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ABSTRACT

The translation project is dedicated to the study of pragmatic and linguo-stylistic features
of modern American prose translation, based on Aisha Muharrar’s debut novel "Loved One"
(2025). The object of the research is the pragmatic and stylistic dimensions of contemporary
American literature, while the subject encompasses translation methods and transformations
employed to render youth slang, emotively charged units, and specific metaphors of grief. The
study is conducted within the functional paradigm of translation studies, utilizing Christiane
Nord’s model of translation analysis and the concept of pragmatic equivalence. In the course of
the research, an original translation of a novel fragment into Ukrainian was performed, the stylistic
characteristics of A. Muharrar’s prose were characterized, the methods of reproducing the
millennial sociolect were analyzed, and the use of translation techniques to preserve the original’s
ironic distance and emotional authenticity in the target culture was justified.

Key words: Aisha Muharrar, emotively charged units, literary translation, pragmatic
equivalence, sociolect, stylistic analysis, youth slang.

AHOTAIISA

[lepexnamanpbKuii ~ MPOEKT  MPHUCBSIYEHO  JOCHIPKEHHIO  MparMaTUYHUX  Ta
JIHTBOCTHIIICTUYHUX OCOOJIMBOCTEN MepeKiaay CydacHOI aMepHKaHChKOI MPO3M Ha MPHKIAIl
nebroTHOro poMany At Myxappap «Loved One» (2025). O6’ekToM AOCTIKEHHS BUCTYIAIOTh
nparMaTH4HI Ta CTUJICTHUYHI BHUMIPH CY4YacHOi aMEpPUKAaHCHKOI JITEpaTypu, a MPeIMETOM —
nepekIaganbki MeToAu Ta Tpanchopmarlii, 3aCTOCOBaH1 ISl BIATBOPEHHSI MOJIOJIKHOTO CJICHTY,
€MOTHBHO 3a0apBJIEHUX OAMHHUIL Ta cnenudiuaux meradop rops. Po6oTy BUKOHAHO y CBITII
(GYHKIIOHAIBHOT TapaJUrMU HAYKOBOT'O 3HAHHS 13 3aIyYEHHSIM MOJIEN1 EPEeKIaJallbKOro aHaji3y
Kpictianu Hopa Ta koHmemniii mparMaTU4HOI €KBIBAJIEHTHOCTI. Y TMpoleci JOCTiIKeHHS
3IHCHEHO Mepekiiaa (parMeHTa TBOPY YKpaiHChKOI MOBOIO, CXapaKTEPH30BAHO CTHIIICTHYHHMA
npoctip npo3u A. Myxappap, NpoaHaNi30BaHO CIIOCOOM BIATBOPEHHS MIiJIEHIAIbCHKOTO
COLIIOJIEKTY Ta OOIPYHTOBAaHO BUKOPHCTAHHS TEXHIK MEpeKiaxy A 30epekeHHs 1pOHIYHOT
JTUCTAHIII] Ta eMOIIIHOT ayTEHTUYHOCT1 TEKCTY B IUIbOBIN KyJIbTYPI.

KnrouoBi crnoBa: Alima Myxappap, €MOTHBHO 3a0apBiieHI OIMHMIIN, JiTepaTypHUMN
nepeKIaj], MOJIOIIKHHM CIIeHT, TparMaTHyHa €KBIBAJIEHTHICTh, COIIONIEKT, CTHIIICTUYHHUNA aHaMi3,
MOJIOJTI)KHUM CJICHT.
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INTRODUCTION

The modern era of globalization and intensive intercultural communication necessitates a
deep understanding of the linguistic and stylistic nuances of contemporary literature. Modern
American prose of the 2020s, particularly works by authors such as Aisha Muharrar, reflects the
fragmented, emotionally complex experience of the millennial generation.

The relevance of this study is determined by the growing necessity to bridge linguistic and
cultural gaps inherent in the translation of "new generation” prose. In such literature, elements like
youth slang, pop-culture allusions, and specific emotive patterns are not merely stylistic choices
but serve as fundamental tools for identity marking. Consequently, translating these texts requires
more than a literal rendition; it demands a deep understanding of the subcultural context to preserve
the author’s original intent.

Building on this necessity, the research addresses a pivotal shift in contemporary Ukrainian
translation studies: the transition from strict linguistic correspondence toward pragmatic
equivalence. This shift is particularly crucial when dealing with innovative narrative techniques
and informal sociolects, where the functional impact on the target audience takes precedence over
word-for-word accuracy. Thus, this study aims to explore how pragmatic adaptation can
effectively render the socio-cultural nuances of modern prose without losing its authentic "new
generation" voice.

The issues of pragmatic equivalence and functional translation have been extensively
studied by such researchers as C. Nord, M. Baker, P. Newmark, and K. Reiss. In the Ukrainian
context, significant contributions to the study of translation strategies, techniques and slang
reproduction have been made by V. Karaban, R. Zorivchak, O. Selivanova, and others. However,
the specific pragmatic and linguo-stylistic features of Aisha Muharrar’s prose, particularly her
debut novel Loved One, have not yet been the subject of a comprehensive translation analysis in
Ukrainian science.

The object of the research is pragmatic and stylistic dimensions of modern American
prose.

The subject of the research is the translation methods employed to render pragmatic and
linguo-stylistic features of youth language, slang, and emotive language units in the translation of
Aisha Mubharrar’s novel Loved One.

The aim of the research is to identify and analyze the key pragmatic and linguo-stylistic
features of youth language, slang, and emotive language units in Aisha Muharrar’s novel Loved
One, and to define the techniques required for their adequate translation.

To achieve the aim, the following objectives were formulated:

1. to perform a translation of the selected fragment of the novel Loved One into Ukrainian;

2. to characterize the stylistic features and narrative structure of Aisha Muharrar’s prose;

3. to clarify the concept of pragmatic equivalence in the context of reproducing youth slang
and informal vocabulary;

4. to analyze and evaluate the translation techniques used for rendering emotively charged
language units and metaphors of grief;

The structure and the body of the research. This research project consists of an
introduction, two chapters, conclusions, references, and appendices. Specifically, Chapter 1
provides the translation of the excerpt from the novel, while Chapter 2 is devoted to the analysis
of pragmatic and linguo-stylistic features, covering youth slang, emotive units, and the application
of functional translation models. The source text contains 40,593 characters; the target text
contains 40,347 characters. The total volume of the translation project is 37 pages.



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF LOVED ONE BY AISHA MUHARRAR

Original

There was no bride. There was no groom. No seating chart with my
name in calligraphy—a blue dot next to Julia indicating a preference for fish.
No DJ coaxing guests to the dance floor with a multigenerational crowd-
pleaser, no maid of honor fiddling with a sheet of white printer paper,
unfolding it from eighths to fourths, then taking a theatrical deep breath
before she says, Okay! So.

Which made sense because it was not a wedding.

But there were approximately a hundred of us gathered at Berkeley
City Club, a grand Italian Renaissance Revival building often rented out for
private events (like weddings), and there were two sections of dark wood
folding chairs separated by a wide stripe of hardwood floor (an aisle if you
will), and more important, it just felt like it should have been a wedding. It’s
what we did that year. We went to weddings. Not together—though Gabe did
ask, the year before, when the invitations went out and before he’d started
dating Elizabeth, if I’d be his plus-one to the Tokyo wedding of his
percussionist and backup vocalist. They’d met on tour with him. [ would have
loved to go to Japan, but | already had another wedding on the same day. By
September, I’d been to six and RSVP’d to three more. I was thirty —Gabe,
born the same year but in December, was twenty-nine—and apparently we’d
entered that stage of life where if you haven’t nailed down your version of
semiformal cocktail attire, you’d better do it quick because that’s what your
weekends were going to be for the next decade. This perpetual wedding
season was such a well-known truth about people our age that I could feel an
awareness of it in the room as | stood up, clutching my own folded sheet of
printer paper, and began to speak about my dear friend Gabe. It was one of
the things I had to avoid saying in Gabe’s eulogy —the obvious thing—that
he was only twenty-nine, and his death was so sudden, by anyone’s

Translation

He Oyno ani HapedeHoi, ani HapeueHoro. He Oymo aHi cxemwu
PO3MIIIIEHHS TOCTEH 13 MOIM 1M’ SIM, BUBEJICHUM KaJlirpadiyHUM MOYEPKOM, 3
CHHBOIO KPAIKo HaBOPOTH «J[Kymis», o o3Havana 6 «BereTapiaHka»; aHi
Jijokes, sk OM 3aMaHIOBaB rocTeil Ha TaHIMaWJaHYMK YEproBUM XiTOM
«UIsl BCIX TOKOJiHBY. He Oynmo # Apykkw, mo HEpBOBO Tepedmiia Ow,
pO3ropTarouu, CKJIaJCHUH YBOCBMEPO, a MOTIM Y4YETBEpO apKylll Hamnepy, a
TOJII TeaTpaabHO 3iTXana 6 i mpomosisia: «Hy mo x...».

I B uboMy OyB ceHc, ajke To OyJ10 30BCIM HE BECiIIIA.

Ane nHac Oyno Omm3pko coTHi B «bepkuii citi kimab» — BeNnWYHIN
OymiBiali B CTWUJI ITaNiliCBKOTO PEHECaHCy, SIKy YacTO OPEHIYIOTh IS
NPUBATHUX BEYIPOK (Ha KIITAIT BeCUIb). TaM CTOSIIM /Ba PSAM CKIIATHHUX
CTUIBLIB 13 TEMHOTO JiepeBa, PO3UIEHUX MIUPOKOK CMYTO0 MapKeTy (TaKuM
€001 MPOXOI0M 10 BIBTAps1), a TOJIOBHE — yCE HABKOJIO 3/1aBAJIOCS BECIIUISIM.
Toro poky MU TUIbKH T€ i poOMIIH, 110 XOAUIH Ha Beciyuid. He pasom — xoua
Teii0 i KIMKaB MEHE 3a PiK 0 TOTO, KOJIM HAJXOIWIHM 3aPOIIEHHS 1 BiH 1€
He noyaB 3yctpivatucs 3 Enizaber. [Tutas, un He nmoiny s 3 HUM y popmaTi
«mmoc oauH» 'y ToKio Ha BeculIs Horo ynapHuka i OEK-BOKAJICTKH, K1
no3HaomMuimcs mia vyac TypHe. S 6 13 pazictio 3’i3auna B SnoHito, ane Ha
TOM caMUii IeHb Y MEHE BKe OyJI0 mpu3HadeHo iHIIe Beciuis. Jlo BepecHs st
BIATYJIsJIa HA MIECTH W MiATBEpaWIa MPUCYTHICTD 1€ HA TPhOX. MeHi OyIo
TPUALATS, a [ €ii0y, K1 HAPOAMBCA TOTO XK POKY, A€ B IPYIHI, — JBAALATH
JIeB’ATh, 1 MU, BOYEBU/Ib, YBIIIILIM B Ty (a3y *KHUTTS, KOJIHU caMe 4ac HapeIuTi
o03aBecTHCS THM CaMHUM iJeaJibHUM BeuipHIM MpukuaoM. bo came Tak Tn
NPOBOJUTUMEII BHUXIJHI HACTYNHI JAecsATh pokiB. Llell HeckiHUeHHUI
«BECUTHHUHN C€30H» OYB HACTIJILKM OYEBHIHUM (DAaKTOM ISl JTFOJIEH HAIIIOTO
BIKY, 1110 51 BiJ[UuyBaJia ioro 3arajibHe yCBIJOMJICHHS B 3aJ1i, KOJIU IiJIBOIMIIACS
31 CBOIM 31M’ITUM apKyIlleM Manepy B pyKax, 11100 moyaTv IpoMoBY PO MOTO
nopororo apyra Ieii6a. Ile Oyna oxHa 3 THX pedeil, AKMX MEHi He MOKHA OYII0



estimation, it would have been more likely | was speaking at the happiest day
of his life.

My dear friend Gabe. This was the one line I’d prepared and now I’d
said it. I'd hoped to come up with more by the time I arrived at the funeral.
In my studio as | packaged orders. On the flight from LA, the car ride from
the airport. But no, nothing. | lowered the microphone, stalling for time, and
tried to remember how | was supposed to feel about Gabe. Outside, UC
Berkeley students chatted on the street below us, cars and trucks drove along
the city’s concrete hills. It was a beautiful cloudless day.

“Gabe was the kind of friend who was more like family,” I said. This
was true. Having briefly dated as teenagers, when we met again in our
twenties, we became friends so quickly it was clear we worked better that
way. And we’d remained close for years.

“I could always count on him,” I continued, launching into one
quickly delivered anecdote after another to prove this point. As I scanned the
faces in front of me—mostly Gabe’s music associates and peers, plus both
sides of his family: his father, his cousins, the aunts who’d flown in from
Colombia, and his mother and her relatives and friends—I was sure none of
them could tell, but I knew there was a disconnect between the words | was
saying and what | was feeling. Not because | was in shock or numb. Though
I probably was both in shock and numb. And not because the stories weren’t
real. | had plenty of examples of Gabe being sweet and constant.

Of course it would never have been painless, giving that eulogy. But
it should have been easier.

The problem was even though Gabe was one of my closest friends,
the month before, we’d made a dumb mistake and slept together.

03BYYyBaTH B HaJArPOOHiN TPOMOBI — Te, 1110 ¥ TaK 0yJIO OYEBHIHUM: HOMY
OyJo nuine ABAALSTh ACB’SATh, 1 HOTO CMEPTh OyJia HACTUIBKU PanTOBOIO 32
OyIb-IKUMHU MipKaMH, 10 KyJId HMOBipHile Oyjg0o OM O0a4yuTH MEHE TYT 3
MIPOMOBOIO Y HAUIIIACTUBIIIHN JIEHb OTO KHUTTSL.

«Miii noporuii apyr I'eii6». Lle 6ymna exuna 3aroTosnena ¢pasa, i 0ch
s 11 BumoBuia. CriogiBanacs, o0 10 MOYATKy MOXOPOHY MPHIyMaro MI0Ch
ime. Jlymana mpo 1e B MaiicTepHi, KOJU MaKyBaja 3aMOBJIEHHS. Y JIiTaky 3
Jloc-Anmxeneca, B aBTIBIIl 3 aeporopty. AJie Hi — HE BHUTajaaia Hidoro. S
OIMyCTHUJIa MIKpOQOH, TSATHYYH Yac, 1 cipoOyBaia 3raJilaTi, 0 XK s HacTpaB/Ii
Maro Bimuysatu m0 Ieii6a. Hamsopi, 1ech 1mij HamMu, TOMOHLIM CTYJEHTH
bepxkui, a 6eToHHUME Tarop6aMu MicTa CHyBaJIM aBTIBKH il BAaHTaxiBKU. byB
qyJJOBUM Oe3XMapHUl J€Hb.

— Teii6 OyB i3 THX APy3iB, 1O CTAKOTH CiM’ €10, — MPOMOBUIA 1. I 11e
Oyna npaBaa. Mu HEIOBro 3yCTpidaIucs y MiJIITKOBOMY Billi, 8 KOJH 3HOBY
3IMIUIMCS BXKE B ABAALATH 3 TAKOM, TO TaK OJIMCKaBHUYHO 3aTOBAPUILIYBAIIH,
0 CTAlO 3PO3YMiNO: y poii APY3iB MH Kyau rapMoHiitmimi. M Tax i
JuIanucs OJU3bKi pOKaMH.

— $1 3aB M MOTJIa Ha HBOTO TTOKJIACTHCS, — IMPOJIOBXKHUIIA 5 1 TI0Yaia
CUTIATH KOPOTKHMMH ICTOPISIMU, OJHIEIO 32 OJHOIO, a0 1€ MiATBepauTH. S
posrisaana ooauyus nepes coborw — 31e0iabpmoro koiuer [eiiba mo Myswuii,
HOro poBECHHKIB, a I1le POANUYIB 3 000X CTOpPiH: OaThKa, IBOIOPIIHUX OpaTiB
1 cectep, TITOK, 1o npuieTiau 3 Komym6ii, matip 3 11 piiHEIO Ta Ipy3sSIMH.
Byna meBHa: HIXTO HIYOro HE MOMITHB, ajie s BiAYyBajla MpPIpBY MiX
BJIaCHHUMHM CJIOBaMH Ta THUM, 110 Oyjo Ha naymi. | cmpaBa He B mioui 4u
3allileHiHHI, X049a, Ma0yTh, 5 BiqdyBaia i Te, i inmre. | He B Tomy, 110 icTopii
Oynu Buragadi. ¥ MeHe OyJ0 TMOBHO NPHUKIAMIB TOTO, SKHUM MIUIUM 1
Haziiiaum OyB eio.

3BICHO, BHTOJIONIYBAaTH TaKy IMPOMOBY 3aBXKIU HE JIETKO. Alle X
CHOT'OJTHI MaJI0 OyTH MPOCTILIIE.

Crpasa y TiM, 1110 X0u [eii0 i 6yB OJHUM i3 MOiX HAWOIMKINX IPY3iB,
MUHYJIOTO MICSIISI MH 3pOOUITH TYPHUILIIO — MEPECTIalH.



AN IMMEDIATE AND IMPORTANT CAVEAT: Gabe and | were
actual friends. I won’t mention this again, because then the lady doth protest
too much, but the point has to be made. We weren’t the kind of friends who
were never really friends. The kind of friends you see in a romantic comedy
where there are two incredibly attractive people who are deeply emotionally
invested in each other, and we’re supposed to believe they have never once
considered the idea of sexual intercourse. The kind of friends who are secretly
in love with each other and only realize minutes before one of them is about
to get married or leave town, and the next thing you know they’re jumping in
a car, or on a horse, or running down the street, whatever, and they tumble
into bed, or out of frame, depending on the rating of the movie. Having
several male friends, this depiction of male-female friendship was always a
pet peeve of mine, but somehow Gabe and | had tumbled (onto a couch, not
a bed, but then, yes, eventually a bed too), and we’d ended up in this exact
ridiculous situation, except we’d done worse than that because we hadn’t even
gotten a stolen honeymoon or new zip code; we’d just made a real, and awful,
mess of everything.

