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Chapter 1

I'masa 1

KNOTT’S HARBOR, MAINE

BYXTA HOTTA, IHITAT MEH

A cottage on the rocky shoreline, with knotty
pine floor-boards and windows that are nearly
always open. The smell of evergreens and
brine wafting in on the breeze, and white
linen drapes lifting in a lazy dance. The
burble of a coffee maker, and that first deep
pull of cold ocean air as we step out onto the
flag-stone patio, steaming mugs in hand.

Ha ckenscromy y30epexxi CTOITh OyIMHOYOK
13 COCHOBOIO IIJJIOrOI0 1 BIKHAMH, SIKI MalKe
3aRXKAM BiguumHeHi. bpu3 po3HOocHTH 3amax
XBO1 Ta COJIOHOT BOJM, a Ol JIbHSIHI (ipaHKU
BUCTpHOYIOTh Yy TOBUIBHOMY TaHIi. bynbkae
KaBOBapKa, MM BHUXOAMMO Ha JBOPHUK 13
napyloudMy YallkaMd B pykax 1 poOoumo
18(5]0) 1107171 105 (010):9705% BIUX XOJIOJTHOT'O
OKEaHCBHKOTO MOBITPA.

My friends: willowy, honey-haired Sabrina
and wisp of a waif Cleo, with her tiny silver
septum piercing and dip-dyed box braids. My
two favorite people on the planet since our
freshman year at Mattingly College.

Moi nogpyru: rpaumHa CabpiHa 13 BOJIOCCSIM
KOJTBOpY Medy 1 TeHmiTHa Kieo 3 KpuxiTHUM
cpiOHMM cenTymMmOoM 1 adpOKOCHYKAMU 3
nodapOboBaHUMH  KiHuYMKamu.  J[B1  moi
HaWyIOOJICHINII JIFOMMHN HA TUIAHETI 3 YaciB
MIEPIIIOTO KypCy Y Koiemki MeTTiHTIIi.

It still boggles my mind that we didn’t know
one another before that, that a stodgy housing
committee in Vermont matched the three of
us up. The most important friendships in my
life all came down to a decision made by
strangers, chance. We used to joke that our
living  arrangement must be  some
government-funded experiment. On paper,
we made no sense.

MeHi 1oci AMBHO, 1110 MM HE 3HAJM OJIHA OJHY
JI0 KOJEIXKY, III0 HAac TPbOX 00’€IHAB CTapuit
HYIHUW OJKUTIOBUM KOoMmiTeT y BepMoOHTI.
HaiiBaxxnuBima Aapysx06a MOTO KUTTS Todaiacs
3 PpIMICHHS, TPUHUHATOrO0 HE3HAMOMISAMH, 3
BUMAAKOBOCTI. MU >KapTyBaJd paHimie, 10
opraHizallis HaIIoro MpPOXXKUBAaHHS TOYHO Oyra
EKCIIEPUMEHTOM 3 (PIHAHCYBAHHSAM BIJ YpALY.
3a BciMa MOKa3HUKaMHU MU Oyl HECYMICHI.

Sabrina was a born-and-raised Manhattan
heiress whose wardrobe was pure Audrey
Hepburn and whose bookshelves were stuffed
with Stephen King. Cleo was the painter
daughter of a semi-famous music producer
and an outright famous essayist. She’d grown
up in New Orleans and showed up at
Mattingly in paint-splattered overalls and
vintage Doc Martens.

CabpiHa — ypoIKeHKa Ta CHaJAKOEMUIIA
Masnrerena, i rapaepo® BUKIIOYHO B CTHIII
Opnpi TenbepH, a KHMIKKOBI TMOJHIN 3a0UTI
Criserom Kinrom. Kieo XYIOXKHUIISA,
JIOHbKa HaIiB BIJIOMOT'O MY3UYHOTO
mpojrocepa Ta  JAYXKE  HaBiTh  BIJIOMOI1
nyominuctkd. Bona Bupocnma B HoBomy
Opneani 1 3’gaBuiiacst y MeTTiHIII OJsrHEHA B
3a0pu3kanuit  ¢dapObor0  KoMOIHE30H  Ta
BIHTQ)KHI MAapTIHCH.

And me, a girl from southern Indiana, the
daughter of a teacher and a dentist’s
receptionist, at Mattingly because the tiny,
prestigious liberal arts school gave me the
best financial aid, and that was important for
a pre-med student who planned to spend the
next decade in school.

