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FOR NICK

Finally...
Always

7:09 AM.

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

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

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

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

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

Harxoueu-mo...
Hascezoa

07:09

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

B Kakom-TO cMbIC/Ie, HaBEPHOE, TaK U €CTh.
§1 mpocHyachk yTpoM, a Ta30H Mepej HAIIUM JOMOM
YKDBIT JIETKUM 0€JIbIM MOKpbIBasioM. OHO JUIITH CAH-
TUMeTPa TPU TOJIIUHOMN, HO B 3T0i uactTu Operona
BCe, KaK IIPAaBUJIO, 3aMUPAET, eABa MOCHIILJIET JarKe
JIETKUI CHEXKOK, IIOTOMY UTO Ha BCIO OKPYT'Y OIWH-
€IMHCTBEHHBI! CHEeTOOUNCTUTENb U TOT TPYAUTCA Ha
pacumcTKe JOpor. 3mech y Hac ¢ Heba 0OBIYHO IMajga-
eT MOKpas — Kall-Kall-Kal, — a He 3aMOpPOKeHHAaA
BOJA.

B o6miem, cHera mocTaTO4HO, UTOOBI He UIATH
B mKosy. Moit muammuii 6pat Texnu usmaer 60eBoit
KJIWY, KOTZIa MAaMHUHO YTPeHHee Pagno o0bABIAET 00
OTMeHe 3aHATUM.

— Heun cmera! — BomuT Oparumka. — Ilam,
HOMIeM JIEIUTL CHEerOBUKA.

ITama yapibaercsa u mocTykuBaeT o Tpyoke. Ou
HavaJ KYPUTb ee HENaBHO, KOTJa BAPYT YBJEKCHA
3TUM cTapbIM cepuajyioMm «Ilame BumHei», MOIyJaap-
HBIM B MATHIECATHIe Trofbl. EIlle OH HOCHUT rajcTy-
K1-60a00uKku. S HUKaK He MOTY IOHATH — TO JIA €T0

5



levin ®opmaH

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

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

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

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

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

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

HOBBIIT 00pas — 3TO BePX 9JeTaHTHOCTH, TO JIU Iala
IIPOCTO HacMeXaeTcs U TaKUM CIIoco60M cooOIaer,
YTO KOTZa-TO OBLI IIaHKOM, a Telleph YUUT JeTei
B CpeJHEH IIKOoJie, TO JIA YUYUTEJIBCTBO U B CAMOM
Jlejie IIPEBPATHJIO €T0 B 3aB3ATOr0 KOHCEpBaTopa.
Ho zamax Tpy6GouHoro tabaxa MHe HPaBUTCS: OH
CJIAIKOBATBHIA U ABIMHBIA — UM HAIIOMHHAET O 3UMe
U IPOBAHBIX IeYax.

— TbI, KOHEUHO, MOXKEIIb IPEIIPUHATL I'ePOU-
YeCKYI0 HMOOBITKY, — oTBeuaeT Temau mama. — Ho
BPSAJ JIX HA JOPOKKAX XOTh UTO-TO 3ajieKajiochk. Ilo-
JKayH, cefiuac y Tebs JIydllle IOJYUYNTCS CHeKHasd
ameba.

d smaro, mama cuactiauB. JKaJakux Tpu caHTH-
MeTpa CHera O3HAYaloT, UTO BCe IIMKOJLI OKpyra
3aKpBIThI, BKJIOYAS MOIO CTapIIyi0 X CPEIHION0,
rIe mpemojaeTr Iama, — TaK YTO AJSA Hero 3TO TO-
JKe HeOKUIaHHBIN BbIXomHoIi. Mama, paboTaromias
B TYPHUCTUUYECKOM areHTCTBE HAIIlero ropoakKa, BbI-
KJIIOUaeT pamuo M HajauBaeT cebe BTOPYIO UAIIKY
KoQe.