But—you may be thinking—there’s always a chance to make things
better. Even if it gets really bad, if you’re truly good friends, then you can
work it out. And absolutely, totally you can. Unless, three weeks later, one of
you dies.

“OH, JULIA, HE LOVED YOU.” The first person I spoke to after my
eulogy was Gabe’s manager, Kathy Liu. We were in the restroom. It was
small, with two narrow stalls and two side-by-side sinks. Kathy was middle-
aged, probably closer to my mom’s age than mine. She was wearing a Tina
Turner concert tee over a long-sleeved black dress. Gabe’s mother, Leora,
had asked that instead of the usual funeral garb, in honor of Gabe’s career as
a musician, we wear our favorite concert tees. I’d chosen a Billy Joel’s The
Stranger shirt (an inside joke for no one but the deceased) under a black

OJZIPA3Y BAXKJIMBA ITPUMITKA: mu 3 T'eiibom Oy cripaBxkHiMu
npy3simu. Sl He OyIy MOBTOPIOBATH 1€ 3HOBY, 100 HE 3/1aBajocs, HIOHW 5
3aHaJATO BUIIPABAOBYIOCH, ajie 1€ MOMEHT NPUHLUIOBUN. Mu He Oynu
«apy3sMu», SKI HacmpaBlIi HUMH Hikonu ¥ He Oymu. Hy, 3Haete, sk y
POMKOMax: JBOE€ HEHWMOBIpHO TNPHUBAOJMBHX JIIOACH, SIKI EMOIIHHO
MPHB’sI3aH1 OHE 0 OJHOTO TaK CHJIBHO, [0 YMTaYl HIOUTO MAIOTh MTOBIPHUTH,
10 BOHM YKOJTHOTO pa3y HaBiTh HE 3aMHUCIIFOBATIUCS PO ceke. T1 cami Apy3i,
SKi TAEMHO 3aKOXaHI W YCBIIOMIIIOIOTH 1€ JIMIIC 32 XBWJIMHY JIO TOTO, SIK
XTOCh 13 HUX BUCKOYUTH 3aMixk a0o moine 3 micTa. A HaCTyHOI MUTI BOHU
BXKE 3aCTpHOYIOTh B aBTIBKY, UM HA KOHSI, YU MPOCTO O1XKATh BYJIHIICIO —
Oaiimyxe — 1 3aBaJIOIOThCA B JIDKKO (200 B TiHB 3a KaJpoM, 3aJe€KHO Bif
petuHTy QibMy). Maroun KiTbKOX APY3iB-UOJIOBIKIB, sl 3aBKIHM TEPIIITH HE
Morja TaKy mojady APY>KOM MIX XKIHKaMd 1 4OJOBiKaMHu. AJjie SIKUMOCh
yuHOM MU 3 [eli0oM Tex «3aBanmnucs» (CIOYaTKy Ha JUBaH, HE B JIXKKO,
X04Ya 3pEIITOIO 1 B JIKKO TEXK) 1 OMUHWINCSA B IiH 1110TChKil cuTyanii. Tinbku
y HAC yce BUHUIILIO 3HAYHO TipIlie: MA HE OTPUMAJIH aHi BKPAJICHOTO MEJIOBOTO
MiCsIIs, aHl HOBOTO XUTTSA B IHIIOMY MICTi; MM HpPOCTO peajbHO i MoO-
1IIOTCHKH BCE 31TICYyBaJIH.

BTiMm — MokeTe moaymMatd BU — 3aBXKAM € IIAHC yCe BHUIPABUTH.
HaBiTh sKIIO Bce AyX e KENCbKO, CHpPaBXHI JApy3l1 3aBXKIU MOXKYThb
nopo3ymitucs. Tak, 6e3yMOBHO, 11€ MOXKIJIKMBO. Xi0a 110 3a TPU THUKHI OJUH
13 Bac mompe.

— OX, JUKVYJIIE, BIH TAK TEBE JIFOBUB. Ilepuioto, 3 kum s
3aroBOpHIIA TiCHIs CBOET IPOMOBH, OyJia MeHemkepka [eiiba — Keri JIro. Mu
3yCTpilucs B TyalleTi — TICHIA KIMHATIi 3 JABOMa BY3bKMM KaOiHKamMH M
JIBOMa yMHUBallbHUKaMU BIputy1. Keri Oyia cepeHbOTO BiKy, IpOTe OJIMKYIE
JI0 POKiB MO€T MaMH, HiXk 10 MOiX. Ha Hilt Oyna ¢yrOomnka 3 Typy Tinu Tepuep
MIOBEPX YOPHOI CYKHi 3 JOBrMM pykaBoM. Jleopa — maru I'eiiba — npocuna
3aMiCTh 3BUYHOT'O TPAypPHOT'O OJISTY BISTHYTH yI00JIeH1 Mepu-QyTOOIKH Ha
4YeCTh MY3MUYHOI Kap’epu cuHa. Sl obOpana ¢dyTtdonky 3 ampbomom bimmi
Jxoena The Stranger (Hamr «BHYTPS9OK», 3p03yMUTHI JIUIIE MTOKIHHOMY ) i1



tuxedo jacket. It was clear Leora wanted Gabe’s funeral to be a departure
from traditional mourning and as much of a celebration of his life as possible.
His producer and frequent collaborator Jabari Bernier was currently leading
a twenty-minute musical tribute with a jazz quartet. A time of reflection is
what it said in the program. A time for a bathroom break is how several people
interpreted it. I’d avoided the long line for the women’s room and found an
empty restroom downstairs. Well, empty until Kathy walked in. She hugged
me, then took a step back, concentrating with concern as if she were
appraising car wreckage.

“He just adored you,” Kathy said, clutching my hands in hers. “I
remember we were headed to a show in Houston, and he kept saying, ‘Julia’s
going to be near here. You have to leave some time so I can see Julia.”’And |
said, ‘Okay, where’s Julia staying? Which hotel in Houston?’ ”

| knew this story. Kathy had told it to me before. She was one of those
people who connected with acquaintances by continually reminding them of
the single experience they shared, imbuing an anecdote with dramatic
reverence, as if it were Kerri Strug’s Olympic vault or some other
monumental event worthy of its own ten-part docuseries. Now finally we’d
reached the episode about the dismount.

“And then he said, ‘Oh no, Julia’s staying in Austin.” Austin! I said,
‘That may as well be a different state, honey.” But I got him there. So sweet.”

| had once found this story sweet too; now it was, at best, proof that
Gabe was terrible at state geography.

Kathy rested her funeral program on the edge of the sink. Gabriel
Wolfe-Martel, 1986-2016. “I’'m sorry we couldn’t reach you directly, our
priority was Leora.”

“Of course,” I said. I’d found out the same way everyone else had.
Through the internet. | was at a workbench in my studio, tightening the prong
setting of a bespoke ruby ring, the chain nose pliers gripped between my
thumb and index finger. Mandy, the new production manager for my jewelry
line, was at her desk.

Mandy had only worked for me for a few weeks, but we’d hit it off
instantly after realizing we’d both grown up the only Black girl in a mostly

4yOopHHI CMOKIHT. Byno oueBuano: Jleopa xorina, mo6 noxopos I'eiiba cras
HE TPATUIIIHOIO TYT0I0, @ CIIPAaBXKHIM CBATOM ioro xutTs. Came 3apa3 iioro
mpoarocep 1 moctiHMA  cmiBaBTOop JI)kaGapi bepHbe BuctymaB i3
JBAILATUXBUIMHHAM JDKa30BUM KBapTeTOM. Y TMporpami ixHiil BHCTYI
HazuBaBcs «Yac Uit po3ayMiBy, MpoTe 0arato XTo PO3LIHUB HOro sk «Yac
CXOJUTH B TyajerT». Sl oMuHyNa JOBry 4Yepry 10 >KiHO4Ol BOMpanbHi i
3HaMILIa TOPOXKHIO TTOBepXoM HIbk4de. Hy, moposkHto, 1ok He 3aiinuia Keri.
Bona o06iifHs;1a MeHe, a IOTIM BiJICTOPOHWJIACS 1 3 TPUBOTOIO B3sIacs
BJIUBJIATHCS B MO€ 00My4s, HIOM oriHtoBana noniseyeHy B JITII aBTiBky.

— Bin mpocTo 060xHIOBaB Tebe, — MoBmia KeTi, CTHCKarO9u MOi
noJoHi y cBoix. — [lam’araro, mu ixanu Ha koHuepT y [’1OCTOH, a BiH yce
TopounB: «Jlxymist Oyne aechk Hermoaaik. Tpeba BUKPOITH Yac 1 modauuTucs
3 Heto». A g Homy: «l"apaza, a ne BoHa 3ynuHuiacs? B skomy roremi y
[’rocToH1 7.

S 3nana mro icropiro. Keti Bxke ii posnosinana. Bona Hanexana 10
THX JIFOJICH, 110 MIATPUMYIOTh 3B’ SI30K 31 3HAHOMHUMHU, pa3 Mo pa3 Haraayrdu
iM mpo TOM eaMHMIA CiTFHUN AOCBiA. BoHa Hanainsia mei aHeKJAOT TaKuM
JpaMaTUYHUM OJIarOrOBIHHSIM, Haye HILIOCS MPO OJIMIINCBKUNA CTPUOOK
Keppi Ctpar 4M iHIIYy MOHYMEHTaJbHY TOJit0, TiHY JAecsATHCEpiHHOT
JOKYMEHTAJIKH. | OCh MM HapemITi JOKOTHIIMCS JI0 €T30y 3 MPU3EMJIICHHSM.

— A BiH Takuii: «Ta Hi, [pxynig B Octini». B Ocrini! S flomy kaxy:
«JIro6wuil, e ) BBaykal 1HIIMH mwTaT». AJe s loro Tyau noBes3ia. Takuil BiH
OyB MUJIHA.

Komucs 1 MeHi 1s icTopis 371aBanacsi MUAJIOKO; TETIEp K€ BOHa Oyia, y
KpamioMy pasi, 10ka3oM Toro, mo [ei6 reTs He 3HaBCs Ha reorpadii mraris.

Kerti moknana cBO0 NOMUHAIBHY NPOTpaMy Ha Kpall yMHUBaIbHHKA.
Tabpiens Bynogh-Mapmens, 1986—2016.

— Bubau, 1m0 Mu He 3B’s13a7ucs 3 TOOOK0 0COOMCTO, TIEPII 32 BCE MU
Manu noabatu mpo Jleopy.

— 3BICHO.

1 ni3Hanacs mpo Bce Tak camo, SK i pemrra. 3 iHTepHery. S sikpa3 Oyina
B MalCTEepHI: 3aTHCKaJla JIANKK KacTa y KaOuy4ili 3 pyOiHOM Ha 3aMOBIICHHS,



white suburban school. There was often an immediate bond with other onlies,
a shared interest in things that would probably go on some ill-conceived this-
is-for-white-people list that we’d come by honestly and early before realizing
those things weren’t made with us in mind. Somewhere Mandy had a photo
of herself with her all-white soccer team and somewhere | had a similar
picture; we got each other. But we hadn’t known each other that long, and it
can take some time for me to open up to people, which is why it wasn’t her
fault when she looked up from her laptop and gasped. “Wait, don’t you know
one of the guys from Separate Bedrooms?”

“It’s just Gabe,” I said. This was a common mistake. Separate
Bedrooms wasn’t a band of four or five guys, it was a stage name for one
person.

“Oh,” she said, her voice tentative. “People are saying he, like, died?”

Kathy pulled a handkerchief from her purse. A handkerchief. You
didn’t see those too often. I pointed to it. “Am I going to need one of those?”
I was sort of trying to make a joke, sort of genuinely afraid. I’d never been to
a funeral. Which | knew at thirty was lucky. Though it’s hard to feel lucky at
a funeral.

“Oh yes, dear,” Kathy said. Her face softened into a maternal
tenderness. “You may not feel it yet, but at some point, it will hit you. And
then you’ll be back to normal, talking to someone, just like we are now, and
it will hit you all over again. Grief comes in waves.” She patted my shoulder.
You let me know if there’s anything I can do.”

There was something Kathy could do. What I’d realized I needed as
soon as I entered the bathroom, ironic because I’d purposely avoided the long
line of women waiting for the upstairs restroom and was now on my own.
“Do you have a tampon?” I asked.

She didn’t. (“Oh, darling, I’'m menopausal!”) I checked the bathroom
tampon dispenser, but of course it was empty. Or broken. Either way,
nonfunctional. (Had anyone ever seen a functional public restroom tampon
dispenser?) | searched my bag again, then ducked into a stall. | was in there,
preparing to make a toilet-paper-constructed menstruation nest, when
someone walked in and entered the other stall.

CTHUCKAIOYM TOHKOTYOIll BEJIMKHMM 1 BKa3iBHUM MaJbIsIMU. MeHaI — HOBa
MEHEe[KepPKa MOTO FOBEJIIPHOTO OPEeH Iy — CHJILIa 32 CBOIM CTOJIOM.

Menai mpaifoBajga B MEHE JIMIIe KUIbKa THXKHIB, allé MU MUTTEBO
3IMIUINCS, KOMU 3’ACyBaiii, IO OOWABI OynM €IUHUMH YOPHOLIKIPUMH
JIIBUaTaMHU y TIEPEBAKHO «OUIHMX» MPUMICHKHX IIKOJaX. MK TaKUMH
«OIMHAYKAMW» YaCTO BHHUKAE MUTTEBUH 3B 30K — CIIUJIbHA JIIOOOB 10
pedel, siKi 3a3BHYail MOTPAIUISIOTH A0 O€3rNIy3uX CHUCKIB «TUIBKHU AJIs
O1x». My OO0 111 pedi IUPO 1 paHo, M A0 TOTO, SIK 3PO3YMLITH, IO
iX cTBOpIOBaJIM 30BCIM He uid Hac. MeHal aech Mana ¢GoTo 3 CyTo 011010
(GyTOOJIEHOIO KOMaHJIO, Y MEHE JIeCh OyJI0 Take caMe; MU PO3yMUIN OJTHA
onHy 0Oe3 ciiB. Ane Mu Oyiu 3HailoMi HE Tak JIOBroO, a MEHi MOTpiOeH yac,
o0 BiIKpUTHCS JTr0AIM. TOX BOHA HE 3aBHHMJIA, KOJIM PAIITOM BiipBasiacs
BiJl HOyTOYKa 1 30iKHYyIa:

— Uekaii, T K Ha4e 3HAEI KOTOCh 13 «Separate Bedroomsy?

— Tam Ttinbku [eii6, — yroununa 5. e Oyia momupeHa ImoMUIIKa.
Separate Bedrooms — He rypT i3 4OTHPHOX YH IT’SITH XJIOMIIB, a CICHIYHHIA
MICEBJIOHIM OJIHi€1 JTIOANHHU.

— 0-0-0, — TPOTATHYJIa BOHA HEBNEBHEHO. — TyT MUIIYyTh, IO
BiH... TUITy TomMep?

Keri Butsirna 3 cyMmoukn HOCOBUYOK. CIPaBKHIO HOCOBY XyCTHHKY.
Taky Tenep pinko nmoGaunml. 5l KUBHyJa Ha Hel HamiBXapToma: «MeHi Tex
BApTO TAaKOIO 3amacTHCs?», aje BOJHOYAC MeEHI OyJI0 CHpaBiAl CTpAIIHO,
MOo3asiK s HIKOJIM paHille He OyJia Ha TOXOpPOHaX. 3HAI0, Y TPUISATh POKIB 1€
Be3iHHA. X04Ya Ha MOXOPOHAX BAXKKO MMOYYBATHCS BE3yUOI0.

— O Tak, moo0a, ckazana Keri. [i o6mmuus mom’sikmrano,
HAIOBHUBIIACH MATEPHHCHKOI HIKHICTIO. — TH MOXXEII MOKH IHOTO HE
BiJJUyBAaTH, aje PaHO YH Mi3HO Tebe HaKpHeE. A TIOTIM TH HIOM OBEpHENICH /10
HOpPMH, PO3MOBIIITUMEII 13 KUMOCH, SIK MU 3apa3, — 1 Tebe HaKkpuBaTHUMe
3HOBY. ['ope Hakouye XxBrIsIMU. — BOHa nornuieckaiia MeHe 1o rieuy. — [lai
3HATH, SKIIO 51 3MOXKY YAMOCH JIOTTOMOTTH.

byna oxna piy, siky Keri morna 6u 3pobutn. loiiHo s 3aifnuia B
TyaJleT, TO 3p03yMiia, 10 MEHIi Jenio noTpiOHo. IpoHIYHO: s )K HABMHCHO



“Sorry, excuse me? Do you have a tampon?” I asked.

“I do actually,” a voice said in an English accent. The stalls were the
type where you could see the feet of the person next to you. In this space, a
woman’s hand, long fingers with short, unpolished nails, appeared. A tampon
in the palm. It was the European kind, no applicator. | took it from her, and
as | did, I noticed a large statement ring on her index finger, a garnet in a
silver setting.

It wasn’t unusual for me to notice the pieces people wore. But it
wasn’t the first time I’d seen this ring. I knew that burgundy oval, the chunky
cigar band. But from where? Then with a mental click, a memory popped it
into place like a bone reset.

It was from Gabe’s texts. A selfie, and in the corner was a woman’s
hand—uwith this ring—on his shoulder. I was pretty sure it was his most recent
ex-girlfriend. I’d seen other pictures of her too. She was white, a brunette.
What was her name? They’d dated off and on for a year. She lived in London
and Gabe had moved in with her at the end of his European tour.

[ took the tampon. “Thanks,” I said.

“Of course,” she replied. “Just make sure I get it back.”

Funny, I thought. Given the day’s events, it was the equivalent of me
guffawing.

When | exited my stall, she was at one of the sinks. Kathy had left her
funeral program balanced on the edge. Between us, Gabe looked up. Sitting
on some steps, leaning forward, his forearms on his knees. His black hair
spiked up away from his face. A slight squint, like the sun was in his eyes.
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YHHUKaJa JOBXKEJIEe3HOI Yepru /10 BOMpalibHI HAropi, a Tenep JHUIInIacs caM
Ha caM 31 CBO€I0 po0IeMOI0.

