
MYH», Ha KOTOPBIA OHU C IIalOH IIOIJIN Ha IePBOM
CBUIAHUU, a V MEHS CJIy4YaeTcs MOIIHOEe [eKaBIo.
Mue He IPOCTO KasKeTCs, UTO s CJBIIIAJNIA 9Ty HCTO-
puIo IpesKIe, — HeT, 1 YYBCTBYIO, UTO IIPOKUJIA €e.
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Dad was all of twelve at the time. Or I can hear the
feedback when Dead Moon played “D.0.A.” at the
X-Ray, even though I’ve never heard Dead Moon
play live, even though the X-Ray Café shut down
before I was born. But sometimes the memories
feel so real, so visceral, so personal, that I confuse
them with my own.

I never told anyone about these “memories.”
Mom probably would’ve said that I was there —
as one of the eggs in her ovaries. Dad would’ve
joked that he and Mom had tortured me with their
stories one too many times and had inadvertently
brainwashed me. And Gran would’ve told me that
maybe I was there as an angel before I chose to be-
come Mom and Dad’s kid.

But now I wonder. And now I hope. Because
when I go, I want to remember Kim. And I want
to remember her like this: telling a funny story,
fighting with her crazy mom, being cheered on by
punkers, rising to the occasion, finding little pock-
ets of strength in herself that she had no idea she
possessed.

Adam is a different story. Remembering Adam
would be like losing him all over again, and I’m not
sure if I can bear that on top of everything else.
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1 oTueTiMBO BMIKY, Kak CHKYy Ha Oepery, a mama
BBITACKMBAET M3 BOJALI CBEPKAIOIEr0 PO30BOT0O KIU-
JKyda, XOTs IIale B Ty IToPy OBLI0 BCero ABeHAaIIaTh.
W a capimry, Kak oHMIa anmaparypa, korga «Jlen
myH» 3aurpasiz «D. O. A.» B «UKc-peii», mycTh A
HUKOrHa He Bumeaa «llem MyH» Ha creHe, a «HKc-
peii» 3aKpBLICA eIlle 10 Moero pokaeHuA. Ho mHO-
rIa mogo0HbIe BOCIOMUHAHUA KAKYTCs HEBEPOSITHO
peanbHBIMU, OHU MAYT U3 TAKUX BHYTPEHHUX IJIy-
OMH, UTO A IIYyTAI0 UX C MOUMU COOCTBEHHBIMU.

sl HuKorma HMKOMY He paccKasbIBajia 00 9THX
CBOUX «BOCIOMHHaHHAX». Mama, HaBepHOe, CKasa-
Ja ObI, UTO s TaM ObLIa — B BUE AUIEKJETKU B €e
anuyankax. [lama momryTui ObI: MOJI, OHM C MaMOU
Tak 3arpy3uJu MEHsa CBOUMMU MCTOPUIMU, UTO HeUa-
SAHHO 30MOupoBaau. A 6abymika ckasaja Obl, UTO f,
moXKanyii, JefiCTBUTEJIbHO TaM Obljla — B BHUJe aH-
reja, eie IO TOTO, KaK BbIOpaja POAUTHCSI Y MOUX
MaMbI C HaIoi.

Ho cefiuac mue 11000m6ITHO. U 5 0UeHDb HAZEIOCh.
IToromy uTO Tam, Kyma A yHOy, X0Uy BCIIOMUHATD
Kum. { xouy 3amoMHUTH ee UMEHHO TaKOM: paccKa-
3bIBAIOIEel CMeIlIHbIe 0aliKy, CKaHIAJIAIIel CO CBO-
eli cyMacIIenIllel MmaMallei, ogo0psaeMoi maHKaMu,
BcerZia OKa3bIBaIOIelcsa Ha BBICOTE M HAXOIAIIEH
B cebe MaJIeHbKME 3allachbl CHUJIbI, O KOTOPBIX U He
mojo3peBaJia.

Apam — ppyroe geno. BcnomuuaTs Amama o3Ha-
yaJjio ObI TEPATH €TI0 CHOBA M CHOBA, U s He yBepeHa,
YTO CMOT'Y BBIHECTH eIle 1 9TO.
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Kim’s up to the part of Operation Distraction,
when Brooke Vega and a dozen assorted punks de-
scended upon the hospital. She tells me that before
they got to the ICU, she was so scared of getting
into trouble, but how when she burst inside the
ward, she’d felt exhilarated. When the guard had
grabbed her, she hadn’t been scared at all.

“I kept thinking, what’s the worst that could
happen? I go to jail. Mom has a conniption. I get
grounded for a year.” She stops for a minute. “But
after what’s happened today, that would be noth-
ing. Even going to jail would be easy compared to
losing you.”

I know that Kim’s telling me this to try to keep
me alive. She probably doesn’t realize that in a
weird way, her remark frees me, just like Gramps’s
permission did. I know it will be awful for Kim
when I die, but I also think about what she said,
about not being scared, about jail being easy com-
pared to losing me. And that’s how I know that
Kim will be okay. Losing me will hurt; it will be the
kind of pain that won’t feel real at first, and when
it does, it will take her breath away. And the rest
of her senior year will probably suck, what with
her getting all that cloying your-best-friend’s-dead
sympathy that will drive her so crazy, and also be-
cause really, we are each other’s only close friend
at school. But she’ll deal. She’ll move on. She’ll
leave Oregon. She’ll go to college. She’ll make new
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Kum neperia K ucropuu mnpo omnepaiuio «Orsie-
KaIui MaHeBDP», KOTJa B OOJNBHUIIY HarpaHyJa
Bpyx Bera c mro:xkuHOII maHKOB BcexX Mmacteii. Kum
paccKasbIBaeT, UTO Y:KACHO 00saach HEMUHYEMBIX
HETIPUATHOCTEl, TTOKa OHM He BOPBAJWCH B IaJia-
Ty, a TIOTOM ee BAPYT OXBaTUJIO 0e3yaep:KHOe Bece-
abe. Korma oxpaHHUK CXBaTUJI ee, OBLIO COBCEM He
CTpAIITHO.

— §1 Bce mymasia: 4TO MOKeT OBITHL ele xy:xe?
sl momanmy B TIOpbMYy. ¥ MaMbl OyZeT HCTEpHUKA.
1 cany na rog. — OHa Ha ceKyHIy yMoJKJIa. — Ho
IIOCJie TOTO, YTO CJIYYUJIOCHh CETOJHHA, 3TO OyAyT Cy-
mue nycTaku. [laske moiTH B TIOpbMY OBLIO OBI Jier-
e, 4eM IIOTePATDL TeOd.

§1 3raro, KuM roBopuT MHe 3TO, YTOOBI YIEPKATh.
HagepHska oHa He TOHMMAET, YTO CTPAHHBIM o0pa-
30M ee IPU3HAHUE OCBOOOXKIAeT MeHA, KaK PaHbIIIe
IenymIKMHO paspeineHue. SI Bepio, aiaa Kum mos
cMepTh OyIeT Y:KAaCHBIM ropeM, HO He MOTY 3a0bITh
ee CJIOBa O TOM, UTO eii OoJibllle HE CTPAIIHO, YTO
JieTde CecTh B TIOPbMY, UeM IOTEPATH MeHA. VIMeH-
HO IIOATOMY { HE COMHEBAIOCh, UTO C Hell Bce OyneT
B mopAake. KoHeuHOo, MO# yxoJ IPUYUHUT €l 00JIb:
Takyl, KOTOpas cHavaJjia KayKeTcd eJBa 3aMeT-
HOW, a IIOTOM HABAJMBAETCA TAaK, UYTO HEBO3MOXKHO
B3JOXHYTh. /1 OCTATOK ee IMOCJIeIHETO y4eOHOro Iro-
la HaBEPHAKA IIPOUAET OTBPATUTEJIHHO: U IIOTOMY,
YTO COUYBCTBEHHOE KyJIaXTaHbe «aX-oHa-IoTepsa-
JYUIIYIO-TIOAPYTY» OyZeT ee YyTOBUIIHO OECUTH,
¥ TIOTOMY, UYTO B IITKOJIe, KDOMe MeHdA, y Hee He ObI-
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friends. She’ll fall in love. She’ll become a photog-
rapher, the kind who never has to go on a helicop-
ter. And I bet she’ll be a stronger person because
of what she’s lost today. I have a feeling that once
you live through something like this, you become
a little bit invincible.

I know that makes me a bit of a hypocrite. If
that’s the case, shouldn’t I stay? Soldier through
it? Maybe if I’d had some practice, maybe if I’d
had more devastation in my life, I would be more
prepared to go on. It’s not that my life has been
perfect. I’ve had disappointments and I’ve been
lonely and frustrated and angry and all the crappy
stuff everyone feels. But in terms of heartbreak,
I’ve been spared. I’ve never toughened up enough
to handle what I’d have to handle if I were to stay.

