Borys Grinchenko Kyiv Metropolitan University
Faculty of Romance and Germanic Philology
Linguistics and Translation Department

Translation project: Rendering author’s style in the Ukrainian translation of
historical fiction: The Case of Kristin Hannah’s The Women

IMepexnagaubkuii NPOEKT: BiATBOpeHHsI ABTOPCHKOI0 CTHJIIO B
YKpaiHCbKOMY nepekJiadi icropuunoro pomany Kpicrin I'annu The Women

Yuliia Lutsyk
PERm-1-24-14d

Research supervisor:
S. Merkulova, Ph.D.

/

// /'J‘ )
f. f - a9} 20" 377100, /ﬁl 0 //M‘L’{/"://,
V JUM [.Hjttmaﬂ )Mﬁ Nj’aym, ( /

#

{

00 20xuciy huykowue i f’//e’ifﬁ'»f/ﬁ"”“““f golky Me i
R ool it J

£ /’aj eHILLLIUHI

(/"J // /{7I q_/)&x,ﬁf % -

Kyiv 2025



Abstract

This translation project is a translation of Christine Hannah's historical novel “The
Women.” The aim of the project is to introduce Ukrainian readers to a unique work of art that
combines historical context, social issues, and psychological depth of characters. The novel tells
the story of Frances “Frankie” McGrattan, a young nurse who served in the US Army Nurse Corps
during the Vietnam War, and touches on themes of post-traumatic stress, society's indifference to
veterans, and women's self-realization in wartime.

The main task of the translation is to preserve the author's style, convey the cultural and
historical context, and convey the emotional impact of the work on the reader. The project
examines the features of the historical novel as a genre, the syntactic, lexical-semantic, and stylistic
devices characteristic of the text, as well as ways to adequately reproduce them in Ukrainian.

The project consists of an introduction, two chapters, conclusions, a list of sources used,
and appendices. The first chapter contains a translation of the novel from English into Ukrainian.
The second chapter includes comments on the translation decisions made, justification for the use
of appropriate techniques, and reproduction of the stylistic features of the original.

Keywords: historical novel, feminist novel, Vietnam War, female experience,
intertextuality, emotional literature

AHoOTALA

Jlanuii mepekiaIabKuil MPOEKT € peai3amieio MepeKsiaay ictopuaHoro pomany Kpicrin
['anau «The Women». MeToro MpoekTy € 03HAHOMIIEHHS! YKPAiHCHKOTO 4MTaya 3 YHIKaJIbHUM
XYIOXHIM TBOPOM, SIKMH TIO€IHY€ ICTOPUYHMN KOHTEKCT, COI[laJibHY TpPOOJIEMaTHKy Ta
MICUXOJIOTI4HY rIuOuHy nepcoHaxiB. Poman posnosinae icropito @panuec «Dpenki» Makrpar,
MOJIOJIo1 MejacecTpH, sika ciuyxkuina y Kopmyci mencecrep apmii CLIA mig wac B’eTrHamchkol
BiliHU, 1 TOPKAETHCSI TEM MOCTTPABMATHYHOIO CTpecy, 0ailnyKOoCTi CyCHiIbCTBA 10 BETEpPaHiB Ta
JKIHOUYOT camopearizallii y BOEHHUH 4dac.

OcHOBHE 3aBJlaHHs NepeKany — 30eperTi aBTOPChbKHUI CTUJIb, TIEpelaTH KyJIbTypHHUH Ta
ICTOPUYHMI KOHTEKCT, @ TAKOXK €MOLIMHUI BIUIMB TBOPY Ha yuTayda. Y NPOEKTI pO3IIIAJAIOTHCS
0COOJIMBOCTI ICTOPUYHOTO POMaHY SIK KaHPY, CHHTAKCUYHI, IEKCUKO-CEMaHTUYHI Ta CTUIICTUYHI
3aco0u, XapakTepHi Ui TEKCTy, a TaKOXX CIIOCOOM iX aJIeKBaTHOTO BIATBOPEHHS YKPaiHCHKOIO
MOBOIO.

[TpoekT cknamaeThes 31 BCTYIY, IBOX PO3/ILIiB, BACHOBKIB, CIIMCKY BUKOPUCTAHUX JIKEPET
Ta ponatkiB. [lepmmil po3ain MICTUTH mMepekiaj] poMaHy 3 aHIIHCBKOT Ha YKpaiHCbKY MOBY.
Jpyruii po3ais BKIIIOUa€E KOMEHTAp1 MO0 NPUIHHATHX MEPEeKIaJalbKUX pillIeHb, OOIPYHTYBaHHS
BUKOPUCTAHHS BIJMOBIJHUX TE€XHIK 1 BIITBOPEHHS CTUIIICTUYHUX OCOOIMBOCTEN OpHUTiHAITY.

Knrouosi cnosa: icropuununii pomat, peminicTUUHUN pomaH, B’eTHaMcbKa BiliHa, )KIHOUUI
JIOCBI]], IHTEPTEKCTYalbHICTh, EMOLIi}HA JIITEepaTypa.
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Introduction

The present translation project focuses on translating selected chapters from the novel The
Women (2024) by the American writer Kristin Hannah, and analysing the techniques used to render
the stylistic devices, intertextual elements, emotionally charged vocabulary, military terminology,
and feminist narrative features that characterize the novel.

Hannah's novel, The Women, belongs to the genre of historical fiction. The narrative
revisits the events of the Vietnam War but shifts away from the traditional male-centered portrayal
of the conflict. Instead, it focuses on the roles and experiences of women. By reconstructing the
past through the intimate perspectives of women, the novel serves as a feminist reinterpretation of
historical events.

Translating historical fiction entails more than just delivering factual information about the
era, it also requires preserving the emotional tone, narrative rhythm, stylistic nuances, and cultural
references integrated into the text. Hannah employs a variety of stylistic devices, including
parenthetical constructions, anaphoric and epiphora repetition, exclamatory sentences, and
enumeration, to effectively illustrate the psychological states of her characters. A particularly
notable aspect of the novel is its intertextual layering: the main storyline is intertwined with letters
composed by the characters.

The relevance of the project lies in the growing scholarly and public interest in historical
novels that re-examine the past from marginalised perspectives, including those of women,
medical workers, and trauma survivors. Feminist historical fiction has become increasingly
popular in recent decades, offering new perspectives on war, memory, and identity. As these works
gain visibility in global markets, it's important to explore the linguistic and cultural challenges
translators face in conveying their emotionally rich narratives.

The project aims to translate selected chapters from 7The Women by Kristin Hannah and
analyse the translation techniques used to render stylistic devices, intertextual elements, and
emotionally charged vocabulary in the Ukrainian target text.

The objectives of the project are:

1) to perform the translation of selected chapters of 7he Women by Kristin Hannah;

2) to explore the characteristic features of the historical novel and the feminist historical novel as
its subgenre;

3) to identify and describe the stylistic devices used in the source text and analyse the techniques
applied to render them in the target text;

The material of the project consists of five chapters from Kristin Hannah’s novel The Women.
The source text contained 11,852 words, and translation — about 9,285 words
The project paper includes an introduction, translation, translation analysis, conclusions,
references, and appendices.

The translation project is verified in Ukrainian Scientific and Practical Conference 2025
“New Trends in Translation Studies, Philology and Linguodidactics in the Context
of Globalisation Processes” ( See Certificate in Appendix D).



Chapter 1. Translation of The Women by Kristin Hannah

SL Text
Seven

The next morning, when Frankie woke up, she was alone
in the hooch. She dressed quickly and presented herself at admin
at precisely 0800.

She saluted. “Lieutenant McGrath, Major.”

“I heard you were as much help in the ER as a tiara,” the
major said, and opened a manila folder. “A nursing degree from
some small Catholic women’s college and almost no clinical
experience. And you’re young.” She peered at Frankie through
black horn-rimmed glasses. “What on earth brought you here,
Lieutenant?”

“My brother—”

“Never mind. I don’t care. But I hope to God you aren’t
here to say hi to a brother.” Major Goldstein pushed her glasses
higher up on her nose. “The Navy and Air Force won’t even let a
girl like you in "Nam. They require training.” She closed the folder,
sighed. “Anyway. You’re here. Unready, unprepared, but here. 'm
assigning you to Neuro. Night shift. How much damage can you
do there?”

“P’ll do my best.” “Uh-huh. Welcome to the Thirty-Sixth
Evac Hospital, McGrath. Be the best version of yourself.”

sk

Housed in a Quonset hut near the OR, the Neuro ward was
a brightly lit, domed space filled with Stryker frame beds. Frankie
had never seen the specialized beds before, but she’d learned about
them in school and in Basic Training: beds for paraplegics, for

TL Translation
Cim

HacrynHoro panky ®@peHki npokunysacs cama B 6api. LlIBugko
onsrinacs i piHo o 08:00 yke cTosiia mepes] aIMiHICTPaTOPKOIO.

Bignmana gects.

— Jleitenant MaxklI par, maiiope.

Maifop KMBHYJIa, pO3TOPTalO4YX MaHUIBChKY MAIKY.

— Yyna, mo i Oyia Takoro K KOPUCHOIO Yy MIBHJIKIN JJOMTOMO3I,
SK 1 TBOSI Tiapa, — CyXO NpPOMOBMWJIa BOHAa. — Jurmiom mezacectpu 3
SKOTOCh TaM MAJIEHBKOTO KaTOJIMIIBKOTO KOJEDKY W Maike HyJb
npakTuku. | me Taka monona. — Bona risiHyna Ha @peHki moBepx
TEMHUX OKYJspiB y MacuBHIi ompaBi. — Illo B Oica Tebe croau
pUBeIo, JeiiTeHanTe?

— Miit 6par...

— MeHne 1ie He XBWIIOE. — Bijpizasia maiiop. — CrojiBatocsi, TH
TYT He pocTo 1100 HaBigaTu Opara. — Bona nonpasuia okymisipu. — B
apMmii yn Ha ¢uoTi Tebe 6 HaBiTh y B’etHam He myctuiamn. Tam
BUMAraloTh CIPaBXKHBOI MIArOTOBKH. — BoHa 3akpmia Marnky,
31TXHYBIIM. — AJie Bce oaHo. Tu TyT. be3 nocBiny, 6€3 roToBHOCTI, ane
TyT. [Ipu3nauato Tebe B HeBposorito. Hiyna 3mina. CymHiBaroch, 110
TH TaM 3MO>KeIll HapOOUTH 6araTo MIKOIH.

— 51 3po6uro Bee, 0 3MOXKY.
— VYry. JlackaBo mpocumo y 36-i eBakyariiiHui

rocmitaib, Makl 'pat. CripoOyii cTaTH KpaImior Bepciero cede.

sksksk

HeBponoriyne BifaiIeHHS MICTWIOCh Y KPYIJIM XaTuHI
KBoncer, 61 onepariiiinoi. BeepeauHi sickpaBo OCBITIEHUH MPOCTip
3 apKOBHUM JaxoM, 3arnoBHeHui jdbkkamu Crpaiikepa. @peHki 6aunina
Taki Jume Ha ((oTo W Ha Kypcax: CHeIialbHI JDKKa s



patients with pelvic fractures, burn patients, or others who couldn’t
handle much manipulation. Two rows of beds were separated by a
wide aisle. Metal tubing ran the length of each wall for hanging
IVs. The amount of equipment at each bed was staggering:
ventilators, cooling blankets, monitors, IVs. Frankie didn’t even
recognize most of the machines. The overhead lights were
blaringly bright. She heard the whooh-thunk of ventilators, the
buzz of EKG monitors.

In the front left corner, an older man in faded fatigues sat
at a desk, writing. The only other soldier she saw (standing) was a
corpsman at the far end of the ward; he was checking on a patient.

Frankie straightened her posture and tried to look more
confident than she felt as she walked over to the man at the desk.
“Second Lieutenant McGrath, reporting as ordered, sir.”

The man looked up. He had the tiredest eyes she’d ever
seen and a face that showed a history of acne. Heavily jowled
cheeks blurred his jawline. “Frances, right?”

“Frankie, sir.”

“Captain Ted Smith. Doctor. How much nursing
experience do you have, Frankie?”

“My RN, sir. And ... some time on the night shift at my
local hospital.”

“Uh-huh.” He stood up. “Walk with me.” He strode
forward. At the first bed, he paused. Beside him lay a young
Vietnamese man, his head wrapped in bandages, through which
blood had seeped in a red-brown burst.

“He’s Vietnamese,” Frankie said, surprised.

“We treat the villagers who are brought in,” Captain Smith
said.

“Anyway, Frankie, every patient in here is brain-damaged.
Most have no pupillary response. You know what that means?”

napanxi30BaHUX, MAIEHTIB 3 IEpeJIOMaMH Ta3a, CHIIbHUMHU OTKaMH Ta
IHIIMMU CKJIQJHUMU TpaBMaMHU, SIKUX Kpallle 3aiBUi pa3 He JilaTH.

JlBa psoy JIDKOK PO3AUISB LIMPOKHHM MPOXiA. Y3IOBXK CTiH
TATHYJIUCSI METaJIeBl TPYOKH JJIsi KpaneabHUIb. Bias KOXKHOTO JiKKa
Bpakaloya KUIBKICTh amapaTypH: amapatd IITyYHOI BEHTHIIALIT
JIETeHb, OXOJIO/KYBaJIbHI KOBJIPH, MOHITOPH, CUCTEMH. BiIbIIICTh 13
Hux @penki HaBiTh He Bi3HaBana. OCBITIIEHHS OYyJIO 3acCIiIUIIOIOYE
sckpaBuM. UyTHO OyJiO T'yJiHHS amapaTiB BEHTWISII] i MOHOTOHHE
I3VKYaHHS KapIiOMOHITOPIB.

VY nepeaqHbOMy KyTKY 37iBa 3a CTOJIOM CHJIIB JIITHIH YOJIOBIK y
BUTOPLIiH dopmi, mucaB mock. CIUHUM, XTO CTOSIB, OyB caHiTap Ha
IHIIIOMY KiHIII TaJIaTH, BiH MEPEBIPSB CTaH XBOPOTO.

®peHKi BUMpoCTaach i, HAMararouuch BUTIISAIATH BIIEBHEHIIIIE,
HDXK MOYyBaJiacsl HaCTIpaB[i, MiAIAIIUIA IO CTOMY.

— [Hpyra neiitenantka Makl pat, npuOyna 3riHO 3 HaKa30M,
cep.

Yomogik migHsB oui. HaitBromeHinn o4i, ki BOHa Oy ab-KOJIH
6aynia. O6MYUsl BKPUTE ClIiJJaMU aKHE, IIOKH 3arlaJli.

— @pencic, Tak?

— IIpocto @peHki, cep.

— Kanitan Ten Cmit. S TyT nikap. Maem qocBiz y HiuHIN 3MiH1?

— S mexacectpa, cep. I Tak, Tpoxu mpamroBajga y MiCLEBii
JIKapHI.

— Jlo6pe. Xomimo.

Bin moBiB ii g0 mepmoro Jsikka. TaMm JexaB MOJOIUMN
B’€THaMellb, rojioBa 3a0MHTOBAaHA, OMHTH BXe HACKPI3b HMPOCOYEHI
OypO-4e€pBOHOIO KPOB’1O.

— Ile B’eTHamenb? — 3quByBaiach OpeHki.

— Tak. Mu npuitmaemo Bcix. I conaaris, 1 MICIIEBUX CEJISIH, KOTO
MPUBO3ATh. — BIAMOBIB KamiTaH CMIT. — Ane 3amaM’siTail: y BCiX
TAIIEHTIB TYT ypa)X€HHs MO3KY. Y OUIBIIOCTI HEMA€E peakilii 31HUIIb.
Po3zymiem, 1o e o3Havyae?



Before she could answer, he took a slim flashlight out of
his breast pocket and shone it into the patient’s eyes.

“See that? No reaction. Fixed and dilated. You’d note that
in his chart, along with the time and date.”

He showed her where and how to make the notation and
then handed her the flashlight and walked on, took her past one
young American soldier after another who lay naked beneath pale
sheets, staring at nothing; most were on ventilators. There were
several Vietnamese patients. “This one walked into a rotor,” he
said at the bed of a man with half his head bandaged and one arm
gone. The last bed was occupied by a Black man covered in
bandages. He writhed, babbled unintelligibly. Then he screamed as
if in pain.

“He’s not comatose but not fully conscious, either. He has
a chance at some kind of recovery. Most don’t, honestly. We’ve
developed the skills to save their bodies, but not their lives,”
Captain Smith said.

Frankie looked out over the many beds, a split sea of white
and metal and men and machines. Each one someone’s son or
brother or husband.

“We monitor and change dressings and keep them
breathing until they can see a neurologist at the Third Field
Hospital. You’ll learn to see subtle changes in their conditions. But
this is an evac hospital. They won’t be here long.”

“Can they hear me?”

“Good question. Yeah, Frankie. I think they can. I hope so,
anyway. You can start an [V?”

“In theory, sir.” She felt her own incompetence like a
scarlet letter on her fatigues.

“Don’t worry, Frankie. You’ve got heart, I can tell. Skills,
I can teach.”

He dekaroum BiIMOBifi, BIH BHUTATHYB 3 KHUIICHI JIXTApUK 1
MOCBITHUB MAIIEHTY B OYi.

— baunm? Hemae xomnoi peakmii. 3adikcoBani, po3MIHpEHi.
Bigznauum e B KapTiii: 4ac i gata. S mokaxy sik.

Bin mokasas, jie i 110 3aMUCyBaTH, AaB iii JTIXTAPHK 1 MOBIB JaJIi.
Bonu mpoiinmy moB3 JIKKa aMEepUKaHCHKHUX COJIAATIB: MOJIOAUX, 13
3aKpUTUMH OYMMa, MOBYA3HUX, HEPYXOMHX. barato 3 HuHX Oynu
nigkmodeni 1o anaparis [1IBJI. Cepen Hux Oys0 KijibKa B’€THAMIIIB.

— Onporo 3aTsATHYIO B poTOp, — ckazaB CMiIT Ol marieHTa 3
epeOMHTOBAHOIO TOJIOBOIO 1 aMITyTOBAHOIO PYKOIO.

B ocranHbOMY JIIXKKY JI€’KaB YOPHOIIKIPUN YOJIOBIK, TEX BECh Y
6unTax. Moro Tino cymoMmio, BiH 10Ck Hepo3GipiuBO GYpMOTIB, a
TOJIi palTOM CKPUKHYB, SIK BiJl IPOHU3IUBOTO OOJIO.

— Bin He B KoMi, aJie i He NP CB1IOMOCTI. € SKUHCH MIaHC, 110
BiH YacTKOBO OJyXKae, ckaszaB kamitad Cwmit. — Y Oinsmiocti
MMAIi€HTIB, SKIIO 4YECHO, HAaBITh LHOro HeMae. MM HaBUMIIHCS
30epiraTu Tijia, aje He )KUTTS.

@peHki TOTJIsSHYJa HAa JOBTUW psA] JKOK, Ha TMEperuieTiHHS
OuI0rO I METaneBOro, Ha OOJIMYYs JTIOAEH 1 XonoaH1 Mamnau. Kosken
13 HUX — YHICh CUH, OpaT, YOJIOBIK. ..

— Mwu npocto gorisgaEMo  iX, 3MIHIOEMO TIOB’SI3KH,
JoTIOMaraeMo JAUXaTH, JOKUA iX He MepeBeayTh IO HeWpoxipypra B
Tperiit monboBUiA TOCTITaMb. TH HaBUMIIICS OAYUTH HABITh HaWMEHIII
3MiHM B cTaHi. Aje mam’siTai, 11e eBaKkyaliiHui rocmitanb. Bonu Tyt
HAaJIOBI'O HE 3aJIUIIAIOTHCS.

— BoHM MeHe 4yl0Th? — TUXO 3amuTaja BOHA.

— I'apue nutanns. [ymaro, Tak. CrioaiBarocs Ha I1€.

— Tu BMi€el cTaBUTH KpaneTbHULIO?

— Teoperuuno, Tak, cep... — @OpeHki Biguyna, SIK XBUJISA
HEBIEBHEHOCTI Oroprae ii, MOBOM HOCHJIa Ha co0i YepBOHMIl Hammc
«HEKOMITETEHTHA.

— He nepeiimaiica, @penki. S Bxe Oady, mo B Tebe € g00pe
cepiie. A HaBHYKaM MOYXHA HaBUUTH.
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April 14, 1967

Dear Mom and Dad,

Hello from the 36th Evacuation Hospital!

I’'m sorry it’s taken me so long to write. It’s hard to express
the speed of life over here. I'm either terrified or exhausted most
of the time. When my head hits the pillow, I'm out. Turns out you
can learn to sleep through anything if you're tired enough. I’'ve
been focusing on improving my nursing skills, which were, to put
it kindly, subpar. [ work long hours on the Neuro ward, where I’'ve
been assigned.

I’'m learning so much! I spend my shift shining bright lights
into my patients’ eyes, marking down any pupil dilation, or lack
thereof, changing surgical dressings, suctioning wounds,
monitoring ventilators, changing 1Vs, turning paralyzed patients
every few hours, pinching or poking places on the bodies to see if
they can feel pain. It is every bit as glamorous as it sounds, and
Mom, you would definitely have something to say about how I look
these days, but my skills are improving. Slowly.

I've made two friends over here. Ethel Flint, an ER nurse
from Virginia, and Barb Johnson, a surgical nurse from Georgia.
They 're keeping me sane. My superior, Captain Smith, is great,
too. He’s from a small town near Kansas City. You would love him,
Dad. He collects watches and loves backgammon.

1 miss you. Send me news of the real world. All we get for
newspapers over here is the Stars and Stripes, and the only radio
is Armed Forces Radio. Suffice it to say that we don’t get news
about the latest Burton-Taylor brawl.

Please write back soon!

Love you,

Frankie

ks

14 keimus 1967 poky

Jopoaci mamo 1 mamy,

Ilpusim i3 36-20 esakyayitinoco cocnimanto!

Bubaume, wo max 0oszo ne nucana. Tym yce HacminvKu
WBUOKO Ul 8AJICKO, WO 6axcko 3iopamu Oymxu. A nocmitno abo
Hanakaua, abo eucHaxcena. LLJolino K1ady 20108y HA NOOYWIKY, MO
00pa3y sioknoyaocy. Buasunocs, wo cnpagdi modicha cnamu 6y0b-0e
i 6yOb-KOIU, AKWO mu cnpasdi euchadxcenuti. A wocunu cmaparocs
cmamu Kpaujoro 8 MeocecmpuHCmei, Wo, YeCHo Kaxcyuu, y MeHe noKu
wo maxk cobi euxooumv. A npayrworw 0082 3MiHU ) Bi00iNeHi
Heupoxipypeii, Kyou mMene NPUHAYUIU.

A max baecamo euycwv! L{ini 3miHu 5 3atimMarce mum, wo ceivy 8
oyl nayicHmam, CHiOKyI0 3a 3IHUYAMU, 3MIHIOWO NO8 A3KU, 00poOIsIo
panu, oKyl 3a anapamamu, nepesepmaro napaiizo8aHux, Cmaeio
KpanenvHuyi, nepesipsiio, Yu 8iouysaroms 60HU OLlb. 38yuums He Oyice
enamypHto, npaeoa, mamo? I euensioaro s 6i0nogiono, nogip. Ane
Hasuyku pocmymo. [loginvHo, ane enegneno.

A exce maro mym 06ox noopye: Emenv @ninm, eona 3
«weuokoiy 3 Bipoowcunii, i bap6 [xconcon, xipypeiuna medcecmpa 3
JDicopoarcii. Bonu oonomazaromo meHi He 3’ ixamu 3 ey30).

Miit nauanvrnuk, kanimarn Cmim, medxc KIACHUl. 3 MaleHbKO20
micmeuka 6ina  Kanzac-Cimi. Tobi 6 6in cnooobascsa, mamy.
Konexyionye 2oounnuku i epae 6 napou. A Oyoce cymyro 3a eamu.
Haocunaiime noseunu. ¥ nac mym minoku eazema 3ipxu i Cmyeu i
apmiticoke padio. Ilpo yuginbHuil ceim mu 4yemo Hebazamo.

Yexamumy Ha 6i0nosios!
Jlobno sac,
Bawa Openxi
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The relative quiet of the Neuro ward was the perfect place
for Frankie to improve her nursing skills. She was able to breathe
here, to concentrate, to ask questions of Captain Smith, and with
practice came the start of confidence. There were few emergencies
on this ward; the patients” wounds had already been cared for in
the OR. The patients were comatose, but most had other wounds
that needed care, too. The quiet gave her time to think, to process,
to read the detailed care notes she wrote after checking each
patient. The job at the Thirty-Sixth Evac was to get the patients
stable enough to go to a field hospital for treatment. Pain
management was the task Frankie took the most seriously. Because
her patients couldn’t speak, she took extra care with each one to
assess—and assume—their pain levels.

From a distance, the ward seemed to be full of young men
stuck in the hinterland between life and death. Most had little or no
reaction to any stimulus, but as Frankie learned the skills it took to
care for these men, she began to see them not merely as bodies in
pain, but as men hoping for something more. Each soldier made
her think of Finley. She spoke to them softly, touched their hands.
She imagined each patient lying here, locked in the black void of a
coma, dreaming of home.

Now she stood at the bedside of nineteen-year-old Private
Jorge Ruiz, a radio operator who had saved most of his platoon.
Captain Smith had placed him in the back of the ward, which meant
that he wasn’t expected to live long enough for transfer.

“Hey, Private,” Frankie said, leaning down close,
whispering directly into his ear. “I’'m Frankie McGrath. I’m one of
your nurses.”

She pulled a stainless-steel cart closer. It was stocked with
sterile gauze, peroxide, and adhesive tape. She’d need to replenish
it all for the shift change.

ks

HetipoBinainenns BusBmiocs s OpeHki HAMKpaIIUM MiceM,
mo0 HABUUTHCA JOTNIAJATH 3a manieHTamu. Tam Oyino tuxo. Bona
MOTJjila 30CepPEeIUTUCS, AUXATH, CTAaBUTH MHUTaHHA KamitaHy Cwity. [
caMe 3 IPaKTUKOIO MPUHIILIIO CIIPaBXHE PO3YMIHHS CBOET CITPABH.

Tyt maibke He OyJio eKcTpeHuX curyamiid. IlamieHTiB yxe
MPOOTIepyBaNIH, ajie 0araTo XTO MaB IIe i 1HII paHu. Y THIII MOXHA
OyJ0 oOMipKyBaTu BCe, IEPEYUTATH iICTOPii XBOPOO, AKi BOHA MUCaa
micisg  KoKHOro ob6xomy. Mera 36-ro rocmitamio cTabimi3yBaTh
MaIieHTIB, 00U iX MOXHa 0yJI0 O€3MMeYHO MEePEeBECTH Jali.

HaiiBimnoBiganpHimmM  3aBnanHsM  jiusi @perki  Oyiio
3He6oeHHs. [1 NalieHTH He TOBOPUIIM, TOX il JOBOAMIOCS BUHTUCH
0aynTH, TOMIYaTH — 1 3[[0TaTyBATHUCSA — XTO HACKUIBKH CTPAXKIIAE.

Bonu HiOM 3acTpsATIN AeCh MOCEPEINHI MIXK KHUTTSIM 1 CMEPTIO.
Ane noctynoBo ®peHki HaBuUMIacs 0a4UTH HE MPOCTO Tila B KOMi, a
YKUBHUX 0COOMCTOCTEH. | KOXKEH 13 HUX HaraayBaB 1i DiHmi.

Bona gacto roBopmia 3 HUIMH, TpUMala 3a pyKy. YsBIsIa, 5K
BOHM, 3aMKHEHI Y THIII1, y TEMPSBI KOMH, MPIIOTh PO JIIM.

CporoiHi BoHa crosiia 0115 Jikka 19-piyHoro psgoBoro Xopxe
Pyica, panucra, sikuil ypsATyBaB OuIbIIICTH CBOro B3BOAy. KamitaH
CMiT po3micTuB Horo y kil nanatu. Lle o3naydano, 1mo iforo Bxe He
MEepPEeBEIYTh. ..

— [pusiT, psaoBuit, — npouenoriga OpeHkKi, HAXUIUBIIUCDH 10
fioro Byxa. — 5 ®penki MaxkI pat. Onna 3 TBoiX MeacecTep.

