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Abstract

This translation project focuses on the reproduction of metaphorical narration in the
Ukrainian translation of Choi Jin-young’s novel Hunger. The study examines the principal
elements of metaphorical narration, including allegory, symbolism, biblical allusions, imagery,
metaphor, simile, personification and rhetorical questions, as well as their role in constructing the
symbolic and emotional dimensions of the novel.

The first chapter presents the author’s translation of selected excerpts from the novel from
English into Ukrainian. The second chapter analyses metaphorical narration and the translation
challenges encountered during the translation process. Particular attention is paid to the translation
techniques proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir, including literal translation,
modulation, transposition, adaptation, amplification, reduction, established equivalent,
compensation and borrowing.

The project may be useful for literary translators, researchers in translation studies and
readers interested in contemporary Korean literature.

Keywords: metaphorical narration, symbolism, biblical allusion, imagery, translation
techniques, literary translation.

AHoOTALA

Ie#t mepexnaganbKuil MPOEKT MPUCBSIUYCHUHN TOCIIIHKEHHIO OCOOJIMBOCTEH BiITBOPECHHS
MeTaOpUYHOTO HApaTUBY B YKpaiHCbKOMY mepekiiani poMany Uxse UinboH «/ 0100». Y pobOTI
IPOAHATI30BaHO OCHOBHI €JIEMEHTH METa(OPUUIHOTO HAPATUBY, 30KpEMa aJeropito, CUMBOIII3M,
016miiiH1 anro3ii, 00pasHicTh, MeTadopy, MOPIBHAHHS, MEPCOHI(IKaLiI0 Ta PUTOPUYHI MUTAHHS, a
TaKO’X BU3HAYEHO iXHIO POJIb Y (OPMYBaHHI CHMBOJIIYHOTO Ta €MOIIITHOTO IPOCTOPY TBOPY.

[lepmmii po3ain MICTUTH aBTOPCHKUH TMepekna] BHOpaHUX (parMeHTiB poOMaHy 3
AHIJIIACBKOI MOBM YKpaiHCbKOW. Jlpyruii po3ail NpUCBAYEHUI aHamizy MeTapopUYHOrO
HapaTHBY Ta MEPEeKJIaAalbKUX TPYJHOIIB, II0 BUHUKIIM MiJ 4ac poOoTH Haja TeKcToM. Oco0auBy
yBary MpHUAUIEHO MepeKIafalbKkuM TeXHiKaM, 3arpornoHoBaHuM Jlyciero MomiHoo Ta AMmapo
VYprano Anws0ip, 30KpemMa [OCIIBHOMY TMepeKiaay, MOIYJIii, TpaHCHO3MINi, aJamTarlii,
amIutiQikanii, peaykiii, yCTaJeHOMY BIJIIOBIAHUKY, KOMIIEHCAIII]l Ta 3aI103UYEHHIO.

IIpoexT Oyae KOpHUCHHM JJsi TEpeKyafayiB XyJ0KHBOI JITEpaTypH, JOCHITHHUKIB
MepeKIIag03HAaBCTBA Ta YUTAUIB, SIK1 IIIKABIIATHCS CYYaCHOIO KOPEHCHKOIO JIITEPaTypOIO.

KurouoBi cioBa: meradopuuHuil HapaTHB, CUMBOJI3M, 010miiiHa amro3is, oOpa3HICTh,
nepeKyIafabKi TEXHIKH, XyI0KHIA NepeKiia.
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Introduction

The translation of literary texts is a great challenge for the translator, as it requires not only
linguistic accuracy but also the preservation of the stylistic, emotional and symbolic dimensions
of the original. Literary translation, refers to the reproduction of narrative techniques, figurative
language, cultural references and the individual style of the author in another language. The task
is made all the more difficult when the prose is psychologically complex, for emotional meaning
is often conveyed indirectly, through symbolism, imagery and metaphorical narration. The
translation process therefore requires a detailed analysis of the linguistic and stylistic features of
the source text. This work is relevant due to the necessity of developing efficient strategies for the
translation of metaphorical narration, symbolic ambiguity and emotional intensity into Ukrainian
literature translation.

The current translation project is based on the novel Hunger by Choi Jin-young. The novel
is the contemporary Korean psychological fiction which integrates the characteristics of
fragmented narration, emotional intensity and symbolic storytelling. The narrative is marked by
metaphorical narration, large symbolism, biblical allusions, imagery and psychologically loaded
figurative language. The theoretical basis of the research is the work of Marie-Laure Ryan and
Shlomith Rimmon-Kenan on narrative structures and narratology; George Lakoff and Mark
Johnson, Michele Prandi, L. David Ritchie and Karen Sullivan on metaphorical thinking and
figurative language; Brendan McGuigan, The Routledge Dictionary of Literary Terms and
Cuddon’s A Dictionary of Literary Terms and Literary Theory, which provide definitions and
interpretations of stylistic devices; and Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir, whose
classification of translation techniques provides the methodological basis for the translation
analysis.

The object of this study is metaphorical narrative of Hunger by Choi Jin-young. And the
subject is characterizing and defining translation techniques applied in the process of translation.

The novel has become a cult classic of contemporary Korean literature, because to its
unique psychological depth, symbolic narration and emotionally intense style. However, many
literary works are still unavailable in Ukrainian translation, especially those texts that are heavily
based on symbolic and metaphorical narration.

The main aim of this project is to translate selected fragments of the novel Hunger into
Ukrainian while preserving the metaphorical narration, emotional intensity and stylistic features
of the original text. To achieve this aim, the following objectives have been established:

1. to carry out the translation of the novel considering the genre and stylistic features of the
source text;

2. to analyse the principal elements of metaphorical narration in Hunger, including allegory,
symbolism, biblical allusions, imagery, metaphor, simile, personification and rhetorical
questions;

3. to examine translation challenges that arise during the reproduction of metaphorical
narration in Ukrainian translation;

4. to define and analyse the translation techniques and strategies applied to render stylistic
and symbolic elements in the target language.

The project material is a fragment of Hunger by Choi Jin-young and translation into
Ukrainian by the author of this project.

The translation project includes an introduction, a translation part, a translator’s analysis
and conclusions. The translation project consists of 27 pages of actual translation and 16 pages of
translation analysis. The source text consists of 8,907 words and 47,266 characters including
spaces. The translated version consists of 7,977 words and 47,732 characters including spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of Hunger by Choi Jin-young

SL Text

Will humanity last another thousand years? If anyone reads
this, I hope it’s a thousand years from the time of writing

I must live for an extraordinarily long time, long enough to
witness the end of humanity — which is to say, I want to be the last
human alive. That is my only wish.

I wonder what will shock humans in a thousand years. What
will they hate, fear, find humiliating? What will they criticise and
mock? Who will they label crazy? Which stories will resonate with
them? What will they desire? How will they define beauty and
ugliness in a millennium? What about good and evil? Will money
still rule the world? What will they eat? What will ‘humane’ evolve
to mean? [ want to believe that in a thousand years, humanity will
be unrecognisable. No, I hope that in a thousand years, there will be
no one left to read or write. Yes, I wish to be the last. That is how
long I must hold out.

How long ago was the Bible written? It’s been around two
thousand years, right? Some are still comforted, moved, even
enraptured by these ancient texts. And so they believe. They believe
in stories of a child born without sexual intercourse and of a dead
man coming back to life, tales that far surpass the wonders of rain
falling for forty days or the sea parting in two.

... Faith is the key to grasping absurdity. The ultimate test
happens when you’re faced with something that makes you want to
cry out, But that doesn’t make any sense at all! Have faith, and sense

TL Translation

Yu mpoKKBE JIOACTBO 1€ OJHE TUCAYOMITTA? SIKIIO XTOCH 1€ YUTAE,
TO 51 CIIOAIBAIOCS, 1110 YePe3 TUCSIUOIITTS MICIIsl HAIIMCAHHS.

S Maro KUTU HAJI3BHYAWHO JOBIrO, JOCTATHHO, II00 CTATH CBIIKOM
KIHIIS JIIOACTBA — Tak OM MOBHUTH, S XO04y OYTH OCTaHHBOIO YKHBOIO
JIOJIMHOIO Ha IaHeTi. Lle Moe equne OakaHHS.

MeHe miKaBUTh, IO MIOKyBaTUME JIFOJIeH depe3 Tucsdy pokis. Illo
BOHU OyayTh HEHaBHIITH, OosiTHcs uu npuHmkyBatu? Illo BoHM OymyTh
KPUTHKYBATH Ta BUCMiroBaTu? Ha Koro OymyTh BillIaTH SIPJIMK HAaBIXKEHOTO?
Ski icTopii 3HaWAYTh CBOE Miclie B cepauax mroaeil. Yoro BoHH OynyTh
xaratu? Sk BoHM OynyTh ONHCYBaTH Kpacy Ta IOTBOPHICTh 4Yepes
TUCSUOMITTA? Sk 1mo10 100pa Ta 31a? Yu OyayTh Bcellle Tpoll KepyBaTH
ceitoM? [1{o BoHM Oy tyTh icTH? VY 1110 €BOJIOIIOHYE MOHSTTS “JIOSTHOCTI?
Sl cioziBarocs 1110 Yepe3 TUCSUY POKiB JIFOACTBO Oye HEMOKJIMBO BITI3HATH.
Xoua Hi, I CIIOJIIBAIOCS 110 Yepe3 THUCIYOITTS BXKe HE Oy/ie HIKOTO, XTO MIT
6u uyutatu abo mucat. Tak, s 6axaro OyTH ocTaHHBOI. CaMe CTUIBKU 5
MYIITy TPOTPUMATHCE.

Sk naBHO Oyna Hanucana bi6niga? Ile x Oyno 6iM3bKO ABOX TUCSY
pokiB ToMy, uM He Tak? Jleski Jroau AOCl BiAYyBalOTh 3aCHOKOEHHS,
3BOPYIIICHHS, HABITh 3aXOIJICHHS BiJ] IIUX CTAPOJIaBHIX TEKCTIB. | TOMy BOHU
BipsATh. BOoHM BipsTh B icTOpii PO AUTHHY, HAPOKEHY O€3 CTATeBOTO aKTy,
1 IpO MEpPTBOrO 4YOJIOBIKA, SIKUA MOBEPHYBCS /10 JKUTTSA, — Ka3KH, fIKi
Habararo nepeBepIyoTh AUBa COPOKAJEHHOTO Oy a00 pO3KOIy MOpS Ha
JIB1 YaCTHHH.

Bipa mne xmou o mi3HaHHs abcypaHocti. HailiBaxue
BUTIPOOYBaHHS HACTA€, KOJIH TH CTHKAEIICS 3 YMMOCH, IO 3MYyHIye TeOe
KpHYaTH, ajie K e 30BCIM He Mae ceHcy! Maiite Bipy, i CEHC 3'IBUThCSL.



will follow.

What I need is a resurrection, an immaculate conception. A
miracle beyond the bounds of science and ethics. A thousand-year
leap through time. I need Armageddon or eternal life. I need to lose
my head. I don’t need to be human — I just need you. Faith is what
I need.

What should I do once this story is told? What could I
possibly do? Where should I go? I could go to the police and
confess. I could visit a priest and confess. | ate a person. A human
being. Is that a sin? They’ll do with me as they see fit. I could say
whatever they tell me to say, go wherever they tell me to go. To tell
this story, and to live on: that is all I want.

Gu died on the street. He looked no different from a passed-
out drunk. I sat there, cradling him in my arms, waiting for dawn.
The wind carried the scent of new clothes. My mind tossed and
turned like an insomniac in the dead of night. It’s going to rain.
What do I do? Rain would be good. No, not yet ...

I stroked Gu’s hair, brittle and unruly down to his
collarbones. A clump came loose. I examined it in my hand, rolled
it into a ball and swallowed it whole. I couldn’t bear to lose any part
of him. The night stretched on without a drop of rain. I did not cry;
Gu did not breathe. Even with his lifeless weight in my arms, |
couldn’t comprehend that he was truly gone. His physicality and the
notion of death seemed to repel each other, like poles of a magnet.
Had I imagined it all? Nothing felt real, even weeks after dragging
his stiffening body back home.

I knew you’d come. I knew you would, and I waited for
you. But I couldn’t decide when I wanted you to get here — before

Bockpecinns, och o MeHi Tpeda, HeocskHa KoHIen Iis. J[uBo momix
paMOK HayKH Ta €THUKH. THCAYONITHIM cTpubOoKk B dYaci. S morpebyro
Apmaregon abo 6escmepts. S xouy 3’ixaru 3 riy3ny. S He xouy OyTH
JIFOIMHOIO — 51 TPOCTO MoTpedyro Tebe. Bipa 11e Te, 1mo MeHi moTpioHo.

o meHi pobutu sk 115 icropis crumse? 1o s Moxy 3podutn? Kyam
s Maro nomitucs? S morna 6 miTy 313Hatvcs moiniii. S 6 Moriia mité 1o
CBsIIIEHUKA Ta 3i3Harucs. S 3’ina moauny. JlroguaomoxiOHe cTBopinHs. Un
€ 11e rpixomM? BoHu 3po6isTh 31 MHOIO Te, 110 BBAXXATUMYTh 3a OTpiOHE. S
MOKYy TOBOPUTH BCE, IO BOHU CKaXyTh, 1 UTH TyId, KyId BOHHU MCHI
CKa)XyTh. PO3IOBICTH 1110 1CTOPIIO 1 )KUTH Al — II€ BCE, YOTO 5 X0Uy.

I'y momep Ha Bynuni. Bin HiuMM He Bigpi3HABCS Bim IsSHMIN, AKUN
3HEeNpPUTOMHIB. fl cuziia TaMm, oOiliMarouu ioro, 1 yekana cBiTaHKy. Bitep
HiC 13 c00010 3amax CBKOTo oJsAry. Moi TyMKH IUTyTaauMcs i KpyKIIsiu,
Haye 0e3COHHUI B TEMpsIBI HOUl KpYTUThCS B JIKKY. Ckopo mizne pout. [lo
MeHi pooutu? Jlom 6yB 61 fopeuyHuM. Xoda Hi, He 3apas...

S rmapuna Bosnoces 'y, Take maMke 1 HECIyXHSHE, IO CIAAAI0 HOMY
ax a0 kmouulp. OaHe macMo Bumajio. 1 po3risHyna Horo B JI0JIOHI,
CKpYTHUJa B KyJbKYy i IPOKOBTHYJIA IIUIKOM. SI HE MOria 3MUPHUTHCA 3 THM,
110 BTpayaro Xou AKyCh Horo yactuHky. Hiu Taraynacs 6e3 >koHOI Kparui
nomy. 51 me makana; I'y He nuxas. HaBiTh TpuMarouu ioro 6e3aMXaHHe Tio
B 06iiiMax, s He MOIJIa YCBiTOMHTH, IO BiH crpaBi mimoB. Moro dizmuna
MPUCYTHICTh 1 MOHSATTSI CMEPTI, 371aBAJIOCs, BIJIITOBXYBAJIN OJIHE OJHOTO,
Haue momocu MarHiTy. Um s Bce me Buragana? Himo He 371aBanocs
peaJlbHUM, HaBITh 4Yepe3 KUIbKa THKHIB MICHSI TOTO, SIK sl MPUTSria Horo
3acTUIIIe TiIO 10 cebe AoaoMy.

Sl 3HaB, 110 TH npuiiaent. 3HaB, 10 TH 1€ 3poOUIL, 1 5 YeKkaB Ha Tele.
AJe 51 Bce He MIT BUPIIIUTHU KOJIH 5 0 XOTiB Tebe N00aunuTH TyT — JI0 UM MiCIs



or after my end. You always complained that I never knew what I
wanted, making you decide for me. And here I was, face to face
with death and still figuring myself out.

I decided you shouldn’t have to watch me die. I didn’t want
to leave you with a wound more painful and permanent than my
absence. Besides, I had nothing more to say. Or so I thought. I
convinced myself that, over the years, I had said everything I
needed to. Even if I’d missed something, there was no need to speak
it now. Some things are better left unsaid. I thought you knew me
well enough to understand. But was I right? Had I really said
everything I needed to say? No, who am [ kidding? Y ou should have
been here, by my side. With my last breath, I realised what I had
wanted all along.

I wanted to see you. Not the old, weathered payphone, not
some stubborn weed pushing through the grimy pavement.

Not a lonesome cross piercing the foggy dusk. You were
what I wanted to see. Do you even know that? Or can you not know
because I never told you? The thought of you not knowing kills me.
I died with thoughts of you, but without glimpsing you one last time.
You should’ve come a little sooner. My final vision of this world
should’ve been you.

I noticed the light pooled beneath a street lamp at the head
of the alley. I looked at it until my eyes drifted shut. Dam will be
here any moment now. That light looks so inviting, so warm. Warm
like Dam.

KiHI. TH 3aBKIM Ka3ajia 10 s HIKOJX He 3HaB 4oro O s XOTiB, Jal0uM ToO1
3MOTY BHpilIyBaTu 3a MeHe. | s OyB TaMm, Biu-Ha-Bi4 31 CMEpPTIO Ta BCE IIE
HaMararuuch 310paTucs 3 TyMKaMHu.

S BUpIIUB, IO TH HE MAEN OAYUTH SIK s TOMPY. 5] HE XOTiB 3JIMIIATH
Tebe 3 paHor0, O0TF0YOI0 1 OUIBII TPUBAIOK, HIXK MOS BiICYTHICTb. [lo TOrO
XK, MeHI Oimpmie He Oyno mo ckazatu. [lpunHaiiMHi, Tak s aymaB. S
nepekoHaB cebe, 110 3a Il POKH s CKa3aB Bce, 110 MoTpioHO. HaBiTh sSKIIO 5
0Ch TIPOIYCTUB, 3apa3 He Oyino moTpedu mpo 1ie ropopuTH. Jleski pedi
Kpallle 3aJIMIINTA HeCKa3aHUMHU. S| AymaB, IO TH 3HAENI MEHE JOCTaTHHO
no6pe, mo0 1e 3po3ymiTh. AJie uu MaB s pamiro? Yu crpaBi s CKazaB Bce,
o notpioHo Oyno ckazaru? Hi, koro s oOmaniow? Tu mana OyTH TyT,
MopyY 31 MHOIO. 3 OCTaHHIM IOAMXOM 51 YCBIZJOMHUB, YOTO 51 XOTIB yBECh IIEH
Jac.

Sl xoriB moGaumtm TebGe. He crapwmii, momkomKeHUd TenedoH-
aBTOMAT, HE SKHIChb BHepTUH Oyp'sH, M0 MPOOMBAETHCS Kpi3b OpyAHUIA
TPOTYap.

He camorHiii XpecT, 1110 MPOHU3y€E TyMaHHUN CyTiHOK. Tu Oyna Ti€ro,
KOTO0 s XOTiB 0aunTu. T X04 3Haem npo 1ue? AGo TH He MOKEII 3HaTH, 00 5
TOO1 HIKOJIM IIHOTO HE Ka3aB? J{[yMKa Mpo Te, 1110 TH He 3Ha€lll, BOUBAa€E MEHE.
S momep 3 nymMKamH Ipo Tede, ane He MobayuBIIY TeOe BOCTaHHE. Tu Mana
MpUTH Tpoxu paHime. MoiM ocTaHHIM OayeHHSIM LIbOTO CBITY Majia OyTH
TH.

$1 HOMITHB CBITJIO, 1110 30MpaIOC MiJT JTIXTapeM Ha MOYaTKy MPOBYJIKA.
S nuBMBCS HA HBOTO, MIOKKM MOI 04l He 3aruTomuancs. lam Oyne Tyt Oyb-
gakoi MuTi. Lle cBiTIO BUIJIsANae TakUM NPUBAOIMBUM, TAaKUM TEIUIUM.
Tenmum, sk dam.



It’s not that I’d never thought about it before. Gu was
always on the run, sometimes disappearing for days at a time. The
nights he was with me, Gu collapsed from exhaustion like a
withered chrysanthemum. An unspoken question hung in the air.
What if he dies first?

I resolved that, if it came to that, I would follow him. But
what would become of our bodies, I wondered. Who would tend to
us? A public servant would probably collect and dispose of us
without giving a second thought to the kind of lives we led, what
we meant to each other, the memories etched into our skin. They’d
simply burn us like roadkill. Gone — just like that. I could accept
this end for myself, but not for Gu. I would have to hide his body
before taking my own life; that was my revised plan.

I refused to dwell on these dark thoughts. Then one day,
when we hid in an abandoned house, scarred and split like an old
oak struck by lightning, Gu broached the subject of death. Lying on
his side, he pulled me close.

— Are you hungry? I shook my head.

— Are you tired? I nodded.

— Did you weep at your aunt’s funeral? I held my tongue.

— Do you want to visit her?

Gu hadn’t been around when she passed away. I resented
him for this, but ultimately decided against holding a grudge. Let
bygones be bygones, I resolved.

— What will you do when I die? The question alone made
me want to cry. How cruel of him to ask.

— I’ll leave you enough money to cremate or bury me.
Turns out even dying’s expensive. But you’ll have to keep it on the
down-low, or else the fuckers will sell off my corpse

I sat up to take a better look at him. His gentle eyes and

He Te, 100 g Hikoau panime npo ne He aymana. Iy 3aBxau OyB y
Oirax, iHO/i 3HMKAIOUHM HA KibKa JHIB. Y HOYi, KoM BiH OyB 3i MHOMW, Iy
MajaB BiJl BUCHAaXEHHs, SK 3iB'sja Xpu3aHTeMa. Y TIOBITPI BHCUIO
HEBUCIIOBIICHE MMUTaHHA. A 110, SIKIIO BiH MOMpE Mepimum?

S Bupimmia, mo SKIIO 10 IbOTO Aiiae, s Mgy 3a HUM. Ale 110
CTaHEThCS 3 HAIIMMH TiTaMu, JymMana si. Xto O mpo Hac noabas? JlepkaBHuiA
ciryx00BeIb, MaOyTh, 3a0paB O HAC 1 YTUITI3yBaB, HE 3aMHCIIOIYNCH PO
T€, IKMM OYJI0 HaIlle )KUTTS, [II0 MU O3HAYAJIN OJTHE JUIS OHOTO, SIKi CIIOTain
Oynu BuKapOyBaHi Ha HalIii mKipi. BoHn mpocTo ciansaTs Hac, SIK JOPOKHIX
TpymiB. 3HUKHYTh — OCh TaK MPOCTO. 51 MOrJIa 3MUPUTHCS 3 TAKUM KiHLIEM
ns cebe, ane ue 1 Iy, SI noBunHa Gysa CXOBAaTH WOTO TiJO, MEPII HiXK
MMOKIHYUTHU 3 CO00F0; 11e OYB Miil IEpErITHYTHH TUIaH.

Sl BigMoBHIacd 3alMKIIOBATUCS HA LUX MNOXMYpUX AyMKax. A
OJIHOTO JIHS, KOJIU MM XOBAJIUCSl B MIOKUHYTOMY OYyJIMHKY, IIOHIBEYEHOMY 1
PO3KOJIOTOMY, Haye CTapuii 1y0, ypakeHui OJIMCKaBKOO, ['y 3aroBOpHUB Mpo
cMepTh. Jlexxaun Ha 00111, BiH IPUTATHYB MEHE 0 ceoe.

— Tu romonua? Sl moxuraia rojJoBOIO.

— Twu Brommnacs? S kuBHyma.

— Ty nnakana Ha TOXOpPOHaX CBO€T TITKU? S mpomMoByaa.

— Xouer i BigBinaTu?

I'y He 6yi0 Topy4, Koju BoHa ToMepiia. 51 oOpaxaacs Ha HbOTO 3a
11e, aJie 3pEITOI0 BUPIIINIIA HE TpPUMaTH Ha Hboro 311a. [1{o Oy1o, Te MunyIO,
BUpIIINIIA 5.

— II{o 1 Oynemm podutH, konu g nompy? Bin camoro nuTaHHs MeHi
3aXO0TUIOCS MJIaKaTu. SIK AKOPCTOKO 3 HOro OOKY 3aMUTYyBaTH PO TaKe.

— S 3anuury To61 AOCTaTHRO TpolleH, 11100 KpeMyBaTu abo MoXoBaTH
MeHe. BUSBIIS€THCS, HaBITH IOMEPTH JOPOTO KOIITY€E. AJie TH TOBHHHA
TPUMAaTH LI€ B TAEMHHMIII, 1HAKIIIE 111 YPOAU IPOAAAyTh MOE TLIO.

S migBenacs, u1o0 kpartie #oro po3auBuTUcs. Moro HiXHI 04l 1 TapHUA



handsome nose, his cute ears. His dry, flaky skin that I longed to
lick clean. His sad pecs, nice bum and rail-thin legs. I caressed him
all over. How could I ever burn or bury such a beautiful body? How
could I let that happen?

— I won’t be able to do it, so please don’t die before me.

— I feel the same, Dam. But it will happen one day. Should
I just disappear and die by myself? Would that be better?

— That’s the worst thing you could do. Why don’t we
shelve this conversation and focus on everything we want to do
together while we’re still here? Once we’re feeling better, we’ll joke
about the morbid stuff and laugh off death like it’s nothing.

As I lay back down, Gu spoke again.
— If'you die before me, I will eat you.

I take back what I said about hiding his body before killing
myself. A ridiculous idea that could only make sense while Gu was
still alive. Hide him where? I couldn’t even keep him safe in life.
And suicide? Idiotic. No, I have a better plan. I will eat you, Gu. I
will eat you and live for an extraordinarily long time. I will outlive
those who treated us as less than human. Even as they grow old, fall
ill, die— until they are long forgotten and their bodies disintegrate
into nothingness— I will live. I will carry your remains with me to
the very end of time. You will die only when I die. I won’t follow
you into death; I will have you follow me.

