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“Many a good man has been put under
the bridge by a woman.”

— Henry Chinaski

This novel is a work of fiction and
no character is intended to portray
any person or combination of persons
living or dead.

1

was 50 years old and hadn't been to bed with a wom-

an for four years. I had no women friends. I looked at
them as I passed them on the streets or wherever I saw
them, but I looked at them without yearning and with
a sense of futility. I masturbated regularly, but the idea
of having a relationship with a woman — even on non-
sexual terms — was beyond my imagination. I had a 6
year old daughter born out of wedlock. She lived with
her mother and I paid child support. I had been married
years before at the age of 35. That marriage lasted two
and one half years. My wife divorced me. I had been in
love only once. She had died of acute alcoholism. She died
at 48 when I was 38. My wife had been 12 years younger
than I. I believe that she too is dead now, although I'm
not sure. She wrote me a long letter each Christmas for
6 years after the divorce. I never responded...

I'm not sure when I first saw Lydia Vance. It was
about 6 years ago and I had just quit a twelve year job
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CKOJIBKO XOPOIINX MYKHUKOB 0Ka3aJI0Ch
IOJ MOCTOM M3-3a 0a0bI.

T'enpu Qunacku

dmom poman — xydoxcecmeerHHoe
npousgederue, u HU 00UH NePCOHANC
He Npu3éan HAMepeHHO U300paxcamo
peanvHoe AUUO ULU COLemAaHue peas-
HbLX JUY, HCUBBLX ULU He MepmEbLX.

1

He yKe CTYKHYJIO 50, 1 B IIOCTEJIN C JKeHITUHOM A He
ObLIT yeThIpe roga. Jlpysei->KeHIIIUH y MeHs He BO-
nuioch. I cMoTpes Ha MKeHIMUH BCAKUUA pas, KOraa Ipo-
XOIWUJI MUMO Ha yJIWUIaxX WU elle Te, HO CMOTpPeJI 6es iKe-
JaHUA U CO3HABAas TIIETHOCTh. [[POYMJ s pPeryjasapHO, HO
caMa MbBICJIb 3aBECTH OTHOIIEHUS C JKeHIUHON — Jaike Ha
HeceKCcyaJbHOUM OCHOBe — ObLjIa BbINlIE MOEro BooOpaike-
HUs. Y MeHA UMeJach Ao4b 6 jier, BHeOpaunasa. OHa Kuia
C MATepbhio, a A ILUIATUJ aJUMEeHTHI. 1 ObLI KeHaT MHOI'O
JIeT Has3az, Korma MHe ucmoJaHuiaoch 35. Tor 6pak mauics
IBa C MOJIOBUHOM roma. Mos sKeHa cO MHOIO Pas3olliach.
Buio6iien s1 6611 Beero onuH pas3. OHa ymepsia OT OCTPOTO
ankoroausma. ymepia B 48, a mue 0b1110 38. Kena ObLia
Ha 12 jer moso:ke MeHs. §1 moJsiararo, cefiuac u oHa yiKe
yMepJia, XOTs He yBepeH. 6 JieT ImocJjie pasBoia OHa IIrcajia
MHe IJIWHHBIE THUCbMAa K Kaxkaomy PosxmectBy. S Hu pasy
He OTBeTHUI...
B TounOCTH He MOMHIO, KOTZ[a BIEpPBbie YBUAe JIugmo
Bonc. Jler 6 Hasan, maBepHOE, s TOJBKO-TOJIBKO OPOCHI
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YHapnb3 BykoBcku

as a postal clerk and was trying to be a writer. I was
terrified and drank more than ever. I was attempting my
first novel. I drank a pint of whiskey and two six packs
of beer each night while writing. I smoked cheap cigars
and typed and drank and listened to classical music on
the radio until dawn. I set a goal of ten pages a night but
I never knew until the next day how many pages I had
written. I'd get up in the morning, vomit, then walk to
the front room and look on the couch to see how many
pages were there. I always exceeded my ten. Sometimes
there were 17, 18, 23, 25 pages. Of course, the work of
each night had to be cleaned up or thrown away. It took
me twenty-one nights to write my first novel.

The owners of the court where I then lived, who lived
in the back, thought I was crazy. Each morning when
I awakened there would be a large brown paper bag on
the porch. The contents varied but mostly the bags con-
tained tomatoes, radishes, oranges, green onions, cans
of soup, red onions. I drank beer with them every other
night until 4 or 5 am. The old man would pass out and
the old lady and I would hold hands and I'd kiss her now
and then. I always gave her a big one at the door. She
was terribly wrinkled but she couldn’'t help that. She
was Catholic and looked cute when she put on her pink
hat and went to church on Sunday morning.