Kim is now telling me about being rescued from
certain incarceration by Willow. As she describes
how Willow took charge of the whole hospital,
there is such admiration in her voice. I picture Kim
and Willow becoming friends, even though there
are twenty years between them. It makes me happy
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Jo npyseit. Ho Kum cripaBuTcsa; oHa BCe TIPEOOJIEET
u MHOroro nobowsercsa. OHa yexmer us Operosa, mocry-
OUT B YHUBEPCUTET, HaMIeT HOBBIX Apy3eii. Buro-
ourca. CraHer ¢dororpadom — TaKUM, KOTOPOMY
He HYKHO JeTaTh Ha BepToJsieTax. Mory mocnopurs,
Kum Gymer HaMHOTO cujabHee M3-3a CETOMHAIIHEed
morepu. ¥ MeHS eCTh OIIyIIeHHue, UTO, KOTJa Ipo-
XOIUIIE Yepes MOJA00HbIe TPYAHOCTH, CTAHOBHUIIIBCS
HEMHOTO HeysI3BUMbIM.

ITonmmaro, ¢ Moeli CTOPOHBI 3TO HEKOTOPOE JIM-
nemepue. Ecau Bce Tak, He CTOUT JIM MHE OCTATh-
ca? W my:KecTBEHHO MPOUTH uUepes3 3TU KCIBITA-
HuA? BosMokHO, OyAb ¥ MeHA YyTh OOJbIIIE OIThI-
Ta, 0yIb B MO€H KU3HU 60JIbIIE OMYCTOIUTEIbHBIX
Tparenuii, a1 ObI OKaszajach 0ojiee IOATOTOBJIEHA
K 6opnbe. He To uT0oOBI MO KU3Hb ObljIa UAeab-
HOM. Y MeHs cJaydaJuch pasoyapoBaHUs, A odOMa-
HBIBAJIACh B CBOUX OKHUIAHUIX, YYBCTBOBAJIA OIU-
HOYECTBO, JOCAAy W 3JIOCTh — CJIOBOM, IIEPEIKU-
BaJia TO Ke JAepbMO, UTO U Bce Jyioau. Ho Goibiioe
rope MeHs [0 CuUX IIOp 00xoamjo cTopoHoii. I He
3aKaJuyach JOCTATOYHO, YTOOBI CIIPABUTHCS C TEM,
C UeM IPUILIOCH ObI UMEeTh AeJ0, eCJU ObI A JTOJIK-
Ha ObLIa ocTaThCA.

Teneps KuMm pacckasbiBaeT, KaKk OT HEMUHYEMOTO
apecra mx cnacja Yuioy. Korma oHa ommchIBaer,
KaK YWJILJIOY IIOCTPOMJA IO CTPYHKE BCIO OOJILHUILY,
B ee roJioce 3BYYUT BOCXHUINeHUe. S TyT Ke Ipen-
craBasio, yro Kum m Ywuioy moapyskarcs, IyCTb
Iaske MeKAy HUMMW IBAAIAThH JeT pasHuibl. Me-
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to imagine them drinking tea or going to the mov-
ies together, still connected to each other by the
invisible chain of a family that no longer exists.

Now Kim is listing all the people who are at the
hospital or who have been, during the course of the
day, ticking them off with her fingers:

“Your grandparents and aunts, uncles, and
cousins. Adam and Brooke Vega and the various
rabble-rousers who came with her. Adam’s band-
mates Mike and Fitzy and Liz and her girlfriend,
Sarah, all of whom have been downstairs in the
waiting room since they got heaved out of the ICU.
Professor Christie, who drove down and stayed half
the night before driving back so she could sleep a
few hours and shower and make some morning ap-
pointment she had. Henry and the baby, who are
on their way over right now because the baby woke
up at five in the morning and Henry called us and
said that he could not stay at home any longer. And
me and Mom,” Kim concludes. “Shoot. I lost count
of how many people that was. But it was a lot. And
more have called and asked to come, but your aunt
Diane told them to wait. She says that we’re making
enough nuisance of ourselves. And I think by ‘us,’
she means me and Adam.” Kim stops and smiles for
a split second. Then she makes this funny noise, a
cross between a cough and a throat-clearing. I’ve
heard her make this sound before; it’s what she
does when she’s summoning her courage, getting
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Hs HeCKa3aHHO panyioT BooOpaskaeMble KapTUHEI,
KakK OHM IIbIOT BMECTe Yal MM XOAAT B KUHO, IIO-
IpeXHeMy CBA3aHHBIE APYT C APYrOM HEBUAMMOI
HUTOUYKOU y:Ke HEeCYIeCTBYIOIIEel CEMbH.

Kum mepeuncnsier Bcex Jrofieil, KOTOPHIE IEXKY-
pAT B 00JbHUIIE cefiuac WJIN IPUXOAUJIN B TeUeHUe
IHsA, 3arudasd II0 MaJbIly Ha KaMKIoro.

— TBou 6abymika m AenyIiika, TeTH, OAAU, TBO-
IOpOAHEIe OpaThs U cecTpbl. AnaMm u Bpyk Bera c ee
oysorepamu. Pebsta m3 rpynmbl Amama: Maiixk,
®@uriu, u JIus, u ee geBymka Capa — Bce OHU CHU-
IAT BHU3Y B KOMHATe OKUIAHUA C TeX MOP, KaK UX
BBIIIPOBOAMJIN M3 TBOel maJsiaTbl. Kime mpodgeccop
Kpuctu, onma mpoBesa 3mech IMMOJHOYM, HO IIOTOM
yexaja, 4YTOOBI HEMHOTO IIOCHATh, MPUHATH MYII
U yCIIeTh Ha KaKyl0-TO Ba)KHYIO YTPEHHIOIO BCTPEUY.
T'enpu c pebeHKOM, OHU eyT ciofa MPAMO ceidac,
MOTOMY UTO PeOEHOK IIPOCHYJICA B IATH yTpa, u ['eH-
P¥ TO3BOHWJI ¥ CKa3aJi, YTO OOJIbIIE HE MOKET TOP-
yaTh noma. I MbI ¢ MaMoii, — 3aBepmiaer Kum. —
Biaum, a yxe cOumaach co cuera, CKOJIbKO HApPOIy
moayuusiochk. Ho y:x TouHo mHOro. U eiile GoJibIie
JIfofleli 3BOHUJIM U XOTEJU MpHexXaTh, HO TBOS TETs
Huawna mompocusia nx noxoxaarb. OHa cKasaja, 4To
MBI M TaK JOCTaBJsSeM BCeM Kyuy HEIPHUATHOCTEIl.
Iymato, 4TO IIOJ CJIOBOM «MBbI» OHA IIOApasyMeBaJa
mensa u Agama. — KuM Ha ceKyHIy ocTaHaBJIMBAa-
erca u yabibaerca. IloTrom magaeT TakoW CMEIIHOM
3BYK: HEUTO CpeJHEe MEKAy UMXaHWeM UM KalllJeM.
51 capimana ero m paHbIne: OHA TaK JejlaeT, KOTnaa
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ready to jump off the rocks and into the bracing
river water.

“I do have a point to all this,” she continues.
“There are like twenty people in that waiting room
right now. Some of them are related to you. Some
of them are not. But we’re all your family.”

She stops now. Leans over me so that the wisps
of her hair tickle my face. She kisses me on the
forehead.

“You still have a family,” she whispers.

K

Last summer, we hosted an accidental Labor
Day party at our house. It had been a busy season.
Camp for me. Then we’d gone to Gran’s family’s
Massachusetts retreat. I felt like I had barely seen
Adam and Kim all summer. My parents were la-
menting that they hadn’t seen Willow and Henry
and the baby in months.

“Henry says she’s starting to walk,” Dad not-
ed that morning. We were all sitting in the living
room in front of the fan, trying not to melt. Or-
egon was having a record heat wave. It was ten in
the morning and pushing ninety degrees.

Mom looked up at the calendar.

“She’s ten months old already. Where has the
time gone?” Then she looked at Teddy and me.
“How is it humanly possible that I have a daugh-
ter who’s starting her senior year in high school?
How in the hell can my baby boy be starting second
grade?”

430



Ecnu a octaHycb

cobupaercs ¢ IyXOM, T'OTOBSCH IPBLITHYTh CO CKAJIbI
B XOJIOAHBIE BOJIBI PEKU.

— K uemy #a 5TO Bce TOBOPIO-TO, — IIPOHOJIMKA-
eT mojpyra. — 3/ech, B KOMHATe OKUTaHUA, OKOJIO
IBAAIATH YeJOBeK, IpaMo ceiiuac. OgZHM TBOU POI-
CTBeHHUKU, APYyTHe — HeT, HO MbI BC€ TBOS CEMbs.

Temeps ona ymoskaer. IloTom HakJIOHAETCA HAOO
MHOH’ TaK, YTO IPAIU €e BOJOC IIEKOUyT MOe JIUIIO,
U I[eJIyeT MeHs B J00.

— ¥ Tebs mo-TIpe:KHEMY eCTh CeMbs, — IIemyueT
OHA.

IIporibiM JieTOM MBI HEOXKUIAHHO YCTPOUJIU Be-
YepUHKY B uecTb [{usa Tpyna. JIeTo BeIgaIoCh HAIPS-
sxkenHbIM. CHauasa Moii jarepb, IIOTOM MbI €3TUJIN
K 0a0yIIKunHON ceMbe Ha MaccauyceTcKoe cOopuiie.
M=ue kKaszajigoch, uTo A He Buzesa Amama u Kum Bce
aeto. Mou poauTeau IJIaKaJUCh, YTO MecANaMU He
BCTpeUaJIiuCch ¢ Yuuioy, 'eHpu 1 uxX TOUypKOIH.