I won’t watch you disappear. I will live. I will live to
remember you.

Before I met my aunt, I lived with my grandfather. When
he passed away, she gave up her life as a Buddhist nun in a
mountain-top temple and came down to meet me. Neither of us
knew of the other’s existence; his death brought us together. So the

Hic, #ioro Muui Byxa. Moro cyxa, Tyckara IIKipa, SKy 5 TAK XOTiJIa BUIN3aTH
nouncra. Moro cymui rpyau, rapauii 3ax i Xyai Horu. S nectuia Horo 1o
BCbOMY TiTy. SIK s MOTJIa ciajiuTé 260 MOXOBATH Take MpekpacHe Tio? Sk
s1 MOTJIa JO3BOJIMTH, 11100 1€ CTAJIOCS?

— 51 He 3MOKY LIbOTO 3pOOUTH, TOMY, OyIb JIacKa, HE BMHpal paHilie
3a MEHe.

— S BiguyBaro Te came, [leM. Aje ofHOTO JTHA 1€ CTaHEThesa. Moxke,
MEHi MPOCTO 3HUKHYTH 1 moMepTH HaoauHIi? Yu Oyio 6 e kpame?

— Ile Hairipmre, mo TH MOXeml 3poOuTH. JlaBail BiIKJIaIeMoO IO
PO3MOBY 1 30C€peMMOCS Ha BCbOMY, III0 MH XOYE€MO 3POOUTH pa3oM, TOKU
Mmu e TyT. Konu Ham cTane kpaiie, Mu OyZeMo kapTyBaTu PO MOTOPOIIIHI
pedi 1 cMiATHCS HAJl CMEPTIO, HIOW 1ie HIMIO.

Kouu 51 npuitsiriia, I'y 3HOBY 3aroBOpHB.
— SIK1o TM moMpenI paHimie 3a MeHe, 5 3'iM Teoe.

S 6epy Ha3a CBOI CiIOBa MPO Te, 10 CXOBAKO MOTO TLIO, a MOTIM BO'tO
cebe. Lle Oyna Ge3rnysna imes, ska Mana ceHc, ko 'y Oy mie xkuBuil. [le
s ioro cxoBaro? Sl HaBITh HE 3MOTJIa 3aXUCTUTH HOTO, KOJIM BiH OYB KUBU.
A camory6etBo? Imiotusm. Hi, y Mene € kpamuii mwian. S 3'im tebe, Ty. S
3'iM Te6e 1 Oyay JKUTH Ha/J3BUYAMHO J0Bro. S mepexuBy THX, XTO CTaBUBCSA
710 Hac TipIe, Hix 70 JoAei. HaBiTh KoM BOHM MOCTapitoTh, 3aXBOPIIOTH,
MIOMPYTh — JJOKH IIPO HUX HE 3a0yAyTh 1 IXHI TiJIa HE PO3KJIaJal0THCS B HIILIO
— s Oyny kuTd. S OyTy HOCUTH TBOi OCTaHKH 3 cO00I0 A0 KiHIs yaciB. Tu
MOMpEUI TUIbKHU TO/1, KOJIU TOMpY 4. 5 He Ty 32 TOOOI0 B CMEPTb; 5 3MYIITY
Tebe MIiTH 32 MHOIO.

51 He Oyny nuBuUTHCA, SIK TH 3HUKaeml. S Oyay >xutu. XXurtu, 1o
nam'sratu Teode.

Jlo Toro, sK s mo3HaloMuIIacs 31 CBOEIO TITKOIO, s JKHJIA 3 JiTyCeM.
Komu BiH momep, BOHAa MOKUHYJIA CBOE JKUTTS Oy11HChKOT YEpHUIIl B Xpami
Ha BEPIINHI TOpH 1 criycTuiIacs, mod nosHaioMuTcs 3i MHoOt0. J)KoHa 3 Hac
HE 3HaJIa IPO ICHYBaHHSI 1HINIOI; HOTO cCMePTh 30sm3mina Hac. OTxke, TiITKa He



aunt hadn’t known she was an aunt, and the niece hadn’t known she
was a niece.

Auntie had no idea how I came into the world, or how I
ended up living with my grandfather. Neither did I. Grandpa took
his secret to the grave. I think he had meant to say something to
someone, but death took him by surprise. So both Auntie and I
remained in the dark. We got by on our wits, without knowing the
basic facts and oblivious to our own ignorance. Some secrets are
better left undiscovered. Thinking too much only messes with you
and brings on headaches. You might end up questioning your entire
existence.

After leaving the temple, Auntie got a job assembling
products in buildings made from shipping containers.

— What did you make today?

— I ' made sounds. This meant she’d made speakers.

— What about today?

— Scents. Air-fresheners, obviously.

— And today?

— I made beauty. Hand mirrors. It took me a while to get
that one.

— What about this time?

— I made darkness. Light bulbs. This one too I didn’t
understand. I pressed her about this ‘darkness’, wanting to know
what she meant, until she finally snapped at me. I burst into tears.

— Is it so sinful to not know something?

— Sometimes what you need is time, not an easy answer.
The things you don’t understand now will start to make sense in
time. Ignorance isn’t a sin, but impatience can be.

Stunned, I fired back:

— What if I dropped dead right this second? I’d die without
knowing! Her eyes widened in shock. We fell into a loud silence,

3HaJjia, 110 BOHa TiTKa, a HJ'IeMiHHI/II_IH HEC 3HaJia, IO BOHA HJ'ICMiHHI/IHH.

TiTka He Mana ysBICHHS, SIK s 3'IBUJIACS HA CBIT 1 SIK OIIMHUJIACS JKUTH
3 migycem. S tex He 3Hana. [limych 3a0paB CBOIO TAaEMHHIIO 3 COOOIO B
Morwmity. Jlymaro, BiH MaB Hamip KOMYCh HIOCh PO3IOBICTH, alleé CMEPTh
3acTajga Moro 3HeHarbka. TOX 1 TITKA, 1 S 3aJIMIIAINCS B HEBiJaHHI. Mu
YKUJIH, TIOKJIAJIAal0YMCh Ha CBOIO KMITJIUBICTh, HE 3HAIOYM OCHOBHHX (DaKTiB 1
HE YCBIJIOMJIIOIOYH CBO€1 BJIAacHOI HeoOi3HAHOCTI. Jleski TaeMHHMIII Kparie
3aJMIIUTH HEPO3KPUTHUMH. 3aHaATO OaraTto IyMaTH TUIBKH 3arulyTye i
BUKITUKAE TOJIOBHUN Oib. MOXKHA B pe3ysbTaTi MOCTAaBUTH IIiJl CyMHIB BCE
CBO€ iICHYBaHHS.

ITicns Toro, ik TiTKa MOKMHYJIA XpaM, BOHA BJalITyBauacs Ha poOoTy,
30uparoun BUPOOH B OYIIBIISAX, 3p00JICHUX 3 MOPCHKUX KOHTEHHEPIB.

— o ¢ 3poOuia cboroiHi?

— S 3po6uia 3Byku. Lle o3navasno, 1mo BoHa 3poduiia JUHAMIKH.

— A cboroaHi?

— Apomaru. O4eBHIHO, OCBIKYBaul OBITPS.

— A cboroaHi?

— S 3pobuna kpacy. Pyuni n3epkana. MeHi 3Ha1o0MBCs 1eKHil yac,
11100 1€ 3pO3yMITH.

— A 1poro pazy?

— 51 3poOuna tempsaBy. Jlamnouku. L{poro s Texx He 3po3ymina. S
HaroJsiraja Ha MOsSICHeHHI 1IbOTo "TeMpsABH', XOTija 3HATH, 1[0 BOHA MaJyia
Ha yBa3i, IOKM BOHA HapelITi He TPUMHYJA HAa MeHe. S po3miakanacs. —
Uu Tak rpiliHo HE 3HaTH YOTOCh?

— IHoni T061 moTpibeH yac, a He MPOcTa BIAMOBIAb. Te, 4oro TH 3apa3
HE pO3yMI€ll, 3 4acoM cTaHe 3po3yMutuM. He3naHHs — 11e He rpiX, a och
HEeTepIUIAYICTh — MOXe OyTH.

Oueneniena, s BiAnoBiia:

— A 110, K0U s BIlana MepTBOIO IpsMo 3apa3? S 6 momepiia, Tak i He
nisHaBmucs! Ii odi posmmpummcs Bif moguBy. Mu 3aHYpHINCS B Ty4HY
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probably thinking of Grandpa who symbolised death for us.
— Let’s not do this, Dam.

She sighed and turned away, but I wanted to keep talking.
Conversation was my only outlet and means of expressing my love
for her. Back then, Auntie was the only person I loved. I poured all
my affection into her hoping for the same in return, but she was
always working. Putting food on the table was how she expressed
her love.

To suffer is to experience physical or emotional pain. There
can be no love without suffering.

Gu and I were in the same class for two years. I have no
memory of our first year together, but when we turned nine, Gu
began bullying me. He would steal my backpack, pull my hair, fling
my school slippers across the classroom, scribble all over my
notebooks and kick my chair. The torment was all physical; he
never said a single word. If our paths crossed on the days I got a
maths problem wrong or got left out, the days I watched the clouds
bloom like flowers across a clear blue sky, I would quietly let a few
tears fall. One day, Gu caught me crying and scowled. He fixed his
gaze on me or something behind me, who knows, and then muttered
something indecipherable. Was it ‘fuck off’, “for real’, ‘stop it’, or
‘sorry’? I spent the entire day micro-analysing those two syllables.

I didn’t hate Gu, my little tormentor.

I was just a little resentful.

A part of me longed to say something, but I could scarcely
meet his eyes, let alone say his name. When he pulled my hair, I
looked at him from the corner of my eye; when he flicked my eraser
off the desk, I stole another glance; and when he kicked my chair, I
simply watched him walk away. We turned ten without having ever

THUIIY, MaOyTh, AYMAO4H PO JiAYCs, SKHIA JJIs1 HAC CHMBOJII3yBaB CMEPTh.
— JlaBaii He Oyaemo 1bporo pooutu, lam.

Bona 3iTxHyna 1 BigBepHYyJIacs, ajie 51 XOTija MPOI0BKYBAaTH PO3MOBY.
Po3moBa Oyiia MOiM €IMHUM BHXOJOM 1 32CO00M BUPA3UTH CBOIO JIIOOOB 110
nei. Toxi TiTka Oyrna €MHOIO JIFOIUHOIO, SIKY s Jro0mia. S Bkianana y Hel
BCIO CBOIO JIFOOOB, CIIO/IIBAIOYHCH HA TE CaM€ y BiJMOBi/Ib, ajie BOHA 3aBXKAH
npaitoBaiga. BoHa BHCIOBIIOBaJIa CBOKO JIFOOOB THM, IO CTaBMJIAa DKy Ha
CTLJI.

Crpaxxaatu — 11e BimayBaTH (izuanuii abo emouiitHuii 6i1b. He moxe
OyTH KOXaHHS 0€3 CTpaXkJ1aHb.

Iy i s 1Ba POKM BYMIIKCS B OJHOMY Kiaci. Sl He mam'sTaro HaNIoro
HEPIIOro POKY HABYAHHS, aje KOJM HaM BUIIOBHWJIOCS JIEB'ATh, [y 104aB 3
MEHE 3HyIIaTUCh. BiH KpaB Mil plOK3akK, TSAraB MEHe 3a BOJIOCCS, KUAAB MOi
IIKUIBHI Kamili 1o KJIacy, MUCaB M0 MOiX 30IIKWTax 1 MUHAB Mo€ Kpicio. Lle
Oyny BUKIIOYHO (i3UYHI TOPTYPH; BIH HIKOJIM HE MPOMOBIISB Hi CIIOBA.
Sxmo Ham OUIIXM TEpPeTMHAIUCS B Ti JHI, KOJMM 5 HEMPaBHIBHO
BHpillyBajia 3a/1a4y 3 MaTeMaTUKU a00 MEHE 3aIMIIalid OCTOPOHb, B Ti JHI,
KOMM s JUBHWIIACS, SIK XMapH pPO3KBITalOTh, Haye KBITH, HAa YHUCTOMY
OnakuTHOMY HEOI, 1 THXO MpoJMBaia Kinbka cii3. Onauoro aus 'y mo6auus,
SK 5 1Jady, 1 HaxMypHBcsl. BiH nuBuBCsS Ha MeHe abo Ha IIOCh 32 MOEIO
CIMHOIO, XTO 3HAa€, a MOTIM MPoOypMOTIB I10Ch He3pozymise. Uu Oyno ue
“3aBanuch”’, “cepio3Ho”, “npunuHu’ abo “Bubau”? S mpoBena Bech JEHb,
peTenbHO aHaJI3yI0uH 11l 1Ba CKIIAIH.

51 ne nenasuaina I'y, MOro MaJleHbKOTO KPHMBIHHKA.

S npocTo Tpoxu obpaxanacs.

YactrHa MEHE MparHyJia mochk CKa3aTH, ajie s JeJBe MOTJIa JUBUTHCS
oMy B 0d4i, HE KaXXy4dd BXKe MPO Te, 00 BUMOBHUTH Horo im's. Komnu Bin
TATHYB MEHE 3a BOJIOCCS, Sl TUBMIIACS HA HHOT'O KPAaEM OKa; KOJIM BiH CKUHYB
MOIO TYMKY 31 CTOMY, s 3HOBY IOTJISIHYJIa HA HOTO; a KOJHU BiH IITOBXHYB
MO€E Kpiclio, s TPOCTO JUBWIACS, SK BiH BIIXOAUTh. MU JTOCATIH
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called each other by name. Gu lived less than ten minutes from me,
meaning that we walked the same streets, swung on the same
swings, soaked at the same bathhouse. Yet we rarely crossed paths
outside of school. Still, I would look around, hoping to see him,
only to feel an unfamiliar disappointment gnawing at my heart. One
afternoon, by some twist of fate, I called in sick on the very day he
too decided to skip school. We finally ran into each other in an
empty alley, stopping in our tracks and smiling awkwardly.

— Why are you here?

— Why are you here? Despite the interrogation, we were
secretly thrilled.

Of course, this wasn’t our first encounter.

Neither of us recalled how we first met at eight years old,
but we treasured our memory of the first time we called each other
by name. | remember every detail: the languid sunlight of midday,
the lilac-laced breeze swirling around us, Gu’s blue work jacket
smelling faintly of coal briquettes. Why are you here? he had asked,
wiping his palms on his trousers and kicking the ground as if trying
to unearth my answer. From then on, I found room in my heart for
Gu and began to love him just as I loved Auntie. And they loved
sharing my love. Back then Auntie was making summer. [
remember her telling me so. What summer meant, I’ve forgotten.

We became inseparable, indulging in sugar together day
and night. I went to Dam’s house almost every day after school.
Without the pocket money to fund an afternoon snack, she would
retrieve a bag of white sugar from the cupboard and carefully tip
some into my cupped hands. Then we would sit against the kitchen
sink, licking sugar off the tips of our moistened index fingers.

— What if your aunt finds out?

JECATUPIYHOrO BiKY, HIKOJIM HE HA3MBAKOUU OJUH OJHOTrO 1o imMeHi. I'y xuB
MEHII HDK 3a IECITh XBWIHH BiJ MeHE, TOOTO MM XOIWIA THUMH CaMHMU
BYJIMISIMH, TOMJAIMCA Ha TUX CaMUX TOWJAJKax, Kymajaucs B Tid camiit
na3ui. [Ipore mMu piako 3ycTpidanucs mo3a IMIKOJOK. TUM HE MEHIN, o
o3upasacs, CroAiBalourch MOOAYNTH HOT0, ajie BiuyBaa Jullle He3HalioMe
po34apyBaHHsI, sIKe TPU3NI0 MOe cepie. OgHOro JHS, 32 JUBHHM 30irom
o0OcTaBuH, 5 MOA3BOHMIIA 1 MMOBIIOMHUJIA, IO 3aXBOpijia, caMe B TOW JICHb,
KOJIM BiH TEX BHPIIIMB MHPOTYISATH HIKOTY. MM HapemTi 3ycTpiuTucs B
MIOPOKHHOMY MPOBYJIIKY, 3YIIUHUIHUCS 1 HE3PYUHO MOCMIXHYIIHCS.

— Yomy 11 TYT?

— Yomy mu TyT?

He3Bakarouu Ha TOMHT, MU TAEMHO PaJIiIIH.

3BUyYaiiHo, 11e OyJia He Halla Mmepiia 3yCcTpid.

XKonen 3 Hac He mam'sITaB, sIK MU BIEPIIE 3yCTPUTUCS y Billl BOCBMH
POKiB, ajie MU OEpeKHO 30epiraiu Crorajy Mpo TOM MOMEHT, KOJIU BIIEpIIIe
Ha3BaJu OJMH OJHOTO MO iMeHi. I mamM'ATal0 KOXHY JeTallb: MIISIBE
MOJTyICHHE COHIlE, Oy3KOBUI BiTepelb, 1[0 KPYXKJISB HAaBKOJO HAc, CUHS
pobGoua kyptka Iy, sika cnabo maxia ByriibHUMHU OpukeTamu. YoMy TH TyT?
— 3allUTaB BiH, BUTHPAIOYM JIOJOHI 00 IITaHM 1 KOMAalO4yH 3eMJI0, HiOU
HaMararouuch BIIITYKAaTH MO0 BIJIMOBI/Ib. 3 TOTO Yacy s 3HAUIIIA B CBOEMY
cepui micue s I'y i movana no0UTH HOro Tak camo, K JTo0uIa TiTKy. A
BOHU JIOOWJIM AUTATHCS MO€i0 JoOoB't0. Toxi TiTka rortyBama mito. Sl
nam's[Taro, K BOHa MeHi Ipo 1ie po3nosigana. lllo o3Havano jiito, s Bxke
3a0yra.

Mu cranu HEpO3NTyYHUMH, pa3oM Jacylouyd I[yKpoM JAeHb 1 Hid. S
xomuB A0 Jlam maibke monHs micng mkond. He MaiouM KHUIIEHbKOBUX
rpoiiel Ha micis0011HINA MepeKyc, BOHA JiicTaBajia 3 madu Mnaker Ou1oro
HyKpy 1 obepexxHo Hacunana Woro B Moi fojoHi. [TotiMm Mu ciganu Oins
KYXOHHOT MMMKHM 1 3JIM3yBaJM LYKOp 3 KIHUMKIB HAalIUX 3BOJIOKEHUX
BKa31BHUX MAJIBIB.

— A 110, SKIIIO TBOA TiTKA Ai3HAECTHCA?
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— Just say we got the hiccups. Dam always had an answer.

Again and again we dipped our fingers into the sugar, until
the day Dam bought us ice cream with money she’d found in her
aunt’s trouser pocket. I didn’t ask if she had permission to go
through her aunt’s closet. I instinctively knew we were stealing and
didn’t want to embarrass her, but what if her aunt eventually caught
on? Should I confess my part, or play dumb? I felt sick just thinking
about it, and I didn’t have the heart to stop Dam.

The last thing I wanted was for her to feel bad. Dam wasn’t
a bad kid. She was my favourite person in the world, and I loved
spending time with her. I wanted to do whatever she did, go
wherever she went. I wanted us to be together without the labels of
‘good’ or ‘bad’, ‘right’ and ‘wrong’ without deciding who was the
better person.

Once a day we rifled through her aunt’s closet for loose
cash. We were easily excited and easily disappointed. One time, |
struck gold before Dam. She studied the note in my hand.

— Put it back. I’ll do it myself.

— It doesn’t matter who does it. It’s still stealing. I’d never
called it stealing before, and I instantly regretted it.

— Right. So don’t do it.

— Why?

— I just don’t want you to.

— So you can but I can’t? We locked eyes.

— I’ll do it for us both.

— I don’t want you doing anything I shouldn’t do.

Dam snatched the banknote from my unsuspecting hand
and returned it to the jacket.

For a moment she glared at the pocket or sleeve, who
knows. I wiped my sweaty palms on my thighs before awkwardly
reaching for her hand.

— IIpocTo ckaxwu, 10 y Hac TuKaBKa. Jlam 3aBxa1u Maja BiIIOBIIb.

M 3HOBY i 3HOBY 3aHYPIOBAJIU HAJIBII B IIYKOP, aX TOKH OJHOTO JTHS
Jlam He Kynuiia HaM MOPO3WMBO Ha TPOIIi, K1 3HAWIIA B KHUIIICHI IITaHIB
CBOE€1 TITKU. Sl HE MUTaB, YK Majla BOHA JI03BUI mepebupaT pedi B madi
TITKH. $1 IHCTUHKTUBHO PO3yMiB, III0 MU KPaJe€MO, 1 HEe XOTIB ii COpPOMUTH,
aJie 1o, fAK ii TITKa 3pelToro Ai3HaeTbesa? UM ciig MeHi 313HaTUCs y CBOIH
MPUYETHOCTI, YM BJIaBaTH, III0 HIYOTO HE 3Ha0? MeEHi cTaBajo MOraHo Bif
OJTHIET JYMKH TIPO TIe, 1 S HE MaB cepllsd 3ynuHsaTH Jam.
OcTtanHe, 4Oro s XOTiB, IIe 100 BOHA ModvyBaiacs mnoraHo. /lam e
OyJa moraHow JUTHHOI. BoHa Oyiia MO€EIO yIT0OICHOIO JIFOIUHOO Y CBITI,
1 s MOOWB MPOBOAMTH 3 HEro 4yac. SI XOoTiB poOUTH BCe, IO poOMIa BOHA,
XOJIUTH TyJH, KyJI1 X0Auja BoHa. S XOTiB, o0 MU OyJiu pa3om 0e3 sIpIIUKiB
“nobporo” um ‘“‘moraHoro”, “NpaBUJIBLHOTO” YW ‘“‘HENpaBHIBHOIO”, 0€3
BU3HAYCHHS, XTO 3 HAC Kpalla JIIOHA.

Pa3 Ha nenp mu obmrykyBanu mady ii TITKM B MOIIyKax TOTIBKU. Mu
JIETKO 3aXOIUTIOBAIIUCS 1 JIETKO po3dapoByBanucs. OHOro pa3y s 3HaiIIOB
30510TO paHimie 3a /Jlam. Bona BuBumnia kymtopy B Moilt pyui. — I[okmaau it
Hazaj. S cama e 3po0o.

— He mae 3Ha4enHs1, XTo 11e poouTs. Lle Bce o1HO Kpaaikka. S Hikoan
paHillle He Ha3UBaB 11€ KPaJI’KKOIO 1 MUTTEBO IOIIKOIYBaB PO II€.

— IIpaBunbHo. Tomai HE poOu BOTO.

— Yomy?

— Sl mpocTo He xouy, 100 TH 11e POOUB.

— To i Mo3xer, a 1 He MOXXY? Mu TUBUIMCS OJTUH OJHOMY B OYi.

— S 3po6utro 1€ 3a Hac 000X.

— S He xouy, 1100 TH POOHB T€, YOTO HE MOBUHHA POOUTH S1.

Jlam Buxonuia OaHKHOTY 3 MO€i HIYOTO HE MiJ03pIOI0YO0l PYKH 1
IOKJIaza 11 Ha3aJ y KUIICHIO KyPTKU.

Ha MuTh BOHa Tpi3HO MOTJISHYJ A HAa KUIIEHIO Y1 PYKaB, XTO 3Ha€E. 51
BUTEp MiTHI JOJOHI 00 CTeTHA, a MOTIM He3rpabHO MPOCTIATHYB PYKY 10 HEl.

Mu yekany HaCTaHHS HOYI, JIEXKAYH TTOPYY, a HAIIl MUTYHKH OypJain
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We waited for nightfall lying side by side, our stomachs
rumbling in protest. Before long, Dam’s aunt would return from
work. Or my mum would call, summoning me back to my own
home.

The night came slowly, as if the last of the light was
scrutinising us, putting us to the test. We were in our twenties when
I brought up our childhood habit of theft.

— Honestly, I hated lying to Auntie. I felt worse for acting
innocent than the actual stealing. Silence settled between us.

Dam looked sad, probably remembering her aunt. My mind
drifted to Noma. Maybe Dam was remembering him too. After
Noma left us, we never spoke his name again. Maybe we just
couldn’t. I wanted to ask Dam if she thought we were partly to
blame. But had she asked me the question ... I wouldn’t have
known what to say. So I couldn’t bring myself to ask her. Maybe, I
thought, I’'ll find out when I die. Maybe all those questions will
finally find answers. But what do I know, really? Turns out we’re
as clueless in death as in life. The only difference is the dead don’t
agonise over the unknown. They know to leave some things alone.
If Dam asked me now, about Noma, I’d tell her it wasn’t our fault.
I’d try to ease her suffering.

The summer I turned nineteen, I stole again. A T-shirt from
the neighbour’s clothes line. It was white, with the red Levi’s logo
emblazoned across the chest, a stretched-out collar and yellowed
armpits. I wanted it worn-in, to look like someone who had grown
up in designer brands. I envied people who treated expensive
clothes like leisurewear. That was the only thing I ever stole. Yet I
somehow found myself buried in debt, owing money I’d never seen
or touched. I tried running and ended up here. A realm of
nothingness. A formless void without field, sea, sky —and yet, I can

Ha 3Hak mpotecty. He3abapom TiTka Jlamu Mayia moBEpHYTHCS 3 POOOTH.
A60 Mos Mmama 3arenedoHye, o0 BUKINKATA MEHE JI0I0MY.