I think I met Lydia Vance at my first poetry read-
ing. It was at a bookstore on Kenmore Ave., The Draw-
bridge. Again, I was terrified. Superior yet terrified.
When I walked in there was standing room only. Peter,
who ran the store and was living with a black girl, had a
pile of cash in front of him.



YKeHLWMHbI

caysx0y Ha IIouTe, rae IPOCHUIes] ABeHANLATh JeT, U IIbI-
TaJICsI cTaTh mucarejaeM. §1 ObLI B ysKace u IIMJ OOJIBIIIE
o6srunoro. IIpoGoBan mucaTh mepBhIii poman. Kamkmayio
HOUYB 3a paboToIl s BHINUBAJ MUHTY BUCKU U JBE IIOJIIO-
sKMHBI TuBa. Kypui gelneBbie curapsl, eyaTas, mMuj 1 10
3apu CJIYIIAJ KJIACCUUECKYyI0 MY3BIKY 1o paamo. I mocra-
BILJI ce0e IeJIBI0 [eCATh CTPAHUI] B HOUb, HO BCErIa TOJIbKO
Ha CJIeAYIOIIUN AeHb y3HABAJ, CKOJLKO HAIIMCAJ Ha ca-
MoM gese. OOBIYHO A MOAHUMAJICS YTPOM, OJieBaJ, IIOTOM
BBIXOAMJI B IIEPESHIOI KOMHATY M CMOTPEJ HA TaxTy —
CKOJMIbKO cTpaHuI. CBOIO AECATKY A BCerga IIPeBBIIIAJ.
Wuorma Tam snexano 17, 18, 23, 25 crpanut. Koneuwno,
paboTy KasKIOoN HOYM HYMKHO OBLIO JIMOO UMCTUTH, JIOO
BbIOpachiBaTh. Ha mepBuIil poMaH y MeHA yIILJIa JBAAIATh
OIHA HOYb.

Xossaesa gBopa, I'fie s Torma 00UTall, CAMU JKUBIINE Ha
3aJIBOPKAX, CUNTAJN MeHS IOJOyMHBIM. Kammgoe yTpo,
KOTZla s MPOCHITAJICA, HA KPBLIbIle ¥ MEHS CTOSJ 6O0JIb-
1Io¥i KOPUYHEBBIN OyMaKHbBIHN maker. Comep:KuMoe MeHA-
JIOCh, HO OOBIYHO BHYTPH JI€KAJIN IMOMULOPHI, 3€JIE€HBIN
JYK, PeIuc, aneJbCUHBI, 0aHKY Cymna, KpacHbIH JyK. [o-
BOJILHO YaCTO II0 HOYAaM A IIMJ C X03A€BaMU IIMBO, YacOB
no 4—5 yrpa. Crapuk orpybaJjicsi, a cTrapyxa U A AepiKa-
JINChH 34 PYKHU, U A ee MHOTHA IejoBasi. B nBepsx Bcermga
IpuUIeYaTeIBAJI eil mo-macrtosiiemy. OHa ObLIa YiKaCHO
MOPIIMHUCTA, HO UTO K TyT mozeyaems. OHa ObLaa Ka-
TOJIMUKOI M BBIIVISZEJIa OUEeHBL CJIAaBHO, KOTZa HaJeBajia
PO3OBYIO NIJIANKY WM BOCKPECHBIM YTPOM OTIPaBJIAIACH
B II€PKOBb.

§1 nymaro, uTo mosdHakKomMmiics ¢ Jlunmeir Bouc Ha cBoeM
IIEPBOM II03THYEeCKOM uTeHuu. OHO IPOXOAUIO B KHUMK-
HOM MarasuHe Ha Kenmop-asenio — B «IlogbeMHOM MO-
cry». OnATh-Taky a1 ObLT B y:Kace. HagMeHeH, HO B y:Ka-
ce. Korga a Bomres, ocTaBaJUCh TOJIBKO CTOSAYLE MECTA.
ITepen IluTepom, 3ampaB/ISBIIMM JABOYKOM ¥ JKUBIIHM
C YEepHOIl IeBUOHKO, JeKajaa Kyduya HAJIUUYKHU.