— Tenpu roBoput, oHa HaUYMHAET XOMUTH, — 3a-
MEeTHJ mama B TO yTpo. MBI Bce cuzesin B TOCTUHOMN
mepea BeHTUIATOPOM, UTOOBI He pacTradaThb: Operon
HaKpbLIa BOJIHA HeOBLIBAJIOW Kapbl. DBLIO AecATb
yTpa u 60Jbllle TPUAIIATH I'PALyCOB.

Mawma B3risiHy1a Ha KaJIeHIaph.

— Ei1 y:xe gecars mecanes. Kynma meBaercs Bpe-
msa? — Ilorom oma mocmoTrpesa Ha Hac ¢ Texau: —
Kax sT0 B0OOOIIle BOBMOYKHO, UTO MOS JOUb IIOCJE.-
Hui rox B miojge? Korma, uepT BO3bMM, MOM MAJIBIII
yCIlesI TOMTH BO BTOPOI Kiacc?
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“I’m not a baby,” Teddy shot back, clearly in-
sulted.

“Sorry, kid, unless we have another one, you’ll
always be my baby.”

“Another one?” Dad asked with mock alarm.

“Relax. I’m kidding — for the most part,” Mom
said. “Let’s see how I feel when Mia leaves for col-
lege.”

“I’m gonna be eight in December. Then I'm a
man and you’ll have to call me ‘Ted,”” Teddy re-
ported.

“Is that so?” I laughed, spraying orange juice
through my nose.

“That’s what Casey Carson told me,” Teddy said,
his mouth set into a determined line.

My parents and I groaned. Casey Carson was
Teddy’s best friend, and we all liked him a lot and
thought his parents seemed like such nice people,
so we didn’t get how they could give their child
such a ridiculous name.

“Well, if Casey Carson says so,” I said, giggling,
and soon Mom and Dad were laughing, too.

“What’s so funny?” Teddy demanded.

“Nothing, Little Man,” Dad said. “It’s just the
heat.”

“Can we still do sprinklers today?” Teddy asked.
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— $1 "He maurbin, — Bo3pasua Tegau, TBHO OCKOP-
OJIEHHBIH.

— IlpocTu, CHIHOK, HO, IIOKA Y HAC He OyAeT ApY-
roro MaJiblllia, Thl BCEr[a OCTAHEIILCS MOMM MAaJIbI-
LIOM.

— JIpyroro? — IepecIpocuj IIala C Haurpam-
HBIM Y2KacoM.

— Paccnabnes, g mryqyy — mMecTaMu, — cKasaJjia
mama. — IlocmorpuMm, Kak s ceba Oyoy UyBCTBO-
BaTh, Korga Musa 3aKOHUUT YHUBEPCUTET.

— Mmue y:xe Oymer BoceMb B mexabpe. Torma a
CTaHy MY:KUMHOM, 1 BaM NPUIETCA HA3bIBATh MEHS
«Ten», — sasaBua Tegnu.

— IlpaBga? — §1 pwIpKHYyJIAa TAK, UTO AleIbCHU-
HOBBIN COK OPBIBHYJI M3 HOCA.

— Tak mue Keiicu Kapcon ckasajy, — CcOOOIIMI
Tennu, peniuTeabHO CiKaB I'yObI.

Mzr ¢ pomurensmu sactoHanu. Keiicu Kapcon
ObL1 JgyuiiuM Apyrom Temau, u BceM HaM OH OUEHb
HpaBuiacsa. OZHAKO MBI He MOIVIM ypas3yMeThb, Kak
ero POAUTesIN, BecbMa NPUATHBIE HA BUJ JIOAU, CIIO-
IOOMJINCH HaTh CHIHY TaKOe HeJelloe MMeUKo.

— Hy, pas Keiicu Kapcon Tax ropopur... — Xu-
XUKHYB, IPOTAHYJIa f, ¥ MaMa C IIalloil ToKe pac-
XOXOTAJINCD.

— Yo Takoro cmenrHoro? — Bompocua Tegnn.

— Hwuuero, MajeHbKUN MY:KUMHA, — OTBETUJ
mama. — 9TO BCe OT Kaphbl.

— A MOKHO, MBI CEerOHSA OOATL BKJIIOUNM OPBI3-
raaku? — sanpsiraua Teaau.
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Dad had promised him he could run through the
sprinklers that afternoon even though the governor
had asked everyone in the state to conserve water
this summer. That request had peeved Dad, who
claimed that we Oregonians suffer eight months of
rain a year and should be exempt from ever worry-
ing about water conservation.

“Damn straight you can,” Dad said. “Flood the
place if you want.”

Teddy seemed placated.

“If the baby can walk, then she can walk through
the sprinklers. Can she come into the sprinklers
with me?”

Mom looked at Dad.

“That’s not a bad idea,” she said. “I think Wil-
low’s off today.”

“We could have a barbecue,” Dad said. “It is La-
bor Day and grilling in this heat would certainly
qualify as labor.”

“Plus, we’ve got a freezer full of steaks from
when your father decided to order that side of
beef,” Mom said. “Why not?”

“Can Adam come?” I asked.

“Of course,” Mom said. “We haven’t seen much
of your young man lately.”

“I know,” I said. “Things are starting to happen
for the band,” I said.

At the time I was excited about it. Genuinely
and completely. Gran had only recently planted the
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ITamma mooGemaym paspemuTh eMy JHEM mIpobe-
JKaTh uYepe3 pas0pbLI3TUBATEIM, XOTS TI'yOepHaTop
IPOCUJ Beex mobepedyb BOAY HBIHEIIHUM JIETOM. JTa
mpochk0a MpuUBeJia Many B HeroJgoBaHUe: OH 3asdBUI,
YTO MBI, OPETOHI[bI, BOCEMb MECSIEeB B TOAY CTPajaa-
eM OT JOKIel M YK Hac-TO CJIeJoBajio Obl n30aBUTH
oT 0eCIIOKOICTBA HACUYET BOMLI.

— BoT Mok HO, uepT mobepu, MOKHO, — OTBETHUJI
mama. — XOTh BCe 3aTONHU, €CJIU XOUelllb.

HoBosbubIl, Tegau cripocmi:

— Ecan MaJsbIIiKa y:Ke XOOUT, TOTZa OHA TOXKe
MOJKeT IIPOTH uepes OpbIsraaku. MoKHO, OHA IOMH-
IeT cO MHOM?

Mama mocMoTpesia Ha Iaiy.

— A memutoxas ujesi, — 3aMeTHJia oHa. — Bpoxe
Obl ¥ YUJLJIOY CeTONHSA BBIXOTHOM.

— MoskHO ycTpouTh OapbeKio, — cKasajg Iia-
nma. — Ceronus ke JleHb TPyJa, a JKapUTh MSCO II0
TaKoOM JKape y:K TOUHO TPY/I.

— Ilnfoc K TOMYy, Y Hac MOJHBLIA XOJOAWUIBHUK
CTEeIKOB C TeX IIOpP, KaK TBOW mama pPelrn 3aKasaThb

cpas3y IIOJIOBUHY TOBSKbell Tyuiu, — AobaBujia Ma-
ma. — ITouemy Ov1 u HeT?

— A moxkHO Amamy npuiitu? — cmpocuia .

— Konmeuno, — orBetrmya mama. — B nocienuee
BpeMs MBI HEYACTO BUEJHU TBOETO IOHOIIY.

— YK 3HaW0, — CKasaja s, — y HUX B I'PyIIe

ceiiyac O0OJIbIIIVIE TIEPEMEHHI.
B To BpemMs MeHA 3TO MCKpPeHHe W INIyOOKO pa-
moBaso. BaOymrka TOJIbKO-TOJIBKO 3apOHUJA B MOIO
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seed of Juilliard in my head, but it hadn’t taken
root. I hadn’t decided to apply yet. Things with
Adam had not gotten weird yet.

“If the rock star can handle a humble picnic
with squares like us,” Dad joked.

“If he can handle a square like me, he can handle
squares like you,” I joked back. “I think I’ll invite
Kim, too.”

“The more the merrier,” Mom said. “We’ll make
it a blowout like in the olden days.”

“When dinosaurs roamed the earth?” Teddy
asked.

“Exactly,” Dad said. “When dinosaurs roamed
the earth and your mom and I were young.”

About twenty people showed up. Henry, Wil-
low, the baby, Adam, who brought Fitzy, Kim,
who brought a cousin visiting from New Jersey,
plus a whole bunch of friends of my parents whom
they had not seen in ages. Dad hauled our ancient
barbecue out of the basement and spent the after-
noon scrubbing it. We grilled up steaks and, this
being Oregon, tofu pups and veggie burgers. There
was watermelon, which we kept cool in a bucket
of ice, and a salad made with vegetables from the
organic farm that some of Mom and Dad’s friends
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TOJIOBY CEMEUYKO CBETJIOTO KOHCEePBATOPCKOTO Oymy-
1ero, HO OHO IIOKAa He mpopocJio. f1 elle He pelruia
mojgaBaTh 3asBJeHHe. 1 B OoTHOIIEHUSIX ¢ AmamMom
HATSHYTOCTh OKa HE ITOSBUJIAC.

— Ecau, KoHeuHO, pPOK-3Be3a CTAHET CBSA3LI-
BaThbCA C TAKMMHU 3aHyIaMH, KaK Mbl, X HAIIUM
CKPOMHBIM HIUKHUKOM, — COCTPHJI Talla.

