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SUMMARY

The translation project, based on Chris Rush’s book The Light Years, aims to highlight the
peculiarities and asymmetries of source and target cultures in the 1960s and 1970s.

The main objective of the research was to investigate and analyze the rendering of non-
equivalent lexical items and notions that are unknown or may pose a difficulty in understanding for
the Ukrainian audience. Specifically, the attention was placed on the notions of realia and allusions,
which are interwined in the text. The major challenge was to render such notions in Ukrainian
faithfully without compromising their emotional impact, sense, or over-domesticating the text.

The text is saturated with cultural values, everyday objects, clothing styles, piety, and
debauchery. The combination of opposing ideological and moral values creates a unique, absurd, and
frightening effect that is difficult to convey in the source language.

There are two sections in the project:

The first part of the project is dedicated to the rendering of the chosen target text into the
Ukrainian language. The primary goal was to translate accurately and totally immerse readers in the
cultural setting.

The second part, in detail, reveals the translation techniques applied to render non-equivalent
notions and allusions on the level of lexis.

Key words: translation, translation techniques, realia, lexis, non-equivalent items, American
culture peculiarities



AHOTAIISA

Lleit nepeknananbkuii mpoekT Ha ocHOBI MemyapiB Kpica Pama «The Light Years », mae Ha
MET1 BUCBITIIUTH OCOOJIMBOCTI Ta PI3HUIIIO YKPATHCHKOI Ta aMepUKaHChKOT KybTyp y 1960-x Ta 1970-
X POKIiB.

["'0110BHOIO METOIO OCHIKEHHS OyJ0 JOCIIKEHHs Ta aHali3 MepeKiaxy HEeeKBIBaTeHTHUX
JEKCUYHUX OAMHUIG T MOHSTH, SIKi € HEBIJOMUMH 200 MOXYTh BHKJIMKATH TPYAHOII B PO3yMiHHI
JUTSL YKpaiHChKO1 ayauTopii. 30kpema, yBara OyJia 30cepe/’keHa Ha MOHATTIX peasliii Ta anro3iid, sKi
HEePEeIUTITalOThCS B TEKCTI. [ 0JJIOBHUM 3aBIaHHM OyJI0 IepeaTu Taki MOHATTS YKpaiHChKOI MOBOIO
BIpHO, HE TIOTIPIUIYIOYH iX eMOLIHHOTO BIJIUBY, CEHCY Ta HE HAATO aJalTyIOYH TEKCT.

Tekct HacU4eHUH KyJTbTYPHUMH [IHHOCTSIMH, TPEIMETAMH MOBCSIKIEHHOTO BXKUTKY, CTHIISIMU
0Ty, NOOOXHICTIO Ta po3mycToro. IloeaHaHHS NPOTWIEKHUX I1JEOJIOTITYHUX Ta MOPAIbHUX
IIHHOCTEH CTBOPIOE YHIKAIbHUN, aOCYpIHHM 1 CTPaxXiTAUBHHI e€PeKT, KUl BaXKO MepeaTH MOBOIO
OpUTiHAIY.

[TpoexT ckinafaeTbes 3 ABOX YACTHH:

[lepmra yacTuHa MPOEKTY MPUCBAYEHA NEpPEKIagy OOpaHOTO TEKCTY YKPaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO.
[onoBHOIO MeTOIO OyJ0 TOYHE TEPEeKJIaJeHHS Ta IOBHE 3aHYpEHHS YWTadiB y KyJIbTYpHE
CepeloBHILE.

Jlpyra yacTuHa JeTalbHO PO3KPUBAE IMEpeKIafalbki MPUHOMH, 3aCTOCOBaHI Ui Iepeaayi
HECKBIBAJICHTHHX TOHSATH Ta aJIF031i HA JIEKCHYHOMY PiBHI.

VY mepuriii yacTHHI IPEICTAaBIECHO MEPEKIIaj] aBTOpa BUOPAHOTO MaTepiany 3 aHTJIIHChKOT MOBH
Ha YKpalHCbKy, MPUYOMY TMPIOPUTETHUM 3aBJAHHSIM OyJjio 30epekKeHHs pO3BakaabHOI (PyHKIIT
opHriHaiy Ta 3a0e3ne4eHHs1 00'€KTUBHOCTI i a/IeKBaTHOCTI MEPEKIIaIy.

Jlpyra yacTHHa MICTHTh aHaJi3 Ta OOTPYHTYBaHHS aJCKBAaTHOCTI MEePEKIagallbKUX MPUHOMIB,
BUKOPUCTaHUX y MEpeKsIajl BUOpaHoro marepiaiay. Y LbOMY pO3JLTl HaJaHO MOSICHEHHS METOMIB 1
npolecy HepeKiaay, a TaKOXK MepeKIaJalbKuX PillleHb, BKIIOYAI0UYM BUKOPUCTaHHS NMPUHOMIB Ha
JIEKCUYHOMY Ta FPaMaTUYHOMY PIBHSX, @ TaKOX 3MIHHM Ta MEPETBOPEHHs, 110 BIAOYyIUCS MiA Yac
nepexyay.

Knrouosi cnoea: nepexnao, nepexnadayvki nputiomu, peanii, JeKCUKA, HeeK8i8aNeHmHI
00UHUYI, 0COOIUBOCMIT AMEPUKAHCLKOT KYIbMYPU
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INTRODUCTION

Translation has been an essential subject of linguistic research for decades. It is primarily
serves to reproduce linguistic units expressed in writing in the language of the target audience.
However, it is important to note that the role of translation in modern society has undergone a
metamorphosis, now encompassing more than just the reproduction of words and sentences. Due to
sociocultural, political, and other changes, translation has become a vehicle for culture and an actual
means of intercultural communication among readers of different countries, genres, authorial styles,
etc. According to several canonical definitions proposed by scholars and translators from around the
world, translation is not only a communicative act, but also a blurring of cultural boundaries and
borders, a highlighting and transmission of differences, and a contributor to the development of both
cultures.

In light of the aforementioned, the main priority of a modern translator, whose task is to create
an adequate translation, should be to accurately reproduce linguistic units at different linguistic levels
through detailed research in order to form a complete picture in the reader's imagination; convey the
author's tone, rhythm, and style; and ensure understanding of cultural features and differences. This
requires the translator to immerse themselves in the cultural context and fully understand it. Thus,
conducting a translation analysis of the text before starting work and familiarizing oneself with the
foreign ideology improve the quality of the translated material and facilitate the translation of alien
concepts, references, and allusions.

Similarly, work was carried out on this translation project based on Coming-of-Age memoir
The Light Years by Cris Rush. The main and most painstaking part of the work was the translation of
the selected text material, but the text is distinguished by its rich vocabulary of 1960s and 1970s
America, so the linguistic phenomenon under study turned out to be culturally embedded concepts,
which we identified as realities and allusions. Such cultural elements in the text, which fall under the
definition of non-equivalent vocabulary, form a new space for further research, because the culture,
traditions, habits, and way of life of a particular country or society are inexhaustible and can be
translated differently depending on the context. Therefore, justifying and defending the chosen
equivalents, as well as the translation techniques used in the target language, can be a challenge for
the translator and requires deeper study, which makes the topic relevant

Moreover, at present, no scientific works are researching the books or art of Chris Rush, which
are filled with flights of fancy and imagination, and also convey the ideology of teenagers and adults
at a turning point in culture, bringing novelty to this work. During the project, a detailed analysis of
both the original text and the translation was conducted, which proved to be the main challenge.

However, this study is not limited to the translation itself, but also covers the following
objectives:- To characterize the source text and outline its cultural and linguistic peculiarities- To
identify and classify realia found in the literary work- To analyze translation techniques applied while
rendering culture-specific elements

The original text has 68,441 characters and 12,517 words, while the translation has 71,191
characters and 11,314 words, making the translation slightly longer than the original, but this is
justified by the peculiarities of word formation in the Ukrainian language.



CHAPTER 1. TRANSLATION OF THE LIGHT YEARS BY CHRIS RUSH

IT'S AUGUST.

Flower Boy

We're in the basement, hiding from the heat. I'm in a sweaty
heap with my little brothers, Mike and Steve, and two neighbor kids,
Becky and Jimmy. We lie on the floor, silent, just the sound of our
breathing.

Then I say it: Let's play poison.

The game is invention and I'm prepared. From my shorts I
produce a roll of my Life Savers, carefully unspooling the foil
wrapper. Slipping a cherry into my mouth, I hand out sublime
flavors to my companions: watermelon, pineapple, orange, lime.
They suck their candy, serious as cyanide.

We all wait for the inevitable—it won't be long.

It's the summer of '67 and I've just turned eleven. Thin as a
matchstick, with a big dollop of blond hair across my brow, I close
my eyes, preparing to die. As usual, Becky will be the first to feel
the symptoms.

Becky is excitable. She's twelve and a half, with flaming red hair
and new boobs. Becky doesn't know how to whisper.

In perfect agony, she calls out, “Help me! Something's terribly
wrong!" I say, "What is it, my darling?"

She places my hand on her chest. "Can you feel it? I'm burning
up!" she screams. And it's true: her breasts are surprisingly warm.

"I-I can't breathe," she stutters. "Our food was poisoned!"

Taking my hand back from her hot bra, I tremble.

CEPITEHb

KsiTkoBuit Xnomuuk

Mu nexxuMo y TiaBati, XOBalOYUCh BiJl crieku. JIUIKI Bif MOTY,
Moi mMonoami Opatu, Maiik i CtiB Ta ABO€ Cyciachkux aitel, beki Ta
JlxuMi, po3BaSTMITUCS KYTIOKO Ha IMiAj1031. THIlly IepepuBac JIUIIe HaIlle
JUXaHHS.

I Toni st mpomonyto 3irpat B «OTpyTY».

Ile Buramana rpa, 10 SIKOi 5 3aBXXKIM TOTOBUH. S icTaro 3 KUIIIEH1
nakeTuk JpoasHuKIB “Jlaiid CeliBepc” 1 06epekHO PO3ropTao OAUH 3
HUX. [IpOKOBTHYBIIIM BUIIHEBY ITyKEPKY, S PO3JAI0 Jpy3sKaM iHIII
JTUBOBMKHI CMaKu: KaByH, aHaHaC, alleJIbCHH Ta JlaliM. BoHH CMOKYYTh
JTBOJITHUKY 3 CEPHO3ZHUMH OOINYUSIMU, HEMOBOU 1€ I1aHi/I.

Mu Bci 3aBMUPAEMO B OUiKyBaHHI HEMHHYYOT0, /KE CMEPTh HE
3a0apUThCSI.

HazaBopi niTo mrictaecsaT cbOMOro, i MEHi TiIbKU-HO CTYKHYJIO
OMMHAMIATE. | s, XyJOpHsSBUHM, SK TMaJgHIs, 3 BEIMKOI KOIHOIO
CBITJIOTO BOJIOCCSI Ha 4OJIi, TOTYIOCh 10 cMepTi. beki, sik 3a3Buuai,
OyJ1a mepIor, XTO BiIYYB CUMIITOMH.

Beki kiboBa. [if IBaHANIATE 3 TIONOBUHOIO, Y HET SICKpaBe py/e
BOJIOCCS 1y HEl BXKe 3’ IBIJIMCH MUIbKHA. beki He BMi€ MEMOTITH.

VY mraneHiii aroii BOHa KPUYHTh:

— Jlomomoxits! 31 MHOIO I10CH BiIOyBaeThCs!

— [Ilo came, MOST KpUXITKO? — TTOI[IKABUBCS .

— Tu ne BiquyBaem? S manato!

Bomna npurtuckae Moo pyky 10 rpyaei. I Bonu, Ha AMBO, IiHCHO
ropsTh. beki 3aikaeTbcs.

— S H-He Moxy nuxatu! Hamry 1xy oTpyinu!

[TpubpaBmm pyky 3 ii rapsyesHoro nipuuka, MEHE I0YaI0
TPYCHUTH.




“I feel strange, too. But who would do such an awful thing?"

"The Russians," Mike says.

"Or the Red Chinese!" Steven cries.

My brothers are endearingly bad actors—I'm proud of them
for remembering their lines. In the half-light of the basement, I
watch them grimace and grin.

"There must be an antidote!" I call out, as I clank through my
father's liquor cabinet.

"It's too late for that. Uhhhhh!" Becky becomes hysterical. It's
contagious. The five of us drool and twitch and run about, each
suffering in our own special way. Steven, at eight, perishes in a
torrent of blubbery tears. Michael, a brute at ten, keels over with a
maximum of movie violence, convulsing and kicking the table as if
drilled by machine-gun fire. Becky's little brother, Jimmy
(strawberry curls and good manners), is wistful and understated.

Becky and I are the final act. I embrace her as she goes limp
in my arms.

"My darling. Please don't leave me!"

But Becky gurgles and spits and collapses in slow motion.
With her last bit of strength, she grabs my Bermuda shorts and pulls
them down. In one grand gesture, buxom Becky is gone.

Standing in my underwear, I consider my audience. They
sprawl on the floor, eyes pretend-closed, awaiting my soliloquy.

Since I'm already half-dead, I decide to risk a Calvary motif
(I'm a good Catholic boy and know my New Testament).

Stretching out my skinny arms, I ask, "Lord, Lord, why hast
Thou forsaken us?"

— 31 MHOIO TeX II0Ch HE TakK. AJie XT0 0 3p0OuB Take >KaxXiTTsl.

— Pocistau. — npunyctus Maiik.

— A0 X KHTaChKI KOMyHICcTH! — 3aBepeniaB CTiBeH.

Moi OpaTu — *XaJtoriHi akToOpH, ajle MEHE Bpa)kae, 110 BOHHU
Xo4a O maM’sATaloTh CBOI pemiikd. Y MNPUTIYMICHOMY IiiBaii
BHUJIHIFOTHCS iXHI TPUMACH Ta MTOCMIIIIKH.

— To HeBxe He iICHY€e MPOTHOTPYTH?! — BUT'YKYIO £, OTJISIal04H
Oap Tara.

— Bixe 3anizHo. O-0-0!

bexki manikye. Lle 3apa3Ho. Yci m’aTepo 3 HaC MyCKalOTh CIIIOHI,
KOpYaThCsl Ha IMIJUI031 1 racaloTh JOBKOJIA, ajleé KOKEH CTpaKJae IMo-
cBoeMmy. CrTiBeH, y CBOi BICIM, THHE Yy TMOTOLI TIPKUX CJi3, 3 i1BLIN
YOpHUYHY LyKepKy. Jlecstupiunuii rpy0isH Maiikn 3 ycieo cuioro
najae Ha KOJiHa, 0’€ThCs B KOHBYJIBCISX 1 BIICTYKY€E HOT'OFO TIO CTOJY
TaK, HeHaue MU i KyJleMeTHUM obOctpuioM. Monoamuii 6pat beki,
Jlxkumi  (MIIeHWYH1 Kydepl Ta TapHI MaHepH), 3aIyMIMBUH 1
CTPUMAHUM.

OcrannimMu craemo MU 3 beki. BoHa HempuToMHIE y MOix
o0iiiMax.

— Mos mr06a. He mokumaii Mene, 6nararo!

Ane beki 3aXJIMHa€eThCA, IUTIOETHCS Ta MaJa€ Ha M1JI0Ty, HEMOB
y CIIOBUIBHEHIH 3WOMIII. 3 OCTAaHHIX CHJI BOHA Xalae MEHE 3a IIOPTH 1
cTArye iX JoHu3y. Slke AiicTBO — 1 1uIbKacToi beki He cTaro.

I och s B omHii coigHIN OUIM3HI, PO3MISAAI0 CBOKO MMYyOIIIKY.
BoHu, B OwikyBaHHI MOTO MOHOJIOTY, PO3TATHYJHCS IO TiI031 3
yJlaBaHO 3aILTIOLIEHUMHU OYHMaA.

OckiJIbKM MEH1 Ha LIbOMY CBITI JIMILAIOCS HEJAOBIO, I PU3UKYIO 1

3a4UTYI0 MOHOJIOT Ipo 1uisAx Ha ['onrody (4 5 crpaBXHil KaTOMHUK i
3Har0 HoBuii 3anoBiT Hamam’ siTh).

[Ipoctsiraroum CBOi Xyl pyKH, sI 3aIIUTYIO:

— boxe Miit, boxke Mill, YoMy * TH HAaC TTOKHHYB?




My high voice echoes against the concrete. | improvise: "Dear
God, why would You poison Your own children?" Standing in my
underwear, beseeching heaven.

Before I can pull up my shorts, the lights flick on and,
instantly, my parents materialize, their mouths open in horror.

Somehow Father Dempsey, pastor of our church, is standing
between them. He turns a redder shade than usual.

Dad says, "For Christ's sake, Chris, pull up your pants." "We
were just playing."

"At what?"

"Dying."

Dad says, "Oh, I can help you with that."

Father Dempsey winks at me as I tug up my shorts.

Mom sighs—she understands the nature of drama. Mother is
very dramatic. Her clothes often veer toward costume.

Today, she's wearing her gold I Dream of Jeannie slippers and
a chiffon blouse that blooms like a giant orchid. Her hair flips
upward, defying gravity-her lips pout, a shade of pumpkin pie.

As the other kids scurry upstairs, Mom pulls me aside.

"Fainting not enough?"

I'm thrilled she remembers.

I'D BEEN TEACHING myself how to faint-deeming it, in
addition to dying, an important life skill. The trick was getting the
little sigh right just before your knees gave out. After perfecting my
technique, I'd run to show Mom, the one person who'd understand.

She was in the kitchen, cooking dinner, and when I asked if
she wanted to see me faint, she put down her wooden spoon and
said,

Miii BUCOKHII TOJOC €XOM BiIOMBa€ThCs Bin OeTOHY.
3aNUIIMBIINCE y TPYCax, s IMIPOBI3YIO, 3BEPTAIOUUCH JI0 HEOeC:

— boxe munocepaHuii, 4oMy TH TPYIilll BJIACHUX JITEH?

[lepmr HIX S BCTUrar HATSATHYTH HIOPTH, Y MiABaJl Crajlaxye
CBITJIO, 1 B Ty CaMy MHUTh 3’ SBIIIFOTHCSI MOi OAaThKH, 3 PO33SIBICHUMHU
B1JI )Kaxy pOTaMmH.

SxuMoch aUBOM OTelb JleMrici, macTop Hamioi EepKBHU, TAKOX
CTOITh MiX HuMH. MOro oONMUYs 37a€ThCS UYEPBOHIMMM, HiX
3a3BHYal.

— 3apanu bora, Kpice, miaTSrau mraHu — NOMpPOXas Tato.

— Mu npocto rpaemMocs.

— V¥ mo?

— VY cMmepTs.

— O, MOy TOOI1 3 ITUM JIOTIOMOTTH.

[Toxu st HaTATYIO MIOPTH, OTelb Jemrici miamoprye meHi. Mama
3iTxae. BoHa po3ymie 3BiaKM B3suiacs 11 Apama. Mama i cama Jyxe
JpaMaTH4Ha. [i 07T 4acTo Haraaye TeaTpaabHi KOCTIOMH.

CoporogHi BoHa y 30J10TUX Kamigix, sk y /Dxuna 3 cepiamy «S
Mpito ipo JI>keHH1», Ta mudOHOBIH OIy31I, sika BUTIISAIAE, K KBITy4a
riraHTChKa OpXifes. [i Bomoccs, 3auecane JIOTOPH, KHUJIA€ BUKIUK
rpasitauii. Ha i myxxux ry06ax BiATIHOK TrapOy30BOro nupora.

[{o#iHo 1HIII IiTH BTEKJIM HAropy, Mama BiJIBOJUTh MEHE BOIK.

— Xi0a HeMPUTOMHOCTI HEIOCTaTHHO?

S paauii, 10 BoHa mam'saTae.

S BUMBCSI BTpayaTtu CBiJIOMICTh, BBOXKAIOYH 11€, Y TIOEJHAHHI 3
BMIHHSIM TIOMHUPAaTH, BaXKIIMBOIO J>KUTTEBOIO HABUYKOI. XUTPICTh
moJisrajia 'y TOMY, IIOO TPOXH B3ITXHYTH IE€pel THUM, SK HOTH
MiKOCAThCA. BiATOYMBINM CBOIO TEXHIKY, sl OIr moka3aT ii Mami,
€IMHIN JTIOMHI, sIKa 0 MEHE 3po3yMmiJa.

Bona roryBana Bedepro Ha KyXHi, 1 KOJM 5 3allUTaB, YU XOYe
BOHA TOJMBHUTHUCA, SK 5 HEMPUTOMHIIO, BOHA BiJKJIaja JepeB'sHY
JIOKKY 1 CKa3ana:




"Fainting is not a joke. Do you know I fainted in Spain once
from too much garlic?

I had to be hospitalized. If your father hadn't caught me, who
knows what would have happened?"

Mom's story went on for quite a while. There was a handsome
doctor ("I considered running away with him") and smelling salts
("a diabolic invention!"). My mother was famous for her
monologues. I waited patiently, and when she was finished, I said,
"So can I faint now?"

"I'm busy. Go faint for your brothers." And then: "We have
guests coming tonight." She pointed a lacquered fingernail at me. "I
don't want you fainting for any of them."

THE HOUSE OF RUSH was booming.

My parents' cocktail parties careened through the fifties and
sixties like a great drunken circus. The whole town came and went.
I remember a pastel sea of summer dresses; waiters flying by in
black and white, carrying trays of martinis, ten at a time. Booze
filled the world with excitement. Everyone danced and laughed, fell
over and got up. If ladies landed in the pool, the men jumped in after
them. There were sing-alongs and fistfights, bloody noses and slow
cigars. And at the end of the night, as Dad helped the last of the
guests out to their cars, Mom would get a flashlight and sweep the
yard for bodies.

Sometimes, members of the fallen were local priestsmen I
respected and looked up to so it was odd to find a cleric facedown
in the daffodils.

— Btpara cBimomocTi — 11e He kapTH. Tu 3Ha€l, o 0JJHOTO pa3y
s 3HENpPUTOMHIIA B Icrianii Bij nepeiganHs 4acHUKY ?

Mene noBenocsi rocmiTamidyBaTd. A OT sSkOW TBiii OaThbKO HE
criiiMaB MeHe, XTO 3Ha€, 10 YOro 1ie O MPU3BENo.

MamuHa poO3MOBiAb TATHYJACH IIE€ JOCUTH J0Bro. Tam OyB
rapauii Jikap («3 SKAM S XOTiJa BTEKTH») 1 HIOXalbHI CoOJIi
(«musiBonbChkMt  BuHaxin!»). Mosi Mama cnaBuiacs  CBOIMH
MOHOJIOTamMH. S Tepruisiue YekaB, a KOJIM BOHA 3aKiHUWIIA, 3aITUTaB;

— Tox, 1 MOKY 3HEIPUTOMHITH?

— S 3ajimsara. VM 3HeNpUTOMHIOBaTH mepes OpaTamu, —
BiJKa3ayia Mama. — Y Hac CbOTO/IHI T'OCTi.

Bona Bkazana Ha MeHe HadapOOBaHUM HITTEM 1 IPOMOBHUJIA!

— 51 He x04y, 100 TH BTpayaB CBIAOMICTh Mepe]] KUMOCH 13 HHX.

BYJIMHOK PAIIIB npousiTas.

KokreiinbHi Beuipku MOiX 0aThKIB Y M'ITAECATUX 1 IIICTACCATUX
HaraJ{yBaJld BeIMKUH 1'sHuil nupk. Bee micto 6poaniio tyau-croau. S
nam'atal0  Kymy [acTeIbHHMX JITHIX CyKOHB, OQIIiaHTiB, II0
MPOXOJIMIIM TIOB3 B YOPHUX (pakax Ta OLTUX COpOYKaX, HECYUH Tarll 3
JecsiTbMa KeluxaMH MapTiHi 3a pa3. BummBka HamoBHIOBana CBIT
MPUEMHUM XBHJIIOBAaHHSIM. YC1 TaHIIOBATM 1 CMISUTACS, Majgaid i
BcTaBaiM. SIKIIO >KIHKM Tajanud B OaceifH, 4ONOBIKM CTpubanu 3a
HuUMU. Bynu cmiBu 1 601 Ha KyJjlakax, 3aKpHUBaBJIEHI HOCH 1 HECIIIIHE
MOTATYBAaHHS cUTap. A HaNpUKIHII Beyopa, KOJIU TaTo JOMOMaraB
OCTaHHIM TOCTSAM JICTaTHCS JIO0 MallMH, Mama Opana JiXTapuK 1
MpoyicyBaja MoJBip's B MOIIyKax TiJI.

IHOmi cepen HUX OyJM MicLIEBI TACTOPH — JIFOH, SIKUX 5 TOBAYKaB
1 Ha SIKUX s PIBHSBCS, TOMY OyJi0O TUBHO OayUTH, SIK OOTOCITY>KUTEN1
Oopcanucs y KiyMOi1 3 HapIiucaMu O0JUYYsIM JIOHU3Y.




I knew that priests weren't like cops, they were never "off
duty," but in our house they could let their hair down, as my mother
liked to say.

"And their balls," as my father once added.

OF THE SEVEN Rush children, I was in the middle. I grew
up when my parents were most fabulous-and most happy. They still
believed that the past was firmly behind them. The past was always
referred to with some suspicion—and I associated it with a phrase
my mother often used:

good riddance to bad rubbish. We rarely saw members of my
mother's or father's family. I knew that bad rubbish had something
to do with white trash.

By 1967, my two oldest siblings, Chuck and Kathy, were
already married with kids. The next person in line was my sister
Donna—a contagiously happy sixteen-year-old, leading us all to a
better, brighter future. I adored her Vidal Sassoon blunt cut and
artful mascara.

And she had her priorities straight: after a star turn as captain
of the cheerleading squad, she planned to become a professional
model. She'd already done summer training at the Barbizon
Modeling School. For the two months of the program, Donna and I
had taken a bus to New York City every Saturday. Though I was
five years younger than my sister, Mom dubbed me Donna's
chaperone. Preparing our outfits took the better part of Friday night.

51 3HaB, 110 CBAIIEHUKU HE CXOXKI1 Ha KOIIB, BOHU 3aBXJIH OyJn
“Ha BapTi”, aJie B HAIIOMY JOMi BOHM MOTJIM “CKHHYTH TsATap”’, SK
mrobuna ka3atu Mos Mama. “l mraHu”, SK OJHOTO pa3zy J0JaB Mii
0aThKO.

A BYB CEPEJIHIM 3 cimox aireit PamiB. A pic, konu moi
O0arbku OynHM y PO3KBITI, HAUTAPHIIIUMHU 1 HaWIACIUBIMUMHA. BoHu
BCE 1IIe BIPUJIH, 110 MUHYJIE 3aJIMILMIOCS Jajeko no3any. [Ipo Mmunyne
BOHH 3aBXXIM TOBOPHJIM 3 TEBHUM CKENTHIIM3MOM, i S MPOBOJUB
nmapayiens 3 ¢pa3oro, SKy UYacTO Ka3ajia MOsi MaMma: “sak go0pe
no30yTucs MOTI0Xy” . Mu pinko Oauuiucs 3 poJudaMu 3 TaTOBOI 4u
MaMHHOI CTOpPOHH. Sl 3HaB, IO MOTJIOX Ma€ BiJHOIIEHHS 10 OL10TO
oumna.!

VY 1967 poui nBoe crapuux aitei Pamris, most cectpa Keri ta
Opat Yak, Bxke Oynu OJpy>KCHHMH Ta MaJH CBOIX AiTeil. HactymHoro
Ha 4ep3i Oysa Most cectpa JloHHa, OocsstHA MTICTHAANATHPIYHA JIIBUNHA,
gka OyJia HallMM MPOBIAHUKOM JO Kpaloro, CBITIOr0 MailOyTHBOTO.
SI 060KHIOBAB Ti CTPHKKY Y TexHili Bigana CacyHa >Ta XumepHy Ty
IUIA BIiA.

Bona Bxke 4iTKO BH3HA4Hlia CBOI MPIOPUTETH: MICHS TOTO, SIK
BOHA CTaHE KaliTaHOM KOMaHIM 4YipleAepoK, BOHAa CTaHe
npodeciitHoro Moaemuto. JloHHA Bke TpOMIIA JIITHE HAaBYAHHS B
MoeNbHIM mKkoji «bap6izon». [IpoTsrom aABoX MicsIliB IpOrpaMu MU
3 Helo mocy6oTH i3 aBTo6ycom 1o Hero-Mopka. Hespaxkaroun Ha
Te, O s OyB Ha M'IThb POKIB MOJIOAIIMM, Mama MpU3HAYUIa MEHE
cynpoBokyBadyeM JloHHu. binbimry wacTuHy Bedopa I'STHUIII
3aiimasia MmiJroToBKa HaIoro BOpaHHs.

! 3ueBaxMBUI BUCIIB PO GIKX i3 HIKYMX COL[AILHUX BEPCTB.
2 Ky/IbTOBHI GPUTaHCHKO-aMEPMKAHCHKHIL TIEpyKap 1 OpeHI OISy 38 BOJOCCAM.
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There is a photo of Donna in a peach cashmere wrap, with a
taupe fedora and white eye shadow; I'm standing beside her in a
glimmer-blue suit and yellow ascot.

Together, we'd prance up Fifth Avenue to Barbizon, to the
little door where all the girls zoomed in. I'd wave goodbye as Donna
disappeared into a world of poise, posture, and pantyhose. I was
captivated.

On my own, I walked around town in my miniature man-suit,
window-shopping. I'd study all the stylish women walking into
Saks. Style was a bid for happiness, a kind of hope.

On the bus home, Donna and I would page through fashion
mags, searching for cool.

Frosted lips-yes.

Leopard leotards—yes.

I watched my sister closely, aped her every move-slowly
separating myself from my younger brothers Michael and Steven,
who were barbarians, and my baby brother, Danny, just a pet in
diapers.

IN THE MIDDLE, I floated about freely, yapping to
everyone. Once I'd exhausted Donna and my other siblings, I'd start
on any adults hanging about. For a long time, I assumed adults knew
much more than they actually did. But when I asked them about
vampires or continental drift, they looked at me like they had no
idea what I was talking about.

The time I asked Father Dempsey if he spoke with God, he
pretended not to hear me.

A sranyro Hamy ¢otorpadiro: JloHHa B IEPCUKOBIA HAKUILI, Y
cipii demopi® 1 3 GinMMM TiHAMH IS TOBIK; S HOpPYY i3 HEWO B
MEPEXTIMBOMY CUHEOMY KOCTIOMI 1 3KOBTOMY IIOBKOBOMY acKOTi®.

Pazom mu mporymtoBanucs [1'aToro aBeHto, 110 BEIO J0 IIKOIU
“bap6i30H”, 10 il MaleHbKUX ABEpe, Kyau 30iranucs yci aiBuata. 5
MaxaB J|oHHI Ha MPOIAaHHsI, KOJIU 11 OTJIMHAB CBIT BPIBHOBAXKEHOCTI,
i71ea’bHOI MOCTaBH Ta KONTOTOK. S OyB 3a4apOBaHMIA.

3aMMIIUBIINCHG HAOAMHIN, S TYJISB MICTOM Yy CBOEMY
MIHIaTIOPHOMY YOJIOBIYOMY KOCTIOMI Ta 3a3UpaB y BITPUHU. S MUIBHO
OIJISAaB yCiX CTHIBHUX XKIHOK, siki 3axommmu B «Cakc’». CTuib OyB
3aIOPyKOIO MIACTS, CBOEPITHOIO HAMIEIO.

Hoporoto nogomy, Mu 3 JIOHHOIO TOpTalu MOJHI XYypHaJH,
BUIITYKYIOUH IIOCh KPYTe.

[[IumepHa momaja — Tax.

Jleomap1oB1 KynajabHUKH — TakK.

51 He 3BOJIMB O4Yeil 3 cecTpu, MOBTOPIOBAB KOXKEH ii pyX, MOBOIII
BiJTOKpeMITIotoun cebe Bix mMojoamux OpatiB Maiikna i CriBeHa, siKi
Oynu JOWKyHamMH, 1 Moro wojoamoro Opata JleHHi, mpocTo
JIOMAITHBOTO YIIOOIEHIS Y MIATY3Kax.