YHapnb3 BykoBcku

«Shit,» he said to me, «if I could always pack them
in like this I'd have enough money to take another trip
to Indial»

I walked in and they began applauding. As far as po-
etry readings were concerned, I was about to bust my
cherry.

Iread 30 minutes then called a break. I was still sober
and I could feel the eyes staring at me from out of the
dark. A few people came up and talked to me. Then dur-
ing a lull Lydia Vance walked up. I was sitting at a table
drinking beer. She put both hands on the edge of the
table, bent over and looked at me. She had long brown
hair, quite long, a prominent nose, and one eye didn't
quite match the other. But she projected vitality — you
knew that she was there. I could feel vibrations running
between us. Some of the vibrations were confused and
were not good but they were there. She looked at me and
I looked back. Lydia Vance had on a suede cowgirl jacket
with a fringe around the neck. Her breasts were good.
I told her,

«I'd like to rip that fringe off your jacket — we could
begin there!»

Lydia walked off. It hadn't worked. I never knew
what to say to the ladies. But she had a behind. I watched
that beautiful behind as she walked away. The seat of her
bluejeans cradled it and I watched it as she walked away.

I finished the second half of the reading and forgot
about Lydia just as I forgot about the women I passed on
the sidewalks. I took my money, signed some napkins,
some pieces of paper, then left, and drove back home.

I was still working each night on the first novel.

I never started writing until 6:18 pm. That was when
I used to punch in at the Terminal Annex Post Office.
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JKEeHLLNHbI

— BoT roBHO e, — CKasaj OH MHe, — ecJIu 0 A Bcer-
Ja MOT' TaK UX Coga HalluXuBaTbhb, MHE 6 elge pas3 Ha I/IH'
AUI0 XBaTUJIO.

{1 BowmeJ1, 1 OHM 3aaIJIOAMpPOBaIK. B cMBICIE TO3THYe-
CKMX UTEHHUI MHE IPEeJCTOAIO0 IOPBATh cebe IeaKy.

§1 yuran 30 MuHYT, TOTOM ITOIPOCUJ epepsIB. {1 ere
ObLLI TPE3B U YYBCTBOBAJ, KaK Ha MEHsS U3 TeMHOTHI IPHU-
CTAJIBbHO CMOTPAT Iviada. Ilofouim moroBopuUTh HECKOJIb-
KO YeJIOBeK. 3aTeM BO BpeMs 3aTHulllbsA IIofonuia Jlugusa
Bomc. d cumen 3a crosom m muma nmuBo. OHA BOBJIOMKMIIA
o0e pyKM Ha Kpail, HarHyjach W IIOCMOTpejia Ha MeHd.
VYV Hee ObLIV IJIVHHBIE KAIITAHOBLIE BOJIOCHI — IIPUJINY-
HOM IJIWHBI, — BBIJAIOUINICA HOC, a OAMH IVIa3 He COBCEM
couerajsica ¢ apyruMm. Ho oT Hee mcxomumia KU3HEHHAS
cmjia — OT TaKoll He OTMaxHeIIbcA. §1 4yBCTBOBAJ, KaK
MeXKIy HaMu mobeskanu BuOpanuu. HekoTopble — 3aMo-
pOUYeHHbIe M HEXOPOIIre, HO BCe paBHO OoHU ObLim. OHAa
IOCMOTpeJia Ha MeHs, a4 mocMorpesa Ha Hee. Ha Jlugmu
Bomc 6b11a 3aMIieBasg KOBOOCKas KyPTKa ¢ 0aXpoMOii Ha
Bopote. I'pynu y Hee Huuero. §I ckasan eii:

— Maze 6bI X0TeJIOCH COAPATh C Ballleil KYPTKU 6axpo-
My — C 3TOT'O MbI MOTJIX OBbI HAYATh.

JIugusa oromnna. He cpaborano. Hukorma He 3Hai0, 4TO
roBoputh gamaMm. Hy u Kopwma ke y Hee. S HabGmioganm 3a
9TOII MpeKpacHOU KopMoii, Korma JIlugua orxomuia. 3af
IKMHCOB OOHMMAJI €e, U I CJIENUJ 3a 3TOM JKEeHIUHOI,
OKa OHA OTYaJIUBaJA.

§1 3aKOHYMJI BTOPYIO MIOJIOBUHY UTeHUU U 3a06bL1 0 JIu-
IUY, KaK 3a0bIBAJI 000 BCeX JKeHIMHAX, KOTOPBHIX OOTOHSAT
Ha TpoTyapax. 3abpaJj cBOM JeHbI'HW, IMOAIINCAJ HECKOJb-
KO cajI(peToK, HECKOJIbKO KJIOUYKOB OyMaru, IOTOM II0eXaJl
Hasajm, JOMOM.