— V¥ Tebe € TaMnoH? — 3anuTana .

Tammnona Bona He maina. («Oii, COHEUKO, Y MEHE BXKE MEHOoIay3a!»).
S mepeBipuiia aBTOMAT y TyaseTi, aje BiH, 3BICHO, OyB MOpOkHii. AGO
3namaHuil. Y Oyab-skoMy pa3i — HepoOouunid. (XToch B3araii Xo4 pa3 6auuB
y TpOMaJICbKOMY TyajeTi CHpaBHUW aBTOMAaT i3 TammoHamu?). S me pas
nepepuia CyMKy ¥ 3ackoumia B KaOiHKy, ¥ sikpa3 Oyma B mporeci
CHOPYIKEHHS «MEHCTPYaJIbHOTO THI3/Ia» 3 TyaJIeTHOTO Marepy, KOJIU XTOCh
3alIIOB 1 3aiHAB CyCITHIO KaOiHKY.

— Ilepemnpouryto, Bubaure! Y Bac pantoMm He 3HaWIETHCS TaMIOHA?
— 3amuTana s.

— Bgarani-to Tak, 3HalIEThCS, — 03BaBCS TOJOC 13 OPUTAHCHKUM
aKIeHToM. Y CyCiIHIA KaOiHI[I MOXHa OyJI0 PO3IJIENITH HOTH CYCiIKH. Y
IIUIMHI 3’ BUJIACS KIHOYA pyKa — JOBT1 Nablli, KOPOTKI HIrTI 6e3 naky. Ha
JIOJIOHI1 Jie)KaB TaMIIOH. €Bponeiicbkuil BapiaHT, 0e3 amikaropa. S B3suia
foro, 1 B I1eif MOMEHT MOMITHJIA Ha il BKa3iBHOMY HaJIbl{i MACUBHUMN NTEPCTEHb
— rpaHar y cpiOHiil onpasi.

Sl yacto 3BepTana yBary Ha Te, Kl IPUKPacH HOCSTb JIOAU. Alle 1ei
MepPCTEHb 5 BXKe Jiech Oaunia. S 3Hama 1eit 60pA0BHi OBaJI 1 IIUPOKE KIJIbIIE
y dopmi curapHoro 6anrta. Ane ae came? A parToM y TOJOBI KJIAIHYIIO, 1
nam'sTh MiICyHyJa NOTpiOHUI (pparMeHT, Haue BOpPaBIEHUH CyIJI00.

Ile Gyso 3 nepernucku 3 Teiibom. Cendi, 1€ B KyTKYy Kajapy Ha HOro
eyl Jekajga jKIHo4a pyka — came 3 IuM nepctHeM. S| Oyna maibxe
BIIEBHEHA, 1110 1€ Horo ocTaHHs KouuiHA. S Oaumna i iHmi 1 ¢goto. bina,
OproHetka. Sk ke ii 3Bain? BoHU TO cXOqMIIKCS, TO PO3XOAUIIUCS TPOTATOM
poky. Bona xwuna B Jlonmoni, i [eii6 HaBiTh mepeixaB 10 HEl HANPUKIHII
CBOT'0 €BPONENCHKOTO TYpPHE.

51 B3sJ1a TaMIIOH.

— JISKy10, — KHHYJA ii.

— Ta mema 3a 1m0, — BiANOBITa BOHAa. — TIABKK 00OB’SI3KOBO
MOBEPHITb.



| turned on the faucet of the other sink, glancing over to confirm her
identity. Reddish-brown hair, wavy and just past her shoulders. A strong
jawline and the kind of skin I’d heard pale friends complain resisted a tan.
Taller than me. A statuesque womanly figure that I, still waiting for a growth
spurt, had never possessed. She was wearing a black wrap dress. Great boobs,
I thought. Nice pull, Gabe.

She turned toward me. Elizabeth! That was her name. And it was
definitely her. Her eyes narrowed, | assumed because she was trying to place
me.

I extended my hand. “Elizabeth, hi. We’ve never met. ’'m—"

“You’re Julia.” There was an abrupt downshift in her tone, her words
a shove. As she pulled a paper towel from the dispenser, she said, “I know
who you are. I know exactly who you were to Gabe.” Then she walked out,
tossing the crumpled paper into the trash as she went.

I stood for a moment, dazed. I didn’t go after her. In the same way
you wouldn’t pursue a bear after it mauled you or pick up a sizzling-hot pan
that had just scalded you. It was how she’d said it, like an accusation, but also
with total confidence, like she already knew everything.

When | left the restroom, there was no sign of Elizabeth. | walked into
the assembly room where I’d given my eulogy. The jazz quartet was playing
a fizzy party anthem from the third Separate Bedrooms album. People
mingled, talking softly. I scanned the room for a tall Korean man in a Fiona
Apple shirt. Finally | spotted my friend Casey. Long face, warm eyes, the
perfect posture of a man who’d put a lot of time into core training. He was
standing in front of a diamond-paned window. When | caught his glance, he
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«CMimHO», — moaymana 5. 3BaKar4M Ha Mmojli aHs, 1e Oyno
PIBHOLIIHHO PEroTy BroJjoc.

Komnu s Buiinna 3 kabiHKH, BOHA Bxe Oyia Ou1s ymuBanbHuKa. Keti
TaK 1 3aJIMIINIIA TOMHHAIBHY IPOrpaMy O0ajJaHCyBaTH Ha Kpalo yMHUBaJIbHUKA.
I 3BigTH, nomix Hac, nosupas Ieii0. Bin cuiiB Ha cxogax, HAXUIUBIIKChH
yrnepen 1 MOKJIABIIM MepearuIivydys Ha KoisiHa. YopHe BOJOCCS CTUPYAIIO
JIOTOpH, BiAKpuUBarOuud oOnuyus. BiH Jeap npumMpyxuBCs, Hade MHomy
3aCIIIUIIO COHLIE.

S BigKpuiia KpaH y CyCIIHbOMY YMHBAJIbHUKY, CKOCHUBIIHN OYi, 1100
NEPECBIAYUTHCA Y CBOIX 3/10TaKax. PyyBaTo-KOpHYHEBE XBHIISICTE BOJIOCCS
TPOXHU HWXK4YE IUIeuei. BupasHi Bl W TOW THUN IMIKIpH, HA SIKUHA MOi
OJ1i1oNHIII TOAPYTH BIYHO CKapKaThCsl, MOBIISIB, 3acMara He Jjisrae. Buma 3a
MmeHe. CtaTHa xiHO4Ha ¢irypa, SKoi s, BCe IIe CIOAIBAIOYNCh HA «CTPUOOK
pocTy», Hikoau He Mana. Ha it Oyia dopHa cykHs i3 3amaxom. «KiacHi
LMIBKU, — HoayMaia s. — [apuuii BuOip, Ieii0e.

Bona nosepnynacs 10 mene. Eniza0er! Ocp sk ii 3Banu. Lle Touno
Oyna BoHa. BoHna mpumpyxuiacs — MalyTb, Hamaranacsi 3ragaT, XTO S
Taka.

S npocTtsrayna pyky:

— Enizaber, npusiT. Mu He 3Haiiomi. ...

— Tu — Jlxymis.

— Ti ToH pi3ko 3MiHMBCS, CIIOBA NPO3BYYAIM SK MOLITOBX Y TPYIH.
Butsaryroun nanepoBuid pylrHuK i3 AUCIIEHCEpa, BOHA KUHYA!

— S 3nar0, x10 TH. I 51 9y10BO 3Har0, KMM TH Oyna s [eliba.

Binrak BoHa Buiinuta, Ha XoAy XKOypHYBIIM 3iM’ATUH mamip y
CMITHHK.

S crosina mpuronomiieHa. HaBiTh He Hamaranacs i Ha3gorHaTth. Tak
caMo He OiXaTh 3a BeaMeJeM, SIKWM MIOWHO Bac TOpPBaB, 1 HE XamaroTh
po3IeyeHy naresbHIo, 00 SKy IOWHO OOmeKIucs. Yce uepes Te, K BOHA 1€
CKa3aja: Haye 3BHHYBAYCHHS, aJIe BOJIHOYAC 13 TAKOKO BIIEBHEHICTIO, HIOW i
y’Ke€ BCe B1JIOMO.

Konu s Buiinuia 3 tyanety, Enizaber 1 ciipg 3arepcs. S moBepHynacs
J10 3414, Jie OWHO BUCTynHana. J[>ka30BHii KBapTeT caMe HarpaBaB 0aabopuii



and his fiancé, Will, a thin, wiry Black man who was never without his round-
frame glasses, headed over to me. The three of us met in the middle of the
room, facing the quartet. We were silent, our usual conversation topics
paused. What would we have been talking about if we weren’t at Gabe’s
funeral? The headlines of that summer: the election, Zika, more takes on
Beyoncé’s Lemonade, the swimmer who’d been accused of lying about being
held up at gunpoint at the Rio Olympics. Our own lives: Will was training to
become a therapist, he’d recently completed an intensive graduate study
program and was now a supervised intern. Casey was a lawyer at the LA
office of a big global firm. He could never tell us the specific details of the
cases he was working on, but he would share how stressed he was working
seventy hours a week on them. Then I’d talk about a professional nuisance of
my own, like the frustration of invoicing (why could not one outlet | worked
with remember to pay on time?). There were so many things that had been on
my mind before I heard about Gabe, but now I didn’t have the energy to
discuss even one.

Instead | listened to Jabari conclude his tribute. I smoothed over a
crease in my shirt. Casey put his arm around me. He’d never really had his
own friendship with Gabe, but they’d hung out a ton when we were younger,
usually in groups with me; Will had met Gabe once. If it weren’t for me, they
probably wouldn’t have been at his funeral. I’d told them they didn’t have to
come, but now | was glad they were here.

After the tribute, one of Gabe’s uncles announced that those of us
who’d been asked ahead of time should head to the cemetery. Only I’d been
invited, so Casey said he was going to take a quick work call and then he and
Will would meet up with me later. He went to find a quiet spot for his phone
conversation, which left me and Will alone.

“How are you?” Will asked.

“Okay,” I said.

We walked out of the building onto the front steps. Most people were
either still inside or heading to the cemetery. Kathy had said she’d give me a
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XiT 13 TpeThoro anrbomy «Separate Bedroomsy. ['ocTi 3mimmanucs B HaToBII,
CTHXa IePErOBOPIOIOYHCH. S IIyKaja o4rMa BUCOKOTO Kopeiis y ¢yroomnii
3 @ionorw Enmi. Hapemri momitmiia cBoro apyra Keiici: BumoBkeHe
o0Myys, Teruti oyl i Oe3oraHHa 1MoCcTaBa JIIOJUHM, sIKa BOMBA€E KyIy dacy
Ha TpeHyBaHHAX. BiH cTOsB OUIs BikHA 3 poMOononioHuMu mmbkamu. Konu
Hallll MOTJISIIM 3YCTPUIMCS, BiH pa3oM 31 CBOIM HapeueHuM Bimiom —
XYJIOPJISIBUM, )KMIJIABUM YOPHOILIKIPUM XJIOMIEM, KU HIKOJIM HE 3HIMaB CBOT
KPYTJIi OKYJISIPH, — PYIIMB MEHI Ha3yCTpid. MU BTPHOX 31MIIUIMCS TTOCEpe.
3anu, 00NMMYUsAM 10 My3UKaHTIB. MoByanu. Haii 3BU4HiI TeMu A7t po3MOB
HiOM mocTaBwiIM Ha may3y. [Ipo mo 6 MU TepeBeHWIH, SKOU HE MOXOPOH
T'eiiGa? ITpo ro0BHI HOBUHU TOTO JIiTa: BAGOPH, Bipyc 3iKa, ueprosi po36opu
ansbomy beitonce «Lemonade» un mpo Toro ruraBns Ha Omimmiani B Pio,
SAKOTO 3BHUHYBAaTWUIM y OpexHi mpo 30poitHe morpaOyBanHsa. [Ipo Biache
KUTTA: Bimn BumBcs Ha TepameBTa, IMIOWHO 3aKiHYMB 1HTEHCHBHY
MaricrepcbKy mporpamy 1 mnpoxoauB iHTepHaTypy. Keiici mnpairoBaB
IOPUCTOM Yy JIOC-aH/KesnecbkoMy ogici BenuKoi MibKHapoaHoi ¢ipmu. Bin
HIKOJIW HE pO3MOBiJaB JAeTajledl CBOIX CIIpaB, 3aT€ OXOYe AUIUBCS THM, SIK
HOro BHUCHaXYIOTh CIMAECATUTOJUHHI poOoul TWXHI. A g O y BIANOBIIbL
CKapKuyiacsi Ha cBO1 IpoeciiiHi KJIONMOTH, HampuKial, Ha BiYHy Oimy 3
IHBOMCaMU — HY YOMY KOIHE BUIAHHS, 3 SIKAM s TPAIIOl0, HE MOXKeE
samatutd BuacHo? J[o 3BicTku mpo leiiba B MeHE B rOJOBI KPyTHIOCS
CTIJIBKH BCHOTO, aJie 3apa3 He OyJi0 cujl 00roBoproBaTH 060/1ait X0 1I0Ch.

Haromicte s cnyxama, sk JlxaGapi 3aBepirye CBii  BHCTYIIL
Posrnaguna Opuxy Ha ¢ytoomnmi. Keiici o0iliHsSB MeHe 3a 1uiedi. Bin He
ApyxkuB i3 [eilOoM, aje B FOHOCTI MM 4acTO 3aBUCAIM PA3OM BEIUKMMHU
KoMmraHismu; Bisun xke 6auns [eiiba numie pas. SIkOu He s1, BOHU O HaBPA YH
croau npuinuM. S kazana iM, 1mo e HeoOOB 3K0BO, alle 3apa3 Oyna pana,
110 BOHU TIOPYY.

[Ticis My3MYHOI YaCTHHM OIMH i3 AsabKiB Ieiiba oromocus, mio Ti,
KOTO 3alpOCHJIM 3a3/1ajerijib, MAalOTh BHPYIIATH Ha IBHHTAp. 3ampolieHa
Oyuna nue 51, Tox Kefici ckazas, 1o oMy Tpeba 3p00UTH IIBUAKUNA pOOOUHiA
J3BIHOK, a MOTIM BOHM 3 BiuioM MeHe Ha3goxeHyTh. BiH mimioB mrykatu
3aTHUIIHE Miclie JJIs1 pO3MOBH, 3aJIMIIMBIIN HAC 13 BinioM yaBox.



ride there and | was waiting for her. Will was watching me—I think hoping
I’d say more, maybe give an honest response to his question. He wasn’t like
me and Casey, content to keep communication light, packed with nineties pop
culture references or a tally of what we were currently watching. We liked to
tease Will about his failure at small talk, his instinct to search for the hidden
hurt in everyone. Always hopeful for a transformative breakthrough, he spoke
in eighth-grade Earth Science terms: metamorphosis, energy, capacity, a shift.
When he asked how are you, he genuinely wanted to know. And maybe it
would help, I thought. If I told him.

I said, “So Will, say you were hypothetically a therapist.”

A proud look slid across his face. “Almost there.”

“Right. So what would you say if I were your patient and I told you
Gabe and I slept together?”

Will looked puzzled. “You did? Oh, from when you dated a long time
ago?”

“No. We actually didn’t have sex then. I meant more recently.”

“How recently?”

“...Like a month ago?” I chuckled, awkwardly. “It’s actually pretty
funny.” It was not at all funny. “Because then after that, I didn’t hear from
him.”

“What do you mean?”

I spoke quickly. “We said we’d be in touch and then I texted him and
called him, but he didn’t respond. And then he kept not responding.”

Will clasped his hands together and slid them down his forehead,
across his head, his hair was buzzed to the scalp, just the impression of a curl.
“That’s a lot.”

There was more. By the end I wasn’t too proud of my own behavior,
though | blamed that also on Gabe.

“Does Casey know?” Will asked.

“No,” I said. “And please don’t tell him.” I’d considered this. Aside
from Gabe and Casey, my other closest friends were my college friends
Nneka and Rose. When someone said “best friend,” I thought of these four
people as a group, even though they were not close to each other. | imagined
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— Twu 9x? — 3anuTaB TOH.

— HopMmansHO, — KHHYIa 5.

Mu Buiinuim 3 Oy1iBJIi Ha TaHOK. BUTBIIICTh TOCTEH yCe IIe JTUIIATACS
BCepenrHi a0o Bke 30upanucs Ha IBUHTApP. KeTi 00i1siyia MeHe miBE3TH, TOXK
s 4Jekajga Ha Hei. Bimi cmocrepiraB — Jaymaro, CIIOAIBABCS, IO S CKaXY
OinbIIe, 1aM SIKYCh IIMPY BIAINOBIAL Ha Horo 3anuTanHsA. Bin OyB He Takui,
sk Mu 3 Keiici: HaM IIJIKOM BHCTA4alIo JISTKOTO CIUIKYBaHHs, TIEPECUIIaHOTO
BIJICHJIAaHHSIMU /IO TIOTIKYJIBTYPHU JI€B’STHOCTHX UM OOTOBOPEHHSIM CepiaiB.
Mu nro0Oniny miakoaoBaTy Biia 3a Horo HEBMIHHS BECTH CBITCHKI Oecinu |
IHCTUHKTUBHE O2)KaHHS BIAIIYKATH B KOXKHOMY NPUXOBAHUN OUIb. 3aBKIU
HAI[UICHWH Ha SIKyChb BHYTPIIIHIO TpaHcdopmallito, BiH BHCIOBIIIOBABCS
TEepPMiHAMH 3 TiIPYIHUKA TPUPOI03HABCTBA 32 BOCBMHI KJ1ac: MeTaMopdo3w,
eHepris, nmoteHiian, 3cyB. Konu BiH mutaB «sIK TH?», BiH CHpaB/i XOTIB 1€
3HATH. [, MOKITMBO, MeHi O cTao Jiermie, SKOu 51 po3IoBiia.

— Cnyxaii, Bimie, — moyana si. — YSBU TIIOTETUYHO, L0 TH BXKE
TEpaIeBT.

Ha iioro o6auyyi npomMaiiHysa ropjia mocMiIka.

— Maiixe.