Hiu nacTtaBana moBUIBHO, HIOM OCTaHHI MPOMEHI CBITJA MHJIBHO
JTMBHIINCS Ha HAc, BUMpPoOOBYoun Hac. Ham Oyrno mo ABausTh, KOMU A
3rajiaB nIpo Hally AUTSAYY 3BUUKY KPacTH.

— UYecHo kaxXyuu, s HEHaBHIB Opexartu TiTmi. Meni OyIo ripiie Bifg
TOT0, IO 5 BIaBaB HEBUHHOTO, HIXK Bil caMoro (hakTy KpaaiKku. Mixk HaMu
3arana THIIa.

Jam BuriIsgana cyMHow0, MabyTb, 3raayl0du CBOIO TiTKY. Moi 1yMKu
nonuaym 10 Homu. MoximBo, Jlam Tex 3ramyBana ioro. [licis Toro, sk
Howma nokunyB Hac, My OIIbIIIE HIKOJIM HE 3ralyBajid HOro iMm's. MoXIuBo,
MU TpocTo He MOTiH. S XoTiB 3amurtaté lam, 4u BBakae BOHA, II0 MU
YacTKOBO BHHHI. AJle SKOH BOHA 3a/1ajia MEHI 1€ MUTaHH... 51 0 He 3HaB, 1110
BiAmoBicTH. ToMy s HE HaBaKUBCS 3amUTaTH ii. MOXIHBO, TOyMaB s, 5
J3HAIOCS, KOJIM MOMpY. MOKJIMBO, BCi LI NMUTAHHS HapelTi 3HalxyTh
BIAMOBI1. AJie IO 51 HACTIpaB/i 3Hat0? BUSBISIETHCS, Y CMEPTI MU TaK CaMoO
0e3mopajHi, SK 1 B )KUTTI. €IMHA PI3HULA B TOMY, 110 MEPTBI HE My4aTbCs
HEB1IOMICTIO. BOHUM 3HAI0TH, 10 JAESIKI pedl Kpaile 3aJUIIUTH B CIOKOI.
Sx6u Jlam 3anutana meHe 3apa3 npo Homy, s1 6 cka3zas ill, 110 11e He Haia
BUHA. 5] 6 cripoOyBaB MOJETUINTH ii CTpaskJaHHS.

Toro nita, KOIM MEHI BUIIOBHUJIOCS JAEB'SITHAILATh, S 3HOBY BKpaB.
@yTtbonky 3 cyciachkoi OinmM3HAHOI MOTy3ku. Bona Oyna Oinoro, 3
YepBOHUM JIoroTHNoM Levi's Ha Tpynsx, 3 pO3TATHYTUM KOMIpOM 1
MOKOBKIMMHU TaxBamu. S XoTiB, mo0 BoHa Oyja 3HOIIEHOIO, W00
BUTIISZATH SIK JIFOJIMHA, SIKa BHPOCTA B JAW3aifHEPChKOMY osi3i. S 3a3mpuB
JIOMSIM, SIKI CTAaBUJIMCS JIO JOPOTOTO OJIATY SIK JI0 MOBCSAKAeHHOTO. Lle Oyna
€/IMHA piY, Ky s KOJIu-HeOy b BKpaB. [IpoTte s axoch onuHuBCS B Ooprax,
BUHHUM T'POIll, IKUX HIKOJIH He OauuB 1 He TOpkaBcs. S cnpoOyBaB BTEKTH
1 onuHUBCA TYT. Y mapctsi Hidoro. besdopmeniit mopoxxkueui 0e3 mouis,
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feel you. With every cell of me. I feel you, right here, but you are
not here. Or maybe I’m not here? But I am. I am here, and so are
you. And I am also not here, and neither are you. Dam is here. And
here is a world without Dam.

As the dark began to lift into the blue of dawn, I hailed a
cab with Gu on my back. I kept an eye on the driver, making a show
of attempting to wake Gu and sighing audibly. He played his part
as a drunk passed out against me. I feared the driver might offer to
help carry Gu to the front door, but naturally, he did not. After
placing Gu inside our room, I set water to boil. I dragged a large
plastic basin in from the backyard and scrubbed it clean. On colder
days, Gu and I used to fill it with warm water and bathe together.
We nestled, tenderly tracing each other’s backs and marvelling at
the clouds of white steam blooming from our heads, shoulders and
fingers.

— What if our bodies evaporate into thin air, like in that
legend?

— There’s a legend like that?

— Isn’t there? Well, we can always make one. The water
would soon cool, leaving us shivering and our teeth chattering
again.

Ever so gently, I undressed Gu and placed him in the basin.
I, too, entered bare. Slowly, I washed him. And as I did, I held him.
I feared I would scar him, with even the lightest touch dimpling his
skin. I changed the water multiple times and rinsed him clean before
patting him dry. I lay him flat and swabbed every inch of him with
rubbing alcohol — the insides of his mouth, his nostrils, his belly
button, all of'it. I clipped his fingernails and toenails, and then swept
the clippings into my mouth. I combed his hair and swallowed the
strands that fell out. There was even less left of my little Gu now. I
sat against the wall and looked at him. His body like a dimming

Mopsi, Heba — 1 Bce Xk s BimuyBaro Tede. KokHOI KIIITUHKOIO CBOTO Tina. S
BiquyBaro Tebe, MpsAMO TyT, aje Tebe TyT Hemae. A MOXe, 1€ MEHE TyT
Hemae? Ane s TyT. S TyT, 1 TH Tex. | MeHe TyT Hemae, 1 Tebe Tex. Jlam TyT.
A TyT cBit 6€3 [lam.

Konu TempsiBa mouvana po3citoBaTuCs 1 3'IBUIIOCS OJakUTHE HEOO
CBITaHKY, 1 BUKJIMKAJIA TaKci, TpuMarodu 'y Ha crivni. S crexxuiia 3a BOieM,
pOOJIUM BUIIIAL, IO HaMararcs po30oyauty Iy, i rogocHo 3irxaroun. Bin
rpaB CBOIO POJIb I'STHHUIIL, 1[0 3HEMPUTOMHIB Ha MeHi. S moOoroBanacs, 1o
BOJIiH 3aIPOIOHY€ JONOMOITH HecTH Iy 10 BXiOHUX JIBEpEH, aie, 3BicHO,
BiH nporo He 3po6uB. Iloknapum Iy B Hamiii KiMHaTi, s HOCTaBMJIA
KHUIT'SITUTA BOMY. S MPUTATHYNA BENMKY IUIACTUKOBY MHUCKY 3 3aJHBOTO
nBopy i Bummna ii. V xonoaui aui Mu 3 'y HalOBHIOBaIHM 1i TEIUIOK BOIOI0
1 Kynaynucs pa3oM. MU NPHUTHCKAIUCSA OJHE 10 OJHOTO, HLKHO TIIaJsS4d
CIIMHH OJIHE OJTHOTO 1 TUBYIOYHCH OLTMM XMapaMm IapH, IO ITiTHIMAaIHCS 3
HAIIIMX TOJIIB, IUIeYEH 1 MalbIliB.

— A 1110, SIKIIO Hallll TUIa BUNAPYIOTHCS B TOBITPS, SIK Y Till Jiereni?

— € Taka nerenna?
— A xi06a Hemae? Hy, Mu 3aBx1u MokeMo 11 BUrajiaTi. Bona msuako
OXOJIOJIKYBaJIacs, 1 MM 3HOBY TPEMTLIH 1 LIOKaJIN 3y0amu.

SI nyxe obGepexno posasrayna Iy i mokmama ioro B Tas. S Tex
yBiiinuia rojor. [loBueHO s ioro Muna. I nmpu npomy obiiimana #oro.
Oosmacs, 0 3aJIMIIy Ha HbOMY IIPAaMH, aJPKe HaBITh HAWIETMIUN TOTUK
3aJuIIaB Ha Moro mkipi BM'SITHHH. S KUIbKa pa3iB MiHsUIa BOJY 1 peTeIbHO
oOMuBasa ioro, a MOTIM BUTHpaa Hacyxo. S mokiana iHoro ropu3oHTaIbHO
1 IpoTepiIa KOXKEH CAaHTUMETP HOTO Tijla CHUPTOM — BHYTPIIIHIO YaCTHHY
poTa, Hi3/pi, MoK, Bce. Sl o0cTpuria ioMy HIrTi Ha pyKax 1 HOTax, a MoTiM
3acyHysla OOCTpW KEHI HITTI 10 pota. S posdecanma oMy Bosioccs 1
MPOKOBTHYJIA [TaCMa, 1110 BUMaIH. Bix Moro Manenbkoro 'y 3auimminocs mie
mene. $1 cima Gimst crinu i muBmIacst Ha Hporo. Moro Tino 6yi10 cxoxe Ha
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candle. No one can know. No one can know Gu died. They won’t
care. They won’t mourn his passing or remember his life, not for
even a second. Some of them might even say he’s better off. Say his
life was barely a life at all, that it was going nowhere. He had heard
it all when he was alive. I could not let him hear it again in death.
How could they say his death was for the best? How dare they? If
those loan sharks find out, they’ll try to sell him for parts, no doubt.
They’ll claim his corpse and sell it off like a slab of meat. Gu has to
stay alive in their minds. I’ll make those guys search and search for
him until they are driven insane. Why should I report his death? For
what purpose? For who? I can’t do it, not when he’s right here, right
in front of me, with this beautiful body that I can touch, that I can
hold. No one can know. No one cared about him anyway. They put
a price on his life, used him and discarded him, and then acted like
he never existed. How can someone who never existed cease to
exist? I can’t bury or burn his beautiful body. Gu is here. Right in
front of me.

We grew up at the same pace. [ loved how Gu was just like
me, neither taller nor shorter but experiencing the world from the
same vantage point. The way he would sit through my prattling,
occasionally nodding as he looked off into the distance, gave me
butterflies. It made the crown of my head tingle. We were twelve
when the bullying started.

— Eww, look at them holding hands! I heard they even kiss
and touch each other down there. We were immediately cast out.
No one wanted to talk or play with us, but they were happy to use
us like an X-rated comic passed around the school. The rumours
became increasingly bizarre. Allegedly, we drank, smoked, stole
from Gu’s parents, and when caught doing so, proceeded to set their
house on fire. When it was revealed that both his parents’ house and
store were still standing, the story was revised from ‘the house

sracarody cBiuky. Hixto He moxe 3uatu. Hixto He Moxe 3Harw, mo [y
nomep. Im Oyze Gaitnyxe. Bonu He GymyTh OIIaKyBaTH HOTO CMePTh i He
3rajlyBaTUMyTbh HOTO JKUTTS, HaBiTh HAa CEKyHy. J[eXTO 3 HUX MOKE HaBITh
CKa3aTH, 10 oMy Tak Kpaie. CKaxyTh, 110 HOT0 KHUTTS OYJI0 J€Ib KUTTIM,
110 BOHO HIKYJM He Beso. BiH 4yB 11e Bce, ko OyB *UBHH. Sl He Moria
JI03BOJIMTH, 100 BiH 4yB II€ 3HOBY HICJIsi CMEPTi. SIK BOHM MOXKYTbh CKa3aTH,
o Moro cmepTh Oyna Ha kpame? SIKk BoHM cwmitoTh? SIKmio i JuxBapi
J3HAIOTHCSI, BOHU, 0€3 CyMHIBY, CIpOOYIOTh MpOJATH HOTo Ha YaCTHUHH.
Bouu 3abepyth Horo Tpym i mpoaamyTh, sk mMmarok M'sca. [y mae
3aJMIIUTHCS )KUBUM Y TXHIX yMaX. Sl 3MyIIy IuX XJIOMIIiB IIYKATH 1 NIyKaTH
Horo, MOKMW BOHHM HE 300KEBOJIIOTh. YOMY s MOBHMHHA MOBIJOMIIATH MPO
fioro cmepth? 3 sikoro MeToro? st koro? S He MOXKY IBOTO 3pOOHUTH, KOJIH
BIH TYT, IPSAMO Mepejii MHOIO, 3 IIUM IPEKPaCHUM TIJIOM, K€ S MOXKY
TOpKaTHCS, sIKe 1 MOXKy oOiiimaru. HixTo He Moke 3HaTu. Bee omHO HIXTO
Ipo HbOTO He a0aB. BoHM oWiHMIAM HOro XWUTTS, BUKOPUCTAIU HOro 1
BHUKHWHYJIH, & IOTIM ITOBOJIMIIKCS TaK, HIOW BiH HIKOJIU HE iCHYBaB. SIk MOXe
JIOAMHA, sKa HIKOJM HE ICHyBasia, nepecTtaTH icHyBaTu? S He MOXY
MOXOBAaTU YM CHAJMTH HOro mpekpacHe Tino. I'y TyT. [IpsmMo nepemi MHOIO.

Mu pociu B oxHOMY Temii. Meni mogo6anocs, mo [y Oy Takuii
CaMuH, SIK 1 sI, HI BUIIUH, HI HUKYMMA, ajyie Oa4uB CBIT 3 TI€T )X TOUKHU 30py.
Te, sik BiH CHJIB 1 ClIyXaB MOi Oalayk, 4ac BijJ 4acy KUBAIOYHU TOJIOBOIO 1
JUBJISIYNCH y JTajediHb, BUKIUKAJIO Y MEHE TpereT. Bix mboro y MeHe ax
Mypamku nodirnum no rojosi. Ham Oyno JnBaHaauATh, KOMU MOYAJIUCH
3HYIIaHHS.

— @y, MOAUBITECS, BOHU TPUMAIOThCS 3a pyku! S uyna, mo BoHH
HaBITh IIUTYIOTBCS 1 TOPKAIOTHCS OJfHE OJHOTO TaM. Hac oapasy x BurHamm.
HixTo He XOTiB 3 HAMU PO3MOBIATH YU TPATHCS, ajie BOHU 3 PATICTIO
BHKOPUCTOBYBAJIM HAC SIK KOMIKC JUTS IOPOCIIHX, SIKAW TIepeIaBaIy 10 BCii
mkoni. YyTku craBanu nefani AuBHIMMH. HiOUTO MM NWiIH, Kypwiw,
kpamu y OaTekiB [y, a KomM Hac cmiliManu Ha IBOMY, ITiIHATHIA iXHiM
OoynuHok. Komu 3'scyBanocs, mo OyAMHOK 1 Mara3uH Horo 0aThbKiB BCeE IIIe
CTOATD, IcTOPis Oyna neperisiHyTa 3 "OyInHOK 3ropiB" Ha "OyIMHOK Maiixke
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burned down’ to ‘the house almost burned down’. In short, we had
at least attempted arson.

Gu and I stayed together through it all. The daily taunts
infuriated me, but never enough to stay away from my Gu. It wasn’t
until a big fight broke out between him and a bully, with the bully’s
older brother and friends getting involved, that the rumours reached
adult ears. Our form teacher and Gu’s parents, though fully aware
of the nature of our relationship, still interrogated us as if we were
dirty.

We had shared ladles of plum wine. We had pretended to
smoke with cigarette butts taken from a piled ashtray. We had stolen
money for ice cream.

We had slept beside each other countless times. As we stood
there blankly, hand in hand, neither confirming nor denying the
accusations, our teacher demanded that we let go. Or maybe it was
Gu’s mother, I can’t remember.

— You should be ashamed of yourselves. You’re too old to
be going around holding hands. It’s time you both started playing
with the other children.

Wait, weren’t we the ones being bullied? Did the adults just
take things at face value? If Gu hadn’t fought back, what would’ve
happened to us? How much bigger would the rumours have grown?

More importantly, why did Gu drop my hand at that very
moment? A wave of shame washed over me. Without his hand,
every rumour seemed to become true and taint our time together. It
was like giving in to the mockery. I felt scared and alone, as if
thrown naked into the middle of a crowded square. Then came the
anger.

What led up to the fist fight was more than just the teasing.
While on cleaning duty one day, I noticed Deoji sitting on the
windowsill, eyeing something. I followed his gaze to Dam, who was

sropiB". Koporme kaxydu, MU TNpUHAWUMHI CHOpoOyBadM IiANaTUTH
OYJIMHOK.

Iy i 1 3anMInanics pasoM MPOTATOM YChOro Iporo vacy. Lloxenni
3HYINAHHS PO3JIIOYYBAIM MEHE, alle HE HACTLIbKY, 100 o Bimikma Bix Iy.
Jlume micnst Benukoi OIMKM MK HHUM 1 XYJIIraHOM, B SIKY BTPYTHJIMCS
cTapimuii Opar XyJjira€a ta Horo Apysi, UyTKHM JIHIUIA 0 ByX AOPOCIHUX.
Ham xnacHuil kepiBHMK i Gatbku Iy, Xoua ¥ MOBHICTIO YCBiZOMIIIOBAIU
XapakTep HallMX CTOCYHKIB, BCE OIHO JONMHWTYBAIM HAc, HIOM MH OyiH
HEYHCTI.

Mu ninurcs 4eprakaMu CIIMBOBOTO BMHA. MU BIaBali, M0 KypUMO,
BUKOPHUCTOBYIOUYH HEAOMAIKY 3 HATTOBHEHO1 MOMUIbHUYKUA. MU Kpasu rpori
Ha MOPO3HUBO.

Mu He3niYeHHY KUTbKICTh pa3iB ciaiu Mopyd oJuH 3 ogHuM. Komu mu
CTOSTM TaM, TPUMAIOYHCh 32 PYKH, HE MIATBEPKYIOUH 1 HE 3amepeuyroun
3BHHYBau€HHS, HAlll BYUTENIb BUMAraB, 100 MU BiAMYCTUIM OJUH OJHOTO.
A moxe, e 6yna matu 'y, s Bxke He am'saTaro.

— Bam mae Oytu copomHo. Bu 3anaaTo mopocmi, 1mo0 XOauTH,
TpUMaro4uch 3a pyku. [lopa Bam 000oM novatu rpaTucs 3 IHIIMMHU JITbMHU.

3auekaiite, xi0a 1e He 3 Hac 3Hymwauuca? Yu gopociai HpocTo
CIIPUHHSIA Bee 3a uncTy MoHeTy? Sk6u I'y He naB Bizciu, mo 6 cranocs 3
Hamu? Hackuibku 6 nmomupuincs 4yTku?

A mie BaxnuBime, yomy I'y BiamycTus Mot pyKy came B TOW MOMEHT?
Mene oxonuiia XBWJISL cOpoMy. be3 Moro pykum KoKHa 4yTKa 3/1aBajacs
MpaBIMBOI0 1 TICyBajga Ham croiutbHUM dbac. lle Oymo sk migmatucs
rIy3yBaHHsAM. S| BiguyBaja cTpax 1 CaMOTHICTb, HIOM MEHE OrOJIEHOIO
KHHYJIM [Tocepe]] epenoBHeHo1 mioni. [1oTiM npuiiios THiB.

Jlo Oilfiku mpu3Beno He juine ApakHeHHA. OIHOTO JHS, Mia dYac
npuOupanHs, s moMiThB Jleo ki, sIKWid CHUJIIB HA IMIABIKOHHI 1 TUBUBCS Ha
1ock. S mpocniakyBas 3a ioro norsaoM i mobauyus Jlam, sika mepectapisiia
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rearranging the desks after sweeping and mopping the floor. Deoji
chewed on his bottom lip, still staring. I couldn’t stand the way he
looked at her. I had never considered that someone might desire
Dam like that. Maybe the bullies actually had a huge crush on her.

Deoji’s eyes stayed glued to Dam even as she scanned the
room for me. She briefly met his gaze before turning away,
pretending not to see him, but Deoji stomped over to make gross
comments about her body. A couple of kids snickered and joined
in. | hated the way they were all looking at her. I didn’t know what
to do. If I went to her side, it would only get worse. But if I didn’t,
she’d have to face their stares alone. I stood there, paralysed by
indecision, until she spotted me and walked over without a
moment’s hesitation. That’s how it was with us. Dam always made
the first move. She never left me hanging.

A few moments before our fight, Deoji came up to me and
started mouthing off about Dam.

— Heard you two fuck like rabbits. I bet that bitch
screeches like a dog when you strip her down, tie her up and fuck
her with your tiny cock. I’d never heard words like that in my life,
but I knew they meant Deoji had been fantasising about Dam. As
he sat there, chewing his lip and watching her, his thoughts had
wandered into fantasies wilder than the rumours of us smoking
cigarettes, sniffing glue and setting things on fire. I’d never been
more disgusted. I had no choice but to fight him. It didn’t matter
that I was smaller and weaker than Deoji. I was ready to take a
hundred, a thousand punches, anything to shut his stupid eyes. |
needed to smash his head in, claw out his eyeballs and wring his
brain dry of any thoughts of Dam. But before I could even get a
swing in, Deoji’s brother and friends swept in like D’ Artagnan and
the Three Musketeers.

MapTH IICIs TOro, SK MiaMena 1 BUMUJA miaiory. JIeo/mki KycaB HUKHIO
ry0y, HE BiAPUBAIOYX NOTJISAY. 51 HE MIr TEepIIiTH, sIK BiH Ha Hel TuBUBCS. S
HIKOJIM HE JyMaB, IO XTOCh MOXKe Tak Oakatu Jam. MoKIIMBO, XyJliraHu
Hacmpap/i Oy B Hel 3aK0OXaHi.

Jeomxki He BimpuBaB morsay Bia Jlam, HaBITH KOJIM IIIyKaB MEHE
MOTJIAJIOM 1O KiMHATi. BiH KOpOTKO 3yCTpiBCs 3 HEIO MOTJISAOM, a MOTIM
BiIBEPHYBCsI, BIAIO4H, 10 HE OauuTh 1i, ame Jleo/ki migidmioB a0 Hel 1
noyaB pooutn rpy06i komeHTtapi mpo 1i ¢irypy. Kinbka miteit XuXukHymu i
MPHETHAIKCS 10 HhOTro. MeHi He 1o100aJ10¢s], SIK BOHH BC1 Ha Hel TUBHITUCS.
A we 3HaB, mo poOuth. Km0 s Mimiimy A0 Hei, cuUTyamis TUIBKU
MOTIPIIMTBCSA. AJIE SIKIIO S I[LOTO HE 3pO0III0, Ti JTOBEACThCS CaMOCTIHHO
BUTPUMYBATHU iXHI MOMIAAN. S CTOSB, Mapalli3oBaHUI HEPINIYUiCTIO, TOKH
BOHA He MoMiTuia MeHe 1 0e3 Baranp mimiimma. Tak Oynmo 3aBxau. am
3aBKIM poOmia mepmwii Kpok. BoHa HIKOMM He 3aiMIaia MEHE B
MiIBIIIICHOMY CTaHi.

3a KiJIbKa XBUJIMH JI0 HaIloi cBapku Jleo k1 miiiHIIoB 10 MEHE 1 ToYaB
BUCIIOBIIOBaTHCS TIpo lam.

— UYys, 110 B JIBOE Tpaxaerecs, sk Kposuku. b'tocs o0 3axian, us
CydKa BEpelluTh, K IICHUHA, KOJU TU i po3/Adraeul, 3B'S3Yye€ll 1 Tpaxaell
CBOIM KpUXITHHUM 4WIEHOM. Sl HIKOIM B JKUTTI HE YyB TaKWUX CJIB, aje
po3yMiB, mo Jleomxki ¢anTtaszyBas npo Jam. Cunsguu Tam, Kycarodu ryoy i
JTUBJISIYMCH HAa Hel, loro QyMku Onykanu y ¢aHTa3ifax, OUIbII AUKHUX, HDK
YyTKH MPO T€, 1[0 MU KypUMO CUTapeTH, HIOXaeEMO KJIeH 1 MiANaIoeMo peyi.
S "HiKONMM HE BiITUYBaB Takoi Orujau. MeH1 He 3aJUIIaNOCsS HIYOTO 1HIIIOTO,
gk Outucs 3 HUM. He mano 3HaueHHs, mo s OyB MeHIIHWH 1 craOmmid 3a
Heomxi. 51 OyB roroBuil NpUMHATH COTHIO, THCSYY YAapiB, OyIb-110, aOu
3aKpUTH Horo nypHi oui. MeHi moTpiOHO OyJI0 pO3TPOIIUTH HOMY T'OJIOBY,
BHUPBATH 04l 1 BUYABUTH 3 Oro Mo3Ky Oyab-aKi TyMKH npo [lam. Ane nepiu
HIX S BCTHT HaBITh 3aMaxHyTHUCs, Opat Jeomxi Ta Horo apy3i BBipBajucs,
K JI'ApTaHbsiH 1 TpPU MYyILIKETEPH.
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They beat the shit out of me. I took so many punches I
thought I’d die, but I didn’t. I kept getting hit. Out of the corner of
my eye, [ saw Dam. Her face was bright red as she screamed, cried,
implored them to stop. The blows continued unabated. I watched
Dam pick up a chair. Don’t, I wanted to shout, Don’t get involved,
just walk away, but I could barely speak with the blood in my
mouth. The last thing I wanted was for Dam to see me like that or,
God forbid, fight for me. It was just too much. As soon as she swung
the chair, Deoji grabbed it and tossed it aside. He turned to Dam.

— This is none of your business.

— You worthless pieces of shit!

— Shut up and get the fuck out of here. Deoji’s brother
grabbed a fistful of my hair and with it, dragged me around the
room.