1 mo-mpe:xHeMy paboTasl KasKAyi0 HOUL HAH IEPBBIM
pomasoM. [lo 6.18 Beuepa s1 HMKOTA ITKMCATh HE CaUJICA.
B 910 Bpemsa A oTmMeuasica Ha IIPOXOAHOM CBOEro KpbLia
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YHapnb3 BykoBcku

It was 6 pm when they arrived: Peter and Lydia Vance.
I opened the door. Peter said,

«Look, Henry, look what I brought you!»

Lydia jumped up on the coffee table. Her bluejeans
fit tighter than ever. She flung her long brown hair from
side to side. She was insane; she was miraculous. For the
first time I considered the possibility of actually making
love to her. She began reciting poetry. Her own. It was
very bad. Peter tried to stop her,

«No! No! No rhyming poetry in Henry Chinaski's
house!»

«Let her go, Peter!»

I wanted to watch her buttocks. She strode up and
down that old coffeetable. Then she danced. She waved
her arms. The poetry was terrible, the body and the
madness weren't.

Lydia jumped down.

«How'd you like it, Henry?»

«What?»

«The poetry.»

«Hardly.»

Lydia stood there with her sheets of poetry in her
hand. Peter grabbed her.

«Let's fuck!» he said to her. «Come on, let's fuck!»

She pushed him off.

«All right,» Peter said. «Then I'm leaving!»

«So leave. I've got my car,» Lydia said. «I can get
back to my place.»

Peter ran to the door. He stopped and turned.

«All right, Chinaski! Don't forget what I brought
you!»

He slammed the door and was gone. Lydia sat down
on the couch, near the door. I sat about a foot away from
her. I looked at her. She looked marvelous. I was afraid.
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YKeHLWMHbI

TepMHHAJA Ha mouTamTe. A OHU 3aABUJINCH B 6 Beuepa:
ITurep c Jlugueit Bouc. {1 oTkphl1 ABeph. IluTep crasau:

— Cwmorpu, I'erpu, cmoTpu, uTo s Tebe mpuBes!

Jlupusa sanpeirHysia Ha KOQEUHBIH cTOMUK. J[KUHCH
cuzesn Ha Hell emle Ty:Ke. OHa MOTajka NIWHHBIMU Kalll-
TAaHOBBIMH BOJIOCAMH M3 CTOPOHBI B cTOpoHy. OHa ObLIA
0e3ymMHa; oHa ObLIa quBHA. BiepBhle A 3amymaics, He
3aHATBCS JU ¢ Hel Ji060Bbio. OHA HPUHAIACHE UUTATH
ctuxu. CBou. ITo OBLIO OUEHb IJIOXO0. IluTep mbITaICca ee
OCTaHOBUTH:

— Her! Her! Hukakux pudm B gome I'enpu Hunacku!

— Ia oycts untaer, ITurep!

§ xoren morsimeTs Ha ee sroguilbl. OHA pacxaKuBasa
B3aj-BIIEpe II0 CTAPEHBKOMY KO(eldHOMY CTOJMKY. 3a-
TeM IycTuaach B miasic. OHa pasmaxuBajia pykamu. Ilo-
93usd ObLIa y2KacHa, TeJo U 0e3yMue — OTHIOAb.

JIlugusa cupeiraya.

— Kax tebe morpaBuiiocsk, I'eapu?

— Yro0?

— TIlossus.

— C Ttpyzmom.

JIugusa 3aMepsia CO CBOUMU JIMCTUKAMU CTHUXOB B pYy-
ke. ITurep ee oGiamai.

— ITaBaii moebemcsi, — ckasaJy oH eii. — KoHuaii, na-
Bai moeGemca!

OHa ero OTTOJIKHY.JIA.

— Jlagao, — ckazau Ilutep. — Torga a yes:xaro.

— Hy u Basiu. ¥ MmeHd cBoA MallinHa, — OTBeTUJa JIu-
nusi. — f1 K ceGe u cama 106epych.

IIuTep moxbesxas K JBEPU, OCTAHOBUJICA 1 O0EPHYJICA:

— Jlagno, Yummacku! Twl mHe 3abwiBail, uro a Tebe
mpuses!