Bona migkoTuna Bi30K 3 Mapiero, MEpPeKHCcOM, CTpiuKaMu.
Jlixrap cminuB oui. OOepexxHO MNOTATHYNaca A0 Horu Pyica.
TopkHynacs. MoxuBo, BiH 1mock BiquyB? O0epeXHO 3HsIIa MapIIio.



The overhead lights blared down on her, making her eyes
ache. She reached gently for his leg, wondering if he had any
sensation of being touched as she unwrapped the bloodstained
gauze.

“This might hurt,” she said gently as she began to pick at
the crusty, dried gauze, pulling it out of the pink, jagged wound.
She wished she could dampen the gauze to make it free easier, but
this way the wound bled, and bleeding was good.

Beneath the gauze, she looked for blackened bits of tissue
or green pockets of pus. She leaned forward to smell the wound.

All normal. No infection.

“Looking good, Private Ruiz. A lot of the boys in this room
would be envious of a healing like that,” she said as she re-
bandaged the wound.

Beside her, the ventilator rose and fell, whooshed and
thunked, inflating and deflating his sunken chest.

A commotion at the doors interrupted the quiet. Two
bloodied soldiers in dirty, ripped fatigues walked into the ward,
shoulder to shoulder.

“Ma’am?” one of them said, stepping close to Private Ruiz.
“How is he?”

“He’s in a coma,” she said.

“Will he wake up?”

“I don’t know.”

The other soldier stepped in beside his friend. “He saved
our lives.”

“He wanted to go home and be a fireman. Some shit-ass
border town in West Texas. I told him he’d never pass the test.” He
looked at Frankie. “I gotta tell him I was just yankin’ his chain.”

“He’s hanging on,” she said. It was all the hope she could
offer. And it was true. With life, there had to be hope.

“Thank you, ma’am, for taking care of him. Could we take
a picture of you with him? For his mama?”

— e Moxe Tpoxu 60IiTH, — MONepeaAnsIa TUXO i oyaa 3HiMaTH
3aCOXJIy IOB’s3KY 3 HEPIBHOI poxeBoi paHu. B imeani Bapto Oyio 6
3MOYMTH Mapilio, aje 1€ MOTJIO 3yNHMHUTH KpPOBOTEUYy, a KpPOB L&
XOpOIIUH 3HAK y IbOMY BUIIAJIKY.

Bona BauBIsiiaca B paHy: YOpHi JUISHKH, 3€JIeHI BKpAIUICHHS.
[Torim nHaxumunacs 1 BauxHyna. HopmansHo. be3 3amaxy. bes
iHpeKmil.

— Burmsinae no6pe, psnosuii Pyic. baraTo xmomniiB Tyt Moriu 6
[103a3pUTH TAKOMY 3arO€HHIO, — CKa3ajla BOHA, IIEPEB’A3YI0UH HOTY.

AnapaTy IIyMiJii TOpsiI, TiIHIMAIOYH i OMyCKalo4YHl HOoro Xyai
rpynu.

Tumwy mopymmB pyx 3a asepuma. Jlo manatv 3ailliid JBOE
connatiB. Bonu Oy 3akpuBaBiieHi, Opy/iHi, BHCHAXEHI.

— Mic? — o0GepexHO 3BepHYBCS OJUH, MiIAIIOBIIN OJIMKYE. —
Sk BiH?

— Y KoMmi, — BIJIIIOBLJIa BOHA.

— BiH... npokunerscs?

— 41 He 3Ha10.

IHmmit conpgat Habnu3uBcs. CTaB HABIPOTH.

— Bin ypaTtyBaB Ham XUTTA. MpisiB MOBEpPHYTHCH J0AOMY i
CTaTH TOXEKHUKOM. Y SKOMYCh MAaJ€HBKOMY HPUKOPJIOHHOMY
Mmicteuky B Texaci. S ka3aB oMy, 110 BiH HaBITh TECTH HE MPOMIE. ..
— BIH YCMIXHYBCS Kpi3b cibo3u. — Tpeba Oyne ckazatu Homy, 10 A
MIPOCTO APAKHUB HOTO.

— Bin Tpumaetscs, — ckazana @penki. Lle Oyno Bce, 1m0 BoHa
Moria cka3atu. | e 6yna npasna. Hagis — HaitHEOOX1AHIIIE 3 YCHOTO.

— JIaxyro Bam, Mic, 1110 BU 3 HUM. MoHa... 3pooutu ¢hoto? s
itoro mamu?
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“Of course,” she said quietly, thinking how much a picture
of Finley would have meant to her family.

She moved closer to the young man, held his limp hand in
hers.

The soldier snapped the shot. “He’s lucky to have friends
like you,” Frankie said. “Tell his mother he wasn’t alone.” The
soldiers nodded solemnly.

One of them took a pin off of his pocket —an insignia of
some kind—and handed it to Frankie. “Thanks, ma’am.”

He stared at Ruiz for a moment longer, then left.

Frankie pocketed the pin and looked down at her patient.

“You have some good buddies,” she said, replenishing
his IV.

Eight

April 21, 1967

Dear Frances Grace,

I can hardly believe you’ve been there for more than a
month. In your absence, the country has gone mad.

Sit-ins. Protests. Raised fists. Believe you me, more than a
few of these free love girls are going to wake up in trouble, and
where will their dirty-footed lovers be then? In prison or long
gone, I'd say. The world changes for men, Frances. For women, it
stays pretty much the same.

The President says the protests are prolonging the war.

Your father and I watch the news every night, hoping for a
glimpse of you, however silly that is. The soldiers seem to be in
good spirits.

With love,

Your mother

PS. I saw an old friend of yours, I can’t recall her name,
the frizzyhaired girl from St. Bernadette’s that played volleyball so

— 3BiCHO, — BiINIOBiJIa BOHA M SIKO. B roJoBi gymka mpo e, siK
Oararo 0 11 1i pOJIMHU 3HAYMIIA X0Y OJTHA CBiTIIMHA DiHII.

Bona mimiiinura 6nmxde, B3sia 6e3cmiy pyky Pyica y cBoro.
Conpnat 3poOuB 3HIMOK.

— oMy momacTtuo, 110 B HhOrO TaKi Apys3i, — Cka3aga BoHa. — I
repeaanTe Horo Marepi: BiH TYT HE caM.

Connatu xuBHYIU. OMH BUTAT 13 KUIIEHI MIOCh — CXOXKE Ha
MeJallb, Y4 Haropoy — 1 MPOCTATHYB iH.

— JIaxyemo, Mic.

Bin me muth noctosas Ot Pyica, a moTim mimos.

@OpeHki MokiIana Meianb A0 KUIIEHI W MOAMBHIACH HA CBOTO
marieHTa.

— V¥ Tebe kiacHi apy3i, — cKa3aja, HOMOBHIOIYH KPAIleIbHHUIIIO.

Bicim

21 xeimus 1967 poxy

llopoza @pencic I peric,

A nedse modcy nogipumu, wo mu mam 6xce NoHao Micsyb.

3a meoei 6iocymnocmi kpaina 3604cegonina.

Cuosui cmpatiku. I[Ipomecmu. Ilionami xynaxu. Ilosip meni,
YUMANo 3 Yyux Oiguam-xinni ONUHAMbCA 8 0i0i, i 0e moodi 6y0ymo ixXHi
boconoei koxanyi? Y e'ssnuyi abo 6 obicax. Ceim 3miHIOEMbCS 014
4on06iKie, Ppencic. /[ JHCIHOK BIH 3ATUULAEMBCL MAUdHCe MAKUM
Camum.

IIpesudenm xasice, wo npomecmu 3amsazy0my GilHY.

Tsiti bambko i 5 Woewopa OUBUMOCS HOBUHU, CROOIBAIOYUCH
nobauumu mebe, xou sk ye oOezenyzdo. Condamu, 30aemvcs, y
nioHeceHoOMy HaACMPOI.

3 11060810,

Mama

PS. A 6auuna meoro cmapy noopyey, He modxcy 3eaoamu ii im's,
oisuuny 3 Kyuepsasum eonoccam iz Ceum-bepnademm, saxa Oyoice
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poorly— anyway, I saw her in a televised picket line in San
Francisco. Her breasts were moving so fast they looked like Sonny
Liston’s boxing gloves doing battle under a dirty T-shirt. Can
someone please explain to me how bouncing breasts advance the
cause of freedom?

koksk

As her shift neared its end and night began to fall, Frankie
sat in a chair beside one of her patients, a young man from
Oklahoma. She’d been promoted to the day shift two weeks ago.

She closed the book from which she’d been reading aloud.
Sometimes a Great Notion.

“Well, Trevor,” she said to her patient, “I’m beat. Gotta hit
the showers and mess and then bed. It was so dang hot today that
the water might be lukewarm.” She touched his hand. “You’re
heading out to the Third tomorrow. I’ll miss you.”

She gave his hand a squeeze and then went from bed to
bed, saying good night to each of her patients with a touch and a
whispered, “You’re safe now. We will get you home.” It was all
she could think of to say to men so broken. Then she grabbed her
warm can of TaB and headed for her hooch.

It was a hot, dry day in May. The blistering sun had baked
the dirt to hardpan and dried out her skin and hair. She was
constantly scratching and sweating.

In the hooch, she found Ethel and Barb dressed in civilian
clothes— Ethel in a summery dress she’d had made by a
Vietnamese woman in Saigon, and Barb in a custom-made black
silk ao dai.

Frankie saw her dress laid out on her bed, the one she’d
bought at Bullock’s: a pretty blue sheath with a Peter Pan collar

noeawo epaia y eonetbon. Y 0yov-akomy eunaoky, s oauwuia ii 8
menesizitiniti  mpauciayii nikemy 6 Can-Ppanyucko. Ii 2pyou
niocmpubysaiu maxk — WeuoKo, w0 30a8anucs OOKCePCbKUMU
pykasuukamu Conni Jlicmona, siki 6'tomuvcsi nio 6pyoHo gymooaKoro.
Xmocb modce Meni noacHUMU, AK 020JeHi 2pyou OONOMONCYMb
cnpasediusocmi?

kooksk

Koo 11 3miHa mobirana KiHI 1 Hagxoawia Hid, peHki cuaina
Ha CTUIBLI OIS JIKKAa OJHOIO 3 HAl€EHTIB — MOJIOAOrO XJIOILA 3
Oxraxomu. Boke iBa THOKHI, SIK 11 IepeBeNy Ha ACHHI YepryBaHHS.

Bona 3akpuia KHUXKKY, SIKy UdTaj1a iioMy Brojoc. «IHoi Benrka
11es).

— Hy mo, TpeBope, — M K0 CcKa3zajia BOHA, — S IPOCTO 3 HIr
Bairocs. Tpeba O mpuitHATH Ay1Il, TPOXH MPUOPATHUCH 1 HAPEIITI JIATTH.
Croorogni taka cmeka Oyna, 10 Boja, MEBHO, e Terjga. — BoHa
TOPKHYJIacsl HOTO pyKu. — 3aBTpa Tebe mnepeBoasTh 10 Tperhoro. S
BXKE CyMyBaTHMY.

BoHa HIHO cTHCHYJIA oMy pyKy, a To/1 00iifIiIa BClo nanary
Bl JXKKa 10 JiKKa, Oa)kaloyn KOXKHOMY TMAaIlieHTy 100poi Houi.
Topxkanach X, cCXuiIsu1ach 1 THXO IIENOTLIA!

— Tenep Bu B 6e3neni. Mu moBepHEMO Bac A0J0MY.

Ile Oynu enuHi cioBa, SIKi BOHA MOTJIa CKa3aTd UM 3JaMaHUM
YOJIOBIKaM.

[ToTim BoHa B3si1a cBOIO Terury Ousitianky TaB 1 mompsmyBana
710 CBOTO Oapaxy.

CrosB rapsunii, Ccyxuil TpaBHeBUH JIeHb. COHIIE IMATTNIIO TaK, 1110
3eMJIsl TOTpicKajach, HaUe KaMiHb, a 11 MIKipa i BOJIOCCS CTaIN CyXHMH,
MOB cosioma. BoHa Bech dac uecanacs i mitHUTa. Hige Oymo momitruck
BIJT I{i€] JIMIIKOT CIIEKH.

VY Gapari BoHa 3Haiinuia Etens 1 bap0, oasraHeHux y HuBUIbHUI
onsr. Erenpb Oyna y niTHIN CykHI, sIKY 1H MOIIMIa B'€THAMChKa JKIHKa B
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and matching belt. Something out of the last decade. Her mother
had insisted she take it to war “for parties.”

Frankie pushed the dress aside and plopped onto her bed.
“I’m exhausted.”

Ethel looked at Barb.

“Are you tired?”

“Dead on my feet.”

“Are you going to sleep or go to Captain Smith’s goodbye
party?”

“That’s tonight?” Frankie said, her shoulders slumping.

“Darn.”

“Move it, Frank,” Ethel said.

There was no argument to be made. Captain Smith had
been an amazing teacher and superior officer. He’d shown Frankie
kindness and patience in teaching her the skills needed to care for
the patients in Neuro. She had spent countless hours with him in
the ward, even shared a Coke with him a time or two in the O Club.
She’d oohed and aahed over pictures of his kids back in the world.
No way she would miss a chance to say goodbye.

kksk

On the day of her first shift in the OR, Frankie paused at
the stacked sandbags outside the door, took a deep breath, and
walked into the Quonset hut.

Chaos.

Bright lights, music blaring, doctors and medics and nurses
shouting instructions, casualties screaming. She saw Jamie,
dressed in a bloody gown and masked up, coming toward her.
There was blood everywhere, on walls, the floor, faces—dripping,
geysering, pooling.

Caiironi, a bap0 y 4opHOMY IIOBKOBOMY a0 Jai, MOMIMTOMY Ha
3aMOBJICHHS.

@®peHki mobaunIa Ha JKKY CBOIO CYKHIO, SIKYy BOHA KyIWJIa B
Bullock's: rapay OmakutHy cykHIO-QyTISAp 3 KoMmipom, sk y Ilitepa
Ilena i pemenem B ToH. Illoch 3 MMHYNOrO AeCATMNITTS. [i MaTu
HaroJsArana, oo BoHa B3sja i1 Ha BIMHY «JIsl BEUIPOK».

@peHki BiACyHYyIa CYKHIO 1 BIlaja Ha JIHKKO.

— 1 BucHaxxeHa.

Etens nonusunacs na bap0.

— Tu BTOMMIacs?

— Bromitena o cmepri.

— Tu nigemr Ha mpomIankHy BeuipKy kamiTana Cmita?

— Ile Bxe cporoani?, — 3anurana ®penki, — Yopt 3abupaii.

— Pyxaiics, ®penk, — cka3ana Etens.

He Oyno cency cnepeuatucs. Kamitan CmiT OyB 4yq0BHUM
BUUTENIEM 1 HadalbHUKOM. BiH BusBinsB no @penki m00poty i
TEpIiHHS, HaBYalOuW ii BChOMY HEOOXITHUMY MJIs JOTJISAY 3a
MarieHTaMu B HEBPOJOTIYHOMY BifjijieHHI. BoHa mpoBena 3 HUM
HE3JIIYeHHY KUIbKICTh TOAMH Y MajiaTl, HaBiTh pa3 YM JBa BUIIKJIA 3 HUM
kony B O-kiy6i. Bona 3axorumoBanacs potorpadisimMu oro aiTei, siki
3IMIIAINCS B IMBUIRHOMY XUTTI. BoHa Hi3amo He mpomyctuiia 0
Haro/i1 MoIpoIIaTUCS.

Hkksk

V cBiif nepumii 1eHs y Xipyprii @peHki 3ynuHuiIacs o6 Kynu
MIIIIKIB 3 MCKOM 01 IBepel, TTMO0OK0 BAMXHYJIA 1 3ai1uIa B Oapak.

CyuinpHHA xaoc.

SckpaBe cBitino. I'pumuts mysuka. Jlikapi, mexacectpu,
¢denpamepu — yci mock kpudatb. [Ipore Haiiripiie 3By4aau KpUKU
nopaneHux. @Ppenki mnoOauwra Jlkeimi, BiH 1mOB A0 HEl Yy
3akpuBaBiIeHOMYy Xanari i macui. Kpo Oyna Bcroau: Ha mijiosi,
cTiHax, o0nuuusx. Bona xanaina, Opuskana, 30upanacs B KaJIr0xXi.
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Patty Perkins, in bloody fatigues, yelled, “You’re in the
way, McGrath,” and pushed Frankie aside; she stumbled and hit
the wall as two medics carried a litter into the OR.

On it, a soldier—a kid—was sitting up, yelling, “Where are
my legs?”

“Just breathe, McGrath,” Jamie said, touching her shoulder
gently with his gowned elbow.

She looked up at him, saw his tired eyes above his mask. A
gurney wheeled past them, a young man with his guts hanging out.
Barb was running alongside the gurney.

“Coming in from Pre-Op.”

Frankie stared at the trail of blood behind the gurney,
feeling sickness rise into her throat.

“Okay, McGrath. You know what a DPC is, yes?” Jamie
said.

She couldn’t remember.

“McGrath. Focus.”

She knew, of course she did. She’d been tending to them
for weeks. “Delayed primary closure. Dirty wounds need to be
cleaned. We close them later to prevent infection.”

“Right. Come with me.”

Frankie moved through the OR, realizing halfway across
that Jamie was close enough to keep her moving forward. He led
her to a young man who lay on a gurney.

“This is a D and 1. Debride and irrigate. That’s a frag
wound. We need to stop the bleeding and remove the metal
fragments and cut away the dead skin. Then we irrigate with saline.
We make little holes out of big ones. Can you help me?”

She shook her head.

He stared down at her, said softly, “Look at me.”
She exhaled slowly and looked up at him.

[MatTi [epkinc, Tex y 3ansmnaniii popmi, KpUKHYJIA:

— Tu 3aBakaem, Makrpat! — 1 BiZIITOBXHYJIA 11 BOIK.

®penki ciTKHYyIacs i Brapuiacs 00 CTiHy came B TO MOMEHT,
KOJM B OMNEpaliiiHy BIETIIM MEIUWKH 3 HomaMmu. Ha HuUX cuniB
COJIJIATHK — 30BCIM XJIOMTYHUCHKO — 1 KPHUaB:

— Jle moi Horu?!

— Jluxaii, Makrpar, mpocto nuxaii, — cka3aB J>keiiMi, J1ariiHo
TOPKHYBIIUCH 11 MJIe4a JIKTEM B XipypriuHUX PyKaBULSX.

BoHa mijHsIa Ha Horo TorsiL. oro oui, BromuteHi i YBaXHI,
JTUBWIKCS Ha HEl 3-T11] MacKH.

[ToB3 mpomuaia KaTajika, y mami€HTa KAIIKA POCTO BUCUIH 3
*uBoTa. bap6 Girna mopyu.

— IIpsimo 3 mepenonepariittoi!

@peHki AUBWIACH HA CIIiJ KPOBI 3a HOIIAMHU W BiAuylna, AK ii
HYJIUTb.

— Hob6pe, Makrpar. Tu nam’staem mo Ttake BII3, Tak? —
3anuTaB Jlxeimi.

Bona He mMorna 3rajaru.

— Makrpat. 3ocepenbcs.3BICHO K, BOHA 3HayIa. BoHa THXKHAMU
3 UM TpaloBaa.

— Biactpouene mnepBuHHEe 3akputTs. Pany Tpeba moOpe
BUYMCTUTH. 3aKpUBATH ii MOXHa Mi3HIlIe, 11100 HE 3aHECTH 1H(EKIIIO.

— Came tak. X0aiMo0 31 MHOIO.

Bona minuta 3a HUM 4yepe3 omnepauiifHy, 1 JUIIEe Ha MiBJOPO3i
3po3yMiJia, 1110 TPUMAETHCSI Ha HOTaX TIIbKUA TOMY, 110 BiH MOPYY.

Bin 3ynuHuBcs 011 HOLI, HA SIKUX JIEXKaB MOJIOJIUI TOpaHEeHUH.

— e Hil. deOpuaMeHt 1 ipuraiiisi — Y4UCTUMO i MPOMHUBAEMO.
OckonkoBa. MaeMo 3yIMHUTH KPOB, BUTATTH BCE 3aJi344si, 00pizaTu
MepTBy miKipy. [ToTiM mpomuemo ¢izionoriyHuM. 3 BEIHKUX JIPOK
3pobumo maneHbki. ['oToBa momomortu?

®peHki oxuraia rojoBoxo.

Bin HaxunuBcs Ompkye. Tuxo:

— IloguBucs Ha MeHE.
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“No fear, McGrath. You can do this.”
No fear.
“Right. Yes,” she lied. “Yes, of course.”

koksk

For the next six hours, the doors to Ward Six banged open
repeatedly, with medics and corpsmen bringing in the wounded
from Pre-Op. Frankie learned that it was called a push.

Now she stood across an operating table from Jamie, both
of them capped, gowned, and gloved. Between them lay a young
sergeant, whose chest had taken a close-range gunshot. To
Frankie’s right was the tray of surgical instruments and supplies.

“Hemostat,” Jamie said. He gave Frankie a moment to
study the tray of instruments, and then, “It’s next to the retractor.
See it?”

Frankie nodded, picked up the forceps, and handed them to
him. She watched, mesmerized, as he repaired the wound, stitched
a vein deep inside the man’s chest.

“Allen clamp.” He took the clamp she handed him and
went back to work.

By 2200 hours, Frankie was dead on her feet and covered
in blood.

“All done,” Jamie said at last, stepping back.

“Last patient!” Barb said, cranking up the radio on a Van
Morrison song. Singing along, she crossed the OR and approached
Frankie and Jamie. “How did my girl do?” Barb asked Jamie.

Jamie looked at Frankie. “She was great.”

“I told you you could cut it,” Barb said to Frankie, giving
her a hip bump.

Patty skidded into place beside Barb. “Good job, Frankie.
You’ll be a star in no time.” She slung an arm around Barb. “O
Club?”

Bona Buauxnymna, moBUIbHO MiAHSAJIA OYi.

— He 6iiics, Makrpat. Tu 3moxerr.

He Giiics.

— I'apasn. Tak, — cka3zaiia BoHa. — Tak, 3BiCHO.

skoksk

HactynHi oricts ToauH ABEpPi 10 MIOCTOTO BIAIUICHHS MOCTIHHO
BITUHUHSIMCh — MEIUKHU TSTIM HOBUX IOPAHEHUX 3 MEepeoIeparifHoi.
®dpeHKi i3HANIACh, IO 1€ HA3UBAETHCS KIITOBXAHHSIM).

Bomna crosina HaBnpotu Jkeiimi 611st Xipypriunoro croiy. O6oe
B XaJjlaTax, IIarmoyvkax, pyKaBU4kax. Mk HUIMH MOJIOJUH CEpIKaHT 3
BOTHENaJIbHUM [TOPAHEHHSM Y TPY/IH.

CrpaBa Bif] HET JIOTOK i3 XipypriYHUM IHCTPYMEHTOM.

— I'emocrar, — cka3aB Jkeiimi. I, HIOM HaBMHCHE, 1aB il TPOXHU
qacy, mob posidpatucek. — [lopyu i3 perpakropom. bauunim?

®dpeHki KMBHYJIA, oJaja iHCTpyMeHT. BoHa 3aTamyBana noaux,
CIIOCTEpIrarouy, K BiH 31IMBA€E BEHY JI€Ch IITMOOKO B TPY/IsX MaIli€HTA.

— AJUIeHOBMH 3aTHCKaY.

Bin B3sB #10T0 i1 3HOBY 3aHYpHBCS B POOOTY.

Jo necsaroi Beuopa OpeHki e Be TpuMaiacs Ha Horax, 3 TOJIOBH
JI0 1T 3aJIsilaHa KpoB’1o.

—T'oroBo, — HapemTi cka3aB J[xeiimi.

— OcranHiii nauienT! — Buryknyna bap6 1 BBiMkHyna paznio. 3
KOJIOHOK 3arpaB Ban Moppicon. Bona 3acnmiBana pa3oMm i3 HuM,
M1ITaHIbOBYIOYH, TI10ITIIA O HUX.

— Sk mos aiBunHKa? Tpumanacs? — 3anurtana BoHa JlxeiMi.

Toli rnsanyB Ha DpeHki:

— BoHa uy10B0 BIopanacs.

— S x ka3zana, O TH BUTpUMAaelI, — ycMmixHynachk bap0 i1
IITOBXHYJIA 1i CTETHOM.

ITixOirna ITaTri:

— Mononens, @penki. Cxopo T Oyzmem 3ipkoro. — Bona
o6iitasTa bap0. — YV «O-kmy6»?
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Barb pulled down her mask. “You got it. See you there,
Frankie?”

Frankie was so tired she could barely nod.

Barb and Patty put arms around each other’s shoulders,
kept each other standing as they headed for the doors.

Jamie pulled off his surgical cap and called for a medic to
take the patient to Post-Op. When the gurney was wheeled away,
Jamie and Frankie were left alone in the OR, facing each other.

“Well?” he said, giving her a steady look. She knew
somehow that it mattered to him, how she felt about tonight.

“I'have a long way to go,” she said. Then she smiled at him.
“But, yeah.”

“There are men going home to their families because of us.
That’s about all we can hope for.” He moved closer. “Come on, I’ll
buy you a drink.”

“I don’t really drink.”

“Then you can buy me one.”

After they discarded their scrubs and caps and gloves, he
took her hand and led her out of the OR.

She found herself leaning into him as they walked. She’d
never had a serious boyfriend, never made love. Back in the world,
it had seemed important to be a good girl, to make her parents
proud, but honestly, the horror she saw here every day made the
rules of polite society seem unimportant.

sk

Not surprisingly, the O Club was packed with people, all
of whom looked exhausted and beaten up after tonight’s push. But
they were done now and needed to unwind. Ethel was seated at a
table alone, smoking a cigarette; Barb was on the makeshift dance
floor in some man’s arms, barely moving to the music. It looked
more like they were holding each other upright than dancing. Some
guy in the corner was strumming a ukulele.

— Asixoke. — bap6 ckunyna macky. — [lo6auumocs Tam, @penki?

®peHKi uiie KUBHYJIa, TOBOPUTH CUJT HE OYJI0.

Bap6 i [1aTTi, 001HABIINCH, TOTSITIUCS 10 IBEPEH.

JIkxeiimi 3HSB IIAMOYKY, BUKJIMKAB MeI0paTa BiIBE3TH MaIll€HTa
no micnsoneparniinoi. Komu Homli BUKOTWIIM, B KIMHATI JIMIIWJIHCH
numie BiH 1 @peHki.

Bin moauBuBCH 11 y Biui:

—Hy?

[it panToM cTano 3po3ymino, Mo AT HHOTO CIPaBi BasKIIHBO,
10 BOHA JTyMae IMpo Bce, 110 BiaOyocs.

— S e manexo He Ha piBHI, — 313HANIACH BOHA. AJIe yCMIXHYJIACh.
— Aune Bce noope.

—3aBIgKM HaAM I XJIOMII TMOBEpTalThes nomaomy. lLle
HaWOIIbIIE, YOT0 MM MOXKEMO XOTITH. — BiH 3p0OHMB KpOK OJmxK4e. —
iy, s Kymio To01 OoCk BUMHTH.

— S He n’10.

— Toxi npurocrtum mMexe.

Ko BoHM CKUHYHM XanaTH, MANOYKH, PYKaBUYKH, BiH y35B ii
3a pyKy 1 IOBIB 3 CO00I0.

Bona maiike HeCBIIOMO MPUTYyIWIAcS 0 HHOTO, MOKH BOHHU
Hnu. Y Hel Hikonu He OyJo cripaBXHbOrO XJonis. BoHa Hikoiau He
Koxanmacsi. Y HOPMaIbHOMY JKUTTI 37aBalioCsi Ba)XJIMBUM OyTH
«XOpOILIOI0 JIBYUMHKOIO», HE po3dapyBaTH OaTbKiB. Alle *kaxX, SKHUM
BOHA Oauuia TyT LIOJHS, pOOUB Ti MpaBUa SKUMUCH... JAJICKUMHU.
Hibu 3 1HIIOTO KUTTI.

skskok

He auBHo, mo kiy®6 O OyB 3a0uTHil BIIEHT. YCl BHUIJISAAIU
BUCHXCHUMH, 3MyYE€HUMH IICIS BaXKOTo AHSA. Ase poOoTy OyIo
3aBepUIeHO, TOXK 4Yac Tpoxu posciabutucsa. Erenb cupaina ogHa 3a
CTOJIOM, Kypuia curapety. bap0 TaHIfoBasia 3 SIKUMOCH YOJOBIKOM,
Jenb TOTOMAYIYNCh y TAaKT MY3HWIll, pajlle TPUMAIUCS OJHE 3a
OJIHOTO, HIXK CTIPaB/i TAHLIOBAIU. Y KYTKY SIKHHCH XJIOTelb OpUHBKAB
Ha yKyJIene.
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Jamie led Frankie to Ethel’s table and pulled out a chair for
her. Frankie practically fell into it. Then he headed to the bar for
drinks.