— Hy or. lIlo 6 t™1 cka3aB, AkOu s Oyja TBOEIO MNALIEHTKOIO 1
3i3Hanacs, mo mu 3 [eiibom nepecnann?

Bim 36eHTexuBcs:

— Bu nepecnanu? A, T Opo Ti Yacu, KOJM BHU 3yCTPIYAIUCSA CTO
POKiIB TOMY?

— Hi. Toni B Hac sikpas cexcy He Oy:no. S npo Heuo1aBHIi BUNIAOK.

— Hackinbku HemomaBHin?

— Hy... necb Micsiub ToMy? — 4 HISIKOBO XMHKHYJa. — B3arani-to,
1le HaBiTh KyMeaHo. HacrpaBni Hi Kparuii He KyMeIHO, 00 MicCisl TOrO BiH
3HHUK 13 pajapis.

— B sxomy cenci?

S 3aroBopuia mBHUALIE:

— Mu nomoBmiucs OyTH Ha 3B’SA3Ky, W s HoMmy mucana,
TeneoHyBaa, aje BiH He BiANoBiaaB. | mpo1oBKyBaB IrHOpYBaTH.



telling my three remaining closest friends what had happened with my fourth.
Nneka would listen, then give me a pragmatic summary. Rose would cry,
somehow even more hurt than me. Casey would want to tie a big romantic
bow around the whole thing. It was enough trying to figure things out on my
own, I didn’t want to hear anyone else’s interpretation of events.

Which was why it was strange that | was still thinking about Elizabeth.
Even after | left Will on the steps and drove with Kathy to the cemetery, | was
replaying our conversation in the bathroom. Elizabeth had seemed so sure in
her assessment. | know exactly who you were to Gabe. And | envied her
certainty. For years I’d known exactly who I was to Gabe. It was a long story
but I could tell it confidently, like a bartender sharing the recipe for her
signature cocktail. Now things were so jumbled up in my head, | had no idea
where to begin.

The actual beginning would have to do.

TWELVE YEARS BEFORE, DURING A different summer, between
my senior year of high school and my freshman year of college, | attended an
arts and architecture program in Barcelona called the Hayes Emily
Yarborough Summer of Art. It was founded by a painter named, you guessed
it, Hayes Emily Yarborough. Hayes Emily had gone to Barcelona in his
midforties and the art there had radically transformed his approach to his own
work. But, he lamented, it was too little, too late. Lucky for him—and | guess
lucky for me too because I received one of the program’s scholarships—he
had family money and a generosity of spirit, and thus the Hayes Emily
Yarborough Summer of Art was born. HEYSA was technically an arts
education program for young adults, but both “young adults” and “arts” were
broadly defined. There were twenty-five students total, ranging from high
school to college and continuing adult education. As far as courses, there was
art history and the architecture of Barcelona—expected standards that I,
hoping to get college credit, signed up for—but there was also welding,
feminist poetry, a class called Dance Memoir, and another that was dedicated

14

Bimt 3yenuB pyku B 3aMOK 1 MpoBiB co0i 110 1001 ¥ 10 MOTHIMIL. Y
HBOTO OyJ1a KOPOTKA CTPUIKKA «IIiJ HYJIbY, JIeJb IOMITHUN HATSAK Ha Kydepi.

— M-na. Hy i1 po3kian!

Ie me He Bce. 3pellToro 5 BKe i caMa He Jy’Ke MUIIANacs BIaCHOO
TIOBEJIIHKOIO, X04a B IIbOMY TEX 3BUHYBauyBaia [ eiiba.

— Ketici 3nae? — 3anuraB Bim.

— Hi, — Bigpizana 5. — I, Oyap 1acka, He KaKH HOMY.

S Bke mpo ne aymana. Kpim Teii6a ta Keiici, MoiMu HalGmmKauMu
Jpy3samu Oynu yHiBepcuteTchki noapyru Hueka ta Poys. Konu xroch kazaB
«HAUKpaIuii Ipyr», s YSBISUIa caMe IO YETBIPKY K €IMHE IIiJIe, X0ua MiX
co00I0 BOHM HE HAATO JajgHauu. Sl Hamarajacs YsSBHUTH, SIK PO3IOBiIal0
TPHOM JIPY35IM, IO 3THLIMIIUCS, IIPO Te, IO CTajocs 3 yeTBepTuM. HHeka 6
BUCIIyXala 1 BMJajJa MparMaTuuHe pestome. Poy3 Ou posmiakanacs,
NPUKAHSBIIN yce OJU3BKO 10 cepls HaBiTh Oiibiie 3a meHe. A Kelici 3axoTiB
O TIPUKPACUTH BCIO IO ICTOPiI0 BETUKUM POMAaHTHYHUM OaHTOM. MeHi i
CaMOTY)XKM OyJO0 BaXKO B YCbOMY po310paTuCsi, TOX UyTH YYyXl
iHTepnpeTanii mo/Iiif 30BCIM He XOTLIOCH.

Came Tomy Oys0 IMBHO, 110 s U 1oci gymana npo EnizaGer. Hasith
Koy s 3anumuia Binna Ha ranky # moixama 3 Keri Ha 1nBuHTap, TO
IIPOKpYyUyBaa B FOJ0B1 Hallly pO3MOBY B TyaseTi. Eniza0eT 31aBanacs Takoro
BIIEBHEHOIO y CBOIX BUCHOBKAX. A uy0060 3naio, kum mu 6yna o letiba. | s
3a3apuia il BieBHEHOCTI. POkaMu s TeX TOUHO 3Haja, KUM OyJja JJis HbOTO.
e Oyma noBra icTopis, ajie s MOTJIa PO3MOBICTH ii Oe3 Baranb, Haue OapMeH,
10 JTUTHCA perentoM ¢GipMOBOTO KOKTEIt0. Temep ke B TOJIOBI BCE Tak
NEepeIuTyTaaocs, 1o s ¥ raJku He Maja, 3 YOro NOYMHATH.

o *, MOBEJETHCS TIOYATH 3 CAMOTO ITOYATKY.

JABAHAJLSITH POKIB TOMY, ITPOTAI'OM IHIIOI'O JIITA —
MIXK BHITYCKHUM KJIACOM TIKOJIM Ta MEPIIHM KypCOM KOJIEJDKY — s TIoixasa
1o bapcenonwu, mo6 B3SATH y4acTh y MpOrpaMi 3 MUCTENTBA Ta apXiTEKTypu
niz1 Ha3Boro «Jlito MuctenTs Ieiiza Emini Sp6opox. [i 3acHyBaB Xyn0KHUK,
K BU BXkKe 3moraganucs, Ha iM’s etz Emini Spbopo. Bin moTpanus 1o



solely to Picasso’s pieces created during the Spanish Civil War— if you so
much as mentioned the Blue Period, you were asked to leave the classroom.

Years later, 1 saw Hayes Emily at a CFDA (Council of Fashion
Designers of America) party in a sculpture garden. Three Calders and a Truitt
away from me was a man in his seventies wearing a black tuxedo and black
turtleneck. Hayes Emily often wore all black; he had tall, stiff white hair.
There was a certain Andy Warhol thing going on (which he’d been criticized
for, New York magazine quipping, “even his wardrobe is derivative”).  knew
it might be my only chance to ever speak to him in person. | was wearing this
electric-blue minidress with a train twice the length of the dress, so | was
running in heels, holding this cascade of silk in one hand and a champagne
flute in the other, weaving through an obstacle course of passed canapés,
runway models, and priceless artwork, nearly crashing into Hayes Emily in
the process, all so I could say, “Excuse me? I went to HEYSA in Barcelona.
You changed my life.” He replied, not at all shocked, “Thank you. I get that
all the time.”

The weekend after the first week of classes, | was invited to a party at
my art history teacher’s apartment. Professor Roberta Donnelly was one of
the few teachers who wasn’t visiting for the summer, she was American but
she lived in Barcelona full time. “She’s amazing,” 1 told my mom when I
called home. I’d only ever had two Black teachers, so I knew my mom would
find Roberta interesting for this reason alone. But then | went into specifics
of how fascinating she was. Everyone agreed she was the best professor. It
was rumored she’d partied with Basquiat, she and her exhusband shared
custody of a four-year-old, but more interesting to us art students, they also
shared custody of an original Norman Lewis painting. Now, instead of an
architect like Gaudi, | was thinking I’d become a professor like Roberta. 1
saw myself walking through the campus of some foreign university, wearing
a chic tweed blazer with velvet elbow patches, carrying a brown leather
satchel.

My mother stopped me. “Julia, you’re describing an outfit, not a
career.”
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bapcenonu, konu omy Oyio Aaneko 3a COPOK, 1 TaMTEIIHE MHUCTELTBO
JOKOPIHHO 3MIHMJIO HOTO MiIXix J0 BIIACHOI TBOPYOCTi. AJjie, SIK BiH caM
OiaKaBcs, e cTanocs HaaTo mi3Ho. Ha macTs ans Hporo — i, MaOyTh, I
MEHE TeX, 00 s OTpUMaia OJHY 31 CTHIEHIIH, — y HbOro OyJTu POIMHHI
CTaTKM Ta meapa ayma, Tak i 3’swiocs HEYSA. ®opmansHo 116 Oyna
OCBITHS Tmporpama Juisi MOJIOAI, ane W «MOJOIb», 1 «MHCTEITBOY
TPAKTYBAINCS J1y’K€ IIUPOKO. YCbOro OyJIo JBaALATh I1'ATh CTYJEHTIB: BiJ
HIKOJISIPIB /IO BUITYCKHUKIB KOJISIDKIB 1 CITyxadiB KypciB s gopociux. [omo
JUCLHMIUTIH, TO TaM BUKJIaJJaJIi ICTOP1K0 MUCTELTB Ta apxiTekTypy bapcenonu
— OuiKyBaHa KJIacWKa, Ha SIKy s ¥ 3amucaiacs, CIOAIBaIOYNCh OTPUMATH
3a;miku A7s KoJemkKy. Ane Oynu 1 Kypcu 31 3BaproBaHHs, (eMiHICTHYHOT
moesii, Kypc mig Ha3Bow «TaHIIOBaIBHI MeMyapw» Ta IIe OJHH,
MIPUCBSIYCHUN BUKIIOYHO poOotam Ilikacco vaciB I'pomaasiHChKOi BiiiHH B
Icmanii, 1 SIKIIO TH X0Y 3aiKaBcs MPO «OJAKUTHUI Tepion» HOro TBOPUOCTI,
Tebe 0JIpa3y MOIJIM MOIPOCUTH BUMTH 3 aBAUTOPII.

barato pokiB mo Tomy s mobaumia ['eitza Emini Ha Beuipii Paau
mogenbepiB Amepuku (CFDA) y cany ckynentyp. 3a Tpu pobotu Konaepa
Ta ofHy poOoTy TpyiTT Bii MEHE CTOSIB YOJOBIK MPUOIH3HO CEMHUACCITH
POKIB Y YHOPHOMY CMOKIHTY i TakoMy 3k ronbdi. ['eii3 EMini yacto BasraBcs
B yC€ YOpHE; Y HbOTO OYJIO BHCOKE, )KOPCTKE CUBE BOJIOCCA. Y MOTO BUTJIAI
BrajgyBaBcs cTwib Enni Boproma (3a mo ioro cBoro 4acy KpUTHKYBaJu:
xypHan «New York» JOTemHO 3ayBakuB, IO «HABITh MOTO rapaepod —
HEOpUTiHAIBHUI). S po3yMina, 110 11e Mill €AMHUH IaHC TOrOBOPUTH 3 HUM
ocobucro. Ha meHi Oyna sickpaBO-CHHS MIHICYKHS 31 muied¢oM yJIBiul
JIOBIIIMM 3a Hel, ToX s Oirjia Ha migdopax, TpUMalouu 00epeMOK IIOBKY B
OJIHIN pyLl ¥ KeIuX HIaMIIaHCBhKOTO y JpyTiil. I MaHeBpyBaia Kpi3b CMyTy
NEepemIKoy i3 Talpb 13 KaHame, MOAIyMHHMX Mojeield Ta Oe3LiHHUX apT-
00’€eKkTiB, IeAp He Bpi3zaBmuch y ['eiiza Emini: 1 Bce me 3apaau Toro, mod
Buryknytu: «Ilepenpomryto! S 6yna na HEYSA y bapcenoni. Bu 3minunu
MO€ KUTTs». BiH BiimoBiB 0e3 TiHI moauBy: «Jlskyro. MeHi 11e TOCTIHMHO
KaXYThb».

HacTymHuMM BHXITHAUMH TICIIsi TEPIIOTO THXKHS 3aHSITh MEHE
3alpOCHJIM Ha BEYIpKYy [0 BUKJIanauyku ictopii mucreurs. I[Ipodecopka



ROBERTA’S APARTMENT WAS IN GRACIA. On the way from
my student apartment near Placa de Catalunya, | passed crowds of people
drinking under the outdoor umbrellas of restaurants, smoking, laughing, but
then gradually the streets quieted, it felt more residential.

| heard the party as soon as | stepped into the building—the rumble of
a sound system, multiple conversations crushed together into sprinkles of
indistinct chatter. By the time I reached Roberta’s fourth-floor apartment, it
had quieted down. There were a few people clustered by the doorway. I
waited for them to move forward, but instead they lingered, focused on what
I now realize had grabbed their attention and everyone else’s at the party:
“Through the Fire,” a slow melodic tune from the early eighties, by genius
diva Chaka Khan. But it wasn’t genius diva Chaka Khan singing. Someone
at the party was performing a cover. I knew the voice, I’d heard it before. Or
at least | thought I had.

In a program focused on the arts within a city known for its
architectural risk-taking, the uninspiring office building where we had our
classes was a surprising visual dud. But the outdoor courtyard was lovely,
with a few trees, some plants and flowers in coral-pink pots, a round concrete
table where people gathered: students met between classes, the office workers
took their smoke breaks, and sometimes people would perform. Fifteen
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PobGepra Jlonnenni Oyna ogHiero 3 HeOaraTbox BHKJIAAA40K, XTO HE MPOCTO
npuixaB Ha JITO: BOHA OyJia aMepUKaHKOI0, ajie TOCTiiHO kmiia B bapcemnoHi.
«Bona HeliMOBipHa», — 3aXOIUICHO PO3MOBiAaia s Te’eOHOM MaMi. Y MEHE
3a BCE JKUTTS OyJIO JMIIE JBOE YOPHOIIKIPUX BUMTENIB, TOX s 3HAJA, IO
MamMa 3allikaBuThcst PooepToro Bxke Xxoua Ou uepes 1e. AJie oTiM s repennia
J0 JeTanieit ii KpyTocTi. Yci B OAMH rojIoc TBEPAWIIU, 110 BOHA HalKpalia.
[ToneiikyBanu, 1o BOHA TycyBaiacs 3 backis, a me BOHU 3 KOJHIIHIM
YOJIOBIKOM MaJIl CIIJIbHY OIIKY HaJ YOTHPUPIYHOIO TUTHHOMO. Ta 1o tam
JTUTUHA — JIJIS1 HAaC, CTYICHTIB-MUCTEITBO3HABIIIB, Ky/IM IIKaBITUM OYJIO T€,
110 BOHU JIUTHJIH OMIKY HaJ opuriHamoM kaptuau Hopmana Jlproica. Tenep st
BXKE HE XOTia OyTW apXiTeKTOPKOKW Ha KmrtanT laymi, s Mpisioa cratu
npodecopkoro, sik Podepra. 1 Bke Oaumia, K KPOKYIO KaMITyCOM SIKOTOCh
1HO3EMHOT0  YHIBEPCHUTETy B IIHKAPHOMY TBIJOBOMY MiJXKaKy 3
OKCaMHUTOBHMH JIATKAMH Ha JIKTSAX 1 3 KOPHYHEBUM IIKIPSHUM MTOpTHETIeM y
pYKax.
Mama Mene ocikina: «J[xymie, T onucyenr oopas, a He Kap epy».

KBAPTUPA POBEPTU BYJIA ¥V T'PACIL. Jdoporowo Big moro
CTYJICHTCHKOTO TOMEIIKaHHs, 0 3Haxoawiocs Ounst ruionli Katamowii, st
MHUHaJla HaTOBMHM JIFOAEH, SIKI MHJIM KOKTEWJII MiJl mapacoibkaMH BYJIUYHHUX
pEeCTOpaHiB, KYpUJIM M CMISJIUCSA, aJieé TIOCTYIOBO BYJIMIN CTHUXAJIH, TI03asK
MOYMHAIIUCS KUTIOB1 KBAPTAIIH.

S mouyna 3ByKH BEUIpKH, IIIOHHO MepecTyNnuiIa nopir Oy JuHKY — Iyl
ayJIiocucTeMH, KaKO(QOHIIO JIeCATKIB TOJOCIB, IO 3TUBAIHUCS B CYLITbHUN
Hepo3OipnuBuii roMiH. Iloku s migHIManacs Ha 4YETBEPTHIl MOBEpX 0
kBapTupu PobGepTtH, mym Tpoxu BuIyX. binsg Bxonay 3’ropMuiiocs KijbKa
moneil. S yekana, HOKM BOHU MPOUIYTH Jlali, ajde BOHU HE PYLIMIIU 3 MiCLid,
3ariMHOTH30BaHl THUM, IO, SK S Telmep po3yMilo, MPHUKYBAIO yBary BCIX
npucyTHix — «Through the Fire», moBinpHa MenopiiiHa micHsS 13 paHHIX
BicIMJIECSATUX Y BUKOHaHHI reHianbHo1 AiBu [llaku XaH. Aje criiBana He BOHA
— XTOCh Ha Bediplll BUKOHYBaB KaBep. S 3Hama uei rosoc, dyna ioro
panime. [TpunaiimMHi, MeHI Tak 37aBagocs.



minutes into the first lecture of my Architecture of Gaudi course, we heard
someone singing outside. Our classroom didn’t face the courtyard, but with
the windows open (there was no AC and it was June in Barcelona, so the
windows were always open) we could still hear the outside world.

“Annie Lennox,” one of the older students shouted (he looked nearly
thirty). He leaned back in his chair, proud of himself, as if we’d all been
participating in this guessing game and he’d beat us to it.

