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Von Jo Ann Beard : The Boysof My Youth (English Edition) before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not
it would be worth my time, and all praised The Boys of My Y outh (English Edition):

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Brilliant,
forthright, honest writingVon Janet C. TestoniA beautiful collection of autobiographical essays recalling her
childhood, teen years, and the complexity of family life that continues to haunt her as she puts herself back together
after her divorce in her mid-thirites. | was continually fascinated with her ability to hold together two different periods
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of times, juxtaposing two or more stories at the same time to give one an opportunity to see from varying points of
view. In 'Cousinsshe captures the essence of her relationship with her coursin right along side the relationship of her
mother and aunt, and writes eloquently of her mother's dying process that is filled with both humor and poignancy.
Beard shows her artistic brilliance in her essay 'Coyote' as she uses metaphor to describe her own life experiences with
thelife of a coyote. '‘Bulldozing the Baby' is Beard's earliest memory of feeling both loss and betrayal. Each essay is
rich, bold and forthright as Beard portrays aspects of her life with incredible honesty mingled with much humor and
heartfelt emotion. | walk away with a new appreciation for writing and understand that | am but atoddler still crawling
on hands and knees as | contemplate the writer that is within me.0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension
hilfreich. Touching, honest, brilliantly observedVon Ein KundeThis book is so moving, so painfully touching. | read it
over aweekend and could hardly put it down. As| read it, | kept on thinking of friends that | wanted to lend it to
afterwards, but the more | read, the more | thought, This book's not leaving my sight; I'll tell my friends they have to
buy their OWN copies. Jo Ann Beard is so poetic; she doesn't so much tell stories as offer brilliant vignettes of critical
timesin her life. She talksto the reader like he or she's a second self; she makes herself extremely vulnerable in this
book. Her memories of childhood are so acute and observed so perfectly through a child's eyes--like being at an open-
casket funeral and only being able to see the nose and glasses of the deceased from where she sits. | nearly caused a
scene on the bus reading the "Dirty Barbies' story, because | was laughing so loud. Being amale, | have never been
given so much insight into what it's like to grow up female as | was given in this book. It's a brilliant collection of
stories--evocative, faithful in the tiniest but most telling of details. | couldn't stop thinking about it when | had finished
it. It'sawonder.0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. A compelling web of personal stories. .
.Von Ein KundeJo Ann Beard's book "The Boys of My Y outh" is athoughful collection of poignant vignette's about
her evolution from childhood to adult. Asyou read, her stories subtlely weave their magic, leaving you wanting more.
It'sabook that, even in life's most busy moments, callsto you to be read.Jo Ann shares her most difficult and cathartic
moments as a child, spouse, friend, and sister. She also finds away to disclose some of her most personal stories with
an objectivity lacking in most work of this kind.Jo Ann's book moves the reader from laughter, through her stories
about childhood with her sister Linda and brother Brad, to tears when she |osses her mother to cancer." The Boys of
My Youth" is one of the best autobiographies I've ever read!

KurzbeschreibungRarely does the debut of a new writer garner such attention acclaim. The excitement began the
moment " The Fourth State of Matter,” one of the fourteen extraordinary persona narrativesin this book, appeared in
the pages of the New Y orker. It increased when the author received a prestigious Whiting Foundation Award in
November 1997, it continued as the hardcover edition of The Boys of My Y outh sold out itsfirst printing even before
publication. The author writes with perfect pitch as she takes us through one woman's life - from childhood to
marriage beyond - memorably captures the collision of youthful longing the hard intransigences of time fate..deJo Ann
Beard beautifully evokes her childhood in the early '60s, a time in which mothers continued to smoke right up to labor,
one's own scabs were deeply interesting, and Barbie dolls seemed to get naked of their own valition, knowing that Ken
would be the one to get in trouble if they were caught. Beard's memories of the next 30 years are no less sharp and
wry, powered by antic melancholy, perfect juxtapositions, and "the push of love." When she was little, "the words of
grown-ups rarely made sense," and even now, with the exception of her best friend and afew colleagues, not much
seems to have changed. In the title story, Beard and her best friend, now 38, still spend forever on the phone, an
activity they perfected in junior high and that is now possible thanks to an office WATS line. Hindsight easily renders
their seventh-grade ex nihilo obsession with a "ninth grader extraordinaire" foolish, along with most encounters with
the boys of their youth. But their current relations with men are really no less absurd, as they realize while listening to
Beard's latest possibility leave an answering-machine message: "I don't know whether to faint or kill myself. Elizabeth
laughs unbecomingly. | put both hands around my own neck. We are no longer bored." The Boys of My Youth isfilled
with family picnics, small celebrations, and fragility. Beard knows that her teenage efforts to "have a better
personality" were as futile as her later attempt at "practicing being snotty, in anticipation of being dumped by my
husband," but that doesn't make her any less fond of her younger self. And she has the same affection, and irritation,
for her family, who slowly emerge in story after story. In "Waiting," she and her older sister try to keep calm as their
mother isdying: "I hold two fingers up to remind her of how much longer she needs to keep this up, to pay attention.
She holds up one finger, guess which one, to remind me of who's the oldest, who's the boss. | would love more than
anything to slap her." Thereisn't aweak piece in this collection, which includes the world's most perfect description of
the agonies of having your hair washed--at age 3--and the ecstasies of one encounter near the Mexican border. "The
car isaboiling cauldron. The coyote stands scruffy and skittish, like awild dingo dog | met once, who bit everything
in sight, wagging histail like a maniac. Eric dlides the camerato me and puts a hand on my arm. He whispersin my
ear. | nod. | love dogs better than anything else on earth, next to cigarettes and a couple of people." Beard often edges
from serious laughter to high seriousness and back again. "The Fourth State of Matter" is perhaps the book's standout,