“Well?” Ethel asked, offering Frankie a cigarette.

Frankie took it, lit it off of Ethel’s.

“I didn’t kill anyone.”

“Hell, Frank, that’s a great first day in the OR.” She sighed.
“Triage was brutal. Charlie really tore the shit out of those boys.
Every single expectant died.”

Ethel held Frankie’s hand for a moment, both giving and
receiving comfort. Then she stood up. “I can’t stand it in here
tonight. I’'m going to the hooch for quiet, maybe write my dad a
letter. You?”

Frankie glanced at Jamie, who was headed back from the
bar. “Jamie’s —”

“Married.”

Frankie looked up at Ethel. “Married? What? He never
said...”

Ethel touched her shoulder. “Be careful, Frank. Not
everything the world teaches women is a lie. You don’t want to get
a reputation over here. [ know I’m a good Baptist girl and far from
cool, but some things are simply true, no matter how much the
world changes. Think carefully who you climb into a cot with.”

Frankie watched Ethel walk out of the O Club.

Moments later, Jamie sat down beside Frankie, scooted in
close, offered her a Fresca. “I got you this, but I seriously
recommend the whiskey.”

“Do you?” She sipped the lukewarm soda.

“There’s a hotel in Saigon,” he said. “The Caravelle. It has
a great rooftop bar. You’d love it. Soft beds. Clean sheets.”

Frankie turned to him.

“You should wear a ring, you know.”

Jxetimi migBiB @penki 1o cronmy, ne cumina Ertenb, i
BIJICYHYB JUIsl Hei cTulenb. BoHa maiike Bmana Ha HbOTO BiJl YTOMH.
JIxetiMi mimoB 110 6apy.

— Hy mo? — 3anurana Etesnb, NpocTArarouu CUrapery.

@penki B3sa i, 3ananuna Bijg Tiel, mjo Oyna B Etens.

— 51 Hikoro He BOMIA.

— Yopr, OpeHk, K Uig MEPIIOTO JHA B ONEpaliidHId Ie
HEMoraHui pe3ylbTaT, — 3iTXHYyJa BOoHa. — Ha Tpiaxi Oyno crpaBikHE
nekino. Yapmi OykBasbHO MIMAaTyBaB IHMX XJOMIiB. Ti, XTO MycHIU
YyeKaTu 3aruHyJIu.

Etenps Ha muth B3sma ®Openki 3a pyky. B ogax uuranace
MiATpUMKA 1 mpoxaHHs. [ToTiM migHsIacs.

— He BuTpumaro Ginbie Hi xpunuau TYyT. [ligy B 6apak, Tpoxu
noOyay HaoauHII. Mosxe, 0aTbKOBI JincTa HamuIy. A TH?

®penki rsiHyIa HA JIkeliMi, IO TTOBEpTaBcs 3 0apy.

— JlxeriMi. ..

— OnpysxeHui.

®peHki pi3ko 3Bena norsia Ha Etens.

— Onpyxenuit? l1{o? Bin Hivoro He Ka3as...

Erens noknana pyky iil Ha mieye.

— O6epexHimie, @penki. He Bci «ypokn», siKi CBIT BTOBKMadye
KiHKkam OpexHs. Tobi He moTpiOHa penyTalis Jerkoi 310014i. 3Hato,
s OaNTHUCTKA, HE 3 KPYTHUX, aJIe € peul, sIKl 3aIMILIAI0ThCS MPaBI00, X0U
sK Ou He 3MiHIOBaBcs CBIT. JloOpe moaymaii, 3 KuM i1en y JixXKo.

®peHki npoBopKana noriaom Erens, 1o Buxoauia 3 Kiyoy.

3a xBuiauHy JKeliMi CiB moOpyd4, HiACyHYBCsS Ommkde 1
MPOCTATHYB TUIsIIIeuKy Fresca.

— Sl mpunic To0i 11e, ane, 4eCHO, Kpallle BUMTUTH BICKI.

— CrpaBai? — Bona 3po6uiia KOBTOK TEIJIOTO JTUMOHAY.

— V¥ CaiiroHi € rorenb, — cka3aB BiH. — Caravelle. bap Ha naxy
npocTo Ka3ka. To01 comobaeTbest. M’ski midkka. CBXXI mpocTupamia.

®DpeHkKi oBEpHYJIacs 10 HbOTO.

— Tu maB 6M HOCUTH OOpPYUKY, 3HAETII.
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His smile faded.

“McGrath—”

“When were you going to tell me?”

“I figured you knew. Everyone knows.”
“What’s your wife’s name?”

He sighed. “Sarah.”

“Do you have children?”

“One,” he said after a pause. “Davy.”

Frankie closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them.
“Do you have a picture?”

He took out his wallet, pulled out a photograph of a tall,
slender woman with bouffant hair, holding a towheaded boy with
plump cheeks and marshmallow arms and legs.

He put the photograph away. There was a silence between
them now, a quiet steeped in Frankie’s disappointment. “It ...
doesn’t have to have anything to do with ... this. Us. Here.”

“You disappoint me,” she said.

“...”

“Don’t tell me lies, Jamie. Respect me, please. I believe in
oldfashioned things. Like love and honesty. And vows.” She
downed her soda so fast it burned her throat. Then she stood up.
“Good night.”

“Don’t run off, McGrath. I’'ll be a gentleman. Scout’s
honor.”

“I believe we’ve already determined that you were never a
Scout.”

“Yeah,” he said. “But I could use a friend tonight.”

She knew how that felt. She wondered if it had been the
photograph of his child that stole his smile and made him sad.
Slowly, she sat down beside him. The truth was she liked him; too
much, maybe, and she needed a friend tonight as much as he did.

“How long have you been married?”

VYewminka 3HUKIA.

— Makrpar...

— Kounu 36upaBcst MeHi cka3aTu?

— 51 mymaB, TH BXke 3Haenl. Bcei k 3HAIOTh.

— Sl 3BaTH TBOIO APYKUHY?

Bin 3iTxHYB.

— Capa.

— 1 o, gitu €?

— Onun. — [Tay3a. — JleiiBi.

®peHki Ha MUTH 3amunonuia odi. [lotiM moauBUIach Ha HHOTO:

— [Mokaxemr ¢poTo?

Bin BUTATHYB ramasenp i moJiaB il CBITJIMHY: CTPYHKa, KpacuBa
KIHKa 3 MUIIHAM BOJIOCCSM TpUMalla MaJloKa — OUISBOTO XJIOIMYHKA 3
KpPYTJICHbKUMU MIOKAMHU Ta MyXKUMHU PYUYECHSITAMHU.

Bin cxoBaB ¢otorpadito. Mix HUMH 3amaiza MOBYAHKA,
aTMoc(epa HarpysKeHa.

—Ie... ue He Mae cToCyHKY A0 uporo. [{o nac. [{o Toro, mio TyT.

— Tu meHi 30pexaB, — TUXO cKa3aJjla BOHA.

— ...
— He tpeba Opexatu, [Ixeiimi. [ToBaxkaii mene. S Bce 11e Bipio B
cTapoMojHi pedi. Y koxaHHs. Y dyecHicTb. B o0insguku. — Bona

HIBUJIKO JIOTHJIA JUMOHAJ, ax ropisio 3amekio. Ilotim minBemacs. —
HoOpaniy.

— He #inu, Makrpart. Sl noBoIUTUMYCh SIK J’KEHTIbMEH. YecThb
CKayTa.

— T'apmato, M1 BXKe 3’gCyBaliy, 1110 CKAyTOM TH HIKOJH He OyB.

— Tak, — cyMHO yCMIXHYBCS BiH. — AJle 3apa3 MeHI CIIpaBi
noTpideH XTOCh MOPSII.

Bona po3ywmina, npo 110 BiH. | 3HaNa, 110 cCaMOTHICTh MOe OyTH
ayxe Baxor. Moxe, 1 ¢ororpadis i Oyjaa NpUUMHOI, YOMY BiH
Takuii cymuuil. IIoBiTbHO BOHA cina Ha3ajg. Moro mpucyTHICTH
3aBykAaBaja 00Jro, aje i 3aCIOKO0Baa.

— CK1JIBKH B O/IpYy>K€eH1?
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“Four years.” He looked down at his drink. “But...”

“But what?” she asked, knowing it was a dangerous
question. They were a long way from home here, in a world that
felt impossibly fragile. Lonely.

“Sarah got pregnant the first time we had sex. At a dorm
party in her senior year. I was in med school. It never occurred to
either one of us not to get married.”

“And...”

“I’'m a good guy, McGrath.”

She stared at him, feeling strangely bereft. As if a chance
had been lost before she’d even known of its existence. “And I’'m
a good girl.”

“I know that.”

Between them, a silence fell. Then Frankie forced a smile.

“Sarah must be a saint to put up with your sorry ass.”

“That she is, McGrath,” he said, looking at her sadly. “That
she 1s.”

kksk

May 16, 1967

Dear Mom and Dad,

I am training to be a surgical nurse now.

I want to be good at this more than ['ve ever wanted
anything. It’s a good feeling to love what you do.

The countryside is beautiful here. A kind of green I've
never seen before, and the water is a stunning turquoise. We are in
the monsoon season now, but so far that just means flashes of hard
rain that come and go, leaving sunshine behind. No wonder
everything is so green.

I'm taking lots of pictures and can’t wait to share this all
with you. Then you’ll understand.

How'’s life back in the world?

Love you,

— Yorupu poku. — Bid risnyB y kenux. — Ae...

— Ane mo? — Ii 3anuTanns 6yno pusukoBaHuM. Bonu Oynm
JTAJIeKO BiJ[ JIOMY, y CBiTi, II[O TPIllIaB IO IIBaX.

— Bona 3aBariTHina micis nepmoi Houi pazoMm. CTyaeHTChKa
Bevipka, ii ocranHiil kypc. S Toni me OyB y menmyHiBepcuteTi. Mu
HaBITh HE JIyMaJIy PO 1HIII BapiaHTH.

—172.

— 51 mopsaHuUit YonoBik, Makrpar.

Bona moamBuiace Ha HBOTO ¥ BiAdyJa, sIK MIOCh YCEPEIHHI
obipBanocs. llanc, mpo sikuii BoHA il HE 3/10TayBalach, OWHO 3HHUK.

— A s — nopsiAHa KIHKA.

— 41 3Har0.

Mix HUMHU 3HOBY 3amana tuma. | tomi ®penki 3mycmia cede
MOCMIXHYTHC.

— Capa, Ma0yTh, CBSTa, SIKIIO TEPIUTH TAKOTO >KATIOT1IHOTO
TUIA, SK TH.

— Tak, Makrpat, — TuX0 cka3aB BiH. — Came Tax.

ok

16 mpasns 1967 poxy

Moi n06i, mamo 1 mamy,

3apaz mpenytoco Oymu Xxipypeiunoro medcecmpow. A
oyofce xouy docsiemu 6 ybomy ycnixis. Ilpuemno, koau cnpagoi nobuw
me, YUM 3aUMAEULCAL.

Tym muetimosipna npupooda. A uikoau me 6ayuna maxkoeo
HAacu4eno2o 3e1eH020 KOIbopy, a 600a sAK Oipioza. 3apas y Hac ce3om
oowis, ane NOKU WO yYe NPoOCmo KOPOMKI 371U6u, SAKI WEUOKO
npoxooams i 3anuwiaioms no cobi conye. He ousno, wo eéce make
AcKpase.

A pobno 6azamo ghomoepadhiti i He moducy douexamucs,
w06 nokazamu ix eam — mooi 8u éce cami nobauume.

Ak y eac cnpasu 60oma?

JTobio sac.
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F
PS. Please send hand lotion and creme rinse and perfume.
And a new St. Christopher medal.

koksk

May 31, 1967

Dear Frances Grace,

1 think about you all the time. I light a candle for you every
Sunday, and I know your father sometimes sits in your Bug, with
his hands on the steering wheel, staring at the garage wall. What
he is thinking, I can only guess.

1t is a strange world we are all in. Volatile and uncertain.
We— Americans, I mean—can’t seem to talk to each other
anymore, our disagreements seem insurmountable.

1 imagine it would feel wonderful to be good at something
that mattered. That is something that too many of the women of my
generation didn’t consider.

With love,

Your mother

Eleven

Jamie lay in a Stryker bed in Neuro, naked beneath a sheet,
his face bandaged so completely that only one closed eye could be
seen. A tube snaked into his nostril. A ventilator kept him
breathing. Whoosh-thunk. Another machine monitored his
heartbeat.

Rob, the surgeon, had done what he could, and then
stepped back, shaking his head, saying, “I’m sorry, Frankie. I’ll
write to his wife tomorrow. You should say goodbye.”

.

P.S. byov nacka, Haoiwnimv MmeHni Kpem Ol DYK,
KOHOUYioHep O 8040CCs, nappymu... i HOBY Meoalb C83Mmo2o
Xpucmodghopa.

koksk

31 mpaeusa 1967 poky

llopoea @pencic I petic,

A nocmitino dymato npo mebe. llJonedini 3anantorw ceiuky 3a
mebe, a mamo iHOOi npocmo cudumv y meoemy "Kyuky”,
MPUMAEMBCA 30 KEPMO | Ousumvcst 6 cminy eapasica. Ilpo wo 6in
OyMae He 3HA10, MOACY MITLKU 3002A0YBAUCH.

Csim 3apas oyace ousnutl. Hecmabinonuil, nenesnuil. Mu,
amMepuKanyi, Haue po3YYUIUCA PO3IMOGIAMU OO0He 3 00Hum. Hawi
cynepeyku cmanu 3aHaomo 2n1udOOKUMU.

A Oymaro, ax ye, Odocsemu Ycnixy 8 HOMYCb CHpasoi
sasxcausomy. Kinku Mo20 NOKONIHHS PIOKO NPO ye 3aMUCTIOBATUCA ...

3 11060810
Teost mama

OnuHagusaTL

Jlxeiimi stexaB Ha nbkky Ctpaiikepa y HeHpoXipyprii, FOaHi mifg
MPOCTUPAIOM. Yce o0nuuysl B OMHTaX, BUIHO TUIBKU OJIHE 3aKPHUTE
0KO. 3 HOca cTUpyalia TpyOKa, a BEHTUIISTOP A0IIOMaraB oMy TUXaTu.
Byx-0yx — amapar cTeXHB 3a cepleM.

Po0, xipypr, 3pobuB yce, mo mir. IlotiMm mpocto Bifiiimos,
IIOXUTAB T'OJIOBOIO 1 TUXO CKa3aB:

— Meni mkona, ®@peHki. 3aBTpa s HamMily HOro JpPY>KUHI.
[Tonmpomatics 3 HUM.

20



Now Frankie sat by Jamie’s bed, held his hand. The heat of
his skin indicated that an infection was already taking hold. “We’ll
get you to the Third, Jamie. You hang on. You hear me?”

Frankie’s mind played and replayed the last thing Jamie
had said to her. I love you, McGrath.

And she’d said nothing.

God, she wished she’d told him the truth, wished they’d
kissed, just once, so she could have that memory.

“I should have...” What? What should she have done?
What could she have done? Love mattered in this ruined world, but
so did honor.

What was one without the other? He was married and
Frankie knew he loved his wife.

“You’re strong,” she said, her voice strained. The nurse in
her knew no one was strong enough for some injuries; the woman
in her longed to believe in an impossible recovery.

“Lieutenant? Lieutenant?”

The voice seemed to come from far away. Scratching,
irritating, a thing to brush off.

She realized a pair of medics were standing beside her. She
noticed belatedly that one had laid his hand on her shoulder.

She looked up at him. How long had she been here? Her
back ached and a headache throbbed behind her eyes. It felt like
hours, but it hadn’t been long at all.

“The bird’s here. He’s being medevaced to the Third. A
neuro team is standing by.”

Frankie nodded, pushed her chair back, and stood. For a
second, she was shaky on her feet.

The medic steadied her.

She saw the duffel bag at his feet. “Those are Jamie—
Captain Callahan’s things?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

@peHki cumina OUTS WOro JikKa, TPUMAIOYH HOTO 32 PYKY.
[kipa Bxke rapsva, 3HAYUTH 1HOEKITis Oepe CBOE.

— Mu Besemo Tebe B Tperto, Ixeiimi. Tpumaiics, dyem?
Tpumaiics.

[i Mo30K mponoBKyBaB 3HOBY i 3HOBY BiITBOPIOBaTH HOTO
octanHi cioBa: S mooio Tede, MakI part.

A BOHa — HIYOTO.

Hivoricinbko.

Boxe, sk i1 XOTinocs cka3zatu oMy mpaBny. Sk il xoriiocs
xoy4a 0 pa3 ¥oro nouinryBaTi. Xo4da 0 pa3s, 1100 3aJIUIIUBCS CIIOTaI.

«S mana...» o? o Bona mana 3pobutu? 1o mormna?

KoxanHs mano 3HaueHHS B I[bOMY PO3TPOIICHOMY CBITI Tak
camo, SK 1 4ecTb. Asle mo BapTa 4ecTh 0Oe3 koxaHHsi? Bin Oys
onpyxeHuil. | BoHa 3Hana, 110 BiH JIOOUB CBOIO APYKUHY.

— Tu cunpHMi, — MpoIIenoTijia BOHA, TOJIOC JIEAb TPEMTIB.

l'onoBoro BOHa po3ymisia: € paHH, SKi HE BUTPUMATH HAaBITh
HalCUJIbHIIOMY. AJle 1HIlIa 1T CTOpOHA, HEpallloHaAIbHA, B4l Iy IIIHO
BipuIa B TUBO.

— Jlelitenante? Jleiitenanrte?

l'onoc 3BywaB nech 3paneky, JpaTyBaB. XOTUIOCS MPOCTO
BiZIMaxHyTHCh. BoHa mifBena oui, TBOE MEAHKIB CTOSUH 1TOpyd. OauH
TpUMaB pyKy il Ha rieui.

Ckinbku BoHa TyT mnpocuaina? CouHa HuWjIa, TIoJoBa
PO3KOJIIOBANAchk. 3/1aBajiocs, NPONIIIM TOAUHHU, X04a MUHYJIO 30BCIM
TPOXH.

— Tenikontep yxe Tyr. Moro Be3yrs y Tpero. Komanna
HEHPOJIOTIB yKe YeKae.

®dpeHki KMBHYJIA, BIACYHYJIa CTUIelb 1 migBenacs. Horu Ha MUTh
TT1IKOCHJTUC.

OpvH 13 METUKIB MiATPUMAB Ti.

bins #oro Hir nexas 6ay.

— Ile peui kamitana Kamnaxana?

— Tak, meM.
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Frankie reached into her pocket and pulled out a felt-tipped
marker and the small gray stone she’d been given by the young
Vietnamese boy. It seemed like a lifetime ago that he’d pressed it
into her palm. It had become a talisman for her. She wrote You
fight on one side of the stone and McGrath on the other. She
slipped it into his duffel bag.

She leaned over and kissed his bandaged cheek, felt the
heat of his fever, and whispered, “I love you, Jamie.”

Slowly, she drew back, straightened. It took every scrap of
strength she possessed to step back while they prepped him to leave
and then rushed him out of the OR and toward the helipad.

Halfway to the helipad, Frankie heard the medic yell,
“Code,” and saw him begin chest compressions.

Jamie’s heart had stopped.

Frankie screamed, “Save him!”

They lifted Jamie onto the waiting helicopter; the medic
jumped aboard, continued chest compressions as the helicopter
lifted up slowly.

Frankie stood there, staring up into the Dust Off.

She saw the medic stop compressions, pull his hands back,
shake his head.

“Don’t stop! He has a strong heart!” she screamed, but her
voice was drowned out by the whir of the rotors. “Don’t stop!”

The helicopter flew up and away, merged into the darkness
of the night, and became a distant whir of sound, and then even that
was gone.

Gone.

How could his heart stop? His beautiful, beautiful heart ...

She closed her eyes, felt tears streak down her cheeks.
“Jamie,” she said in a cracked voice.

@peHki 3acyHylna pyKy B KHUIICHIO, BUTATIA (iaomacrep i
MaJICHbKUH Cipuii KamiH4YMK. TOW camwuii, 10 1l KOJHMCHh JaB Majuil
B'eTHAMCBhKHUI x10m4uK. Haue nina BigyHiCTh TOMY. BOHa O6eperna iioro,
SIK TalliCMaH.

Ha xameni Bona Hanucana: «bopucsk 3 onHoro 60ky, a Makl pat
— 3 1HIIOTO».

[ToTimM 06epexHO MmoKIana Horo B MilllOK.

®OpeHki HaxuIuaacs, TOpKHyJacs ryoamu 3a0MHTOBAHOT IOKHU:
raps4oi, myJIbCYI0Uoi BiJ TUXOMAHKH.

— I mo6mro Tebe, Jxelmi, — mpomienoriia.

Bona nosinpHO Binctynuia. CtucHyna B co0i BCi cHid, 1100
TPMMATHCS, TIOKH HOT0 FOTYBaJIH 10 TPAHCIIOPTyBaHHs. Moro BuHecn
MPSIMO Ha TEIIKONTEPHUI MaliJaHYHK.

Ha niBiopo3i MeUK panToM KpUKHYB:

— Kon!

I mouaB HenpsIMUIA Macax ceprisl.

Cepue /[lxeiimi 3ynIMHUATIOCH.

— Paryiite iioro! — 3akpuuana OpeHxki.

Bonu 3aBanTakunu oro B remkonTep. Meauk cTpuOHYB yCIi,
MPOAOBXKYIOUM HATHCKAaTH Ha TPy, MOKM MalllMHa 3JiiManach y
MOBITPSL.

®peHki cTosna i TuBUIack yciia. JluBunack, sk MeMK HapeITi
3YIIMHUBCS, BIJIBIB PYKH, TOXUTAB T'OJOBOIO.

— He 3ynunsiitecs! ¥V HbOro cunpHe cepue! — kpuyajia BoHa,
aJe ii roJjoc 3arIymmB ryi potopis. — He 3ynunsiitecs!

I'enikonrep 37€TIiB y TEMPSBY. 3HUK.

[IpocTo 3HUK.

Sk Tak? 3ymumEmIOCH #oro cepue? Moro mpexpacHe, CHiIbHE
cepre...

®penki 3amnoniuia ovi. Cab031 TEKJIU MO I0KaX.

— JIKeiMmi... — MpOIIenoTIa, TOJI0C JeAh HE 31pBaBCs.
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All she wanted was one more minute, just a look, a second
to tell him that he hadn’t been alone in what he felt, that in a
different world, a different time, they could have come together.

The pounding thud of outgoing mortar shells and rockets
was all that remained, steady as the beat of her heart. When she
turned away, Barb was there, waiting. She opened her arms wide.

Frankie walked into her friend’s embrace, let herself be
held for as long as she dared.

Arms around each other, they headed to the O Club. As
always, the smell of smoke wafted outside. Inside, music.

“We Gotta Get Out of This Place.” Their newest anthem.

Barb pushed the beaded curtain aside.

Inside, there were probably a dozen people gathered in
small groups. No one was laughing or singing or dancing, not on
this night, not in the wake of what had happened to Jamie. Some
things could be partied away, pushed aside by booze and drugs and
momentarily forgotten. Not this.

Barb snagged a bottle of gin from the bar and then led the
way to a ratty sofa and sat down.

“I imagine you’re ready for a real drink now.”

Frankie sat down next to her friend, leaned against her.

Barb took a big chug of gin and handed Frankie the bottle.

Frankie stared at it for a moment, almost said, No thanks,
and then thought: What the hell?

She reached for the bottle, took a long, fiery swig, and
almost gagged. It tasted like isopropyl alcohol. It was even worse
than the whiskey she’d drunk—with Jamie—on her first night
here.

You’re safe, McGrath ... I’ve got you.

Barb took a drink.

Bce, doro Bona xorina — xBunuHy. Opny. IIpocro ckazatu
riomy, o BiH OyB He cam. [1lo BoHa BiguyBayia Te came. Illo B iHmomy
CBITI, B IHIIIOMY Yaci... BOHH MOTJIH O OyTH pa3oM.

A 3aMiCTh TOTO JIMIIIAJIUCS JIUIIIE BUOYXHU MiH 1 pakeT. PuT™miuHi,
SIK yJ1apH 1i BIIACHOTO CEPLIA.

Komu BoHa HapemTi BigBepHyIachk, bap0 yxe yekana.

Bona Bxe duekanma 3 MIMPOKO PO3NPOCTEPTUMH O0OiliMaMu
001HMHU.

@penki oxpasy K puHyIach a0 Hei, ngama coOi BOIIO
PO3YUHUTHUCSA B 00iiiMax.

Pyxa 06 pyky BoHH pymmian 10 kKiayOy «O». Ha30BHI TsrHyno
JUMOM. Y cepeIHi rpajia My3uKa.

— Ham Tpe6a BHOpaTHCh i3 IIbOro MicIis, — ckazana bap6. Ixwiii
HOBUU CJIOTaH.

Bbap0 BigkuHya BOIK BUIIUTY OicepoM 3aBicy.

Ycepenuni He OinblIe AecATKa 01, YCi CTOSTh PO3OUBIINCH
o rpynax. HixTo He cmisiBcs, He clliBaB, He TaHItoBaB. He nboro pasy.
He micas Dxeiimi. Lllock MokHa OyJ10 BTONUTH B JIKOT0JIi, BUKUHYTH
3 mamM’sITi Ha OJMH Beuip. AJie He Le.

bap0 Buxomnuna 3 Oapy IUIILIKY JKUHY, NOTArHYy1a OpeHki 1o
CTaporo JUBaHY.

—T'ajaro, TH BKe rOTOBA JJO YOrOCh MILIHIIIOTO.

®peHKi cijia TopyY, NPUTYIIUIAC.

bap0 3po6uia Benukuii KOBTOK, Nepeaia MIsAIIKY.

®peHki B3suia 1i. XBUIbKY nogymana ckazatu: Hi, nakyro. Ane
noxymana: Ta o Gica Bee.

3pobwia goBruii KoBTOK. [opio o0Omikigo, BOHA Maibke
3axXJINHYJACh.

Ha cmax uncrtuii criupt. [Nipie, Hix Te BiCKi, iK€ BOHA MujIa —
3 Jlxeiimi — B mepiry Hiu.

— Tu B 6e3meni, MakI 'part... 5 nopyu.

bap0 3pobuina KOBTOK.
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“To Jamie,” she said quietly. “He’s tough, Frankie. He
could make it.”

To Jamie, Frankie thought, forcing herself to take another
drink. She needed something to dull this pain. She closed her eyes,
but in the darkness of her mind, all she saw was the medic stopping
compressions.

Frankie wanted, just for a moment, not to be a nurse, not to
be serving in a war, not to have worked in Neuro, not to know what
Jamie’s injuries and stopped compressions meant.

“There’s something else,” Barb said. “I hate to bring it up
now...”

“What?” Frankie said tiredly.

“My DEROS came today. I’'m outta here on December
twenty-sixth.”

Frankie had known this was coming, but still it hurt. “Good
for you.”

“I can’t do another tour.”

“I know.”

Finley. Ethel. Jamie. Barb.

“I’m so tired of goodbyes,” Frankie said quietly, squeezing
her eyes shut to keep from crying. What good were tears? Gone
was gone. Crying didn’t change it.

“To Jamie,” she said again, more to herself than to Barb,
reaching for the bottle of gin.

sk

September 30, 1967

Dear Ethel,

I don’t know how to write this letter, but if I don’t say the
words to someone, I'll keep lying to myself. Jamie is gone.

I can’t seem to breathe when I think about losing him. |
want to believe he will survive, will make it home to his family, but
how can I believe that with what we ve seen? His wounds were ...

—3a Jlxeiimi, — mpormenoriia BoHa. — Bin cunbnuit, @penki. Bin
BUTPUMAE.