Things went from bad to worse when the sixth graders got
involved. Our mums were called in. Deoji’s bowed respectfully to
the form teacher, who returned the gesture. My mum, on the other
hand, wasted no time on formalities and got straight to yelling at
me. — You little rascal, why the hell have you started getting into
fights? You scared the living daylights out of me! It was nothing I
hadn’t heard before. I knew that she was putting on a show for them,
but her words still got to me. Deoji’s mum had draped herself in a
long black fur coat that looked so silky and soft I almost reached
out to touch it. She shrugged it off to reveal a pristine white blouse
adorned with pearl buttons and lace trim, paired with a navy skirt.
Her outfit was immaculate — not a loose thread or speck of dust to
be found. I could tell she had a nice tan. My mum was much paler
from sitting indoors, ringing up customers’ purchases and counting
their change all day. My mum was beautiful. People told her that as
often as they asked, How much is this? Dam was also beautiful.
That must be why Deoji was eyeing her, chewing on his lip like that.

A new feeling came over me as Deoji’s mum demanded that

Bonu Bigramcenmiu MeHe. BoHu Owmim MeHe Tak OaraTo, IO BiKE
JlyMaB 110 MOMpy, ajne s He nomep. A Bce nmpuiiMaB yaapu. Kpaem oka
6auus Jlam. Ii nune Gyo rapsue yepBOHMM KOJIM BOHA KpHYaia, TIaKana Ta
Onarana ix 3ymuHHUTUCS. Yapu MPOJOBXKyBalucs Oe3nepepBHO. S O6ayus,
sk Jlam migHsana critenp. "He poOu 11b0ro, — XOTIB 5 KPUKHYTH, — HE
BTpYyuYaiics, MpoCTo WK reTh", aje s JIeIBe MIiT TOBOPUTHU Yepe3 KPOB Y POTI.
OcranHe, 4oro s X0TiB, — I1e 00 /[aMm moGaumia MmeHe B TakoMy cTaHi a0o,
He nait boxe, ctana 3a mene 6oportucs. Lle Oymno 3ananTro. Sk TUTEKK BOHA
3aMmaxHynacs crinbieM, Jleomki cxomuB ioro 1 BiakuHYB YyOik. Bin
IIOBEpHYBCs 10 [am.

— Ile He TBO cmpaBa.

— Bwu HikyemHi BupoaKH!

— 3arkHucs 1 3abmpaiica 3Bincu. bpar Jleomki cxomwB MeHe 3a
BOJIOCCS 1 TIOTSITHYB T10 KIMHATI.

Curyanis  moripmmnacs, KOIM  J0  CHOPaBH  JOTYYHIIHCA
mecTuKiIacHukd. Hac Bukiamkamm 10 mam. Mama Jleomki BKJIOHHUJIACS
KJIACHOMY KEepiBHHUKY, a TOM BIJINOBIB 1l TUM caMuM. Mos MaMa, HaBIaKH,
HEe BUTpayasia yacy Ha (GOopMaibHOCTI 1 Bipa3y moyaja Ha MEHE KpU4yaTH.
— Tu, maneHbkuil OELIKETHHKY, YoMy THU modaB Outucs? Tu Mene no
cMmepTi HassgkaB! S Bxke He pa3 1e uyna. S 3HaB, 10 BOHA Ipa€ AJis HUX, ajle
il cioBa Bce oHO MeHe 3adenuiau. Mama Jleomxki Oyia ofsiTHEHA B JIOBTe
YOpHE XyTPSHE MaJbTO, IKE BUTJIAJAI0 TAKUM IIOBKOBUCTHM 1 M'SKHM, 110
s JIeJib HE NPOCTATHYB PYKY, 100 JOTOPKHYTUCS 10 Hboro. BoHa 3Hsma
Horo, 1 il HUM BHUSBWJIACS OUTOCHDKHA OJy3Ka, MPUKpAIIeHa MEePIOBUMHU
I'y3UKaMU Ta MEPEKUBHOIO OOJSIMIBKOIO, B MOEIHAHHI 3 TEMHO-CHHBOIO
chignuero. [i BopanHs 6yno 6e310raHHUM — KOJHOT HUTKU UM MTHJIMHKH.
Sl Gaumna, 1m0 BOHA Maja rapHy 3acMary. Mosi mama Oyna Habararo
Ouiimoro, 00 cuiIa B MPUMIIIEHH], 00CTyroByBaja MOKYIIIIIB 1 paxyBayia
ixHi rpomi inui 1eHs. Most Mmama Oyina kpacuBoto. Jlroau kazanu il e Tak
caMo 4acTto, Ak 1 3anmutyBanu: “Ckinpku 1e xomrye?”. Jlam Tex Oyma
KpacuBolo. MalyTh, ToMy Jleo/ ki JUBUBCS Ha HET, KycatouH ry0y.

Hose mouyTTsi oxonuio MeHe, koinu mMama Jleomki 3axanana, Mmoo
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Dam and I let go of each other’s hand. Am I allowed to like Dam?

Wouldn’t it be better if Deoji liked her? I keep getting Dam
in trouble. It was Deoji who stopped her throwing that chair. Not
me. My head spinning, I let go of her hand. Dam stared at me,
stunned, as if a bomb had just detonated. When she reached for my
hand again, I attempted a fist but couldn’t clench it shut. Dam
wrapped her hand around mine, squeezing hard, before letting go in
anger. She tried again to pry my fist open but eventually gave up.
After that, we went right back to passing each other without a
second glance. Whenever we crossed paths, or she crossed my
mind, [’d recite my new mantra: I’'m trouble. I’'m not good for her.

The cold persisted, preserving a thick sheen of ice on the
ground that refused to melt. Our bodies grew small and stiff. I lay
facing Gu and listened to the songbirds, the cockerels, the wind. The
room was cold as stone and enveloped in darkness. I couldn’t keep
myself awake long. Once, I cracked the door open to snowflakes
falling like flower petals. The night sky was strangely bright
without a moon or star in sight. No, it’s not light outside. It’s dark
inside, I muttered, hoping to wake Gu. I wanted him to say
something, anything, even whine about the cold or order me to shut
the door. I boiled water. I drank some and used the rest to wipe him
down with a towel. [ consumed everything that fell away: skin, hair,
nails. Then I swabbed his body with rubbing alcohol again. I
pressed my ear to his stomach and closed my eyes, hoping for
sound. I missed his voice. How could I live without its music? I
rested my head on him, tasting my own tears, until I thought I felt
him take a breath. I opened my eyes to his penis. All night long I
stroked and sucked on it, before finally biting in.

The damp air hung heavy with the promise of rain. Sweat
trickled from the nape of my neck down my back. I wiped it away

Jlam 1 51 BIIITyCTHIIM PyKHA OAWH OJHOTO. Yn MOXKY s mr00uTtn Jlam?

Yu ne Oyno 6 kparme, sk6u Jleomxki ii mo6us? 1 mocTiiiHO BTATYIO
Ham y Henpuemnocti. Lle Jleomxi 3ynuHUB 11, KOJIM BOHA KUHYJIA CTUICLb.
He a. Y Mene 3akpyTtuiacs royioBa, i s BinmycTtus ii pyky. lam auBunacs Ha
MEHE, MPUTOJIOMIIICHA, HIOM 1oHHO BUOyXHYyna 6om0Oa. Konu BoHa 3HOBY
MPOCTATHYJIA PYKY JI0 MOE€T, 51 CipoOyBaB CTUCHYTH KYJIaK, ajie He 3Mir. [lam
00Xo0nuiIa MO PYKY CBOEI), CHIIBHO CTHCHYJIA, a MIOTIM 3JIiICHO BIANyCTHIIA.
Bona 3H0BY cripoOyBaia po3THCHYTH Mii KyJIlaK, aje BPEUITi-pemT 3/1a1acs.
[licng 1poro MM 3HOBY IOYald MPOXOJUTU IOB3 OJHE OJHOro, He
obeprarounce. lllopa3y, konu mu 3ycTpidanucs abo BOHA criajaina MeHi Ha
IYMKY, sl IOBTOPIOBAaB CBOIO HOBY MaHTpy: 1 — Ipodiema. S He MiAX0Ky
178

XoJ10/1 HE BiJITyCKAaB, 3aJIMIIAI0YN HA 3eMJIi TOBCTHH IIap JIbOAY, STKAH
B1IMOBJISIBCS TaHYTH. Hani Tina ctaBaiu ManeHbKUMU 1 CKyTHMH. S Jexkana
oOmmuusiM 1o Iy i cmyxanma cmiB mraxis, miBHIiB, Bitep. Kimnara Gyna
XOJIOIHA, SIK KaMiHb, 1 OMOBUTA TEMPSABOIO. Sl HE MOrjia JIOBro HE CHaTu.
OnHoro pa3y s IpOYMHWIA JBEpl 1 moOadymiia CHDKUHKH, 110 TAJTalH, sSK
nenocTky KBiTiB. Hiune HeOo Oysio TUBHO SCKpaBHM, XO4a Hi MICSIs, Hi
3ipok He Oyno BupHo. Hi, Ha Bymuui He cBitio. Bceepeauni TemHo,
npoOypMoTina s, crnojiBalouuch po3dyautu I'y. S xorina, mo6 BiH MI0CH
CKa3aB, IO 3aBrOJHO, HABITh MOCKAP)KMBCSA Ha XOJ0A ab0 Haka3aB MEHI
3akpuTH ABepi. S 3akun'atuna Bogy. Bummna tpoxu, a pemroro BUTepna
Woro pymHukoM. S Bupanuia Bce, IIO BIANANO: MIKIPY, BOJIOCCS, HITTI.
[TotiM 3HOBY mpoTepsia HOro TiIO CIUPTOM. Sl MpUTYyIUIAa BYXO J0 HOTO
YKUBOTA 1 3aTUTIONIMIIA 01, CTIO/[IBAIOYHCH MMOYYTH 3BYK. S cymyBasia 3a ioro
rosocoM. Sk st Moria xxutu 0e3 fioro my3uku? S nmoknasna rojaoBy Ha HbOTO,
CMaKyI4H BJIACHI CIIbO3H, IIOKH HE BIUyJa, 0 BiH auxae. S Bimkpuia odi
1 mobauuia oro meHic. Bcio HIY s raaguna 1 CMOKTalla MOro, a moTiM
HapelTi BKyCHuIa.

Bonore nositps Oyno HacuueHe o0isgHKor0 gomry. [1iT cTikaB 3 MO€T
i 1o ciuHi. S BUTEpna ioro i moauBuiIacs Ha He0O. Y TOpIi YTBOPUBCS
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and looked up at the sky. A lump formed in my throat.

Friends, school, my future — none of it mattered. I barely
saw Gu in secondary school. His absence did nothing to stop my
obsession. I replayed our time together, wondering what he might
be doing now and if I ever crossed his mind. My thoughts circled
until they eventually turned against him. It didn’t occur to me to
think about anything or anyone else, let alone focus on homework
or making new friends. My brain registered nothing but Gu. It was
only when my thoughts of him began to fade, and new ones took
shape, that I realised. Gu was everything. Nothing could touch the
depth and intensity of his existence.

A drift in missing him, my feet instinctively led me to his
house. No sound came from behind the rusty gate. Should I wait?
What if he comes out? What should I say? How’s it going? Life is
boring without you? My head buzzed as I silently called out to Gu,
but neither the house nor the street answered. Gu must have
forgotten about me.

Of course he had. If we really shared a special bond, how
could he not sense my soul’s call? The sky let fall raindrops as large
as hailstones, the splatter forming circles in the muddy road as if to
say yes, yes to my suspicions. Yet I couldn’t stop obsessing. As I
walked home, I wondered what I would do if Gu were to suddenly
materialise. And then, there he was, standing at my front door, just
as I had stood in front of his moments earlier.

— Gu. — He turned around slowly. — How long have you
been standing here?

He sighed softly.

— I should ask you the same.

I often found myself standing outside Dam’s house. I was
now a young man, and sharing a small room with my parents had
become a bit awkward. Too proud to cry or pretend to sleep through

KOM.

Hpys3i, mKona, MOE MalOyTHE — HIIIO 3 MBOTO HE Majo 3Ha4eHHs. S
Maibke He Gaumna Iy B cepenniii mkomi. Moro BimcyTHicTh Hisk He
BIUIMHYJIa HA MOIO OACPKUMICTh. S meperisiiana B maM'aTi HaIll CHUIbHI
MOMEHTH, TaJIal0uH, 110 BiH 3apa3 poOUTH 1 UM 3rajye BiH MeHe. Mo1 TyMKH
KPY KJISITH, TIOKH BPEILITI HE 00epHYIHCS MPOTH HHOT0. MEHI He craaaso Ha
TYMKY JTyMaTd Tpo I0-HeOy1b a00 KOro-HeOyab 1HIIOTO, HE KaXKy4dd BXKE
po Te, mo0 30cepenTICS Ha JOMAIIHBOMY 3aBJIaHHI a0 MOIIyKy HOBHUX
apysiB. Miii MO30K He crpuiiMaB Hidoro, kpim I'y. Jluie Koiu MOl JyMKH
PO HBOTO MOYAJIM 3HUKATH, & HATOMICTh 3'IBUIICS HOBI, s yeBimommia: Iy
O0yB ycim. Himmo He Morio 3piBHATHCS 3 MTHUOMHOIO Ta IHTEHCHUBHICTIO HOTO
iCHyBaHHSI.

3ary0iieHa B cyMy 3a HUM, MOi HOTM 1HCTUHKTUBHO IIPUBEIM MEHE JI0
foro OynuHKY. 3a ipKaBor OpamMor0 He OyJ0 YyTHO YKOJHOTO 3BYKY. Um
BapTo yekaTu? A skio BiH Buiige? Lo s ilomy ckaxy? Sk cripaBu? XKurrs
0e3 Tebe HyaHe? Mos ronoBa ryaina, KOaM S THXO Kiukana ly, ane Hi
OyZMHOK, Hi By/iLA He Bianosinamu. ['y, MabyTh, 3a0yB PO MEHE.

3BUyaiiHo, 3a0yB. SIKI10 M’k HaMH J1iicHO OyB 0cOOIUBUH 3B'A30K, 5K
BiH MIT HE BITYYyTH MOKIUK Mo€i aymri? 3 HebOa mananu Kparuii oIy, Taki %k
BEJIMKI SIK Tpaj, 1 po30pU3KyBajIuCs KOJaMU Ha OpyIHIA 10po3i, HIOH
MiATBEPAXKYIOUM MOi Ii103pH. AJie s HE MOTJla IIepecTaT! JyMaTH Ipo Le.
Inyuu monomy, s xymana, mo 6 s 3poduna, sk6u I'y parrom 3'seuscs. I och
BiH CTOSIB Ol MOiX JBepeH, Tak caMo, SIK 5 CTOsUIa Mepes Horo ABepuma
KUTbKa XBUJIMH TOMY.

— TIy. Bin noBinbHO 06epHyBCs. — SIK JIOBrO TH TYT CTOTII?

BiH THXO 31TXHYB.
— Sl maB Ou 3anuTaT TeOE PO TE came.

S vacto crosiB 6111 OyauHKy Jlam. 5 Bike OyB MOJIOAUM YOJIOBIKOM, 1
JUINTH MaJeHbKY KiMHATy 3 OaThbKaMH CTal0 TPOXH HE3pY4YHO. 3aHaJTO
ropaui, o0 riakatv abo BIaBaTH, 110 CILIIO IMi1 9ac IXHIX CBapoOK, s TPOBIB
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their fights, I spent many nights alone in a tiny room attached to the
store. Lying on the floor, I thought of Dam. Listening to my parents
argue, I thought of Dam. Eating radish kimchi with white rice, I
thought of Dam. Watching the sky change colours at dusk, hearing
faint footsteps in the alley at night, or feeling myself get hard in the
early hours, I thought of Dam. I walked to her house and silently
called out to her night after night, as if keeping a journal, every page
scrawled with my steps to Dam. Does she ever think of me? If she
did, she would know I was here. But she didn’t. She never came
outside, not once in all those nights.

I guess she’s forgotten me.

I doubt she thinks about me before bed. She probably sleeps
like a baby. I convinced myself of it. I was both comforted and
crushed that she was sleeping so well. I guess I still couldn’t figure
myself out, but Dam would get it. She helped me understand myself.
I wasted countless spring nights wandering in circles, watching new
blooms wilt and get trampled underfoot. The first day of the
monsoon season, with the rain starting to wash away the perfume
of the flowers, I found Dam standing at my front door, just as I had
stood at hers the day before. I was torn between joy and heartbreak,
knowing too well what must be running through her head.

Sure, we patched things up — but something had shifted. We
could no longer walk hand in hand, lie side by side, or spend every
waking moment together.

Something held me back.

I could tell at first glance that she had changed. Her breasts
looked like she had stuffed two choco pies down her shirt. Her arms,
thighs and bum had filled out. Her neck had grown longer and
slimmer. It was like going to a theme park. Does she get periods? I
didn’t dare ask. I felt strangely cut off from her changed body and,
honestly, a little intimidated by it. I couldn’t even look her in the

Oarato HOuYeH HAOJMHIN B KPUXITHIA KIMHATI, MPUETHAHIA O MarasuHy.
Jlexxaun Ha mignmosi, s gymaB npo Jam. Cnyxarouu, SK CBapsAThCS MOi
Oatbku, s qymaB npo Jlam. [TormuHaroum KiMdi 3 peIbKH 3 OUTUM PHCOM, ST
nymaB mipo Jlam. JIuBisiancek, sk He0O 3MIHIOE KOJTBOPHU B CYTIHKAX, UYIOUH
cabKi KpOKHU B MPOBYJIKY BHOY1 200 BIIUyBalOUH, 5K sl CTAI0 TBEPJAUM PaHO
BpaHIli, s ;ymas mpo Jam. S iimoB g0 ii OyauHKY 1 OHOY1 THXO KJIMKAB Ti,
HIOM BIB IIOJCHHUK, KOXXKHA CTOpPIHKa SKOTO OyJia 3aloBHEHAa MOIMH
kpokamu 10 Jlam. Uu mymae BoHa npo Mene? SIkOu aymana, BoHa 6 3Hana,
mo s TyT. Ajie BOHa He 3Haja. BoHa HIKOMM HE BUXOAMJIA HA BYJIUIIIO,
YKOJTHOTO pasy 3a BCi I1i HOYi.

MabyTh, BoHa 3a0yJia MEHe.

S cymHIBarocs, 1110 BOHA JyMae Ipo MeHe repea cHoM. BoHa, MaOyTh,
CIUTh K HeMmoBid. S mepexkoHaB cebe B 1pomy. MeHe 1 Brimalno, i
MPUTHIYYBAJIO TE, IO BOHA Tak A00pe ciuTh. MalOyTh, s BCe e HE MIr
pozibpatucs B co0i, ane [lam 1ie posymina. Bona gonomorna MeHi 3p03yMiTu
cebe. S 3mapHyBaB He3JIYEHHI BECHSHI HO4Yl, OJyKar4yu IO KOy,
CIIOCTEpIrarouy, K HOBI KBITH B'SHYTh 1 TOMUYThCA 17 HOTaMu. Y HepHIMi
JIEHb C€30HY MYCOHIB, KOJIM JIOIIl TT0YaB 3MHUBATHU apoMarT KBITiB, sl 3HAUIIIOB
Jlam 6ist MOTX ABEpeH, Tak caMo, 5K 51 CTOsAB O ii ABepeld HanepeaoaHi. S
PO3pHUBABCS MK PaJIICTIO 1 po3IayeM, 3aHaITO 100pe 3HAIOUH, 1110, MaOyTh,
KOiTbCs B i TOJIOBI.

3BUYailHO, MM MTOMMPHIIUCS, aje LIOCh 3MiHMIIOCS. Mu Oinble He
MOTJIA XOJIUTH pyKa B PYKY, JIKATH MOPYyd ab0 MPOBOAUTH Pa3oM KOXKHY
XBHJIUHY.

[Ilocs MeHE cTpUMYyBao.

Sl Bimpa3y MOMITUB, IO BOHA 3MiHMMIAcA. li TpyaM BUINISANM Tak,
HiOHM BOHA 3aCyHYJIa ITiJ] COPOUKY JIBa IIOKOJAJHUX MUPOry. i pyku, cTerna
1 cimuui cranu 06'emuimmmu. [us nmomosxkunacs i ctana crpyHkimoro. Le
Oyno sK Toxig y mapk posBar. Um € y Hei micsauHi? Sl He HaBaXuBCA
3anuTaty. Sl BiluyBaB IMBHY BiJICTOPOHEHICTH BiJ ii 3MiHEHOTO TiJ1a 1, YECHO
Ka)Ky4dH, TpOXu 00sIBCs oro. Sl HaBiTh He MIT AUBUTHCS il B OUI.
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eye.

Where she had grown into a woman, I remained short,
scrawny and weak. I wasn’t as good at football and basketball as
the other boys, but I was a strong cyclist. I could pedal for hours
without stopping, no matter how tired I was.

When Mum asked where [ was going at night, I’d either say
I was getting some air or not respond at all. It didn’t matter if she
was suspicious, indifferent or happy for me — I wanted to keep my
relationship with Dam private. What other people thought of us
always felt slightly out of sync with our reality. Dam wasn’t as
chatty as she once was. Her words now carried a note of callousness.
Like: Our English teacher is soo cool. He picks me to read out loud
all the time. He’s only ten years older than us. Or: Hyoseok keeps
calling my phone.

Then she started freaking out about her weight, grabbing at
her stomach and insisting that she was fat under her clothes, my
reassurances falling on stony ground.

Meanwhile, I focused on her bra straps underneath the thin
white fabric of our summer uniforms, and with a squint, could even
make out the design and colour. Taking note of her bare legs, I
couldn’t help but wonder if she was wearing anything but panties
underneath her skirt. Occasionally, her arm would brush against
mine and leave me shivering in the middle of summer. Dam had
developed a habit of running her fingers through her bobbed hair
before tying it up into a ponytail, releasing the scent of her floral
shampoo laced with her sweat. I watched the beads slip from behind
her ear down to her collarbones as she fanned herself lazily with
one hand. Her lips looked as slick as an eel. Her skin as pale, firm
and dewy as a freshly peeled chestnut. It was all too much.

Every detail about Dam sent me flying over the edge. I
imagined her naked skin every time I laid eyes on her, and when [

Bona neperBopuiiacst Ha KiHKY, a s 3JIMIIMBCS HU3BKUM, XYAUM 1
cnabkuM. S He OyB TakuM BHpaBHUM Yy ¢yTOOm Ta 6ackeTOOi, K 1HII
XJIomii, ane si OyB CHWJIBHUM BEIIOCHIIEAMCTOM. Sl MIr KpyTHTH menani
roguHaMu 0e3 3yNmMHKH, HE3aJIC)KHO BiJ] TOTO, HACKIJIBKH S OyB BTOMJICHHUH.

Konmm mama murama, Kyaw s Way BBedepi, st abo kasaB, 10 Wy
MOAMXAaTH CBIKUM IOBITpsiM, ab0 B3arami He BiamoigaB. HeBaxiauBo, yu
BOHA T1I03pIOBaJia MIOCk, Oyia Oaiiykorw 4Yu pajija 3a MEHEe — s XOTiB
30epertu cBoi crocyHku 3 [lam B Taemuuti. Te, 10 1HII JIOAM TyMaiy Ipo
HAC, 3aBX/IM 371aBaJIOCS MEHI JIeTI0 HEBIAMOBIAHUM Hamiil peanbHOCTi. [lam
BXKe He OyJa Takoro Oanakydoro, sk pasime. Temep ii cioBa mMalu HOTKY
Oaiimyxxocti. Hanpuknazn: “Hamr BunTens aHTIIIHCHKOT Takuid KiTacHUW. Bin
3aBXIM BUOMpAe MeHe, 1100 s ynuTaja Brojoc. BiH e Ha necarh pokiB
crapmuii 3a Hac”. AGo: “XbOCOK MOCTIHHO J3BOHUTH MEHI Ha TenedoH”.

[TotiM BoHa mouasna nepeiiMaTucs CBOEIO Baror, xamnarodu cede 3a
XKHBIT 1 HAIMOJIATAIOYH, 110 MiJ] OAATOM BOHA TOBCTA, a MOi 3alleBHEHHS HE
MaJi HIIKOTO €eKTy.

Tum yacoM s 3ocepenuBcs Ha ii OpeTenbkax OrocTrajibTepa Iif
TOHKOIO OLJIOI0 TKAHMHOIO HAIIUX JITHIX (OpPM 1, MPUMPYKUBIIHUCH, MIT
HaBITh PO3TJEAITH iXHil Au3aiiH 1 komip. [TomiTUBIIM 11 roi HOTH, S HE MIT
HE 3aMHUCIIUTUCSA, Y4 HOCUTh BOHA MiJ CHIAHMIIEIO IIOCh, KPIM TPYCHKIB.
[Honi 1i pyka Topkanacs Moei, 1 1 TpeMTiB 1ocepes JiTa. Jlam mana 3BUUKyY
MPONYCKAaTH TAaJbIsIMA II0 CBOEMY KOPOTKOMY BOJIOCCIO, TEpII HiX
3aB'A3yBaTH HOro y XBICT, BUBUIBHSIOUM apoMaT CBOI'O KBITKOBOTO
HIaMITYHIO, 3MIIIAHOTO 3 ii moToM. Sl criocTepiras, sIK KparuJii KOB3aJH 3-3a il
ByXa JI0 KJIFOUHI[b, KOJU BOHA JIIHUBO 0O6MaxyBajacs OJHi€I0 pyKoo. [i ryou
BUIVIAIATN CIOM3BKUMH, SK y Byrpa. li mkipa 6yma 6o, mpyKHOIO i
CBIXOI, #K TMIOMHO ouumiennid kamraH. Ile Oymo 3amHanro.