I s, miBumHa 3 miBAeHHOI IHAiaHW, HOHBKA
BUMTEJIS Ta aIMIHICTPATOPKU CTOMATOJIOTA, KA
notpanuia y MeTTiHD dyepe3 Te, IO
KpUXITHa TpEeCTHXKHA Ji0epalibHa IIIKOJa
MUCTENTB HajJaja MEHI Halkpanry (iHaHCOBY
JIOTIOMOTY, a 11€ OyJI0 Ba)KJIMBO AJIS CTY/ICHTKH,
sgKa XOTLJIa BUBYATH MEIUIIMHY 1 IJIaHyBaja
NPOBECTH  HACTyMHE  JCCATWIITTI  3a
HABYAHHSIM.




By the end of our first night living together,
Sabrina had us lined up on her bed watching
Clueless on her laptop and eating a well-
balanced mix of popcorn and gummy worms.
By the end of the next week, she’d had
custom shirts made for us, inspired by our
very first inside joke.

Jlo KiHIA Tepmioro Be4Yopa  CHUTBHOTO
npokuBanHs CaOpiHa BcajgoBMJIa Hac Ha
CBOEMY JIIKKY, MU JTUBHIHCS «be3roioBi» 1
HaMUHaJU 30aJ1aHCOBAaHy CYMIII MOMKOPHY Ta
KeJleWHUX 4YepB’sKkiB. Jlo KIHIS HACTYMHOTO
THKHS BOHA 3aMOBMJIA JUIsl Hac (QyTOONKH,
HAaTXHEHHI HAllUM MEepPUIUM 1HCAUIEPChKUM
KapPTOM.

Sabrina’s read Virgin Who Can t Drive.
Mine read Virgin Who CAN Drive.

And Cleo’s read Not a Virgin but Great
Driver.

Ha ¢yr6onmi Cabpinu  Oyno  HammcaHo
Hezatimana, wo He émie gooumu.

Ha moiit — Hezatimana, wio BMIE eooumu.

A Ha ¢yrtoonui Kneo — He nezatimana, ane
4y008a 800IlKA.

We wore them all the time, just never outside
the dorm. I loved our musty room in the
rambling white-clapboard building. I loved
wandering the fields and forest around
campus with the two of them, loved that first
day of fall when we could do our homework
with our windows open, drinking spicy chai or
decaf laced with maple syrup and smelling the
leaves curling up and dropping from branches.
I loved the nude painting of Sabrina and me
that Cleo made for her final figure drawing
class project, which she’d hung over our door
so it was the last thing we saw on our way out
to class, and the Polaroids we taped on either
side of it, the three of us at parties and picnics
and coffee shops in town.

Mu HoOCcwiIM iX yBech 4Yac, ajie TUIbKH Yy
TYPpTOXKUTKY. S mroOuna Hamry KIMHATKy 13
3aTXJIMM 3amaxoM Yy Belnye3Hil OymiBm 3
OuT0I0 OOIIMBKOIO, B AKIH JIETKO MOKHA
3a0mykaru. Sl nro0wia TYJISITH TOJMSIMU Ta B
Jici HO6J'II/13y KaMITyca 3 LIUMH BOMa, JIroonIa
MEePIIUA JI€Hh OCEHI, KOJIU MU MOTJIH pO6I/ITI/I
JIOMAIITHE 3aBJAaHHS 3 BIIYMHEHWMH BiKHAMH,
MOTMMBAIOYM TPSHUKA dail abo KaBy 0e3
KOeiHy 3 KICHOBUM CHPOIIOM, BIMXAIOUH
3amax JHCTS, M0 CKPYYYEThCS Ta OMaaae 3
riok. S mobwia kapTuny, 1e Mu i3 CabpiHoro
300paxkeHi orosieHuMu, 5Ky Kieo nammcana
AK (IHAIBHUM TPOEKT 3 MAaJIOBaHHS 1
noBicuna ii Hax naBepuma, 100 1€ Oyso
OCTaHHIM, Ha 110 MU JUBUMOCH, BUXOJIIYU HA
3aHATTS, 1 TOJApoigu, 1€ MH BTPHOX Ha
BEUipKax, IMIKHIKaX 1 y KaB'SpHIX MICTEUKa,
K1 MM MIPUKJIEIN 3 000X OOKIB KapTHUHHU.

I loved knowing that Cleo had been lost in her
work whenever her braids were pulled into
her neon-green scrunchie and her clothes
smelled like turpentine. I loved how Sabrina’s
head would tip back on an outright cackle
whenever she read something particularly
terrifying and she’d kick her Grace Kelly
loafers against the foot of her bed. I loved
poring over my biology textbooks, running
out of highlighter as I went because
everything seemed so important, breaking to
clean the room top to bottom whenever I got
stuck on an assignment.