BYIYUU CEPE/IHIM, s BinbHO BemITAaBCSA TOMOM, Oa3iKalO4IH
3 ycima. Konu st nokyuas JIoHHI 4M iHIIMM MOIM Opatam Ta cecTpam, s
JICTaBaB yCiX JOPOCIHX, K1 IPOXOIN 1MoB3. [JJoBruii yac s BBaxas,
10 J0POCIi 3HAIOTh HabaraTo Oublne, HIXXK HAacmpaBdi. AJe KOJIU s
3aMUTYyBaB iX PO BaMIipiB ab0 Ipu(TOBY TinoTe3y, BOHU AUBHIUCS
TaK, Ha4e He 3HAIH, TIPO 1110 5 TOBOPHUB.

Komu s 3anuraB otmg Jlemrci, un roBoputh BiH 13 borom, Toi
3p0oOWB BHUTJIS, IO HE MIOYYB MEHE.

3 M sKuii KaIlesrox 13 TOJIAMH Ta 3aTHYTOI0 TYJIBEIO.

4 IlIupoxa kpaBaTka He3BUYHOT opMHU, 1110 Haramye mapd i 3aB’A3y€ThCs M SIKUM BY3JIOM.

5 JIrokCcOBUi aMEpPUKAHCHKUM yHIBEpMAT.
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When I told him I talked to God all the time, he leaned in to
whisper. "Maybe that's something you should keep to yourself."

Mom, at least, was fun. If I asked her a question, she always
answered. She had lots of opinions. In that way, we were similar.

"MOM, ARE PAPER FLOWERS PRETTY?"

I knew it was a dumb question, but she took the bait.

"When your father and I were in Acapulco, children chased us
around with paper flowers. Paper flowers and Chiclets! Or they just
begged.

It was very sad, all their little hands sticking out. Your father
got quite teary, said he wanted to adopt every one of them.

As if we could just scoop a brown baby off the street! I had to
put my foot down. So, no, dear, paper flowers are not pretty. They're
cheap."

"Oh, because I thought I might make some."

"I can't stop you, can Please don't make a mess."

WITH TISSUE PAPER, coat hangers, and floral tape, I
methodically followed the directions in Family Circle magazine.
Soon, a jungle of pink and purple pom-poms overtook my room.
Cheerful as an elf, I carried out the two biggest for my mother. Just
in from golf, she wore white culottes and a buttercup visor. Before
she even got off her sunglasses, I screamed,

“Mom, Mom, look-flowers for you!" "That's so sweet. Maybe
keep them in your room for now, okay?"

A KoM 5 cKa3aB oMy, 110 pO3MOBIISAIO 3 borom mocriiiHo, BiH
HAXWJIMBCS, 100 MPOMICNOTITH:

— MosknuBo, 11€ Te, 1m0 T0O01 BApTO TPUMATH TIPH COOI.

3 Mamolo, mpuHaiiMHi, Oyno KkiacHo. SIKmo s craBuB iil
3alMTaHHA, BOHA 3aBXXIH BiAMOBiAana. Y Hei 3aBxau Oyo 6e3mid izeil.
VY oMy mMu OyJn CXO0XKi.

MAMO, A TTAIIEPOBI KBITU I"APHI?

51 po3yMiB, 0 11e TypHE 3aluTaHHsI, ajle BOHA KIFOHYJIa Ha IIe.

— Komu mm 3 TBOIM OarbkoM Oynau B AKamysibKo, IITH
Hamarajucsi BCy4YlTH HaMm mareposi KBiTH. [lamepoBi KBiTH 1 KyHKH
«Hukmercy! AGO POCTO MPOCUITH TPOTIICH.

Ile Oyno Tak medanbHO, BCl IIi MaJIeHbKI pyuYeHsTa, sIKi BOHU
npoctsarany. TBiif 0aTbKO MyCTUB CIHO3Y 1 CKa3aB, 10 X0Ye YCUHOBUTH
KOXKHOTO 3 HUX.

Hibu My Moriu npocrto miidpaTu CMyIJIsIBE AUTUHYA 3 BYJIHII!
S Mycuiia HarmoNArTH Ha CBOeMy. Tak 1110, Hi, JIIOOMH, ManepoBi KBITH
He rapHi. Bonn neresi.

— Hymaem? A s tymaB 3poOUTH KiIbKa HITYK.

— 51 e MoKy TOO1 1ILOTO 3a00OpOHHTH, ale, Oyap Jlacka, He

CTBOpIOH Oe3ma.

[MPUXOINUBIIN CEPBETKY, Bimaku i ofsiry Ta
(ba0pUCTUYHY CTpPIUKY, S CIIAYBaB 1HCTPYKIIsAM 3 xypHany Family
Circle. Hezabapom OysiHHA (IOJETOBUX 1 POXKEBHUX ITOMIIOHIB
NEepeTBOPWIN KIMHATY Ha JPKYHIJII. 3aJ0BOJICHHM, SIK CJIOH, S IPHHIC
MaMi /1Bl HaWOUTbII KBITKM. BOHa mioitHO moBepHyJacs 3 Toabdy,
OJIITHEHA B OL11i KIOJIOTH 1 KO3UPOK 3 roTukamu. Ille no Toro, sk BoHa
BCTUTJIA 3HATU COHIIE3aXUCHI OKYJISPH, 51 3aKPUYAB:

— Mamo, MamMo, TUBUCH, 5 IPUHIC TOO1 KBITH!

— e Tak Muyo. Ase xaii BOHM MOKH TTOOYyTh Y TBOIH KiMHATI,
rapaza?
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After I'd assembled a dozen or two, I decided I should sell
them.

At my parents' next bridge party, I strolled from table to table
showing off my wares. I wore my black Andy Warhol turtleneck to
accentuate the merchandise.

Flowers flopped about in various radioactive colors. The
adults went quiet.

Then old Miss Chester spoke up. "Young man, what on earth
are you doing?" She had a voice deeper than dirt. A cigarette
dangled in her diamond claw. I smelled whiskey.

"I'm selling paper flowers, ma'am-five dollars each. I made
them." "Well, good for you."

She grabbed her purse.

When I got excited as a kid, one of two things happened: I
threw up or my voice got very high. At that moment, my voice filled
the room like a dentist's drill.

"Do you want red, yellow, or pink? I think yellow is best. But
this is a fantastic pink! I'm not sure about red, though. It might be
too much."

My mother had told me that red was questionable after forty.

"Yellow is fine." Miss Chester handed me a ten-dollar bill.
"It's just so lovely doing business with you," I effused.

My father, at a corner table in shirt and tie, looked, for some
reason, displeased. "Norma!" he shouted across the room. Mom
took charge. “Chris, you're interrupting. Go watch TV."

"I have to make change," I said.

CKpyTHBIIH JECATOK-APYTUN, S BUPIIIMB, IO MEHI BapTo ix
pOJAaTH.

Ha nactymHiii Beuipii y 6aThKiB, /Ie TOPOCTi rpaiy B OpUIK, 5
TUHSBCS BiJl CTOMY JI0 CTOJY, AEMOHCTPYIOYH CBOi BUPOOH. S BASATHYB
4opHY Bojona3ky 3 Exnai Boproiom, mob miakpeciuTu ocoOIuBiCTh
TOBapy.

Hagkosio Maiiopiniu KBITH Pi3HUX KPUUYLIUX KOJIbOpPiB. Jlopocii
3aTUXJIIH.

Hapemri mic YecTep mpomoBuIa:

— Monoauit yonosiue, a mo Bu B Gica pobure?

VY nei OyB rojoc raubmmii 3a okean. Curapera 6oBTanacs B ii
naszypsix, 03100JICHUX AilamMmaHTaMu. Sl BiIUyB 3amax BiCKI.

— $1 mpoparo mamnepoBi kBiTH, MeM. [1'1Th monmapiB 3a mwTyKy. S
caM iX 3poOuB.

— o *x, MOJIOIEIIb.

Bona BuTsrna ramaHerib.

Y IUTUHCTBI, KOJIM 51 XBUJTIOBABCS, TPATUISLIOCS OJTHE 3 TBOX: 200
MeHEe HyuJI0, a00 Miif roJloc cTaBaB JQy’Ke MUCKISIBUM. Y TOM pa3 Miit
roJioc 3ipBaBcs 1 3a3ByuaB, sIK CTOMaTOJIOT1YHA OOpMaIlHa.

— Bu xouere 4epBOHY, )KOBTY uu poxeBy? Jlymaro, 110 KOBTa
HaWkpama. AJie TIOTJIIHbTe Ha (haHTACTUYHY pOXKeBy! A OT 1010
4epBOHOI — 51 HE BIIEBHEHM. Moxke OyTH 3aHaITO CKpPaBo.

Mama kazaia MeHi, 110 YEPBOHUU KOJIp TICIA COpOKa — IIe
HECMaK.

— Jlymaro, 5k0BTa IiTiiae.

Mic Yectep nana MeHi AecsATh J0OJapiB.

— 3 BaMU TaK IPUEMHO MATH CIPaBy. — BUTYKHYB 1.

Miii 6aTbKo, IO CHIB 3a KYTOBHM CTOJIOM Yy COpOYIll 3
KpaBaTKOIO 1 YOMYCh BHUTJISIaB HE3aI0OBOJICHUM.

— Hopmo! — nmpokpu4aB BiH uepe3 yCro KiMHATYy.

Mama Bupinmia JisTH.

— Kpice, Tu 3aBakaen. [y moauBucs TeneBizop.

— 5l BUHEH BaM 3/1a4y — CKa3aB .
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My client winked. "Keep it, honey-pants."
I handed her a flower and ran off with my tip.

WITHIN A WEEK, I'd made thirty-five bucks selling to every
person who dared walk in our door. My sister Donna ordered two in
school colors-blue and white. I was a factory; fake flowers spread
to every corner of the house. In a fit of inspiration, I started adding
perfume. Three spritzes per flower.

I was using Mom's expensive stuff — Shalimar and Arpége.
My brothers, though, acted like my flowers were poisonous. Dad,
too.

I didn't understand.

Mom did.

"Honey, how about I buy all your flowers? Every single one."
"Really?"

"Yes, then let's say enough for a while. You need to go outside
and get some air. You smell like a lady of the evening. Why don't
you jump in the pool?"

"Okay, Mom. Thanks!"

I LOVED OUR POOL.

It was huge — bluer than heaven. Around it, the trees strutted,
the roses roared. Finished in '56, our house was my father's
masterpiece. Featured in newspapers and fashion shoots, our house
was new, new, new!—no attic, no heir looms, no trace of the past.

Every detail was carefully managed by Norma Farrow Rush,
the pale-skinned daughter of a taxidermist.

Most KJTiEHTKA MiAMOPTHYJIA.
— 3anuin co0i, COHEUKO.
S BpyuuB iif KBITKY 1 BTIK 3 YalHOBUMH.

3A TWXIEHD s 3apobuB TpuALATH M'SATh 0aKCiB, MPOAAIOYH
KBITH KOXKHOMY, XTO HaBaXKyBaBCs 3alTH y Haml JIiM. Mosi cecTpa
JloHHa 3amMOBHJIa JIBl y KOJIbOPAX IIKOJIM — CUHIO 1 O1y. Sl mpaitoBas,
Haue KOHBEEP; IITYYHI KBITH 3alOJOHWIMA YCi 3aKyTKdA. Y TOpHBi
HATXHEHHS 5 1o4YaB 30pu3KyBatd ix mappymom. [1o Tpu po3nuieHHs
Ha KBITKY.

51 BukopuctoByBaB aopori MamuHi napdpymm — «lllamimap» i
«Apnex». OnHak Moi Opatu Iypaiucs iX Tak, HIOM L1 KBITH Oy
OoTpyHHUMHU. | TAaTO TEXK.

51 He po3yMiB YOMY.

A Mama po3ymiina.

— JIrobuii, gk 1040 TOro, 00 5 Kynuia Bci TBoi kBITU? KoxHy
KBITKY, 1O OCTaHHBOI.

— Tu cepiiozno?

— Tak, gaBail TH MMIIKII 1[I0 CIpaBy Ha Jeskui vac. ToOi ciin
BUWTH HA BYIUIIO 1 MOAUXATH CBLKUM TOBITpsM. TW maxHem, sK
noBisg. Yomy 6 T061 HE CTpUOHYTH B OaceiH?

— Jlo6pe, mamo. Jlskyro!

51 JTIOBUB HAIII BACENH.

Bin OyB BenwyesHuid, OnakuTHImMK 3a He60. HaBkomo HBOTO
BUCOYLIN JiepeBa 1 Oysiiu TpostHau. Hamr OynnHOK, 3akiHdeHuit y 1956
portii, 0yB 1meaeBpoM Moro 6ateka. [Ipo HROTO mucanu y razerax i Ha
fioro ¢oHi podminu MoaHi 3ioMku. Hamr OymHOK OYB HOBECEHBKHM,
HOBECEHbKUM, HOBECEHbKMM! AHi ropuia, aHi 0apaxJa, aHi )KOJHOTO
CJTiTy MUHYJIOTO.

Hopma ®eppoy Pami, Omigomikipa JOHBKA TaKCHACPMICTA,
peTeNbHO OMiKyBalaCh KOXKHOIO JI€TAILIIO.
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She no longer had to do any dirty work for her father;

The kitchen was immaculate, wrapped in Formica, smooth as
SNOW.

And though Mom had dined all over the world, she seemed
happiest in her own kitchen, performing for twenty guests in a snug
apron and high heels. By some Catholic miracle, her figure
improved with each child. Babies, she said, were her beauty secret.
Sometimes when Dad was out late at a meeting, I'd sit with Mom at
the kitchen table and watch her play cards. She taught me how to
win at solitaire-by cheating. She placed each card down with a
decisive snap, saying: If you don't cheat, you lose-and what fun is
that?

Past her makeup and her jewelry, I could always spot the
glimmer of sadness. I think she could see me seeing it. She called
me "the sensitive one."

There were days when Mom was particularly manic, when
there was nothing left to cook or clean, no fund-raiser or bridge
party. I'd come home from school and she'd say, "Let's go for a
spin."

Often it was simply a run to the grocery store-but sometimes
we'd drive out to an old cemetery in the woods off Route 9, to look
at headstones.

The names on the stones were not Rush or Farrow.

"Who are these people?" I asked my mother.

"Old families, long gone," she said. "I love how peaceful it is
out here."

[it Gimplue He MOBOAMIOCS BHKOHYBATH OpyIHY poOOTY 3a
Oarpka. Kyxus Oyna 6e3moranHoro, 03/100eHa MIiBKot0 «Dopmikay,
rianeHbKa, K CHiT.

I xoua mMama Oyna y pecTopaHax 1Mo BCbOMY CBITy, Ha BIIACHii
KyXHI BOHA BUTJIsaIa HARTIIACTUBINION, OOCITyTOBYIOYH JIBAIISITHOX
rocred y KyleHbkoMy ¢apTymky Ta Ha migoopax. Ha sxech
KaTONMIIbKEe TUBO, ii (irypa BUrIsAana Kpaimle i Kpamie 3 KOXKHOI0
HACTYITHOIO TUTHHOI. BoHA Ka3ama, mo JiTH — 1€ CeKpeT il Kpacw.
IHoni, Konmu Taro 3aTpuMyBaBcs Ha 3yCTpidi, s CHAIB 3 MaMOIO 3a
KyXOHHUM CTOJIOM 1 JMBHUBCA, SK BOHa pO3KJIaaae KapTu. Bona
HaBYMJIA MEHE, SK CKJIajJaTh machsiHc oOmaHoM. KokHa kaprta
BUJajlaBajla KJIANAIOYMK 3BYK, KOJNM BOHa Kiajla IX Ha CTi,
MIPOMOBJISIFOUH

— He nagypui — He BUTpaen — i XTo B 1ie rpae?

3a ii MakisHKeM 1 IpUKpacaMy 5 3aBXK AU MIT TOMITUTH ITPOOIHCK
cMyTKy. Jlymaro, BoHa 3/10TayBaliach, o 5 e 6ady. Bona HasuBana
MEHE Yy TIUBHM.

bynu nui, konmu mMama Oyna 0COONMMBO OJEPKUMOIO, KOJU HE
3aJUIIATIOCs HIYOT0, III0 MOKHA OyJIO MPUTOTYyBaTH YU NMPUOHpATH, HE
Oysio Hisikoro OnarofiifHOro Beyopy 4M Bedipku. S moBepTaBcs 3i
IIKOJIH, 1 BOHA Ka3aJia:

— JlaBail mpoKaTUMOCs KyAucCh?

YacTo 1e Oyna mpocTo NporyJssHKa 10 MPOIyKTOBOTO Mara3uHy,
ajyie 1HO/1 MU IXaju Ha cTape KIAJIoBHIIE y Jici Ourg Tpacu 9, mo0d
MOMBUTHCS HA HAATPOOKHU.

[pi3Buina Ha Hux Oynu He Pamr i He Deppoy.

— XT0 1l Mr0aAu? — 3aIUTYBAB S MaMy.

— Poauui, gxux Bke AaBHO HEMAE,
10/100a€ThCS SIK TYT CHOKIHHO.

— CKasaia BoHa. — MeHi

¢ JlekopaTvBHE OKPUTTS 1y MeOJIiB 1 iHTEp €piB.
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I recall my shock, seeing a marker in which the year of birth
and the year of death were the same. The stone read: BORN INTO
THE ARMS OF ANGELS. There was no name. Only the word
Baby.

My mother told me not to mention where we'd been. "What
would your father think?"

ON THE WAY HOME, Mom would drive past the place she
grew up. It wasn't much, just a small apartment over a run-down
store.

Red neon still flashed above the door: BAIT AND TACKLE.
Out front was a life-sized concrete brontosaurus-a New Jersey
landmark. I longed for a closer look, but no matter how many times
I asked, Mom would never stop.

Her father was still living there. Sometimes, I could glimpse
him standing behind the counter. Mom, eyes on the road, never once
looked toward the shop.

I didn't ask about him. Questions of that sort were not
encouraged.

To Mom, the past was something you sped by—and best to do
it at ten miles over the speed limit, in a brand-new white Cadillac.
Whoosh! Good riddance to bad rubbish.

MOM WAS DEMANDING when it came to other people—
and especially hard on the help. Our most recent nanny had been let
go for body odor. Her room downstairs had been empty all summer
while Mother tried to air out the smell of poverty.

One afternoon, I went down and sat cross-legged on the black
linoleum.

S mpuraayio sSIKUM IIOKOBaHHUM s OyB, OOAYMBIIM HAATPOOOK,
e piK HapomkeHHS 1 pik cmepti 30iranmcs. Ha xameni Oyno
urpasitosano: « HAPO/DKEHUN B OBIMMAX SIHI'OJIIB». Imeni
He Oyno. JIumte cioBo «HeMoBis».

Mawma npocuiia MeHe He pO3IOBiIaTH, e MU OyIiu.

— Mo momymae 6aTbk0?

JOPOI'OI0 IOJOMY mama npoixmKana moB3 Miclie, e BOHA
Bupocna. Hidoro ocobmuBoro IIpocto HeBenuka KBapTuUpa Hal
3aHe0aHUM Mara3uHOM.

Han nBepuMa Bce 1€ TajgaxkoTijla 4dYepBOHA BHUBICKA:
«HAXXNBKA 1 CHACTI». Ilepen Bx0moM CcTOSB OETOHHUU
OpOHTO3aBp y HaTypaibHy BenuunHy — cuMBOa Hero-/[xepci. S
MpIisIB PO3AUBUTHCS HOro moOim»Kkye, ajae CKUIbKUA O pasiB HE MPOCUB,
Mama HiKOJIM He 3yMHHIIACS.

[i 6arpko Bce me Tam xuB. [HOM 5 GauymB, SK BiH CTOITH 3a
nmpuiIaBkoM. Mama, He BipUBAIOYM OuYed BiJl JOPOTH, KOJTHOTO pasy
HE TJsHyNa y 01K KpaMHHUIL.

S He po3nUTyBaB PO HHOTO. Taki TUTaHHS OYJIU HETOPESYHUMH.

Mawma BBaxaa, 1110 BapTo TiKaTH BiJl MUHYJIOTO, 1 HaliKpalle 1e
poOutH Ha 16 KiOMeTpiB LIBU/IIE, HIXK J103BOJIEHO, Y HOBEHHKOMY

oinomy «Kaaumaky». Yx! Sk 1o6pe mo30yTHCs cTape3HOro MOTIIOXY.

MAMA BYJIA BUMOTJIMBOIO fo iHIIUX II0A€H, 1 0COOIHUBO
BUMOTJIMBOIO JI0 IpUcIyry. Hairy ocTaHHIO HSHIO 3BUTBHIIIN Yepes Te,
110 BOHA HEMPUEMHO Maxia. [i KiMHaTa BHU3Y OyJja IOPOKHBOIO BCE
JITO, TOKK MaMa HaMarasacs BUBITPUTH 3amax 3J1H]HIB.

OpnHoro AHsS s COYCTUBCA TyIW 1 CiB, CXpECTUBIIM HOTH Ha
YOPHOMY JIIHOJICYMi.
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It was quiet in the basement, and it smelled fine to me. A
square of light fell from the high window, landing on the floor like
a magic doorway. I thought it was poetic.

I was sharing a bedroom with my brother Michael, who was
not poetic. I asked Mom if I could move downstairs, claiming I
needed greater privacy.

"You're eleven," she said. "You don't need privacy. You need
supervision."

From whom, I wondered.

Mom was not much of a supervisor. She regarded her children
as her audience and once we'd applauded, we could do as we wished.

DAD WAS MORE of a mystery—a dark planet, exerting only
vague astrological influence on his offspring. He walked with a
limp, a steel brace on one leg from the car crash of '64. He was still
strong, though, and steady.

He could be quite charming, always ready to amuse guests
with a story or a joke. But to a child, to a son, he had nothing to say.
He seemed unsure around kids, uncomfortable, even guilty.

I knew something bad had happened to him, something that
couldn't be talked about.

Every Sunday, our family went to church, but Dad went
during the week, as well. He went to confession often and took
Communion every day. I was intrigued by the idea of his soul-and
even more intrigued by the idea of his sin. What could it be?

Y kiMHaTi Oys10 THXO, 1 3aMax, Ha MOIO TyMKY, OyB HOpMaJIbHUM.
CBiTiio 3 BiKHA Mmij cTener (OopMyBalIo KBajpaT Ha IiI03i, Hade
MPOXiJ y YapiBHUN CBIT. MeHI BUAAIIOCS 11€ ECTETUIHHUM.

Sl 3anuTaB y MaMH, 44 MOXY S MepeixaTtu 10 KIMHaTH MOKOIBKH,
CTBEP/KYIOUH, III0 MEHI TOTPiOHO OiNIbIIIe BIACHOTO MPOCTOPY.

— To6i omuHamgATh, — CKa3anma BoHAa. — To0i He MOTpiIOEH
BiacHu# npoctip. Tobi norpideH Hars.

51 He 3p0O3yMIB 3 SIKOTO OOKY.

Mama He Oyna 0coOIMBOIO HaIJISIIaukol. BoHa BBaXkajga CBOiX
JUTEeH CBOEIO MyOIIKOF0, 1 SKIO MU aruIOAyBalH iif, TO MOTJIA pOOUTH

BCC, IO 3a0axaemMo.

BATHKO BYB 611010 3aragkow — TEMHOIO IUIAHETOIO, IO Maja
JMILIE HEBUPA3HUH acTPOJIOTIYHMI BIUIMB Ha CBOIX MOTOMKIB. BiH
KYJIbI'aB, CTaJieBy IUJJaCTUHY B OJHIM HO31
aBTokaractpodpu 1964 poxy. Ilpore BiH Bce me OyB CHIBHUM 1

00 Mas iCIIst

BIIEBHEHHUM Y COOI.

Bin Mir OyTM QOCHTH MMJIWM, 3aBXKIU TOTOBHUM PO3BAKUTH
roCTel 1CTOpi€r0 M KapToM. AJjie TUTHHI, CHHOBI, HoMy OyJI0 Hi4OTrO
CKa3aTH.

Momy G6ymo HexombopTHO, Oims miTeii BiH MOBOAMBCS
HEBIIEBHEHO 1 HaBITh MOYyBaBCsS BUHHUM. Sl 3HaB, 110 3 HUM CTaIOCS
I0Ch TIOTaHe, M0Ch, 0 HE MOXHA 0yJI0 0OrOBOPIOBATH.

[[Monenum Hama ciMm'st XoaWia 0 LEPKBH, aje TaTO XOJWB 1
MPOTSTOM THIKHA. BiH 9acTO X0AMB Ha CIIOBIJII 1 IIOIHS MMPUYAIIaBCS.
Mene nikaBuiIa Horo ayma, a me Oinpine 3axoruoBas Horo rpix. Lo
X 1€ MoTJI0 OyTH?
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WHEN AGAIN I BROUGHT UP the idea of my taking the
maid's quarters, Mother had already moved on. She was on the
phone, talking about Dotty Doone, the golf pro who dressed like a
man. As she gossiped, I carried my clothes and records downstairs
right in front of her.

Once I'd settled in, I asked my mother about décor.

It was the exact right word. Instantly, she came alive. "You
know, I always meant to do something down there. Make a
statement. [ don't know why the girls we hire don't make more of an
effort. Why live in squalor?"

When I suggested we paint, Mom smiled.

“How about a wild yellow? Maybe a marigold the kind of
yellow that wants to be orange." “That's me—I'm a yellow who
wants to be orange!” "Yes, [ know that about you."

Soon we were downtown, looking at swatches—and the next
day the basement was reborn. Against black linoleum, marigold was
a rocket launch, a flower-power explosion. Inspired by photos of
hippie crash pads in Life magazine, I went on to strangle my
bookcase with Christmas lights. I taped tinfoil to the ceiling and
threw fake fur on the floor.

From a ratty record store in town, I'd procured a black light
and the necessary posters; now Jimi and Janis flickered on my wall.
When Donna came down, she nodded in approval. She gave me
incense and a 45 of Donovan's Mellow Yellow — which I played a
thousand times.

One night, I took off my clothes and danced naked, wiggling
in the mirror, a daub of Day-Glo on my teenie-weenie. Then, from
out of nowhere, there was the sound of static and a God-like voice:
What is that horrible odor?

KOJIN A BKOTPE 3AI'OBOPMB mpo Te, 1110 X04y OCETUTUCS
B KIMHATI JIJIsl TOKOTBOK, Mama BiKe 3aliMaiacsi CBoiMu cripaBaMu. BoHa
ropopuia mo tenedony, posnoBigaroun npo Hoti JyH, ronsdicTky,
sKa nepeojranacsa B yosopika. [Toku BoHa 1uniTkyBana, s Ha ii o4ax
3HOCHUB JIOHU3Y CBIiii OJIAT 1 IJIATIBKH.

Konu g obnamtyBaBcs, s 3aUTaB MaMmy 111010 AEKOPY.

Lle 6yno BiyuHe cioBo. Bona MUTTEBO OKuIIa.

— 3Haemn, s 3aBXKIU XOTiIa TaMm mock Buragatu. lllock sckpase.
HagiTh He 3Ha0, YOMY KIHOYKH, SIKHX MU HAWMaeMO, HE TOKIAAal0Th
Oinbiue 3ycuib. HaBimmo sxutu B y6orocti?

Komu s 3ampomonyBaB  modapOyBaTu  CTiHHM, Mama
MMOCMIXHYJIACH.

— A gk mojao majaeHoro KoBToro? Moske TakMi, K
qopHOOpuBIi? YKOBTUI KOJIp, IKUH TATHETHCS 10 TIOMAapaHYeBOTro?

— Ta 1e x 51 — )KOBTHM, SIKUW TATHETHCS JI0 TOMapaH4YeBOTO!

— Tak, s 3Ha10, 11€ IO TEbE.

Hezabapom mu Oynu B ieHTpi MicTa, po3risiiaiu 3pa3ku (apowu,
1 HaCTyIHOT0 JHs KIMHaTa nepepoauBcs. Ha Tii 4yopHOro siHONEeymMy
OXpPOB1 YOPHOOPUBIII BUTIISAANHU TaK sICKPaBO, HEMOB 3aITyCK PaKeTH Y
TeMHOMY He0i, Ak BuOyX KBiTKOBOi eHeprii. Harxnenuuit
¢dortorpadiamu ximi kpem-neaiB y xypHam «Life», s nmpomoBxus
MPUKpAIIATH KHIKKOBY Iady pi3ABSIHUMHU TipisHIamMu. S npukieiB
1o cteni (onbry, a Ha MiAI0Ty KHHYB KMJIMMOK 31 IITYYHOTO XyTpa.

VY nomapnaniii My3uuHii KpaMHHUIIL s1 IpU0aB YOPHY JIaMIly Ta
HEOOXITHI IJIakaTH; Termep Ha Moil cTiHi Buciau Dxumi Tta J[xeHic.
Komu JloHHa cmycTuiiacsi, BOHa CXBaJIbHO KHBHYJA. BoHa nana meHi
naxoiti 1 aTtiBky JlonoBana "Mellow Yellow", sxy s ciryxas mo xoiry
THCSYY pa3iB.

OpHoro Bedopa S pO3IATHYBCS 1 TaHIIOBAaB  ToOJIsKa,
BUTHHAIOYKNCH TEpel] J3€pKajoM, HaMAaCTHBIIM I1aX HEOHOBOIO
(dhapOor0. AX panToM 3BiKM HE BI3bMHCH 3'SIBUBCS 3BYK CTaTHUYHOI
€IIEKTPUKH 1 TOJIOC, CX0kHil Ha ronoc bora, skuii MmoBus: Ilo 1e 3a
KaxJIMBUH 3amax?
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I'd forgotten about the intercom, by which Mother sent
commands into the maid's quarters. I pressed the call button. “It's
frankincense and myrrh, Mom.” I reminded her these rare
fragrances had been gifts to the Baby Jesus.

"Don't be smart. It smells worse than Nanny's underarms.
Open your window. And turn down that screeching."

AS TIME WENT ON, Mom tended to forget I was in the
basement, burning things and growing up. She never visited and
only occasionally intruded by intercom. In the fragrant gloom, I was
free to become a weirdo. By day I was a Catholic boy in a plaid
uniform. By night [ was a freak in a fuzzy vest.

Having grown up in a spotless space-age home, I developed
an unwholesome desire for all Victorian things. On weekends, I
searched yard sales and junk stores for buried treasure. I found mad
crystals and silk tassels, tintypes and diaries. I carried home a case
of butterflies—each one stabbed through the heart with a pin.

It all belonged in my room.

In a moment of good cheer, Father Dempsey let me have a
life-sized statue of the Virgin Mary I'd found moldering in the
church basement.

Delivered by two of Dad's workers, Mary seemed content as
my roommate. Glass-eyed and gilt-I1 thought she was beautiful.

I played records for her, explained that rock music was a kind
of prayer.

My search for treasure continued. One Saturday, I walked to
Polly's Bric-a-Brac and Fine Furnishings, a disaster of pointless
merchandise in an unheated barn. Cupboards and crutches, Bibles
and toilets—it was a kind of perfect chaos.

S 3a0yB ipo 1oMoGOH y KiMHATIi, 32 JOIMIOMOTOIO SIKOTO MaMa
KOMaH/TyBajia MOKOIBKaMH. Sl HATUCHYB KHOIIKY BUKITUKY.

— Ile maman 1 cMUpHA, MaMo.

S Haranas i#, o 1l piaKicHI maxoui Oyiu qapamu ans Jutarka
Icyca.

— He namukyit. TyT cMepauTh Tipiie, HIX y HIHI 111 [TaXBaMH.
Binkpuii BikHO. | BUMKHH 11el Bepeck.

MUHWHAB YAC, 1 mama nmouaB 3a0yBatu, 1110 5 iepeOpaBcsi BHU3,
3amairoro Maxolli i Jopocimnar. BoHa Hikonu He 3arisana 10 MEeHe,
1 51 nuIe 3piaka gyB ii yepe3 1oMoGpoH. Y XMapi TeMpSIBU i UMY Bix
apoMaragndok s Mir OyTH JUBAKOM 1 HE COPOMUTHUCS IHOTO. BaeHb 5
OyB KaTONUIBKUM XJIOMYUKOM Yy KapTaTiii ¢opmi. Baoui s OyB
JIUBAKOM Y ITyXHACTOMY KHJICTI.

Bupicin B 6e3noranHomy OynuHky 1960-Tux pokiB, y MeHe
3’sIBUJIACSl HE3/I0pOBa JIF00OB 10 BCHOTO CTapoBUHHOrO. Ha BHXigHUX
S PO3IIyKaB CKapOM Ha TapaKHUX PO3MPOAaKaX 1 B aHTUKBAPHUX
nmaBKax. Sl 3HAaXONWB JWBOBIIKHI KPHUCTaId 1 MIOBKOBI KHTHII,
dotorpadii 1 mo1eHHUKU. S MPUTATHYB J10A0MY KOPOOKY METEIHUKIB,
KOKEH 3 SIKUX OyB MPOHU3aHU MIMTUIBKOI0 Y came cepIie.