At the time I didn’t remember the song was called “Why,” I just knew
it wasn’t the famous one she did as part of the Eurythmics. “Why” starts out
quiet, so we were probably too far away to hear the first part, and that’s why
the song seemed to burst mid-chorus out of nowhere. Everyone paused,
including our teacher. He listened, rubbing his mustache. “Beautiful,
beautiful,” he said, momentarily enchanted. Then he clapped his hands as if
that summed it up and returned to his lecture on Casa Mila.

But he’d lost my attention, I was still listening to the music. It was a
pure, powerful voice, like a gospel choir soloist or an opera virtuoso.
Beautiful, yes. But there was something else there. It was hard to explain, but
it was like the singer needed to sing this song. Like if they didn’t sing these
words right now, they’d be dragged away. All together it created a disquieting
comfort, like someone sliding their hand under my skin and resting it over my
heart.

Next class it happened again. Same time, same singer. Different
songs. | was pretty sure it was a male voice, but the artists covered were
almost all women. Carly Simon, Nina Simone, Joni Mitchell, Joan
Armatrading. The songs started at 4:05, right after class began, and then
ended promptly at 4:25, with the singer shouting, in a strangely cheesy voice,
“Thank you for your ears! Keep your coins!” It was a grating discordance in
an otherwise flawless set.

17

Jns mporpaMu, 30CepepKeHOi Ha MHCTENTBI Yy MICTi, BiJOMOMY
CBOIMHU apXiTEKTypHUMH €KCIIepUMEHTaMu, Ta Oe3nuka odicHa OyaiBis, 1e
MPOXOAMJIA HAIlll 3aHATTA, OyJia CIPaBKHIM Bi3yaJIbHUM HEMOPO3YMIHHSIM.
3are BHYTpilIHINA TBOPUK OyB YapiBHUM: KiJbKa JE€PEB, BA30OHU KOPAJIOBOTO
KOJILOPY 3 KBITaMH W POCIIMHAMH, KPYTJIMH OCTOHHUMN CTiJI, OIS SIKOTO BCI
30upanucsa. Tam cTyneHTH nepeTHHAINCA MK napamu, oicHI IMpariBHUKA
BUXOJWMJIM Ha TIEPEKYyp, a 1HOM1 XTOCh BUCTymaB. Ha m’ATHaaUATIH XBUIWHI
EPILOI JIEKILT 3 Kypcy «ApxiTekrypa ['aymi» Mu nouynu Haasopi criB. Bikna
Haloi ayauTopii HE BUXOAWIM y [JBOPHUK, aje BOHM OyJM IMPOYMHEH]
(konauIioHepiB HE OyI0, a UepBeHb y bapcenoHi — HecaMOBUTA CIeKa, TOXK
BiKHA HIXTO HE 3a4MHSB), 1 MU YyJIH BCe, 1110 Bi0OYyBaIOCs 30BHI.

— Enni JlenHoke! — BUTYKHYB OAMH 31 CTaplmMX CTYACHTIB (Ha
BUMIISA] oMy OyJlio mix TPUAUATH). BiH BIIKWHYBCS HAa CHOMHKY CTLIBIS 3
TOpJIUM BUTJISAZIOM, HIOM MU Bci Opanu ydacTs y rpi «Branait menoairo», i BiH
Hac TepeMir.

Ha toit MOMeHT 51 He mam’sTana, o MicHA Ha3zuBaeThesi « Why», a
MPOCTO 3HaNa, IO 1€ He TOM BIJOMMIA XIiT, SIKHH BOHA CIiBalla y CKIaJIl
Eurythmics. «Why» mounHaeTbcss THXO, TOX MH, MaOyTh, OyJIM 3aHAITO
JlaNiexo, o0 MOYyTH MOYaTOK, TOX MiCHS HIOM BUOYXHYIa HI3BIAKH MTPOCTO
rmocepel MpUCHiBy. Yci, BKIIOYHO 3 BHKJIaJaueM, 3aMOBKJIH. To#l ciyxas,
nornapkyoun Byca. «IIpekpacHo, MpocTo HenepeBepieHo», — MPOMOBUB
BiH, HA MUTbH 3aBopokeHuil. [loTiM miecHyB y 10sI0HI, HIOM miAOWBaOUn
HiICYMOK, 1 MOBepHYBCs 110 jekii npo Kaca-Mina.

Ane BIH yXe BTpaTUB MOIO yBary — s BCE LI MpuUcCIyXajacs 10
My3uKkH. To OyB YMCTHIA, MOTYXHUI TOJIOC, K Y COJIICTa TOCHENI-XOpYy YU
omnepHoro BipTyo3a. KpacuBo — tak. Asne B HbomMy OyJio 1 och ime. Baxkko
MOSICHUTH, Ta 37aBajiocs, HIOM CIIBAKy JHCUMMEBO HeOOXiOHO CHIBATH IO
MICHIO, ¥ AKOM CJIOBa MICHI HE MPO3BYYAIHU MPSMO 3apa3, HOro Ou MpoCTo
po3ipBaio Ha IIMAaTKU. Yce 1€ CTBOPIOBAJIO SIKECh TPUBOKHE BIAUYTTS
3aTULIKY, HIOW XTOCh MPOCYHYB PYKy MEHI MiJ HIKIPY 1 MOKJIaB MPOCTO Ha
cepue.

HacrtynHoro 3aHATT Bce moBTOpHiiocs. Tol camuil 4ac, TOW caMuid
ronoc. [Hmi micHi. S Oyna maibke BHEBHEHa, 110 1€ YOJIOBIUMH roioc, ane



Each time, when | walked through the courtyard after class, the singer
was packed up and gone, without a trace. Well, without a physical trace. |
swear | noticed a difference between when | walked by before class and
after—a subtle undulation in energy, the last pulses of an echo, the lingering
gratitude on the faces of the people who had just had the good fortune to
witness the little concert.

Now in Roberta’s hallway, I thought there was a good chance the
singer at her party might be the courtyard voice. | squeezed by the people in
the doorway, ducking under a man’s elbow, the cocktail in his hand tipped
and spilled into my sandal. | made it into the apartment and saw Roberta
dancing with a thin, small-boned white woman with long black hair, so dark
and glossy it was like a raven’s wing. Roberta’s long braids were braided into
one larger braid and thrown over her shoulder. Both women wore flowy linen
shirts. They shimmied, snapping their fingers and pointing at each other. They
held pretend mics, silently lip-synching along, pointing to the front of the
room. Here was the singer. A boy around my age wearing a white T-shirt and
blue-and-yellow basketball shorts, very high school jock, though his physique
was more wrestler than basketball player: compact, sturdy. He looked up and
I watched him notice Roberta’s friend’s dancing. His eyes widened in horror,
then he vigorously shook his head as if trying to erase the image. He was so
completely mortified | knew the woman had to be his mother.

I’d noticed from my classroom perch that he had what sounded like a
wide range, employing an impressive falsetto, then dipping back down to a
deeper reservoir of sound. He ended the song reaching an impossible high
note. The party went wild.

| wanted to talk to him, to confirm he was the voice in the HEYSA
courtyard, but some of my classmates arrived and | got pulled into
conversation, losing track of him. I figured Roberta might know who he was,
but I hadn’t been able to talk to her yet. She was the host, everyone wanted to
talk to her. When | finally found her, she was standing in the very back of the
living room by the windows. She had a wineglass in one hand and the woman
next to her, the one she’d been dancing with, was pouring from a bottle of red
wine. Roberta saw me and lifted her glass as if to toast my arrival. “Julia! I’'m
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KaBepu OyJu Maibke BUKIIOUHO Ha JKiHouMil penepryap: Kapmai Caiitmos,
Hina Cimon, xoni Mituemn, [xoan Apmatpeiginr. CrmiB modmHaBcs O
16:05, sikpa3 miciis Mo4aTKy mapu, 1 piBHO 0 16:25 0OpuBaBCS BUTYKOM —
JMBHO HAarpaHUM 1 COJIOAKYBaTHM: «/JlsKyto 3a Bami Byxa! JIumnite apio’ 130k
co06i!». Ile OyB npukpuii TMCOHAHC Yy 3arajoM 0e310raHHOMY BHUCTYIII.

Ha Toi1 yac, Koy s poXoauia JBOPUKOM ITICTIsl 3aHSTh, CIIBAK yKe
oe3cigHo 3uukaB. Hy, 6e3 (iznunux cmimiB. Aje npucsrarocs, s BiadyBaja
PI3HUIIO MDK THM, SK MPOXOAMJIA TaM JI0 TMapH i MICis: JeIb BIOBUME
KOJINBAaHHS €HEeprii, OCTaHHI ITyJbcalii JyHH Ta 3acTUIJa BISYHICTh Ha
00MMYYAX JIOACH, SKUM TOIMIACTHIIO CTaTH CBIIKAMU IHOTO MAaJIEHBKOTO
KOHIIEPTY.

Tenep, crosian B Kopuaopi y PobGeprtu, st Oyia maiike meBHA: CIiBaKk
Ha BeYiplli — L€ TOI camuii rojoc i3 JBopuKa. S mpoTUCHYAcs Kpi3b HATOBII
y ABEPSIX, MiPHYBIIH i JIIKOTh SIKOTOCh YOJIOBiKa, 1 KOKTEHIIb 13 HOro Kenmnxa
XJIIOIIHYB MeH1 npsiMo B ca”jamto. IlpoOpaBmuce y kBapTupy, s nobauuia
PobGepty: BoHa TaHItOBaa 3 TEHAITHOO OUISIBOIO KIHKOIO 3 JIOBTUM YOPHUM
BOJIOCCSIM — TaKUM TEMHHUM 1 OJINCKY4UM, Haue BOPOHsYe Kpuio. J{oBri kocu
camoi Pobeptu Oynu CruieTeHi B OJHY MAacHBHY KOCY, TIEPEKHUHYTY uepe3
riede. O6uB1 Oynu B JIETKUX JUISHUX COpOYKax. BoHM BUTaHIbOBYBaH,
KJIAIal0u¥ MaIBISIMHU i IOKAa3yI04YH OJTHA Ha OHY. TpuMaroun B pyKax ysiBHI
MiKpo(OoHH, BOHU 0€33BYYHO MiTATYBaJIM CJIOBA, BKA3yIOUW B 1HIIMH KiHEIlb
KiMHaTU. TaM 1 3HaX0AMBCA CIiBaK. XJOMeb NPUOIU3HO MOTO BIKY y O
¢GyT60II1 Ta CHHBO-)KOBTUX 0AaCKETOOIBHUX IOPTaX — TUIIOBHNA HIKUTBHUHN
CIIOPTCMEH, XO4a 3a CTaTyporo BiH OUIbIIE CKHUJABCS Ha OOpIls, HIXK Ha
OacketOouticTa, Mo3ask OyB KpeMe3HHi 1 MIITHO 30uTHii. BiH miABiB mors, i
s1 moGadmIIa, SIK BiH OLiHIOE TaHMi moapyru PoGepru. Moro odi posmuprmmcst
BiJ] )Kaxy, i BiATaKk BiH €HEPriiHO 3aTPyCHUB T'OJIOBOIO, HIOM HaMararouucs
po36aunTH 11e BuAoBuile. BiH OyB HaCTIIbKU CMEPTENBbHO 30€HTEKEHUH, 110
g 0JIpa3y 3po3yMisia: Il *KiHKa — HOro MaTH.

31 CBOr0 «CIIOCTEPENKHOTO MYHKTY» B ayAMTOPIii S MOMITHIIA, IO B
HBOTO JI0BOJII IIUPOKUH Jiama3oH: BiH TO CHiBaB BpakatounM (haiblieToM, TO
3HOBY MIpHaB y T€MHI INIMOMHM 3BYKY. BiH 3aKiHUMB MiCHIO HA HEHMOBIPHO
BUCOKIH HOTI, 1 HATOBII IPOCTO OCKAXKEHIB BiJ] 3aXBaTYy.



so glad you made it! This is my friend Professor Wolfe, she’s a poet and she’s
teaching a writing class in the program this summer.”

“You can call me Leora,” she said. I could tell when she spoke she
was American too. “Are you going to college in the fall, Julia?”

| said yes, | was attending Brown and looking forward to it.

She said, “Of course you are,” as if that settled some matter, and
declared, “You have to meet my son.” She pointed behind me, waving
someone over. It was the singer from the beginning of the party. “Gabe, this
is Julia,” she said. “Julia was just telling me how excited she is to be off to
college.”

He rolled his eyes. “Come on.”

“What?” Leora said, throwing up her hands. “I thought it would be
good for you to talk to someone your own age who clearly appreciates art and
also wants to get a full education.” Leora turned to Roberta. “He’s threatening
to not show up at NYU in the fall.”

“Casually mentioned it at dinner,” Gabe corrected.

“Playing for tips at HEYSA isn’t a long-term plan.”

So it was definitely him.

Roberta waved to someone entering the party, she told me she’d be
right back and headed in that direction. I was left in Leora and Gabe’s
conversation. “I’m not against it,” Leora was saying, feigning indifference.
“Try it out, give it a shot. That’s what a gap year is for.”

“You know those dreams,” Gabe responded. “Always accomplished
in three hundred sixty-five days or less.”

“Just be grateful it’s not a leap year,” I interrupted. Their heads swung
toward me at the same time. Gabe had the same shiny black hair as his
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A xoTina migidTH 10 HHOTO, MO0 MIATBEPAUTH CBOKO 37I0TAJKY PO
neopuk HEYSA, ame TyT Hacmiaum MoOi OJHOTPYNHHUKH, 1 S 3a4eruiacs
S3UKOM, BTpaTUBIIH Koro 3 Budy. [logymana, mo PobGepra TouHO Mae 3HaTH,
XTO BiH Taku#, aye 70 Hei OyJo He nocTynutucs. Bona sk rocioguns Oyna
HaposxBaT. Konu s Hapemrti ii 3Haillnia, BOHA CTOsjIa B CaMOMYy KiHII
BiTasbHI OL1st BikOH. B onHill pyIli BOHA TpuMaia Kelux, a )KiHKa mopyd —
Ta caMa, 3 IKOI0 BOHA TaHI[I0BaJla, — IiJJIMBaa if uepBoHOrO BHHA. PoGepTa
nobaywia MeHe H ImiTHsIIa KeuX, Hiou BiTaroun Mild ipuxia: «/lxymie! Pana,
o T npuiinuia! e mos nonpyra, npodecopka Bynbd, BoHa moeTka i 1boro
JiTa BeAe Kypc i3 MUCbMEHHUIIPKOI MAaiiCTEPHOCTI Ha HALIIH mporpami».

— Moxem 3Batu MeHe Jleoporo, — cka3zana Ta. 3 il MOBH 51 0Jipa3y
3po3yMiJia, 110 BOHA TeX aMepuKaHka. — Bocenu o konemky, xymie?

S miaTBepauia, 1mo BeTynaio 10 bpayHa i gyxe Ha 1€ yekaro.

— Xt10 0 cymHiBaBcS, — KHHYJIa BOHA, HIOW 1€ IOCh OCTaTOYHO
MiATBEPIKYBAJO, 1 3asBUia: — TU MyCHII TO3HAWOMUTHCS 3 MOIM CHHOM.
— Bona maxHyna pykoro MEHi 3a CHHY, MiJ3UBat0Yu KOorock. [le OyB Toit
camuii criBak, 10 BUCTYIIAB Ha MOYaTKy Beyopa. — leiibe, ne Jkymis, —
npejcTaBuiIa BoHa Hac. — JDKyJis skpa3 po3moBifana, siK CHIIHO X04e JI0
KOJIEIIKY.

Bin 3akotuB oui:

— Hy ma-am, o6,

— A mo? — Jleopa cruecHyna pykamu. — S momymana, To0i1
KOPUCHO Oy/1e MOCTIJIKYBaTUCS 3 KUMOCH CBOTO BIKY, XTO 1 MUCTEIITBO LIIHYE,
1 IOBHOIIIHHY OCBITY X04e 3700yTu. — Jleopa moBepHynacs 1o Pobeptu. —
Bin morpoxye, mo He moBepHeThcs A0 Hero-Mopkchkoro ymiepcuteTy
BOCCHHU.

— S mpocto moOIKHO 3rajaB mpo Iie 3a BeYepero, — BUIPABUB i
Teit6.

— CniBu 3a vaiioBi B HEYSA — 11e He muian Ha MaiiOyTHe.

OTtxe, 11€ TOYHO OYyB BiH.

PobGepra maxHyna KOMYCh HOBONpPUOYJIOMY, CKasaja, LIO 3apa3
MOBEPHETHCSA, 1 MNUIa J0 BXOAy. S 3anmummiacs BCepeaWHl CIMEHHOL
po3moBu Jleopu Ta Ieiiba.



mother’s, though his, aided by some kind of product, traveled upward and
out.

It was at this moment, when | jumped into their conversation, that
Leora would later say she saw a spark of interest in her son and decided to
make herself scarce. She left, saying she had to find Roberta. But I didn’t see
any moment, all |1 saw was Gabe scowling. I wasn’t sure if I should take it
personally—if his lack of enthusiasm to meet me was anger with his mother
pushing college or just a lack of enthusiasm to meet me. I knew I didn’t want
to be somewhere [ wasn’t wanted. When Leora walked away, I did too.

| drifted over to the corner of the room where party snacks were laid
out on a folding table. Gabe followed. “You’re not eating?” he asked.

It hadn’t been my intention but I guess [ wasn’t. I looked at the various
snacks available, most were wrapped in ham, the others topped with sausage.
I said, “I don’t eat meat. I’'m a vegetarian. I eat fish.”

Gabe nodded, not questioning this contradiction. “There were some
potato things earlier, and some bacalao...” His gaze traveled the table. “Oh,
I think those are gone.” He gestured for me to follow him.

We headed into Roberta’s kitchen. It was teeny. The floor tiles had a
marigold-and-orange geometric print. Gabe stood on one side of the kitchen,
against the sink. | stood on the other, a wall of wood cabinets behind me.
Between us there was a narrow butcher table with the remnants of party prep:
two empty wine bottles, a bucket of melting ice, a large cutting board with
the jellied remnants of a tomato, the last few slices of a loaf of bread.