— 3a Jlxeiimi, — mogymana ®penki, cunyrouu cedbe 3poouTH e
OJIMH KOBTOK. i MOTpiOHO 6y]I0 SAKOCH MPUTITYIINTH 1iel 6inb. BoHa
3aIUTIOIIMIIA OYi, ajle 3aMIiCTh TEMPSIBH MO0AaYMIIa, SIK JIKap MPUIHHSE
Macax CepIis.

Ha muTs iii 3akopTisio OyTH KUMOCH 1HIIIUM — HE MEACECTPOIO,
HE COJITATKOI0, HE JIFOIMHOIO, SIKa MPAIFO€ B HEHPOXIpyprii 1 3Ha€E, 110
O3HAYarOTh TaKi MOPAHEHHS, [0 03HAYAE 3YMMHUTH KOMITPECIi.

— € me nemo, — o3Banacs bap6. — He xouy 3apas mpo 1ie. ..

— Illo? — BTOMIIEHO criuTana PpeHKi.

— Cporogni meni npuiimoB JIEPOC. f iny 3Biacu OBalsaTh
IIOCTOTO TPYIHS.

®penki 3HaIA, IO 1Ie CTAHEThCS. AJie BCEPEIMHI BCE OJIHO Have
Bce 00ipBaIOCH.

— 51 pana 3a Tebe.

— 51 He BUBE3Y III€ OJIHY POTAIlio.

— 3Haro.

®inmi. Etens. [Ixeiimi. bap0.

— I Tak BTOMHIIACH BiJl IMX MPOIIaHb, — MpolienoTiia Openki,
MIIIHO 3arUTIOMIMBIIM O4Yi, MO0 HE JaTH CIb03aM BHUPBATHCh. AJie
HaBiIIo Ti ¢1p03u? Bouu Hivoro He 3MiHATh. CTaocs 1 Bee.

— 3a JIxxeiimi, — mOBTOpUIIAa BOHA BXKE OLIBIIE 17151 ceOe, HIXK IS
bap6, i moTsruynacs A0 TUISIIIKY HKUHY.

sksksk

30 eepecus 1967 poky

Jopoea Emens,

A He 3Haro, 3 wo2co nouamu, ane AKWO A YbO2O He HAnuuLy, mo u
oani bpexamumy cooOi.

IDicetimi Oinvwe nemace. Meni eaxcko ouxamu, KOIU si OYMAio
npo ye. A xouy gipumu, wo GiH 8udICUEe [ NOBEPHEMbCS 0000MY 00
ceoei cim'i. Ane nicia 6cboeo, wo s 6auuna... Hoeo nopanenns 6ynu...
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well, you know what it looks like. And I did my time in Neuro.
Anyway, I am tired of losing people.

1t’s been three days since he was hurt and it’s all I can do
to get out of bed. I'm not crying, not sick to my stomach. I'm just
... numb, I guess. Grief tears me apart when I stand.

They need me in the OR. I know that’s what you’ll say. It’s
what Barb says. I am trying like hell to care about that. But how
can I walk into the OR and know he won’t be there? I’ll reach for
him, call out to him, and someone else will answer.

You’d think, after losing my brother, 1I'd be a little more
durable.

He wasn’t even mine. I keep thinking of his wife and his
son. I want to reach out to them, ask if he made it, but it wouldn’t
be right. It’s not my place. And he’ll reach out to me if he can,
won’t he? Maybe not ... Like I said, he was never mine.

1 miss you, girl. I could use your steadiness now, maybe
one of your stories about galloping your horse through autumn
leaves ... or even one of your lectures on barbecue as a noun.

Hope all is well back in the world.
Love you,
F.

skeksk

October 9, 1967

Dear Frank,

My heart breaks. For Jamie, for his son and his wife, and
for you and all of the men he would have saved.

Damn war. I remember how I felt when I lost Georgie. |
don’t think there’s a word for that kind of grief. But you know what
I’'m going to say. It’s "Nam.

Mu ii cama 3naew, ax ye suensioae. I s ne nepuiuii OeHwb y HelpoXipypeaii.
A emomunacoe empauamu nooetl.

Munyno mpu OHi 3 MOMeHmMY, SK 1i020 NOPAHUIU, A 5 0OCI led8e
smywyro cebe ecmasamu 3 jpixcka. A ne naauy. Mene ne nyoums. A
npocmo... Hibu eiomepaa 3cepeounu. 1 ope pee Mene Ha WMAMKU, KOIU
5 npocmo cmoio.

A 3unaro, mu ckadiceut, wo s nompiona 6 onepayiunii. I bapdo
meoic kadice. A cmaparoce ne oymamu npo ye. Ane sk meni myou 3aimu
i 3Hamu, wo tioco mam exice He 6yoe? A npomseHny pyKy, nokiuyy 1ozo,
a 6i02yKHembCsl XMoCh iHUULL.

Ilicna empamu 6pama s Oymana, wo MeHe ye mMaxk He
mopkamume.

Bin nasimv ne 0yé moim. Ane s eco uac oymaro npo 1o2o
opyorcuny. I npo tioco cuna. Xouy nanucamu im. 3anumamu, yu GiH
sudcug. Ane... ye ne moe micye. Axuyo 3modice 8iH cam 3Haiioe cnocio
MeHi ckazamu. A mooice i Hi. Ak 5 jice ckazana... 8iH HiKOIU He OV8
MOIM.

A cymyro 3a moboro, disuunxo. Meni Oyace bpaxye meoei cunu.
Teoix icmopiti npo me, ik Mmu cKkaveul Ha KOHI ceped OCIHHbO2O AUCTSL.
Hasimv meoix ninegicmuunux nexyii npo ¢honemuynutl po3oip ciosa
bapbexio.

Cnooisaiocw, y 6ac mam yce CHOKIUHO.

3 1106086 10,
Q.

skeksk

9 orcoemus 1967 poky

Jopoea @penxi,

Moe cepye pospusaemucs. 3a [oicetimi. 3a tioeo Opyscuny i
oumuny. 3a mebe. 3a 6cix, komy 6in mie ou we oonomoemu. Knama ys
BilIHA.

A nam’smaro, ax empamuna [owcopodici. /s makozo 600
Hemae cnie. Ane mu 3uacui, wo a cxkadxcy. Lle B’emuam. Tym mu
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You meet people, you form these bonds that tighten around
you, and some of the people you love die. All of them go away, one
way or another. You don’t carry them around with you over there,
you can’t. There isn’t time, and the memories are too heavy. You'll
always have the piece of him that was yours and your time
together. And you can pray for him. One way or another, Frank,
he’s gone for you, and you know that. As you said, he was never
your guy, no matter how much you loved him.

For now, just keep on keepin’ on, Frank.

Sending peace and love, girlfriend.

E

kksk

October 13, 1967

Dear Ethel,

Today it’s hot enough to roast meat on the hooch floor, I
swear to God. I'm sweating so much I have to keep wiping my eyes.

Thanks for your letter about Jamie.

You're right. I know you’re right.

I can’t keep thinking about him. Wishing, remembering,
replaying the choices we both made over and over. Fortunately for
me, the 36th has been quiet for the past week. But maybe that’s not
good. Too much time to think.

1 guess I have to feel lucky to have known him, and to have
learned from him. Too damn many lessons to learn over here, but
the one that’s for sure is this: life is short. I'm not sure I ever really
believed that before.

I do, now.

Thanks for being there for me, even from half a world
away. I sure would love another picture from home. I miss you.

Luv

3ycmpivaemo aooel, npus s13yEMoch 00 HUX, BOHU CIMAIOMb YACMUHONO
Hac... i epewmi udymo. Yci udymo. I mu ne modicews 3aopamu ix i3
coboro. Yacy mnemae. A cnozcaou eadxcamv 3anaomo 6azcamo. Ta
YACMUHKA, KA Halexcania miibku mooi, 6oHa 3 moborw. I momenmu,
SKI 8U NPOGENU PA3OM, BOHU 3AMUAMBCA. | mu Modcew MOaUmMucs 3a
Hb020. Ane, @penxi, mu 3Hacui: 6in niuos. Bin Hixoau ne 6ys meoim,
He o@iyiiino. Xou K CUlbHO mu 11020 1ooua.

Tpumatics, noopyeo. A 3 moboro.

3 110608610 1t Mupom,
E.

Ak k

13 orcosmus 1967 poky

Ilopoea Emens,

Cb0200Hi maxa cneka, wjo MONCHA AEYHIO CMANCUMU NPOCTO HA
niono3si. A 6csi HACKpi3bL 3MOKIA.

akyro 3a nucm npo [icetimi.

Tu macw payiro. A 3naro, wo mu macwt payiro.

Ane s He Mmooy tiozo gionycmumu. A eecy uac 32adyio, Oymaio,
NPOKPYUYIO 8 2071061 6CI HAULI PO3MOBU, 6CT piutenHs, Kodcer eudip. Ha
wacms, y Hac 6y6 muxuil mudicoens. A modxce, i Ha cipwie. A 3a6a2amo
oymaio.

Ane s 86051una, wo 3Hana uozo. I bazamo 8 4omy 84uIACH  HLO2O.
Kumms kopomrxe. 3nacwui, paniwie s oymana, wjo ye npocmo ciosd.

A menep 3uaro, wo ye npasoa.

Jlaxyro, wo mu nopyu. Hasimo 3a nie ceimy.

A ckyuaio.

Haoiwnu meni we xou 00Hy ghomky 3 0omy.

Jobn10 mebe

26



Frankie put down her pen, took a sip of warm TaB, and
folded up the piece of thin blue stationery. Leaning sideways, she
put the letter on her bedside chest, beside the stack of letters from
home she’d been rereading.

She should write to her parents, too. She hadn’t written in
days, unable to find the words to put a pretty spin on her life over
here. She could write and say she was safe, she supposed. That was
what they wanted to hear. Although, in truth, that was what her
mom wanted to hear. She had no idea what her dad wanted from
her anymore. He hadn’t written a single letter.

According to her mother’s frequent letters, everyone back
in the world was talking about music and hippies and the so-called
Summer of Love. The Summer of Love. (There wasn’t so much as
a mention of it in the Stars and Stripes.) It was vaguely obscene.
As if boys weren’t dying by the boatload over here.

She leaned back against the wall and closed her eyes,
hoping to fall asleep. She wanted to dream about Jamie—it had
become comforting in a sick kind of way, obsessively
remembering him—but now, instead, she thought about Barb’s
DEROS, coming up in December.

How could she survive over here without her best friend?

A knock at the hooch door woke her up.

“Come in.”

The door opened. A young private stood there, looking
nervous, his knobby Adam’s apple bobbing up and down.
“Lieutenant McGrath?”

“Yeah?”

“Major Goldstein would like to see you.”

“When?”

“Now.”

Frankie nodded and got slowly to her feet. She reached
down for her shoes and put them on.

@penki mokmaga pydky, 3poOmia KOBTOK TEIUIOrO 4Yaro 1
00epekKHO 3ropHyJa OmakuTHUM aucT. BoHa mokiana foro mopyy 3i
CTOCOM iHIIUX JIMCTIB, SIKI IEPEUYNUTYyBajIa 3HOBY 1 3HOBY.

Tpeba Oyno 6 manucatu i OaThbkaM. BoHa NaBHO LBOTO HE
po6miia. He 3Hauna, mo iM cka3aTi.

Moske, mpoCTO HaMKCaTH, 10 BOHA B Oe3mneni? Mawmi iiporo 0yIio
0 IocuTh. 3 TaTOM BCe iHakIe. BiH He HamMcaB )KOMHOIO JUACTA.

Mawma B JmcTax mucajia Ipo My3uKy, ximi i sikech tam JliTo
koxaHHs. Jlito xoxaHHs... (Y mmuTansHOMY OOJIETEHI Mpo 1ie He
3rajyBayid.) SIKOCh HaBiTH OpyTanbHO: HIOM TYT, y JDKYHIJIAX, HE
BMHPAIOTh XJIOMII IIIJTUMHU TTAYKaMH.

@peHki cnepiacs CIMHOI A0 CTiHM, 3amulomuia oyi. Bona
XoTija nodauut Jxeimi yBl CHI — 1€ BXKe CTal0 3BUYKOIO, TAKOIO
XBOpPOOJIMBOIO, ajieé PIHOI0 — Ta CBhOTOJHI I JYMKH BIIEPTO
nosepraiuch 10 JJEPOC bap6.

Sk BoHa )uTHUME TYT 0€3 HET?

[i po36yauB cTyKir.

— 3axonbTe.

Ha mnopo3i cTOsB IOHUH psAIOBUH, SKHM BHIIIAZAB TeTh
po3ry6iaennm. Moro kaguk pyxascs Bropy-BHH3.

— Jlelitenant MakI part?

— Tak?

— Bac Buknukae maiiop Tonbameiin.

— Komm?

— Heraitno.

O®penki  migBenach, B3yJda Tydu 1 pymmmia o

aJIMiHICTPATUBHOTO KOPITYCY.
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At the admin building, she knocked on the chief nurse’s
office door, heard a mumbled, “Come in,” and opened the door.

The major looked up. Frankie saw exhaustion in the slant
of her shoulders and the lavender bags under her eyes.

“Are you okay, Major?” Frankie asked.

“Rough few days,” the major said.

Frankie knew the major wouldn’t elaborate. Major
Goldstein was oldschool. There was a chain of command for a
reason. Fraternization was out of the question. In a world where
there were very few women to start with, and most were of lower
rank and experience, it had to be lonely as hell. Certainly, the men
who were of her rank considered themselves superior.

“You’re being transferred to the Seventy-First Evac.”

Frankie’s stomach dropped.

“Pleiku?”

“Yep. It’s near the Cambodian border. Central Highlands.
Deep jungle.”

She paused.

“Heavy fighting.”

“I know.”

Major Goldstein sighed heavily. “Losing you is pure shit
from my end. I’ll get some newbie nurse to replace you, no doubt,
but orders are orders. You’re a hell of a combat nurse.”

She sighed again.

“So, naturally, I lose you. It’s the Army way. Make sure
your will is up-to-date. And write your parents a nice letter before
you go.”

Frankie was too stunned—too scared—to say anything
except, “Thank you, Major.”

“Believe me, Lieutenant McGrath, you will not thank me
for this.” Frankie left the admin building in a daze.

Pleiku.

Rocket City.

— 3axoapTe, — OypKHYB Maiiop.

TonpamTeliH BUIISAaaa 3MydYeHO: 3ropOieHi Iuiedi, TiHi i
ouuma.

— Bce rapasn, maitope? — cniutana @peHki.

— Bynu Baxki JHI, — KOPOTKO BiJIIIOBiJa BOHA.

@peHki 3Hana, MO0 Maidop HE BIABATHMMETHCS B MOAPOOHIII.
Maiiop Tompmmreiin Oyna crapomMogHOW0. lepapxis icHyBama He
MPOCTO TaK, MPO JPYKHI Oeciay He MOrio OyTH i MOBHU. Y CBITI, 1€
KIHOK Maibke He OyIio, a AKIIOo i Oylu, TO HUXKY1 32 paHroM, il IEBHO
OyJ10 Ty’)Ke CaMOTHBO. 3BUYAIHO, YOJIOBIKM Ha ITiH JKe 1OCca/li BBAYKAIH
ceOe KpalumMH.

— Bac nepeBoasTh y ciMzecsT nepiry eBakyamiiHy poTy.

BcepenuHi Bce 006ipBanocsk.

— Ilneiiky?

— Tak. binsg xoppony 3 Kambomxkero. LlenTpansHe Harip’s.
CyuuibHI JKYHTJI.

Bona 3po0uia nay3sy.

— Tam mocrTiitHi o0CTpiH.

— 3Haro.

— Bignyckatu Ttebe nmyxe ckiagHo. 3BICHO, HA TBOE MicLE 5
3Haliy TUIBKM SIKyCh IIMapKadky, aje Haka3 € Haka3. Tu, 4opT
3a0upaii, ogHa 3 Halkpamux OoloBuUX MejncecTep. — BoHa 3HOBY
3iTxHyna. — Tox, 3BiCHO, TeO€ BIIIPABIAIOTH A0 HAlrapsyilux TOYOK.
Taxa Bxe apwmis. Ilepeip, unHHICTH 3amoBiTy. | Hamumu OaThbkam
rapHOro JINCTA.

@penki Oyna HaATO IIOKOBaHAa — HAJATO HalsKaHA — I100
CKa3aTH 1I0Ch OKPIM:

— Jlsakyro, Maiiope

— IloBip, neifTenanTe, TH 11e TPOKIMHATUMEII MEHE 3a 1Ie.

Bowna Buiinuia Ha ByJIMIIIO, CB1IOMICTh MIOBHICTIO 3aTyMaHEeHa.

[Lneiiky.

Micro paxer.
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She walked past a group of men playing football on the
beach and a pair of uniformed Red Cross workers sitting in
portable beach chairs, watching the game. More shirtless men sat
in chairs, getting some sun. Someone was setting up the screen and
projector for tonight’s movie.

She found Barb in a beach chair, reading a letter from
home. Frankie sat down beside her.

“I’ve been transferred to the SeventyFirst.”

Barb took a long drink of her gin and tonic. “Man. No one
screws a woman like this man’s Army.”

“Yep.”

“So, when do we go?”

Frankie must have misheard. “We?”

“Honey, you know I love to travel. I can get transferred
with you. No sweat. God knows they need us both up there.”

“But Barb—"

“No talking, Frankie. For as long as I’m in this godforsaken
place, I'm with you.”

Nineteen

The smell of burning flesh. Someone is screaming.

I run forward, crying for help, trying to see through the
smoke.

There’s a baby in my arms, burning, her skin blackens and
falls away. I am holding a pile of bones ...

Choppers overhead. Incoming.

A scream. Mine? The red alert siren blares. Something
explodes near my head.

I throw myself out of my cot, hit the floor, crawl for my
flak jacket and helmet.

Quiet.

Bona mpoiiniia moB3 XJIOMIIIB, SKi rpanu y GyTooi, 1 KIHOK 3
UepBonoro Xpecra, MmO JeXadd B IIe3JIoHTax. YoJIOBIKH, IO
MOPO3TANIUCh BiJl CHEKM CHJAUTM HA CTUIBLAX Ol HHUX. XTOCh
TrOTYBaB €KpaH JJIsi BEUIpHbOTO KiHO.

Bona 3naiinia bap® B mIe3noHTYy, BOHA YWTala JUCTa BiJ
OatbkiB. DpeHKi cist 10 Hel.

— MeHe nepeBosTh Y CIMIECST MepIiy, — CKazajia BOHA.

Bbap6 3pobuina Benukuii KOBTOK UKHH TOHIKY, 110 OyB 01115 Hed.

— Hy 3BicHO. ApMis 3HaE€, SIK TPaXHYTH KIHKY, Y KO)KHOMY CEHCI.

— Ara.

— To xomu mu inemo?

— Mmu?

— JItoGoHBKO, TH X 3HAENL, s HE 3anuiry Tebe TyT oAHy. SKIIo
TH ige, st Texx. Ham 06om Tam OyyTh pai.

— Ane k... bap0...

— Hivoro He xaxu, ®penki. [Toku Mu TyT MU pa3oM.

JleB’AITHAAUATDH

3amnax najieHoro M’sica. XToCh BEPELUTb.

Sl mewy Bmepea, KIMYy Ha JIOTIOMOTY, Hamararocs IIOCh
PO3TIEAITH KPi3hb IUM.

Y MeHe Ha pyKax JUTHHA, BOHA FOPUTE. i IKipa 00ByTrII0eThCs,
371a3UTh IIMAaTKaMu. Sl TpUMaro Kymy KiCTOK...

Hay ronoBoro rypkodyTh BEpTOIHOTH. BOHN HaOIMKAFOTHCS.

Kpuku. Moi? Jlynae cupena mnoBiTpsHoi TtpuBoru. Lloch
BHOyXa€e 30BCIM TTOpPYyHY.

S 3ickakylo 3 JIXKKa, Majao Ha MiuIoTy, MOB3Y 10 OpOHEXHIIeTa
1 KacKHU.

Tuma.
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Frankie came out of the nightmare slowly, realized she was
on the floor, in her bedroom.
Curling into a ball on the rug, she tried to go back to sleep.

kesksk

The next time Frankie awoke, it was 2115 hours and the
house was dark. She heard the faint ticking of her bedside clock.
She had no idea how long she’d slept. A day? Two?

She got dressed and wandered through the house. At her
father’s office, she stared at the pictures on the heroes’ wall, saw
Finley smiling at her on his way to war.

Another world. Now no one welcomed you home, let alone
celebrated your leaving. Suddenly she felt suffocated by the scent
of lemon furniture polish and expectation. She’d been raised to be
a lady, always, serene and calm, smiling, but that world, and those
lessons, felt far, far away.

Outside, a full moon shone down on the waves. She felt
drawn to the beach, as always, the stretch of sand that had been her
playground as a child.

“Hey, Fin,” she said, sitting close to the waterline. An
occasional spray of water hit her cheek, felt like tears.

She closed her eyes. Just breathe, McGrath.

Gradually, the tightening in her chest eased. Much later,
she went back to her frilly pink room and climbed into bed. In the
glow of her bedside lamp, she opened her nightstand drawer and
pulled out a piece of stationery with her full name written in elegant
script across the top.

skoksk

March 17

Dear Barb,

I'm home. No one told me how tough it was, this re-entry.
Why didn’t you warn me? People spat at me at the airport, called

@peHKi MOBUIbHO BUPUHAE 3 KomMapy. BoHa 1exuTs Ha mino3i
y BIACHIl CHaNbHi, 3rOPHYBIIMCH KalayMKOM Ha KWIAMI, W
HaMaraeThbcsl 3HOBY 3aCHYTH.

ks

Konn BoHa mpoKMAAETHCS HACTYMHOro pasy, Bke o 21:15 y
OynuHKy TeMHO. TWxo IOoKae TOOUHHHK Oins nikka. BoHa He 3Hae,
ckinbkH crnana. Jlean? JIBa?

@penHki onsraeThcs, Onykae KiMHaTamMH. Y OaTbKOBOMY
kaOiHeTi BOHA 3yNHUHsEThCA nepen pororpadisimu repois 1 6a4uTh, K
®inii MOCMiXaeThes Nepe1 BiANPaBICHHIM Ha BiliHY.

[nmmit cBit. Toxi repoiB MpoBOKANM i 3ycTpiyanu. A 3apas
HIXTO W clloBa HE CKake. BoHa 3aiMxaeTbes Bij 3amaxy JJMMOHHOTO
TMOJIIPOJTIO ¥ 3a7lyXU OYiKyBaHb.

[i BuxOByBamu Sk Neji: CIOKiliHY, BPiBHOBaXKEHY, YCMiXHEHY.
AJte TOH CBIT JIUIIUBCSA IECH TAJIEKO.

Micsip BiJOMBA€TbCS HAa XBWISAX. i TATHE JO BOMAHM, SIK y
JUTHHCTBI, IO TOTO K TUISIXKY.

— [Ipusit, dine, — kaxke BOHA, CiBIIK Ha Oepe3i. bpu3ku XBMIIb
Ha 11 IOKax BiAYYBAIOTHCS K CIHO3H.

Bona 3amtrontye oui. [Ipocto auxait, Makrpar.

CTucCHEHHS B TPYISX MOTPOXY BiMyCKaE.

Jluiie mi3HO BHOY1 BOHA MIOBEPTAETHCS 10 CBOET POKEBOT 1BOUOT
kiMHatu. Jlsrae B JiKKO, 3amaigioe HIYHUK, BITUUHSIE MIYXJIATY
TyMOOUKHM ¥ JicTae apKyml namepy 3 ii MOBHUM iM’sIM, BUBEIECHUM
KpacUBUM MTOUYEPKOM.

kksk

17 bepesns

bap6, nooba,

A 60oma. Hixmo ne ckazas, wo 6yoe TAK easwcko. Yomy mu
MeHe He nonepeouna?
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me a baby killer. What the hell? My parents haven’t even asked
about Vietnam. Mom acts as if [ am home from band camp and my
dad has barely said a word to me. Honest to God.

It’s weird.

Tell me I'll be okay, will you?

And how about you? I’ve been thinking about you, sending
good thoughts to you about your brother. Grief sucks.

Being home makes me miss Fin all over again. It’s like
staring down at a puzzle with one piece missing; it ruins the whole
thing.

Now I'm back to bed. I'm more than tired. Too many hours
of travel and despair and jet lag, I guess.

Love you, sis.

Stay cool,

F

Then she stripped down to her bra and underwear and
climbed back into bed.

koksk

March 22, 1969

My love,

1 miss you so much I can’t stand it. I'm counting the days
until your return.

Things at home are terrible. I don’t know what to do. My
parents lied about my service in Vietnam. That’s how ashamed they
are of me. It makes me mad in a way I 've never felt before. Furious.
Pissed off. Today I caused a scene at the country club. I can’t quite
control this new fury that is eating me up. Maybe I just need sleep

Everything is so weird and upside down, I haven 't even told
my parents about you. I’'m not sure they’d care.

B aeponopmy 6 mene nnrosanu. Hazusanu edousyero oimeu. 11]o,
0o bica, 6i00ysacmuvcs?

bamvku nasimo ne cnumanu npo B’emnam. Mama nosooumucs
mak, HiOu s NOBEPHYNACH i3 NIMHLO2O MAOOPy, a Mamo matoice He
DO3MOGIIAE.

L]e ousno. yarce.

Ckaoicu meni, wo 3 uacom cmame ne2ule.

AHx mu? A oymana npo mebe. Ilpo meozo b6pama. Bmpama ye
CHPABIICHITL HCAX.

A 60oma, a cepye 6orumv 3a Dinom. Lle sax mamu nasn oe3
O0HI€l Demari, ycs KapmuHa 3iNCOBAHA.

A saniocs 3 nie. [lepesmoma, dopoea, oxcemnae i be3cuis.

Jlobno mebe.

Cnoxoro moobi, cecmpo.
D.

Bona pospsraetbcs 10 cmigHbOi OUIM3HU, 3HOBY Ji3€ IIiJl
KOBJIPY.

ok

22 bepesns 1969 poky

Miti xkoxanuti, 1 maxk 3a mobO0 CYMYIO, WO HE MOXMCY ye
sumpumamu. A paxyio OHi 00 M020 NOBEPHEHHSI.

Tym yce npocmo scaxauso. A ne 3Haro, wjo meni pooumu.

Moi 6amovxu 36pexanu npo mor cayxucdy vy B’emuami. Oco
HACKIIbKU BOHU MeHe copomasimbes. 1 ye 3nume mene Oinbute, Hidc
0y0b-wo inuwe. A y posnaui. Pozuaposana. Cb0200Hi 6 K11y01 51 npOCMO
subyxnyna. A Oinvuie He MOHCY CMPUMY8AMU YO HOBY THOMb, GOHA
Mene 3’idae. Moowce, meni npocmo mpeba 8UCHAMUCA...

Vce cmano nacmineku OUBHUM [ nepeKpyYeHUM, Wo 5 HAGIMb He
ckasana im npo mebe.

I ne enesnena, wio im 83azani yikaeo.
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1 can’t wait for you to come home.
1 love you,
F

kesksk

Sometime later, Frankie woke up sprawled on her bedroom
floor with a pounding headache and a sore throat. Probably because
she had screamed in her sleep.

She got to her feet, held herself together by sheer force of
will. Nightmares had left her shaken, and she was still angry at her
parents’ betrayal. The room was dark, no lights on to banish the
night. How long had she slept?

In the hallway, decorated in rich wood and gleaming brass,
she smelled cigarette smoke, lemon furniture polish, and a hint of
Shalimar perfume.

Mom was in the living room, still dressed for the club,
seated in a chair by the cold fireplace, sipping a martini, reading a
Life magazine. A pair of table lamps illuminated the room; a fire
in the fireplace sent out waves of heat.

Dad stood by the fire, dressed in a suit and tie, holding a
drink and a lit cigarette. At the sight of Frankie in her robe, he
frowned. No doubt she was not looking her best.

“Yeah. It’s me, Dad, back from studying abroad in
Florence. The food wasn’t nearly as good as I expected,” Frankie
said, unable to keep the hurt out of her voice.

“No one likes a smart aleck, Frankie,” he said.

She went to the bar, poured herself a large gin on the rocks,
and took a seat by her mother.

The tension in the room felt heavy; she saw the wary,
worried look in her mother’s eyes.

Frankie reached over for one of her mother’s cigarettes and
lit up.

“When did you start to smoke?”” Mom asked.