Bce 1ie 0ys10 9acTMHOIO MO€T KIMHATH.

Opmnoro pa3y, koau orenpb Jemrci OyB y 100poMy Trymopi, BiH
JI03BOJIMB MeHi 3a0patu cratyio [[iBu Mapii y moBHUH 3picCT, SIKy 5
3HAWIIOB Yy MiJBall LEepKBU. Mapii, Ky JOCTaBUJIM JIBOE POOITHUKIB
TaTa, CXoXe mojo6anocs OyTH MOEIO CyCiIKOI0. [3 CKISTHUMH o4HMa 1
MO30JI0TOI0, BOHA 3/1aBajacs TaKOK KpacuBow. S cTaBUB mjs Hei
TUTATiBKH, TIOSICHIOIOYH, 1110 POK-MY3HKa — 1€ CBOTO POy MOJIUTBA.

A momyku ckap6iB TpuBanu. OnHiei cyOOTH s TIIIOB 10
marazuny «/lpioanukn 1 Bumykani me6mi Ilomi», skuit OyB
HEOITAJIIOBAHOIO0 KOMOPOIO, JIe TIPOAaBaIacs KyIa HEMOTPIOHUX peUei.
[Tadu 1 mummii, biomii 1 yHiTasm — 1e OyB Takui co0i ieanbHUN
Xaoc.
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Hoping for gold, I opened an old leather trunk and pulled at a
tangle of frilly underwear and faded neckties.

Then it flashed: a cape-a pink satin cape!

I ran to a cracked mirror and tried it on. Draped across my
shoulders, the fabric was blinding, the color obscene. The label said
Pucci-the lining a riot of rainbow colors. It was a fashion miracle. I
gave old Polly a rumpled dollar and ran.

FOR A WEEK, I wandered the neighborhood in my cape,
feeling potent and magical, a vampire-saint prowling the earth. In a
Transylvanian accent, I asked people: Do you like my Pucci?
Neighbor Becky, my partner in poison, refused to answer when |
rang her doorbell. My brothers all but disowned me. To other
children, my delirious face, emerging from a magenta flame, may
have indicated mental illness or clown school. Girls gaped. Boys
spit. I carried on.

Until Dad spotted me.

He stopped his new Thunderbird and put down the electric
window. "No fucking way. Get it off."

"Dad, I'm Pope John—the Twenty-Third!"

"You heard me. Get it off. Now."

CrioziBaroynch 3HAMTH 30710TO, S BIIKPUB CTapuil MIKipSHUIN
CAaKBOSDK 1 BUTSATHYB 3BITH KYIIKy MEPEKMWBHOI OUTH3HH 1 BUIBLINX
KpaBaToK.

I panitom s moGauuB 1i: HAKUJIKY, POXKEBY aTJIACHY HaKHJKY!

S mipbir go TpicHyTOoro n3epkana i mpumipsas ii. S HakuHyB
OJCKMHY Ha IUIeYi, 1 BOHA 3aciilujia MEHE CBOIM HENpPUCTOWHUM
koapopoM. Ha eruketiii Oyno Hanmucano «Pucci», a migkmagka Oyna
ACKpaBolo, sIK Becenka. Lle Oymo moane uymo. S mpocTsarHyB cTapiii
[Toni 3im'sTuit gonap i mooir.

LUIMUA TUXKJIEHD 51 GrykaB CycifiChbKMMHU JBOpaMH y CBOiii
HaKUALI, BiJUyBarouuW cebe MOTYTHIM i YapiBHUM, HEMOB CBSTHI
Bammip, 1o Onykae mo 3emii. 3 TPaHCUILBAHCHKUM aKIEHTOM S
3anuTyBaB Jrofei: «Bam momobaetses mos Pucci?». Cyciaka bexki,
Mos crnibHHIA B «OTpyTi», BiIMOBHIAcS BIINMOBIAATH, KOIU S
MO/I3BOHMB Y ii ABepi. bpatu 3pexnuca mene. s 1HIIUX JIiTel Moe
3aU4aBiie 00aMYYsl, 110 BUPUHAIO 3 MA/HKEHTOBOTO IOJIyM's, MOTJIO
OyTH O3HAKOIO TMCHXIYHOTO 3aXBOPIOBaHHS a00 HaBYaHHS B IIKOJI
kiIoyHiB. [[iBuara BuTpimamucs. XJIOMIi IUTFOBAIUCh. A s
MIPOIOBXKYBaB.

Jlomoku TaTo He MoOaYnB MEHe.

Bin 3ynunuB cBiii HoBeHbKHit Dopna TanmepOepn ’i OmycTHB
eJIEKTPUYHE BIKHO.

— Hi, Hi 3a mjo. Mepriiii 3HiMU 11€.

— Tary, g [1ana loann J{Banusate Tperiit!

— Tu mene nouys. 3Himu 11e. Heraiino.

7 JlerengapHuii JOPOTH aMEPUKAHCHKMI aBTOMOOLIE (knacuka 50—70-x).
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The Pucci was banned. Dad wouldn't explain, but later, during
an argument with my mother, I heard him use a new phrase.

"The boy is a goddamn queer, Norma-it's obvious."

"Charlie, don't say that, he just needs a challenge." Mom
suggested piano

lessons, or archery. "Why don't we call Father Dempsey or
one of the younger priests? Maybe they'll know what to do with
him."

Lying on my bed, I thought: What's a goddamn queer?

Eviction

MY FATHER'S COMPANY, Charles Rush Construction,
built office buildings and town halls, waterworks and missile silos-
but Dad was most proud of the churches and schools he built for the
Diocese of Trenton.

Dad made a fortune serving Our Lord.

To show his gratitude, my father entertained the clergy in
style.

On summer Sundays, a gang of priests could always be found
sipping cocktails by the pool (they always stayed for dinner). Father
Dempsey, our pastor, was considered "family" and regularly joined
my parents on vacation. I'm told that besides gambling and golf, Dad
sometimes introduced Father Dempsey to the fairer sex. Charles
Rush Inc. won all the church contracts.

At St. Ignatius, Father D's church, my parents were high-
profile parishioners, an example for all to see. Charlie and Norma
Rush marched up for Holy Communion as if collecting a prize. Dad
was strong-jawed and blond, handsome as a movie star, and his
wife-the brunette bombshell-swung at his side. Down the fashion
runway, my siblings and I followed them-hands folded, eyes down.
God watching.

Hocutu «Pucci» meHi 3a6oponmin. be3 xoHUX MOsICHEHB, alle
3rOJIOM ITiJT 9aC CBApPKH i3 MaMOIO TaTO BUTIAIIMB HOBY (pa3y.

— Le# xmomyuHa 9opTiB kBip. Hopmo, 11€ % oueBHIHO!

— Yapmi, HE KaXu Tak, HOTO MpocTo Tpeba YUMOCH 3alHATH.
Ypokamu popremniano uu cTpiIbOOIO 3 TyKy. — 3allpPOMOHYBaJIa MaMa.

—Yowmy 6 Ham He 3anpocutr Ot [lemMrici uu KOroch 3 MOJIOIUX
nactopiB? Moxe, BOHH 3HAIOTh, 1110 POOUTH.

Po3BanuBIINCH Ha JIXKKY, ST pO3AYMYBaB, XTO X TaKHi YOPTiB
KBIp.

Burnanus

BYAIBEJIbHA KOMITAHISI MOI'O BATBKA, «Yapas3 Pam
Konctpakmny, 3Boauna odicHi OyiBii Ta paTyili, BOAONPOBOAM Ta
paKeTHI IaXTH, aJIe TATO HAWOUIBIIE MUIITABCS [IEPKBAMH Ta IIKOJIAMH,
gkl BIH mnoOynyBaB g enapxii Tpentona. Taro poszGararis,
npuciayropyroun ['ocrony.

[Ilo6 BUCIOBUTH CBOIO BISYHICTh, Mili 0aThbKO pO3BaXKaB
JIyXOBEHCTBO 3 PO3MaXOM.

BrniTky KOXXHOI HeUIl TyCOBKa CBSIICHUKIB cHALIA OIS
OaceliHy, TOINMMBAIOYM KOKTEWJI (BOHU 3aBXKAU 3IHINAIACI Ha
Beuepro). Orenp Jlemrici, Ham macTop, BBaKABCS «WICHOM CIM'T» 1
pEeryJsipHO TPHEIHYBAaBCS 10 MOiX OaThKiB y Bigmyctmi. MeHi
PO3MOBLAAIH, 110 KPIM a3apTHUX irop i roibdy, TaTo iHOAI 3HAHOMUB
otud [lemrci 3 npeacraBHULISIMU TTpekpacHoi craTi. Komnanis 6atbka
BUTpaBalia yci TeHAEpH, OB’ 3aHi 3 LIEPKBOIO.

VY nepksi Cesaroro IrHaris, ae ciayxuB orers Jl., Moi 6aTbku
Oynu mMmoBaXHUMM napadissHamMu, TpUKIagoM A Beix. Yapm Ta
Hopma Pam npwitmanmu xmi6 1 BuHo (Cssare IIpuyacts), HIOM
OTpUMYBaJIM Haropoay. Tato OyB OIOHIMHOM 3 BHPA3HOIO IIENETOI0,
rapHUM, SK KiHO3IpKa, a Horo npyxuHa — (¢idoro-OproHETKOI0, sKa
3aBHcana 3 HUM. Mu 3 Opatamu Ta cecTpaMu WIIUTH 32 HUMH, HEHaye
0 MOA1yMY, CKJIaBIIIM PYKH Ta OMYCTUBIIHN 04i. bor muibHyBaB Hac.
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At school, the nuns had explained God to me-heaven and hell,
miracles and martyrdom.

I loved every juicy bit, both the glory and the terror.
Sometimes, I spent lunchtime in the dark church, alone, waiting for
God to finally appear. I tried to feel His Holiness, penetrating me
like atomic radiation. Closing my eyes, I meditated.

God-rays are entering my soul.

I could feel their warmth inside me.

In church I felt safe. It was the one place where everything
moved slowly, and in that slowness there was peace. "Your mind is
always racing," my mother used to say—and it was true. But in
church 1 was better, I was calmer. When the nuns saw my piety, I
heard them whisper: Maybe God wants this one for Himself ...My
dad, born of Irish immigrants, would have been happy to hand over
one of his sons to the Church. But my mother, a convert to
Catholiism, was descended from Connecticut Puritans. She was
much less inclined to give things away.

IT WAS SISTER Theresa Ann, a hunchbacked Puerto Rican,
who instigated God's Peculiar Plan for Chris. Sister Theresa was no
fan of mine. In her sixth-grade classroom, she found my
metaphysical enthusiasms difficult to contain. When she called my
house to schedule a private consultation with my parents,it was |
who picked up-shocked to learn that nuns used telephones.

"Am I in trouble, Sister?"

"Let me speak to your mother, please."

A few days later, when my parents returned from a meeting
with the hunchback, they seemed a bit perturbed. I was escorted into
the living room for a talk. Dad lit a cigarette.

VY mkoni MOHaxuHi po3noBinanu MeHi npo bora — mpo pait i
MIEKJI0, UyJieca 1 MyUeHHULTBO.

Meni nomoOanycsa HaWIiKaBilIl YaCTUHU — CJiaBa 1 KaxiTTs.
IHoni s mpoBoauB OO0iAHIO TIEpepBY B TEMHIM IEPKBi, HAOAMHIIL,
4eKaloun, KOJIH HapemTi sBuThcs bor. S Hamarascs Bimuytu Moro
CBATICTB, sIKa IPOHUKAJIA B MEHE, SIK Pa/IIOAKTUBHE BUTTPOMIHIOBaHHSI.
3arToIUBIINT 0Yi, I MEJUTYBaB.

Boxi mpoMeHi MPOHUKAITK Y MO0 JTyIILY.

S BituyBaB iXHE TEIJIO y AylIi. Y LEpKBI s MO4yBaBcs B Oe3Melll.
Le Oyno enuHe miciie, e BCe pyXallocs MOBUIBHO, 1 B 111l MOBUTLHOCTI
OyB criokiii. Most Mama Ka3ana:

— TBii1 po3yMm 3aBX/11 MOCIIIIIAE.

I e Oyno npaBnoro. Ajie B IIEpKBI s TIOYyBaBcs Kpaile, s 0yB
cnokiHimuM. Ko MOHaXHHI TOMi4aau MO0 HaOOXKHICTb, s 4yB, SIK
BOHHU menoTim: «MoximBo, bor xode 3abpatu ioro a0 cebe...».

Miit 6aThKO, CHH 1pIaHACHKUX IMMITpPaHTIB, OyB OW IacIuBUi

B1IIaTH OJTHOTO 31 CBOIX cuHIB LlepkBi. Alie MOsi MaTH, sIKa TIEpeHIIa
B KaTOJUIM3M, OyIia Hamaakom myputad 3 Konaektukyty. Bona Oyna
Habarato MEHIII CXWIbHA [IOCh BITaBaTH.

CAME CECTPA Tepe3sa Enn, ropbara myepTopikaHka,
iHiitoBana ocobnuuii boxxuit mnan s mene. Cectpa Tepesa He Oyna
Moe€ro npuxuibHuLero. Koy st 6yB y mocromy Kiaci, BOHa BUPILIWIIA,
0 MO€ 3axOIIeHHS MeTadi3ukow Baxko crpumaTH. Komu BoHa
3areneoHyBala HaM J0AOMY, IIOO 3ampoCHTH MOiX OaTbKiB Ha
npuBaTHy Oeciy, ajne clyXaBKy MiIHAB 5 1 OyB IIOKOBaHH,
JII3HABIIKUCH, 1[0 MOHAXHUHI KOPUCTYIOTHCS TeleOHOM.

— Sl BnsimaBcs y xaznemy, cectpo?

— Ilepenaiite, Oyb J1acka, CIIyXaBKy Ballliid Mami.

3a kibka JHIB O0aThKH MOBEPHYJIHCS 3 3yCTpidl 3 ropOaToro, 1
BOHHU 3/IaBaJIHCS JC0 CTypOoBaHUMU. MeHe TPOBEIH 10 BiTalIbHI IS
po3MoBH. TaTo 3amanuB cUrapery.
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Mother explained the bad news. "Sister Theresa received your
1Q results this week and she's a little concerned."”

I tried to defend myself, saying how nervous I got during tests.

"Stop," my mother said, holding up her hand. “Sister Theresa
says the numbers are inappropriately high.

She thinks you'll need some sort of special help.

I didn't understand.

"Sister Theresa says you're an excellent student, but that you
constantly interrupt."”

"How do [—"

"You ask too many goddamned questions," my father chimed
in. "Calm down, Charlie." Mother turned to me, bland as the moon.
"It's just that other children need a chance to learn, Chris-not just
you."

I tried to defend myself. "I can't help it that other kids are
dumb." "Darling, what did I tell you? No one likes a conceited
child." "I'm not conceited. I'm just saying-"

"Boy, listen to your mother!"

I bit my lip, trying not to cry. My parents hated crying.

"Chris, this is serious-the test results are really alarming. But
your father and I have discussed the problem and we've come up
with a great idea."

I felt my stomach turn.

"The idea is..."

Mama mana noraHi HOBHHH.

— Cectpa Tepesza 11pOoro THKHS OTpUMaia pe3ynbTatu TBoro I1Q,
1 BOHA TPOXH CTypOOBaHa.

Sl HamaraBcsl 3aXHCTUTHCS, KaXyuH, SIK s HEPBYBaB IIiJI 4Yac
TECTIB.

— [Ipunuau, — ckazaia Mama, IiHSABIIN PYKY, — cecTpa Tepesa
KaXke, 1110 TOKa3HUKH HAATO BUCOKi. BoHa BBaxae, 1m0 1001 moTpidHa
SKach 0COOIMBA JJOMOMOTa.

51 He po3yMiB.

— Cectpa Tepesa kaxke, 110 TH BIIMIHHUN Y4Y€Hb, aje MOCTIIHO
nepeOuBaen ii.

— AJle X fIK 11...

— Tu craBum 3aHaaTO Oarato QypHyBaTUX MUTaHb, — BTPYTHUBCS
0aTbKO.

— 3acnokoiics, Yapini. MaTu noBepHyacs 10 MeHe, CIIOKiiiHa, K
MICSTYHA HIY.

— IIpocto iHmMMM XITAM TeX MOTPIOHO NaBaTH MOXKIUBICThH
BuntHucs, Kpice, He TUTbKH TOOI.

S cipoOyBaB 3aXUCTUTHCA.

— 51 He MOXY HIYOTO BIIISITH 3 TUM, IO IHIII AIiTH AYypHI.

— JIrobuii, mo s To01 kazana? Hixto He J1OOUTH 3apO3yMUIHX
IiTel.

— 51 He 3apo3yminuii. S mpocTo Kaxy...

— Xuonye, ciryxaii cBoro marip!

S 3akycuB ry0Oy, Hamararo4yuch He posrjakaTucs. Moi 6aTbku
HEHABUIN CITHO3H.

— Kpice, 11e He KapTu — pe3ysbTaTu TECTIB JIHCHO TPUBOXKHI.
Ane Mu 3 TBOIM OaTbKOM OOTOBOPIJIM If0 TPOOJIEeMYy 1 3HAWIILIN
qy7I0BE PillIeHHS.

51 BimuyB, sIK y MEHE B Cepe/InHi BCE NMEPEBEPHYIOCH.

— CyTb y TOMY, 1IO...
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The fact that my normally direct mother was dragging this out
was a bad sign. Her hands fluttered-another indicator of doom.
"We're going to send you away to school."

I opened my mouth, but before I could speak, my father told
me to shut it up.

Mother continued: "Sister thinks a Catholic boarding school
would be best for you.

For your development. And Father Dempsey agrees."

"But I live here. I don't want to leave." I explained that I'd just
bought some throw pillows. "I'm redecorating my room. And I'm
planning a dance party!" I could hear my voice rising into hysteria.

"Calm yourself." Father's face was hard. "It's time for you to
grow up, buster. Your mother has made it too easy for you-lying
around, making funny flowers. No more."

I tried to explain that [ was done with the flowers.

Dad turned away. "Norma, finish this." He disliked parenting
even more than Mom. He got up to mix a drink.

Mom grabbed my hand.

"Honey, we just want what's best for you. We're proud that
you're smart, we really are-but you're different. I think you know
that."

"I haven't done anything wrong. Why do I have to go?"

"You won't go until September. You'll have the whole
summer with us. We can still have a party."

Te, mo Most Mama, sika 3a3BUuail Oyya mpsIMOIIHINHOO, TATHYJIA
3 BiAMOBiI0, GyJI0 TIOTAHUM 3HAKOM. 1i PYKH TPEMTilu — IIe OJuH
O3HaKa Jinxa.

— Mu BianpaBuMo Te€b€ 0 IIKOIH.

S po33sBUB poTa, ajie HE BCTUT HIYOrO BUMOBUTH, SIK 0ATHKO
HaKa3aB MEHI 3aMOBKHYTH.

Mama npoaoBxKyBana:

— Cectpa BBaxkae, M0 KaTOJHUI[bKA IIKOJIA-IHTEPHAT OyAe UIs
TeOe HalkpamuM BapianToMm. [[is TBoro po3Butky. | orenn [emmci
3TOJIEH 3 IIUM.

— Ante X 51 KUBY TyT. Sl He X04y HIKYH iXaTu.

Sl mosicHuB, MO0 MOWHO TPUAOAaB KUIbKAa JEKOPATUBHUX
MOAYIIOK.

— S mepepoOinsito CBOKO KiMHATy. | mMaHyr BiamITyBaTH
TaHIIOBAJIbHY BEUIpKY!

S 4yB, sIK Miil TOJIOC 3pUBAETHCS HA ICTEPUUHHIA.

— 3acrokoiucs.

baTbko AMBUBCS Ha MEHE CYBOPHM ITOTJISIOM.

— To6i wac nopocnimaru, CHHKY. TBOSl MaTH HAATO CHIPOIIyBaia
TOO1 JKUTTSI — TH JIexaB Oe3 jina, poOUB IIi aypHi KBiTH. Takoro
Ounbie He Oye.

Sl HamaraBcsi HOSICHUTH, 1110 3 KBITaMU MOKIHYEHO.

Taro BiBEpHYBCHI.

— Hopwmo, 3akpyrisiics.

BiH He nmr00MB 0aTHKIBCTBO HABIThH OlIbIE, HK MaMma. baThbko
BCTaB, 11100 HAJIUTH COO1 YOI OCh.

MamMma MIITHO CTUCHYJIA MOIO PYKY.

— JIrobuii, Mu mpocTo X04yemo sl TeOe Haiikpamoro. Mu
MUIIIAEMOCS THM, 110 TH PO3YMHUH, CIpaBJi MUIIAEMOCS, alleé TH He
TaKWi, K Bci. ['anaro, TH 11e po3yMi€llL.

— 51 & Hivoro nora”oro He 3po6uB. To YoMy s MOBUHEH TxaTH?

— Tu moigew TinbkK y BepecHi. Tu mpoBeaent 3 HaMu Bce JITO.
Mu 111e MOKEMO BIIAIITYBATH BEUIPKY.
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As she leaned in to comfort me, I could smell her perfume—
but I pulled away.

TWO WEEKS LATER, I'm miserable.

We're driving to St. John's-a monastery-for my interview. As
we pull up the long driveway, I'm thinking I'll die of sadness. I don't
want to leave home.

Then, at the top of the hill I see it—a castle rising from the
fog.

Stone walls, dark towers, windows like squinting eyes. It's
pure monster movie. I'm sort of impressed.

I take a deep breath—and though I keep some sourness in
reserve, | decide not to throw a tantrum—not yet, anyway. A young
crew-cut priest greets us at the castle's huge wooden doors. Behind
him is a long stone staircase, leading to a heaven of stained glass.

The priest smiles and quickly removes me from my parents,
who are shown to a lounge to meet with the headmaster. I walk
down a dark passageway with the handsome priest, and we enter a
tiny office-no win- dows. The door is shut.

“I'm Father Karl,” he says, finally introducing himself. I
wonder if he's an albino, he's that pale-his crew cut like a bed of
white needles. He pulls up a chair for me, and when he speaks it's
very softly. He asks about my family, my grades. He knows about
the infamous IQ test.

"Impressive."

Like my mother, I'm easily flattered. I feel the sudden need to
shine. When he asks about my hobbies, I tell him I like to sketch. "I
can draw anything."

Konu BoHa Haxummiacs, o0 MeHe BTIIIMTH, s BiA4yB 3amax ii
napdymiB — aie s BiAXWINBCS Bif HEl.

MUHVYJIO IBA TU)XHI, meHi Bce e 37e.

Mu inemo no monactups Cent-J[KoHC Ha Moo cmiBOecimy.
[Tokn Mu mix’ DKIDKaTM 10 3aMKy JOBIOIO JIOPOTO0,i JyMaB, IO
MOMpY Bifl CMYyTKy. S He X04y ixaTu 3 JOMy.

A ToTim, Ha BepIIuHi marop6a, st modaunB HOro — 3aMoK, M0
BUJIHIETHCS 3-32 TYMaHy.

Kawm'stHi cTiHu, TeMHI BeX1 1 BIKHA, CX0X1 Ha IPUMPYKEHI OYi.
Bin Henaue 3 ¢inpMy npo MOHCTpIB. BiH MeHe fenio Bpa3us.

S poGmro rmuboKuid BOUMX — 1 X0oua B IIIMOMHI IymIi st Bce I
PO3IIpaTOBaHUH, 51 BUPILIYIO HE BIAIITOBYBATH ICTEPUKY, IPUHANMHI,
MOKH 110. MoJIouii CBALIEHUK 3 KOPOTKOK CTPHXKKOIO 3yCTpIda€e Hac
O1J1s1 BEeIMYE3HHX JIEPEeB'THUX BEpeil 3aMKy. 32 HUM TATHYTHCS JIOBT1
KaM'siH1 CXO/TH, 110 BEIyTh JI0 Paro 3 BITPaXiB.

[TacTop ycmixaeTbest 1 MIBHAKO BiJBOJUTH MEHE BiJl OaTbKiB,
SIKUX MTPOBEJH J0 BiTalbHI IS 3yCTpidi 3 JUPEKTOpOoM. S iy TeMHUM
KOPUIOPOM 3 MPUBAOIMBUM CBALICHUKOM, BPEIITi, MU 3aXOJUMO B
KpUXITHUN KabiHeT 6e3 BikoH. J[Bepi 3aurHEH.

— 1 — oreup Kapn, — nHapemTi npencraBuBcs BiH. MeHe
[[IKaBUTh, YU HE aAIbOIHOC BiH, 00 HOTO MmIKipa Iyke Oijia, a CTPUKKA
Harajaye Kyry Oinux royiok. BiH mijicoBye CTiuTenb UIsT MEHE 1 1I0Ch
JIy’e TUXO MPOMOBJIsie. BiH 3amuTye mpo MO CiM't0, PO MOi OIIHKH.
Bin 3Ha€ npo cymHO3BicHu# TecT Ha Q.

— Bpaxae.

Sk 1 Mo MaTH, s JIETKO Mijgjarocs jectomaM. | pantom s
BiJuyBaro nmotpely nmokaszaru cede y Bciil kpaci. Konu BiH 3anuTye npo
MO1 X001, 51 pO3MOB1/Iat0, 110 JIFOOJI0 MATIOBATH.

— 51 MOy HaMaJTIOBaTH IO 3aBI'OJIHO.

— Hapn yum T 3apa3 mpaitoemnt? — 3anuTye BiH MEHe.
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"What are you working on now?" he asks me.

"Well, I'm doing a series of drawings of paramecia. Do you
know what they are?"

He says he does.

"Okay, so I do a whole page with lots of them, and if you color
them in, it looks sort of like paisley."

"Oh, really. And what sports do you like?"

When I tell him I'm not interested in sports, he frowns.

I don't want to disappoint him.

"I used to sail."

He studies my face, a concerned adult.

Embarrassed, I look at the stone walls, which seem to be
sweating. But the office is actually freezing. My hands are shaking.

"I like God, too," I blurt. "I mean, I really like Him. I'm just
not a hundred percent sure I want to be a priest."

"Okay, well, that's not a requirement."

I'm confused. I'd assumed St. John's was a kind of Barbizon
school for priesting.

"Isn't this like a-what do you call it-a seminary?" I say it
quietly; it sounds like a dirty word.

"Yes, there's a seminary here for men, but that's separate.
You'd be here in the boys' school. That is, if you're accepted."”

There's a long pause, which feels like a test-maybe to see if
silence freaked me out. I fold my hands on my lap and close my eyes
halfway, like a saint on a mass card.

"Are you sleepy, Chris?"

“No, I was just—" Blushing, I tell him that, actually, I haven't
slept well for a few days.

"I'm kind of a nervous person. And sometimes I have bad
dreams."

"The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear?
The Lord is the stronghold of my life; of whom shall I be afraid?"

— Hy, mamoro cepito iHdy30piit. Bu 3HaeTe, XT0 11€ Taki?

Bin kaxxe, 1110 3Ha€.

— o », s po3MaltoBaB Iy CTOPIHKY BEJIMKOIO KiTHKICTIO
TaKUX UTIOCTpAIlii, 1 KO X po3¢apOyBaTH, TO BUXOAUTH IIOCh CXOXKE
Ha TeHCIIi.

— O, cipaBzi. A sixi BUIy cropty To01 mogo0aroThes?

Konu s kaxy oMy, 10 HE LIKaBIIOCS CIIOPTOM, BiH CYNHUTHCS.

Sl He Xxouy MOro po34apOBYBaTH.

— I KoJMCh TITIaBaB i1 TAPYCOM.

Bin cTryp6oBaHO BUBUaE MO€ OOIUYYSI.

30eHTe)KEHUN, S PO3TUBIISIIOCS KaM'sHI CTIHH, $IKi, 3/1a€ThCH,
MITHIIOTh. AJle HacIIpaB/ii B KaO1HETI 1y>Ke XOJIOAHO. Y MEHE TPEMTSATh
PYKH.

— A e s 6o Bora, — Bunanus 5. — To6To, s aificao Moro
mo0mto. TlpocTto s He MO KiHIA BIEBHEHWH, MO XOTIB OuM OyTH
MACTOPOM.

— o x, 3po3yMmiB, 1Ie 30BCiM HE 000B'SI3KOBO.

S cnmantennuenuid. S mymas, mo CeHT-/[)KOHC — 1€ MOCh HA
3pa3zoK MoJieibHOI 1IKoIu «bap0i30H» IS CBSIIEHUKIB.

— A mo — ue He... SIk me HazuBaeTbed...? He ceminapis? —
3aM’sIBCA 51 1 1€ IPO3BYYAJIO SIK JIAHIMBE CIIOBO.

— Tak, TyT € cemiHapis I YOJIOBIKIB, ajie BOHA OKpeMo. Tu
Oyzenr TyT, y IIKOJNI JJisi XJIOMYUKiB. ToOTO, SIKIO Tebe MpHAMYTh.
JoBra mays3a 37aeTbCsi BUIPOOYBaHHSIM — MOXIIMBO, M€ JUIs
MepEeBIPKU, UM HE 3JI5IKA€ MEHE MOBYaHKa. Sl CKiIa/aio pyKH Ha KOJIiHaxX
1 Maii>ke 3aKpUBaI0 O4i, SIK CBATUN HA JIUCTIBII I MECH.

— Tu xouem cratu, Kpice?

— Hi, mpocro...

[ToyepBoOHiIBIIM, S PO3MOBiNAI0 HOMY, IO HAcHpaBii s BXKe
KiJIbKa JTHIB TIOTaHO CILIIO.

— $1 nocuTh TpUBOXKHA JTIOMHA. | 1HOI MEHI CHATHCS KOIIMapH.

—T'ocnoab — MOE CBITJIO 1 MO€ CIIACIHHS, KOTO S Mato 0osTHCS?
['ociogb — TBEpAUHS MOTO KUTTSI, KOTO Sl Mat0 OOSATHCS?
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I nod, knowing he's quoting scripture, but part of me wishes

Father Karl were really asking what scared me. About a
trillion things, I would have told him.

When he stands and offers me his white hand, I shake it firmly
like my older brother had taught me. "Like you're packing a
snowball," was how he explained it—but Father Karl's hand is warm
as could be.

Outside the building, my parents are waiting. My mother
kisses my cheek.

"Good job."

"Who knows?" I say.

"We know. We heard the whole thing." "Through the walls?"
I say sarcastically.

"No, silly. Through an intercom. Quite a setup." "What?" I'm
aghast, worried about what I said. "Paisley?" My father rolls his
eyes. "Really?"

When I look at him, he laughs-and it doesn't seem like he's
making fun of me, because my mother laughs, too. They're holding
hands, pine trees and stone towers rising behind them. They look
beautiful, like a postcard. So I laugh, as well—and miracle of
miracles, my father pats me on the back. "We'll stop at that
steakhouse," he says. "The one we saw on the way up."

My mother says she could go for a petite sirloin. To have my
parents to myself was a triumph.

ON THE INTERCOM: my mother's voice.

"Chris, come to the table. Father Dempsey is waiting."

Sunday dinner-always a performance. Table set, candles lit,
silver ware shining like new money.

A xuBato, posymitoum, mo BiH nutye Csste Ilucemo, ane
JacTHHA MEHe Oaxae, mo0 orternps Kapn crpaBzi 3amurtaB, M0 MEHE
nsikae. S 6 po3kazaB Homy Mpo, MPpUOIU3HO, TPUIBHOH peUei.

Kouu BiH BeTae i mpocTsirae MeHi CBOIO 01Ty PyKY, s MILIHO TUCHY
ii, sk HaBUMB MeHe crapiuii Opar. «Tak, HIOM TH JTINHII CHIKKY», —
TaKk BiH II¢ TOSCHIOBaB, aje pyka oTisd Kaprma HacTUIBKM Tera,
HACKIJIbKU MOKEe OyTH.

Hanpopi Ha MeHe Bke YeKaloTh OaThbKu. Martu IiTye MEHE B
IOKY.

— Tu Monoxenm.

— XT0 3Ha€?

— Mu 3Haemo0. Mu Bce 4ynu.

— Yepes cTiHu? — BIANOBIAAKO0 51 CAPKACTUYIHO.

— Hi, nypuuky. Yepes3 nomodoH. JJocuTs 1ikaBa ycTaHOBKA.

— Io?

S po3nepByBaBcs 3a Te, 10 CKa3aB.