“I know where Roberta keeps the good stuff,” Gabe said. He opened
a cabinet above the sink, then turned back to me, revealing a jar of peanut
butter. He grabbed a jar of jam from the fridge, then opened the silverware
drawer and took out a knife. He dropped his haul onto the counter and began
to assemble the ingredients, spooning out dollops of jam onto a slice of bread,
spreading peanut butter on another. When it was complete, he glanced up at
me. “Which way?”” He mimed cutting it straight down the middle or diagonal,
rapidly switching back and forth between the two possibilities.
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— S x He mpotu, — Bena nani Jleopa, Bmaroum OaiIy X icTh. —
CrpoOyii, pusukHH. J1s HOTO i ICHYIOTh KaHIKYJU TOBXXHUHOIO B PiK.

— Hy Tak, mpii, — Biarykayscs Ieii6. — Bouu x 3aBxau
3IHACHIOIOTHCS PIBHO 3@ TPHUCTA IIICTAECAT I SATh JIHIB, HE O1JIbIIIE.

— Timcs xo4, MO pik HE BUCOKOCHUM, — BCTaBWiIa 1. BoHu 060€
OJIHOYACHO TIOBEPHYJIM TOJIOBM B Miil Oik. ¥V Teiiba Oyio Take x OauCKyde
YOpHE BOJIOCCS, SIK Y MaTepi, X10a 1110 HOTro I1eBeNopa 3aBIsKU SKOMYCh IO
9H JIJaKy CTHpYajia Bropy U yOik.

Came el MOMEHT, KOJIM s BTpyTHJacs B iXHIO po3MoBy, Jleopa
Mi3HIIIE Ha3WBaTHME BHPIIIAJBHUM: MOBJSB, BOHa mo0admia icKpy
3alliKaBJICHOCTI y CHHAa ¥ BHpilIMIa BYaCHO 3HUKHYTH. Bona mimuia,
KUHYBIIH, 110 Mae 3HaWTH Pobepty. Aue st HiSIKOT «iCKpW» HE MOMITHIa —
numeHb Oaumna, sk [ei0 conuts. S He 3Haia, K 1€ CrpUiiMaTH: Ha CBii
pPaxyHOK, 4¥ HOro KUcJia MiHa OyJia peakiielo Ha MaTepUHCHKI IIOBYAHHS IIPO
KOJIE/K, @ YM BiH MPOCTO HE TOPiB OaKaHHSIM 3HAHOMHTHCS 31 MHOK. bo
HaB’A3yBaTHUCH 5 HE 3BUKJA. Tox koiu Jleopa minwia, s TeX po3BepHYIacs.

[Tonnentanacs y KyTOK KiMHATH, /¢ Ha PO3KJIaJHOMY CTOJi Oynu
BUCTABJIEH] 3aKyCKH. [€li6 pyIIuB 3a MHOIO.

— He npuromaemnics? — 3anuTas BiH.

S nHaue ¥ He 30upanacs, aime, mMaOyTh, 1 cmpaBai Hi. OrisHyna
ACOPTUMEHT: OUIbLIICTh HAiNKiB OyJMM 3aropHyTi B IIMHKY, pemTa — 3
KOB0OACOI0.

— S He im M’sica, — mosicHuna s1. — Bererapianka. Aine iMm pu0y.

[eiib KMBHYB, HE CTABJIAYM ITiJl CYMHIB 1€ IPOTHPIYUSL.

— Tyt Oynu sKich INTYKH 3 KapToIli, i me Gakandy... '— Bin
po0ircs NoryIsIoM 1o croiy. — ['M, cxoxe, iX y»ke po3menu. — BiH MaxHyB
PYKOIO, 3alpOIIYIOYH CIiyBaTH 32 HUM.

Mu npoiinum Ha kyxHio Pobeptu. Bona Oyna kpuxitHoro. [lnntka Ha
Ti/11031 MaJIa FeOMETPUYHHUI BI3€pYHOK Y ITIOMapaHYeBO-)KOBTUX TOHaX. [ ei0
MIPUTYJIUBCS 10 MUHKH 3 OJTHOTO OOKY, 51 — 110 IEPEB’ STHUX MIa(OK 3 IPYTroro.
MiK HaMu CTOSIB BY3bKHMH KYXOHHMH CTiJ 13 3aJUIIKaMU OEHKETHUX

1 . . . -
Bakansy — cy1mreHa Ta 3acoieHa Tpicka, IOITyIsipHA B IMOPTYTANbChKIN Ta iICHAHCHKIA KyXHSX.



“That way,” I answered.

He cut it diagonally, put the sandwich on a plate, and slid it across the
table to me.

“Thanks,” I said. I took a bite.

“So you’re in Roberta’s class?” he asked.

| nodded. My mouth was full, peanut butter stuck to the roof. It took
me two tries to swallow. By the time | did, it felt too late to answer. Gabe
hoisted himself onto the counter, in front of the window. It overlooked the
neighborhood’s rust-colored rooftops.

“What else are you studying?” Gabe asked.

“The Architecture of Gaudi.”

He glanced at the city below. “I haven’t seen any Gaudi yet.”

I swallowed a bite. “I mean, you probably have seen some. You just
didn’t know you were seeing it.”

There was a pause, | feared that might be the end of the conversation.
I had to say it now, what I’d been thinking since I realized he was the one
singing in the courtyard.

“You’re really good,” I said. “I mean, I’ve heard you singing at
HEYSA and you’re really good.”

“Why do you think I’'m good?”

Oh great. I’d known plenty of boys in high school like this. Flatter me,
make yourself tiny so | can feel important.

Gabe must have seen the repulsion cross my face. He rushed to
explain himself. “No, no, no, I’'m not looking for compliments. I mean, I’ll
take them, but not only. I'm looking for specifics. So I can improve, you
know.”

21

MIPUTOTYBaHb: JB1 MOPOKHI TUISIIIIKH 3-T111 BUHA, BiAepIle 3 JbOJAOM, IO BXKE
pO3TaHyB, BEIMKa JOUIKA 31 CIM3BKUMH PEIITKAaMH IOMiJopa Ta KiJbKa
OCTaHHIX CKHOOK xJ1i0a.

— 4 3mar, ge PoOepra xoBae Halikpaiie, — ckaszaB leii0. Bin
BIIYMHUB aKy HAJl MHIKOIO 1 TOBEPHYBCS /10 MEHE 3 0AHKOK apaxicoBOi
nactu. J{icTaB i3 XOIOIWIBHUKA JKEM, a 3 IIyXJIsIIM — HiK. BuBanuB yBech
el «BUI00yTOK» Ha CTUIBHMIIIO I NOYaB YakiIyBaTH: HAKJIAAAB JIKEM Ha
oIHy CKMOKy Xii0a, po3masyBaB macty Ha iHmry. Komm Bce Oyno rorogo,
HOTJISIHYB HAa MEHE:

— Sk pizatu?

Bin moyaB iMiTyBaTu pyXu HOXKEM — TO MPSMO HABIUI, TO IO
JiaroHai, NIBUIKO Yepryroud 00H/1Ba BapiaHTH.

— OrTak, — BINOBIIA 4.

BiH po3pi3aB CeHIBIY TO [iaroHaii, BUKJIaB Ha Tapuiky u
HiAITOBXHYB IO CTOJY /10 MEHE.

— JlaKyto, — KuHyJa 5 1 BIAKYCHJIA IIMATOK.

— To tu B rpyni y Pobeptu? — 3anuras BiH.

S kuBHyna 3 IMOBHUM pOTOM. ApaxicoBa MacTa NpUIIUILIA J10
niAHeOIHHs, 1 MPOKOBTHYTH ii Baajocs jume 3 apyroi copodu. Ilokxu
BIIOpAJIacsi, MOMEHT JUIs BiOBiI 31aBcst BTpaueHuM. [eii6 3acTpuOHYB Ha
CTUTbHMIIO OiNg BikHA. 3BIATH BIAKPUBABCS KpaeBUI Ha Ip)kKaBl Jaxu
OKOJIHIIb.

— IIo m1e BUBYaem? — AONUTYBABCS BiH.

— Apxirekrypy Tayi.

BiH KOB3HYB MOTJISIOM IO MICTY BHU3Y.

— S Tayni me He Gaums.

51 IpOKOBTHY 1A II€ IMAaTOYOK.

— Ta naneBHo x 6aunB. [IpocTo HE 3HAB, IO TO BiH.

3amnana tuma. S 3;sKanacs, o Ha IboMy po3MoBa i 3arnoxHe. Tpeba
CKa3aTu MPOCTO 3apa3 Te, MPOo II0 S JyMalia BiITO/I, K 3p03yMiJia, IO 1€ BiH
CIiBaB Y JIBOPHUKY.

— Tu nyxe kpyro cmiBaem, — Bunanuia s. — Hy, s uyna tebe B
HEYSA. Tu cpaBzi KpyTHid.



“Oh.” I swallowed the last bite of my sandwich. “You want my crit.”

“Crit?”

“My criticism,” I explained. “It’s something we do in art classes.”

“Okay.”

“Well. I guess I thought your voice reminded me of home.”

“Like an Americana feel?” He wrinkled his nose.

“No, not our actual home. Like, I mean, it was familiar.”

The truth was I hadn’t clicked with any of the other HEYSA students.
Not having friends the first week of a summer abroad was no emergency. It
wasn’t indicative of how college would go, or even how the program would
go. But I didn’t know that then. At the end of high school, I’d had the
realization the people I’d been hanging out with weren’t actually my people.
I’d made friends with them through sports, and most of them were pretty
popular, so there were social benefits to hanging out with them. But did |
really like them? No. It was one of the reasons I’d applied to HEYSA, to get
away as soon as possible. But then to not click with anyone in the program?
I worried | was the problem. And | was lonely. When | heard the singing in
the courtyard, for those twenty minutes, I felt less alone. Now in Roberta’s
kitchen, I found I felt that way talking to Gabe too. It was easy, like I’d made
my first friend in Barcelona.

I couldn’t say all of this to Gabe. I tried again to describe how he
sounded to me. I closed my eyes, placing myself back in the classroom above
the courtyard. “Well, it’s like, your voice has a solid base.” I was unsure at
first but gained more confidence as I spoke. “It felt rich, like if it were a color,
it wouldn’t just be red or orange, it would be ochre.” I’d learned that word
recently in Roberta’s class. I opened my eyes to see if Gabe understood. He
looked confused. I said, “It’s just like a deep earthy pigment. Think of clay.”
I stuck my tongue into the corner of my mouth, unsure if |1 had any more to
say. “Is that helpful?”

He smiled. “Yeah. It is.”

I remembered the end of his sets. “Thank you for your ears, keep your
coins,” I parroted. “Where did that come from?”

“You don’t like it?”
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— A 4omy TH Tak BBaykaer?

Hy, uynoBo. ¥ mxkomni s 6aynna moBHO Takux XJjomnuiB. IToxsamm
MeHe, TOTPHOITHSICSI, 100 ST TOYyBaBCs OCOOTUBUM.

Ma6yTh, Teii6 momituB Bimpasy Ha Moemy o0IM4Yi, 6O KHHYBCS
MOSICHIOBATH:

— Hi-Hi-Hi, 5 He HanpoIIyIOCs Ha KOMIUTIMEHTH. ToOTO, s BiJ HUX HE
BIJIMOBJIIOCSI, aJIe¢ MEH1 HE JIMIIe BOHU TpeOa. MeHi moTpiOHa KOHKpETHKa.
Hy, mo6 cratu kpammm, pozymien?

— A-a. — S noina octaHHi# mMaToK ceHaBiya. — To061 moTpideH
Mill KpHUT.

— Kput?

— Kpurnuka, — mosicHuna s. — Y Hac y XyJIOXKHIX Kjacax Iie TaK
Ha3UBalOTh — KPHUT-CECIs.

— lapazn.

— Hy... Meni 3ganocs, 1110 TBili TOJ0C Haraaye mpo AiM.

— V ceHcl, 3ByUUTh SIK aME€pPUKaHChbKE KaHTP1?

Bin 3MopmuB Hoca.

— Ta Hi, He B ceHci reorpadii. S mana Ha yBa3i — BiH 37aBCs MEHI
piLAHUM.

Hacmnipasni, Ha HEYSA s mie Hi 3 kuM He 3iiinuiacs. Te, 10 3a nepimii
THKJIEHb JITHBOI NMPOrpaMH 3a KOPZOHOM TH HE 3aBOAMII JIpy3iB — ILE HE
karactpoda. Lle He o3HaUano, Mo Tak camo Oyjae 1 B KOJEKI UM J0 KIHIIA
Kypcy. Ane Tozi st boro He 3Hamna. [1ia KiHelp MKOoIu 10 MeHe Ao, 110
JIIOJTH, 3 IKUMH 5 TyCyBajiacsl, Hacpas/ii OyJin «He MoiMU». Mu 3iiuIucs Ha
IPYHTI CHOPTY, OUIBIIICTD 13 HUX OYJIM MOMYJISIPHUMH, TOX JPYKUTH 3 HUMHU
Oyno BUTITHO A cTaTycy. Ajne um mogoOanucs Bonu meHi? Hi. Ile Oyna
OJlHa 3 MpHUYMH, YoMy s nmojanacsi Ha HEYSA — xorina sskomora 1mBuie
3BIJITH BTEKTU. AJIe HE 3HANTH CIUIBHOI MOBH Hi 3 KUM 1 TyT?  Gostnacs, 1o
npobiema B MeHi. I meHi Oyno camotHbo. Konu s dyna cimiB y JABOPHKY,
MPOTSITOM THX JABAISTH XBUJIMH MEHI CTaBaJIO TPOXH Jierie. Terep Ha KyxHi
y PoGepru s 3po3ymisa, 1110 BiadyBaro Te came, po3MoBJsitoun 3 [eiibom. Vee
Oyn0 sIKOCh TIpOCTO, HIOM s HapemTi 3Hainuia B bapcemoni mepmioro
CHPaBXHBOT'O JIpyTa.



“It’s not my favorite part of the show.”

He looked at me. A fraction of a second, then we both laughed.

“Laughed” is not enough. I went bwahaha. He made a sound from the
middle of his throat. Hay hay hay. Our laughs overlapped together were
greater than their parts and engendered more of this sound, increasing in
volume and strength.

Bwahayhay.

BWAHAYHAY

A man and woman walked into the kitchen, both somewhere in that
nebulous age range between students and parents. “This is silk, Peter,” the
woman said. She was examining a large red wine stain on her oversize white-
and-purple-patterned shirt. Silk, apparently. It looked like someone had
spilled an entire glass on her. Peter, apparently. They headed straight for the
refrigerator, leaving less space on Gabe’s side of the kitchen. He crossed over
to mine. The two of them found a bottle of seltzer and headed back into the
party. Gabe remained on my side of the kitchen. We turned to face each other,
shoulders leaning against the cabinets.

Something about him being next to me, as | now faced the empty
space where he’d been, made me aware of how I’d looked when he was across
from me. | was wearing a thin-strapped red ballerina dress with white
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3BiCHO, 1 He MOIJa BuUBaIUTU Bee e leiiby. Crnpobysana e pas

ommcaTd, SIK BIH 3BYYUTh JUIS MeEHE. 3allIionlia odYi, MOJXyMKH
MOBEPTAIOYUCH B ayJUTOPIIO HaJ JBOPUKOM.

— Hy, 3naem, y TBOro romocy ayxxe MinHa ocHoBa. — Crepiy s
Barajacsi, aji¢ 3 KOKHUM CIIOBOM CTaBaja BII€BHEHIIIOW. — Bin Takuit

HAaCHYCHMH... AKOM BiH OyB KOJBOpPOM, TO s O Ha3Baja HOro HE MPOCTO
YepBOHUM YM TIOMapaHueBUM, a IIBUIIIE 0Xporo. Lle ciaoBo s HelonaBHO
BUBYWIA Ha mapax y PoOepru. Posmmommna oui, mo0 mobGaunth, 49U
3po3ymiB Ieii6. Bin BurisgaB cnantenuueHuM. — Lle Takuil ramOOKui
3eMJITHUH TITMEHT. YSBU TJIMHY, — TOSICHHJIA S 1 MPHUKyCHJIA sI3UKa, HE
3HAIOUH, YU BapTO A0JaBaTH 1I0ch ime. — Lle xou sikoch qomomarae?

Bin ycMixHyBCSI.

— Tak. CnpaBai nonomarae.

S 3ranmana, sk BiH 3aBEpITyBaB BUCTYIIH.

— JIsaKyro 3a BaIli ByXa, JTUIITH Api0’si30K cobi! — mepekpuBuia s
HOT0. — 3BIJKH TH II€ B35IB?

— Tob6i He momobaeThCs?

— Lle He Hallkpallla YyacTHHA TBOTO IIOY.

Bin mnonuBuBcs Ha wMeHe. YacTka ceKyHOu — i
PO3peroTamcs.

«Po3peroranucs» — 1e M'sIKO CKa3aHo. 3 MEHe BUPBAJIOCS IKeCh «0y-
ra-ra». BiH BuJaB 3ByK jech 13 MIHMOMHU ropiia — «xe-xe-xe». Hamr cmix
HAKJIaBCS OJMH Ha OJHOTO, PE30OHYIOYM W CTal0Yd YMMOCH OUIBIIUM, HIXK
IIPOCTO 3BYKH, HAOpaB CUJIM ¥ T'YYHOCTI.

bY-I'A-XE-XE.

BY-I'A-XE-XE!

J1o KyxHi 3ali11IJIM YOJIOBIK 1 )KIHKa — 000€ HEBU3HAYEHOT'O BIKY, JIECh
MOCEPEINHI MK CTyZICHTaMH Ta 0aTbKaMH.