He mooicy 0ouexamucsi, Koau mu nogepHeuicsi 0000My.
JIrobno mebe,
0]

ks

3a sikuiick yac @peHki oTAMUIIach — Jiexkaa Ha ITii1031 y CBOIH
KimMHari. ['o10oBa po3KotoBaiack, ropiio aepio. HameBHo, kpuyaina yBi
CHI.

Bona miziBenack, 3MOrJIa BCTOSITH Ha HOTaX TUTBKH 3aBIISTKH CHJT
Bouti. BoHa moci Tpycuiach micis KomMapy, a 37icTh Ha 6aThKiB 10ci
He mponuia. Y kiMHati Oyjlo TeMHO, Ha BYJHMII He OyJlO HaBiTh
HaiiMeHIoro jpkepena citia. CKiJIbKY Yyacy BOHA Ipocriana’?

Y xopumopi, 03100JICHOMY IOPOTHUM JEPEBOM 1 OJIMCKYUYOHO
JATyHHIO, CTOSIB 3MilIaHui 3anax. CHUrapeTHUH UM, JHUMOHHHA
MOJIipOJTb AJ1st MeOITiB 1 JJerkuit apoMat nmapgymy Shalimar.

Mawma cuina y BiTallbHi, 10ci BOpaHa, HaYe MIOWHO 3 KiyOy, B
Kpicii OUls XOJIOJHOTO KaMiHa, 3 MapTiHI B OJHIN PYyIll 1 )KypHAJIOM
Life B inmiit. CBiTII0 THIJIOCH Bi JBOX JIaMIl, a 3 KaMiHYy HIIJIO TEIUIO.

Taro crosiB Hemonamik, y KOCTIOMI M KpaBaTili, 3 KEIMXOM 1
curaperoro. [lobauusim ®penki y xanarti, BiH Hacynuscs. 1lle 0 nmak,
BUTJIAZ y HET OyB He HallKpaluii.

— Tak. Lle 4, Tary. [loBepHynach 13 HaBYaHHS 3a KOPAOHOM. Y
®nopenuii. [xa, 10 peui, Gys1a reTh He Taka cMayHa, K g cO0i yABJIAIa,
— OypKHYyJia BOHA 3 00pa3oro0, SIKy BXKE HE MOTJIa CTPUMYBATH.

— HixTo He mo6uthk po3yMHuKiB, O@peHKi, — KHHYB BiH.

Bona migiiinna 1o 6apy, Hanmuaa co0l YMMalIiid KUH 3 JTH0JI0M
1 OIycTHIIaCh MOPYY 13 MaMoIo.

VY noBiTpi BUCLIO 1IOCHh HAaNIpykeHe. Mama moAuBHUIach Ha Hel 3
THUXUM OCTPaxoM.

®peHki B3sj1a 3 MAMUHOI TTAYKHA CUTAPETy W 3aKypuJa.

— Konu tn movana nanutu? — o6epexHo 3anurana Mmama.
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“I think it was after a red alert.” At her mother’s blank look,
she added, “Rocket attack on the hospital. The explosions were
deafening. Terrifying. Or maybe after a push in the hospital where
men came in blown to shit. Who knows? One minute I wasn’t a
smoker, the next minute I was. It helped with the shaking in my
hands.”

“I see,” her mother said tightly.

“No, you don’t,” Frankie said, desperate suddenly to
explain. If they would just listen, everything might fall into place.
“At the Thirty-Sixth— that’s the evac hospital where I was
assigned—my first shift in-country was a MASCAL—mass
casualty—and, shit, was I a disaster,” Frankie said. They were
staring at her, listening. Thank God. “This soldier came in on a
litter, all blown to shit. He’d stepped on a Bouncing Betty and his
legs were gone. Just gone. [ had no—"

“Enough.” Dad slammed down his drink on the bar. He’d
used such force the glass could have cracked. “No one wants to
hear these stories, Frankie. Sweet God. Legs blown off.”

“And the language,” Mom said. “Cursing like a sailor. I
couldn’t believe the language you used at the club. And in front of
Dr. Brenner. I had to call Millicent and apologize on your behalf.”

“Apologize on my behalf?” Frankie said. “How can you
not care about my war experience?”

“It’s over, Frances,” Mom said smoothly.

Calm down, Frankie. But she couldn’t do it. Her heart was
pounding and she felt a surge of fury so overwhelming she wanted
to hit something.

For a moment she held back, but the effort it took felt toxic,
as if the stories she wanted to share might turn to poison inside of
her. She couldn’t be here, pretending nothing had changed, that
she’d been in Florence for two years instead of holding men’s body
parts together in her bare hands. She felt choked by her need to say,

— Jymaro, micist 4eproBoi MOBITPSIHOT TPUBOTH, — Y BiJIOBIIb Ha
MyCTUH MO MaTepl BoHa Aojana: — [1ig yac oOCTpisy rocmiTanto.
Bubyxu Oynu Taki, mo ax 3emitro Tpycuiio. CyninbHUM KaX. A MOKe,
TO OyJI0 TO/I1, KOJIM HaM MPUBE3JIM MOPAHEHUX, PO3IPBAHUX HA IIMATKHU.
Xt0 3Hae. OIHY XBIWIMHY 51 HE KypWJIa, a HACTYIHY BXK€ 3 [IUTapKOIO B
porti. Ile xo4a 6 TpOXu CTPUMYBAJIO TPEMTIHHS B PyKax.

— Posywmito, — mpomenorina mama.

— Hi, e posymiem, — Buppanocs y @penki. lif pamrom
PO3MAWINBO 3aXOTLIOCS, MO0 BOHM MOUYJH. SIKOU TUTBKU CITyXalH...
MOe, Bce Oyno O iHakmie. — Y Tpuausars mocTiii — eBakyalidHuil
rOCITiTalb, Ky/Id MEHE HAIIPABHJIM — MOs IIepIlia 3MiHa B KpaiHi Oyia
MACBTPA —Macosi BTpatu — i, 4opT 3abupaii, s TOJi MPOCTO HE
3HaJa MO POOMTH, — NPOMOBMIA BOHA. I GATBKH IPOCTO MOBYKH
BUTpimaiuch Ha Hei. Hapemri. — IlpuBesnu compmara. Ha Homiax.
IIpocro, Oms1xa, B M’sico. Hactynus Ha Miny «beTTi», HOrH BiipBaso.
[Ipocto He cTaio. A 1... sl He 3Hama, 1IO...

— JlocuTth, — panToM PHKHYB 0AaThKO, TYIMHYBIIU KEIUXOM 00
CTiHiKy. BiH rpUMHYB HUM Tak, 1110 CKJIO Majo He TpicHy0. — HixTo He
xoue 11e ciyxaTt, ®penki. boxe, ski me BiapBani Horu?!

— I TBOs MOBa, — nonana mama. — Tu Jasyiach, sIK BAHTAKHUK. S
HE MOTJIa TIOBIPUTH, 11O TH J03BoMia coOi Take B kiyOi. | mepen
noktopoMm bpennepom. S wmycuna moa3BoHUTH  MimmiceHT i
BuOauuTHCA 3a TeOe.

— Bubauntucs 3a mene? — B'ijyinBo nepenurana Openki. — Bam
1 B TOJIOBY HE IPUXOIUTH MOIIKABUTHUCH, IO 5 TaM TepeKuIa’?

— Ile Bce mo3any, @peHcic, — CHOKiIHO BiAMOBIIA Mama.

3acniokoiics, Hakazana cobi ®penki. Ane He Moria. Cepiie
rynajo, 1 37iCTh B Hill 3aKMIIaia Taka, 10 XOTIJIOCh I0Ch XKOYypHYTH,
PO3TPOIIHTH.

Bona Brpumanace, ane 3ycuiis Oyinu mekenbHO Baxki. Te, 1o
BOHA XOTiJla CKa3aTu, i1 1CTOPii, MEePETBOPIOBAIUCH YCEpEeArHI Ha
oTpyTy. BoHa He Moria cuIITH TYT 1 BAaBaTH, HIOM HIYOTO HE CTaJOCH,
HIOW 11 JBa POKM BOHA MpoBesia B Itaiii, a He TpuMarouu Ha pyKax

33



I was there and this is how it was. For them to welcome her home
and say they were proud of her.

Frankie stood up abruptly. “I can’t believe you’re ashamed
of me.”

“I have no idea who you are anymore,” Dad said.

“You don’t want to know,” Frankie said. “You think it
means nothing when a woman, a nurse, goes to war. You think it’s
glorious that your son goes to war and embarrassing when your
daughter does.”

Her mother stood up, holding a now-empty martini glass,
a little unsteady on her feet, tears in her eyes. “Frances, please,”
she said. “Connor. You both—"

“Shut up and drink,” Dad said in almost a snarl.

Frankie saw how her mother sagged at that.

Had it always been like this? Had Mom always been a
shadow woman, held together by vodka and hair spray? Had her
dad always been this angry man who thought he had the right to
dictate every action and emotion in this house?

Or had it been losing Finley that ruined them?

Frankie didn’t know. She hadn’t lived with them these past
two years, and truthfully, she’d grieved alone and then she’d gone
to Vietnam and learned a whole new kind of loss.

Frankie had to get out of here before she said something
terrible.

She left them standing there, staring at her as if she were
an intruder, and walked out of the house; she slammed the door
shut behind her. It wasn’t like her, that burst of fury and the
wanting to display it, but she couldn’t stop it.

Out on the beach, with night darkening around her, she
dropped to her knees, wanting to be calmed by the sound of the
surf.

But it made her think of Vietnam, of Finley and Jamie and
the fallen.

JFOZICHKI 3anuIIKH. [# XoTinocs npocto BurykuyTu: S 6ymna tam! I och
110 Tam OyJio!

XOT1JI0Ch, 100 XTOCHh CKa3aB: Mu TOOOIO MUIIAEMOCH. BiTaemo
BJIOMa.

®peHki pi3Ko BCTaa.

— He Moy NOBipUTH, 1110 BU COPOMUTECH MEHE.

— 51 BKe I He 3HAI0, XTO TH TaKa, — CKa3aB 0aTbKO.

— Ta Tu i He Xouell 3HaTH, — KUHYJa BoHa. — J[11s1 Tebe BiliHa e
I0Ch TepOTUHe, KOJIM He CHH. AJle KOJIHM HJe T0YKa e TaHb0a, Tak?

Maru mizBenach, TPUMAalOUX MOPOXKHIM KEMUX 3-ITi1 MapTiHi,
JeTb TOXUTYIOYHCH, 31 CITI3bMHU B OYaX.

— @pencic, Oynp 1acka... Konnope. Bu obunga...

— 3aMOBKHH U 1M1, — OypKHYB TaToO.

Openki nmobayuiia, SK MaMy CTHUCHYJIO, SIK BiJ IIUX CIJIiB BOHA
3iB’sIA.

Hemxxe BoHa 3aBxau Oyjia Takow, *IHKOIO-IIPUMApPOIO, SIKY
TpUMaIHM KyIH Xi0a 10 aJIKOTOJb 1 JIaK JUIsl Bojocca? A TaTo 3aBXIu
TaKUM OCKaXXEHIJIMM, IEPEKOHAHUM, 10 Ma€ MPaBO JUKTYBATH KOXKHY
€MOIIiI0 B IIbOMY JOMi?

A Moke, Bce 11e oyaiocs Micis TOro, sk BOHU BTpaTuian Oinmi?

@®peHki He 3Hana. BoHa He uia 3 HUMU BXKe J1Ba pOKH. [, K10
YeCHO, Ty>XKnJa cama 1o co6i. A motiM B'erHam. I 30BciM iHIIMI piBEHb
BTpAT.

Bona mycuna nitu. I[Ipsimo 3apas. [Hakme ckaxe 11och, Ipo 1o
MOTIM TTOXKAJIKYE.

Bona 3aimmmna iX. BoHM IMBWIMCH Ha HEi, MOB Ha 4YYyXKYy,
@®peHKi BUiiIILIIAa 3 JOMY, TPUMHYBLIN 1BepuMa. Lleit BuOyx mroTi, 1
notpeda MposBUTH i, IIe OyJI0 HE CXOXKE Ha Hei, alne BoHa Oilblle He
MOTJIa CTPUMYBATHCh.

Bona mo6irna no mmspky. [Ipucina Ha KojliHa, HaMarar4uch
3aCMOKOITUCH ITiJ] IITYM XBHJIb.

Ane came 1e i posipBano ii 3cepeHH. XBUIII Harajgajiu mpo
B'ernam. IIpo ®inni. Ipo Jxeitmi. I npo Bcix 3arn6nux.
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She screamed until she was hoarse. And the anger inside of
her grew.

koksk

March 24, 1969

Dear Rye,

This time at home has been a shit show. Even as I write
those words, I think, that isn’t me, but it is me now.

I'm angry all of the time. And hurt. My parents hardly
speak to me and rarely to each other. They don’t want to hear
anything about Vietnam.

That’s not even the worst of it. I have these terrible
nightmares of the war. I wake up feeling like I've been beaten up.

1t’s because you 're not in bed with me. I could sleep in your
arms.

Dreaming of it, of you coming back, is holding me together.

I'm counting the days until you are here. With me. I think
of us. You. A house. In the country, maybe. [ want to have horses,
a dog. A garden.

Things aren’t as easy as I thought, coming home. But it
doesn’t matter. All that matters is us.

I love you.
F

skeksk

St. Elizabeth’s Orphanage. I’'m kneeling on the cold stone
floor, holding Mai in my arms, stroking the child’s soft hair. I hear
the whir of incoming helicopters from far away. The pop-pop-pop
of gunfire.

A bomb rips into the stone walls, sends stone flying in a
dozen directions. | hear children screaming.

O®penki 3akpruana. Kpudana, moku He 3axpuiuia. A THIB
TIJIBKH PicC.

skoksk

24 6epesns 1969 poxy

Jlobui Pai,

Leti uac yooma ye npocmo nexno. Hasimo 3apa3s, konu nuuty yi
C108a, MeHI 30aEMbCsl, WO Ye 2080pio He 5. Ane ye maku .

A nocmivino 3mocsa. I meni cmpawienno 6onsye.

Moi 6ameku matioce e posmosasiioms 3i muow. Ta U midxc
cobo10 maiince ne 206opsmv. Iv me xouemvcs uymu Hivo20 npo
B’emnanm.

1 ye we ne naiicmpawmniuwe. Mene myuamo Kowmapu npo Gitiny.
IIpoxuoarocs 3paHKy i HIOU MeHe XMOoCb TYNYI8as 6CI0 HiY.

Mabyms, momy wo mebe Hemae nopyu. Axbu mu nesxcas 3i
MHOI0 8 NidCKY, 1 6 3moena cnamu. [Ipocmo cnamu 6 meoix ob6itimax.

A ocusy mpicio npo me, ax mu nogeepreuics. Lle eoune, wo
mpumae mene Ha niasy. A paxyio OHi 00 meoeo nogeprents. J[o moeo,
SAK MU 3H08Y 0yoemo pazom. A ysaensaio nac: mebe, mene, oim. Mooice,
oecw y ceni. A xouy mamu xonetl. I cobaky. I cao.

llosepuennsi 0000My BUABUNOCS 306CIM He MAKUM, K s COOI
yaenana. Ane sapas ye 6dce He mac sHavenHs. €oune, wjo cnpasoi
8ANCIUBO Ye MU.

A nrobaro mebe.
Q.

kksk

Cupitcbkuit nputynok CsaToi €n113aBetu. S CTOI0 HABKOIIIIKU
Ha XOJIOAHIA Kam’ sHIA miamo3i. OOiiimaro Maif, rinamky ii m’sike
Bosloccsuko. Jlech manmeko UyTH BEpPTONBOTH, HAOIMKAIOTHCA.
[TocTpinu.

bom0Oa Biy4ae B CTiHy, yIaMKU PO3JITAIOTHCS B Pi3HI CTOPOHHU.
JIUTs4i KpUKH.
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Another bomb.

I look down; Mai is melting in my arms. Fire everywhere.

Frankie came awake with a scream, her heart pounding; she
was drenched in sweat.

She stumbled out of her room, into the dark, quiet house.

0523 hours.

She went to the kitchen phone, picked it up, and dialed
Barb’s number. No doubt there would be hell to pay when the bill
came in—long-distance calls were so expensive—but she needed
to talk to her best friend. Barb answered on the second ring.
“Hello?”

“Hey,” Frankie said quietly. Holding the receiver to her
ear, she slid down the kitchen wall and sat on the linoleum floor.
“I ... just thought I’d check in on you. See how you’re holding up?
How’s your mom?”

“Frankie?” Barb said. “How are you?”

“We don’t have to talk about me. I know how much you
miss your brother—”

“Frankie,” Barb said. “Are you okay?”

Frankie shook her head, whispered, “No. Not okay.”

“I got your letter. Your folks really told people you were
studying abroad? That is brutal.”

“Yeah.” Frankie let out a breath.

“That’s rough, man,” Barb said.

“How was it when you came home? Bad?”

“Yeah, but my mama’s block is full of vets coming home.
Ain’t no lying about it. All [ know is you gotta push through, keep
on going. Soldier on. It’1l all settle out.”

Frankie heard the hope in those words. “Rye’s home soon.
So, there’s that. I swear, if he asks me to move in with him, I’'m
saying yes.”

Barb laughed. “You, Miss I-Need-a-Ring-First?”

“That’s not me anymore,” Frankie said.

Ille oxna OomOa.

S nuBmioch Ha Maii; BoHa OyKBaJIbHO TaHE B MEHE Ha pyKax.
[Monym’s ycroau.

@peHki NpoKUHYyJacs 3 KPUKOM, BCS B TMOTYy, ceple
BUCTpUOYBAO 3 IpyAcH.

Bona Buckounia 3 iikka 1 no0iria B TEMHUIA TUXUHA TIM.

5:23.

Bona piiinuia 10 KyxHi, MigHSIA CIyXaBKY CTallilOHAPHOTO
tenedony i HaOpana Homep bapd — paxyHok 3a tenedon Oyxe
maneHuit — aje i morpibHo Oyyio MOroBopuTH 3 i1 HaWKpaIIOo
noapyroro.bap6 migHsIa TPyOKY Ha APYrOMy TYIKY.

— Ano?

— IlpwuBiT, — THXO cka3zana @penki. [IpuTrckaroun ciryxaBKy 10
ByXa, BOHA CIIOB3JIa MO CTiHi 1 ClJIa MPOCTO Ha JIIHOJIEYM.

— S1... mpOCTO XOTiNa Ai3HATHUCH, K TH. K TH TpuMaemcs? Sk
TBOS Mama?

— Openki? — 3quByBanacs bap6. — Lle tu? Sk tu?

— Mu He MOBUHHI TOBOPHUTHU PO MEHE, s 3HAI0, SIK TH CyMY€I 32
Opartom...

— ®dpenki, — nepeduiia bap6. — Tu B mopsaky?

@peHKi MoXHUTaIa TOJIOBOIO, MICTTOUYYH:

— Hi. He B mopsaxky.

— 51 otpumana TBoro sucta. Lle nmpaBaa, 1m0 TBOT OATHKH BCIM
CKasanu, HiOU TH HaBuYanach 3a kopaoHom? Lle xaxauBo.

— Tak, — Buanxuyna OpeHki.

— Ile TspKKO, MOAPYTO, — M’AKO cKa3ana bapO.

— SIx O6ymo, konu TH TToBepHYyJack? Bee Oyiio morano?

— byno. Ane y mamuHOMY paiioHi 6arato BeTepaHiB. Tu He 0/1HA.
I He Oyny OpexaTu: 1e BaXKO. AJie s 3HAI0, IO HE MOXKHA OIMyCKaTH
pyku. He 3ynunsituce. bopotucs. Bee sikoch cTane Ha MicIie.

VY cnoBax bap6 mpo3Byyana Hafis.

— Paii ckopo noBepuethest gogomy. Ock 1 Bee. KisiHych, sKII0
BiH TIONIPOCHUTH MEHE MEPEiXaT 10 HbOTO, 5T CKAXKY «TaK».
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“Yeah. Life is short, and don’t we know it? You having a
party for him when he gets back? Maybe I could get Ethel to road-
trip to la-la land.”

“I hadn’t thought about a party.”

“You and I know how hard it is to come back. A little cake
helps everything.”

Frankie thought about it. A party. “His dad lives up in
Compton. Maybe we could plan something together.”

“That’s the spirit.”

“Thanks, Barb. I knew you’d haul me out of this funk I'm
in.

“What are girlfriends for?”

They talked for a few more minutes, and by the time she
hung up, Frankie had a plan.

It might be a bad idea.

Or a great idea.

She wasn’t sure.

All she knew was that once Barb had suggested the idea of
a party for Rye, Frankie was on a mission.

So she dressed in the new clothes her mother had purchased
for her— baggy bell-bottom jeans and a tunic top with a hip belt—
and called information to get an address for Stanley and Mo’s Auto
Repair in Compton.

By 0900 hours, without a word to her parents, she was
dressed, with makeup on, and pulling out of the gated yard in the
baby-blue Volkswagen Bug that had been her sixteenth birthday
present.

On the ferry, she rolled down her window, let the air wash
across her face. She heard the roar of heavy equipment and the
clang of jackhammers being used to construct the bridge from San
Diego to Coronado—an improvement her father had fought
tirelessly for. She felt hopeful for the first time in days. Directed.

Bap0 3acmisunacs:

— Tu? Ilani «Creprry o0py4ka, a moTiM yce iHIe»?

— Ile Bxe He s, — TUXO Bianosina OpeHxki.

— Tak. XXuTTs KOpOTKE, 1 MU 11e BXKe J00Ope 3HAEMO, MpaBa x?
Tu BnamroByemn oMy BedipKy, KOJIM BiH MOoBepHEThcsA? Moske, MeHi
Baacthcsa BuTArty Erens y Jla-JIa-Jlenn.

— $1 me He mymaina mpo BEYipKy...

— Mu 3 T060I0 3Ha€EMO, SIK BaXKKO IOBEPTATUCH. Tpoxu TopTa 1
yCe B)K€ HE TaK I1OTaHo.

Openki 3aaymanaca. Beuipka.

— Voro 6ateko xuBe B KOMITOHI. Mo:KJIMBO, MU MOTJIH O I1OCh
OpraHizyBaTH pa3oM.

— Ot1e Bxe NpaBWJIbHUN HACTpIH.

— Hskyto, bap0. 51 3nana, o 1 BUTATHEII MEHE 3 1i€i TeMPSIBU.

— JI71st IbOTO 1 € IOAPYTH.

Bonu me Tpoxu noroBopuiy, 1 konu OpeHki HapeuITi nokiana
CIlyXaBKY, y Hei BXKe BU3PIB TUIaH.

Moxe, 1ie Oyna rnorasa izes.

A MO’e, HaBITaKu 4y/10Ba.

BoHna 11e He 3Haa HameBHe.

Ane micns cniB bap6 npo Bedipky Ha 4ecTb MoBepHEHHs Pas,
BOHA BiuyJia: Tpeda JisTH.

Bona opxsrna HOBUI OfT, KWW KyNWJIA id MaTH — JIKHHCH-
KJIbOII 1 BUIbHY TYHIKY 3 MOSICOM Ha CT€rHax — 1 3aTesiepoHyBasa 10
JIOB1/IKOBOI, 11100 JI3HAaTUCh ajapecy aBToMaiictepHi Crenni i Mo B
KomnroHi.

Jlo neB’siTO1 paHKy, HE CKa3aBIIM OaThKaM Hi CJIOBa, BOHA BXKE
Oyna roToBa: ofsrHeHa, HadapOoBaHa, cina y CBill OnakuTHUI
«®DonbkcBareH XKyk», HoJapoBaHui Ha MIICTHAAUATUPIYYS, 1 BUiXana
3 BOPIT.

Ha mepenpasi BoHa omyctmiia BikHO, 100 BiTep 00myBaB ii
oOmuyust. Yyna rypkiT TeXHIKH 1 TyNMaHHS BiIOIMHMX MOJIOTKIB, ILO
oynyBanu mict Big Can-/liero mo Koponamo.

37



She was—in the words of her favorite poem, “Desiderata”—
advancing confidently in the direction of her dreams.

On the mainland, she cranked up the radio, heard Wolfman
Jack’s famous howl, and sang along with the music. Cream.
Country Joe and the Fish. The Beatles. The music of Vietnam.

In Compton, she slowed down. It had been years since the
Watts riots, but the remnant of that time of trouble was still visible
in boarded-up windows, broken porches, and graffiti.

Spray-painted Black fists emblazoned the walls of empty
storefronts and closed-up restaurants. The poverty of the
neighborhood was obvious.

She passed a junkyard, where heaps of metal and broken-
down cars huddled behind chain-link fencing. A growling dog
followed her moving car from one end of the fence to the other,
straining at the end of big-linked chain.

Abandoned cars sat on untended lots, their tires missing,
hubcaps gone, windshields cracked. Many of the houses were
dilapidated, in need of paint. She saw groups of Black men ambling
down the street, dressed in black, wearing black berets.

Stanley and Mo’s Auto Repair was housed in a 1940s-era
gas station with a large garage beside it. OUT OF BUSINESS had
been spray-painted in red across the garage doors. Crushed beer
cans littered the yard. A trash can erupted with garbage.

A trio of young Black men walked past the garage. One of
them saw Frankie and stopped to stare for a moment, then walked
quickly to catch up with his friends.

She pulled into the empty parking area and stepped out of
the car. Somewhere close by, a dog started barking. A car
backfired, sounded like gunfire.

Calm down, Frankie. Breathe. It was just a car. Not a
mortar attack. She walked up to the shop’s office, which looked
abandoned. There was chicken wire and plywood over every
window and someone had painted PANTHER POWER beneath

Micr, 3a sixuii Tak OopoBcs ii OaThko. Bnepie 3a 6arato qHiB
BOHa Bimuysia Hajito. BoHa Oyna BreBHeHa y cBoemy BHOOpi. Sk
ckazaHo — B ii ymoOneHomy Bipuri Desiderata — BoHa #nuia
YIIEBHEHO B HAIIPSIMKY CBOE€T Mpii.

Ha cymi Bona yBiMkHyna pazgio. IlponmyHnaB 3Hailome BHTTS
Bonbsdwmana JIkeka, 1 BoHa 3acmiBaia pazom. Cream. Country Joe and
the Fish. The Beatles. My3uka B'ernamy.

Y KomntoHi BoHa 3MeHIIMIIA MBUIKICTh. XO0U BiJ] 3aBOPYLIECHb
y BoTTci MuHYNnO Bke KilbKa pPOKiB, J0Ci OyJ0 BHAHO HACIHIJIKH:
3arpaTroBaHi BiKHA, pO30MTI raHKH, rpadiri.

YopHi KyJlaky Ha CTiHAaX 3aYMHEHUX KPaMHUIb. 3TUIHI BUIHO
OyJ10 HEO30POEHUM OKOM.

Bona mpoixana moB3 3BajvmIe, /€ 3a CITKOI BALLIIMCA KyIH
MeTaly i MOKMHYTHX aBTiBOK. Ilec 3arapuaB i moOir y3710BkK NapKaHy,
HATSTYIOYH JIAHITIOT.

Ha mycTtux aiiasHKax CTOSIM MallMHHA 0e3 KOJiC, 3 TPICHYTUMU
J1000BUMH, 13 31pBAHUMH KOBITaKaMH.

byaunku 3anenOani, obmymneni. Ha Bynuii moBinbHO Hiiia
rpyna YOpHOILIKIPUX YOJIOBIKIB Y HOPHOMY OIs131 i OepeTax.

AsromaiictepHss Crenni Ta Mo Mictunacs B crtapiit OyniBii
3ampaBKd 3 BEIUKUM TapaxkeMm. Ha BopoTax uepBoHOO (apOoro:
«3AKPUTO». [TonBip’a 3acunane po3yaBIeHUMHU TUBHUMH OaHKaMU.
CwMmiTTeBHl OaK TIEPENOBHEHUIA.

Tpoe Mon0AMX YOPHOUIKIPUX XJIOMMLIB MpoiIuM nos3. OauH
TJISHYB Ha HET; I0Bro, HE IPOMOBJISIOYM Hi CJIO0BA, @ TOA1 MIIIOB AaJi.

®peHKi 3ynUHUIACh Ha TOPOXKHIHM CTOSHIII, BUIMIILIA 3 MAIIMHU.
Jlech 3HOBY 3araBkaB co0aka. [IBUTYH mOpyd pUKHYB, SIK TOCTPLI.

3acnokoiics, ®penki. Jluxaii. Ile mpocto mammua. Ile He
MIHOMET.