— Ieiicmi, cipaBmi?

barpko 3ak0THB OUi.

Konu s monuBHUBCS Ha HBOTO, BiH 3aCMisIBCA, 1 HE OYJIO CXOXKE,
1110 BiH 3 MEHE HaCMiXaeThcs, 00 Mama Tex cMisutacs. Bouu Tpumanucs
32 pyKd, a 3a HHUMH BHCOYUIM COCHM Ta KaMm'sHi Bexi. BoHu
BHUTJISIAIOTh ITPEKPACHO, K Ha JIMCTIBIN. TOX 1 s TEX CMIrOCH, 1, O
B0, 0ATHKO INIECKAE MEHE 110 CIIMHI.

— Iloinemo y To#t creiik-xayc, — cka3zaB BiH, — TOMH, AKHI MU
Oaumnu mo Jopo3i croau. Mama kaxe, 1m0 BoHa O 3'[ma aHTPEKOT.
[TpuBepHyTH yBary OaThKiB JUIIe 10 ceOe — IIe BeMKa IepeMora Jyis
MEHE.

I[TO JTIOMO®OHY: 3By4HTb T010C MO€ET MaTepi.

— Kpice, i 1o cromy. Otenp [lemrici yekae.

Heninpauii 06in — me 3aBxau moy. CTUT HaKpUTHUH, CBIYKH
3amnaJieHi, cpiOHi CTOJIOBI MpUOOPU OIUILATH, SIK HOBA KOTiHKa.
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Rushes ran from all directions, assembling behind our
assigned seats, ready to play our part.

To my right, Dad stood with our honored guest, waiting for
the signal. When Mother made her entrance, she took her throne and
nodded. Then we all sat, grabbing our napkins and bowing our bony
heads. On cue, Father Dempsey recited grace like a radio jingle.

"Bless us O Lord and these Thy gifts we are about to receive...
"Amen," he said, but then held up his hand, signaling he had more
to say.

"Charlie, Norma, [ have some good news.

Headmaster O'Conner informs me that your son has been
accepted at St. John's." Lifting his whiskey, Father Dempsey winked
at me.

"Congratulations, my boy. One day, I hope you'll go on to take
your holy vows." He downed his drink in a single swig.

Mother, representing the clan, responded judiciously. “Thank
you, Father. But let's not rush ahead to the vows. The boy is still
very young."

Dad said nothing, but my brothers turned to me, confused.
Michael seemed slightly hostile. "You're going to a new school?"

Donna patted my arm. "Very clever."

I looked down at my meal. Everything was white: filet of sole,
mashed potatoes, cauliflower, and a big glass of milk. It was as if
my mother were making an appeal to heaven, to purity—to creamy
perfection.

Mu 306iranmcs 3 ycix KyTKiB, Ci1ajIM 3a CTUT Ha CBOI MiCIIsl, TOTOBI
3irpaTé CBOIO POJIb.

[IpaBopyu BiJg MEHE CTOSIB TaTO 3 HAIIUM IOYECHUM TOCTEM,
yekarouyu Ha curHai. Komu Mama yBiiiia, BoHa 3aifHsIIa CBOE TOUECHE
Miciie i KuBHYJIa rojioBoto. [1oTiM MU BCi BCUTHCS, B3sUIM CEPBETKH 1
CXWUJIWJIM CBOI 4YepemyliKd. 3a curHajioMm oteupb Jlemrci mpouutan
MOJIUTBY, HaUe peKjamy Ha pajio.

— bnarocnosu Hac, ['ocniony, i 111 TBoi napwu, siki Mu 30upaemocs
MPUHAHATH... AMIHb, — CKa3aB BiH, aJie¢ TMOTIM MIiTHSAB PYyKY, TAl0Ud
3HAK, 10 Ma€ IIe MOCh CKa3aTH.

— Yapmi, Hopmo, y mene xopomii HoBunu. [Jupekrop O'Konnep
MOB1JOMUB, 1110 Barll ciH OyB npuitHsaTuii 10 Cent-/xonca. [TignsBmm
CBIii OOKaJ BiCKi, OTeIh JleMIICl I IMOPTHYB MEHI.

— Moi npusitanus, xmomde. CrHomiBarocs, OAHOTO JHS TH
MpUHAMEII CBSATI OOITHHIII.

Bin 3anmom BUNMB yce 10 JHA.

Maru, sika mpejcTaBisiia Halll KJ1aH, BiIOBLIA PO3CY/UIUBO:

— Jlsaxyro, otue. AJie HE TMTOCHIMAWMO 3 OOITHHIISIMHU.
XJIOMYUCHKO LIE AYKE MAJIUM.

Taro HIYOTO HE CKa3aB, a OpaTH TOBEPHYIUCS [0 MEHE,
30eHTexeH1. Malkil 311aBaBCsl TPOXU 3JIHM.

— Tu migenr 10 HOBOT MIKOINA?

JloHHa mornaauia MeHe 1o pyIii.

— yxe po3ymMHO.

S TnanyB Ha cBOMXO TapiiaKy. Bee Oyno OimuM: ¢ise MOPChKOTO
S3UKa, KapTOIUISHE Mope, I[BITHA KAITyCTa 1 BeIMKa CKIISTHKA MOJIOKA.
3maBasiocsi, HIOM MOsI Mama 3Beprajacs A0 Heba, 0 YHCTOTH, 0
OUIOCHIXHOI JOCKOHAJIOCTI.
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WHEN I TOLD MOM 1 was nervous about going away, |
meant nervous about leaving her. Maybe she knew.

Instead of a hug or a pep talk, she offered to take me clothes
shopping—a full day together at the Short Hills Mall. She
understood exactly how to seduce me. For hours, I posed in
department store mirrors, multiplying myself, trying to find the
future me, the right look for St. John's. I tried on jackets and ties,
sweaters and suits.

Watching all this activity, Mother became a bit wistful.
"Eleven years old and already a little man.”

"I'm a size-ten shoe."

"You know, I might miss you, Chris." She batted her eyes, as
if it were a game. " haven't decided."

It was too late to risk sadness. I changed the subject.

"So, can I have both sweaters, the mint and the blue?"

Mom regained her poise. "Boys do not wear mint."

UNLIKE MY MOTHER, Donna was very emotional, saying
twice a day how much she'd miss me. “Who will I talk to in this
house once you're gone?"

Being in my sister's room was thrilling, especially when she
locked the door. The room smelled like Doublemint. Green garlands
made from gum wrappers hung from her canopy bed.

One night, she spit her one into a Kleenex and said she needed
a cigarette.

"A what?" It was inconceivable to me that Donna would
smoke.

KOJIN 1 CKA3AB MAMI, mo HepByBaB uepe3 Bia'i31, S MaB
Ha yBa3i, 0 MEePeXHUBAI0 Yepe3 Te, 0 3aIumaro ii. MoXIMBO, BOHA
11e pPO3yMiJa.

3amicTb 001iMiB UM Mi0aAbOPIUBHX CIIiB, BOHA 3alIPONIOHYBajIa
MEHi IiTH pa30M Ha MIOMIHT 1 TPOBECTH IUIHIA IEHb y TOPTiBEILHOMY
nentpi «opt T'yuicy. Bona TouHO 3Hama, K MEHE 3alliKaBUTH.
[TpoTsirom KUIbKOX TOAMH sl TO3YBAaB Iepes 3epKajllaMu yHiBepMary,
YSBIIAIOUN ce0e CTapIvM, HAMaralounuch 3HaAWTH MailOyTHBOTO cele,
CTBOPHTH IIpaBUIbHUMN 00pa3 mist Cent-JkoHca. S mpuMipsB mipKaku
Ta KpaBaTKH, CBETPU Ta KOCTIOMH.

Criocrepirarouu 3a BCI€IO IIEI0 METYIIHEI0, MaMa MIOXHIOMUIIACK.

— OauHAIIATE POKIB, a BXKE MAJICHHKUN YOJIOBIK.

— VY meHe 43 po3Mip HOTH.

— 3Haen, MOXe, 5 i cyMmyBaTuMy 3a To0010, Kpice. Bona kiinana
ounMma, H10H 11€ Oyna rpa, — S me He BUpimmia.

Bbyno pusukoBaHO MMokazyBaTu CBiii cyM. Sl 3MiHUB Temy.

— Tox, st MOy B3siTH 0OUBA CBETPH, 3€TICHHM 1 CHHIH?

Mama 3HOBY cTaia co0oro.

— XJonii He HOCSTh 3€JIEHOT0 KOJIbOPY.

HA BIJIMIHY BIJI MAMMU, [lonHa Oyna qyke €MOIIHHOIO i
JIB14l Ha J€Hb TTOBTOPIOBAJA, SIK CHJIILHO BOHA 32 MHOIO CYyMyBaTHME.

— 3 kuM xe 51 Oyay B IbOMY OyTMHKY PO3MOBIISITH, KOJIU TeOe He
oyne?

[lepeOyBaTu B KIMHATI cecTpu OyJI0 KPyTO, 0COOJIMBO KOJIM BOHA
3aMuKaiza aBepl. Y KIMHATI MaxJyio KyHkow «JlabmMmiHT». 3 Jikka 3
OanaxiHOM 3BHCAJIM 3€JIEHI TpIsSHAN, 3p00JIeHI 3 00rOPTOK Bif IIET K
T'YMKH.

Onniei HOUY1 BOHA BUILTIOHYJIA )XKYHKY Y «KimiHEKke» 1 ckazana, o
it moTpiOHa curapera.

— o T061 Tpeba?
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I watched in awe as she opened the window and lit a Tareyton.

"Are you still a cheerleader?"

"What?" she said. "Cheerleaders can't smoke?"

She exhaled, said Fuck it, and told me the rest.

"Cheerleaders do lots of things. Did you know I have sex? I
smoke pot and have sex. With Derrick."

I felt my whole body tingle and go red; I looked toward the
locked door and then back at her.

How was it possible that she could even say things like this
out loud? Did she think I was already a priest? Was this a
confession?

"So, who is Derrick?"

Donna explained that Derrick was her twenty-two-year-old
boyfriend. I had some understanding of "teen pregnancy." At
sixteen, my older brother Chuck had been forced to marry his
hillbilly girlfriend. Only a few years later, my sister Kathy had
dropped out of high school, pregnant by a sailor. I asked Donna if
she was being careful. "Chris, I'm on the pill."

"Oh, okay." Not exactly sure what the pill did, I changed the
subject. “I can't believe you smoke pot."

"Everybody does." She dragged thoughtfully on her Tareyton.

"Pot makes everything more intense."

I crossed my legs, not letting on how shocked I was. "Are you
a hippie then?"

She shook her head: Uh-huh. "Just don't tell Mom."

I couldn't believe it. Just as things were getting interesting at
home, Mom and Dad were planning to lock me up in a priest prison.

s mene Oyno HeMHCIUMO, 110 JloHHA mamuTh. S 3 )KaxoMm IuBHUCH,
SIK BOHA BiJIKpHJIa BiKHO 1 3amarnmia « TapeidTon.

— Tu Bce mie unpmiaepka?

— IIlo? — cka3ana BoHa, — A YHpIiJIepKU HE MOXKYTh MAJTUTH?
Jo Oica.

BoHa BuxuaxHyIa, MaTIOKHYJIacs 1 pO3IOB1JIa MEH1 KYITy BChOTO.

— Yipninepku Gararo yoro poo6isaTs. Tu 3HaB, 10 s 3aliMarocs
cekcom? S Kypro TpaBKy i 3aiimMarocsi cekcoM. 3 Jlepikom.

S BimuyB, SIK BCE MO€ TIJIO 3aTPEMTUIO 1 MOYEPBOHLIO BiJ
COpOMYy; 5 IOAMBMBCS Ha 3aUMHEHI JIBepi, a MOTIM 3HOBY Ha Hel.

Sk BOHa MoOTja HaBiTh T'OBOPUTH Taki peui Brosoc? Bona
JTymaiia, o s Bxxe cBsmeHuk? Lle Oyna croBias?

— A xT0 Takwuit Jlepik?

Jlonna nosicauna, o Jlepik — ii A1BaaISATHABOPIYHUIA XIIOTICIIb.
S Bke MaB MEBHE YSBIEHHS MpO «IIUIITKOBI BariTHOCT». Y
HIICTHAIIATH POKIB MOTO cTapiioro oOpara Yaka 3Mycuiiu oapyKUTUCS
3 HOro CLIBCHKOIO MOJPYKKOI0. BChoro 3a kifbka pokiB MOsI cecTpa
Keri kunyna mkoy, 60 3aBariTHina Big Mopsika. S 3anurtas JloHHy, un
BOHa 0OepexHa.

— Kpice, 1  Ha TalneTkax.

— O, nobpe.

He 30BciM po3yMitouu, sIK TIFOTH 111 TAOJIETKH, sl 3MIHHB TEMY.

— He Moy nmoBipuTH, 1110 TH KypHIII TPaBY.

— Bel kypATh.

Bomna 3agymnuBo 3atarayinacs cBo€ro « TapeidTony.

— TpaBa poOUTB BCE SICKpPaABIIINM.

51 cxpecTHB HOTH, HE BUKA3yIOUH CBOTO HIOKY.

—To tu ximi?

Bona noxuraia royiosoro:

— Ara. Tinbku MaMi HE KaXKH.

S He mir y ue noBiputu. SIkpa3 KoJid BIOMa BCE CTaBaIO TaKUM
[[IKaBHM, Mama 3 TaTOM IUIaHyBAJIM 3a4YMHUTH MEHE B TIOpMi JUIsS
CBSIIICHUKIB.

30



I was amazed by Donna's ability to lead a double life. I wanted
to have a secret life, too. Perhaps I already had one, somewhere
inside me, but couldn't yet see its shape. I spent hours at my desk
drawing pictures and making art-maybe that was it. To me, drawing
was as calming as prayer.

Within a week of Donna's confession, I became her all-
purpose alibi- ready to lie for her at any moment. She didn't want to
upset my parents, who expected much from their not-yet-pregnant
daughter.

"Mom, Chris and I are going shopping for school clothes,"
Donna would say and then we'd disappear for hours to her
boyfriend's bungalow on the beach.

Boyfriend Derrick was a high-strung college kid who'd failed
out and was about to be drafted. Donna admired his ideals. He was
a pacifist, ranting against the Vietham War. He was also very
handsome, with pale green eyes. He called me by my full name,
Christopher; this made me feel like a grown-up.

Derrick gave me a notepad to draw in while he fucked my
sister in the bedroom. The walls were thin. Even with the stereo on,
I heard far too much. I hated it when they made animal sounds.
When they came out, Donna would be sheepish, her makeup a
raspberry mess, as she watched Derrick roll a joint. The smell of pot
was wonderful, like a deep forest, but I didn't like it when Derrick
started laughing for no reason. I was afraid he was laughing at me.

51 6yB BpaxkeHUM, K JIOHHI BaBanoCs BECTH MOABIMHE KUTTS.
MeHi TeX XOTIIOCS MaTH TaEMHE JKUTTS. MOXIJIMBO, BOHO B MEHE BXKE
OyJ0, 1ech BCEpEaMHI, ajie sl TIOKU IIe He J0 KiHIg Horo 6aywBs . S
TOJAMHAMH CUJIB 3a CBOIM CTOJIOM, MAJIFOIOYM KAPTHHHU 1 CTBOPIOIOYM
BUTBOPH MUCTEITBA — MOXKe, 1€ K pa3 BOHO i Oyno. Jlns meHe
MaJIOBaHHS OYJI0 TaKMM K€ 3aCTIOKIAIUBHM, SIK 1 MOJIUTBA.

[Tpotsrom TvxHSA micis 3i3HaHHs JloHHU cTaB 11 yHiBepcalbHUM
aibi, ToTOBUM 30pexaTu 3apaau Hei B Oyab-sikuii MOMEHT. BoHa He
XOT1JIa 3aCMyJyBaTH OaThKIB, K1 0araTo O4iKyBaJIH BiJl CBOET TOKH 1110
HE BariTHOI JIOHbKH.

Mawmo, mu 3 Kpicom iimemMo KymyBaTth OOSr Ajsl LIKOJIH, —
ka3zana /loHHa, 1 MU TiKalM Ha KUIbKa roJuH y OyHraio ii XJIONis Ha
TUTSDKI.

I xmonenp Jlepix 6yB HEPBOBHM CTYIEHTOM, SIKHii BHJIETIB 3i
IIKOJIM 3@ HEYCIIIIHICTh 1 SKOTO OCh-OCh MaJld MPHU3BATH JI0 apMIi.
JlonHa 3axoruioBajacs #oro morinsgamMu Ha KUTTS. Bin Oys
narnu@icToM i rOJIOCHO BUCIIOBIIIOBABCS MPOTH BiiiHU y B'eTHami. [{o
TOTO X BiH OyB Jye KPaCUBUM, 3 CBITJIO-3€JICHUMH OuynMa. MeHe BiH
Ha3uBaB MOBHUM iM'siM, Kpicrodep, 1 e nomaBamo MeH1 BiI4yTTS
JIOPOCIIOCTI.

JHepik 1aB MeH1 OJIOKHOT, 1100 51 TOMaTIOBAB, TOKU BIH B CIIAJIbHI

3aiiMaBCsl CeKCOM 3 Moe€lo cectporo. Ctinu Oynu ToHKi. HaBith 3
YBIMKHEHOIO CTEPEOCHCTEMOIO sl UyB 3aHaATO Oararo. Sl HEHaBUIB,
KOJIM BOHU BHJABaJI TBapHHHI 3BykH. Koy BoHM BuXOoamH, JloHHA
copommiiacs, a ii Makisbk OyB po3MaszaHui, 1 BOHa JUBHUIIACS, K Jlepik
CKpYYye€ KOCS4OK. MapuxyaHa naxja 4yZoBo, sSIK JIiCOBI Xallli, aie MeHi
He momoOanocs, koiu Jlepik Mo4YnHaB CMISATHCS Oe3 mpuuuHH. S
0O0sIBCS, 1110 BiH CMIETHCS 3 MEHE.

31



ONE SUNNY AFTERNOON, I rode my bike to
Woolworth's, meandering home with pockets full of candy. Gliding
toward the back door, I saw cars in our driveway I'd never seen
before, and strange people wandering about.

Two girls were picking Mom's flowers! I jumped off my bike,
speechless, struck dumb by the gob of Dubble Bubble wedged in
my mouth.

I spit out the gum and ran inside. A blond guy sat in my dad's
recliner, a joint dangling from his dainty fingers.

Calm as a caterpillar, he exhaled a blue cloud, asking, Who
are you?

I ran into the kitchen.

My parents were 757 miles away, golfing in Bermuda. My
brothers had been shipped off to relatives, but my sister and I were
allowed to stay home, by virtue of our maturity. I found Donna at
the fridge, talking to a cowboy with red sideburns and a turquoise
belt buckle-both of them swigging bottles of my dad's special beer.

When Donna saw me, she practically did a cheer. "We're
having a party! Chris, this is Buffalo. He's from Taos." "Howdy,"
he said, crushing my hand.

The house was overrun: girls in gauze, boys in boots, people
splashing in the pool-naked! I was freaking out. I ran down to the
basement, where it was safe. Looking at Mary in her golden gown,
I suddenly knew what to do.

I went to the closet and opened the box where I'd hidden my
shame.

OJITHOI'O COHAYHOI'O JHS s moixaB Ha BEJIOCHIICIl JI0
«BymBopc» 1 TIOBEpHYBCSA JOJOMY 3 KHUIICHSAMH, HAOUTUMU
ykepkamu. Konu s mia'ixmkaB 10 3aIHBOTO BXOJly, TO MOOauuB Ha
JMOPIKIN KiTbKa MAIllMH, SKUX HIKONW paHilie He 0a4yuB, 1 AUBHUX
JOJICH, 110 OJTyKau HaBKojo. J[Bi MiBUMHU pBayid MamuHi kBiTH! f, B
HIMOMY TIOIll, 3ICKOYMB 3 BeEJIOCHIIE[a JIe[lb HE BJABUBIIUCH
MOJyIIEUKO0 KyHKkH «J{abm babmy.

S ButuTIOHYB ii 1 mo6ir y OyauHOK. Y Kpicii Moro 0aTbKa CHIIIB
SKUICHh OJOHIMH 3 TOHKUMU MAaNbISIMU, 3 SIKUX 3BUCaB KOCSIK.

CrokiiiHui, sIK yJaB, BiH BHUJIWXHYB CHHIO XMapy IuMy 1
3aMUTaB:

— Tu xT0 TH?

Sl moMuaB Ha KyXHIO.

batpku Oynu 3a 1200 kioMmeTpiB BiJ Hac, rpajid B roibg Ha
bepmynax. bpariB BignpaBuim 10 poaudiB, aje MeEHi 1 cecTpi
JTIO3BOJIMJIM 3QJIMIIIATHUCS BJIOMA, 3Ba)KAIOUM HaA HAmry 3puTicTh. S
noMiTuB JIoHHY OIS XOJIOAMJIBHMKA: BOHA PO3MOBJISIA 3 KOBOOEM 3
pyaumu OakeHOapaaMu 1 6IprO30BOI0 MPSDKKOIO HAa peMeHi — 000€
IWJIM B0 0aThKa, SIKE BIH 3aJIMIaB Ha OCOOJIMBUI BUITA/IOK.

Komnu [lonna Mene no6auunia, BOHA aK BUTYKHYJIa Bl PaJloCTi.

— V¥ nac Beuipka! Kpice, e bydano. Bin 3 Taoca.

— IlpuBiTHKH, — CKa3aB KOBOOM, JI€JBE HE PO3UYABUBIIN MO0
PYKY.

VYV Oyaumnky Oyna Kyma HapoAay: JAiBUaTa B HaliBIPO30pUX
CYKHSIX, XJIOIII B KOBOOHCHKHX YOO0OTSX, AKICh JIFOJIH, IO TJICCKATICS
B Oaceitni, romi! A 6yB y maniui. 5 mo6ir 10 cBoei HOBOI KIMHATH, /€
Oyno 6e3neuno. S moauBucsa Ha [[iBy Mapito B ii 30J0TUX mIaTax i
panToM 3p0o3yMiB, 10 MEH1 POOUTH.

A mipifimos 1o mwadu 1 1ictaB KOpoOKy, 71€ XOBaB CBIH COPOM.
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After months in my room, it smelled a bit like incense-like a
holy garment. I unfurled the pink cape and put it on, and slowly
walked upstairs, feeling a bit like Joan of Arc headed to the stake.

Or was I a butterfly, emerging in my true colors? When I
entered the kitchen everyone stopped talking. I saw the cow- boy
put down his beer and knew I'd made a terrible mistake.

But then there was something new: the sound of clapping.
Everyone cheered, "Right on!" The room felt like it was a thousand
degrees and I had the sense of something beginning to break.

It was a smile, a big grin across my face. People were still
clapping. Donna, too. Something was clearly expected of me.

What would my mother do?

Twirl. I executed a double twirl to better show off my splendid
Pucci.

I was blushing but didn't care. Smiling, everyone went back
to their drinks, their smokes. A boy in a pink cape—a minor
diversion, a laugh. When I walked into the den, the blond guy waved
me over. "Donna says you're her brother. Join me. I'm Valentine."

I took a space on the floor in front of him. I wrapped my cape
around me for safety, my head floating above the mound of pink
satin. I was slightly afraid of this Valentine.

My sister had already told me all about him. A Russian boy
from the city, sleeping with her best friend Jo. Though Jo was
blonde and pretty, Valentine was something way past pretty. His
features fell exactly be- tween male and female, his long hair a
perfect shade of platinum. As if to signal gender, a pale mustache
floated on his lip.

Valentine was too beautiful somehows; it caused a kind of pain
in my chest.

3a KiTbKa MicAIIiB y KIMHATI HaKHJIKa BBIOpasa 3amax, CXOXKHi Ha
JamaH, 1 Temep maxja HeHade psca. S po3npaBuB ii, HaKUHYB i
MOBUIBHO MITHABCS HAaropy, Bimdysim cede XKannoro /I’ Apk, 1o e
Ha CTparTy.

Uu s OyB METEIMKOM, IO PO3KPHUB CBOIO CIIPABXHIO CYTHICTh?
Komu s yBiiimoB 10 KyxHi, BCi 3aMOBKJIA. I mo0OauuB, K KOBOOW
[IOCTAaBUB CBOE MHBO, 1 3p03YMiB, 1110 3pOOUB >KaXJIUBY OMUJIKY.

[TpoTe mami cramocsi AEUIO HE3BUYHE: MPOJYHATW OIIECKH. YcCi
BUryKyBasiu: «Momozens!». ¥ KiMHATI CTajo Tak CIEKOTHO, HEMOB
TeMIIepaTypa 3pocia JI0 cTa rpadycis, 1 1 BII4YyB, 1110 II0Ch 3MIHUIIOCS.

3’sBunacs TOCMINIKA, IIUPOKA IOCMINIKA Ha MOEMY OOJIHYYI.
Jlromn Bce me amtogyBaym. [ [lonHa Tex. Big MeHe TOYHO YOTOCH
OUIKyBaJH.

Mo 6 3po6mia Most Mmama?

[TokpyTtmnacs ©. S 3pobuB mnoxaBiiiHUI 00epT, OO Kparie
IPOJEMOHCTPYBATH MOIO KpyTe3Hy «Pucciy.

51 po3uepBoOHiBCs, alie MeHe 11e He XBumoBaio. [locmixatouucs, yci
3HOBY B3SUTHCS 32 IUISIIKH Ta 3a IHUTApKdA. XJIOMUWHA y POXKEBid
HAKUIl, MaJleHbKUW TMBaK, MpuUBi i cmixy. Konu s 3aiimoB a0
KiMHATH, OJIOHJTUH TIOMaxaB MEHI PyKOIO.

— Jlonna xaxe, mo Tu ii 6par. Cinaii 1o mene. 51 Banentun.

Sl mpuciB Ha mi1031 HABIPOTH HBOTO 1 3arOPHYBCS Y HAKHUIKY
3aju1s1 0€3MeKu, TOK MOS TOJIOBA BU3HpaAJia 3 XMapH POXKEBOT'0 aTiacy.
Mene Tpoxu JsKaB 1€l BaneHTus. ..

Cectpa BxKe po3IMoBiUIa MEHI PO HHOTO. MiChbKUN XJIOMYMK, SIKUH
cnmaB 3 i Halikpamoro mnoapyroro JIxo. I xoua JIxo Oyna
CHMITaTUYHOIO OJIOHIWHKOIO, Ha3BaTH BaneHTHHA MpoCTO KpacuBUM
Oyn0 6 HemocTaTHBhO. Pucu #oro obmuyyst Oynu HE KIHOYMMH 1 HE
YOJIOBIYMMH, a JIOBT'€ BOJIOCCS OYJI0 i7ieanbHO TuIaTiHOBUM. HeMoB 61
OKPECITIOIOYH HOTO CTaTh, y HHOI'O CTHPYAIIH OJIi/1i ByCUKH HAJl Ty0O¥0.

BanenTtun OyB 3aHaATO KpacUBUM, 1 4epe3 e y MEHE IIEMUJIO B
TpyasX.
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He was also a drug dealer, wanted by the police. And
implausibly, he was sitting in my father's easy chair, my mother's

Hummels like a blond army behind him.
I felt dizzy.

Wearing black silk pajamas, Valentine casually crossed his
legs as my sister brought him a cold bottle of Coke. He took a long
swig and hand- ed it back. From behind his ear he pulled out what I
knew was another joint. He lit it and passed it-to Donna.

"So, your brother is cool with this?"

Donna smiled, as smoke drifted from her mouth. "Oh yeah."
Strolling back to the kitchen, she left me with Valentine. I
thought I should say something. Trying to sound scientific, I asked

him what his intentions were, in regard to drugs.

He held up his hand. The gesture was stern. "Please don't call
them drugs. Call them what they are-sacraments. Given to us by the

Creator for our spiritual evolution."

With his doll eyes flashing, he added in a whisper: "I'm

looking for God, not a hand job."
What's a hand job?
"So, brother, you need some sacrament?"

Donna yelled from the kitchen, "Valentine! He's only eleven."
"But I have an abnormally high IQ,” I said. “I'm not bragging.

It's actu- ally a problem."
Valentine said, "There are no problems,
questions."

man. Only

Bin Takox TOpryBaB HapKOTHKaMu 1 TiepeOyBaB y pO3IIYKY.
JIMBOBMXHHMM OYJIO T€, IO BiH CHJIB y Kpicii MOTO 0aThKa, a 32 HUM,
SIK apMisl, BUIIIMKYBAJIKCS MaMHHI CBITIIOBOIOCT Dirypku «I'ymennse.

Y MeHe 3amaMopovmiacs rojosa.

BanenTun, ogsrHeHU y 4OpHY IIOBKOBY MiKamy, HEBHMYIICHO
CXpPECTHB HOTH, a CECTpa MpHUHECIa WOMY XOJIOJHY IUIALIKY KOKa-
konu. BiH 3poOuB Bennkuii KOBTOK 1 BijjaB ii Hazand. 3-3a Byxa BiH
JCTaB IIe OJIUH KOCsK. BiH 3ananus iioro i nepeaas J{oHHI.

— To TBIii 6pat He npoTu?

JloHHa ycmixanacs, BUITyCKalO4YH TUM 3 POTa.

— Ara.

[ToBepHyBIIMCh Ha KyXHIO, BOHA 3ajJMIIKJIa MEHE Biu-Ha-BIY 3
Banentunom. S mogymaB, mo Maro mioch ckazaru. S HamaraBcs
BHJIATUCh PO3YMHHUM, TOMY 3allMTaB, IO BiH IUIAHy€ POOUTH 3
HapkoTukamu. Bin migHsaB pyky. Lle OyB pi3kuii xecr.

— S Tebe mpomry, He Ha3uBal 11e HapKOoTUKaMu. Ha3uBaii ix Tum,
9UM BOHHM CIIpaBAi € — TaiHCTBOM. Bouu maHi Ham TBoprem ans
HAIIIOTO TyXOBHOTO PO3BHUTKY.

Moro ns1bKOBi 04i GIMCHYIH, i BiH IIPOLIEHOTIB:

— 4 wmykato bora, a He po3mycrTy.

[I{o Take po3mycra?

— To mo, 6patuky, ToO1 BiAKpUTH TaiHCTBA?

JloHHa BUT'YKHYJIa 3 KyXHi:

— Banenrune! MoMy nuiie ouHaIISATS.

— Aune y MeHe Ha3BHUYaiiHO BUCOKUM [1Q, — BiamoBiB 1. — S He
BuxBaysitocs. Hacnipasni e npo6iema.

— IIpobnem Hemae, apyke. BUHUKAIOTH JHINe 3aMUTaHHSI. —
BianoBiB BanenTud.
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3. Johnnies

SUMMER ENDED, LIKE A SHADOW across the sun.

Mom and I left for St. John's. As usual, she was speeding,
passing every car on the highway.

"Mom, I'm worried. I won't know anyone."

"You'll be fine. Soon you'll be Mr. Popularity."

The scene at the castle was chaos: cars everywhere, boys
running about, mothers weeping, fathers dragging trunks like
coffins up the cas- tle steps.

Mother, in a red dress and pearls, pushed to the front.

"Where do we go, Father?"

"Is that your boy, ma'am?"

"Yes, it 1s."

"Wrong building, I'm afraid."

He pointed back down the hill.

No castle for me. Younger boys were sheltered in an old
farmhouse, just a stone's throw from the sewage treatment facilities.
A fat Father Jerry greeted us there, offering to help me with my
luggage. The build- ing was run-down; the whole structure leaned
to the left like it was try- ing to dodge a bullet. My room was grim-
metal bunk beds on brown linoleum, dishrag curtains.

Mom helped me unpack and then administered a cautious kiss.
“Good- bye, darling." We both knew not to cry.

"You don't have to leave yet," I said. "I think there's like a
dinner or something."

"I can't. I have to meet your father in the city." Without a
second glance, she disappeared.

3. loanmi

JIITO 3HUKIIO, AK TIHb =Ha coHii.

Mu 3 mamoro Bupymmin a0 Cent-/[>koHca. Sk 3aBxkau, BOHA
MEPEeBUIIlyBalIa MIBUAKICTh, 0OTaHIIOYHN BCl MAITMHU Ha 1I0CE.

— Mawmo, s xBrIIOI0CS. 51 3K HIKOTO TaM HE 3HAIO.

— Bce Oyne mo6pe. Cxopo Tebe HazuBatTuMyTh «MicTep
[omynsipHIiCTBY.