KoxHa nerans npo [lam 3my1iryBana MeHe BTpadaTH rojioBy. S ysBisB
il orosieHy mIKipy 1opasy, KOJu JUBUBCS Ha HEl, 1 HABITh KOJIM HE JTUBUBCS.
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didn’t. The guiltier I felt, the bolder my imagination grew. I could
barely look her in the eye, but there was no inch of her I hadn’t
already tasted in my mind.

Desire and shame wrestled within me. It pained me to look,
and it pained me to look away. I wanted to get closer, and I feared
being closer. I had to remain on my very best behaviour. Dam, on
the other hand, was as nonchalant as ever. She had this breezy,
carefree way about her, like she’d just stepped out for a casual stroll
in the fields. It crushed me. And it comforted me.

Gu had changed a lot. He spoke less and his voice was
weaker. Even his actions were, how to put it, oddly stunted. It was
as if the rest of his body had continued growing and forgotten his
heart somewhere inside, like a huge sheet of paper crumpled into a
tiny ball. He was never the extroverted type, but he used to speak
his mind when needed. Now, it was as if his entire being had been
soundproofed. It broke my heart. I wished he’d let the walls down
for me. Auntie was thrilled about our reconciliation and didn’t
hesitate to offer her unsolicited advice.

— You can’t be glued together like before. A peck on the
cheek is fine, but things can easily get out of hand now that you’re
teenagers. If anything happens, you need to tell me right away.

I got her worries; 1 was also worried, but for the opposite
reason. Gu was acting like a perfect priest. He wouldn’t budge an
inch, not even to hold hands. I fantasised about linking arms and
leaning on his shoulder. Kissing was another world altogether, as
distant as the stars in the night sky. Auntie had no idea what I was
going through. And so, without any real justification, she became
the unwitting target of my frustrations. I resolved to never tell her
anything about my relationship with Gu. Whatever happened
between us, stayed between us. That’s how it was with us. But as

Yum Oisbiie s Big4yBaB MPOBHUHY, THM CMUIMBIIIOI CTaBajia MOs ysiBa. S
Jeqb MIr AUBUTHUCH i B 0ui, ajie B MOTH ysiBi He OyJI0 KOJHOTO CAHTUMETPa
ii Tiya, sIKOTO 51 O IIE HE CKYIITYBAB.

Bbaxxanus i copom Gopomucs B MeHi. MeHi Oyno 6omsde TUBHTHCH, 1
MeHi OyJsi0 0oJsiye BIIBOAWTH MOIIISA. S XOTIB HaOMM3UTHUCS, ajie OOSBCS
Habmm3uTHCA. S MycuB moBoAMTHUCS siKHaWKpaie. JlaM, HaBmaku, Oyia sk
3aBxkaAM Oaiimyxor. Bona Oyna Takow Jierkor, 0e3TypOOTHOIO, Haye
LIIOMHO BHMIIA Ha NOPOTYyJsHKY o noysax. lle mene posugapysano. I
BTILIWIIO.

I'y myxe 3MinuBes. BiH cTaB MeHIE rOBOPHUTH, a HOro rojoc¢ ocnal.
Hagits ioro nii Oynu, sik 61 11e ckazatu, HaAuBoO cKyTuMu. HiGu perra iioro
TiIa TPOAOBXKYBala POCTH, a Ceple Aech BcepeauHi 3a0yiocs, Hade
BEJIMKUU apKyll manepy, 3IM'ATUi y MaJleHbKYy KyJbKy. BiH Hikoau He OyB
EKCTpaBEPTOM, aJie paHille rOBOPUB Te, IO AyMaB, KOJIU 1Ie OyIJI0 MOTPiOHO.
Tenep >k HiIOU Bce Horo icHyBaHHs Oyno 3ByKoi3onsoBaHe. Lle po3OuBaio
MeHi ceprie. S xorina, o0 BiH 3HAB Il CTIHM 3apaaud MeHe. TiTka Oyia B
3axBaTi BiJl HAIIOTO NMPUMHUPEHHS 1 He Barajacsl JaBaTH CBOI HeNpoxaHi
MOpaJIu.

— Bu He MoxxeTre OyTu Tak 3rypToBaHi, sk pasime. [TomiayHok y
IIOKY — 1I€ HOPMaJIbHO, aJIe Telep, KOJIM BU MIAJIITKH, BCE MOXKE JIETKO
BUUTH 3-T11 KOHTPOJIO. SIKIIO 1IOCh TPamuThCs, BU MOBUHHI BiApa3zy MeHi
PO II€ CKa3aTH.

S po3ymina ii cTypOOBaHICTD; 51 T€XK XBUIIIOBAJIACS, aJi€ 3 TPOTUIICKHOL
npuunHd. ['y MOBOAMBCA SIK ileabHUIA CBALICHUK. BiH He mocTymnasces Hi Ha
CaHTHMETp, HaBITh 11100 MOTpUMATHUCS 3a pyKU. S Mpisiia 001iHATH Horo 3a
wiedi i cneptucs Ha HuUX. [louinmyHku Oynu A MEHE YMMOCH 3 iHILIOTO
CBITY, AaJIEKUMH, SIK 31pKU Ha HIYHOMY HeO1. TiTka He MaJia ysSBIIeHHS, 110 5
nepexuBana. | Tomy, 0e3 Oyab-fKHX pealbHUX MiJCTaB, BOHA CTaja
MHMOBUIBHOIO MIIIEHHIO MOTO po3uapyBaHHs. S BupilIMiIa HIKOIM He
po3mnoBizaru iii 1po cBoi crocynku 3 I'y. I1lo 6 He Tpanuaocs Mixk HaMH, 1€
3anumanocss MK HaMu. Tak Oyso MK Hamu. AJie KOJU MiZ03pU TITKU
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Auntie’s suspicions grew, Gu remained uninterested in creating any
secrets with me — a sharp blow to my ego. In retaliation, I began
saying things I knew would make him jealous. I wasn’t actively
trying to hurt him, but I wasn’t not trying to hurt him. I don’t know,
I was a mess back then.

The winter after graduating middle school, I went in for a
kiss. I aimed for a tender moment like I’d seen on TV but ended up
nearly sucking his face off. He stepped back, stumbling further into
a dead-end alley until his back hit the wall. With nowhere to go, he
slowly slid to the ground. I followed and kissed him again. I have
no idea how long we stayed there, feverishly exploring each other’s
mouths like there was no tomorrow. Then Gu moaned in pain. I
figured his lips were sore, just like mine, but it hurt so good I didn’t
even mind the taste of blood. I traced his lips with my finger. Not
there, Gu breathed. He adjusted himself before abruptly walking
away. Back then, I knew nothing about erections. The way a penis
could lengthen and harden was far beyond my imagination. It
wasn’t until secondary school that I learned the anatomical details.

Eventually, I shared my belated realisation with him. My
giggles soon became moans as he slid inside me with very little
resistance. Even though we knew we belonged to each other, and
even when we had time to waste, we couldn’t help but rush. As if
we might be interrupted or separated at any moment. With his
trousers barely down his legs, he’d insert himself as soon as I’d
spread mine. Our lips never parted as we writhed against each other,
knocking teeth and slobbering everywhere, wrestling and pinning
each other down with screams. Nothing could separate us: not the
walls, nor the floors, not even our own bodies. We were one. Our
nights together, everything from our first kiss, were secrets kept
between us. Now, | keep them alone.

3poctaiu, [y He BUSBIISB iHTEPECY 10 CTBOPEHHS OY/b-IKUX TAEMHUIb 3i
MHOI0 — 1€ OYyJI0 CHJIBHUM YZapOoM IO MOEMY €ro. Y BiINOBiJb g Movajia
TOBOPUTH peul, 5IKi, SIK g 3Haja, 3MyCATh HOro peBHyBaTH. 1 He Hamaranacs
aKTHUBHO Horo oOpas3uTH, ajie i He Hamaranacs 1poro He pooutu. He 3nato,
st TOZ OyJ1a B )KaxJIMBOMY CTaHi.

B3uMKy micist 3aKiHYEHHS CepefHbOI IMIKOIM s CIpoOyBana
MOIITyBaTH Horo. S xoTina, mo6 e OyB HIKHUN MOMEHT, 5K 51 0auuia 1mo
TEJNEBI30py, ajJe B MIJCYMKY MaibKe BiJICMOKTana oMy oOmmuusi. Bin
BIJICTYNIMB, CIIOTHKAIOYHUCh, 1 3aMIIIOB y MIyXHi KyT, IOKH HOrO CIIMHA HE
BIIepiacs B cTiHy. He Maroum Kynu MOAiTUCS, BiH IMOBUIBHO OIYCTHBCS Ha
3emutto. S miAiingia A0 HBOTO 1 3HOBY MoOIUTyBana. S He Maro ysBIEHHS,
CKUIBKM Yacy MM TPOBEIH TaM, TapsSYKOBO JOCIIKYIOUHM POTH OIHE
onHoro, HiOu 3aBTpa He Hacrane. Ilorim Iy 3acrormas Bim Gomro. S
MoIyMaJia, 1o Moro ryou OOJIsATh, SIK 1 MO, alte 1e 0yJI0 TaK MPUEMHO, IO S
HaBITh HE 3BEpHYJla yBaru Ha cMak KpoBi. S mpocmnigkyBana ioro ryou
nanbiem. He tam, nmpomrenoris ['y. Bin nmompaBuBcs 1 panToBoO MIlIOB T€Th.
Toxi st HiYorO He 3Haja npo epekuio. Te, K MeHic MOXe MOJIOBXKYBaTHUCA 1
TBEPIHYTH, OYJIO JAJIeKO 32 MEeKaMU MO€i ysiBH. JIuie B cepeaniit Ko s
Ji3Hajacs Mpo aHaTOMIYHI JeTalll.

Bpermri-penr s moaiinuiacs 3 HUM CBOIM 3aIli3HIIMM YCBIIOMJICHHSIM.
Moi cMIIKH IIBUAKO MEPETBOPUIIHCS HA CTOTOHHU, KOJIH BiH 0€3 0COOIMBOTO
OTopy YBIWIIOB y MeHe. X0o4ua MM 3HAJH, [0 HAJICKHUMO OJIHE OJHOMY, 1
HaBiTh KOJM Malld 4ac, KU MOXHAa OyJlo 3rasTu, MH HE MOIIU He
nocmimaryu. Hi6u Hac moriu mepepBath abo pO3IYyYUTH B OyIb-sKY
XBWIHMHY. Jlep 3HSBIIM IITaHH, BIH BXOAWB Yy MEHE, IIOWHO S po3cyBaia
Horu. Hami rybu HikoiIM He po3iydaiucs, KOJU MU 3BUBAJINCA OJHE Ha
OJTHOMY, CTYKalOUu 3y0aMH 1 CIMHSYUCH, OOPIOYNCH 1 TPUTUCKAIOYH OJIHE
oJHOTO 3 KpuKam#u. Himmo He Morio Hac po3aUIUTH: Hi CTiHH, Hi TijyIora, Hi
HaBITh Hall BiacHI Tiia. Mu Oynu equHuM 1inuM. Hamni Howi pasowm, Bce,
MMOYMHAIOYN 3 HAIIOr0 TEPIIOro MOIUTYHKY, OyJIM TAaEMHHIICIO, SKY MH
30epiranu mMixk coboro. Temnep s 36epirato ii cama.
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I always lost weight in my lower body first. Before dying,
my thighs had become as thin as my calves. You’re like a twig, Dam
would pout and lovingly massage my legs with her small hands. A
man should have thick thighs. She liked to rest her head on my lap,
periodically rolling over to sniff my stomach or suck me off. During
sex, she would straddle me and hold on tight with all four limbs. It
wasn’t my favourite position, but I liked watching her gazelle neck
and waist arch back. Our bodies intertwined, becoming one. Our
writhing, both thrilling and pathetic. I drank in the view, her eyes
rolling back in pleasure. I wanted to feel all of her with all of me. I
wanted her to exist on top of me.

And now she’s eating me, crying. Was that blood or pus
running down her face? Did she realise she was crying? Could she
feel me watching, listening? I used to think death was the end, but
my mind is still here. I wish I could take the burden of my body
with me and leave her only my heart. I wish she could eat my love
for her. I remember everything: our first kiss, so sweet and silly, and
all the nights spent reminiscing about it. Here, I remember you
because that’s all I can do. These memories are my future. These
memories of you. My future is you.

Gu got a job as soon as he turned seventeen. After evening
study hours at school, I would station myself outside the factory and
wait. Sometimes he surfaced as I arrived; other times, I loitered for
over an hour. In reality, the wait began not at the factory gates but
from the moment he left my side. My heart was on permanent
standby, no matter where I was or what I was doing. I waited all day
long, knowing perfectly well when we’d agreed to meet. Even when
we were together, [ was waiting for him. And even when he was the
one waiting for me, I was still waiting for him. Does loving
someone mean waiting forever? Even now, with Gu dead, I find
myself waiting for him. Is he waiting for me?

S 3aBxkaM XyAHYB CIOYATKy B HIDKHINM yacTuHi Tuta. [lepea cmeptio
MOi CTerHa CTajM TaKUMH XK XyIUMH, 5K 1 JUTKU. "TH gk rinouka", —
Oypuana Jlam 1 3 11000B''0 MacakyBaja MOi HOTHM CBOIMHU MaJIeHbKHMH
pykamu. YoJ0Bik MOBHMHEH MaTH TOBCTi CTerHa. i mojgo6anocs KiIacTH
roJIOBY MEH1 Ha KOJIiHa, IEPIOIMYHO MEPEBEPTAIOYNCH, 100 TTOHIOXATH Mii
XKUBIT a00 3poOuTH MeHi MiHeT. I1ix yac cekcy BoHa cijana Ha MEHe BepXu
1 MIIIHO TpUMaJIacs BciMa YoTupMa KiHiiBkamu. e He Oymna mos ynrobieHa
mo3a, ajie MeHi 1Mo100a10cs TUBUTHCA Ha 1i U0 ra3eli i BUTHYTY CIIHHY.
Hami tina meperutitanucs, craloud ofHuUM IinuM. Hamii 3BuBaHHS Oynu
OJTHOYACHO 3aXOIUTIOIOYMMH 1 KATIOT1THUMHE. $I HACOJIOKyBaBCs BHIIOM, ii
04l 3aKOYyBaJHCs BiJ 3a70BOJEHHs. Sl XOTiB BiAUYTH ii BCIO BCIM CBOIM
ecTBOM. Sl XOTiB, 00 BOHA iCHyBaJIa HA MEHI.
A Tenep BoHa icTh MeHe, mauyy4. L{e Oyna KpoB 4u THiil, 110 CTiKaB
1o ii oOymy4ro? Yu BOHA yCBiIOMITIOBaNA, 110 Miade? Uum BOHA BiquyBaia,
10 s AUBIIOCS, cityxato? Panime s 1ymas, 110 cMepTh — 11€ KiHEellb, aje Miit
po3yM Bce 111e TyT. XOTiB Ou s 3a0paTu 3 COO0I0 TATap CBOTO Tija 1 3aJUIIATH
iii muire cBoe cepiie. XOTiB OH s, 11100 BOHA MOTJ1a 3'ICTH MO0 J1I000B 0 Hel.
S mam'sTaro Bee: Hall MepUINi TOLUITYHOK, TaKUN COJIOAKUI 1 AypHYBaTHH,
1 BCl HOYI, IPOBEZIEH] B criorajgax mnpo Heoro. TyT s mam'stato Tebe, 60 1e
Bce, 0 51 MoKy 3pooutu. L{i cnoragu — moe maidyTtHe. i cnoragu npo
Tebe. Moe MailbyTHe — 11€ TH.

[y BinamryBaBcss Ha poOOTY, K TUIBKA MHOMY BHIIOBHHJIOCS
ciMHaaATh. Ilicns BedipHIX 3aHATH y LIKOJI s cTaBayia Ounst Gadpuku 1
yekana. [HoMi BiH 3'IBISBCS, KOJH S IPUXOJUIIA, a THOMI 51 YeKajia MOHaJ
roauHy. HacnpaB/i ouikyBaHHs MOYMHANOCS He OuTs BopiT ¢adpukw, a 3
TOTO MOMEHTY, SIK BiH BIIXOJMB Big MeHe. Moe cepiie Oyno B MOCTIHHIN
TOTOBHOCTI, HE3aJIEKHO BiJ TOTO, A€ 5 Oyna i mo pobuna. S yekana miaui
JIeHb, 100pe 3HaKuu, KOJIM MU JJOMOBWJIMCS 3ycTpiTucs. HaBiTh Konmu mu
Oynu pa3oM, sl yekasa Ha HbOro. | HaBiTh KOJIM BiH Y€KaB Ha MEHE, s BCe
OJIHO YeKaJia Ha HpOoro. Yn o3Hayae KoXaTu KOroch — dekaTu BiyHo? HasiTe
3apa3, koju ['y momep, s BCe OJIHO YeKaro Ha HbOro. Uu uekae BiH Ha MeHe?
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He wasn’t back then. Gu was always working. He sorted
vegetables at a supermarket before dawn, went to school during the
daytime, and loaded and unloaded trucks until midnight. At the
weekend, he split himself between two convenience stores. [ had no
idea how anyone could sustain this lifestyle, but somehow, Gu made
it work. The twenty minutes it took to walk home from the factory
was the only time we had to ourselves. The moment he appeared
dragging his bike, the first smile of the day would break across my
face. I’d take my place on the back of the bike and wrap my arms
around his waist, breathing in his warmth and his scent.

— Aren’t you tired?

— I’m okay. He always said he was ‘okay’.

I eventually banned the word.

I asked him which job was the hardest. The convenience
store gig, he decided, because all the standing around led his mind
to wander anxiously. And he didn’t like handling cash. Why was he
holding in his piss through peak hours when not even a tenth of the
money coming in would reach his pockets?

— Working with my hands clears my head, but the time
goes by way too fast.

— Isn’t that a good thing?

— It scares me, how life is passing me by. He hesitated.

— Like I’ll wake up one day and it’ll all be over.

— Never. It’ll be okay. I made sure to speak without
hesitating, but a person can work themselves to an early death. This,
I know now.

— I don’t hate working. I just don’t want work to be the
only thing I do, you know. I don’t want to live like this forever. His
voice trembled, more frightened than exasperated. — We just have
to get through this bit. It’ll be different when we’re adults. It’ll be
okay. I was breaking my own ban. Did I say the wrong thing?
Should I not have said that? What should I have said? He was facing

Toni Bin He uekas. I'y 3aBxau mpamosas. Bin coprysas oBoui B
CylepMapKeTi 10 CBITaHKY, BJICHb XOJIWB JO IIKOJIW, a 1O TMiBHOYI
3aBaHTaXXyBaB 1 PO3BAHTAKYBAaB BAHTAXKIBKU. Y BHXIJIHI BiH IPaIfOBaB y
JIBOX IIIOA000BHX Mara3uHax. S He ysBIsIa, IK XTOCh MOXE BUTPUMYBATH
Takuii croci6 KurTs, ane ['y sKoch 1e BaaBaiocs. J[BaauaTh XBUINH, AKi MU
WK MIIIKA BiJ 3aBOJY AOJOMY, OYyJIM €IMHUM YacoM, SIKH MH MaJld IS
cebe. Y Toit MOMEHT, KOJIM BiH 3'IBJISIBCS, TATHYYH 32 COOOIO BEJIOCUIIE, HA
MO€EMY OONMYYi 3'SBJsUIACS IepIla MOCMIIIKa 3a JeHb. S cigana Ha 3aaHe
CHIIHHSA BelocHIlena, oOifMaja Horo 3a Tallio 1 BAWXaja HOro TEIIo 1
3amax.

— Tu ne BTOMUBCS?

— S B mopsiaky. BiH 3aBxau roBOpHB, 110 “‘B MOPSAKY .

3pemitoro s 3a00poHIIIa HOMY TOBOPUTH 1€ CIIOBO.

S 3anmrana ioro, sika pobora Oyna HaiiBax4yoro. BiH BupimmB, 1o
poboTa B Maras3uHi, 00 yepes Te, 1110 JOBOUIOCS JOBIO CTOSTH, HOTO TyMKH
OJTyKaiM B HECIIOKIITHOMY HanpsIMKY. | oMy He mojio0anocs MaTH CIIpaBy 3
roTiBKO10. YoMy BiH TEpIIiB, HE XOA4YH B TyaJIeT Y TOJUHH MK, KOJIH HaBiTh
JiecsiTa YaCcTHHA 3apo0JICHUX POl He OTparisijia 10 Horo KuiieHi?

— Pobota pykamu mposICHIOE MOT YMKH, ajie 9ac MPOXOIUTh HAJTO
HIBUJIKO.

— Xiba 1e "He 1o6pe?

— MeHe ssKae, sIK IMBUIKO MPOXOANUTH KUTTS. BiH 3aBaraBcs.

— HiOu onHOTrO 1HSA 5 IPOKUHYCS, 1 BCE 3aKIHUUTHCA.

— Hixomnu. Bee Oyne no6pe. S mocrapanacs roBoputu 6e3 Barasp, ajie
JIOZIMHA MOXe JIOBECTH cebe 10 TepeadacHoi cMepTi. Termep s 1ie 3Haro.

— 51 He HeHaBUKY npamtoBatu. [Ipocto He Xouy, 100 poboTa crana
€JIMHNM, YUM $ 3aiiMatocsi, po3yMiern. He xody Tak %uTH Bee xuTTA. Moro
roJIoc TPEMTIB, OiNblIe BiA CTpaxy, HK Bii po3apaTyBaHHsI. — Tpeba
MPOCTO 1ie epexuTh. Ko Mu ctaneMo gopocimmu, Bee Oyze inakie. Bee
Oyzne nobpe. S mopyuryBaB BiacHe mpaBuio. Yu ckaszas s mock He Te? Yn
He ciig Oyno 1mporo roBoputu? o s MaB ckazatu? Bin nuBUBCS Ha CBIT, a
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the world, and I was facing his back. Fuck living to work. We won’t
end up like those people. Would those words have helped him?
They did nothing for me.

Besides, I had no interest in the future. The moments spent
holding him, leaning on his back, were enough. I needed nothing
more.

Joy led us to sadness.

Noma was six years younger than us. He skipped over to
the factory after his after-school tutoring sessions to see his parents
who worked day and night, his backpack bouncing on his back.
Noma waited patiently in the small office doing homework, eating
and warming his hands by the heater. The other workers weren’t
particularly fond of him, but they weren’t bothered by him either.
They’d catch glimpses of the boy slinking around like a stray cat
and think of their own children in after-school classes, with granny,
or watching TV. Emotions were left at the factory door. The
machines were indifferent to humans, and fatal accidents could
happen in the blink of an eye.

Noma’s parents tried to keep him out of the way, but he
wouldn’t be deterred.

— I’ll be quiet. I’ll behave, I promise. I won’t be any
trouble. He rattled off his lines whenever anyone so much as
glanced in his general direction, like a robot.

— You really like it here, don’t you? Noma peered at me,
probably sizing me up, before giving me a curt nod. I put on my
best casual voice.

— Do you, Noma? He was silent for a long time.

— There are no kids here.

— Kids? What kids? You mean your friends? Without a
word, Noma whipped out a beat-up workbook from his backpack.
In the upper right corner of each page sat a small drawing. A flip

sl IMBUBCS Ha #oro crniuny. J{o 6ica kuTTs 3apaau podotu. Mu He ctaneMo
TaKUMH, K Ti moau. Yu momomorium 6 iWomy mi cioBa? MeHI BOHH HE
JTOTIOMOTJTH.

Jo Toro x, Maiil0yTHE MEHE HE IIKaBWUJI0. MEHI BUCTa4ajo THX
MHTTEBOCTEH, KOJIM S 00iMajia ioro, CXMJIMBIIKMCE HAJT HOro CIMHOK. MeHi
He MOTPpiOHO OyJI0 HIYOTO OlIBIIE.

PanicTs mpuBena Hac 10 CMYTKY.

Homa OyB Ha miicTh pOKiB Moyiommui 3a Hac. [licims 3aHATh y
penetutropa BiH Oir Ha ¢abpuky, MO0 MOOAUYUTH CBOIX OaThKiB, fAKi
MpaLoBaJM JCHb 1 Hi4, a HOro prok3ak miacTpuOyBaB Ha cnuHi. Homa
TepIUIsYe YeKaB y MaJIeHbKOMY 0dici, poOJIsiun JOMAIITHE 3aB/IaHHS, iB 1 TPiB
pyku Oinst obirpiBava. [Hmn npamiBHEKH HE 0COOJIMBO Horo ro0mu, ane i
HE 3BepTajd Ha HHOTO yBaru. BoHM momivanu XJIOMYUKa, 10 KpaBCs, SIK
0e3MOMHHH KiT, 1 3ragyBajy CBOiX AIiTEH, SKi BiABIIyBaM 3aHATTS MiCIs
ko, Oynu 3 6abycero abo auBuiIucs TeneBizop. Emoii 3anumanucs 3a
neepuMa ¢Gabpuku. Mamman Oynu Oalayki A0 JIOAEH, 1 CMEpTENbHI
HEIIACHI BUMAKU MOTJIM CTATUCS B OJTHY MUTb.

barekn Homu Hamaramucs Tpumatu WOro mojaii, aje BiH HE JaBaB
ce0e BIIJISIKATH.

— S 6yny tuxum. S Oyay moBoguTucs 100pe, ooiiso. S He Oymy
CTBOpIOBaTH mpoOieM. BiH moBTOproBaB IIi ciloBa MIOpa3y, KOJIHU XTOCh
HaBITh MOTJIAAAB y Horo Oik, Haue poOoT.