— Hy, pas BBI Bce ceronHs OesmesbHUYaETE, TO
d YK TOYHO He Imoeny padorarh. ITO IIPOCTO HecIpa-
BemuBo. — OHa OepeT TeaedoH U 3BOHUT Ha pabdo-
Ty; 3aKOHUYMB Pas3TOBOP, CMOTPUT Ha Hac: — MHe
YTO, TeIepb 3aBTPAK I'OTOBUTH?

Mp1 ¢ mamoir XOopoM XOXOueM: MaMa «TOTOBHUT»
KYKypYy3HBbIe XJIOIIbA 1 TOCThI. IloBap y Hac mama.

IIpuTBOpAsCh, UTO HE CJBIIIAT HAIIEro X0X0Ta,
OHa JocTaeT U3 MKaPUuKa KOpoOKy «BucKBUKa».



levin ®opmaH

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

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

“I don’t see why not,” Mom replies.

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

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

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

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

“That would be child abuse,” Dad says.

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

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

“Really? A picture?”

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

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

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



Ecnn g octaHych

— Hy snansO, BpAA Jin 3TO TaK CJIO0KHO. KTO X0-
yeT oJlaguii?

— f, s xouy! — momupwiruBaer Temmu. —
A MOXKHO C IITOKOJIAAHOM CTPYRKKOM?

— He BuKy npenaTcTBUil, — OTBeUaeT MaMma.

— VYpa-a! — Bonut Teamu, pasmaxuBasd pyKaMu.

— Yro-TO Yy TeOA MHOTOBATO SHEPTUU IJISA CTOJb
paHHEro yTpa, — MOAAPa3HUBAIO A W IIOBOpaumBa-
och K mame: — Iloxxanyii, Tebe He CTOUT MO3BOJIATD
Temggu muTL TaKk MHOTO Kode.

— 1 yxe naBHO 3aBapuBaio emMy 0e3 KoenHa, —

napupyetr mama. — OH IpocTo OyeH OT IPUPOILI.
— I'maBHoe — MHe He 3aBapuBaii 6e3 Kodewu-
Ha, — COaCh .
— Hy, asT0o y:Ke 6bL10 GBI Hacuaue Haj pebGeH-
KOM, — 3aMeuaeT IIara.

Mama BpyuaeT MHe ABIMSAIIYIOCS KPYsKKY U Ta-
3ery.

— Tam oramuHas ¢ororpadusa TBOEro Kpacas-
YyuKa.

— IIpaBga? Hey:xeau dororpapusa?

— Ara. Kaxercs, ¢ jiera MBI OOJIbIIIEIO U HE BU-
nenu. — Mama mogHuMaeT OPOBU M CMOTPUT Ha Me-
HS MCKOCA — TaK OHA «3aTyIAALIBAET B IYIIY>».

— 9To0 1a, — OTBeYalo s, HeBOJbHO B3AbIXasd.
«3Be3monan», Tak HasbIBaeTcA rpymnma AmaMma,

OBICTPO HAOHPAET MOIMYJIAPHOCTb, M 3TO IMPEKPACHO
o OOoJIBIIe YacTu.



levin ®opmaH

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

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

“Are you going tonight?” Dad asks.

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

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

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

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

— Ax, ciaBa MOJIOABIM He BIIPOK, — H3pPEKaeT
mama, HO IIPpU 9TOM yJikI0aercdA. §1 3HAI0, OH OUEHb
papn 3a Apama. [lame ropxn.