VY 3aMKy maHyBaB Xaoc: BCOAW OyliM MamIuHU, Oiraju XJIOIIIIi,
IJIaKalyd MaTepi, o cxojax 0aTbKH TSATIIU Bali3H, CX0XK1 HA TPYHH.

Mawma B 4epBOHiH CyKHI Ta nepiax npoouiacs BHepes.

— Kynau nam itu, otue?

— Ile Bamr cux, MmeM?

— Tak, Miii.

— borock, BaMm HE CIOIU.

Bin Bka3zaB Ha Oy/iBII0 BHU3Y Taropoy.

Hisikoro 3amky s MeHe. MOJOIIIMX XJIOMI[B TMOCENUIU Y
cTapomy (epMmepchkoMy OyAHMHKY, 3a JEKLTbKAa METPIB BiJl OUUCHUX
copya. Tam Hac 3ycTpiB TOBCTHH oOTerb J[>kepi 1 3ampornoHyBaB
JornoMorTu 3 OaraxkeM. byaiBns Oyna 3aHenbaHoro, 1 ycs cropyna
XHUJIUIIAcs BIIIBO, HEHAUe XOTLNAa YXMIUTHCA Bix Kymi. Most KiMHara
Oyla TMOXMYpOK: 3 METAJCBUMH JBOSPYCHHMH JIDKKAMHA Ha
KOpPUYHEBOMY JIIHOJIEYMi Ta IITOPaMH, 110 HaraayBaJld TaH4ipKy JUIs
MUTTS TIOCY 1Ty .

Mama gormomoriia MeHi po3ioparu pedi i 00epekXHO MOIITyBaa.

— bysgaii, mro6wmii.

Mu 000€ 3HaH, 110 MJIAKaTH HE MOXKHA.

— Tu mOKM MOKEI JUIIUTUCI, — CKa3aB . — S gymaro, BOHH
MOJIAI0Th BEYEPIO UM IIOCh TAKE.

— He Moxy. Sl Maro 3yCTpiTUCH 3 TBOIM OATHKOM y MICTI.

He o3uparouncs, BoHa mimuia.
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Father Jerry-his hands too tiny for his enormous body-
introduced me to my new roommates, who'd just walked in and
were, for some rea- son, in their underwear.

"Anthony, Stewart, I want you to meet Christopher."

Father Jerry left me there, in my gold ascot and blue blazer, to
sort out the arrangements. When I asked which bunk was mine,
Tony (the short- er one, with chest hair) said, "Will you look at his
goddamn outfit?"

Stew (blond and Polish) had skinny arms with prominent
lumps of bicep; they looked like snakes that had just swallowed
gerbils.

He put one of his deadly arms around me and asked if I gave
good head. Thinking it was drug slang, I said, "No, but I'd like to."

THE NEXT MORNING, I peed in a trough with six other
boys, as if group urination were the latest thing. And waiting my
turn at the sinks, I noted that some boys brushed their teeth in the
nude, and with great vigor. There was spitting and gargling, farting
on command. Having nothing to contribute, I combed my hair, tied
my tie, and found my way to break- fast.

The cafeteria, in a basement below the church, echoed with
the sounds of several hundred very rowdy boys. As I waited in line
with my plastic tray, I began to worry. Nearly everyone was bigger
and older than me. At the seventh graders' table, even my loudmouth
roommates seemed uneasy.

We were the runts-and we were surrounded.

I'd never seen so many jocks. St. John's School, carved from
a huge private estate in the 1930s, was a fervently Catholic
institution

Otenp Jlkepi 3 HAITO MaJCHHKUMU PyKaMH y MOPIBHSAHHI 3 HOTo
BEJIMYE3HUM TiJIOM TTO3HAHOMHUB MEHE 3 MOIMH HOBHMH CYyCiJaMH IO
KIMHATi, sIKI IIOWHO 3aMIIIN 1, 3 SIKOICh MPUYMHH, OyJIH JHIIE Y
CHiIHIM OLMH3HI.

— EnToHni, Crroapte, no3naiiomrecs 3 Kpictodepom.

Oteup 3aquIIMB MEHE TaM, Yy 30JI0OTOMY acKOTI Ta CHHbOMY
6neiizepi, 06 s obnamtyBaBca. Koy 51 3anuTaB, siKe JTKKO S MOXY
3aifHs T, TOHI (HIDKYUH, 13 BOJIOCCSM Ha TPY/ISX) CKa3aB:

— Twu Gaums #ioro 6iciB TpUKKI?

Crio (O70HAMH 1 MOJSAK) MaB Xy[i, ane M’S3UCTI pyku. Bonm
HaraJyBaJIv 3MiH, SKi IIOWHO MPOKOBTHYJIM MIIIAHUX MHILIEH.

Bin 0OGiliHsIB MeHE OJHIEIO 31 CBOIX MIIHHUX PYK 1 3alHUTaB, YH S
BIIPABHUH B OPAJIBHUX MECTOIIAX.

S mogymas, 1o 11e SIKHACh HAPKOMAHCHKUH CIICHT, TOXK SI BiJIIOBIB:

— Hi, ane xoTiB OM HaBYUTHCA.

HACTVYIIHOI'O PAHKY s mo4MBcs y BiJpo pa3oM 3 IIICTbMa
IHIIMMH XJIOMISIMHU, HIOM TPyHOBE CEYOBUITYCKaHHS OYyJI0O MUCKOM
Mou. I, ouikyroun yepru Oifis yMHUBAJIBHUKIB, s IOMITHB, 110 JESIKi
XJIOMI[I YACTUIIH 3yOH TOJISKA, 1 JOCUTh TaKH aKTHBHO.

Bonu mroBanucs, MoJ0CKaau Topiio Ta IMycKalu rasu. Sl Hi4oro
TaKoro poOUTH HE MIr, TOK PO3YECaBCs, 3aB’A3aB KpaBaTKy 1 IMIIIOB
CHIZaTH.

VY iganpHi, po3TalIOBaHId Yy MiJBAIbHOMY MPUMILIEHH] ]
LEPKBOIO, JIyHAIIM FOJIOCHU KUIBKOX COTEHb JIy’K€ ITyMHHX XJIOITYAKIB.
Iloku s crosiB y uep3i 31 CBOIM IJIACTUKOBUM IIiTHOCOM, MEHE
OTOpPHYJIO XBUJIIOBaHHA. Maifke yci Oynu OUIBIIMMU 1 CTapIIMMU 32
MeHe. 3a CTOJOM ChOMOTO Kjacy HaBiThb MOI TajlacliMBi CyCiau
3/1aBAJIUCS CTPUBOXKEHHUMHU.

Mu Oynu HalMOJIOAIIUMH, 1 HAC OTOYYBAJH 3Biaycinb. S Hikomn
He OaumB Tak Oararo croptcMmeHiB. lllkoma Csitoro loanna (CeHT-
Jlxonc), moOynoBana y 1930-x pokax Ha TepUTOpPii BEIMUYE3HOTO
IIPUBATHOTO MA€ETKY, Oyia CyBOPO KaTOJIUIBKAM 3aKJIaJI0M
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with a famous athletic program. Golden trophies lined the
halls. The students, known as Johnnies, were, for the most part,
clean-cut and wide- shouldered. I understood now why Father Karl
had asked me about sports during my interview.

Watching grown-up boys wolf down their food, I was both
frightened and excited. Was it really possible I was going to spend
the next six years here until I was eighteen?

I felt my own arms: there were no gerbils.

On second glance around the room, I was relieved to spot a
few other skinny boys, as well as a few fat ones, off in the shadows.
Maybe their plan was similar to mine: study, survive, graduate. But
first [ had to get through seventh grade.

EACH DAY at St. John's was dependably the same, and
slowly I began to adjust. With the other thirty boys of Low House,
I woke at seven to a clanging bell, frantically got dressed, and made
my bed. Dress code was nonnegotiable: short combed hair, dress
shoes, school blazer, white shirt, and dark tie. Pastels of any sort
were highly illegal. When I'd done my mad rush of clothes shopping
with Mom, I had no idea of how regimented everything would be.

Classes were much harder than at St. Ignatius. I barely had
time to sketch (or to feel homesick). I sang at mass, cheered at
football games, and slogged through hours of homework in study
hall. The schedule was relentless. When the last bell announced
lights-out, I collapsed.

From dawn to dark, the monks were always watching, their
silhouettes embedded in each and every scene. All wore black
woolen cassocks, the fabric coarse and somber.

13 BU3HAYHOIO CIIOPTUBHOIO MPOTPaMor0. Y KOpUI0opax Oyiu psau
3oi0tux TpodeiB. YuHi, Bimomi sk «loaHmi», Oynu OoXxaWHUMHU Ta
mUpoKoruieyuMu. Terep s 3po3ymiB, yomy otenb Kapn mig uac
criBOeciii 3aMuTaB MEHE MPO CIIOPT.

Crorssinarouu, siK TOPOCIIi XJIOMII Kaai0HO KHIAIKCs Ha 1KY, MEHE
BOJHOYAC OXOMMWJIM CTPax 1 3aXOIJICHHS.

Sl He MIr MOBIPUTH, 110 MaB MPOBECTH TYT HACTYIHI 6 POKIB, ax
JIOKA MEH1 HE BUIIOBHUTHCH 18.

S monrynaB cBoi OlLlencu: MilllaHuX MUILEH TaM He OyJ10.

OrngHyBIIM KIMHATY I pa3, S 3 TMOJETIICHHSIM 31TXHYB, KOIHU
MOMITHB M€ KUTBKOX XyJIWX XJIOMI[IB, & TAKOX KUTbKOX TOBCTHUX, IO
CUIITH B TiHI. MOXINMBO, Halll IUTAHW 30Irajaucs: BUBYHTHCA,
BIDKUTH, BUITYCTUTHCS. AJIe CIIepIIly sl MaB MEPEKUTU ChOMUI KJIac.

KOXEH JEHb y Cent-/I)x0HCi OyB OJTHAaKOBHUM, 1 S TIOCTYIIOBO
MO0YaB MPUCTOCOBYBATUCA. Pa30oM 3 TpUALSTHMA IHIIUMU XJIOMIISIMH 3
Jloy-Xaycy s MpoKHuaaBcs O CbOMil O A3BIHKY, MOCIIIXOM OJIATaBcs 1
3anpaBisaB JDKKO. J[pec-koJ OyB MKOPCTKUM: KOPOTKO MHiACTPHKEHE
BOJIOCCS, KJIacuuHi Ty(JIi, MKUIbHUIA Oneiizep, Oi1a copoyka i TeMHa
KpaBaTka. Byab-ski KoiabopoBi peui Oyiu 3aboponeni. Komu mu 3
MaMOIO TIOCIIXOM KYITyBaJii OJISIT, sl HABITh HE YSBJISB HACKUIBKH yCe
OyJe CyBopo.

3ansatTss Oynu HabaraTo CKIaIHIMIMMHU, HDK Yy mkodi CBATOro
Irnaris. S nexBe 3HaxomuB Yac momMaimtoBaTu (abo mocymyBaTH 3a
nomoM). Sl cmiBaB Ha Meci, BOOJiBaB Ha (hyTOOJBHHMX MaT4ax 1
roJMHAMHU CH/IIB HaJ JOMAIIHIMU 3aBJaHHAMHU B HaBYAILHIN 3aIi.

Posknan OyB HecrepriauM. Konu ocTanHii 13BIHOK CIIOBIIIAB PO
Bif0ili, 1 BaIMBCA 3 HII.

3a HaMU LI0A000BO CIIOCTEpIirany YeHIi , 1 iXHi cuiyeTtu Oynu
yCroay. Yc¢i BOHM HOCHIM 9OPHI BOBHSHI CyTaHHM® 3 rpy0Oi TKAHMHH.

8 Jlosri peniriiii pscu, 31e611bIIOr0 KATONHIBKI.
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Some monks were ancient, having spent their whole lives on
the mountain. Others were fresh from college.

Though many were not ordained as priests (Brothers rather
than Fathers), all the monks of St. John's were teachers by trade.

Above everything stood the church, a concrete fortress, harsh
and modern. Beyond that, the monastery skulked closer to the
ground, windowless, revealing nothing to the outside world.

My teachers ate and slept up there, traversed the secret
tunnels connecting the church and the castle.

Johnnies were forbidden to even visit the monastery.

I wondered what the monks did at night. Did they fry pork
chops, smoke cigars, watch Bonanza in their underwear? I'd heard
that they'd all taken a vow of poverty. That sounded dreadful.

Most of them, though, were quite pleasant. I think they liked
their lives. My religion teacher, Father Peter, was a loquacious
elderly monk with a sizable mole on the tip of his nose. Some of the
nastier boys called him Mickey Mouse.

You ask too many goddamn questions, Dad had told me-but
in Father Peter's class my questions were encouraged.

"Father, if God knows everything, then there's no free will. If
He knows what I'm going to say, then I'm just a robot."

Father Peter smiled. "Who knows, maybe we amuse God with
all our jabbering? You amuse me, Mr. Rush. And you seem to have
no shortage of free will."

Within a short time, I was at the top of my class.

I wished I could tell Mom in person.

Jleski yeHIi Oy CTapyuMHU 1 IPOXKUIIU BCE CBOE XKUTTA y ropax. [Himi
[IOWHO 3aKIHYMIIA KOJIEIK.

I xou GaraTo 3 HUX HE BIAYYBAIM MOKIMKAHHS CTaTUTIIACTOPAMHU
(BoHun Oynmu bparamm, a He OTisAMM), yci YEHII LIKOJU Malld
MeJaroriyHy OCBITY.

IlepkBa 3Haxomuiacs HaiBuie Ha maropOi. beronna doprens,
cyBopa i1 cyuacHa. 3a Heto OyB MOHacTUp 0e3 BIKOH, IO MpUYaiBCs
OMKYe 710 3eMITi, He PO3KPUBAIOYHCh 30BHIIIHBOMY CBITY.

Moi BuunTeNi M 1 cranyu TaMm 1 epecyBailch TEMHUMHU TOHEISIMH,
1110 3’€JHYBaJIM LIEPKBY Ta 3aMOK.

loanmsiM 3a00pOHSIIOCS HABITH XOAMTH IO MOHACTHpIO. MeHe
IKaBUJIO0, IO Y€HIIl pOOUIIN BHOYI.

Uu cMaXuiid BOHU CBUHSYI BiIOMBHI, UM KYPHJIA CUTApeTH, YU
nuBmiMcs «BoHau3y’, cuasuu y HWKHIM Olnsui? S 4yB, 10 BOHU
namy obitaumro yoorocti'l. Lle sxaxmmso.

Opnnak OUTBIIICTD 13 HUX OyJMU AOCUTH MPUEMHUMH JHOABMHU. S
oyMmaro, iM mojoOanocsi iXHe KHUTTS. Mill BUMTENb peNirii, oTelb
[TiTep, OyB OanakyyuM YeHIIEM OXUIIOTO BIKY 13 BEJIMKOIO POJUMKOIO
Ha KIHUMKY HOca. Jleski 3 HaliMEep30THIIMINX XJIOMI[IB HA3UBAIIU MOTr0
Mikki Maycowm.

Taro xa3as, IO 5 CTaBIIIO HAATO OaraTo AypHUX 3alUTaHb, ajie Ha
ypokax ot [litepa 3anuTaHHs 3a0X0UyBaJIHCS.

— Orue, ko bor 3Hae yce, To cBoOo 1M BUOOPY HE icHYE. K0
Bin 3Hae, 1m0 5 ckaxy, TO 51 TPOCTO POOOT.

Orenp [liTep ycMiXHYBCS 1 IPOMOBUB:

— XTO 3Hae, MOXIMBO, MH po3BaxaemMo bora ycim mum
OazikanusM? Bu mene Becenute, mictepe Pami. I, 3maeTbes, Bam He
Opakye cBOOOIH.

HeBnoB3i s cTaB HallkpalyM yyHeM y KJaci.

S XoTiB OM TTOBIAOMUTH TIPO 1€ MaMi OCOOHCTO.

® AMepukaHchKkuii BectepH-cepian (1959—-1973) mpo poauny Kaprpaiitis Ha paruo «[lorgepocar.

10 Peririiina 0GITHULIS )KUTH O€3 BIACHOCTI i CTAaTKiB.

38



Even though home was several hours away, I assumed I'd be
going back most weekends. But on the phone, Mom suggested I stay
for the first month or two, to get adjusted.

I wasn't the only boy stranded. There were lots of kids who
didn't go home on Fridays. A few parents showed up to visit on
Sundays, but they never stayed long.

I could hear kids crying from inside the phone booth on the
second floor. Sometimes, even a jock would emerge from the box,
sniffling and rubbing his eyes.

I refused to do that. Whenever I called home, my routine was
consistent: I bragged and chattered, even as my heart was sinking. I
was my mother's son-and I refused to humiliate myself.

If 1 spoke with Donna, she always said, "You're lucky to
escape."

I tried to feel lucky, tried to imagine [ was a boy in a fairy tale.

Surrounded by a thousand acres of forest and ravine, St. John's
was miles from the nearest town.

The woods were a tangle, a dark dream.

AT NIGHT, I usually slipped into bed early, to avoid the kids
crashing about in the hallway. In the minutes before lights-out, all
the boys went a little wild.

Luckily, there was supervision. Father Jerry had his quarters
at Low House-he was our own personal priest. I thought of him as
an old man, but he was probably only in his forties. He had a
perfectly round face and slicked-back hair, too black, like something
painted on a mannequin. His cologne smelled like whiskey and
roses, filling the air as he made his rounds.

I xoua gopora gogomMy 3aiiMana KillbKa TOAMH, s MIPUITYCKaB, IO
Oy/y IOBEpTaTUCS Ty MaiKe KOKHUX BUXITHUX.

Arne Mama mig 4ac Tene(OHHOI PO3MOBH 3alpONOHYBaJla MEHI
JUIIATUCA TYT Ha MicAllb-Ba, a0M s 3BUK. Sl He OyB €AUHOIO
MMOKUHYTOIO JTUTHHOIO.

byno GaraTo xjomyakiB, skl HE iXanu 100My Ha BuxifgHi. Jleski
0aThbKH MPUDKIHKAIM B HEJUTIO, ajle BOHU HIKOJU HE 3aTPUMYBAJIUCS
HAJIOBIO.

S ayB, sk niTH IaKany y TeaedonHii Oyami Ha ApyroMy moBepCi.
[HONI HaBiITH CIOPTCMEHU BUXOIMIIN 3BiATH, IIMOPralOYd HOCAMH 1
BUTHUPAIOYHU CIBO3U 3 OYEH.

A uporo e podus. KoxxHoro pasy, ko s TeneQoHyBaB T10JA0MY, 5
MOBOJMBCS SIK 3a3BUYAii: XBaJIMBCSA 1 0a3ikaB, HABITh KOJU MO€E CepIie
po3puBaisiocst Bix 6omro. S OyB cMHOM CBO€i mMaTepi i He 30upaBcs
MIPUHIKYBATH ceoe.

Komu s po3moBnsaB 3 JloHHOIO, BOHA 3aBXIM Ka3aia, 10 MeEHi
MOINACTIIIO BTEKTH. Sl HamaraBcs BIAUyTH ceO€ IacIuBIEM,
YSBJISIIOYM ce0e XJIOMYMKOM Y Ka3Ili.

OroueHuil THCSYaMHU TrekTapiB Jyicy Ta ymenuH, CeHrt-/[xoHc
3HAXOJIMBCA 3a 0araTo KUIOMETPIB Bl HAHOIMKIOTO MICTEUKA.

Jlicu oropTaniu Hac, HEMOB OM TEMHA TMMKa.

YBEYEPI s 3a3Buyaii paHo jsiraB craTti, 00 HIXTO 3 JiTeH He
PO3TPOIIKB MEHE Y KOPUJIOPi. 3a KiJIbKa XBWJIMH 0 BAMKHEHHS CBITJIa
yCi XJIOTITI TOYUHAIIN Ty PITH.

Ha macts, Bci Bonu Oynu min HarmsiaoM. Y Otus [Dxepi Oyna
kimHarta y Jloy-Xayci, BiH OyB HamuMm ocoOUCTUM macTopoM. MeHi
BIH 3/1aBaBCS CTapUM 4YOJIOB’Sr00, aje HaclpasJi oMy Oysio Tpoxu
3a COpOK. Y HBOTO OYJIO 1/IealIbHO KpyTiie o0nuyus 1 3auecaHe Ha3aj
BOJIOCCSH, TAKE YOPHE, HAUe HAMAIbOBAHE MapKepoM. Moro oexooH,
[0 3allOBHIOBAB TOBITPs KOJW BiH HaMOTyBaB Kojia 1Mo OymiBii,
MaxHYyB BiCKi 1 TPOSIHIAMH.
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While my roommates relished their last moments of freedom,
Father Jerry would always visit me-sit on the edge of my bed. He
was kind, always asking me how I was.

Once it had been my mother who had bid me good night.
Often there was a dinner party or bridge game waiting—and she'd
only have a moment.

But that moment was all mine, her kiss a ray of light falling,
landing on my lips.

Now it was Father Jerry who offered me kindness. There was
so little tenderness at St. John's that I looked forward to his visits-
the way he smiled at me and called me sleepyhead.

"Good night, baby," he would whisper in my ear, while with
one efficient gesture he'd slip his hand under the covers to pet my
skinny legs. Then, with a sigh, he'd stand and leave for another
room, another boy.

THE FIRST MONTHS: a blur of boys, trees, darkness. I can
still smell the roses in whiskey, wet stone, rain on wool coats. The
sweet smell of candles and frankincense.

Often, I sat in church, in the flickering half-light, listening to
the sound of monks walking past. It was always safe there, and
serene. Sometimes I thought, Maybe I'll give myself to God. Did
that mean giv- ing myself to Father Jerry? At twelve, I could not do
the math of love and sacrifice-but God understood everything. I
asked Him to help me.

I thought of my real father, how he went to confession, day
after day. I prayed and I studied—and in my notebooks I began to
draw the dark trees of St. John's, witchy and half-human, faces in
the bark like the apple-throwing trees from The Wizard of Oz. I can
still see those drawings, can still walk through that living forest.

[Toku MoOi1 cyciam 1o KiMHaTi HAcCOJOKYBAJUCS OCTaHHIMHU
XBUJIMHAMH CBOOOIH, OTeIb J[>kepi 3aBKI1 MTPUXOIHUB JI0 MCHE 1 CiJlaB
Ha Kpaii jJibkka. Bin OyB 700puM 1 3aBXK1IM MTUTAaB, SIK MOT CIIPaBH.

Komuce comoakux cHiB MeHi Oaxkaima mama. YacTo Ha Hei yekana
Beueps ab0 OpU/DK, 1 BOHA MaJjia JIUIIEC XBUIHHKY.

Arne el MOMEHT HaJjie)aB JUIIE MeHI, a ii TOIUIyHOK OyB
MIPOMEHEM CBITJIa, 1110 MMa/iaB 1 MPU3EMIIABCS Ha MO1 r'yOu.

A Toni orens JI>kepi napyBaB meHi 1o06po. Y Cent-/[xoHci Oyino
TaK Majio HDKHOCTI, IO I 3 HETEPIIHHIM YeKaB Ha HOTO BI3UTH, YEKaB
Ha T€, SIK BiH YCMIXHEThCS 1 Ha3B€ MEHE COHBKOM.

— JloOpaHiu, TUTUHKO, — TICTOTIB BiH MEHI HA BYXO0, a OJHUM
BIPAaBHUM PYXOM 3aJIa3UB 1]l KOBAPY, a0 MOTIaIuTH MO XyJOPJIsIB1
HOTH.

[Totim, 3iITXHYBIIH, BiH IiIBOJAUBCS 1 WIIOB J0 1HINOT KIMHATH, JI0
IHIIIOT'O XJIOITYHKA.

[TEPILI MICSLII: po3muTi cuiyeTu XJIOMIlIB, AepeBa, TeMpsiBa. S
1 10ci BiiuyBaro TOM 3amax TPOSIH]I Ta BiCKi, MOKPOT'O KaMiHHS, JIOILY
Ha BOBHSHUX NanbTax. COMONKHIA 3aIax CBIYOK Ta JIaJaHy.

Yacto g cuAiB y LEpPKBL: y MEpEXTIUBIA HamiBTEMpsIBl s
IPUCITYXaBCs M0 KPOKIB YEHIIIB, 110 MPOXOIWIH MoB3. Tam 3aBxkau
Oyno Ge3medHo i CHOKiiHO. [HOMI 5 po3ayMyBaB, 1110, MOXIJIUBO, 5
npucssiay cede borosi. Un o3nauano ue Biggatu cede oruro xepi?
VY aBaHAAUATH POKIB S HE MIr 30arHYTH y 4YOMY CYTh KOXaHHS 1
MokepTBH, ane bor po3ymiB yce. S monpocuB HOro J0MOMOI'TH MEHi.

S tymaB mpo cBOTo piAHOrO 0aThKa, sIK BIH XOAUB Ha CIIOB1/Ib IEHb
3a aHeM. Sl MonuBCs, 1 S HaBYaBCs, 1 y CBOIX 30IIMTax s MOYaB
MamoBaTd TemHi jaepeBa Cent-J[>koHca, MICTHYHI 1 HamMiBXKUBI, 3
o0MMYYSIMH Ha KOpi, SIK Ti JiepeBa Y «JIMBOBMXKHOMY YapiBHUKY
Kkpainu O3».

S 1 goci OGauy TI MAaNIOHKH, JIOCI MOXY HPOTYJSTHCS TUM
OKUBJICHUM JTiICOM.
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IN THE CHURCH, sometimes I saw an older boy—a fat kid
lighting candles and muttering prayers. One Saturday morning, I
watched him creep in by the side door. I went and knelt down beside
him. He lit a candle and turned to me.

"I'm praying my nana dies and goes to hell. Then I'll in- herit
her money and her house. Why are you here so early?"

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. He asked me,
"What are you praying for?"

I didn't have a good answer. I told him I wanted to become a
priest. "Why would you want to do that?

He asked me to give him one example of God actually
helping anyone.

"You can't depend on Him," the boy said, with shocking
conviction.

"Then why are you praying to Him?" I asked.

"I'm not. I'm praying to Lucifer, my prince."

PAULY PINUCCI-LUCIFERIAN-lived upstairs at Low
House. He was fifteen and on the wrong side of average: too short,
too chubby, too big a nose. He wasn't much of a Johnny-but his
voice was deep, his hands long and lovely.

And he played the piano like a genius.

In the castle, in a practice room, Pauly performed a Mozart
sonata for me-from memory. It was extraordinary. He became
another person when he played—his big body swaying fluidly about
the keys. At the baby grand, he was beautiful.

I liked Pauly—Iiked listening to his big ambitions. “I'm going
to be rich and famous. I'll make brilliant music. The fact that I'm
ugly doesn't matter a bit."

"You aren't ugly."

Y HEPKBI s iHomi 6ayuB CTapIioro XJIOMYHMKA, TOBCTOTO
XJIOTYUHY, KW 3amajioBaB CBIYKH 1 OypMOTIB MOJHTBH COOi Mif
Hoca. OgHOrO CYOOTHROTO PaHKYy S 10OAuUMB, SIK BIH IPOKpPAIaBCS
yepe3 O0KOBI ABepi. S migiimoB 1 cTaB Ha KOJiHA MOpyd 13 HUM. Bin
3aIairB CBIYKY 1 TOBEPHYBCS JI0 MEHE.

— S momtocst, abu Most 0alIis momMepiia 1 moTpanuia 10 MeKia.
Toni s yenazakyto 1i rpouti 1 Oy JMHOK. A TH YOMY TYT TakK paHo?

51 po33sBUB pOTa, ajie He 3MIT HiYOro cKa3aTH. BiH 3anmuTaB MeHe:

— A TH npo mo Monumics?

VY Mmene He Oyno rigHoi Biamosinmi. Sl ckaszaB, 10 XO04y CTaTH
aCTOPOM.

— [ yomy *x TH Xouew UuM 3aiimaTucs?

Bin nmonmpocuB MeHe HaBecTH Xoda O OJMH HPUKIAJL TOro, sk bor
KOMYCBH JIICHO JOTIOMIT.

— Ha »poro He MOXHa ITOKJIaJaTHC, — CKa3aB BiH 13 IMOBHOIO
BIIEBHEHICTIO.

— To yomy x TH oMy Monumics?

— S momiocs He Homy, a Jlrouudepy, MoeMy npuHILY.

[MTAVJII IIIHYYYI-JIIOLIMOEPIAH xuB Ha BepXHbOMY HOBEpPCi
Jloy-Xaycy. Momy 6ymo m’STHagusaTh, i BiH OyB He mxyKe
NpUBaOIMBUM: HAATO HU3BKUM, HAATO MOBHUM 1 3 HAJATO BEJIUKUM
HOocoM. BiH He OyB KpacyHYHKOM, ajie¢ MaB ITMOOKHI roJioc i J0BTi
KpacHBl pyKH.

I BiH MaticTepHO rpaB Ha GOpTEIiaHo.

VY peneruniiiniii kiMHati [laynai BUKOHaB JUii MEHE COHATy
Mormnapra o nam’siti. Ile 6yno magzBuuaitno. Komu BiH TpaB, BiH
IIEpEeTBOPIOBABCS HAa IHIIY JIIOJUHY: MOro BEJIMKE TUIO IIJIaBHO
roianock HaJl KJIaBimaMu. 3a posiyieM BiH OyB IMPEKpacHUM.

Meni nono6ascs Ilayini, mogo6anocsi ciryxaTH Mpo HOTO BENHKi
amoiii.

— S crany GaraTuMm i 3HaMEHUTHUM. S CTBOPIOBAaTUMY T'€HIAIbHY
My3uKy. Te, o 5 cTpaImko, He Ma€ >KOJAHOTO 3HAYCHHS.
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"You don't have to lie. Luckily, concert pianists don't have to
be sexy. The best are almost always unattractive. Horowitz is
hideous, farting as he plays...

I risked a question. "Do guys ever mock you?" "What do you
mean?"

I told him I couldn't take showers anymore-that every time I
tried, some of the older boys made fun of my body, my little dick. I
told him that two of them peed on me, on my butt.

"They what?"

"They've done it twice."

"Is that what you were praying about?"

"Not exactly."

PAULY, TOO, WAS MOCKED in the showers. So we began
to do our showering together, at the gymnasium. We did it during
dinner hour, when the building was deserted. We never dared turn
on the lights.

In the gloom of the shower room, our bodies slowly
materialized. The water was hot and delicious, and as we washed
ourselves, we snuck glances toward each other. Pauly was pale and
pudgy, and through the steam I saw a shadow of pubic hair above
his dick. He looked at me, smooth as a baby, but I didn't feel
embarrassed at all.

Pauly became my guide and protector. It was his third year at
St. John's. On weekends he took me to the secret spots on campus-
the fields and forests, the ancient barn, the abandoned swimming
pool filled with leaves and bones.

— Twu He cTpamiko.

— He tpeba Opexaru. Ha miacTsi, KOHIIEPTHI MiaHICTH HE MYCATh
OyTH CEeKCyaJTbHUMH.

Haiikpami 3 Hux 3aBxau HerapHi. ['oposin oruanwmii. Bin mykae,
KOJIH TPae.

S pU3HKHYB 3alUTaTH:

— A xutomniii Te6e HIKOJH He JPaXHITh?

— o ™1 Maem Ha yBaszi?

51 po3noBiB oMYy, 1110 OLIbIIE HE MIT TPUIMATH Ay, 110 KOKHOTO
pa3y, KOJIH 51 HamaraBcs 3p0OUTH 11e, XJIOMIIi TTy3yBaJId 3 MOTO Tifna i
3 MOro MaJeHBKOro TeHica. Sl cka3aB Homy, MO JBOE 3 HHX
TTOMOYIIIACS HAa MEHE, TOYHIIIIE Ha MOFO JIyITy.

— Bonu m1o?..

— Bonu 3po6uinu 1e aBii.

— To me Te, nmpo mo Ti Mouics?

— He 30Bcim.

HAl TTAVJII TEX TJIY3YBAJIM y nymi. Tox MH moyanu
MUTHCS pa3oM y AYIIOBii Oins cropr3ainy. Mu poOuinu 1e mija dac
00i1HbOI TepepBH, Komu OymiBis Oyma mycToro. MM HIKOTU He
HaBaXyBaJIMCSl BBIMKHYTH CBITJIO.