anarrative about space physicists; invading squirrels; a beautiful, dying dog; a"vanished husband"; and, alas, a
seminar turned 12-minute massacre. On November 1, 1991, she leaves work early and passes by the disappointed
graduate student who will later that day gun down eight members of the University of lowa physics depart. Her piece
is complex and heartbreaking, a master conduit of emotion and information. As always, Beard knows the rich value of
the minor ritual. Earlier, she had recalled playing "Maserati" with her collie: "1'd grab her nose like a gearshift and put
her through all the gears, firstsecondthirdfourth, until we were going a hundred miles an hour through town. She
thought it was funny." After "the newslady" finally confirms her colleagues deaths, "Maserati" again figures: "We sit
by the tub. She lifts her long nose to my face and | take her muzzle and we move through the gears slowly; first second
third fourth, all the way through town, until what has happened has happened and we know it has happened.”.comJo
Ann Beard beautifully evokes her childhood in the early '60s, a time in which mothers continued to smoke right up to
labor, one's own scabs were deeply interesting, and Barbie dolls seemed to get naked of their own volition, knowing
that Ken would be the oneto get in trouble if they were caught. Beard's memories of the next 30 years are no less
sharp and wry, powered by antic melancholy, perfect juxtapositions, and "the push of love." When she was little, "the
words of grown-ups rarely made sense," and even now, with the exception of her best friend and a few colleagues, not
much seems to have changed. In the title story, Beard and her best friend, now 38, still spend forever on the phone, an
activity they perfected in junior high and that is now possible thanks to an office WATS line. Hindsight easily renders
their seventh-grade ex nihilo obsession with a "ninth grader extraordinaire" foolish, along with most encounters with
the boys of their youth. But their current relations with men are really no less absurd, as they realize while listening to
Beard's latest possibility leave an answering-machine message: "I don't know whether to faint or kill myself. Elizabeth
laughs unbecomingly. | put both hands around my own neck. We are no longer bored.” The Boys of My Youth isfilled
with family picnics, small celebrations, and fragility. Beard knows that her teenage efforts to "have a better
personality" were as futile as her later attempt at "practicing being snotty, in anticipation of being dumped by my
husband," but that doesn't make her any less fond of her younger self. And she has the same affection, and irritation,
for her family, who slowly emerge in story after story. In "Waiting," she and her older sister try to keep calm as their
mother isdying: "I hold two fingers up to remind her of how much longer she needs to keep this up, to pay attention.
She holds up one finger, guess which one, to remind me of who's the oldest, who's the boss. | would love more than
anything to slap her." Thereisn't aweak piece in this collection, which includes the world's most perfect description of
the agonies of having your hair washed--at age 3--and the ecstasies of one encounter near the Mexican border. "The
car isaboiling cauldron. The coyote stands scruffy and skittish, like awild dingo dog | met once, who bit everything
in sight, wagging histail like a maniac. Eric dlides the camerato me and puts a hand on my arm. He whispersin my
ear. | nod. | love dogs better than anything else on earth, next to cigarettes and a couple of people." Beard often edges
from serious laughter to high seriousness and back again. "The Fourth State of Matter" is perhaps the book's standout,
anarrative about space physicists; invading squirrels; a beautiful, dying dog; a"vanished husband"; and, alas, a
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graduate student who will later that day gun down eight members of the University of lowa physics depart. Her piece
is complex and heartbreaking, a master conduit of emotion and information. As always, Beard knows the rich value of
the minor ritual. Earlier, she had recalled playing "Maserati" with her collie: "I'd grab her nose like a gearshift and put
her through all the gears, firstsecondthirdfourth, until we were going a hundred miles an hour through town. She
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by the tub. She lifts her long nose to my face and | take her muzzle and we move through the gears slowly; first second
third fourth, all the way through town, until what has happened has happened and we know it has happened.”