— To06i TyT ny*e nomobdaerbes, npasaa?

Homa mpunuBuBcs 10 MeHe, MaOyTh, OIIHIOIOUH, a TIOTIM KOPOTKO
KHMBHYB T'0JIOBOIO. S cripoOyBasa roBOPUTH SKOMOTa HEBUMYIIICHO.

— A tu, Homa? BiH 1oBro MoBuas.

— Tyt Hemae niTeil.

— Jliteit? SAxux miteir? Tu maem Ha yBasi cBOiX npy3iB? He kaxyun
Hi cioBa, Homa fictaB 31 ¢cBOro prok3aka MomapriaHuii 301uT. Y npaBomMy
BEPXHbOMY KYTI KOKHOI CTOPIHKU OyB HeBenukuil MamtoHoK. Oninbyk. Bin
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book. He gave me permission to flick through.

A boy with his head hanging low slowly lifting his right arm
raising his fist high and giving a thumbs up bigger than his own
head. I let out a laugh. Noma smirked.

I took him home whenever his parents were required
overnight, teaching him how to ride the bike. He got the hang of it
quickly, taking only a few tumbles before pedalling alone with us
walking either side. Some nights, Dam and Noma would walk hand
in hand and leave me to push. The bike seemed almost alive, as if it
might cycle off by itself. I let go, and it fell. I let go again, and again,
it fell. We giggled like fools every time it fell.

Noma would doodle in every single one of his school
workbooks. I waited impatiently for him to get through the modules
and unveil his latest creations. Two eyes morphing into weird
shapes spelling out ‘EYES OFF’. A ribbon unravelling to reveal a
massive turd shooting out of a gift box. In another, the sun, the
moon and a star converging to form the three hands of a melting
clock. In yet another, a person picking their ear to unearth a second
turd, a knife, a flower and a diamond. Finally, a man, a woman, a
boy and a bicycle fading into the distance until they are stars.

Our walks had a quiet warmth to them. Noma between us
made me feel safe and soothed my nerves, as if an angel were
watching over us. Or as if we were looking out for each other,
wrapped in the arms of the night. They plucked the thorns out of my
heart. They made me a better person. We licked ice cream in the
summer and munched bungeoppang in the winter, losing ourselves
in the beauty of the spring flowers and autumn leaves. At the end of
the night, I’d wait for Noma to lock his door and kiss Dam goodbye.
Then it was a shower and four to five hours of sleep before doing it
all again, but there was a warm ball of rice in my heart that
exhaustion and the future could never spoil.

JI03BOJIMB MEHI TOTOPTaTH HOTO.

XJIOMYMK 13 OMYIIEHOI TOJIOBOIO MOBUIBHO MiJHIMaB MpaBy PYKY,
BHCOKO ITITHIMAIOYH KyJIaK 1 MOKa3ylouu BEIMKUN MaJlellb, OUTBIINIA 32 HOTO
rosoBy. S po3zcmisiBesi. Homa mocMixHyBcesl.

S 3abupaB Horo 10A0MY, KOJIM HOro OaThKH 3aJIMIIAIUCS HA HIY, 1
BYUB HOTO 13IMTH HA BeTIOCUIIE Ii. BiH MIBUIKO HABYHMBCS, JIUIIIE KiJIbKA pa3iB
BIIABIIH, TIEPUI HIK MOYaB CAMOCTIHHO KPYTUTH Meali, a MU WIIUIH MOPYY.
Hexomn BBeuepi Jam i Homa #mum pyka B pyKy, a MEHI JOBOJMIOCS
LITOBXaTH Belocurnen. Benocumes 31aBaBcst Maibke )KUBUM, HIOU MIr iXaTu
cam. S BiamyctuB ¥oro, i BiH Bnas. S BiIIyCTHB HOTO 3HOBY, 1 BiH 3HOBY
BnaB. Mu cmisuncs, SIK JypHi, I0pa3y, KOJIM BiH Ma/1aB.

Homa poOuB MaarOHKM B KO)KHOMY 31 CBOiX HIKUIBHUX 30IIUTIB. S 3
HETEPIIHHAM YeKaB, KOJIM BiH 3aKIHUUTh MOJYJi 1 MOKa)kKe CBOi OCTaHHI
TBOpiHHA. [|Ba OKa, 10 MEPETBOPIOIOTHCS HAa TUBHI PIrypH, sKi yTBOPIOIOTH
cnoBa "EYES OFF". Ctpiuka, 1110 pO3MOTY€ThCS, BITKPUBAIOYU BETUUE3HHIMA
KaJl, SKMI BUCTPUTIOE 3 [T0JIapPYHKOBOI KOPOOKH. B 1HIIIOMY MaJItOHKY COHIIE,
MICSIIb 1 3ipKa 3JIMBAIOTHCS, YTBOPIOIOYH TPH CTPUIKHU TAaHYYOTO TOJMHHHKA.
V 11e 0IHOMY MaJIIOHKY JIFOJJMHA KOJIYIIA€ y BYCl, BUTSATYIOUYH 3BIATH IPYTHi
KaBallMK, HIX, KBITKY 1 AiamadT. HapemTi, 4onoBiK, >KiHKa, XJOMYHK 1
BEJIOCHUIIE]] 3HUKAIOTh Y JIaJIeunH1, IepPETBOPIOIOYHCH Ha 31PKH.

Hamri nporynsiuku Oynu crioBHeH1 Tuxoi Teruiotu. Homa mixk Hamu
JaBaB MEHI BIAUYTTs O€3MEeKH 1 3aCMOKOIOBaB MOI HEpBH, HIOM aHren
OXOpOoHsB Hac. AGO HIOM MM MIKJIIyBalMCsS OJHE MPO OJHOIO, OOIMHATI
Hiyyto. BOHM BUpBaiM KOMIOYKK 3 MOro cepus. BoHu 3pobunn meHe
Kpalloro JIIOJUHOK. MU JM3aiu MOpPO3UBO BIITKY 1 KyBaJid OyHIeomnmnaH
B3MMKY, 3aryOMBIINCh y Kpaci BECHSHHMX KBITIB 1 OCIHHBOTO JIUCTS.
Hamnpukinmi Houi s yekaB, moku Homa 3aunHUTE ABepi 1 mominye lam Ha
npormanHs. [TotiM s mpuiiMaB Iy i cmaB YOTHUPU-I'STh TOAMH, MEPII HIXK
BCE MTOBTOPIOBAJIOCS 3HOBY, aJie B MOEMY cepIli OyJia Teria KyJIbKa pucy, Ky
Hi BTOMA, Hi Mai{0yTHE HEe MOTJIN 3IMICYBATH.
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Once, | asked Noma a question I couldn’t answer myself.

— What do you want to be when you grow up? The scariest
question of all.

— What do you want to be when you grow up? Touché. I
took the coward’s way out.

— You go first.

— I’m going to be a good dad.

— A good dad?

— Yeah. The bestest dad in the world.

— What kind of dad is the bestest dad in the world?

— The bestest husband makes the bestest dad. Duh.

— Is that what your mum says? He rummaged through his
bag, ignoring me. Our Noma. The bestest kid in the world.

One of those nights, Noma was riding the bike with us
walking either side. He matched our pace, wiggling the handlebars
and zigzagging, pedalling backwards. He had grown taller that year;
we remained unchanged. Everyone’s faces, fingers and toes
throbbed with cold that winter.

— I have to finish this new workbook over the break. The
teacher hit me for drawing in them, but I’ll show you guys before
rubbing everything out. The thought of him erasing the drawings,
the small curls of rubber piling up, really got to me.

— What will you draw this time?

— Something super sexy. I’'m going to erase it anyway. |
wondered what Noma’s idea of ‘sexy’ was. It probably wasn’t any
different to mine

— Hey, when did you guys start liking each other?

— When we were younger than you are now.

— How did you become friends?

— We just did, naturally.

— What do you mean, ‘naturally’? Noma braked so

Opmnoro pa3y s 3agaB Homi muTaHHs, Ha SIKE caM HE MIT BIIMIOBICTH.

— Kum 1 xouem cratu, kosm Bupocremn? HalicTpanisinie mTUTaHHs 3
yCiX.

— Kum Tt xo0uem cratu, xonu Bupocrem? Tymre. I obpaB muisx
Oosrysa.

— Tu nepmmm.

— S 6yy xopomum 6aThbKOM.

— Xopomum 6aTbKoM?

— Tak. Haiikpamum Tatom y cBiTi. — SIKuii TaTO € HalKpaIUM TaTOM
y CBiTi?

— Haiikpamuii yonoBik — Halikpamuii Tato. Hy.

— Lle TBOst Mama Tak Kake? BiH nepeprBaB CBOIO CyMKY, iIrHOPYIOUH
Mene. Ham Homa. Haiikpamuii XJ0mauk y cBiTi.

Onuiei 3 Tnx Houed HoMa 1xaB Ha BeJlocHIIENl, a MU HIILIA 10 OOMIBA
00k BiZ HHOro. BiH miamamroByBaBcs IiJ HAIl TEMII, KPyTHB KepMo, ixaB
3Ur3araMu, KpyTHUB Iefajli Ha3ajd. 3a TOM piK BiH BUPIC, @ MU 3JIUILIUINCS
He3MiHHUMH. Ti€i 3uMu BCiM OO BiJ XOJIOy OOIMYYsl, MAJIbLI Ha pyKax
1 HOrax.

— 51 My11y 3aKiHUYMTH Ll HOBUM 30IIUT MiJ] Yac KaHiKyJl. BunTtenpka
Oua MeHe 3a Te, 110 s MaJTIOBaB y HUX, aje s MOKaXy BaMm, MEPII HiXK Bce
crepTd. [lyMKa mpo Te, 110 BiH 31Tpe MAJTIOHKHU, & MAJIEHbKI KYJbKU T'YMKH
HAKOIMYYIOTHCS, Ty’KE MEHE 3aUeIiia.

— o Tu HaMamoent 1pOro pasy?

— IIlock cynepcekcyanbHe. S Bce 01HO 1€ cTepy. S 3aMucIuBcs, 110
Homa BBaxae ‘“‘cexcyanmbHum”. MaOyTb, Ile HE BIApPI3HSIOCS BiJl MOTO
YSIBJIICHHSI.

— I'eit, a KoM BU TTOYANIK TTOA00ATUCS OTHE OTHOMY?

— Komu mu Gynu Mmoo 3a rede. — Ak Bu ctanu apy3samu?

— IIpocTo Tak, npUpoOAHKO.

— o Tn maem Ha yBa3i mig “npupoiaubo”? Homa Tak pi3ko
3araJibMyBaB, 110 BeJlocumien 3'ixaB ynpaBo. S Oyia e1nHa, XTO 3IISIKaBCsL.
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dramatically the bike swerved to the right. I was the only one who
startled.

— Want me to push you? Noma ignored Gu’s offer. — Dad
promised he’ll buy me a bike in secondary school. The boys his age
biked to and from school, no matter where they lived. Hundreds of
bikes stood parked in a corner of the schoolyard. They looked like
notes on a staff.

— When I get my bike, I'm going far. All the way to the
ocean.

— Maybe wait until you’re a bit older. Gu patted Noma’s
back.

— Okay but how do you get close to someone ‘naturally’?
Noma wasn’t done. When you really like someone, there’s nowhere
to hide it from them, I almost blurted out

— You two are dating, right? Gu and I laughed drily. We
were well beyond ‘dating’.

— The kids at school are dating too. It had been months
since graduation, but one of our bullies still hit up my phone.

— They’re not like you guys though. They’re dumb. The
bike swerved again, this time to the left. Gu barely caught it.

— So, who do you want to be dumb with? Gu was joking,
but Noma’s face grew grave.

— It’s not like that. I just want someone to be nice to me.
Noma pedalled hands-free, ours steadying the bars.

— So I can be nice back. It was undeniable: the boy was
experiencing his first crush.

Our usual spot grew in the distance. It was right before
closing, meaning the vendor lady would either give us the leftovers
for free or be all out. We always placed bets on how many
bungeoppang remained. Three, Noma guessed. Gu seconded. None

— Xoue, s Tebe migmToBxHy? Homa mpoiraopysas npono3umio I'y.

— Tato 00ilsiB KymUTH MEHI BEJIOCHIE], KOJIU S My B CEPEIHIO
MIKOJTy. XJIOMI WOTO BIKY i31MJIM HA BEIIOCHIIEAAX JIO IIKOJHU 1 3 IIKOJIH,
HE3QJIEKHO Bixg TOro, nae BOHU »kuiad. COTHI BEJIOCHIENIB CTOSIH
MPUIIAPKOBaHI B KYTKY IIKUIBHOTO ABOPY. BOHM BUTISAanu SK HOTH Ha
HOTHOMY CTaHi.

— Konm s orpumaro cBiif BeJlocHIIe I, s MOIAy JaJIeKo. AX J0 OKeaHy.
— Mosxke, movekai, oK Tpoxu nogopociimaen. 'y momeckas Homa mo
CIIMHI.

— I'apazn, ae sik MOKHA “TipUpOAHO” HAOIU3HUTHCS 10 Korock? Homa
He 3akiHuuB. Kou TH KOroch JTyske JTFOOMIII, 1Ie HEMOXKIIUBO IPUXOBATH, —
JIeJIb HE BUPBAJIOCS B MCHE.

— Bu x 3ycrpivaerecs, npasua? Iy i s cyxo 3acMmisiucs. Mu Bxke
JTABHO TIEPEPOCIH “TIO0aYeHHS .

— JliT! B 1IKOJII T€X 3yCTpivaroThCsl. MUHYJIO KUIbKA MICSILIB MiCIsA
BUITYCKY, aJie OIVH 13 HallIX KPUBJIHUKIB BCE 111€ I3BOHMB MEHI Ha TesieoH.

— Aule BOHHU He Taki, sk BU. BoHu aypHi. Benocunen 3HoBy 3’ixaB,
OO pa3y BiiBo. ['y lep BCTUT HOro BIiliMaTH.

— To 3 kuM Tu Xouem Oytu aypuum? Iy skapTyBas, aje oOaM9Ys
Howmu cTano cepiiozHUM.

— Ile He Tak. S mpocTo X0uy, 106 XTOoCh OYB /10 MeHe 100puii. Homa
KpyTHB nesiaii 0e3 pyk, a MU TPUMaIH KEPMO.

— o6 s wmir O6ytu mobpum y BiamoBiab. He moxna Oyno
3arepedyBaTH: XJIOMYHK MEPeKUBaB CBOE TIepIIe KOXaHHS.

Hamre 3BuuHe Mmicie Bifaassuiocs. byio Bke Maiixke dac 3aKpuTTs, a
1€ 03HAYaJIo, 0 MPOJaBUYMHA a00 MacTh HAM 3aJHUIIKKA O0E€3KOIITOBHO, a00
Bce Oyne posmnpojaHo. Mwu 3aBkaAu poOWIM CTaBKM Ha Te, CKUIbKH
Oynreonmanra 3amummnocs. Tpu, Bragas Homa. Iy miarpumas ioro.
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today, I predicted. And there were none. We lay claim to the
remaining fish cake skewers. Tomorrow, I’'m going to stuff my face
with bungeoppang, Noma muttered between mouthfuls. Gu
scooped some broth into a paper cup, handing it to him. I tore off a
tissue and wiped his mouth.

— Thanks, Noma said. It was unusual to be thanked; we’d
never thanked each other for the small things before. After we paid
and left the stall, I licked some soy sauce smeared on Gu’s hand. He
gave me a shy smile, and I probably returned a dumb joke. Noma
looked back at us, securing his left foot on the pedal before
swinging his right leg over the seat.

Crorojni He 3anumuiocs, nepeadaunia s. | miiicHo, He 3amummiIocs. Mu
3abpanu co0i 3aMIIKK PHOHUX IIMAXOK. 3aBTpa sl HaiMcsl OyHIreomnmnanra,
npo6ypmotis Homa Mixx koBTkamu. ['y HauB TPOXu OyIbHOHY B ITallepOBUI
CTaKaHYHK 1 MPOCTATHYB oMy. S BijipBaia cepBeTKy i BUTEepia oMy porT.

— Jlakyro, — cka3aB Homa. byno He3BUYHO OTpuMyBaTH MOJSKY;
paHilie MM HIKOJIM HE ASKYBaJIH OJWH OJHOMY 3a apiOnumi. [licis Toro, sk
MU 3aIUIaTIIIN 1 3aJIMIIMIIM KIOCK, s 3JIM3ajia TPOXHM COEBOIO COYCY, IO
sanumuBes Ha pyui ['y. Bin copoM'si3iiBo mocMixHyBCst MeHi, a s, MabyTh,
BIJIIIOB1JIa 1ypHUM kapToM. Homa 03upHYyBcs Ha Hac, 3aKpIUBIIHN JiBY HOTY
Ha Te/iasi, Mepil Hik NepEeKUHYTH TpaBy HOTY Yepe3 CHIIHHS.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of Rendering Metaphorical Narrative of
Choi Jin-Young’s Hunger into Ukrainian

2.1 Characteristics of the book and the author's biography

Choe Jin-young’s novel Hunger is considered one of the most original and emotional
works in contemporary South Korean literature. It has the elements of the psychological novel,
noir fiction and even horror and is difficult to categorise. The book is also very much a
psychological work, being very much about human emotions, especially love, sadness and inner
emptiness. Another reason that makes it unique among other works is its symbolic and disturbing
style of narration that remains in the memory of the reader for a long time. Born in 1981, Choe
Jin-young began to write in 2006. Her first book won a literary prize, and she became a well-
known writer in Korea. In her books she often addresses complex themes such as emotional
suffering, societal expectations and a sense of loss of identity. She likes to write about love, but
she doesn’t write about it as something perfect but rather as something painful and complicated,
she shows that sometimes love can make people suffer. Originally published in 2015 as Gu'’s
Proof, the book became better known as Hunger and gained popularity with young readers. The
book didn’t initially garner much interest but grew popular around 2020 as people started telling
their friends about it and 20-year-olds took a great liking to it, so it eventually became a bestseller.
That the concerns expressed in the book are of value and of interest to readers(Goodreads, 2026)

The story is centred around two people with the names Dam and Gu. They were friends
since childhood, and their friendship had only deepened with the years. They did not have it easy,
they did not have much money, nobody listened to them, society pressured them, they grew up in
difficult circumstances, from the beginning it was clear that the future was going to be hard. This
background is very important, it makes us understand why they cared so much for each other, why
they were indispensable for each other. The main event is at the beginning when Gu is killed and
Dam finds his body. But she cannot bring herself to accept that he is dead. So she takes his body
home and decides to eat it. This act might seem very shocking, even frightening, but in the book
it makes sense, because it shows that eating him was not only an act of violence, but also a way of
expressing her love, a way of expressing her grief and even to fight back and to resist a cruel
society. Dem thought she could keep him alive this way. If she ate him she'd be in her. What makes
this story unique is that it is told from two perspectives: one from the perspective of the living and
the other from the perspective of the dead. Gu continues to ‘be there’ after his death, like a voice
that keeps on watching what’s happening, while Dam feels his grief in a very intense and very real
way.” These two voices are juxtaposed, implying they are still together, but simultaneously
creating a feeling of loneliness, as they are no longer able to speak to each other properly and are
now separated. This structure heightens the emotional impact while making it even more
confusing.(Rimmon-Kenan, 2002)

The author said she had the idea for the book when she was thinking about love. Choi
Jin-young said that she wondered if people really needed love, especially since love often causes
pain and loss, so she wanted to portray a love that is not perfect but rather difficult, even awkward.
She also connected the notion of love with that of food, as in Korea, people sometimes say they
want to ‘bite’ the person they love; thus, the book’s idea that people can eat one another is
shocking, yet at the same time rooted in culture and emotion. (ArtReview, 2025)

The book also explores society and depicts a world where financial problems are rife, where
debt and injustice are serious issues, and where Gu’s death is linked to financial difficulties and
loan sharks, illustrating just how much financial systems can harm people. That is why this book
is a sad story of an individual, but also a story of wider social issues. The book’s idea of ‘hunger’
is complex, not just physical hunger but hunger for love, for meaning, for stability and purpose,
which gives the book great depth despite the simplicity of its language. The power of the book is
said to be in its symbols. The book makes the readers feel a lot and at the same time think about
what it all means. (Ryan, 2007; Rimmon-Kenan, 2002)
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It has received mixed reviews, where some people have said that it was very intense and a
beautiful story of love and sadness, while others have said that it was too strange or confusing.
The emotions in the story were something that some readers could really feel, but others found it
hard to distinguish the characters and also felt the plot jumped too quickly from one thing to
another. The fact that there are such different opinions shows that the book is quite profound and
can be interpreted differently. The writing is simple but very emotional, and the author doesn’t
explain everything right away, which can sometimes be confusing for readers. The story is also
told differently, and it’s not always clear what’s real, but maybe that’s what it’s supposed to be, to
show what the characters are going through inside.

All in all, Choi Jin-young's Hunger is a complex book that stimulates the reader to
think about love, sadness and life and is full of deep insights on human feelings, some surprising
scenes and strong symbols. All this makes for a one of a kind read. The idea of the book is closely
connected to the author's personal reflections and contemporary life in Korea. That is why the
book is not only a story but also a work that records life in our time.

2.2 Metaphorical Narration in Choi Jin-young’s Hunger

The use of metaphoric narration is one of the most important artistic features of Hunger by
Choi Jin-young. But the novel is metaphorical in a way that does not mean simply that there are a
great many metaphors in the text. As L. David Ritchie (in Metaphorical Stories in Discourse)
(2017) states, metaphorical stories are meaningful because they have narrative situations, symbolic
actions and conceptual structures which let the reader understand abstract emotional experiences
through concrete events. Metaphor in such narratives works not only at the level of language, but
also at the level of plot, characterisation and narrative organisation.

This understanding is particularly relevant for Hunger. The novel is a disturbing story of
love, loss and grief told through an unconventional narrative of death and cannibalism. But the
text cannot be taken as literal. The shocking events described in the novel are symbolic
representations of emotional attachment, memory and existential suffering. Therefore, the
narrative gains metaphoric significance not as a result of individual metaphoric expressions but of
the interplay between allegory, symbolism, biblical allusions, and images and figurative language.

The narrative structure of the novel highlights its metaphorical nature. The story is narrated
through the alternating voices of two protagonists, Dam and Gu. Even after his death, Gu keeps
describing events, and in the physical world, Dam feels grief and emotional ruination. Narrative
voice, as Shlomith Rimmon-Kenan argues, is one of the main ways in which literary meaning is
constructed. The narrator of the living and the dead coexist, creating a space of narrative where
reality and metaphor are always overlapping. As a consequence death is not merely a biological
event but a metaphorical condition which allows for explorations of memory, attachment and
emotional continuity.

One of the most important elements of metaphorical narration in Hunger is allegory.
Allegory is defined in The Routledge Dictionary of Literary Terms(2006) as “a narrative technique
in which the literal events are said to simultaneously stand for another level of meaning.” Cuddon,
for example, defines allegory as “an extended narrative in which the characters, situations and
actions have a secondary symbolic significance in addition to their surface meaning” (Cuddon,
2013).

The narrative structure of Hunger is characterised by many allegorical features. The story of
a woman who eats the body of her dead lover operates on two interrelated levels. In a literal sense,
it represents an action that looks disturbing and socially unacceptable. However, symbolically, the
identical act becomes a sign of utter devotion and resistance to separation. Dam does not eat Gu
because he is physically hungry, but because he is trying to preserve his existence in her. So, the
act of consumption acquires an allegorical meaning, as a sign of the human desire to overcome
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death and to maintain an emotional attachment beyond the physical absence. This allegorical
interpretation becomes particularly evident in the following passage:

1 will live. I will carry your remains with me to the very end of time. You will die only when
I die (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 18 .) .

The passage is translated by literal translation, maintaining its semantic content and symbolic
implications. On the surface the narrator talks about carrying the remains of the dead loved one.
On the allegorical level, however, the image means the impossibility of emotional separation and
the desire to keep love beyond death. The remains are not merely the physical remains of a body
but also the symbols of memory, attachment and ongoing emotional presence. Thus the literal
action also conveys a deeper meaning, which is a defining characteristic of allegory.

Another example further illustrates the allegorical dimension of the novel:

1 tried running and ended up here. A realm of nothingness. A formless void without field,
sea, sky — and yet, I can feel you. With every cell of me. I feel you, right here, but you are not here.
(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.25-26)

This passage has also been translated literally, so that the allegorical imagery of the original
may not be lost. The “realm of nothingness” can be understood literally as the space the narrator
inhabits after death. At the same time, it serves allegorically as a symbol of emotional vacuity, loss
and existential isolation. The narrator lives in a void, in other words, without any physical reality,
but even so, he is able to feel the presence of the beloved. The difference of absence and emotional
presence reinforces the novel’s primary allegorical notion that love occupies the space of the
absent body after the body’s death.

Therefore, the entire narrative may be interpreted as an allegory of love confronting
mortality. Through symbolic actions, impossible situations and emotionally charged imagery,
Hunger transforms a disturbing story of death and consumption into a broader reflection on
memory, attachment and the human desire to preserve emotional bonds despite death and
separation.

Symbolism is also one of the basic components of metaphorical narration, closely associated
with allegory. Symbols are usually defined as objects, actions or images that represent meanings
other than the literal ones. Marie-Laure Ryan, in Toward a Definition of Narrative ( 2007), asserted
that narrative meaning is often constructed by the recurrence of motifs and symbolic associations
that gradually construct readers’ interpretation of a literary text. Hence, symbolic structures play
an important role in the construction of narrative meaning.