— Ecau yx OH cBsABaJica ¢ TaKoul 3aHYAOH, KaK
d, TO YK ¢ TAKMMU 3aHyIaMU, KaK BbI, 1 IIOJABHO He

OTKaKeTcsA, — oTiryTuaach a. — l[loxanyit, u Kum
IIO30BY.

— Yewm Gouibllle HApPOAA, TEM Becejiee, — PEIIu-
Jla MaMa. — YCTPOUM KyTeK, KaK B cTapble JoOpbIie
BpeMeHa.

— Korza 1o 3emjie OpoguaIn TNHO3aBPBLI? — He-
BUHHO BMeniajca Texnu.

— WwmenHo, — moarBepaun mana. — Korga mo
3emJie OpOAMINM AMHO3aBPELI, a MbI C Balllell MaMOI
OBLIM MOJIOZBI.

Cobpasioch OKOJIO [ABAAIlaTH dYeJIOBEK. leHpwH,
Yunnoy, ux gouka, Agam um ¢ aum Purnu, Kuwm,
IpuUxXBaTUBIIAA T'OCThI0 — Ky3uHy us3 Huio-I[;xepcu,
IUIIOC TeJias Kyda Apy3ell MOuX poauTesei, ¢ Ko-
TOPHIMHU OHU yiKe CTO JeT He Buaeauch. Ilama BbI-
BOJIOK M3 TIOJBaJia HAIIY CTAPWHHYIO PEIIEeTKY s
6ap06eKio U MOJIAHS ee OTCKpedas. MbI sKapUIu MsCO
U, Kak nmosejochk B Operoxe, fejajim XOT-JOTH U3 TO-
¢y u BererapuaHcKue Oyprepsl. BeLr apOy3, oxJia-
IeHHBIN B BeJIpe CO JIBJOM, U caJjiaT M3 OBOIIEH, BbI-
pallleHHBIX Ha 9KodepMe KOT0-TO U3 POAUTETbCKUX
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had started. Mom and I made three pies with wild
blackberries that Teddy and I had picked. We drank
Pepsi out of these old-fashioned bottles that Dad
had found at some ancient country store, and
I swear they tasted better than the regular kind.
Maybe it was because it was so hot, or that the par-
ty was so last minute, or maybe because everything
tastes better on the grill, but it was one of those
meals that you know you’ll remember.

When Dad turned on the sprinkler for Teddy
and the baby, everyone else decided to run through
it. We left it on so long that the brown grass turned
into a big slippery puddle and I wondered if the
governor himself might come and tell us off. Adam
tackled me and we laughed and squirmed around on
the lawn. It was so hot, I didn’t bother changing
into dry clothes, just kept dousing myself when-
ever I got too sweaty. By the end of the day, my
sundress was stiff. Teddy had taken his shirt off
and had streaked himself with mud. Dad said he
looked like one of the boys from Lord of the Flies.

When it started to get dark, most people left
to catch the fireworks display at the university or
to see a band called Oswald Five-0 play in town.
A handful of people, including Adam, Kim, Wil-
low, and Henry, stayed. When it cooled off, Dad
lit a campfire on the lawn, and we roasted marsh-
mallows. Then the musical instruments appeared.
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apy3eti. MBI ¢ MaMO# MCHEKJIN TPU IIUPOTa C TUKOMI
€:KeBUKOU, KoTopylo Hacobupanau Teamum u s. Bcee
IUIY Tencu u3 OYTHLIOK CTaporo odopasia — mama
OTKOIIaJI WX B KAKOM-TO APEBHEM JePEeBEHCKOM Ma-
ra3mHYNKe, U, KIAHYCh, BKYC Y Hee ObLI JIydIlle, 4eM
y coBpeMmeHHOI. MoikeT, 13-3a JKapbl, UJIU OTTOTO,
YTO BeuepumHKa cobpajiach TaK CIIOHTAHHO, UJIU II0-
TOMY, UTO Ha I'puJje Bce KasKeTcs BKycHee, — y Hac
moJIyYuJiach OHA M3 TeX Tpalle3, KOTOphble 3alI0OMU-
HAIOTCA HaBCeTHa.

Korna mama Bratoumsa giaa Teaaw m MaJbIIKU
pas0bphIBTUBATENb, BCE OCTAJbHBIE TOMKE PEeIIUIN
npobe:xkaTh moA HUM. MbI He BBIKJIIOUAJIU €T0 TaK
JIoJITO, YTO Oypas JIysKaliKka mpeBpaTujaach B OTPOM-
HYIO CKOJIb3KYIO JIYIKY, U A AyMajia, KOTAa Ke ABUT-
cA ry0epHATOp W MPUKAKET HaM OTKJIIOUUTH BOJY.
Apnam morsaJjics 3a MHO, U MbI, CMeACh, HOCUJIVCH
o ra30HYy. BBLIO Tak jKapKo, YTO A U He AyMaJia Iie-
peosieBaThCsA B CyX0e, IPOCTO Irpoberaja moj OpnIs-
raJiKkamMu, KOTZla CJUIIKOM moTeja. K KOHIY IHSA
MO#1 capadaH cTajy KeCTKUM M TyruM. Tengu CHJI
pybamky m paspucoBaJsica rpaspioo. Ilama ckasad,
YTO OH BBIIVIAAUT Kak repoii «IloBenurensa myx».

Korma mauano reMHeTh, OOJIBITNHCTBO TOCTEH ye-
XaJu Ha Moy (eliepBEPKOB, YCTPOEHHOE B YHUBED-
CUTeTe, WJIN B TOPOJ, HAa KOHIEPT Ipynibl «OcBaIb
nAThL-HOJIb». Ocrasiack HeOoJblIad I'PYIIla, B TOM
yucyie Axam, Kum, Yunnoy u I'eapu. Korga craso
IOompoXJIagHell, Imama pasBeJl Ha Jy:Kalike KocTep,
W MBI Ha)Kapuiam prucoBoi mactuiibl. Ilorom mosBu-
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Dad’s snare drum from the house, Henry’s guitar
from his car, Adam’s spare guitar from my room.
Everyone was jamming together, singing songs:
Dad’s songs, Adam’s songs, old Clash songs, old
Wipers songs. Teddy was dancing around, the
blond of his hair reflecting the golden flames. I re-
member watching it all and getting that tickling
in my chest and thinking to myself: This is what
happiness feels like.

At one point, Dad and Adam stopped playing
and I caught them whispering about something.
Then they went inside, to get more beer, they
claimed. But when they returned they were carry-
ing my cello.

“Oh, no, I’'m not giving a concert,” I said.

“We don’t want you to,” Dad said. “We want
you to play with us.”

“No way,” I said.

Adam had occasionally tried to get me to “jam”
with him and I always refused. Lately he’d started
joking about us playing air-guitar-air-cello duets,
which was about as far as I was willing to go.

“Why not, Mia?” Kim said. “Are you such a clas-
sical-music snob?”

“It’s not that,” I said, suddenly feeling panicked.
“It’s just that the two styles don’t fit together.”

“Says who?” Mom asked, her eyebrows raised.
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JINCh MY3bIKAJbHbIe MHCTPYMEHTHI: ITalNH padboumii
bGapabaH u3 moma, rutapa I'eHpu M3 ero MalllWHBEI,
samacHas rurapa AzamMa m3 Moeill KoMHaThl. Bcee
Urpaju BMeCcTe, MMIIPOBU3NPOBAJIN U II€JU IEeCHU’:
manuHbl, Amama, crapble XUTbhl «Kiair» u «Yai-
mepc». Tegau miiscag BOKPYT, IO €r0 CBETJILIM BO-
JocaM OeraJyu OJMKHU 30JI0TOr0 IiaMeHu. ITomHIo,
CMOTpeJIa Ha BCE 9TO, B I'PYAU Yy MEH IeKOTaJI0, U 5
nymaia: «BoT aTO oIlyIljeHre U eCTh CUACTHE» .

B Kakoii-To MOMEHT A 3aMeTuJia, 4YTo IIama ¢ Azxa-
MOM IIePeCTaIN UT'PATh U 3alleNTaanch. IloToM oHM
VILIN B IOM, 3asBUB, YTO IPUHECYT eIle INBa, HO
BEPHYJIUCH C MOell BUOJIOHUYEJIbIO.

— Oii, HeT, g He OyAy TYT HaBaThb KOHIIEPT, — 3a-
IIpOTecTOBAJIA .

— A Ham 1 He Hajmo, — cKasaj mama. — MBI X0-
THM, UYTOOBI ThI IIOUIPAJia C HAMMU.

— HeTt-mer-"Her, — oTbmBaIach 4.

Apam wmHOrZA IIBITAJICA YrOBOPUTH MEHS «IIO-
IPKeMOBaTh» C HUM, a d BCerfga oTKasbiBajack. 1103-
JKe IOILIM IIYTOYKM PO HAII AYST HA BO3AYIIHBIX
MHCTPYMEHTaX — HO JaJibllle HUX MHE 3aXOIUTh VK
HUKaAK He XOTeJIOCh.

— A mouemy Her, Mus? — yauBuiaack Kum. —
Hey:xeau ThI Takol KiIacCUK-CHOO?

— IOa ue mostomy. — §1 BAPYr BHAja B JIETKYIO
nmauuKy. — IIpocTo HAIK CTUIU IIJIOXO COUETAIOTCS

IPYT C APYTOM.
— W K10 9TO CKaBan? — B3AepHYJia OPOBU MaMa.
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“Yeah, who knew you were such a musical seg-
regationist?” Henry joked.