VY TeMpsiBi AyLIOBOI Jie/Ib-JIeb MPOTIISIATUCS CHITYETH HAlINX TiJl.
Bopa Gyna raps4oro i mpueEMHOIO, 1 TOKH MU MUJIMCS, MH KpaJbKoMa
JTUBUIIMCS OfHE Ha ofgHOro. [laymi OyB OmiauM 1 MyXKuM, 1 Kpi3b mapy
nporisganacs Jopikka Bojoccs HaJ oro uieHoMm. Bin auBuBcs Ha
MEHe, TJ1a/IeHbKOT0, SIK HEMOBJISL, aJie 51 30BCIM HE COPOMMBCSL.

[laymi ctaB MOiM MPOBIIHUKOM 1 3aXMCHUKOM. BiH HaBuaBcs y
Cent-/IxoHci TpeTiit pik. Ha BUXiTHMX BiH TOBIB MEHE y CEKpETHI
3aKyTKH KaMIlycy, J0 IIOJIiB Ta JICiB, O cTaporo ambapy i 10
3aKMHYTOTO Oaceliny, 3alTOBHEHOTO JIUCTSM Ta KiCTKaMHU.
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One could easily get lost on the huge estate, and there were
afternoons we wandered without seeing another soul. I imagined us
as the only two boys left on Earth, waiting for Paradise to begin.

Pauly talked about Mozart and Goethe, about Hesse and
Horowitz, and, of course, about God and the Fallen Angel. And he
told me about his crazy clan.

Pauly came from a wealthy Italian family in Boston, the only
boy. His mother was obsessed with him. He had to call her several
times a week and report all his activities in detail. "I hate being
interrogated every time I call home. 'Pauly, are you studying? Pauly,
are you regular?' She never shuts up. I know it's the pills. She takes
them because she's fat."

"Pauly, your mother sounds nice. At least she cares. Mine is
always too busy to talk. And I think my dad hates me."

"Chris, that's what fathers do. Do you think my father doesn't
hate me? Our fathers went through World War Two. They're all
psycho."

I asked him what his father did for a living.

"He's a surgeon. He just operated on the Bishop. He shoots
vitamins into the Bishop's ass-he really does. He does it in our
house, in my bath- room. I saw the ass. Completely gross."

"My dad throws big parties for the priests," I said. "They put
their hands up ladies' skirts. That's grosser. And my dad says I'm the
bad one."

"Bad at what?"

"He says I'm a queer. I'm not, you know."

"Doesn't matter to me. The Devil likes everything."

I was about to bring up Father Jerry, but a deer had appeared
in front of us, like a miracle. She seemed to say: Silence.

bnykaioun BenWYe3HOI0 TEPUTOpIEI0, MOXKHA OyJ0 3 JIETKICTIO
3aryourtucs, i Oyau Taki JHi, KOJIM MU MOTJIM OPOJHUTH 1 HE 3yCTPITH
YKOJTHOT >KUBOT ay1i. S ysiBisB, 10 MU 3aTUIIMINCH OJHI Ha 3eMJIi B
OYiKyBaHHI HOTPAIUTH JI0 Pao.

[MTayni po3nosinaB mpo Momapta i ['ere, mpo I'ecce ta ['oposina i,
3BUYAHO X, Mpo bora Ta ynanoro starona. [ BiH po3kazyBaB MeHI PO
CBiil O0XKEBUTbHUI POJUHHUN KIIaH.

[Taymi OyB 13 3HaTHOI iTaNiiiCbKOi poMHY, IO MelKana y boctoHi,
i Bin 6yB eauHUM XJI0munKoM. Moro mMama Gysna HuM oxepkuma. Bin
MaB J3BOHHTH il KiTbKa pa3iB Ha THOKJEHB 1 JOMOBIIATH Y JETANAX,
110 BiH POOMB.

— Sl HeHaBHIKY IIi JJOTTUTH KOXKHOTO pa3y, sK S T3BOHIO JIOJIOMY .
IMayni, a sk ™1 Bumiucs? Ilayni, T He mporymroenn mkoiay? Bona
HIKOJM HE 3amMoBKae. § 3Haw, mo Iie 4depe3 Tabierku. BoHa ix
npuiimae, 60 BOHa TOBCTYXa.

— Ilaymni, TBOst Mama 31a€eThest MuuIoro. [IpuHaiimi iit He Bce oAHO.
Mos OT 3aBXIM 3aifHsATa, MO0 MOTOBOPUTH. A Mill TaTo, 34a€ThCA,
MEHE HEHABHUIUTh.

— Kbpice, Bonu yci taki. Tu mymaem, miit mro6uts mene? Bonu
npoiuu [pyry cBitoBy. Bonu yci ncuxu.

S 3anuTaB, yuM fioro 0aTbKO 3apo0Isi€e HA KUTTSL.

— Bin xipypr. Bin moiino npoonepyBas enuckormna. Bin Bmopckye
BiTaMiHM oMy B nymy, si cepiio3Ho. BiH mpuiimae Horo y Hamiif
BaHHI#. f 6auuB 1110 Mymy. Lle mpocTo OGpuako.

— A Miil TaTO BIAIITOBYE Ul HUX Bedipku. BoHM nxaroTh cBOi
PYKHM KiHKaM miJ crigHuui. Le me mep3oTHime. A TaTo me i kaxe,
IO II€ 5T IOTaHeTb.

— Tloranens?

— BiH kaxe, 110 5 KBip. A s HE Takuii, pozymiemn?

— lle He mae 3HaueHHs. [UsIBOI TOOUTH YCIX.

51 30upaBcs posnoictu npo otus [xepi, aje nepex Hamu, HeHaye
JIMBO, BUCTPHOHYB OJieHb. BiH HIOM IPOMOBJISIB: «MOBUYATH».
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FATHER KARL, the crew-cut football coach, mussed my
hair, then told me I needed a haircut. That Saturday, I took the
school van to the little town of Morton. The barbershop was packed
and stunk of cigars and old men, but just up the street was a place
called Marta's, a salon.

An hour later, after a surgically precise haircut and a fluff
under a space-age dryer, I appeared to be wearing a cap of yellow
feathers on my head. The young hairdresser seemed pleased.

She said, "Pixie cut."

My return to the dorm caused a small riot. Every kid in Low
House came by to laugh at my hair.

"Rosemary's Baby!" someone shouted.

"It's Mia Farrow!" came next.

Even Pauly had to laugh.

Word of my hairdo spread quickly. By Monday morning, the
dean of discipline, Father Boniface, had me in his office. Bonny's
punishments were famously harsh, but I liked him-his manicure, his
stylish black glasses. He was also an art teacher, known for his
calligraphy. Each day, he'd handwrite the list of boys for detention
in a gleeful frenzy, posting the text on his door like a demented
wedding invitation.

I sat down in a huge butt-dented leather chair, facing his desk.

"Mr. Rush, what is the meaning of your coiffure?"

"Father, it's just a haircut."

OTELIb KAPIJI, ¢yrOonpHuii TpeHep 3 KOPOTKOI CTPHUIKKOIO,
HOTPIlaB MOE BOJIOCCS, a IOTIM CKa3aB, 1[0 MEHI BapTO MiACTPUTTHCA.
Tiei cyOOTH 51 BUPYIIMB HA MKITFHOMY MIKPOaBTOOYC1 10 MaJI€HBKOT'O
micreuka MoproH. [lepykapHs Oyia mepernoBHEHOIO 1 cMmepiiia
OUrapkaMM Ta CTapuraHami, aje TpoXW Jalli 1o J0po3i
pO3TaIIOBYBABCS CaJOH Kpacu «Y Maptuy.

3a roauHy, Miclis HAA3BUYAHHO KPOIMITKOT CTPMIKKH Ta YKJIAJaHHs
I CyImIapkom, MOE BOJIOCCS HAraayBajlo KamemioxX 3 >KOBTHX
mip’iH. Mosoa epykapka, 31aBanocsi, Oyia 3a70BoJieHa poOOTOr0.

— Ile mikci'!. — cka3zana BoHa.

Moe moBEpHEHHS 0 TYPTOXKHUTKY 3IHHSUIIO rainac i HaCMIIKH. Yci
nitv 3 Jloy-Xaycy npuinuid moruroTitu Haji MO€IO 3a4iCKOIO.

— Jlutuna Po3mapi! 2

— Le x Mis @eppoy!

['my3yBaB HaBiTh [layi.

HoBuHa npo MO CTpPHXKKY UWIBHAKO posseruiacsi. [ Bxke y
MOHEJIOK 3paHKy JeKaH 3 BHUXOBHOI pobotu, oTeub bowidariiii,
BUKJIMKAaB MeHe 70 cBoro kaOiHery. I[lokapanus bonni Oymm
CYMHO3BICHO JKOPCTOKMMHM, alie BiH MeHI mojo0aBcsi 3 HOro
MaHIKIOPDOM Ta CTWJIBHMMH YOPHUMH OKyJsipaMu. Bin Takox Oys
BHUKJIaJJaueM MHUCTENTBa, BOpaBHUM Yy Kaiirpadii. Hoans, y
MiTHECEHOMY HacTpOi, BiH ITUCaB BiJl pyKH CITMCOK XJIOMIIiB, SKI MaJln
JUIOUTHCA TICNIA YpPOKiB, 1 BHBIIIyBaB HOro Ha JBepsX, Haue
00KeBUIbHE 3aMPOLLIEHHS Ha BECULISL.

Sl ciB y BenmuuesHe MIKIpSHE KPIicao 3 BM STHHAMHU BiJl CiAHMII,
00IMYYsIM J10 HOTO CTOTY.

— Micrepe Pam, a 1m0 o3Havae Baia 3ayicka?

— Otue, 1€ IUIIE CTPIKKA.

1 Tly»’e KOpoTKa XKiHOYa CTPYKKA, 3 BiIKPUTOIO IIMEIO Ta BYXaMH.

12 Bigcunanns no ¢pinemy 1968 poxy Pomana ITonaHckKoro, Jie TONOBHY POk rpac Mis deppoy.
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"Young man, I'm quite certain that is a girl's haircut. Is it
supposed to be some kind of joke?"

"No. The woman just gave it to me. All I said was make it
short."

Bonny told me to be quiet. "You have detention all this week,
Mr.

Rush. And I'll be watching you very closely. Very closely!"
Leaving the office, I swore I'd never cut my hair again. For seven
years, I kept that promise.

FOR THE WHOLE WEEK of detention, Pauly selflessly
joined me and did his homework-a silent vigil that sealed our
friendship. Afterward, we ran to our favorite spot in the apple
orchard, relishing the fact that we could speak again. The hour of
silence only served to increase the needy nerdishness of our
conversations.

"Pauly, just assume with me that God exists."

"I do not deny this fact."

"Okay, so would you say that God is all-encompassing?"

"It depends on what you mean."

"I speak of totality."

"Then no. We must include the shadow..."

If I brought up God, Pauly brought up Satan.

One evening, as we walked toward the cafeteria after Vespers,
Pauly asked me if I was hungry.

"Of course," I said. "I'm starved."

"Well, look what I have." From his shirt pocket, he pulled out
a Host, waving the little white wafer in front of me. "At
Communion, I only pretended to swallow."

— Momoauii 4oa0Biue, S IIJIKOM BIEBHEHHI, 1110 BOHA iHOo4Ya. Le
SIKAUUACH XKapT?

— Hi. Mene mnpocTo Tak MACTpUTIW. S JHIIe MONPOCHB
BKOPOTHUTH JIOBKUHY.

bonHi Haka3aB MeH1 3aMOBKHYTH.

— Bwu BiacTopoHeHi Ha THXIeHb, mictepe Pami. [ s perensHO
NUJIbHYBATUMY 3a BamH. [{yxke perenbHo!

[Tokunaroun kabiHET, s1 3apikcs OUTbIIE HIKOIM HE CTPUITHCS. |
MIPOTATOM CEMH POKIB 51 JOTPUMYBABCS OOILISIHKH.

IMAYJI CAMOBIJAAHO JOE€AHABCS no moro apemrty Ha
TWXKJCHh 1 BUKOHYBAaB CBOI JOMAIlIHI 3aBJaHHs. MoB4a3Ha BapTa
3MinHWIa Hamy aApyxkO0y. Ilicns unporo Mu moOiriyM 0 Haoro
yIIOOJICHOTO0 Miclii B SIOMYHEBOMY Caay, HAacCOJOKYIOUYUCH
MOJKJTUBICTIO PO3MOBJIATH. [ 0lMHA MOBYAHHS TUTHKH ITOCHITHAJIA HAIITY
xKary 10 0azikaHHS.

— Ilayumi, v TIBKHM ysiBH, 10 bor icHye.

— 4 uporo He 3anepeyuyio.

— Tapa3zn, a yu Ha3BaB O TH HOTO BCIOAMCYIIUM?

— lle 3ayeuTh BiJ TOTO, 110 TH MA€EII HA yBa3i.

— Sl roBopro 1po Moro BCceBUASYE OKO.

— Toni Hi. Mu MaemMo BpaxyBaTH 1 IMTbMY.

Sxmo s 3ragyBaB bora, [layni nporucrasnsas Catany.

OnmHoro Beuopa, KOJIM MU WIILTK JI0 11abHI MICIs BEYIPHbOI MECH,
[Taymi 3amMTaB 4M HE TOJIOAHHM 1.

— Twu we # nutaemn, — BiAMNOBIB 1. —5 BMUpPAIO 3 TONOY.

— Hy toai rnsiab, 110 B MeHe €.

3 KHIIIeHI COPOYKHU BiH JICTaB TOCTIIO
611010 Ba(henbKOIO.

— TIlix yac nmpuyacTs s TUILKH BAaBaB, IO iM.

3] momaxap mepesi MHOIO

13 TIpicHa o6natka, 1110 BUKOPUCTOBYEThCS B KATOJIULBKIA MeCi.
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In all of Christendom there were few sins as grave as
desecrating a Consecrated Host. If anyone saw it in his hand, we'd
be expelled-and excommunicated.

Pauly nibbled on the holy disc. "Wanna bite?" Piously, I
declined.

Saturday morning, a few weeks later, Pauly sat at breakfast,
shoving a powdered donut into his mouth. Sugar dusted the book in
front of him:

A Compendium of Black Magic.

I gasped and put my napkin over the title

"Relax, Christ-o-pher."

But I couldn't relax.

When I was little, I'd often dreamt of demons. In my
nightmares, they dragged me away into darkness, into a terrible
crater. I'd inherited this propensity for bad dreams from my father,
who often woke up screaming.

I didn't like the Devil. I told Pauly to get rid of the book.

"I just need you to do me one favor," he said.

"What?"

"Just come to the woods with me later? You trust me, right?"

Pauly was not just my friend-he was my only friend. He'd
spent a week with me in detention; played Mozart just for me.

"Fine," I said. "I'll come."

THAT EVENING, in the beam of our flashlight, I saw Randy,
an older friend of Pauly's. He had on a varsity jacket and,
implausibly, goggles. He carried a huge book bag.

VY 1ioMy XpUCTHSHCBKOMY CBITI Oysi0 HebaraTo TakMX TSKKUX
IPiXiB, K OT OCKBEPHEHHs CBAYEHO]I roctii. SIkOu xTock modauus ii B
Horo pyIi, Hac OM BUKJIFOYMIIM 31 IIKOJIU 1 BIIJTYYHITH BiJl IIEPKBH.

[Tayni BKyCUB CBSIIIEHHUH XJ110UHK.

— bynem?

Sl OnarodyecTMBO BIiAMOBHMBCS. 3a KiJIbKa THDKHIB, OJHOIO
cybotHboro pasky, Ilaymi cuaiB 3a CHIJaHKOM, HaOHMBarO4ud pOT
MOHYHMKOM 3 IIyKPOBOIO My/poro. Llykop mocumnaBcst Ha KHUTY Tepen
HUM:

Komnenaiym “4opHoi marii.

S 31s1KaBCs 1 HAKPUB HA3BY CEPBETKOIO.

— Po3scmabes, Xpuct-odope.

ATe st He MIT.

Konmu s OyB MaleHbKHMM, MEHI 4acTO CHHJIMCS JAEMOHHU. Y MOIX
KOIIIMapax BOHHM 3aTATyBaJId MEHE B TEMPSIBY, B )KaXJTUBY PO3IICIHHY.
S ycnankyBaB 110 CXUJIBHICTH JIO KOIIMApiB Bi OaThKa, SKUil 4acTo
MpoKuaBcs i3 kpukoM. MeHi He mogo6aBcs ausiBoi. S Hakazas [laymi
n030aBUTHCS 111€] KHUTH.

— 3pobui MeHi JIacKy? — 3aIluTaB BiH.

— Sxy?

— Memni npocto Tpeba, abu TH Mi3HIIIE MIIIOB 31 MHOIO JI0 JICY.
Twu >x MeHi noBipsient, mpaBaa?

[Taymi O6yB HE MPOCTO IPYroM it MeHe — BiH OyB MOIM €TMHUM
ToBapuieM. BiH MpoBiB 31 MHOIO TUXK/EHb, KOJIM MEHE B1ICTOPOHUIIN,
1 rpaB MouapTa BUKJIIOYHO Ul MEHE.

— Tapa3n, — ckazaB 5. — [limy.

TOI'O BEUOPA, y cBiTii Hamoro JixTapuka, s mobaunB Penmi,
npyra Ilaymi, mo Oy crapmmuMm Bix Hac. Ha HbomMy OyB
YHIBEpCUTETChKHIT O0MOep, 1 110 IMBHO, OKYJISIpU IS TU1aBaHHs. Bin
HiC BeJINYE3HY CYMKY 3 KHUTAMH.

14 36ipHuK, 3BeIeHHs, KOPOTKA CTHCIIA EHIUKIIONEIisl.
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I whispered to Pauly, "Why is he here?" "Don't worry. You'll
see."

He gave the flashlight to Randy. We had arrived near the ruins
of an old stone house, deep in the woods. Pushing leaves away from
the ground, Pauly drew a circle in the dirt with the long willow wand
he carried at his side. Outside the circle, he traced a triangle, where
I was told to sit. When Pauly pulled out a homemade white gown
from his pack and struggled to get it on over his clothes, Randy and
I started laughing. Pauly told us to shut the fuck up.

"Randy-get into the magic circle with me. Chris, you stay in
the triangle."

We laughed once more and Pauly snapped.

"Do as I fucking say!"

I took my place, heart pounding, and, as instructed, lit the
three can- dles stuck in the dirt in front of me. Pauly held a piece of
parchment in one hand and his willow stick in the other. He read
some words in Latin, and then he said, "Randy, get the rat."

From his book bag, the other boy lifted a silver cage
containing a white rat-stolen, I assumed, from the biology lab.
Pauly, speaking English now, offered the rat's life to Satan. Randy
pulled out a pearl-handled letter opener. Its first plunge into the
animal produced only a tiny squeak.

"Stop," I said—but Randy downed the blade again, this time
producing a ruby of blood.

"Kill the goddamn thing!" Pauly hissed.

Randy, eyes squinting behind goggles, strangled the rat to
death, then placed the corpse at Pauly's feet.

— Ilayui, 110 BiH TYT poOUTH?

— He xButiolicst, T Bce IMOOAYHIIL.

Bin BigmaB mixtapuk Penai. Mu mipidmmm g0 pyiH CcTaporo
KaM’sHOro OyAWHKY, L0 XOBaBcs TNMOOKO y uici. Po3unctusimm
3emimi0 Bin Jsmcts, Ilaymi HamamioBaB KOJO JOBror BepOOBOIO
MaJuIeto, Ky BiH HiC 13 c000r0. 3a MeXaMH KoJjla BiH HaMajlOBaB
TPUKYTHHUK, y AKMA MeHi1 Hakazaimu cictd. Komum Ilaymi gicra i3
pIOK3aKka caMopoOHYy 0Ty CYKHIO 1 CipoOyBaB HATATHYTH ii MOBEPX
cBoro omsary, mu 3 Penmi mouwanmm cwmisitucs. [layni HakasaB Ham
CTYJIUTH TETIbKH.

— Penni, crasaii y koo pasom 3i MHOMW0. Kpice, a Ti nummaiics y
TPUKYTHHKY.

Mu 3HO0BY 3acmistucs, i [layni po3mtoTuscs.

— Po0its, B Oica, 10 5 Kaxy!

I xou MOx ceplie BIIIITANO 3 TPYAEH, 51 3alfHSAB CBOE MiCIIE, 1, SIK
OyJ0 HakazaHo, 3alaJiuB TPU CBIYKH, BCTPOMIICHI B 3eMJIIO Tepeni
MHo10. [Tayni TpuMaB B OJIHIH pyIli IMAaTOK EpraMeHTy, a B IHIIH —
BepOOBy manuito. BiH mMpoMOBHB SKICh CJOBa JIATMHOK, a TOTIM
CKa3aB:

— Penni, npuHecu-Ho mypa.

I3 moprdenst BiH BUTATHYB CpiOHY KIITKY 3 OUIMM LIypOM, SIKOTO
BOHH, TI€BHO, BKpanu 3 Oiosaboparopii. Temep Bke aHTIIHCHKOIO
[Nayni 3ampononyBaB uTTA Inypa Carani. Penni nictaB Hoxa uis
KOHBEPTIB 3 MepiaaMyTpoBoro pyukoro. [lepmuil yaap npuHic jiuiie
TUXE MUILAHHS TBAPUHU.

— He pobu 1poro, — ckasas .

Aune PeHil 3HOBY BCTPOMMUB JI€30, 1 IIBOTO pa3y y IIypa BUCTYITUIN
pyOiIHOBI Kparut KpoBi.

— BOwii o katy TBapuny! — 3ammmnis [ayoi.

Penpi, mpuMpyXuBIIM 0Yi 32 OKYJIIpaMH, 33AyIINB HIypa, a MOTIM
KUHYB Tpyn a0 Hir [Taymi.
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I felt ill.

Pauly called out to the demons. He named all their terrible
names, one after another. He said, "I give to you a virgin." He
crouched down and touched my shoulder, the candles throwing
shadows across his face.

Part of me wanted to run, but a nightmare feeling of
helplessness overtook me. I went limp. I thought to myself: Am I
hypnotized? I could feel myself far away, a shivering body. And
then suddenly Pauly struck me with his stick.

I tasted blood. And then—no pain, nothing. In a trance, I
dreamt of my father, in the woods with me, a deer carcass at his feet.
I remember my father shouting.

Then Pauly shaking me, screaming, Come back! Come back!

When I opened my eyes, the other boy was gone. Pauly's eyes
were wet, glittering. "It worked. It worked," he said. "I have no
soul."

I saw the dead rat on the ground.

Napalm

WHEN I CAME HOME for the summer, I had flawless
grades, but it meant nothing. I was still condemned to childhood-
puberty would not arrive for almost a year. But somehow, my
younger brothers already looked and acted like little men, following
my father around the yard, doing their chores like soldiers.

It was cookout season-and my father was getting ready.

Dad's barbecue was a monument, a brick ziggurat crowned
with an iron R. He could cook for a hundred people, if need be. Dad
was a pro. That summer, he decided to use napalm.

Mewi crano 3ne. [layni BukinukaB nemMoHiB. BiH Ha3BaB yci ixHi
KaXJIMBI iMeHa OJlHE 3a OJIHUM. Bin CKa3aB:
— 41 Bimmaro BaMm 11e He3aliMaHe CTBOPIHHS.

BiH npuciB i TOpKHYBCSI MOTO TJI€Ya, a TIHb BiJ] CBIYOK BigOMBanacs
Ha Horo obmmyui. YacTrHA MeHE XOTiJIa BTEKTH, ajl€ MEHE OXOIIHIIO
cTpamHe BimuyTTs Oe3mopamHocti. S cmabmas. «f mo — mifg
rimHo3omM?». S BiguyBaB, 110 MOSI CBIIOMICTh BiJUIETLIa A€Ch JAJIEKO,
a Moe Tino Tpemrino. Ilorim Ilaym HecnmoniBaHo BIapuB MeHE
MATATIEIO.

51 BiuyB CMaK KpoOBi. A MOTIM — HIYOT0, K0/IHOTO O0uTt0. Y TpaHci
s 6aunB CBOTO OaTbKa, AKHii OyB 31 MHOIO Y JTici, a G111 H1OT0 HIT JIeXkKaB
TpyI oJieHs. Sl mam’grato, ik Miif 6aTbKO KpUYasB.

ITorim Ilayni noTpycuB MeHe, BUTYKYIOUH:

— Otamcg! Oramcs!

Kounu 51 po3rutromuB odi, iHmoro xyuonis Bxe He Oyno. Oui [Taymni
3/IaBAJTUCS BOJIOTHMH Ta CSIOYHMU .

— CrmparrroBaio. CripaittoBaio! Y MeHe HeMae JTyIi.

S mo6GaunB MEpPTBOTO IIypa Ha 3eMIIL.

Hananm

KOJIN S TPUIXAB JJOJOMY Ha nito, y MeHe Bce e Oyna
PUTOJIOMIILTUBA YCHIIIHICTD, ajie 11€ HIY0TO He o3Hayano. S Bce mie
OyB mpupeueHUd OyTH JTUTHHOIO, aJHKe CTaTeBe [03piBaHHS
PO3MOYHETHCS JIUIIE 32 PiK. AJie YOMYyCh MOi OpaTu BXKe BUTIISIAIN 1
MOBOJIMIIHMCS SIK MAJICHbK1 YOJIOBIKH, CIITyI0UH 32 0aTbKOM IO 11’ SITax,
BUKOHYIOYH XaTHI CIIPaBH, SIK COJAATUKH.

PosnounnaBcst ce3oH OGapbekto — 1 Miif 6aTbKO TroTyBaBcs 0
HbOro. barbkiBChbKuii MaHranm OyB CHOpaBXHIM MOHYMEHTOM,
LETJITHOIO TipaMiJIor0, YBIHYAHO 3alli3HOM0 JiTepoto P. Bin mir 6u
HaroJyBaTu 1 COTHIO JIIOJIEH, sikOu moBenocs. Tato OyB mpodi. Toro
JIiTa BIH BUPIIIUB BUKOPUCTATH HAMAJIM.
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Napalm, a form of jellied gasoline, was invented to melt
people during the Vietnam War. In 1969, billed as the perfect
accelerant, it was briefly available to home chefs. My dad bought
cans of it at the hardware store and used it to start the barbecue. It
was a real crowd-pleaser. Whoosh! A wall of flame.

AFTER A YEAR away, it was strange to be home. I fussed
with my room, decided it was time to get rid of my toys and stuffed
animals. I torched them with napalm in the sandbox, thinking of
Pauly and the fires of hell. I saw my brothers Michael and Steve
watching from the distance.

Mike, a pyro like me, smiled at the flames. He was a brain, as
well, a twelve-year-old who liked to dismember stereos in his junky
room, then put them back together. He favored noise and chaos.
Steve, a year younger, was a nervous child (he'd been given
tranquilizers to get through first grade). Staring now at the fiery
mayhem, he looked wor- ried. After a few minutes, the boys drove
off together on their bikes. Se- cretly I wanted to get on my ten-
speed and race ahead of them. Once I'd been their leader, but my
going off to boarding school was a kind of betrayal.

Now brotherless, I hung out with Donna.

In my sister's locked bedroom, she snuck not only Tareytons
but quick hits of pot. I begged her to let me try some. "Valentine
said it's good for me-it's from God. It's a sacrament."

Donna rolled her eyes, but I gave her my laser stare and tried
to sound tough. "Or would you prefer I get it on the streets?"

Finally, she gave in to my high-pitched begging.

Hananm, pizHoBuz xenemniioHoro OeH3uHy, OyB BUHAWICHUA TS
criayifoBaHHsA Jirojed min dac B’erHamcbkol BidiHH. Y 1949 porr,
pPO3pEKIaMOBaHUH SIK 17ICAJIbHUI MPUCKOPIOBAY TOPIHHS, BIH MEBHUHN
yac OyB IOCTYIHUH AJISl JOMAIIHBOTO BUKOPHCTAHHSL.

batpko kynuB y OyniBelbHOMY MarasuHi Kijgbka OaloHIB 1
BUKOPUCTOBYBaB sl po3naitoBaHHs Tpuito. Lle Oyno cmpaBxkHE
3agoBosieHHs Ui ycix. [I-m-m! Crina momym’s.

3A PIK BincytHocTi Oyso JOUBHO TOBEpHYTHCS JojaoMy. S
nepedupaB pedi y CBOil KIMHATI 1 BUPIIIMB, 1110 HACTaB yac M030yTUCS
yCIX irpamiok i IUTIOMIEBUX BEIMEAMKIB. S CHaiuB iX y MiCOYHHIIL,
CKOPHCTABIINCH HATAIMOM,

pozaymytouu mipo Ilayni ta nekenbHe moaym’s. S moGauus, K MOT
Oparu Maiiki i CTiB criocTepiraroTh 3a UM 3/1aJIEKY.

Maiik, Takuii caMuii mpoMaH, sIK 1 51, TOCMIXaBCs, KOJIU TUBHUBCS HA
BOrOHb. BiH y cBoi aBaHaausaTh OyB PO3YMHHUKOM, SKHH JHOOUB
po30upaTu crepeocucTeMy y CBOIM 3axapalleHii KiMHaTi, a MOTIM
30uparu ii Ha3aj. Bin mo6uB mym ta xaoc. CTiB, Ha pik MOJIOIINHI,
OyB TpPUBOXKHOI JUTHHOIO (BiH MpUKMaB TpaHKBUII3aTOpU, abu
3aKiHYUTH Tepmuil kmac). | Konwm BIH TUBUBCS Ha BOTOHB, BiH
HepByBaB. Yepe3 KibKa XBWIMH XJIOMIl TMOiXaJli Ha CBOIX
Benocunenax. Iloraiiku s XOTIB CICTM Ha CBiif, 3 JecsITbMa
MIBUKOCTSMHU, 1 BUuniepeauTu ix. Konuce s OyB ixHIM Jigepom, ane Mii
B 1311 10 1HTEpHATY OYB CBOEPITHOIO 300,

Tenep s, 3peueHuit Oparamu, s TycyBaBcs 3 JloHHOW0. 3a
3aYMHEHUMHU JIBEPSIMU CIAIbHI, MOsI CECTPa XOBAJIA HE JIUIIIE ITUTapKu
«Tapeiiton», a i1 mapuxyany. S OnaraB ii gatu MeHi crpoOyBaTH.
BanenTtun kazaB, mo «ie qo0pe a1 MeHe, Iie TaiHCTBO Bix boray.
JloHHa 3aKOTWJIa O4i, ajne s MOAWBHUBCA Ha HEl CBOIM NMPOHU3IMBUM
HOTJISI0M 1 clipoOyBaB CKa3aTu I10Ch CEPHO3HE.

— UYu T x04err, abu st KynuB ii Ha BYJIHIT?

BpemTi-pemt BoHa MOCTYMHIIACS MOEMY MHUCKIISIBOMY IPOXAHHIO.
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One night, after everyone was asleep, Donna and I smoked a
joint in her bedroom. As I pulled the smoke into my greedy lungs,
it burned, but I was too proud to cough. After a few more puffs, my
hands began to feel like catcher's mitts. And I couldn't stop smiling.
Donna took the joint away. "That's enough."

I looked around the room. Every detail was leering and
hilarious. My sister's chiffon curtains seemed like they might start
to sing and dance. "Chris, are you okay?"

I nodded, unable to speak.

Eventually, we drifted downstairs to the rec room

Everything I saw- the poker table, the wet bar, the gun racks-
was transformed. The stuffed deer heads, killed by Dad, seemed
undead but not unhappy. I studied their glass eyes, set like glowing
jewels. I sang "Silent Night" to them in German, as I'd learned in
the choir at St. John's.

Stille Nacht! Heil'ge Nacht! Alles schlift; einsam wacht.

Suddenly the deer's eyes were my father's eyes, telling me to
be quiet. But the pot made me fearless and I sang even louder,
Donna laughing at every silly note.

IN JULY, Mom invited her relatives over-a rare occurrence.
While strange kids swam in the pool, the adults congregated in the
living room, curtains drawn, AC set on freeze. Mom's relations were
poor people, with crooked teeth and ugly clothes. I barely knew who
most of them were. What I did understand was that Mom was not
quite herself— serving drinks in plastic cups instead of crystal.

I listened to Grandma Loey chat on the couch with her sister

Peggy.

OpHi€ei HOYI, KOMM BCl 3acHYNH, MU 3 JIOHHOIO BUKYpWIH IO
KocsiKy. Koy st BTAryBaB AUM y CBOT jkaJ1i0OHI JIETeHi, BiH 00MiKaB iX,
ane s OyB 3aHAATO TOpAWM, abu 3akamusATUCh. [licims me KiuThbKOX
3aTSOKOK  MOI PYKM CTalM JyXe BaXKUMM, HeHaue s OyB Yy
OelicOompHUX pyKaBHUKax. | s1 He Mir epectaTu mocMixarucs. JJoHHa
3abpana kocsik. JlocHuTh.