S mrobuna Gauntu Kieo mo Byxa y po0ori,
KOJIM BOHa 30Mpasna CBOi KOCHUYKH HEOHOBO-
3€JIEHOK0 PE3MHKOI, a 11 oxsar MaB 3arax
ckumupapy. S mobuma cmocrepiratd, K
Cabpina 3aKujaa rojoBy Bij IIUPOTO perory,
KOJIM YUTajla IMO0Ch OCOOJIMBO jKaxaroue, 1 SK
BOHA KOIajia HIXKKY JI’KKa CBOIMH no@epaMH
Ipeiic Kemni. S mro0uia peTesibHO BHBYATH
CBOI1 niz[pquHKH 3 Olosorii, Miid Mapkep
NOCTIMHO 3aKiH4YYyBaBCs, S BHILISUIA Bce, 00
MEHI 6ce 3MaBaNOCAd TaKUM BaXJIHMBHUM, 1
pobuiia nepepBu Ha TeHepajibHe an6HpaHH;1
KIMHATH, KOJIU MEHI HE BJIaBAJIOCh BUKOHATHU
SKECh 13 3aB/IaHb.




Eventually, the silence would always crack,
and we’d end up giggling giddily over texts
from Cleo’s prospective new girlfriend, or
outright shrieking as we hid behind our
fingers from the slasher movie Sabrina had
put on. We were loud. I’d never been loud
before. I grew up in a quiet house, where
shouting only ever happened when my sister
came home with a questionable new piercing
or a new love interest or both. The shouting
always gave way to an even deeper silence
after, and so I did my best to head the
shouting off at the pass, because I hated the
silence, felt every second of it as a kind of
dread.

Twuira y Hac HIKOJIM HE MaHyBaja J0Bro, 60 Mu
TO TOYMHAIIN BECEJIO CMISUTUCS 3 MOB1IOMJICHD
BiJI TIEPCIEKTUBHO HOBOI AiBuMHU Kieo, To
BIIBEPTO KpUYAIHM, 3aKpPUBAIOYM OOIUYUS
pykamu BiJ ~clemiepa, SKUH  yBIMKHYJa
Cabpina. Mu Oynmu earacausi. S HIKOTH HE
OyJ1a TamacauBOO J0 bOT0. S pocia B THXOMY
OyIuHKY, J1e KpUK OyJI0 YyTH JIUIIE TOMA1, KOJIU
MOSl CcecTpa MPUXOJWIa JOJAOMY 13 HOBHUM
CYMHIBHUM IMPCUHIOM YW HOBHUM JIOOOBHUM
1HTEpecoM, Yu 3 TUM 1 1HmMM. [licias kpuky
3aBKIU HACTymHaja Ie IUOIIa TUIa, TOMY S
poOmwia Bce MOXIMBE, IMI00 3amodiraru
KpUKOBI, 00 HeHasuldina THINY, BimdyBaia
KOXHY 11 CEKyH/y K SIKYCh TPUBOTY.

My best friends taught me a new kind of
quiet, the peaceful stillness of knowing one
another so well you don’t need to fill the
space. And a new kind of loud: noise as a
celebration, as the over- flow of joy at being
alive, here, now.

Moi Halikpalui nmoapyru noka3ajid MEHI HOBUMI
BUJ THIN, TUXWH CHOOKIA BIiJ TOro, IO BU
3HAETE OJIHA OJJHY HACTUIBKHU JI00pe, 1110 HEMaE
noTpedu 3armoBHIOBATH MPOCTip. | HOBHMIT BHI
rajaciMBOCTI — TaMip SIK CBSTKYBaHHS, SIK
NEPETOBHEHHS  BIAUYTTAM  panocti OyTu
KUBUMHU, TYT 1 3apas3.

I couldn’t have imagined being any happier,
loving anywhere else as much.

A we Moma W yABUTH, IO MOXY OyTH
IIAC/IMBIIIA, M0 MOXY JIIOOUTH SKECh MiCIle
TaK CaMO CUJIBHO.

Not until Sabrina brought us here, to her
family’s summer home on the coast of Maine.

Not until I met Wyn.

Joxu Cabpina He TMpuBe3sla HAC CIOAH, Y
JTHIN OyAMHOK 11 ciM'T Ha y30epeskoKi y mTari
Mes.

Jlokwu s He 3ycTpina Bina.