Willow rolled her eyes at Henry and turned
to me.

“Pretty please,” she said as she rocked the baby
to sleep in her lap. “I never get to hear you play
anymore.”

“C’mon, Mee,” Henry said. “You’re among fa-
mily.”

“Totally,” Kim said.

Adam took my hand and caressed the inside of
my wrist with his fingers.

“Do it for me. I really want to play with you.
Just once.”

I was about to shake my head, to reaffirm that
my cello had no place among the jamming guitars,
no place in the punk-rock world. But then I looked
out at Mom, who was smirking at me, as if issu-
ing a challenge, and Dad, who was tapping on his
pipe, pretending to be nonchalant so as not to ap-
ply any pressure, and Teddy, who was jumping up
and down — though I think it was because he was
hopped up on marshmallows, not because he had
any desire to hear me play — and Kim and Willow
and Henry all peering at me like this really mat-
tered, and Adam, looking as awed and proud as he
always did when he listened to me play. And I was a
little scared of falling on my face, of not blending,
of making bad music. But everyone was looking at
me so intently, wanting me to join in so much, and
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— Jla y3K, He 3HAJIU MBI, YTO ThI CTODOHHUIA MY-
3BIKAJIbHOU cerperamum, — CXOoXMuJa I'eHpu.

Yunnoy ciesana B CTOPDOHY MyiKa CTPAIIHbIE IJIa-
3a U IIOBePHYyJIach KO MHe.

— Hy moska-a-amyiicra, — mompocuja oHa, Ka-
yasg OOUYKY Ha KOJEeHAX. — A TO g HHKOTIA He BbI-
O6epych TebOs MOCayNIaATh.

— Hasaii ;xe, Musa, — ckasau I'eapu. — M=l Ke
BCE 3/IeCh CEMbs.

— Touno, — nmoxgep:;xana Kum.

Anam B3s MeHs 3a PYKY W IIOTVIAAMJ IIO 3arls-
CTBIO.

— Hy cpenaii aTo ana mend. 1 nmpaBna Xouy ChI-
rpaThk ¢ To0oii. Becero pasok.

1 yxxe cobupasiack IOMOTATEL I'OJIOBOII, YTBEPK-
Ias, 4TO MOel BHOJIOHUYEJN HeT MecTa B THTapHOM
«JIKeMe», HeT MecTa B MUpe HmaHK-poka. Ho morom
mocMoTpesa Ha MaMy, VJIBIOHYBIIYIOCI MHE C BbI-
30BOM, M Ha Ialy, OPUTBOPHO PABHOILYIIHO IIO-
CTYKMBAIOIIETro Mo CBOel TpyOKe, YTOOBI He HAaBUTH
Ha MeHsd, U Ha cKauyIlero Ha mecte Temgau — XoOTs
OH-TO, IIOJO3PEeBalo, IIPhIrajJ IO OeHCTBUEM BO3-
IYIITHO-PUCOBOM MMACTUIBI, a He IIOTOMY, UTO OUYEeHb
YiK XOTeJI ImocaymaTts Moo urpy. 1 Kum, u Yuanoy,
u 'eHpu — Bce yCTaBUJIKCH HA MeHA TakK, OYATO TO
OBLIO MO-HACTOSAIIEMY BasKHO AJIA HUX; a Axam Ipu-
HAJ TAKOU JKe BOCTOP:KEHHBIN 1 TOPABIN BUI, KakK
BCerya, Korja ciaymaJj MeHd. S 6osaack, UTO yaapio
B I'PA3b JUIOM, HE CMOTY IIOACTPOUTHCS HJIN IJIOXO
ceirpao. Ho Bce Tak cMOTpeJ U HAa MeHs, Tak KIa-
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I realized that sounding bad wasn’t the worst thing
in the world that could happen.

So I played. And even though you wouldn’t
think it, the cello didn’t sound half bad with all
those guitars. In fact, it sounded pretty amazing.

716 AM.

It’s morning. And inside the hospital, there’s
a different kind of dawn, a rustling of covers, a
clearing of the eyes. In some ways, the hospital
never goes to sleep. The lights stay on and the
nurses stay awake, but even though it’s still dark
outside, you can tell that things are waking up.
The doctors are back, yanking on my eyelids, shin-
ing their lights at me, frowning as they scribble
notes in my chart as though I’ve let them down.

I don’t care anymore. I’m tired of this all, and it
will be over soon. The social worker is back on duty
again, too. It looks like the night’s sleep had little im-
pact on her. Her eyes are still heavy, her hair a kinky
mess. She reads my chart and listens to updates from
the nurses on my bumpy night, which seems to make
her even more tired. The nurse with the blue-black
skin is also back. She greeted me by telling me how
glad she was to see me this morning, how she’d been
thinking about me last night, hoping I’d be here.
Then she noticed the bloodstain on my blanket and
tsked tsked before hustling off to get me a new one.
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JIX, YTO S IPUCOEINHIOCH... U A MOHAJA: IIJIOXO ChI-
rpaTh — He caMoe XyIIllee, UYTO MOYKET CIYUYUTHCS.

Taxk uTo s crajsia urpaTh. Y KTo 6bI MOT IOAYMAaTh,
BMOJIOHUYEJIh OUEHb [JasKe HeIlJIOXO 3ByJajia cpeau
Bcex aTtux rutap. Ilo mpaBme roBops, 3Bydaja OHA
IIPOCTO UBYMUTEIHHO.

07:16

VYrpo. B OGosbHUIIE HAUMHAETCS CBOM pacCBeT:
HIypIIaHue OfedAs, MPOTUPaHMe ria3. B KakoMm-To
cMbIciie O0JIBHUIIA HUKOTIA He JIOKUTCA cuaTh. CBeT
TOpPUT, MeJCcecTPhl 0OAPCTBYIOT, HO AaKe XOTA CHa-
PYKHU ellle TEMHO, MOYKHO IIOUYBCTBOBaTh, KaK BCe
mpoOy:KaaeTcsa. BepHyauch Bpaun; OHU IMOTHUMAIOT
MHE BEKHU, CBETAT CBOUMU (POHAPUKAMU U, XMYPACH,
KOpAOAOT OTMETKM B MOeIl MexKapTre, KaK OyATO A
UX TOaBeJIA.

Mmue y:xe Bce paBHO. I ycrama or Bcero 3TOTO,
U CKOPO OHO 3aKoHuuTCs. ConpaboTHHUIIA TOXKE Bep-
HyJach Ha mocT. IloxoyKe, HOUHOM COH He CJIUIIKOM
eii momor. I';1aza y Hee mo-mpeKHEMY IPUNYXIIUE,
a BOJIOCHI cOmMCh B KypuaByio Maccy. MezacecTpa
C WCCWHSA-YEePHON KOKel ToKe BepHyJsach. OHa
mo3opoBajiach CO MHOW, CKa3aB, UTO OYE€Hb paja
YBUJETh MEHA U YTO AyMaJjia 000 MHe HOUBIO U Ha-
Iedyiach BCTpeTUThCA yTpoM. IloTom oHa 3ameuaer
IATHO KPOBM Ha MOEM ofesje, OTOPUEHHO IIOKaeT
SI3BIKOM ¥ CHEIUT HAWTW MHE HOBOE.
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After Kim left, there haven’t been any more vis-
itors. I guess Willow has run out of people to lobby
me with. I wonder if this deciding business is some-
thing that all the nurses are aware of. Nurse Ram-
irez sure knew about it. And I think the nurse with
me now knows it, too, judging by how congratula-
tory she’s acting that I made it through the night.
And Willow seems like she knows it, too, with the
way she’s been marching everyone through here.
I like these nurses so much. I hope they will not
take my decision personally.

I am so tired now that I can barely blink my eyes.
It’s all just a matter of time, and part of me won-
ders why I’m delaying the inevitable. But I know
why. I’m waiting for Adam to come back. Though
it seems like he has been gone for an eternity, it’s
probably only been an hour. And he asked me to
wait, so I will. That’s the least I can do for him.

My eyes are closed so I hear him before I see
him. I hear the raspy, quick rushes of his lungs.
He is panting like he just ran a marathon. Then
I smell the sweat on him, a clean musky scent that
I’d bottle and wear as perfume if I could. I open my
eyes. Adam has closed his. But the lids are puffy
and pink, so I know what he’s been doing. Is that
why he went away? To cry without my seeing?
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ITocie Kum Goubire mocerureseii He 0b110. Ilo-
Jarai, y YUJjIoy 3aKOHUUJINCH JIIOAM, KOTOPbIEe MOT-
Ju ObI HA MEHS HOBJIUATH. §1 3aAyMbBIBAIOCh, 3HAIOT
JIX TIPO 3Ty WMITYKY C peleHueM Bce MeacecTpbl. Ce-
crpa Pamupec TouHO 3Hazna, u, JymMar, MeacecTpa,
HaOI0a0Iasa 3a MHO ceifuac, ToKe 3HAeT — CyIs
0 ee PajoCTU, YTO A mepexkuya Houb. VI Yuiioy,
Ka)KeTcs, TOKe IIOHMMAaeT — pas3 YK MIpuTaiuia
ciofla BcexX W Kaskaoro. MHe o4yeHb HPABATCA BTHU
mencecTpbl. Hanmeroch, OHM He BOCHPUMYT MO€e pe-
neHue 0JU3KO K CepaIy.