§1 mposmcTeIBalo rasetry 0 KaJIeHZAPHOTO DPas-
mema. Tam wmaneHbKas WHOOPMAUMOHHAS Bpe3Ka
0 «3Besmomajzie» ¢ elle MeHbIel Gororpadueii Bceit
YeTBEPKU, a PANOM OOJIbINAaA CTaThA MPO « BUKMHMI»
¥ OTPOMHBIHF CHUMOK X BOKAJIUCTKY, ITAHK-POK-JUBBI
Bpyk Beru. O pebsiTax cKka3aHO TOJIBKO, UTO « MECTHAS
rpynma «3Be3onaa» BBICTYIIUT Ha pasorpese y «Bu-
KUHM» HA TOPTJIEHACKOM OTPE3Ke TaCTPOJIBLHOTO Typa
3Be3]] IaHK-POKAa II0 cTpaHe». B craTbe He ymoMuHa-
0TCA KyJa 06oJiee BaKHBIE AJIA MEHS HOBOCTH: BUEpa
BeuepoM «3Be3IOoIaa» ObLI XeIJIAaliHepOM B OJHOM U3
K1y00B CHUaTiia M, CyIs IO 3COMICKE, KOTOPYIO Amam
IIPUCJIAT MHE B TIOJTHOYb, COOPAJ TIOJHBIN 3aJI.

— Egewms cerogua? — cmpamiuBaer mara.

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

— U B camomMm fiesie, Beob HAABUTAETCA METENb. —
ITama ykaswsIiBaeT Ha OMUHOKYIO CHEXKMHKY, HETOPO-
IIJIVBO IJIBIBYIIYIO K 3eMJIE.

— Eime s, Kaskercs, 6yIy peIeTHPOBATE C KAKKUM-
TO IHAHWCTOM W3 YHUBEPCUTETa, ero mpodeccop
Kpuctu rge-to orromasa.

IIpodeccop Kpuctu, yHuBepcuTeTcKasa mpenoaa-
BaTeJIbHUIIA MY3BIKM Ha IIEHCUU, Y KOTOPOU I 3aHU-
Maioch MOCJeNHUE HEeCKOJBKO JIET, BCe BPEMs HIIET
HOBEIE JKEPTBBI — C KEM s MOTJIa ObI ChITpaTh. «llep-
KU cebsa B opMe, U THI ellfe TOKAaKeIlb BCeM 3TUM

11



levin ®opmaH

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

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

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

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

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

12



Ecnn g octaHych

cuobam u3 J[Kyabsapia, YTO 3HAUUT HACTOAIIee HC-
MoJIHeHUue», — TOBOPUT OHA.

51 erte He moctynuia B [KyJIbAp, HO IPOCTYIIIN-
BaHMe MPOIILTI0 Upe3BbIUYaiiHO yaauHo. VI 6axoBckas
cioura, u IllocTakoBuY JIUJIKCHL U3 MEHSA TaK, KaK HII-
Kora mpexkae, — OyATO MOU IIaJIbIbI CTAIU KUBBIM
MPOJOJIKeHeM CTPYH U cMbIuKa. Korma a sakoHun-
Jla UTpaTh — TSKEJIO AbIIa U C JPOKbIO B HOraX, OT-
TOTO YTO CJAMUIIKOM CHJIBHO HX CKMMAaJa, — OJUH U3
YJIEHOB KOMMCCHUU Jajke IOXJIONAJl, a 3TO, KaK MHe
KasKeTcsd, caydaeTcsa He TaK YK uacTo.

Korma a Beimosisia 3a ABepb, TOT JKe CAMBIH 9K-
3aMeHaTOp CKasaJl MHe, UTO HX KOHCEpPBATOPHU
IaBHO «He BHUIeJIa AepeBeHCKUuX AeBouek u3 Opero-
Ha». ITpodeccop Kpuctu couna 970 10OPHIM 3HAKOM
U y:Ke He COMHeBaJjJach B MOeM 3aUMCJIeHUU, B OTJIN-
yue oT MeHA. K ToMy Ke g 1 caMa TOJIKOM He 3HaJja,
X0Uy s 9TOro uian HeT. Kak 1 cTpeMUTeNbHbII B3JIeT
rpynnsl Agama, Moe mocTymienne B JKyabap, ec-
JW OHO, KOHEYHO, COCTOUTCS, CO3ACT HEKOTOpPbhIe
CJI0KHOCTHU WJIU, TOUHEe, YCYI'yOUT Te, YTO BO3HUK-
JIA B TOCJIeJHYE HEeCKOJbKO MeCSIEeB.