Hunger 1s the major symbol of the novel. The title seems to refer initially to a physical need
for food, but the idea is later given broader emotional and existential meanings. Hunger symbolises
loneliness, emotional deprivation and the need for human contact. The protagonists are poor,
socially neglected and have difficulties to establish a meaningful relationship with the surrounding
world. In such cases, hunger is a metaphorical representation of their psychological emptiness and
emotional needs. Thus, the title encapsulates the essential thematic concern of the novel: the
unending desire for love, understanding and belonging.

Another important symbol is eating itself. Consumption in the story is more than its
biological function, it becomes a symbolic expression of eternal attachment. This symbolic
meaning is clearly illustrated in the following passage:

— If you die before me, I will eat you. I will eat you, Gu. I will eat you and live for an
extraordinarily long time(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 17-18) .

Here eating does not mean violence but is rather a symbolic gesture to keep the beloved alive
after death. The symbolic logic of the narrative suggests that the unbearable loss can only be
countered by keeping the loved person alive in oneself. Thus consumption is a symbolic act of
remembrance, emotional continuity and resistance to disappearance.

The same idea is reinforced in another passage:

I won’t watch you disappear. I will live. I will live to remember you (Choe Jin-young, 2025,

p. 18) .
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Life itself becomes a symbol of devotion in the obsession with memory. The act of
remembering is a method of saving emotional bonds, a notion that love can survive physical
absence and even death.

There are many other symbolic motifs in the novel. One of the most recurring is light, which
is often associated with warmth, comfort and emotional intimacy:

That light looks so inviting, so warm. Warm like Dam. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 15.)

In this example, light symbolises emotional security and human closeness. The comparison
between light and Dam transforms a physical phenomenon into a representation of affection,
warmth and belonging.

Another recurring symbol is emptiness, which reflects existential isolation and emotional
loss:

1 tried running and ended up here. A realm of nothingness. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 25.) .

The “realm of nothingness” is a symbolic representation of loneliness, grief and emotional
emptiness. Literally, it could refer to the narrator’s posthumous state, but it also expresses a
profound sense of absence and disconnection.

Symbolic meaning is also conveyed through the representation of interpersonal
relationships. For example:

Conversation was my only outlet and means of expressing my love for her. (Choe Jin-young,
2025, p. 20.)

Putting food on the table was how she expressed her love. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 20.)

In each case, common actions take on symbolic meaning. Conversation and food are signs
of affection, care and emotional connection. Love is not said. It is not announced. It is not stated.
It is an act. It is a simple act. Yet as the narrative unfolds, it takes on a deeper emotional
connotation.

The symbolic association between love and suffering is explicitly written in another passage:

To suffer is to experience physical or emotional pain. There can be no love without suffering.
(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 21.)

Here suffering stands for emotional commitment and the unavoidable vulnerability that
comes with real attachment. The statement highlights one of the central symbolic ideas of the
novel: love and pain are two sides of the same human experience.

Finally, symbolism is also linked to death itself. This can be observed in the following
example:

We fell into a loud silence, probably thinking of Grandpa who symbolised death for us(Choe
Jin-young, 2025, p. 20.) .

The grandfather transcends his role as an individual character and becomes a symbolic
embodiment of mortality. Through such recurring symbols, the novel constructs a complex
network of meanings that connects love, loss, memory, suffering and death.

The novel contains additional symbolic motifs. Light is often a symbol of warmth, emotional
comfort and human contact. Flowers are a symbol of fragility, beauty but also transience of
existence. The human body itself is a symbol of memory and presence. Gu’s body, even in death,
remains a site of emotional attachment and personal identity. The recurrent symbols constitute a
regular network of symbolism, through which the novel expresses its main ideas.

Biblical allusions are another important feature of the metaphorical narration. Allusion, as
Brendan McGuigan (2007) puts it, is an indirect reference to a literary, historical, cultural or
religious source that extends textual meaning through related associations. The narrative of Hunger
is peppered with references to resurrection, miracles, faith and Armageddon. These are not
religious statements, but a symbolic framework within which the questions of life, death and
transcendence can be explored.

One of the most explicit biblical allusions appears in the following passage:
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They believe in stories of a child born without sexual intercourse and of a dead man coming
back to life, tales that far surpass the wonders of rain falling for forty days or the sea parting in
two. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 13)

There are many biblical references in this passage, but they are used ironically. The
conception of a child without sexual activity alludes to the Virgin Birth of Jesus Christ, while the
return of a dead man to life alludes to the Resurrection. The references to forty days of rain and
the splitting of the sea remind us of the stories of Noah’s Flood and Moses’ leading the Israelites
through the Red Sea. The novel juxtaposes these miraculous events with a sceptical narrative
voice, questioning the boundaries between belief and disbelief. At the same time, these allusions
support one of the main concerns of the novel: the human desire to overcome death and to preserve
emotional bonds beyond a physical existence.

The motif of sin appears in another passage:

The things you don’t understand now will start to make sense in time. Ignorance isn’t a sin,
but impatience can be. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 19-20.)

The reference to sin introduces a biblical moral framework to the narrative. But the statement
is not primarily religious. Rather the idea of sin is metaphorical in the sense of a reflection on
human behaviour, emotional maturity and accepting difficult experiences. The tale uses a common
biblical motif to place individual trials within a larger ethical and philosophical framework.

Faith itself becomes an important symbolic motif in the novel:

...Faith is the key to grasping absurdity. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 14.)

Here faith is not only a religious virtue, but a means of coming to grips with the irrational
and incomprehensible in existence. The statement is one of the dominant themes of the book: how
to make sense of situations that are emotionally intolerable or logically incomprehensible.
Therefore, faith acts as a religious allusion and as a metaphor for hope, endurance and emotional
perseverance.

The motif of resurrection is especially important in the symbolic structure of Hunger. The
narrative constantly refers to resurrection as an expression of an impossible, but highly desired,
event. In the novel, resurrection is a symbol of the universal human desire to undo loss, to reclaim
what has gone, and to regain emotional wholeness. Similarly, biblical references to miracles
suggest the desire to overcome the limits of ordinary reality and the inevitability of death.

Hence biblical allusions in Hunger serve a function much beyond religious reference. They
provide a symbolic framework in which themes of love, grief, memory, faith and mortality can be
investigated. Biblical imagery enhances the novel’s philosophical dimension and the metaphorical
narration of the whole text, relating the personal experiences of the characters to universally
recognised religious narratives.

Imagery also plays a major role in building a metaphorical narration. Imagery is defined
in The Routledge Dictionary of Literary Terms(2006) as language which appeals to the senses and
converts abstract ideas into concrete experiences. In Hunger emotions are always expressed in
visual, tactile, olfactory and bodily images. These descriptions of the senses make psychological
experiences tangible and allow readers to see emotional states as physical realities.

One example of tactile imagery appears in the following passage:

I wiped my sweaty palms on my thighs before awkwardly reaching for her hand. (Choe Jin-
young, 2025, p. 24.)

The image of sweaty palms is a physical symbol of anxiety, nervousness and emotional
vulnerability. Rather than directly narrating the protagonist's feelings, the story communicates
those feelings through the feelings of the body, allowing readers to experience the emotional state
of the character through a particular sensory image.

The novel frequently combines several types of imagery within a single passage. This can
be observed in the following description:
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1 remember every detail: the languid sunlight of midday, the lilac-laced breeze swirling
around us, Gu’s blue work jacket smelling faintly of coal briquettes. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.
22))

It is full of visual, sense of smell, and physical imagery. The sunlight gives a vivid visual
picture, the breeze gives movement, the smell of coal briquettes gives an olfactory impression of
memory and intimacy. By gathering sensory details, a mundane memory turns into a vivid
emotional experience, and the connection between memory and physical perception is made
stronger.

Imagery of nature occupies a particularly important place within the symbolic structure of
the novel. Flowers, seasons, light and weather conditions frequently reflect the emotional state of
the protagonists. This tendency can be observed in the following passage:

Or as if we were looking out for each other, wrapped in the arms of the night. They plucked
the thorns out of my heart. They made me a better person. We licked ice cream in the summer and
munched bungeoppang in the winter, losing ourselves in the beauty of the spring flowers and
autumn leaves. At the end of the night, I'd wait for Noma to lock his door and kiss Dam goodbye.
(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 23.)

This paragraph includes a rich mixture of nature, tactile and emotional imagery. The
changing of the seasons represents the passage of time and the continuity of life, while the images
of spring flowers and autumn leaves bring to mind thoughts of beauty, change and transience. The
metaphorical image of removing “thorns” from the heart further turns emotional healing into a
tangible physical act. These sensory descriptions portray personal relationships as lived
experiences inscribed in the natural world.

The recurring imagery of nature in the novel takes the form of flowers, changing seasons
and fading light. The decline of emotion, of sadness and of time are often depicted with images of
wilting flowers, seasonal change and decreasing luminosity. At the same time, bodily imagery is
repeatedly linked with emotional suffering. The body becomes a site where memory and longing
and grief are embodied so that internal psychological experiences can have a visible and sensory
form.

Therefore, imagery is among the main devices utilised to construct the metaphorical
narration in Hunger. Imagery makes feelings into visual, tactile, olfactory, and physical sensations
to make psychological states into tangible realities for the reader. Hence, abstract themes such as
love, loneliness, memory and loss become concrete, emotionally engaging and symbolically
significant.

In Hunger metaphors often link emotional experience with natural phenomena, bodily
states and material objects. Similes do the same thing, they make the abstract feelings visible and
accessible. Metaphor is usually defined as a figure of speech in which one conceptual domain is
understood in terms of another. A metaphor is an implicit comparison between two unlike entities
not using comparative markers such as “like” or “as” (Cuddon, J. A. 4 Dictionary of Literary
Terms and Literary Theory (5th ed.) 2013). Repeated comparisons with flowers, light, trees and
weather conditions turn the emotional suffering into concrete sensory images. Thus metaphor and
simile are not just embellishments of the narrative but part of the process of meaning.

Another important element of metaphorical narration 1is personification, as
McGuigan(2007) states, personification refers to the use of human qualities and actions to abstract
ideas or inanimate objects. Death, light, memory, thoughts, even silence are often active forces in
Hunger, capable of influencing human behaviour. Personification gives agency to emotional
experiences, which can then be players in the narrative world. So, the boundary between an inner
psychological state and the outer world is obscured, intensifying the dream-like and symbolic
nature of the novel. One example can be observed in the description of the sky:

...the clouds bloom like flowers across a clear blue sky...(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 21.)

The verb bloom attributes a characteristic associated with living plants to clouds,
transforming an ordinary natural phenomenon into a vivid and dynamic image. Through this
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personification, nature reflects the narrator’s emotional perception of the world and contributes to
the poetic quality of the narrative.

Another example appears in the phrase:

Death took him by surprise. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 14.)

Here, death is represented as an active agent capable of performing a human action. Rather
than functioning merely as a biological event, death becomes a force that intervenes directly in
human life. Such representation strengthens the symbolic dimension of the narrative and
emphasises the inevitability of mortality.

Personification is also evident in the following sentence:

An unspoken question hung in the air. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 28.)

The question is posed like a physical object sitting in the space between the characters. This
image makes an abstract psychological state real and visible, externalising emotional stress and
uncertainty.

Similarly, temporal experience is personified in the expression:

The night stretched on. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 23.)

In this example, the night appears capable of extending itself, reflecting the protagonist’s
subjective perception of time. The personification conveys feelings of loneliness, anticipation and
emotional exhaustion, transforming the passage of time into an active participant in the narrative.

Therefore, in Hunger, personification is not only a stylistic device, but also an important
metaphorical mode of narration. It transforms abstract ideas and natural elements into active
participants in the fictional world, thus enriching the symbolic and psychological depth of the
novel by making emotions, memories, and existential truths active participants.

Finally, the rhetorical questions are important for the philosophical aspect of the story.
Rhetorical questions, by McGuigan (2007), are questions not asked to get you information, but to
get you thinking and to point out ideas. The protagonists keep posing questions about love, loss,
loneliness and the meaning of life. Seldom do the questions receive a direct answer. Instead they
show doubt, emotional insecurity and existential dread. Rhetorical questions thus become a
significant narrative device for externalising internal conflict and inviting the reader into the
process of interpretation.

Simile also plays an important role in the construction of metaphorical narration. According
to Cuddon (2013), a simile is a figure of speech in which one thing is directly compared with
another, usually through the use of words such as /ike or as, making the relationship between the
compared entities explicit. Unlike metaphor, which establishes an implicit connection between
concepts, simile presents the comparison openly and therefore makes figurative meaning more
immediately accessible to readers. In Hunger, similes frequently transform emotional and
psychological experiences into vivid and concrete images, allowing readers to visualise abstract
feelings through familiar objects, situations and phenomena.

One example can be observed in the following passage:

...as if thrown naked into the middle of a crowded square. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 25.)

The comparison conveys an intense feeling of vulnerability and exposure. Rather than
describing emotional discomfort directly, the narrator associates it with a humiliating public
situation, enabling readers to experience the character’s anxiety through a vivid visual image.

Another example appears in the description of life and death:

Turns out we re as clueless in death as in life. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 25.)

Here the simile establishes a direct comparison between the uncertainty of life and the
uncertainty of death. The image challenges traditional assumptions about knowledge and
understanding after death and emphasises the existential confusion experienced by the characters
throughout the novel.

Similes are also used to characterise social attitudes and personal perceptions:

I envied people who treated expensive clothes like leisurewear. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.
33)
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In this case, the comparison highlights the contrast between social classes and attitudes
towards material possessions. Through a simple everyday image, the narrator expresses feelings
of insecurity, envy and social alienation.

The emotional impact of sudden shock is conveyed through another comparison:

Dam stared at me, stunned, as if a bomb had just detonated. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 34.)

The simile intensifies the emotional response by likening it to the immediate effects of an
explosion. The image turns surprise into a dramatic visual event, and the psychological state of the
character becomes more tangible and memorable.

A more humorous comparison appears in the following description:

Her breasts looked like she had stuffed two choco pies down her shirt. (Choe Jin-young,
2025,p...8 )

The simile is witty in tone, but it adds to the vividness of the narrative by converting a
physical description into an arresting visual image. The comparison is made with the familiar
everyday objects, so the description becomes more expressive and memorable.

Finally, simile is used to express emotional distance and unattainability:

Kissing was another world altogether, as distant as the stars in the night sky. (Choe Jin-
young, 2025, p. 40 )

Kissing is compared to distant stars to emphasise the feelings of longing, unattainability and
emotional distance. The celestial imagery distances the intimate human experience, making it seem
almost out of reach, and thereby heightening the emotional atmosphere of the novel.

So the similes in Hunger are not merely stylistic devices, but are part of the metaphorical
narration. They make the abstract psychological states palpable and understandable by creating
clear analogies between emotional experiences and concrete images, adding to the narrative's
symbolic and emotional content.

Therefore, the metaphorical narration in Choi Jin-young’s Hunger is constructed through the
combination of various literary and narrative elements, instead of the isolated use of metaphorical
expressions. Allegory sets the novel’s overall conceptual framework, symbolism adds deeper
layers of meaning, biblical allusions provide philosophical and spiritual associations, imagery
translates emotions into sensory experiences, and metaphor, simile, personification and rhetorical
questioning further expand the interpretative possibilities of the text. Together these elements turn
an apparently shocking story into a profound reflection on love, grief, memory and the human
desire to preserve emotional bonds, despite death and separation.

2.3 Translation Techniques for Rendering Metaphorical Narration in Hunger

Metaphorical narration is difficult to translate because the literary meaning of Choi Jin-
young’s Hunger is formed not only from the poetic individual lexical units but also from the
complex interactions of symbolism, imagery, biblical allusions and figurative language. As
discussed in the previous section, the metaphorical narration in the novel is built by allegorical
structures, symbolic motifs and recurrent figurative patterns that turn everyday actions and objects
into carriers of emotional, philosophical and existential meanings. Thus, the work of translation
involves not only the transfer of propositional content but also the preservation of conceptual
associations that affect how readers interpret the narrative. Literary translation, from the point of
view of translation studies, tries to reproduce not only linguistic structures but also to convey the
stylistic, emotional and aesthetic functions of the source text. Mona Baker stresses that equivalence
in literary translation has semantic, pragmatic and textual dimensions. Peter Newmark contends
that the translators should preserve the expressive value of literary discourse wherever possible. It
follows that special attention needs to be paid, in translating Hunger, to the symbolic uncertainty,
emotional intensity and metaphorical complexity that constitute the artistic basis of the novel.

The analysis carried out in this section is mainly based on the classification of translation
techniques proposed by Lucia Molina and Amparo Hurtado Albir in their article Translation
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Techniques Revisited: A Dynamic and Functionalist Approach (2002). The scholars define
translation techniques as procedures of analysis and classification of the operation of translation
equivalence with regard to the source text. According to Molina and Hurtado Albir, translation
techniques are functional mechanisms through which translators reproduce meaning, stylistic
effects and communicative intentions in another language, affecting micro-units of discourse.
Therefore, their classification is used in the present analysis to identify and describe the strategies
used to maintain the symbolic, emotional and metaphorical dimensions of Choi Jin-young’s
Hunger. Such techniques as literal translation, modulation, transposition, amplification, reduction,
established equivalent, borrowing and compensation are given special attention as they play a
crucial role in reproduction of metaphorical narration in the Ukrainian translation.

Consequently, all translation examples discussed below are analysed in accordance with the
taxonomy developed by Molina and Hurtado Albir, which provides the methodological framework
for the present study.

Translating Allegory

One of the major challenges in translating the metaphorical narration in Choi Jin-young’s
Hunger is the reproduction of allegorical meaning. The translator must convey not only the surface
meaning of the text but also the conceptual associations that underlie the narrative, because the
novel functions on both a literal and symbolic level at the same time. In many cases, this goal is
achieved by literal translation, which leaves the symbolic ambiguity of the original available to
the target readers without further explanation.

A example can be found in the following passage:

(1-s): I will live. I will carry your remains with me to the very end of time. You will die only
when [ die. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 18.)

(1-t): A 6y0y oicumu. A 6y0y nocumu meoi ocmanku 3 coboio 00 Kinys wacie. Tu nompeut
minbKu mooi, Koiu nompy A.

The translation is literal. The lexical structure and imagery of the source text is preserved,
and the allegorical meaning can be deduced from the context. Literally, the narrator is talking about
carrying the remains of a dead loved one. But, on the allegorical level, the picture symbolises the
denial of emotional separation and the wish to maintain love beyond death. The remains are not
merely the physical remnants of the beloved, they are symbols of memory, of attachment and of
continuing emotional presence. The translation does not add explanations or reformulations of
interpretations. Thus, it preserves the openness of the original allegory and allows the readers to
build its meaning on their own.

Another example illustrates how literal translation can successfully preserve complex
allegorical imagery:

(2-s): I tried running and ended up here. A realm of nothingness. A formless void without
field, sea, sky — and yet, I can feel you. With every cell of me. I feel you, right here, but you are not
here(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 25-26).

(2-t): A cnpobysas smexkmu i onunuscs mym. Y yapcmai Hiuozo. bezghopmeniti nopooscheui
be3 nonie, mops, Heba — i gce xc 5 iouysaio mebde. Koxcnoro kKiimunkorw ceoeo mina. A eiouysaro
mebe, npsamo mym, aje mebe mym HeMae.

A further example demonstrates how literal translation preserves the allegorical dimension
of the original text:

(3-s): I won 't watch you disappear. I will live. I will live to remember you. (Choe Jin-young,
2025, p. 18).

(3-t): A ne 6y0y ousumucs, sx mu 3nuxaewt. A 6yoy scumu. Kumu, wob nam’smamu mebe.

The translation of the passage is literal, which maintains the semantic content and symbolic
implications of the original text. The narrator, on a superficial level, simply states that he intends
to survive after the loss of a loved one. But on an allegorical level the statement is resistance to
oblivion, the resolve to preserve emotional attachment through memory. Life itself is transformed
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into a symbolic act of remembrance, while memory serves as a way to conquer death. Thus, the
translation does not explicate the original wording and manages to keep the allegorical openness
of the source text, leaving the readers to interpret its deeper meaning on their own.

The passage is translated by means of literal translation as well, preserving its semantics as
well as its allegorical dimension. The phrase ‘a realm of nothingness’ can be taken literally to refer
to the narrator’s life after death. It is also an allegory of grief, emotional emptiness and existential
isolation. The narrator is in a space of absence and void but the emotional presence of the beloved
is still there. The juxtaposition of physical absence and emotional presence reinforces one of the
central allegorical ideas of the novel: love persists even after death removes the beloved from the
physical world. The original imagery is preserved, so the allegorical meaning is not spelt out.

These examples demonstrate that the main method for reproducing allegory in Hunger is
literal translation. An over-adaptation or over-explicitation of the novel could reduce the
complexity of the original narrative, for its allegorical structure depends on symbolic ambiguity
and multiple levels of interpretation. The translation, faithful to the imagery and conceptual
structure of the original text, successfully reproduces the allegorical dimension of the novel and
preserves its contribution to the broader system of metaphorical narration.

Translating Symbolism

One of the important elements of metaphorical narration in Hunger is symbolism. As noted
in the previous section, symbolic meaning in the novel is revealed through repeating images and
actions which acquire a significance beyond their literal meaning. The ideas of hunger, light, death
and corporeal presence are not merely narrative components but symbolic representations of
loneliness, attachment, memory and emotional survival. Therefore, the translator’s task is not just
to reproduce the lexical meaning, but also the symbolic associations that help to metaphorically
narrate the novel.

One of the most important symbolic passages appears in the protagonist’s reflection on
preserving the beloved beyond death:

(4-s): I will live. I will carry your remains with me to the very end of time. You will die only
when I die. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 18.)

(4-t): A 6y0y orcumu. A 6y0y nHocumu meoi ocmanku 3 coboro 00 Kinys uacie. Tu nompeut
MinbKu mooi, Koau nompy 5.

This example shows the use of literal translation according to the classification proposed by
Molina and Hurtado Albir. The symbolic meaning of the passage is maintained, as the lexical units
and syntactic structure of the source text are reproduced identically. In the metaphorical narration
of the novel, the image of carrying the remains of another person symbolises memory, devotion
and resistance to separation. The reader is left to draw his own symbolic conclusions, rather than
being led to a specific interpretation by the translator, by retaining the original language. Thus, the
literal meaning translation expresses the emotional impact and symbolic depth of the original
passage.

Another recurring symbol in the novel is light, which is consistently associated with
emotional comfort, intimacy and psychological security.

(5-8): That light looks so inviting, so warm. Warm like Dam. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 15)

(5-t): L{e ceimno uenadae maxum npusabausum, maxum menaum. Tennum, sax /Jam.

This example is a combination of literal translation and modulation. Lexical items light,
inviting and warm are literally translated, keeping the central symbolic image. At the same time,
modulation allows us to compare it with the sound that is natural in the Ukrainian language system,
to preserve its conceptual meaning. The connection between light and emotional warmth remains
the same in translation. Hence, light continues to be a metaphor for safety, affection and human
connection, and remains within the metaphorical narration of the novel.

The symbolic representation of existential emptiness appears in another passage:
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(6-s): [ tried running and ended up here. A realm of nothingness. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.
25.)

(6-t): A cnpobysas emexmu i onunugcs mym. Y yapcmei Hiuoe2o.

Here we use the literal translation. The symbolic image is translated into Ukrainian without
any explanatory additions or semantic alterations. The phrase a realm of nothingness is a
description of the protagonist’s location and a symbolic representation of loneliness, emotional
isolation and existential uncertainty. The metaphorical narration of Hunger is very much dependent
on ambiguity. With the original formulation, the symbolic meaning may be naturally unfolded in
the broader context of the narration. So, the literal translation preserves both the philosophical
complexity and the emotional resonance of the source text.

As the analysed examples show, in Hunger symbolism is mainly replicated by literal
translation, adding modulation only when linguistic or stylistic reasons require it . These
techniques enable the translator to maintain the symbolic network that constructs the novel and
accounts for its metaphorical narration. The Ukrainian translation reproduces the symbols of
memory, emotional attachment, warmth and existential emptiness successfully, preserving the
conceptual and emotional depth of the original text.

Translating Biblical Allusions

Another important element of metaphorical narration in Hunger is biblical allusions. An
allusion, McGuigan says, is an indirect reference to a literary, historical, cultural or religious
source that adds associations and enriches the meaning of the text. In Choi Jin-young’s novel,
biblical references are less overt religious statements than symbolic tools for the characters to make
sense of death, grief, faith and the possibility of transcendence. Therefore, the preservation of
biblical allusions in the translation is important for the philosophical dimension of the metaphorical
narration to be maintained.

One of the most significant biblical references appears in the following passage:

(7-s): What I need is a resurrection, an immaculate conception. A miracle beyond the bounds
of science and ethics. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 13.)

(7-t): Bockpecinus, oco wo meHi mpeba, HeocaxicHa KoHyenyis. Jueo no3a mexcamu Hayku
ma emuKxu.

The translation is characterised by structural modulation and literal translation. The
fundamental biblical notions of resurrection and miracle are reproduced in a direct way, preserving
their religious and symbolic significance. At the same time, the structural modulation allows to
bring the sentence into compliance with Ukrainian syntactic norms. In the symbolic narration of
the novel, resurrection stands for the desire to undo death and to restore emotional wholeness,
while the allusion to miracles signifies the hope of the protagonists for an impossible change of
reality. The translation preserves these allusions and thus the philosophical depth and emotional
intensity of the original text.

Another biblical motif is represented through the concept of faith:

(8-s): Have faith, and sense will follow. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 14.)

(8-t): Maiime @ipy, i cenc 3'a6umocs.