S oxuHyB KimMHary mnorysgoM. KokHa neranb 3qaBajiacsi MeHi
CMIIITHOIO, 1 Bce HaBKpYTH MeHe Becenmuio. Llnponosi pipanku Moel
CECTpH BUTJIAJANIN TaK, HEMOB OT-OT 31pBYTbCS CIIBAaTH 1 TAHIIFOBATH.

— Kbpice, Tu B opsiiky?

S KuUBHYB, HECHPOMOXXHUH pO3MOBIJIATU. 3pEUITOI0, MU
CIIyCTHJIMCSI BHU3, 10 KIMHATH BIAMOYHUHKY.

Yce, mo s 6auuB — CTLN Ui TIOKepy, 6ap, CTiiiku st 30poi, yce
Oyno guBHUM. Omynana oJeHIB, BOUTHX TaTOM, 3JaBAJHCA
HEXHUBUMHU, ajJie HE HEIaCHUMH. S po3risgaB iXHI CKISHI Odl, IO
BUOJIMCKYBaIM, Haue AOporouiHnHe kamiHHA. S 3acmiBaB iM «Tuxy
Hiu» HiMenpKkor0, 1k HaBYMIH Y X0pi B CeHT-/IKoHCI.

« Stille Nacht! Heil'ge Nacht! Alles schlift; einsam wachty.

I pantom oui oneHiB OOepHyJHCS Ha 04l MOro OaTbKa, SKi
Haka3yBaJl MEHI 3aMOBKHYTH. AJie MapuxyaHa 3poOuja MEHE
Oe3cTpalllHuM, 1 5 3acMiBaB iie Ty4Himie, a JJonHa cMisutacs 3 KOXKHOT
HEBJAJIO1 HOTH.

VY JIUTTHI mama 3ampocuiia y TocTi CBOiX pOJUYiB — MIOCHh BEJIUKE
3noxyo y Jici. Iloku dyxi IiTH TUTioxaimucs B OaceiiHi, Jopocii
3i0pasiucs 'y BiTadbHI 13 3alUTOPEHUMHM BIKHAMH, BBIMKHYBILIHU
KOHJUITIOHEP Ha TOBHY IOTYXXHICTh. Poanui mamu Oynu OiTHUMH
JTIOABMHE 3 KPUBUMH 3y0aMHU 1 )KaxJIMBUM OAATOM. S Maiixe HIKOTO He
3HaB. I1lo s TouyHO pO3yMiB, TakK 1€ Te, III0 MaMa TPOXH HE B COO1: BOHA
1oJiaBaja Haroi y IUIaCTUKOBUX CTaKaHax, a He B KPUIITAJII.

S cnyxas, sik 6a0ycs Jloi 6a3ikana Ha JMBaHi 31 CBOEIO CECTPOIO
[Ter1.
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Old as dragons, they sipped cocktails, their eyes swimming
behind enormous glasses. Not three in the afternoon, and already
they'd begun to drift.

Loey was proud of her daughter's well-appointed home.
"Look, look," she kept saying to her sister. "My Norma collects
turtles! Aren't they something?" She picked up one from the coffee
table and pushed it in Peggy's face. The turtle was a pill case, and as
Loey held it aloft, hundreds of saccharins fell like flakes of snow.

Neither noticed a thing.

The sisters drank, toasted, and kissed, smearing their lipstick
like jam.

I didn't know that they'd once been fabulous flappers,
gorgeous girls with terrible luck. Both married men who beat them
silly. No one ever told me how rough their lives had been, how
tough they had to be.

My parents, of course, explained nothing.

MY SISTER HAD graduated with honors from St. Ignatius
High. Her graduation gift had been a Mustang convertible, in forest
green. Once she had the keys, she was hardly home. I missed her
terribly.

But it seemed she could still read my mind. One morning, she
came down to the basement. “Chris, there's a be-in at the park today.
Wanna come?"

In five minutes, [ was dressed: maxi-fringe moccasins, Peter
Max pajamas, and a strand of baby-blue beads.

Crapi, siK CBIT, BOHH MOTITYBAIHM KOKTEHIII, a IXHI 04l BUAHIINCS 32
BEIMYE3HUMU OKyJisipamu. He Oyno mie i TpeTboi roauHu, [K ix
PO3BE3IIO.

Jloi numanacst 1o6pe o0mamToBaHUM Oy IMHKOM CBO€T TOHBKH.

— Hy TH ThsHB, TVISHb, — MOBTOPIOBajJa BOHA cecTpi. — Mos
Hopwma xosnekitionye yepemnax! Xi0a >k BOHH HE 4y10Bi?

Bona B3s1a 0/1HYy 3 )KypHAIBHOTO CTOJIMKA 1 MiIHECHa 10 O0IHudst
[eri. I{s yepemaxa ciayryBajia KOpOOOUKOIO IS MITyJIOK, 1 Koy JIoi
MiHsIA i, 3 Hel MOCUNaINCS COTHI MOPOIIKOBUX CHI)KMHOK .

KopmHa 3 HUX HIUOTO HE MOMITHIIA.

Cectpy mnunm, migidMamTu TOCTH W IUTyBaJIUCS, PO3Ma3yOud
oMaJty, Ha4de JIKEM.

S1 i He 3HaB, 1110 Y MOJIOAOCTI BOHH OyJIM uy0BUMH (iarnepkamu ',
MIPEKPACHUMHU J[IBUATAMH 3 )KAXJTHBOIO J0J1et0. OOUIBI BUUIILITH 3aMiX
3a YOJIOBIKIB, sIK1 OvuH iX 10 HecTssMu. HiXTo HiKOIHM HE PO3MOBiAaB
MEHi, K B@XKO CKIANOCAd IXHE XHUTTS 1 SKUMH CUIBHUMHU BOHHU
MyCUIH OyTH.

Moi 6aThKU, 3BHYAHO K, HIYOTO HE MOSICHIOBAJIH.

MO CECTPA BumycTtuiack i3 crapioi mKkoju cBaroro Iruaris 3
BigzHakoo. Il mojapyHkom Ha BUIycKHHII cTaB kaGpioner Mustang
KOJIbOPY JICOBHX JepeB. SIK TiIbKM BOHAa OTpUMaia KIIOYi, BOHA
Maiike He 3’ABJsI1ach yioMa. S cTpaiieHHO CyMyBas.

AJe, 31aBaocs, BOHAa BCe 1€ MOTJIa YATaTH MOi qyMku. OmHOTO
PaHKy BOHA CITyCTHJIACs IO MEHE.

— Kpice, cboroani y napky Oyne Bedipka. Xoder miTu?

3a ’ATh XBWIKH 1 OyB rOTOBUI: MOKAaCHUHU 3 JIOBI'OI0 6axpoMolo,
nixama «Ilitep Makcy 1 Hu3Ka Hi’>KHO-OJIAKUTHOTO HAMUCTA.

1> Moani, Oyarapceki giguara 1920-X i3 KOPOTKUMH CYKHAMH Ta 3a4iCKaMU.
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When I came upstairs, Mom thought I looked darling in my
costume and took a picture. Then, in

another, quieter voice, she said she was concerned about
Donna, who was still primping in her room. "Chris, I think some of
Donna's friends may smoke marijuana. Keep an eye out, will you?"

AT THE COUNTY PARK, there were a couple of hundred
kids stretched out on the lawn. There were puffy pants and ostrich
feathers, face paint and attempted beards. Under the shade of a giant
maple, we found Donna's friends. On an Indian blanket, we sat
beside Valentine and Jo. Valen- tine was shirtless and tanned, his
blond head on Jo's lap.

He said, "The angels have arrived."

I'd forgotten how pretty he was, boyish even, but so confident,
with his sexy girlfriend and adoring friends.

Some dude nearby tapped on a drum and hummed. No one
spoke, though, or danced. The crowd was strangely reserved. Donna
whispered to me, "They're all tripping. Valentine doses everyone.
That's his thing." Soon, he sat up and spoke to his disciples, in the
kind of cooing tones one uses with toddlers. "People, are you with
me? Do you feel the breeze? It's sooooo fulfilling. Do you feel it?
Do you feel the earth vibrating? Yeaaaaah-let's ride it, people ...
ride..."

From inside his own movie, Valentine swayed back and forth.

It was a Sunday afternoon. At home, the adults would be
mixing cock- tails, maybe playing cards. Someone would be trying
to sing along with Perry Como or Robert Goulet.

From Valentine's girlish hand appeared a little sheet of folded
paper. Carefully, he undid the puzzle.

Kouu st miiHsABCS HAaropy, Mama ckasaja, 110 5 BUIJISIAl0 MUJIO Y
CBOEMY KOCTIOMi 1 cdoTorpadyBana mene. ToJi * 30BCIM IHIIUM,
TUXIIIMM TOJIOCOM BOHA CKazaia, 1o TypOyeThcs 3a JloHHY, sika Bce
I1l€ YenmypuJiacsi y CBOil KiMHaTi.

— Kpice, s nymaro, mo paeski ii Apy3i KypATb MapuXyaHy.
Harnsmaii 3a Hero, 1oope?

Y MICBKOMY I[TAPKY Ha ransgBuHi po3/Ariocst Kilbka COTCHb
nitei. Tam Oynu 1 oyTi WITAHU, 1 CTpayCUHE Mip’sl, 1 po3MalbOBaHi
o0nnyusi, 1 HATAK Ha OOpiAkH. Y 3aTiHKy BEJIMYE3HOTO KJIEHa MU
noGaumnu Apy3iB JJoHHH. MU ciin Ha 1HIIaHCBKUNA KWJIMM Pa3oM i3
Banenturowm 1 J[xo0.

Banentun i3 3acmarnum TiuioM OyB 0€3 COpOuYKH, a WOTO CBITIIE
BOJIOCCS JIEXKaJo Ha KoJiHax J{xo.

— Anrenu npuoyu.

S Bxke i 3a0yB, IKMM TapHUM 1 HaBiTh iHQAHTUILHUM BiH OyB, aie
K TaKUM BIIEBHEHUM Yy C001 31 CBOEIO CEKCYaJbHOIO MIBUMHOIO 1
TPY3sIMH, SIKI HOTO 000KHIOBAITH.

Sxuiick XJ0mens nopyd CTykaB y 6apadaH i HacIiByBaB. Alle HIXTO
HE T'OBOPHB, 1 HIXTO He TaHItoBaB. HatoBmn OyB, Ha IMBO, CTPUMAHUM.
JloHHa mpoUIenoTiIa MeHi:

— Bonwu Bci mix kaiidom. BaneHTun gaB koxHOMY 1103y. Lle ioro
¢imxka.

Hezabapom BiH 3BEpHYBCS 10 CBOiX IOCIIJOBHUKIB JIACKAaBUM
rOJI0COM, SIKUM 3a3BHYail TOBOPSTH O MAJIIOKIB.

— Jlroau, uu BU 31 MHOI0? Bu BiguyBaete BiTepenb? Bin Taku-u-
u-i HacuyeHuit! Bu BiguyBaere itoro? Bu BimuyBaete, sik BiOpye
3emirs1? Tak-Tak, faBauTe TyCUTH, JTIOAM. .. TYCUTH. ..

Lle Oyno B Heaimto micist 06iay. Baoma qopocii roryBain KOKTeii
1, MOJKJIMBO, TPaJIA B KapTH. XTOCh HAMaraecs ciiBatu pa3oM i3 Ileppi
Kom60 a6o Pobeprom I'yie.

V niBouiii pyui Banentuna OyB KiIanTuK ckjiajgeHoro namnepy. Bin
00epeKHO PO3rOPHYB HOTO.
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Inside was a tangerine-colored tablet. With his fingernail, he
chipped it, holding up a tiny sunny shard. "Take this," he said to me.

"I don't think that's a good idea," said Jo.

But when I looked at my sister she shrugged, and Valentine
put the LSD on my tongue-like a priest giving Communion. He
bowed his head,

and I bowed mine. Instantly, the drug dissolved. Valentine
handed the rest of the tablet to Donna.

"Orange Sunshine," he said.

In silence, everyone stared out across the lawn. Soon, an
agitation began to flutter inside me. Or was it outside? As the breeze
moved across the park, the shuddering of the trees was
mesmerizing; the lawn rippled like the surface of a lake.

I thought: God's here.

I had not yet been drunk, but like a drunk I found that
everything around me was moving to and fro. But rather than falling
overboard, I stayed safely on the red blanket. It was a boat and on it
we were slowly carried away...

My sister said, "Let's take a stroll," and, like Jesus, we were
able to walk across the waters of the lawn. Against my bare feet,
each blade of grass felt profound and singular. When my sister
bought me an ice cream, I began to cry. I wanted to scream: I love
you so much!

Love was not a word that was ever said in our house. It
suddenly felt like a great secret, rediscovered. Why hadn't anyone
told me about it be- fore? And how had it arrived inside a piece of
dust placed on my tongue? "Are you okay?" Donna asked.

When we went back to the blanket, Valentine put his hand on
my shoulder. He understood everything. "Love is making him cry."

I looked up into his impossibly beautiful face.

Bcepenuni 6yna Tabnerka moMapaHyeBoOro Kojibopy. BiH po3aiius
ii HIrTEM 1 MiJHIB MaJICHBKUN SICKPaBUN yIIAMOK.

— Ile 1001, — cka3aB BiH MEHI.

— He nymato, 1o 1ie rapHa iznesi, — 3anepeunia J[xo.

AJe KoM s TOJMBHUBCS Ha CECTpy, BOHA 3HHU3AlA IUICYMMA, i
Banentun mokmaB JICJI MeHI Ha S3WK, SK CBSINCHUK, IO Ja€
pUYacTUTUCS. BiH CXUIMB rojioBy, 1 s cXWiMB cBor. Hapkoruk
MHTTEBO pO3TaHyB. BaneHTuH Bingas pemrty Tadnerku JoHHI.

— TlomapaHueBe COHIlE, — CKa3aB BiH.

VYci MOBUKM AMBMIIUCS Ha ransBuny. He3abapom BcepeauHi MeHe
1I0YaJio MEPEroBHIOBATH XBUIIOBAaHHA. A MOXe, BOHO OyJ0 330BHi?
Bireperts TPOHOCHBCSI TMapKoM, JepeBa TPEMTLTH, 3a4apOBYIOYH
HOIJISA], A TaISIBUHA XBHJIIOBAIACs, HEMOB IJ1aJb 03€pa.

S nonymas: bor TyT.

Sl me He OyB I’siHUH, ane, HEHa4e HAAMHUTKY, BIAIYyBaB, 110 BCE
HaBKOJIO FOWJA€THCS TYAU-CIOAU. AJle 3aMiCTh TOT0, 11100 BUIIACTH 32
00pT, 5 BIIEBHEHO CTOSIB HAa YepBOHOMY KuiuMi. Lle OyB yoBeH, skuit
MOBUTBHO YHOCHJIO BIQJIUHY. ..

Cectpa 3anpononyBaia MeHi nporyisartucs. | mu, sk Icyc, 3moriu
MIPONTH 10 BOJI, 1110 HacIpaBi Oyna razonom. Ha moix 6ocux Horax
KOXKHa TpaBUHKA BiadyBajiacsi IJMOOKOK 1 HemoBTopHOro. Kosm
cecTpa Kymnujia MEHI MOPO3UBO, 51 pO3IUIakaBcs. S| XOTIB 3aKpUYaTH:
«41 Tak Tebe mobIo!»

JIro60B — 11€ CIIOBO, SIKE€ y HAc B JIOMI HIKOJIM HE NMPOMOBIISUIH.
PanToM BOHO 37a70Cs MEHI BEIMKOIO TAaEMHMIEIO, SIKY SI 3HOBY
BITHAMIIIOB.

Yomy HIXTO HE po3MOBiaB MeHI npo 1e? | sk BoHO moTpanuio y
KYTNKY IOPOUIKY, 1110 JIeKaB Y MEHE Ha s3H1i?

— Tu B nopsaaxy? — 3anurana /{onna.

Komm mMu moBepHynucss A0 NOKpUBaia, BaJeHTHH MOKIaB pyKy
MeH1 Ha 1uiede. Bin Bce 3po3ymiB. «JIr000B 3MyIIy€e HOTO TIaKaTH.

S migHsAB MOTIAA HA HOTo HEHMOBIPHO KpacuBe O0IMYYSI.
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"You're one of us now," he said—and then, "You're one of
mine." I closed my eyes and saw stars, paisley, jellyfish.

BEFORE GOING HOME, Valentine slips me a folded piece
of paper, another tiny pill. The next night I can't sleep, thinking
about it. At midnight, I take a chip. When I wander upstairs at four,
I'm peaking. In the kitchen my father is making his eggs. I watch
him from the doorway. Like an

X-ray, I can see inside him. Can see his heart, like an octopus.

Ten minutes later—an hour?—I see him out the window,
walking around the yard.

As the light grows, I see he has a gun in his hand-a spray
nozzle attached to a bottle of pesticide.

He's at war with the dandelions. In his other hand, there's a
glass of scotch. As he sprays each flower, he's saying: Die, die.

The sun is rising, yellow on his yellow hair.

I need to tell him that everything is okay.

But he disappears behind a curtain of sunlight sweeping the
world.

A FEW WEEKS LATER, Donna drove me out to Valentine's
stash house in the Pine Barrens. Up a long dirt drive sat a shack on
the edge of a mossy spring. Inside, our leader was sleeping on a bare
mattress, blond head on a paisley pillow. We stood there for a
moment, watching him breathe. The house was dark and sweet, like
cinnamon.

Valentine opened his eyes and said: Peace.

Jo came from the kitchen and kissed us hello. She and Donna
went off to chat, leaving me alone with Valentine. I sat on the floor
next to the bed as he rolled a joint. He lit it and only after five or six
hits did he pass it to me.

— Tenep i oauH 13 Hac. — CKa3aB BiH, a MOTIM J10/1aB: — TH Miid.
S 3aruTrOIKB 04i 1 TOOAYMB 3IPKH, TIEUCTTI 1 MeTy3.

[MTEPE]] TIOBEPHEHHAM NOJOMY BaneHnTun mifcoBye MeHi
3rOpHYTHUH Hamipelb, e 0JHy KpUXiTHY mirynky. HactymHoi Houi s
HE 3MIT 3aCHYTH, AyMaro4u mpo 1e. OniBHOYI 51 KOBTAIO MIryiky. MeHe
HaKpHBa€ O YETBEPTIH paHKy, KOJIU 5 TyJisito Haropi. Ha kyxHi 6aTbko
CMaXHTh SEMHIO. S crocTepiraio 3a HUM 3 MOpory. SIK peHTreH, s
Oauy #oro 3cepeauHu. bauy ioro cepiie, cx0ke Ha BOCBMHHOTA.

Yepes aecats XBWIMH...Yn uepe3 roauny? 5 6ady Horo y BikHI, K
BiH XOJHTH I10 JIBOPY.

Konu cBiTiiO crae sickpaBimuiM, s 0ady B HOro pyIi MiCTOJIET-
PO3NUIIOBAY, MPUKPIMICHUH A0 IUISAMIKY 3 TECTULIUAMHU.

Bin Boroe 3 kynpOabamu. B iHmnii pyui BiH TpUMae CKISHKY
ckoTuy. ONpHCKYIOUM KOXHY KBITKY, BiH mpomosise: «[lompu,
HOMpPU».

CoHIie cx0auTh 1 BUOJIMCKYE KOBTUM KOJIBOPOM Ha HOro BOJIOCCI.

A maro ckazatu WoMy, 110 BCE B MOPAJIKY.

ATnie BiH 3HUKaE€ 3a 3aBICOI0 COHSIYHOTO CBITJIa, 1[0 OTOPTAE CBIT.

3A KIJIbBKA TW)XXHIB, JlonHa BigBe3ma MEHE 10 CXOBaHKH
Banentuna y Iaita-bappenc. Baanuni rpyHTOBaHO1 1OpOTH, Ha 6epe3i
JDKepena, IIOKPUTOr0 MOXOM, CTosIa Horo xamyna. Tam, y cepeauHi,
HAIll BO’KaK CIIaB Ha TOJIOMY MaTpalli, IIOKJIABIIN CBOIO CBITITy TOJIOBY
Ha TOJAYIIKY 3 Bi3epyHKOM Teiicii. Mu mouekaau Tam XBHIIBKY,
CIOTJIAAI0YH, K BiH AUXa€. Y OyJUHKY OyJI0O TEMHO 1 aXJ0 YUMOCh
COJIOZKHM, CX0KHM Ha KOPHIIIO.

BanenTus po3miomuB o4i 1 IpoMOBHUB: «Mupm.

JIxo BuiilLIa 3 KyXHi 1 IOI[UTyBaJla HaC Ha 3HAaK NpuBiTaHHA. [loHHa
miloia po3MOBIATH 3 HEH0, 3aJWIIMBINM MEHE caM-Ha-caM i3
Banentunowm. S ciB Ha miaory O JIXKKa, a BIH CKPYTHB KOCSIK. BiH
3araJiuB HOro 1 TUIBKH TICHS 1’ ITH-IIIECTH 3aTsHKOK IepeaB MEHI.
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It was wickedly strong. I handed it back, coughing, already
far too stoned.

It took all my nerve to say, "Valentine?" "Yes?"

"I'd like to take some acid back to school."

"You want to buy some?"

I swallowed, said, "Yes."

Valentine did not take his eyes off me. "Have you been saying
your prayers?"

I bowed my head, embarrassed by the question, wondering if
he was making fun of me.

"How much?" he asked.

"Like five."

He opened a suitcase, pulled out a dusty plastic bag, then
poured a mound of pink pills onto a silver tray. He thought I meant
five hundred. I didn't know what to do.

"I just want to share some with a friend. We're in the choir," I
added

stupidly.

"Sacrament belongs in a church. Take a thousand."

"I really just want five." I could hear my voice going up. "And
I don't have that much money."

"You will. Go ahead, count 'em out. I'll get a baggie from the
kitchen." When he left the room, I felt dizzy. I wanted Donna's
advice but she was busy with Jo.

Fingers coated with pink dust, I counted out a thousand hits.

Valentine, walking back in with a jar of baby food, licked goo
from a tiny spoon. "I love this stuff. Especially the vanilla." He
poured the pills into abaggie. I didn't want to disappoint him. I asked
what I should charge.

"You get them for a buck a tab. Sell them for three." He
smiled. "When you have the cash, have your sister call me. It's all
for the Glory of God."

Bin Oy ctpamenHo wminHuM. S BiggaB Horo Hazam,

3aKalllJIAIBIIMCh, HAYEC BXKC 3aHAATO HaKypeHHfI.

MeHi 3Ha7100M10Cs 310paTH yCIO MOIO CMIJTUBICTh, 40U 3aTOBOPUTH:
— Banentune?

— TIa?

— Sl XOTiB OM B35TH TPOXHU KUCIOTH JIO IIKOJIH.

— Xouew Kynutu?

S IPOKOBTHYB CITUHY 1 TTOTOIUBCS.

— A Tu Monuscg?

S cxunuB ronoBy, 30€HTEKEHUHN HOro 3aUTaHHSM, 1 TOJAyMaB, Yu

HE HACMIXAETHC BiH 3 MEHE.

— Ckinbku 1001 Tpeba?
— Il ats.
Bin BigkpuB Bami3dy, IiCTaB 3aNujCHUN MOTIETUICHOBHUNA MaKeT, a

MOTIM BUCHUIIaB KyIy pO>KEBHX ITITYJIOK Ha CpiOHY Taito. Bin nogymas,
1110 51 MaB Ha yBa3l I1’ATh COTEHb. S| HE 3HaB, 1110 POOUTH.

— Sl mpocto xouy moaiMTHCA 3 IpyroM. MU pa3oM CIiBaeMo y

XOpl. — Ha AypicTb, JOJAB 5.

— TaiHcTBO HaNEKUTH 1epkBi. BizbMu THCAUY.
— S copaBai Xxouy nuiie 1’ sATh. — 3anuuias 1. — Jlo Toro x, y

MEHE HEMa€ CTLIbKH TPOIIEH.

— 3narigem. Hymo, nepepaxyii. S mpuHecy 111e MmakeT 3 KyxHi.
Ko BiH BUHIIOB 3 KIMHATH, Y MEHE 3aKpyTHJIAcs rojoBa. S XoTiB

nopanutucs 3 JlonHoto, ane BoHa Oyiia 3aifHsATa po3MoBamu 3 [[xo.

3 pO’KeBUM MOPOIIKOM Ha MAJIbISIX, 1 HAPAXYBAB THCIUYY TaOJIETOK.
Banentun, noBepHyBHIMCH 13 OaHKOIO JUTSAYOrO XapyyBaHHS,

3JIM3aB 3AJIMIIKU 3 YaMHOI JJOKEUKHU.

— JIro6mro mro mrykeHiito. OcodIuBO BaHIUIbHY.
Bin 3acunaB TalneTku 3HOBY y MakeTUK. Sl He XOTiB HOro

po3uapoByBartu. S 3anuTaB, Ky I[iHY S MalO HA3WBATH.

Tu nnarum oguH gonap 3a tabmerky. [IpomaBait 3a Tpu. — BiH

nocMixHyBcsi. — Komu B TeGe Oy 1yTh rpoiii, Hexail TBOs cecTpa MeHi
noA3BOHUTH. Bee ne i cnaBu boxoi.
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CHAPTER 2. TRANSLATION COMMENTARY

2.1 Book summary

The Light Years, published in 2019, is Chris Rush’s coming-of-age memoir, rich in cultural
references, non-equivalent notions, personal attitudes, and thoughts. The author reveals the details
of his upbringing and the shaping of his personality, regarding all the sociocultural changes that
occurred in America during the 1960s and 1970s.

The book comprises 384 pages and nearly 40 chapters, which are further divided into
several sections. Each page contains a specific memory, arranged chronologically, but sometimes
deviating from the narrative due to a shift in focus or heightened emotional intensity. The titles of
the subsections (memories) are immediately followed by the first sentence, which does not distract
the reader from the narrative, but makes it clear who or what is the main subject of the chapter.

The story centers mainly on the author and his highly respected religious family, who
hosted parties for the créme de la créme of the New Jersey suburbs. Priests, brothers, and sisters
were the common and highly anticipated guests, which is why Chris was exposed to the Church
from early childhood.

His older sister Donna had an undisputed influence on Chris’s personality by inviting him
to the company of drug addicts, dealers, and hippies, letting him try LSD, and immersing the young
boy into the world of “sacraments”. Life puts Rush into various gruesome events that he has to
overcome. At home, he deals with parents’ ignorance and father’s cruelty; at boarding school, he
copes with bullying from older boys and harassment from priests; with Donna, he dives into a deep
addiction that leads to a severe overdose and reassessment of values. Such frightening life events
make the reader either sympathise or feel disgusted by the choices characters make and the actions
they take.

By exposing the vices of society at that time, the reader encounters the pain and harshness
of this world and views them through the author's lens, making this autobiography sensual,
touching, and special. With this in mind, the task of the translator is, first and foremost, not to
distort or misrepresent the perspective and to preserve the meaning in combination with the
emotions.

The text performs an emotional, expressive, and aesthetic function. Through personal
example, the author demonstrates that our environment has a direct and consequential impact on
the formation of our consciousness and self-identification. Therefore, the target audience can be
considered teenagers, young people, and adults interested in the cultural characteristics of America
at that time, and who would like to see it through the eyes of a child and later a teenager.

2.2. About the author

Writer and artist Chris Rush was born and raised in a respectable, wealthy Catholic family
in suburban New Jersey, where he often visited with his mother. Chris was a creative child who
expressed himself through drawing, various crafts, and music, which was not approved of by his
father, who suffered from alcohol addiction.

The memoirs under review primarily cover his childhood and turbulent youth, which he
spent in various parts of the United States. Arizona and California, where the author visited his
older sister and later settled, influenced his worldview and opened his eyes to various social issues:
the LGBTQ+ community, drug use and overdose, sexual violence, and survival in this world.
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Work on The Light Years continued for over 10 years, and it is currently the only book
Rush has written. The writing style is straightforward and emotionally charged, forcing the reader
to fully immerse themselves in the plot, reflecting the author's growth as a person and personality.

Although the book has not yet been thoroughly researched, the material is full of interesting
features from a translation perspective. The author employs biblical allusions and quotations from
sacred writings, which is a challenge for the translator, as reproducing such structures requires
knowledge of the context and linguistic clichés, as well as careful research or the creation of
equivalents. Similarly, the author has imbued the text with cultural realia from various aspects of
American life in the 1960s and 1970s, including music, cinema, cars, interior design, clothing, and
more.

This context allows the reader to understand (or justify) the characters in the work and see
the world from a different angle, namely from within. Chris Rush's book deserves further study,
as it is unique in its sincerity and candour.

2.3. Text and genre characteristics

For translation and research within the framework of this translation project, parts 1, 2, and
3 were selected in their entirety, along with the first few memories from part 4, to illustrate the
hero's development, the formation of his personality, and his preferences as they change with his
environment.

According to K. Millard (2007), personality is formed primarily through personal
resistance and various personal conflicts, such as the loss of loved ones, bullying by peers,
misunderstanding by adults, and rejection by society.

Given the book's genre, it is crucial to differentiate between the notions of autobiography
(memoir) and its sub-genre, Coming-of-Age. O. Cherniavska (2022) distinguishes autobiography
and memoirs as a separate genre and calls it a human document, that is, a type of writing that
describes in detail the path of a particular person in different life circumstances. Therefore, the
book under review, The Light Years, written by Chris Rush himself, entirely fits this definition, as
it describes the real events of the author's development under the influence of his environment,
cultural, social, and other changes

It is also worth adding clarity and precision to the definition of the autobiography genre.
As P. Carmagnani (2019) notes, in today's world, stories that reveal characters from different
angles through various life circumstances can be called coming-of-age memoirs. Considering the
difficult life path, trials, and tribulations the main character faces at different ages (approximately
11 to 13 years old in the analyzed part) and the transformation of consciousness, the book under
study is a coming-of-age memoir.

Within the genre, these difficult moments are aimed not only at personal development and
formation, but also at reflecting cultural, social, historical, psychological, and other factors in
society. Therefore, we assume that growing up against the backdrop of American realities of the
1960s and 1970s has its own characteristics and is reflected in the text through an emphasis on
social transformations and the representation of key cultural values.

2.4. Translation techniques in The Light Years

Undoubtedly, shifts in politics, society, ideology, and other fields profoundly impact
people and how they express their creativity and individuality. Since literature, film, music, and
other cultural forms are constantly evolving, translators must adopt a contemporary perspective
and adapt their translation strategies, techniques, and even the tools they use.

According to J.V. Coillie (2022), book translation benefits readers and may enhance the
target language at different linguistic levels, including phonetic, grammatical, and lexical.
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Additionally, it sparks a range of new literary trends and genres, which in turn lead to shifts in
societal conventions.

One of the most critical and integral tasks in a translator’s work is to study the cultural and
ideological contexts to create a faithful translation. While working on Chris Rush's book and its
rendering, it was essential to pay attention to the youth of America in the 1960s and 1970s and
their behaviour in various situations.

E. Twyoniak (2010, p. 289) characterizes this period as one that went through a
“metamorphosis of consciousness” and was marked by a new wave of youth self-expression by
creating subcultures, wearing unconventional clothes, listening to specific music, etc.
Consequently, it gives rise to new, modern, and unusual linguistic units, such as slang, argot, and
highly restricted lexis, which require detailed analysis from both cultural and translation
perspectives.

In consideration of this, we have identified three key eras, circumstances, and events that
shaped Chris's early identity, which are:

- Growing up in the parental home

- The transformation of the main character during his stay at a Catholic
boarding school

- Development under the influence of his older sister and her hippy friends

All these periods are united by the concept of culture-specific notions, known as realia. The
idea of realia encompasses references to specific objects or facts that are directly related to real
cultures and their actual, materially tangible context (Pettini, 2022).

Realia can refer to both proper names and common names, referring to a wide range of
aspects of life. However, the classification of realia is a controversial topic among scholars.
Despite the absence of a universal classification system, it is essential to select the canonical one,
as proposed by Peter Newmark in his 1988 Textbook of Translation. The researcher defined six
categories: social culture, ecology, organizations, material culture, conventions, ideas, gestures,
and habits.

Among the diverse categories of realia addressed in translation studies, elements of social
culture are among the most complex and extensive. Such concepts shape the perception of a
particular turning point or historical era depicted in the text and influence the reader's
understanding of a specific country's cultural characteristics.