Celiuac s y:Ke Tak ycTraJja, 4TO e€IBa MOTY MOp-
rHyTh. OcTaercs TOJBKO JKIATh — U YaCThb MEHS UH-
Tepecyercs, IoUueMy A OTTATMBai0 HemsOesxHOe. Ho
d 3HAI0 IMoueMy: s KOy BosBpamleHus Amama. XoTsa
MHe KasKeTcsd, UTO ero HeT yiKe IeJyI0 BeYHOCTb,
MPOIILIO, TOMKANIYii, He Oojblle yaca. VI oH mompo-
CUJI MEHS IOJOXKJaTh, TaK UTO S HONOMKIY. YK DTO-
TO 51 MOTY JIJISI HETO CIleJIaTh.

Mowu rnasa 3akKpbBITBI, TAaK YTO A CJBIIIY €ro
paHbIle, 4YeM BUIKY. 1 CJBIITY XPUILIble OBICTPBIE
IBUKEHUA BO3ayxa B ero jJerkux. OH 3aabiXxaercH,
OyaTo TOJBKO uTO mpobexxkas mapadou. ITorom s
OIIYIIIAaI0 3amaX ero IIoTa — YWUCTBI MYCKYCHBIH
apoMaT, KOTOPBIN 51 ObI C YAOBOJBCTBHEM 3aKyIIO-
pua Bo (pJIaKOH M HOCHJIA, KaK AyXu. I OTKPHIBAIO
rjiada — ero rjasa 3aKpbIThbl. BeKu y Hero mpuiyx-
e W po30BbIE, TAK UTO A IMOHMMAI0, YeM OH 3a-
Humasica. Ou 3a stum yirea? IlomirakaTb, YTOOBI
He Bugesa?
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He doesn’t so much sit in the chair as fall into
it, like clothes heaped onto the floor at the end of
a long day. He covers his face with his hands and
takes deep breaths to steady himself. After a min-
ute, he drops his hands into his lap.

“Just listen,” he says with a voice that sounds
like shrapnel.

I open my eyes wide now. I sit up as much as
I can. And I listen.

“Stay.” With that one word, Adam’s voice catch-
es, but he swallows the emotion and pushes for-
ward. “There’s no word for what happened to you.
There’s no good side of it. But there is something to
live for. And I’m not talking about me. It’s just...
I don’t know. Maybe I’m talking shit. I know I’'m
in shock. I know I haven’t digested what happened
to your parents, to Teddy... ” When he says Teddy,
his voice cracks and an avalanche of tears tumbles
down his face. And I think: I love you.

I hear him take gulpfuls of air to steady him-
self. And then he continues:

“All I can think about is how fucked up it would
be for your life to end here, now. I mean, I know
that your life is fucked up no matter what now,
forever. And I’m not dumb enough to think that
I can undo that, that anyone can. But I can’t
wrap my mind around the notion of you not get-
ting old, having kids, going to Juilliard, getting
to play that cello in front of a huge audience, so
that they can get the chills the way I do every time
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Apnam He CTOBKO CaaUTCA HA CTYJI, CKOJBKO Ta-
IaeT, CJIOBHO OfleKIa, COPOIIeHHAs Ha II0J B KOHIE
nmoaroro aus. OH 3aKpbIBAET JIUIIO PYKaMU U TJIy00-
KO JBIIIUT, YTOOBI IpuiiTy B cebsa. Ho uepe3d MunyTy
POHSET PYKU HA KOJIEHMU.

— IIpocTo mocaymiaii. — Ero romxoc npe6es:xur,
CJIOBHO OMTOE CTEKJIO.

§1 mpoKo OTKpPBIBAIO IV1ada, BBIIPAMIISIOCH, Ha-
CKOJIBKO MOTY, U CJYIIAao.

— Ocranbca. — Apmam 3anmHAETCS, HO CIJIATBI-
BaeT W TOPOILIMBO IIpomosikaer: — HeT ciaoB masa
TOTO, YTO C TOOO¥ CAyUYMoch. B aTOM HeT HUKaKOI
xopoliiei croporbl. Ho ecTh UT0-TO, pagu 4ero CTOUT
KUTh. U g make He o cebe roBopio. ITO IIPOCTO... HY,
He 3Ha10. Mo:xer, g Open Hecy. I[louuMmaro, g B IIOKe,
d ellle He IepeBapuj TOTO, UTO CIYUYUJIOCH C TBOU-
MU poauTeasamu, ¢ Tegnu... — Ha umenn Texnu ero
roJIOC CPBIBAETCS, U 110 JUIY JJABUHOM KaTATCA CJie-
3bl. — Ho g Bce Bpema gymaro: «§f1 1000 Teba».

S caymaro, Kak AmaM TJIOTaeT BOBAYX, UTOOBI
YCIIOKOUTBLCA. IIoTOM OH IIPOmOJIIKaeT:

— Bce, 0 yueM g MOry AymMaTh, — KakK IVIyIIO Oy-
IIeT, eCJIU TBOS KUBHDb 3aKOHUMTCA BOT TaK: 3/7[eCh,
ceiiuac. To ecTh S TMOHWMMAIO, UTO MPEKHAST TBOS
JKM3Hb yiKe 3aKoHUmMJach, HaBcerna. VI s He Ha-
CTOJIBKO TYII, YTOOBI AyMaTb, OyATO CMOTY 3TO HC-
IPaBUTh, OYATO KTO-HUOYAb CMOKET 9TO UCIPABUTD.
Ho y meHs B rojioBe He yMeIl[aeTCs, UTO ThI He IIO-
cTapeelb, He 3aBefelllb AeTell, He moememnb B [[:Ky-
JbAPJ, He Oymellb WUTrpaTh Ha CBOEH BUOJOHUEHU
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I see you pick up your bow, every time I see you
smile at me.

“If you stay, I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll quit
the band, go with you to New York. But if you need
me to go away, I’ll do that, too. I was talking to Liz
and she said maybe coming back to your old life
would just be too painful, that maybe it’d be easier
for you to erase us. And that would suck, but I’d do
it. I can lose you like that if I don’t lose you today.
I’1l let you go. If you stay.”

Then it is Adam who lets go. His sobs burst like
fists pounding against tender flesh.

I close my eyes. I cover my ears. I cannot watch
this. I cannot hear this.

But then, it is no longer Adam that I hear. It’s
that sound, the low moan that in an instant takes
flight and turns into something sweet. It’s the cel-
lo. Adam has placed headphones over my lifeless
ears and is laying an iPod down on my chest. He’s
apologizing, saying that he knows this isn’t my fa-
vorite but it was the best he could do. He turns up
the volume so I can hear the music floating across
the morning air. Then he takes my hand.
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mepes OTPOMHBIMHU 3aJlaMU, UTOOBI V¥ BCEX XOJIOIAOK
OeskaJt 1o ciMHe, — KaK y MeHdA BCAKUU pas, Koraa
s BUIKY, YTO ThI Oepellb CMBIUOK, BCAKUH pas, Koraa
THI yabI0aenIbca MHe.

Ecau T8I ocTaHembes, g caeaai Bce, UTO ThI 3a-
xouellb. J1 yiigy us rpynmnsl, moexny ¢ To6oii 8 Hbro-
Hopxk. A ecau Tebe mOHALOGUTCA, UTOOBI A yIIET U3
TBOEU KU3HU, A U 9TO chaena. S rosopu ¢ Jlus,
U OHA HPEJNOoJIOKHUIA, UTO BO3BPAIllleHUE K MPeiK-
Hell KUBHU MOKET CTaTh IJs TeOA CIAUIIKOM 00-
JIeBHEHHBIM; UYTO Tebe MOMKeT OKas3aThCA IIPOIIe
BBIUEPKHYTh Hac. JTO OyJeT HEBBIHOCHMMO, HO
BeIZEP:KY. I cMory moTepsTh TeOsS BOT TakK, €Cau
He moTrepsAm cerogus. I ornymy Teds. Ecau TwI
OoCTaHeIIbCs.

Tyt Amam He BbIAep:KHUBaeT. Ero pelgaHusa mpo-
OuBarOTCA M3 IPYAU, KaK KyJaKW, MOJOTAIIUE II0
MATKOU ILJIOTH.

§1 sakpeIBaio rIasa, 3aKphiBaio yimu. S He Mory
Ha 9TO CMOTPETH. I He MOry 9TO CIABINIATH.

Ho morom s cabliry y:xke He Amama. 9TO HMHOM
3BYK: HUBKWUU CTOH, B OJHO MI'HOBEHIE B3JIETalO-
muii K HebecaM U MepexXonAInii B HeXKHOCTh 1 Kpa-
coty. Buonmonuens. Amam Hamesn HayUIHUKW Ha MOU
HeCJIBIIIAIe VI U cefiyac KJageT auIion MHe Ha
rpyab. VI3BuHAETCA: MOJI, OH 3HAET, UTO ATO He ca-
Mad JpobuMas Mod Ibeca, HO JIy4lle eMy HUYEero
He momaJiock. OH JeslaeT 3BYK IOTPOMYE, U S CJIBI-
1y, KaK B YTPEHHEM BO3IyXe PasjinBaeTcs MY3BIKA.
Anam Geper MeHS 3a PYKY.
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It is Yo-Yo Ma. Playing Andante con poco e moto
rubato. The low piano plays almost as if in warn-
ing. In comes the cello, like a heart bleeding. And
it’s like something inside of me implodes.