Bowna miniiinuia 1o 3akuHyTOro ogicy, BikHa 3a0uTi. Ha ogHOMY
3 Hux Hanuc «PANTHER POWER», po3mazanuii, Haue HOro Bxke
HaMarajauch CTEPTH.
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one of them. The words were smeared, as if someone had tried to
wash them away and given up.

She knocked on the door.

“Go ’way,” someone yelled from inside.

Frankie opened the front door and was assailed by the odor
of stale beer and cigarette smoke. “Hello?”

She pushed the door open all the way and stepped over the
threshold. It took her eyes a moment to adjust to the gloom inside.

A single lamp sat on a metal filing cabinet, which was
covered with stacks of paper. Old calendars covered one wall, the
pinup kind from another era. Betty Grable, Rita Hayworth.

A grizzled man sat hunched in a wheeled office chair,
staring at a rabbiteared TV on another filing cabinet. As the World
Turns was on.

“We’re closed,” he said harshly, without even looking at
her. “Been closed since the riots, but I ain’t damn leaving. They
won’t run me out.”

“Mr. Walsh?”

“Who wants to know?”” the man said, taking the cigarette
from his mouth. He turned slowly, saw her, and frowned. “Girlie,
you are in the wrong part of town.”

Frankie moved forward slowly. She saw the resemblance
of Rye to his father—it was as if Rye’s handsome face had been
layered in fleshy gray modeling clay and left out in the sun to dry.
The older man had cheeks that sagged into jowls, and a bulbous
nose. Thick brown eyebrows contrasted sharply with his colorless
face and graying blond hair. He had a mustache that was badly in
need of tending. Gnarled hands curled around his drink glass. He
wore a gray mechanic’s jumpsuit that read STAN on the pocket.

Frankie saw the reality of Rye’s childhood before her. No
wonder he’d felt uncomfortable in the McGrath home, at Finley’s
going-away party. No wonder he’d joined the military and
dreamed of flying faster than the speed of sound.

@dpeHki mocTyKana.

— 3abupatics! — TyKHYB XTOCh 13CEpPEAMHH.

Bona o0epexHo MpounHmIIa ABEpi:

— Aros?

Beepenuni TXHYIO HECBDKMM NHBOM 1 curaperamud. BonHa
3pobuiia kpok. Oui 3BUKAIM JJO TEMPSIBU.

Ha meranesiii madi crosina equna nammna. CTiHU BKPUBAIHU CTapi
kaniennapi 3 berri I'peiioin 1 Puroro XeiBopr.

Crapmmii cuUBMI 4YOJOBIK CHAIB Ha odicHOMY Kpicdi,
BTYNHUBIINCH Y TEJIEBI30P 3 AaHTEHAMHU.

Mita MunbHa onepa «SIK CBiT 06epTaeThesy.

— Mu 3auuHeHi, — OypKHYB BiH, HE 00€pPTalOUUCh. — 3 BIATOI,
SIK TYT ITOYAJINCS 3aBOPYLICHHS.

Ane s1, 9opt 3abupaii, Hikyau He migy. HixTo MeHe 3Biacu He
BHKEHE.

— Micrep Bonm?

— A XxTO nuTae? — BUTATHYB curapety 3 pora. O3UpHYyBCS. —
JIiBUMHKO, TH SIBHO HE Ty 3aiXaa.

Openki miaiinoia onuxde. Bona BmizHana Pas B HboMy, TUTBKH
H10M Horo 00aMyYs 37NN 3 Cipoi INIMHY U 3aIMIININ Ha COHLI.

Bnami woku, OarpoBuit Hic. KamraHoBi OpoBu pi3Ko
BUPI3HSUIMCS Ha OyijoMy OOJMYYi 1 CBITJIIOMY BOJIOCCI, IO BIKE
MOKPUBAJIOCh CHMBHHOI. Byca Bxe naBHO Tpeba Oyjo mpuBECTH
TPUMEPOM J10 J1afy. Y pyKax CKISHKA 3 BUIIUBKOIO. BiH OyB ofsrHeHUI
y cipuii kom0OiHe30H 3 Hanucom CTEH Ha kuieHi.

I tyr ®penki nobaumna npasay npo AUTUHCTBO Pas. Temep
CTaJIO 3p03yMiJI0, HOMY BiH MOYYBAaBCS UyUM y JoMi Makrparis, Ha
npomanbHid Beuipui ®Pinmi. Yomy mopascs B apmito. Yomy MpisiB
JITATH WBUJIIE 32 3BYK.

I me mie Ginbire 3MIMHWIO i PIITYYiCTh — BiH Ma€ 3HATH, IO
Horo Mro0sITh. Mae BiIuyTH, 110 BJOMa HOTO YEKAIOTh.
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It made her even more determined to show him her love
with a welcome-home party. “I wanted to talk about throwing Rye
a coming-home party. 'm—"

“I know who you are, missy. And there ain’t gonna be a
damned party for my son. You should know that.”

“Are you one of those people who are ashamed of the men
and women in Vietnam?”’

He snorted. “Women in Vietnam. You on drugs?”

“Mr. Walsh, I want you to know—"

“Let me stop you right there.” He headed to the metal desk
beneath the boarded-up window, which was covered with papers
and ashtrays and dirty dishes. He rifled through a pile of envelopes
and magazines and plucked out a piece of paper. “Here,” he said,
handing her a telegram. “Three days ago, two assholes in uniform
showed up here to tell me my kid was dead. Shot down. Some place
like Ankle. Ankee. Who the hell knows?”

Frankie stared down at the telegram. We regret to inform
you ... Lieutenant Commander Joseph Ryerson Walsh has been
killed in action.

“Remains ain’t recoverable, the shitheads said. He
certainly won’t need no welcome-home party,” Mr. Walsh said.

Frankie couldn’t draw a breath. “It ... can’t be true...”

“It is.”

“But—"

“Go on, missy. Nothing for you here.”

She turned away, stumbled out of the dirty office, and made
it to the Bug and collapsed inside.

The telegram shook in her hand.

We regret to inform you.

Rye. She thought of him carrying her to her hooch ... the
night he’d shown up in her OR, worrying about her ... their first
kiss ...

— S mpwuiinia mOroBOpUTH MPO Te, MO0 BIAIITYBATH BEUipKY
11t Past... koym BiH moBepHeThCs. .. f...

— 51 3Ha10, XTO TH, — epeduB BiH. — | cKaxy BiApa3y: HisKOi
BEUipKH HE Oyjie.
— Bu... 3 TUX, XTO COPOMUTHCS HAIIMX XJIOMNIIB 1 AiBYaT i3 B’eTHamy?

Bin nupxHyB:

— XKinku y B’etnami. Tu, neBHO, 0OKypeHa.

— Micrep Bomm, st mpocTo X0y, mio0 BH. ..

— Jlo3Bonb cKkazaTu OnAHE, — BiH JIICTaB 3 KyNH Ha CTOI
tenerpamy. — Ocb.

— o me?

— Tpu aui Tomy npuiinum aBoe y dopmi. [ToBimomunu: miit cuu

3arvHyB.

3actpenenuid. Jlech y MicIli i Ha3Bor AHKII. AHXi. XTO HOTro
3Hae?

@®peHKi BTynuiIacs B apKylil.

«3 TPHUKPICTIO MOBIIOMISEMO BaM... JleliTeHaHT-KOMaHAUD
Jlxo3ed Paitepcon Bommr 3arunyB y 6010...»

— Tina He 3Haifium, — poGypMoTiB MicTep Bommr. — Momy Bixe
TOYHO HE MOTPIOHA BeuipKa.

®DpeHki He MOTJIa AUXATH.

— Ie... e He Moke OyTH TPaBIOIO. ..

— Ane ue npasna.

—Aue...

— Imu, niBuunko. Tobi TyT He MicIie.

Bona posBepHynace, BuOirna 3 OpyAHOrO MPHUMIIIEHHS,
BCcKoumia 70 «2Kyka» i onmycTuiiach Ha CHIIHHS.

VY pykax TpemTijia Tenerpama.

«3 MPHUKPICTIO TOBIIOMIISIEMO BaM...»

Paii. Bin Hic 11 B Tiif TeMpsiBi... BiH 3’sBUBCs B ii onepariiiiHii,
o6 TepeKoHaTHCA, IO 3 HEw Bce rapasi...Ixuiil meprumii



that night on the beach on Kauai where he’d shown her
what love felt like. I'm afraid I’ll love you till I die ...

Rye. Her love.

Gone.

PART TWO
Twenty-two

At twenty-five, Frankie moved with the kind of caution
that came with age; she was constantly on guard, aware that
something bad could happen at any moment. She trusted neither
the ground beneath her feet nor the sky above her head. Since
coming home from war, she had learned how fragile she was, how
easily upended her emotions could be.

Still, she had learned to hide her outbursts, her crying jags,
even from her two best friends, who, for most of their first year in
Virginia, had watched her intently, trying constantly to divine her
moods, assess her level of self-destruction, her grief and anger. In
the beginning, it had been difficult, settling into the time-honored
McGrath camouflage of I’'m okay.

The nightmares had been terrible when she first arrived
here, had still wrenched her out of sleep and sent her careening
onto the floor.

But time—and friendship—had done exactly as promised:
pain and grief had grown soft in her hands, almost pliable. She
found she could form them into something kinder if she was
deliberate in thought and action, if she lived a careful, cautious life,
if she stayed away from anything that reminded her of the war, of
loss, of death.

By Christmas of that first year, she’d felt strong enough to
write to her mother, who had promptly written back. In their

nouinyHok... Ta Hiu Ha ki Kayai, koam BiH mokaszaB, IO Take
koxaHHs. borocs, s mobutumy Tebe ax 10 CMEpTi. ..

Paii. Ii koxanms.

MepTBui.

YACTHUHA ABA
JBaausTh ABA

VY nmBaguate AT PpeHKI Bke Maja Ty OOEpEeKHICTh, SKa
3a3BMYall IPUXOAUTH 3 BikoM. BoHa 3aBxu Oyia HaloroToBi, XKUBY4H
3 BIIYYTTSAM, 10 B OyAb-Ky MUTbh yC€ MOXKeE IMiTH mKepedepTs. Bona
HEe JOBipsiia Hi 3eMii mif Horamu, Hi HeOy Hax ronosoro. Ilicns
MOBEPHEHHS 3 BIHHM BOHA YITKO YCBIJIOMHJIA, HACKUIBKU JIETKO
MiIipBaTH ii MOpaJIbHUI CTaH.

Ane BOHAa HaBYMJIACS XOBAaTH CBOi CHallaXd JIIOTI W CIIbO3U
HaBITh BiJ] ABOX HaHOIMKUMX MOJPYT, SKi Maiike BeCh NEepIIUN piK y
BipmkuHii THIBHO 32 HEIO CTEXKWIIH, HAMararouuch BrajaTH il HaCTpii,
OLIIHUTH piBeHb ii caMopyiHyBaHH4, i Ok 1 31icTh. Halicknagnime
it Hei Oyno 3BHKHYTH 70 THIIOBOTO Jisi POXWHU MakrparTiB
MacKyBaHHS «31 MHOIO Bce J00pe».

Konu BoHa mioiiHo mpuixana, HiYHI KolMapu Oy HECTEPIIHI.
Bona i moci mpokuaanach BiJl HUX Cepell HOYi 1 Majana MpocTo Ha
T1JIJIOTY .

AJe yac — 1 CIIJIKYBaHHS 3 OJPYTaMu — TPOXU MOM SIKIITHITH
Outp 1 ckopOory. Maiibke Tepnumo. Bona 3po3ymina, 1o Moxe
MEPEeTBOPIOBATH iX Ha ILIOCh Kpalle, Ko Oyne o0aymMaHO MisATH 1
MucnuTd. Skmo >xutu obepexHo. Jlyxe obOepexno. Tpumarucs
sKOMoOra Jajii BiJl yChOro, II0 MOXK€ HarajgaTu il mpo BilHY, Npo
BTPATH, PO CMEPTh.

Jlo Pi3/1Ba TOro nepioro poky BOHa BXe MOYyBaiacs J0CTaTHbO
CWJIBHOIO, 1100 HAMKMCATH JIMCTa CBOii MaTepi. Ta BiAmoBisia oapasy x.
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family’s way, neither spoke of the terrible night that had
precipitated Frankie’s flight across the country. They simply
merged back onto their familiar road, the ground a little bumpy
between them, but both determined to stay the course. Frankie
remembered, and often reread, that first letter from her mother: I
am so grateful to your Army girlfriends for being there for you
when your father and I were not. We love you, and if we don’t say
it often enough, it is because we grew up in families where there
was no such vocabulary. About your father and his ... reticence
about you and the war. All I can say is that something in him was
broken by being unable to serve his country. All the men of his
generation went to Europe, while he stayed home. Yes, he was
proud of Finley and ashamed of you. But perhaps in truth he is
ashamed of himself and worries that you judge him harshly, as he
feared his friends had done ...

Frankie never spoke about her struggles, tried never to say
Vietnam out loud. And when she felt a rise in her blood pressure,
a flood of grief or anger, she smiled tautly and left whatever room
she was in. She’d learned that people noticed a raised voice; quiet
was the perfect camouflage for pain.

Initially, it had been almost impossible to sever Vietnam
from her life story. The world, it seemed, had conspired against
such a healing.

The war was constantly in conversation. In bars, in living
rooms, on the television. Everyone had an opinion. Now the
majority of Americans seemed to be against the war and the men
who fought it. In 1969, the world had learned about the horrifying
massacre at My Lai, where American soldiers had killed as many
as five hundred unarmed South Vietnamese civilians—men,
women, and children—in their village. It had intensified the baby-
killer talk about vets, more and more of whom were turning to
heroin in-country and coming home addicted.

SIK 1 TUUUTH KIHKaM y TXHIM poauHi, )KOJHA 3 HUX HaBITh HE 3rajana
Ty KaxXJIMBY Hi4, sika 3Mycuia OpeHki BTEKTH uepe3 ycio Kpainy. Bonu
MPOCTO MOBYKH MOBEPHYJIHCA J0 3BUYHOTO iXHIN CiM’1 CIIIJIKyBaHHS.
Tpoxu HereBHO, ajie 00MABI TpuMaucs 1iei cTparerii. peHki gacto
[IepEYUTyBAJIa TOM NEPIINNA MAMUH JIUCT:

S nyxe BAsiUHA TBOIM apMIWCHKUM MOJpyraM 3a Te, 1o Oyiu
MopyH4, KOJIM Hac 13 0aTbkoM He O0yi10. Mu Tebe mobumo. SIKIo Mu He
TOBOPHMO II€ YaCTO, TO TUIBKU TOMY, III0 BUPOCIH B CiM fIX, JIe TAKUX
ciiB pocto He Oyino. [lloxgo TBoro 6arbka i HOro MOBYaHHS Ipo TeOe
1 BiliHy. €111He, 110 MOXY CKa3aTH: IIOCh Y HbOMY 3JIaMaliocs, KOJIH
BiH HE 3MIT CIY)KHTH CBOil KpaiHi. YCi YOJOBIKM HOTO TOKOJIIHHS
roixayim 10 €BPOIH, a BiH 3aIMIIUBCS BIoMa. Tak, BiH numascs Oinni,
a To0e copommBcs. Alle, MOXKE, HACTIPaBAl BiH COPOMHUTHCS CaMOTO
cebe I 00IThCS, 10 TH OCYAUII HOTO TaK, SIK, Ha HOro JyMKY, 3p00niIH
roro npys3i...

@peHKi HIKOJIM HE PO3MOBijaja Mpo CBOI CIPaBKHI TPYAHOIII.
Bona namaranacst B3arajii He BUMOBJISITH BTOJIOC CIIOBO «B’eTHamy.
Konu BiguyBana, 10 THUCK MiAHIMAETHCSA, L0 MiACTyHAa€ THIB YU
CMYTOK, BOHAa CHJTyBaHO IMOCMiXajach 1 MPOCTO BUXOJUJIA 3 KIMHATH.
Bona 3Hana: noau moMidaroTh KpUKH. A THIIA Haiflkpaia mMacka Juis
ooo.

CriouaTKy 3/1aBajiocsi HEMOKJIMBUM BiZJOKpeMHUTH B’eTHam Bin
camoi ce0e. Y ce HaBKOJIO JIMIIIE HaraayBaJio.

IIpo BiiiHy roBOpuIM CKpi3b: Yy ©0apax, BITIbHAX, IO
TeneBizopy. Y KoxkHoro Oyna cBos aymka. Temep OUIBIIICTH
aMEpHUKaHIIB BUCTYIaja MPOTH BifHU 1 MPOTHU THUX, XTO B Hili BOIOBAB.
VY 1969-my Bes kpaiHa Ji3Hajacs mpo skaxJiuBy OiifHio B Mi Jlai, ne
aMEepUKaHChKI coyigaTh BOWIM Maibke I'ATCOT 0e330poitHux
MiBJICHHOB’ €THAMCHKUX MUPHHUX JKUTEJIB — YOJIOBIKIB, )KIHOK 1 JITEH
— B ixHIX X npomiBkaxIliciss 1bOro Bce OLIbIIE JTIOAEH ITOYAIIA
CIpuiiMaTH BETEpaHiB SK «BOWBIL MJiTEH», OLIBIIICTE 3 SKHX
MoBepTaach JOJOMY 3 TepPOTHOBOIO 3aJI€XKHICTIO.
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America was losing the war; that was obvious to everyone
except Nixon, who kept lying to the people and sending soldiers
off to war, too many of whom came home in body bags.

Each of the women had responded differently to the rising
tide of violence that was ripping the country apart, dividing young
from old, rich from poor, conservative from liberal. Ethel was in
her third year of veterinary school and worked part-time with her
father. She and Noah had begun to talk of marriage, kids. The two
of them never missed a Sunday at church or a local high school
football game. Their fondness for casseroles and cribbage had
created long-standing jokes between the women. Ethel had grown
up on this farm, among these people, and she intended to be buried
here. So she kept her head down and did her job and said nothing
controversial to her friends and neighbors. This war will be over
soon, she always said, but I’ll always live here. My kids will be in
4-H, I’ll probably run the damned PTA.

Barb was the opposite in every way. She’d become a vocal,
participatory member of the Vietnam Veterans Against the War.
She went to meetings. She painted signs. She protested. And not
just the war. She lobbied for passage of the Equal Rights
Amendment. She marched for a woman’s right to a safe abortion
and basic health care. When she wasn’t trying to change the world,
she earned money by bartending. It was, she said, a great job for a
woman who hadn’t yet decided where she belonged.

Frankie, on the other hand, had found her way back through
nursing. She’d put up with the initial prejudice and disregard for
her Vietnam training and become determined to show her skills.
She’d worked harder and longer than most of the other nurses, put
in the hours, and had taken specialized classes. In time, she’d
become a surgical nurse; now she was working toward a
specialization in trauma surgery.

Awmepuka mporpaBaiia BiliHy, 1Ie po3yminu Bci, KpiMm HikcoHa.
Bin npomoBkyBaB OpexaTH JHOM 1 BIIMPABIISATH XJIOMIIB HA (PPOHT.
bararo 3 HUX MOBEPTAIUCH Y TPYHAX.

KoxkxHa 3 moapyr mo-pi3HOMY TEpeXHBaJla TOW IIaJCHUMN
PO3KOJ, SIKMH IIMaTyBaB KpaiHy; MOJOAI NMPOTH CTapIIux, Oarari
npotu OigHUX, KOHcepBaTopu mpotu jdibepaniB. Etenp Oyna Ha
TPETbOMY KypCi BETEPHHAPHOI IIKOJIM ¥ MpalfoBaia Ha B CTaBKH y
Oarbka. Bona 3 HoeMm mouanu 3agymyBaTuch npo Beciuis 1 Aiteil. He
MPONYCKaIN HEIUIBHOI CIyKOW YM IIKITBHOTO (yTOOIHHOTO MaTdy.
[xHIO 7F060B 70 3aIiKaHOK i KpuOOeI Ky MOCTIHHO BUCMIIOBAIU
nonpyru. Etens Bupocna TyT, cepeA IMX MONIB, IHUX JIOACH 1
IJIaHyBaja 3aJMIINTHCA A0 KiHIA. BoHa Tpumanacs OCTOpOHB Bij
TOCTPUX TEM, HE BCTpsABaja B Cynepeuku. BiiiHy, ka3aia BoHa, CKOPO
3aKiH4aTh. AJle s 3aBXIU KUTUMY TyT. Moi nitu OyayTts y 4-H, 1,
MIEBHO, KEPYBAaTUMY IIPOKJIATO0 OAThKIBCHKOIO PAJIOL0.

Bbap6 Oyina 11 MOBHOIO MPOTUIICKHICTIO. AKTUBICTKA. Y YaCHUIIS
«B’eTHaMchKHX BeTepaHiB NPOTH BiHW». BOHa Xonuia Ha MITHHIH,
MaJTioBaJja IIaKaTu, MPOTECTyBaa.

He nume npoTu BiiiHM, BOHA GopoJacs 3a MONpaBKy PO PiBHI
rpaBa, 3a 0e3neuHi abopTH, 3a 6a30By MEAUYHY JOTIOMOTY JIJIs KIHOK.
A B mepepBax MiX akIisIMU ITpaltoBaia 6apMeHKoro. 3a ii cioBamu, 1e
Oyna ieanbHa pobOTa JUIsl )KIHKH, SIKa 111e He 3HaiIIa ceoe.

A ®peHki 3Halina cede B MeauIMHI. BoHa BUTprMaia 3ueBary
JI0 CBOI'O apMiNHCBKOIO JIOCBiAY, BUpIIINMJIA JOBECTH, IO BOHA BapTa
O17IBIIIOTO.

[IparroBana 6inbie, MOBIIE, CTApAHHINIE 32 1HIIUX, MPOUIIIIA
J0JaTKOBI Kypcu, Hapuanacsi. Crana XipypridHoOl MEJCeCTporo, a
3apa3 crerfiaigizyBajgacsi B TpaBMaToJIOT 1.

43



On this cool April morning, she woke well before the dawn
and dressed for riding. It would be cold out, a spring crispness in
the air.

She had come to love the sweet-smelling air of the South,
the way mist clung to the grass in the morning. It calmed the tumult
in her soul. Today, the cherry trees along the driveway were in full
pink bloom. Ethel had been right, all those years ago, when she’d
said that riding horses was restorative to one’s sense of peace.

Frankie loved the undulating green fields, the black four-
rail fencing, the trees that changed their color with the weather.
Now the leaves were the bright lime hue of new growth, and full
of pink blossoms. But mostly it was being around the horses that
calmed Frankie. Ethel had been right about that. Riding had
steadied Frankie as much as friendship had.

Frankie ducked through the empty space between fence
rails and headed into the barn; she could barely see her boots, the
mist was so thick and gray.

Inside, the barn smelled of manure and fresh bales of hay
and the grain they stored in large metal garbage cans. The horses
nickered at her as she passed.

At the last stall on the left, she paused and lifted the latch.
Silver Birch walked toward her, lips moving, looking for treats,
breath snorting.

“Hey, girl,” Frankie said, holding out her gloved hand.

Silver ate the grain messily, more falling to the ground than
getting in her mouth. Frankie led the mare out into the aisle and
saddled her quickly, pressing a knee to the mare’s belly to aid her
in tightening the girth.

In no time, Frankie and Silver were out on the trails,
galloping through the mist. When Silver started to sound winded,
Frankie slowed the mare to a trot, then a walk. They walked home
slowly, clomping at a steady, calming pace.

VY TOil MpOXONOAHWH KBITHEBHH pPAaHOK BOHA IMPOKHUHYJACH
3aJI0BrO JI0 CBITaHKY I oxasdriacs ais BepxoBoi i3au. Ha Bynuii Gyino
CBIXO, TI0O-BECHSHOMY.

Bona momoOuna comoakyBaTuid 3amax moBiTpst Ha IliBmHi. Ii
3aCMOKOIOBAB BPAHIINIHINA TyMaH, IO CTEIUBCS HAJ TPaBow. BumiHesi
JiepeBa B3/IOBXK JIOPOTH BXKE IBLIH, BKPUTI PO’KEBUM LBITIHHAM. ETEnb
OyIa mpaBa, KOJIM CKa3alia, [0 BEPX0Ba i3/1a 3aCIIOKOIOE.

®penki ao0uIa i 3€JIeHI maropOW, YOpHI YOTHPHPEUKOBI
MapKaHu, JIepeBa, sIKi 3MIHIOBAJIM BUTJISAI 3aJICKHO BiJl TIOPH POKY.
3apa3 MOJI0/Ie TUCTS MAJIO SICKPaBO-JTMMOHHUH BIATIHOK 1 OYJI0 BKPHUTE
POKEBUMH TIETIOCTKAMU. AJie HaHOUIbIIe i 3aCIOKOIOBAaNU KOHI. [
3HoBy ETenp Mana pamiro: BepxoBa i3/a 3IIIOBajla HE Tipiie 3a
IPYKOYy.

@peHki mpomizia Kpi3b LIUIMHY MDK pelKkaMu Oropoxi i
nomnpsiMyBaia 10 cTaifHi. Tyman OyB Takuil TYCTHIA 1 Cipuid, IO BOHA
Jeap 0admiia BiIacHi 4000TH.

VYcepenuHi maxjio HaBO30M, CBDKMM CIHOM 1 3€pHOM, SKe
30epirany B MeTalieBUX cMITTeBHUX Oakax. Komu BoHa mpoxoauia mos3
CTiils1a, KOHI 1panu il y BIAMOBIb.

bing octaHHbOro CTiiia 37iBa BOHA 3yNMHMJIAcAd W BIIKpHIIa
3acyBky. CinmbBep bipu mimiiinuia 1o Hei, oapa3y CyHy4Yd MOpPIY B
TMOIIIyKaX JIACOIIiB.

— IIpuBiT, NIBUMHKO, — cKa3aya PpPEeHKi, MPOCTATaI0YN PyKy B
pYyKaBUYIIL.

CinbBep inma 3epHO He3rpaOHO, OUIbIIE PO3CHMANOCH, HIXK
noTpsamsuio i go pora. ®penki BuBena ii 31 CTaiHI 1 MIBUAKO
ociyiaja, MPUTHUCKAIYH KOJIHO J0 JKMBOTA KOOWIHM, MO0 Kparie
3aTATHYTU TIANPYTY.

[ Bke 32 MUTh BOHU BUPYIIHIIN CTEKKAMH, MYAJTH TaJIOTIOM KPi3h
tyman. Konu CinbBep mouana Baxxko quxatu, OpeHKi 3SMEHIITHIIA TeMII,
CHepIry 10 PHCi, MOTIM JO CIOKIMHOTO KpOoKy. BOHHM TOBUIBHO
NpsIMyBaJIM Ha3ajl, CTyKIT KOIUT BiJJaBaBCs PiBHO i 3aCTIOKIAINBO.
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Back in the barn, she fed and watered the horses, turned
Silver out, and headed back to the small bunkhouse. Early morning
sunlight drenched the fields. Off to the left was the main house,
with its steeply pitched roof, large and welcoming porch, and
whitewashed wooden sides, where Ethel lived with her father. Well
off to the right was the bunkhouse that had once boarded
farmworkers. Over the past eighteen months, it had been
remodeled into a two-bedroom cottage where Frankie and Barb
lived. The three women had learned how to paint, demolish,
rebuild, and do rudimentary plumbing. They’d spent hours
haunting garage sales and hauling other people’s junk to be their
treasures. Many evenings were spent sitting around the sooty river-
rock fireplace, talking. They never ran out of things to say.

Frankie climbed the few steps and went into the
bunkhouse’s only bathroom, where she showered, changed, and
dressed for work.

She was out of the house and on her way to work before
Barb was even out of bed.

skksk

In the morning, when Frankie stepped out of the tent, she
found herself standing amid a veritable sea of male veterans—
thousands—most of them about her age, wearing worn, stained
fatigues and jeans and boonie hats; some wore peace symbols and
carried flags from their states, their units. Hundreds of cars were
parked near the park, their doors emblazoned with slogans,
convoys from California and Colorado. More had parked on the
grass.

As she stood there, a battered, beaten-up school bus drove
up onto the grass, stopped, and opened its doors. Veterans exited
the bus, singing, “What’s it good for? Absolutely nothing!”