Blazyté & Liubiniené (2016, p. 48) note that culturally unique units may include names of
mythological characters and pop culture figures, as well as concepts, symbols, and expressions of
contemporary society.

Given the prevalence of mainstream and classical culture, we consider it proper to treat the
names of renowned individuals, the titles of songs and records, references to movies, and other
significant elements as related to this group of realia. Several examples have been found in our
study:

Bonanza — “bonanza”

Mozart sonata — conama Moyapma

Horowitz — I'oposiy

Goethe — I'eme

Hesse — ['ecce

Dotty Doone — [lomi J{yn

Rosemary’s Baby — /[lumuna Pozmapi

Proceeding to the next point, the absence of background descriptions or natural settings
makes ecological realia uncommon in the narrative. However, it is important to emphasize that
environmental realia may function as culturally distinctive units when they are unfamiliar or
foreign to the source culture. But at the same time, they may simply denote elements of the natural
world and its characteristics, originating from a culturally specific environment (Kule, 2020)
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Given the colorfulness and cultural flavor of the original text, a vital task in the translation
was to preserve descriptions of the diverse locations, the beauty of the flora and fauna of the
latitudes, and the landscape (if any) to further immerse the reader in the atmosphere. The simplest
examples are:

Willow wand — eepboea nanuys

Rat —wyp

Jellyfish — meoysa

Deer — onenv

Pine trees — cocnu

Dark trees of Saint John’s — memni depesa Cenm /{orconca

Regarding the background information about the author’s biography, a vital point is his
religious education and the time spent in Saint John's, a boarding school for Catholic boys, which
had a considerable impact on his psychological and mental health. For this reason, we focus on the
realia of various organizations, including associations, private clubs, and subcultural communities.

As each society develops its own language system, incorporating the characteristics of its
members and the unique features of its mission and objectives, it serves as the face and bearers of
culture. Still, it also frequently impedes understanding across generations or between those with
different moral values and principles (Iorgulescu & Marcu, 2018).

The author merges two opposing aspects of his life in the book: drugs, which are
philosophically connected to religion as hippies viewed them as a "sent gift from God." Still, they
also accompany a dissolute lifestyle. The other is religion and the desire to dedicate his life to
worship. This contrast highlights the ridiculousness of that era's society and has a satirical effect.

Moreover, it is crucial to note that these two contexts share linguistic features typical of the
community they serve. The internal vocabulary of these closed societies acquires nuances and
meanings unique to it, created by its members.

It is worth emphasizing that classifying realia can be challenging, especially when there is
an overlap between two categories, as in our case. As a result, the following instances reflect both
realia of organizations and subculture groups (youth and adolescents) as well as customs and
traditions, some of which are associated with Catholicism and the church:

St. Ignatius — l{epkea Ceamoco lenamis

Saint Jones — Cenm-/[oconc

Father — Omeun

Diocese of Trenton — €napxis Tpenmona

Our Lord — I'ocnody nawomy

Holy Communion — Cesame npuuacms

Johnnies — loanyi

cassocks — cymanu

Host —

Cheerleeder — Yupnioepxa
Flapper — ®nanepxa

Hippy — xinni

Smoke pot — kypumu mpasxy
Sacrament — maincmeo

It is believed that one of the most common types of realia is material culture, which
encompasses everything that surrounds us: everyday items, appliances, interior and decorative
elements, cars, buildings, private property, and more.

Y. Eliav (2016) claims that material culture incorporates "materiality as a fundamental
aspect of culture," which integrates the tangible, social, and figurative dimensions of culture.
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Although the concept and definition of realia have changed and moved from the
exclusively material world, we consider it appropriate to highlight this type for the completeness
of our work and to prove our point, giving the following examples:

Mustang convertible — kabpionem Mustang

Hummels — ¢papgpoposi ¢hicypru ['ymenvc

Short Hills Mall — Topzisenvnuii yenmp Lllopm ['inc

Woolworth's — Byneopc

Marta’s — canon Y Mapmu”

Peter Max pajamas — niocama “Ilimep Maxc”

Leopard leotards — Jleonapoosi kynanonuxu

Tareyton — yueapxu “Tapeiimon”

Given the cultural specificity outlined earlier, one of the most critical types of non-
equivalent vocabulary is that used to describe customs, traditions, ideas, and behavioral patterns,
as these shape the reader's perception of the characters in a literary work and can have a significant
impact on readers who are prone to imitation when they empathize with and feel emotionally
attached to the characters.

According to Adhikari (2020), culture is the manner of life of a community, including its
established social norms and patterns of conduct. Therefore, rendering these pieces necessitates
both language proficiency and an awareness of the cultural and behavioral elements they convey.

Following those above, we consider the following examples to be on-point representations
of such a type of realia:

Cocktail parties — KoxmetinvHi eeuipku

At my parents' next bridge party — Ha nacmynuiu euipyi 6amvkig, de 00pocii epanu 8
opuoxc

Just in from golf — woiino nosepuynacs 3 2onoghy

Style was a bid for happiness — Cmuiv 6ys 3anopykor wacms

White trash — 6ine 6uono

Let’s ride it — oasatime mycumu

he went to confession, day after day — 6in x00u6 na cnogiov dens 3a OHem

I prayed, and I studied — A1 monugcs, i s Haguascs

She'd already done summer training at the Barbizon Modeling School — Bona Bxe
MPOMIIIA JIITHE HABYAHHS B MOJIeTbHIN 1Ko «bap0i3ony

The primary challenge in translating such linguistic units lies in the asymmetry of
languages and, in most cases, the scarcity of equivalents. Consequently, Newmark's primary
question, which we were also considering, was how much detail should be provided to the target
audience for each such linguistic unit. There are currently numerous categorizations and
classifications of translation techniques.

Thus, to achieve adequacy in our work, we applied the most common and canonical
techniques proposed and explained by Hurtado Albir and Lucia Molina (2002), and also
highlighted the importance of transliteration and transcription in rendering proper names.

In the first highlighted period, the author detailed the text and added cultural flavor through
realia, mentioning objects that held special significance at different points in childhood. Referring
back to Newmark's classification, we can categorize them as material culture, including clothing,
household items, brands, etc.

A popular method for reproducing proper names across languages with different writing
systems is transcription and transliteration. O. Zubach and A. Trushkovska (2024) provide clear
definitions of both techniques. The main difference between the two concepts lies in reproduction:
specifically, transliteration is used to clearly convey the sound set of a word, phrase, etc.
Transliteration, in turn, focuses on rendering the letter composition of lexical units.
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Similarly, the names of significant and popular items among American teenagers and
adults, such as candy, chewing gum, perfume, and clothing brands, were reproduced using the
techniques mentioned.

(1-s) From my shorts, I produce a roll of my Life Savers, carefully unspooling the foil
wrapper. (Rush, 2019)

(1-t) A dicmaro 3 kuweni naxkemux avooanuxie “Jlaiigh Ceitgepc” i obepedicro pozcopmaio
00un 3 Hux. (Paw/3asaocvxa 2025)

(2-8) ...Paper flowers and Chiclets! (Rush, 2019)
(2-t) ...Ilaneposumu xeimamu i ucyiuxamu “Quxnemc”! (Paw/3asaocvra 2025)

In these cases, transliteration and transcription were combined with amplification,
specifically by adding the words “apoasnukn” and “;kyiiku” to explain concepts unfamiliar to
Ukrainian audiences.

In case of example 2, the peculiarities of rendering the English letter combination -ch
before the vowel -i needed to be considered. It is always represented as the consonant -4 in
Ukrainian, according to modern transliteration rules. However, in practice, adapting proper names
is more complicated because of the vowels in Ukrainian. The formal norms of transliteration show
that the English letter -i should be rendered as -i in Ukrainian as well. Still, such rendering is not
authentically Ukrainian in accordance with the history of the Ukrainian language.

V. Nimchuk highlights in his work "Problems of Ukrainian Spelling in the 20th and Early
21st Centuries" (2002) that while the "rule of nine" has standardized the spelling of -i and -n,
however, historical (referring back to Old Slavic language) and modern linguistic practice
constantly show the larger use of -u following sibilants. This is particularly evident in proper
names, where attestations are found continuously for the forms, for instance, in the city names
Yukaro, Yuii, Bamuarron, Bippxunis.

Given these orthographic analogies, rendering Chiclets as “YukJerc” is a conscious,
motivated deviation from mechanical transliteration and might be treated as a transcription instead.
The form better corresponds to the actual Ukrainian graphic tradition and conveys the English
syllable [tfi] more naturally.

(3-s) One night, she spit her one into a Kleenex. (Rush, 2019)

(3-t) OnHiel HOUl BOHA BUILTIOHYJIA XYHKY Y «Kuaineke». (Paw/3asaoceka 2025)

We deliberately avoided using addition or descriptive translation techniques when
rendering the brand name, as Kleenex is a well-known paper towel brand among Ukrainians and
is still available. Heilpern, Eggington, Brown, and Smith (2024, p. 86) note that the name
"Kleenex" has already undergone a semantic shift, consistent with the linguistic findings reported
in the study Going Generic. The decision to keep the original name unexplained is further
supported by the fact that it became a general term for all types of paper towels, rather than
identifying a specific brand.

(4-s) I was using Mom's expensive stuff — Shalimar and Arpége. (Rush, 2019)

(4-t) A suxopucmosysas oopoci mamuni napymu — «lllanimapy i «Apnexcy.
(Paw/3asadcvka 2025)

The following example with proper names occurs when the main character makes paper
flowers and sprays them with his mother's perfume to give them a pleasant scent. A distinctive
feature is the French name Arpege and its transliteration. For accuracy, various resources were
used to search for pronunciation (dictionaries, videos, and audio materials). The main difficulties
were the French uvular [i], which is written with the letter -r, and the soft alveolar [3], which is
written with the letter -g. The closest Ukrainian sounds and letters we considered for reproduction
were -p and -k.
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Moreover, the technique of particularization was applied when translating the word "stuff"'
into Ukrainian, using the more precise, limited definition of "mapdymu' to provide a clear
understanding.

When Chris finds a distinctive bright pink cape in a small antique shop, he recalls the name
of a brand that mimics the famous Italian fashion house Gucci, given the peculiarities of Italian
pronunciation, namely the letter combination -cc with -i, which is transcribed as [tf]. The most
similar sound and letter in Ukrainian are -4. Doubling was also retained for adequate translation.
The word said was reproduced using the technique of transposition, which is conveyed by
changing the active voice to the passive voice and is expressed by the construction “was written”.

(5-s) The label said Pucci...(Rush, 2019)

(5-t) Ha emuxemuyi 6yno nanucano «llyuuiy... (Paw/3asaocvra 2025)

Continuing the study of material objects in combination with proper names, we also paid
attention to references to well-known film projects of the 1960s and 1970s, as well as to prominent
personalities.

(6-s) Today, she's wearing her gold I Dream of Jeannie slippers (Rush, 2019)

(6-t) Cvo2o0Hi 6ona y 3010mux Kanyax, aky /cuna 3 cepiany «f mpito npo /[rcennin
(Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

In this case, the established equivalent technique was used. According to Mona Baker
(2011), an equivalent is a word, phrase, or other linguistic unit that the author and/or translator has
chosen for its accuracy, taking into account factors such as meaning, mode, tenor, field, and
register.

Translating the series title did not pose a difficulty, as an established equivalent had already
been used in various sources. The amplification technique was used to clarify what I Dream of
Jeannie is, expressed by adding the word “cepian”, and the character “/Ixxkun” was added for
comic effect and extra particularization.

(7-8) ...Donna in a peach cashmere wrap, with a taupe fedora; I'm standing beside her in
a glimmer-blue suit and yellow ascot. (Rush, 2019)

(7-t) ...[onna 6 nepcurositi kauemiposii Hakuoyi, y cipo-kopuunesii ¢hedopi, s1 nopyy iz
Hel0 8 MepexmaugoMy CUHbOMY KOCMIOMI i Hco8momy uoexkosomy ackomi. (Paw/3asadcvra 2025)

This example clearly illustrates the style of clothing considered fashionable at the time.
Difficulties arose in selecting the ideal equivalent for the word wrap' as it has multiple meanings
even in fashion discourse. The Cambridge Dictionary defines a wrap as a piece of clothing worn
around the body and/or shoulders (wrap | meaning of wrap in Cambridge Dictionary. (n.d.)).

However, in Ukrainian, the words for this item are «map¢» or «nakmaka». Given the
context and attire of the main character, which does not seem appropriate for winter and the
background information about it being the summer, «Hakugka» was the most accurate equivalent.

The word fedora which stands for a specific type of hat with a curled brim (fedora |
meaning of fedora in Longman Dictionary of Contemporary English | LDOCE. (n.d.)). was
borrowed and transliterated to preserve its meaning and context, as words such as «kamnemx» or
«kamker» stand out from the general text and are more characteristic of Ukrainian culture than
American culture.

An ascot is a special type of tie, or rather a scarf of a specific shape that widens on both
sides (ascot | meaning of ascot in Merriam-Webster’s Dictionary. (n.d.)). This concept is also
unfamiliar to Ukrainian readers. Therefore, to preserve authenticity in the translation, the word
was borrowed and transliterated similarly to fedora, and a footnote with an explanation was added
to the main text for convenience.

Rendering the color taupe in Ukrainian also poses challenges, as the colour itself is
considered complex. Taupe is an earthy shade of brown and gray (taupe | meaning of taupe in
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Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries. (n.d.)), rather than a specific color, so in Ukrainian, we convey it
using the compound adjective «cipo-KopuyHeBHi».

Continuing the theme of style, it is worth mentioning moments featuring famous people of
the time, namely the renowned artist Andy Warhol and the hairdresser who invented his own
haircutting technique, Vidal Sassoon.

(8-s) I adored her Vidal Sassoon blunt cut. (Rush, 2019)

(8-t) A oboorcnrosas ii cmpuorcky y mexniui Bioana Cacyna (Paw/3asaocora 2025)

(9-s) I wore my black Andy Warhol turtleneck to accentuate the merchandise. (Rush,
2019)

(9-t) A 6osenys yopny eooonazky 3 Enoi Bopzonom, wob niokpeciumu ocobaugicmo
mosapy. (Paw/3asaocora 2025)

Transliteration techniques were used to reproduce the names (in the case of Vidal — Bigan
and Warhol — Bopromn) and transcription (Andy — Enni, Sassoon — Cacyh).

However, it is worth noting that the notion of blunt cut is non-equivalent. The blunt cut is
a haircutting technique invented by Vidal Sassoon that considers a face's features and shape,
incorporating both sharp lines and soft curves into the haircut. (Sassoon Academy | Heritage:
Sassoon Academy. (n.d.)).

For the sake of adequacy and recognizability, it was decided to translate this descriptively,
given the numerous essential features that must be considered and communicated. The description
technique is clearly defined by P. Volf (2020), who draws on the methods of Molina and Albir
(2002). The translator can use the aforementioned method to improve the target audience's
understanding of the word.

One of the most prominent trends of that time was the use of bright, checkered, and
multicolored prints on clothing, particularly in line with the style of hippie culture, Rastafarians,
and reggae performers.

The paisley print is mentioned several times in the text. Once, to draw a parallel and
emphasize the similarity of this print to an infusoria shoe, and the second time, when the main
character was under the influence of illegal substances. Several options were proposed for
reproduction in Ukrainian, most of which were subsequently eliminated, leaving two:
«Typeubkuii oripox» and «mneiicii». «Typenbkmuii oripok» is a common name in Ukrainian and
can be considered a complete equivalent; however, in our opinion, transcription is more
appropriate, as it helps preserve the text's style and avoids making it too domesticated. Choosing
the first option could create an undesirable effect of simplicity and domestication.

(10-s) It looks sort of like paisley. (Rush, 2019)

(10-t) Buxooums woce cxooice Ha neiicai. (Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

(11-s) Inside, our leader was sleeping on a paisley pillow. (Rush, 2019)

(11-t) Tam, 6 cepeduni, Hawt 1idep cnas Ha nooyuyi 3 8izepynkom neucii. (Paw/3asadcvra
2025)

(12-s) I closed my eyes and saw stars, paisley, jellyfish. (Rush, 2019)

(12-t) A 3anarowus oui i nobauus 3ipxu, neuchi, medys. (Paw/3asaocora 2025)

The paragraph that follows provides examples of multiple aspects of material culture.
According to B. Gatersleben's research (2014), owning an automobile is clearly associated with
high material and social status as well as the expression of uniqueness and personal convictions.

(13-s) ...and best to do it at ten miles over the speed limit, in a brand-new white Cadillac.
(Rush, 2019)

(13-t) ...i naiikpawe ye pooumu na 16 Kinomempie weuowe, HIdHC 00360]€HO, Y
HogenbkoMy Oinomy Kaounaxy. (Paw/3asaocoka 2025)
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The car's name was transcribed rather than left in English, as Cadillac is a well-known
brand and generally does not require clarification. It can also be argued that the word «kagmaax»
is already an established equivalent, as it is very common in both colloquial speech and literature.

Working with units of measurement, Cattrysse (2016) argues that, in the modern
understanding, adaptation makes the text more natural and understandable for the target audience,
1.e., it ensures better compliance with the cultural and linguistic norms of translation. Therefore,
for convenience, all units of measurement were converted to units commonly used in Ukraine (e.g.,
centimeters and kilograms).

(14-s) He stopped his new Thunderbird. (Rush, 2019)

(14-t) Bin 3ynunue csiti Hosenvkuii @opo Tanoepoepo. (Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

This example is exceptional in the case of the car model. We decided to add the car's brand
to make it easier for the reader to understand, given its recognizability. In rendering the name, we
referred to F. Wang (2012) and his position on translating such notions. The author emphasizes
that the translation of cars’ proper names primarily involves rendering their authentic
pronunciation (which might be considered a form of transcription or transliteration).

Thus, it is important not to spoil the car’s name or its recognizability by translating it
directly, but to leave a hint of the original name.

Therefore, we chose to transliterate Thunderbird as Taummepbepn, since accurately
reproducing English sounds in Ukrainian is difficult due to the asymmetry between the two sound
systems. In particular, the fricative interdental sound [0], which has no direct equivalent in
Ukrainian, requires adherence to established transliteration rules rather than literal phonetic
rendering.

A footnote was added regarding the high cost and prestige of this car at the time. The
amplification technique was also employed, specifically by adding the car brand, which is more
familiar to the audience and provides context for clarity.

The house and its interior also shape a child's personality. In the author's recollections, we
see that the house was not only large but also filled with elements that reflect the owners' style and
status, as well as their character and interests.

The following example mentions a private company that manufactures special decorative
and protective wrap for kitchen facades (Formica, n.d., Official website, main page).

Such a transformation can be classified as transposition, i.e., changing the part of speech
of a particular word (Hurtado & Molina, 2002). In English, the word wrap is polysemous and
multifunctional, as it acts as both a verb and a noun. Thus, wrapped, the past participle of the verb
wrap was rendered in Ukrainian as the noun «miiBkay.

(15-s) The kitchen was immaculate, wrapped in Formica. (Rush, 2019)

(15-t) Kyxus Oyna Oe3poranHoro, il mpukpamajia miaiBka Formica. (Paw/3asaocvra
2025)

Another highlight of the Rush family's impeccable home was a comment from Chris's
grandmother, who is proud of her daughter and her «uepemamku» scattered around the house.
However, the translation of the chemical compound and its description was interesting. Saccharin
1s a sweetener or sugar substitute used in the food and pharmaceutical industries, primarily to
impart a sweet taste to pills (Gao et al., 2024), as the quote confirms.

The technique of description was used for the translation. The word saccharins was
explained and elaborated on as «coJioaki mopomkoBi cuizkunkmn», which conveys flakes of snow
only partially but also creates a dramatic effect.

(16-s) The turtle was a pill case, and as Loey held it aloft, hundreds of saccharins fell like
flakes of snow. (Rush, 2019)
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(16-t) Il uepenaxa cnyzysana xopoboouxow 01 nieyiok, i koau Jloi niousna ii, comui
COJI00KUX HOPOWKOBUX CHIMNCUHOK nocunanucsa 3 Hei. (Paw/3asaocvra 2025)

Another sub-item of the study was references to music, cinema, literature, and all related
aspects. P. Christiansen (2018) highlighted the significance of mass culture (including music,
radio, television, and other media) in shaping identity while reiterating the influence of external
factors and culture. The names of actors, musicians, TV show titles, and recordings are all included
in the source text. Consequently, these words, phrases, and idioms can be considered realia of
social culture.

The press, books, and magazines were of great importance and occupied a large part of the
average American's life, and the main character of our work is no exception. The text mentions the
names of magazines that inspired Chris to make changes in his appearance, interior design, and
activities, among other things.

The European Commission's English Style Guide (2023) states that, since different kinds
of press and their names are proper names, it is difficult to assess how well-known they are for the
target audience. Thus, they are not aimed to be translated. At the same time, it is essential that the
names of TV-related media, such as films, TV shows, and other entertaining programmes, may be
translated or retained in their original form, at the translator’s discretion. Considering the
recommendations above, we have decided to use the borrowing strategy to maintain the magazines'
original names.

(17-s) I methodically followed the directions in Family Circle magazine. (Rush, 2019)

(17-t) 51 giTko cmigyBaB iHCTPYKIisM 3 )kypHany «Family Circle» (Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

(18-s) Inspired by photos of hippie crash pads in Life magazine. (Rush, 2019)
(18-t) Harxnennuii ¢ororpadismu ximi kpem-neai y xxypHaii «Life» (Paw/3asaocvka
2025)

Continuing the theme of leisure, it is essential to highlight the realia directly related to
music and cinema. Delving into psychology and neuropsychology, it is worth noting that human
perception of literature and music is based on similar emotional and cognitive impulses. As D.
Omigie (2015) points out, both music and literature can evoke strong psychological and emotional
responses, leading to a specific bond between the reader or listener and the author or artist,
respectively.

Therefore, when considering the following examples, it is important to take into account
not only the translator's view of the realia but also the emotional and stylistic coloring.

(19-s) Now Jimi and Janis flickered on my wall. (Rush, 2019)

(19-t) Tenep na moiti cmini eenuvanuca /ncumi ma /Incenic. (Paw/3asaocoxa 2025)

In this sentence, the modulation technique was used to reproduce the word flickered, which
can be directly translated as «BubaMcKyBagm» or «murotisim». However, given the author's warm
feelings and admiration for these artists, it was decided to render it in Ukrainian using the word
«Besmyagaucs», which emphasizes the importance of these personalities in shaping the teenager's
consciousness and self-awareness.

A striking example of pop culture's influence on teenagers is the moment in the boarding
school when Chris, having changed his image by cutting his long hair into a pixie cut, which was
considered feminine, returns to Low House. The kids line up in a circle and laugh at him, shouting
various insults, including references to the horror film Rosemary's Baby and its lead actress, Mia
Farrow. The image of this woman with short blonde hair stuck in their minds and served as an apt
expression for bullying, allowing them to compare Chris to a woman and mock him.

We used the established equivalent technique, as the film title and the actress's name were
readily available in media sources, and the actress's name was primarily transcribed.
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(19-s) Rosemary's Baby! It's Mia Farrow! (Rush, 2019)
(19-t) Jumuna Posmapi! Le sc Mis Depoy! (Paw/3asadcvka 2025)

Hope is one of the most influential feelings people can experience. The lyrics and melody
of the well-known Christmas hymn "Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht" were written in Austria in the
early 1800s by Joseph Mohr and Franz Xaver Gruber, respectively. It was first performed at a
Christmas service in Oberndorf's St. Nicholas Church, from which it spread worldwide (Silent
Night Association, n.d., official website). It was born in times of instability and expresses
humanity's deep desire for peace, hope, and spiritual unity, which is why it remains a symbol of
Christmas reconciliation to this day. Similarly, this song has a profound therapeutic, calming effect
on little Chris, who, in a state of drug intoxication, distracts himself from deep thoughts by
humming it.

The title of the song was rendered using the established equivalent technique. For the
convenience of readers, a footnote with an explanation was added, as well as the translation of the
lyrics.

(20-s) I sang "Silent Night" to them in German. Stille Nacht! Heilige Nacht! Alles schlift;
einsam wacht. (Rush, 2019)

(20-t) A 3acmiBaB iMm «Tuxy Hiux». «Stille Nacht! Heil'ge Nacht! Alles schlift; einsam
wachty. (Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

Religion is always a hot topic for discussion and an even greater challenge for translators,
as it requires an understanding of the context, the characteristics of a particular religion, its
customs, rituals, and more. According to A. Gieniusz (2019) argues that biblical translation in
modern translation studies requires comprehensive research and an approach that includes the
study of intercultural communication, linguistic clichés, and existing equivalents.

Chris Rush, who grew up in a devout Catholic family, occasionally refers to the Bible or
certain sacred writings. The main difficulty was determining whether Ohiienko's translation (1988)
remains relevant or whether it needs to be revised and explained for non-religious readers.

The moment of clarification came when the author deviated from the original quote, which
in the original reads, “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”’ (Gospel of Matthew 27:46).
We can conclude that the version used in the original text was reproduced in this way to convey
the feeling of abandonment of a specific group of people (Chris and his friends). The replacement
of God with Lord demonstrates a desire to create an allusion rather than to quote a particular
passage from the Bible, or may emphasize the inaccuracies of a child's memory and speech.

(21-s) "Lord, Lord, why hast Thou forsaken us?" (Rush, 2019)

(21-t) "Boorce, booice, uomy oc mu nac noxunys?" (Paw/3aseaocvka 2025)

Similarly, Psalm 26:1/Psalm 27:1 (King James Version) was reproduced with reference to
Ohiienko's translation.

(22-s) The Lord is my light and my salvation;, whom shall I fear?

The Lord is the strength of my life; of whom shall I be afraid?

(22-t) I'ocnoob — mo ceimno moe€ i cnacinua moe, — ko020 maro 6osmuca? (Rush, 2019)

Tocnoob — mo meepouns mo2o xcumms, — koeo maro aaxamuca? (Paw/3asaocoxa 2025)

As Y. Ezeyi (2018) notes, biblical allusions are indirect references to events or symbols in
the Holy Scriptures and constitute an important element of a work's metatextual structure.
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However, allusions can be expressed not only through direct quotations or references to God, but
also through wordplay or other stylistic devices. For example, Chris Rush conveyed a reference to
Jesus Christ in the following example:

(23-s) Relax, Christ-o-pher. (Rush, 2019)

(21-t) Poscnabes, Xpucm-o-ghope. (Paw/3asaocvka 2025)

In the scene where Christopher's friend Pauli is reading the Copendium of Black Magic,
the author used a pun to illustrate his religious beliefs and innocence against the backdrop of his
companion, who plunged into the dark realm and the cult of Lucifer. Chris wants him to cover the
book with a napkin as soon as he notices that. The main character's name is subsequently distorted
with Pauli's pun to point out that he is a "saint one".

To endorse our decision to alter the name in translation, we would like to consider the
word's etymology.

The Greek Xprotdg ("Christos") means “Anointed One of God,” and @ép® (pherd), which
means “fo carry,” are the origins of the name “Christopher,” or its variant “Christophoros.”
Therefore, the name mentioned implies “the one who bears Christ.” (Behind the Name, n.d.) This
variation was chosen because it is more prevalent in Church Slavonic and more familiar to the
Ukrainian audience. For comic effect and to highlight the uniqueness, we preserved hyphenation.

America's 1960s and 1970s are renowned for the surge in youth drug use. Stephenson's
(2018) research indicates that LSD played a significant role in the establishment of the
counterculture throughout the 1960s. Drug, alcohol, and tobacco use eventually permeated the
adolescent environment as well, impacting society and altering the reality of the day (Johnston,
Bachman, O'Malley, Miech, & Patrick, 2024). Numerous realia that emphasize this subject are
also present in the original text; therefore, we put extra effort into rendering them in the translation.

The hippie movement of that time sought enlightenment through drugs, breaking away
from physical reality and immersing themselves in fantasies and trips. They believed that in this
way they could reach heaven and know God.

According to Petrement (2023), LSD was seen as a means of discovering one's true self
and escaping social restrictions in the 1960s. The counterculture sought a form of mysticism that
transcended religious boundaries, made possible by the psychedelic experience.

The examples have a comical and absurd effect, as they clearly illustrate the justification
for drug use by teenagers, as if it brings holiness and enlightenment rather than addiction and
health problems. The reproduction of the concept of a hand job was controversial, as it has sexual
connotations and can be translated in several ways. However, given the trends and traditions of
Ukrainian translation, the expression was softened through variation and conveyed by the word
«PO3ITYyCTaY.

(24-s) I'm looking for God, not a hand job. (Rush, 2019)

(24-t) A wykaio boea, a ne poznycmy. (Paw/3asaocoxa 2025)

In the following example, drugs are also portrayed and perceived by teenagers as a gift
from higher powers, as indicated by the word sacrament. The word “sacrament” has Latin roots,
namely sacramentum, which initially meant a sacred oath or act of consecration. Later, in
Christian tradition, it acquired the meaning of a divine mystery through which the believer partakes
of God's grace, for example, when receiving communion or participating in other sacraments, such
as baptism or confession. In Ukrainian, it was reproduced literally using a literal translation
technique, as the word «TaincTBO» is also associated with something mysterious or ecclesiastical.

(25-s) Valentine said it's good for me-it's from God. It's a sacrament. (Rush, 2019)

(25-t) Banemmun kazas, wo ye «ye 0obpe O MeHe, ye maincmeo 6i0 bozay.
(Paw/3asaocvra 2025)

In the late 1960s, a new type of LSD appeared in hippie and psychedelic youth culture,
namely the Orange Sunshine pill. As Michael Barron notes in Vice magazine, the color of this pill

67



was a marketing ploy designed to make it recognizable, and the acid itself was renowned for its
purity and quality.

As no equivalent has been created yet, we decided to use literal translation and introduce a
new notion: “IlomapanyeBe Conie”.

(26-s) ""Orange Sunshine," he said. (Rush, 2019)

(26-t) “IlomapanyeBe coHue”, — ckazaB BiH. (Pauw/3asadcvra 2025)
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CONCLUSIONS

Translation remains a relevant field of research because, alongside global changes, new
cultural concepts, slang, and jargon are emerging, and there is much unexplored material
describing humanity's past and clearly conveying its characteristics.

A complex issue in this area is realia, i.e., mainly lexical units from different spheres of
life that lack clear equivalents and are unfamiliar to the target audience. Given the diversity of
such concepts, their classification is a difficult task, not only because of the lack of a unified
classification system, but also because of their interrelationships. The same expression can be
found in different spheres and have different connotations or subtexts, or such a lexical unit can
fall into two groups at once. Therefore, it was essential to roughly divide them into groups to
facilitate the work and to find or create a counterpart.

After calculating and analyzing the total number of realities, we identified the following
groups that occur most frequently: 30% are realia of material culture, 20.8% are realia of social
culture, and, with a slight gap, a large number of realia denoting customs and traditions at 16.7%.
The least frequent were realia of ecology due to the lack of descriptions of the area and nature,
with only 6.9%, and realia related to gestures and habits, with 11.1%.

Reproducing such linguistic units is a rather tricky task, as it requires proper translation
skills: a combination of a high level of language proficiency and knowledge of the cultural
sphere of a particular country. Such work is also painstaking due to the peculiarities and
asymmetry of languages with different letter and sound systems, where the rules of transcription
or transliteration may depend not only on established rules, but also on other factors.

In addition, many translation techniques were used simultaneously when working on a
single sentence, phrase, or even word. Using statistical data, we found that the most commonly
used techniques in our case were: descriptive translation (14.8%), amplification (12.9%),
transcription (11.6%), and transliteration (9.7%). This distribution indicates work with the
meanings of words and their explanations, which was our goal. The least frequently used
techniques were variation (4.5%), literal translation (3.2%), and calquing (1.9%).

In conclusion, the topic of realia research is inexhaustible due to its multifaceted nature
and inaccuracies in the theoretical sphere. Thus, we not only develop education and awareness,
but also convey culture.
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APPENDICES

Appendix A

THE STATISTICS OF REALIA

Gestures and habits
N.1%

Ecology
6.9%

Customs, ideas

(o)
16.7% Material culture

30.6%

Organisations
13.9%

Social culture
20.8%
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Appendix B

TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES
(L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir)

Particularisation Amplification
4.5% 12.9%
Modulation
, 52%
Literal translation Reduction
32% 6.5%

Discursive Creation

9.7%
Description
14.8%
Calque
1.9%
Borrowing Variation

8.4% 4.5%

Transcription Transliteration
11.6% 9.7%
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