I am sitting around the breakfast table with my
family, drinking hot coffee, laughing at Teddy’s
chocolate-chip mustache. The snow is blowing out-
side.

I am visiting a cemetery. Three graves under a
tree on a hill overlooking the river.

I am lying with Adam, my head on his chest, on
a sandy bank next to the river.

I am hearing people say the word orphan and re-
alize that they’re talking about me.

I am walking through New York City with Kim,
the skyscrapers casting shadows on our faces.

I am holding Teddy on my lap, tickling him as
he giggles so hard he keels over.

I am sitting with my cello, the one Mom and Dad
gave me after my first recital. My fingers caress the
wood and the pegs, which time and touch have worn
smooth. My bow is poised over the strings now.
I am looking at my hand, waiting to start playing.

I am looking at my hand, being held by Adam’s
hand.

Yo-Yo Ma continues to play, and it’s like the
piano and cello are being poured into my body,
the same way that the IV and blood transfusions

452



Ecnu a octaHycb

9o Mo-Mo Ma — on urpaer «Andante con poco
e moto rubato». Tuxas OacoBada mapTusa HHUAHU-
HO 3BYUYHUT KaK IIpefocrepeskeHme. Berymaer BumO-
JIOHUeJIb — CJIOBHO HCTeKalolllee KPOBBLIO CepAIle.
W 6yaTo uto-TO PymIMTCSa BO MHE.

d cmKy 3a yTpeHHUM CTOJIOM C MOEH CceMbei,
IIBIO TOPAUMI Ko(e, cMesaAch HaJ MIOKOJIAaHBIMU yca-
mu Texnu. 3a OKHOM KPY?KUTCSA CHET.

51 mpuxoiky Ha Kiaag0uIlne — TPU MOTHJIBI IO Je-
pPeBOM Ha XOJIMe, MVISIAIIEeM Ha PeKy.

§ nexxy Ha mecuaHoMm Oepery peKu BMecTe ¢ Ana-
MOM, MOsA TOJI0Ba IIOKOUTCSA Ha ero rpyiu.

§1 caply, Kak JIIOAU TPOMBHOCAT CJIOBO «CHUPO-
Ta», U IOHUMAI0, YTO OHU T'OBOPAT 000 MHE.

S uny mo Heio-Mopky ¢ Kum, HeGockpe6s! Gpoca-
IOT TEeHU Ha HAIIU JUIA.

S mepxxy Tenmu Ha KoJieHAX, LEKOYY ero, a OH
X0XO0YeT TaK, YTO OIPOKUIBIBAETCA HAB3HUUD.

51 cuxy, oOHMMAA BUOJIOHYENIH — TY CaMylo, KO-
TOPYIO MaMa C Ialo¥ MoJapujn MHE II0CJIe IIePBOro
BBICTYILTIeHUA. Mou maJblbl JACKAIOT AeKy M KOJI-
KU, CTaBllie TVIAAKUMHU OT IPUKOCHOBeHUI. CMBI-
YOK JIOKUTCSA Ha CTPYHBI. SI CMOTpPIO Ha CBOIO PYKY,
oKMIasa HAuajaa MY3bIKU.

§1 cmorpio Ha cBOIO PYKY B pyKe Amama.

HNo-1o Ma npoo/xaeT UrpaTh, U IIAHUHO C BHO-
JIOHYEJIBIO CJIOBHO BJIMBAIOTCA B MOe€ TeJIO, TaK Ke KaK
pacTBOp M3 KalleJILHUIIBI U IlepenBaeMasi KpoBb. Ha

453



[enn ®opmaH

are. And the memories of my life as it was, and
the flashes of it as it might be, are coming so fast
and furious. I feel like I can no longer keep up with
them but they keep coming and everything is col-
liding, until I cannot take it anymore. Until I can-
not be like this one second longer.

There is ablinding flash, a pain that rips through
me for one searing instant, a silent scream from
my broken body. For the first time, I can sense how
fully agonizing staying will be.

But then I feel Adam’s hand. Not sense it, but
feel it. I’'m not sitting huddled in the chair any-
more. I’m lying on my back in the hospital bed, one
again with my body.

Adam is crying and somewhere inside of me
I am crying, too, because I’m feeling things at last.
I’m feeling not just the physical pain, but all that
I have lost, and it is profound and catastrophic and
will leave a crater in me that nothing will ever fill.
But I’m also feeling all that I have in my life, which
includes what I have lost, as well as the great un-
known of what life might still bring me. And it’s
all too much. The feelings pile up, threatening to
crack my chest wide open. The only way to survive
them is to concentrate on Adam’s hand. Grasping
mine.

And suddenly I just need to hold his hand more
than I’ve ever needed anything in this world. Not
just be held by it, but hold it back. I aim every re-
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MeHsI HAKATBIBAIOT BOCIIOMHUHAHUA O MOell JKU3HU,
KaKoli oHa ObLjiIa, M BUIEHUS TOr0, KAKOM OHA MOTI-
Ja ObI OBITh, — CTPEMUTEJHLHO, MOIIHO U SIPOCTHO.
§1 ayBCTBYIO, UTO HE ITOCIIEBAO 38 HUMU, HO OHU MYaT
CILJIOIIHBIM IIOTOKOM, X BCE CTAJKMBAETCS, IEPeIry-
THIBAETCA — a § OOJIbIle He MOT'Y 3TOTO BBIHECTH.
§1 Gosbille HU CEKYHIBI HE MOTY TYT OCTaBaThCH.

OcienuTesbHAS BCIIBINIKA, JKI'yuyee MIHOBEHME
pexRyIei 001 — MOJUAJIUBLIN BOILIbL MOETO IIepe-
JIOMaHHOTO TeJjia. BriepBhie s OIMylIaio, Kak Mydu-
TeJILHO OyIeT OCTaTbCH.

Ho morom s uyBcTByIO pyKy AmamMa — He BUKY,
a uyBCcTByI0. J1 GOJIbIlle He CHIKY, CKOPUUBIINCH Ha
cryie. §1 ey Ha cuuHe Ha OOJBLHUYHONM KPOBaTH,
s CHOBa elHa CO CBOUM TEJIOM.

Apam prigaeT, 1 rIe-ToO BHYTPU ce0d S TOoXKe ILIa-
Yy, IOTOMY YTO HAaKOHEI-TO BCEe UYyBCTBYIO. S1 oIry-
a0 He TOJBKO (U3NUYecKyio 060jb, HO BCE, UTO s
moTepsJsia, — u 310 abcosrroTHas Karactpoda. OHa
OCTaBUT BO MHE IBIPY PasMepoOM C KpaTep, KOTOPYIO
HUYTO HUKOTAA He 3alloJHUT. Ho A TakiKe OIIyIIaio
BCe, UTO €CTh B MOEH KM3HU, BKJIIOUYas IOTEPAHHOE,
paBHO KaK M HEeBOOOpasUMYI0 HEM3BECTHOCTH TOTO,
YTO JKM3HDL ellle MOKeT MHe IpuHecTH. M 9TO yike
cautrkoM. Bos0Oy:kaeHre pacTer, yrposKas pasopBaTh
MHe I'pyab. EAVMHCTBEHHBIN CIIOCO0 IIEPEsKUTDH €r0 —
COCPEeOTOUNTRLCA Ha PyKe Anama, c;KUMaroIeil Moo.

U mHe BAPYT CTAHOBUTCS HEOOXOIMMO TOKE I0o/Ie-
pPKaThCA 32 HET0 — HUYTO B MEPE HUKOTIA He OBLIO
Tak HYKHO. IIycTh He TOJBKO OH CXKMMAET MOIO py-
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maining ounce of energy into my right hand. I’'m
weak, and this is so hard. It’s the hardest thing
I will ever have to do. I summon all the love I have
ever felt, I summon all the strength that Gran and
Gramps and Kim and the nurses and Willow have
given me. I summon all the breath that Mom, Dad,
and Teddy would fill me with if they could. I sum-
mon all my own strength, focus it like a laser beam
into the fingers and palm of my right hand. I pic-
ture my hand stroking Teddy’s hair, grasping a bow
poised above my cello, interlaced with Adam’s.

And then I squeeze.

I slump back, spent, unsure of whether I just
did what I did. Of what it means. If it registered.
If it matters.

But then I feel Adam’s grip tighten, so that the
grasp of his hand feels like it is holding my entire
body. Like it could lift me up right out of this bed.
And then I hear the sharp intake of his breath fol-
lowed by the sound of his voice. It’s the first time
today I can truly hear him.

“Mia?” he asks.
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Ky, HO 1 & ero. I HampaBJIfaio KaKIYI0 OCTABIIYIOCS
KaIlJII0 CUJI B CBOIO IIPaByI0 PYKy. §1 ciaaba, Tak 4ToO
3TO oueHb TpPyaHo. Ho A cobuparo Bcio Korma-iudo
WUCIBITAHHYI0 MHOIO JII000Bb, BCE CUJbBI, KAKKUEe MHE
maau 6a0yIika ¢ gemylikoil, u Kum, m MeacecTphl.
§1 mpusbIBaio BCIO 9HEPIHUIO, KOTOPOII HATIOJIHUIN ObI
MeHd Mama, nama u Temgnu, ecau 6061 moriu. CobOu-
paro BCIO COOCTBEHHYIO CUIIY, (POKYCUPYIO ee, CIOBHO
JIa3epHBIH JIyY, B HaJbIlaX U JAJOHU IIPABOIl PYKH.
1 mpencraBaAl, KaK MOA PyKa IVNIAAUT BOJIOCHI Tem-
I1; CoKMMAaeT CMBIUOK, 3aHECEeHHBIN HaJ CTPpyHAMHU
BHUOJIOHYEJIN; CILJIeTaeTcA C pyKoi Amama.