[ToBepHyBIIMCH 10 cTaiiHi, BOHa HAaroJyBaja ¥ Hamoina
KoHel, Bunyctmwia CuibBep M minuia Has3aJ A0 MaJeHbKOI CHaJIbHI.
PankoBe coHIle BxKe 3aJMBAJIO TMMOJIs CBOIM cBiTiIOM. JliBOpydY crosiia
roJIoBHa OyAIBIIA 3 KPYTHM J1aXOM, LIUPOKUM 3aTHIIHUM TaHKOM 1
noOiTeHnMHU JepeB’stHUMU  cTiHamu. Tyt Ertens skunma pasom i3
O6arpkoM. Jlameko mpaBopyd BUAHIBCA KOJIMIIHIA TYPTOKUTOK MJISt
NpaliBHUKIB (depMu, a Temep HEeBeIUYKHA KOTEIK 13 JBOMA
CHaJIbHAMH, B sikoMy >kuiu @penki i bap6. 3a octanHi miBTOpa poKy
BOHM BIIACHOPYY TMEPETBOPWIM HOrO0 Ha JKUTIIO: HABYMINCS
(dapOyBaTu, 1amatu, OyAyBaTH 3aHOBO 1 HAaBITh CAMOCTIHHO JIarOJJUTH
CaHTeXHiKy. BOHU MPpOBOIMIHN I1iJTi TOAWHY, HUIITIOPSYH 110 TApAKHUX
po3NpoJakax y MOUIyKax 4Yy>KUX HEHoTpiOHMX peyei, siki craBaiu
ixHiMmu ckapbOamu. barato BewopiB mpoxomwiau Oinsg  KamiHa,
3po0JIEHOr0 3 PIYKOBOIO KaMEHIO — 3aJMMJIEHOIrO, ajle 3aTHUIIHOIO,
BOHM HPOCTO CHJILIM i PO3MOBIIAIH. IM HiKOIH He GpaKyBao TeM.
OpeHki migHsIacs KibKOMa CXOAMHKAMU 1O €JMHOI BaHHOI
KiMHaTu B OyxiBmi. [Ipuiinsna nym 1 nepeoasriacs B poOOUMid OiAr.
Buiinna 3 oMy e 10 Toro, ik bap0 ycTuria npokuHyTHCS.

skoksk

Bpanni, konu ®peHkl BuUHIIUIA 3 HAMETy, ii OTOYMIIO
CTpaBXXHE MOpPE BETEpaHIB — THCSYl YOJOBIKIB — OUIBLIICTH i
POBECHHMKH, OJATHYTI B TOHOILIEHI, 3a0pyJHEH1 BIHCHKOBI (opMmu,
JDKUHCH, OyHi-Kalemoxu. J[eXTo HOCHUB CHUMBOJM MHpY, IpParopu
CBOIX IUTATIB 4YM MiApo3AUIB. bl mapky cTOsUIM COTHI MallluH 13
racjiamu Ha JIBepsiX, 1 kosonu 3 Kamigopsii, Konopano. Ille Oinbuie
MalvH 0yJI0 pO3CTaBJICHO Ha TPaBi.

Ilokn BoOHa crToOsIa, 710 TapKy MiIAKOTHB IOOUTHIA,
BHIIBITUN IIKUTbHUNW aBTOOYC. 3YNUHUBCS, TMPOYMHUIIUCS IBEpl 1
3BIATH BUMIIUIN BETEpaHH, CIIBAOYH:

«Hagimo 1 BitfiHa? AOCOIIOTHO Hi 1A 4Oro!»
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In the center of the park, a bushy-haired man with a
bullhorn jumped up into the back of a pickup truck onto which
someone had spray-painted NO MORE! “My brothers-in-arms, it’s
time. We’re marching to be heard today, we’re raising our
voices—but not our fists, not our guns—to say, Enough. Bring our
soldiers home! Line up behind Ron in the wheelchair. A single,
unbroken column. Be peaceful. Don’t give the Man any reason to
stop us. Let’s go!”

The men slowly formed a column, led by several veterans
in wheelchairs who held flags. Behind them were men on crutches,
men with burned faces and missing arms, blind men being led by
their friends.

Barb and Frankie were the only two women in the park that
they could see. They held hands and joined their brothers on the
march across the Lincoln Memorial Bridge.

Vietnam veterans: a river of them, marching and chanting,
holding signs in the air.

More men joined them, rushed forward, yelling out
slogans, signs raised.

Someone bumped into Frankie so hard that she stumbled
sideways, lost her hold on Barb’s hand, and fell to the ground. She
yelled “Barb!” and heard “Frankie!” but men swarmed in between
them.

Frankie couldn’t see her friend in the crowd. “Meet back at
the tent!” she yelled, hoping Barb could hear.

“You okay, ma’am?” A man helped her to her feet.

He was young, blond, with a scraggly reddish-blond beard
and mustache. He held on to her upper arm, steadied her. He wore
torn, stained jungle fatigues, with the sleeves cut off. He’d drawn
a huge peace symbol on his helmet. In his other hand, he held a
sign that read VIETNAM VETERANS AGAINST THE WAR.

VY 1eHTpi napKy 4oJIOBIK i3 Ky4epsiBUM BOJIOCCSAM 1 Mera)OHOM
BHJIEPCS Ha Ky30B IIiKama, Ha skoMmy ¢apboro OyJi0 HalHMCaHO:
JOCUTBH!

— Bbpartu o 36poi, HacTaB Ha yac! — BUTYKHYB BiH. — ChOTOAH1
MU MapImpyemo, mod Hac nouynau! Mu miHIMaeMo CBOi TOJIOBH —
HE KyJakd, He 30por0o — a cioBo: «Jlocuth. IloBepHiTH Hammx
conaariB gonomy!» Bumukyiitecs 3a PoHOM y Bi3Ky. Wnimo oxmiero
KOJIOHOI0. MupHo. be3 sxonHoro npuBoay Ass 3ynuHKU. Xoaimo!

Yonosiku movanu (opmyBatu koiioHy. Ha dwom Berepanu B
IHBaJIIHUX Bi3Kax, 13 mpamnopamu B pykax. 3a HUMH Ti, XTO XOJUB Ha
MUJIMIISX, 3 OOMEUYeHUMH OOIUIUsIMU, 0€3 PYK, CIIiIi, SKUX BEJIH IXHI
Ipy3i.

Bbap0 i1 dpenki Oynu equHUMH KiHKaMu B apky. [IpunaiimHi, 3
TUX, KOrO MO)XHa Oyno mobauutu. BoHu Tpumanucs 3a pyku i
NpUEAHATHCA 0 CBOIX OpariB, pa3oM KpPOKYIOUM 4epe3 MicT Oiis
JlinKosbH-MeMopiaiy.

Konona BerepaHiB pyxanack, CKaHIyIOUH, 3 IJIAKATAMHU B pyKax.
Jlo HUX TpHEIHYBAIUCA HOBI YYaCHHMKH, BHIYKYIOUM Tracia,
MITHIMAIOYY IIJIaKaTH.

PantoM xToch mTOBXHYB ®peHKI Tak CHUIBHO, IO BOHA
CHITKHYJIACh, BUITYCTHIA pyKy bap0 1 Bnana.

— bap0! — kpukHy1a BOHa.

— ®penki! — noyyna y BiANoBigb. AJe iX BK€ pO3UIMB HATOBII.

®peHki He MOTJIa MOOAYUTH MOAPYTY.

— 3ycrpiHemoch Ot  Hamery! —
CHOJIIBAIOYKCH, 1110 Ta ii mouye.

— Bu B nopsiaky, Mmem? — 3amuTaB 4OJOBIK, JOMOMaraiouu ii
TTiTBECTHUCS.

Monoauii, CBITJIOBOJIOCHM, 13 PIiJIGHBKOIO PYyayBaTO-PyCOIO
6opooto it Bycamu. Bin o0epexHo TpruMas ii 3a miede. Ha Hbomy Oyna
nojepra JOKyHTIIeBa ¢opMa 3 00pi3aHUMH pyKaBaMH, Ha IIIOJIOMI
BEJIMYE3HUI 3HaK Mupy. B iHIIIH py1Lli BiH TpUMaB IUIaKar:

«BETEPAHU B’€ETHAMY ITPOTU BIMHN».

3aKpu4dajia BOHa,
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The protesters kept moving, shoving the two of them
forward.

“Stop the war! Bring them home! Stop the war! Bring them
home!”

“You should move to the side, ma’am,” he said.

Someone jostled Frankie again. She stumbled. “I’m here to
march.”

“Sorry, lady. This march is for vets. We’re trying to make
a statement. Hopefully that asshole in the White House will listen
to us and stop lying to the country.”

“I’m a veteran,” she said.

“Of Vietnam,” he said impatiently, looking ahead.

“I was there.”

“There weren’t women in "Nam.”

The chanting grew louder. “Stop the war! Bring them
home.”

“If you didn’t meet someone like me, you were lucky. It
means—"

“Just move to the side, ma’am. This is for the men who
were fighting. In combat, you know?” He disappeared into the
moving crowd full of military shirts and bare chests and fatigues.
Long hair and Afros and helmets.

What the hell?

So she didn’t belong here, either? “I WAS THERE,” she
screamed in frustration.

She muscled her way forward, melded into the throng of
protesters as they crossed the bridge. “Stop the war!” she said,
raising her fist. “Bring them home!” Her voice was nothing amid
the yelling, but she kept shouting, saying it louder and louder until
she was screaming it, screaming at Nixon, at the administration, at
the North Vietnamese. The more she shouted, the angrier she
became; by the time they reached Arlington National Cemetery

HaroBn TucHyB. Ix 060X mTOBXaIH BIEpES.

— 3ynunite BikiHy! IloBepHiTh iX momomy! 3ynuHITH BiKHY!
[ToBepHiTh ix momoMy!

— Bawm kpariie BimiiiTi BOIK, MEM, — CKa3aB BiH.

XTOCh 3HOBY IITOBXHYB 1i. BoHa jiep He Baza.

— S TyT, 00 1TH B MapIIIi.

— Bubaure, nani. Ile xoma ans BerepaniB. Mu HamaraeMocs
JIOHECTH MO3UIIiI0. X0ueMo, 1100 Toii i10T y binomy nomi Hac HapemTi
MOYYB 1 IepecTaB OpexarTu KpaiHi.

— 51 BeTepaH, — BiANOBILIA BOHA.

— Mu iinemo 3a B'ernam. — BiH HeTepruissue BiIBIB TOTJISII.
— 51 6yna tam.

— Y B’ernami He OyJ10 )KiHOK.

Ckan

— Slkmo BM He 3ycTpidaind TakWx, sK s, BaM momfactuio. Lle
O3HAYaE...

— IIpocro BimidmiTe, mani. Lle mias donoBikiB, siKi Oynud Ha
nepenoBii. Y 60to.

— | BIH 3HMK Yy HaTOBMNi, y TOMY JIMUKOMY MOpl BIHCHKOBHX
KYPTOK, TOJIMX TOPCiB, IIOJIOMiB, adpo, TOBrOr0 BOJIOCCS.

o, wopT 3abupaii, BinOyBaeThCsA?

Hes:xe 1 TyT BoHa 3aiiBa?

— 51 BYJIA TAM! — 3akpuyana @peHki B po3naui.

Bona nipHyna B HaTOBI, 3HOBY BIMJIACS B PyX.

— 3ynuHITH BiiHY! — BUTYKHYJIa, MIHABIIYU KyJakK. — [loBepHITH
ix qonomy!

[i rosioc ry6uBCs B Iysli ckaHIyBaHHs, alle BOHA IPOIOBKYBala
kpudatu. Bee ryunime. [loku He nmepeTBopuBcs Ha kpuk. Ha Bepeck.

Bona «xpuwama na Hikcona, Ha aaMiHICTpaliio, Ha
MiBHIYHOB’€THAMIIIB. | 1m0 Oinbine Kpuyana, To OibIIe Maiaio B Hii
JIFOTI.
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with all those white crosses planted in the trimmed green grass, she
was furious.

At Arlington Cemetery, policemen moved in to stop a
group of blackclad women who carried wreaths.

“They’re Gold Star Mothers,” someone yelled.

“Let them through.” “Let them through, let them through,
let them through,” the crowd chanted.

The Gold Star Mothers stood outside the entrance to the
cemetery in a small clot, all in black, their movements blocked. It
seemed they didn’t know where to go. None dropped their floral
wreaths.

Gold Star Mothers, women who had lost their sons in
Vietnam, being denied the opportunity to put wreaths on their sons’
graves. One of the mothers looked up, her cheeks lined with tears,
and met Frankie’s gaze.

It made her think of her mother and the loss of her brother.
Losing Finley had destroyed their family.

How dare the cops haul Gold Star Mothers away from their
sons’ graves?

The mood of the marchers changed. Frankie felt the
outrage, the anger. Frankie joined her voice in the chanting. “Let
them in.”

“Hell, no, we don’t want your war

A helicopter flew threateningly over the crowd. Frankie
heard the familiar thwop-thwop-thwop and thought of all the men
who’d died. And she knew that helicopters had guns.

“Bring them home!” she screamed. “End the war!”

',’

Komu BoHM aicramucss 10 APpIIHTTOHCHKOTO HAI[iOHAIBHOTO
LBUHTAps, 3 MOro OUIMMM XpecTamu, PIBHO BHUCTPYI'aHUMH B
HiACTpIDKEHIH TpaBi, @peHKi BKe KUIILIA BiJ] THIBY.

Tam mosminis meperopoawia MUIX TPYyIi )KIHOK Y YOPHOMY, 1110
HECIIU BiHKH.

— Ile martepi «30510TOI 31pKU», — 3aKPHUUAB XTOCh.

— IIpomycrits ix!

— IIponycrits! IIpomycTiTh! — ckaHyBaB HaTOBII.

Marepi «3070T01 3ipKU» 1€ Ti, XTO BTPAaTUB CUHIB y B’eTHaMmi,
CTOSUIM, HE 3HAIOUH, Kyiu WTH. Yci B yopHOMY. KokHa TpuMasia BiHOK.
[ )xoHa HE BUITyCTHIIA OTO 3 PYK.

M He 03BOJIANM HOKIACTH BIHKM HA MOTHIIM CBOIX JTel.

OpHa 3 )KIHOK MiHsJIa TOJIOBY, Ha IIOKaX CIIbO3H, i 3yCcTpiiacs
noryisioM 3 OpeHki.

®dpeHki oapasy 3rajana CBOIO MarTip i BTpaTy Opara.

Cwmeptp Diniti po3ipBaia iXHIO CiM’10.

SIk MO’KHa HE MMyCTUTH LIUX MATePiB A0 MOTHII iXHIX CHHIB?

VY HatoBmi mock 3pymwiock. ['HiB. OOypenns. I ®penki
JOJTy9HIIacs 10 CKaH/TyBaHHS:

— BnycriTs ix!

— Hi, yoprt 3abupaii, Mu He X04eMo Bauloi BiiiHH!

Han ronoBaMu 3arpo3;imMBo mposieTiB BepToniT. OGpeHki nmouysa
3HAHOMHI Ty-TY-Ty-Ty 1 TIeped ouMMa 3’ SBHJIMCS OOJMYYS BCIX
3aru0iamx.

Bona 3nana, 1o BepToiab0TH 030pO€EHi.

— IToBepHITh iX H0AOMY! — KpHyasia BOHA. — 3aKiHYITh BilHY!
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Chapter 2. Kristin Hannah’s feminist historical novel in Ukrainian
translation: Challenges of Rendering special style of The Women

2.1. Genre characteristics and author’s style of the novel The Women

Kristin Hannah’s novel The Women (2024) is a historical fiction. It focuses on the Vietnam
War, a period that in American cultural memory was associated only with male exploits, heroism,
and courage. The main character, Frances “Frankie” McGrath, is a young girl from Southern
California who volunteers as a nurse in the United States Army Nurse Corps. The author depicts
not only the cruelty of war, which leaves its mark on the main character in the form of PTSD, but
also the displacement of women from spaces for veterans, raising issues of sexism and the
invisibility of women's contributions.

The idea for The Women originated more than twenty years before its publication, when
Hannah first imagined a story centered on a nurse. The author began to realize her idea in early
2020, when the tireless work of nurses in hospitals reminded her of how, 60 years ago, women
provided non-stop medical care to soldiers during the Vietnam War. In an interview, Hannah
shared that the war era had “cast a huge shadow across [her] life.” “For years, [ wanted to write
about the turbulence and chaos and division of the times, but it wasn't until the pandemic. ... That's
when I knew I was ready to write about the women who served in the war and were forgotten at
home.” (LibraryThing Blog)

Although Kristin Hannah's The Women meets the basic criteria of a historical novel,
recreating the spirit of the era, the historical background, and the social conditions of the Vietnam
War, its genre specificity goes beyond the traditional historical narrative. The novel fits into the
subgenre of feminist historical novels, where the focus is not so much on the events of the war as
on the emotional experiences of women, their psychological reactions, traumas, and choices. In
this type of prose, history appears not as a series of facts, but as a space of female memory and
experience. As E. Pellicer-Ortin notes, in feminist interpretations of the war past, the female voice
“overcomes the traditional militant perspective of war,” opening up an alternative, emotionally
charged perspective (Pellicer-Ortin, 2018). This is precisely Gennia's approach: she deliberately
focuses on the inner world of her characters, their fears, solidarity, losses, and way of
understanding war.

Stylistically, the novel also departs from the canon thanks to its intertextual structure. The
author structures the narrative as a multi-layered text in which the central story is constantly
interrupted by letters, memories, and internal monologues, embedded microtexts that create a
separate intimate space for the heroine. This form of intertextuality is not limited to allusions, but
becomes a means of female self-expression and psychological retrospection. According to K.
Lisowska, feminist authors often use similar techniques to transform the heroic narrative and
restore the voice of female experience, which has been suppressed in official history (Lisowska,
2014). In The Women, these intertextual fragments form a two-layered structure: the external
world of frontline events and the internal, emotionally charged space of women, allowing the
reader to experience the war “from within.”

According to the definition in the Britannica online dictionary, a historical novel is “a novel
that has as its setting a period of history and that attempts to convey the spirit, manners, and social
conditions of a past age with realistic detail and fidelity” (Britannica). While this description offers
a clear starting point, in practice the genre is much harder to understand.

Historical novels have always been a subject of debate, as it is quite difficult to determine
an acceptable level of accuracy for an author's text that is not an exact reproduction of historical
events. This genre is marked by hybridity. Jerome de Groot stresses that historical fiction is “a
knotty one to pin down, including within its boundaries a multiplicity of different types of fictional
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formats” (De Groot 2010). He emphasizes that the genre is marked by hybridity, a single text may
contain elements of romance, detective fiction, thriller, or satire.

This shows that there are no strict or universal criteria for determining the right balance
between fact and fiction. Still, most scholars agree that creating a believable sense of the past is
essential for the reader’s engagement. As Fleishman notes, “most novels set in the past — beyond
an arbitrary number of years, say 40—-60 — are liable to be considered historical” (Fleishman 1971).

Therefore, looking more closely at the difference between an fictional novel and a
historical one, it becomes clear that they share many common traits. For example, both feature
fictional characters, a structured plot, and conflicts that drive the narrative. Yet, as De Groot
observes, while both are rooted in realism and focus on character development, [the historical
novel “fundamentally entails an engagement on the part of the reader... with tropes, (...) that are
particular, alien, and strange” (De Groot 2010). In other words, the reader should feel immersed
in an era that is no longer real.

Another key difference lies in the question of authenticity. As Nield (1998) points out,
historical novelists often face the risk of being accused of “hoodwinking” their readers, since the
recreation of a past era’s atmosphere can never be completely accurate. In this sense, the historical
novel constantly balances between fact and imagination, between history and storytelling. In
contrast, fictional novels are typically evaluated based on elements such as plot or character
development, rather than their fidelity to historical truth.

From all of the above, we can highlight several defining features of historical novels:

1. Temporal Distance — The story must be set in a past beyond the living memory of the
author, which demands research rather than personal recollection.

2. Interplay of Fact and Fiction — As Hayden White and others argued, history itself is
narratively constructed, so fiction may aid in presenting truths about the past that pure
chronicle cannot

3. Reader’s Active Role — Readers of historical novels are invited to negotiate between
familiarity and estrangement, experiencing “the snap and tang of the past”

Unfortunately, there is currently no single classification of historical novels. De Groot
points to the multiplicity of forms: from romanticized adventures in the tradition of Dumas to
philosophical or postmodern re-workings of history (De Groot 2010). Meanwhile, Ukrainian
scholar S. Andrusiv (Andrusiv, 1997), whose typology has been adopted by critics such as E. Baran
and B. Valnyuk, distinguishes three broad groups:

1. Historico-artistic novels, where imagination and aesthetic reconstruction dominate.

2. Artistic-historical novels, where fiction and fact are balanced.

3. Artistic-documentary works, where documentation and archival evidence prevail, and
imagination plays a secondary role.

As Andrusiv notes, “for each genre group a particular type of invention and artistic
generalization is characteristic” and yet there remains “an inexhaustibility of sub-genre forms not
always subject to classification” (Andrusiv, 1997). These forms test the boundaries of the genre
but still belong to it as long as they engage consciously with the historical record.

2.2 Intertextuality in K. Hannah's novel The Women.

Reading Kristin Hannah's book The Women, it is hard not to notice how emotional the text
is. The emotionality in the text is aimed not only at reflecting the characters' feelings, but also at
evoking an emotional response directly from the reader. When discussing emotionality in
literature, it is worth noting that it is not simply derived from real feelings but is conveyed through
style, composition, intonation, rhythm, and cultural codes. Thus, emotionality in literature acts not
only as an instrument of aesthetic influence but also as part of the author's style. It is through the
writer's individual style that we can trace how emotional tension is created and conveyed.

One of the key features of the novel is its intertextuality, but not in the classical sense of
quotations from other works, but in the form of letters and inserts that interrupt the main narrative

50



and introduce the heroine's emotional monologue. In these letters, the heroines express pain,
memories, shame, love, everything that remains outside the frontline chronicle. In the context of a
feminist historical novel, this strategy is essential: letters become a space for female self-
expression and memory. In her analysis, researcher E. Gilbert shows that “intertextual practices in
women's prose function as means of polyphony and deconstruction of dominant narratives.”
(Gilbert, S. M., 2014)
This structure includes:

- the main narrative of events at the front, describing the actions of the heroines as nurses;

- inserted letters, which convey a different tone: personal, intimate, emotional;

- flashbacks and internal monologues, which form the polyphony of time and memory.

The letters are not just a “plot detail,” but intertextual insertions that create an internal
dialogue within the work: the heroine corresponds, addresses her family, recalls the past, and we
read her “other voice.”

According to Jessica Mason (Intertextuality in Practice), “An intertextual reference is any
articulated, examinable product of narrative interrelation.” According to M. Allen's definition
(Intertextuality, 2011), every text “exists not in isolation, but as part of an endless chain of
quotations, allusions, and echoes of other texts.” From this, we can conclude that no work can be
completely autonomous, and its essence is created in interaction with already established cultural
meanings.

For convenience, we will divide intertextuality into internal and external (Allusion).

Internal intertextuality refers to internal connections within a single text: repetitions of
motifs, images, or references to previous events or episodes in the work.

External (Allusion) refers to connections between the text and other works, historical
events, real people, or cultural phenomena.

Firstly, we need to define internal intertextuality and identify how it works. According to
English Studies, «Intertextuality ... includes references or allusions within a text, where one part
of the work may refer to or resonate with another part, creating layers of meaning and enriching
the reader’s understanding.». Unlike allusion references to other works, texts, or events, internal
intertexts create a polyphony within a single narrative space and alter its composition and tone. In
Christine Gheni's novel The Women (2024), internal intertextuality is realized through the heroine
Frankie McGratt's correspondence with her relatives and numerous flashbacks, which interrupt the
main narrative. Contemporary research emphasizes that epistolary and multimedia practices in the
20th and 21st centuries have revived interest in such internal forms as means of psychologizing
and polyphony in texts. Authors of The Epistolary Renaissance: A Critical Approach to
Contemporary Letter Narratives in Anglophone Fiction (Ldschnigg & Schuh, eds., 2018) state that
“The prominence of letters in recent fiction is due in part to the rediscovery, by contemporary
writers, of letters as an effective tool for rendering aspects of historicity, liminality,
marginalization...”

We would like to examine the main functions of intertextuality in the work The Women:

1. Psychologization of the character. According to Kym Brindle, embedded texts provide
access to intimate voices, inner doubts, guilt, and hope; letters particularly function as a
means of confession or self-deception (Brindle, 2018).

2. Contrast and dialogue with the main narrative Letters and flashbacks contrast with the
“external” description of events, creating a multidimensional view of the event (what
happened and how the character feels about it).

3. Compositional function. Letters mark time boundaries and serve as breaks in the narrative's
pace.

4. Social-discursive function Epistolary writing can represent the “public” or “private”
language of the era (linguistic markers, forms of address, cultural codes).
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In the narrative of The Women, letters form a distinct intertextual layer that both disrupts
and enriches the main storyline. These epistolary insertions do more than simply diversify the
form, they create shifts in tone, perspective, and emotional distance that deeply affect how the
reader perceives Frankie’s inner world. Broadly, the letters can be divided into two structural types,
each serving its own narrative function.

The first type consists of letters that abruptly interrupt the ongoing events. They appear
without any preparatory action, functioning almost like a narrative cut. This sudden insertion
creates an immediate contrast between the emotional intensity of the main storyline and the often
calmer, more curated tone of the letter. For instance, during a tense quarrel between Frankie and
the man she cares about, when she discovers he has a wife and child, the scene is suddenly broken
by a dated letter to her parents. This sharp transition underlines the emotional dissonance between
Frankie’s lived experience and what she chooses to share with her family.

“Sarah must be a saint to put up with your sorry ass.” “That she is, McGrath,” he
said, looking at her sadly. “That she is.”

May 16, 1967 Dear Mom and Dad, (...) The countryside is beautiful here. A kind of
green I’ve never seen before, and the water is a stunning turquoise. We are in the
monsoon season now... No wonder everything is so green.”

Here, the intensity of confrontation—anger, betrayal, disillusionment—breaks off mid-
emotion and gives way to a serene, almost idyllic description of Vietnam. Instead of
acknowledging the chaos, Frankie constructs a soothing image meant for parental consumption.
The dramatic rupture emphasizes how letters work as emotional self-regulation, a retreat into a
controlled narrative, and a way to mask turmoil behind descriptions of natural beauty.

The second type of letters differs in structure and function: these are letters introduced
gradually, through a description of the heroine’s physical actions. Before the text of the letter
appears, the narrative pauses to show Frankie writing, folding paper, opening a drawer, or holding
stationery. These gestures serve as narrative bridges, softening the transition into the epistolary
form. Such letters are not interruptions but rather extensions of the preceding events. They often
serve as reflective commentary, Frankie summarizing, processing, or stabilizing what has just
occurred.

“Thanks for being there for me, even from half a world away. I sure would love
another picture from home. I miss you. Luv”

Frankie put down her pen, took a sip of warm TaB, and folded up the piece of thin
blue stationery. Leaning sideways, she put the letter on her bedside chest, beside the
stack of letters from home she’d been rereading.

In this example, the transition happens in reverse: the letter ends, and the narrative resumes,
showing Frankie’s physical environment, grounding her emotional expression in concrete action.
The placement of the letter among others, the warm TaB, the bedside chest—all these details
connect her handwritten words to her lived present moment, giving the letter a sense of continuity
rather than rupture. The intertext thus becomes a natural, organic strand woven into the fabric of
the narrative.

The third structural pattern occurs when the main narrative flows into the intertext instead
of the other way around. Here, the action leads directly into a letter, and the reader witnesses how
external events trigger the act of writing. These bridges emphasize the permeability between
Frankie’s internal and external worlds.

“In the glow of her bedside lamp, she opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out a
piece of stationery with her full name written in elegant script across the top.
March 17 Dear Barb, I'm home. No one told me how tough it was, this re-entry.”

This transition foregrounds the act of writing itself. By showing Frankie in a moment of
solitude, illuminated only by her bedside lamp, the narrative visually marks the passage into a
more intimate communicative space. The letter that follows carries emotional weight precisely
because the narrative has prepared the reader for it through gesture, atmosphere, and pacing.

Throughout the novel, markers such as dates, salutations My dear Mom and Dad, shifts in
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tone, and descriptions of physical action signal these transitions between the main text and the
letters. These markers not only organize the narrative structure but also perform a semantic
function: they highlight contrasts, emphasize emotional dissonances, and reinforce the duality of
Frankie’s life. In letters that interrupt scenes, the contrast is often stark—the narrative presents
chaos, trauma, or conflict, while the letter offers an almost forced stability or beauty. In letters
introduced through action, the epistolary voice becomes an extension of the narrative voice,
providing clarification, emotional processing, or suppressed details.