— Ilitepe, me x moOBK, — Oigkanacs xiHKka. BoHa po3rmsgana
BEJIMYE3HY IUIIMY BiJl YEpPBOHOTO BHHAa Ha CBOiM 0e3po3MipHii Oi10-
¢bioneroBiit copourli. BusBnserscs, moBk. Burismano tak, HiOM Ha Hel
BHUXJIIOITHYJIM BECh KeJMX. A YOJOBIK, BUXOIUTh, [liTep. Bonu pymmnu no
XOJIOMWIbHYUKA, MOTicHUBIIM Ieiiba. Bin nepeiimos Ha il Gik. Ti xBoe

Mu 000€



sneakers. My hair was relaxed at the time. It was straight, shiny, and smelled
of chemicals and heat damage. We both had dark brown eyes. His slightly
lighter with a hint of amber shimmer, like tortoiseshell.

“Do you write your own songs too?” I asked.

“No, can’t do that yet.”

“Oh, you don’t know how to write?” I joked.

“Not anything good,” he said. And he looked so sad I felt bad about
my joke.

| apologized, overcompensating by rambling on about my songwriting
ignorance. “I don’t know why I thought it would just be saying whatever came
to mind in some random melody. | mean, | make up little songs all the time
about making breakfast or running late, whatever I’'m doing. But of course,
obviously it’s more than that.”

“Running late? How does that go?”

“Im running late,” I lightly sang. “I’m running late. This is the
running-late song.”

“Instant hit,” Gabe said, smiling. He had one of those faces that when
he smiled, his entire face changed. It pulled his features up. In repose, he
looked brooding, now he was a gleeful little kid. It was like a party trick. |
wanted to see it again. I said,

“I could show you some Gaudi now, if you wanted?”

| TOOK HIM TO PARC GUELL, the private estate Gaudi had
designed that became a public outdoor space and landmark. I directed him to
the crowd favorite: El Drac, a dragon made of a collage of broken tiles. People
gathered around, taking photos with it. It was my third time at the park. |
found it interesting to see what approach people took for their photos with El
Drac, some hugging it like a family dog, others attempting to ride it, others
mugging faces of terror as if they were about to be devoured.

| asked Gabe what he was doing in Barcelona for the summer and he
said he was tagging along with his mom while she taught and worked on her
next collection of poetry. His parents were divorced, he lived with Leora. For
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3HANIUIA TUIAIIKY TA30BaHOI BOJAM M MOBEPHYJIMCSA Ha Bewipky. [ei0 Tak i
3aJMIOUBCS CTOSATH TOPY4. MM TOBEPHYIMCS OJHE JO OJHOTO,
MPUTYJIMBIIKCH TUIEYUMa J10 madoK.

Bin Toro, mo BiH ONUHUBCS 30BCIM OJIM3BKO, a 5 TETep TUBUIACS HA
MycTe Miclie, JIe BiH IIOMHO CTOSIB, 51 PaliTOM IOCTPO BiAuyJa, K BUIJIsSAaNa
B ioro ouax. Ha meni Oyna uepBoHa CyKHS Ha TOHKHUX OpeTenbKax, siK y
Oanepunu, i Ourl kpociBku. Toxi s me BUIpsAMIsUIa Bosioccs. Bono Oyio
NOpSMUAM, OJIMCKYYUM 1 TMaxJI0 XiMIKaTaMH Ta «IIpackoroy». Y Hac 000x Oynu
TeMHO-Kapi oui. oro — Tpoxw cBiTili, 3 GypIITHHOBUM BiIGIHCKOM, Haue
YepernaxoBUi MaHIHKP.

— A T cam nuient micHi?

— Hi, moku He BUXOUTh.

— O, To TH He BMi€el TUcaTu? — MOXKapTyBaja .

— BMiro, ane HIYOTO MyTHHOTO HE BUXOJHWTh, — BijJKa3zaB BiH. |
BUIJISAJIAB IIPU LIbOMY TaKUM CYMHHM, 10 MEH1 CTaJl0 HiSIKOBO 3a CBiii kapT.

51 mepernpocuiia i, HaMaral4uch 3ariaJuTH IPOBHUHY, ITOYalia BEP3TH
Ka3Ha-1I[0 PO CBOE HEBITJIACTBO y HAMMCAHHI MiCEHb.

— $1 yomych mymana, 1o Ie MpocTo: CIiBa€enl mepiie, mo crajae Ha
JIYMKY, I IKyCh BUMAJIKOBY Memnofito. Hy, st mOCTiiHO BUTayt0 MaJleHbKI
MICEHBKU PO Te€, K FOTYI0 CHIJIAaHOK YU SIK CII3HIOKOCS — IpO BCeE, IO
po0uro. Ane, 3BiCHO, 3p03yMiJI0, 1[0 Bce HAbaraTo CKIaIHiIIe.

— CnizHroencs? | ik BOHO 3By4UTh?

— S1 3a-mi3-HI0-10Ch, — 3JIeTKa HacmiBana 1. — S 3a-mi3-Hio-1ock. Lle
MICHS IIPO 3ali3HEHHS.

— CrpasxHiii Xit, — yemixnyBcs Leii6. Foro o6mmaus 3miH0BanoCsS
JIO HEBITI3HAHHS, KOJIU BiH IMMOCMIXaBCs. Y Cl pucH 00MyIds HIOU TiICKOYMIH
Bropy. Komiu BiH He BcMiXaBcsi, TO BUTIISIIaB MOXMYPO, a 3apa3 CTaB CXOKUM
Ha AcIuBy TUTUHY. Lle HaramayBao sKuiick TPIOK Ha Bedipili. S XoTina, moo
BiH 11 TOBTOpUB. Sl 3anuTana:

— Mosky mokasaru To0i Tpoxu [ayi mpocTo 3apas, Ko Xover?



the past five summers, he’d gone to a performing arts program in Michigan.
He was classically trained in voice and piano, he always got the lead in school
theater productions, and for a long time he thought he’d do something in the
theater space, maybe even become a teacher. But his focus had shifted senior
year.

“My voice teacher always said that my voice was enough, I didn’t
need a band or pop production. But then | was like, what if | want to do that?
I could create my own full-on theatrical spectacle myself. Sing, perform,
write.” He held up his hand, ticking each of these off.

“Totally you can,” I said, as if [ knew anything about performing or
the music business.

We left the park and headed back to my student apartment. On the
way, we walked down Carrer de Sardenya and | pointed out La Sagrada
Familia, Gaudi’s unfinished masterpiece. We joined a long line of tourists.
Inside we stared at the kaleidoscope ceiling. Gabe took a picture of me with
the disposable camera I’d been carrying around. Neither of my parents had
ever been outside the country, | was also documenting my trip for them.

There was something I’d wanted to ask Gabe. “Why do you only sing
songs by women?”’

“I like them.”

So did I, but I thought that was because I was a girl. I didn’t know any
guys who liked anything done by a woman as much as they liked something
done by a man. | was always arguing for them to even consider a woman.

It might seem hard to imagine because it wasn’t 1952 or anything, but
back in the early aughts, it was rare to come across a boy who talked like this.
And we weren’t at the point we’d eventually get to when men started using
equality catchphrases as pickup lines. Gabe and | talked about how women

25

S MOBEJIA IOT'O B IIAPK TIOEJIb — npuBaTHHil MaeToK,
Crpo€eKTOBaHui [ayi, 110 3ro10M CTaB MyOIiYHIUM IPOCTOPOM i BI3UTIBKOIO
micta. M onpasy Busena Ieiiba mo ymoGienus myGmiku: Emb-Jlpaka —
JpaKkoHa, BUKIAJEHOTO0 MO3aikoro 3 OurToi miuuTku. HaBkoio ropMuiucs
monu, ¢ororpadgyrodnck i3 HUM. S OyJiia B IbOMY MapKy Bxke BTpeTe. MeHi
Oylo IiKaBO CIIOCTEpiraTH, SIK caMe JIIOJU MO3YIOTh i3 JPaKOHOM: XTOChH
00iiiMaB Horo, Haue JOMAIIHbOIO TICa, XTOCh HAMAraBcsi BACKOUUTH BEPXH, a
XTOCh KOPUYUB JKaxXJIMBI MiHH, HIOW HOT0 OT-OT MPOKOBTHYTb.

S sanmrana ['eli0a, uuM BiH 3aliMaeThes y Bapcesoni uporo jita. Bin
MOSICHUB, III0 MPOCTO «XBOCTUKOMY i3[TUTh 32 MaMoOIO, MTOKH Ta BUKJIAJAE 1
TIPALIOE HaJl CBOEK0 HOBOIO 36ipKoto noesiii. Foro 6arekn Gyiam posiyderi, i
BiH xuB 13 Jleoporo. OcTaHHI IT’ATh POKIB BiH IIONITA I3JUB HA MPOTpPaMy
CLEHIYHMX MHUCTENTB y Miuurani. [efi0 MaB KIacM4YHy BOKAJbHY Ta
¢dopTenianHy OCBITY, 3aBXKAH OTPUMYBAB TOJIOBHI POJIi Y HIKIIBHUX BUCTAaBaX
1 JIOBrUil yac JyMaB, IO TOB’SKE KHUTTS 3 TEATPOM — MOXKIIUBO, HaBITh
CTaHe BUMTENEeM. AJie B OAMHAILATOMY KJIaci HOro npiopuTeT 3MIHUIIUCS.

— Miii BUnTEINB 3 BOKAJTY 3aBX/I1 Ka3aB, 1110 MOTO TOJIOCY JOCTaTHBO,
10 MEH1 He MOTPiOeH IypT YM MOM-apaH)KyBaHHA. AJie MOTIM s MOJyMaB: a
110, SIK 5 caM I[boro Xouy? S Mir 61 BIacHOPYY CTBOPIOBATH IIiJIe TeaTpajibHe

niictBo. CmiBaTH, BUCTyNaTH, MUCAaTU. — BIiH MAHSAB PyKY, 3arHHAIOYU
naybli Ha KO)KHOMY ITYHKTI.
— 3BICHO, TH MOXeIl, — MiA0aIbOpIIIA 5, HA4Y€ CIPaB/ll X0U I0Ch

TAMUJIAa Y BUCTYIIaX Y1 My3UUHOMY Oi3HEci.

Mun Buinum 3 mapKky W pyWHIM JO MOIO CTYAEHTCHKOIO
nomenikanHda. Jloporoto 3BepHyian Ha Kappep-ne-Capaenbs, 1 1 mokaszana
fiomy Carpana ®aminis — He3aBepIiueHui meaeBp [aymi. Mu npueaHamcs
J0 JIOBXKEJEe3HOi Yeprd TYpPHUCTIB, 1 MPOCTO 3alMEHUINM BCEPEIMHI,
pO3rIsAaroun KaleWaockomiuny cremo. [ei6 cdororpadyBaB MeHe Ha
«OIAHOPA3Ky», SIKY sl BCIOJIU TsATana 3 co6or0. HixTo 3 MOiX OaThKiB HIKOIH HE
BUDKIDKAB 32 KOPJIOH, TOX s JOKYMEHTYBaJIa MOT3/IKY IIe 1 /IS HUX.

ByJ1o ze1o, npo 1o s A1aBHO X0Tina 3anurary [ eiiba:

— YoMy Tu criiBaen TIIbKU MiCHI )KIHOK?

— Bonu MeHi nogo6arThes.



had been treated in the music industry, | told him about the female painters
and architects he should know. We were in the middle of an architectural
marvel and a boy feminist was the most striking part of the experience; it
thrilled me.

Back on the street it was after sunset, and we passed restaurants,
debating where to go for dinner, attempting to find the student-abroad holy
grail: (1) really good and (2) really cheap. Twenty minutes into our search |
spotted a place with a line out the door and a chalkboard menu in front with
prices we could afford. It was a balmy evening. The air had weight, the day
was clinging to us. The waiter brought over a pitcher of sangria. We ate pan
con tomate, patatas bravas, stuffed piquillos. We talked. And we talked. And
we talked and talked and talked. As we left the restaurant, after splitting the
bill, a car drove by, blasting a reggaeton song. It had been popular that
summer and we sang along.

By the time we reached my apartment it was dark. The moon seemed
to appear out of nowhere, like someone had flicked a dime into the sky. We
stood outside the building, still talking. Then from some part of the night,
there was a loud noise. We jumped. A car backfiring? Someone unloading a
truck? Who knew? It was enough to pause our conversation, the first real
silence we’d had in hours. We looked at each other, wondering what would
happen next; maybe we were unsure even then what it was we were feeling
for each other—romance, friendship, some other unnamed kinship—but what
we settled on was a kiss.
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MeHi Tex, aje s 1ymaia, 1ie TOMY, 11O s 1IBYMHA. S] He 3Haja )KOJITHOTO
XJIOMIIS, SIKOMYy O TBOPYICTH KIHOK Mojo0anacs TaKk camMO CHJIBHO, SIK
qoJioBiYa. MeH1 BIYHO JTIOBOJMJIOCS CIIEpeYaTHCs 3 HUMH, aOM BOHU Oomai
3BEpPHYJIM Ha XXIHKY yBary.

3apa3 11e BaXKO ySIBUTH, MT03asK TO OyB HE sKuiich TaM 1952 pik, ane
Ha MOYATKy HYJIbOBUX PiAKO MOXKHA OyJIO 3yCTPITH XJIOMNI, SIKHH OM Tak
MipKyBaB. | MM mie He AIMLUIM A0 TOrO eTamy, KOJU YOJIOBIKM MOYHYTh
BMKOPUCTOBYBaTH (peMiHiCTMUHI racna sk migkar. Mu 3 TeitGoM rosopuau
PO CTaBJICHHS /0 XIHOK B My3WYHIN 1HAYCTpii; S po3moBiiana oMy mpo
XYAOKHHIp Ta apXITEKTOPOK, SIKUX BapTO 3HaTh. MU CTOSIHM TOcepen
apXiTeKTypHOro [1Ba, Ta HAWOULIbLIE 3 YChOIO MEPEKHUTOr0 MEHE BpPa3UB
XJIOTICIb-(PEMIHICT; I1e MEHE MPOCTO 3aBOPOIKYBAIIO.

Mu noBepHyJIMCS Ha BYJIMIIO BXKE MICIsS 3aX0Ay COHIS. MuHanu
pecTopaHy, CIEPevaloyncCh, KyAH IITH MOBEUYEPITH — HaMaraiucsi 3HalTH
TOI caMull CTyI€HTCHKHIA «CBIITHI Tpaajiby: mo0 O0yio (1) amyke cmauHo 1 (2)
nyke neuieBo. UYepes NBaaUsATh XBUJIUH IOIIYKIB S MOMITHUJIA 3aKian 13
Yeprorw ak Ha BYJIMIIO 1 MEHIO Ha JIOWII 3 IiHaMH, SKi MU MOIJIM cO0i
J103BOJUTH. Beuip OyB TEIUTUM 1 MIIOCHUM, TIOBITPSI — BAKKUM, a JICHb HIOU
HE XOTiB Hac Biamyckatu. O¢iliaHT IPUHIC TIEYUK CaHTpii. MU 111 naH KOH
ToMarte, matatac Opasac i dapmupoBaHi mepii mikigbio. I posmomsmm. 1
roBopiIH. M pO3MOBIANM, i TOBOPMIM, TOBOPHIH, roBopumn. Komm x
BUHIILIN 3 PECTOpaHy, PO3IUIMBIIHN PaxXyHOK, TIOB3 Mpoixayia aBTiBKa, 3 SKOI
rpumiB perretoH. Ll micHsS Oyna MOMyJSPHOK TOTO JIiTa, 1 MU TOYaIu
M1JCIIBYBaTH.

Konu Mu gicranucs moro OyIMHKY, BXK€ 30BCIM CTeMHLI0. Micslb
BUPHUHYB HI3BIJKH, HAY€ XTOCh MIJKUHYB Yy HEOO cpiOHY MOHETY. Mu cTosin
miJ mia’i30oM 1 HiSK HE MOIJIM HaroBOpuTucs. PamToM jgechk y TeMpsiBi
MIPOJIyHaB TyYHUU 3BYK. Mu 3apurnynucs. Buxmon aBto? YUum TO XTOCH
po3BaHTaxyBaB ¢ypy? Xto3Ha. L[poro BHSBHIIOCS AOCTaTHBO, 1100 Halla
pO3MOBa TiepepBasiacsi — 1 To OyJia TiepIma CIpaBKHs THIIA 3a KUTbKa TOIH.
Mu noAUBHITUCS OJJHE HA OJHOTO, Ta/IaloyH, 1o Oyne Jaji; MOKJIMBO, MU i
cami TOJll HE PO3yMUIH, 110 BITYYBAEMO — POMAHTHUKY, APYKOYy Uu SKYCh
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IHIy HEHa3BaHy CIOPIAHEHICTh, — aji¢ 3pEHITOK BCE 3aKIHYUIOCS
MOLILTYHKOM.
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CHAPTER 2. PRAGMATIC AND LINGUO-STYLISTIC FEATURES OF
MODERN AMERICAN PROSE TRANSLATION (BASED ON THE
NOVEL “LOVED ONE” BY A. MUHARRAR)

2.1. General Characteristics and Stylistic Features of Aisha Muharrar’s Novel Loved One

Contemporary American literature of the third decade of the 21st century is marked by a
deep synthesis of traditional genre forms and innovative narrative techniques that reflect the
fragmented experience of modern individuals. Aisha Muharrar’s novel "Loved One," published in
2025, serves as a representative example of this trend, offering the reader a complex, emotionally
saturated journey through the labyrinths of grief, memory, and identity. Aisha Muharrar, who
gained global fame as a screenwriter and producer of cult television comedies such as "Hacks,"
"Parks and Recreation,” and "The Good Place," brings a unique authorial voice to her literary
debut, characterized by sharp irony, agility, and fierce sincerity. The stylistic features of the novel
is formed as a result of the interaction between intellectual literary prose and mass pop culture,
where the line between profound philosophical reflection and a witty joke becomes intentionally
blurred.

The central vector of the work’s artistic features is the concept of "grief as an act of
reconstruction,” where the protagonist, a thirty-year-old Julia, attempts to "reassemble” the
personality of her deceased friend Gabe through his material belongings and the memories of
others (Mehra, 2025). This reconstruction process takes place at the intersection of two cities —
Los Angeles and London — adding a transatlantic dimension to the novel's features and
emphasizing the universality of the theme of loss in the era of globalization. The narrative structure
of the text is non-linear: Muharrar masterfully uses the intertwining of temporal layers, where
events from twelve years ago in Barcelona (the time of Julia and Gabe's first meeting and youthful
love) break into the present, creating a "legato-dissonance™ effect — a smooth yet unsettling
movement between the past and the contemporary. Such a structure mirrors the workings of human
memory, which does not obey chronology but is activated through objects, scents, and music.