— §1 xouy e1mie Koge, KTo co MHOM? — cIIpaliuBa-
eT MaMa, HaBHcas HaJ0 MHOM ¢ TpeBHell Ko)eBapKoii.

d BopIxaio apomar Ko)e — TyCTOTO, UEpPHOTO,
dpaHIy3CcKOol MacaAHON 00:KapKK, KaK MBI BCe JIIO-
6um. OnuH TOJBKO 3amax MeHs yiKe O0OIpuT.

— $I-To momymmbIBaro, He IOUTHM JIU elle IIO-
cIaTh, — TI'OBOPIO 1. — Buojonueab B miKoJjge. Tak
YTO {1 JaKe MO3aHMMATBLCA HE MOTY.
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levin ®opmaH

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

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

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

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

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

I go to the back door and peek outside. A patch
of sunlight has broken through the clouds, and
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— He 6yaems 3anumatbes? Ienbix gBaaaTh ue-
Teipe yaca?! «Moauu, Mouu, pasdourad gyiias, —
BOCKJIMIIaeT MaMa. XOTsd OHa W IpuodpeJja c roja-
MU HEKOTOPBIN BKYyC K KJIACCUUYECKOIl MY3bIKEe — «C
9TUM KaK C BOHIOUMMMU ChIPAMM: IIOCTEIIEHHO HAUM-
Haellb pa3duparbCcia», — HO HEBOJbHOE IIPOCJIYII-
BaHMe MoOUX Mapa(OHCKUX pPeIeTHuIUi He Bcerma
IPUBOJIUT €€ B BOCTOPT.

Co BTOpOTO STaska MOHOCUTCSA JSIST U T'POXOT:
Texmu aynuT mo cBoeit 6apabaHHO# ycTaHoBKe. Bo-
o011e-To OHA IamMHAa — ObLIA KOI'ZLa-TO, KOIZLa OH
UTpaj B IMHPOKO M3BECTHOII B Y3KUX KPyrax Ku-
TeJell Halllero ropogKa rpyumne ¥ padoTaa B MY3bI-
KaJbHOM MarasuHe.

§1 BraKy manuHy SOBOJBHYIO VJIBIOKY U UYBCTBYIO
NPUBBIYHBIA YKOP COBECTH. 3HAI0, 3TO IVIYIO, HO
MeHs BcerJa MYYMJI BOIIPOC, HE PACCTPOeH JU Iia-
ma, 4To s He IOIlJIa B POK-MY3bIKy. B 00IemM-TO s
U cobupasach, HO B TpeThbeM Kjacce Ha YPOKe MY3bI-
KN BIAPYT yBHAEJA BUOJIOHUEIb, M OHA IIOKA3ajach
MHe COBepllleHHO KuBoi. Kasayoch, eciu Ha Heil
UrpaTh, OHA OTKPOET MHOYKECTBO CEKPETOB, TaK UTO
s HavaJia yYuThCs. IIPOIIIo yKe MOUTH JecCATh JIeT,
a A Bce IIPOJO0JIKAI0.

— CJHIIKOM NITyMHO, YTOOBI CIIaTh, — IMEPEeKpu-
KHBaeT MaMa I'poxoT 0apabaHoB.

— A 3HaeTre uTO, — TOBOPHUT IIama, HOIBIXUBAA
TPyOKO¥, — CHEr-To y’Ke TaerT.

S uay x 3amHEl ABEPU M BHIVISALIBAIO HAPYIKY.
CkB0O3b 00JIaKa HPOOMJIOCH COJHIIE, M CJBIIIEH II0-
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