OH XJIOIHYJI ABEPbIO 1 OBLI TaKOB. JIuausa mpucesa Ha
TaxTy, NOOJIMKe K ABepu. §1 ces mpuMepHO B yTe U IO-
cMOTpeJs Ha Hee. Beirisgena oHa BeJukoJenHo. S 60s-
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YHapnb3 BykoBcku

I reached out and touched her long hair. The hair was
magic. I pulled my hand away.
«Is all that hair really yours?» I asked. I knew it was.

«Yes,» she said, «it is.»

I put my hand under her chin and very awkwardly
I tried to turn her head toward mine. I was not confident
in these situations. I kissed her lightly.

Lydia jumped up.

«I've got to go. I'm paying a baby sitter.»

«Look,» I said, «stay. I'll pay. Just stay a while.»

«No, I can't,» she said, «I've got to go.»

She walked to the door. I followed her. She opened
the door. Then she turned. I reached for her one last
time. She lifted up her face and gave me the tiniest kiss.
Then she pulled away and put some typed papers in my
hand. The door closed. I sat on the couch with the papers
in my hand and listened to her car start.

The poems were stapled together, mimeographed and
called HERRRR. I read some of them. They were inter-
esting, full of humor and sexuality, but badly written.
They were by Lydia and her three sisters — all so jolly
and brave and sexy together. I threw the sheets away and
I opened my pint of whiskey. It was dark outside. The
radio played mostly Mozart and Brahms and the Bee.

2

A day or so later I got a poem in the mail from Lydia.
It was a long poem and it began:

Come out, old troll,
Come out of your dark hole, old troll,

14



YKeHLWMHbI

cdA. I IpoTAHYJI PYKY ¥ KOCHYJICA ee IJIUHHEBIX Bojoc. Ouu
ObLIM BOJIIIEOHBI. 1 OTHEPHYI PYKY.

— U Bce 3TH BOJIOCHI B CAMOM Jiejie TBOU? — CIIPOCHII
s1. §1 3HAJ, YTO TaK OHO W €CTh.

— Ia, — oTBeTHJIa OHAa, — MOHU.

§1 B3sAJIcA pyKOii 3a ee MOAO0OPOJOK W OUEHb HEyMeJo
mompoboBaJl TOBEPHYTH ee TOJIOBY K cebe. I HuKorma He
yBepeH B TaKUX caydasax. S ciierka ee moIeioBaJ.

Jlugusa momckoumia:

— Mmae Hago uaTu. 1 ninavy HAHbKE.

— Ilocaymaii, — ckasaJj s, — OCTaHbLCA. 3aljauy .
OcTaHbCs HA HEMHOTO.
— Her, me mory, — orBeTmia oHa. — WaTu Hanmo.

Ona momia K aBepaMm, f ciaegoM. OTKpBLIA ABEDH.
ITorom obGepuyJsach. I moTsaHyJCS K Heil elle OUH, IIO-
caenHu# pa3. OHa 3aIPOKMHYJIA T'OJIOBY U BBIAEINIA MHE
KPOXOTHBIN MOIleNy#. 3aTeM OTCTPaHUJIACh U BJIOMKUJIA
KaKue-TO MallIWHOIIMCHBIE JIUCTKY MHe B DyKy. /lBeph 3a-
KpbLIachk. S cen Ha TaxTy ¢ GymMaramMu B PyKe U CTaJ CJIy-
1aTh, KaK 3aBOAUTCS €€ MallluHa.

Cruxu OBLIYN CKpEIJIEeHBI BMECTe, OTKOIIMPOBAHBI U Ha-
seiBasuch «EEEEE». S npouen Heckonbko. MIHTepeCHHSI,
TIOJIHBI IOMOpPa ¥ YYBCTBEHHOCTH, HO IIJIOXO HAIMCAHBI.
ABropsl — cama JIuausa u TpU ee CeCTPHI, BCE BMECTE —
Takue 3aJO0pHble, TaKkue Xpabpble, TaKue CeKCyaJbHbIE.
§1 orbpocus auCTHKM U pacKynopwi NUHTY Bucku. CHa-
pyu 06110 TeMHO. Pagmo urpasio B ocuoBHoM Moiapra,
Bpamca u Be.

2

Yepes feHb UIKU OKOJIO TOTO IIO IOUTe MPHUIILJIO CTUXOT-
BopeHMe oT JIugum. [J1rHHOE U HAYMHAJIOCH TaK:

Brixoau, cTaphlii TPOJIIb,
BrIxogu 3 TeMHOI HOPBI, CTAPBIA TPOJLIb,
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