The stylistic landscape of "Loved One" is saturated with what critics call "decadent
description of details,” especially regarding art, jewellery design, and gastronomy. The
protagonist's professional activity as a jewellery designer provides the text with a specific texture;
the descriptive translation of stones, metals, and processing techniques serves as a metaphor for
human relationships undergoing pressure and faceting. Muharrar’s narrative tone is "emotionally
sophisticated and unconventional™; the author avoids the clichés of "tearful melodrama,” instead
offering "ugly nasty grief" that can be simultaneously absurd and humorous. This ability to
combine pathos with everyday humor is a key characteristic of Muharrar’s style, allowing her to
explore the "dangerous arts" of marriage, life, and loss without excessive sentimentalism.

An important component of the stylistic features is the "unreliability of the narration,”
where love and grief transform Julia and Elizabeth (Gabe's last girlfriend) into subjective
interpreters of his life. The conflict between the two women unfolds as a battle of perspectives,
where each tries to preserve "the version of the story that hurts the least." The novel’s language is
vivid and modern, teeming with pop-culture allusions that serve as social markers for the
millennial generation, currently in transition from carefree youth to conscious thirty-something
maturity. Aisha Muharrar creates a text that feels like "fresh air" in the landscape of modern prose,
reimagining the classic love triangle through the prism of the absence of one of its corners — the
deceased hero, whose presence in memory proves to be more powerful than physical existence.
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2.2. The Concept of Pragmatic Equivalence in the Reproduction of Youth Language and
Slang

The recent evolution of translation studies has seen a definitive shift toward the
prioritization of pragmatic equivalence, particularly when dealing with highly volatile linguistic
layers such as youth slang (Jepri, 2025). In this context, pragmatic equivalence is not merely a
search for lexical correspondence but a strategic effort to ensure the target text triggers a
psychological and emotional response in the recipient that is functionally analogous to that of the
source audience. Translation is redefined here as a form of cultural mediation, where the
translator’s primary objective is to preserve the "illocutionary force" of the discourse — the intent
behind the words — rather than the literal semantic data (Hasan giz & Otabek gizi, 2025, p. 71).
This focus on pragmatic competence is essential for addressing the challenges of emotively
charged units, where the translator must navigate the speaker’s communicative goals.

Recent scholarly research emphasizes that reproducing youth language requires a
comprehensive analysis of both linguistic and socio-cultural factors. Researchers argue that idioms
and slang carry deep cultural implications that cannot be captured through formal equivalence;
instead, a strategy of adaptation or functional replacement is often necessary to maintain the
"spirit" of the original. In the contemporary landscape, scholars such as Rahmi (2025) suggest that
specific strategies — including addition, deletion, and substitution — are deployed to ensure that the
slang remains relevant and impactful for the target audience without losing its characteristic edge.
This approach is particularly relevant for modern media and literature where the "vibe™ of the
dialogue defines the character's social standing.

Furthermore, the translation of youth sociolects in the 2020s must account for the
globalization of linguistic trends. Hnatyuk et al. (2025) highlight the neurolinguistic features of
how Anglo-American loanwords are integrated into Ukrainian youth slang, noting that these terms
often serve as markers of "global belonging”. Consequently, the use of borrowings or direct
calques for terms like "merch” or "plus-one™ is theoretically justified as it reflects the authentic
linguistic reality of the target generation. The goal is to preserve the "coolness" or authenticity of
a subculture by introducing or adapting terms that resonate with the digital-native audience.

Another critical dimension is the use of functional analogues to convey emotional intensity.
Avramchyk and Kugai (2022) observe that teen slang is often defined by its rebellion against
standard norms, which necessitates the use of colloquialisms that carry the same "weight" in the
target language. For instance, translating expressions related to appearance or social status requires
finding stable colloquial phrases that do not sound outdated or artificial to modern ears. This
ensures that the pragmatic effect of intimacy or sarcasm — typical of the speech in Aisha Muharrar's
"Loved One" — is accurately reconstructed for the reader.

Finally, the successful reproduction of youth language and slang relies on the alignment of
illocutionary speech acts between the source and target texts. As Mukminin (2025) points out, the
translator must prioritize the functional purpose of the utterance, ensuring that if a slang term is
used to provoke, mock, or bond, that specific pragmatic function remains the priority over the
dictionary meaning. This creative intervention allows for the establishment of temporary
equivalences that "feel" right for the character’s voice, bridging cultural gaps through a dynamic
understanding of language as a living, breathing sociolect.

The application of these theoretically grounded strategies is never isolated. Achieving
pragmatic equivalence in the translation of youth language requires a dynamic approach where the
translator constantly shifts between these procedures based on the communicative purpose of each
language micro-unit. By avoiding "translationese™ and bureaucratic phrasing and instead focusing
on the functional and communicative research provided by modern scholars, the translator should
act as a bridge with the aim to create a text that does not feel like a "translation™ but like a living,
breathing sociolect. Ultimately, the successful reproduction of youth language and slang is
measured by its ability to resonate with the target audience’s own cultural and linguistic reality,
maintaining the authentic, rebellious, and intimate spirit of youth discourse in the 2020s.
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2.3. Translation Analysis of Emotively Charged Youth Language Units and Slang in Aisha
Muharrar’s Novel Loved One

For a systematic assessment of the external conditions of the text's functioning and its
internal structure, we turn to the model of the German researcher Christiane Nord, which allows
for informed translation decisions. Guided by her functional approach, we view the text as a
communicative act directed at a specific addressee (Jepri, 2025). Within this study, we conduct a
detailed analysis of Aisha Muharrar’s novel Loved One, focusing on our personal contribution to
the research through the comprehensive processing of the sample and selected techniques
(according to the classification of L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir) for reproducing emotively
charged vocabulary and slang.

Analyzing extratextual characteristics, we primarily pay attention to the figure of the
author. Aisha Muharrar's experience as an American screenwriter directly influences her literary
style. While working on the text, we aimed to recreate this "scenarist” dynamics and sharp social
humor. We define the target audience of the novel as young adults (millennials) integrated into the
global cultural context. This oriented us toward finding means that meet this group's requirements
for emotional honesty and intellectual humor, preserving the cosmopolitan nature of the text.

As noted above, the processed sample contains various emotively charged units and
slangisms. In accordance with the classification by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir, we analyzed
each technique found in the sample, beginning with those that appeared most frequently to provide
a hierarchical representation of our translation strategy.

Modulation

As the most productive technique in our work (occurring in 31.4% of cases), modulation
allowed for a shift in the cognitive point of view to preserve the natural "vibe" of the dialogue.

(1-s) ...we’d made a dumb mistake and slept together. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 8) — (1-2) ...mu
3poouUnU OYPHUUIO — Nepecnanu.

By shifting from a descriptive adjective ("dumb mistake™) to a specific action-oriented
noun phrase ("3po6unu nypuuio"), we successfully conveyed the protagonist's subjective regret
and the pragmatic weight of the event.

(2-s) Nailed down your version of semiformal cocktail attire. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 7) — (2-
t) ioiopae cobi ioeanvHuil KOKMEUTbHUL NPUKUO.

Here, the metaphorical action of "fixing" is replaced by the logical result of the process
("selecting/picking out").

(3-s) ...itwill hit you all over again. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 11) — (3-2) ...me6e naxpue 3n06y.

The physical impact implied by "hit" is modulated into the emotional state of being
"overwhelmed" (makputH), which is a common collocation in Ukrainian youth slang for emotional
distress.

Literal translation.

This technique was the second most frequent (22.9%), used primarily when the conceptual
metaphors of the two languages coincided.

(4-s) I lowered the microphone, stalling for time. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 8) — (4-t) A
onycmunia Mikpog)oH, mAZHYYU Yac.

Because the image of "stalling/pulling time" is functionally identical in Ukrainian, this
direct technique maintained the original rhythm of the character's internal monologue without
semantic distortion.

(5-s) Grief comes in waves. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 11) — (5-t) I'ope naxouye xeéunsamu.

This example demonstrates the preservation of a universal metaphor where the
grammatical structure and the core image remain unchanged.

(6-s) Which made sense... (Muharrar, 2025, p. 7) — (6-t) I ¢ uvomy éys cenc...

The phrase is rendered almost word-for-word, as the logical connection is transparent and
the Ukrainian equivalent is stylistically neutral and appropriate for the context.
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Adaptation. Appearing in 20.0% of the sample, adaptation was vital for translating slang
that lacked direct cultural counterparts.

(7-s) Great boobs, | thought. Nice pull, Gabe. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 12) — (7-t) «Knacni
yuywvku, — nooymana 5. — apuuit eudip, Ieiibey.

Since the English "pull” (in a dating context) lacks a succinct Ukrainian slang equivalent
that fits the tone, we adapted the expression to "rapumii Bu6ip," which captures the pragmatic intent
of acknowledging a successful choice.

(8-s) ...wear our favorite concert tees. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 9) — (8-2) ...60senymu yirooaeni
Mmepu-gymooaxu.

The American "concert tee" is adapted using the term "mepu," which has become the
standard sociolect marker for fan merchandise in the Ukrainian digital and youth space.

(9-s) ...an inside joke for no one but the deceased. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 9) — (9-¢) ...naw
CBHYMPAYUOKY, 3pO3YMIIUL TUULE NOKIIHOMY.

The standard "inside joke" is replaced with the slangism "BHyTpstuok," which better
conveys the intimate, informal bond between the characters mentioned in the scene.

Transposition.

This technique (11.4%) was used to align the English grammar and syntax with Ukrainian
language norms.

(10-s) ...we’d just made a real, and awful, mess of everything. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 9) —
(4-1) ...mu npocmo peanvho i no-idiomcoKu 6ce 3iNCysalL.

By changing the noun "mess" into the verb "3incyBanu" and the adjective "awful™ into the
adverb "mo-imiorceku", we adapted the slang to the syntactic norms of the Ukrainian sociolect
while intensifying the emotive condemnation.

(11-s) “Oh, darling, I'm menopausal!” (Muharrar, 2025, p. 11) — (11-t) — O, coneuxo,
Y Mene 6xce menonaysa!

The English adjective is transposed into a noun phrase, which is a more natural way to
express physiological status in colloquial Ukrainian.

(12-s) ...continuing adult education. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 16) — (12-t) ...ciyxauie Kypcie
07151 00pOCUX.

The abstract noun phrase describing an educational system is transposed into a phrase
designating the people involved (the subjects), which improves the flow of the narrative
descriptive translation.

Established equivalent. Contrary to initial assumptions, this technique was used sparingly
(8.6%), as slang often requires more creative shifts than dictionary-based matching.

(13-s) ...his hair was buzzed to the scalp. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 15) — (5-¢) ...y uvo2o 6yna
KOPOMKA CIMPUNCKA «NIO HYJIb).

This was employed only when a stable colloquialism in the target language perfectly
mirrored the source’s pragmatic load, ensuring the descriptive translation did not sound artificial.

(14-s) No seating chart with my name... (Muharrar, 2025, p. 7) — (14-t) He 6yn0 ani cxemu
PO3Miuenns cocmei...

This utilizes a standard term used in the Ukrainian wedding and event-planning industry,
providing an immediate cultural anchor for the reader.

(15-s) ...tightening the prong setting... (Muharrar, 2025, p. 10) — (15-¢) ...3amuckana
JanKu Kkacmd...

As a technical term in jewelry making, the established equivalent is necessary to maintain
the professional authenticity of the protagonist's occupation.

Descriptive translation. With a frequency of 5.7%, this technique addressed complex
allusions or cultural concepts that lack a single-word equivalent.

(16-s) ...because then the lady doth protest too much. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 8) — (16-t)
...00 He 30a8anocs, Hiou 51 3aHAOMO BUNPABOOEYIOCH.
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To translate the Shakespearean allusion, we used descriptive translation to replace a
culturally specific idiom with a clear functional explanation, preserving the character’s ironic self-
reflection.

(17-s) ...that’s what a gap year is for. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 20) — (17-2) ...0ns2 yvoeo u
iCHYIOMb KAHIKYAU 008IHCUHOIO0 8 PIK.

Since the term "gap year" is a specific Western academic concept, a descriptive translation
phrase was used to explain the duration and nature of the break to the Ukrainian recipient.

(18-s) ...as if she were appraising car wreckage. (Muharrar, 2025, p. 10) — (18-2) ...ni6u
oyintosana nonieeueny 6 /ITII asmisky. The translation explicitly adds "B JITII" (in an accident)
to describe the "wreckage," clarifying the visual metaphor for the reader and emphasizing the
intensity of the gaze.

To provide a clear quantitative overview of the research results, the distribution of the
applied translation techniques across the continuous sample of 70 units is presented in Appendix
A. It illustrates a significant departure from formal correspondence. The relatively low frequency
of established equivalents (8.6%) reinforces the necessity of using more flexible techniques like
modulation and adaptation to capture the specific emotive charge and "screenplay-like™ dynamics
of the source text. Furthermore, the strategy is enriched by adaptation (20.0%), which proved vital
for localizing cultural concepts such as "merch-tees” or "inside jokes," ensuring the slang resonates
with the Ukrainian digital sociolect. Transposition (11.4%) was systematically applied to reconcile
syntactic differences, converting English grammatical categories into more idiomatic Ukrainian
structures, as seen in physiological or professional descriptive translation. Despite the low
frequency of dictionary-based correspondence, established equivalents (8.6%) were utilized where
terminological precision was essential, such as in the descriptions of event planning or jewelry
craftsmanship. Lastly, descriptive translation and explication (5.7%) addressed culturally specific
allusions — such as the "gap year" concept or Shakespearean idioms — by explicitly decoding the
pragmatic intent for the target recipient, thereby preserving the text’s characteristic irony without
sacrificing linguistic clarity.

The statistics confirm that our strategy prioritized dynamic and functional shifts over
dictionary-based correspondence, which is vital for the volatile nature of youth language.
Summarizing the analysis, the application of Christiane Nord's functional model helped identify
key strategy factors: orientation toward millennials and the preservation of an ironic tone. The data
confirm that pragmatic equivalence is achieved through the dominance of modulation and adaptive
strategies.

Overall, the study of Aisha Muharrar’s novel Loved One has established that the work
represents a complex synthesis of intellectual prose and mass culture. It has been revealed that the
authorial style is based on a combination of ironic distance and non-linear structure. The
application of a functional model confirmed that the novel's emotive vocabulary demands flexible
transformations to convey "unconventional grief." The study showed that the use of pragmatic
compensation and emotional equivalents allows for the reproduction of the text's "screenplay-like"
dynamics. Thus, the integrity of the translation is ensured through a deep understanding of
extratextual factors — the figure of the author and the demands of the target audience — creating an
authentic linguistic landscape for the contemporary recipient.
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CONCLUSIONS

The research has successfully identified the key pragmatic and linguo-stylistic features of
modern American prose, using Aisha Muharrar’s debut novel Loved One as a primary case study.
In accordance with the first objective, an original translation of a significant fragment of the novel
into Ukrainian was performed, covering 40,593 characters of the source text. This practical work
aimed to recreate the "scenarist" dynamics and sharp social humor characteristic of the author’s
voice. By prioritizing the preservation of ironic distance and emotional authenticity, the translation
ensures that the "new generation” voice resonates naturally within the Ukrainian linguistic and
cultural landscape.

The linguo-stylistic analysis of the source text revealed that Aisha Muharrar’s prose is a
sophisticated synthesis of intellectual literary forms and contemporary pop culture. The research
characterized the narrative structure as non-linear, mirroring the fragmented nature of human
memory through past experiences in Barcelona and the present reality of loss. Furthermore, it was
established that the author utilizes jewelry design and material objects as central metaphors for the
psychological reconstruction of grief. This "unconventional™ approach to loss, which abstains from
sentimental clichés in favor of raw, often humorous sincerity, constitutes the core of the novel's
stylistic identity.

A significant portion of the study was dedicated to clarifying the concept of pragmatic
equivalence in the context of millennial sociolect and youth slang. The findings indicate that
translating such volatile linguistic layers requires a definitive shift away from formal
correspondence toward functional impact. By applying the functionalist model of Christiane Nord
and the classification of techniques by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir, the research demonstrated
that the primary goal is to preserve the illocutionary force of the discourse. This approach allows
to bridge cultural gaps and maintain the authentic, rebellious spirit of youth discourse, ensuring
that the target reader experiences a psychological response analogous to that of the original
audience.

The final stage of the research involved a detailed translation analysis of 70 emotive
language units and metaphors of grief. Statistical data derived from this analysis showed a clear
hierarchy of applied techniques: modulation was the most frequent (31.4%), followed by literal
translation (22.9%) and adaptation (20.0%). Less common but equally vital were transposition
(11.4%), established equivalents (8.6%), and description (5.7%). This distribution proves that
while literal translation remains viable for universal metaphors of grief, the reproduction of
specific youth slang and irony necessitates flexible, adaptive strategies. Ultimately, the study
concludes that the integrity of the translation is ensured through a deep understanding of the
pragmatic functions of the text and the strategic use of functional equivalents to preserve the
original’s unique emotional texture.

The prospects for further research lie in the deeper exploration of "screenplay-style” prose
and its impact on modern literary translation. Future studies could focus on a comparative analysis
of how different Computer-Assisted Translation (CAT) tools and Artificial Intelligence models
handle the nuances of millennial and Gen Z sociolects, particularly in the context of high-context
emotional narratives. Additionally, there is significant potential in researching the evolution of
slang equivalence in the digital era, specifically how global Internet culture facilitates the creation
of "universal" slang equivalents that bypass traditional linguistic barriers. Another promising
aspect involves the study of multimodal metaphors in literature, where material crafts (such as
jewellery-making) intersect with psychological states, and the development of specific strategies
for their transcreation into target languages with different cultural traditions of craftsmanship.
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Quantitative Analysis of Translation Techniques

B Modulation H Literal Translation B Adaptation

B Transposition m Established Equivalent ® Description
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