U cTucKmBaio mMajabIlbl.

IToroMm, ocnabes, ey — U3MOKAEHHA, HE YBe-
peHHas, TpaBJa JU y MeHS Bce MOJYyYUJIoCh. §1 He
3HAal0, 3HAUUT JIU MOe IBUKEeHIe UTO-HUOyab, 3aMe-
YeHO JIX OHO, BasKHO JIH.

Ho Tyt pyxa Amama c:xmmaeTcs CHUJIbHee, Kak
OyaTO yaep:KuBaeT Bce Moe Tejo. Kaxk OyaTo MOKeT
TMOAHATH MEHS C 3TOM KpPOBATU. A TIOTOM S CJBIIIY
pe3Kuii B3J0oX U JIOOMMBIH roJioC — IIePBBIH pas ce-
TOJHA A NeHCTBUTEJIBHO €T0 CJBIIIY.

— Musa? — copamuBaetr Axam.



Acknowledgments

Several people came together in a short amount
of time to make If I Stay possible. It starts with
Gillian Aldrich, who started crying (in a good way)
when I told her about my idea. This proved to be
quite a good motivator to get started.

Tamara Glenny, Eliza Griswold, Kim Sevcik,
and Sean Smith took time out of their hectic sched-
ules to read early drafts and offer much-needed
encouragement. For their enduring generosity and
friendship, I love and thank them. Some people
help you keep your head straight; Marjorie Ingall
helps me keep my heart straight, and for that I love
and thank her. Thank you also to Jana and Moshe
Banin.

Sarah Burnes is my agent in the truest sense of
the word, harnessing her formidable intelligence,
insight, passion, and warmth to shepherd the
words that I write to the people who should read
them. She and the superb Courtney Gatewood and
Stephanie Cabot have made miracles happen where
this book is concerned.

When I first met with the team at Penguin, I felt
like I was sitting down with family. My extraordi-

458



bnarogapHocTtu

MHuoro stofei 3a KOPOTKOe BpeMs COILINCH BMe-
cre, uTo0bI «Ecim s ocTaHych» CMOTJIa MOSBUTHCA
Ha cBeT. Hauanace sta kuura ¢ [xunnuan Oagpud,
KOoTOopasi pacuyBCTBOBaJach (B XOpOIIEeM CMBICJe
CJI0BA), KOTMa s M3JIOKUJIa el CBOIO Maer. JTO OKa-
3aJI0Ch JOCTATOUYHBIM CTHUMYJIOM, UTOOBI S IPHUCTY-
nuia K padore.

Tamapa I'mennu, dnusa I'pucBosag, Kum CeBuuk
u Illorn CMuT HaAILIX B CBOUX HANPIKEHHBIX rpa-
dukrax Bpems, 4TOOBI MPOUUTATH IIePBbIe HAOPOCKU
U TIOJapUTh MHE CTOJIb HeOOXOAUMYIO HOAAEP:KKY.
§1 mro6at0 u Giaromapio mX 3a 0OECKOHEUHOE BeJu-
Komyiue u Apy:k0y. HeKoTopble JIf0oAM IIOMOTraioT
COXpPaHATH IpUCyTCcTBUe mayxa; Mapmxopu WHromn
ImoMoTraeT MHEe COXPaHATh IIPUCYTCTBUE CEPAIa, U 3a
aTo s J100.10 U Gimaromapio ee. Criacu6o Tax:xke [[ixa-
He u Momre Bannm.

Capa Beprnc — MoOifi areHT B caMOM JIyYIIeM
CMBICJIE 9TOT'0 CJIOBA: OHA BKJIAIbIBaeT CBOI IIOTPSA-
CaoIUi MHTEJJIEKT U IMPOHUIATEIbHOCTh, CTPACTD
U TeIJIOTY, YTOOBI IepeaTh HalMCaHHbIe MHOIO CJIO-
Ba JIIOASAM, KOTOpPbIe X IpouTyT. OHU ¢ BEJIUKOJIEI-
aeiMu Koptau I'eiitByn u Credanu Keitbor TBopuIn
yymeca BO BCEM, UTO KAcCAJOCh dTON KHUTH.

Brnepsrie BeTpeTuBmics ¢ Komagaon «Penguiny,
S TYT JKe OLIyTHJIa, OYATO CHUKY B Kpyry cembu. Moii

459



[enn ®opmaH

nary editor, Julie Strauss-Gabel, has lavished Mia
and her family (not to mention me) with the careful
attention and love you’d hope to get from a rela-
tive. She is “Julie-special.” Don Weisberg put both
heart and muscle into this book, and the editorial,
sales, marketing, publicity, and design people have
all gone above and beyond, and for that I want to
individually thank: Heather Alexander, Scottie
Bowditch, Leigh Butler, Mary-Margaret Callahan,
Lisa DeGroff, Erin Dempsey, Jackie Engel, Felicia
Frazier, Kristin Gilson, Annie Hurwitz, Ras Shahn
Johnson-Baker, Deborah Kaplan, Eileen Kreit,
Kimberly Lauber, Rosanne Lauer, Stephanie Ow-
ens Lurie, Barbara Marcus, Casey McIntrye, Steve
Meltzer, Shanta Newlin, Mary Raymond, Emily
Romero, Holly Ruck, Jana Singer, Laurence Tucci,
Allison Verost, Allan Winebarger, Courtney Wood,
Heather Wood, and Lisa Yoskowitz. And finally a
huge thank you to the field reps who worked so
hard on behalf of this book. (Phew).

Music is a huge part of this story, and I drew
a lot of inspiration from Yo-Yo Ma — whose own
work informs much of Mia’s story — and from
Glen Hansard and Marketa Irglova, whose song
“Falling Slowly” I probably listened to more than
two hundred times while working on the book.

Thanks to my Oregon contingent: Greg and Di-
ane Rios, who have been our compatriots through

460



Ecnu a octaHycb
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mu semasakamu. [:xony u Iler Kpuctu, ubu sgro6e3s-
HOCTb, JOCTOMHCTBO UM BEJUKOAYIINE ITPOJOJIKAIOT
BIOXHOBJIATHL U TporaTh MeHdA. [[:xenrudep Jlapcox,
Moel JaBHel moaApyre 1, M0 CYACTINBOMY CTEUEHUIO
00CTOATEIBCTB, Bpauy-peaHnMaToJIOTy: OHA ITPOCBe-
THJa MEeHsd HacueT KOMATO3HOM INMKaJbl IJasro, He
rOBOPA YK O IIPOUMX MEAUIIMHCKUX ITOJPOOHOCTAX.

Mowu poxurenu, Jlu u Pyr ®@opmasn, u 6par c ce-
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yucrasa npaspa). Cnacubo Tax:xke Kapeum Popwmas,
Pobepry [llamxapry u Herre Takep.
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JKUBHBb paau aereii. Yusana Takep yuuT MeHA 39TO-
MYy KaKABIN IeHb U IPOINAeT, Korma S IorpPyKaioch
B UTPHI CBOEH (haHTa3UU CJIUIITKOM TTYOOKO, UTOOBI
urpars 1 (paHTa3MPOBATH C HEM.

Bes moero my:xa, Huka Takepa, HU4ero aToro 0ul
He O0bL10. S BceMm obOsA3aHa eMy.

W makomer, mos ruiyOouaiinias 0JarogapHOCTD
TeM, KTO BCAYECKU BIOXHOBJIAET MEHS U KaKIBIN
IeHb JOKAa3bIBaeT MHe, UTO 6ecCMepTHe CYIeCTBYeT.
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BUIMHIBAEIBESTSELLER

OPWUIMHA/BHBIN TEKCT M NEPEBOJ
HA CTPAHWLIAX OAHOW KHUM —
3TO 3OOEKTUBHbBIM CNOCOB YCOBEPLEHCTBOBATD
3HAHWE AHI/IMACKOIO A3bIKA.

Mwus, repouHs pOMaHa, poc/aa B O4EHb XOPOLLEHN,
APYXHOW ceMbe, rae ce ntobuam n beperamn apyr gpyra.
Mocne cTpaluHoi KaTacTpodbl cyssba nocTaBuna ee
nepeg BbIGOPOM — OCTaTbCA CPeAM KUBbIX MU HABCErAa
YWTW B MUP MHOW, MOCNEA0BaB 33 CaMbiMU N106MMBIMU
ANA Hee NoAbMU.

OpHa 3a apyroii nepes Hel NPOHOCATCA CLEHBI
€€ CYaCT/IMBOM XU3HU: NepBbli KOHLLEPT, NepBOe CBUAAHME,
60/ TOBHS C POAMUTENSMU 38 3aBTPAKOM. ..

OHwW Bcerga noAAepXvBasv ee U MoMorasivm He CoBepLIaTh
ownbok. Ho ceiyac oHa A0MKHA NPUHATL peLueHue

CaMOCTOATENIbHO.
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