After many letters, the narrative returns with added commentary, filling in omissions,
revealing what Frankie hides, or expanding on the consequences of events she briefly mentions.
This creates a layered perspective: the reader sees both Frankie’s outward communication and her
inner truth. This structural dynamic mirrors the broader thematic tension of the novel, the divide
between the brutal reality of war and the sanitized, distant world of home, where her mother writes
about trivial matters while people die around Frankie. The intertextuality of the letters, therefore,
is not only a stylistic choice but a fundamental narrative mechanism that exposes the emotional
fragmentation and dual existence at the core of Frankie’s story.

However, intertextuality in The Women is not limited to internal microtexts or letters—the
novel actively interacts with external cultural and historical codes, which brings us to another type
of textual connection: allusion. According to Alfaro, “Allusion includes references to social and
historical norms as well as earlier works” (Alfaro 1996). Allusion that refers to external events or
social context is one of the most expressive ways of forming the cultural context of a work of art.
It involves referring to real historical events, documents, quotations, literary or cultural codes that
exist outside the text. Such references not only enhance the authenticity of what is depicted, but
also allow the reader to immerse themselves more deeply in the historical or emotional atmosphere
of the work.

As Jonathan Caller notes (The Literary in Theory, 2007), allusion “forces the reader to
participate in a shared cultural experience, activating memories of other texts and events.” In this
way, the author does not simply quote or refer to other works, but creates a polyphonic space in
which the past echoes the present.

In addition, according to Graham Allen (Intertextuality, 2011), allusion can perform
several functions:

1. Aesthetic, when a quotation or allusion enriches the stylistic palette of a work;

2. Cognitive, when historical or documentary references help the reader better understand the
context of the era;

3. Emotional, when references to well-known cultural events or images evoke certain
associations or memories in the reader.

2.3 Rendering intertextuality in K. Hannah's novel The Women.

We rendered intertextuality in the translation of The Women using the translation
techniques proposed by Molina and Albir. Their classification allows us to work with intertexts
systematically, taking into account both the formal and functional aspects of the text. When
translating letters, both those that abruptly interrupt the narrative and those that are linked to the
plot, we used various techniques: modulation to reproduce changes in perspective and emotional
tone, transposition to harmonize grammatical structures between English and Ukrainian, and
variation in cases where cultural or contextual elements required meaningful transfer into
Ukrainian literary norms.

The first example of intertextuality we would like to consider is a letter to a friend in which
the main character talks about her loss:

... September 30, 1967 Dear Ethel, ... I don’t know how to write this letter, but if I don’t
say the words to someone, I'll keep lying to myself. Jamie is gone ... (Hannah 2024, p. 114). — ...
30 sepecns 1967 poky [Hopoza Emens, ... A ne 3uaro, 3 4oeo nouamu, ane aKujo 5 ybo2o He HAnUuuLy,
mo 1 oani obpexamumy cobi. [iceiimi binvule Hemac ...
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We used modulation to make the translation sound more natural and comprehensible for
Ukrainian readers when rendering the following phrases: I don’t know how to write this letter, [
don’t say the words to someone, and Jamie is gone.

In the case of I don’t know how to write this letter, we also applied omission, since the
word letter was not included in the Ukrainian version to maintain the natural rhythm and emotional
tone of the sentence.

The following intertextual element reflects this sentiment through the use of emotionally
charged language:

... March 24, 1969 Dear Rye, This time at home has been a shit show ... (Hannah 2024, p.
210). — ... 24 6epesns 1969 poxy Jlroouu Paiu, Leii uac yooma ye npocmo nexio...

The emotionally charged words in the source text are rendered through the idiom nexio,
which conveys the meaning of a terrible or unbearable situation. Because of structural and
idiomatic differences between English and Ukrainian, a literal translation would sound unnatural,
as there is no direct equivalent of this expression in Ukrainian, so that while translating this
sentence, we used the variation technique (Molina & Albir 2002, p. 510)..

The next example illustrates a different dimension of intertextuality is an intimate, deeply
personal letter Frankie writes to her parents, long before she discovers that her father will reject
her decision to serve in Vietnam:

... May 16, 1967 Dear Mom and Dad, I am training to be a surgical nurse now...How'’s
life back in the world?... (Hannah 2024, p. 83). — ... 16 mpaens 1967 poky Moi nio6i, mamo u
mamy, 3apasz mpenyloce bymu xipypeiunoio medcecmpoio... Ak y eac cnpasu édoma?...

Unlike the previous tragic letter, this one has a different emotional nature: warmth, trust,
kinship. When translating this fragment, we applied modulation, rendering the phrase How s life
back in the world? as Ak y eac cnpasu edoma? to adapt it to Ukrainian cultural and linguistic
norms. In the source text, the expression back in the world reflects the perspective of soldiers or
medical staff who are physically and emotionally detached from civilian life during the Vietnam
War. This phrase conveys the contrast between the war zone and peaceful everyday life at home.
Since there is no direct equivalent in Ukrainian that would sound natural and still carry the same
emotional tone, we chose a more contextually appropriate rendering Ak y sac cnpasu edoma?
which maintains the intended meaning of longing for normal life and emotional distance from
family, while ensuring fluency and authenticity for the target audience. Also, the amplification
technique was used in phrase Moi 106i to emphasize Frankie's attachment to his parents, which
corresponds to the intimate nature of the letter.

Although letters constitute the main and most noticeable layer of internal intertextuality,
The Women uses another important variety of it—the return in the text to phrases, lines, and
statements of deceased characters that are repeated in the mind of the main character. This is also
a form of internal intertextuality, as the work contains fragments that function as autonomous
semantic elements from the past but appear in the present narrative.

We can see the first example in the phrase:

You're safe, McGrath ... I've got you (Hannah 2024, p. 113). — Tu 6 6e3neyi, Maxl pam...
A nopyu.

This fragment functions in the novel as a voice of support that Frankie repeats to himself
in moments of stress. When translating, we used the technique of literal translation, conveying
You're safe as Tu 6 be3neyi, and the modulation technique, translating / 've got you as A nopyu.

Another instance:

She wrote You fight on one side of the stone and McGrath on the other (Hannah 2024, p.
112). — Ha xameHi BoHa Hanucana: «bopucs 3 oqHOTO 00Ky, a Makl pam — 3 THIIOTOY.

This material text within the text is a phrase left on a stone, which itself becomes a
microtext within the novel. This technique adds a layer of symbolism: it is like an “encrypted
message” that outlives the events. Here, we used modulation and literal translation. The
modulation reflects the syntactic order natural to Ukrainian and highlights the symbolic duality of
the inscription.
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The next example is also the voice of the deceased, who continues to be present in Frankie's
inner world:

Frankie’s mind played and replayed the last thing Jamie had said to her. I love you,
McGrath (Hannah 2024, p. 111). — i M0o30k npomoBxkyBaB 3HOBY if 3HOBY BiATBOPIOBATH HOTO
octaHHi cioBa: A oo mebe, Maxl pam.

This fragment was rendered using literal translation combined with transposition,
replacing Jamie with iioco to avoid redundancy. The phrase A nwobr0 mebe, Maxl pam was
preserved in italics to mirror the original typographical emphasis on memory and trauma.

An instance of allusion can be seen in the letter from Frances’s parents, which, unlike the
previous one, is written in a less restrained but even more emotionally expressive way.

April 21, 1967 Dear Frances Grace ... In your absence, the country has gone mad. Sit-ins.
Protests (Hannah 2024, p. 71). — 21 xeéimus 1967 poky [opoeca @pencic I peitic, ... 3a mgoei
siocymrnocmi kpaina 300xceeonina. Cuosui cmpauxu. [Ipomecmu.

When translating this letter, we applied amplification, since the term Siz-ins has no direct
equivalent in Ukrainian. Therefore, we added the word cmpaiixu (“protests” or “strikes”™) to help
Ukrainian readers better grasp the socio-political context of the period. During the Vietnam War,
many Americans were outraged by the government’s decision to send young soldiers to their
deaths.

The Summer of Love. (There wasn’t so much as a mention of it in the Stars and Stripes.)
It was vaguely obscene (Hannah 2024, p. 116). — Jlitro koxaHHs... (Y “3ipku i cMyTru” 1po e He
3raJyBai.)

When translating this phrase, we applied the established equivalent technique. The
expression The Summer of Love refers to the social and cultural phenomenon of 1967 in the United
States — a period marked by countercultural movements, mass protests against the Vietnam War,
and the rise of hippie ideals of peace and free love. Since this historical event is widely known and
has an established translation in Ukrainian cultural discourse — Jlimo xoxanna — we used the
recognized equivalent to preserve the historical and cultural reference.

The phrase Stars and Stripes was rendered as 3ipxu i cmyeu, through a literal translation
technique because in this scene, the reference is to the U.S. military newspaper, where Stars and
Stripes literally mean the American flag. This adaptation maintains the reference to the military
context of the Vietham War.

Gold Star Mothers, women who had lost their sons in Vietnam (...) (Hannah 2024, p. 263)
— Martepi «3050T01 3ipKK» i€ Ti, XTO BTpaTUB CUHIB y B’eTHawmi (...)

When translating this phrase, we used the established equivalent technique. The term
Gold Star Mothers refers to a real American organization founded during the Vietnam War to
honor mothers whose children died while serving in the military. This concept has an officially
recognized analogue in Ukrainian cultural and historical discourse mamepi 3o10moi 3ipku. Since
this equivalent already exists and is widely understood, a literal rendering was not necessary to
achieve cultural accuracy.

You’re being transferred to the Seventy-First Evac (Hannah 2024, p. 117). — Bac
MEPEBOIATh Y CIMJIECST MEpIy €BaKyalliiiHy JIKapHIO.

In this case, we used amplification, since the original abbreviation Evac (short for
Evacuation Hospital) might not be immediately clear to a Ukrainian reader. The addition of the
word zikapnutro clarifies that this is a specific medical unit the 71st Evacuation Hospital, a real
location in Pleiku during the Vietnam War.

The amplification was necessary to preserve the referential accuracy of the text, as omitting
the clarification could obscure an important historical reference. This choice also contributes to
the intertextual dimension of the novel, which frequently references authentic places, institutions,
and cultural markers of the Vietnam War era.

The analysis of translation techniques applied to intertextual fragments identifies 20
instances of techniques used. Modulation is the dominant technique at 35%, reflecting the
emotional and cultural nuances of letters and monologues. Literal translation accounts for 20%,
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primarily in emotionally charged phrases. Amplification is at 15%, clarifying cultural references
for the Ukrainian audience. Established equivalents make up 10% for culturally specific
expressions like "Summer of Love." Less common techniques: omission, variation, transposition,
and typographical preservation — each represents 5%, but were vital for maintaining emotional
authenticity and stylistic distinctiveness.

2.4 Literary devices in The Women by Kristin Hannah

However, the expressiveness of The Women is also shaped by internal stylistic devices that
structure the emotional and psychological level of the text. After considering cultural and
referential layers, it is logical to turn to how the author constructs the intimate, subjective space of
the novel. The first technique to be considered is parenthesis.

According to the Book of Literary Terms, parenthesis is “the insertion of material that
interrupts the thought.” (Turco, 2020). Essentially, it is a deliberate interruption of a sentence to
emphasize certain moments in the plot, dialogues, etc. This attracts the reader's attention and gives
the prose a more informal or conversational tone.

According to Harris, parenthetical remarks can be introduced in several ways, each
differing in tone and level of emphasis:

The most dramatic form of parenthesis is the dash. Their use in text is usually characterised
by a sharp interruption of the sentence in order to make an author's remark, which is typically used
to provide additional information or to clarify a point. For example: The moral trauma after the
war was so severe — she is still being treated for PTSD — that she finds it difficult to integrate into
civil society.

The second, less dramatic form is the comma. The text appears more harmonious when
they are used, as it lessens the sense of interruption. For example: There was a sound, like the ones
she had always heard in Vietnam, so she immediately fell to the ground.

The last type of parenthesis is brackets. When using this type, the author's remark appears
as though it is of an optional nature, and is separated from the main narrative. For example: In war,
various types of equipment (including cold weapons) are issued to enable more effective defence
and attack.

Harris claims that parentheses are more than just a typographical device; it is a rhetorical
strategy with specific communicative functions.

Focusing on the first type of parenthesis, the dash, it is used to force the reader to pause
briefly and pay attention to the inserted remark before moving on to the main part of the sentence.
In addition, dashes can create a more conversational style of narration. In spoken language, we
convey intonation and emotional nuances with our voice, but in written language, this effect can
be achieved with parentheses. This creates a sense of closeness between the author and the reader,
as if the author is addressing them directly.

From the point of view of cognitive perception, parenthetical constructions activate the
reader's attention. Due to the need to pause for a moment and reflect on the inserted comment, the
reader interacts more deeply with the text. As Harris notes, parentheses are particularly effective
in keeping the reader's attention on the main idea while emphasizing the inserted element.

Thus, parenthesis allows the author to weave additional comments into the syntactic flow
of the sentence.

Another literary device used in the novel is enumeration. According to the Book of Literary
Terms, enumeration is a stylistic device based on the listing of several homogeneous elements
within a sentence or a longer syntactic structure. This device creates an effect of accumulation,
rhythm, or intensification (Turco, 2020). Enumeration often functions not merely as a descriptive
technique but as a way of structuring emotional and psychological experience within the narrative.

As stylisticians note, enumeration can serve several purposes. First, it may recreate the
overwhelming sensory experience of a character by piling up details, impressions, or actions that
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the character perceives simultaneously. Second, enumeration may intensify the emotional state;
the more items accumulate, the stronger the feeling of pressure, chaos, exhaustion, or urgency.
Third, it may work as a way of slowing down the narrative and drawing the reader’s attention to a
set of significant details. In narrative prose, enumeration often appears in moments of heightened
tension or internal fragmentation.

Then, exclamation sentences. In fiction, exclamation sentences do not simply record
speech, they dramatize the character’s emotional state and provide direct access to embodied
reaction.

The Book of Literary Terms defines an exclamatory sentence as “a construction whose
primary function is the expression of affect.” (Turco,2020). Importantly, exclamation sentences
can appear both in dialogue and in the narrator’s voice, though their function differs. In dialogue,
they recreate authentic emotional speech; in narration, they introduce a moment of heightened
subjectivity, temporarily breaking the neutral descriptive flow.

Exclamation sentences can therefore serve as emotional markers within the narrative,
helping the reader to identify shifts in mood, tone, or psychological intensity. Their sporadic but
strategic use in literary prose allows the narrator or characters to step out of neutrality and express
raw, unmediated feeling.

2.5 Rendering literary devices of K. Hannah's novel The Women into Ukrainian

It is essential to examine how specific stylistic devices function within the narrative and
how they are rendered in Ukrainian. One of the earliest and most illustrative examples is the use
of parenthesis, which plays a significant role in shaping the rhythm, emotional depth, and internal
fragmentation of the heroine’s experience. The first occurrence of parentheses in the text is
observed in the following sentence:

Because her patients couldn’t speak, she took extra care with each one to assess—and
assume—their pain levels (Hannah 2024, p. 61). — [i narieatu ne ropopumm, Tox it JoBoAHIOCS
BYUTHUCH OAYUTH, TOMIYaTH — 1 30TalyBaTHCI — XTO HACKIIBKU CTPAXK/IAE.

When translating this sentence, we applied a literal translation technique. In translating
the text into Ukrainian, the decision was made to preserve the use of dashes. In this case, the
stylistic device serves to highlight the protagonist’s lack of understanding of the complexities of
war. It becomes clear that she had never experienced such injuries before, nor had she ever
encountered patients in such severe conditions. Considering her limited nursing experience in her
small hometown, it is unlikely that she had ever been exposed to such intense and traumatic
situations.

The following example also illustrates the use of parentheses:

It was even worse than the whiskey she’d drunk—with Jamie—on her first night here
(Hannah 2024, p. 113). — I'ipuue, HiX Te BicKi, iK€ BOHa nMuja — 3 JkeiiMi — B mepIily Hiu.

When translating this fragment, we used literal translation. The parenthetical phrase
serves as a quiet yet deeply emotional interruption. Grammatically, it breaks the flow of the main
sentence, but in meaning, it reopens a wound, the painful memory of Jamie, who has already died
by this point in the story. By choosing dashes instead of commas or brackets, Kristin Hannah
emphasizes the suddenness and intensity of the emotion. It’s a brief moment of grief that overtakes
the character’s thoughts. Keeping the dashes in the Ukrainian translation works especially well, as
it preserves that sense of abrupt and involuntary remembrance.

No one was laughing or singing or dancing, not on this night, not in the wake of what had
happened to Jamie (Hannah 2024, p. 113). — HixTo He cmisiBcs, He CTiBaB, HE TaHIIOBaB. He mboro
pa3y. He micna Jixeiimi.

In translating this passage, we applied the modulation technique, as phrase not in the wake
of what had happened to Jamie was translated as He nicis [ocetimi to preserve the dramatic effect
in the sentence. In the original text, the phrase “not on this night, not in the wake of what had
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happened to Jamie” functions as a parenthetical remark that momentarily interrupts the narrative
flow to emphasize the cause of collective grief. In the Ukrainian translation, this effect is recreated
not through punctuation, but through syntactic fragmentation — short, standalone sentences that
replicate the emotional pause of parentheses and underline the finality of Jamie’s death.

Another powerful stylistic device in the novel is enumeration. It is used to convey
exhaustion, routine, and the endless repetition of military duties:

I spend my shift shining bright lights into my patients’ eyes, marking down any pupil
dilation, or lack thereof, changing surgical dressings, suctioning wounds, monitoring ventilators,
changing 1Vs, turning paralyzed patients every few hours, pinching or poking places on the bodies
to see if they can feel pain (Hannah 2024, p. 60). — L]ini 3minu 51 3atimMaioce mum, wjo ceiuy 6 oui
nayienmam, ClioKyr 3a 3iHUYAMU, 3MIHIOW N08 S3KU, 00poOsao panu, CIiOKYI0 3a anapamami,
nepesepmaro napaiiz08aHux, Cmasio KpaneibHuyi, nepesipsiio, Yu 8i0uy8arms 60HU Oilb.

In this excerpt, the stylistic device of enumeration conveys the protagonist’s exhaustion
and emotional detachment during her first days at the military hospital. The repetitive listing of
medical tasks creates a cumulative rhythm that mirrors the monotony and psychological pressure
of her routine.

In the translation, we applied the literal translation technique, preserving the syntactic
structure and the rhythm of enumeration to maintain the cascade-like effect of the original.

The following example of enumeration highlights the value of human support in the chaos
of war:

I’ve made two friends over here. Ethel Flint, an ER nurse from Virginia, and Barb Johnson,
a surgical nurse from Georgia. They re keeping me sane. My superior, Captain Smith, is great,
too. He’s from a small town near Kansas City. You would love him, Dad (Hannah 2024, p. 61). —
A 6orce maro mym 060x noopye: Emenv @ninm, 6ona 3 «ueuokoi» 3 Biposxcunii, i bap6 /[pconcon,
Xipypeiuna meocecmpa 3 [{ocopoicii. Bonu oonomazaiomv meHi He 3’ixamu 3 eny30y. Mii
HauanbHuk, kaniman Cymim, medxc kiacuui. 3 manenvkoz2o micmeuxa 0insa Kanzac-Cimi. Tooi 6 6in
cnooobascs, mamy.

The passage again uses enumeration to emphasize the heroine’s need for emotional
connection and the importance of the people around her. Each detail — name, origin, position —
reflects the narrator’s attachment to her companions and her attempt to find stability in chaos.

In the translation, we used the established equivalent technique for geographical names
(Virginia, Georgia, Kansas City) and a combination of transliteration (bap0, /[»oncoH) and
transcription (Etens, CMmit), following P. Newmark’s typology of proper-name translation (1988,
pp- 213-214).

As Newmark notes, transliteration is used when phonetic rendering is prioritized over
semantic adaptation, while transcription and adaptation compensate for asymmetry between SL
and TL phonemic systems. These techniques ensure naturalness and recognizability in the target
language.

Exclamatory sentences also play a special role in Franki's letters, a key intertextual element
of the novel. Letters should sound like “living speech,” not literary and restrained, but impulsive
and emotionally raw. That is why the author actively uses exclamation:

Please write back soon! (Hannah 2024, p. 61). — Yexamumy na 6i0nosios!

This emotionally charged sentence expresses longing and hope. We used modulation,
changing the perspective from an imperative (write back) to an emotional declarative form that
better fits Ukrainian communicative norms.

Another example of an exclamatory sentence is also taken from the letter:

I’'m learning so much! (Hannah 2024, p. 60). — 4 max 6azamo 6uycs!

Here, the literal translation technique was used, as the emotional tone and structure of the
original sentence are fully compatible with Ukrainian syntax. The exclamation mark preserves the
protagonist’s enthusiasm and exhaustion during her early days as a nurse.

In the characters' emotional speeches, both exclamatory constructions and various forms
of repetition play significant roles. These elements create an internal rhythm in the utterances and
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enhance the psychological impact of the text on the reader. For example, one notable technique is
the use of epiphora:

You’'re right. I know you’re right (Hannah 2024, p. 116). — Tu maem parmiro. S 3Hato0, 1m0
TH M€l parlito.

Here we used established equivalent (tu maem parito) and literal translation in the
second sentence to preserve conversational authenticity.

Another instance is a sentence from the letter that Frances’ mother wrote:

The world changes for men, Frances. For women, it stays pretty much the same (Hannah
2024, p. 71). — Csim 3mintoemvbcs 015 4on08iKie, Ppencic. Jns JHCiHOK 8iH 3aTUUAEMbCS MAdiCe
MAKUM Camum.

In this sentence the author used anaphora to emphasize the difference in attitudes toward
men and women between men and women. We used literal translation to preserve the parallel
syntactic construction (for men / for women), which underscores gender contrast, a key feminist
motif of the novel.

The analysis of translation techniques in fragments with parentheses, enumeration,
exclamatory constructions, anaphora, and epiphora reveals 11 instances of concrete techniques.
Literal translation is the most common (45.45%), aligning with the text's stylistic features that
allow for direct reproduction in the target language. Modulation and established equivalents each
represent 18.18%, mainly in emotionally intense and culturally specific contexts. Transliteration
and transcription are less frequent (9.09% each), used for proper names to ensure phonetic
accuracy.

2.6 Non-standard vocabulary in in feminist historical novel The Women by K. Hannah

Emotionally charged vocabulary in The Women is one of the key ways of conveying the
inner state of the characters, because it is through emotionally charged words that the writer creates
an atmosphere of exhaustion, fear, guilt, shame, and loss, i.e., feelings that cannot be conveyed
with neutral vocabulary. As A. Wierzbicka notes: “Emotional meanings are encoded differently in
different languages, and translators must reconstruct not only the semantic content but also the
expressive force of the original.” (Wierzbicka, 1999, p. 145). So its correct reproduction in
translation is critically important.

In The Women, emotionally charged vocabulary often appears in letters, because a letter
is an intimate space where the characters allow themselves to speak sincerely, without censorship,
often in a state of affect. That is why the translation of such fragments requires not only linguistic
accuracy, but also careful reproduction of the psychological weight that is expressed in each word.

2.7 Rendering non-standard vocabulary of The Women by K. Hannah into Ukrainian

The first example demonstrates an emotional outburst, formed in a short but extremely
expressive phrase:

Damn war (Hannah 2024, p. 115). — Krama séitina.

This sentence consists of only two words, but it conveys accumulated anger, despair, and
exhaustion. The conciseness of the phrase reflects its nature: it is not a reflection, but an emotional
outburst. An established equivalent was used in the translation process, as the Ukrainian
expression kisTa BiiiHa naturally conveys the frustration and irritation inherent in the English
original.

Gradually, the emotionally charged vocabulary in the novel takes on a harsher, more
“physical” form, reflecting the dehumanizing impact of war. The following excerpt demonstrates
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a more radical level of emotionality:

This soldier came in on a litter, all blown to shit (Hannah 2024, p. 208). — [IpuBesnu
connata. Ha nomax. I[Ipocto, 6:1s1xa, B M’sCO.

The English profanity shit expresses horror and disgust. It was translated by a stronger
Ukrainian swear word 6.sxa, which, using variation to represent strengthening of the original
emotional intensity to match TL norms of expressiveness. In the translation, it was particularly
important to convey not only the degree of horror, but also the rhythm and fragmentary nature of
the sentence, as short, broken phrases reproduce the nature of speech of a person in a state of shock.
That is why the text is translated as a series of short sentences Ilpuseziu conoama. Ha nowax.
IIpocmo, 6asxa, 6 m’sico, which conveys the same effect of breathlessness, confusion, and shock.

The quantitative analysis of the techniques applied to the translation of emotionally
charged vocabulary shows that three translation techniques were used in the selected fragments.
Established equivalents account for 33.3%, allowing for the reproduction of culturally natural
expressions. Variation, also 33.3%, enhances the impact of original profanity according to
Ukrainian norms. Modulation, including syntactic adaptations, makes up the final 33.3%,
preserving the source text's rhythm and psychological tension.
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Conclusions

This translation project involves translating five chapters of the novel "The Women,"
accompanied by the translator's notes, which describe the translation techniques employed. The
analysis of the source text reveals that Hannah's writing style heavily utilizes intertextuality,
particularly through letters that interrupt the narrative and express the heroines' emotions. These
epistolary elements require careful translation choices, as they differ in tone, register, rhythm, and
emotional intensity from the main narrative. Their intertextual nature enhances the authenticity of
the historical context and offers deeper insights into the characters' psychological states. Therefore,
accurately rendering these passages is crucial for preserving the structure and communicative
impact of the original text. passages essential for maintaining the structure and communicative
effect of the original.

An analysis of intertextual fragments (letters, internal repetitions, material inscriptions,
allusions) revealed the use of 20 translation techniques. The most common technique is modulation
(35%). 1t is intertextuality as a space for personal voice, memory, and emotions that requires the
translator to move away from literalism and adapt the image, intonation, or cultural subtext. Thus,
modulation is the leading technique in the translation of intertextual elements.

Analysis of fragments with stylistic devices such as pharentesis, enumeration, exclamation
sentences, anaphora, and epiphora revealed the use of 11 translation techniques. The most common
was the literal translation technique (45.45%), which allowed the syntactic organization and
rhythm of the original to be preserved.

Within the analysis of emotionally charged vocabulary, three main techniques were
identified, which are distributed evenly (33.3% each): established equivalent, variation, and
modulation.

The results of the study indicate that translating The Women necessitates a flexible blend
of various translation techniques to effectively capture the complexity of women's war history,
emotional depth, intertextual references, and the multifaceted nature of the text. The translated
excerpts and the analysis demonstrate that a keen focus on the author's style, as well as on the
cultural and psychological aspects of intertexts, is essential for accurately conveying the novel's
poetic qualities in Ukrainian.
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Appendix A
Translating Intertextuality: Translation Techniques According to Molina, 1.,
& Hurtado Albir

Transposition
5%

Variation
5%

Omission Modulation
5% 35%
Established equivalent
10%
Amplification
15%
Literal translation
20%
Appendix B
Translating Literary Devices: Translation Techniques According to Molina, 1.,
& Hurtado Albir
Transcription
9.1% Modulation

18.2%

Established equivalent
18.2%

Transliteration
9.1%

Literal translation
45.5%
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Appendix C

Molina & Hurtado Albir

Established equivalent

33.3% Modulation

33.3%

Variation
33.3%

Appendix D

MiHicTepCcTBo OcBiTv | Hayin YkpalHn
MKUTOMMPCBKUI AGPKQBHUIA yHiBEpCHTET iMeH IBaHa Opanka

Ceptndikar

3aceiguye, wo

JIyyurx FOnin

B3ANa y4actb y BceykpaiHebKii CTyaeHTCbKIA
HayKOBO-NPaKTUYHi KoHdepeHuil

«HoBi TeHAeHLUiT B nepeknano3HaBcTBi,
dinonorii Ta niHreoagnAakTULi B KOHTEKCTI
rno6anisauinHux npouecis»

I A 5 nuctonapa 2025 poky ;q
_ m% ﬁ‘%mmpm XYKOBCBKA
F-0212 \\\ iy

Translation Non-Standart Vocabulary: Translation Techniques According To
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