This example shows the usage of literal translation. In Ukrainian the notion of faith has an
equivalent cultural and religious value, that is why the lexical structure of the original utterance is
reproduced directly. The story uses faith as a theological term but also as a metaphor for hope and
emotional resilience. The original formulation allows the symbolic meaning of the statement to
remain accessible to target readers without additional explanation.

Apocalyptic imagery appears in another example:

(9-s): I need Armageddon or eternal life. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 14.)

(9-s): A nompebyto Apmareddon abo b6ezcmepmsi.

In this example the translation is a mix of literal translation and established equivalent. The
biblical name Armageddon is translated through its established Ukrainian equivalent Apmareooon,
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keeping both its cultural recognisability and its religious associations. At the same time, the phrase
"eternal life" is translated by a direct lexical equivalent. The opposition between Armageddon and
eternal life provides a symbolic opposition between destruction and immortality, echoing the
emotional extremity and existential uncertainty of the protagonist. The target text preserves the
semantic content and symbolic value of the biblical allusion by means of an established equivalent
and literal translation, thus keeping its contribution to the metaphorical narration of the novel.

Another biblical allusion appears in the following passage:

(10-s): They believe in stories of a child born without sexual intercourse and of a dead man
coming back to life, tales that far surpass the wonders of rain falling for forty days or the sea
parting in two. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 13).

(10-t): Bonu BipsTh B icTOpIii PO AUTUHY, HAPOPKEHY O€3 CTATEBOTO aKkTy, 1 PO MEPTBOTO
YOJIOBiKA, SIKHI TIOBEPHYBCS JIO MKHTTS, — Ka3KW, SKi Ha0arato IepeBepIlyOTh JIHBa
COPOKAJICHHOTO JIONTy 200 pO3KOIy MOpS Ha JBl YaCTHHHU.

The passage is reproduced mainly by literal translation. The biblical imagery is retained
without adaptation so that the references to the Virgin Birth, the Resurrection, Noah’s Flood and
the parting of the Red Sea are recognisable in the target text. These allusions contribute to the
philosophical side of the novel, offering the characters’ hopes and wishes as references to events
that seem impossible. Such a literal translation allows the Ukrainian reader to recognise the
religious associations and to understand their symbolic meaning in the narrative.

A further example involves a biblical reference to the concept of sin:

(11-s): The things you don’t understand now will start to make sense in time. Ignorance isn’t
a sin, but impatience can be. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, pp. 19-20).

(11-t): Te, 9oro T 3apa3 HE PO3YMIEII, 3 YACOM CTaHE 3po3yMiauM. He3naHHsI — 11e He TpiX,
a OCh HETEePIUISUICTh — MOKe OyTH.

The translation is literal as the concept of sin has a direct equivalent in the Ukrainian
religious and cultural discourse. The biblical quotation is not merely a theological statement, but
a moral reflection on human suffering and the limits of understanding. The translation preserves
the lexical form of the original, and thus manages to convey both the religious association and the
symbolic meaning of the statement.

The analysed examples reveal that biblical allusions in Hunger are reproduced mainly by
means of literal translation, sometimes supported by structural modulation. These techniques
maintain the recognisability of the religious references while enabling them to perform their
symbolic and philosophical functions in the narrative. Thus, the Ukrainian reader can understand
the biblical images as well as the original text readers, and this guarantees the preservation of the
metaphorical narration of the novel.

Translating Imagery

Imagery is one of the primary means by which Hunger constructs metaphorical narrative.
The novel repeatedly converts the emotions and psychological states into sensory experiences that
may be seen visually, physically or emotionally. The use of imagery makes abstract ideas such as
loneliness, fear, love and memory more concrete and allows the reader to more directly experience
the emotional states of the characters. Therefore, it is necessary to preserve imagery in translation
to keep not only the aesthetic qualities of the narrative but also its metaphorical structure.

A vivid example of tactile imagery appears in the following passage:

(12-s): I wiped my sweaty palms on my thighs before awkwardly reaching for her hand.
(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 24.)

(12-t): A sumep nimui 0ononi 06 cmezHa, a NOMiM He32paAbHO NPOCMACHY8 PYKY 00 Hei.

The translation is a mixture of reduction, modulation, transposition and structural
modulation. Reduction. It removes insignificant elements that are not important for the
transmission of the image. Transposition and structural modulation. They change the grammatical
structure of the sentence to the norms of the Ukrainian language. Modulation, on the other hand,
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keeps the emotional perspective of the original. The sweaty palms image is a physical
representation of anxiety and emotional vulnerability. By the combination of these techniques the
translation is able to reproduce the sensory quality of the image as well as its psychological
significance.

A more complex example combines visual, olfactory and kinetic imagery:

(13-s): I remember every detail: the languid sunlight of midday, the lilac-laced breeze
swirling around us, Gu’s blue work jacket smelling faintly of coal briquettes. (Choe Jin-young,
2025, p. 25.)

(13-t): A nam'smaro kodicny demanv: misee NOLyOeHHe COHYe, OY3KO8Ul 8imepeyv, WO
KPYIICIAG HABKONO HAC, Cuns poboua Kypmxa Iy, aka cnabo naxna ey2inbhumu 6puKemamu.

This is an example of structural modulation, transposition and modulation. Structural
modulation enables the sentence to be re-organised in accordance with Ukrainian syntactic
patterns. Transposition alters the grammatical structures without altering the meaning. The
modulation maintains the descriptive perspective and mood of emotion of the original. The
merging of visual, olfactory, and kinetic images creates a vivid memory linked to intimacy and
nostalgia. The translation keeps the sensory details as well as the emotional resonance, part of the
metaphorical narration of the novel.

Another example demonstrates the reproduction of visual and seasonal imagery:

(14-s): Or as if we were looking out for each other, wrapped in the arms of the night. They
plucked the thorns out of my heart. They made me a better person. We licked ice cream in the
summer and munched bungeoppang in the winter, losing ourselves in the beauty of the spring
flowers and autumn leaves. At the end of the night, I’d wait for Noma to lock his door and kiss
Dam goodbye. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 23).

(14-t): AGo HIOM MU MIKIyBalHMCi OJHE MPO OJHOT0, OOIMHATI Hiu4ro. BoHu BupBanu
KOJIFOYKH 3 MOTO cepIls. BoHH 3po0uian MeHE KpaIioro JIIOUHO. MU JTH3aJii MOPO3UBO BIIITKY 1
KyBalli OyHreommaH B3WMKY, 3aryOMBIIMCH y Kpaci BECHSHHUX KBITIB 1 OCIHHBOTO JIUCTS.
Hanpukinmi HOi s yekaB, moku Homa 3a4nHUTE 1Bepi 1 nouinye Jlam Ha mpomanHs.

The translation is a combination of literal translation and modulation. The seasonal imagery
of flowers and autumn leaves creates a lively sensory representation of memory, friendship and
emotional warmth. The metaphorical image of “thorns” being plucked from the narrator’s heart is
retained as well. The target text well captures the visual and emotional richness of the original
passage, allowing the imagery to preserve its narrative and symbolic role.

A further example illustrates the use of visual imagery associated with nature:

(15-s): ...the clouds bloom like flowers across a clear blue sky... (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.
21).

(15-t): ...s5k XMapH pO3KBITAIOTh, HAU€ KBITH, HA YUCTOMY OJIAKUTHOMY HEOL...

The translation corresponds to a literal translation. The image turns a familiar natural
phenomenon into a lively visual scene. The author compares clouds to blooming flowers, giving
an impression of beauty, renewal and emotional tranquillity. The aesthetic and symbolic effect of
the image is preserved because it is directly translated into Ukrainian. The example shows how
visual imagery participates in the metaphorical narration of the novel, and how a literal translation
can retain the expressive power of this imagery.

The examples above show that the imagery in Hunger is based on sensory description to
convey emotional experience. The translation preserves visual, tactile and olfactory dimensions of
the original text, while ensuring linguistic naturalness in Ukrainian through reduction, modulation,
transposition and structural modulation. Thus the imagery continues to serve the narrative and
symbolic purposes of the translated text.

Translating Metaphors and Similes

Metaphors and similes are an important part of metaphorical narration construction, because
they transform abstract emotions into concrete and memorable images. Metaphor, as Lakoff and
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Johnson (1980) suggest, is a conceptual device that makes it easier for people to understand
complex experiences, and similes are explicit comparisons that facilitate the reader’s
understanding of emotional states. In Hunger, the figurative comparisons frequently express
vulnerability, shame, emotional suffering and social alienation.

One example appears in the following comparison:

(16-s): ...but they were happy to use us like an X-rated comic passed around the school.
(Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 45.)

(16-t): ...ane 60oHU 3 padicmio BUKOPUCMOBYBAIU HAC K KOMIKC OISl OOPOCIUX, AKUU
nepeoasanu no 8Citi WKOJI.

The translation uses adaptation and transposition. The phrase X-rated is a cultural
phenomenon and may not evoke the same associations among Ukrainian readers, so adaptation is
needed. So it gets translated as komikc mnsa gopocnux which keeps the implication of taboo /
inappropriate content. The comparison is shifted to a different grammatical construction so that it
sounds natural in Ukrainian. These techniques allow the translation to reproduce the original image
and its social and emotional connotations.

Another simile conveys a powerful sense of vulnerability:

(17-s): I felt scared and alone, as if thrown naked into the middle of a crowded square. (Choe
Jin-young, 2025, p. 30.)

(17-t): A siouyeana cmpax i camomHicms, HIOU MeHEe O020]1eHO0 KUHYIU Nocepeo
nepenoeHenol niowi.

This example combines transposition, amplification and structural modulation.
Amplification enhances the emotional effect of the image by making implicit elements more
explicit. Transposition and structural modulation change the grammatical organisation of the
sentence. The comparison makes an abstract emotional condition a concrete visual of public
exposure and helplessness. The retention of this figurative scene makes it possible for the
translation to reproduce the emotional intensity of the original text and participate in the
metaphorical narration of the novel.

Another simile is used to convey emotional shock and disbelief:

(18-s): Dam stared at me, stunned, as if a bomb had just detonated. (Choe Jin-young, 2025,
p. 33).

(18-t): lam nuBuMiacs Ha MEHE, MPUTOJIOMIIIEHa, HIOW OWHO BUOYXHYIa OomOa.

The translation is a combination of generalisation and structural modulation. The
comparison is quoted verbatim, with the effect of a sudden explosion. The simile transforms an
emotional response into a vivid visual scene, allowing readers to visualise the intensity of Dam’s
shock. Grammatical structure is slightly changed to correspond to Ukrainian norms, but the
expressiveness of the initial image is preserved.

A further example demonstrates the translation of a figurative comparison associated with
social perception:

(19-s): Her breasts looked like she had stuffed two choco pies down her shirt. (Choe Jin-
young, 2025, p. 38).

(19-t): Ti rpy;mu BUrnAmaIM Tak, HIOM BOHA 3aCYHYJIA I1iJ] COPOUKY JIBa IHOKONAIHUX HUPOTH.

The translation maintains the humorous and visual character of the comparison through
structural modulation. The image gives an exaggerated description which makes the readers
immediately picture the character’s appearance.

The final example combines metaphorical and simile-based imagery:

(20-s): Kissing was another world altogether, as distant as the stars in the night sky. (Choe
Jin-young, 2025, p. 40).

(20-t): [TomimyHku Oy JUIsl MEHE YUMOCH 3 1HILIOTO CBITY, NaJ€KUMHU, SIK 3IpPKH Ha HIYHOMY
HeOl.

The translation is modulation-based. The target text preserves the metaphor “another world”
and the simile comparing this world to distant stars. Together they form an image of emotional
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detachment and desire. By keeping both figurative elements, the translation has been able to
maintain the symbolic and emotional aspects of the original narrative in this way.

The examples discussed show that the metaphors and similes in Hunger are reproduced by
adaptation, amplification, transposition and structural modulation. These methods keep the
expressive imagery of the original and make it accessible to Ukrainian readers. Thus, the figure of
speech continues to carry out its symbolic and emotive functions in the translated narrative.

Translating Personification

Personification is central to the metaphorical narration of Hunger, as it endows abstract
concepts and mental states with human qualities and agency. Brendan McGuigan describes
personification as a figure of speech where non-human objects are represented as being able to do
human actions or have human feelings. Choi Jin-young’s novel, personification helps to create a
symbolic narrative space in which thoughts, death and emotions become active participants of the
protagonists’ experience. So, the preservation of personification in the translation is necessary for
the preservation of both the emotional atmosphere and the metaphorical dimension of the text.

One example of personification appears in the description of intrusive thoughts:

(21-s): Thinking too much only messes with you and brings on headaches. (Choe Jin-young,
2025, p. 44.)

(21-t): 3anaomo 6azamo dymamu MinbKu 3aNIYMYy€E i BUKIUKAE 20JI08HULL OLb.

Translation is achieved through transposition, reduction and structural modulation.
Structural modulation rearranges the sentence according to the Ukrainian syntactic conventions,
while transposition alters the grammatical structure of the source text. Reduction excludes
elements that are not necessary to maintain the communicative effect of the utterance. Even with
these structural changes , the personification is still there . The overthinking is personified as an
active force that can act upon a person and make them physically ill . The combination of these
techniques thus enables the translation to preserve both the figurative meaning and the
psychological implications of the original passage.

Another significant example concerns the representation of death:

(22-s): ...death took him by surprise. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 14.)

(22-t): ...cmepmo 3acmana 11020 3neHaybKa.

Here the translation employs an established equivalent. The Ukrainian expression cmepTh
3actasia Woro 3HeHalpbka is the idiomatic equivalent, naturally carrying the same figurative
meaning as the source text. Death is still an active agent in the poem and can do human actions .
The personification is thus fully preserved . In the novel's metaphorical narration, death is
considered not only a biological event but a force directly interfering in human existence. The use
of an established equivalent allows the translator to preserve in the translation both the stylistic
naturalness of the text in the target language and the symbolic significance of the original image.

Another example of personification appears in the following passage:

(23-s): An unspoken question hung in the air. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 28).

(23-t): V nosimpi sucino nesucnosnerne numamnHsi.

The translation is mainly literal. The abstract question concept is imprinted with a physicality
that allows it to occupy space and hang in the air. This picture shows tension, uncertainty and
emotional discomfort between the characters. Since Ukrainian allows the same figurative
construction, the personification is retained without loss of meaning or stylistic effect. Hence the
translation is successful in reproducing the symbolic and emotional features of the original image.

A further example demonstrates the personification of time and night:

(24-s): The night stretched on. (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 23).

(24-t): Hiu maenynacs.

This example is reproduced with an established equivalent and literal translation. The night
is personified as a being that can do an action of a human type. In the story, the picture reflects
emotional exhaustion, longing and psychological tension. The Ukrainian equivalent preserves the
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same figurativeness and the emotional charge, thus the symbolic role of personification is
preserved in the target text.

The analysed examples show the reproduction of personification in Hunger by a
combination of established equivalents, transposition, reduction and structural modulation. These
techniques preserve the agency attributed to abstract concepts so that the emotional and symbolic
functions of personification can be preserved in translation. So, thoughts and death are still active
elements of the novel’s metaphorical narrative, increasing its emotional intensity and philosophical
depth.

Translating Rhetorical Questions

Another important element of metaphorical narration in Hunger is the use of rhetorical
questions. In the words of McGuigan, rhetorical questions are interrogative structures that are not
used to elicit real answers, but to stimulate thought, to convey feelings or to draw attention to
particular ideas. The novel is full of rhetorical questions, which articulate the protagonists’
uncertainty, grief and existential anxiety. They are often associated with moments of reflection
and they invite the reader to be part of the interpretive process. Therefore, in the translation, it is
important to maintain their communicative and emotional functions to preserve the psychological
depth of the narrative.

One of the most expressive examples appears in the following passage:

(25-s): I wonder what will shock humans in a thousand years. What will they hate, fear, find
humiliating? What will they criticize and mock? Who will they label crazy? Which stories will
resonate with them? (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 12-13.)

(25-t): Mene yixasums, wo wokysamume arodeu yepes mucayy pokis. Lllo eonu 6yoymo
Henasudimu, 6osmucs yu npunudicysamu? [lJo éonu 6yoyme kpumuxysamu ma sucmiroeamu? Ha
K020 6y0ymb giwiamu ApIuK Hagixceno2o? AKi icmopii 3natidyms ceoe micye 6 cepysx aooet?

The translation consists in reduction, modulation of structure, equivalent established,
modulation and particularisation. By means of structural modulation the syntactic organisation of
the rhetorical sequence is adjusted to the Ukrainian norms, by means of modulation the
communicative perspective is preserved. The particularisation provides the necessary specificity
to achieve clarity and naturalness in the target language. The established equivalent is BimaTu
SApIMK HaBbKeHOTo to render the expression label crazy, which preserves the figurative meaning
and evaluative connotations of the original. In its various transformations the rhetorical chain
preserves its reflective and philosophical character. The repetition of questions makes the readers
think about the relativity of social norms and moral values, thus strengthening the existential
dimension of the metaphorical narration.

Another rhetorical question addresses the problem of existence and identity:

(26-s): How can someone who never existed cease to exist? (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 27.)

(26-t): Ax moorce moouna, sika HIKOU He ICHY8ANd, nepecmamu icHy8amu?

This is an example of translation through particularisation. The technique allows the
translator to make the conceptual content of the original more explicit, while preserving its
philosophical nature. The rhetorical question does not want an answer; it wants a reflection on
existence, memory and the line between presence and absence. These themes occupy a central
place in the metaphorical narrative of the novel. The translation preserves both the interrogative
form and the conceptual paradox of the original statement, and thus preserves its intellectual and
emotional impact.

Another rhetorical question appears in the narrator’s reflections on love and suffering:

(27-s): Why do people suffer so much when they love someone? (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p.
21).

(27-t): HYomy n100u max cunbHo cmpaxcoaomos, KOJIU KO20Cb MH001ams?

Translation is done by the technique of literal translation. The rhetorical effect is similar in
both languages and the interrogative structure is preserved with no major changes. The question is
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not meant to be answered, but rather to get the reader thinking about the connection between love
and suffering that is so inextricable, one of the central themes of the novel. The translation keeps
the original structure, and thus the philosophical and emotional impact.

A further example demonstrates the use of rhetorical questioning to express uncertainty and
existential doubt:

(28-s): What if none of this means anything at all? (Choe Jin-young, 2025, p. 29).

(28-t): A wo, axwo éce ye 83azani Hiuo2o He o3HaYaAc?

The translation is a combination of literal translation and structural modulation. The
rhetorical question is not really asking for information, it is rather expressing anxiety and
uncertainty. The translation maintains the interrogative and the emotional tone of the original,
reproducing the narrator's inner conflict and adding to the existential atmosphere of the novel. The
example demonstrates how rhetorical questions are an important part of the metaphorical narration,
stimulating the reader to participate in the interpretation of the text.

The examples analysed show that rhetorical questions in Hunger are reproduced through
reduction, structural modulation, established equivalents, modulation and particularisation. These
techniques enable the translator to preserve the reflective and philosophical tone of the original
discourse and adapt it to Ukrainian linguistic norms. Thus, rhetorical questions remain vital tools
of self-reflection and existential questioning, and they serve to complement the emotional and
metaphorical depth of the novel.
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Conclusions

The present translation project was dedicated to the translation and analysis of some excerpts
from Choi Jin-young’s novel Hunger. The study successfully achieved its objectives. First, the
source text was translated into Ukrainian, taking into consideration its genre and stylistic features.
Secondly, the main components of metaphorical narration in the novel were identified and
analysed. Thirdly, the translation techniques for reproducing these elements into Ukrainian were
analysed. In translation, the challenge was to retain the emotional intensity and symbolic ambiguity
of the original, as well as the narrative complexity, while keeping the language natural in the target
language.

The novel analysis showed that Hunger is characterised by a unique metaphorical narration.
It is achieved not only through individual metaphors but also through a complex interaction of
allegory, symbolism, biblical allusions, imagery, metaphors, similes, personification and rhetorical
questions. These stylistic devices compose a multilayered narrative structure that contributes to
the representation of grief, love, loneliness, memory and existential anxiety.

The study also identified the principal elements of metaphorical narration in the novel and
examined the ways in which they were reproduced in translation. The analysis revealed that
symbolism constitutes the dominant component of the narrative, followed by imagery, biblical
allusions, metaphors and similes, personification, allegory and rhetorical questions. The
percentage distribution of the analysed stylistic devices is presented in Appendix A.

Particular attention was paid to the translation techniques employed to reproduce the
metaphorical narration. The analysis was conducted according to the classification proposed by
Molina and Hurtado Albir. The results demonstrate that literal translation was the most frequently
used technique, as it allowed the preservation of the symbolic and metaphorical structures of the
original text. The frequency of the translation techniques is presented below (See Appendix B):

Literal translation — 38.7%;
Modulation — 17.7%;
Transposition — 17.7%;
Reduction — 8.1%;
Amplification — 8.1%;
Adaptation — 3.2%;
Generalisation — 3.2%;
Established equivalent — 1.6%.

50



10.
11.

12.

13.

14.
15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

References

. Baker, M. & Saldanha, G. (Eds.). (2020). Routlege Encyclopedia of Translation Studies./

3 edition/. NY, London: Routlege.

Bogel F. V. (2026). A Theory of Metaphor: Truth, Falsity, and the Uncanny. NY, London:
Routledge (Taylor & Francis Group).

Childs P. and Fowler R. (eds). (2006). The Routledge dictionary of literary terms. US,
Canada: Routledge.

Choi Jin-young (2025). Hunger / Translated into English by Soje)/ Brazen.

Cuddon J. A. (2013). Dictionary of Literary Terms and Literary Theory / 5th ed./ UK:
Wiley-Blackwell (A John Wiley & Sons, Ltd., Publication).

Fludernik M. (2011). Beyond Cognitive Metaphor Theory: Perspectives on Literary
Metaphor. NY, London: Taylor & Francis Group.

Gambier, Y., & van Doorslaer, L. (Eds.). (2011). Handbook of translation studies: Volume
4. NY, London: Routledge.

Herman D.(ed.) (2007). The Cambridge Companion to Narrative. Cambridge: Cambridge
University Press.

Hunger.Choi Jin-young, Soje (Translator) (2025). Goodreads. Retrieved from:
https://www.goodreads.com/en/book/show/216434351-hunger (date of access: 29.05.2026)
Jean Boase-Beier (2014). Stylistic Approaches to Translation. NY, London: Routledge.
Lakoff G. & Johnson M. (2003). Metaphors We Live By. Chicago: University of Chicago
Press.

McGuigan B. (2011). Rhetorical devices: a handbook and activities for student writers.
Clayton, DE: Prestwick House.

Molina, L., & Hurtado Albir, A. (2002). Translation Techniques Revisited: A Dynamic and
Functionalist Approach. Meta, 47(4), 498-512.

Newmark P. (2009). A Textbook of Translation. London: Prentice Hall.

Panda A. K. (2022). Words, Texts and Worlds in Translation. UK: Cambridge Scholars
Publishing.

Prandi M.(2017). Conceptual Conflicts in Metaphors and Figurative Language. NY,
London: Routledge (Taylor & Francis Group).

Rimmon-Kenan Sh.(2002). Narrative fiction: Contemporary poetics. / 2™ edition/. London :
Routledge.

Ritchie L. D.(2017). Metaphorical Stories in Discourse. Cambridge: Cambridge University
Press.

Roth D. (2019). Narrative metaphor: Integrating insights in cognitive science into a toolset

for intentionally shaping vocational pursuits. International Journal of Christianity &

Education. Vol. 23, no. 1. P. 69-80. Retrieved from:
https://doi.org/10.1177/2056997118812897 (date of access: 29.05.2026).

Ryan M.-L. (2023) in: The Routledge Companion to Narrative Theory. New Y ork:
Routledge.

Schiff B.(ed.), McKim A. E. (ed.), Patron S.(ed.). (2017). Life and Narrative: The Risks and
Responsibilities of Storying Experience. Oxford: Oxford University Press.

Simpson P. (2004). Stylistics: A Resource Book for Students. US, Canada: Routledge.

51


https://doi.org/10.1177/2056997118812897

23.

24.
25.

26.

Turco L.(2020). Book of Literary Terms: the genres of fiction, drama, nonfiction, literary
criticism, and scholarship. /2nd ed./ US: University of New Mexico Press.

Wales K. (2011). 4 Dictionary of Stylistics. New York: Routledge.

Wyatt N., Saricks J. G. (2019). Readers' Advisory Guide to Genre Fiction. / 3rd ed./ US,
Chicago: ALA Editions.

Yoojin Grace Wuertz (2025). ‘Hunger’ by Choi Jin-young: Love, Cannibalism and
Contemporary Korea. ArtReview. Retrieved from: https://artreview.com/hunger-choi-jin-
young-review-yoojin-grace-wuertz/(date of access: 29.05.2026).

52


https://artreview.com/hunger-choi-jin-young-review-yoojin-grace-wuertz/?utm_source=chatgpt.com
https://artreview.com/hunger-choi-jin-young-review-yoojin-grace-wuertz/?utm_source=chatgpt.com

Appendices

Appendix A

Literary and rhetorical devices

Rhethorical questions
13,7%

Personification

26,5%
Similies
12,7%
Metaphors
6,9%
Biblical allusions lmage?'
9,8% 17,6%
Symbolism Allegory
7,8% 4,9%

Appendix B

TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES

Generalisation
3,2%
Adaptation
3,2%
Amplification
8,1%
Reduction
8,1%

Literal translation
38,7%

Modulation
17,7%

Transposition
17,7%
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